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that they come from jmy Neece, andithat fhee’s in loue
with him. :

<Mar. My purpofeisindeed a horfe of that colour.
Azn. And your horfe now would make him an Affe,
eMar. Afle,Idoubtnot.

An, O twillbe admirable. -
Mar. SportroyallI warrant you: Iknowmy Phy-
ficke will worke with him, I will plant youtwo, and let
the Foole makeathird, where he fhall finde the Letter:
obferue his confiruion ofit : For this night to bed, and
dreame on the euent: Farewell, Exit
7o, Good night Pentbhifilea.

An, Beforeme fhe’s 2 good wench,

7. She'sabeagle true bred, and one thatadores me:
what o'that?

An. T wasador'd oncetoo. '

To. Letv'stobed knight : Thou hadft neede fend for
more meney.

«n. If I cannotsecouer your Neece, I am a foule way
out. -

7o. Send for money knight, if thou haft her noti'th
end, call me Cut.

Ar, If 1 donot, newer traft me, takeic how you will.
To. Come,come,Ile go burne fome Sacke,tis too late
to go tobed now : Comeknight,come knight, Exeunt

Scena Quarta.

Enter Duke, Viola, ((urio,and others,
Dn.Giue me fome Mufick;Now good morow frends.
Now good Cefario, buc that peece of fong, :
That old and Anticke fong we heard laft night ;
Me thought it did relecue my paffion much,
More thenlightayres, and recolle@ed termes
Of'thefe moft b riske and giddy-paced times.
Come, but ene verfe. '
Cur. He is not heere (fo pleafe your Lord(hippe) that
fhould fing it ? (o - PPS)
Dn. Who wasit? _
~ Cur, Feffeche Tefter my Lord, 2 foole that the Ladie
{ Olinsaes Father tooke much delight in. Heisabout the
thoufe.
Ds, Seeke him out, and play the tune the while.
Duficke playes.
Come hither Boy, if euer theufhalt loue
In the fweet pangs of it, remember me :
For fuch as I am,all true Louers are,
Viaftaid andskitcifh inall motions elfe,
Sauein the conftant image of the creature
Tharisbelon’d. How deft thou like this tune ?
Vis, It giuesa verie cccho to thefeate
Where louc is thron'd. :
Dz, Thou doft fpeake mafterly,
My life vpou’t, yong though theu art, thine cye
Hath {taid vpon fome fauour thatitlones : -
Hath it not boy 2 :
 VPis. Alittle, by your fauour.
- D#. Whatkinde of woman it 2
Uio, Ofyour comple&ion.
D#. Sheis not worth theethen, Whatyearesifaith?
Vio. Aboutyouryeeresmy Lord.
D#. Tooold byhesuen: Let Rill the woman take

Lwelfe Night, or, What youwill.

e

Aaclder then her felfe, fo weareg fhe fo hime

So fWayes {he leuell in her husbands heart =

For boy, howeuer we do praifeour felues,

Our fancies are more giddie and vnfirme,

More longing, wauering, fooner loft and worne
en womens are. 2
'%:‘a. 1 chinkeit well my Lord.

#. Thenletthy Loue be yonger tlien

Or thy affeion can{mt hold t}{le bger:t: thy flf,

For women are asRofes, whofe faire flowre

Being once difplaid, doth fall that verie howre:
Fis. Andfo they are :alas, thatthey are o,

To dic, euen when they to perfection grow.

Enter Carie ¢ Clowne.

Dsu. O fellow come, the fong we had lag night:
Markeit Celario, it is old and plaine 2
The Spinfters and the Knitters in the Sun,

And the freemaides that weane their thred wi

Do vie to chadht it : it is filly footh, with bong,

And dallies with the innocence of loue,

Like the old age.

Cio. Are youready Sir?

