Interactions between Leading Characters
ACT 1

Scene 4

ORSINO  Who saw Cesario, ho?
11
VIOLA  On your attendance, my lord, here.

ORSINO, to Curio and Attendants
Stand you awhile aloof.—Cesario,

Thou know’st no less but all. I have unclasped

To thee the book even of my secret soul.
15

Therefore, good youth, address thy gait unto her.

Be not denied access. Stand at her doors

And tell them, there thy fixèd foot shall grow

Till thou have audience.

VIOLA  Sure, my noble lord,
20

If she be so abandoned to her sorrow

As it is spoke, she never will admit me.

ORSINO
Be clamorous and leap all civil bounds

Rather than make unprofited return.

VIOLA
Say I do speak with her, my lord, what then?
25

ORSINO
O, then unfold the passion of my love.

Surprise her with discourse of my dear faith.

It shall become thee well to act my woes.

She will attend it better in thy youth

Than in a nuncio’s of more grave aspect.
30

VIOLA
I think not so, my lord.

ORSINO  Dear lad, believe it;

For they shall yet belie thy happy years

That say thou art a man. Diana’s lip

Is not more smooth and rubious, thy small pipe
35

Is as the maiden’s organ, shrill and sound,

And all is semblative a womans part.

I know thy constellation is right apt

For this affair.—Some four or five attend him,

All, if you will, for I myself am best
40

When least in company.—Prosper well in this

And thou shalt live as freely as thy lord,

To call his fortunes thine.

VIOLA  I’ll do my best

To woo your lady. Aside. Yet a barful strife!
45

Whoe’er I woo, myself would be his wife.

They exit.

Scene 5

VIOLA  The honorable lady of the house, which is she?
166
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
170

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. I am very comptible

even to the least sinister usage.

OLIVIA  Whence came you, sir?
175

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?
180

VIOLA  No, my profound heart. And yet by the very

fangs of malice 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
185

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
190

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
195

allowed your approach rather to wonder at you than

to hear you. If you be not mad, begone; if you have

reason, be brief. ’Tis not that time of moon with me

to make one in so skipping a dialogue.

***

VIOLA  Some mollification for your giant, sweet

lady.

OLIVIA  Tell me your mind.

VIOLA  I am a messenger.
205

OLIVIA  Sure you have some hideous matter to deliver

when the courtesy of it is so fearful. Speak your

office.

VIOLA  It alone concerns your ear. I bring no overture

of war, no taxation of homage. I hold the olive in
210

my hand. My words are as full of peace as matter.

OLIVIA  Yet you began rudely. What are you? What

would you?

VIOLA  The rudeness that hath appeared in me have I

learned from my entertainment. What I am and
215

what I would are as secret as maidenhead: to your

ears, divinity; to any other’s, profanation.

OLIVIA  Give us the place alone. We will hear this

divinity. Maria and Attendants exit. Now, sir, what

is your text?
220

VIOLA  Most sweet lady—

OLIVIA  A comfortable doctrine, and much may be said

of it. Where lies your text?

VIOLA  In Orsino’s bosom.

OLIVIA  In his bosom? In what chapter of his bosom?
225

VIOLA  To answer by the method, in the first of his heart.

OLIVIA  O, I have read it; it is heresy. Have you no more

to say?

VIOLA  Good madam, let me see your face.

OLIVIA  Have you any commission from your lord to
230

negotiate with my face? You are now out of your

text. But we will draw the curtain and show you the

picture. She removes her veil. Look you, sir, such a

one I was this present. Is ’t not well done?

VIOLA  Excellently done, if God did all.
235

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 cruel’st she alive
240

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 and every particle and utensil labeled
245

to my will: as, item, two lips indifferent red; item,

two gray eyes with lids to them; item, one neck, one

chin, and so forth. 
****

OLIVIA
Were you sent hither to praise me?

VIOLA
I see you what you are. You are too proud.
250

But if you were the devil you are fair.

My lord and master loves you. O, such love

Could be but recompensed though you were

crowned

The nonpareil of beauty.
255

OLIVIA  How does he love me?

