VIOLA 
What country, friends, is this?

FIRST SAILOR
This is Illyria, lady.

VIOLA 
And what should I do in Illyria?
My brother he is in Elysium.
Perchance he is not drown'd: what think you, sailors?


SECOND SAILOR
It is perchance that you yourself were saved.

VIOLA 
O my poor brother! and so perchance may he be.

THIRD SAILOR
True, madam: and, to comfort you with chance,
Assure yourself, after our ship did split,
When you and those poor number saved with you
Hung on our driving boat, I saw your brother,
Most provident in peril, bind himself,
Courage and hope both teaching him the practise,
To a strong mast that lived upon the sea;
Where I saw him hold acquaintance with the waves
So long as I could see.

VIOLA 
For saying so, there's gold:
Know'st thou this country, captain?

CAPTAIN

Ay, madam, well; for I was bred and born
Not three hours' travel from this very place.

VIOLA 
Who governs here?

CAPTAIN
A noble duke, in nature as in name.
VIOLA 
What is the name?

CAPTAIN
Orsino.

VIOLA 
Orsino! I have heard my father name him:
He was a bachelor then.

CAPTAIN
And so is now, or was so very late;
For but a month ago I went from hence,
And then 'twas fresh in murmur
That he did seek the love of fair Olivia.

VIOLA 
What's she?

CAPTAIN
A virtuous maid, the daughter of a count
That died some twelvemonth since, then leaving her
In the protection of his son, her brother,
Who shortly also died: for whose dear love,
They say, she hath abjured the company
And sight of men.

VIOLA 
O that I served that lady
And might not be delivered to the world,
Till I had made mine own occasion mellow,
What my estate is!

CAPTAIN 
That were hard to compass;
Because she will admit no kind of suit,
No, not the duke's.

VIOLA 
There is a fair behavior in thee, captain;
I prithee, and I'll pay thee bounteously,
Conceal me what I am, and be my aid
For such disguise as haply shall become
The form of my intent. I'll serve this duke:
Thou shall present me as an eunuch to him:
It may be worth thy pains; for I can sing
And speak to him in many sorts of music.

What else may hap to time I will commit;
Only shape thou thy silence to my wit.

CAPTAIN
Be you his eunuch, and your mute I'll be:
When my tongue blabs, then let mine eyes not see.

VIOLA 
I thank thee: lead me on.
DUKE ORSINO 
If music be the food of love, play on;
Give me excess of it, that, surfeiting,
The appetite may sicken, and so die.
That strain again! it had a dying fall:
O, it came o'er my ear like the sweet sound,
That breathes upon a bank of violets,
Stealing and giving odour! Enough; no more:
'Tis not so sweet now as it was before.
O spirit of love! how quick and fresh art thou,
That, notwithstanding thy capacity
Receiveth as the sea, nought enters there,
Of what validity and pitch soe'er,
But falls into abatement and low price,
Even in a minute: so full of shapes is fancy
That it alone is high fantastical.

CURIO 
Will you go hunt, my lord?

DUKE ORSINO 
What, Curio?

CURIO 
The hart.

DUKE ORSINO 
Why, so I do, the noblest that I have:
O, when mine eyes did see Olivia first,
Methought she purged the air of pestilence!
That instant was I turn'd into a hart;
And my desires, like fell and cruel hounds,
E'er since pursue me.
Enter VALENTINE

How now! What news from her?

VALENTINE 
So please my lord, I might not be admitted;
But from her handmaid do return this answer:
The element itself, till seven years' heat,
Shall not behold her face at ample view;
But, like a cloistress, she will veiled walk
And water once a day her chamber round
With eye-offending brine: all this to season
A brother's dead love, which she would keep fresh
And lasting in her sad remembrance.
MARIA 
By my troth, Sir Toby, you must come in earlier o'nights: your cousin, my lady, takes great exceptions to your ill hours. You must confine yourself within the modest limits of order.

SIR TOBY BELCH 
Confine! I'll confine myself no finer than I am: these clothes are good enough to drink in; and so be these boots too.

MARIA 
That quaffing and drinking will undo you: I heard my lady talk of it yesterday; and of a foolish knight that you brought in one night here to be her wooer.

SIR TOBY BELCH 
Who, Sir Andrew Aguecheek?

MARIA 
Ay, he.

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

MARIA 
What's that to the purpose?

SIR TOBY BELCH 
Why, he has three thousand ducats a year.

MARIA 
Ay, but he'll have but a year in all these ducats: he's a very fool and a prodigal.

SIR TOBY BELCH 
Fie, that you'll say so! He plays o' the viol-de-gamboys, and speaks three or four languages word for word without book, and hath all the good gifts of nature.

