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Scott Handy

Jonathan Chesterman

Sean Francis

David Hobbs

Simon Coates

Adrian Lester

Peter Needham

Paui Kissaun

Gavin Abbott
Richard Cant

Rhashan Stone

Steve Watts
Michael Gardiner
Wayne Cater

Declan Donnellan
Nick Ormerod
Paddy Cunneen
Sue l efton
Judith Greenwood

Marcus Bray
Jon Howes
Rachel Dickson
Paula Spinks

Batbara Matthews
Ruth lngledow
Roy Luxford
Gaye Kynoch
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handmirror
brush
gold tin
4 x lipsticks
gold cigarette case:

cigarettes
black eye liner

smal1 patterned metal tin
clear box: tic tacs
perfume sprayer

Bl-ack rope
Hymen's orange box: 5 X wedding songs
Large metal bucketz l/4 fu11 water

f l-anne1
Orlando's black duffle bag (padded)
Trunk
Leather suitcase
Martext box case
Barbour bag
Tatty rucksac: full bottle of whiskey

tatty veil
Black vanity case: red nose
GIass of brandy
314 cigar
Lighter
Ashtray: water
Medal- on black ribbon
Black blindfold
Slap apparatus
Bloody hankercheif
Cream handtowel-

.A, Stone ( dark oval, f or Wayne )' Small bunch of daffodils
Red nose ( Corin's )
Banishment letter in enveloPe
Phebe letter
3 X Orlando poems
4 X clothes pegs
PenciI
Cerin-'s stiek (dark brown Y)
Hymen's stick (gold Y)
Tuba
Tenor sax.: stand
Guitar: stand
Water to drink
QUICK CHANGE

2 x large stones
6 x smaller stones
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,2(artexx board.4urple neck sash4tal,* biblevI-O X stones
u2lx medals
-9r1ando's knife
-Spoon"4flartext tape
a{ud,rey tape4ape recorder
afiipf laskv{x specs (Rosalind, Duke
4 X cigarette cases
r,P6?table gold ashtray
,6ma11 patterned tin
,Elear box: tic tacs
,,?erfume sprayer
vzhloody hankercheif
-f ipe
-lleta1 comb
vgfack purse: coins/4 x lipsticks
"461ack blindfoldrfighters
,,.Aye liner pencil
,.Rosalind's gold chain
t/ockexwatch chain

TOUCHSTONE'S RUCKSAC

.r3ooks
--fulberLy notebook
i-T x glass ashtrays,.{x candles in wood
,{rudn
ftandmirror
.,6old :t{n ( rarge )

|Z x bunches of daffodils(and single daffodil)
-,Empty whiskey bottle
z4udrey's tatty veil
,Erown pouch, weighted

BLACK VANITY CASE
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y.gl-ue cushion{udrev blanket
-drinls gift
4 x meshes
4 x brandy glassestI x low crates
"4ope drum

CONSUII,IMERABLES BOX

Phebe letters
Rosalind poems
Celia Poems
Orlando paper
Banishment letters
Envelopes
Wedding songs
Jaques songs
Wedding check list
Camel cigarettes
Consulate cigarettes
Cigars
Lighters
Rose buds
Burnt sugar solution
Pencils
Slap apparatus
Tissue
TVHICKER BASKET
Hymen box
Leather bag: sticks

metal pan
Consummerables box
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Simon Coates (Cetia): smaI1 black purse: coins
( in winter coat inside pocket )

Michael Gardi-ner (Jaques): silver cigarette case: 5 X cigs
small, gold portable ashtray
1 ighter
Orlando poem
( inside pocket of spring coat )
song words "If it do . .. "(inside pocket of winter coat)

David Hobbs (Oukes): gold-rimmed specs
medal on blue ribbon

Peter Needham (Touchstone): 2 X red noses
wedding ring

Steve Watts (Martext etc): horn-rimmed specs
( top pocket of vicars costume )

wayne Cater (Phebe): cream handbag
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LEATHER SUITCASE
FIute
3 X drumsticks
3 X trumpet stands
3 X sax. stands
Trombone stand
Guitar stand
Flute stand
2 X marracas
Scraper and stick
Company al-to sax.
INSTRUMENTSffi
Trombone
3 X trumpets ( in 2 boxes )
Guitar
Tuba
Snare drum
( rlute )
( scraper )
( marracas )(gope drum)

OTHER
3 X sticks (Hymen, gold; Corin, brown Y; Audrey, rags. )

