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SCENE:
Acity inlllyria; and the sea-coast near it
ACT |. SCENE I.

The DUKE' S pal ace

Enter ORSINO Duke of Illyria, CURIO and other LORDS;

MUSI CI ANS at t endi ng

DUKE. If nusic be the food of |ove, play on,

G ve nme excess of it, that, surfeiting,



The appetite may sicken and so die.
That strain again! It had a dying fall;
O it cane o'er ny ear like the sweet sound
That breat hes upon a bank of violets,
Steal i ng and gi vi ng odour! Enough, no nore;
"Tis not so sweet now as it was before.
O spirit of love, how quick and fresh art thou!
That, notw thstanding thy capacity
Recei veth as the sea, nought enters there,
O what validity and pitch soe'er,
But falls into abatenent and | ow price
Even in a mnute. So full of shapes is fancy,
That it alone is high fantastical.

CURIO. WII you go hunt, ny |ord?

DUKE. What, Curio?

CURI O The hart.

DUKE. Wiy, so | do, the noblest that | have.
O when nmine eyes did see AQivia first,
Met hought she purg'd the air of pestilence!
That instant was | turn'd into a hart,
And ny desires, like fell and cruel hounds,

E' er since pursue ne.

Ent er VALENTI NE

How now! what news from her?
VALENTI NE. So please ny lord, I mght not be admitted,
But from her handmaid do return this answer:
The elenment itself, till seven years' heat,
Shall not behold her face at anple view
But like a cloistress she will veiled walk,
And wat er once a day her chanber round

Wth eye-offending brine; all this to season



A brother's dead | ove, which she would keep fresh
And lasting in her sad renmenbrance.

DUKE. O she that hath a heart of that fine frame
To pay this debt of love but to a brother,
How wi Il she | ove when the rich golden shaft
Hath kill'd the flock of all affections else
That live in her; when liver, brain, and heart,
These sovereign thrones, are all supplied and fill"'d,
Her sweet perfections, with one self king!
Away before me to sweet beds of flowrs:
Love-thoughts lie rich when canopied with bow rs.

Exeunt
SCENE 1 1.

The sea- coast

Enter VIOLA, a CAPTAIN, and SAl LORS

VI LA, What country, friends, is this?
CAPTAIN. This is Illyria, |ady.
VI OLA. And what should | do in Illyria?

My brother he is in Elysium

Perchance he is not drown' d- what think you, sailors?
CAPTAIN. It is perchance that you yourself were saved.
VI CLA. O ny poor brother! and so perchance may he be.
CAPTAIN. True, nadam and, to confort you w th chance,

Assure yoursel f, after our ship did split,

When you, and those poor nunber saved with you,

Hung on our driving boat, | saw your brother,

Most provident in peril, bind hinself-

Cour age and hope both teaching himthe practice-

To a strong nmast that liv'd upon the sea;

Where, like Arion on the dol phin's back,

I saw hi m hol d acquai ntance with the waves



So long as | could see.

VI OLA. For saying so, there's gold.

M ne own escape unfoldeth to nmy hope,
Whereto thy speech serves for authority,
The like of him Know st thou this country?

CAPTAIN. Ay, madam well; for | was bred and born
Not three hours' travel fromthis very place.

VI COLA. Who governs here?

CAPTAIN. A nobl e duke, in nature as in nane.

VI OLA. What is his nane?

CAPTAIN. O'sino.

VIOLA. Osino! | have heard ny father nane him
He was a bachel or then.

CAPTAIN. And so is now, or was so very |ate;
For but a nonth ago | went from hence,

And then 'twas fresh in murmnmur- as, you know,
What great ones do the less will prattle of-
That he did seek the love of fair divia.

VI OLA. What's she?

CAPTAIN. A virtuous maid, the daughter of a count
That died sonme twel venonth since, then | eaving her
In the protection of his son, her brother,
Who shortly al so died; for whose dear |ove,
They say, she hath abjur'd the conpany
And si ght of nen.

VIOLA. Othat | serv'd that |ady,

And m ght not be delivered to the world,
Till I had nmade mine own occasion nell ow,
VWhat ny estate is!

CAPTAIN. That were hard to conpass,
Because she will admit no kind of suit-
No, not the Duke's.

VICOLA. There is a fair behaviour in thee, Captain;



And though that nature with a beauteous wall

Doth oft close in pollution, yet of thee

I will believe thou hast a mind that suits

Wth this thy fair and outward character

| prithee, and I'Il pay thee bounteously,

Conceal nme what | am and be ny aid

For such di sgui se as haply shall becomne

The formof my intent. 1'Il serve this duke

Thou shalt present ne as an eunuch to him

It may be worth thy pains, for | can sing

And speak to himin many sorts of nusic,

That will allow ne very worth his service

What else may hap to time | will conmit;

Only shape thou silence to ny wt.
CAPTAIN. Be you his eunuch and your nute I'll be;

When ny tongue bl abs, then let mine eyes not see.
VI OLA. | thank thee. Lead nme on. Exeunt

SCENE I 11.

QLI VI A'S house

Enter SIR TOBY BELCH and MARI A

SIR TOBY. What a plague neans ny niece to take the death of her
brother thus? | amsure care's an eneny to life.

MARIA. By ny troth, Sir Toby, you nust cone in earlier o nights;
your cousin, ny |ady, takes great exceptions to your ill hours.

SIR TOBY. Wy, let her except before excepted.

MARI A. Ay, but you must confine yourself within the nbodest linits
of order.

SIR TOBY. Confine! I'Il confine nyself no finer than | am These
cl othes are good enough to drink in, and so be these boots too;
an they be not, let them hang thenselves in their own straps.

MARI A. That quaffing and drinking will undo you; | heard ny | ady



talk of it yesterday, and of a foolish knight that you brought in
one night here to be her wooer.

SIR TOBY. Who? Sir Andrew Aguecheek?

MARI A. Ay, he.

SIR TOBY. He's as tall a man as any's in Illyria.

MARI A, What's that to th' purpose?

SIR TOBY. Wiy, he has three thousand ducats a year

MARI A. Ay, but he'll have but a year in all these ducats; he's a
very fool and a prodigal

SIR TOBY. Fie that you'll say so! He plays o' th' viol-de-ganboys,
and speaks three or four |anguages word for word w t hout book
and hath all the good gifts of nature.

MARI A. He hath indeed, alnost natural; for, besides that he's a
fool, he's a great quarreller; and but that he hath the gift of a
coward to allay the gust he hath in quarrelling, 'tis thought
anong the prudent he would quickly have the gift of a grave

SIR TOBY. By this hand, they are scoundrels and subtractors that
say so of him Wo are they?

MARI A. They that add, noreover, he's drunk nightly in your comnpany.

SIR TOBY. Wth drinking healths to ny niece; I'll drink to her as
long as there is a passage in ny throat and drink in Illyria.
He's a coward and a coystrill that will not drink to my niece
till his brains turn o' th' toe like a parish-top. Wat, wench!

Castiliano vul go! for here cones Sir Andrew Aguef ace.

Enter SI R ANDREW AGUECHEEK

AGUECHEEK. Sir Toby Bel ch! How now, Sir Toby Bel ch
SIR TOBY. Sweet Sir Andrew

AGUECHEEK. Bl ess you, fair shrew.

MARI A. And you too, sir.

SI R TOBY. Accost, Sir Andrew, accost.

AGUECHEEK. What's that?



SIR TOBY. My niece's chanbermaid.

AGUECHEEK. Good M stress Accost, | desire better acquai ntance.

MARIA. My nane is Mary, sir.

AGUECHEEK. Good M stress Mary Accost -

SIR Toby. You m stake, knight. 'Accost' is front her, board her
woo her, assail her.

AGUECHEEK. By ny troth, | would not undertake her in this conpany.
Is that the meaning of 'accost'?

MARI A. Fare you wel |, gentlenen.

SIR TOBY. An thou let part so, Sir Andrew, would thou mi ghtst never
draw sword agai n!

AGUECHEEK. An you part so, nistress, | would |I might never draw
sword again. Fair lady, do you think you have fools in hand?

MARIA. Sir, | have not you by th' hand.

AGUECHEEK. Marry, but you shall have; and here's ny hand.

MARI A. Now, sir, thought is free. | pray you, bring your hand to
th' buttry-bar and let it drink

AGUECHEEK. \Wherefore, sweetheart? What's your netaphor?

MARIA. It's dry, sir.

AGUECHEEK. Wy, | think so; I amnot such an ass but | can keep ny
hand dry. But what's your jest?

MARI A. A dry jest, sir.

AGUECHEEK. Are you full of thenf

MARI A, Ay, sir, | have themat ny fingers' ends; marry, now | |et
go your hand, | am barren. Exit MARI A

SIR TOBY. O knight, thou |l ack'st a cup of canary! Wen did | see
thee so put down?

AGUECHEEK. Never in your life, | think; unless you see canary put
me down. Methinks sonmetinmes | have no nore wit than a Christian
or an ordinary man has; but | am great eater of beef, and
believe that does harmto ny wt.

SIR TOBY. No questi on.

AGUECHEEK. An | thought that, 1'd forswear it. I'll ride hone



to-norrow, Sir Toby.

SIR TOBY. Pourquoi, ny dear knight?

AGUECHEEK. Wat is 'pourquoi'- do or not do? | would |I had best owed
that time in the tongues that | have in fencing, dancing, and
bear-baiting. Ch, had I but foll owed the arts!

SI R TOBY. Then hadst thou had an excellent head of hair.

AGUECHEEK. Way, woul d that have nmended ny hair?

SIR TOBY. Past question; for thou seest it will not curl by nature.

AGUECHEEK. But it becomes ne well enough, does't not?

SIR TOBY. Excellent; it hangs like flax on a distaff, and |I hope to
see a huswi fe take thee between her legs and spin it off.

AGUECHEEK. Faith, I'Il home to-nmorrow, Sir Toby. Your niece wll
not be seen, or if she be, it's four to one she'll none of ne;
the Count hinself here hard by woos her

SIR TOBY. She'll none o' th' Count; she'll not match above her
degree, neither in estate, years, nor wit; | have heard her

swear't. Tut, there's life in't, man.

AGUECHEEK. |'Ill stay a nonth longer. | ama fellow o' th' strangest
mind i' th" world; | delight in masques and revels sonetines
al t oget her.

SIR TOBY. Art thou good at these kickshawses, knight?

AGUECHEEK. As any man in Illyria, whatsoever he be, under the
degree of my betters; and yet | will not conpare with an old man.

SIR TOBY. What is thy excellence in a galliard, knight?

AGUECHEEK. Faith, | can cut a caper

SIR TOBY. And | can cut the nutton to't.

AGUECHEEK. And | think | have the back-trick sinply as strong as
any man in Illyria.

SIR TOBY. Werefore are these things hid? Werefore have these
gifts a curtain before '"en? Are they like to take dust, like
Mstress Mall's picture? Wiy dost thou not go to church in a
galliard and come home in a coranto? My very wal k should be a

jig; | would not so nuch as nake water but in a sink-a-pace. Wat



dost thou nmean? Is it a world to hide virtues in? | did think, by
the excellent constitution of thy leg, it was fornd under the
star of a galliard.

AGUECHEEK. Ay, 'tis strong, and it does indifferent well in
flame-col our'd stock. Shall we set about sone revel s?

SIR TOBY. What shall we do el se? Were we not born under Taurus?

AGUECHEEK. Taurus? That's sides and heart.

SIR TOBY. No, sir; it is legs and thighs. Let ne see the caper. Ha
hi gher! Ha, ha, excellent! Exeunt

SCENE | V.

The DUKE S pal ace

Enter VALENTINE, and VIOLA in man's attire

VALENTI NE. If the Duke continue these favours towards you, Cesario,
you are |like to be nuch advanc'd; he hath known you but three
days, and already you are no stranger

VI CLA. You either fear his hunour or ny negligence, that you cal
in question the continuance of his love. Is he inconstant, sir,
in his favours?

VALENTI NE. No, believe ne.

Enter DUKE, CURI O and ATTENDANTS

VI CLA. | thank you. Here cones the Count.

DUKE. Who saw Cesario, ho?

VI OLA. On your attendance, mny lord, here.

DUKE. Stand you awhil e al oof. Cesari o,
Thou know st no less but all; | have unclasp'd
To thee the book even of my secret soul
Theref ore, good youth, address thy gait unto her
Be not deni ed access, stand at her doors,

And tell themthere thy fixed foot shall grow



Till thou have audi ence.
VI OLA. Sure, ny noble lord,
If she be so abandon'd to her sorrow
As it is spoke, she never will admt ne.
DUKE. Be cl anorous and |leap all civil bounds,
Rat her than nmake unprofited return.
VIOLA. Say | do speak with her, ny lord, what then?
DUKE. O then unfold the passion of ny |ove,
Surprise her with discourse of nmy dear faith!
It shall becone thee well to act ny woes:
She will attend it better in thy youth
Than in a nuncio's of nore grave aspect.
VICLA. | think not so, ny lord.
DUKE. Dear |ad, believe it,
For they shall yet belie thy happy years
That say thou art a man: Diana's |lip
I's not nmore snooth and rubious; thy small pipe
Is as the maiden's organ, shrill and sound,
And all is senblative a wonan's part.
I know thy constellation is right apt
For this affair. Sonme four or five attend him
All, if youwill, for I nyself am best
When | east in conpany. Prosper well in this,
And thou shalt live as freely as thy lord
To call his fortunes thine.
VICLA. 1'Il do ny best
To woo your |ady. [Aside] Yet, a barful strife!
Whoe' er | woo, nyself would be his wife.
SCENE V.

QLI VI A'S house

Enter MARI A and CLOWN



MARI A. Nay, either tell me where thou hast been, or I will not open
my lips so wide as a bristle may enter in way of thy excuse; ny
lady will hang thee for thy absence.

CLOMN. Let her hang ne. He that is well hang'd in this world needs
to fear no col ours.

MARI A. Make that good.

CLOM. He shall see none to fear.

MARI A. A good lenten answer. | can tell thee where that saying was
born, of 'I fear no colours.'

CLOMWN. \Where, good M stress Mary?

MARIA. In the wars; and that nay you be bold to say in your
fool ery.

CLOM. Well, God give themw sdomthat have it; and those that are
fools, let themuse their talents.

MARI A. Yet you will be hang'd for being so |ong absent; or to be
turn'd away- is not that as good as a hanging to you?

CLOMN. Many a good hangi ng prevents a bad marriage; and for turning
away, |et summer bear it out.

MARI A. You are resolute, then?

CLOM. Not so, neither; but | amresolv'd on two points.

MARI A. That if one break, the other will hold; or if both break,
your gaskins fall.

CLOM. Apt, in good faith, very apt! Well, go thy way; if Sir Toby
woul d | eave drinking, thou wert as witty a piece of Eve's flesh
as any in lllyria.

MARI A. Peace, you rogue, no nore o' that. Here cones ny |ady. Mke

your excuse w sely, you were best. Exi t

Enter COLIVI A and MALVOLI O

CLOMN. Wt, an't be thy will, put me into good fooling! Those wits
that think they have thee do very oft prove fools; and | that am

sure | lack thee may pass for a wi se man. For what says



Qui napal us? 'Better a witty fool than a foolish wit.' God bl ess
t hee, | ady!