VIOLA  With adorations, fertile tears,

With groans that thunder love, with sighs of fire.

OLIVIA
Your lord does know my mind. I cannot love him.

Yet I suppose him virtuous, know him noble,
260

Of great estate, of fresh and stainless youth;

In voices well divulged, free, learned, and valiant,

And in dimension and the shape of nature

A gracious person. But yet I cannot love him.

He might have took his answer long ago.
265

VIOLA
If I did love you in my master’s flame,

With such a suff’ring, such a deadly life,

In your denial I would find no sense.

I would not understand it.

OLIVIA  Why, what would you?
270

VIOLA
Make me a willow cabin at your gate

And call upon my soul within the house,

Write loyal cantons of contemnèd love

And sing them loud even in the dead of night,

Hallow your name to the reverberate hills
275

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.

OLIVIA  You might do much.
280

What is your parentage?

VIOLA
Above my fortunes, yet my state is well.

I am a gentleman.

OLIVIA  Get you to your lord.

I cannot love him. Let him send no more—
285

Unless perchance you come to me again

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

I thank you for your pains. Spend this for me.

She offers money.

VIOLA
I am no fee’d post, lady. Keep your purse.

My master, not myself, lacks recompense.
290

Love make his heart of flint that you shall love,

And let your fervor, like my master’s, be

Placed in contempt. Farewell, fair cruelty.
She exits.
ACT 2

Scene 1

Enter Antonio and Sebastian.

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
5

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. My determinate voyage is
10

mere extravagancy. 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
15

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,
20

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.
25

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
30

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.
35

SEBASTIAN  If you will not undo what you have done—

that is, kill him whom you have recovered—desire

it not. Fare you 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
40

eyes will tell tales of me. I am bound to the Count

Orsino’s court. Farewell.
He exits.
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.
45

But come what may, I do adore thee so

That danger shall seem sport, and I will go.

He exits.

Scene 2

Enter Viola and Malvolio, at several doors.

MALVOLIO  Were not you even now with the Countess

Olivia?

VIOLA  Even now, sir. On a moderate pace I have since

arrived but hither.

MALVOLIO  She returns this ring to you, sir. You might
5

have saved me my pains to have taken it away

yourself. She adds, moreover, that you should put

your lord into a desperate assurance she will none

of him. And one thing more, that you be never so

hardy to come again in his affairs unless it be to
10

report your lord’s taking of this. Receive it so.

VIOLA  She took the ring of me. I’ll none of it.

MALVOLIO  Come, sir, you peevishly threw it to her, and

her will is it should be so returned. He throws

down the ring. If it be worth stooping for, there it
15

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

He exits.

VIOLA
I left no ring with her. What means this lady?

She picks up the ring.

Fortune forbid my outside have not charmed her!

She made good view of me, indeed so much

That methought her eyes had lost her tongue,
20

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,
25

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!
30

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.
35

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.
40

It is too hard a knot for me t’ untie.

She exits.

Scene 4

ORSINO
To Viola. 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
20

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.

ORSINO  Thou dost speak masterly.
25

My life upon ’t, young though thou art, thine eye

Hath stayed upon some favor that it loves.

Hath it not, boy?

VIOLA  A little, by your favor.

ORSINO
What kind of woman is ’t?
30

VIOLA  Of your complexion.

ORSINO
She is not worth thee, then. What years, i’ faith?

VIOLA  About your years, my lord.

ORSINO
Too old, by heaven. Let still the woman take

An elder than herself. So wears she to him;
35

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.
40

VIOLA  I think it well, my lord.

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 displayed, doth fall that very hour.
45

VIOLA
And so they are. Alas, that they are so,

To die even when they to perfection grow!

***
ORSINO

Once more, Cesario,

Get thee to yond same sovereign cruelty.

Tell her my love, more noble than the world,
90

Prizes not quantity of dirty lands.

The parts that Fortune hath bestowed upon her,

Tell her, I hold as giddily as Fortune.

