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Shakespeare: An Overview




Biographical Sketch

Between the record of his baptism in Stratford on 26 April 1564 and the record of his burial in Stratford on 25 April 1616, some forty official documents name Shakespeare, and many others name his parents, his children, and his grand-children. Further, there are at least fifty literary references to him in the works of his contemporaries. More facts are known about William Shakespeare than about any other playwright of the period except Ben Jonson. The facts should, however, be distinguished from the legends. The latter, inevitably more engaging and better known, tell us that the Stratford boy killed a calf in high style, poached deer and rabbits, and was forced to flee to London, where he held horses outside a playhouse. These traditions are only traditions; they may be true, but no evidence supports them, and it is well to stick to the facts.

Mary Arden, the dramatist’s mother, was the daughter of a substantial landowner; about 1557 she married John Shakespeare, a tanner, glove-maker, and trader in wool, grain, and other farm commodities. In 1557 John Shakespeare was a member of the council (the governing body of Stratford), in 1558 a constable of the borough, in 1561 one of the two town chamberlains, in 1565 an alderman (entitling him to the appellation of “Mr.”), in 1568 high bailiff—the town’s highest political office, equivalent to mayor. After 1577, for an unknown reason he drops out of local politics. What is known is that he had to mortgage his wife’s property, and that he was involved in serious litigation.

The birthday of William Shakespeare, the third child and the eldest son of this locally prominent man, is unrecorded,  but the Stratford parish register records that the infant was baptized on 26 April 1564. (It is quite possible that he was born on 23 April, but this date has probably been assigned by tradition because it is the date on which, fifty-two years later, he died, and perhaps because it is the feast day of St. George, patron saint of England.) The attendance records of the Stratford grammar school of the period are not extant, but it is reasonable to assume that the son of a prominent local official attended the free school—it had been established for the purpose of educating males precisely of his class—and received substantial training in Latin. The masters of the school from Shakespeare’s seventh to fifteenth years held Oxford degrees; the Elizabethan curriculum excluded mathematics and the natural sciences but taught a good deal of Latin rhetoric, logic, and literature, including plays by Plautus, Terence, and Seneca.

On 27 November 1582 a marriage license was issued for the marriage of Shakespeare and Anne Hathaway, eight years his senior. The couple had a daughter, Susanna, in May 1583. Perhaps the marriage was necessary, but perhaps the couple had earlier engaged, in the presence of witnesses, in a formal “troth plight” which would render their children legitimate even if no further ceremony were performed. In February 1585, Anne Hathaway bore Shakespeare twins, Hamnet and Judith.

That Shakespeare was born is excellent; that he married and had children is pleasant; but that we know nothing about his departure from Stratford to London or about the beginning of his theatrical career is lamentable and must be admitted. We would gladly sacrifice details about his children’s baptism for details about his earliest days in the theater. Perhaps the poaching episode is true (but it is first reported almost a century after Shakespeare’s death), or perhaps he left Stratford to be a schoolmaster, as another tradition holds; perhaps he was moved (like Petruchio in The Taming of the Shrew) bySuch wind as scatters young men through the world,
 To seek their fortunes farther than at home
 Where small experience grows.

(1.2.49-51)





In 1592, thanks to the cantankerousness of Robert Greene, we have our first reference, a snarling one, to Shakespeare as an actor and playwright. Greene, a graduate of St. John’s College, Cambridge, had become a playwright and a pamphleteer in London, and in one of his pamphlets he warns three university-educated playwrights against an actor who has presumed to turn playwright:There is an upstart crow, beautified with our feathers, that with his  tiger’s heart wrapped in a player’s hide supposes he is as well able to bombast out a blank verse as the best of you, and being an absolute Johannes-factotum [i.e., jack-of-all-trades] is in his own conceit the only Shake-scene in a country.





The reference to the player, as well as the allusion to Aesop’s crow (who strutted in borrowed plumage, as an actor struts in fine words not his own), makes it clear that by this date Shakespeare had both acted and written. That Shakespeare is meant is indicated not only by Shake-scene  but also by the parody of a line from one of Shakespeare’s plays, 3 Henry VI: “O, tiger’s heart wrapped in a woman’s hide” (1.4.137). If in 1592 Shakespeare was prominent enough to be attacked by an envious dramatist, he probably had served an apprenticeship in the theater for at least a few years.

In any case, although there are no extant references to Shakespeare between the record of the baptism of his twins in 1585 and Greene’s hostile comment about “Shake-scene” in 1592, it is evident that during some of these “dark years” or “lost years” Shakespeare had acted and written. There are a number of subsequent references to him as an actor. Documents indicate that in 1598 he is a “principal comedian,” in 1603 a “principal tragedian,” in 1608 he is one of the “men players.” (We do not have, however, any solid information about which roles he may have played; later traditions say he played Adam in As You Like It and the ghost in Hamlet, but nothing supports the assertions. Probably his role as dramatist came to supersede his role as actor.) The profession of actor was not for a gentleman, and it occasionally drew the scorn of university men like Greene who resented writing speeches for persons less educated than themselves, but it  was respectable enough; players, if prosperous, were in effect members of the bourgeoisie, and there is nothing to suggest that Stratford considered William Shakespeare less than a solid citizen. When, in 1596, the Shakespeares were granted a coat of arms—i.e., the right to be considered gentlemen—the grant was made to Shakespeare’s father, but probably William Shakespeare had arranged the matter on his own behalf. In subsequent transactions he is occasionally styled a gentleman.

Although in 1593 and 1594 Shakespeare published two narrative poems dedicated to the Earl of Southampton,  Venus and Adonis and The Rape of Lucrece, and may well have written most or all of his sonnets in the middle nineties, Shakespeare’s literary activity seems to have been almost entirely devoted to the theater. (It may be significant that the two narrative poems were written in years when the plague closed the theaters for several months.) In 1594 he was a charter member of a theatrical company called the Chamberlain’s Men, which in 1603 became the royal company, the King’s Men, making Shakespeare the king’s playwright. Until he retired to Stratford (about 1611, apparently), he was with this remarkably stable company. From 1599 the company acted primarily at the Globe theater, in which Shakespeare held a one-tenth interest. Other Elizabethan dramatists are known to have acted, but no other is known also to have been entitled to a share of the profits.

Shakespeare’s first eight published plays did not have his name on them, but this is not remarkable; the most popular play of the period, Thomas Kyd’s The Spanish Tragedy, went through many editions without naming Kyd, and Kyd’s authorship is known only because a book on the profession of acting happens to quote (and attribute to Kyd) some lines on the interest of Roman emperors in the drama. What is remarkable is that after 1598 Shakespeare’s name commonly appears on printed plays—some of which are not his. Presumably his name was a drawing card, and publishers used it to attract potential buyers. Another indication of his popularity comes from Francis Meres, author of Palladis Tamia: Wit’s Treasury (1598). In this anthology of snippets accompanied by an essay on literature, many playwrights are mentioned, but Shakespeare’s name occurs  more often than any other, and Shakespeare is the only playwright whose plays are listed.

From his acting, his play writing, and his share in a playhouse, Shakespeare seems to have made considerable money. He put it to work, making substantial investments in Stratford real estate. As early as 1597 he bought New Place, the second-largest house in Stratford. His family moved in soon afterward, and the house remained in the family until a granddaughter died in 1670. When Shakespeare made his will in 1616, less than a month before he died, he sought to leave his property intact to his descendants. Of small bequests to relatives and to friends (including three actors, Richard Burbage, John Heminges, and Henry Condell), that to his wife of the second-best bed has provoked the most comment. It has sometimes been taken as a sign of an unhappy marriage (other supposed signs are the apparently hasty marriage, his wife’s seniority of eight years, and his residence in London without his family). Perhaps the second-best bed was the bed the couple had slept in, the best bed being reserved for visitors. In any case, had Shakespeare not excepted it, the bed would have gone (with the rest of his household possessions) to his daughter and her husband.

On 25 April 1616 Shakespeare was buried within the chancel of the church at Stratford. An unattractive monument to his memory, placed on a wall near the grave, says that he died on 23 April. Over the grave itself are the lines, perhaps by Shakespeare, that (more than his literary fame) have kept his bones undisturbed in the crowded burial ground where old bones were often dislodged to make way for new:Good friend, for Jesus’ sake forbear
 To dig the dust enclosed here.
 Blessed be the man that spares these stones
 And cursed be he that moves my bones.





A Note on the Anti-Stratfordians, Especially Baconians and Oxfordians

 

Not until 1769—more than a hundred and fifty years after Shakespeare’s death—is there any record of anyone  expressing doubt about Shakespeare’s authorship of the plays and poems. In 1769, however, Herbert Lawrence nominated Francis Bacon (1561-1626) in The Life and Adventures of Common Sense. Since then, at least two dozen other nominees have been offered, including Christopher Marlowe, Sir Walter Raleigh, Queen Elizabeth I, and Edward de Vere, 17th earl of Oxford. The impulse behind all anti-Stratfordian movements is the scarcely concealed snobbish opinion that “the man from Stratford” simply could not have written the plays because he was a country fellow without a university education and without access to high society. Anyone, the argument goes, who used so many legal terms, medical terms, nautical terms, and so forth, and who showed some familiarity with classical writing, must have attended a university, and anyone who knew so much about courtly elegance and courtly deceit must himself have moved among courtiers. The plays do indeed reveal an author whose interests were exceptionally broad, but specialists in any given field—law, medicine, arms and armor, and so on—soon find that the plays do not reveal deep knowledge in specialized matters; indeed, the playwright often gets technical details wrong.

The claim on behalf of Bacon, forgotten almost as soon as it was put forth in 1769, was independently reasserted by Joseph C. Hart in 1848. In 1856 it was reaffirmed by W. H. Smith in a book, and also by Delia Bacon in an article; in 1857 Delia Bacon published a book, arguing that Francis Bacon had directed a group of intellectuals who wrote the plays.

Francis Bacon’s claim has largely faded, perhaps because it was advanced with such evident craziness by Ignatius Donnelly, who in The Great Cryptogram (1888) claimed to break a code in the plays that proved Bacon had written not only the plays attributed to Shakespeare but also other Renaissance works, for instance the plays of Christopher Marlowe and the essays of Montaigne.

Consider the last two lines of the Epilogue in The Tempest: As you from crimes would pardoned be,
Let your indulgence set me free.





What was Shakespeare—sorry, Francis Bacon, Baron Verulam—really saying in these two lines? According to Baconians, the lines are an anagram reading, “Tempest of Francis Bacon, Lord Verulam; do ye ne’er divulge me, ye words.” Ingenious, and it is a pity that in the quotation the letter a appears only twice in the cryptogram, whereas in the deciphered message it appears three times. Oh, no problem; just alter “Verulam” to “Verul’m” and it works out very nicely.

Most people understand that with sufficient ingenuity one can torture any text and find in it what one wishes. For instance: Did Shakespeare have a hand in the King James Version of the Bible? It was nearing completion in 1610, when Shakespeare was forty-six years old. If you look at the 46th Psalm and count forward for forty-six words, you will find the word shake. Now if you go to the end of the psalm and count backward forty-six words, you will find the word  spear. Clear evidence, according to some, that Shakespeare slyly left his mark in the book.

Bacon’s candidacy has largely been replaced in the twentieth century by the candidacy of Edward de Vere (1550-1604), 17th earl of Oxford. The basic ideas behind the Oxford theory, advanced at greatest length by Dorothy and Charlton Ogburn in This Star of England (1952, rev. 1955), a book of 1297 pages, and by Charlton Ogburn in  The Mysterious William Shakespeare (1984), a book of 892 pages, are these: (1) The man from Stratford could not possibly have had the mental equipment and the experience to have written the plays—only a courtier could have written them; (2) Oxford had the requisite background (social position, education, years at Queen Elizabeth’s court); (3) Oxford did not wish his authorship to be known for two basic reasons: writing for the public theater was a vulgar pursuit, and the plays show so much courtly and royal disreputable behavior that they would have compromised Oxford’s position at court. Oxfordians offer countless details to support the claim. For example, Hamlet’s phrase “that ever I was born to set it right” (1.5.89) barely conceals “E. Ver, I was born to set it right,” an unambiguous announcement of de Vere’s authorship, according to This Star of England (p. 654). A second example: Consider Ben  Jonson’s poem entitled “To the Memory of My Beloved Master William Shakespeare,” prefixed to the first collected edition of Shakespeare’s plays in 1623. According to Oxfordians, when Jonson in this poem speaks of the author of the plays as the “swan of Avon,” he is alluding not to William Shakespeare, who was born and died in Stratford-on-Avon and who throughout his adult life owned property there; rather, he is alluding to Oxford, who, the Ogburns say, used “William Shakespeare” as his pen name, and whose manor at Bilton was on the Avon River. Oxfordians do not offer any evidence that Oxford took a pen name, and they do not mention that Oxford had sold the manor in 1581, forty-two years before Jonson wrote his poem. Surely a reference to the Shakespeare who was born in Stratford, who had returned to Stratford, and who had died there only seven years before Jonson wrote the poem is more plausible. And exactly why Jonson, who elsewhere also spoke of Shakespeare as a playwright, and why Heminges and Condell, who had acted with Shakespeare for about twenty years, should speak of Shakespeare as the author in their dedication in the 1623 volume of collected plays is never adequately explained by Oxfordians. Either Jonson, Heminges and Condell, and numerous others were in on the conspiracy, or they were all duped—equally unlikely alternatives. Another difficulty in the Oxford theory is that Oxford died in 1604, and some of the plays are clearly indebted to works and events later than 1604. Among the Oxfordian responses are: At his death Oxford left some plays, and in later years these were touched up by hacks, who added the material that points to later dates. The Tempest, almost universally regarded as one of Shakespeare’s greatest plays and pretty clearly dated to 1611, does indeed date from a period after the death of Oxford, but it is a crude piece of work that should not be included in the canon of works by Oxford.

The anti-Stratfordians, in addition to assuming that the author must have been a man of rank and a university man, usually assume two conspiracies: (1) a conspiracy in Elizabethan and Jacobean times, in which a surprisingly large number of persons connected with the theater knew that the actor Shakespeare did not write the plays attributed to him but for some reason or other pretended that he did; (2) a conspiracy of today’s Stratfordians, the professors who teach Shakespeare in the colleges and universities, who are said to have a vested interest in preserving Shakespeare as the author of the plays they teach. In fact, (1) it is inconceivable that the secret of Shakespeare’s non-authorship could have been preserved by all of the people who supposedly were in on the conspiracy, and (2) academic fame awaits any scholar today who can disprove Shakespeare’s authorship.

The Stratfordian case is convincing not only because hundreds or even thousands of anti-Stratford arguments—of the sort that say “ever I was born” has the secret double meaning “E. Ver, I was born”—add up to nothing at all but also because irrefutable evidence connects the man from Stratford with the London theater and with the authorship of particular plays. The anti-Stratfordians do not seem to understand that it is not enough to dismiss the Stratford case by saying that a fellow from the provinces simply couldn’t have written the plays. Nor do they understand that it is not enough to dismiss all of the evidence connecting Shakespeare with the plays by asserting that it is perjured.




The Shakespeare Canon

We return to William Shakespeare. Thirty-seven plays as well as some nondramatic poems are generally held to constitute the Shakespeare canon, the body of authentic works. The exact dates of composition of most of the works are highly uncertain, but evidence of a starting point and/or of a final limiting point often provides a framework for informed guessing. For example, Richard II cannot be earlier than 1595, the publication date of some material to which it is indebted; The Merchant of Venice cannot be later than 1598, the year Francis Meres mentioned it. Sometimes arguments for a date hang on an alleged topical allusion, such as the lines about the unseasonable weather in A Midsummer  Night’s Dream, 2.1.81-117, but such an allusion, if indeed it is an allusion to an event in the real world, can be variously interpreted, and in any case there is always the possibility that a topical allusion was inserted years later, to bring the play up to date. (The issue of alterations in a text between the  time that Shakespeare drafted it and the time that it was printed—alterations due to censorship or playhouse practice or Shakespeare’s own second thoughts—will be discussed in “The Play Text as a Collaboration” later in this overview.) Dates are often attributed on the basis of style, and although conjectures about style usually rest on other conjectures (such as Shakespeare’s development as a playwright, or the appropriateness of lines to character), sooner or later one must rely on one’s literary sense. There is no documentary proof, for example, that Othello is not as early as Romeo and Juliet, but one feels that Othello is a later, more mature work, and because the first record of its performance is 1604, one is glad enough to set its composition at that date and not push it back into Shakespeare’s early years. (Romeo and Juliet was first published in 1597, but evidence suggests that it was written a little earlier.) The following chronology, then, is indebted not only to facts but also to informed guesswork and sensitivity. The dates, necessarily imprecise for some works, indicate something like a scholarly consensus concerning the time of original composition. Some plays show evidence of later revision.

 

Plays. The first collected edition of Shakespeare, published in 1623, included thirty-six plays. These are all accepted as Shakespeare’s, though for one of them, Henry VIII, he is thought to have had a collaborator. A thirty-seventh play,  Pericles, published in 1609 and attributed to Shakespeare on the title page, is also widely accepted as being partly by Shakespeare even though it is not included in the 1623 volume. Still another play not in the 1623 volume, The Two Noble Kinsmen , was first published in 1634, with a title page attributing it to John Fletcher and Shakespeare. Probably most students of the subject now believe that Shakespeare did indeed have a hand in it. Of the remaining plays attributed at one time or another to Shakespeare, only one, Edward III, anonymously published in 1596, is now regarded by some scholars as a serious candidate. The prevailing opinion, however, is that this rather simple-minded play is not Shakespeare’s; at most he may have revised some passages, chiefly scenes with the Countess of  Salisbury. We include The Two Noble Kinsmen but do not include Edward III in the following list.
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Poems. In 1989 Donald W. Foster published a book in which he argued that “A Funeral Elegy for Master William Peter,” published in 1612, ascribed only to the initials W.S., may be by Shakespeare. Foster later published an article in a scholarly journal, PMLA 111 (1996), in which he asserted the claim more positively. The evidence begins with the initials, and includes the fact that the publisher and the printer of the elegy had published Shakespeare’s Sonnets in 1609. But such facts add up to rather little, especially because no one has found any connection between Shakespeare and William Peter (an Oxford graduate about whom little is known, who was murdered at the age of twenty-nine). The argument is based chiefly on statistical examinations of word patterns, which are said to correlate with Shakespeare’s known work. Despite such correlations, however, many readers feel that the poem does not sound like Shakespeare. True, Shakespeare has a great range of styles, but his work is consistently imaginative and interesting. Many readers find neither of these qualities in “A Funeral Elegy.”
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Shakespeare’s English

1. Spelling and Pronunciation. From the philologist’s point of view, Shakespeare’s English is modern English. It requires footnotes, but the inexperienced reader can comprehend substantial passages with very little help, whereas for the same reader Chaucer’s Middle English is a foreign language. By the beginning of the fifteenth century the chief grammatical changes in English had taken place, and the final unaccented -e of Middle English had been lost (though  it survives even today in spelling, as in name); during the fifteenth century the dialect of London, the commercial and political center, gradually displaced the provincial dialects, at least in writing; by the end of the century, printing had helped to regularize and stabilize the language, especially spelling. Elizabethan spelling may seem erratic to us (there were dozens of spellings of Shakespeare, and a simple word like been was also spelled beene and bin), but it had much in common with our spelling. Elizabethan spelling was conservative in that for the most part it reflected an older pronunciation (Middle English) rather than the sound of the language as it was then spoken, just as our spelling continues to reflect medieval pronunciation—most obviously in the now silent but formerly pronounced letters in a word such as  knight. Elizabethan pronunciation, though not identical with ours, was much closer to ours than to that of the Middle Ages. Incidentally, though no one can be certain about what Elizabethan English sounded like, specialists tend to believe it was rather like the speech of a modern stage Irishman (time apparently was pronounced toime, old pronounced  awld, day pronounced die, and join pronounced jine) and not at all like the Oxford speech that most of us think it was.

An awareness of the difference between our pronunciation and Shakespeare’s is crucial in three areas—in accent, or number of syllables (many metrically regular lines may look irregular to us); in rhymes (which may not look like rhymes); and in puns (which may not look like puns). Examples will be useful. Some words that were at least on occasion stressed differently from today are aspèct, còmplete, fòrlorn, revènue, and sepùlcher. Words that sometimes had an additional syllable are emp[e]ress, Hen[e]ry,  mon[e]th, and villain (three syllables, vil-lay-in). An additional syllable is often found in possessives, like moon’s (pronounced moones) and in words ending in -tion or -sion. Words that had one less syllable than they now have are  needle (pronounced neel ) and violet (pronounced vilet). Among rhymes now lost are one with loan, love with prove,  beast with jest, eat with great. (In reading, trust your sense of metrics and your ear, more than your eye.) An example of a pun that has become obliterated by a change in pronunciation is Falstaff ’s reply to Prince Hal’s “Come, tell us your  reason” in 1 Henry IV: “Give you a reason on compulsion? If reasons were as plentiful as blackberries, I would give no man a reason upon compulsion, I” (2.4.237-40). The ea in  reason was pronounced rather like a long a, like the ai in  raisin, hence the comparison with blackberries.

Puns are not merely attempts to be funny; like metaphors they often involve bringing into a meaningful relationship areas of experience normally seen as remote. In 2 Henry IV,  when Feeble is conscripted, he stoically says, “I care not. A man can die but once. We owe God a death” (3.2.242-43), punning on debt, which was the way death was pronounced. Here an enormously significant fact of life is put into simple commercial imagery, suggesting its commonplace quality. Shakespeare used the same pun earlier in 1 Henry IV, when Prince Hal says to Falstaff, “Why, thou owest God a death,” and Falstaff replies, “ ’Tis not due yet: I would be loath to pay him before his day. What need I be so forward with him that calls not on me?” (5.1.126-29).

Sometimes the puns reveal a delightful playfulness; sometimes they reveal aggressiveness, as when, replying to Claudius’s “But now, my cousin Hamlet, and my son,” Hamlet says, “A little more than kin, and less than kind!” (1.2.64-65). These are Hamlet’s first words in the play, and we already hear him warring verbally against Claudius. Hamlet’s “less than kind” probably means (1) Hamlet is not of Claudius’s family or nature, kind having the sense it still has in our word mankind; (2) Hamlet is not kindly (affectionately) disposed toward Claudius; (3) Claudius is not naturally (but rather unnaturally, in a legal sense incestuously) Hamlet’s father. The puns evidently were not put in as sops to the groundlings; they are an important way of communicating a complex meaning.

 

2. Vocabulary. A conspicuous difficulty in reading Shakespeare is rooted in the fact that some of his words are no longer in common use—for example, words concerned with armor, astrology, clothing, coinage, hawking, horsemanship, law, medicine, sailing, and war. Shakespeare had a large vocabulary—something near thirty thousand words—but it was not so much a vocabulary of big words as a vocabulary drawn from a wide range of life, and it is partly  his ability to call upon a great body of concrete language that gives his plays the sense of being in close contact with life. When the right word did not already exist, he made it up. Among words thought to be his coinages are accommodation, all-knowing, amazement, bare-faced, countless, dexterously, dislocate, dwindle, fancy-free, frugal, indistinguishable, lackluster, laughable, overawe, premeditated, sea change, star-crossed. Among those that have not survived are the verb convive, meaning to feast together, and  smilet, a little smile.

Less overtly troublesome than the technical words but more treacherous are the words that seem readily intelligible to us but whose Elizabethan meanings differ from their modern ones. When Horatio describes the Ghost as an “erring spirit,” he is saying not that the ghost has sinned or made an error but that it is wandering. Here is a short list of some of the most common words in Shakespeare’s plays that often (but not always) have a meaning other than their most usual modern meaning:
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All glosses, of course, are mere approximations; sometimes one of Shakespeare’s words may hover between an older meaning and a modern one, and as we have seen, his words often have multiple meanings.

 

3. Grammar. A few matters of grammar may be surveyed, though it should be noted at the outset that Shakespeare sometimes made up his own grammar. As E.A. Abbott says in A Shakespearian Grammar, “Almost any part of speech can be used as any other part of speech”: a noun as a verb (“he childed as I fathered”); a verb as a noun (“She hath made compare”); or an adverb as an adjective (“a seldom pleasure”). There are hundreds, perhaps thousands, of such instances in the plays, many of which at first glance would not seem at all irregular and would trouble only a pedant. Here are a few broad matters.

Nouns: The Elizabethans thought the -s genitive ending for nouns (as in man’s) derived from his; thus the line “ ’gainst the count his galleys I did some service,” for “the count’s galleys.”

Adjectives: By Shakespeare’s time adjectives had lost the endings that once indicated gender, number, and case. About the only difference between Shakespeare’s adjectives and ours is the use of the now redundant more or most with the comparative (“some more fitter place”) or superlative  (“This was the most unkindest cut of all”). Like double comparatives and double superlatives, double negatives were acceptable; Mercutio “will not budge for no man’s pleasure.”

Pronouns: The greatest change was in pronouns. In Middle English thou, thy, and thee were used among familiars and in speaking to children and inferiors; ye, your, and you were used in speaking to superiors (servants to masters, nobles to the king) or to equals with whom the speaker was not familiar. Increasingly the “polite” forms were used in all direct address, regardless of rank, and the accusative you displaced the nominative ye. Shakespeare sometimes uses  ye instead of you, but even in Shakespeare’s day ye was archaic, and it occurs mostly in rhetorical appeals.

Thou, thy, and thee were not completely displaced, however, and Shakespeare occasionally makes significant use of them, sometimes to connote familiarity or intimacy and sometimes to connote contempt. In Twelfth Night Sir Toby advises Sir Andrew to insult Cesario by addressing him as  thou: “If thou thou’st him some thrice, it shall not be amiss” (3.2.46-47). In Othello when Brabantio is addressing an unidentified voice in the dark he says, “What are you?” (1.1.91), but when the voice identifies itself as the foolish suitor Roderigo, Brabantio uses the contemptuous form, saying, “I have charged thee not to haunt about my doors” (93). He uses this form for a while, but later in the scene, when he comes to regard Roderigo as an ally, he shifts back to the polite you, beginning in line 163, “What said she to you?” and on to the end of the scene. For reasons not yet satisfactorily explained, Elizabethans used thou in addresses to God—“O God, thy arm was here,” the king says in Henry V  (4.8.108)—and to supernatural characters such as ghosts and witches. A subtle variation occurs in Hamlet. When Hamlet first talks with the Ghost in 1.5, he uses thou, but when he sees the Ghost in his mother’s room, in 3.4, he uses you, presumably because he is now convinced that the Ghost is not a counterfeit but is his father.