CLI VI A. Take the fool away.

CLOMN. Do you not hear, fellows? Take away the | ady.

OLIVIA. Go to, y'are a dry fool; I'Il no nore of you. Besides, you
grow di shonest.

CLOMN. Two faults, nmadonna, that drink and good counsel will anend;
for give the dry fool drink, then is the fool not dry. Bid the
di shonest man nend hinself: if he nmend, he is no | onger
di shonest; if he cannot, let the botcher nmend him Anything
that's nmended is but patch'd; virtue that transgresses is but
patch'd with sin, and sin that amends is but patch'd with virtue.
If that this sinple syllogismw Il serve, so; if it will not
what renmedy? As there is no true cuckold but calamty, so
beauty's a flower. The | ady bade take away the fool; therefore,
say agai n, take her away.

CLIVIA. Sir, | bade themtake away you

CLOM. M sprision in the highest degree! Lady, 'Cucullus non facit
monachum ; that's as nuch to say as | wear not notley in ny
brai n. Good nmadonna, give ne |eave to prove you a fool

CLIVIA. Can you do it?

CLOWN. Dexteriously, good nmadonna.

QLI VIA. Make your proof.

CLOMN. | nust catechize you for it, nadonna.

Good ny nouse of virtue, answer ne.

CLIVIA. Wll, sir, for want of other idleness, |I'Il bide your
pr oof .

CLOM. Good nadonna, why nourn'st thou?

CLIVIA. Good fool, for my brother's death.

CLOM. | think his soul is in hell, madonna.

OLIVIA. | know his soul is in heaven, fool

CLOMN. The nore fool, madonna, to mourn for your brother's sou

being in heaven. Take away the fool, gentlenen.



CLIVIA. Wiat think you of this fool, Mlvolio? Doth he not nmend?

MALVCLI O. Yes, and shall do, till the pangs of death shake him
Infirmty, that decays the w se, doth ever nmake the better fool.

CLOMN. God send you, sir, a speedy infirmty, for the better
i ncreasing your folly! Sir Toby will be sworn that | am no fox;
but he will not pass his word for twopence that you are no fool.

CLIVIA. How say you to that, Mlvolio?

MALVOLI O. | narvel your |adyship takes delight in such a barren
rascal; | saw himput down the other day with an ordinary fool
that has no nore brain than a stone. Look you now, he's out of
his guard already; unless you laugh and minister occasion to him
he is gagg'd. | protest | take these wise men that crow so at
these set kind of fools no better than the fools' zanies.

QLIVIA. O you are sick of self-love, Malvolio, and taste with a
di stenper'd appetite. To be generous, guiltless, and of free
di sposition, is to take those things for bird-bolts that you deem
cannon bullets. There is no slander in an allow d fool, though he
do nothing but rail; nor no railing in known discreet man, though
he do nothing but reprove.

CLOMN. Now Mercury endue thee with | easing, for thou speak' st well

of fool s!

Re-enter MARI A

MARI A. Madam there is at the gate a young gentleman nmuch desires
to speak with you.

QLIVIA. Fromthe Count Orsino, is it?

MARI A. | know not, madam 'tis a fair young man, and well attended.

CLIVIA. Wio of ny people hold himin delay?

MARI A. Sir Toby, madam your kinsman.

CLIVIA. Fetch himoff, | pray you; he speaks nothing but madman.
Fie on him [Exit MARIA] Go you, Malvolio: if it be a suit from

the Count, | amsick, or not at hone- what you will to disniss



it. [Exit MALVOLIQ Now you see, sir, how your fooling grows old,
and people dislike it.

CLOM. Thou hast spoke for us, madonna, as if thy eldest son should
be a fool; whose skull Jove cramw th brains! For- here he comes-

one of thy kin has a npst weak pia mater.

Enter SIR TOBY

OLIVIA. By nine honour, half drunk! What is he at the gate, cousin?

SIR TOBY. A gentl eman.

CLIVIA. A gentleman! Wat gentl eman?

SIR TOBY. 'Tis a gentlenman here. [Hiccups] A plague o' these
pi ckl e-herring! How now, sot!

CLOMN. Good Sir Toby!

CLI VI A, Cousin, cousin, how have you come so early by this
| et hargy?

SIR TOBY. Lechery! | defy |l echery. There's one at the gate.

QLIVIA. Ay, marry; what is he?

SIR TOBY. Let himbe the devil an he will, | care not; give me
faith, say I. Wll, it's all one. Exi t

OLIVIA. What's a drunken man like, fool?

CLOM. Like a drown'd man, a fool, and a nadman: one draught above
heat makes hima fool; the second mads him and a third drowns
hi m

CLIVIA. Go thou and seek the crowner, and let himsit o my coz;
for he's in the third degree of drink, he's drown'd; go | ook
after him

CLOM. He is but mad yet, madonna, and the fool shall |ook to the

madnan. Exit

Re-enter MALVOLI O

MALVCLI O. Madam yond young fell ow swears he will speak with you. |

told himyou were sick; he takes on himto understand so nuch,



and therefore comes to speak with you. | told himyou were
asl eep; he seens to have a foreknow edge of that too, and
therefore comes to speak with you. What is to be said to him
| ady? He's fortified agai nst any denial .

CLIVIA. Tell himhe shall not speak with ne.

MALVCLI O. Has been told so; and he says he'll stand at your door
like a sheriff's post, and be the supporter to a bench, but he'll
speak with you.

QLIVIA. What kind o' nman is he?

MALVCLI O. Wiy, of nanki nd.

QLI VI A What manner of man?

MALVCLI O, O very ill manner; he'll speak with you, will you or no.

CLIVIA. O what personage and years is he?

MALVCLI O. Not yet ol d enough for a man, nor young enough for a boy;
as a squash is before 'tis a peascod, or a codling when 'tis
al nrost an apple; 'tis with himin standing water, between boy and
man. He is very well-favour'd, and he speaks very shrew shly; one
woul d think his nmother's mlk were scarce out of him

CLIVIA. Let himapproach. Call in ny gentl ewonan.

MALVOLI O. Gentl eworman, ny lady calls. Exi t

Re-enter MARI A

OLIVIA. Gve ne ny veil; come, throwit o' er ny face;
We' || once nore hear Orsino's enbassy.
Enter VI OLA

VI CLA. The honourabl e | ady of the house, which is she?

CLIVIA Speak to ne; | shall answer for her. Your wll?

VI OLA. Most radiant, exquisite, and unmatchabl e beauty- | pray you
tell me if this be the lady of the house, for | never saw her. |

woul d be Ioath to cast away ny speech; for, besides that it is



excellently well penn'd, | have taken great pains to con it. CGood
beauties, let me sustain no scorn; | amvery conptible, even to
the | east sinister usage.

QLI VI A. Whence cane you, sir?

VIOLA. | can say little nore than | have studied, and that
question's out of nmy part. Good gentle one, give ne nodest
assurance if you be the lady of the house, that | may proceed in
my speech.

CLIVIA. Are you a conedi an?

VI CLA. No, ny profound heart; and yet, by the very fangs of nalice
| swear, | amnot that |I play. Are you the |lady of the house?

CLIVIA. If | do not usurp nyself, | am

VI OLA. Most certain, if you are she, you do usurp yourself; for
what is yours to bestowis not yours to reserve. But this is from
my conmission. | will on with ny speech in your praise, and then
show you the heart of ny nessage

CLIVIA. Come to what is inportant in"t. | forgive you the praise.

VIOLA. Alas, | took great pains to study it, and 'tis poetical

QLIVIA. It is the nore like to be feigned; | pray you keep it in.
heard you were saucy at ny gates, and allow d your approach
rather to wonder at you than to hear you. |If you be not mad, be
gone; if you have reason, be brief; '"tis not that tinme of noon
with me to nake one in so skipping dial ogue.

MARIA. WIIl you hoist sail, sir? Here lies your way.

VI OLA. No, good swabber, | amto hull here a little |onger
Sone nollification for your giant, sweet | ady.

CLIVIA. Tell ne your nmind.

VIOLA. | am a messenger

CLIVIA. Sure, you have sone hideous matter to deliver, when the
courtesy of it is so fearful. Speak your office.

VIOLA. It alone concerns your ear. | bring no overture of war, no
taxation of homage: | hold the olive in ny hand; ny words are as

full of peace as matter.



CLIVIA. Yet you began rudely. \Wat are you? What woul d you?

VI OLA. The rudeness that hath appear'd in ne have I learn'd fromny
entertai nment. What | amand what | would are as secret as
mai denhead- to your cars, divinity; to any other's, profanation.

CLIVIA. Gve us the place alone; we will hear this divinity.

[ Exeunt MARI A and ATTENDANTS] Now, sir, what is your text?

VI CLA. Most sweet | ady-

CLIVIA. A confortable doctrine, and nmuch may be said of it.
Where |lies your text?

VIOLA. In Osino's bosom

CLIVIA. In his bosom In what chapter of his bosonf

VIOLA. To answer by the nethod: in the first of his heart.

CLIVIA. O | have read it; it is heresy. Have you no nore to say?

VI OLA. Good madam |et nme see your face.

CLIVIA. Have you any conmission fromyour lord to negotiate with ny
face? You are now out of your text; but we will draw the curtain
and show you the picture. [Unveiling] Look you, sir, such a one I
was this present. Is't not well done?

VI OLA. Excellently done, if God did all.

CLIVIA. "Tis in grain, sir; "twill endure wind and weat her.

VIOLA. 'Tis beauty truly blent, whose red and white
Nature's own sweet and cunning hand |aid on.

Lady, you are the cruell'st she alive,
If you will lead these graces to the grave,
And | eave the world no copy.

CLIVIA. O sir, I will not be so hard-hearted; | will give out
di vers schedul es of ny beauty. It shall be inventoried, and every
particle and utensil labell'd to ny will: as- item two lips
indifferent red; item two grey eyes with lids to them item one
neck, one chin, and so forth. Wre you sent hither to praise ne?

VICLA. | see you what you are: you are too proud,;

But, if you were the devil, you are fair.

My lord and master | oves you- O such |ove



Coul d be but reconpens'd though you were crown'd
The nonpareil of beauty!
OLI VIA. How does he | ove me?
VIOLA. Wth adorations, fertile tears,
Wth groans that thunder |ove, with sighs of fire
CLIVIA. Your lord does know nmy nmind; | cannot |ove him
Yet | suppose hi mvirtuous, know hi mnoble,
O great estate, of fresh and stainless youth;
In voices well divulg'd, free, learn'd, and valiant,
And in dimension and the shape of nature
A gracious person; but yet | cannot |ove him
He mi ght have took his answer |ong ago.
VIOLA. If | did love you in ny master's flane,
Wth such a suff'ring, such a deadly life,
In your denial | would find no sense;
I woul d not understand it.
CLI VI AL Wiy, what woul d you?
VI OLA. Make ne a willow cabin at your gate,
And call upon ny soul within the house;
Wite loyal cantons of contemed |ove
And sing themloud even in the dead of night;
Hal | oo your nanme to the reverberate hals,
And make the babbling gossip of the air
Cry out "divial' O you should not rest
Between the elenments of air and earth
But you should pity ne!
CLIVIA. You night do nuch.
What is your parentage?
VI OLA. Above ny fortunes, yet ny state is well
I am a gentl enan.
OLIVIA. Get you to your |ord.
I cannot love hinm let himsend no nore-

Unl ess perchance you cone to ne again



To tell me how he takes it. Fare you well.

I thank you for your pains; spend this for ne.

VIOLA. | amno fee'd post, |ady; keep your purse;

My master, not nyself,
Love nmake his heart of

And | et your fervour,

| acks reconpense.
flint that you shall |ove;

like my master's, be

Plac'd in contenpt! Farewell, fair cruelty.

CLIVIA. 'VWhat is your parentage?

' Above ny fortunes, yet ny state is well:

| ama gentleman.' 1"l

Thy tongue, thy face,

| be sworn thou art;

thy linbs, actions, and spirit,

Do give thee five-fold blazon. Not too fast! Soft, soft!

Unl ess the master were the man. How now

Even so quickly may one catch the plague?

Met hinks | feel this youth's perfections

Wth an invisible and

subtle stealth

To creep in at mne eyes. Wll, let it be.

What ho, WMal voli o!

Re-enter MALVOLI O

MALVCLI O. Here, nadam at your service.

CLIVIA. Run after that sane peevi sh nessenger,

The County's man. He |

eft this ring behind him

Wuld | or not. Tell himl'll none of it.

Desire himnot to flatter with his |lord,

Nor hold himup with hopes; I amnot for him

If that the youth will
I"1l give himreasons
MALVOLI O Madam | will.

OLIVIA. | do | know not

come this way to-norrow,

for't. H e thee, Ml volio.

what, and fear to find

M ne eye too great a flatterer for my mind.

Fate, show thy force:

our sel ves we do not owe;



What is decreed nust be; and be this sol Exit
ACT Il. SCENE I.

The sea-coast

Enter ANTONI O and SEBASTI AN

ANTONIO. WI I you stay no longer; nor will you not that | go with
you?

SEBASTI AN. By your patience, no. My stars shine darkly over me; the
mal i gnancy of nmy fate might perhaps di stenper yours; therefore
shall crave of you your |leave that | may bear ny evils alone. It
were a bad reconpense for your love to lay any of them on you

ANTONI O. Let ne know of you whither you are bound.

SEBASTI AN. No, sooth, sir; mnmy determ nate voyage is nere
extravagancy. But | perceive in you so excellent a touch of
nodesty that you will not extort fromne what | amwlling to
keep in; therefore it charges ne in manners the rather to express
mysel f. You nust know of ne then, Antonio, ny nane is Sebastian
which | call'd Roderigo; nmy father was that Sebastian of
Messal i ne whom | know you have heard of. He | eft behind him
mysel f and a sister, both born in an hour; if the heavens had
been pleas'd, would we had so ended! But you, sir, alter'd that;
for sone hour before you took me fromthe breach of the sea was
my sister drown'd.

ANTONI O. Al as t he day!

SEBASTI AN. A lady, sir, though it was said she nuch resenbl ed ne,
was yet of many accounted beautiful; but though | could not with
such estinable wonder overfar believe that, yet thus far | will
bol dly publish her: she bore nmind that envy could not but cal
fair. She is drown'd already, sir, with salt water, though |I seem
to drown her renenbrance again with nore.

ANTONI O. Pardon ne, sir, your bad entertai nnent

SEBASTI AN. O good Antonio, forgive nme your trouble.



ANTONIO. If you will not murder ne for ny love, let me be your
servant.

SEBASTI AN. |f you will not undo what you have done- that is, kil
hi m whom you have recover' d-desire it not. Fare ye well at once;
my bosomis full of kindness, and | amyet so near the manners of
my not her that, upon the | east occasion nore, nmne eyes will tel
tales of ne. | ambound to the Count Orsino's court. Farewell.

Exit

ANTONI O. The gentl eness of all the gods go with thee

| have many cnemies in Orsino's court,

El se would | very shortly see thee there.

