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Many years ago, ORSINO, Duke* of Illyria, sat in his palace 

thinking of Olivia, the woman he loved.

If music is the 

food of love, play 

on. If I am fed too 

much, maybe I’ll 

lose my appetite** 

for both.

But Olivia was not interested in the Duke. Her brother had just 

died, and she had decided to do nothing but weep for him.

* a noble title
** desire for food
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As he was speaking, one of his 

servants entered the room.

Did you 

see Olivia? 

What is the 

news?

Sir, she would 

not see me, but 

I spoke to her 

maid.

Lady Olivia says that for seven 

years not even the skies shall 

see her face! She will always 

appear wearing a veil like a nun.

Every day she 

will weep for 

her brother and 

spend her time 

thinking of him.

What a heart 

she has! Think 

of how much 

she will love 

when cupid’s* 

arrow strikes 

her.

* the god of love
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Meanwhile, many miles from 

the duke’s palace, a storm was 

raging on the sea. A great ship 

had just gone down, and the 

people were forced to swim for 

shore.

The captain, some sailors, 

and a noble young lady 

named Viola arrived safely.

We’ve made it! 

Are you all 

right? 

Yes. . . I 

think so.

But Sebastian. . . 

my twin brother. . . 

where is he?

We’ve never 

been apart! 

If he has 

drowned, I 

don’t want 

to live.
Come, now. . . 

there’s still hope.
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We were Lucky. . . 

maybe he will be 

too. The last I 

saw of him. . . Yes, yes?

. . . he had roped himself to a 

mast,* and it was floating. He 

may come ashore somewhere, as 

we did.

Oh, I hope so!

But where 

are we? 

Do you 

know this 

country?

Yes, madam; 

it is Illyria. I 

grew up not 

three hours’ 

travel from 

here!

Who ruleS it? A noble duke 

named Orsino.

* one of the large poles to which a ship’s sails were fastened
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Orsino! I’ve heard my 

father speak of him. 

Is he married?

No, but he is 

much in love with 

the countess* 

Olivia. And she. . .

Yes?

Her brother has 

lately died. And for 

love of him, she’ll 

not see or talk to 

any other man.

Oh, yes! I know now she feels! 

If only I could stay with her. . . 

work for her. . .

* a noble lady’s title
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But she will see no one, 

Listen to no one—not 

even the duke! Then I have another 

idea.

You must find clothes for me like 

my brother’s—and present me to 

the duke as a boy, to serve him 

as a page.*

Do this for 

me, and I 

will pay you 

well.

I’ll do it.

* a personal servant
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He speaks 

several 

languages.

He also picks 

fights. If he were 

not a coward 

too, he’d have 

been challenged* 

and killed long 

ago!

And they say 

he’s drunk 

every night— 

with you!

Only by drinking 

to my niece’s** 

health. Anyone’s 

a coward who 

won’t drink to 

my niece!

Here’s Sir 

Andrew now!

Good day, sir 

Toby Belch. Good 

day, fair maid.

And you, too, 

sir.

* dared to fight
** the daughter of one’s sister or brother
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I think I’ll go 

home tomor-

row, Sir Toby. 

Your niece won’t 

let me see her.

No, no! Stay 

awhile.

No, I don’t think 

she’ll ever accept 

me. I hear that 

duke Orsino is 

courting her.

But she won’t accept 

him! She says she won’t 

marry anyone higher 

than herself in title, 

years, or brains!

Then I’ll stay a 

month longer. 

We’ll have a good 

time, and I’ll dance 

every night!

Good! We 

were born 

to dance!
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I have told you 

the secrets 

of MY heart, 

Cesario. You 

know of my 

love for Olivia.

Yes, sir.

You must 

go and 

tell her 

how I 

love her!

But she will 

never let me 

in.

Yes, you’re the very one! You are 

so young and sweet and gentle. . . 

almost like a girl!

Stay until she 

sees you. Tell 

her how faithful* 

I am.

I’ll do my 

best to 

win your 

lady for 

you.

* true, never-changing


