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SCENE 1 - QUTSIDE THE | LLYRI AN WALLS

Ant oni 0o, whose voice is perneated with a tone of doom and
Sebastian, who is restless yet respectful of his savior,
begin the scene fromstrolling onto stage right to
centerstage, but Sebastian neanders a bit:

ANTONI O
WIIl you stay no |onger?
(beat, darkly, a gl oony
statement rather than a

guestion)
Nor will you not that | go with
you.
SEBASTI AN

(wal ks away, neanders to stage
| eft, but avoids straying near
t he gates)

By your patience, no: ny stars

shi ne darkly over ne; the

mal i gnanci es of ny fate, m ght

per haps di stenper yours; therefore

| shall crave of you your |eave

that I may bear ny evils al one.
(pause on stage left, returns
centerstage, facing Antonio)

It were a bad reconpense for your

| ove, to lay any of them on you.

ANTONI O
Let me yet know of you -- whither
you are bound?

SEBASTI AN
No, sooth, sir -- my determ nate

voyage i s nere extravagancy.

(wal ks away, neanders to SL)
But | perceive in you so excellent
a touch of nodesty, that you wil|
not extort fromnme, what | am
willing to keep in; therefore, it
charges nme in manners, the rather
to express nyself.

(Di stance away from Antonio

back to Antoni o, Centerstage)
You nust know of ne then Antonio,

nane i s Sebastian, which |

call ed Rodorigo. My father was that
Sebasti an of Messani ne, whom | know
you have heard of. He |left behind
him nyself and a sister, both born
in an hour: if the Heavens had been
pl eased, woul d we had so ended.

( CONTI NUED)
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(meander s away)
But you, sir, altered that, for
some hours before you took nme from
the breach of the sea, was ny
si ster drowned.

ANTONI O
Al as the day!

Ant oni o approaches and enbraces Sebasti an.

SEBASTI AN

A Lady, sir, though it was said she
much resenbl ed ne, was yet of many
account ed beauti ful .

(nmeanders away from Antoni o)
But though | could not with
estimabl e wonder overfar believe
that, yet thus far | will boldly
publish her: she bore a m nd that
envy could not but call fair. She
is drown’d already, sir, with salt
wat er, though I seemto drown her
remenbrance again with nore.

ANTONI O
Pardon nme, sir, your bad
ent ertai nnent.

SEBASTI AN
(appr oaches Ant oni o)
O good Antonio, forgive ne your
troubl e.

ANTONI O
If you will not nurder nme for ny
| ove, let nme be your servant.

SEBASTI AN
If you will not undo what you have
done, that is, kill himwhomyou

have recovered, desire it not.
(nmeander s away, uneasily)

Fare ye well at once, nmy bosomis

full of kindness, and I amyet so

near the nmanners of ny nother, that

upon the | east occasion nore, mne

eyes will tell tales of ne: | am
bound to the Count Orsino’s Court,
f ar ewel |

Exit Sebastian via Gates to Illyria.
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ANTONI O

(facing Vall)
The gentl eness of all the gods go
with thee.

(turn to audi ence)
| have many enemies in Orsino’s
Court, else would | very shortly
see thee there.

ANTONI O
But cone what may, | do adore thee
so, That danger shall seem sport,
and I will go.

Exit Antonio via Gates to Illyria.



SCENE 2 -

QLI VIA'S GARDEN

MALVOLI O
Were you not e’ en now, with the
Countesse divia?

VI CLA
Even now, sir, on a noderate pace,
| have since arriv’'d but hither.

MALVCLI O

She returns this Ring to you, sir.

(thrusts ring at Viola, fornma

tone now heavy w th arrogant

r epugnance)
You mi ght have saved ne ny pains,
to have taken it away yourself. She
adds, noreover, that you shoul d put
your Lord into a desperate
assurance; she will none of him
And one thing nore, that you be
never so hardly to cone 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 me; 1’'Il none
of it.

MALVCLI O
Conme, sir, you peevishly threw it
to her; and her will is, it should

be so return’d.

(throws ring on ground)
If it be worth stooping for, there
it lies, in your eye: if not, be it
his that finds it.

