
SIR TOBY BELCH 
 
[Reads] ‘Youth, whatsoever thou art, thou art but a scurvy fellow.’ Wonder not, 
nor admire not in thy mind, why I do call thee so, for I will show thee no reason 
for't. Thou comest to the lady Olivia, and in my sight she uses thee kindly: but thou 
liest in thy throat; that is not the matter I challenge thee for. I will waylay thee 
going home; where if it be thy chance to kill me … thou killest me like a rogue and 
a villain. Fare thee well; and God have mercy upon one of our souls! He may have 
mercy upon mine; but my hope is better, and so look to thyself. 
   
Thy friend, as thou usest him, and thy sworn enemy, Andrew Aguecheek.’ 
 
If this letter move him not, his legs cannot.  I'll give't him.  Go, Sir Andrew: scout 
me for him at the corner of the orchard like a bum-baily.  So soon as ever thou 
seest him, draw, and as thou drawest, swear horrible.  Away!  
 
[Exit Sir Andrew]  
 
Now will not I deliver his letter.  For the behavior of the young gentleman gives 
him out to be of good capacity and breeding; his employment between his lord and 
my niece confirms no less.  Therefore this letter, being so excellently ignorant, will 
breed no terror in the youth. He will find it comes from a clodpole.  But, sir, I will 
deliver his challenge by word of mouth, set upon Aguecheek a notable report of 
valour, and drive the gentleman, as I know his youth will aptly receive it, into a 
most hideous opinion of his rage, skill, fury and impetuosity. 
 
 
 
  