But ’tis that miracle and queen of gems

That nature pranks her in attracts my soul.
95

VIOLA  But if she cannot love you, sir—

ORSINO
I cannot be so answered.

VIOLA  Sooth, but you must.

Say that some lady, as perhaps there is,

Hath for your love as great a pang of heart
100

As you have for Olivia. You cannot love her;

You tell her so. Must she not then be answered?

ORSINO  There is no woman’s sides

Can bide the beating of so strong a passion

As love doth give my heart; no woman’s heart
105

So big, to hold so much; they lack retention.

Alas, their love may be called appetite,

No motion of the liver but the palate,

That suffer surfeit, cloyment, and revolt;

But mine is all as hungry as the sea,
110

And can digest as much. Make no compare

Between that love a woman can bear me

And that I owe Olivia.

VIOLA  Ay, but I know—

ORSINO  What dost thou know?
115

VIOLA
Too well what love women to men may owe.

In faith, they are as true of heart as we.

My father had a daughter loved a man

As it might be, perhaps, were I a woman,

I should your Lordship.
120

ORSINO  And what’s her history?

VIOLA
A blank, my lord. She never told her love,

But let concealment, like a worm i’ th’ bud,

Feed on her damask cheek. She pined in thought,

And with a green and yellow melancholy
125

She sat like Patience on a monument,

Smiling at grief. Was not this love indeed?

We men may say more, swear more, but indeed

Our shows are more than will; for still we prove

Much in our vows but little in our love.
130

ORSINO
But died thy sister of her love, my boy?

VIOLA
I am all the daughters of my father’s house,

And all the brothers, too—and yet I know not.

Sir, shall I to this lady?

ORSINO  Ay, that’s the theme.
135

To her in haste. Give her this jewel. Say

My love can give no place, bide no denay.

He hands her a jewel and they exit.

ACT 3

Scene 1

OLIVIA  Let the garden door be shut, and leave me to

my hearing.
Sir Toby, Sir Andrew, and Maria exit.  95

Give me your hand, sir.

VIOLA
My duty, madam, and most humble service.

OLIVIA  What is your name?

VIOLA
Cesario is your servant’s name, fair princess.

OLIVIA
My servant, sir? ’Twas never merry world
100

Since lowly feigning was called compliment.

You’re servant to the Count Orsino, youth.

VIOLA
And he is yours, and his must needs be yours.

Your servant’s servant is your servant, madam.

OLIVIA
For him, I think not on him. For his thoughts,
105

Would they were blanks rather than filled with me.

VIOLA
Madam, I come to whet your gentle thoughts

On his behalf.

OLIVIA  O, by your leave, I pray you.

I bade you never speak again of him.
110

But would you undertake another suit,

I had rather hear you to solicit that

Than music from the spheres.

VIOLA  Dear lady—

OLIVIA
Give me leave, beseech you. I did send,
115

After the last enchantment you did here,

A ring in chase of you. So did I abuse

Myself, my servant, and, I fear me, you.

Under your hard construction must I sit,

To force that on you in a shameful cunning
120

Which you knew none of yours. What might you

think?

Have you not set mine honor at the stake

And baited it with all th’ unmuzzled thoughts

That tyrannous heart can think? To one of your
125

receiving

Enough is shown. A cypress, not a bosom,

Hides my heart. So, let me hear you speak.

VIOLA
I pity you.

OLIVIA  That’s a degree to love.
130

VIOLA
No, not a grize, for ’tis a vulgar proof

That very oft we pity enemies.

OLIVIA
Why then methinks ’tis time to smile again.

O world, how apt the poor are to be proud!

If one should be a prey, how much the better
135

To fall before the lion than the wolf.
Clock strikes.
The clock upbraids me with the waste of time.

Be not afraid, good youth, I will not have you.

And yet when wit and youth is come to harvest,

Your wife is like to reap a proper man.
140

There lies your way, due west.

VIOLA  Then westward ho!

Grace and good disposition attend your Ladyship.

You’ll nothing, madam, to my lord by me?

OLIVIA
Stay. I prithee, tell me what thou think’st of me.
145

VIOLA
That you do think you are not what you are.