Exit Ml voli o.

VI OLA
| left no Rhng wth her: what neans
this Lady?

VI OLA
Fortune forbid ny outside have not
charm d her

She made good view of ne, indeed so
much, / That net hought her eyes had
| ost her tongue, / For she did
speak in starts distractedly.
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VI CLA
She | oves nme sure, the cunning of
her passion / Invites ne in this
churlish nmessenger: / None of ny
Lord’ s Ring? Wiy he sent her none.

VI QLA
| amthe man, if it be so, as tis,
Poor Lady, she were better |ove a
dream

VI OLA
Di sguise, | feel thou art a
w ckedness, / Werein the pregnant
eneny does nuch.
How easy it is, for the proper
false / In wonmen’s waxen hearts to
set their forms: /
Al as, our frailty is the cause, not
we, / For such as we are nade, if
such we be!

VI CLA
How wi || this fadge? My naster
| oves her dearly, / And | (poor
monster) fond as nmuch on him /
And she (m staken) seens to dote on
me: / What will become of this? As
| amman, / My state is desperate
for ny master’s love: / As | am
woman (now al as the day) / Wat
thriftless sighs shall poor divia
br eat he?

VI QLA
O tine, thou nust untangle this,
not I, / It is too hard a knot for

me t’untie.



SCENE 3 - CLIVIA S PANTRY

TOBY
Approach, Sir Andrew. not to be a
bedded after mdnight is to be up
betinmes, and Delicul o surgere, thou
know st .

ANDREW
Nay by ny troth I know not: but |
know, to be up late, is to be up

| at e.

TOBY
A false conclusion: | hate it as an
unfill’'d can.

TOBY whi zzes into a bucket, continues philosophizing while
whi zzi ng:

TOBY
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 betimes. Does not our lives
consi st of the four El enents?

ANDREW
Faith so they say, but | think it
rat her consists of eating and
drinki ng.

Toby zips up his fly, approaches Andrew, slaps himon the
back.

TOBY
Th'art a scholar; let us therefore
eat and drink. Marian, | say, a

stoop of w ne.

Ent er Feste.

ANDREW
Here conmes the fool y’ faith.
FESTE
How now, ny harts -- did you never
see the Picture of we three?
TOBY
Wl cone ass, now let’s have a

cat ch.

( CONTI NUED)
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7.
ANDREW
By ny troth, the fool has an
excel l ent breast. | had rather than
forty shillings |I had such a |eg,

and so sweet a breath to sing, as
the fool has. In sooth, thou was in
very gracious fooling |ast night,
when thou spok’st of Pigrogromtus,
of the Vapi ans passing the

Equi noxi al of Queubus: ’'twas very
good y' faith. | sent thee sixpence
for thy Lenon, hadst it?

FESTE
| did inpeticos thy gratillity: for
Mal voli0o’s nose is no whi p-stock.
My Lady has a white hand, and the
Mer mi dons are no bottl e-al e houses.

ANDREW
Excellent: why this is the best
fooling, when all is done. Now, a
song.

TOBY

(sl aps Feste on back)
Cone on, there is sixpence for you.
| et’ s have a song.

ANDREW
There’s a sixpence of ne too: if
one knight give a --

FESTE
Wul d you have a | ove-song, or a
song of good life?

TOBY
A love song, a |ove song.
ANDREW
Aye, aye. | care not for good |ife.
FESTE
(sings)

O M stress mne where are you

roam ng?0 stay and hear, your true
| ove’ s com ng, That can sing both
high and low. Trip no further pretty
sweeti ng. Journeys end in |overs
nmeeti ng, Every wi se man’s son doth
know.

( CONTI NUED)
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ANDREW
Excel l ent good, i’ faith.
TOBY
Good, good.
FESTE
(sings)

VWhat is love, '"tis not
hereafter, Present mrth, hath
present |aughter:Wat’'s to cone, is

still unsure.In delay there lies no
pl enty, Then cone kiss ne sweet and
twenty: Youth’s a stuff will not
endur e.

ANDREW
A nellifluous voice, as | AM TRUE
KNI GHT!