Duke. 1prethee fing,
The Song.
{ome away, cone away death,
And in [ad cypreffe let me be laide ,
Fye away, fie away breath,
Lamflaine by a fzs‘rc eruell maide:
My [hrowd of white,fuck all with Ew,0 prepareiy
My part of death no one fo trie did foaresr,

Mnﬁ;}\,ll

Net a flowerynot a flower fwsete

O tmy blacke coffin, let theve be [frewie :

Ner 4 friend, not afriend greet

My poore corpes, wheye msy bones [ball be throwse:
A thoufand tbmf&mf_ﬁgbﬁ to _{&;m,[;ga e d whers
Sad true loser nezer find 73y graus,toweepe there,

D4, There’s for thy paines.

€lo. No paines fir, I take pleafure in finging fir,

D#. lle pay thy pleafure thes.

Clo, Truely {ir, and pleafure will be paide one time,or
another,

Du, Giue menow leaue, to leane thea.

Clo. Now the melanchelly God protect thee, andthe
Tailor make thy doublet of changeable Taffata, for thy
minde isa very Opall.] would haue men of fuch conftan-
cie put ta Sea, that their bufineffe might be euery thing,
and theiz intent eneric where, for that’sir, that alwayei
makes a good voyageof nothing. Farewell, Est

Dy, Letall the reft give place s Once more Cefari,
Get thee to yond {ame foueraigne crucltie :

Tell her my loue, more noble then the world
Prizes not quantitic of dirtie lands,
The parts that fortune hach beflow’d vpon her:
Tell her I hold as giddily asFortune ; :
But "tis that miracle,and Queene of Tems
That nature prankes herin, attraéts my foule,
Vio. Butif fhe cannot loue you fir.
Du, Tt cannot be fo anfwer’d.
Vio. Soothbut youmuft.
Say that fome Lady, as perhappes thereis,
Hath for your leue as great a pang of heart
Ass you haue for O/iia : you cannot loue her:
You tel her fo: Muft fhe not then be anfwer’d?

| Wemen may fa

Dy, Thereisno womans fides Cn

=
. o

s Y

cbcatiﬁgg o ftrong apaffion, _ ‘
Joth giuemy heart : no womass heare

Asloue ¢ 1o hold fomuch, they 1a cke retention.

50 b’gi%ci’r Joue may be call'dappetite,

Al tion of the Liuer, but the Pallat,

.No_mf‘;ﬁ,ﬂ {urfet, cloyment, and reuolr,!

T isall as hungry as the Sea,

igeft as much, make no compare

Betweene

hat
Ang;.ﬂl but I know.

doftthou know,
o ﬁztwcu whatlouc women to mén may owe :
Inf":}i:;;thcy areastruc of he s e
My Father hada daughter low'da
Afit mightbe perhaps, were Ia
1{hould your Lortﬁf}np. ' ¥

D, And what's her hiftery2 =

Vios A blanke my _Lord : {he neue
But let concealment l:kcaWormc:t}! ud 5
Feede on her damaske cheeke : fhe pin’d in thought,
And with a greene and yellow melancholly,
ghe fate like Patience ona Mcflumcn:‘.',
smiling atgreefe, Wasnot this loueindeede?

. o y more, {wearemore, but indeed
Our fhewes arc more then will : for (ill we proue
Much in our YOWES, butlictle in our loue.

Dy, But di'de thy fifter of her loue my Boy ?

Vio. Tamall the daughters of my Fathers houfe,
Andall the brothers too: and yer I know not.
ir, fhall I to this Lady?

s, 1that’s the Theame,

Toherin hafte: giue het r.his?cwdl s fay,
My lone can giue no place, bide no denay.

-]

exeHni

——

Scena Quinta.

Enter Siv Teby, Sir s Andrew,and Fabian.

To. Come thy wayes Signior Fabiar. =

Fab. Nay Ile come: if 1 loofea feruple of this fport,
let me be boyl’d to death with Melancholly.

To. Wonldftthou not be glad to haue the niggard- |
Iy Rafcally fheepe-biter, come by fome notable fhame?

Fs. Twould exult man : youknow he broughtme out
ofaour with my Lady, about a Beare-baiting heere,

To. Toangerhim wee'l hauethe Beare againe, and
wewill foole him blacke and blew, fhall we not fir An-
drew ?