Black duvet - wardrobe skiP
Celia's wrist watch - me.
Wedding ring - wardrbe jewellerY
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1l;ut tY yl.,pbe.
3 X large stones
Menthol cigarette
Lighter
Mud in bowl
Brown pouch: weighted
Red book: bookmark
Wedding checklist
4 X button hole rosebuds
Lighter: large flame
Celia's poem, "Why should
Rosafind's poem, "From the
White arm sling
Corin' s gif t ( sl-ooded wrapped meat )
Single daffodil
M
2 X candles in wooden holders
Brazier pan: mushrooms

spoon
Martext board: 2 X candles

small black bible: menthol cigarette
purple neck sash
lighter

@t'der: *-tfdftext' t ape

Water to drink.
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<lJU Audrey tape
Brazier: sticks

(set after intro. )

peat
matches
bucket
2 X meshes ( large and small )

Cl-oth on brazier
Snare drum: drum stick
2 X alto sax.s: stands
3 X trumpets: stands
Trombone: stand
Flute: stand
Gopedrum:2Xmarracas

scraper and stick
White sheet and brown blanket folded together
2 x low wooden crates
Audrey's stick (rags on the end)
BIue cushion (D.R. )
Paper for Rosalind
!enci!.lcrrC:"'l1t
QUICK CHANGE 

: )Celia: wristwatch * Y('
hipf lask - v,'i"'pearls and earrings
make-up

Rosal-ind: specs
gold chain
2Xbooks(lthick)
Liberty notebook: pencil
make-up

Tissue
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AS YOU LIKE IT
r.i

JAQT ES3.' . AI1 the worldIs a stage,
And all the men and women merely players;
They have their exits and their entrances,

ENTER ORLANDO AND ADAM

ORLANDO: As I remember, Adam, it was upon this fashion that my fabher
bequeathed me by r.rill, a poor Ehousand crowns, and,
as Ehou sayest, charged my brother on his blessing: to
breed me well; and there begins my sadness. My ir",,brother Jaques he keeps at. school, and report speaks
goldenLy of his profit: for my part, he keeps me rusticallyat home, or, to speak more properly, stays me here at
home unkept - for caII you that rkeeping' for a gentle-
man of my birth, thaE differs not from the slalling of an
ox? His horses are bred better, for, besides that they
are fair with their feeding, they are taught their manage,

but I, his brother ,gain nothing under him but growth, for the which his
animals on his dunghills are as much bound to him as I.
Besides this nothing that he so plentifully gives me, the
something that nature gave me his countenance seems
to take from me: he lets me feed with his hinds, bars me
the place of a brother , and , as much as in him I ies , mines 2- r'\r:
my gentility with my education. This is it, Adam, that
grieves me, and the spiri! of my father, which I think is
within me, begins to mutiny against this servitude. I will
no longer endure it, though yet I know no wise remedy
how to avoid it..

OLIVER: DenniS !

aAD+M3 Yonder comes my master, your brother.
ORLANDO: Go apart, Adam, and thou shalt hear how he

wi 1I shake me up.

�



ADAM STANDS ASIDE

OLMR: Now, sir, brhat make you here?
ORLANDO: Nothing: .I am not taught to make anything.
OLMR: What mar you i then, sir?
ORLANDO: Marry, sir, I am helping you to mar that uhichGod made, a poor unworthy broeher of yours, hrithidleness.
OLMR: Marry, sir, be better employed, and be naught. awhile.
ORLANDO: Shall I keep your hogs and eat husks with them?What prodigal portion have I spenL, that I should comet'o such penury?
OLMR: Know you where you are, sir?
ORLANDO: O, sir, very well: here in your orchard.
OLMR3 Know you before i,ihom, sir?
ORLANDO: Ay, better than him I am before knows me: Iknow you are my eldest brother, and in t.he genLlecondition of blood you should so know me. The court.esyof nations allows you my better, in that you are the iirsE 4 o,icborn, but the same tradition takes not avray my btood,were there thienty brothers betwixt us: I have as muchof my fathbr, in me as you,
OLMR: What, boyl
ORLANDO: Come, cone, elderbrother , you are too young in this.
OLMR: Wilt thou lay hands on me, villain?
ORLANDO: I am no villain: I am the youngest son of Sir