Perhaps the most unusual use of pronouns, from our point of view, is the neuter singular. In place of our its, his was often used, as in “How far that little candle throws his  beams.” But the use of a masculine pronoun for a neuter noun came to seem unnatural, and so it was used for the possessive as well as the nominative: “The hedge-sparrow fed the cuckoo so long / That it had it head bit off by it young.” In the late sixteenth century the possessive form its developed, apparently by analogy with the -s ending used to indicate a genitive noun, as in book’s, but its was not yet common usage in Shakespeare’s day. He seems to have used  its only ten times, mostly in his later plays. Other usages, such as “you have seen Cassio and she together” or the substitution of who for whom, cause little problem even when noticed.

Verbs, Adverbs, and Prepositions: Verbs cause almost no difficulty: The third person singular present form commonly ends in -s, as in modern English (e.g., “He blesses”), but sometimes in -eth (Portia explains to Shylock that mercy “blesseth him that gives and him that takes”). Broadly speaking, the -eth ending was old-fashioned or dignified or “literary” rather than colloquial, except for the words doth,  hath, and saith. The -eth ending (regularly used in the King James Bible, 1611) is very rare in Shakespeare’s dramatic prose, though not surprisingly it occurs twice in the rather formal prose summary of the narrative poem Lucrece.  Sometimes a plural subject, especially if it has collective force, takes a verb ending in -s, as in “My old bones aches.” Some of our strong or irregular preterites (such as broke) have a different form in Shakespeare (brake); some verbs that now have a weak or regular preterite (such as helped ) in Shakespeare have a strong or irregular preterite (holp). Some adverbs that today end in -ly were not inflected: “grievous sick,” “wondrous strange.” Finally, prepositions often are not the ones we expect: “We are such stuff as dreams are made on,” “I have a king here to my flatterer.”

Again, none of the differences (except meanings that have substantially changed or been lost) will cause much difficulty. But it must be confessed that for some elliptical passages there is no widespread agreement on meaning. Wise editors resist saying more than they know, and when they are uncertain they add a question mark to their gloss.




Shakespeare’s Theater

In Shakespeare’s infancy, Elizabethan actors performed wherever they could—in great halls, at court, in the court-yards of inns. These venues implied not only different audiences but also different playing conditions. The innyards must have made rather unsatisfactory theaters: on some days they were unavailable because carters bringing goods to London used them as depots; when available, they had to be rented from the innkeeper. In 1567, presumably to avoid such difficulties, and also to avoid regulation by the Common Council of London, which was not well disposed toward theatricals, one John Brayne, brother-in-law of the carpenter turned actor James Burbage, built the Red Lion in an eastern suburb of London. We know nothing about its shape or its capacity; we can say only that it may have been the first building in Europe constructed for the purpose of giving plays since the end of antiquity, a thousand years earlier. Even after the building of the Red Lion theatrical activity continued in London in makeshift circumstances, in marketplaces and inns, and always uneasily. In 1574 the Common Council required that plays and playing places in London be licensed becausesundry great disorders and inconveniences have been found to ensue to this city by the inordinate haunting of great multitudes of people, specially youth, to plays, interludes, and shows, namely occasion of frays and quarrels, evil practices of incontinency in great inns having chambers and secret places adjoining to their open stages and galleries.





The Common Council ordered that innkeepers who wished licenses to hold performance put up a bond and make contributions to the poor.

The requirement that plays and innyard theaters be licensed, along with the other drawbacks of playing at inns and presumably along with the success of the Red Lion, led James Burbage to rent a plot of land northeast of the city walls, on property outside the jurisdiction of the city. Here he built England’s second playhouse, called simply the Theatre. About all that is known of its construction is that it was  wood. It soon had imitators, the most famous being the Globe (1599), essentially an amphitheater built across the Thames (again outside the city’s jurisdiction), constructed with timbers of the Theatre, which had been dismantled when Burbage’s lease ran out.

Admission to the theater was one penny, which allowed spectators to stand at the sides and front of the stage that jutted into the yard. An additional penny bought a seat in a covered part of the theater, and a third penny bought a more comfortable seat and a better location. It is notoriously difficult to translate prices into today’s money, since some things that are inexpensive today would have been expensive in the past and vice versa—a pipeful of tobacco (imported, of course) cost a lot of money, about three pennies, and an orange (also imported) cost two or three times what a chicken cost—but perhaps we can get some idea of the low cost of the penny admission when we realize that a penny could also buy a pot of ale. An unskilled laborer made about five or sixpence a day, an artisan about twelve pence a day, and the hired actors (as opposed to the sharers in the company, such as Shakespeare) made about ten pence a performance. A printed play cost five or sixpence. Of course a visit to the theater (like a visit to a baseball game today) usually cost more than the admission since the spectator probably would also buy food and drink. Still, the low entrance fee meant that the theater was available to all except the very poorest people, rather as movies and most athletic events are today. Evidence indicates that the audience ranged from apprentices who somehow managed to scrape together the minimum entrance fee and to escape from their masters for a few hours, to prosperous members of the middle class and aristocrats who paid the additional fee for admission to the galleries. The exact proportion of men to women cannot be determined, but women of all classes certainly were present. Theaters were open every afternoon but Sundays for much of the year, except in times of plague, when they were closed because of fear of infection. By the way, no evidence suggests the presence of toilet facilities. Presumably the patrons relieved themselves by making a quick trip to the fields surrounding the playhouses.

There are four important sources of information about the  structure of Elizabethan public playhouses—drawings, a contract, recent excavations, and stage directions in the plays. Of drawings, only the so-called de Witt drawing (c. 1596) of the Swan—really his friend Aernout van Buchell’s copy of Johannes de Witt’s drawing—is of much significance. The drawing, the only extant representation of the interior of an Elizabethan theater, shows an amphitheater of three tiers, with a stage jutting from a wall into the yard or   center of the building. The tiers are roofed, and part of the stage is covered by a roof that projects from the rear and is supported at its front on two posts, but the groundlings, who paid a penny to stand in front of the stage or at its sides, were exposed to the sky. (Performances in such a playhouse were held only in the daytime; artificial illumination was not used.) At the rear of the stage are two massive doors; above the stage is a gallery.
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Johannes de Witt, a Continental visitor to London, made a drawing of the Swan theater in about the year 1596. The original drawing is lost; this is Aernout van Buchell’s copy of it.

The second major source of information, the contract for the Fortune (built in 1600), specifies that although the Globe (built in 1599) is to be the model, the Fortune is to be square, eighty feet outside and fifty-five inside. The stage is to be forty-three feet broad, and is to extend into the middle of the yard, i.e., it is twenty-seven and a half feet deep.

The third source of information, the 1989 excavations of the Rose (built in 1587), indicate that the Rose was fourteen-sided, about seventy-two feet in diameter with an inner yard almost fifty feet in diameter. The stage at the Rose was about sixteen feet deep, thirty-seven feet wide at the rear, and twenty-seven feet wide downstage. The relatively small dimensions and the tapering stage, in contrast to the rectangular stage in the Swan drawing, surprised theater historians and have made them more cautious in generalizing about the Elizabethan theater. Excavations at the Globe have not yielded much information, though some historians believe that the fragmentary evidence suggests a larger theater, perhaps one hundred feet in diameter.

From the fourth chief source, stage directions in the plays, one learns that entrance to the stage was by the doors at the rear (“Enter one citizen at one door, and another at the other”). A curtain hanging across the doorway—or a curtain hanging between the two doorways—could provide a place where a character could conceal himself, as Polonius does, when he wishes to overhear the conversation between Hamlet and Gertrude. Similarly, withdrawing a curtain from the doorway could “discover” (reveal) a character or two. Such discovery scenes are very rare in Elizabethan drama, but a good example occurs in The Tempest (5.1.171), where a stage direction tells us, “Here Prospero discovers Ferdinand and Miranda playing at chess.” There was also some sort of playing space “aloft” or “above” to represent, for  instance, the top of a city’s walls or a room above the street. Doubtless each theater had its own peculiarities, but perhaps we can talk about a “typical” Elizabethan theater if we realize that no theater need exactly fit the description, just as no mother is the average mother with 2.7 children.

This hypothetical theater is wooden, round, or polygonal (in Henry V Shakespeare calls it a “wooden O”) capable of holding some eight hundred spectators who stood in the yard around the projecting elevated stage—these spectators were the “groundlings”—and some fifteen hundred additional spectators who sat in the three roofed galleries. The stage, protected by a “shadow” or “heavens” or roof, is entered from two doors; behind the doors is the “tiring house” (attiring house, i.e., dressing room), and above the stage is some sort of gallery that may sometimes hold spectators but can be used (for example) as the bedroom from which Romeo—according to a stage direction in one text—“goeth down.” Some evidence suggests that a throne can be lowered onto the platform stage, perhaps from the “shadow”; certainly characters can descend from the stage through a trap or traps into the cellar or “hell.” Sometimes this space beneath the stage accommodates a sound-effects man or musician (in Antony and Cleopatra “music of the hautboys  [oboes] is under the stage”) or an actor (in Hamlet the  “Ghost cries under the stage”). Most characters simply walk on and off through the doors, but because there is no curtain in front of the platform, corpses will have to be carried off (Hamlet obligingly clears the stage of Polonius’s corpse, when he says, “I’ll lug the guts into the neighbor room”). Other characters may have fallen at the rear, where a curtain on a doorway could be drawn to conceal them.

Such may have been the “public theater,” so called because its inexpensive admission made it available to a wide range of the populace. Another kind of theater has been called the “private theater” because its much greater admission charge (sixpence versus the penny for general admission at the public theater) limited its audience to the wealthy or the prodigal. The private theater was basically a large room, entirely roofed and therefore artificially illuminated, with a stage at one end. The theaters thus were distinct in two ways: One was essentially an amphitheater that  catered to the general public; the other was a hall that catered to the wealthy. In 1576 a hall theater was established in Blackfriars, a Dominican priory in London that had been suppressed in 1538 and confiscated by the Crown and thus was not under the city’s jurisdiction. All the actors in this Blackfriars theater were boys about eight to thirteen years old (in the public theaters similar boys played female parts; a boy Lady Macbeth played to a man Macbeth). Near the end of this section on Shakespeare’s theater we will talk at some length about possible implications in this convention of using boys to play female roles, but for the moment we should say that it doubtless accounts for the relative lack of female roles in Elizabethan drama. Thus, in A Midsummer  Night’s Dream, out of twenty-one named roles, only four are female; in Hamlet, out of twenty-four, only two (Gertrude and Ophelia) are female. Many of Shakespeare’s characters have fathers but no mothers—for instance, King Lear’s daughters. We need not bring in Freud to explain the disparity; a dramatic company had only a few boys in it.

To return to the private theaters, in some of which all of the performers were children—the “eyrie of . . . little eyases” (nest of unfledged hawks—2.2.347-48) which Rosencrantz mentions when he and Guildenstern talk with Hamlet. The theater in Blackfriars had a precarious existence, and ceased operations in 1584. In 1596 James Burbage, who had already made theatrical history by building the Theatre, began to construct a second Blackfriars theater. He died in 1597, and for several years this second Blackfriars theater was used by a troupe of boys, but in 1608 two of Burbage’s sons and five other actors (including Shakespeare) became joint operators of the theater, using it in the winter when the open-air Globe was unsuitable. Perhaps such a smaller theater, roofed, artificially illuminated, and with a tradition of a wealthy audience, exerted an influence in Shakespeare’s late plays.

Performances in the private theaters may well have had intermissions during which music was played, but in the public theaters the action was probably uninterrupted, flowing from scene to scene almost without a break. Actors would enter, speak, exit, and others would immediately enter and establish (if necessary) the new locale by a few properties and by words and gestures. To indicate that the  scene took place at night, a player or two would carry a torch. Here are some samples of Shakespeare establishing the scene:

 

This is Illyria, lady.

(Twelfth Night, 1.2.2)

 

Well, this is the Forest of Arden.

(As You Like It, 2.4.14)

 

This castle has a pleasant seat; the air Nimbly and sweetly recommends itself Unto our gentle senses.

(Macbeth, 1.6.1-3)

 

The west yet glimmers with some streaks of day.

(Macbeth, 3.3.5)



 

Sometimes a speech will go far beyond evoking the minimal setting of place and time, and will, so to speak, evoke the social world in which the characters move. For instance, early in the first scene of The Merchant of Venice Salerio suggests an explanation for Antonio’s melancholy. (In the following passage, pageants are decorated wagons, floats, and cursy is the verb “to curtsy,” or “to bow.”)Your mind is tossing on the ocean, 
There where your argosies with portly sail—
Like signiors and rich burghers on the flood, 
Or as it were the pageants of the sea—
Do overpeer the petty traffickers 
That cursy to them, do them reverence, 
As they fly by them with their woven wings.

(1.1.8-14)





Late in the nineteenth century, when Henry Irving produced the play with elaborate illusionistic sets, the first scene showed a ship moored in the harbor, with fruit vendors and dock laborers, in an effort to evoke the bustling and exotic life of Venice. But Shakespeare’s words give us this exotic, rich world of commerce in his highly descriptive language when Salerio speaks of “argosies with portly sail” that fly with “woven wings”; equally important, through Salerio Shakespeare conveys a sense of the orderly, hierarchical  society in which the lesser ships, “the petty traffickers,” curtsy and thereby “do . . . reverence” to their superiors, the merchant prince’s ships, which are “Like signiors and rich burghers.”

On the other hand, it is a mistake to think that except for verbal pictures the Elizabethan stage was bare. Although Shakespeare’s Chorus in Henry V calls the stage an “unworthy scaffold” (Prologue 1.10) and urges the spectators to “eke out our performance with your mind” (Prologue 3.35), there was considerable spectacle. The last act of Macbeth, for instance, has five stage directions calling for “drum and colors,” and another sort of appeal to the eye is indicated by the stage direction “Enter Macduff, with Macbeth’s head.” Some scenery and properties may have been substantial; doubtless a throne was used, but the pillars supporting the roof would have served for the trees on which Orlando pins his poems in As You Like It.

Having talked about the public theater—“this wooden  O”—at some length, we should mention again that Shakespeare’s plays were performed also in other locales. Alvin Kernan, in Shakespeare, the King’s Playwright: Theater in the Stuart Court 1603-1613 (1995) points out that “several of [Shakespeare’s] plays contain brief theatrical performances, set always in a court or some noble house. When Shakespeare portrayed a theater, he did not, except for the choruses in Henry V, imagine a public theater” (p. 195). (Examples include episodes in The Taming of the Shrew, A Midsummer Night’s Dream, Hamlet, and The Tempest.)

 

A Note on the Use of Boy Actors in Female Roles

 

Until fairly recently, scholars were content to mention that the convention existed; they sometimes also mentioned that it continued the medieval practice of using males in female roles, and that other theaters, notably in ancient Greece and in China and Japan, also used males in female roles. (In classical Noh drama in Japan, males still play the female roles.) Prudery may have been at the root of the academic failure to talk much about the use of boy actors, or maybe there really is not much more to say than that it was a convention of a male-centered culture (Stephen Greenblatt’s view, in Shakespearean Negotiations [1988]). Further, the very nature of a convention is that it is not thought about: Hamlet is a Dane and Julius Caesar is a Roman, but in Shakespeare’s plays they speak English, and we in the audience never give this odd fact a thought. Similarly, a character may speak in the presence of others and we understand, again without thinking about it, that he or she is not heard by the figures on the stage (the aside); a character alone on the stage may speak (the soliloquy), and we do not take the character to be unhinged; in a realistic (box) set, the fourth wall, which allows us to see what is going on, is miraculously missing. The no-nonsense view, then, is that the boy actor was an accepted convention, accepted unthinkingly—just as today we know that Kenneth Branagh is not Hamlet, Al Pacino is not Richard III, and Denzel Washington is not the Prince of Aragon. In this view, the audience takes the performer for the role, and that is that; such is the argument we now make for race-free casting, in which African-Americans and Asians can play roles of persons who lived in medieval Denmark and ancient Rome. But gender perhaps is different, at least today. It is a matter of abundant academic study: The Elizabethan theater is now sometimes called a transvestite theater, and we hear much about cross-dressing.

Shakespeare himself in a very few passages calls attention to the use of boys in female roles. At the end of As You Like It the boy who played Rosalind addresses the audience, and says, “O men, . . . if I were a woman, I would kiss as many of you as had beards that pleased me.” But this is in the Epilogue; the plot is over, and the actor is stepping out of the play and into the audience’s everyday world. A second reference to the practice of boys playing female roles occurs in  Antony and Cleopatra, when Cleopatra imagines that she and Antony will be the subject of crude plays, her role being performed by a boy:The quick comedians
 Extemporally will stage us, and present
 Our Alexandrian revels: Antony
 Shall be brought drunken forth, and I shall see
 Some squeaking Cleopatra boy my greatness.

(5.2.216-20)





In a few other passages, Shakespeare is more indirect. For instance, in Twelfth Night Viola, played of course by a boy, disguises herself as a young man and seeks service in the house of a lord. She enlists the help of a Captain, and (by way of explaining away her voice and her beardlessness) says,I’ll serve this duke 
Thou shalt present me as an eunuch to him.

(1.2.55-56)





In Hamlet, when the players arrive in 2.2, Hamlet jokes with the boy who plays a female role. The boy has grown since Hamlet last saw him: “By’r Lady, your ladyship is nearer to heaven than when I saw you last by the altitude of a chopine” (a lady’s thick-soled shoe). He goes on: “Pray God your voice . . . be not cracked” (434-38).

Exactly how sexual, how erotic, this material was and is, is now much disputed. Again, the use of boys may have been unnoticed, or rather not thought about—an unexamined convention—by most or all spectators most of the time, perhaps all of the time, except when Shakespeare calls the convention to the attention of the audience, as in the passages just quoted. Still, an occasional bit seems to invite erotic thoughts. The clearest example is the name that Rosalind takes in As You Like It, Ganymede—the beautiful youth whom Zeus abducted. Did boys dressed to play female roles carry homoerotic appeal for straight men (Lisa Jardine’s view, in Still Harping on Daughters [1983]), or for gay men, or for some or all women in the audience? Further, when the boy actor played a woman who (for the purposes of the plot) disguised herself as a male, as Rosalind, Viola, and Portia do—so we get a boy playing a woman playing a man—what sort of appeal was generated, and for what sort of spectator?

Some scholars have argued that the convention empowered women by letting female characters display a freedom unavailable in Renaissance patriarchal society; the convention, it is said, undermined rigid gender distinctions. In this view, the convention (along with plots in which female characters for a while disguised themselves as young men) allowed Shakespeare to say what some modern gender  critics say: Gender is a constructed role rather than a biological given, something we make, rather than a fixed binary opposition of male and female (see Juliet Dusinberre, in  Shakespeare and the Nature of Women [1975]). On the other hand, some scholars have maintained that the male disguise assumed by some female characters serves only to reaffirm traditional social distinctions since female characters who don male garb (notably Portia in The Merchant of Venice  and Rosalind in As You Like It) return to their female garb and at least implicitly (these critics say) reaffirm the status quo. (For this last view, see Clara Claiborne Park, in an essay in The Woman’s Part, ed. Carolyn Ruth Swift Lenz et al. [1980].) Perhaps no one answer is right for all plays; in  As You Like It cross-dressing empowers Rosalind, but in  Twelfth Night cross-dressing comically traps Viola.




Shakespeare’s Dramatic Language: Costumes, Gestures and Silences; Prose and Poetry

Because Shakespeare was a dramatist, not merely a poet, he worked not only with language but also with costume, sound effects, gestures, and even silences. We have already discussed some kinds of spectacle in the preceding section, and now we will begin with other aspects of visual language; a theater, after all, is literally a “place for seeing.” Consider the opening stage direction in The Tempest, the first play in the first published collection of Shakespeare’s plays: “A tempestuous noise of thunder and Lightning heard: Enter a Ship-master, and a Boteswain.”

 

Costumes: What did that shipmaster and that boatswain wear? Doubtless they wore something that identified them as men of the sea. Not much is known about the costumes that Elizabethan actors wore, but at least three points are clear: (1) many of the costumes were splendid versions of contemporary Elizabethan dress; (2) some attempts were made to approximate the dress of certain occupations and of antique or exotic characters such as Romans, Turks, and Jews; (3) some costumes indicated that the wearer was  supernatural. Evidence for elaborate Elizabethan clothing can be found in the plays themselves and in contemporary comments about the “sumptuous” players who wore the discarded clothing of noblemen, as well as in account books that itemize such things as “a scarlet cloak with two broad gold laces, with gold buttons down the sides.”

The attempts at approximation of the dress of certain occupations and nationalities also can be documented from the plays themselves, and it derives additional confirmation from a drawing of the first scene of Shakespeare’s Titus  Andronicus—the only extant Elizabethan picture of an identifiable episode in a play. (See pp. xxxviii-xxxix.) The drawing, probably done in 1594 or 1595, shows Queen Tamora pleading for mercy. She wears a somewhat medieval-looking robe and a crown; Titus wears a toga and a wreath, but two soldiers behind him wear costumes fairly close to Elizabethan dress. We do not know, however, if the drawing represents an actual stage production in the public theater, or perhaps a private production, or maybe only a reader’s visualization of an episode. Further, there is some conflicting evidence: In Julius Caesar a reference is made to Caesar’s doublet (a close-fitting jacket), which, if taken literally, suggests that even the protagonist did not wear Roman clothing; and certainly the lesser characters, who are said to wear hats, did not wear Roman garb.

It should be mentioned, too, that even ordinary clothing can be symbolic: Hamlet’s “inky cloak,” for example, sets him apart from the brightly dressed members of Claudius’s court and symbolizes his mourning; the fresh clothes that are put on King Lear partly symbolize his return to sanity. Consider, too, the removal of disguises near the end of some plays. For instance, Rosalind in As You Like It and Portia and Nerissa in The Merchant of Venice remove their male attire, thus again becoming fully themselves.

 

Gestures and Silences: Gestures are an important part of a dramatist’s language. King Lear kneels before his daughter Cordelia for a benediction (4.7.57-59), an act of humility that contrasts with his earlier speeches banishing her and that contrasts also with a comparable gesture, his ironic  kneeling before Regan (2.4.153-55). Northumberland’s failure to kneel before King Richard II (3.3.71-72) speaks volumes. As for silences, consider a moment in Coriolanus:  Before the protagonist yields to his mother’s entreaties (5.3.182), there is this stage direction: “Holds her by the hand, silent.” Another example of “speech in dumbness” occurs in Macbeth, when Macduff learns that his wife and children have been murdered. He is silent at first, as Malcolm’s speech indicates: “What, man! Ne’er pull your hat upon your brows. Give sorrow words” (4.3.208-09). (For a discussion of such moments, see Philip C. McGuire’s  Speechless Dialect: Shakespeare’s Open Silences [1985].)

Of course when we think of Shakespeare’s work, we think primarily of his language, both the poetry and the prose.
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Prose: Although two of his plays (Richard II and King John) have no prose at all, about half the others have at least one quarter of the dialogue in prose, and some have notably more: 1 Henry IV and 2 Henry IV, about half; As You Like It   and Twelfth Night, a little more than half; Much Ado About Nothing, more than three quarters; and The Merry Wives of Windsor, a little more than five sixths. We should remember that despite Molière’s joke about M. Jourdain, who was amazed to learn that he spoke prose, most of us do not speak prose. Rather, we normally utter repetitive, shapeless, and often ungrammatical torrents; prose is something very different—a sort of literary imitation of speech at its most coherent.
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Today we may think of prose as “natural” for drama; or even if we think that poetry is appropriate for high tragedy we may still think that prose is the right medium for comedy. Greek, Roman, and early English comedies, however, were written in verse. In fact, prose was not generally considered a literary medium in England until the late fifteenth century; Chaucer tells even his bawdy stories in verse. By the end of the 1580s, however, prose had established itself on the English comic stage. In tragedy, Marlowe made some use of prose, not simply in the speeches of clownish servants but  even in the speech of a tragic hero, Doctor Faustus. Still, before Shakespeare, prose normally was used in the theater only for special circumstances: (1) letters and proclamations, to set them off from the poetic dialogue; (2) mad characters, to indicate that normal thinking has become disordered; and (3) low comedy, or speeches uttered by clowns even when they are not being comic. Shakespeare made use of these conventions, but he also went far beyond them. Sometimes he begins a scene in prose and then shifts into verse as the emotion is heightened; or conversely, he may shift from verse to prose when a speaker is lowering the emotional level, as when Brutus speaks in the Forum.

Shakespeare’s prose usually is not prosaic. Hamlet’s prose includes not only small talk with Rosencrantz and Guildenstern but also princely reflections on “What a piece of work is a man” (2.2.312). In conversation with Ophelia, he shifts from light talk in verse to a passionate prose denunciation of women (3.1.103), though the shift to prose here is perhaps also intended to suggest the possibility of madness. (Consult Brian Vickers, The Artistry of Shakespeare’s Prose  [1968].)