MARIA 
He hath indeed, almost 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 among the prudent he would quickly have the gift of a grave.

SIR TOBY BELCH 
By this hand, they are scoundrels that say so of him. Who are they?

MARIA 
They that add, moreover, he's drunk nightly in your company.

SIR TOBY BELCH 
With drinking healths to my niece: I'll drink to her as long as there is a passage in my throat and drink in Illyria: he's a coward and a coystrill that will not drink to my niece till his brains turn. What, wench! Here comes Sir Andrew Agueface.

Enter SIR ANDREW

SIR ANDREW 
Sir Toby Belch! How now, Sir Toby Belch!

SIR TOBY BELCH 
Sweet Sir Andrew!

SIR ANDREW 
Bless you, fair shrew.

MARIA 
And you too, sir.

SIR TOBY BELCH 
Accost, Sir Andrew, accost.

SIR ANDREW 
What's that?

SIR TOBY BELCH 
My niece's chambermaid.

SIR ANDREW 
Good Mistress Accost, I desire better acquaintance.

MARIA 
My name is Mary, sir.

SIR ANDREW 
Good Mistress Mary Accost,--

SIR TOBY BELCH 
You mistake, knight; 'accost' is front her, board her, woo her, assail her.

SIR ANDREW 
By my troth, I would not undertake her in this company. Is that the meaning of 'accost'?

MARIA 
Fare you well, gentlemen.

SIR TOBY BELCH 
An thou let part so, Sir Andrew, would thou mightst never draw sword again.

SIR ANDREW 
An you part so, mistress, I would I might never draw sword again. Fair lady, do you think you have fools in hand?
MARIA 
Sir, I have not you by the hand.

SIR ANDREW 
Marry, but you shall have; and here's my hand.

MARIA 
Now, sir, 'thought is free:' I pray you, bring your hand to the buttery-bar and let it drink.

SIR ANDREW 
Wherefore, sweet-heart? what's your metaphor?

MARIA 
It's dry, sir.

SIR ANDREW 
Why, I think so: I am not such an ass but I can keep my hand dry. But what's your jest?

MARIA 
A dry jest, sir.

SIR ANDREW 
Are you full of them?

MARIA 
Ay, sir, I have them at my fingers' ends: marry, now I let go your hand, I am barren.
Exit Maria
SIR ANDREW 
I'll stay a month longer. I am a fellow o' the strangest mind i' the world; I delight in masques and revels sometimes altogether.

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

SIR ANDREW 
As any man in Illyria, whatsoever he be, under the degree of my betters; and yet I will not compare with an old man.

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

SIR ANDREW 
Faith, I can cut a caper.

SIR TOBY BELCH 
And I can cut the mutton to't.

SIR ANDREW 
And I think I have the back-trick simply as strong as any man in Illyria.
FESTE 
God bless thee, lady!

OLIVIA 
Take the fool away.


FESTE 
Do you not hear, fellows? Take away the lady.

OLIVIA 
Go to, you're a dry fool; I'll no more of you: besides, you grow dishonest.

FESTE 
Two faults, madonna, that drink and good counsel will amend: for give the dry fool drink, then is the fool not dry: bid the dishonest man mend himself; if he mend, he is no longer dishonest. The lady bade take away the fool; therefore, I say again, take her away.

OLIVIA 
Sir, I bade them take away you.

FESTE 
Misprision in the highest degree! Lady, I wear not motley in my brain. Good madonna, give me leave to prove you a fool.

OLIVIA 
Can you do it?

FESTE 
Dexterously, good madonna.

OLIVIA 
Make your proof.

FESTE 
I must catechise you for it, madonna: good my mouse of virtue, answer me.

OLIVIA 
Well, sir, for want of other idleness, I'll bide your proof.

FESTE 
Good madonna, why mournest thou?

OLIVIA 
Good fool, for my brother's death.

FESTE 
I think his soul is in hell, madonna.

OLIVIA 
I know his soul is in heaven, fool.

FESTE 
The more fool, madonna, to mourn for your brother's soul being in heaven. Take away the fool, gentlemen.

FIRST LADY
Madam, there is at the gate a young gentleman much desires to speak with you.

OLIVIA 
From the Count Orsino, is it?

SECOND LADY
We know not, madam: 'tis a fair young man, and well attended.

OLIVIA 
Who of my people hold him in delay?

THIRD LADY
Sir Toby, madam, your kinsman.

VIOLA 
The honourable lady of the house, which is she?

OLIVIA 
Speak to me; I shall answer for her. Your will?