But come what may, | do adore thee so

That danger shall seemsport, and | will go. Exi t
SCENE 1 1.
A street

Enter VICOLA and MALVCLI O at several doors

MALVCLI O. Were you not ev'n now with the Countess divia?

VI OLA. Even now, sir; on a noderate pace | have since arriv'd but
hi t her.

MALVCLI O. She returns this ring to you, sir; you m ght have saved
me nmy pains, to have taken it away yourself. She adds, noreover
that you should put your lord into a desperate assurance she w |l
none of him And one thing nore: that you be never so hardy to
come again in his affairs, unless it be to report your lord's
taking of this. Receive it so.

VI OLA. She took the ring of nme; I'll none of it.

MALVOLI O. Cone, sir, you peevishly threwit to her; and her will is
it should be so return'd. If it be worth stooping for, there it

lies in your eye; if not, be it his that finds it.

VIOLA. | left noring with her; what neans this |ady?



Fortune forbid ny outside have not charm d her

She made good view of ne; indeed, so nuch

That net hought her eyes had | ost her tongue,

For she did speak in starts distractedly.

She | oves ne, sure: the cunning of her passion

Invites ne in this churlish nmessenger

None of ny lord's ring! Wiy, he sent her none.

| amthe man. If it be so- as 'tis-

Poor | ady, she were better |ove a dream

Di sguise, | see thou art a w ckedness

Wherei n the pregnant eneny does nuch.

How easy is it for the proper-false

In wonmen's waxen hearts to set their forns!

Al as, our frailty is the cause, not we!

For such as we are made of, such we be

How wi Il this fadge? My master |oves her dearly,

And |, poor nonster, fond as nuch on him

And she, mistaken, seenms to dote on ne.

What will become of this? As | am man,

My state is desperate for ny master's |ove

As | am worman- now al as the day! -

What thriftless sighs shall poor divia breathe

O Tine, thou nust untangle this, not I;

It is too hard a knot for ne t' untie! Exi t
SCENE 111.

QLI VIA' S house

Enter SIR TOBY and SI R ANDREW

SIR TOBY. Approach, Sir Andrew. Not to be abed after midnight is to
be up betines; and 'dilucul o surgere' thou know st -
AGUECHEEK. Nay, by ny troth, | know not; but | know to be up late

is to be up late.



SIR TOBY. A false conclusion! | hate it as an unfill'd can. To be
up after mdnight and to go to bed then is early; so that to go
to bed after mdnight is to go to bed betines. Does not our lives
consi st of the four elenments?

AGUECHEEK. Faith, so they say; but | think it rather consists of
eating and drinking.

SIR TOBY. Th'art a scholar; let us therefore eat and dri nk.

Marian, | say! a stoup of w ne.
Ent er CLOMN
AGUECHEEK. Here cones the fool, i' faith

CLOMN. How now, ny hearts! Did you never see the picture of 'we
three' ?
SIR TOBY. Wl cone, ass. Now let's have a catch
AGUECHEEK. By ny troth, the fool has an excellent breast. | had
rather than forty shillings | had such a |l eg, and so sweet a
breath to sing, as the fool has. In sooth, thou wast in very
gracious fooling | ast night, when thou spok'st of Pigrogromtus,
of the Vapi ans passing the equinoctial of Queubus; 'twas very
good, i' faith. | sent thee sixpence for thy |leman; hadst it?
CLOMN. | did inmpeticos thy gratillity; for Malvolio's nose is no
whi pstock. My lady has a white hand, and the Myrmi dons are no
bottl e-al e houses.
AGUECHEEK. Excellent! Wiy, this is the best fooling, when all is
done. Now, a song.
SIR TOBY. Cone on, there is sixpence for you. Let's have a song
AGUECHEEK. There's a testril of ne too; if one knight give a-
CLOMN. Would you have a | ove-song, or a song of good life?
SIR TOBY. A |ove-song, a |ove-song.

AGUECHEEK. Ay, ay; | care not for good life.

CLOMWN si ngs



O m stress mne, where are you roani ng?
O stay and hear; your true |love's com ng
That can sing both high and | ow.
Trip no further, pretty sweeting;
Journeys end in |overs neeting,

Every wi se man's son doth know.

AGUECHEEK. Excellent good, i' faith!

SIR TOBY. Good, good!

CLOMWN si ngs

What is love? "Tis not hereafter
Present mirth hath present |aughter;
What's to come is still unsure.

In delay there lies no plenty,
Then cone kiss nme, sweet and twenty;

Youth's a stuff will not endure.

AGUECHEEK. A nellifluous voice, as | amtrue knight.

SI R TOBY. A contagious breath.

AGUECHEEK. Very sweet and contagious, i' faith.

SIR TOBY. To hear by the nose, it is dulcet in contagion. But shal
we nake the wel kin dance i ndeed? Shall we rouse the night-ow in
a catch that will draw three souls out of one weaver? Shall we do
t hat ?

AGUECHEEK. An you love ne, let's do't. | amdog at a catch

CLOM. By'r lady, sir, and some dogs will catch well.

AGUECHEEK. Most certain. Let our catch be ' Thou knave.

CLOM. 'Hold thy peace, thou knave' knight? | shall be constrain'd
in't to call thee knave, knight.

AGUECHEEK. 'Tis not the first tinme | have constrai ned one to cal



me knave. Begin, fool: it begins 'Hold thy peace.
CLOM. | shall never begin if | hold ny peace.

AGUECHEEK. Good, i' faith! Cone, begin. [ Cat ch sung]

Enter MARI A

MARI A. What a caterwauling do you keep here! If ny |ady have not
call'd up her steward Malvolio, and bid himturn you out of
doors, never trust ne.

SIR TOBY. My lady's a Cataian, we are politicians, Malvolio' s a
Peg- a- Ransey, and [ Si ngs]

Three nerry men be we.
Am not | consangui neous? Am | not of her blood? Tilly-vally,
| ady. [ Si ngs]
There dwelt a man in Babyl on,
Lady, | ady.

CLOMN. Beshrew ne, the knight's in adnirable fooling.

AGUECHEEK. Ay, he does well enough if he be dispos'd, and so do |
too; he does it with a better grace, but | do it nore natural.

SIR TOBY. [Sings] O the twelfth day of Decenber-

MARI A. For the love o' God, peace!

Enter MALVQOLI O

MALVCOLI O. My nasters, are you nmad? O what are you? Have you no
Wi t, manners, nor honesty, but to gabble like tinkers at this
time of night? Do ye nake an al e-house of ny lady's house, that
ye squeak out your coziers' catches without any nitigation or
renorse of voice? Is there no respect of place, persons, nor
time, in you?

SIR TOBY. W did keep time, sir, in our catches. Sneck up!

MALVCLI O. Sir Toby, | nust be round with you. My | ady bade ne tell
you that, though she harbours you as her kins-nman, she's nothing

allied to your disorders. |If you can separate yourself and your



m sdeneanours, you are welcone to the house; if not, and it would
pl ease you to take | eave of her, she is very willing to bid you
farewel |.

SIR TOBY. [Sings] Farewell, dear heart, since | nust needs be gone.

MARI A. Nay, good Sir Toby.

CLOM. [Sings] H s eyes do show his days are al nost done.

MALVOLI O, Is't even so?

SIR TOBY. [Sings] But | will never die. [Fall's down]

CLOM. [Sings] Sir Toby, there you lie.

MALVCLI O. This is nuch credit to you.

SIR TOBY. [Sings] Shall | bid himgo?

CLOM. [Sings] What an if you do?

SIR TOBY. [Sings] Shall | bid himgo, and spare not?

CLOMN. [Sings] O no, no, no, no, you dare not.

SIR TOBY. [Rising] Qut o' tune, sir! Ye lie. Art any nore than a
steward? Dost thou think, because thou art virtuous, there shall
be no nore cakes and al e?

CLOM. Yes, by Saint Anne; and ginger shall be hot i' th' nouth
t 0o.

SIR TOBY. Th' art i' th' right. Go, sir, rub your chain with crunbs.
A stoup of wine, Marial

MALVCOLI O. M stress Mary, if you priz'd ny lady's favour at anything

nmore than contenpt, you would not give neans for this uncivil

rul e; she shall know of it, by this hand.

MARI A. Go shake your ears.

AGUECHEEK. ' Twere as good a deed as to drink when a man's ahungry,
to challenge himthe field, and then to break promise with him
and make a fool of him

SIR TOBY. Do't, knight. I'Il wite thee a challenge; or ['ll
deliver thy indignation to himby word of nouth.

MARI A. Sweet Sir Toby, be patient for to-night; since the youth of

the Count's was to-day with ny |lady, she is nuch out of quiet.



For Monsieur Malvolio, let me alone with him if |I do not gull
himinto a nayword, and nmake hima comon recreation, do not
think I have wit enough to lie straight in nmy bed. | know | can
doit.

SIR TOBY. Possess us, possess us; tell us something of him

MARI A, Marry, sir, sonetinmes he is a kind of Puritan.

AGUECHEEK. O if | thought that, I'd beat himlike a dog.

SIR TOBY. What, for being a Puritan? Thy exquisite reason, dear
kni ght ?

AGUECHEEK. | have no exquisite reason for't, but | have reason good
enough.

MARI A. The devil a Puritan that he is, or anything constantly but a
time-pleaser; an affection'd ass that cons state wi thout book and

utters it by great swarths; the best persuaded of hinself, so
crammi d, as he thinks, with excellencies that it is his grounds
of faith that all that |ook on himlove hinm and on that vice in
himw Il nmy revenge find notable cause to work.

SIR TOBY. What wilt thou do?

MARIA. | will drop in his way some obscure epistles of |ove;
wherein, by the colour of his beard, the shape of his leg, the
manner of his gait, the expressure of his eye, forehead, and
conpl exi on, he shall find hinmself nost feelingly personated. |
can wite very like ny |lady, your niece; on forgotten matter we
can hardly make distinction of our hands.

SIR TOBY. Excellent! | smell a device.

AGUECHEEK. | have't in ny nose too.

SIR TOBY. He shall think, by the letters that thou wilt drop, that
they conme fromny niece, and that she's in love with him

MARI A. My purpose is, indeed, a horse of that col our.

AGUECHEEK. And your horse now woul d nmake hi m an ass.

MARI A. Ass, | doubt not.

AGUECHEEK. O 'twill be adnirable!

MARI A. Sport royal, | warrant you. | know ny physic will work with



him | will plant you two, and let the fool make a third, where
he shall find the letter; observe his construction of it. For

this night, to bed, and dreamon the event. Farewell.

SIR TOBY. Good ni ght, Penthesilea.

AGUECHEEK. Before nme, she's a good wench.

SIR TOBY. She's a beagle true-bred, and one that adores ne.
What o' that?

AGUECHEEK. | was ador'd once too.

SIR TOBY. Let's to bed, knight. Thou hadst need send for nore
nmoney.

AGUECHEEK. If | cannot recover your niece, | ama foul way out.

SIR TOBY. Send for noney, knight; if thou hast her not i' th' end,
call nme Cut.

AGUECHEEK. If | do not, never trust ne; take it how you wll.

SIR TOBY. Cone, cone, |'Il go burn some sack; 'tis too late to go
to bed now. Cone, knight; come, knight.

Exeunt
SCENE | V.

The DUKE S pal ace

Enter DUKE, VIOLA, CURI O, and OTHERS

DUKE. G ve nme sonme mnusic. Now, good norrow, friends.
Now, good Cesario, but that piece of song,
That old and anti que song we heard | ast night;
Met hought it did relieve ny passion nuch,
More than light airs and recollected terns
O these nost brisk and gi ddy-paced tines.
Conme, but one verse
CURIO. He is not here, so please your |ordship, that should sing
it.

DUKE. Wio was it?



CURI O Feste, the jester, my lord; a fool that the Lady divia's

father took much delight in. He is about the house.
DUKE. Seek him out, and play the tune the while.
Exit CURIO [Misic plays]
Cone hither, boy. If ever thou shalt |ove,
In the sweet pangs of it renenber ne;
For such as | amall true lovers are,
Unstaid and skittish in all notions el se
Save in the constant imge of the creature
That is belov'd. How dost thou like this tune?
VICLA. It gives a very echo to the seat
Where Love is thron'd.
DUKE. Thou dost speak masterly.
My Iife upon't, young though thou art, thine eye
Hath stay'd upon sonme favour that it |oves;
Hath it not, boy?
VIOLA. Alittle, by your favour
DUKE. What kind of worman is't?
VI OLA. O your conpl exion
DUKE. She is not worth thee, then. What years, i' faith?
VI OLA. About your years, ny lord
DUKE. Too old, by heaven! Let still the woman take
An el der than herself; so wears she to him
So sways she level in her husband's heart.
For, boy, however we do praise ourselves
Qur fancies are nore giddy and unfirm
More | ongi ng, wavering, sooner |ost and won,
Than wonen's are.
VICLA. | think it well, ny lord.
DUKE. Then let thy | ove be younger than thyself,
O thy affection cannot hold the bent;
For wonen are as roses, whose fair flowr

Bei ng once display'd doth fall that very hour.



VICOLA. And so they are; alas, that they are so!

To die, even when they to perfection grow

Re-enter CURI O and CLOMWN

DUKE. O fellow, come, the song we had | ast night.
Mark it, Cesario; it is old and plain;
The spinsters and the knitters in the sun,
And the free nmaids that weave their thread with bones,
Do use to chant it; it is silly sooth,
And dallies with the innocence of |ove,
Li ke the ol d age.
CLOM. Are you ready, sir?

DUKE. Ay; prithee, sing. [ Musi c]

FESTE' S SONG

Cone away, conme away, death;
And in sad cypress let nme be |aid,
Fly away, fly away, breath,
| amslain by a fair cruel nmaid.
My shroud of white, stuck all with yew,
O prepare it!
My part of death no one so true

Did share it.

Not a flower, not a flower sweet,
On ny black coffin let there be strown;
Not a friend, not a friend greet
My poor corpse where ny bones shall be thrown;
A thousand thousand to save,
Lay me, O where

Sad true | over never find ny grave,



To weep there!

DUKE. There's for thy pains.

CLOMN. No pains, sir; | take pleasure in singing, sir.

DUKE. 1'lIl pay thy pleasure, then

CLOMN. Truly, sir, and pleasure will be paid one tine or another

DUKE. G ve nme now | eave to | eave thee.

CLOMN. Now the nel ancholy god protect thee; and the tailor nake thy
doubl et of changeable taffeta, for thy nmind is a very opal. |
woul d have nen of such constancy put to sea, that their business
m ght be everything, and their intent everywhere: for that's it
that always nmakes a good voyage of nothing. Farewell.

Exit CLOMN

DUKE. Let all the rest give place.

Exeunt CURI O and ATTENDANTS
Once nore, Cesario,
Get thee to yond sane sovereign cruelty.
Tell her my |ove, nore noble than the world,
Prizes not quantity of dirty |ands;
The parts that fortune hath bestow d upon her
Tell her | hold as giddily as Fortune;
But 'tis that miracle and queen of gens
That Nature pranks her in attracts nmy soul

VICOLA. But if she cannot |ove you, sir?

DUKE. | cannot be so answer'd.

