
Callback Side #1: Viola & Olivia

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.

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 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.
	

 	

 	

 	

 	

 	

 VIOLA
It alone concerns your ear. I bring no overture of
war, no taxation of homage: I hold the olive in my hand; my words are as fun of peace as matter.
	

 	

 	

 	

 	

 	

 OLIVIA
Yet you began rudely. What are you? what would you? 
	

 	

 	

 	

 	

 	

 VIOLA
What I am, and 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.



Callback Side #2: Duke Osino, Curio, Valentine

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. 

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.

DUKE ORSINO
O, she that hath a heart of that fine frame
To pay this debt of love but to a brother,
How will she love, when the rich golden shaft Hath kill'd the flock of all affections else
That live in her!
Away before me to sweet beds of flowers: Love-thoughts lie rich when canopied with bowers.



Callback Side #3: Viola & Captain

VIOLA
What country, friends, is this?

CAPTAIN
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? 

	

 	

 	

 	

 	

 	

 	

 CAPTAIN
It is perchance that you yourself were saved.	



	

 	

 	

 	

 	

 	

 	

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

	

 	

 	

 	

 	

 	

 	

 CAPTAIN
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,
To a strong mast that lived upon the sea;
Where, like Arion on the dolphin's back,
I saw him hold acquaintance with the waves
So long as I could see.

	

 	

 	

 	

 	

 	

 	

 VIOLA
For saying so, there's gold:
Mine own escape unfoldeth to my hope, Know'st thou this country?

	

 	

 	

 	

 	

 	

 	

 CAPTAIN
Ay, madam, well.

	

 	

 	

 	

 	

 	

 	

 VIOLAWho governs here?	

 	

 	

 	

 	

 	

 	


	

 	

 	

 	

 	

 	

 	

 CAPTAIN
A noble duke, in nature as in name.

	

 	

 	

 	

 	

 	

 	

  VIOLA
What is the name?
	

 	

 	

 	

 	

 	

 	

 CAPTAIN
Orsino.



Callback Side #4: Antonio & 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
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 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 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. 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.



Callback Side #5: Sir Toby Belch, Sir Andrew Aquecheek, Feste (clown)

SIR TOBY BELCH
Approach, Sir Andrew: not to be abed after midnight is to be up betimes; and 'diluculo surgere,' thou 
know'st,--

SIR ANDREW
Nay, my troth, I know not: but I know, to be up late is to be up late.

	

 	

 	

 	

 	

 	

 SIR TOBY BELCH
A false conclusion: I hate it as an unfilled can. To be up after midnight and to go to bed then, is early: 
so that to go to bed after midnight is to go to bed betimes. Does not our life consist of the four 
elements?

SIR ANDREW
Faith, so they say; but I think it rather consists of eating and drinking.

	

 	

 	

 	

 	

 	

 SIR TOBY BELCH
Thou'rt a scholar; let us therefore eat and drink. Marian, I say! a stoup of wine!

(Enter Clown)

SIR ANDREW
Here comes the fool, i' faith.

CLOWN
How now, my hearts! did you never see the picture of 'we three'?

	

 	

 	

 	

 	

 	

 SIR TOBY BELCH
Welcome, ass. Now let's have a catch.

SIR ANDREW
By my troth, the fool has an excellent breast. I
had rather than forty shillings I had so sweet a breath to sing, as the fool has.
Now, a song!

	

 	

 	

 	

 	

 	

 SIR TOBY BELCH
Come on; there is sixpence for you: let's have a song.

	

 	

 	

 	

 	

 	

 SIR ANDREW
There's a testril of me too: if one knight give a--

CLOWN
Would you have a love-song, or a song of good life?

SIR TOBY BELCH
A love-song, a love-song.



SIR ANDREW
Ay, ay: I care not for good life.

CLOWN
[Sings]
O mistress mine, where are you roaming?
O, stay and hear; your true love's coming,
That can sing both high and low:
Trip no further, pretty sweeting;
Journeys end in lovers meeting,
Every wise man's son doth know.

	

 	

 	

 	

 	

 	

 SIR ANDREW
Excellent good, i' faith.
	

 	

 	

 	

 	

 	

 SIR TOBY BELCH
Good, good.
	

 	

 	

 	

 	

 	

 CLOWN
[Sings]
What is love? 'tis not hereafter;
Present mirth hath present laughter;
What's to come is still unsure:
In delay there lies no plenty;
Then come kiss me, sweet and twenty,
Youth's a stuff will not endure.
	

 	

 	

 	

 	

 	

 SIR ANDREW
A mellifluous voice, as I am true knight.
	

 	

 	

 	

 	

 	

 SIR TOBY BELCH
A contagious breath.
	

 	

 	

 	

 	

 	

 SIR ANDREW
Very sweet and contagious, i' faith.
	

 	

 	

 	

 	

 	

 SIR TOBY BELCH
To hear by the nose, it is dulcet in contagion.
But shall we make the welkin dance indeed? shall we rouse the night-owl in a catch that will draw three 
souls out of one weaver? shall we do that?



Callback Side #6: Sir Andrew Aquecheek, Sir Toby Belch, Fabian

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 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 now.
	

 	

 	

 	

 	

 	

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

	

 	

 	

 	

 	

 	

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

 	

 	

 	

 	

 	

 FABIAN
I will prove it legitimate, sir, upon the oaths of
judgment and reason.

	

 	

 	

 	

 	

 	

 SIR TOBY BELCH
And they have been grand-jury-men since before Noah
was a sailor.
	

 	

 	

 	

 	

 	

 FABIAN
She did show favour to the youth in your sight only
to exasperate you, 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: the
double gilt of this opportunity you let time wash
off, and you are now sailed into the north of my
lady's opinion; unless you do redeem it by
some laudable attempt either of valour or policy.



Callback Side #7: Olivia, Malvolio, Maria

OLIVIA
I have sent after him: he says he'll come;
How shall I feast him? what bestow of him?
I speak too loud.
Where is Malvolio? he is sad and civil,
And suits well for a servant with my fortunes:
Where is Malvolio?
	

 	

 	

 	

 	

 	

 	

 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. 

	

 	

 	

 	

 	

 	

 	

 OLIVIAGo 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?
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.	

 	

 	

 	

 	

 	

 	



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?

	

 	

 	

 	

 	

 	

 	

 MALVOLIO
At your request! yes; nightingales answer daws.

MARIA
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.