VIOLA 
Most radiant, exquisite and unmatchable beauty,--I pray you, tell me if this be the lady of the house,
for I never saw her: I would be loath to cast away my speech, for besides that it is excellently well penned, I have taken great pains to con it. Good beauties, let me sustain no scorn.

OLIVIA 
Whence came you, sir?

VIOLA 
I can say little more than I have studied, and that question's out of my part. Good gentle one, give me modest assurance if you be the lady of the house, that I may proceed in my speech.

OLIVIA 
Are you a comedian?

VIOLA 
No, my profound heart: and yet, I swear, I am not that I play. Are you the lady of the house?

OLIVIA 
If I do not usurp myself, I am.

VIOLA 
Most certain, if you are she, you do usurp yourself; for what is yours to bestow is not yours to reserve. But this is from my commission: I will on with my speech in your praise, and then show you the heart of my message.

OLIVIA 
Come to what is important in't: I forgive you the praise.

VIOLA     Alas, I took great pains to study it, and 'tis poetical.
OLIVIA 
It is the more like to be feigned: I pray you, keep it in. I heard you were saucy at my gates, and allowed 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 time of moon with me to make one in so skipping a dialogue.

VIOLA 
Good madam, let me see your face.

OLIVIA 
Have you any commission from your lord to negotiate with my face? You are now out of your text: but we will draw the curtain and show you the picture. Look you, sir, is't not well done?

VIOLA 
Excellently done, if God did all.

OLIVIA 
'Tis in grain, sir; 'twill endure wind and weather.

VIOLA 
'Tis beauty truly blent, whose red and white
Nature's own sweet and cunning hand laid on:
Lady, you are the cruell'st she alive,
If you will lead these graces to the grave
And leave the world no copy.

OLIVIA 
O, sir, I will not be so hard-hearted; I will give out divers schedules of my beauty: it shall be inventoried: as, item, two lips, indifferent red; item, two grey eyes, with lids to them; item, one neck, one chin, and so forth.

VIOLA

If I did love you in my master's flame,
With such a suffering, such a deadly life,
In your denial I would find no sense;
I would not understand it.

OLIVIA 
Why, what would you?

VIOLA 
Make me a willow cabin at your gate,
And call upon my soul within the house;
Write loyal cantons of contemned love
And sing them loud even in the dead of night;
Halloo your name to the reverberate hills
And make the babbling gossip of the air
Cry out 'Olivia!' O, You should not rest
Between the elements of air and earth,
But you should pity me!


ANTONIO 
Will you stay no longer? Nor will you not that I go with you?

SEBASTIAN 
By your patience, no. My stars shine darkly over me: the malignancy of my fate might perhaps
distemper yours; therefore I shall crave of you your leave that I may bear my evils alone: it were a bad recompense for your love, to lay any of them on you.

ANTONIO:

Let me yet know of you whither you are bound.

SEBASTIAN 
No, sooth, sir. But I perceive in you so excellent a touch of modesty, that you will not extort from me what I am willing to keep in; therefore it charges me in manners the rather to express myself. You must know of me then, Antonio, my name is Sebastian, which I called Roderigo. My father was that Sebastian of Messaline, whom I know you have heard of. He left behind him myself and a sister, both born in an hour: if the heavens had been pleased, would we had so ended!  But you, sir, altered that; for some hour before you took me from the breach of the sea was my sister drowned.

ANTONIO 
Alas the day!

SEBASTIAN 
A lady, sir, though it was said she much resembled me, was yet of many accounted beautiful: but,
though I could not with such estimable wonder overfar believe that, yet thus far I will boldly
publish her; she bore a mind that envy could not but call fair. She is drowned already, sir, with salt
water, though I seem to drown her remembrance again with more.

ANTONIO 
Pardon me, sir, your bad entertainment.

SEBASTIAN 
O good Antonio, forgive me your trouble.

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

SEBASTIAN 
If you will not undo what you have done, that is, kill him whom you have recovered, desire it not.
Fare ye well at once: my bosom is full of kindness, and I am yet so near the manners of my mother, that upon the least occasion more mine eyes will tell tales of me. I am bound to the Count Orsino's court: farewell. Exit

ANTONIO 
The gentleness of all the gods go with thee!
I have many enemies in Orsino's court,
Else would I very shortly see thee there.
But, come what may, I do adore thee so,
That danger shall seem sport, and I will go.

