
OLIVIA 
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, and every particle and utensil 
labelled to my will: as, item, two lips, 
indifferent red; item, two grey eyes, with lids to 
them; item, one neck, one chin, and so forth. Were 
you sent hither to praise me? 
 
VIOLA  
I see you what you are, you are too proud; 
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 crown'd 
The nonpareil of beauty! 
 
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: 
He might have took his answer long ago. 
 
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.  



DUKE ORSINO  
Once more, Cesario, 
Get thee to yond same sovereign cruelty: 
Tell her, my love, more noble than the world, 
Prizes not quantity of dirty lands; 
The parts that fortune hath bestow'd 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. 
 
VIOLA  
But if she cannot love you, sir? 
 
DUKE ORSINO  
I cannot be so answer'd. 
 
VIOLA  
Sooth, but you must. 
Say that some lady, as perhaps there is, 
Hath for your love a great a pang of heart 
As you have for Olivia: you cannot love her; 
You tell her so; must she not then be answer'd? 
 
DUKE 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 
So big, to hold so much; make no compare 
Between that love a woman can bear me 
And that I owe Olivia. 
 
VIOLA  
Ay, but I know-- 
 
DUKE ORSINO  
What dost thou know? 
 
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. 
 
	
	 	



MALVOLIO  
[Reads] 
I may command where I adore; 
But silence, like a Lucrece knife, 
With bloodless stroke my heart doth gore: 
M, O, A, I, doth sway my life. 
 
'I may command where I adore.' Why, she may command 
me: I serve her; she is my lady. Why, this is 
evident to any formal capacity; there is no 
obstruction in this: and the end,--what should 
that alphabetical position portend? If I could make 
that resemble something in me,--Softly! M, O, A,I,-- 
M,--Malvolio; M,--why, that begins my name. 
M,--but then there is no consonancy in the sequel; 
that suffers under probation A should follow but O does. 
And then I comes behind. 
M, O, A, I; this simulation is not as the former: and 
yet, to crush this a little, it would bow to me, for 
every one of these letters are in my name.  
	