 

Poetry: Drama in rhyme in England goes back to the Middle Ages, but by Shakespeare’s day rhyme no longer dominated poetic drama; a finer medium, blank verse (strictly speaking, unrhymed lines of ten syllables, with the stress on every second syllable) had been adopted. But before looking at unrhymed poetry, a few things should be said about the chief uses of rhyme in Shakespeare’s plays. (1) A couplet (a pair of rhyming lines) is sometimes used to convey emotional heightening at the end of a blank verse speech; (2) characters sometimes speak a couplet as they leave the stage, suggesting closure; (3) except in the latest plays, scenes fairly often conclude with a couplet, and sometimes, as in Richard II, 2.1.145-46, the entrance of a new character within a scene is preceded by a couplet, which wraps up the earlier portion of that scene; (4) speeches of two characters occasionally are linked by rhyme, most notably in Romeo and Juliet,  1.5.95-108, where the lovers speak a sonnet between them; elsewhere a taunting reply occasionally rhymes with the  previous speaker’s last line; (5) speeches with sententious or gnomic remarks are sometimes in rhyme, as in the duke’s speech in Othello (1.3.199-206); (6) speeches of sardonic mockery are sometimes in rhyme—for example, Iago’s speech on women in Othello (2.1.146-58)—and they sometimes conclude with an emphatic couplet, as in Bolingbroke’s speech on comforting words in Richard II  (1.3.301-2); (7) some characters are associated with rhyme, such as the fairies in A Midsummer Night’s Dream; (8) in the early plays, especially The Comedy of Errors and The Taming of the Shrew, comic scenes that in later plays would be in prose are in jingling rhymes; (9) prologues, choruses, plays-within-the-play, inscriptions, vows, epilogues, and so on are often in rhyme, and the songs in the plays are rhymed.

Neither prose nor rhyme immediately comes to mind when we first think of Shakespeare’s medium: It is blank verse, unrhymed iambic pentameter. (In a mechanically exact line there are five iambic feet. An iambic foot consists of two syllables, the second accented, as in away; five feet make a pentameter line. Thus, a strict line of iambic pentameter contains ten syllables, the even syllables being stressed more heavily than the odd syllables. Fortunately, Shakespeare usually varies the line somewhat.) The first speech in A Midsummer Night’s Dream, spoken by Duke Theseus to his betrothed, is an example of blank verse:Now, fair Hippolyta, our nuptial hour
 Draws on apace. Four happy days bring in
 Another moon; but, O, methinks, how slow
 This old moon wanes! She lingers my desires,
 Like to a stepdame, or a dowager,
 Long withering out a young man’s revenue.

(1.1.1-6)





As this passage shows, Shakespeare’s blank verse is not mechanically unvarying. Though the predominant foot is the iamb (as in apace or desires), there are numerous variations. In the first line the stress can be placed on “fair,” as the regular metrical pattern suggests, but it is likely that “Now” gets almost as much emphasis; probably in the second line “Draws” is more heavily emphasized than “on,” giving us a  trochee (a stressed syllable followed by an unstressed one); and in the fourth line each word in the phrase “This old moon wanes” is probably stressed fairly heavily, conveying by two spondees (two feet, each of two stresses) the oppressive tedium that Theseus feels.

In Shakespeare’s early plays much of the blank verse is end-stopped (that is, it has a heavy pause at the end of each line), but he later developed the ability to write iambic pentameter verse paragraphs (rather than lines) that give the illusion of speech. His chief techniques are (1) enjambing, i.e., running the thought beyond the single line, as in the first three lines of the speech just quoted; (2) occasionally replacing an iamb with another foot; (3) varying the position of the chief pause (the caesura) within a line; (4) adding an occasional unstressed syllable at the end of a line, traditionally called a feminine ending; (5) and beginning or ending a speech with a half line.

Shakespeare’s mature blank verse has much of the rhythmic flexibility of his prose; both the language, though richly figurative and sometimes dense, and the syntax seem natural. It is also often highly appropriate to a particular character. Consider, for instance, this speech from Hamlet, in which Claudius, King of Denmark (“the Dane”), speaks to Laertes:And now, Laertes, what’s the news with you?
 You told us of some suit. What is’t, Laertes?
 You cannot speak of reason to the Dane
 And lose your voice. What wouldst thou beg, Laertes,
 That shall not be my offer, not thy asking?

(1.2.42-46)





Notice the short sentences and the repetition of the name “Laertes,” to whom the speech is addressed. Notice, too, the shift from the royal “us” in the second line to the more intimate “my” in the last line, and from “you” in the first three lines to the more intimate “thou” and “thy” in the last two lines. Claudius knows how to ingratiate himself with Laertes.

For a second example of the flexibility of Shakespeare’s blank verse, consider a passage from Macbeth. Distressed  by the doctor’s inability to cure Lady Macbeth and by the imminent battle, Macbeth addresses some of his remarks to the doctor and others to the servant who is arming him. The entire speech, with its pauses, interruptions, and irresolution (in “Pull’t off, I say,” Macbeth orders the servant to remove the armor that the servant has been putting on him), catches Macbeth’s disintegration. (In the first line, physic means “medicine,” and in the fourth and fifth lines, cast the water  means “analyze the urine.”)

Throw physic to the dogs, I’ll none of it.
 Come, put mine armor on. Give me my staff.
 Seyton, send out.—Doctor, the thanes fly from me.—
 Come, sir, dispatch. If thou couldst, doctor, cast
 The water of my land, find her disease
 And purge it to a sound and pristine health,
 I would applaud thee to the very echo,
 That should applaud again.—Pull’t off, I say.—
 What rhubarb, senna, or what purgative drug,
 Would scour these English hence? Hear’st thou of them?

(5.3.47-56)



 

Blank verse, then, can be much more than unrhymed iambic pentameter, and even within a single play Shakespeare’s blank verse often consists of several styles, depending on the speaker and on the speaker’s emotion at the moment.




The Play Text as a Collaboration

Shakespeare’s fellow dramatist Ben Jonson reported that the actors said of Shakespeare, “In his writing, whatsoever he penned, he never blotted out line,” i.e., never crossed out material and revised his work while composing. None of Shakespeare’s plays survives in manuscript (with the possible exception of a scene in Sir Thomas More), so we cannot fully evaluate the comment, but in a few instances the published work clearly shows that he revised his manuscript. Consider the following passage (shown here in facsimile) from the best early text of Romeo and Juliet, the Second Quarto (1599):

Ro. Would I were sleepe and peace to sweet to rest
 The grey eyde morne smiles on the frowning night,
 Checkring the Easterne Clouds with streaks of light,
 And darknesse fleckted like a drunkard reeles,
 From forth aies pathtway, made by Tytans wheeles.
 Heike will I to my ghostly Friers close cell,
 His helpe to crauc, and my &are hap to tell. Exit.

Enter Frier alone with a basket (night,
 Fri. The grey-eyed morne smiles on the frowning
 Checking the Easterne clowdes with streaks of light:
 And fleckeld darknesse like a drunkard reeles,
 From forth daies path, and Titans burning wheeles:
 Now erethe fun aduance his burning eie,



Romeo rather elaborately tells us that the sun at dawn is dispelling the night (morning is smiling, the eastern clouds are checked with light, and the sun’s chariot—Titan’s wheels—advances), and he will seek out his spiritual father, the Friar. He exits and, oddly, the Friar enters and says pretty much the same thing about the sun. Both speakers say that “the gray-eyed morn smiles on the frowning night,” but there are small differences, perhaps having more to do with the business of printing the book than with the author’s composition: For Romeo’s “checkring,” “fleckted,” and “pathway,” we get the Friar’s “checking,” “fleckeld,” and “path.” (Notice, by the way, the inconsistency in Elizabethan spelling: Romeo’s “clouds” become the Friar’s “clowdes.”)

Both versions must have been in the printer’s copy, and it seems safe to assume that both were in Shakespeare’s manuscript. He must have written one version—let’s say he first wrote Romeo’s closing lines for this scene—and then he decided, no, it’s better to give this lyrical passage to the Friar, as the opening of a new scene, but he neglected to delete the first version. Editors must make a choice, and they may feel that the reasonable thing to do is to print the text as Shakespeare intended it. But how can we know what he intended? Almost all modern editors delete the lines from  Romeo’s speech, and retain the Friar’s lines. They don’t do this because they know Shakespeare’s intention, however. They give the lines to the Friar because the first published version (1597) of Romeo and Juliet gives only the Friar’s version, and this text (though in many ways inferior to the 1599 text) is thought to derive from the memory of some actors, that is, it is thought to represent a performance, not just a script. Maybe during the course of rehearsals Shakespeare—an actor as well as an author—unilaterally decided that the Friar should speak the lines; if so (remember that we don’t know this to be a fact) his final intention was to give the speech to the Friar. Maybe, however, the actors talked it over and settled on the Friar, with or without Shakespeare’s approval. On the other hand, despite the 1597 version, one might argue (if only weakly) on behalf of giving the lines to Romeo rather than to the Friar, thus: (1) Romeo’s comment on the coming of the daylight emphasizes his separation from Juliet, and (2) the figurative language seems more appropriate to Romeo than to the Friar. Having said this, in the Signet edition we have decided in this instance to draw on the evidence provided by earlier text and to give the lines to the Friar, on the grounds that since Q1 reflects a production, in the theater (at least on one occasion) the lines were spoken by the Friar.

A playwright sold a script to a theatrical company. The script thus belonged to the company, not the author, and author and company alike must have regarded this script not as a literary work but as the basis for a play that the actors would create on the stage. We speak of Shakespeare as the author of the plays, but readers should bear in mind that the texts they read, even when derived from a single text, such as the First Folio (1623), are inevitably the collaborative work not simply of Shakespeare with his company—doubtless during rehearsals the actors would suggest alterations—but also with other forces of the age. One force was governmental censorship. In 1606 parliament passed “an Act to restrain abuses of players,” prohibiting the utterance of oaths and the name of God. So where the earliest text of Othello gives us “By heaven” (3.3.106), the first Folio gives “Alas,” presumably reflecting the compliance of stage practice with the law. Similarly, the 1623 version  of King Lear omits the oath “Fut” (probably from “By God’s foot”) at 1.2.142, again presumably reflecting the line as it was spoken on the stage. Editors who seek to give the reader the play that Shakespeare initially conceived—the “authentic” play conceived by the solitary Shakespeare—probably will restore the missing oaths and references to God. Other editors, who see the play as a collaborative work, a construction made not only by Shakespeare but also by actors and compositors and even government censors, may claim that what counts is the play as it was actually performed. Such editors regard the censored text as legitimate, since it is the play that was (presumably) finally put on. A performed text, they argue, has more historical reality than a text produced by an editor who has sought to get at what Shakespeare initially wrote. In this view, the text of a play is rather like the script of a film; the script is not the film, and the play text is not the performed play. Even if we want to talk about the play that Shakespeare “intended,” we will find ourselves talking about a script that he handed over to a company with the intention that it be implemented by actors. The “intended” play is the one that the actors—we might almost say “society”—would help to construct.

Further, it is now widely held that a play is also the work of readers and spectators, who do not simply receive meaning, but who create it when they respond to the play. This idea is fully in accord with contemporary post-structuralist critical thinking, notably Roland Barthes’s “The Death of the Author,” in Image-Music-Text (1977) and Michel Foucault’s “What Is an Author?,” in The Foucault Reader  (1984). The gist of the idea is that an author is not an isolated genius; rather, authors are subject to the politics and other social structures of their age. A dramatist especially is a worker in a collaborative project, working most obviously with actors—parts may be written for particular actors—but working also with the audience. Consider the words of Samuel Johnson, written to be spoken by the actor David Garrick at the opening of a theater in 1747:The stage but echoes back the public voice; 
The drama’s laws, the drama’s patrons give, 
For we that live to please, must please to live.





The audience—the public taste as understood by the playwright—helps to determine what the play is. Moreover, even members of the public who are not part of the playwright’s immediate audience may exert an influence through censorship. We have already glanced at governmental censorship, but there are also other kinds. Take one of Shakespeare’s most beloved characters, Falstaff, who appears in three of Shakespeare’s plays, the two parts of Henry IV and The Merry Wives of Windsor. He appears with this name in the earliest printed version of the first of these plays, 1 Henry IV, but we know that Shakespeare originally called him (after an historical figure) Sir John Oldcastle. Oldcastle appears in Shakespeare’s source (partly reprinted in the Signet edition of 1 Henry IV), and a trace of the name survives in Shakespeare’s play, 1.2.43-44, where Prince Hal punningly addresses Falstaff as “my old lad of the castle.” But for some reason—perhaps because the family of the historical Oldcastle complained—Shakespeare had to change the name. In short, the play as we have it was (at least in this detail) subject to some sort of censorship. If we think that a text should present what we take to be the author’s intention, we probably will want to replace Falstaff with Oldcastle. But if we recognize that a play is a collaboration, we may welcome the change, even if it was forced on Shakespeare. Somehow  Falstaff, with its hint of false-staff, i.e., inadequate prop, seems just right for this fat knight who, to our delight, entertains the young prince with untruths. We can go as far as saying that, at least so far as a play is concerned, an insistence on the author’s original intention (even if we could know it) can sometimes impoverish the text.

The tiny example of Falstaff ’s name illustrates the point that the text we read is inevitably only a version—something in effect produced by the collaboration of the playwright with his actors, audiences, compositors, and editors—of a fluid text that Shakespeare once wrote, just as the Hamlet  that we see on the screen starring Kenneth Branagh is not the  Hamlet that Shakespeare saw in an open-air playhouse starring Richard Burbage. Hamlet itself, as we shall note in a moment, also exists in several versions. It is not surprising that there is now much talk about the instability of Shakespeare’s texts.

Because he was not only a playwright but was also an actor and a shareholder in a theatrical company, Shakespeare probably was much involved with the translation of the play from a manuscript to a stage production. He may or may not have done some rewriting during rehearsals, and he may or may not have been happy with cuts that were made. Some plays, notably Hamlet and King Lear, are so long that it is most unlikely that the texts we read were acted in their entirety. Further, for both of these plays we have more than one early text that demands consideration. In Hamlet, the Second Quarto (1604) includes some two hundred lines not found in the Folio (1623). Among the passages missing from the Folio are two of Hamlet’s reflective speeches, the “dram of evil” speech (1.4.13-38) and “How all occasions do inform against me” (4.4.32-66). Since the Folio has more numerous and often fuller stage directions, it certainly looks as though in the Folio we get a theatrical version of the play, a text whose cuts were probably made—this is only a hunch, of course—not because Shakespeare was changing his conception of Hamlet but because the playhouse demanded a modified play. (The problem is complicated, since the Folio not only cuts some of the Quarto but adds some material. Various explanations have been offered.)

Or take an example from King Lear. In the First and Second Quarto (1608, 1619), the final speech of the play is given to Albany, Lear’s surviving son-in-law, but in the First Folio version (1623), the speech is given to Edgar. The Quarto version is in accord with tradition—usually the highest-ranking character in a tragedy speaks the final words. Why does the Folio give the speech to Edgar? One possible answer is this: The Folio version omits some of Albany’s speeches in earlier scenes, so perhaps it was decided (by Shakespeare? by the players?) not to give the final lines to so pale a character. In fact, the discrepancies are so many between the two texts, that some scholars argue we do not simply have texts showing different theatrical productions. Rather, these scholars say, Shakespeare substantially revised the play, and we really have two versions of  King Lear (and of Othello also, say some)—two different plays—not simply two texts, each of which is in some ways imperfect.

In this view, the 1608 version of Lear may derive from Shakespeare’s manuscript, and the 1623 version may derive from his later revision. The Quartos have almost three hundred lines not in the Folio, and the Folio has about a hundred lines not in the Quartos. It used to be held that all the texts were imperfect in various ways and from various causes—some passages in the Quartos were thought to have been set from a manuscript that was not entirely legible, other passages were thought to have been set by a compositor who was new to setting plays, and still other passages were thought to have been provided by an actor who misremembered some of the lines. This traditional view held that an editor must draw on the Quartos and the Folio in order to get Shakespeare’s “real” play. The new argument holds (although not without considerable strain) that we have two authentic plays, Shakespeare’s early version (in the Quarto) and Shakespeare’s—or his theatrical company’s—revised version (in the Folio). Not only theatrical demands but also Shakespeare’s own artistic sense, it is argued, called for extensive revisions. Even the titles vary: Q1 is called True  Chronicle Historie of the life and death of King Lear and his three Daughters, whereas the Folio text is called The  Tragedie of King Lear. To combine the two texts in order to produce what the editor thinks is the play that Shakespeare intended to write is, according to this view, to produce a text that is false to the history of the play. If the new view is correct, and we do have texts of two distinct versions of Lear  rather than two imperfect versions of one play, it supports in a textual way the poststructuralist view that we cannot possibly have an unmediated vision of (in this case) a play by Shakespeare; we can only recognize a plurality of visions.




Editing Texts

Though eighteen of his plays were published during his lifetime, Shakespeare seems never to have supervised their publication. There is nothing unusual here; when a playwright sold a play to a theatrical company he surrendered his ownership to it. Normally a company would not publish the play, because to publish it meant to allow competitors to  acquire the piece. Some plays did get published: Apparently hard-up actors sometimes pieced together a play for a publisher; sometimes a company in need of money sold a play; and sometimes a company allowed publication of a play that no longer drew audiences. That Shakespeare did not concern himself with publication is not remarkable; of his contemporaries, only Ben Jonson carefully supervised the publication of his own plays.

In 1623, seven years after Shakespeare’s death, John Heminges and Henry Condell (two senior members of Shakespeare’s company, who had worked with him for about twenty years) collected his plays—published and unpublished—into a large volume, of a kind called a folio. (A folio is a volume consisting of large sheets that have been folded once, each sheet thus making two leaves, or four pages. The size of the page of course depends on the size of the sheet—a folio can range in height from twelve to sixteen inches, and in width from eight to eleven; the pages in the 1623 edition of Shakespeare, commonly called the First Folio, are approximately thirteen inches tall and eight inches wide.) The eighteen plays published during Shakespeare’s lifetime had been issued one play per volume in small formats called quartos. (Each sheet in a quarto has been folded twice, making four leaves, or eight pages, each page being about nine inches tall and seven inches wide, roughly the size of a large paperback.)

Heminges and Condell suggest in an address “To the great variety of readers” that the republished plays are presented in better form than in the quartos:Before you were abused with diverse stolen and surreptitious copies, maimed and deformed by the frauds and stealths of injurious impostors that exposed them; even those, are now offered to your view cured and perfect of their limbs, and all the rest absolute in their numbers, as he [i.e., Shakespeare] conceived them.





There is a good deal of truth to this statement, but some of the quarto versions are better than others; some are in fact preferable to the Folio text.

Whoever was assigned to prepare the texts for publication  in the first Folio seems to have taken the job seriously and yet not to have performed it with uniform care. The sources of the texts seem to have been, in general, good unpublished copies or the best published copies. The first play in the collection, The Tempest, is divided into acts and scenes, has unusually full stage directions and descriptions of spectacle, and concludes with a list of the characters, but the editor was not able (or willing) to present all of the succeeding texts so fully dressed. Later texts occasionally show signs of carelessness: in one scene of Much Ado About Nothing the names of actors, instead of characters, appear as speech prefixes, as they had in the Quarto, which the Folio reprints; proofreading throughout the Folio is spotty and apparently was done without reference to the printer’s copy; the pagination of Hamlet jumps from 156 to 257. Further, the proofreading was done while the presses continued to print, so that each play in each volume contains a mix of corrected and uncorrected pages.

Modern editors of Shakespeare must first select their copy; no problem if the play exists only in the Folio, but a considerable problem if the relationship between a Quarto and the Folio—or an early Quarto and a later one—is unclear. In the case of Romeo and Juliet, the First Quarto (Q1), published in 1597, is vastly inferior to the Second (Q2), published in 1599. The basis of Q1 apparently is a version put together from memory by some actors. Not surprisingly, it garbles many passages and is much shorter than Q2. On the other hand, occasionally Q1 makes better sense than Q2. For instance, near the end of the play, when the parents have assembled and learned of the deaths of Romeo and Juliet, in Q2 the Prince says (5.3.208-9),

Come, Montague; for thou art early vp
 To see thy sonne and heire, now earling downe.



 

The last three words of this speech surely do not make sense, and many editors turn to Q1, which instead of “now earling downe” has “more early downe.” Some modern editors take only “early” from Q1, and print “now early down”; others take “more early,” and print “more early down.” Further, Q1 (though, again, quite clearly a garbled and abbreviated text)  includes some stage directions that are not found in Q2, and today many editors who base their text on Q2 are glad to add these stage directions, because the directions help to give us a sense of what the play looked like on Shakespeare’s stage. Thus, in 4.3.58, after Juliet drinks the potion, Q1 gives us this stage direction, not in Q2: “She falls upon her bed within the curtains.”

In short, an editor’s decisions do not end with the choice of a single copy text. First of all, editors must reckon with Elizabethan spelling. If they are not producing a facsimile, they probably modernize the spelling, but ought they to preserve the old forms of words that apparently were pronounced quite unlike their modern forms—lanthorn, alablaster? If they preserve these forms are they really preserving Shakespeare’s forms or perhaps those of a compositor in the printing house? What is one to do when one finds  lanthorn and lantern in adjacent lines? (The editors of this series in general, but not invariably, assume that words should be spelled in their modern form, unless, for instance, a rhyme is involved.) Elizabethan punctuation, too, presents problems. For example, in the First Folio, the only text for the play, Macbeth rejects his wife’s idea that he can wash the blood from his hand (2.2.60-62):No: this my Hand will rather 
The multitudinous Seas incarnardine, 
Making the Greene one, Red.





Obviously an editor will remove the superfluous capitals, and will probably alter the spelling to “incarnadine,” but what about the comma before “Red”? If we retain the comma, Macbeth is calling the sea “the green one.” If we drop the comma, Macbeth is saying that his bloody hand will make the sea (“the Green”) uniformly red.

An editor will sometimes have to change more than spelling and punctuation. Macbeth says to his wife (1.7.46-47):

I dare do all that may become a man,
 Who dares no more, is none.



For two centuries editors have agreed that the second line is unsatisfactory, and have emended “no” to “do”: “Who dares do more is none.” But when in the same play (4.2.21-22) Ross says that fearful personsFloate vpon a wilde and violent Sea 
Each way, and moue,



need we emend the passage? On the assumption that the compositor misread the manuscript, some editors emend “each way, and move” to “and move each way”; others emend “move” to “none” (i.e., “Each way and none”). Other editors, however, let the passage stand as in the original. The editors of the Signet Classic Shakespeare have restrained themselves from making abundant emendations. In their minds they hear Samuel Johnson on the dangers of emendation: “I have adopted the Roman sentiment, that it is more honorable to save a citizen than to kill an enemy.” Some departures (in addition to spelling, punctuation, and lineation) from the copy text have of course been made, but the original readings are listed in a note following the play, so that readers can evaluate the changes for themselves.

Following tradition, the editors of the Signet Classic Shakespeare have prefaced each play with a list of characters, and throughout the play have regularized the names of the speakers. Thus, in our text of Romeo and Juliet, all speeches by Juliet’s mother are prefixed “Lady Capulet,” although the 1599 Quarto of the play, which provides our copy text, uses at various points seven speech tags for this one character: Capu. Wi. (i.e., Capulet’s wife), Ca. Wi., Wi., Wife, Old La. (i.e., Old Lady), La., and Mo. (i.e., Mother). Similarly, in All’s Well That Ends Well, the character whom we regularly call “Countess” is in the Folio (the copy text) variously identified as Mother, Countess, Old Countess, Lady, and Old Lady. Admittedly there is some loss in regularizing, since the various prefixes may give us a hint of the way Shakespeare (or a scribe who copied Shakespeare’s manuscript) was thinking of the character in a particular scene—for instance, as a mother, or as an old lady. But too much can be made of these differing prefixes, since the  social relationships implied are not always relevant to the given scene.

We have also added line numbers and in many cases act and scene divisions as well as indications of locale at the beginning of scenes. The Folio divided most of the plays into acts and some into scenes. Early eighteenth-century editors increased the divisions. These divisions, which provide a convenient way of referring to passages in the plays, have been retained, but when not in the text chosen as the basis for the Signet Classic text they are enclosed within square brackets, [ ], to indicate that they are editorial additions. Similarly, though no play of Shakespeare’s was equipped with indications of the locale at the heads of scene divisions, locales have here been added in square brackets for the convenience of readers, who lack the information that costumes, properties, gestures, and scenery afford to spectators. Spectators can tell at a glance they are in the throne room, but without an editorial indication the reader may be puzzled for a while. It should be mentioned, incidentally, that there are a few authentic stage directions—perhaps Shakespeare’s, perhaps a prompter’s—that suggest locales, such as “Enter Brutus in his orchard,” and “They go up into the Senate house.” It is hoped that the bracketed additions in the Signet text will provide readers with the sort of help provided by these two authentic directions, but it is equally hoped that the reader will remember that the stage was not loaded with scenery.




Shakespeare on the Stage

Each volume in the Signet Classic Shakespeare includes a brief stage (and sometimes film) history of the play. When we read about earlier productions, we are likely to find them eccentric, obviously wrongheaded—for instance, Nahum Tate’s version of King Lear, with a happy ending, which held the stage for about a century and a half, from the late seventeenth century until the end of the first quarter of the nineteenth. We see engravings of David Garrick, the greatest actor of the eighteenth century, in eighteenth-century garb  as King Lear, and we smile, thinking how absurd the production must have been. If we are more thoughtful, we say, with the English novelist L. P. Hartley, “The past is a foreign country: they do things differently there.” But if the eighteenth-century staging is a foreign country, what of the plays of the late sixteenth and seventeenth centuries? A foreign language, a foreign theater, a foreign audience.

Probably all viewers of Shakespeare’s plays, beginning with Shakespeare himself, at times have been unhappy with the plays on the stage. Consider three comments about production that we find in the plays themselves, which suggest Shakespeare’s concerns. The Chorus in Henry V complains that the heroic story cannot possibly be adequately staged:But pardon, gentles all, 
The flat unraisèd spirits that hath dared 
On this unworthy scaffold to bring forth 
So great an object. Can this cockpit hold 
The vasty fields of France? Or may we cram 
Within this wooden O the very casques 
That did affright the air at Agincourt? 
. . . . . . . . . . . . .
Piece out our imperfections with your thoughts.