Ax. And we do nor, itis pittic of our liues.
_ Enter Adaria., :

7o, Heere comes the little villaine : How now my
Mettle of India¢
Mar. Getyeall three into the box tree: Maluslio's
comming downe chis welke, he has beene yonderi'the
Sunne pra&ifing behauiour to his own fhadow this halfe
houre : obferue himfor the louc of Mockerie: for I know
this Leccer wil make a contemplasiue Ideot of him, Clofe ‘
inthe name ofieafting, Iye thou there : for heere comes
the Trowt, thacmuft be caught with tickling, Exit

Enter Maluolio.
Mal. °Tisbuc Fortune, all is fortune. Adariaonce
told me fhe did affe@ me, ahd T haue heard her felf come
thus neere, thac thould {hee fancie, it fhould bee one of
my compledtion. Befides fhe vfesme witha more ex-

| Twelfe 5\(13}5::, a, Wi Im? you will.
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alted refped, then any one elfe that followes her.” What
fhould I thinke on’c? :
Te. Heere’s an ouer-weening rogue. :

Fa. Ohpeace: Contemplation makes arare Turkey
Coclsz of him, how he iets vnder his aduanc’d plumes.

And, SlightI could fobeate the Rogue. '

To. Peacclfay. :

Aal, Tobe Count Malnolio,

7o, AhRogue.

An. Piftoll him, piftoll him.

To. Peace, peace. . :

Mal. Thereisexample for'c: The Lady of the Sr7a-
chy, matricd the yeoman of the wardrobe.

_An, Fie onhim Iezabel. &

Fa. O peace,now he’s deepely in: looke how imagi-
nation blowes him.

Mal. Hauing beenethree moneths married to her,
ficting in my ftate. i

Te. O fora ftone-bow to hit him in the eye.

Mal, Calling my Officers aboucme, inmy branch'd
Veluet gowne : hauing come from a day bedde, where I
haue lctt Olinia{leeping.

To. Fire and Brimftone,

Fa. O peace, pcace. : o

Mal. And thento haue the humor of fate : and after
ademure travaile of regard: tellingthem I knowe my
place,as I would they fhould doe theirs : to aske for my
kin{man 7oby.

7o, Boltesand fhackles,

Fa. Obpeace, peace, peace, NOW, now.

Mal. Seauenof my people with an obedient ftart,
make out for him : Ifrowne the while, and perchance
winde ¥p my watch, orp}al]: with my fome rich Tewell:
Toby approaches; curtfics theretome.

To. Shallthis fellow liuc ¢ i

Fa. Though our filence be drawne from vs with cars;
yet peace. = =

Mal. Textendmy fiand to him thus : quenching my
fagniliar fmile with an auftere regard of controll,

To. Anddo’s not 7eby take youablow o'the lippes,
then?

Mal. Saying, Cofine Toby, my Fortunes hauing caft
me on your Necce, giue me this prerogatiue of {peech,

To. What, what?

Mal. Youmuft amend your drunkenne(le.

To. Outfcab.

Fab, Nay patience, orwe breake the finewes of our

lot?
: Mal. Befides you wafte the treafure of yotir time,
with afoolifh knight.

And. Tha’s mee I warrant you.

Mal. Onefir Andrew,

Axd, Tknew twasI, for many de call mee foole.

Mal. What employment hatie we heere?

Fa. Nowisthe Woodcockeneerethegin,

To. Ohpeace,andthe fpiric of bumors intimate rea-
ding aloud to him.

Meal. By my life thisis my Ladies hand: thefe bee her
very ("s.hetV’s, and her T's, and chusmakes fhee het

reat P’s. Itis in contempt of queftion her hand.

An. Her C’s,her Us;and her 7 's: why thar?

Mal. Tothe vnknovne belos'd, this, and my goed Wifles :
Her very Phrafes : By your leaue wax. Soft,and the im-
preflure her Lucrece, with which the vies to feale < tis my

Lady: To whom fhoiild this be ? :

Fsb. This winnes him, Linerand all.

—




