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The hopes of Orsino were forever at an end by this mar
riage of Olivia, and with his hopes, all his fruitless love 
seemed to vanish away, and all his thoughts were fixed on the 
event of his favorite, young Cesario, being changed into a fair 
lady. He viewed Viola with great attention, and he remem
bered how very handsome he had always thought Cesario was, 
and he concluded she would look very beautiful in a woman’s 
attire ; and then he remembered how often she had said she 
loved him, which at the time seemed only the dutiful expres
sions of a faithful page; but now he guessed that something 
more was meant, for many of her pretty sayings, which were 
like ri.idles to him, came now into his mind, and he no sooner 
remembered all these things than he resolved to make Viola 
his wife; and he said to her (he still could not help calling 
her Cesario and boy), “Boy, you have said to me a thousand 
times that you should never love a woman like to me, and 
for the faithful service you have done for me so much beneath 
your soft and tender breeding, and since you have called me 
master so long, you shall now be your master’s mistress, and 
Orsino’s true duchess.”

Olivia, perceiving Orsino was making over that heart, 
which she had so ungraciously rejected, to Viola, invited them 
to enter her house, and offered the assistance of the good 
priest, who had married her to Sebastian in the morning, to 
perform the same ceremony in the remaining part of the day 
for Orsino and Viola. Thus the twin brother and sister were 
br'b wedded on the same day : the storm and shipwreck, which 
hau separated them, being the means of bringing to pass their 
high and mighty fortunes. Viola was the wife of Orsino, the 
duke of Illyria, and Sebastian the husband of the rich and 
noble countess, the lady Olivia.
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