VI CLA. Sooth, but you nust.

Say that sone |ady, as perhaps there is,

Hath for your |ove as great a pang of heart

As you have for divia. You cannot |ove her

You tell her so. Must she not then be answer'd?

DUKE. There is no wonan's sides
Can bide the beating of so strong a passion

As | ove doth give ny heart; no wonman's heart



So big to hold so nuch; they lack retention
Alas, their love may be call'd appetite-

No notion of the liver, but the pal ate-
That suffer surfeit, cloynent, and revolt;
But mine is all as hungry as the sea,

And can di gest as nmuch. Make no conpare

Bet ween that |ove a wonman can bear ne

And that | owe Qivia

VI CLA. Ay, but | know

DUKE. What dost thou know?

VI OLA. Too well what |ove wonen to nen rmay owe.
In faith, they are as true of heart as we.

My father had a daughter lov'd a nan,
As it nmight be perhaps, were | a wonan,
I shoul d your I ordship.

DUKE. And what's her history?

VI OLA. A blank, nmy lord. She never told her |ove,
But | et concealnment, like a wormi' th' bud,
Feed on her damask cheek. She pin'd in thought;
And with a green and yel |l ow nel anchol y
She sat |ike Patience on a nonunent,

Smiling at grief. Was not this |ove indeed?

W nmen nmay say nore, swear nore, but indeed

Qur shows are nore than will; for still we prove
Much in our vows, but little in our |ove.

DUKE. But died thy sister of her love, ny boy?

VICLA. | amall the daughters of ny father's house,
And all the brothers too- and yet | know not.
Sir, shall | to this |lady?

DUKE. Ay, that's the thene.

To her in haste. Gve her this jewel; say
My | ove can give no place, bide no denay. Exeunt

SCENE V.



CLIVIA' S garden

Enter SIR TOBY, SIR ANDREW and FABI AN

SIR TOBY. Cone thy ways, Signior Fabian.

FABI AN. Nay, I'Il cone; if | lose a scruple of this sport let ne be
boil'd to death with mel ancholy.

SIR TOBY. Wul dst thou not be glad to have the niggardly rascally
sheep-biter cone by sone notabl e shame?

FABI AN. | would exult, man; you know he brought me out o' favour
with ny | ady about a bear-baiting here.

SIR TOBY. To anger himwe'll have the bear again; and we will fool
hi m bl ack and bl ue- shall we not, Sir Andrew?

AGUECHEEK. And we do not, it is pity of our lives.

Enter MARI A

SIR TOBY. Here conmes the little villain.
How now, ny netal of Indial
MARI A. CGet ye all three into the box-tree. Malvolio' s comng down

this wal k. He has been yonder i' the sun practising behaviour to
his own shadow this half hour. Cbserve him for the |ove of
nmockery, for | knowthis letter will nmake a contenpl ative idiot
of him Cose, in the nane of jesting! [As the nen hide she drops

a letter] Lie thou there; for here cones the trout that nust be

caught with tickling.

Ent er MALVOLI O

MALVOLI Q. '"Tis but fortune; all is fortune. Maria once told ne she
did affect ne; and | have heard herself cone thus near, that,
shoul d she fancy, it should be one of ny conpl exi on. Besides, she

uses nme with a nore exalted respect than any one el se that



follows her. What should I think on't?

SIR TOBY. Here's an overweeni ng rogue!

FABI AN. O peace! Contenplation nmakes a rare turkey-cock of him
how he jets under his advanc'd pl unes!

AGUECHEEK. ' Slight, | could so beat the rogue-

SIR TOBY. Peace, | say.

MALVOLI O. To be Count Mal voli o!

SIR TOBY. Ah, rogue!

AGUECHEEK. Pistol him pistol him

SIR TOBY. Peace, peacel!

MALVCLI O. There is exanple for't: the Lady of the Strachy married
the yeonman of the wardrobe.

AGUECHEEK. Fie on him Jezebel!

FABI AN. O peace! Now he's deeply in; |ook how inmagination bl ows
hi m

MALVOLI O. Havi ng been three nonths married to her, sitting in ny
st at e-

SIR TOBY. O for a stone-bowto hit himin the eye!

MALVOLI O. Calling ny officers about ne, in ny branch'd vel vet gown,
havi ng come from a day-bed- where | have left Aivia sleeping-

SIR TOBY. Fire and brinstone!

FABI AN. O peace, peace!l

MALVOLI O. And then to have the hunour of state; and after a denure
travel of regard, telling them| know ny place as | would they
should do theirs, to ask for ny kinsman Toby-

SIR TOBY. Bolts and shackl es!

FABI AN. O peace, peace, peace! Now, now.

MALVOLI O. Seven of ny people, with an obedient start, make out for
him | frown the while, and perchance wind up ny watch, or play
with ny- sone rich jewel. Toby approaches; curtsies there to ne-

SIR TOBY. Shall this fellow live?

FABI AN. Though our silence be drawn fromus with cars, yet peace.

MALVCLI O. | extend my hand to himthus, quenching ny fanmliar smle



with an austere regard of control -

SIR TOBY. And does not Toby take you a blow o' the |lips then?

MALVCLI O. Saying ' Cousin Toby, ny fortunes having cast ne on your
niece give nme this prerogative of speech'-

SIR TOBY. What, what?

MALVCLI O. ' You nust anend your drunkenness'-

SIR TOBY. CQut, scab!

FABI AN. Nay, patience, or we break the sinews of our plot.

MALVCLI O. ' Besi des, you waste the treasure of your tine with a
foolish knight'-

AGUECHEEK. That's nme, | warrant you.

MALVOLI O. "One Sir Andrew. '

AGUECHEEK. | knew 'twas |; for many do call ne fool.

MALVCLI O. What enpl oynent have we here?

[ Taking up the letter]

FABI AN. Now i s the woodcock near the gin.

SIR TOBY. O peace! And the spirit of hunours intimate reading
aloud to him

MALVCLIO. By ny life, this is ny lady's hand: these be her very
Cs, her Us, and her T s; and thus nakes she her great P's. It
is, in contenpt of question, her hand.

AGUECHEEK. Her C s, her Us, and her T's. Wy that?

MALVCLI O. [ Reads] 'To the unknown belov'd, this, and my good
wi shes.' Her very phrases! By your |eave, wax. Soft! And the
i mpressure her Lucrece with which she uses to seal; '"tis ny |ady.
To whom shoul d this be?

FABI AN. This wins him liver and all.

MALVCLI O. [ Reads]

Jove knows | |ove,
But who?
Li ps, do not nove;

No man must know.'



"No man nust know.' What foll ows? The nunbers alter'd!
"No man nmust know.' |f this should be thee, Mlvolio?
SIR TOBY. Marry, hang thee, brock!

MALVCOLI O. [ Reads]

"I may command where | adore;
But silence, |like a Lucrece knife,
Wth bl oodl ess stroke ny heart doth gore;

M O A |. doth sway ny life.'

FABI AN. A fustian riddle!

SI R TOBY. Excellent wench, say I.

MALVCOLIO. "M O A |. doth sway ny life.'

Nay, but first let me see, let ne see, let ne see.

FABI AN. What dish o' poison has she dress'd him

SIR TOBY. And with what wing the staniel checks at it!

MALVCLI O 'l nmay command where | adore.' Wiy, she may command ne: |
serve her; she is ny lady. Wy, this is evident to any fornal
capacity; there is no obstruction in this. And the end- what
shoul d t hat al phabetical position portend? If | could nake that
resenbl e sonething in nme. Softly! M O A |I.-

SIR TOBY. O ay, make up that! He is now at a cold scent.

FABI AN. Sowter will cry upon't for all this, though it be as rank
as a fox.

MALVCLI O, M Ml volio; M why, that begins ny nane.

FABIAN. Did not | say he would work it out?

The cur is excellent at faults.

MALVCLIO. M But then there is no consonancy in the sequel; that
suffers under probation: A should follow, but O does.

FABI AN. And O shall end, | hope.

SIR TOBY. Ay, or I'Il cudgel him and make himcry 'Q"

MALVOLI O And then | cones behi nd.



FABI AN. Ay, an you had any eye behind you, you night see nore
detraction at your heels than fortunes before you
MALVOLIO. M O A |. This simulation is not as the forner; and
yet, to crush this a little, it would bowto ne, for every one of
these letters are in ny nane. Soft! here follows prose
[ Reads]

"If this fall into thy hand, revolve. In ny stars | am above
thee; but be not afraid of greatness. Sone are born great, sone
achi eve greatness, and sone have greatness thrust upon 'em Thy
Fates open their hands; let thy blood and spirit enbrace them
and, to inure thyself to what thou art like to be, cast thy
hunbl e sl ough and appear fresh. Be opposite with a kinsman, surly
with servants; let thy tongue tang argunments of state; put
thyself into the trick of singularity. She thus advises thee that
sighs for thee. Renenber who commended thy yell ow stockings, and
wish'd to see thee ever cross-garter'd. | say, renmenber, Go to,

thou art made, if thou desir'st to be so; if not, |let ne see thee

a steward still, the fellow of servants, and not worthy to touch
Fortune's fingers. Farewell. She that would alter services with
t hee,

THE FORTUNATE- UNHAPPY. '

Dayl i ght and chanpai n di scovers not nore. This is open. | wll be
proud, | will read politic authors, | will baffle Sir Toby, I
will wash off gross acquaintance, | will be point-devise the very
man. | do not now fool nyself to let imagination jade ne; for

every reason excites to this, that ny lady |oves ne. She did
comrend ny yel |l ow stockings of |late, she did praise ny |eg being
cross-garter'd; and in this she manifests herself to ny |ove, and
with a kind of injunction drives ne to these habits of her

liking. | thank my stars | amhappy. | will be strange, stout, in
yel | ow stocki ngs, and cross-garter'd, even with the sw ftness of

putting on. Jove and my stars be praised! Here is yet a



postscri pt.

[ Reads] ' Thou canst not choose but know who | am |f thou

entertain' st ny love, let it appear in thy smling; thy smles

becone thee well. Therefore in ny presence still snile, dear ny
sweet, | prithee.

Jove, | thank thee. | will smile; I will do everything that thou
wilt have ne. Exi t

FABIAN. | will not give ny part of this sport for a pension of
t housands to be paid fromthe Sophy.

SIR TOBY. | could marry this wench for this device

ACUECHEEK. So could | too.

SIR TOBY. And ask no other dowy with her but such another jest.

Enter MARI A

AGUECHEEK. Nor | neither.

FABI AN. Here cones my noble gull-catcher

SIR TOBY. WIt thou set thy foot o' ny neck?

AGUECHEEK. O o' mine either?

SIR TOBY. Shall | play ny freedomat tray-trip, and becone thy
bond- sl ave?

AGUECHEEK. |' faith, or | either?

SIR TOBY. Wy, thou hast put himin such a dreamthat when the
imge of it |eaves himhe nmust run nad.

MARI A. Nay, but say true; does it work upon hinf

SIR TOBY. Like aqua-vital! with a mdwfe

AlARIA |If you will then see the fruits of the sport, mark his
first approach before my lady. He will conme to her in yell ow
stockings, and 'tis a col our she abhors, and cross-garter'd, a
fashi on she detests; and he will smle upon her, which will now

be so unsuitable to her disposition, being addicted to a



mel ancholy as she is, that it cannot but turn himinto a notable
contenpt. If you will see it, follow ne.
SIR TOBY. To the gates of Tartar, thou nost excellent devil of wt!
AGUECHEEK. |'I1 rnake one too. Exeunt
ACT I'll. SCENE I.

CLI VI A'S garden

Enter VIOLA, and CLOMN with a tabor

VI CLA. Save thee, friend, and thy nusic!
Dost thou live by thy tabor?

CLOMN. No, sir, | live by the church.

VIOLA. Art thou a churchman?

CLOM. No such nmatter, sir: | do live by the church; for |I do live
at ny house, and ny house doth stand by the church.

VI OLA. So thou mayst say the king lies by a beggar, if a beggar
dwel | near him or the church stands by thy tabor, if thy tabor
stand by the church.

CLOM. You have said, sir. To see this age! A sentence is but a
chev'ril glove to a good wit. How quickly the wong side nmay be
turn'd outward!

VICLA. Nay, that's certain; they that dally nicely with words may
qui ckly nmake them want on.

CLOM. | would, therefore, ny sister had had name, sir.

VI OLA. Wy, man?

CLOM. Wiy, sir, her nane's a word; and to dally with that word
nmi ght make ny sister wanton. But indeed words are very rascals
since bonds disgrac'd them

VI OLA. Thy reason, nan?

CLOMN. Troth, sir, | can yield you none w thout words, and words
are grown so false | amloath to prove reason with them

VIOLA. | warrant thou art a nerry fellow and car'st for nothing.

CLOM. Not so, sir; | do care for sonething; but in my conscience,



sir, | do not care for you. If that be to care for nothing, sir,

I would it would make you invisible.

VIOCLA. Art not thou the Lady divia's fool ?

CLOM. No, indeed, sir; the Lady Adivia has no folly; she will keep
no fool, sir, till she be married; and fools are as |ike husbands
as pilchers are to herrings- the husband's the bigger. | am
i ndeed not her fool, but her corrupter of words.

VIOLA. | saw thee late at the Count Orsino's.

CLOMN. Foolery, sir, does wal k about the orb like the sun- it
shi nes everywhere. | would be sorry, sir, but the fool should be
as oft with your naster as with ny mstress: think I saw your
wi sdom t her e.

VI OLA. Nay, an thou pass upon nme, I'll no nore with thee.

Hol d, there's expenses for thee. [Gving a coin]
CLOMN. Now Jove, in his next commodity of hair, send the a beard!
VIOLA. By ny troth, 1'Il tell thee, | am al nost sick for one;

[ Asi de] though | would not have it grow on ny chin.- Is thy |ady

Wit hin?

CLOMN. Wuld not a pair of these have bred, sir?

VI OLA. Yes, being kept together and put to use.

CLOM. | would play Lord Pandarus of Phrygia, sir, to bring a
Cressida to this Troilus.

VI OLA. | understand you, sir; 'tis well begg'd.

[ G ving anot her coin]

CLOMWN. The nmatter, | hope, is not great, sir, begging but a beggar
Cressida was a beggar. My lady is within, sir. I will construe to
t hem whence you cone; who you are and what you would are out of
my welkin- | mght say 'elenent' but the word is overworn.

Exit CLOM

VICLA. This fellowis w se enough to play the fool
And to do that well craves a kind of wt.

He nmust observe their nood on whom he jests,

The quality of persons, and the tine;



And, like the haggard, check at every feather
That comes before his eye. This is a practice
As full of |abour as a wise man's art;
For folly that he wisely shows is fit;

But wise nmen, folly-fall'n, quite taint their wt.

Enter SIR TOBY and SI R ANDREW

SI R TOBY. Save you, gentlenan!

VI CLA. And you, sir.

AGUECHEEK. Di eu vous garde, nonsieur.

VI OLA. Et vous aussi; votre serviteur.

AGUECHEEK. | hope, sir, you are; and | am yours.

SIR TOBY. WII you encounter the house? My niece is desirous you
shoul d enter, if your trade be to her.