Andrew col | apses on the floor, drunk. Toby takes a swi g of

al cohol .

TOBY
A cont agi ous br eat h.

Toby sets down the bottle.

ANDREW
Very sweet, and contagious i’'faith.

Andrew crawl s over to the bottle.

TOBY
To hear by the nose, it is dulcet
in contagion. But shall we nake the
wel ki n sky dance indeed? Shall we
rouse the Nightow in a Catch, that
wll draw three fouls out of one
Weaver ? Shall we do that?

Toby throws the apple.
ANDREW
And you love ne, let’s do’t. | am
dogged at a Catch.
Andrew crawl s over to pick up the apple.
FESTE
By a lady, sir, and sone dogs w |
catch wel | .

Andrew crawl s over and drops the apple in front

of Feste.

( CONTI NUED)
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ANDREW
Most certain: |let our Catch be,
Thou Knave.

Feste picks up the apple, puts it at the end of a |ong
broadsword that just happened to be |ying on the table,
kni ghts Andrew.

FESTE
Hol d thy peace, thou Knave kni ght.
| shall be constrain’d in’t, to
call thee knave, Knight.

Andrew ri ses.

ANDREW
"Tis not the first tinme | have
constrai ned one to call ne knave.
Begin fool: it begins, Hold thy

peace.

FESTE
| shall never begin if I hold ny
peace.

ANDREW

Good i’ faith: come, begin.
Feste sings a Catch.
Enter Maria down the stairs.

MARI A
What a catterwal ling do you keep
here? If ny Lady have not call’'d up
her Steward Mal volio, and bid him
turn you out of doors, never trust
nme.

TOBY
My Lady’s a Catal an, we are
politicians, Malvolio s a
Pega-ransi e, and Three Merry nen be
we. Am not | consangui ni ous? Am |
not of her blood: tilly vally.
Lady, There dwelt a nman in Babyl on,
Lady, Lady.

FESTE
Beshrew ne, the knight’'s in
adm rabl e fooling.

t hen

( CONTI NUED)
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ANDREW
Aye, he do’s well enough if he be
di spos’d, and so do | too: he does
it wth a better grace, but | do it
nore natural .

TOBY
Othe twelfth day of Decenber

MARI A
For the | ove o' God, peace.

Enter Malvolio down the stairs.

MALVOLI O
My masters, are you mad? O what
are you? Have you no wit, nanners,
nor honesty, but to gabble Iike
Tinkers at this tinme of night?

Andrew saunters over, coll apses, drunk. Toby throws an apple
at Mal voli o.

MALVCLI O
Do ye nmake an Al ehouse of ny Lady’s
house, that ye squeak out your
Coziers’ Catches w thout any
mtigation or renorse of voice? Is
there no respect of place, persons,
nor tine in you?

TOBY
We did keep tine, sir, in our
Cat ches. Sneck up!

MALVCLI O
Sir Toby, | nust be round with you.
My Lady bade ne tell you, that
t hough she harbors you as her
ki nsman, she’s nothing ally’'d to
your disorders. If you can separate
your self and your m sdeneanors,
you are wel cone to the house: if
not, and it would please you to
t ake | eave of her, she is very
willing to bid you farewell

TOBY
(sings)
Farewel |, dear heart, since | nust

needs be gone.

( CONTI NUED)
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MARI A
Nay, good Sir Toby.

FESTE

(sing)
H s eyes do shew his days are
al nost done.

MALVQOLI O
Is't even so?

TOBY

(sing)
But | will never die.

FESTE
Sir Toby there you lie.

MALVOLI O
This is nmuch credit to you.

TOBY
Shall I bid himgo.

FESTE
VWhat and if you do?

TOBY
Shall | bid himgo, and spare not?

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

TOBY
Qut o'tune, sir, ye lie: art any
nmore than a Stewart? Dost thou
t hi nk because thou art virtuous,
t here shall be no nore Cakes and
Al e?

FESTE
Yes, by Saint Anne, and G nger
shall be hot i’the nouth too.

TOBY
Th art i’th right. Go sir, rub your
Chain with crunbs. A stoop of w ne,
Mar i a.