(Prologue 1.8-14,23)





 

Second, here are a few sentences (which may or may not represent Shakespeare’s own views) from Hamlet’s longish lecture to the players:Speak the speech, I pray you, as I pronounced it to you, trippingly on the tongue. But if you mouth it, as many of our players do, I had as lief the town crier spoke my lines. . . . O, it offends me to the soul to hear a robustious periwig-pated fellow tear a passion to tatters, to very rags, to split the ears of the groundlings. . . . And let those that play your clowns speak no more than is set down for them, for there be of them that will themselves laugh, to set on some quantity of barren spectators to laugh too, though in the meantime some necessary question of the play be then to be considered. That’s villainous and shows a most pitiful ambition in the fool that uses it. (3.2.1-47)





Finally, we can quote again from the passage cited earlier in this introduction, concerning the boy actors who played the female roles. Cleopatra imagines with horror a theatrical version of her activities with Antony:The quick comedians 
Extemporally will stage us, and present 
Our Alexandrian revels: Antony 
Shall be brought drunken forth, and I shall see 
Some squeaking Cleopatra boy my greatness 
I’ th’ posture of a whore.

(5.2.216-21)





 

It is impossible to know how much weight to put on such passages—perhaps Shakespeare was just being modest about his theater’s abilities—but it is easy enough to think that he was unhappy with some aspects of Elizabethan production. Probably no production can fully satisfy a playwright, and for that matter, few productions can fully satisfy us; we regret this or that cut, this or that way of costuming the play, this or that bit of business.

One’s first thought may be this: Why don’t they just do “authentic” Shakespeare, “straight” Shakespeare, the play as Shakespeare wrote it? But as we read the plays—words written to be performed—it sometimes becomes clear that we do not know how to perform them. For instance, in  Antony and Cleopatra Antony, the Roman general who has succumbed to Cleopatra and to Egyptian ways, says, “The nobleness of life / Is to do thus” (1.1.36-37). But what is “thus”? Does Antony at this point embrace Cleopatra? Does he embrace and kiss her? (There are, by the way, very few scenes of kissing on Shakespeare’s stage, possibly because boys played the female roles.) Or does he make a sweeping gesture, indicating the Egyptian way of life?

This is not an isolated example; the plays are filled with lines that call for gestures, but we are not sure what the gestures should be. Interpretation is inevitable. Consider a passage in Hamlet. In 3.1, Polonius persuades his daughter, Ophelia, to talk to Hamlet while Polonius and Claudius eavesdrop. The two men conceal themselves, and Hamlet encounters Ophelia. At 3.1.131 Hamlet suddenly says to her, “Where’s your father?” Why does Hamlet, apparently out of  nowhere—they have not been talking about Polonius—ask this question? Is this an example of the “antic disposition” (fantastic behavior) that Hamlet earlier (1.5.172) had told Horatio and others—including us—he would display? That is, is the question about the whereabouts of her father a seemingly irrational one, like his earlier question (3.1.103) to Ophelia, “Ha, ha! Are you honest?” Or, on the other hand, has Hamlet (as in many productions) suddenly glimpsed Polonius’s foot protruding from beneath a drapery at the rear? That is, does Hamlet ask the question because he has suddenly seen something suspicious and now is testing Ophelia? (By the way, in productions that do give Hamlet a physical cue, it is almost always Polonius rather than Claudius who provides the clue. This itself is an act of interpretation on the part of the director.) Or (a third possibility) does Hamlet get a clue from Ophelia, who inadvertently betrays the spies by nervously glancing at their place of hiding? This is the interpretation used in the BBC television version, where Ophelia glances in fear toward the hiding place just after Hamlet says “Why wouldst thou be a breeder of sinners?” (121-22). Hamlet, realizing that he is being observed, glances here and there before he asks “Where’s your father?” The question thus is a climax to what he has been doing while speaking the preceding lines. Or (a fourth interpretation) does Hamlet suddenly, without the aid of any clue whatsoever, intuitively (insightfully, mysteriously, wonderfully) sense that someone is spying? Directors must decide, of course—and so must readers.

Recall, too, the preceding discussion of the texts of the plays, which argued that the texts—though they seem to be before us in permanent black on white—are unstable. The Signet text of Hamlet, which draws on the Second Quarto (1604) and the First Folio (1623) is considerably longer than any version staged in Shakespeare’s time. Our version, even if spoken very briskly and played without any intermission, would take close to four hours, far beyond “the two hours’ traffic of our stage” mentioned in the Prologue to Romeo and  Juliet. (There are a few contemporary references to the duration of a play, but none mentions more than three hours.) Of Shakespeare’s plays, only The Comedy of Errors, Macbeth,  and The Tempest can be done in less than three hours  without cutting. And even if we take a play that exists only in a short text, Macbeth, we cannot claim that we are experiencing the very play that Shakespeare conceived, partly because some of the Witches’ songs almost surely are non-Shakespearean additions, and partly because we are not willing to watch the play performed without an intermission and with boys in the female roles.

Further, as the earlier discussion of costumes mentioned, the plays apparently were given chiefly in contemporary, that is, in Elizabethan dress. If today we give them in the costumes that Shakespeare probably saw, the plays seem not contemporary but curiously dated. Yet if we use our own dress, we find lines of dialogue that are at odds with what we see; we may feel that the language, so clearly not our own, is inappropriate coming out of people in today’s dress. A common solution, incidentally, has been to set the plays in the nineteenth century, on the grounds that this attractively distances the plays (gives them a degree of foreignness, allowing for interesting costumes) and yet doesn’t put them into a museum world of Elizabethan England.

Inevitably our productions are adaptations, our adaptations, and inevitably they will look dated, not in a century but in twenty years, or perhaps even in a decade. Still, we cannot escape from our own conceptions. As the director Peter Brook has said, in The Empty Space (1968):It is not only the hair-styles, costumes and make-ups that look dated. All the different elements of staging—the shorthands of behavior that stand for emotions; gestures, gesticulations and tones of voice—are all fluctuating on an invisible stock exchange all the time. . . . A living theatre that thinks it can stand aloof from anything as trivial as fashion will wilt. (p. 16)





As Brook indicates, it is through today’s hairstyles, costumes, makeup, gestures, gesticulations, tones of voice—this includes our conception of earlier hairstyles, costumes, and so forth if we stage the play in a period other than our own—that we inevitably stage the plays.

It is a truism that every age invents its own Shakespeare, just as, for instance, every age has invented its own classical world. Our view of ancient Greece, a slave-holding society  in which even free Athenian women were severely circumscribed, does not much resemble the Victorians’ view of ancient Greece as a glorious democracy, just as, perhaps, our view of Victorianism itself does not much resemble theirs. We cannot claim that the Shakespeare on our stage is the true Shakespeare, but in our stage productions we find a Shakespeare that speaks to us, a Shakespeare that our ancestors doubtless did not know but one that seems to us to be the true Shakespeare—at least for a while.

Our age is remarkable for the wide variety of kinds of staging that it uses for Shakespeare, but one development deserves special mention. This is the now common practice of race-blind or color-blind or nontraditional casting, which allows persons who are not white to play in Shakespeare. Previously blacks performing in Shakespeare were limited to a mere three roles, Othello, Aaron (in Titus Andronicus), and the Prince of Morocco (in The Merchant of Venice), and there were no roles at all for Asians. Indeed, African-Americans rarely could play even one of these three roles, since they were not welcome in white companies. Ira Aldridge (c.1806-1867), a black actor of undoubted talent, was forced to make his living by performing Shakespeare in England and in Europe, where he could play not only Othello but also—in whiteface—other tragic roles such as King Lear. Paul Robeson (1898-1976) made theatrical history when he played Othello in London in 1930, and there was some talk about bringing the production to the United States, but there was more talk about whether American audiences would tolerate the sight of a black man—a real black man, not a white man in blackface—kissing and then killing a white woman. The idea was tried out in summer stock in 1942, the reviews were enthusiastic, and in the following year Robeson opened on Broadway in a production that ran an astounding 296 performances. An occasional all-black company sometimes performed Shakespeare’s plays, but otherwise blacks (and other minority members) were in effect shut out from performing Shakespeare. Only since about 1970 has it been common for nonwhites to play major roles along with whites. Thus, in a 1996-97 production of  Antony and Cleopatra, a white Cleopatra, Vanessa Red-grave, played opposite a black Antony, David Harewood.  Multiracial casting is now especially common at the New York Shakespeare Festival, founded in 1954 by Joseph Papp, and in England, where even siblings such as Claudio and Isabella in Measure for Measure or Lear’s three daughters may be of different races. Probably most viewers today soon stop worrying about the lack of realism, and move beyond the color of the performers’ skin to the quality of the performance.

Nontraditional casting is not only a matter of color or race; it includes sex. In the past, occasionally a distinguished woman of the theater has taken on a male role—Sarah Bernhardt (1844-1923) as Hamlet is perhaps the most famous example—but such performances were widely regarded as eccentric. Although today there have been some performances involving cross-dressing (a drag As You Like It  staged by the National Theatre in England in 1966 and in the United States in 1974 has achieved considerable fame in the annals of stage history), what is more interesting is the casting of women in roles that traditionally are male but that need not be. Thus, a 1993-94 English production of Henry V used a woman—not cross-dressed—in the role of the governor of Harfleur. According to Peter Holland, who reviewed the production in Shakespeare Survey 48 (1995), “having a female Governor of Harfleur feminized the city and provided a direct response to the horrendous threat of rape and murder that Henry had offered, his language and her body in direct connection and opposition” (p. 210). Ten years from now the device may not play so effectively, but today it speaks to us. Shakespeare, born in the Elizabethan Age, has been dead nearly four hundred years, yet he is, as Ben Jonson said, “not of an age but for all time.” We must understand, however, that he is “for all time” precisely because each age finds in his abundance something for itself and something of itself.

And here we come back to two issues discussed earlier in this introduction—the instability of the text and, curiously, the Bacon/Oxford heresy concerning the authorship of the plays. Of course Shakespeare wrote the plays, and we should daily fall on our knees to thank him for them—and yet there is something to the idea that he is not their only author. Every editor, every director and actor, and every reader to  some degree shapes them, too, for when we edit, direct, act, or read, we inevitably become Shakespeare’s collaborator and re-create the plays. The plays, one might say, are so cunningly contrived that they guide our responses, tell us how we ought to feel, and make a mark on us, but (for better or for worse) we also make a mark on them.

 

—SYLVAN BARNET  
Tufts University
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Although some readers and some directors have found considerable darkness in Twelfth Night—see Charles Lamb’s essay on pages 136-38, and our brief account of the stage history of the play, pages 164-74—for most readers and viewers, Twelfth Night is a genial, charming play. Its charm, however, may be self-defeating. In the eighteenth century, for instance, Samuel Johnson admired its elegance and ease and its exquisite humor, and he conceded that it might be diverting on the stage; but because the principal action “wants credibility” and “exhibits no just picture of life,” he remarked with disapproval, it cannot be instructive or tell us anything important. In short, it fails the test of relevance.

This great critic’s cold opinion of the most profound of Shakespeare’s so-called “golden comedies” presents us with a hard decision: either to dismiss Twelfth Night as false and fatuous or to accept it as a version of romance—deft and entertaining, to be sure, but remote from our concerns and exempt from any common-sense appraisal. As usual, Johnson, a man not given to unconsidered judgments, seems to argue from the facts. For one thing, what we know or may infer about the circumstances of its first production would indicate that Twelfth Night was conceived and written as a kind of bagatelle. If, as many scholars think, it was commissioned for performance by the fledgling lawyers of the Middle Temple at the romp that crowned their Christmas celebration, the play was tailored to an annual frolic when duty and convention were ignored, and when, in a saturnalian Feast of Misrule, mirth became the order of the day. Even the subtitle—What You Will—repudiates, or so it seems, the drab and probable for the promise of the  unexpected.1 Life, as most of us come to know it, is a frayed and tattered thing of unexpressed desires and disappointed hopes, and its tumults rarely find repose. In the world depicted by Twelfth Night, however, it would seem that perturbation leads to calm and all suspensions are resolved, so that by happy if implausible coincidence afflicted virtue is rewarded, folly is exposed, and error yields to knowledge.

The ingredients of this consoling fiction are the staple items of romance: shipwreck, alienation, and wandering in a remote realm where a pair of high-born lovers melodiously indulge a set of attitudes untested by experience, where a maiden in distress by luck and pluck gets everything she wants, and where the pretensions of an “affectioned ass” (2.3.147) are demolished by a pack of high-spirited tormentors. The main plot, articulated by the ancient devices of disguise and mistaken identity, presents a love story (or a brace of interlocking love stories) that leads through skillful convolutions to a final recognition scene; and the subplot—a kind of anti-masque—involves the “lighter people” (5.1.341) in a complicated jest. Finally, all these knotted strands of action are conducted in a language so precise that form and function seem to coincide, with Orsino’s artful “fancy” (1.1.14) and Viola’s deep but muted love as charmingly conveyed as Sir Toby’s burly humor and the wit and music of the Clown.

Indeed, this play, which starts and ends with music, and which is studded with so many lovely songs, might be said to approach the condition of that art where form and style are everything, and where there is, or should be, no appeal to values and criteria not inherent in the work itself. In more severely imitative kinds of art, such as portrait painting and the novel, the reverse, of course, is true. Because Holbein’s portrait of Sir Thomas More or Richardson’s Clarissa—which, incidentally, was one of Johnson’s favorite books—seek in different, complicated ways to represent contemporary experience with fidelity, at least a part of our response to them is based on what we know of life, and therefore we require that they express some aspect of the truth about the things they represent. On the other hand, a Mozart serenade stands for nothing but itself; it has a logic of its own, and it creates an independent frame of reference that baffles any moral or utilitarian test. Twelfth Night is not this kind of work, of course, but it is such a triumph of artifice and style, and shows such mastery of convention, that some readers might regard it as a self-subsistent artifact, or, at any rate, as a work invulnerable to the expectations and probabilities derived from everyday experience. Beguiled by its mazy plot and music, they would not even dare to ask if it is “true.” For them, therefore, Johnson’s test of relevance would appear to be irrelevant, and his common-sense, adverse opinion merely an impertinence.

 

To regard Twelfth Night either as escapist folderol or adroit but meaningless romance is, however, to forget its function as a play. But since it is a play, and since a play, as Aristotle said, is the imitation of an action, it must meet the test of relevance. This test can never be evaded in a literary production, because no true work of literature ignores what Johnson means by “life,” and no honest writer, however much concerned with form and style, neglects his or her only proper subject, which is the human situation. It is not that we require an easy calculus of triumph for the good and disaster for the bad, but that a play reveal—or permit us to infer—a necessary connection between what happens to a person and the kind of person he or she is. When this requirement is evaded, as it seems to be evaded, for example, in the last act of Measure for Measure, we are baffled and uneasy because we feel a lack of moral sequence. Conversely, when the conduct of the action, however painful, satisfies our moral  expectations we are forced to yield assent. Thus, although the conclusion of King Lear is as harrowing as anything in drama, we accept it, in our anguish, because we recognize its dreadful logic.

We do not look for dreadful logic in Twelfth Night, of course, but we do expect to find a real connection between its artful, entertaining fiction and those aspects of experience that it seeks to represent. We expect to find some reference, even if oblique and stylized, to the world which each of us inhabits—a refinement of our own perceptions, an enlargement of our knowledge or compassion, a demonstration of how men and women act, and why. Otherwise art deteriorates to mere technique, and literature becomes gesticulation.

What, then, is there in Twelfth Night to save it from this danger? For one thing, there is a shaping theme that enables us to view the conventions of romance as a paradigm of our own behavior; for another, there is, in the subplot, such skillful use of sharp and even topical detail in depicting various kinds of folly that the effect is almost photographic. These two features of the work remove it from the realm of pure romance and attach it to our own experience. They remind us that despite its old-fashioned apparatus, its lyric grace, and what Johnson called its lack of “credibility,” Twelfth  Night should not be thought of as a piece of music or as an empty virtuoso exercise in style, but as a play that we may verify by what we know of life.

Twelfth Night meets this test with ease, for it concerns a basic human problem; or, if that sounds too severe for such a gay and sprightly work of art, it records and comments on a mode of human action that all of us everywhere exhibit. This might be defined as our native bent for self-deception, or, conversely, as our difficulty in achieving self-awareness. (Pushed far, this interpretation leads to the “autumnal” or “Chekhovian” productions discussed in our account of the stage history of the play, pages 152-53.) Here the theme is given comic statement and presented as romance, but it has a universal application. Is it possible, Twelfth Night makes us wonder, for us to know the truth about ourselves? And even if we gain such knowledge, Shakespeare asks in other, darker plays, can such knowledge be endured? We see these  questions posed when Richard II, stripped of crown and power and even of his misconceptions, sits in Pomfret Castle and explores his final, humbling recognition of himself; when Harry V, on the eve of Agincourt, expounds the wide distinction between the common notion of a king and the kingly burden that he bears; when Othello is compelled to face the horror of the deed he did “in honor”; when Lear tears off his clothing to reveal the “unaccommodated man.” Such analogues in plays so different from Twelfth Night suggest how often, and in what varied contexts, Shakespeare used the theme. For him—as for Sophocles and Pirandello—to show one’s growth toward self-awareness is almost coextensive with the art of drama.

 

This theme, so massive and protean, receives consummate comic statement in Twelfth Night. Here Shakespeare has to trim it not merely to the comic form (which requires a complex plot directed toward a happy ending) but also, presumably, to the interests of a special clientele—the debonair young lawyers at their revels in the Middle Temple. Almost inevitably, therefore, he writes a play of love: not love as the annihilating passion shared by Romeo and Juliet or the febrile lust of Troilus, but as a mode of social intercourse that works its way through opposition to eventual satisfaction. He had done this sort of thing before, of course, in such plays as The Two Gentlemen of Verona and As  You Like It; but in Twelfth Night he makes a signal innovation, for here the lovers’ triumph is delayed not by the customary impediments of parental disapproval or insolvency or politics, but by their own deceits and self-deceptions. To secure this innovation he manipulates the old conventions of romance—notably the stock devices of disguise and mistaken identity—not merely that they might complicate the action and so provide diversion but that they might serve almost as metaphors or emblems for mental obfuscation. The perplexity of the plot—where, among many other sources of confusion, a girl disguised as a boy loves a man who commissions her to woo a lady whose advances she must check—represents in concrete terms the intellectual and emotional bewilderment that almost every character in the play exhibits. As a consequence, the machinery of  romance acquires the novel function of articulating theme. To be sure, the convolutions of the plot provide diversion of a sort, but they also bind the characters in a web of interwoven error, and thus they underscore the meaning of the play: that most of us never know, and maybe never have a chance to know, the truth about ourselves.

But if, as the knotty and perplexing plot suggests, we are forced by circumstances into compounded misconceptions, we are also trapped by our illusions. Between the errors thrust upon us and those we generate ourselves, we are caught as in a vise—victims not merely of deceit but also of our own folly. Orsino, for example, thoughOf 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,

(1.5.260-4)





is in fact so blinded by his image of himself as an ardent but despairing lover that he is maimed by his obsession. We see him first as he indulges this obsession with his famous speech on music as the food of love, and this speech, however lovely to the ear, reveals the speaker as a narcissistic fool. Much given to discussions about his complicated states of mind, he, like most self-centered persons, is really very simple. Whereas he tells Viola thatsuch 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,

(2.4.17-20)





the only thing he loves is his romantic notion of the lover that he himself exemplifies, and he finds it so appealing that he never even asks if it is true. He leaves the play as he had entered it, with highfalutin talk about his “fancy” (1.1.14) but this “fancy” is no more to be confused with love than his lyric self-descriptions are to be confused with fact. His pleasure in caressing his emotions, his delight in “old and antic” songs as a solace for his “passion” (2.4.3-4) even his petulant threat of violence against Olivia and “Cesario” for their  presumed unfaithfulness reveal the sentimentalist who prefers the comfort of his own illusions to the dangers of candid self-appraisal.

In varying degrees, almost all the other characters in the play are shackled by their inability or refusal to comprehend their own emotions, or even to discern their blunders. Olivia’s preoccupation with “a brother’s dead love” (1.1.32) is so unreal that a single visit from “Cesario” is enough to shatter it—and to provide her with a new obsession that is even more absurd, because it rests upon a yet more rudimentary error. Malvolio, “sick of self-love” (1.5.90), is so easily led to self-exposure and humiliation that even as we laugh we pity him: “Alas, poor fool, how have they baffled thee!” (5.1.371) Sir Andrew’s imposing list of follies, both natural and acquired, makes him everybody’s fool; and although Sir Toby has a searching eye for other people’s foibles, he is usually much too drunk to recognize his own. Even Viola, who at least is in possession of the facts that save her from Olivia’s type of blunder, thinks she must embark upon a program of deceit in order to survive. “Conceal me what I am,” she tells the captain,and be my aid 
For such disguise as haply shall become 
The form of my intent.

(1.3.53-5)





Her finest moment in the play—the speech about the lovelorn girl who never told her love—is charming and pathetic, but it shows a certain pleasure in equivocation. Indeed, her skill and relish for the kind of organized deceit on which the action hangs are appropriate for the heroine of a play in which dissimulation and deception are routine. Only the Clown, it seems, is clear-eyed and wise enough to stand somewhat above the antics of the others and to comment on their follies. Knowing that foolery “does walk about the orb like the sun” (3.1.39), he is as quick to puncture Orsino’s egomania as to expose Olivia’s silly posture of bereavement; and it is he, in the amusing but disturbing interview with the “lunatic” Malvolio, who makes us trace the narrow line between the madman and the sage. The Clown alone is immune to the pandemic error in Illyria—but  he must wear a mask against contagion and infection, and he must hide his wisdom as the babble of a licensed fool. In a world where everyone is slightly mad, his motley is a badge of knowledge.

Finally, the plotting, which Johnson found offensive, is also made to demonstrate the fact that most of us live by error and illusion. The three main lines of action—Orsino’s languid courtship of Olivia, Olivia’s imbroglio with Viola and Sebastian, and Malvolio’s disgrace—do not appear as isolated plots that run their parallel and independent courses; they come to us instead as reciprocal and reverberating statements of a single situation, which is the gulling of a fool. Writers from Aristophanes to Shaw have used this situation, in one form or another, to pedagogic purpose, for they have brought the gull through ridicule to exposure and correction. It is significant that although Orsino, Olivia, and Malvolio are all the victims of deception fostered either by themselves or others, they learn nothing from experience. Two of them are unmolested in their folly, and the third, though harshly treated, clings to his absurd illusions. Malvolio’s credulity—which is no sillier than that which goes unpunished in his betters—is chastised so severely that he becomes, as Lamb observed (see page 138), an almost tragic figure; but Orsino and Olivia are never even chided. None of them is changed, however, and none surrenders his obsession. The denouement affords a kind of liberation, to be sure, for the proper pairing off of lovers signifies release from labyrinthine misconception. But the ease with which Orsino shifts his “fancy” from Olivia to Viola matches that with which, earlier, Olivia turns from anchorite to ardent lover and then substitutes Sebastian for “Cesario.” Neither of these self-indulgent egotists has been compelled to shake off his illusion, and in a sense, therefore, neither earns the triumph he enjoys. Perhaps, as Johnson thought, Sir Andrew’s “natural fatuity” renders him ineligible for comic therapy, but at any rate he stays, as he will always stay, a fool. Sir Toby, too, remains what he had been before—a sot and parasite—and in addition he acquires Maria. As for Malvolio, he not only profits nothing from his hard instruction, but as he takes his angry leave we see his self-love stiffened by his sense of  injured merit. “I’ll be revenged on the whole pack of you” (5.1.380), he snarls as he departs.

Hazlitt thought that Shakespeare was “too good-natured and magnanimous” to treat his comic knaves and fools as they deserve. Perhaps for this reason or perhaps because he makes us recognize ourselves in them, we are glad for these deluded people in Illyria, for they teach us what, alas, we need to know: that since we rarely win our way to truth, we must settle for illusion.

 

—HERSCHEL BAKER  
Harvard University




[Dramatis Personae

Orsino, Duke of Illyria

Sebastian, brother of Viola

Antonio, a sea captain, friend to Viola

A Sea Captain, friend to Viola
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Sir Toby Belch, uncle to Olivia

Sir Andrew Aguecheek

Malvolio, steward to Olivia
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Olivia, a countess

Viola, sister to Sebastian

Maria, Olivia’s woman

Lords, a Priest, Sailors, Officers, Musicians, and

Attendants

 

Scene: Illyria] 




Twelfth Night, or, What You Will




ACT 1


Scene 1. [The Duke’s palace.]

Enter Orsino, Duke of Illyria, Curio, and other Lords, [with Musicians].

 

Duke. If music be the food of love, play on,Give me excess of it, that, surfeiting, 
The appetite 2 may sicken, and so die. 
That strain again! It had a dying fall;3  
O, it came o’er my ear like the sweet sound 5 
That breathes upon a bank of violets, 
Stealing and giving odor. Enough, no more! 
’Tis not so sweet now as it was before. 
O spirit of love, how quick and fresh4 art thou, 
That, 5 notwithstanding thy capacity, 10 
Receiveth as the sea. Nought enters there,6  
Of what validity and pitch7 soe’er, 
But falls into abatement and low price8

Even in a minute. So full of shapes9 is fancy 10  
15 That it alone is high fantastical11 .




Curio. Will you go hunt, my lord?

Duke. What, Curio?

Curio. The hart.

Duke. Why, so I do, the noblest that I have.

20 O, when mine eyes did see Olivia first,

Methought she purged the air of pestilence. 
That instant was I turned into a hart, 
And my desires, like fell12  and cruel hounds, 
E’er since pursue me.13


Enter Valentine.

 

How now? What news from her?

25 Valentine. So please my lord, I might not be admitted;But from her handmaid do return this answer: 
The element 14  itself, till seven years’ heat,15  
Shall not behold her face at ample view; 
But like a cloistress she will veilèd walk,




30 And water once a day her chamber roundWith eye-offending brine: all this to season 16  
A brother’s dead love, which she would keep fresh 
And lasting in her sad remembrance.17




Duke. O, she that hath a heart of that fine frame35 To pay this debt of love but to a brother, 
How will she love when the rich golden shaft18  
Hath killed the flock of all affections else19




That live in her; when liver, brain, and heart, 20   
These sovereign thrones, are all supplied and filled, 
Her sweet perfections, 21 with one self 22 king. 40  
Away before me to sweet beds of flow’rs; 
Love-thoughts lie rich when canopied with bow’rs.


