442 TWELFTH-NIGHT: OR, WHAT YQU WILL.

But you fhould pity me.
O/i. You might do much:
What is your parentage ?
Vio. Above my fortunes, yet my ftate is well :
I am a gentleman. "
O/i. Get you to your lord ;
I cannot love him: let him fend no more;
Unlefs, perchance, you come to me again,
To tell me how he takes it: fare you well:
I thank you for your pains; {pend this for me.
Vio. 1 am no fee’d poft, lady, keep your purfe;
My mafter, not myfelf, lacks recompence.
Love make his heart of flint, that you fhall love
And let your fervour, like my mafter’s, be
Plac’d in contempt ! Farewel, fair cruelty. [ Exit,
Oli. What is your parentage 2
Above my fortunes, yer my flate is well :
I am a gentleman. — I'll be {worn, thou art.
Thy tongue, thy face, thy limbs, acions, and {pirit,
Do give thee five-fold blazon — not too faft —
Soft, foft, unlefs the man the mafter were.
How now? even fo quickly may one catch
The plague? methinks, I feel this youth’s perfeéions,
With an invifible and fubtile ftealth |
To creep in at mine eyes. Well, let it be. —

What hoa, Malvolio!
Enter Malvolio.

Mal. Here, madam, at your fervice.

O/i. Run after that fame peevith meflenger,
The duke’s man; he left here this ring behind him,
- Would I, or not: tell him, I’ll none of it.
Defire him not to flatter with his lord,
Nor hold him up with hopes; I am not for him:
If that the youth will come this way to-morrow,

I'll give him reafon for’t. Hie thee, Malvolio.
Mal.




