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PREFACE

Turz play is classed, as to the period of its weiting,
with Much Ado Aboef Nothing, As Yer Like [, and
Henryg V. But however elose in date, 1o spirit I am
very sure it is far from them, 1 confess to liking
those other three ag little as any plays he ever wrote,
I find them =o stodgily good, even a little (idare one
say it?) valgar, the wark of a suzecessful man who is
caring mast for snceess, | ean imagioe the lovers of his
work laging hope in the Shakespeare of thal year or
twa, He was thirty-five and the ficst impolse of his art
had spentitself. He was popular.  There was weleome
anough, we may be sure, for a3 many Week Ado's and
Aw You Like It's andl jingo history pageants as he'd
choose to manufacture, It was o taruiug point sod
he might have remalned o popular dramatist.  But from
some re-birth in him that mediocre satisfaction was
foregane, and, to our profit st least, eame MTumief,
Mactioth, Lear, and the rest. flamfef, perhaps, was
popular, though Burbage moy have clnimed o just share
in making it so.  Buot [ doobt if the great heart of the
public would beat sny mere constently towards the
rarer tragedies In thet century and society than it will
in this, Tathe average man or play-goer three hundred
or indeed three thousand vears are as a day. While
wie have Shakespeare’s own comment even on that
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“gupporter to a stete” Polonius {true type of the
official mind, And was he net indeed Lord Chamber-
laiin ), that where art s eoncerned * He s for a jig, or a
tale of bawdry, or he sleeps.’

Tewelith Night is, to me, the last play of Shakespeare's
golden age. 1 feel happy esse in the wiiting, and
find much happy carelessness in the putting together,
It is akin to the Two Gentlownsn of Verona (compare
Viola and Julia), it echoes a little to the same tune as
the sweeter parts of the Merohan! of Venies, and its
comic *ip{r:il; iz the spirit of the Falstaff scenes of
Iesiry IV, that are to my taste the truest comedy he
wrols,

There is much to show thet the play was desizned
for performance upon o bare plattorm stnge without
traverses or imner rooms or the like. [t has the
virtues of this method, swiftness and cleanness of
writing and g]mpIE directiess of arrangement even
where the plot is least siinple. 1t takes full advan-
tage of the method’s couvenience, The scene changes
ﬂﬂl]:it[lnt.!}' from il.u}'“'}mra suitalide Lo anywhere else
that is eqoally so. The time of the play’s action is
any time that suits the anthor as Le goes along.
Scenery is an inconvonience, 1 am pretty sure that
Shakespeare™s porformanee went through without a
break. Certainly its conventional arrangement inte
five ncts for the printing of the Folio is neither by
Shakespeare’s' nor any other sensitive hand; it is
shockingly Bad.  If one must have iniervals {as the
discomforts of most theatres demand), 1 think the play
falls as i.-n.riit:.' inta the three divistonz | have marked
s A,

I believe the play was weitten with a special east in
mind. YWhao was Sh:l.kﬂﬁpﬁﬂrl!.ﬁ clown, o sweet-voicod
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singer and something much more than a comie netor ?
He wrote Feste for Lim, and later the Fool in Lear
At least, | can conceive no dramatist risking the writing
of such parts unless he koew he had a man to play
them, And why a diminutive Marin—Penthesilea, the
youngest wren of nine—unless it was only that the
actor of the part was to be such a very small boy?
I have cudgelled my brains to dizcover why Maria, as
Maria, should be tlay, and finding no reason have
ignored the point.

1 believe too (this is a commooplace of eriticism)
that the plan of the play wae altered in the writing of
it. Bhakespeare wets out upon a pessionate love
romance, perseverss in this until {one detects the
moment, it iz thet Jolly midnight revel) Malvolio, Sir
Toby and Sir Andrew completely capture him, Even
then, perhaps, Maria's notalile revenge on the affee-
tioned ass is still fo be kept within bounds.  But two
scenes Jater he begins to alaborste the new idea. The
character of Fablan iz added to take Feste's share of
the rough practical joke and =et him free for subitler
wit, Then Shakespeare lets fing and works out the
homorous business to his heart's content. That dene,
little enough space is left him if the play is to be over
at the propev hour, and, it may be (if the play was
being prepared for an occasion, the famous festivity
in the Middle Temple Hall or znother}, there wasz
littla enough time to finish writing it in either, From
any cause, we certainly have a scandalously l-arranged
and [ll-written last scene, the despair of any stage
manager. But one can discover, I belleve, amid the
chaos seraps of the play he first meant to write, Olivia
suffers not so much by the midway change of plan, for
it is about her house that the later action of the play
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proceeils, anid she is on her suthor's hands, It is on
{rsinn, that interesting romantic, that the hlow falls
Wl eloonld T net, Tind T the Least to do bt
Like to the Egyvptian thiel ot point of deatls,
Kill what I lovef—n ssvage jenlousy
That sometime savours nobiy,

i that fine fury of his—shamefully reduced to those
few lines—1 believe the last part of the plav was to
have hung. It iz too good a theme to liave heen
meant to ba so wasted.  And the revelation of ivia's
marriage to his pagk (as he supposes), hiz recon-
ciliation with her, apd the more vital discovery that
hiz comradely love for Viela Is worth more o him
after all than auy ligh-sounding passion, is now all
muddled np with the fical rounding off of the comie
relief.  The chiracter suffers severely. Orsing re-
AITE & Fum]y intercsting figaro ; he might hive heen
a magnificent one.  Hut there, tt was Bhakespeare's
way bo come oul on the other stde of his romance,