Rohrland de Boys; he was my father, and he is thrice avillain that says such a father begot vi11ains. liert thounot my brother, I would not take this hand from thythroat till thri-s other had pulled,iout thy tongue for sayingso; thou hast railed on thyself.
ADAM: Sweet masters, be patienti foryour fatherrs remembrance, be at accord.

r.i
3 nrrr.l
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OLIVER: Let me go, r say. I'i
ORLANDO: I will not tiIl.I please; you shall hear me. Myfather charged yoir in his will to iive me good educatiSn:you have trained me like a peasant, obscuring and hidingfrom me all gentleman-like qualities. The spirit of my "father gro!,rs strong in me, and I will no longer enauil it.Therefore al1ow me such exercises as may bec6me a j r,,;gentleman, or give me t.he poor arrottery of a thousand crowns myfather left me by testament; with that i will 9o buy my iortunes.
OLIVER: And what reilt thour do, beg when that is spent?

iieJ,I .sir, get. you in. I wil1 not long be troubled withyou3 you shall have some part of your will. I pray you,leave me.
ORLANDO: I will no further offend you than becomes mef or my good. i1)

OLIVER: cet you with him, you old dog.
ADAM: Is'Old Dog' my reward? Most true, I have lost my tr,,,lteeth in your service. cod be with my old master !He would not have spoke such a word. O
EXEUNT ORLANDO AND ADA!4

OLIVER: Is it even so? Begin your to grow upon me? I willphysic your rankness, and yet give no thousand crotinsneither. HoIla Dennis !

ENTER DENNI S

DENNIS: CaIls your worshi p?
OIIVER: Was not Charles, the Duke's wrestler, here tospeak with me?
DENNIS: So please you, he is here at the door, and im-portunes access to you.
)&#0�,�nn�:EEnABFnBG
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r.i
OLMR: Good Monsieur Charles, what, s the nehr ner"rs atthe new court?
CHARLES: There's no news at the court, sir, but the oldnevrss that is, the old lNke is banished by his youngerbrother and three or four loving lordshave put tbemselves into voluntary exile vrith him.
OLIVER: Can you te1l if Rosalind, the Duke,s daughter, bebanished with her f a ther? EnFMG�

CHARLES: O, noi for the new Duke has a daughter Celia and thatlady so loves her cousin, Rosalind belng ever from theircradles bred together, that she would have iollowed her exileor have died to stay behind her; she is at the court andnever thro ladies loved as they do. @
OLIVER: Where will the o1d Duke Iive?
CHARLES: They say he i6 already in the forest of Arden,and a many merry men with him; and there they liveIike the old Robin Hood of England: they say manyyoung genElemen flock to him every day, and fleet ^thetime carelessly as they did in the golden worfd. (04.
OLMR: lihat, you vrrestle tomorrow bef ore the new

Duke?
CHARLES: Marry do I sir; and I came to acquaint youwith a matter. I am given, sir, secret.ly to undarstandthat your younger brother, Orlando, hath a dispositionto come in diguised against me to try a falI. Tomorrohr, g ertt,sir, I wrestle for my credit., and he that escapes mei,vithout some broken limb shall, aquit him well. your

brother is but young and tender, and for your love Iwould be loath to foil him, as I must for my own honourif he come in. Therefore, out of my love to you, I camehither to aquaint you tvithal, that either you mightstay him from his intendment, or brook such disgracewell as he shall run into, in that it is a thing of his ovrnsearch, and altogether against my wiIl.
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r.i
OLMR: Charles, I thank thee f or t.hy love to me, whichthou shalt find I will most kindly requite. I had myselfnotice of my brother,s purpose herein, and have byunderhand means faboured to dissuade him from it;but he is resolute. I,11 tel1 thee, Charles, it isbornest young f el'low of France, fu1l of ambition, anenvious emulator of every man,s good parts, a secre! andvillainous contriver against me, his natural brother.Therefore use thy discretion; I had as lief thou didstbreak his neck as his finger. And thou wert best looktorti for if thou dost him any slight disgrace, or if hedo not mightily grace himself on t.hee, he wiII practiseagainst thee by poison, entrap thee by some treacherousdevice, and never leave thee till he hath ta,en thy lifeby some indirect means or other: for, I assure thee -and almost withi. tears I speak it - there is not one soyoung and so villainous this day living. I speak butbrot.herly of him, but should I anatomize him to theeas he is, I must blush and weep, and Lhou must lookpale and wonder..
CHARLES: I am heart.ily glad I came hither to you. If he

come tomorrow, I'11 give him his payment: if ever he goalone again, I'11 never wrestle for prize more. And so
God keep your worship! EXIT