Exeunt.


Scene 2. [The seacoast.]

Enter Viola, a Captain, and Sailors.

 

Viola. What country, friends, is this?

Captain. This is Illyria, 23 lady.

Viola. And what should I do in Illyria?My brother he is in Elysium. 24  
Perchance he is not drowned. What think you, sailors? 5




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,25 Assure yourself, after our ship did split, 
When you, and those poor number saved with you, 10  
Hung on our driving 26 boat, I saw your brother, 
Most provident in peril, bind himself 
(Courage and hope both teaching him the practice) 27 
To a strong mast that lived 28 upon the sea; 
Where, like Arion 29 on the dolphin’s back, 15




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,30

20 Whereto thy speech serves for authority 31
 The like of him. Know’st thou this country?

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

Viola. Who governs here?

25 Captain. A noble duke, in nature as in name.

Viola. What is his name?

Captain. Orsino.

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

30 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 32(as you know 
What great ones do, the less will prattle of) 
That he did seek the love of fair Olivia.




35 Viola. What’s she?

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




Viola. O that I served that lady,And might not be delivered 33 to the world, 
Till I had made mine own occasion mellow, 
What my estate is.34




Captain. That were hard to compass,35

Because she will admit no kind of suit, 45  
No, not 36 the Duke’s.  
Viola. There is a fair behavior in thee, captain, 
And though that 37 nature with a beauteous wall 
Doth oft close in 38 pollution, yet of thee 
I will believe thou hast a mind that suits 50  
With this thy fair and outward character.39  
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.40 I’ll serve this duke. 55  
Thou shalt 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 
That will allow 41 me very worth his service. 
What else may hap, to time I will commit; 60  
Only shape thou thy silence to my wit. 42


Captain. Be you his eunuch,43 and your mute I’ll be;When my tongue blabs, then let mine eyes not see.




Viola. I thank thee. Lead me on. Exeunt.


Scene 3. [Olivia’s house.]

Enter Sir Toby and Maria.

 

Toby. What a plague means my niece to take the death
 of her brother thus? I am sure care’s an enemy to
 life.

Maria. By my troth, Sir Toby, you must come in 
5 earlier a’ nights. Your cousin, 44 my lady, takes great
 exceptions to your ill hours.
 Toby. Why, let her except before excepted.45
 Maria. Ay, but you must confine yourself within the
 modest limits of order. 46

10 Toby. Confine47? I’ll confine ° myself no finer than I am.
 These clothes are good enough to drink in, and so
 be these boots too. And 48 they be not, let them hang
 themselves in their own straps.

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

Toby. Who? Sir Andrew Aguecheek?

Maria. Ay, he.

20 Toby. He’s as tall 49 a man as any’s in Illyria.

Maria. What’s that to th’ purpose?

Toby. 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.

25 Toby. Fie that you’ll say so! He plays o’ th’ viol-de-gamboys,
 50 and speaks three or four languages word
 for word without book, and hath all the good gifts
 of nature.

Maria. He hath indeed all, most natural; 51 for, besides
 30 that he’s a fool, he’s a great quarreler; and but that
 he hath the gift of a coward to allay the gust 52 he
 hath in quarreling, ’tis thought among the prudent
 he would quickly have the gift of a grave.

Toby. By this hand, they are scoundrels and substractors 53
 that say so of him. Who are they? 35

Maria. They that add, moreover, he’s drunk nightly in
 your company.

Toby. 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 coistrel 54 that 40
 will not drink to my niece till his brains turn o’ th’
 toe like a parish top.55 What, wench? Castiliano
 vulgo56; for here comes Sir Andrew Agueface.

 

Enter Sir Andrew.

 

Andrew. Sir Toby Belch. How now, Sir Toby Belch?

Toby. Sweet Sir Andrew. 45

Andrew. Bless you, fair shrew.

Maria. And you too, sir.

Toby. Accost, Sir Andrew, accost.

Andrew. What’s that?

Toby. My niece’s chambermaid. 57 50

Andrew. Good Mistress Accost, I desire better acquaintance.

Maria. My name is Mary, sir.

Andrew. Good Mistress Mary Accost.

55 Toby. You mistake, knight. “Accost” is front her,
 board her, woo her, assail her.

Andrew. By my troth, I would not undertake her in
 this company. Is that the meaning of “accost”?

Maria. Fare you well, gentlemen.

60 Toby. And thou let part so,58 Sir Andrew, would thou
 mightst never draw sword again.

Andrew. And you part so, mistress, I would I might
 never draw sword again! Fair lady, do you think
 you have fools in hand?°

65 Maria. Sir, I have not you by th’ hand.

Andrew. Marry,59 but you shall have, and here’s my
 hand.

Maria. Now, sir, thought is free. I pray you, bring
 your hand to th’ butt’ry 60 bar and let it drink.

70 Andrew. Wherefore, sweetheart? What’s your metaphor?

Maria. It’s dry,61 sir.

Andrew. Why, I think so. I am not such an ass but I
 can keep my hand dry. But what’s your jest?

75 Maria. A dry jest, sir.

Andrew. Are you full of them?

Maria. Ay, sir, I have them at my finger’s ends. Marry,
 now I let go your hand, I am barren.62 Exit Maria.

Toby. O knight, thou lack’st a cup of canary!63 When
 80 did I see thee so put down?

Andrew. Never in your life, I think, unless you see
 canary put me down. Methinks sometimes I have 
no more wit than a Christian or an ordinary man
 has. But I am a great eater of beef, and I believe
 that does harm to my wit. 85

Toby. No question.

Andrew. And I thought that, I’d forswear it. I’ll ride
 home tomorrow, Sir Toby.

Toby Pourquoi,64 my dear knight?

Andrew. What is “pourquoi”? Do, or not do? I would 90
 I had bestowed that time in the tongues that I have
 in fencing, dancing, and bearbaiting, O, had I but
 followed the arts!

Toby. Then hadst thou had an excellent head of hair. 65

Andrew. Why, would that have mended my hair? 95

Toby. Past question, for thou seest it will not curl by
 nature.

Andrew. But it becomes me well enough, does’t not?

Toby. Excellent. It hangs like flax on a distaff; 66 and
 I hope to see a huswife 67 take thee between her legs 100
 and spin it off.

Andrew. Faith, I’ll home tomorrow, Sir Toby. Your
 niece will not be seen; or if she be, it’s four to one
 she’ll none of me. The Count himself here hard by
 woos her. 105

Toby. She’ll none o’ th’ Count. She’ll not match above
 her degree, neither in estate, 68 years, nor wit; I have
 heard her swear’t. Tut, there’s life in’t, 69 man.

Andrew. I’ll stay a month longer. I am a fellow o’ th’
 strangest mind i’ th’ world. I delight in masques and 110
 revels sometimes altogether.

Toby. Art thou good at these kickshawses, 70 knight?

Andrew. As any man in Illyria, whatsoever he be,
 under the degree of my betters, 71 and yet I will not
 115 compare with an old 72 man.

Toby. What is thy excellence in a galliard, 73 knight?

Andrew. Faith, I can cut a caper. 74

Toby. And I can cut the mutton to’t.

Andrew. And I think I have the back-trick75 simply as
 120 strong as any man in Illyria.

 Toby. Wherefore are these things hid? Wherefore have
 these gifts a curtain before ’em? Are they like to
 take 76 dust, like Mistress Mall’s picture? Why dost
 thou not go to church in a galliard and come home
 125 in a coranto?77 My very walk should be a jig. I
 would not so much as make water but in a sink-apace.78
 What dost thou mean? Is it a world to hide
 virtues 79in? I did think, by the excellent constitution
 of thy leg, it was formed under the star of a
 130 galliard.80

 Andrew. Ay, ’tis strong, and it does indifferent well
 in a damned-colored stock.81 Shall we set about
 some revels?

 Toby. What shall we do else? Were we not born under
 135 Taurus?82

 Andrew. Taurus? That’s sides and heart.

Toby. No, sir; it is legs and thighs. Let me see thee
 caper. Ha, higher; ha, ha, excellent! Exeunt.


Scene 4. [The Duke’s palace.]

Enter Valentine, and Viola in man’s attire.

 

Valentine. If the Duke continue these favors towards
 you, Cesario, you are like to be much advanced.
 He hath known you but three days and already you
 are no stranger.

 Viola. You either fear his humor 83 or my negligence, 5
 that 84 you call in question the continuance of his
 love. Is he inconstant, sir, in his favors?

 Valentine. No, believe me.

 

Enter Duke, Curio, and Attendants.

 

Viola. I thank you. Here comes the Count.

 Duke. Who saw Cesario, ho? 10

 Viola. On your attendance, my lord, here.

 Duke. Stand you awhile aloof. Cesario,Thou know’st no less but all.85 I have unclasped 
To thee the book even of my secret soul. 
Therefore, good youth, address thy gait 86 unto her; 15  
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,

If she be so abandoned to her sorrow 
As it is spoke, she never will admit me. 20


Duke. Be clamorous and leap all civil bounds
 Rather than make unprofited 87 return.

Viola. Say I do speak with her, my lord, what then?

Duke. O, then unfold the passion of my love;25 Surprise her with discourse of my dear 88 faith; 
It shall become thee well to act my woes. 
She will attend it better in thy youth 
Than in a nuncio’s 89 of more grave aspect.90




Viola. I think not so, my lord.

Duke. Dear lad, believe it;30 For they shall yet belie thy happy years 
That say thou art a man. Diana’s lip 
Is not more smooth and rubious;91 thy small pipe 92  
Is as the maiden’s organ, shrill and sound, 93  
And all is semblative 94 a woman’s part.  
35 I know thy constellation 95 is right apt 96  
For this affair. Some four or five attend him, 
All, if you will; for I myself am best 
When least in company. Prosper well in this, 
And thou shalt live as freely as thy lord 
To call his fortunes thine.




40 Viola. I’ll do my bestTo woo your lady. [Aside] Yet a barful 97 strife! 
Whoe’er I woo, myself would be his wife. Exeunt.





Scene 5. [Olivia’s house.]

Enter Maria and Clown.

 

 

Maria. Nay, either tell me where thou hast been, or I
 will not open my lips so wide as a bristle may enter
 in way of thy excuse. My lady will hang thee for
 thy absence.

 Clown. Let her hang me. He that is well hanged in 5
 this world needs to fear no colors.98

 Maria. Make that good.99

 Clown. He shall see none to fear.

Maria. A good lenten100 answer. I can tell thee where
 that saying was born, of “I fear no colors.” 10

 Clown. Where, good Mistress Mary?

 Maria. In the wars; and that may you be bold to say
 in your foolery.

 Clown. Well, God give them wisdom that have it, and
 those that are fools, let them use their talents.101 15

 Maria. Yet you will be hanged for being so long absent,
 or to be turned away. Is not that as good as a
 hanging to you?

 Clown. Many a good hanging prevents a bad marriage,
 and for turning away, let summer bear it out.102 20

 Maria. You are resolute then?

 Clown. Not so, neither; but I am resolved on two
 points.103

 Maria. That if one break, the other will hold; or if
 25 both break, your gaskins104 fall.

 Clown. Apt, in good faith; very apt. Well, go thy way!
 If Sir Toby would leave drinking, thou wert as
 witty a piece of Eve’s flesh105 as any in Illyria.

 Maria. Peace, you rogue; no more o’ that. Here comes
 30 my lady. Make your excuse wisely, you were best.106

[Exit.]

 

Enter Lady Olivia with Malvolio  [and other Attendants].

 Clown. Wit, and’t107 be thy will, put me into good
 fooling. Those wits that think they have thee do
 very oft prove fools, and I that am sure I lack thee
 may pass for a wise man. For what says Quina-
 35 palus?108 “Better a witty fool than a foolish wit.”
 God bless thee, lady.

 Olivia. Take the fool away.

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

 Olivia. Go to,109 y’ are a dry110 fool! I’ll no more of you.
 40 Besides, you grow dishonest.111

 Clown. Two faults, madonna,112 that drink and good
 counsel will amend. For give the dry113 fool drink,
 then is the fool not dry. Bid the dishonest man
 mend himself: if he mend, he is no longer dishonest;
 45 if he cannot, let the botcher114 mend him. Anything 
that’s mended is but patched; virtue that transgresses
 is but patched with sin, and sin that amends
 is but patched with virtue. If that this simple syllogism
 will serve, so; if it will not, what remedy? As
 there is no true cuckold but calamity,115 so beauty’s 50
 a flower. The lady bade take away the fool; therefore,
 I say again, take her away.

 Olivia. Sir, I bade them take away you.

 Clown. Misprision in the highest degree.116 Lady, cucullus
 non facit monachum.117 That’s as much to say 55
 as, I wear not motley in my brain. Good madonna,
 give me leave to prove you a fool.

 Olivia. Can you do it?

 Clown. Dexteriously,118 good madonna.

 Olivia. Make your proof. 60

 Clown. I must catechize you for it, madonna. Good
 my mouse of virtue,119 answer me.

 Olivia. Well, sir, for want of other idleness,120 I’ll bide
 your proof.

 Clown. Good madonna, why mourn’st thou? 65

 Olivia. Good fool, for my brother’s death.

 Clown. I think his soul is in hell, madonna.

 Olivia. I know his soul is in heaven, fool.

 Clown. The more fool, madonna, to mourn for your
 brother’s soul, being in heaven. Take away the fool, 70
 gentlemen.

 Olivia. What think you of this fool, Malvolio? Doth
 he not mend?

 Malvolio. Yes, and shall do till the pangs of death
 75 shake him. Infirmity, that decays the wise, doth
 ever make the better fool.

 Clown. God send you, sir, a speedy infirmity, for the
 better increasing your folly. Sir Toby will be sworn
 that I am no fox,121 but he will not pass his word for
 80 twopence that you are no fool.

 Olivia. How say you to that, Malvolio?

 Malvolio. I marvel your ladyship takes delight in such
 a barren122 rascal. I saw him put down the other day
 with123 an ordinary fool that has no more brain than
 85 a stone. Look you now, he’s out of his guard124
 already. Unless you laugh and minister occasion125
 to him, he is gagged. I protest I take these wise men
 that crow126 so at these set127 kind of fools no better
 than the fools’ zanies.128

 90 Olivia. O, you are sick of self-love, Malvolio, and
 taste with a distempered appetite. To be generous,129
 guiltless, and of free disposition, is to take those
 things for birdbolts130 that you deem cannon bullets.
 There is no slander in an allowed131 fool, though
 95 he do nothing but rail; nor no railing in a known
 discreet man, though he do nothing but reprove.

 Clown. Now Mercury indue thee with leasing,132 for
 thou speak’st well of fools.

Enter Maria.

 

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

 Olivia. From the Count Orsino, is it?

 Maria. I know not, madam. ’Tis a fair young man,
 and well attended.

 Olivia. Who of my people hold him in delay?

 Maria. Sir Toby, madam, your kinsman. 105

 Olivia. Fetch him off, I pray you. He speaks nothing
 but madman. Fie on him! [Exit Maria.] Go you,
 Malvolio. If it be a suit from the Count, I am sick, or
 not at home. What you will, to dismiss it. (Exit
 Malvolio.) Now you see, sir, how your fooling 110
 grows old,133 and people dislike it.

Clown. Thou hast spoke for us, madonna, as if thy
 eldest son should be a fool; whose skull Jove134
 cram with brains, for—here he comes—one of thy
 kin has a most weak pia mater.135 115

 

 Enter Sir Toby.

 

Olivia. By mine honor, half drunk. What is he at the
 gate, cousin?

Toby. A gentleman.

Olivia. A gentleman? What gentleman?

Toby. ’Tis a gentleman here. A plague o’ these pickle- 120
 herring!136 How now, sot?137

Clown. Good Sir Toby.

Olivia. Cousin,138 cousin, how have you come so early
 by this lethargy?

Toby. Lechery? I defy lechery. There’s one at the gate. 125

Olivia. Ay, marry, what is he?

Toby. Let him be the devil and he will, I care not.
 Give me faith,139 say I. Well, it’s all one.
 Exit.

Olivia. What’s a drunken man like, fool?

130 Clown. Like a drowned man, a fool, and a madman.
 One draught above heat140 makes him a fool, the
 second mads him, and a third drowns him.

Olivia. Go thou and seek the crowner,141 and let him
 sit o’ my coz;142 for he’s in the third degree of drink—
 135 he’s drowned. Go look after him.

Clown. He is but mad yet, madonna, and the fool
 shall look to the madman.

[Exit.]

 

Enter Malvolio.

 

Malvolio. Madam, yond young fellow swears he will
 speak with you. I told him you were sick; he takes
 140 on him to understand so much, and therefore comes
 to speak with you. I told him you were asleep; he
 seems to have a foreknowledge of that too, and
 therefore comes to speak with you. What is to be
 said to him, lady? He’s fortified against any denial.

145 Olivia. Tell him he shall not speak with me.

Malvolio. H’as143 been told so; and he says he’ll stand
 at your door like a sheriff’s post,144 and be the supporter
 to a bench, but145 he’ll speak with you.

Olivia. What kind o’ man is he?

150 Malvolio. Why, of mankind.146

Olivia. What manner of man?

 Malvolio. Of very ill manner. He’ll speak with you,
 will you or no.

Olivia. Of what personage and years is he?

Malvolio. Not yet old enough for a man nor young 155
 enough for a boy; as a squash147 is before ’tis a
 peascod, or a codling148 when ’tis almost an apple.
 ’Tis with him in standing water,149 between boy and
 man. He is very well-favored and he speaks very
 shrewishly.150 One would think his mother’s milk 160
 were scarce out of him.

Olivia. Let him approach. Call in my gentlewoman.

Malvolio. Gentlewoman, my lady calls.

Exit.

 

Enter Maria.

 

Olivia. Give me my veil; come, throw it o’er my face.
 We’ll once more hear Orsino’s embassy. 165

 

Enter Viola.

 

Viola. The honorable 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 170
 my speech; for, besides that it is excellently well
 penned, I have taken great pains to con151 it. Good
 beauties, let me sustain no scorn. I am very comptible,
 153 even to the least sinister152 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 modest154 assurance if you be the lady of the
 house, that I may proceed in my speech.

180 Olivia. Are you a comedian?155

Viola. No, my profound heart;156 and yet (by the very
 fangs of malice I swear) I am not that157 I play.
 Are you the lady of the house?

Olivia. If I do not usurp158 myself, I am.

185 Viola. Most certain, if you are she, you do usurp
 yourself; for what159 is yours to bestow is not yours
 to reserve. But this is from my commission.160 I will
 on with my speech in your praise and then show
 you the heart of my message.

190 Olivia. Come to what is important in’t. I forgive you161
 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
 195 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 dia-
 200 logue.162

 Maria. Will you hoist sail, sir? Here lies your way.

 Viola. No, good swabber; I am to hull163 here a little
 longer. Some mollification for your giant,164 sweet
 lady. Tell me your mind. I am a messenger.165

205 Olivia. Sure you have some hideous matter to deliver,
 when the courtesy of it is so fearful.166 Speak your
 office.167

Viola. It alone concerns your ear. I bring no overture
 of war, no taxation of168 homage. I hold the olive169
 in my hand. My words are as full of peace as 210
 matter.170

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.171 What I am, and 215
 what I would, are as secret as maidenhead:172 to
 your ears, divinity;173 to any other’s, profanation.

Olivia. Give us the place alone; we will hear this
 divinity. [Exit Maria and Attendants.] Now, sir,
 what is your text? 220

 Viola. Most sweet lady—

 Olivia. A comfortable174 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,175 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. 230

 Olivia. Have you any commission from your lord to
 negotiate with my face? You are now out of your
 text.176 But we will draw the curtain and show you
 the picture. [Unveils.] Look you, sir, such a one I
 was this present.177 Is’t not well done? 235

 Viola. Excellently done, if God did all.

 Olivia. ’Tis in grain,178 sir; ’twill endure wind and
 weather.

 Viola. ’Tis beauty truly blent, whose red and white

240 Nature’s own sweet and cunning179 hand laid on.

Lady, you are the cruel’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
 245 out divers schedules180 of my beauty. It shall be inventoried,
 and every particle and utensil181 labeled
 to my will:182 as, item,183 two lips, indifferent red;
 item, two gray eyes, with lids to them; item,
 one neck, one chin, and so forth. Were you sent hither
 250 to praise184 me?

 Viola. I see you what you are; you are too proud;But if185 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, with fertile186 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,187 free, learned, and valiant, 
And in dimension188 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 deadly189 life, 
In your denial I would find no sense; 
I would not understand it.


 Olivia. Why, what would you?

 Viola. Make me a willow190 cabin at your gateAnd call upon my soul191 within the house; 270  
Write loyal cantons192 of contemnèd193 love 
And sing them loud even in the dead of night; 
Hallo your name to the reverberate194 hills 
And make the babbling gossip of the air195  
Cry out “Olivia!” O, you should not rest 275  
Between the elements of air and earth 
But196 you should pity me.




 Olivia. You might do much. What is your parentage?

 Viola. Above my fortunes, yet my state197 is well.
 I am a gentleman.

 Olivia. Get you to your lord. 280 I cannot love him. Let him send no more, 
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.




 Viola. I am no fee’d post,198 lady; keep your purse; 285 My master, not myself, lacks recompense. 
Love make his heart of flint that you shall love;199  
And let your fervor, like my master’s, be 
Placed in contempt. Farewell, fair cruelty.




 Exit.

 

Olivia. “What is your parentage?” 290

“Above my fortunes, yet my state is well. 
I am a gentleman.” I’ll be sworn thou art. 
Thy tongue, thy face, thy limbs, actions, and spirit


Do give thee fivefold blazon.200 Not too fast; soft,201  
soft,  
295 Unless the master were the man. How now? 
Even so quickly may one catch the plague? 
Methinks I feel this youth’s perfections 
With an invisible and subtle stealth 
To creep in at mine eyes. Well, let it be. 
What ho, Malvolio!


Enter Malvolio.

 

300 Malvolio. Here, madam, at your service.

Olivia. Run after that same peevish202 messenger,The County’s203 man. He left this ring behind him, 
Would I or not. Tell him I’ll none of it. 
Desire him not to flatter with204 his lord  
305 Nor hold him up with hopes. I am not for him. 
If that the youth will come this way tomorrow, 
I’ll give him reasons for’t. Hie thee, Malvolio.




Malvolio. Madam, I will.

 Exit.

 

Olivia. I do I know not what, and fear to find310 Mine eye too great a flatterer for my mind.205  
Fate, show thy force; ourselves we do not owe.206  
What is decreed must be—and be this so!




[Exit.]




ACT 2


Scene 1. [The seacoast.]

Enter Antonio and Sebastian.

 

 

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

 Sebastian. By your patience,207 no. My stars shine darkly
 over me; the malignancy of my fate might perhaps
 distemper208 yours. Therefore I shall crave of you 5
 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. 10

 Sebastian. No, sooth,209 sir. My determinate210 voyage is
 mere extravagancy.211 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.212 15
 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.213 If the heavens had been 20

pleased, would we had so ended! But you, sir,
 altered that, for some hour before you took me
 from the breach214 of the sea was my sister drowned.

 Antonio. Alas the day!

25 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 wonder215
 overfar believe that, yet thus far I will boldly
 publish216 her: she bore a mind that envy could not

30 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.217

 Sebastian. O good Antonio, forgive me your trouble.218

35 Antonio. If you will not murder me219 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,220 desire
 it not. Fare ye well at once. My bosom is full of
 40 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.221 I am bound to the Count
 Orsino’s court. Farewell.  Exit.

 

Antonio. The gentleness of all the gods go with thee.45 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.  Exit.





Scene 2. [A street near Olivia’s house.]

Enter Viola and Malvolio at several222 doors.

 

 

Malvolio. Were not you ev’n 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 assurance223 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.224 I’ll none of it.

Malvolio. Come, sir, you peevishly threw it to her,
 and her will is, it should be so returned. If it be
 worth stooping for, there it lies, in your eye;225 if 15
 not, be it his that finds it.

Exit.

 

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

Fortune forbid my outside have not charmed her. 
She made good view of me; indeed, so much 
That sure methought226 her eyes had lost her tongue,227 20  
For she did speak in starts distractedly. 
She loves me sure; the cunning228 of her passion


Invites me in this churlish messenger. 
None of my lord’s ring? Why, he sent her none.  
25 I am the man.229 If it be so, as ’tis, 
Poor lady, she were better love a dream. 
Disguise, I see thou art a wickedness 
Wherein the pregnant enemy230 does much. 
How easy is it for the proper false231  
30 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?232 My master loves her dearly; 
And I (poor monster)233 fond234 as much on him;  
35 And she (mistaken) seems to dote on me. 
What will become of this? As I am man, 
My state is desperate235 for my master’s love. 
As I am woman (now alas the day!), 
What thriftless236 sighs shall poor Olivia breathe?  
40 O Time, thou must untangle this, not I; 
It is too hard a knot for me t’ untie.

[Exit.]



Scene 3. [A room in Olivia’s house.]

Enter Sir Toby and Sir Andrew.

 

Toby. Approach, Sir Andrew. Not to be abed after
 midnight is to be up betimes; and “Deliculo surgere,”
 237 thou know’st.

Andrew. Nay, by my troth, I know not, but I know
 5 to be up late is to be up late.

Toby. A false conclusion; I hate it as an unfilled can.238
 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 lives consist of the
 four elements?239 10

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

Toby. Th’ art a scholar! Let us therefore eat and drink.
 Marian I say, a stoup240 of wine!

 

Enter Clown.