OLIVIA
If I think so, I think the same of you.

VIOLA
Then think you right. I am not what I am.

OLIVIA
I would you were as I would have you be.

VIOLA
Would it be better, madam, than I am?
150

I wish it might, for now I am your fool.

OLIVIA, aside
O, what a deal of scorn looks beautiful

In the contempt and anger of his lip!

A murd’rous guilt shows not itself more soon

Than love that would seem hid. Love’s night is
155

noon.—

Cesario, by the roses of the spring,

By maidhood, honor, truth, and everything,

I love thee so, that, maugre all thy pride,

Nor wit nor reason can my passion hide.
160

Do not extort thy reasons from this clause,

For that I woo, thou therefore hast no cause;

But rather reason thus with reason fetter:

Love sought is good, but given unsought is better.

VIOLA
By innocence I swear, and by my youth,
165

I have one heart, one bosom, and one truth,

And that no woman has, nor never none

Shall mistress be of it, save I alone.

And so adieu, good madam. Nevermore

Will I my master’s tears to you deplore.
170

OLIVIA
Yet come again, for thou perhaps mayst move

That heart, which now abhors, to like his love.

They exit in different directions.

Scene 3

Enter Sebastian and Antonio.

SEBASTIAN
I would not by my will have troubled you,

But, since you make your pleasure of your pains,

I will no further chide you.

ANTONIO
I could not stay behind you. My desire,

More sharp than filèd steel, did spur me forth;
5

And not all love to see you, though so much

As might have drawn one to a longer voyage,

But jealousy what might befall your travel,

Being skill-less in these parts, which to a stranger,

Unguided and unfriended, often prove
10

Rough and unhospitable. My willing love,

The rather by these arguments of fear,

Set forth in your pursuit.

SEBASTIAN  My kind Antonio,

I can no other answer make but thanks,
15

And thanks, and ever thanks; and oft good turns

Are shuffled off with such uncurrent pay.

But were my worth, as is my conscience, firm,

You should find better dealing. What’s to do?

Shall we go see the relics of this town?
20

ANTONIO
Tomorrow, sir. Best first go see your lodging.

SEBASTIAN
I am not weary, and ’tis long to night.

I pray you, let us satisfy our eyes

With the memorials and the things of fame

That do renown this city.
25

ANTONIO  Would you’d pardon me.

I do not without danger walk these streets.

Once in a sea fight ’gainst the Count his galleys

I did some service, of such note indeed

That were I ta’en here it would scarce be answered.
30

SEBASTIAN
Belike you slew great number of his people?

ANTONIO
Th’ offense is not of such a bloody nature,

Albeit the quality of the time and quarrel

Might well have given us bloody argument.

It might have since been answered in repaying
35

What we took from them, which, for traffic’s sake,

Most of our city did. Only myself stood out,

For which, if I be lapsèd in this place,

I shall pay dear.

SEBASTIAN  Do not then walk too open.
40

ANTONIO
It doth not fit me. Hold, sir, here’s my purse.

Giving him money.

In the south suburbs, at the Elephant,

Is best to lodge. I will bespeak our diet

Whiles you beguile the time and feed your

knowledge
45

With viewing of the town. There shall you have me.

SEBASTIAN  Why I your purse?

ANTONIO
Haply your eye shall light upon some toy

You have desire to purchase, and your store,

I think, is not for idle markets, sir.
50

SEBASTIAN
I’ll be your purse-bearer and leave you

For an hour.

ANTONIO  To th’ Elephant.

SEBASTIAN  I do remember.

They exit in different directions.

ACT 4

OLIVIA
Will it be ever thus? Ungracious wretch,

Fit for the mountains and the barbarous caves,

Where manners ne’er were preached! Out of my
50

sight!—

Be not offended, dear Cesario.—

Rudesby, begone!
Toby, Andrew, and Fabian exit.
I prithee, gentle friend,

Let thy fair wisdom, not thy passion, sway
55

In this uncivil and unjust extent

Against thy peace. Go with me to my house,

And hear thou there how many fruitless pranks

This ruffian hath botched up, that thou thereby

Mayst smile at this. Thou shalt not choose but go.
60

Do not deny. Beshrew his soul for me!