OLMR: Farevrell, good Charles. Now wilI I stir Orlando.I hope I shall see an end of him, for my soul -yet I know no! why - hates nothing more than he. yet
hers gentle, never schooled and yet learned, full- ofnoble device, of all sorts enchantingly beloved, andindeed so much ih the heart of the r.,orld, and especiallyof my own people, who best know him, that f amaltogether misprized. But it shall not be so J.ong; thiswrestler sha1I clear aU.. Not.hing remains but. that Ikindle the boy thither,Slwhich noi I,II qo abou c^{D
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ROSALIND: Dear Celia, I show more mirth t.han I ammistress of, and would you yetfwere merrier. Unlessyou could teach me to forget a banished father, you
must not. Iearn me how to remember any extraordinarypleasure.

CELIA: Herein I see thou lovest me not wilh the ful1 weightEhat I love thee. If my uncle, thy banished father, hadbanished thy uncle, Ehe Duke my father, so thou hadstbeen still with me, I could have taught my love to takethy father for mine; so wouldst thou, if the truth ofthy love to me were so righteously tempered as mine isto thee.
ROSALIND: WeII, I will forget the condition of my estat.e,to rejoice in yours.
CELIA: You knov,r my father hath no child but I, nor noneis like to have; and truly, when he dies, thou shalt be hisheir: for all he hath taken away from thy father per-force, I will render thee again in affection, by mi-nehonour I wi1l, and when I break that oath, let mE turn tjm,,Jmonster. Therefore, my sweet Rose, my dear Rose,be merry.
ROSALIND: Erom henceforth I wi1l, coz, and devise sports.Let me see - r,rhat think you of falling in love?
CELIA: Marry, I prithee do, to make sporL withal; but loveno man in good earnest, nor no further in sport neither,than with safety of a pure blush thou mayst in honour

come off aga in.

l2 mrns

�

�

��



forch*one enter u'l-.

0

flr Abbll-
It\r Cdci
n, furdiu
mr llan{
rnr ilobbs
l0r ,ltcne
rnr U:afs

Fianc.E



r. ii
ROSALIND: Vlhat shall be our sport then?
CELIA: Let us sit and mock the good housewife Fortune

from her wheel , that her gifts may henceforth be be-
stowed equal ly.

ROSALIND: I would we could do soi for her benefits aremightily misplaced, and the bountiful blind woman doth
most mistake in her gifts to $romen.

CELIA: 'Tis true, for those that she makes fair she scarce
makes honest, and those she makes honest she t[rt,,tmakes very i 11- favoured I y.

ROSALIND: Nay, now thou goest from Fortune's officeto Naturers: Fortune reigns in gifts of the world, not inthe lineaments of Nature.
ENTER TOUCHSTONE

CELIA3 No; when Nature hath made a fair creature, may
she not by Fortune fall into the fire? Though Nature
hath given us wit to flouE at Fortune, hath not EorEunesent in this fool to cuE off the argumen!?

ROSALIND: Indeed, there is Eortune too hard for Nature,
when Fortune makes Nature's natural the Cutter-off of
Nature ' s wit.

CELIA: Peradventure this is not Fortune's work neither,but Nature's, who perceiveth our natural wits too du11to reason of such godesses and hath sent this naturalfor out. v,,hetstone: for always the whelstone of Lhe wits is thedullness of the fool . How now, wit, whither
wander you?

TOUCHSTONE: Mistress, you must come away to your
f ather .

CELIA: vlere you made t'he messenger?
TOUCHSTONE: No, by mine honour, but I was bid to

come for you.
CELIA: Where learned you that oath, fool?
TOUCTISTONE: Of a certain knight that sr.,ore by his

honour they were good pancakes now I'11 sLand to itthe pancakes were naught and yet was not the knight forsworn.

�nFM�
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CELIA: Hor^, prove you that, in the great heap of your I'ii
knowledge?

