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SCENE IX

Enter Maria.

0J. Give me my veil: come, throw it o'er my face;

We’ll once more hear Orfino’s embalfly.
Enter Viola.

7is. The honourable lady of the houfe, which is {he?

0/i. Speak to me, 1 fhall anfwer for her: your will?

Vio. Moft radiant, exquifite, and unmatchable beauty—1 pray
you, tell me, if this be the lady of the houle, for I never faw
her: I would be loath to caft away my {peech ; for, befides that
it is excellently well penn’d, 1 have taken great pains to con it
Good beauties, let me fuftain no {corn; I am very prompt, even
to the leaft finifter ufage.

0. Whence came you, fir? _
Vio. 1 can fay little more than I have ftudied, and that

ueftion’s out of my part. Good gentle one, give me modeft
affurance, if you be the lady of the houfe, that I may proceed in
my fpeech.

O/i. Are you a comedian ?

 Vio. No, my profound heart; and yet, by the very fangs
of malice, I fwear, I am mnot that I play. Are you the lady of
the houdfe ?

0Ji. If 1 do not ufurp myfelf, I am.

Vio. Moft certain, if you are fhe, you do ufurp yourfelf; for
what is yours to beftow, 1s not yours to referve ; but this is from
my commiflion. I will on with my {peech in your praife, and
then thow you the heart of my meflage.

0Ji. Come to what is important in’t: I forgive you the praife.

Vio. Alas, I took great pains to ftudy it, and ’tis poetical.

Ok. It is the more like to be feign’d: I pray you, keep it in.
I heard, you were faucy at my gates, and I allow’d your approach,

rather to wonder at you than to hear you. If you be not mad, be
. gone;