11.

Toby hol ds goblet up to Maria; Malvolio foll ows gaze.

( CONTI NUED)
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MALVCLI O
Mstress Mary, if you priz’'d ny
Lady’ s favor at anything nore than
contenpt, you would not give neans
for this hand.

Exit Ml volio.

MARI A
Go shake your ears!

ANDREW
T were as good a deed as to drink
when a man’s a hungry, to chall enge
himthe field, and then to break
promse wwth him and nmake a foo

of him

TOBY
Do it knight. I'Il wite thee a
Chal l enge, or 1’1l deliver thy
i ndignation to himby word of

mout h.

MARI A
Sweet Sir Toby, be patient for
tonight: Since the youth of the
Count’s was today wth ny Lady, she
is much out of quiet. For Monsieur
Mal volio, et me alone with him If
| do not gull himinto a nayword,
and make hima common recreation,
do not think I have witten enough
to lye straight in nmy bed. | know I
can do it.

TOBY
Possess us, possess us, tell us
sonet hi ng of him

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

ANDREW
O if I thought that, 1'd beat him
i ke a dog.

TOBY

What for being a Puritan, thy
exqui site reason, dear knight.

( CONTI NUED)
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ANDREW
| have no exquisite reason for’t,
but | have reason good enough.

MARI A
The devil’s a Puritan that he is,
or anything constantly but a
ti me-pleaser, an affection’ d Ass,
that cons state w thout book and
utters it by great swarths. The
best persuaded of hinself, so
crammed (as he thinks) with
excel lencies, that it is his

grounds of faith, that all | ook on
him love him and on that vice in
him wll ny revenge find notable

cause to work.

TOBY
What wilt thou do?

MARI A
| wll drop in his way sone obscure
Epi stl es of |love, wherein by the
col our of his beard, the shape of
his | egs, the manner of his gait,
t he expressure of his eye,
forehead, and conpl exi on, he shal
find hinmself nost feelingly
personated. | can wite very |like
nmy Lady, your niece -- on a
forgotten matter we can hardly nake
di stinction of our hands.

TOBY
Excellent, | snell a device.

ANDREW
| hav’'t in ny nose too.

TOBY
He shall think by the Letters that
thou wilt drop that they cone from
ny Ni ece, and that she’s in | ove
with him

MARI A
My purpose is indeed a horse of
t hat col our.

ANDREW

And your horse now woul d nmake hi m
an Ass.

( CONTI NUED)
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MARI A
Ass, | doubt not.

ANDREW
Ot’wll be admrable.

MARI A
Sport royal | warrant you: | know
nmy Physic will work with him |
wll plant you two, and let the

Fool make a third, where he shal
find the Letter: obscure his
construction of it: For this night
to bed, and dream on the event:
Farewel | .

TOBY
Good ni ght, Penthesil ea.

ANDREW
Before ne, she’s a good wench.

TOBY
She’s a beagle true bred, and one
t hat adores ne: what o'that.

ANDREW
| was ador’'d once too.

TOBY
Let’s to bed, knight: Thou hadst
need send for nore noney.

ANDREW
If I cannot recover your N ece, |
am foul way out.

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

ANDREW
If I do not, never trust ne, take
it how you wll.

TOBY
Come, cone, |I’'Il go burn sonme Sack

"tis too late to go to bed now
Conme kni ght, cone kni ght.

Exeunt into the night.

14.



SCENE 4 -

15.

ORSI NO S COURT

ORSI NO
G ve ne some Musick! Now good
norrow friends.

ORSI NO

(turns to Cesario)
Now good Cesari o, but that piece of
song, / That old and Antique song
we heard | ast night; / Methought it
did rel ease ny passion much, / Mre
than light airs, and recollected
terms / OF these nost brisk and
gi ddy- paced tinmes. / Come, but one
verse.

CURI O
He is not here (to pl ease your
Lordshi p) that should sing it?

ORSI| NO
VWho was it?

CURI O
Feste, the jester, ny Lord, a fool
that the Lady divia s Father took
much delight in. He is about the

house.

ORSI NO
Seek himout, and play the tune the
whi | e.

