
Side 1 - VIOLA - dressed as a man, has been told by Orsino to go and woo Olivia in his name.  
OLIVIA - beautiful countess.  She is annoyed with Orsino’s attempts, but Viola’s behavior has 
intrigued her.  
 
This is their first meeting alone.  
 
OLIVIA  Now, sir, what is your text? 
 
VIOLA  Most sweet lady,-- 
 
OLIVIA  A comfortable doctrine, and much may be said of it. 

Where lies your text? 
 
VIOLA  In Orsino's bosom. 
 
OLIVIA  In his bosom! In what chapter of his bosom? 
 
VIOLA  To answer by the method, in the first of his heart. 
 
OLIVIA  O, I have read it: it is heresy. Have you no more to say? 
 
VIOLA  Good madam, let me see your face. 
 
OLIVIA  Have you any commission from your lord to negotiate 

with my face? You are now out of your text: but 
we will draw the curtain and show you the picture. 
Look you, sir, such a one I was this present: is't 
not well done?  Unveiling 

 
VIOLA  Excellently done, if God did all. 
 
OLIVIA  'Tis in grain, sir; 'twill endure wind and weather. 
 
VIOLA  'Tis beauty truly blent, whose red and white 

Nature's own sweet and cunning hand laid on: 
Lady, you are the cruell'st she alive, 
If you will lead these graces to the grave 
And leave the world no copy. 

 
OLIVIA  O, sir, I will not be so hard-hearted; I will give 

out divers schedules of my beauty: it shall be 



inventoried, and every particle and utensil 
labelled to my will: as, item, two lips, 
indifferent red; item, two grey eyes, with lids to 
them; item, one neck, one chin, and so forth. Were 
you sent hither to praise me? 

 
VIOLA  I see you what you are, you are too proud; 

But, if you were the devil, you are fair. 
My lord and master loves you. 

 
OLIVIA  How does he love me? 
 
VIOLA  With adorations, fertile tears, 

With groans that thunder love, with sighs of fire. 
 
OLIVIA  Your lord does know my mind; I cannot love him: 

He might have took his answer long ago. 
 
VIOLA  If I did love you in my master's flame, 

With such a suffering, such a deadly life, 
In your denial I would find no sense; 
I would not understand it. 

 
OLIVIA  Why, what would you? 
 
VIOLA  Make me a willow cabin at your gate, 

And call upon my soul within the house; 
Write loyal cantons of contemned love 
And sing them loud even in the dead of night; 
Halloo your name to the reverberate hills 
And make the babbling gossip of the air 
Cry out 'Olivia!' O, You should not rest 
Between the elements of air and earth, 
But you should pity me! 

 
OLIVIA  You might do much. 
 

 
 



SIDE 2 - OLIVIA has fallen head over heels in love with VIOLA dressed as Cesario.  She asks 
him to come back and visit her once again.  VIOLA is trying to keep up her disguise.  
 
OLIVIA  What is your name? 
 
VIOLA   Cesario is your servant's name, fair princess. 
 
OLIVIA  My servant, sir!  

You’re servant to the Count Orsino, youth. 
 
VIOLA   And he is yours, and his must needs be yours: 

Your servant's servant is your servant, madam. 
 
OLIVIA  For him, I think not on him: for his thoughts, 

Would they were blanks, rather than fill'd 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, 
I had rather hear you to solicit that 
Than music from the spheres. 

 
VIOLA   Dear lady,-- 
 
OLIVIA  Give me leave, beseech you. I did send, 

After the last enchantment you did here, 
A ring in chase of you: so did I abuse 
Myself, my servant and, I fear me, you: 
Under your hard construction must I sit, 
To force that on you, in a shameful cunning, 
Which you knew none of yours: what might you think? 
Have you not set mine honour at the stake 
And baited it with all the unmuzzled thoughts 
That tyrannous heart can think? To one of your receiving 
Enough is shown: a cypress, not a bosom, 
Hideth my heart. So, let me hear you speak. 

 
VIOLA   I pity you. 
 
OLIVIA  That's a degree to love. 
 



VIOLA   No, not a grize; for 'tis a vulgar proof, 
That very oft we pity enemies. 

 
OLIVIA  Why, then, methinks 'tis time to smile again. [Clock strikes] 

The clock upbraids me with the waste of time. 
Be not afraid, good youth, I will not have you: 
There lies your way, due west. 

 
VIOLA   Then westward-ho! Grace and good disposition 

Attend your ladyship! 
You'll nothing, madam, to my lord by me? 

 
OLIVIA  Stay: 

I prithee, tell me what thou thinkest of me. 
 
VIOLA   That you do think you are not what you are. 
 
OLIVIA  If I think so, I think the same of you. 
 
VIOLA   Then think you right: I am not what I am. 
 
OLIVIA  I would you were as I would have you be! 
 
VIOLA   Would it be better, madam, than I am? 

I wish it might, for now I am your fool. 
 
OLIVIA  Cesario, by the roses of the spring, 

By maidhood, honour, truth and every thing, 
I love thee so, that, maugre all thy pride, 
Nor wit nor reason can my passion hide. 
Do not extort thy reasons from this clause, 
For that I woo, thou therefore hast no cause, 
But rather reason thus with reason fetter, 
Love sought is good, but given unsought better. 

 
VIOLA   By innocence I swear, and by my youth 

I have one heart, one bosom and one truth, 
And that no woman has; nor never none 
Shall mistress be of it, save I alone. 
And so adieu, good madam: never more 
Will I my master's tears to you deplore. 

 
 