The most important aspect of the play must be
viewed, to view it rightly, witl Elizalethan eyes
Violn was played, nnd was meant to be played, by a bay.
See what this invelves. To that original awlience the
strain of make-helisve in the matter ended just where
for ws it most begius, ot Viela's enteanee as o page.
Shakespeare’s audicnce saw Ceearlo withonl effort as
Orzing sees hioe; more importantly they saw him as
Olivia sees him ; indeed it was pver (VMivia they had
most to make believe. Owne feels st onee how this
affects the sympathy and balunee of the leve scones of
thaa p]u}'. (heve spes lsow |Ir:1.m:d;1'|'.n'|:1:,' right i= the de]ll—
pate still zeace of the dialogue between Orsino and
Casario, anil how Ilu&ﬂih]u it minkes the more ullt:spuli{"li
pinssion of the seenes with Clivia,  Give to Olivia, das
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wa must do wow, all the value of ber sex, and to the
supposed Cesario none of the value of his, we are
natarally guite unmoved by the business, (Mivia looks
a fool. And it is the common practice for actresses
of Viels to seize every chance of reminding the
andience that they are girls dressed up, to impress
on one moresver, by childish by-play as to legs and
petticoats or the abszence of them, that this is the
play's supreme joke. Now Shakespearve has devised
one mest carefully placed soliloquy where we are to
be foreibly reminded that Cesarlo iz Viola: in it he has
az earefully divided the comie from the serious side
of the matter. That sceue played, the Viela, who does
ot do her best, as far as the passaze: with Olivia are
concerned, to make us believe, as Olivia believes, that
ghe is a man, shows, to my miod, » lack of imagination
and is gullty of dramatic bad manners, koocking, for
the sake of a little langhter, the whole of the play's
romantic plot on the head.

Let me explain briefly the interpretation 1 favour of
four or five other points,

[ do wot think that Sir Toby is meant for nothing
but a bestial zot. He is a geotleman by birth, or he
would not be Olivias uncle (or cousin, if that is the
relationehip). He has been, it would zeem, a saldier,
He iz a drinker, and while idleness leads him to excess,
the boredom of Olivia's drawing-room, where she eits
golltary 1o her mourning, drives him to such jolly
companions a3 he can find : Maria and Fabian and the
Fool. He is a poor relation, and has been dear to Sir
Andrew some two thousand strong or so (poor Bir
Andrew), but as to that he might say he was but antiei-
pating his commission a: matrimonial agent. Now,
dull though livia's house may he, it iz free quarters,
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He s, it seems, in some damgrer of losing them, but if
atly by gomd Inck he conld see Bir Andrew installed
there as master ! Nol perhaps all one could wish for
i na unele ) Lot to fownl an nterproetation of Sic
Toby only upon & study of his unfortunate suroame |s,
I think, for the actor to give ns both less and more
than Shakespenre ment.

[ do uot believe that Sir Asdrew iz meant for a
cretinous idiot.  1lis aceomplishmeuts mey not guite
stand to Sir Toby's boast of them ; alas ! the three or
four banguages, word for word without book, seem to
end at ¥ Diew vous garde, Monsienr.'  But Sir Andeew,
as he would be if he conld—the seholar to no purpose,
the fine fellow to no end, in short the perfect rentleman
—is atill the ideal of better men than ke who yet can
il nothing better to do.  One can mect o seore of
Sir Andrews, in greater or less perfoction, any day
after & west-end Londow Inneh, doing, what | believe
ie called, a slope down Bond.

Fabian, I think, is not a yeung man, for he hardly
treats Sir Toby as his senior, he is the cautious one of
the practical jokers, and he has the courage to speak
out to Olivia at the end.  He trents Sie Aodrew with
nvertnin respecl. Heds o Bamily retainer of some sort ;
from his talk he has to do with horses and dogs,

Feste, 1 feel, is oot a yonng wan either, Fhere runs
through ull he saysaml does that vein of irony by which
we may so often mark one of life's selfacknowledged
failares,  Wo mather that in those days, for o man of
parts without charmeter sl with more wil than sense,
there wos a kindly refuge from the woeld's strogele as
an allowed fool,  Nuwaduys we no Junger put them in
livery.

I helieve Antonio te be an exact pieture of an Eliza-