Curio | eaves, seeking Feste. Misic plays.

ORSI NO
Come hither Boy, if ever thou shalt
love / In the sweet pangs of it,
remenber nme: / For such as | am
all true Lovers are, / Unstaid and
skittish in all notions else, /
Save in the constant inage of the
creature / That is belov'd. How
does thou |like this tune?

VI OLA
It gives a very echo to the feat /
Were [ ove is thrown.

ORSI NO
(i medi at el y)
Thou dost speak nasterly,
My |ife upon’t, young though thou
( MORE)
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Enter Curi

16.

ORSI NO (cont’ d)
art, thine eye / Hath stay’'d upon
some favour that it |oves:
Hath it not boy?

VI OLA
(i medi at el y)
Alittle, by your favour.

ORSI NO
VWhat kind of wonan is't?

VI OLA
(1 medi at el y)
O your conpl exi on.

ORSI NO
She is not worth thee then. What
years i’ faith?

VI CLA
(pauses, as if reluctant to
give this nmuch info)
About your years, ny Lord.

ORSI NO
Too old by heavens: Let still the
wonman take / An el der than herself,
so wears she to him / So sways the
| evel in her husband s heart: /
For, boy, however we do praise
ourselves, / Qur fancies are nore
giddy and unfirm / More |onging,
wavering, sooner |ost and worn, /
Than wonen’ s are.

VI CLA
(i medi at el y)
I think it well, ny Lord.

ORSI NO
Then I et thy Love by younger than
thyself, / O thy affection cannot
hold the bent: / For wonen are as
Roses, whose fair flower / Being
once displayed, doth fall that very
hour .

VI OLA
And so they are: alas, that they
are so:. / To die, even when they to
perfection grow.

0 & Feste.
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ORSI NO
O fellow cone, the song we had | ast
night: / Make it Cesario, it is old
and plain; / The Spinsters and the
Knitters in the Sun, / And the free
mai ds that weave their thread with

bones, / Do use to chant it: it is
silly sooth, / And dallies with the
i nnocence of |love, / Like the old

age.

FESTE
Are you ready, Sir?

ORSI NO
| prithee sing.

FESTE
Cone away, cone away, death,
And in sad cypress, let nme be laid.
Fie away, fie away, breath,
| amslain by a fair cruel maid:
My shrowd 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
strewn:

Not a friend, not a friend greet

My poor corpses, where ny bones
shall be thrown:

A thousand thousand sighs to save,
lay nme where

Sad true |over never find ny grave,
to weep there

ORSI NO
That’'s for thy pains.
FESTE
No pains, sir, | take pleasure in
singing, sir.
ORSI NO
|11 pay thy pleasure then.
FESTE
Truly, sir, and pleasure will be

pai d one tine, or another.
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ORSI NO
G ve ne now | eave, to | eave thee.

FESTE
Now t he nel ancholy God protect
t hee, and the Tail or make thy
doubl et of changeable Taffeta, for
thy mnd is very Opal. | would have
men of |uck constancy put to Sea,
that their business m ght be
everything, and their intent
everywhere,; for that’s it, that
al ways nmakes a good voyage of
not hi ng. Farewel | .

Exit Feste.

Exeunt al

ORSI NO
Let all the rest give place:

but Orsino and Viol a.

ORSI NO

Once nore, Cesari o,
Get thee to yond sanme sovereign
cruelty: / Tell her my |ove nore
nobl e than the world / Prizes not
quantity of dirty lands, / The
parts that fortune hath bestow d
upon her: / Tell her | hold as
giddily as Fortune: / But 'tis that
mracle, and Queen of Gens / That
nature pranks her in, attracts ny
soul .

VI LA
But, if she cannot |ove you sir.

ORS| NO
It cannot be so answer’d.

VI CLA

Soot h but you nust.
Say that sone Lady, as perhaps
there is, / Hath for your |ove as
great a pang of heart / As you have
for Aivia: you cannot |ove her --/
You tell her so -- Must she not
t hen be answer’ d?