ROSALIND: Ay, marry', now unmuzzle your r.risdom.
TOUCHSTONE: Stand ypu both forthnow: stroke yourchins and s$rear by your beards that I am a knave.
CELIA: By our beards - if we had them -thou arL.
TOUCHSTONE: By my knavery - if I had it - then I wereibut if you shrear by that t.hat is not, you are not forsworn:no more hras this knighE, swearing by his honour, for 16 n,iche never had anyi or ifhe had, he had sworn it asraybefore ever he sahr those pancakes.
CELIA: prithee, who is't that thou meanest?
TOUCHSTONE: One that o1d Frederickr your father, Ioves.
CELIA!. My father's love is enough to honour him. Enough.- Speak no more of him; you,I1 be whipped for taxationone of these days.
TOUCHSTONE: The more pity that fools may not speakwisely what wise men do foolishly.
CELIA: By my troth, thou sayest true: for since the litt.lehrit that fools have was silenced, the littIe foolery thatwise men have makes a great shovr. Here comes Monsieilrthe Beau.

/\
( ENTER LE BEAUI

ROSALIND: With his.mouth ful-l of news.
CELIA: Which he will put on us, as pigeons feed theiryoun9.
ROSALIND: Then shalI we be news-crammed.
CELIA: A1I the better: we shall be the more marketabl. e.,,{',Bonjour, Ilonsieur Le Beau, what's the neh,s?
BEAU: Fair Princessr you have LosE much good sport.
CELIA: Sport? Of lrhat colour? (sorL?)

EEnFMÈ
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BEAU: !{hat colour (sort) madam, how shall f u.r""r". Iyti,r}

ROSALIND: As wit ind fortune wil1.
TOUCHSIONE: Or as,the destinies decrees
CELIA: Well said, lhat was laid on rdith a troweL.
TOUCHSTONE: Nay, if I keep not my rank.
ROSALIND: Thou losest thy oId sme11.
BEAU: You amaze me, Iadies. I would have told you ofgood wrestling, which you have losc the sight of.
ROSALIND: Yet tell us the manner of the wrestling.
BEAU: I will tell you the beginning; and, if it pleaseyour ladyships, you may see the end. for the best is yetto do, and here, where you are, they are coming toperform it.
CELIA: weII, the beginning that is dead and buried.
BEAU: There comes and old man and his three sons -
CELIA: I could match this beginning with an old ta1e.
BEAU: Three proper young men, of excellent growth

and presence -
The eldest of the three wrest.Ied with Charles,the Duke's wrestler, which Charles in a monent threwhim, and broke three of his ribs, that there is little hopeof life in him. So he served the second and so the third.Yonder they Iie; the poor old man their father makingsuch pitiful dole over them that all the beholders takehis part with weeping.

ROSALIND: Alas !
TOUCHSTONE: But what is the sport, Monsieur,Iadies have 1os t.?
BEAU: Why, this that I speak of.
TOUCHSTONE: Thus men grow wiser every day. Itthe first time that ever I heard breaking offor ladies.
CELIA: Or I, I promise thee.

MA:MnMA>

is lt m Ln:ribs was sport
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t.ii(Roser,rup, But is there any else longsto see this broken music in his sides?Is there yet another dotes upon rib breaking? )

CELIA: ShaIl we stay and see this wrestling cousin.
BEAU: You must if you stay here for

here is the place appointed for thewrestling aftd- t+e!r a-e Eeady to per-foffi--j*..
.ENTER LORDS, DUKE FREDERICK AND ORLANDO.)

(DUKe: come along. )

ROSALIND: Yonder sure they are coming.
CELIA: Let us now stay and see it. i.a

DUKE: Come on. Since the youth will not be entreat.ed. hj-s
own peril on his forwardness.

ROSALIND: Is yonder the man?
BEAU: Even he, madam.
CELIA3 A1as, he is too youngi yet he looks successfully.
DUKEs How now, daughter and cousin? Are you crept lr:i r,''rr':

hither to see the wrestling?
ROSALIND: Ay, my 1eige, so please you give us leave.
DUKE: You will take little delight in it, I can teII you, thereis such odds in my man. In pity of the challenger'syouth I r,,rould f a'in dissuade him, but he will not beentreated. Speak to him, Iadies see if you can move him.

��nFM(

BEAU: I"lonsieur the challenger, the princess calls for
you.

ORLANDOT I attend them with aII respect and duty.
ROSALIND: Young man, have you challenged Charles the

wrestler?
ORLANDO: No, fair Princess. He is the general challenger;I come but in as others do, to try with him the strenglhof my youth.
CELIA: Young gentleman, your spirits are too bold f or 7) t,'r-'your years. You have seen cruel proof of this man'sstrength; if you saw yourself with your eyes, or knewyourself with your judgement,, the fear of your adventure

would counsel you to a more equal enterprise. We pray
you for your own sake to embrace your own safety, andgive over this attempt.
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ORLANDO: You mean to mock me afteri you should nothave mocked me before. But come your ways!
1 23.i':
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r. ii(CELIA: I would I were invisible, to catch the strong fellowby the leg . )

ORLANDO AND CHARLES WRES?LE. CHARLES IS THROh-N.

