
Twelfth Night Monologues 
Please prepare one of the monologues below. 

 
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 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! 
 
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. Thy Fates open 
their hands; let thy blood and spirit embrace them; 
and, to inure thyself to what thou art like to be, 
cast thy humble slough and appear fresh. 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, the fellow of servants, and 
not worthy to touch Fortune's fingers. Farewell. 
She that would alter services with thee, 
THE FORTUNATE-UNHAPPY.' 
Daylight and champaign discovers not more: this is 
open. I will be proud, I will read politic authors, 
I will baffle Sir Toby, I will wash off gross 
acquaintance, 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. I thank my stars I am happy.  
 
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 
 
OLIVIA 
You're servant to the Count Orsino, youth. 
For him, I think not on him: for his thoughts, 
Would they were blanks, rather than fill'd with me! 
I bade you never speak again of him: 
But, would you undertake another suit, 
I had rather hear you to solicit that 
Than music from the spheres. 
Give me leave, beseech you. I did send, 
After the last enchantment you did here, 
A ring in chase of you: so did I abuse 
Myself, my servant and, I fear me, you: 
Under your hard construction must I sit, 
To force that on you, in a shameful cunning, 
Which you knew none of yours: what might you think? 
Have you not set mine honour at the stake 
And baited it with all the unmuzzled thoughts 
That tyrannous heart can think? To one of your receiving 
Enough is shown: a cypress, not a bosom, 
Hideth my heart. So, let me hear you speak. 
 
ORSINO 
Once more, Cesario, 
Get thee to yond same sovereign cruelty: 
Tell her, my love, more noble than the world, 
Prizes not quantity of dirty lands; 
The parts that fortune hath bestow'd upon her, 



Tell her, I hold as giddily as fortune; 
But 'tis that miracle and queen of gems 
That nature pranks her in attracts my soul. 
There is no woman's sides 
Can bide the beating of so strong a passion 
As love doth give my heart; no woman's heart 
So big, to hold so much; they lack retention 
Alas, their love may be call'd appetite, 
No motion of the liver, but the palate, 
That suffer surfeit, cloyment and revolt; 
But mine is all as hungry as the sea, 
And can digest as much: make no compare 
Between that love a woman can bear me 
And that I owe Olivia. 
 