VIOLA 
I left no ring with her: what means this lady?
Fortune forbid my outside have not charm'd her!
She made good view of me; indeed, so much,
That sure methought her eyes had lost her tongue,
For she did speak in starts distractedly.
She loves me, sure; the cunning of her passion
Invites me in this churlish messenger.
None of my lord's ring! Why, he sent her none.
I am the man: if it be so, as 'tis,
Poor lady, she were better love a dream.
Disguise, I see, thou art a wickedness,
Wherein the pregnant enemy does much.
How easy is it for the proper-false
In women's waxen hearts to set their forms!
Alas, our frailty is the cause, not we!
For such as we are made of, such we be.
How will this fadge? My master loves her dearly;
And I, poor monster, fond as much on him;
And she, mistaken, seems to dote on me.
What will become of this? As I am man,
My state is desperate for my master's love;
As I am woman,--now alas the day!--
What thriftless sighs shall poor Olivia breathe!
O time! Thou must untangle this, not I;
It is too hard a knot for me to untie!


SIR ANDREW 
Most certain. Let our catch be, 'Thou knave.'

FABIAN

'Hold thy peace, thou knave,' knight? He shall be constrained in't to call thee knave, knight.


SIR ANDREW 
'Tis not the first time I have constrained one to call me knave. Begin, fool: it begins 'Hold thy peace.'

FESTE 
I shall never begin if I hold my peace.

SIR ANDREW 
Good, i' faith. Come, begin.

ALL

‘Hold thy peace, thou knave

I prithee hold thy peace, knave

Hold thy peace’

Enter MARIA

MARIA 
What a caterwauling do you keep here! If my lady have not called up her steward Malvolio and bid him turn you out of doors, never trust me.

SIR TOBY BELCH 
Am not I consanguineous? Am I not of her blood? Tillyvally. Lady! ‘There dwelt a man in Babylon, lady, lady!'

FABIAN
Beshrew me, the knight's in admirable fooling.

SIR ANDREW 
Ay, he does well enough if he be disposed, and so do I too: he does it with a better grace, but I do it
more natural.

SIR TOBY BELCH 
'O, the twelfth day of December,'--

MARIA 
For the love o' God, peace!

Enter MALVOLIO

MALVOLIO 
My masters, are you mad? Or what are you? Have ye no wit, manners, nor honesty, but to gabble like tinkers at this time of night? Do ye make an alehouse of my lady's house, that ye squeak out your catches without any mitigation or remorse of voice? Is there no respect of place, persons, nor time in you?

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

MALVOLIO 
Sir Toby, I must be round with you. My lady bade me tell you, that, though she harbours you as her
kinsman, she's nothing allied to your disorders. If you can separate yourself and your misdemeanors, you are welcome to the house; if not, an it would please you to take leave of her, she is very willing to bid you farewell.

SIR TOBY BELCH 
'Farewell, dear heart, since I must needs be gone.'

MARIA 
Nay, good Sir Toby.

FABIAN

‘His eyes do show his days are almost done.'

MALVOLIO 
Is't even so?

SIR TOBY BELCH 
'But I will never die.'

FESTE 
‘Sir Toby, there you lie.’

MALVOLIO 
This is much credit to you.

SIR TOBY BELCH 
'Shall I bid him go?'

FABIAN
'What an if you do?'

SIR TOBY BELCH 
'Shall I bid him go, and spare not?'

FESTE 
'O no, no, no, no, you dare not.'

SIR TOBY BELCH 
Art any more than a steward? Dost thou think, because thou art virtuous, there shall be no more cakes and ale? Go, sir, rub your chain with crumbs. A stoup of wine, Maria!

MALVOLIO 
Mistress Mary, if you prized my lady's favour at anything more than contempt, you would not give means for this uncivil rule: she shall know of it, by this hand.

DUKE ORSINO 
Give me some music. Now, good morrow, friends.
Now, good Cesario, but that piece of song,
That old and antique song we heard last night:
Methought it did relieve my passion much,
More than light airs and recollected terms
Of these most brisk and giddy-paced times:
Come, but one verse.

VALENTINE
He is not here, so please your lordship that should sing it.

DUKE ORSINO 
Who was it?

CURIO 
Feste, the jester, my lord; a fool that the lady
Olivia's father took much delight in. He is about the house.

DUKE ORSINO 
Seek him out, and play the tune the while.
Come hither, boy: if ever thou shalt love,
In the sweet pangs of it remember me;
For such as I am all true lovers are,
Unstaid and skittish in all motions else,
Save in the constant image of the creature
That is beloved. How dost thou like this tune?

VIOLA 
It gives a very echo to the seat
Where Love is throned.

DUKE ORSINO 
Thou dost speak masterly:
My life upon't, young though thou art, thine eye
Hath stay'd upon some favour that it loves:
Hath it not, boy?

VIOLA 
A little, by your favour.

DUKE ORSINO 
What kind of woman is't?

VIOLA 
Of your complexion.

DUKE ORSINO 
She is not worth thee, then. What years, i' faith?
VIOLA 
About your years, my lord.