ORS| NO
(pauses, contenpl ating)
There is no wonman’ s si des.
Can bide the beating of so strong a
( MORE)
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ORSI NO (cont’ d)
passion, / As |ove doth give ny
heart: no woman’s heart / So bi g,
to hold so nuch, they |ack
retention. / Alas, their |ove may
be call’d appetite, / No notion of
the Liver, but the Pallate, / That
suffer surfeit, cloynent, and
revolt, / But mne is all as hungry
as the Sea, / And can digest as
much, make no conpare / Between
that | ove a woman can bear ne, /
And that | owe Adivia.

VI OLA
(1 medi at el y)
Aye, but | know.

ORSI NO
(beat)
What dost thou know?

VI CLA
Too well that | ove wonen to nen may
owe: / In faith they are as true of
heart, as we. / My Father had a
daughter lov'd a man / As it m ght
be perhaps, were | a woman /
| shoul d your Lordshi p.

ORSI NO
(1 medi at el y)
And what’s her history?

VI OLA
A bl ank, ny Lord: she never told
her love, / But |et conceal nent
like a wormi’th bud / Feed on her
damask cheek: she pin'd in thought,
/ And with a green and yel | ow
mel ancholy, / She sate |ate
Pati ence on a Monunent, / Smling
at grief. Was not this | ove indeed?
W nen nmay say nore, swear nore,
but indeed / Qur shews are nore

than will: for still we prove /
Much in our vows, but little in our
| ove.

ORSI NO
But died thy sister of her |ove, ny
Boy?

( CONTI NUED)
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VI CLA
| amall the daughters of ny
Fat her’s house, / And all the
brot hers too; and yet | know not. /
Sir, shall | to this Lady?

ORSI NO
(1 medi at el y)
Aye, that’s the Thene,
To her in haste: give her this
Jewel | : say, / My love can give no
pl ace, bid no denay.



21.

SCENE 5 - CLIVIA S GARDEN

Toby and Fabi an anble down a path in divia s garden,
followed by a trailing, obviously drunk Andrew,

TOBY
Conme thy ways, Signior Fabian.
FABI AN
Nah, 1’1l cone: if | lose a scruple

of this sport, let nme be boil’d to
death with Ml ancholy.

TOBY
Wbul dst thou not be glad to have
the niggardly Rascally sheep-biter
come by some not abl e shane?

Toby and Fabian arrive at a small clearing, spacy enough for
bear - bai ti ng.

FABI AN
| would exult man: you know he
brought me out of favour with ny
Lady, about a Bear-baiting here.

TOBY
To anger himwe’' ||l have the Bear
again, and we will fool himblack
and bl ue, shall we not, Sir Andrew?

ANDREW
And we do not, it is pity of our
lives.
Enter Mari a.
TOBY

Here conmes the little villain: how
now, ny Metal of India?

MARI A
Cet ye all three into the box tree!

Toby, Fabi an, Andrew duck behind a boxtree. The rest is all
i n whi spers.

MARI A
Mal vol i 0’ s com ng down this
wal k; he has been yonder i’the Sun
practicing behavior to his own
shadow this half hour. Cbserve him
for the | ove of Mckery: for | know

( MORE)
( CONTI NUED)
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MARI A (cont’ d)
this Letter will nmake a contenpl ate
I diot of him Cose, in the nane of
jesting, lye thou therel

Maria throws the letter onto the path.

MARI A
For here cones the Trout, that nust
be caught with tickling.

Exit Maria.
Enter Mal volio, wth Shadow AQ.

MALVQOLI O
"Tis but Fortune, all is fortune.
Maria once told nme she did affect
me, and | have heard herself cone
t hus near, that, should she fancy,
it should be one of my conpl exion.
Besi des she view ne wwth a nore
exal ted respect than anyone el se
that follows her. Wat should I
think on't?

TOBY

(whi speri ng)
Here’s an overweeni ng rogue.

Toby takes out a revol ver.

FABI AN
Oh peace: Cotenplation nmekes a rare
Turkey Cock of him how he lets
under his advanc’ d pl unes.

ANDREW
Sight, | could so beat the Rogue.

Andrew tries taking the revol ver from Toby.

TOBY
Peace | say.

Toby resists.