 

 

Andrew. Here comes the fool, i’ faith. 15

Clown. How now, my hearts? Did you never see the
 picture of We Three?241

Toby. Welcome, ass. Now let’s have a catch.242

Andrew. By my troth, the fool has an excellent
 breast.243 I had rather than forty shillings I had such 20
 a leg,244 and so sweet a breath to sing, as the fool
 has. In sooth, thou wast in very gracious245 fooling
 last night, when thou spok’st of Pigrogromitus,246 of
 the Vapians11 passing the equinoctial of Queubus.12
 ’Twas very good, i’ faith. I sent thee sixpence for 25
 thy leman.247 Hadst it?

Clown. I did impeticos thy gratillity,248 for Malvolio’s
 nose is no whipstock. My lady has a white hand,
 and the Myrmidons are no bottle-ale houses.249

30 Andrew. Excellent. Why, this is the best fooling, when
 all is done. Now a song!

Toby. Come on, there is sixpence for you. Let’s have
 a song.

Andrew. There’s a testril250 of me too. If one knight
 35 give a—251

Clown. Would you have a love song, or a song of
 good life?252

Toby. A love song, a love song.

Andrew. Ay, ay, I care not for good life.

 

Clown sings.

40 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,
 45 Every wise man’s son doth know.


Andrew. Excellent good, i’ faith.

Toby. Good, good.

Clown [Sings].

What is love? ’Tis not hereafter; 
Present mirth hath present laughter;  
50 What’s to come is still253 unsure: 
In delay there lies no plenty; 
Then come kiss me, sweet, and twenty,254  
Youth’s a stuff will not endure.


Andrew. A mellifluous voice, as I am true knight.

Toby. A contagious breath.255 55

Andrew. Very sweet and contagious, i’ faith.

Toby. To hear by the nose, it is dulcet in contagion.256
 But shall we make the welkin257 dance indeed? Shall
 we rouse the night owl in a catch that will draw
 three souls out of one weaver?258 Shall we do that? 60

Andrew. And you love me, let’s do’t. I am dog259 at a
 catch.

Clown. By’r Lady, sir, and some dogs will catch well.

Andrew. Most certain. Let our catch be “Thou knave.”

Clown. “Hold thy peace, thou knave,”260 knight? I 65
 shall be constrained in’t to call thee knave, knight.

Andrew. ’Tis not the first time I have constrained one
 to call me knave. Begin, fool. It begins, “Hold thy
 peace.”

Clown. I shall never begin if I hold my peace. 70

Andrew. Good, i’ faith! Come, begin.

 

Catch sung. 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.

Toby. My lady’s a Cataian, we are politicians,261 Malvolio’s 
a Peg-a-Ramsey,262 and [Sings] “Three merry
 men be we.”263 Am not I consanguineous?264 Am I
 not of her blood? Tilly-vally, lady. [Sings] “There
 dwelt a man in Babylon, lady, lady.”

80 Clown. Beshrew265 me, the knight’s in admirable fooling.

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.266

85 Toby. [Sings] “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 you no wit,267 manners, nor honesty,268 but to
 gabble like tinkers at this time of night? Do ye
 90 make an alehouse of my lady’s house, that ye squeak
 out your coziers’269 catches without any mitigation
 or remorse270 of voice? Is there no respect of place,
 persons, nor time in you?

Toby. We did keep time, sir, in our catches. Sneck up.271

95 Malvolio. Sir Toby, I must be round272 with you. My
 lady bade me tell you that, though she harbors
 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
 100 not, and it would please you to take leave of her,
 she is very willing to bid you farewell.

 Toby. [Sings] “Farewell, dear heart since I must needs
 be gone.”273

Maria. Nay, good Sir Toby.

Clown. [Sings] “His eyes do show his days are almost done.”

Malvolio. Is’t even so? 105

Toby. [Sings] “But I will never die.”

Clown. [Sings] Sir Toby, there you lie.

Malvolio. This is much credit to you.

Toby. [Sings] “Shall I bid him go?”

Clown. [Sings] “What and if you do?” 110

Toby. [Sings] “Shall I bid him go, and spare not?”

Clown. [Sings] “O, no, no, no, no, you dare not!”

Toby. Out o’ tune, sir? Ye lie.274 Art any more than a
 steward? Dost thou think, because thou art virtuous,
 there shall be no more cakes and ale? 115

Clown. Yes, by Saint Anne, and ginger275 shall be hot
 i’ th’ mouth too.

Toby. Th’ art i’ th’ right.—Go, sir, rub your chain
 with crumbs.276 A stoup of wine, Maria!

Malvolio. Mistress Mary, if you prized my lady’s favor 120
 at anything more than contempt, you would not
 give means for this uncivil rule.277 She shall know
 of it, by this hand.

Exit.

Maria. Go shake your ears.278

125 Andrew. ’Twere as good a deed as to drink when a
 man’s ahungry,279 to challenge him the field,280 and
 then to break promise with him and make a fool
 of him.

Toby. Do’t, knight. I’ll write thee a challenge; or I’ll
 130 deliver thy indignation to him by word of mouth.

Maria. Sweet Sir Toby, be patient for tonight. Since
 the youth of the Count’s was today with my lady,
 she is much out of quiet. For Monsieur Malvolio,
 let me alone with him. If I do not gull him into a
 135 nayword,281 and make him a common recreation, do
 not think I have wit enough to lie straight in my
 bed. I know I can do it.

Toby. Possess282 us, possess us. Tell us something of
 him.

140 Maria. Marry, sir, sometimes he is a kind of Puritan.283

Andrew. O, if I thought that, I’d beat him like a dog.

Toby. What, for being a Puritan? Thy exquisite
 reason, dear knight.

Andrew. I have no exquisite reason for’t, but I have
 145 reason good enough.

Maria. The devil a Puritan that he is, or anything
 constantly284 but a time-pleaser;285 an affectioned286 ass,
 that cons state without book287 and utters it by great
 swarths;288 the best persuaded of himself;289 so
 150 crammed, as he thinks, with excellencies that it is
 his grounds of faith that all that look on him love
 him; and on that vice in him will my revenge find
 notable cause to work.

Toby. What wilt thou do?

Maria. I will drop in his way some obscure epistles of 155
 love, wherein by the color of his beard, the shape
 of his leg, the manner of his gait, the expressure290 of
 his eye, forehead, and complexion, he shall find
 himself most feelingly personated.291 I can write very
 like my lady your niece; on a forgotten matter we 160
 can hardly make distinction of our hands.

Toby. Excellent. I smell a device.

Andrew. I have’t in my nose too.

Toby. He shall think by the letters that thou wilt drop
 that they come from my niece, and that she’s in love 165
 with him.

Maria. My purpose is indeed a horse of that color.

Andrew. And your horse now would make him an ass.

Maria. Ass, I doubt not. 170

Andrew. O, ’twill be admirable.

Maria. Sport royal, I warrant you. I know my physic
 will work with him. I will plant you two, and let
 the fool make a third,292 where he shall find the
 letter. Observe his construction293 of it. For this 175
 night, to bed, and dream on the event.294 Farewell.

Exit.

 

Toby. Good night, Penthesilea.295

Andrew. Before me,296 she’s a good wench.

Toby. She’s a beagle297 true-bred, and one that adores
 me. What o’ that? 180

 Andrew. I was adored once too.

Toby. Let’s to bed, knight. Thou hadst need send for
 more money.

Andrew. If I cannot recover298 your niece, I am a foul
 185 way out.299

Toby. Send for money, knight. If thou hast her not
 i’ th’ end, call me Cut.300

Andrew. If I do not, never trust me, take it how you
 will.

190 Toby. Come, come; I’ll go burn some sack.301 ’Tis too
 late to go to bed now. Come, knight; come, knight.

Exeunt.


Scene 4. [The Duke’s palace.]

Enter Duke, Viola, Curio, and others.

 

Duke. Give me some music. Now good morrow, friends.
 Now, good Cesario, but that piece of song, 
That old and antic302 song we heard last night. 
Methought it did relieve my passion303 much,  
5 More than light airs and recollected terms304  
Of these most brisk and giddy-pacèd times. 
Come, but one verse.

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

10 Duke. 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. Seek him out, and play the tune the while.

[Exit Curio.] Music plays.

Come hither, boy. If ever thou shalt love, 15  
In the sweet pangs of it remember me; 
For such as I am all true lovers are, 
Unstaid and skittish in all motions305 else 
Save in the constant image of the creature 
That is beloved. How dost thou like this tune? 20

 Viola. It gives a very echo to the seat306
 Where Love is throned.

 Duke. Thou dost speak masterly.
 My life upon’t, young though thou art, thine eye 
Hath stayed upon some favor307 that it loves. 
Hath it not, boy?

 Viola. A little, by your favor. 25

 Duke. What kind of woman is’t?

 Viola. Of your complexion.308

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

 Viola. About your years, my lord.

 Duke. Too old, by heaven. Let still309 the woman take
 An elder than herself: so wears she310 to him, 30  
So sways she level in her husband’s heart;311  
For, boy, however we do praise ourselves, 
Our fancies312 are more giddy and unfirm, 
More longing, wavering, sooner lost and worn,313  
Than women’s are.

 Viola. I think it well, my lord. 35

 Duke. Then let thy love be younger than thyself, 
Or thy affection cannot hold the bent;314  
For women are as roses, whose fair flow’r, 
Being once displayed, doth fall that very hour.

40 Viola. And so they are; alas, that they are so.
 To die, even when they to perfection grow.

 

Enter Curio and Clown.

Duke. O, fellow, come, the song we had last night.
 Mark it, Cesario; it is old and plain. 
The spinsters315 and the knitters in the sun, 
And the free316 maids that weave their thread with  
45 bones,317  
Do use to chant it. It is silly sooth,318  
And dallies° with the innocence of love, 
Like the old age.319

 Clown. Are you ready, sir?

50 Duke. I prithee sing.

 Music.

The Song.

Come away, come away, death, 
And in sad cypress320 let me be laid. 
Fly away, fly away, breath; 
I am slain by a fair cruel maid.  
55 My shroud 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,  
60 On my black coffin let there be strown; 
Not a friend, not a friend greet 
My poor corpse, where my bones shall be 
thrown.


A thousand thousand sighs to save, 
Lay me, O, where 
Sad true lover never find my grave, 65  
To weep there.


 Duke. There’s for thy pains.

 Clown. No pains, sir. I take pleasure in singing, sir.

 Duke. I’ll pay thy pleasure then.

 Clown. Truly, sir, and pleasure will be paid one time 70
 or another.

 Duke. Give me now leave to leave thee.

 Clown. Now the melancholy god protect thee, and the
 tailor make thy doublet of changeable321 taffeta, for
 thy mind is a very opal. I would have men of such 75
 constancy put to sea, that their business might be
 everything, and their intent everywhere; for that’s
 it that always makes a good voyage of nothing.
 Farewell.

 Exit.

 Duke. Let all the rest give place.322

[Exeunt Curio and Attendants.]

Once more, Cesario, 80
 Get thee to yond same sovereign cruelty.323  
Tell her my love, more noble than the world, 
Prizes not quantity of dirty lands; 
The parts324 that fortune hath bestowed upon her 
Tell her I hold as giddily325 as fortune, 85  
But ’tis that miracle and queen of gems326  
That nature pranks her in327 attracts my soul.

 Viola. But if she cannot love you, sir?

 Duke. I cannot be so answered.

 Viola. Sooth,328 but you must. 
90 Say that some lady, as perhaps there is, 
Hath for your love as great a pang of heart 
As you have for Olivia. You cannot love her. 
You tell her so. Must she not then be answered?

 Duke. There is no woman’s sides
 95 Can bide329 the beating of so strong a passion
 As love doth give my heart; no woman’s heart
 So big to hold so much; they lack retention.330
 Alas, their love may be called appetite,
 No motion331 of the liver332 but the palate,
 100 That suffer surfeit, cloyment, and revolt;333
 But mine is all as hungry as the sea
 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—
105 Duke. 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.

110 Duke. 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 damask334 cheek. She pined in thought;335  
And, with a green and yellow melancholy,  
115 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;336 for still we prove 
Much in our vows but little in our love.

120 Duke. 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.337  
Sir, shall I to this lady?

Duke. Ay, that’s the theme.
 To her in haste. Give her this jewel. Say 
My love can give no place,338 bide no denay.339 125

Exeunt.


Scene 5. [Olivia’s garden.]

Enter Sir Toby, Sir Andrew, and Fabian.

 

Toby. Come thy ways, Signior Fabian.

Fabian. Nay, I’ll come. If I lose a scruple340 of this
 sport, let me be boiled341 to death with melancholy.

Toby. Wouldst thou not be glad to have the niggardly
 rascally sheep-bit
er342 come by some notable shame? 5

Fabian. I would exult, man. You know he brought me
 out o’ favor with my lady about a bearbaiting here.

Toby. To anger him we’ll have the bear again, and we
 will fool him black and blue. Shall we not, Sir
 Andrew? 10

Andrew. And we do not, it is pity of our lives.

 

Enter Maria.

 

 

Toby. Here comes the little villain. How now, my
 metal of India?343

Maria. Get ye all three into the box tree. Malvolio’s
 15 coming down this walk. He has been yonder i’ the
 sun practicing behavior to his own shadow this half
 hour. Observe him, for the love of mockery; for I
 know this letter will make a contemplative344 idiot of
 him. Close,345 in the name of jesting. [The others
 20 hide.] Lie thou there [throws down a letter]; for
 here comes the trout that must be caught with
 tickling.346

Exit.

 

Enter Malvolio.

 

Malvolio. ’Tis but fortune; all is fortune. Maria once
 told me she did affect me;347 and I have heard herself
 25 come thus near, that, should she fancy,348 it should
 be one of my complexion. Besides, she uses me with
 a more exalted respect than anyone else that
 follows349 her. What should I think on’t?

Toby. Here’s an overweening rogue.

30 Fabian. O, peace! Contemplation makes a rare turkey
 cock of him. How he jets350 under his advanced351
 plumes!

Andrew. ’Slight,352 I could so beat the rogue.

Toby. Peace, I say.353

35 Malvolio. To be Count Malvolio.

Toby. Ah, rogue!

Andrew. Pistol him, pistol him.

Toby. Peace, peace.

Malvolio. There is example for’t. The Lady of the
 40 Strachy354 married the yeoman of the wardrobe.

Andrew. Fie on him, Jezebel.355

Fabian. O, peace! Now he’s deeply in. Look how
 imagination blows him.356

Malvolio. Having been three months married to her,
 sitting in my state—45

Toby. O for a stonebow,357 to hit him in the eye!

Malvolio. Calling my officers about me, in my
 branched358 velvet gown; having come from a daybed,
 359 where I have left Olivia sleeping—

Toby. Fire and brimstone! 50

Fabian. O, peace, peace!

Malvolio. And then to have the humor of state;360 and
 after a demure travel of regard,361 telling them I
 know my place, as I would they should do theirs, to
 ask for my kinsman Toby—55

Toby. Bolts and shackles!

Fabian. O peace, peace, peace, now, now.

Malvolio. Seven of my people, with an obedient start,
 make out for362 him. I frown the while, and perchance
 wind up my watch, or play with my—some 60
 rich jewel.363 Toby approaches; curtsies there to me—

Toby. 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 65
 my familiar smile with an austere regard of
control364—

 Toby. And does not Toby take365 you a blow o’ the
 lips then?

70 Malvolio. Saying, “Cousin Toby, my fortunes having
 cast me on your niece, give me this prerogative of
 speech.”

 Toby. What, what?

 Malvolio. “You must amend your drunkenness.”

75 Toby. 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”—

80 Andrew. That’s me, I warrant you.

 Malvolio. “One Sir Andrew”—

 Andrew. I knew ’twas I, for many do call me fool.

 Malvolio. What employment366 have we here?

[Takes up the letter.]

 Fabian. Now is the woodcock367 near the gin.368

85 Toby. O, peace, and the spirit of humors 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 of369 question,
 90 her hand.

 Andrew. Her C’s, her U’s, and her T’s? Why that?

 Malvolio. [Reads] “To the unknown beloved, this,
 and my good wishes.” Her very phrases! By your
 leave, wax.370 Soft,371 and the impressure her
Lucrece,372 
with which she uses to seal.373 ’Tis my lady. To 95
 whom should this be?

 Fabian. This wins him, liver and all.

 Malvolio. [Reads]

“Jove knows I love, 
But who? 
Lips, do not move; 100  
No man must know.”

“No man must know.” What follows? The numbers
 altered!374 “No man must know.” If this should be
 thee, Malvolio?

 Toby. Marry, hang thee, brock!375 105

 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.”

 Fabian. A fustian376 riddle. 110

 Toby. Excellent wench,377 say I.

 Malvolio. “M. O. A. I. doth sway my life.” Nay, but
 first, let me see, let me see, let me see.

 Fabian. What dish o’ poison has she dressed378
him!

 Toby. And with what wing the staniel checks at it!379 115

 Malvolio. “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.380 There
 is no obstruction381 in this. And the end; what should
 that alphabetical position portend? If I could make 120
 that resemble something in me! Softly, “M. O. A. I.”

 Toby. O, ay, make up that. He is now at a cold scent.

 Fabian. Sowter will cry upon’t for all this, though it
 be as rank as a fox.382

125 Malvolio. M.—Malvolio. M.—Why, that begins my
 name.

 Fabian. Did not I say he would work it out? The cur
 is excellent at faults.383

 Malvolio. M.—But then there is no consonancy in the
 130 sequel.384 That suffers under probation.385 A should
 follow, but O does.

 Fabian. And O386 shall end, I hope.

 Toby. Ay, or I’ll cudgel him, and make him cry O.

 Malvolio. And then I comes behind.

135 Fabian. Ay, and you had any eye behind you, you
 might see more detraction at your heels than
 fortunes before you.

 Malvolio. M, O, A, I. This simulation387 is not as the
 former; and yet, to crush388 this a little, it would bow  
140 to me, for every one of these letters are in my name.
 Soft, here follows prose.

[Reads] “If this falls into thy hand, revolve.389 In my
 stars390 I am above thee, but be not afraid of greatness.
 Some are born great, some achieve greatness,
 145 and some have greatness thrust upon ’em. Thy
 Fates open their hands; let thy blood and spirit
 embrace them; and to inure391 thyself to what thou
 art like to be, cast thy humble slough392 and appear
 fresh. Be opposite with393 a kinsman, surly with
 150 servants. Let thy tongue tang arguments of state;394
 put thyself into the trick of singularity.395 She thus 
advises thee that sighs for thee. Remember who
 commended thy yellow stockings and wished to see
 thee ever cross-gartered.396 I say, remember. Go to,
 thou art made, if thou desir’st to be so. If not, let 155
 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 and champian397 discovers398 not more. This 160
 is open. I will be proud, I will read politic authors,399
 I will baffle400 Sir Toby, I will wash off gross401 acquaintance,
 I will be point-devise,402 the very man.
 I do not now fool myself, to let imagination jade403
 me, for every reason excites to this,404 that my lady 165
 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 with
 a kind of injunction drives me to these habits of her
 liking.405 I thank my stars, I am happy. I will be 170
 strange,406 stout,407 in yellow stockings, and cross-gartered,
 even with the swiftness of putting on. Jove
 and my stars be praised. Here is yet a postscript.
 [Reads] “Thou canst not choose but know who I
 am. If thou entertain’st408 my love, let it appear in 175
 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.

Exit.180

 Fabian. I will not give my part of this sport for a
 pension of thousands to be paid from the Sophy.409

 Toby. I could marry this wench for this device.

 Andrew. So could I too.

185 Toby. And ask no other dowry with her but such
 another jest.

 

Enter Maria.

 

Andrew. Nor I neither.

 Fabian. Here comes my noble gull-catcher.410

 Toby. Wilt thou set thy foot o’ my neck?

190 Andrew. Or o’ mine either?

 Toby. Shall I play411 my freedom at tray-trip412 and
 become thy bondslave?

 Andrew. I’ faith, or I either?

 Toby. Why, thou hast put him in such a dream that,
 195 when the image of it leaves him, he must run mad.

 Maria. Nay, but say true, does it work upon him?

 Toby. Like aqua-vitae413 with a midwife.

 Maria. If you will, then, see the fruits of the sport,
 mark his first approach before my lady. He will
 200 come to her in yellow stockings, and ’tis a color she
 abhors, and cross-gartered, a fashion she detests;
 and he will smile upon her which will now be so
 unsuitable to her disposition, being addicted to a
 melancholy as she is, that it cannot but turn him
 205 into a notable contempt. If you will see it, follow
 me.

 Toby. To the gates of Tartar,414 thou most excellent 
devil of wit.

 Andrew. I’ll make one415 too.

 Exeunt.




ACT 3


Scene 1. [Olivia’s garden.]

Enter Viola and Clown [with a tabor].

 

Viola. Save thee,416 friend, and thy music. Dost thou
 live by417 thy tabor?418

 Clown. No, sir, I live by the church.

Viola. Art thou a churchman?

Clown. No such matter, sir. I do live by the church; 5
 for I do live at my house, and my house doth stand
 by the church.

 Viola. So thou mayst say, the king lies419 by a beggar,
 if a beggar dwell near him; or, the church stands
 by420 thy tabor, if thy tabor stand by the church. 10

 Clown. You have said, sir. To see this age! A sentence
 is but a chev’ril421 glove to a good wit. How
 quickly the wrong side may be turned outward!

 Viola. Nay, that’s certain. They that dally nicely422
 with words may quickly make them wanton.423 15

 Clown. I would therefore my sister had had no name,
 sir.

 Viola. Why, man?

 Clown. Why, sir, her name’s a word, and to dally with
 20 that word might make my sister wanton. But indeed
 words are very rascals since bonds disgraced them.424

 Viola. Thy reason, man?

 Clown. Troth,425 sir, I can yield you none without
 words, and words are grown so false I am loath to
 25 prove reason with them.

 Viola. I warrant thou art a merry fellow and car’st
 for nothing.

 Clown. Not so, sir; I do care for something; but in my
 conscience, sir, I do not care for you. If that be to
 30 care for nothing, sir, I would it would make you
 invisible.

 Viola. Art not thou the Lady Olivia’s fool?

 Clown. No, indeed, sir. The Lady Olivia has no folly.
 She will keep no fool, sir, till she be married; and
 35 fools are as like husbands as pilchers426 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.

 Clown. Foolery, sir, does walk about the orb427 like  
40 the sun; it shines everywhere. I would be sorry, sir,
 but428 the fool should be as oft with your master as
 with my mistress. I think I saw your wisdom there.

 Viola. Nay, and thou pass upon me,429 I’ll no more
 with thee. Hold, there’s expenses for thee.

[Gives a coin.]

 

45 Clown. Now Jove, in his next commodity430 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?

 Clown. Would not a pair of these431 have bred, sir? 50

 Viola. Yes, being kept together and put to use.432

 Clown. I would play Lord Pandarus of Phrygia, sir,
 to bring a Cressida to this Troilus.433

 Viola. I understand you, sir. ’Tis well begged.

[Gives another coin.]

 

Clown. The matter, I hope, is not great, sir, begging 55
 but a beggar: Cressida was a beggar.434 My lady is
 within, sir. I will conster435 to them whence you
 come. Who you are and what you would are out of
 my welkin;436 I might say “element,” but the word is
 overworn.437

Exit. 60

 Viola. This fellow is wise enough to play the fool,
 And to do that well craves438 a kind of wit.439  
He must observe their mood on whom he jests, 
The quality of persons, and the time; 
And,440 like the haggard,441 check at442 every feather 65  
That comes before his eye. This is a practice443  
As full of labor as a wise man’s art; 
For folly that he wisely shows, is fit; 
But wise men, folly-fall’n,444 quite taint their wit.445

Enter Sir Toby and [Sir] Andrew.

 

70 Toby. Save you, gentleman.

Viola. And you, sir.

 Andrew. Dieu vous garde, monsieur.

Viola. Et vous aussi; votre serviteur.446

Andrew. I hope, sir, you are, and I am yours.

75 Toby. Will you encounter447 the house? My niece is
 desirous you should enter, if your trade be to448 her.

 Viola. I am bound to449 your niece, sir; I mean, she is
 the list450 of my voyage.

 Toby. Taste451 your legs, sir; put them to motion.

80 Viola. My legs do better understand452 me, sir, than I
 understand what you mean by bidding me taste my legs.

 Toby. I mean, to go, sir, to enter.

 Viola. I will answer you with gait and entrance.453
But  85 we are prevented.454

 

Enter Olivia and Gentlewoman [Maria].

Most excellent accomplished lady, the heavens rain
 odors on you.

 Andrew. That youth’s a rare courtier. “Rain odors”—
 well!455

90 Viola. My matter hath no voice,456 lady, but to your
 own most pregnant and vouchsafed ear.

Andrew. “Odors,” “pregnant,” and “vouchsafed”—
 I’ll get ’em all three all ready.

Olivia. Let the garden door be shut, and leave me to
 my hearing. [Exeunt Sir Toby, Sir Andrew, and 95
 Maria.] 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 feigning457 was called compliment.
 Y’ are 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. For458 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; 
But, would you undertake another suit, 110  
I had rather hear you to solicit that 
Than music from the spheres.459

Viola. Dear lady—

Olivia. Give me leave,460 beseech you. I did send,
 After the last enchantment you did here, 
A ring in chase of you. So did I abuse461 115  
Myself, my servant, and, I fear me, you. 
Under your hard construction462 must I sit, 
To force that on you in a shameful cunning 
Which you knew none of yours. What might you 
think?

120 Have you not set mine honor at the stake
 And baited it with all th’ unmuzzled thoughts463  
That tyrannous heart can think? To one of your 
receiving464  
Enough is shown; a cypress,465 not a bosom, 
Hides my heart. So, let me hear you speak.

Viola. I pity you.

125 Olivia. That’s a degree466 to love.

Viola. No, not a grize;467 for ’tis a vulgar proof468
 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.  
130 If one should be a prey, how much the better 
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,469

135 Your wife is like to reap a proper470 man.
 There lies your way, due west.471

Viola. Then westward ho!472
 Grace and good disposition473 attend your ladyship.
 You’ll nothing, madam, to my lord by me?

Olivia. Stay.
 140 I prithee tell me what thou think’st of me.