DUKE ORSINO 
Too old by heaven: let still the woman take
An elder than herself: so wears she to him,
So sways she level in her husband's heart:
For, boy, however we do praise ourselves,
Our fancies are more giddy and unfirm,
More longing, wavering, sooner lost and worn,
Than women's are.

VIOLA 
I think it well, my lord.

DUKE ORSINO 
Then let thy love be younger than thyself,
Or thy affection cannot hold the bent;
For women are as roses, whose fair flower
Being once display'd, doth fall that very hour.

VIOLA 
And so they are: alas, that they are so;
To die, even when they to perfection grow!

Re-enter CURIO, VALENTINE and FESTE

DUKE ORSINO 
O, fellow, come, the song we had last night.
Mark it, Cesario, it is old and plain;
The spinsters and the knitters in the sun
Do use to chant it: it is silly sooth,
And dallies with the innocence of love,
Like the old age; prithee, sing.

FESTE 
‘Come away, come away, death,
And in sad cypress let me be laid;
Fly away, fly away breath;
I am slain by a fair cruel maid.
My shroud of white, stuck all with yew,
O, prepare it!
My part of death, no one so true
Did share it.’

SIR TOBY BELCH 
Come thy ways, Signior Fabian.

FABIAN 
Nay, I'll come: if I lose a scruple of this sport, let me be boiled to death with melancholy.

SIR TOBY BELCH 
Wouldst thou not be glad to have the niggardly rascally sheep-biter come by some notable shame?

FABIAN 
I would exult, man: you know, he brought me out o'favour with my lady about a bear-baiting here.

SIR TOBY BELCH 
To anger him we'll have the bear again; and we will fool him black and blue: shall we not, Sir Andrew?

SIR ANDREW 
An we do not, it is pity of our lives.

SIR TOBY BELCH 
Here comes the little villain.

Enter MARIA

MARIA 
Get ye all three into the box-tree: Malvolio's coming down this walk: he has been yonder i' the sun practising behavior to his own shadow this half hour: observe him, for the love of mockery; for I know this letter will make a contemplative idiot of him. Close, in the name of jesting! Lie thou there, for here comes the trout that must be caught with tickling. Exit
 Enter MALVOLIO

MALVOLIO 
'Tis but fortune; all is fortune. Maria once told me my lady did affect me: and I have heard herself come thus near, that, should she fancy, it should be one of my complexion. Besides, she uses me with a more exalted respect than anyone else that follows her. What should I think on't?

SIR TOBY BELCH 
Here's an overweening rogue!

FABIAN 
O, peace! Contemplation makes a rare turkey-cock of him: how he jets under his advanced plumes!

SIR ANDREW 
'Slight, I could so beat the rogue!

SIR TOBY BELCH 
Peace, I say.

MALVOLIO 
To be Count Malvolio!
SIR TOBY BELCH 
Ah, rogue!

SIR ANDREW 
Pistol him, pistol him.

SIR TOBY BELCH 
Peace, peace!

MALVOLIO 
There is example for't; the lady of the Strachy married the yeoman of the wardrobe.

SIR ANDREW 
Fie on him, Jezebel!


FABIAN 
O, peace! Now he's deeply in: look how imagination blows him.

MALVOLIO 
Having been three months married to her, sitting in my state,--

SIR TOBY BELCH 
O, for a stone-bow, to hit him in the eye!

MALVOLIO 
Calling my officers about me, in my branched velvet gown; having come from a day-bed, where I have left Olivia sleeping,--

SIR TOBY BELCH 
Fire and brimstone!

FABIAN 
O, peace, peace!

MALVOLIO 
And then to have the humour of state; and after a demure travel of regard, telling them I know my place as I would they should do theirs, to ask for my kinsman Toby,--

SIR TOBY BELCH 
Bolts and shackles!

FABIAN 
O peace, peace, peace! Now, now.

MALVOLIO 
Seven of my people, with an obedient start, make out for him: I frown the while; and perchance wind up my watch, or play with my--some rich jewel. Toby approaches; curtsies there to me,--

SIR TOBY BELCH 
Shall this fellow live?
FABIAN 
Though our silence be drawn from us with cars, yet peace.

MALVOLIO 
I extend my hand to him thus, quenching my familiar smile with an austere regard of control,--

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

MALVOLIO 
Saying, 'Cousin Toby, my fortunes having cast me on your niece, give me this prerogative of speech,'-

SIR TOBY BELCH 
What, what?

MALVOLIO 
'You must amend your drunkenness.'

SIR TOBY BELCH 
Out, scab!