He started one poor heart of mine, in thee.

SEBASTIAN, aside
What relish is in this? How runs the stream?

Or I am mad, or else this is a dream.

Let fancy still my sense in Lethe steep;
65

If it be thus to dream, still let me sleep!

OLIVIA
Nay, come, I prithee. Would thou ’dst be ruled by

me!

SEBASTIAN
Madam, I will.

OLIVIA  O, say so, and so be!
70

They exit.

Scene 3

Enter Sebastian.

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.
5

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,
10

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—
15

Or else the lady’s mad. Yet if ’twere so,

She could not sway her house, command her

followers,

Take and give back affairs and their dispatch

With such a smooth, discreet, and stable bearing
20

As I perceive she does. There’s something in ’t

That is deceivable. But here the lady comes.

Enter Olivia, and a Priest.

OLIVIA, to Sebastian
Blame not this haste of mine. If you mean well,

Now go with me and with this holy man

Into the chantry by. There, before him
25

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. He shall conceal it

Whiles you are willing it shall come to note,
30

What time we will our celebration keep

According to my birth. 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
35

shine

That they may fairly note this act of mine.

They exit.

ACT 5

VIOLA
Here comes the man, sir, that did rescue me.

ORSINO
That face of his I do remember well.

Yet when I saw it last, it was besmeared

As black as Vulcan in the smoke of war.

A baubling vessel was he captain of,
50

For shallow draught and bulk unprizable,

With which such scatheful grapple did he make

With the most noble bottom of our fleet

That very envy and the tongue of loss

Cried fame and honor on him.—What’s the matter?
55

FIRST OFFICER
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 leg.

Here in the streets, desperate of shame and state,
60

In private brabble did we apprehend him.

VIOLA
He did me kindness, sir, drew on my side,

But in conclusion put strange speech upon me.

I know not what ’twas but distraction.

ORSINO
Notable pirate, thou saltwater thief,
65

What foolish boldness brought thee to their mercies

Whom thou, in terms so bloody and so dear,

Hast made thine enemies?

ANTONIO  Orsino, noble sir,

Be pleased that I shake off these names you give
70

me.

Antonio never yet was thief or pirate,

Though, I confess, on base and ground enough,

Orsino’s enemy. A witchcraft drew me hither.

That most ingrateful boy there by your side
75

From the rude sea’s enraged and foamy mouth

Did I redeem; a wrack past hope he was.

His life I gave him and did thereto add

My love, without retention or restraint,

All his in dedication. For his sake
80

Did I expose myself, pure for his love,

Into the danger of this adverse town;

Drew to defend him when he was beset;

Where, being apprehended, his false cunning

(Not meaning to partake with me in danger)
85

Taught him to face me out of his acquaintance

And grew a twenty years’ removèd thing

While one would wink; denied me mine own purse,

Which I had recommended to his use

Not half an hour before.
90

VIOLA  How can this be?

ORSINO, to Antonio  When came he to this town?

ANTONIO
Today, my lord; and for three months before,

No int’rim, not a minute’s vacancy,

Both day and night did we keep company.
95

Enter Olivia and Attendants.

ORSINO
Here comes the Countess. Now heaven walks on

Earth!—

But for thee, fellow: fellow, thy words are madness.

Three months this youth hath tended upon me—

But more of that anon. To an Officer. Take him
100

aside.

OLIVIA
What would my lord, but that he may not have,

Wherein Olivia may seem serviceable?—

Cesario, you do not keep promise with me.

VIOLA  Madam?
105

ORSINO  Gracious Olivia—

OLIVIA
What do you say, Cesario?—Good my lord—

VIOLA
My lord would speak; my duty hushes me.

OLIVIA
If it be aught to the old tune, my lord,

It is as fat and fulsome to mine ear
110

As howling after music.

ORSINO
Still so cruel?