DUKE: No more, no more.
ORLANDO: Yes, I beseech your grace, I am not yet vrell

brea thed .
DUKE: How dost thou, Charles?
BEAU: He cannot speak my Lord.
DUKE: Bear him away. 1l " ''
LORDS CARRY CHARLES AWAY.

DUKE: What is thy name, young man?
ORLANDO: Orlando, my leige; the youngest son of Sir

Rowland de Boys.
DUKE: I would t.hou hadst been son to some man else.The world esteemed thy father honourable.But I did find him still mine enemy.

Thou shouldst have better pleased ne hrith this deedhadst. thou descended from another house.But fare thee weI , thou art. a galant. Virtt, 26 m'rs
I would thou hads! told me of another father.

EXIT DUKE AND TOUCHSTONE.

CELIA: Were I my father, coz, would I do this?
ORLANDO: I am more proud !o be Sir Rowland,s son,His youngest son, and would not. change Lhat callingto be adoPted heir to Frederick.
ROSALIND: My father loved Sir Rotvland as his soul

And all the world was of my father,s mind.
Had I bef ore kno!,rn this young man his son,I should have given him tears unto entreatiesEre he should thus have ventured.
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r. ii
CELLA: Gentle cousin,Let us go thank htm, and encourage him.

My f at.her t s rough and envious disposition '::t r' t

Sticks me at hearb. - Sir, you have well deserved.If you do keep your promises in l"oveBut justly as you have exceeded all promise,
Your mistress shal1 be happy.

ROSALIND: (TAKES A CHAIN FROM HER NECK) centleman,llear this for me - one out of suits with fortune,
That could give more but that her hand lacks means.

(TO CELIA) Shall we go, coz?
CELIA: Ay. Eare you we11, fair gentleman.
ROSALIND AND CELIA BEGIN TO WITHDRAW.

ORLANDO: Can I not say- 'I thank your? My better parts
Are all thrown down,..)

ROSALIND: He calls us back. My pride feII with my fortunes:
- Did you caII, sir?Sir, you have wrestled well, and overthror^rn r,. i.More t.han your enemies.

CELIA: Will you go, coz?
ROSALIND: ( Have with you.) (tO ORLANDO) Fare you wel1.
EXEUNT ROSALIND AND CELIA.

ORLANDO: What passion hangs these weights upon my tongue?I cannot speak to her, yet she urged conference.
ENTER LE BEAU.

ORLANDO: O poor Orlando, thou art overthrown!
Not Charles but something weaker masters thee.
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r.iiBEAU: Good sir, I do in friendship counsel you
To leave this pl-ace. Albeit you have deservedtligh commendation, true applause, and love,Yet such is now the Duke's condition,That he misconsters all that you have done.
The Duke is humorous - what he is, indeed,
More suits you to conceive than I to speak of,

ORLANDO: I thank you
Which of the two h,as
That here wasat the

EXIT LE BEAU.

ORLANDO: Thus
From tyrant
But heavenl-y

sir; and pray you
daugtrter of the
wrestling?

te 11 me
D uke

thi9
BEAU: Neit.her his daughLer, if we judge by manners,But yet indeed the lesser's his daughter;I'he other is daughter to the banished Duke,

And here detained by her usurping uncleTo keep his daughter company, whose lovesAre dearer than the natural bond of sisters.But I can tell you that of late this DukeHath taren displeasure ,gaj.nst his gentle niece,
Grounded upon no other argument
But that the people praise her for her virtues
And pity her for her good father's sake;And, on my .lif e, his malice 'gainsh the ladyWill suddenly break forth. Sir, fare you welltHereafter, in a bet.ter world than this,1sha1l desire more love and knowledge of you,

ORLANDO: I rest much bounden to you: fare you wel1.

30 mrris
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Duke unto tyrant
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r. iii
(nnrnn cELrA AND noser,ruo)
CELIA: Why cousin,,why Rosalind, Cupid have mercy,not a $rord?
ROSALIND: NoE one t.o throv/ at a dog 3i,, .

CELIA: No, thy words are too precious to be cast away
upon curs; throw some of them at me. Come, Iame mewith reasons.