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

MALVOLIO 
'Besides, you waste the treasure of your time with a foolish knight,'--

SIR ANDREW 
That's me, I warrant you.

MALVOLIO 
'One Sir Andrew,'--

SIR ANDREW 
I knew 'twas I; for many do call me fool.

MALVOLIO 
What employment have we here?

FABIAN 
Now is the woodcock near the gin.

SIR TOBY BELCH 
O, peace! And the spirit of humour intimate reading aloud to him!

MALVOLIO 
By my life, this is my lady's hand; these be her very C's, her U's and her T's and thus makes she her
great P's. It is, in contempt of question, her hand.

MALVOLIO 

M, O, A, I; to crush this a little, it would bow to me, for every one of these letters are in my name. Soft! Here follows prose.
'If this fall into thy hand, revolve. In my stars I am above thee; but be not afraid of greatness: some are born great, some achieve greatness, and some have greatness thrust upon 'em. Thy Fates open their hands; let thy blood and spirit embrace them; and, to inure thyself to what thou art like to be, cast thy humble slough and appear fresh. Be opposite with a kinsman, surly with servants; let thy tongue tang arguments of state; put thyself into the trick of singularity: she thus advises thee that sighs for thee. Remember who commended thy yellow stockings, and wished to see thee ever cross-gartered: I say, remember. Go to, thou art made, if thou desirest to be so; if not, let me see thee a steward still, the fellow of servants, and not worthy to touch Fortune's fingers. Farewell. She that would alter services with thee, THE FORTUNATE-UNHAPPY.'
Daylight discovers not more: this is open. I will be proud, I will read politic authors, I will baffle Sir Toby, I will wash off gross acquaintance, I will be point-devise the very man. I do not now fool myself; for every reason excites to this, that my lady loves me. She did commend my yellow stockings of late, she did praise my leg being cross-gartered; and in this she manifests herself to my love, and drives me to these habits of her liking. I thank my stars I am happy. I will be strange, stout, in yellow stockings, and cross-gartered, even with the swiftness of putting on. Jove and my stars be praised! Here is yet a postscript.
'Thou canst not choose but know who I am. If thou entertainest my love, let it appear in thy smiling; thy smiles become thee well; therefore in my presence still smile, dear my sweet, I prithee.'
Jove, I thank thee: I will smile; I will do everything that thou wilt have me.

VIOLA 
Art not thou the Lady Olivia's fool?

FESTE 
No, indeed, sir; the Lady Olivia has no folly: she will keep no fool, sir, till she be married; and fools are as like husbands as pilchards are to herrings; the husband's the bigger: I am indeed not her fool, but her corrupter of words.

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

FESTE 
Foolery, sir, does walk about the orb like the sun, it shines everywhere. I would be sorry, sir, but the fool should be as oft with your master as with my mistress: I think I saw your wisdom there.

VIOLA 
Nay, an thou pass upon me, I'll no more with thee. Hold, there's expenses for thee.

FESTE 
Now Jove, in his next commodity of hair, send thee a beard!

VIOLA 
By my troth, I'll tell thee, I am almost sick for one; though I would not have it grow on my chin. Is thy lady within?

FESTE 
Would not a pair of these have bred, sir?

VIOLA 
Yes, being kept together and put to use.

FESTE 
I would play Lord Pandarus, sir, to bring a Cressida to this Troilus.

VIOLA 
I understand you, sir; 'tis well begged.

FESTE 
My lady is within, sir. I will construe to them whence you come; who you are and what you would are out of my welkin, I might say 'element,' but the word is over-worn.

Exit

VIOLA 
This fellow is wise enough to play the fool, and to do that well craves a kind of wit: he must observe their mood on whom he jests, the quality of persons, and the time. This is a practise as full of labour as a wise man's art.

SIR ANDREW 
No, faith, I'll not stay a jot longer.

SIR TOBY BELCH 
Thy reason, dear venom, give thy reason.

FABIAN 
You must needs yield your reason, Sir Andrew.

SIR ANDREW 

Marry, I saw your niece do more favours to the count's serving-man than ever she bestowed upon me; I saw't now i' the orchard.

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

SIR ANDREW 
As plain as I see you.

FABIAN 
This was a great argument of love in her toward you.

SIR ANDREW 
'Slight, will you make an ass o' me?

FABIAN 
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 some excellent jests, fire-new from the mint, you should have banged the youth into dumbness. This was looked for at your hand, and this was balked: you are now sailed into the north of my lady's opinion; where you will hang like an icicle on a Dutchman's beard, unless you redeem it by some laudable attempt either of valour or policy.

SIR ANDREW 
An't be any way, it must be with valour; for policy I hate.

