
TWELFTH NIGHT - MONOLOGUES 
●​ Viola 
●​ Olivia  
●​ Orsino 
●​ Malvolio 
●​ Sebastian  
●​ Antonio  

 
VIOLA​ ​ I left no ring with her: what means this lady? 

Fortune forbid my outside have not charm'd her! 
She made good view of me; indeed, so much, 
That sure methought her eyes had lost her tongue, 
For she did speak in starts distractedly. 
She loves me, sure; the cunning of her passion 
Invites me in this churlish messenger. 
None of my lord's ring! why, he sent her none. 
I am the man: if it be so, as 'tis, 
Poor lady, she were better love a dream. 
Disguise, I see, thou art a wickedness, 
Wherein the pregnant enemy does much. 
How easy is it for the proper-false 
In women's waxen hearts to set their forms! 
Alas, our frailty is the cause, not we! 
For such as we are made of, such we be. 
How will this fadge? my master loves her dearly; 
And I, poor monster, fond as much on him; 
And she, mistaken, seems to dote on me. 
What will become of this? As I am man, 
My state is desperate for my master's love; 
As I am woman,--now alas the day!-- 
What thriftless sighs shall poor Olivia breathe! 
O time! Thou ​ must untangle this, not I; 
It is too hard a knot for me to untie!​ ​  

 
 



 
OLIVIA​ ​ 'What is your parentage?' 

'Above my fortunes, yet my state is well: 
I am a gentleman.' I'll be sworn thou art; 
Thy tongue, thy face, thy limbs, actions and spirit, 
Do give thee five-fold blazon: not too fast: 
soft, soft! 
How now! 
Even so quickly may one catch the plague? 
Methinks I feel this youth's perfections 
With an invisible and subtle stealth 
To creep in at mine eyes. Well, let it be. 
What ho, Malvolia!​  
 

DUKE ORSINO​ Here comes the countess: now heaven walks on earth. 
Gracious Olivia,-- 
Still so cruel? 
You uncivil lady, 
To whose ingrate and unauspicious altars 
My soul the faithfull'st offerings hath breathed out 
That e'er devotion tender'd! What shall I do 
Why should I not, had I the heart to do it, 
Like to the Egyptian thief at point of death, 
Kill what I love?--a savage jealousy 
That sometimes savours nobly. But hear me this: 
Since you to non-regardance cast my faith, 
And that I partly know the instrument 
That screws me from my true place in your favour, 
Live you the marble-breasted tyrant still; 
But this your minion, whom I know you love, 
And whom, by heaven I swear, I tender dearly, 
Him will I tear out of that cruel eye, 
Where he sits crowned in his master's spite. 
Come, boy, with me; my thoughts are ripe in mischief: 
I'll sacrifice the lamb that I do love, 
To spite a raven's heart within a dove. 

 
 

 



 
MALVOLIO​ 'If this fall into thy hand, revolve. In my stars I 

am above thee; but be not afraid of greatness: some 
are born great, some achieve greatness, and some 
have greatness thrust upon 'em. Be 
opposite with a kinsman, surly with servants; let 
thy tongue tang arguments of state; put thyself into 
the trick of singularity: she thus advises thee 
that sighs for thee. Remember who commended thy 
yellow stockings, and wished to see thee ever 
cross-gartered: I say, remember. Go to, thou art 
made, if thou desirest to be so; if not, let me see 
thee a steward still. Farewell. 
THE FORTUNATE-UNHAPPY.' 
Daylight and champaign discovers not more: this is 
open. I will be proud, I will be point-devise the very man. 
I do not now fool myself, to let imagination jade 
me; for every reason excites to this, that my lady 
loves me. She did commend my yellow stockings of 
late, she did praise my leg being cross-gartered; 
and in this she manifests herself to my love, and 
with a kind of injunction drives me to these habits of her liking.  
Jove and my stars be praised!  

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



SEBASTIAN​ This is the air; that is the glorious sun; 
This pearl she gave me, I do feel't and see't; 
And though 'tis wonder that enwraps me thus, 
Yet 'tis not madness. Where's Antonio, then? 
I could not find him at the Elephant: 
Yet there he was; and there I found this credit, 
That he did range the town to seek me out. 
His counsel now might do me golden service; 
For though my soul disputes well with my sense, 
That this may be some error, but no madness, 
Yet doth this accident and flood of fortune 
So far exceed all instance, all discourse, 
That I am ready to distrust mine eyes 
And wrangle with my reason that persuades me 
To any other trust but that I am mad 
Or else the lady's mad; yet, if 'twere so, 
She could not sway her house, command her followers, 
Take and give back affairs and their dispatch 
With such a smooth, discreet and stable bearing 
As I perceive she does: there's something in't 
That is deceiveable. But here the lady comes. 

 



ANTONIO​ ​ Orsino, noble sir, 
Be pleased that I shake off these names you give me: 
Antonio never yet was thief or pirate, 
Though I confess, on base and ground enough, 
Orsino's enemy. A witchcraft drew me hither: 
That most ingrateful boy there by your side, 
From the rude sea's enraged and foamy mouth 
Did I redeem; a wreck past hope he was: 
His life I gave him and did thereto add 
My love, without retention or restraint, 
All his in dedication; for his sake 
Did I expose myself, pure for his love, 
Into the danger of this adverse town; 
Drew to defend him when he was beset: 
Where being apprehended, his false cunning, 
Not meaning to partake with me in danger, 
Taught him to face me out of his acquaintance, 

denied me mine own purse, 
Which I had recommended to his use 
Not half an hour before. 


