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Vio. I am bound to your niece, fir; I mean, fhe is the lift of

my vOyage:

§ir To. Tafte your legs, fir, put them to motion:

Vio. My legs do better underftand me, fir, than I underftand
what you mean by bidding me tafte my legs.

$;» Ts. 1 mean, to go, fir, to enter.
Vio. I will anfwer you with gait and entrance; but we are

prevented.
Enter Olivia, and Maria.

Moft excellent accomplif’d lady, the heav’ns rain odours on

|
you ! _ . ‘
Sir And. That youth’s a rare courtter | rain odours ? well.

Vio. My matter hath no voice, lady, but to your own moft
pregnant and vouchfafed ear.

Si» And. Odours, pregnant, and vouchfafed : T'll get ’em all

three ready.
Oli. Let the garden door be {hut, and leave me to my hearing.

[ Exeunt fir 'Foby, fir Andrew, and Maria.
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Give me your hand, fir.
Vio. My duty, madam, and moft humble fervice.

0/i. What is your name ?

Vio. Cefario is your fervant’s mame, fair princefs.

O/i. My fervant, Gr? Twas never merry world,
Since lowly feigning was call’d compliment :
You're {ervant to the duke Orfino, youth.

Vis. And he is yours, and his muft needs be yours:
Your {ervant’s fervant is your {ervant, madam.

0Ji. For him, I think not en him: for his thoughts,
Would they were blanks, rather than fill’d with me.

Vio, Madam, 1 come to whet your gentle thoughts

On his behalf.
Oli. O, by your leave, I pray yous