MALVOLI O
To be Count Mal voli o.

TOBY
Ah, Rogue.
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ANDREW
Pistol him pistol hin

TOBY
(wi thdraws revolver, with a

pat)
Peace, peace.

MALVCLI O
(contenpl ate a nystery,
epi phany:)
There is exanple fo't: The Lady of
the Strachy, married the yeoman of
t he war dr obe.

ANDREW
Fie on himlezabel.

FABI AN
O peace, now he’s deeply in: | ook
how i magi nati on bl ows him

MALVOLI O
Havi ng been three nonths nmarried to
her, fitting in ny state.

TOBY
Ofor a stone-bow to hit himin the
eye.

MALVQOLI O

Calling my Oficers about nme, in ny
branch’d Vel vet gown: having cone
froma daybed, where | have |eft
Adivia sleeping.

TOBY
(raises the revol ver)
Fire and Bri nst one!

FABI AN
Oh peace, peace.

MALVCLI O
And then to have the hunor of
state: and after a denmure travaile
of regard: telling themI| know ny
pl ace, as | would they should do
theirs: to ask for ny kinsman Toby.

TOBY

poi nts revol ver)
Bol ts and shackl es.
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FABI AN
Oh peace, peace, peace, NOw, NOW.

MALVCLI O
Seven of ny people with an obedi ent
start make out for him | frown the
whi |l e, and perchance wi nd up ny
wat ch, or play with my sone rich
Jewel | : Toby approaches; curtsies
to ne.

TOBY
Shall this fellow live?

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

MALVCLI O
| extend nmy hand to himthus:
gquenching ny famliar smle wth an
austere regard of control --

TOBY
And do’s not Toby take you a bl ow
o'the lips, then?

MALVCLI O
Sayi ng, "Confine Toby, ny Fortunes
havi ng cast ne on your Niece, give
me this prerogative of speech.™

TOBY
What, what ?
MALVOLI O
"You nust anend your drunkenness."
TOBY
Qut scab.
FABI AN

Nay patience, or we break the fines
of our plot?

MALVOLI O
"Besi des you waste the treasure of
your time, with a foolish knight."

ANDREW
That’s me, | warrant you.
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MALVOLI O
"One Sir Andrew-"

ANDREW
(noddi ng)
| knew 'twas |, for many do call ne
f ool .

Mal volio sees the letter, bends down and picks it up.

MALVOLI O
What enpl oynent have we here?

FABI AN
Now i s the Wodcock near the gin.

TOBY
Oh peace, and the spirit of hunors
intimate reading aloud to him

MALVCLI O
By ny life this is ny Lady’ s hand:
t hese be her very Cs, her Vs, and
her T's, and thus nmakes she her
great P's. It is in contenpt of
guestion her hand.

ANDREW
Her Cs, her Vs, and her T s: why
t hat ?
MALVOLI O
(reads)

"To the unknown belov’'d, this, and

ny good Wfes: Her very Phrases: By
your | eave wax. Soft, and the

i npressure her Lucrece, with which

she uses to seal: t'is ny Lady - to
whom shoul d this be?"

FABI AN

This wins him Liver and all.
MALVCOLI O

"Jove knows | | ove,

But who?
Li ps, do not noon;
No nman must know. "

Mal vol i o cont enpl at es.
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MALVOLI O
"No man nust know. " What foll ows?
The nunmbers alter’d: "No nan nust

know," |If this should be thee,
Mal vol i 0?
TOBY
Marry hang the brock.
MALVOLI O
"I may conmmand where | adore,
But silence, like a Lucresse knife:

Wth bl oodl ess stroke
My heart doth grow,
MO A 1l. doth sway ny life."

FABI AN
A fustian riddle.

TOBY
Excel | ent Wench, say I!

MALVQOLI O
"MOAI. doth sway ny life." Nay
but first et ne see, |let nme see,
|l et ne see.

FABI AN
What di sh a pol yl on has she drest
hi n??

TOBY
And with what wing the Italian
checks at it?

