472 TWELFTH-NIGHT : OR, WHAT YOU WILL,

with arguments Q/fﬁdl‘e, put l‘é_y/é‘gf into the trick of/z‘izgularz{y :
and, confequently, {fets down the manner how; as, a fad face, a

reverend carriage, a {low tongue, in the habit of fome fir of note,
and {o forth. I have lim’d her; but it is Fove’s doing, and Fove

make me thankful! and when fhe went away now, /ez #his Sellow

be look'd 10: fellow! not Malvolio, nor atter my degree, byt

fellow. Why, every thing adheres together, that no dram of 3

{fcruple, no {cruple of a {cruple, no obftacle, no incredulous or
unfafe circumftance — what can be faid? nothing that can be,

can come between me and the full profpe¢t of my hopes. Well!

Fove, mot I, is the doer of this, and he is to be thanked.

S CE NE&IXy
Enter fir Toby, Fabian, and Maria.

Sir Zo. Which way is he, in the name of fan&ity? if all the
devils in hell be drawn in little, and legion himfelf poffefs’d him,
yet I'll {peak to him.

Fuab. Here he is, here he is: how is’t with you, fir ? how is’t
with you, man?

Mal. Go off ; Idifcard you ; let me enjoy my privacy: go off.

Mar. Lo, how hollow the fiend {peaks within him! did not
I tell you? Sir 704y, my lady prays you to have a care of him.

Mal. Ah ha, does fthe {o?

Sir 7o. Go to, go to; peace, peace; we muft deal gently
with him ; let him alone. How do you, Malvolio @ how is’t with
you? what, man, defy the devil; confider, he’s an enemy to
mankind.

Mal. Do you know what you fay ?

Mar. La you! if you {peak ill of the devil, how he takes it
at heart. Pray god, he be not bewitch’d.

Fab. Carry his water to th’ wife woman.

Mar. Marry, and it fhall be done to-morrow morning if I
live. My lady would not lofe him for more than Ill fay.

Mal. How now, miftrefs?

Mar. Olord | — ‘S'
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