Viola. That you do think you are not what you are.474

Olivia. If I think so, I think the same of you.475

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? 145
 I wish it might, for now I am your fool.476

Olivia. 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 
noon.477 150  
Cesario, by the roses of the spring, 
By maidhood,478 honor, truth, and everything, 
I love thee so that, maugre479 all thy pride, 
Nor wit nor reason can my passion hide. 
Do not extort thy reasons from this clause,480 155  
For that481 I woo, thou therefore hast no cause;482  
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,
 I have one heart, one bosom, and one truth, 160  
And that no woman has; nor never none 
Shall mistress be of it, save I alone. 
And so adieu, good madam. Never more 
Will I my master’s tears to you deplore.

Olivia. Yet come again; for thou perhaps mayst move 165
 That heart which now abhors to like his love.

Exeunt.


Scene 2. [Olivia’s house.]

Enter Sir Toby, Sir Andrew, and Fabian.

Andrew. No, faith, I’ll not stay a jot longer.

Toby. Thy reason, dear venom; give thy reason.

Fabian. You must needs yield483 your reason, Sir
 Andrew.

5 Andrew. Marry, I saw your niece do more favors to
 the Count’s servingman than ever she bestowed
 upon me. I saw’t i’ th’ orchard.

Toby. Did she see thee the while, old boy? Tell me
 that.

10 Andrew. As plain as I see you now.

Fabian. This was a great argument484 of love in her 
toward you.

Andrew. ’Slight, will you make an ass o’ me?

Fabian. I will prove it legitimate,485 sir, upon the oaths
 15 of judgment and reason.

Toby. And they have been grand-jurymen since
 before Noah was a sailor.

Fabian. She did show favor to the youth in your sight
 only to exasperate you, to awake your dormouse486
 20 valor, 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.487 The double gilt488 of this opportunity you 25
 let time wash off, and you are now sailed into the
 North of my lady’s opinion,489 where you will hang
 like an icicle on a Dutchman’s beard490 unless you do
 redeem it by some laudable attempt either of valor
 or policy.491 30

Andrew. And’t be any way, it must be with valor; for
 policy I hate. I had as lief be a Brownist492 as a
 politician.493

Toby. Why then, build me thy fortunes upon the basis
 of valor. Challenge me the Count’s youth to fight 35
 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 can494 more prevail in man’s
 commendation with woman than report of valor.

Fabian. There is no way but this, Sir Andrew. 40

Andrew. Will either of you bear me a challenge to
 him?

Toby. Go, write it in a martial hand. Be curst495 and
 brief; it is no matter how witty, so it be eloquent
 and full of invention. Taunt him with the license of 45
 ink.496 If thou thou’st497 him some thrice, it shall not
 be amiss; and as many lies as will lie in thy sheet
 of paper, although the sheet were big enough for
 the bed of Ware498 in England, set ’em down. Go
 about it. Let there be gall enough in thy ink, though 50
 thou write with a goose-pen, no matter. About it!

Andrew. Where shall I find you?

Toby. We’ll call thee at the cubiculo.499 Go.

Exit Sir Andrew.

 

Fabian. This is a dear manikin500 to you, Sir Toby.

55 Toby. I have been dear to him,501 lad, some two thousand
 strong or so.

Fabian. We shall have a rare letter from him, but
 you’ll not deliver’t?

Toby. Never trust me then; and by all means stir on
 60 the youth to an answer. I think oxen and wainropes502
 cannot hale them together. For Andrew,
 if he were opened, and you find so much blood in
 his liver as will clog the foot of a flea, I’ll eat the
 rest of th’ anatomy.503

65 Fabian. And his opposite,504 the youth, bears in his
 visage no great presage of cruelty.

Enter Maria.

 

Toby. Look where the youngest wren505 of mine506 comes.

Maria. If you desire the spleen,507 and will laugh yourselves
 into stitches, follow me. Yond gull Malvolio
 70 is turned heathen, a very renegado; for there is no
 Christian that means to be saved by believing
 rightly can ever believe such impossible passages
 of grossness.508 He’s in yellow stockings.

Toby. And cross-gartered?

75 Maria. Most villainously; like a pedant that keeps a
 school i’ th’ church. I have dogged him like his
 murderer. He does obey every point of the letter
 that I dropped to betray him. He does smile his
 face into more lines than is in the new map with 
the augmentation of the Indies.509 You have not seen 80
 such a thing as ’tis. I can hardly forbear hurling
 things at him. I know my lady will strike him. If
 she do, he’ll smile, and take’t for a great favor.

Toby. Come bring us, bring us where he is.

Exeunt omnes.


Scene 3. [A street.]

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 jealousy510 what might befall your travel, 
Being skilless in511 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,512  
Set forth in your pursuit.

Sebastian. My kind Antonio,
 I can no longer answer make but thanks, 
And thanks, and ever oft good turns513 15

Are shuffled off with such uncurrent514 pay. 
But, were my worth515 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.

Antonio. Would you’ld pardon516 me.
 25 I do not without danger walk these streets. 
Once in a sea-fight ’gainst the Count his galleys517  
I did some service; of such note indeed 
That, were I ta’en here, it would scarce be 
answered.518

Sebastian. Belike you slew great number of his people?

30 Antonio. Th’ offense is not of such a bloody nature,
 Albeit the quality519 of the time and quarrel 
Might well have given us bloody argument.520  
It might have since been answered521 in repaying 
What we took from them, which for traffic’s522 sake  
35 Most of our city did. Only myself stood out; 
For which, if I be lapsèd523 in this place, 
I shall pay dear.

Sebastian. Do not then walk too open.

Antonio. It doth not fit me. Hold, sir, here’s my purse.
 In the south suburbs at the Elephant524  
40 Is best to lodge. I will bespeak our diet,525  
Whiles526 you beguile the time and feed your 
knowledge 
With viewing of the town. There shall you have527  
me.

Sebastian. Why I your purse?

Antonio. Haply your eye shall light upon some toy528
 You have desire to purchase, and your store529 45  
I think is not for idle markets,530 sir.

Sebastian. I’ll be your purse-bearer, and leave you for
 An hour.

Antonio. To th’ Elephant.

Sebastian. I do remember. Exeunt.


Scene 4. [Olivia’s garden.]

Enter Olivia and Maria.

 

Olivia. I have sent after him. He says he’ll come:531
 How shall I feast him? What bestow of532 him? 
For youth is bought more oft than begged or 
borrowed. 
I speak too loud. Where’s Malvolio? He is sad and 
civil,533  
And suits well for a servant with my fortunes. 5  
Where is Malvolio?

Maria. He’s coming, madam, but in very strange manner.
 He is sure possessed,534 madam.

Olivia. Why, what’s the matter? Does he rave?

Maria. No, madam, he does nothing but smile. Your 10
 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. I am as mad as he,
 If sad and merry madness equal be.

Enter Malvolio.

 

15 How now, Malvolio?

Malvolio. Sweet lady, ho, ho!

Olivia. Smil’st thou? I sent for thee upon a sad535
occasion.

Malvolio. Sad, lady? I could be sad. This does make
 20 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 sonnet536 is, “Please one,
 and please all.”537

Olivia. Why, how dost thou, man? What is the matter
 25 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.538

30 Olivia. Wilt thou go to bed, Malvolio?

Malvolio. To bed? Ay, sweetheart, and I’ll come to
 thee.

Olivia. God comfort thee. Why dost thou smile so,
 and kiss thy hand so oft?

35 Maria. How do you, Malvolio?

Malvolio. At your request? Yes, nightingales answer
 daws!539

Maria. Why appear you with this ridiculous boldness
 before my lady?

40 Malvolio. “Be not afraid of greatness.” ’Twas well writ.

Olivia. What mean’st thou by that, Malvolio?

Malvolio. “Some are born great.”

Olivia. Ha?

Malvolio. “Some achieve greatness.”

Olivia. What say’st thou? 45

Malvolio. “And some have greatness thrust upon
 them.”

Olivia. Heaven restore thee!

Malvolio. “Remember who commended thy yellow
 stockings.” 50

Olivia. Thy yellow stockings?

Malvolio. “And wished to see thee cross-gartered.”

Olivia. Cross-gartered?

Malvolio. “Go to, thou art made, if thou desir’st to
 be so.” 55

Olivia. Am I made?

Malvolio. “If not, let me see thee a servant still.”

Olivia. Why, this is very midsummer madness.540

 

Enter Servant.

 

Servant. Madam, the young gentleman of the Count
 Orsino’s is returned. I could hardly entreat him 60
 back. He attends your ladyship’s pleasure.

Olivia. I’ll come to him. [Exit Servant.] Good Maria,
 let this fellow be looked to. Where’s my cousin
 Toby? Let some of my people have a special care
 of him. I would not have him miscarry541 for the 65
 half of my dowry.

Exit [Olivia, accompanied by Maria].

Malvolio. O ho, do you come near me542 now? No
 worse man than Sir Toby to look to me. This concurs
 directly with the letter. She sends him on purpose
 70, that I may appear stubborn543 to him; for she
 incites me to that in the letter. “Cast thy humble
 slough,” says she; “be opposite with a kinsman,
 surly with servants; let thy tongue tang with arguments
 of state; put thyself into the trick of singu-
 75 larity.” And consequently sets down the manner
 how: as, a sad face, a reverend carriage, a slow
 tongue, in the habit544 of some sir545 of note, and so
 forth. I have limed546 her; but it is Jove’s doing, and
 Jove make me thankful. And when she went away
 80 now, “Let this fellow547 be looked to.” “Fellow.”
 Not “Malvolio,” nor after my degree,548 but “fellow.”
 Why, everything adheres together, that no
 dram549 of a scruple,550 no scruple of a scruple, no
 obstacle, no incredulous or unsafe551 circumstance—
85 what can be said? Nothing that can be can come
 between me and the full prospect of my hopes.
 Well, Jove, not I, is the doer of this, and he is to
 be thanked.

 

 

Enter [Sir] Toby, Fabian, and Maria.

 

Toby. Which way is he, in the name of sanctity? If
 90 all the devils of hell be drawn in little,552 and
 Legion553 himself possessed him, yet I’ll speak to
 him.

Fabian. Here he is, here he is! How is’t with you, sir?

Toby. How is’t with you, man?554

Malvolio. Go off; I discard you. Let me enjoy my 95
 private.555 Go off.

Maria. Lo, how hollow the fiend speaks within him!
 Did not I tell you? Sir Toby, my lady prays you
 to have a care of him.

Malvolio. Aha, does she so? 100

Toby. Go to, go to; peace, peace; we must deal gently
 with him. Let me alone. How do you, Malvolio?
 How is’t with you? What, man, defy the devil?
 Consider, he’s an enemy to mankind.

Malvolio. Do you know what you say? 105

Maria. La you, and you speak ill of the devil, how he
 takes it at heart. Pray God he be not bewitched.

Fabian. Carry his water to th’ wise woman.556

Maria. Marry, and it shall be done tomorrow morning
 if I live. My lady would not lose him for more 110
 than I’ll say.

Malvolio. How now, mistress?

Maria. O Lord.

Toby. Prithee hold thy peace. This is not the way. Do
 you not see you move557 him? Let me alone with
him. 115

Fabian. No way but gentleness; gently, gently. The
 fiend is rough558 and will not be roughly used.

Toby. Why, how now, my bawcock?559 How dost thou,
 chuck?560

Malvolio. Sir. 120

Toby. Ay, biddy, come with me. What, man, ’tis not 
for gravity to play at cherry-pit with Satan.561 Hang
 him, foul collier!562

Maria. Get him to say his prayers; good Sir Toby, get ▫
 125 him to pray.

Malvolio. My prayers, minx?

Maria. No, I warrant you, he will not hear of godliness.

Malvolio. Go hang yourselves all! You are idle563 shal-
 130 low things; I am not of your element.564 You shall
 know more hereafter.

Exit.

 

Toby. Is’t possible?

Fabian. If this were played upon a stage now, I could
 condemn it as an improbable fiction.

135 Toby. His very genius565 hath taken the infection of the
 device, man.

Maria. Nay, pursue him now, lest the device take air
 and taint.566

Fabian. Why, we shall make him mad indeed.

140 Maria. The house will be the quieter.

Toby. Come, we’ll have him in a dark room and
 bound. My niece is already in the belief that he’s
 mad. We may carry it567 thus, for our pleasure and
 his penance, till our very pastime, tired out of
 145 breath, prompt us to have mercy on him; at which
 time we will bring the device to the bar and crown
 thee for a finder of madmen. But see, but see.

 

Enter Sir Andrew.

 

Fabian. More matter for a May morning.568

Andrew. Here’s the challenge; read it. I warrant there’s
 vinegar and pepper in’t. 150

Fabian. Is’t so saucy?569

Andrew. Ay, is’t, I warrant him. Do but read.

Toby. Give me. [Reads] “Youth, whatsoever thou art,
 thou art but a scurvy fellow.”

Fabian. Good, and valiant. 155

Toby. [Reads] “Wonder not nor admire570 not in thy
 mind why I do call thee so, for I will show thee no
 reason for’t.”

Fabian. A good note that keeps you from the blow of
 the law. 160

Toby. [Reads] “Thou com’st to the Lady Olivia, and 
in my sight she uses thee kindly. But thou liest in
 thy throat; that is not the matter I challenge thee
 for.”

Fabian. Very brief, and to exceeding good sense—165
 less.

Toby. [Reads] “I will waylay thee going home; where
 if it be thy chance to kill me”—

Fabian. Good.

Toby. [Reads] “Thou kill’st me like a rogue and a 170
 villain.”

Fabian. Still you keep o’ th’ windy side of the law.571
 Good.

Toby. [Reads] “Fare thee well, and God have mercy
 upon one of our souls. He may have mercy upon 175
 mine, but my hope is better, and so look to thyself.
 Thy friend, as thou usest him, and thy sworn enemy,ANDREW AGUECHEEK.”


If this letter move him not, his legs cannot. I’ll give’t
 him. 180

Maria. You may have very fit occasion for’t. He is
 now in some commerce572 with my lady and will by
 and by depart.

Toby. Go, Sir Andrew. Scout me for him at the corner
 185 of the orchard like a bum-baily.573 So soon as ever
 thou seest him, draw; and as thou draw’st, swear
 horrible; for it comes to pass oft that a terrible
 oath, with a swaggering accent sharply twanged
 off, gives manhood more approbation574 than ever
 190 proof575 itself would have earned him. Away!

Andrew. Nay, let me alone for swearing.576 Exit.

Toby. Now will not I deliver his letter; for the behavior
 of the young gentleman gives him out to
 be of good capacity and breeding; his employment
 195 between his lord and my niece confirms no less.
 Therefore this letter, being so excellently ignorant,
 will breed no terror in the youth. He will find it
 comes from a clodpoll.577 But, sir, I will deliver his
 challenge by word of mouth, set upon Aguecheek
 200 a notable report of valor, and drive the gentleman
 (as I know his youth will aptly receive it) into a
 most hideous opinion of his rage, skill, fury, and
 impetuosity. This will so fright them both that they
 will kill one another by the look, like cockatrices.578

 

Enter Olivia and Viola.

 

205 Fabian. Here he comes with your niece. Give them
 way till he take leave, and presently after him.579

Toby. I will meditate the while upon some horrid
 message for a challenge.

[Exeunt Sir Toby, Fabian, and Maria.]

Olivia. I have said too much unto a heart of stone 
And laid mine honor too unchary580 on’t. 210
 There’s something in me that reproves my fault;
 But such a headstrong potent fault it is
 That it but mocks reproof.

Viola. With the same havior581 that your passion bears
 Goes on my master’s griefs. 215

Olivia. Here, wear this jewel582 for me; ’tis my picture.
 Refuse it not; it hath no tongue to vex you. 
And I beseech you come again tomorrow. 
What shall you ask of me that I’ll deny, 
That honor, saved, may upon asking give? 220

Viola. Nothing but this: your true love for my master.

Olivia. How with mine honor may I give him that
 Which I have given to you?

Viola. I will acquit you.

Olivia. Well, come again tomorrow. Fare thee well.
 A fiend like thee583 might bear my soul to hell. 225

[Exit.]

 

Enter [Sir] Toby and Fabian.

Toby. Gentleman, God save thee.

Viola. And you, sir.

Toby. That defense thou hast, betake thee to’t. Of
 what nature the wrongs are thou hast done him,
 I know not; but thy intercepter, full of despite,584 230
 bloody as the hunter,585 attends586 thee at the orchard
 end. Dismount thy tuck,587 be yare588 in thy preparation,
 for thy assailant is quick, skillful, and deadly.

Viola. You mistake, sir. I am sure no man hath any
 quarrel to me. My remembrance is very free and 235
 clear from any image of offense done to any man.

Toby. You’ll find it otherwise, I assure you. Therefore,
 if you hold your life at any price, betake you to your
 guard; for your opposite589 hath in him what
 240 youth, strength, skill, and wrath can furnish man
 withal.590

Viola. I pray you, sir, what is he?

Toby. He is knight, dubbed with unhatched591 rapier
 and on carpet consideration,592 but he is a devil in
 245 private brawl. Souls and bodies hath he divorced
 three; and his incensement at this moment is so implacable
 that satisfaction can be none but by pangs
 of death and sepulcher. “Hob, nob”593 is his word;
 “give’t or take’t.”

250 Viola. I will return again into the house and desire
 some conduct594 of the lady. I am no fighter. I have
 heard of some kind of men that put quarrels purposely
 on others to taste595 their valor. Belike this
 is a man of that quirk.

255 Toby. Sir, no. His indignation derives itself out of a
 very competent596 injury; therefore get you on and
 give him his desire. Back you shall not to the
 house, unless you undertake that with me which
 with as much safety you might answer him. There-
 260 fore on, or strip your sword stark naked; for
 meddle597 you must, that’s certain, or forswear to
 wear iron about you.

Viola. This is as uncivil as strange. I beseech you do
 me this courteous office, as to know of the knight
 265 what my offense to him is. It is something of my
 negligence,598 nothing of my purpose.

Toby. I will do so. Signior Fabian, stay you by this
 gentleman till my return.

Exit [Sir] Toby.

Viola. Pray you, sir, do you know of this matter?

Fabian. I know the knight is incensed against you, 270
 even to a mortal arbitrament;599 but nothing of the
 circumstance more.

Viola. I beseech you, what manner of man is he?

Fabian. Nothing of that wonderful promise, to read
 him by his form, as you are like to find him in the 275
 proof of his valor. He is indeed, sir, the most skillful,
 bloody, and fatal opposite that you could possibly
 have found in any part of Illyria. Will you
 walk towards him? I will make your peace with
 him if I can. 280

Viola. I shall be much bound to you for’t. I am one
 that had rather go with sir priest than sir knight. I
 care not who knows so much of my mettle.600

Exeunt.601

 

 

Enter [Sir] Toby and [Sir] Andrew.

Toby. Why, man, he’s a very devil; I have not seen
 such a firago.602 I had a pass603 with him, rapier, scab- 285
 bard, and all, and he gives me the stuck-in604 with
 such a mortal motion605 that it is inevitable; and on
 the answer606 he pays you as surely as your feet hits
 the ground they step on. They say he has been
 fencer to the Sophy.607 290

Andrew. Pox on’t, I’ll not meddle with him.

Toby. Ay, but he will not now be pacified. Fabian
 can scarce hold him yonder.

Andrew. Plague on’t, and I thought he had been
 valiant, and so cunning in fence,608 I’d have seen 295 
him damned ere I’d have challenged him. Let him
 let the matter slip, and I’ll give him my horse,
 gray Capilet.

Toby. I’ll make the motion.609 Stand here; make a good
 300 show on’t. This shall end without the perdition of
 souls.610 [Aside] Marry, I’ll ride your horse as
well as I ride you.

 

Enter Fabian and Viola.

 

I have his horse to take up611 the quarrel. I have
 persuaded him the youth’s a devil.

305 Fabian. He is as horribly conceited of him,612 and pants
 and looks pale, as if a bear were at his heels.

Toby. There’s no remedy, sir; he will fight with you
 for’s oath613 sake. Marry, he hath better bethought
 him of his quarrel,614 and he finds that now scarce
 310 to be worth talking of. Therefore draw for the supportance
 of his vow.615 He protests he will not hurt you.

Viola. [Aside] Pray God defend me! A little thing
 would make me tell them how much I lack of a
 315 man.

Fabian. Give ground if you see him furious.

Toby. Come, Sir Andrew, there’s no remedy. The
 gentleman will for his honor’s sake have one bout
 with you; he cannot by the duello616 avoid it; but he
 320 has promised me, as he is a gentleman and a
 soldier, he will not hurt you. Come on, to’t.

 Andrew. Pray God he keep his oath!

[Draws.]

Enter Antonio.

 

Viola. I do assure you ’tis against my will. [Draws.]

Antonio. Put up your sword. If this young gentleman
 Have done offense, I take the fault on me; 325  
If you offend him, I for him defy you.

Toby. You, sir? Why, what are you?

Antonio. [Draws] One, sir, that for his love dares yet do more
 Than you have heard him brag to you he will.

Toby. Nay, if you be an undertaker,617 I am for you. 330

[Draws.]

 

Enter Officers.

Fabian. O good Sir Toby, hold. Here come the officers.

Toby. [To Antonio] I’ll be with you anon.

Viola. [To Sir Andrew] Pray, sir, put your sword up, 
if you please.

Andrew. Marry, will I, sir; and for that618 I promised 335
 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.619

Second Officer. Antonio, I arrest thee at the suit
 Of Count Orsino.

Antonio. You do mistake me, sir. 340

First Officer. No, sir, no jot. I know your favor620  well,
 Though now you have no sea-cap on your head. 
Take him away. He knows I know him well.

Antonio. I must obey. [To Viola] This comes with
 seeking you.

345 But there’s no remedy; I shall answer it.621

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,  
350 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 showed me here,
 355 And part622 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 present623 with you. 
Hold, there’s half my coffer.624

Antonio. Will you deny me now?
 360 Is’t possible that my deserts to you 
Can lack persuasion?625 Do not tempt my misery, 
Lest that it make me so unsound626 a man 
As to upbraid you with those kindnesses 
That I have done for you.

Viola. I know of none,
 365 Nor know I you by voice or any feature.
 I hate ingratitude more in a man
 Than lying, vainness,627 babbling, drunkenness,
 Or any taint of vice whose strong corruption
 Inhabits our frail blood.

Antonio. O heavens themselves!

370 Second Officer. Come, sir, I pray you go.

Antonio. Let me speak a little. This youth that you see here
 I snatched one half out of the jaws of death; 
Relieved him with such sanctity of love, 
And to his image, which methought did promise 
Most venerable628 worth, did I devotion. 375

First Officer. What’s that to us? The time goes by.
 Away.

Antonio. But, O, how vild629 an idol proves this god!
 Thou hast, Sebastian, done good feature630 shame. 
In nature there’s no blemish but the mind;631  
None can be called deformed but the unkind.632 380  
Virtue is beauty; but the beauteous evil 
Are empty trunks,633 o’erflourished634 by the devil.

First Officer. The man grows mad; away with him!
 Come, come, sir.

Antonio. Lead me on.

Exit [with Officers].

Viola. Methinks his words do from such passion fly 385
 That he believes himself; so do not I. 
Prove true, imagination, O, prove true, 
That I, dear brother, be now ta’en for you!

Toby. Come hither, knight; come hither, Fabian. We’ll
 whisper o’er a couplet or two of most sage saws.635 390

Viola. He named Sebastian. I my brother know
 Yet living in my glass.636 Even such and so 
In favor was my brother, and he went 
Still in this fashion, color, ornament, 
For him I imitate. O, if it prove, 395  
Tempests are kind, and salt waves fresh in love!

[Exit.]

Toby. A very dishonest637 paltry boy, and more a
 coward than a hare. His dishonesty appears in
 leaving his friend here in necessity and denying
 him; and for his cowardship, ask Fabian. 400

Fabian. A coward, a most devout coward; religious
 in it.638

Andrew. ’Slid,639 I’ll after him again and beat him.

Toby. Do; cuff him soundly, but never draw thy
 405 sword.

Andrew. And I do not—[Exit.]

Fabian. Come, let’s see the event.640

Toby. I dare lay any money ’twill be nothing yet.641

Exit [with Fabian].




ACT IV


Scene 1. [Before Olivia’s house.]

Enter Sebastian and Clown.

 

 

Clown. Will you make me believe that I am not sent
 for you?

Sebastian. Go to, go to, thou art a foolish fellow. Let
 me be clear of thee.

Clown. Well held out,642 i’ faith! No, I do not know 5
 you; nor I am not sent to you by my lady, to bid
 you come speak with her; nor your name is not
 Master Cesario; nor this is not my nose neither.
 Nothing that is so is so.

Sebastian. I prithee vent thy folly somewhere else. 10
 Thou know’st not me.

Clown. Vent my folly! He has heard that word of
 some great man, and now applies it to a fool. Vent
 my folly! I am afraid this great lubber,643 the world,
 will prove a cockney.644 I prithee now, ungird thy 15
 strangeness,645 and tell me what I shall vent646 to my
 lady. Shall I vent to her that thou art coming?

Sebastian. I prithee, foolish Greek,647 depart from me.

There’s money for thee. If you tarry longer, I shall
 20 give worse payment.

Clown. By my troth, thou hast an open hand. These
 wise men that give fools money get themselves a
 good report—after fourteen years’ purchase.648

 

Enter [Sir] Andrew, [Sir] Toby, and Fabian.

Andrew. Now, sir, have I met you again? There’s for
 25 you!

[Strikes Sebastian.]

Sebastian. Why, there’s for thee, and there, and there!

[Strikes Sir Andrew.]

Are all the people mad?

Toby. Hold, sir, or I’ll throw your dagger o’er the
 house.

[Seizes Sebastian.]

30 Clown. This will I tell my lady straight.649 I would not
 be in some of your coats for twopence.

[Exit.]

Toby. Come on, sir; hold.

Andrew. Nay, let him alone. I’ll go another way to
 work with him. I’ll have an action of battery against
 35 him,650 if there be any law in Illyria. Though I
 stroke651 him first, yet it’s no matter for that.