MALVOLI O
"I may conmmand, where | adore."” Wy
she nmay command ne: | serve her

she is ny Lady. Wiy this is evident
to any formal capacity. There is no
obstruction in this, and the end:
What shoul d t hat Al phabeti cal
position portend, if | could nmake
that resenble sonething in ne?
Softly, "MO A I."

TOBY
O | make up that, he is now at a
col d scent.

FABI AN
Sowmer will cry upon’t for al
this, though it be as rank as a

Fox.

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED

27.

MALVOLI O
"M -- Malvolio. -- M" -- Wy that
begi ns ny nane.

FABI AN
Did I not say he would work it out,
the Cur is excellent at faults.

MALVCLI O
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.
TOBY
Aye, or I'll cudgel him and make
himcry O
MALVCLI O
And then "I" conmes behi nd.
FABI AN

Aye, and you had any eye behind
you, you m ght see nore detraction
at your heels, than Fortunes before
you.

MALVCLI O
MO A I. This simulation is not as
the former: and yet to crush this a
little, it would bow to ne, for
every one of these Letters are in
my nane. Soft, here follows prose:
“I'f this fall into thy hand,
revolve. In nmy stars, | am above
t hee, 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
bl ood and spirit enbrace them and
to inure thyself to what thou art
like to be -- cast thy hunble
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
t hus advi ses thee, that sighs for
t hee. Renenber who commended thy

( MORE)
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MALVOLI O (cont’ d)
yel | ow stockings, and wsh’d to see
thee ever cross garter’d: | say
remenber. Go to, thou art made if
thou desir’st to be so: If not, |et
nme see thee a steward still, the
fell ow of servants, and not worthy
to touch Fortune’s fingers.
Farewel |, she that would alter
services with thee, that fortunate
unhappy dayl i ght and chanpai gn
di scovers not nore!"

MALVCLI O
This is open... | will be proud, I
will read political Authors, | wll
baffle Sir Toby, | wll wash off
gross acquaintance, | will be point
deni se, the very man. | do not now
fool nyself, to let inmagination
jade nme; for every reason excites
to this, that ny Lady | oves nme. She
did commend ny yel |l ow st ocki ngs of
| ate, she did praise ny |leg being
crossgarter’d, and in this she
mani fests herself to ny |ove, and
with a kind of iniuntion drives ne
to these habits of her liking. |
thank ny stars, | am happy: | wll
be strange, stour, in yellow
stockings, and cross Garter’d, even
with the switness of putting on.
Jove, and ny stars be praised. Here
is yet a postscript. Thou canst not
choose but know who I am If thou
entertainst ny love, let it appear
inthy smling, thy smles becone

thee well. Therefore in ny presence
still smle, decree ny sweet, |
prithee. Jove, | thank thee, | wll
smle, I will do everything that

thou wilt have ne.

FABI AN
| will not give ny part of this
sport for a pension of thousands to
be paid fromthe Sophy.

TOBY

| could marry this wench for this
devi ce.
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ANDREW
So could | too.

TOBY
And ask no other dowy wth her,
but such another |eft.

a.
ANDREW

Nor | neither.
FABI AN

Here conmes ny noble gull catcher.
TOBY

WIlt thou let thy foot o ny neck?
ANDREW

O o' mne either?
TOBY

Shall | play ny freedom at

tray-trip, and becone thy
bondsl ave?

ANDREW
|"faith, or | either?

TOBY
Why, thou hast put himin such a
dream that when the image of it
| eaves him he nust run nad.

MALVOLI O
Nay but say true, do’s it work upon
hi n?

TOBY

Li ke Aqua vita with a Mdw fe.

MARI A
If you will then see the fruits of
the sport, mark his first approach
before ny Lady: he will cone to her
in yell ow stockings, and 'tis a
col our she abhors, and cross
garter’d, a fashion she detests:
and he will smle upon her, which
will now be so unfuteable to her
di sposition, being addicted to a
nmel ancholy, as she is, that it
cannot but turn himinto a notable

( MORE)
( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED:

Exeunt al

MARI A (cont’ d)
contenpt: if you will see it follow

nme.

TOBY

To the gates of Tarter, thou nost

excel l ent devil

of wit.

ANDREW
['1l make one too.

30.



