TWELFTH-NIGHT: OR, WHAT YOU WILL.

Lady, you are the cruell’ft the alive,
If you will lead thefe graces to the grave,
And leave the world no copy.

0. O, fir, T will not be {o hardhearted: I will give out
divers {chedules of my beauty. It thall be inventoried ; and every
particle and utenfil labell’d to my will: as, 7zesz, two lips indifferent
ved: tem, two gray eyes, with lids to them: iszem, one neck,
one chin, and fo forth. Were you {ent hither to praife me?

Vio. 1 fee you what you are; you are too proud ;

But, if you were the devil, you are fair.

My lord and mafter loves you: o, Jfuch love

Could be but recompenc’d, though you were crown’d

The nonpareil of beauty. - :
0J;. How does he love me?

Vio. ‘With adorations, with fertile tears,

With groans that thunder love, with fighs of fire.

OJ. Your lord does know my mind, I cannot love him
Yet I {fuppofe him virtuous, know him noble,

Of great eftate, of frefth and ftainlefs youth
In voices well divulg’d, free, learn’d, and valiant,
And, in dimenfion and the fhape of nature,
A gracious perfon : yet I cannot love him;
He might have took his anfwer long ago. :

Vio. 1f 1 did love you in my malter’s flame,

With fuch a fuff’ring, fuch a deadly life,
In your denial I would find no fenfe:
I would not underftand it.

0/, What would you do?

Vio. Make me a willow cabin at your gate,
‘And call upon my {oul within the houfe;
Write loyal canto’s of contemned love,

And fing them loud even in the dead of night;
Hollow your name to the reverberant hills,
And make the babling goflip of the air

Cry out, Olivia: o, you fhould not reft
Between the elements of air and earth,
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