VICLA. | ambound to your niece, sir; | nean, she is the list of ny
voyage.

SIR TOBY. Taste your legs, sir; put themto notion.

VIOLA. My legs do better understand nme, sir, than |I understand what
you nmean by bidding ne taste ny | egs.

SIR TOBY. | nean, to go, sir, to enter.

VICLA. | will answer you with gait and entrance. But we are

prevent ed.

Enter QLI VIA and MARI A

Most excell ent acconplish'd | ady, the heavens rain odours on you!

AGUECHEEK. That youth's a rare courtier- 'Rain odours' well!

VIOLA. My matter hath no voice, |ady, but to your own npbst pregnant
and vouchsafed car.

AGUECHEEK. ' (Qdours,' 'pregnant,' and 'vouchsafed' - |I'Il get 'emall
three all ready.

CLIVIA. Let the garden door be shut, and | eave ne to ny hearing.

[ Exeunt all but OLIVIA and VIOLA] G ve ne your hand, sir.



VIOLA. My duty, nmadam and nost hunbl e service.
CLIVIA. What is your name?
VI OLA. Cesario is your servant's nanme, fair Princess.
CLIVIA. My servant, sir! 'Twas never nerry world
Since lowy feigning was call'd conplinent.
Y are servant to the Count Orsino, youth.
VICOLA. And he is yours, and his nust needs be yours:
Your servant's servant is your servant, nadam
CLIVIA. For him | think not on him for his thoughts,
Woul d they were bl anks rather than fill'd with ne!
VI LA, Madam | conme to whet your gentle thoughts
On his behal f.
CLIVIA. O by your leave, | pray you
| bade you never speak again of him
But, woul d you undertake another suit,
| had rather hear you to solicit that
Than nmusic fromthe spheres.
VI CLA. Dear | ady-
CLIVIA. Gve ne |eave, beseech you. | did send,
After the last enchantnment you did here,
A ring in chase of you; so did | abuse
MWysel f, ny servant, and, | fear nme, you.
Under your hard construction nust | sit,
To force that on you in a shaneful cunning
Whi ch you knew none of yours. Wat m ght you think?
Have you not set mine honour at the stake,
And baited it with all th' unnuzzled thoughts
That tyrannous heart can think? To one of your receiving
Enough is shown: a cypress, not a bosom
Hi des my heart. So, let me hear you speak
VIOLA. | Pity YOU.
CLIVIA. That's a degree to | ove.

VICOLA. No, not a grize; for '"tis a vulgar proof



That very oft we pity enenies
CLIVIA. Wiy, then, nethinks '"tis tine to snmile again.
O world, how apt the poor are to be proud!
If one should be a prey, how nuch the better
To fall before the lion than the wol f! [ A ock strikes]
The clock upbraids ne with the waste of tine.
Be not afraid, good youth; | will not have you;
And yet, when wit and youth is come to harvest,
Your wife is like to reap a proper nan.
There lies your way, due west.
VI OLA. Then west war d- ho!
Grace and good disposition attend your | adyship!
You'll nothing, madam to ny lord by ne?
OLIVIA Stay.
| prithee tell nme what thou think'st of ne.
VI OLA. That you do think you are not what you are.
CLIVIA. If | think so, | think the sanme of you
VI OLA. Then think you right: | amnot what | am
QLIVIA. | would you were as | would have you be!
VIOLA. Wuld it be better, madam than | an®
I wish it mght, for now!| amyour fool
QLIVIA. O what a deal of scorn |ooks beautiful
In the contenpt and anger of his |ip!
A nmurd' rous guilt shows not itself nore soon
Than | ove that woul d seemhid: |love's night is noon
Cesario, by the roses of the spring,
By mai dhood, honour, truth, and every thing,
I love thee so that, naugre all thy pride,
Nor wit nor reason can ny passion hide.
Do not extort thy reasons fromthis clause,
For that | woo, thou therefore hast no cause;
But rather reason thus with reason fetter

Love sought is good, but given unsought is better



VI OLA. By innocence | swear, and by ny youth,
I have one heart, one bosom and one truth,
And that no woman has; nor never none
Shal |l mistress be of it, save | alone.
And so adi eu, good nmdam never nore
WIl | ny nmaster's tears to you deplore.
CLIVIA. Yet cone again; for thou perhaps mayst nove
That heart which now abhors to like his |ove. Exeunt
SCENE 1| 1.

QLI VI A'S house

Enter SIR TOBY, SIR ANDREW and FABI AN

AGUECHEEK. No, faith, 1'lIl not stay a jot |onger

SIR TOBY. Thy reason, dear venom give thy reason

FABI AN. You rnust needs yield your reason, Sir Andrew.

AGUECHEEK. Marry, | saw your niece do nore favours to the Count's
servi ngman than ever she bestow d upon ne; | sawt i' th
or chard.

SIR TOBY. Did she see thee the while, old boy? Tell ne that.

AGUECHEEK. As plain as | see you now.

FABI AN. This was a great argunent of love in her toward you

AGUECHEEK. 'Slight! will you nake an ass o' ne?

FABIAN. | will prove it legitimate, sir, upon the oaths of judgnent
and reason.

SIR TOBY. And they have been grand-jurynmen since before Noah was a
sail or.

FABI AN. She did show favour to the youth in your sight only to
exasperate you, to awake your dormouse valour, to put fire in
your heart and brimstone in your liver. You should then have
accosted her; and with sone excellent jests, fire-new fromthe
m nt, you should have bang' d the youth into dunbness. This was

| ook'd for at your hand, and this was baul k'd. The double gilt of



this opportunity you let tinme wash off, and you are now sail'd
into the north of ny lady's opinion; where you will hang |ike an
icicle on Dutchnman's beard, unless you do redeemit by sone
| audabl e attenpt either of valour or policy.

AGUECHEEK. An't be any way, it nmust be with valour, for policy I
hate; | had as |ief be a Brownist as a politician

SIR TOBY. Wy, then, build me thy fortunes upon the basis of
val our. Challenge nme the Count's youth to fight with hinm hurt
himin el even places. My niece shall take note of it; and assure
thyself there is no love-broker in the world can nore prevail in
man' s commendation with woman than report of val our

FABI AN. There is no way but this, Sir Andrew

AGUECHEEK. WII| either of you bear ne a challenge to hin®

SIR TOBY. Co, wite it in a martial hand; be curst and brief; it is
no matter how witty, so it be eloquent and full of invention
Taunt himwith the license of ink; if thou thou' st himsone
thrice, it shall not be amiss; and as many lies as will lie in
thy sheet of paper, although the sheet were big enough for the
bed of Ware in England, set 'em down; go about it. Let there be
gall enough in thy ink, though thou wite with a goose-pen, no
matter. About it.

AGUECHEEK. Where shall | find you?

SIR TOBY. W'll call thee at the cubiculo. Co.

Exit SI R ANDREW

FABI AN. This is a dear manakin to you, Sir Toby.

SIR TOBY. | have been dear to him |ad- some two thousand strong,
or so.

FABI AN. W shall have a rare letter fromhim but you'll not
deliver't?

SIR TOBY. Never trust nme then; and by all nmeans stir on the youth
to an answer. | think oxen and wai nropes cannot hal e them
together. For Andrew, if he were open'd and you find so nuch

blood in his liver as will clog the foot of a flea, I'll eat the



rest of th' anatony.
FABI AN. And his opposite, the youth, bears in his visage no great

presage of cruelty.

Enter MARI A

SIR TOBY. Look where the youngest wen of nine cones.

MARI A. If you desire the spleen, and will |augh yourselves into
stitches, follow ne. Yond gull Malvolio is turned heathen, a very
renegado; for there is no Christian that neans to be saved by
believing rightly can ever believe such inpossibl e passages of
grossness. He's in yell ow stockings.

SIR TOBY. And cross-garter'd?

MARI A. Most villainously; like a pedant that keeps a school i' th
church. | have dogg'd himlike his nurderer. He does obey every
point of the letter that | dropp'd to betray him He does snile
his face into nore lines than is in the new map with the

augnent ation of the Indies. You have not seen such a thing as

"tis; | can hardly forbear hurling things at him | know ny | ady
will strike him if she do, he'll smle and take't for a great
favour.
SIR TOBY. Cone, bring us, bring us where he is. Exeunt
SCENE 111.
A street

Ent er SEBASTI AN and ANTONI O

SEBASTI AN. | would not by ny will have troubled you
But since you nake your pleasure of your pains,
I will no further chide you.

ANTONIQ | could not stay behind you: ny desire,
More sharp than filed steel, did spur ne forth;

And not all love to see you- though so nuch



As m ght have drawn one to a | onger voyage-

But jeal ousy what m ght befall your travel,

Being skilless in these parts; which to a stranger,

Ungui ded and unfriended, often prove

Rough and unhospitable. My willing | ove,

The rat her by these argunents of fear,

Set forth in your pursuit.

SEBASTI AN. My ki nd Antoni o,

I can no other answer nake but thanks,

And t hanks, and ever thanks; and oft good turns

Are shuffl'd off with such uncurrent pay;

But were nmy worth as is ny conscience firm

You should find better dealing. Wat's to do?

Shall we go see the reliques of this town?
ANTONI O To-norrow, sir; best first go see your | odging.
SEBASTI AN. | amnot weary, and 'tis long to night;

| pray you, let us satisfy our eyes

Wth the nmenorials and the things of fane

That do renown this city.

ANTONI O Wul d you' d pardon ne.

I do not w thout danger wal k these streets:

Once in a sea-fight 'gainst the Count his galleys

| did sone service; of such note, indeed,

That, were | ta' en here, it would scarce be answer'd.
SEBASTI AN. Bel i ke you sl ew great nunber of his people.
ANTONI O. Th' of fence is not of such a bl oody nature;

Al beit the quality of the time and quarrel

M ght well have given us bl oody argunent.

I't might have since been answer'd in repaying

What we took fromthem which, for traffic's sake,

Most of our city did. Only nyself stood out;

For which, if | be lapsed in this place,

| shall pay dear.



SEBASTI AN. Do not then wal k too open.
ANTONIO. It doth not fit me. Hold, sir, here's ny purse;
In the south suburbs, at the El ephant,
Is best to lodge. |I will bespeak our diet,
Whi l es you beguile the tine and feed your know edge
Wth viewi ng of the town; there shall you have ne.
SEBASTI AN. Wy | your purse?
ANTONI O. Haply your eye shall light upon some toy
You have desire to purchase; and your store,
I think, is not for idle narkets, sir.
SEBASTIAN. |'I1 be your purse-bearer, and |eave you for
An hour.
ANTONI O. To th' El ephant.
SEBASTI AN. | do renenber. Exeunt
SCENE | V.

CLIVIA' S garden

Enter QLI VIA and MARI A

CLIVIA. | have sent after him he says he'll cone.
How shal |l | feast hinP What bestow of hinf
For youth is bought nore oft than begg' d or borrow d.
| speak too |oud.
Where's Malvolio? He is sad and civil,
And suits well for a servant with ny fortunes.
Where is Malvolio?
MARI A. He's coming, madam but in very strange nanner.
He is sure possess'd, madam
CLIVIA. Wiy, what's the matter? Does he rave?
MARI A. No, madam he does nothing but smile. Your |adyship were
best to have sone guard about you if he come; for sure the man is
tainted in's wits.

OLIVIA. Go call himhither. Exit MARI A



| am as mad as he,

If sad and nerry madness equal be.

Re-enter MARIA wi th MALVQOLI O

How now, Mal voli o!

MALVCLI O. Sweet | ady, ho, ho.

QLIVIA. Sm|'st thou?
| sent for thee upon a sad occasi on.

MALVCLI O. Sad, lady? | could be sad. This does nake sone
obstruction in the blood, this cross-gartering; but what of that?
If it please the eye of one, it is with nme as the very true
sonnet is: 'Please one and please all.’

QLI VI A Wiy, how dost thou, man? What is the matter with thee?

MALVCLI O. Not black in ny nmind, though yellow in ny I|egs.

It did come to his hands, and conmands shall be executed.
| think we do know the sweet Roman hand.

CLIVIA. WIt thou go to bed, Mlvolio?

MALVCLI O. To bed? Ay, sweetheart, and I'Il conme to thee.

CLIVIA. Cod confort thee! Wiy dost thou smile so, and kiss thy hand
so oft?

MARI A. How do you, Malvolio?

MALVCLI O. At your request? Yes, nightingales answer daws!

MARI A. Why appear you with this ridicul ous bol dness before ny | ady?

MALVCLI O. 'Be not afraid of greatness.’ 'Twas well wit.

CLIVIA. Wiat nean'st thou by that, Ml volio?

Al ALVOLI O. ' Sone are born great,"'-

OLI VI AL Ha?

MALVCLI O. ' Sone achi eve greatness, "' -

CLI VI AL What say'st thou?

MALVCLI O. ' And sonme have greatness thrust upon them'

OLI VI A, Heaven restore thee!

MALVCLI O. ' Renenber who conmended thy yel | ow st ockings, ' -



CLIVIA. 'Thy yell ow stocki ngs?

MALVCOLI O. "And wish'd to see thee cross-garterd.

CLIVIA. 'Cross-garter'd?

MALVOLI O 'Go to, thou an nade, if thou desir'st to be so';-
CLIVIA. Am | nede?

MALVOLI O, "If not, let me see thee a servant still.’

CLIVIA. Wiy, this is very nmidsummer nadness.

Ent er SERVANT

SERVANT. Madam the young gentl eman of the Count Orsino's is
return'd; | could hardly entreat himback; he attends your
| adyshi p's pl easure.

CLIVIA I'll come to him [Exit SERVANT] Good Maria, let this
fellow be look'd to. Wiere's ny cousin Toby? Let some of ny
peopl e have a special care of him | would not have himm scarry
for the half of ny dowy.

Exeunt OLIVIA and MARI A

MALVCLI O. O, ho! do you cone near ne now? No worse man than Sir
Toby to look to ne! This concurs directly with the letter: she
sends hi mon purpose, that | may appear stubborn to him for she
incites me to that in the letter. 'Cast thy hunbl e sl ough,' says
she. 'Be opposite with kinsman, surly with servants; let thy
tongue tang with argunents of state; put thyself into the trick
of singularity' and consequently sets down the manner how, as: a
sad face, a reverend carriage, a slow tongue, in the habit of
sone sir of note, and so forth. | have limd her; but it is
Jove's doing, and Jove make ne thankful! And when she went away
now 'Let this fellow be look'd to.' 'Fellow,' not 'Malvolio nor
after ny degree, but 'fellow ' Wy, everything adheres together,
that no dram of a scruple, no scruple of a scruple, no obstacle,
no i ncredul ous or unsafe circunstance- What can be sai d? Not hing

that can be can conme between ne and the full prospect of ny



hopes. Wl I, Jove, not |, is the doer of this, and he is to be

t hanked.

Re-enter MARIA, with SIR TOBY and FABI AN

SIR TOBY. Which way is he, in the name of sanctity? If all the
devils of hell be drawn in little, and Legion hinself possess'd
him yet I'lIl speak to him

FABI AN. Here he is, here he is. Howis't with you, sir?