Sebastian. Let go thy hand.

Toby. Come, sir, I will not let you go. Come, my
 young soldier, put up your iron. You are well
 40 fleshed.652 Come on.

[Frees himself.]

Sebastian. I will be free from thee.
 What wouldst thou now? 
If thou dar’st tempt me further, draw thy sword.

Toby. What, what? Nay then, I must have an ounce
 or two of this malapert653 blood from you.

[Draws.]

Enter Olivia.

 

 

Olivia. Hold, Toby! On thy life I charge thee hold! 45

Toby. Madam.

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 
sight! 
Be not offended, dear Cesario. 50  
Rudesby,654 begone.

[Exeunt Sir Toby, Sir Andrew, and Fabian.]

I prithee gentle friend,
 Let thy fair wisdom, not thy passion, sway655  
In this uncivil656 and unjust extent657  
Against thy peace. Go with me to my house, 
and hear thou there how many fruitless pranks 55  
This ruffian hath botched up,658 that thou thereby 
Mayst smile at this. Thou shalt not choose but go. 
Do not deny. Beshrew659 his soul for me. 
He started660 one poor heart661 of mine, in thee.

Sebastian. What relish is in this?662 How runs the 
stream? 60
 Or663 I am mad, or else this is a dream. 
Let fancy still my sense in Lethe664 steep; 
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. 65

Exeunt.


Scene 2. [Olivia’s house.]

Enter Maria and Clown.

 

Maria. Nay, I prithee put on this gown and this beard;
 make him believe thou art Sir Topas665 the curate;
 do it quickly. I’ll call Sir Toby the whilst.666

[Exit.]

Clown. Well, I’ll put it on, and I will dissemble667 my-
 5 self in’t, and I would I were the first that ever dissembled
 in such a gown. I am not tall enough to
 become the function668 well, nor lean enough to be
 thought a good studient;669 but to be said an honest
 man and a good housekeeper670 goes as fairly as to
 10 say a careful671 man and a great scholar. The competitors672
 enter.

 

Enter [Sir] Toby [and Maria].

Toby. Jove bless thee, Master Parson.

Clown. Bonos dies,673 Sir Toby; for, as the old hermit
 of Prague,674 that never saw pen and ink, very wit-
 15 tily said to a niece of King Gorboduc,675 “That that
 is is”; so, I, being Master Parson, am Master Parson;
 for what is “that” but that, and “is” but is?

Toby. To him, Sir Topas.

Clown. What ho, I say. Peace in this prison!

20 Toby. The knave counterfeits well; a good knave.676

Malvolio within.

 

 

Malvolio. Who calls there?

Clown. Sir Topas the curate, who comes to visit
 Malvolio the lunatic.

Malvolio. Sir Topas, Sir Topas, good Sir Topas, go to
 my lady. 25

Clown. Out, hyperbolical677 fiend! How vexest thou this
 man! Talkest thou nothing but of ladies?

Toby. Well said, Master Parson.

Malvolio. Sir Topas, never was man thus wronged.
 Good Sir Topas, do not think I am mad. They have 30
 laid me here in hideous darkness.

Clown. Fie, thou dishonest Satan. I call thee by the
 most modest678 terms, for I am one of those gentle
 ones that will use the devil himself with courtesy.
 Say’st thou that house679 is dark? 35

Malvolio. As hell, Sir Topas.

Clown. Why, it hath bay windows transparent as barricadoes,
 680 and the clerestories681 toward the south
 north are as lustrous as ebony; and yet complainest
 thou of obstruction? 40

Malvolio. I am not mad, Sir Topas. I say to you this
 house is dark.

Clown. Madman, thou errest. I say there is no darkness
 but ignorance, in which thou art more puzzled
 than the Egyptians in their fog.682 45

Malvolio. I say this house is as dark as ignorance,
 though ignorance were as dark as hell; and I say
 there was never man thus abused. I am no more 
mad than you are. Make the trial of it in any con-
 50 stant question.683

Clown. What is the opinion of Pythagoras684 concerning
 wild fowl?

Malvolio. That the soul of our grandam might happily685
 inhabit a bird.

55 Clown. What think’st thou of his opinion?

Malvolio. I think nobly of the soul and no way approve 
his opinion.

Clown. Fare thee well. Remain thou still in darkness.
 Thou shalt hold th’ opinion of Pythagoras ere I
 60 will allow of thy wits,686 and fear to kill a woodcock,
 687 lest thou dispossess the soul of thy grandam.
 Fare thee well.

Malvolio. Sir Topas, Sir Topas!

Toby. My most exquisite Sir Topas!

65 Clown. Nay, I am for all waters.688

Maria. Thou mightst have done this without thy beard
 and gown. He sees thee not.

Toby. To him in thine own voice, and bring me word
 how thou find’st him. [To Maria] I would we were
 70 well rid of this knavery. If he may be conveniently
 delivered,689 I would he were; for I am now so far
 in offense with my niece that I cannot pursue with
 any safety this sport to the upshot.690 [To the Clown]
 Come by and by to my chamber.

Exit [with Maria].

75 Clown. [Sings] “Hey, Robin, jolly Robin,

Tell me how thy lady does.”691


Malvolio. Fool.

Clown. “My lady is unkind, perdie.”692

Malvolio. Fool.

Clown. “Alas, why is she so?” 80

Malvolio. Fool, I say.

Clown. “She loves another.” Who calls, ha?

Malvolio. Good fool, as ever thou wilt deserve well
 at my hand, help me to a candle, and pen, ink, and
 paper. As I am a gentleman, I will live to be thank- 85
 ful to thee for’t.

Clown. Master Malvolio?

Malvolio. Ay, good fool.

Clown. Alas, sir, how fell you besides your five wits?693

Malvolio. Fool, there was never man so notoriously694 90
 abused. I am as well in my wits, fool, as thou art.

Clown. But as well? Then you are mad indeed, if you
 be no better in your wits than a fool.

Malvolio. They have here propertied695 me; keep me in
 darkness, send ministers to me, asses, and do all 95
 they can to face me out of my wits.696

Clown. Advise you697 what you say. The minister is
 here.698—Malvolio, Malvolio, thy wits the heavens
 restore. Endeavor thyself to sleep and leave thy
 vain bibble babble. 100

Malvolio. Sir Topas.

Clown. Maintain no words with him, good fellow.

—Who, I, sir? Not I, sir. God buy you,699 good Sir
 Topas.—Marry, amen.—I will, sir, I will.

105 Malvolio. Fool, fool, fool, I say!

Clown. Alas, sir, be patient. What say you, sir? I am
 shent700 for speaking to you.

Malvolio. Good fool, help me to some light and some
 paper. I tell thee, I am as well in my wits as any
 110 man in Illyria.

Clown. Well-a-day that you were,701 sir.

Malvolio. By this hand, I am. Good fool, some ink,
 paper, and light; and convey what I will set down
 to my lady. It shall advantage thee more than ever
 115 the bearing of letter did.

Clown. I will help you to’t. But tell me true, are you
 not mad indeed, or do you but counterfeit?702

Malvolio. Believe me, I am not. I tell thee true.

Clown. Nay, I’ll ne’er believe a madman till I see his
 120 brains. I will fetch you light and paper and ink.

Malvolio. Fool, I’ll requite it in the highest degree. I
 prithee be gone.

Clown. [Sings]

I am gone, sir. And anon, sir,

125 I’ll be with you again,
 In a trice, 
Like to the old Vice,703  
Your need to sustain.704  
Who with dagger of lath,  
130 In his rage and his wrath, 
Cries “Ah ha” to the devil. 
Like a mad lad,

“Pare thy nails, dad.” 
Adieu, goodman devil.705

Exit.


Scene 3. [Olivia’s garden.]

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,706 and there I found this credit,707  
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 sense708  
That this may be some error, but no madness, 10  
Yet doth this accident and flood of fortune 
So far exceed all instance,709 all discourse,710  
That I am ready to distrust mine eyes 
And wrangle with my reason that persuades me 
To any other trust711 but that I am mad, 15  
Or else the lady’s mad. Yet, if ’twere so, 
She could not sway712 her house, command her 
followers, 
Take and give back affairs and their dispatch713  
With such a smooth, discreet, and stable bearing 
As I perceive she does. There’s something in’t 20  
That is deceivable.714 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 chantry by.715 There, before him,  
25 And underneath that consecrated roof, 
Plight me the full assurance of your faith, 
That my most jealious716 and too doubtful soul 
May live at peace. He shall conceal it 
Whiles717 you are willing it shall come to note,718  
30 What time we will our celebration keep719  
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 shine
 35 That they may fairly note720 this act of mine.

Exeunt.




ACT V


Scene 1. [Before Olivia’s house.]

Enter Clown and Fabian.

 

 

Fabian. Now as thou lov’st me, let me see his721 letter.

Clown. Good Master Fabian, grant me another
request.

Fabian. Anything.

Clown. Do not desire to see this letter. 5

Fabian. This is to give a dog, and in recompense desire
 my dog again.

Enter Duke, Viola, Curio, and Lords.

Duke. Belong you to the Lady Olivia, friends?

Clown. Ay, sir, we are some of her trappings.

Duke. I know thee well. How dost thou, my good 10  
fellow?

Clown. Truly, sir, the better for my foes, and the
 worse for my friends.

Duke. Just the contrary: the better for thy friends.

15 Clown. No, sir, the worse.

Duke. How can that be?

Clown. Marry, sir, they praise me and make an ass of
 me. Now my foes tell me plainly I am an ass; so
 that by my foes, sir, I profit in the knowledge of
 20 myself, and by my friends I am abused;722 so that,
 conclusions to be as kisses,723 if your four negatives724  make your two affirmatives,725 why then, the worse
 for my friends, and the better for my foes.

Duke. Why, this is excellent.

25 Clown. By my troth, sir, no, though it please you to
 be one of my friends.

Duke. Thou shalt not be the worse for me. There’s
 gold.

Clown. But that it would be double-dealing,726 sir, I  30 would you could make it another.

Duke. O, you give me ill counsel.

Clown. Put your grace727 in your pocket, sir, for this
 once, and let your flesh and blood obey it.

Duke. Well, I will be so much a sinner to be a double- 
35 dealer. There’s another.728

Clown. Primo, secundo, tertio729 is a good play;730 and
 the old saying is “The third pays for all.” The
 triplex,731 sir, is a good tripping measure; or the
 bells of Saint Bennet,732 sir, may put you in mind—
 40 one, two, three.

Duke. You can fool no more money out of me at this 
throw.733 If you will let your lady know I am here
 to speak with her, and bring her along with you, it
 may awake my bounty further.

Clown. Marry, sir, lullaby to your bounty till I come 45
 again. I go, sir; but I would not have you to think
 that my desire of having is the sin of covetousness.
 But, as you say, sir, let your bounty take a nap; I
 will awake it anon.

Exit.

 

Enter Antonio and Officers.

Viola. Here comes the man, sir, that did rescue me. 50

Duke. That face of his I do remember well;
 Yet when I saw it last, it was besmeared 
As black as Vulcan734 in the smoke of war. 
A baubling735 vessel was he captain of, 
For shallow draught and bulk unprizable,736 55  
With which such scathful737 grapple did he make 
With the most noble bottom738 of our fleet 
That very envy and the tongue of loss739  
Cried fame and honor on him. What’s the matter?

First Officer. Orsino, this is that Antonio 60
 That took the Phoenix and her fraught740 from 
Candy;741  
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,742  
In private brabble743 did we apprehend him. 65

Viola. He did me kindness, sir; drew on my side;744
 But in conclusion put strange speech upon me.745  
I know not what ’twas but distraction.746

Duke. Notable747 pirate, thou salt-water thief,
 70 What foolish boldness brought thee to their mercies 
Whom thou in terms so bloody and so dear748  
Hast made thine enemies?

Antonio.

Orsino, noble sir,
 Be pleased that I shake off these names you give me. 
Antonio never yet was thief or pirate,  
75 Though I confess, on base and ground enough, 
Orsino’s enemy. A witchcraft drew me hither. 
That most ingrateful boy there by your side 
From the rude sea’s enraged and foamy mouth 
Did I redeem. A wrack749 past hope he was.  
80 His life I gave him, and did thereto add 
My love without retention or restraint, 
All his in dedication. For his sake 
Did I expose myself (pure750 for his love) 
Into the danger of this adverse751 town;  
85 Drew to defend him when he was beset; 
Where being apprehended, his false cunning 
(Not meaning to partake with me in danger) 
Taught him to face me out of his acquaintance,752  
And grew a twenty years removèd thing  
90 While one would wink; denied me mine own purse, 
Which I had recommended753 to his use 
Not half an hour before.

Viola. How can this be?

Duke. When came he to this town?

Antonio. Today, my lord; and for three months before,
 95 No int’rim, not a minute’s vacancy, 
Both day and night did we keep company.

Enter Olivia and Attendants.

 

Duke. Here comes the Countess; now heaven walks on
 earth.

But for754 thee, fellow: fellow, thy words are 
madness. 
Three months this youth hath tended upon me; 
But more of that anon. Take him aside. 100

Olivia. What would my lord, but that755 he may not have,
 Wherein Olivia may seem serviceable? 
Cesario, you do not keep promise with me.

Viola. Madam?

Duke. Gracious Olivia—105

Olivia. What do you say, Cesario?—Good my lord756—

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 fulsome757 to mine ear 
As howling after music.

Duke. Still so cruel? 110

Olivia. Still so constant, lord.

Duke. What, to perverseness? You uncivil lady,
 To whose ingrate and unauspicious758 altars 
My soul the faithfull’st off’rings have breathed out 
That e’er devotion tendered. What shall I do? 115

Olivia. Even what it please my lord, that shall become
 him.

Duke. Why should I not, had I the heart to do it,
 Like to th’ Egyptian thief759 at point of death, 
Kill what I love?—a savage jealousy 
That sometime savors nobly. But hear me this: 120  
Since you to non-regardance40 cast my faith,

40 non-regardance neglect

And that760 I partly know the instrument 
That screws761 me from my true place in your favor, 
Live you the marble-breasted tyrant still.  
125 But this your minion, whom I know you love, 
And whom, by heaven I swear, I tender762 dearly, 
Him will I tear out of that cruel eye 
Where he sits crownèd in his master’s spite. 
Come, boy, with me. My thoughts are ripe in 
mischief.  
130 I’ll sacrifice the lamb that I do love. 
To spite a raven’s heart within a dove.

[Going.]

Viola. And I, most jocund, apt,763 and willingly,
 To do you rest764 a thousand deaths would die.

[Following.]

Olivia. Where goes Cesario?

Viola. After him I love
 135 More than I love these eyes, more than my life,
 More, by all mores,765 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
 140 wrong?

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

[Exit an Attendant.]

Duke. [To Viola] Come, away!

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

Duke. Husband?

Olivia. Ay, husband. Can he that deny?

Duke. Her husband, sirrah?766

145 Viola. No, my lord, not I.

Olivia. Alas, it is the baseness of thy fear
 That makes thee strangle thy propriety.767  
Fear not, Cesario; take thy fortunes up; 
Be that thou know’st thou art, and then thou art 
As great as that768 thou fear’st.

Enter Priest.

 

O, welcome, father! 150

Father, I charge thee by thy reverence 
Here to unfold—though lately we intended 
To keep in darkness what occasion now 
Reveals before ’tis ripe—what thou dost know 
Hath newly passed between this youth and me. 155

Priest. A contract769 of eternal bond of love,
 Confirmed by mutual joinder of your hands, 
Attested by the holy close of lips, 
Strength’ned by interchangement of your rings; 
And all the ceremony of this compact770 160  
Sealed in my function,771 by my testimony; 
Since when, my watch hath told me, toward my 
grave 
I have traveled but two hours.

Duke. O thou dissembling cub, what wilt thou be
 When time hath sowed a grizzle on thy case?772 165  
Or will not else thy craft773 so quickly grow 
That thine own trip774 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. 170
 Hold little775 faith, though thou hast too much fear.

Enter Sir Andrew.

Andrew. For the love of God, a surgeon! Send one
 presently776 to Sir Toby.

Olivia. What’s the matter?

175 Andrew. H’as777 broke my head across, and has given
 Sir Toby a bloody coxcomb778 too. For the love of
 God, your help! I had rather than forty pound I
 were at home.

Olivia. Who has done this, Sir Andrew?

180 Andrew. The Count’s gentleman, one Cesario. We
 took him for a coward, but he’s the very devil
 incardinate.779

Duke. My gentleman Cesario?

Andrew. Od’s lifelings,780 here he is! You broke my
 185 head for nothing; and that that I did, I was set on
 to do’t by Sir Toby.

Viola. Why do you speak to me? I never hurt you.
 You drew your sword upon me without cause, 
But I bespake you fair781 and hurt you not.

Enter [Sir] Toby and Clown.

 

190 Andrew. If a bloody coxcomb be a hurt, you have
 hurt me. I think you set nothing by a bloody coxcomb.
 Here comes Sir Toby halting;782 you shall hear
 more. But if he had not been in drink, he would
 have tickled you othergates783 than he did.

195 Duke. How now, gentleman? How is’t with you?

 Toby. That’s all one! Has hurt me, and there’s th’
 end on’t. Sot,784 didst see Dick Surgeon, sot?

Clown. O, he’s drunk, Sir Toby, an hour agone. His
 eyes were set785 at eight i’ th’ morning.

Toby. Then he’s a rogue and a passy measures 200
 pavin.786 I hate a drunken rogue.

Olivia. Away with him! Who hath made this havoc
 with them?

Andrew. I’ll help you, Sir Toby, because we’ll be
 dressed787 together. 205

Toby. Will you help—an ass-head and a coxcomb
 and a knave, a thin-faced knave, a gull?

Olivia. Get him to bed, and let his hurt be looked to.

[Exeunt Clown, Fabian, Sir Toby, and Sir Andrew.]

Enter Sebastian.

 

Sebastian. I am sorry, madam, I have hurt your kinsman;
 But had it been the brother of my blood, 210  
I must have done no less with wit and safety.788  
You throw a strange regard789 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. 215

Duke. One face, one voice, one habit,790 and two persons—
 A natural perspective791 that is and is not.

Sebastian. Antonio, O my dear Antonio,
 How have the hours racked and tortured me 
Since I have lost thee! 220

Antonio. Sebastian are you?

Sebastian. Fear’st thou792 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?

225 Olivia. Most wonderful.

Sebastian. Do I stand there? I never had a brother;
 Nor can there be that deity in my nature 
Of here and everywhere.793 I had a sister, 
Whom the blind waves and surges have devoured.  
230 Of charity,794 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 suited795 to his watery tomb.  
235 If spirits can assume both form and suit,796  
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.797  
Were you a woman, as the rest goes even,798  
240 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.

Viola. And died that day when Viola from her birth
 245 Had numb’red thirteen years.

Sebastian. O, that record799 is lively in my soul!
 He finishèd indeed his mortal act 
That day that made my sister thirteen years.

Viola. If nothing lets800 to make us happy both
 250 But this my masculine usurped attire,

Do not embrace me till each circumstance 
Of place, time, fortune do cohere and jump801  
That I am Viola; which to confirm, 
I’ll bring you to a captain in this town, 
Where lie my maiden weeds;802 by whose gentle help 255  
I was preserved to serve this noble Count. 
All the occurrence of my fortune since 
Hath been between this lady and this lord.

Sebastian. [To Olivia] So comes it, lady, you have
 been mistook.
 But nature to her bias drew803 in that. 260  
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.

Duke. Be not amazed; right noble is his blood.
 If this be so, as yet the glass804 seems true, 265  
I shall have share in this most happy wrack. 
[To Viola] Boy, thou hast said to me a thousand 
times 
Thou never shouldst love woman like to me.

Viola. And all those sayings will I over805 swear,
 And all those swearings keep as true in soul 270  
As doth that orbèd continent806 the fire 
That severs day from night.

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

Viola. The captain that did bring me first on shore
 Hath my maid’s garments. He upon some action 275  
Is now in durance, at Malvolio’s suit,807  
A gentleman, and follower of my lady’s.

Olivia. He shall enlarge808 him. Fetch Malvolio hither.

And yet alas, now I remember me,  
280 They say, poor gentleman, he’s much distract.

Enter Clown with a letter, and Fabian.

A most extracting809 frenzy of mine own 
From my remembrance clearly banished his. 
How does he, sirrah?

Clown. Truly, madam, he holds Belzebub at the
 285 stave’s end810 as well as a man in his case811 may do.
 Has here writ a letter to you; I should have given’t
 you today morning. But as a madman’s epistles are
 no gospels, so it skills812 not much when they are
 delivered.

290 Olivia. Open’t and read it.

Clown. Look then to be well edified, when the fool
 delivers the madman. [Reads in a loud voice] “By
 the Lord, madam”—

Olivia. How now? Art thou mad?

295 Clown. No, madam, I do but read madness. And your
 ladyship will have it as it ought to be, you must
 allow vox.813

Olivia. Prithee read i’ thy right wits.

Clown. So I do, madonna; but to read his right wits is
 300 to read thus. Therefore perpend,814 my princess, and
 give ear.

Olivia. [To Fabian] Read it you, sirrah.

Fabian. (Reads) “By the Lord, madam, you wrong
 me, and the world shall know it. Though you have
 305 put me into darkness, and given your drunken
 cousin rule over me, yet have I the benefit of my
 senses as well as your ladyship. I have your own letter that
induced me to the semblance I put on; 
with the which I doubt not but to do myself much
 right, or you much shame. Think of me as you 310
 please. I leave my duty a little unthought of, and
 speak out of my injury.

THE MADLY USED MALVOLIO.”

Olivia. Did he write this?

Clown. Ay, madam. 315

Duke. This savors not much of distraction.

Olivia. See him delivered, Fabian; bring him hither.

[Exit Fabian.]

My lord, so please you, these things further thought 
on, 
To think me as well a sister as a wife, 
One day shall crown th’ alliance on’t, so please you, 320  
Here at my house and at my proper815 cost.

Duke. Madam, I am most apt816 t’ embrace your offer.
 [To Viola] Your master quits817 you; and for your 
service done him, 
So much against the mettle of your sex, 
So far beneath your soft and tender breeding, 325  
And since you called me master for so long, 
Here is my hand; you shall from this time be 
Your master’s mistress.

Olivia. A sister; you are she.

Enter [Fabian, with] Malvolio.

Duke. Is this the madman?

Olivia. Ay, my lord, this same.
 How now, Malvolio?

Malvolio. Madam, you have done me wrong, 330
 Notorious818 wrong.

Olivia. Have I, Malvolio? No.

Malvolio. Lady, you have. Pray you peruse that letter.
 You must not now deny it is your hand. 
Write from it819 if you can, in hand or phrase,  
335 Or say ’tis not your seal, not your invention.820  
You can say none of this. Well, grant it then, 
And tell me, in the modesty of honor,821  
Why you have given me such clear lights of favor, 
Bade me come smiling and cross-gartered to you,  
340 To put on yellow stockings, and to frown 
Upon Sir Toby and the lighter822 people; 
And, acting this in an obedient hope, 
Why have you suffered me to be imprisoned, 
Kept in a dark house, visited by the priest,  
345 And made the most notorious geck and gull823  
That e’er invention played on? Tell me why.

Olivia. Alas, Malvolio, this is not my writing,
 Though I confess much like the character; 
But, out of824 question, ’tis Maria’s hand.  
350 And now I do bethink me, it was she 
First told me thou wast mad; then cam’st in smiling, 
And in such forms which here were presupposed825  
Upon thee in the letter. Prithee be content. 
This practice hath most shrewdly passed826 upon thee;  
355 But when we know the grounds and authors of it, 
thou shalt be both the plaintiff and the judge 
Of thine own cause.

Fabian. Good madam, hear me speak,
 And let no quarrel, nor no brawl to come, 
Taint the condition of this present hour,  
360 Which I have wond’red at. In hope it shall not, 
Most freely I confess myself and Toby 
Set this device against Malvolio here, 
Upon some stubborn and uncourteous parts827  
We had conceived against him. Maria writ  
365 The letter, at Sir Toby’s great importance,828 
In recompense whereof he hath married her. 
How with a sportful malice it was followed 
May rather pluck on829 laughter than revenge, 
If that830 the injuries be justly weighed 
That have on both sides passed. 370

Olivia. Alas, poor fool,831 how have they baffled832 thee!

Clown. Why, “some are born great, some achieve
 greatness, and some have greatness thrown upon
 them.” I was one, sir, in this interlude,833 one Sir
 Topas, sir; but that’s all one. “By the Lord, fool, I 375
 am not mad!” But do you remember, “Madam, why
 laugh you at such a barren rascal? And you smile
 not, he’s gagged”? And thus the whirligig of time
 brings in his revenges.

Malvolio. I’ll be revenged on the whole pack of you! 380

[Exit.]

Olivia. He hath been most notoriously abused.

Duke. Pursue him and entreat him to a peace.
 He hath not told us of the captain yet. 
When that is known, and golden time convents,834  
A solemn combination shall be made 385  
Of our dear souls. Meantime, sweet sister, 
We will not part from hence. Cesario, come—
For so you shall be while you are a man, 
But when in other habits you are seen, 
Orsino’s mistress and his fancy’s835 queen. 390

Exeunt [all but the Clown].

Clown sings.117

When that I was and a836 little tiny boy, 
With hey, ho, the wind and the rain, 
A foolish thing was but a toy,837 
For the rain it raineth every day.

395 But when I came to man’s estate, 
With hey, ho, the wind and the rain, 
’Gainst knaves and thieves men shut their gate, 
For the rain it raineth every day.

But when I came, alas, to wive,  
400 With hey, ho, the wind and the rain, 
By swaggering could I never thrive, 
For the rain it raineth every day.

But when I came unto my beds, 
With hey, ho, the wind and the rain,  
405 With tosspots838 still had drunken heads, 
For the rain it raineth every day.

A great while ago the world begun, 
Hey, ho, the wind and the rain; 
But that’s all one, our play is done,  
410 And we’ll strive to please you every day.

[Exit.]
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