
 
 

SIDE 7 - MALVOLIO 
 
 
MALVOLIO  ’Tis but fortune, all is fortune. Maria once 

told me she did affect me, and I have heard herself 
come thus near, that should she fancy, it should be 
one of my complexion. Besides, she uses me with a  
more exalted respect than anyone else that follows 
her. What should I think on ’t? 

 
 To be Count Malvolio. 
 There is example for ’t. The lady of the 

Strachy married the yeoman of the wardrobe. 
 
 Calling my officers about me, in my 

branched velvet gown, having come from a daybed 
where I have left Olivia sleeping— 

 
 And then to have the humor of state; and 

after a demure travel of regard, telling them I 
know my place, as I would they should do theirs, to 
ask for my kinsman Toby— 

 
 I extend my hand to him thus, quenching 

my familiar smile with an austere regard of  
control— 

 
 Saying, “Cousin Toby, my fortunes, having 

cast me on your niece, give me this prerogative of  
speech—” 

  “You must amend your drunkenness.” 
 “Besides, you waste the treasure of your 

time with a foolish knight—” 
  “One Sir Andrew.”  
 
 
 	
	 	



	

MALVOLIO  O ho, do you come near me now? No worse  
man than Sir Toby to look to me. This concurs 
directly with the letter. She sends him on purpose 
that I may appear stubborn to him, for she incites 
me to that in the letter: “Cast thy humble slough,” 
says she. “Be opposite with a kinsman, surly with  
servants; let thy tongue tang with arguments of 
state; put thyself into the trick of singularity,” and 
consequently sets down the manner how: as, a sad 
face, a reverend carriage, a slow tongue, in the habit 
of some Sir of note, and so forth. I have limed her,  
but it is Jove’s doing, and Jove make me thankful! 
And when she went away now, “Let this fellow be 
looked to.” “Fellow!” Not “Malvolio,” nor after my 
degree, but “fellow.” Why, everything adheres together, 
that no dram of a scruple, no scruple of a  
scruple, no obstacle, no incredulous or unsafe 
circumstance—what can be said? Nothing that can 
be can come between me and the full prospect of 
my hopes. Well, Jove, not I, is the doer of this, and 

 he is to be thanked.	