SIR TOBY. How is't with you, man?

MALVCLI O. Go off; | discard you. Let nme enjoy ny private; go off.

MARI A. Lo, how hollow the fiend speaks within him Did not | tell
you? Sir Toby, ny lady prays you to have a care of him

MALVOLI O. Ah, ha! does she so0?

SIR TOBY. Go to, go to; peace, peace; we nust deal gently with him
Let nme al one. How do you, Malvolio? Howis't with you? Wat, man,
defy the devil; consider, he's an eneny to nankind.

MALVCLI O. Do you know what you say?

MARI A. La you, an you speak ill of the devil, how he takes it at
heart! Pray God he be not bewi tched.

FABI AN. Carry his water to th' w se woman.

MARI A. Marry, and it shall be done to-norrow norning, if I live. My
| ady woul d not lose himfor nore than I'I| say.

MALVOLI O. How now, i stress!

MARI A. O Lord!

SIR TOBY. Prithee hold thy peace; this is not the way. Do you not
see you nove hin? Let ne alone with him

FABI AN. No way but gentl eness- gently, gently. The fiend is rough,
and will not be roughly us'd.

SIR TOBY. Wy, how now, ny bawcock!

How dost thou, chuck?

MALVOLI O. Sir!

SIR TOBY. Ay, Biddy, cone with ne. What, man, 'tis not for gravity



to play at cherrypit with Satan. Hang him foul collier!
MARI A. Get himto say his prayers, good Sir Toby, get himto pray.
MALVCLI O. My prayers, mnx!
MARIA. No, | warrant you, he will not hear of godliness.
MALVOLI O. Go, hang yourselves all! You are idle shallow things; |

am not of your elenent; you shall know nore hereafter.

SIR TOBY. Is't possible?

FABIAN. If this were play' d upon a stage now, | could condem it as
an i nprobable fiction.

SIR TOBY. His very genius hath taken the infection of the device,
man.

MARI A. Nay, pursue himnow, |est the device take air and taint.

FABI AN. Wy, we shall make him nmad i ndeed.

MARI A. The house will be the quieter.

SIR TOBY. Cone, we'll have himin a dark room and bound. My niece
is already in the belief that he's nad. We may carry it thus, for
our pleasure and his penance, till our very pastinme, tired out of
breath, pronpt us to have nercy on him at which tine we wll
bring the device to the bar and crown thee for a finder of

madnen. But see, but see.

Enter SI R ANDREW

FABI AN. More matter for a May norning.

AGUECHEEK. Here's the challenge; read it. | warrant there's vinegar
and pepper in't.

FABI AN. Is't so saucy?

AGUECHEEK. Ay, is't, | warrant him do but read.

SIR TOBY. G ve ne. [Reads] 'Youth, whatsoever thou art, thou art
but a scurvy fellow'

FABI AN. Good and valiant.

SIR TOBY. [Reads] 'Wonder not, nor adnire not in thy nmind, why | do



call thee so, for | will show thee no reason for't.

FABI AN. A good note; that keeps you fromthe bl ow of the | aw

SIR TOBY. [Reads] 'Thou com st to the Lady divia, and in ny sight
she uses thee kindly; but thou liest in thy throat; that is not
the matter | chall enge thee for.

FABI AN. Very brief, and to exceedi ng good sense- |ess.

SIR TOBY. [Reads] 'I will waylay thee going hone; where if it be
thy chance to kill ne'-

FABI AN. Good.

SIR TOBY. 'Thou kill'st nme like a rogue and a villain.

FABI AN. Still you keep o' th' w ndy side of the [aw. Good!

SIR TOBY. [Reads] 'Fare thee well; and God have nercy upon one of
our souls! He may have nmercy upon nine; but my hope is better
and so look to thyself. Thy friend, as thou usest him and thy
sworn eneny,

ANDREW AGUECHEEK.

If this letter nove himnot, his legs cannot. |'Il give't him

MARI A. You may have very fit occasion for't; he is nowin sone
commrerce with ny lady, and will by and by depart.

SIR TOBY. Go, Sir Andrew, scout ne for himat the corner of the
orchard, like a bumbaily; so soon as ever thou seest him draw,
and as thou draw st, swear horrible; for it comes to pass oft
that a terrible oath, with a swaggering accent sharply twang'd
of f, gives manhood nore approbation than ever proof itself would
have earn'd him Away.

AGUECHEEK. Nay, |et ne alone for swearing. Exi t
SIR TOBY. Now will not | deliver his letter; for the behavi our of
the young gentlenman gives himout to be of good capacity and
breedi ng; his enploynent between his |lord and ny niece confirns
no less. Therefore this letter, being so excellently ignorant,

will breed no terror in the youth: he will find it cones froma

clodpole. But, sir, | will deliver his challenge by word of



nmout h, set upon Aguecheek notable report of valour, and drive the
gentl eman- as know his youth will aptly receive it- into a nost
hi deous opi nion of his rage, skill, fury, and inpetuosity. This
will so fright themboth that they will kill one another by the

|l ook, |ike cockatrices.

Re-enter OLIVIA. Wth VICLA

FABI AN. Here he cones with your niece; give themway till he take
| eave, and presently after him
SIR TOBY. | will neditate the while upon sone horrid nessage for a
chal | enge.
Exeunt SI R TOBY, FABI AN, and MARI A
OLIVIA. | have said too much unto a heart of stone,
And | aid m ne honour too unchary out;
There's sonmething in ne that reproves ny fault;
But such a headstrong potent fault it is
That it but nocks reproof.
VIOLA. Wth the sanme haviour that your passion bears
Goes on ny naster's griefs.
QLIVIA. Here, wear this jewel for ne; 'tis ny picture.
Refuse it not; it hath no tongue to vex you.
And | beseech you cone agai n to-norrow.
What shall you ask of me that 1'lI deny,
That honour sav'd may upon asking give?
VI CLA. Not hing but this- your true love for ny master.
CLIVIA. How with nine honour may | give himthat
Whi ch | have given to you?
VICLA. | will acquit you.
CLIVIA. Wll, come again to-norrow. Fare thee well;

A fiend like thee m ght bear ny soul to hell. Exi t

Re-enter SIR TOBY and SI R FABI AN



SIR TOBY. Centl eman, God save thee.

VI CLA. And you, sir.

SIR TOBY. That defence thou hast, betake thee tot. O what nature
the wongs are thou hast done him 1 know not; but thy
intercepter, full of despite, bloody as the hunter, attends
thee at the orchard end. Dismount thy tuck, be yare in thy
preparation, for thy assailant is quick, skilful, and deadly.

VIOLA. You mistake, sir; | amsure no man hath any quarrel to ne;
ny remenbrance is very free and clear fromany imge of offence
done to any man.

SIR TOBY. You'll find it otherwise, | assure you; therefore, if you
hold your life at any price, betake you to your guard; for your
opposite hath in himwhat youth, strength, skill, and wath, can
furni sh man withal

VICLA. | pray you, sir, what is he?

SIR TOBY. He is knight, dubb'd with unhatch'd rapier and on car pet
consideration; but he is a devil in private braw . Souls and
bodi es hath he divorc'd three; and his incensenent at this nonent
is so inplacable that satisfaction can be none but by pangs of
death and sepul chre. Hob-nob is his word- give't or take't.

VIOLA. | will return again into the house and desire sonme conduct
of the lady. | amno fighter. | have heard of sone kind of nen
that put quarrels purposely on others to taste their val our
belike this is a man of that quirk

SIR TOBY. Sir, no; his indignation derives itself out of a very
conpetent injury; therefore, get you on and give himhis desire.
Back you shall not to the house, unless you undertake that with
me which with as nuch safety you m ght answer him therefore on
or strip your sword stark naked; for neddl e you nust, that's
certain, or forswear to wear iron about you

VICLA. This is as uncivil as strange. | beseech you do ne this

courteous office as to know of the knight what ny offence to him



is: it is sonething of ny negligence, nothing of ny purpose.

SIR TOBY. | WII do so. Signior Fabian, stay you by this gentleman
till nmy return. Exit SIR TOBY

VI OLA. Pray you, sir, do you know of this matter?

FABI AN. | know the knight is incens'd against you, even to a nortal
arbitrement; but nothing of the circunmstance nore.

VI OLA. | beseech you, what nanner of nman is he?

FABI AN. Not hi ng of that wonderful promise, to read himby his form
as you are like to find himin the proof of his valour. He is
i ndeed, sir, the nost skilful, bloody, and fatal opposite that
you coul d possibly have found in any part of Illyria. WIIl you

wal k towards hin? | wll make your peace with himif | can

VICLA. | shall be nuch bound to you for't. | amone that would
rather go with sir priest than sir knight. | care not who knows
so much of ny nettle. Exeunt

Re-enter SIR TOBY Wth SI R ANDREW

SIR TOBY. Wy, nman, he's a very devil; | have not seen such a
firago. | had a pass with him rapier, scabbard, and all, and he
gives ne the stuck in with such a nortal notion that it is
i nevitabl e; and on the answer, he pays you as surely as your feet
hit the ground they step on. They say he has been fencer to the
Sophy.

AGUECHEEK. Pox on't, I'll not meddle with him

SIR TOBY. Ay, but he will not now be pacified; Fabian can scarce
hol d hi m yonder.

AGUECHEEK. Pl ague on't; an | thought he had been valiant, and so
cunning in fence, |1'd have seen himdam'd ere |I'd have
challeng'd him Let himlet the matter slip, and I'Il give him
my horse, grey Capilet.

SIR TOBY. I'll nake the notion. Stand here, nmake a good show on't;

this shall end w thout the perdition of souls. [Aside] Marry,



I"lI'l ride your horse as well as | ride you.

Re-enter FABI AN and VI QLA

[To FABIAN] | have his horse to take up the quarrel; | have
persuaded himthe youth's a devil.

FABIAN. [To SIR TOBY] He is as horribly conceited of hinm and pants
and | ooks pale, as if a bear were at his heels.

SIR TOBY. [To VIOLA] There's no remedy, sir: he will fight with you
for's oath sake. Marry, he hath better bethought himof his
quarrel, and he finds that now scarce to be worth tal ki ng of.
Therefore draw for the supportance of his vow, he protests he
will not hurt you.

VIOLA. [Aside] Pray God defend ne! Alittle thing would nake ne
tell them how nmuch | lack of a man.

FABI AN. Gve ground if you see himfurious.

SIR TOBY. Cone, Sir Andrew, there's no renedy; the gentleman will,
for his honour's sake, have one bout with you; he cannot by the
duell o avoid it; but he has proms'd ne, as he is a gentl eman and
a soldier, he will not hurt you. Cone on; to't.

AGUECHEEK. Pray God he keep his oath! [ They draw]

Enter ANTONI O

VIOLA. | do assure you 'tis against ny wll.
ANTONI O Put up your sword. If this young gentleman

Have done offence, | take the fault on me:

If you offend him | for himdefy you.
SIR TOBY. You, sir! Wiy, what are you?
ANTONIO. One, sir, that for his |ove dares yet do nore

Than you have heard himbrag to you he will.
SIR TOBY. Nay, if you be an undertaker, | amfor you.

[ They draw]



Ent er OFFI CERS

FABI AN. O good Sir Toby, hold! Here cone the officers.
SIR TOBY. [To ANTONIQ 1'll be with you anon.
VIQLA. Pray, sir, put your sword up, if you please.
AGUECHEEK. Marry, will I, sir; and for that | promis'd you, I'Il be
as good as ny word. He will bear you easily and reins well.
FIRST OFFICER. This is the man; do thy office.
SECOND OFFI CER. Antonio, | arrest thee at the suit
O Count Orsino.
ANTONI O You do nistake ne, sir.
FI RST OFFI CER. No, sir, no jot; | know your favour well,
Though now you have no sea-cap on your head.
Take hi maway; he knows | know him well.
ANTONIO. | Must obey. [To VIOLA] This cones with seeking you;
But there's no renedy; | shall answer it.
What will you do, now ny necessity
Makes me to ask you for my purse? It grieves ne
Miuch nore for what | cannot do for you
Than what befalls nyself. You stand anaz'd;
But be of confort.
SECOND OFFI CER. Come, sir, away.
ANTONI O. | nust entreat of you sone of that noney.
VI OLA. What money, sir?
For the fair kindness you have show d ne here,
And part being pronpted by your present trouble,
Qut of nmy lean and low ability
I"lI'l lend you sonmething. My having is not nuch;
I"1'l make division of nmy present with you;
Hold, there's half nmy coffer.
ANTONIO WI I you deny nme now?
Is't possible that nmy deserts to you

Can | ack persuasion? Do not tenpt nmy misery,



Lest that it nmake nme so unsound a man
As to upbraid you with those ki ndnesses
That | have done for you.
VI OLA. | know of none,
Nor know | you by voice or any feature.
| hate ingratitude nore in a nman
Than |ying, vainness, babbling drunkenness,
O any taint of vice whose strong corruption
I nhabits our frail blood.
ANTONI O O heavens thensel ves!
SECOND OFFI CER. Conme, sir, | pray you go.
ANTONI O. Let ne speak a little. This youth that you see here
I snatch'd one half out of the jaws of death,
Reliev'd himw th such sanctity of |ove,
And to his inmage, which nethought did pronise
Most venerable worth, did | devotion.
FI RST OFFI CER. What's that to us? The tinme goes by; away.
ANTONIO. But, O how vile an idol proves this god!
Thou hast, Sebastian, done good feature shane.
In nature there's no blem sh but the mnd:
None can be call'd deform d but the unkind.
Virtue is beauty; but the beauteous evil
Are enpty trunks, o'erflourish'd by the devil.
FI RST OFFI CER. The man grows nad. Away with him
Come, cone, sir.
ANTONI O Lead ne on. Exit with OFFI CERS
VI OLA. Methinks his words do from such passion fly
That he believes hinmself; so do not I.
Prove true, imagination, O prove true,
That |, dear brother, be nowta' en for you!l
SIR TOBY. Cone hither, knight; come hither, Fabian; we'll whisper
o'er a couplet or two of npbst sage saws.

VI CLA. He nanid Sebastian. | ny brother know



Yet living in ny glass; even such and so
In favour was mny brother; and he went
Still in this fashion, colour, ornanent,
For himl inmtate. O if it prove,

Tenpests are kind, and salt waves fresh in | ove! Exi t
SIR TOBY. A very dishonest paltry boy, and nore a coward than a
hare. Hi s dishonesty appears in leaving his friend here in

necessity and denying him and for his cowardship, ask Fabi an.

FABI AN. A coward, a nost devout coward, religious init.
AGUECHEEK. "'Slid, I'lIl after himagain and beat him
SIR TOBY. Do; cuff himsoundly, but never draw thy sword.
AGUECHEEK. And | do not - Exi t
FABI AN. Cone, let's see the event.
SIR TOBY. | dare lay any noney '"twill be nothing yet.

Exeunt

ACT V. SCENE I.

Before QLI VIA' S house

Ent er SEBASTI AN and CLOMN

CLOMN. WII you make me believe that | amnot sent for you?

SEBASTIAN. Go to, go to, thou art a foolish fellow, let nme be clear
of thee.