ROSALIND: Then lhere were two cousins laid up, when theone should be lamed with reasons, and the other madwithout any.
CELIA: But is all this for your father?
ROSALIND: No, some of it is for my child's father. - O,

how full of briars is t.his working-day world!CELIA: They are buE burs, cousin, thrown upon thee inholiday foolery. If lve walk not in trodden paths,our very petticoats will catch them.
ROSALIND: I could shake them off my coati these burs arein my heart.
CELIA: Hem them array .
ROSALIND: I would try, if I could cry 'hem, and have

tr im.
CELIA: Come, come, wrestle vrith thy affections.
ROSALIND: O, they take the part of a better vrrestler thanmyself.
CELIA: Is it possible on such a suddenyou shouLd fall into so strong a liking with old Sir .!nr,,_

Rowland I s youngest son?
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I. rlr
ROSALIND: The Duke my father loved his father dearly.
CELIA: Doth it therefore ensue that you should love hisson dearly? By this kind of chase, I should hate him.for my father hated his father dearlyi yet I hate not

Orlando.
ROSALIND: No, faith, hate him not. for my sake.
CELIA: Why should I not? Doth he not deserve well?
ENTER DUKE AND LORDS.

ROSALIND: Let lne love him for that, and do you love him
because f do0- Look, here comes the Duke.

CELIA: hlith his eyes full of anger.
DUKE: MisLress, dispatch you with your safest haste

And get. you from our court.
,)-�&#(��

�/%��

Me, uncle?
You cousin.

PBMABGnMA>L>nM>Gn=:RLn �?nMA:MnMAHNn;>>LMn?HNG=
-HnG>:KnHNKnIN;EB<n<HNKMn:LnMP>GMRnFBE>Ls
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,)-�&#(�� I do beseech your grace,
That may the knowledge of my fault bear vrith me.If with myself I hold intelligence
Or have acquaintance with mine own desires,If that I do not dream or be not frantic -As I do trust I am not - then, dear uncle,Never so much as in a thought unbornDid I offend your highness.

�/%�� Thus do all traitors3If their purgation did consist in words,
They are as innocent as grace itself.Let it suffice thee that I trust thee not.

ROSALIND: Yet. your nistrust cannot make me a traitor.
Te11 me whereon the likelihood depends.
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r. iii
99{9r Thou art thy father,s daughter, there,s enough.ROSALIND: So was I when your highness took his duk6dom,So was I when your highness banished him.Treason is not inherited, my lord,or, if we did deiive it froi our friends,!{hat I S that to me? My father lras no traitor;Then, good my leige, mistake me not so muchTo Lhink my poverty is treacherous.
CELIA: Dear sovereign, hear me speak.
DUKE: Ay, Celia, we stayed her for your sake,EIse had she with her father ranged along.
CETIA: I did not then entreat to have her stayiI t was your pleasure and your orrrn remorse .I was too young that time to value her,But now I know her. If she be a traiEor,llhy so am I: we still have slept together,Rose at an instant, learned. played, eat together,And whereso'er we went, Iike Juno's swansStilI we vrent coupl.ed and inseparable.
DUKE! She is too subtle for thee, and her smoothness,Her very silence, and her patience

Speak to the people, and they pity her.Thou art a fooli she robs thee of thy name,And thou wilt show more bright and seem morevirtuous when she is gone. Then open not thy lips:Firm and irrevocable is my doomI,lhich I have passed upon her; she is banished.

35 rnms
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r.iii
CELIA: Pronounce that sentence then on me, my leige,I cannot live out of her company.
DUKE: You are a fool . - You, niece, provide yourself.If you outstay the time, upon mine honour

And in the greatness of my word, you die.
EXIT DUKE WITH LORDS. ?..] ' :

CELIA: O my poor Rosalind, wither wilt thou go?Wilt thou change fathers? I will give thee mine.I charge thee, be not tshou more grieved than I am.
ROSALIND: I have more cause.
��&#�� Thou hast not, cousin.Prithee, be cheerfuli knohrest thou not the DukeHath banished me, his daughter?
,)-�&#(�� .A:MnA>nA:MAnGHM


CELIA: No, hath no!? Rosalind lacks then the love
Which teacheth thee that. thou and I am one.Shall we be sundered? Shall we part, sweet girl?
No, let my father seek another heir.Therefore devise with me how we may fly,Vlhither to go, and what to bear h,ith us,
And do not seek to take your change upon you,,
To bear your griefs yourself and leave me out;For, by this heaven, now at our sorrows pale,
Say what thou canst, Ir11 go along h,ith thee.