OLIVIA  Still so constant, lord.

ORSINO
What, to perverseness? You, uncivil lady,

To whose ingrate and unauspicious altars
115

My soul the faithful’st off’rings have breathed out

That e’er devotion tendered—what shall I do?

OLIVIA
Even what it please my lord that shall become him.

ORSINO
Why should I not, had I the heart to do it,

Like to th’ Egyptian thief at point of death,
120

Kill what I love?—a savage jealousy

That sometime savors nobly. But hear me this:

Since you to nonregardance cast my faith,

And that I partly know the instrument

That screws me from my true place in your favor,
125

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 crownèd in his master’s spite.—
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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,
135

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.
140

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?—
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Call forth the holy father.
An Attendant exits.
ORSINO, to Viola  Come, away!

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

ORSINO
Husband?

OLIVIA  Ay, husband. Can he that deny?
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ORSINO
Her husband, sirrah?

VIOLA  No, my lord, not I.

OLIVIA
Alas, it is the baseness of thy fear

That makes thee strangle thy propriety.

Fear not, Cesario. Take thy fortunes up.
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Be that thou know’st thou art, and then thou art

As great as that thou fear’st.

***

SEBASTIAN
I am sorry, madam, I have hurt your kinsman,

But, had it been the brother of my blood,
220

I must have done no less with wit and safety.

You throw a strange regard upon me, and by that

I do perceive it hath offended you.

Pardon me, sweet one, even for the vows

We made each other but so late ago.
225

ORSINO
One face, one voice, one habit, and two persons!

A natural perspective, that is and is not!

SEBASTIAN
Antonio, O, my dear Antonio!

How have the hours racked and tortured me

Since I have lost thee!
230

ANTONIO
Sebastian are you?

SEBASTIAN  Fear’st thou that, Antonio?

ANTONIO
How have you made division of yourself?

An apple cleft in two is not more twin

Than these two creatures. Which is Sebastian?
235

OLIVIA  Most wonderful!

SEBASTIAN, looking at Viola
Do I stand there? I never had a brother,

Nor can there be that deity in my nature

Of here and everywhere. I had a sister

Whom the blind waves and surges have devoured.
240

Of charity, what kin are you to me?

What countryman? What name? What parentage?

VIOLA
Of Messaline. Sebastian was my father.

Such a Sebastian was my brother too.

So went he suited to his watery tomb.
245

If spirits can assume both form and suit,

You come to fright us.

SEBASTIAN  A spirit I am indeed,

But am in that dimension grossly clad

Which from the womb I did participate.
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Were you a woman, as the rest goes even,

I should my tears let fall upon your cheek

And say “Thrice welcome, drownèd Viola.”

VIOLA
My father had a mole upon his brow.

SEBASTIAN  And so had mine.
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VIOLA
And died that day when Viola from her birth

Had numbered thirteen years.

SEBASTIAN
O, that record is lively in my soul!

He finishèd indeed his mortal act

That day that made my sister thirteen years.
260

VIOLA
If nothing lets to make us happy both

But this my masculine usurped attire,

Do not embrace me till each circumstance

Of place, time, fortune, do cohere and jump

That I am Viola; which to confirm,
265

I’ll bring you to a captain in this town,

Where lie my maiden weeds; by whose gentle help

I was preserved to serve this noble count.

All the occurrence of my fortune since

Hath been between this lady and this lord.
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SEBASTIAN, to Olivia
So comes it, lady, you have been mistook.

But nature to her bias drew in that.

You would have been contracted to a maid.

Nor are you therein, by my life, deceived:

You are betrothed both to a maid and man.
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ORSINO, to Olivia
Be not amazed; right noble is his blood.

If this be so, as yet the glass seems true,

I shall have share in this most happy wrack.—

Boy, thou hast said to me a thousand times

Thou never shouldst love woman like to me.
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VIOLA
And all those sayings will I overswear,

And all those swearings keep as true in soul

As doth that orbèd continent the fire

That severs day from night.

ORSINO  Give me thy hand,
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And let me see thee in thy woman’s weeds.