CLOMN. Well held out, i' faith! No, | do not know you; nor | am not
sent to you by nmy lady, to bid you cone speak with her; nor your
name is not Master Cesario; nor this is not ny nose neither.
Nothing that is so is so.

SEBASTI AN. | prithee vent thy folly sonewhere el se.

Thou know st not ne.

CLOM. Vent ny folly! He has heard that word of sonme great nan, and
now applies it to a fool. Vent ny folly! | amafraid this great
| ubber, the world, will prove a cockney. | prithee now, ungird

thy strangeness, and tell nme what | shall vent to ny |ady. Shall



I vent to her that thou art coni ng?
SEBASTI AN. | prithee, foolish Geek, depart from ne;
There's noney for thee; if you tarry |onger
| shall give worse paynent.
CLOMN. By ny troth, thou hast an open hand. These w se nen that
gi ve fools noney get thensel ves a good report after fourteen

years' purchase.

Enter SIR ANDREW SIR TOBY, and FABI AN

AGUECHEEK. Now, sir, have | net you agai n?
[Striking SEBASTI AN] There's for you.
SEBASTI AN. Why, there's for thee, and there, and there.
Are all the people nad?
SIR TOBY. Hold, sir, or I'll throw your dagger o' er the house.
[ Hol di ng SEBASTI AN|
CLOMN. This will | tell ny lady straight. | would not be in sonme of
your coats for two-pence. Exi t

SIR TOBY. Cone on, sir; hold.

AGUECHEEK. Nay, let himalone. I'lIl go another way to work with
him 1'll have an action of battery against him if there be any
law in Illyria; though | struck himfirst, yet it's no matter for
t hat .

SEBASTI AN. Let go thy hand.

SIR TOBY. Cone, sir, | will not let you go. Cone, ny young sol dier,
put up your iron; you are well flesh'd. Come on.

SEBASTIAN. | will be free fromthee. Wat woul dst thou now?
If thou dar'st tenpt ne further, draw thy sword. [ Dr aws]

SIR TOBY. What, what? Nay, then | must have an ounce or two of this

mal apert bl ood from you. [Draws]

Enter CLIVIA



CLIVIA Hold, Toby; on thy life, |

SIR TOBY. Madami

charge thee hol d.

CLIVIA. WIIl it be ever thus? Ungraci ous wetch,

Fit for the nountains and the barbarous caves,

Where nanners ne'er were preach' d!

Be not of fended, dear Cesari o-

Rudesby, be gone!

Qut of ny sight!

Exeunt SIR TOBY, SIR ANDREW and

| prithee, gentle friend,

Let thy fair wisdom not thy passion,

In this uncivil and unjust extent

sway

Agai nst thy peace. Go with me to ny house,

And hear thou there how nmany fruitless pranks

This ruffian hath botch'd up, that thou thereby

Mayst smile at this. Thou shalt not choose but go;

Do not deny. Beshrew his soul for ne!

He started one poor heart of nmine in thee.

SEBASTI AN. What relish is in this? How runs the streanf

O | amnad, or else this is a dream

Let fancy still ny sense in Lethe steep;

If it be thus to dream still let ne sleep!

FABI AN

CLIVIA. Nay, come, | prithee. Wuld thou' dst be rul'd by ne!

SEBASTI AN. Madam | will.
CLIVIA. O say so, and so be!
SCENE | I .

QLI VI A'S house

Enter MARI A and CL

OWN

Exeunt

MARI A, Nay, | prithee, put on this gown and this beard; rmake him

believe thou art Sir Topas the curate;

Sir Toby the whilst.

CLOMN. Well, I'Il put it on, and |

wi | |

do it quickly.

di ssenbl e nysel f

1"l call

Exi t

int;

and



I would | were the first that ever dissenbled in such a gown. |
amnot tall enough to becone the function well nor |ean enough to
be thought a good student; but to be said an honest man and a
good housekeeper goes as fairly as to say a careful nman and a

great scholar. The conpetitors enter.

Enter SIR TOBY and MARI A

SI R TOBY. Jove bless thee, Mster Parson.

CLOMN. Bonos dies, Sir Toby; for as the old hermt of Prague, that
never saw pen and ink, very wittily said to niece of King
Gorboduc 'That that is is'; so |, being Master Parson, am Master
Parson; for what is "that' but that, and 'is' but is?

SIR TOBY. To him Sir Topas.

CLOM. What ho, | say! Peace in this prison!

SIR TOBY. The knave counterfeits well; a good knave.

MALVCLI O. [Wthin] Wo calls there?

CLOM. Sir Topas the curate, who conmes to visit Malvolio the
| unatic.

MALVCLI O. Sir Topas, Sir Topas, good Sir Topas, go to ny | ady.

CLOMN. Qut, hyperbolical fiend! How vexest thou this man!

Tal kest thou nothing but of |adies?

SIR TOBY. Well| said, Master Parson.

MALVCLI O. Sir Topas, never was nan thus wonged. Good Sir Topas, do
not think I amnad; they have laid me here in hideous darkness.

CLOM. Fie, thou dishonest Satan! | call thee by the nost nodest
terns, for I amone of those gentle ones that will use the devil
hinmself with courtesy. Say'st thou that house is dark?

MALVCLI O. As hell, Sir Topas.

CLOM. Wy, it hath bay w ndows transparent as barricadoes, and the
clerestories toward the south north are as |ustrous as ebony; and
yet conpl ai nest thou of obstruction?

MALVCOLIO. | amnot mad, Sir Topas. | say to you this house is dark.



CLOMWN. Madnan, thou errest. | say there is no darkness but
i gnorance; in which thou art nore puzzled than the Egyptians in
their fog.

MALVCLI O. | say this house is as dark as ignorance, though
i gnorance were as dark as hell; and | say there was never nan
thus abus'd. | amno nore mad than you are; make the trial of it
in any constant question.

CLOM. What is the opinion of Pythagoras concerning wild fow ?

MALVCLI O. That the soul of our grandam mi ght haply inhabit a bird.

CLOMN. What think'st thou of his opinion?

MALVCLI O. | think nobly of the soul, and no way approve his
opi ni on.

CLOM. Fare thee well. Remain thou still in darkness: thou shalt
hold th' opinion of Pythagoras ere | will allow of thy wits; and
fear to kill a woodcock, |est thou di spossess the soul of thy
grandam Fare thee well.

MALVOLI O. Sir Topas, Sir Topas!

SIR TOBY. My nobst exquisite Sir Topas!

CLOMN. Nay, | amfor all waters.

MARI A. Thou mi ghtst have done this w thout thy beard and gown: he
sees thee not.

SIR TOBY. To himin thine own voice, and bring me word how t hou
find'st him | would we were well rid of this knavery. If he may
be conveniently deliver'd, | would he were; for I amnow so far
in offence with nmy niece that | cannot pursue with any safety
this sport to the upshot. Conme by and by to ny chanber.

Exit with MARI A

CLOMN. [Sings] Hey, Robin, jolly Robin,

Tell ne how thy | ady does.

MALVCLI O. Fool !

CLOMN. [Sings] My lady is unkind, perdy.

MALVCLI O. Fool !

CLOM. [Sings] Alas, why is she so?



MALVCLI O. Fool | say!

CLOM. [Sings] She |loves another- Wo calls, ha?

MALVCLI O. Good fool, as ever thou wilt deserve well at ny hand,
help me to a candle, and pen, ink, and paper; as | ama
gentleman, | will live to be thankful to thee for't.

CLOMN. Master Malvolio?

MALVCLI O. Ay, good fool.

CLOM. Alas, sir, how fell you besides your five wits?

MALVCLI O. Fool, there was never man so notoriously abus'd;

I amas well in ny wits, fool, as thou art.

CLOM. But as well? Then you are mad indeed, if you be no better in
your wits than a fool.

MALVCLI O. They have here propertied ne; keep nme in darkness, send
mnisters to me, asses, and do all they can to face ne out of ny
wts.

CLOWN. Advise you what. you say: the minister is here.

[ Speaking as SIR TOPAS] Malvolio, thy wits the heavens restore!
Endeavour thyself to sleep, and | eave thy vain bi bbl e-babbl e.

MALVCLI O. Sir Topas!

CLOMN. Maintain no words with him good fellow - Wo, I, sir? Not
I, sir. God buy you, good Sir Topas.- Marry, amen.- | wll sir, |
will.

MALVCLI O. Fool, fool, fool, | say!

CLOMN. Alas, sir, be patient. What say you, sir? | am shent for
speaki ng to you.

MALVCLI O. Good fool, help ne to sone |ight and sone paper.

I tell thee | amas well in ny wits as any man in Illyria.

CLOMN. Wl l-a-day that you were, sir!

MALVCLI O. By this hand, I am Good fool, sone ink, paper, and
light; and convey what | will set down to nmy lady. It shall
advant age thee nore than ever the bearing of letter did.

CLOM. | will help you to't. But tell me true, are you not nad

i ndeed, or do you but counterfeit?



MALVOLI O Believe ne, | amnot; | tell thee true.

CLOM. Nay, I'lIl ne'er believe a nmadnan till | see his brains.

I will fetch you light and paper and i nk.
MALVCLI O. Fool, 1'll requite it in the highest degree;
gone.
CLOM. [ Si nging]
I am gone, sir,
And anon, sir,
I"ll be with you again,
In atrice,
Li ke to the old Vice,

Your need to sustain;

Who with dagger of Iath,
In his rage and his wrath,
Cries, Ah, ha! to the devil,
Li ke a nmad | ad,
Pare thy nails, dad.
Adi eu, goodnan devil .
SCENE 111.

CLI VI A' S garden

Ent er SEBASTI AN

SEBASTIAN. This is the air; that is the glorious sun;
This pearl she gave nme, | do feel't and see't;
And though 'tis wonder that enwaps ne thus,
Yet 'tis not nadness. VWere's Antonio, then?
I could not find himat the El ephant;
Yet there he was; and there | found this credit,
That he did range the town to seek nme out.
H s counsel now night do nme gol den service;

For though my soul disputes well with ny sense

prithe

be



That this may be sone error, but no nmadness,

Yet doth this accident and flood of fortune

So far exceed all instance, all discourse,

That | amready to distrust nine eyes

And wrangle with my reason, that persuades ne

To any other trust but that | am ned,

O else the lady's nad; yet if '"twere so,

She coul d not sway her house, command her followers,
Take and gi ve back affairs and their dispatch
Wth such a snooth, discreet, and stable bearing,
As | perceive she does. There's sonmething in't

That is deceivable. But here the |ady cones.

Enter COLIVI A and PRI EST

CLIVIA. Blane not this haste of mne. If you nean well,
Now go with me and with this holy nman
Into the chantry by; there, before him
And underneath that consecrated roof,
Plight me the fun assurance of your faith,
That nmy nost jeal ous and too doubtful soul
May |ive at peace. He shall conceal it
Wil es you are willing it shall cone to note,
What tinme we will our cel ebration keep
According to ny birth. What do you say?
SEBASTIAN. |'Il follow this good man, and go with you;
And, having sworn truth, ever will be true.
CLIVIA. Then |l ead the way, good father; and heavens so shine
That they may fairly note this act of nine! Exeunt
ACT V. SCENE I.

Before QLI VI A's house

Enter CLOWN and FABI AN



FABI AN. Now, as thou lov'st ne, let ne see his letter

CLOMWN. Good Master Fabian, grant ne another request.

FABI AN. Anyt hi ng.

CLOMN. Do not desire to see this letter

FABIAN. This is to give a dog, and in reconpense desire ny dog

agai n.

Enter DUKE, VI OLA, CURI O, and LORDS

DUKE. Belong you to the Lady Qivia, friends?

CLOM. Ay, sir, we are sone of her trappings.

DUKE. | know thee well. How dost thou, ny good fell ow?

CLOMN. Truly, sir, the better for my foes and the worse for ny
friends.

DUKE. Just the contrary: the better for thy friends.

CLOM. No, sir, the worse

DUKE. How can that be?

CLOM. Marry, sir, they praise ne and nake an ass of ne. Now ny
foes tell me plainly | aman ass; so that by ny foes, sir, |
profit in the know edge of nyself, and by nmy friends | am abused;
so that, conclusions to be as kisses, if your four negatives nake
your two affirmatives, why then, the worse for ny friends, and
the better for ny foes.

DUKE. Way, this is excellent.

CLOM. By ny troth, sir, no; though it please you to be one of ny
friends.

DUKE. Thou shalt not be the worse for ne. There's gold.

CLOM. But that it would be doubl e-dealing, sir, I would you could
make it another.

DUKE. O vyou give ne ill counsel

CLOMN. Put your grace in your pocket, sir, for this once, and |et

your flesh and bl ood obey it.



DUKE. Well, | will be so nuch a sinner to be a doubl e-deal er.
There' s anot her

CLOMN. Prino, secundo, tertio, is a good play; and the old saying
is '"The third pays for all.' The triplex, sir, is a good tripping
measure; or the bells of Saint Bennet, sir, may put you in m nd-
one, two, three.

DUKE. You can fool no nore noney out of nme at this throw, if you
will let your lady know | amhere to speak with her, and bring
her along with you, it may awake ny bounty further

CLOMWN. Marry, sir, lullaby to your bounty till | cone again. | go
sir; but | would not have you to think that ny desire of having
is the sin of covetousness. But, as you say, sir, let your bounty

take a nap; | will awake it anon. Exi t

Enter ANTONI O and OFFI CERS

VI OLA. Here comes the man, sir, that did rescue ne.
DUKE. That face of his |I do renenber well;

Yet when | saw it last it was besnear'd

As bl ack as Wulcan in the snoke of war.

A baubling vessel was he captain of,

For shal | ow draught and bul k unpri zabl e,

Wth which such scat hful grapple did he nake

Wth the nost noble bottom of our fleet

That very envy and the tongue of |os

Cried fanme and honour on him What's the matter?
FIRST OFFI CER. Orsino, this is that Antonio

That took the Phoenix and her fraught from Candy;

And this is he that did the Tiger board

When your young nephew Titus lost his |eg.

Here in the streets, desperate of shane and state,

In private brabble did we apprehend him

VIOLA. He did ne kindness, sir; drew on ny side;



But in conclusion put strange speech upon ne.
| know not what 'twas but distraction

DUKE. Notabl e pirate, thou salt-water thief!
What foolish bol dness brought thee to their nercies
Whom thou, in ternms so bl oody and so dear
Hast made thine enemnies?

ANTONI O Orsino, noble sir,
Be pleas'd that | shake off these nanes you give ne:
Antoni o never yet was thief or pirate,
Though | confess, on base and ground enough
Orsino's eneny. A witchcraft drew me hither
That nost ingrateful boy there by your side
Fromthe rude sea's enrag'd and foamy nouth
Did | redeem a weck past hope he was.
Hs lifel gave him and did thereto ad
My love without retention or restraint,
Al'l his in dedication; for his sake,
Did | expose nyself, pure for his |ove,
Into the danger of this adverse town;
Drew to defend hi mwhen he was beset;
Wher e bei ng apprehended, his fal se cunning,
Not neaning to partake with ne in danger
Taught himto face ne out of his acquaintance,
And grew a twenty years renoved thing
Whi | e one woul d wi nk; denied ne m ne own purse,
Whi ch | had recommended to his use
Not hal f an hour before.