SIR TOBY BELCH 
Why, then, challenge the count's youth to fight with him; hurt him in eleven places: my niece shall take note of it; and assure thyself, there is no love-broker in the world can more prevail in man's commendation with woman than report of valour.

FABIAN 
There is no way but this, Sir Andrew.

SIR ANDREW 
Will either of you bear me a challenge to him?

SIR TOBY BELCH 
Go, write it in a martial hand; be curst and brief; taunt him with the licence of ink: as many lies as will lie in thy sheet of paper, set 'em down: go, about it. 

MARIA 
He's coming, madam; but in very strange manner. He is, sure, possessed, madam.

OLIVIA 
Why, what's the matter? Does he rave?

MARIA 
No. madam, he does nothing but smile: your ladyship were best to have some guard about you, if he come; for, sure, the man is tainted in's wits.

OLIVIA 
Go call him hither.       Exit MARIA
I am as mad as he,

 If sad and merry madness equal be.                Re-enter MARIA, with MALVOLIO
How now, Malvolio!

MALVOLIO 
Sweet lady, ho, ho.

OLIVIA 
Smilest thou? I sent for thee upon a sad occasion.

MALVOLIO 
Sad, lady! I could be sad: this does make some obstruction in the blood, this cross-gartering; but what of that? if it please the eye of one, it is with me as the very true sonnet is, 'Please one, and please all.'

OLIVIA 
Why, how dost thou, man? What is the matter with thee?

MALVOLIO 
Not black in my mind, though yellow in my legs. It did come to his hands, and commands shall be executed: I think we do know the sweet Roman hand.

OLIVIA 
Wilt thou go to bed, Malvolio?

MALVOLIO 
To bed! Ay, sweet-heart, and I'll come to thee.

OLIVIA 
God comfort thee! Why dost thou smile so and kiss thy hand so oft?

MARIA 
How do you, Malvolio? Why appear you with this ridiculous boldness before my lady?

MALVOLIO 
'Be not afraid of greatness:' 'twas well writ.

OLIVIA 
What meanest thou by that, Malvolio?

MALVOLIO 
'Some are born great,'--
OLIVIA 
Ha!

MALVOLIO 
'Some achieve greatness,'--

OLIVIA 
What sayest thou?

MALVOLIO 
'And some have greatness thrust upon them.'

OLIVIA 
Heaven restore thee!

MALVOLIO 
'Remember who commended thy yellow stocking s,'--

OLIVIA 
Thy yellow stockings!

MALVOLIO 
'And wished to see thee cross-gartered.'

OLIVIA 
Cross-gartered!

MALVOLIO 
'Go to, thou art made, if thou desirest to be so;'--

OLIVIA 
Am I made?

MALVOLIO 
'If not, let me see thee a servant still.'

OLIVIA 
Why, this is very midsummer madness.  Enter LADIES

FIRST LADY
Madam, the young gentleman of the Count Orsino's is returned.

SECOND LADY
We could hardly entreat him back.

THIRD LADY
He attends your ladyship's pleasure.

OLIVIA 
I'll come to him.

VIOLA 
Pray God defend me! A little thing would make me tell them how much I lack of a man.

FABIAN 
(to Sir Andrew) Give ground, if you see him furious.

SIR TOBY BELCH 
Come, Sir Andrew, there's no remedy; the gentleman will, for his honour's sake, have one bout with you; he cannot avoid it: but he has promised me, as he is a gentleman and a soldier, he will not hurt you. Come on; to't.

SIR ANDREW 
Pray God, he keep his oath!

VIOLA 
I do assure you, 'tis against my will.  They draw. Enter ANTONIO

ANTONIO 
Put up your sword. If this young gentleman
 Have done offence, I take the fault on me:
 If you offend him, I for him defy you.

SIR TOBY BELCH 
You, sir! Why, what are you?

ANTONIO 
One, sir, that for his love dares yet do more 

Than you have heard him brag to you he will.

SIR TOBY BELCH 
Nay, I am for you. They draw. Enter OFFICERS

FABIAN 
O good Sir Toby, hold! Here come the officers.

SIR TOBY BELCH 
(to Antonio) I'll be with you anon.

VIOLA 
Pray, sir, put your sword up, if you please.

SIR ANDREW 
Marry, will I, sir; and, for that I promised you, I'll be as good as my word: he will bear you easily and reins well.

FIRST OFFICER
This is the man; do thy office.

SECOND OFFICER
Antonio, I arrest thee at the suit of Count Orsino.

ANTONIO 
You do mistake me, sir.

FIRST OFFICER
No, sir, no jot; I know your favour well,
Though now you have no sea-cap on your head.
Take him away: he knows I know him well.

