456 TWELFTH-NIGHT: OR WHAT YOU WILL,

mockery; for, I know, this letter will make a contemplative jdeoy
of him. Clofe, in the name of jefting 5 — lie thou t

here; [drops
a letter.] for here comes the trout that muft be caught with
tickling. [ Ewit,

SCPE N'E  VIIL

Enter Malvolio.

Mal. Tis but fortune; all is fortune. Maria once told me, fhe

did affe&¢ me; and I have heard herfelf come thus near, that,
thould the fancy, it thould be one'of my complexion. Befides,

the ufes me with a more exalted refpe&, than any one elfe that
follows her. What {hould I think on’t?

- 877 To. Here’s an overweening rogue |
Fab. O, peacel comtemplation makes a rare turkey-cock of
him ; how he jets under his advanc’d plumes !

Sir And. *Slife, 1 could fo beat the rogue !
87 7o, Peace] I fay.

Mal. To be count Mukvolis.

Sir To. Ah, rogue |

Sir And. Piftol him, piftol him. _

Sir Zo. Peace, peace | _

Mal. There is example for’t : the lady of the St7achy* married
the yeoman of the wardrobe.

Sir And. Fie on him, Fezebel !

Fab. O, peace! now he’s deeply in; look how imagination
blows him.

Mal. Having been three months married to her, fitting in my
flate—

Sir Zo. O for a ftone-bow to hit him in the eye !
Mal. Calling my officers about me, in my branch’d velvet
gown; having come from a day-bed, where I have left Olivia

ﬂecping.

* This is a word miftaken in the o YIng or printing, but it is not eafy to conjeé?ure what the word
Jbould be : perbaps, Stratarch, which (as

. : well as Strategue) fignifies a general of an army, a commander in
chief. Sir T.H. [See glofiary upon the word. ] . :
Sir