VI OLA. How can this be?

DUKE. When came he to this town?

ANTONI O To-day, ny lord; and for three nonths before,
No int'rim not a mnute's vacancy,

Bot h day and night did we keep conpany.



Enter COLIVI A and ATTENDANTS

DUKE. Here comes the Countess; now heaven wal ks on earth.
But for thee, fellow fellow, thy words are nadness.
Three nonths this youth hath tended upon rne-

But nmore of that anon. Take hi m asi de.

CLIVIA. What would ny lord, but that he may not have,
VWherein Aivia may seem servi ceabl e?

Cesari o, you do not keep pronise with ne.

VI CLA. Madan?

DUKE. Gracious divia-

QLI VIA. Wiat do you say, Cesario? Good ny |ord-

VIOLA. My lord woul d speak; ny duty hushes ne.

CLIVIA. If it be aught to the old tune, ny lord,

It is as fat and ful sone to mnine ear

As how ing after music.

DUKE. Still so cruel?
QLIVIA. still so constant, |ord.
DUKE. What, to perverseness? You uncivil |ady,

To whose ingrate and unauspicious altars

My soul the faithfull'st off'rings hath breath'd out

That e'er devotion tender'd! Wat shall | do?
CLIVIA. Even what it please ny lord, that shall become him
DUKE. Why should | not, had | the heart to do it,

Li ke to the Egyptian thief at point of death,

Kill what | |ove?- a savage jeal ousy

That sonetine savours nobly. But hear nme this:

Si nce you to non-regardance cast ny faith,

And that | partly know the instrunent

That screws ne fromny true place in your favour

Li ve you the narbl e-breasted tyrant still;

But this your mnion, whom| know you |ove,

And whom by heaven | swear, | tender dearly,



Hmwll | tear out of that cruel eye
Where he sits crowned in his naster's spite.
Cone, boy, with me; ny thoughts are ripe in mschief:
I'I'l sacrifice the lanb that | do | ove
To spite a raven's heart within a dove.
VICLA. And I, nobst jocund, apt, and willingly,
To do you rest, a thousand deaths would die.
QLI VI A. Where goes Cesari0?
VI OLA. After himl |ove
More than | | ove these eyes, nore than ny life,
More, by all nores, than e er | shall love wfe.
If I do feign, you wtnesses above
Punish ny life for tainting of ny |ove!
CLIVIA. Ay ne, detested! How am | beguil"'d!
VI OLA. Who does beguil e you? Who does do you wrong?
CLIVIA Hast thou forgot thyself? Is it so |ong?
Call forth the holy father. Exit an ATTENDANT
DUKE. Come, away!
CLIVIA. Wiither, ny lord? Cesario, husband, stay.
DUKE. Husband?
CLIVI A, Ay, husband; can he that deny?
DUKE. Her husband, sirrah?
VICOLA. No, ny lord, not I.
CLIVIA. Alas, it is the baseness of thy fear
That makes thee strangle thy propriety.
Fear not, Cesario, take thy fortunes up;
Be that thou know st thou art, and then thou art

As great as that thou fear'st.

Ent er PRI EST

O, wel cone, father!

Father, | charge thee, by thy reverence,



Here to unfold- though lately we intended

To keep in darkness what occasi on now

Reveal s before '"tis ripe- what thou dost know
Hath newly pass'd between this youth and ne.

PRI EST. A contract of eternal bond of |ove,
Confirm d by mutual joinder of your hands,
Attested by the holy cl ose of Ilips,
Strengt h' ned by interchangenment of your rings;
And all the cerenony of this conpact
Seal'd in ny function, by ny testinony;

Si nce when, ny watch hath told nme, toward my grave
| have travell'd but two hours.

DUKE. O thou dissenbling cub! Wiat wilt thou be,
When tinme hath sow d a grizzle on thy case?
O will not else thy craft so quickly grow
That thine own trip shall be thine overthrow?
Farewel |, and take her; but direct thy feet
Where thou and | henceforth may never neet.

VIOLA. My lord, | do protest-

QLIVIA. O do not swear!

Hold little faith, though thou has too nuch fear

Enter SI R ANDREW

AGUECHEEK. For the |ove of God, a surgeon
Send one presently to Sir Toby.

QLIVIA. What's the matter?

AGUECHEEK. Has broke ny head across, and has given Sir Toby a
bl oody coxconb too. For the |ove of God, your help! | had rather
than forty pound I were at hone.

QLIVIA. Wio has done this, Sir Andrew?

AGUECHEEK. The Count's gentlenman, one Cesario. W took himfor a

coward, but he's the very devil incardinate.



DUKE. My gentl eman, Cesario?
AGUECHEEK. d's lifelings, here he is! You broke ny head for
not hing; and that that did, | was set on to do't by Sir Toby.
VI LA, Wiy do you speak to ne? | never hurt you
You drew your sword upon nme w t hout cause;

But | bespake you fair and hurt you not.

Enter SIR TOBY and CLOMWN

AGUECHEEK. If a bl oody coxconb be a hurt, you have hurt me; | think
you set nothing by a bl oody coxconb. Here comes Sir Toby halting;
you shall hear nore; but if he had not been in drink, he would
have tickl'd you othergates than he did.

DUKE. How now, gentlenan? How is't with you?

SIR TOBY. That's all one; has hurt ne, and there's th' end on't.
Sot, didst see D ck Surgeon, sot?

CLOMN. O he's drunk, Sir Toby, an hour agone; his eyes were set at
eight i' th' norning.

SIR TOBY. Then he's a rogue and a passy nmeasures pavin. | hate a
drunken rogue.

QLIVIA. Away with him Wo hath nmade this havoc with then?

AGUECHEEK. 1'Ill help you, Sir Toby, because we'll be dress'd
t oget her.

SIR TOBY. WII you hel p- an ass-head and a coxconb and a knave, a
thin fac'd knave, a gull?

OLIVIA. Get himto bed, and let his hurt be |ook'd to.

Exeunt CLOMWN, FABI AN, SIR TOBY, and SI R ANDREW

Ent er SEBASTI AN

SEBASTI AN. | am sorry, nmadam | have hurt your kinsnman;
But, had it been the brother of ny bl ood,
I nust have done no less with wit and safety.

You throw a strange regard upon ne, and by that



| do perceive it hath of fended you
Pardon me, sweet one, even for the vows
We nade each other but so | ate ago.
DUKE. One face, one voice, one habit, and two persons!
A natural perspective, that is and is not.
SEBASTI AN. Ant oni o, O ny dear Antoni o!
How have the hours rack'd and tortur'd me
Since | have |ost thee!
ANTONI O Sebastian are you?
SEBASTI AN. Fear'st thou that, Antonio?
ANTONI O How have you made divi sion of yourself?
An apple cleft in tw is not nore twin
Than these two creatures. Wich is Sebastian?
QLI VIA. Most wonderful !
SEBASTI AN. Do | stand there? | never had a brother
Nor can there be that deity in ny nature
O here and everywhere. | had a sister
VWhom t he blind waves and surges have devour'd.
O charity, what kin are you to ne?
What countryman, what nanme, what parentage?
VIOLA. O Messaline; Sebastian was ny father
Such a Sebastian was my brother too;
So went he suited to his watery tonb;
If spirits can assume both form and suit,
You cone to fright us.
SEBASTI AN. A spirit | amindeed,
But amin that dinmension grossly clad
Which fromthe wonb | did participate.
Were you a worman, as the rest goes even
I should ny tears let fall upon your cheek
And say 'Thrice wel cone, drowned Viol a!
VIOLA. W father had a nole upon his brow

SEBASTI AN. And so had mi ne.



VI OLA. And died that day when Viola fromher birth
Had nunmb'red thirteen years.
SEBASTIAN. O, that record is lively in my soul!
He finished indeed his nortal act
That day that made ny sister thirteen years.
VICLA. |If nothing lets to nake us happy both
But this nmy masculine usurp'd attire,
Do not enbrace ne till each circunstance
O place, tinme, fortune, do cohere and junp
That | am Viola; which to confirm
I"l1l bring you to a captain in this town,
Where lie ny mai den weeds; by whose gentle help
I was preserv'd to serve this noble Count.
Al'l the occurrence of my fortune since
Hat h been between this lady and this |ord.
SEBASTI AN. [To OLIVIA] So Cones it, lady, you have been m stook
But nature to her bias drew in that.
You woul d have been contracted to a nuid;
Nor are you therein, by ny life, deceiv'd;
You are betroth'd both to a nmaid and nan.
DUKE. Be not ammz'd; right noble is his blood.
If this be so, as yet the gl ass seens true,
I shall have share in this nost happy w eck.
[To VIOLA] Boy, thou hast said to me a thousand tines
Thou never shoul dst | ove woman like to ne.
VICOLA. And all those sayings will | overswear;
And all those swearings keep as true in sou
As doth that orbed continent the fire
That severs day from night.
DUKE. G ve ne thy hand,
And let ne see thee in thy wonman's weeds.
VI CLA. The captain that did bring ne first on shore

Hath ny naid's garnents. He, upon sone action



I's nowin durance, at Malvolio's suit,
A gentleman and follower of ny lady's.

CLIVIA. He shall enlarge him Fetch Malvolio hither
And yet, alas, now | remenber ne,

They say, poor gentleman, he's nuch distract.

Re-enter CLOMN, with a letter, and FABI AN

A nost extracting frenzy of mine own
From ny renenbrance clearly banish'd his.
How does he, sirrah?

CLOM. Truly, madam he hol ds Bel zebub at the stave's end as well
as a man in his case may do. Has here wit a letter to you; |
shoul d have given 't you to-day norning, but as a madman's
epi stles are no gospels, so it skills not nmuch when they are
deliver' d.

QLIVIA. Open't, and read it.

CLOM. Look then to be well edified when the fool delivers the
madman. [Reads nadly ] 'By the Lord, nadam'

OLIVIA. How now Art thou nad?

CLOM. No, madam | do but read madness. An your ladyship will have
it as it ought to be, you nust allow vox.

CLIVIA. Prithee read i' thy right wts.

CLOMN. So | do, madonna; but to read his right wits is to read
thus; therefore perpend, ny Princess, and give ear.

CLIVIA. [To FABIAN] Read it you, sirrah.

FABI AN. [Reads] 'By the Lord, nmadam you wong ne, and the world
shal |l know it. Though you have put ne into darkness and given
your drunken cousin rule over nme, yet have | the benefit of ny
senses as well as your |adyship. | have your own letter that
i nduced nme to the senblance | put on, with the which | doubt not
but to do nyself nmuch right or you rmuch shame. Think of nme as you

pl ease. | leave nmy duty a little unthought of, and speak out of



ny injury.
THE MADLY- US' D MALVOLI O

QLIVIA. Did he wite this?
CLOMW. Ay, Madam
DUKE. This savours not nuch of distraction.
CLIVIA. See himdeliver'd, Fabian; bring himhither.
Exit FABI AN
My lord, so please you, these things further thought on,
To think ne as well a sister as a wife,
One day shall crown th' alliance on't, so please you,
Here at ny house, and at ny proper cost.
DUKE. Madam | am nost apt t' enbrace your offer.
[To VIOLA] Your nmaster quits you; and, for your service done
hi m
So nmuch against the nettle of your sex,
So far beneath your soft and tender breeding,
And since you call'd ne master for so |ong,
Here is ny hand; you shall fromthis tine be
You naster's mstress.

OLIVIA A sister! You are she.

Re-enter FABI AN, with MALVOLI O

DUKE. |Is this the madman?

CLIVIA. Ay, ny lord, this sane.
How now, Mal voli o!

MALVCLI O. Madam you have done ne wrong,
Not ori ous w ong.

OLIVIA Have |, Ml volio? No.

MALVCLI O. Lady, you have. Pray you peruse that letter.
You nust not now deny it is your hand;

Wite fromit if you can, in hand or phrase;



O say 'tis not your seal, not your invention
You can say none of this. Well, grant it then
And tell me, in the nodesty of honour
Why you have given nme such clear lights of favour
Bade ne cone smiling and cross-garter'd to you,
To put on yell ow stockings, and to frown
Upon Sir Toby and the lighter people;
And, acting this in an obedi ent hope,
Why have you suffer'd me to be inprison'd,
Kept in a dark house, visited by the priest,
And made the nost notorious geck and gul
That e'er invention play'd on? Tell nme why.

OLIVIA. Alas, Malvolio, this is not nmy witing,
Though, | confess, nuch |ike the character
But out of question 'tis Maria' s hand.
And now | do bethink ne, it was she
First told me thou wast mad; then canmist in smling,
And in such forns which here were presuppos'd
Upon thee in the letter. Prithee, be content;
This practice hath nost shrewdly pass'd upon thee,
But, when we know the grounds and authors of it,
Thou shalt be both the plaintiff and the judge
O thine own cause

FABI AN. Good nadam hear ne speak
And let no quarrel nor no brawl to cone
Taint the condition of this present hour
Which | have wond'red at. In hope it shall not,
Most freely | confess nyself and Toby
Set this device against Malvolio here,
Upon sone stubborn and uncourteous parts
We had conceiv'd against him Maria wit
The letter, at Sir Toby's great inportance,

I n reconpense whereof he hath married her



How with a sportful malice it was follow d
May rather pluck on laughter than revenge,
If that the injuries be justly weigh'd
That have on both sides pass'd.

CLIVIA. Al as, poor fool, how have they baffl'd theel

CLOM. Wy, 'Sone are born great, sone achi eve greatness, and sone
have greatness thrown upon them' | was one, sir, in this
interlude- one Sir Topas, sir; but that's all one. 'By the Lord,
fool, I amnot nad!' But do you renenber- 'Madam why |augh you
at such a barren rascal? An you snile not, he's gagg' d ? And thus
the whirligig of tinme brings in his revenges.

MALVCLIO. I'Il be reveng' d on the whol e pack of you.

CLIVIA. He hath been nost notoriously abus'd.
DUKE. Pursue him and entreat himto a peace;
He hath not told us of the captain yet.
When that is known, and gol den time convents,
A sol emm conbination shall be made
O our dear souls. Meantinme, sweet sister,
W will not part from hence. Cesario, cone;
For so you shall be while you are a nman;
But when in other habits you are seen,
Orsino's mstress, and his fancy's queen.

Exeunt all but the CLOMW

CLOMWN si ngs

When that | was and a little tiny boy,
Wth hey, ho, the wind and the rain,
A foolish thing was but a toy,

For the rain it raineth every day.

But when | cane to man's estate,



Wth hey, ho, the wind and the rain,
" Gai nst knaves and thieves nmen shut their gate,

For the rain it raineth every day.

But when | cane, alas! to wve,
Wth hey, ho, the wind and the rain,
By swaggering could | never thrive

For the rain it raineth every day.

But when | cane unto ny beds,
Wth hey, ho, the wind and the rain,
Wth toss-pots still had drunken heads,

For the rain it raineth every day.

A great while ago the world begun,
Wth hey, ho, the wind and the rain,
But that's all one, our play is done,

And we'll strive to please you every day.

- THE END-