ANTONIO 
I must obey. This comes with seeking you:
But there's no remedy; I shall answer it.
What will you do, now my necessity
Makes me to ask you for my purse? It grieves me
Much more for what I cannot do for you
Than what befalls myself. You stand amazed;
But be of comfort.

SECOND OFFICER
Come, sir, away.

ANTONIO 
I must entreat of you some of that money.
VIOLA 
What money, sir?
For the fair kindness you have show'd me here,
And, part, being prompted by your present trouble,
Out of my lean and low ability
I'll lend you something: my having is not much;
I'll make division of my present with you:
Hold, there's half my coffer.

ANTONIO 
Will you deny me now?
Is't possible that my deserts to you
Can lack persuasion? Do not tempt my misery,
Lest that it make me so unsound a man
As to upbraid you with those kindnesses
That I have done for you.

VIOLA 
I know of none;
Nor know I you by voice or any feature:
I hate ingratitude more in a man
Than lying, vainness, babbling, drunkenness,
Or any taint of vice whose strong corruption
Inhabits our frail blood.


SEBASTIAN 
This is the air; that is the glorious sun;
This pearl she gave me, I do feel't and see't;
And though 'tis wonder that enwraps me thus,
Yet 'tis not madness. Where's Antonio, then?
I could not find him at the Elephant:
Yet there he was; and there I found this credit,
That he did range the town to seek me out.
His counsel now might do me golden service;
For though my soul disputes well with my sense,
That this may be some error, but no madness,
Yet doth this accident and flood of fortune
So far exceed all instance, all discourse,
That I am ready to distrust mine eyes
And wrangle with my reason that persuades me
To any other trust but that I am mad
Or else the lady's mad; yet, if 'twere so,
She could not sway her house, command her followers

With such a smooth, discreet and stable bearing
As I perceive she does. But here the lady comes.

Enter OLIVIA and PRIEST

OLIVIA 
Blame not this haste of mine. If you mean well,
Now go with me and with this holy man
Into the chapel by: there, before him,
And underneath that consecrated roof,
Plight me the full assurance of your faith;
That my most jealous and too doubtful soul
May live at peace. What do you say?

SEBASTIAN 
I'll follow this good man, and go with you;
And, having sworn truth, ever will be true.

OLIVIA 
Then lead the way, good father; and heavens so shine,
That they may fairly note this act of mine!

DUKE ORSINO 
Why should I not, had I the heart to do it,
Kill what I love? But hear me this:
Since you to non-regardance cast my faith,
And that I partly know the instrument
That screws me from my true place in your favour,
Live you the marble-breasted tyrant still;
But this your minion, whom I know you love,
And whom, by heaven I swear, I tender dearly,
Him will I tear out of that cruel eye,
Where he sits crowned in his master's spite.
Come, boy, with me; my thoughts are ripe in mischief:
I'll sacrifice the lamb that I do love,
To spite a raven's heart within a dove.

VIOLA 
And I, most jocund, apt and willingly,
To do you rest, a thousand deaths would die.

OLIVIA 
Where goes Cesario?

VIOLA 
After him I love
More than I love these eyes, more than my life,
More, by all mores, than e'er I shall love wife.
If I do feign, you witnesses above
Punish my life for tainting of my love!

OLIVIA 
Ay me, detested! How am I beguiled!

VIOLA 
Who does beguile you? Who does do you wrong?

OLIVIA 
Hast thou forgot thyself? Is it so long?
Call forth the holy father.

DUKE ORSINO 
Come, away!

OLIVIA 
Whither, my lord? Cesario, husband, stay.

DUKE ORSINO 
Husband!


OLIVIA 
Ay, husband: can he that deny?

DUKE ORSINO 
Her husband, sirrah!

VIOLA 
No, my lord, not I.

OLIVIA 
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.

Enter PRIEST

O, welcome, father!
Father, I charge thee, by thy reverence,
Here to unfold what thou dost know
Hath newly pass'd between this youth and me.

PRIEST
A contract of eternal bond of love,
Confirm'd by mutual joinder of your hands,
Attested by the holy close of lips,
Strengthen'd by interchangement of your rings;
And all the ceremony of this compact
Seal'd in my function, by my testimony:
Since when, my watch hath told me, toward my grave
I have travell'd but two hours.


DUKE ORSINO 
O thou dissembling cub! What wilt thou be
When time hath sow'd a grizzle on thy case?
Or will not else thy craft so quickly grow,
That thine own trip shall be thine overthrow?
Farewell, and take her; but direct thy feet
Where thou and I henceforth may never meet.

VIOLA 
My lord, I do protest--

OLIVIA 
O, do not swear!
Hold little faith, though thou hast too much fear.