3t nig

ROSALIND: Wly, whither shall r"re go?
CELIA: To sp'ek your father in the forest of Arden.f_
ROSALIND: Alas, what danger will it be to us,Maids as ire are, to travel forth so far?Beauty provoketh theives sooner than gold. 3Q nrtng

��



Ā

�H�¾
+�

ɿǤ � f`



r. iii
CELIA: I'11 put myself in poor and mean attire

And h,ith a kind of umber smirch my face.
The like do you; -so shal] we pass along
And never stir assailants.ROSALIND: Were it not better,
Because that I am more than common tall,That I did suit me aII points like a man?
A gallant curtle-axe upon my thigh,
A boar-spear in my hand. and in my heartLie there what hidden woman's fear there vriI].
We'11 have a swashing and a marE.ial outside,
As many other mannish cowards have
That do outsface it with their sembl.ances.

CELIA: What shal1 I call thee when thou art a man?
ROSALIND: I ' 1] have no r,irorse a name than Jove ' s ovrn page,

And therefore look you call me rcanymede'.
But hrhat will you be ca1led?

CELIA: Something .that hath a reference to my state:
No longer 'Celia', but 'Aliena'.

ROSALIND: But, cousin, r./hat if $re assayed to steal
The clovinish fool out of your father's court:
Would he not be a comfort to our travel?

CELIA: He'lI go along o'er the wide world r^rith me.
Leave me alone to !,roo him. Let,s away
And geb our jewels and our wealth together,
Devise the fittest time and safest way?o hide us from pursuit that will be gradeAfter my f light.' Now go we in content'f .,.r I ,-'' l'.
To liberty, and not to banishment.
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II. i

(nsrnn DUKE AMTENS alro r,oRos,l

DUKE: Now my co-mates and brothers in e4i1e,,)Hath not old custom made this life more sweetsThan that of painted pomp ? Are not these woodsMore free from peril than the envious court ?Here feel we but the penalty of Adam,The seasons' difference,as the icy fangAnd churlish chiding of the winter's wind,which erhen it bites and blows upon my bodyEven till I shririk with cotd,I imile- and 3ay'This is no flatterytthese are counsellorsThat feelingly persuade me lvhat I am,?Sweet are the uses of adversity,Which,like the toad, ugly and venomous,
Wears yet a precious jewel in his head;And this our life,exempt from public haunt,Finds tongues in trees,books in ttre running brooks,Sermons in st.ones,and good in everything.

AMIENS: I would not change it.Happy is your gracethat can translate the stubbornness of fortuneInto so guiet and so sweet a style.
DUKE: Come, sha1l we go and kill us venison?And yet it irks me the poor dappled'fi:;oi;;'

89]nS_ native burghers of this de-ert city,Should in their own confines with forkecl headsHave their round haunches gored.
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FrRsT LORD: Indeed, my 1ord, r'l '1 
A.a t\1,,-The melancholy Jaques grieves at thatAnd, in that kind, swears you do more usurp

Than dot.h your brother that hath banished you.
Today my lord of Amiens and myselfDid steal behind him as he 1ay along
Under an oak whose antick roo! peeps out
Upon the brook that brawls along this wood,
To the which place a poor sequested stagThat from the hunter's aim had ta'en a hurEDid come to languishi and indeed, my lord,
The wretched animal heaved forth such groans
That their discharge did stretch his leathern coat

Almost to bursting, and the big round tears
Coursed one anot.her down his innocent noseIn piteous chasei and thus the hairy fool ,
Much marked of the melancholy Jaques,
SEood on thrextremest verge of the slrrif t brook
Augmenting it with tears.

DUKE| But what said Jaques?Did he not moralize this spectacle?
FIRST LORD: O, yes, inEo a thousand similes.

And most invectively he pierceth through
The body of country, gAty, court,
Yea, and of this foreg? our life, swearing that we
Are mere usurpers, tyrants, and whatrs worse _jTo fright the animals and to ki11 them upIn their assigned and native dwelling place.

DUKE3 Sholi me the place; r.i
I love to cope him in these sullen fits,For then he's full of mat^er.

EXEUNT.
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(onlauoo, who's there? )
ADAM: What, my young rnas
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why, whither, Adam, wouldst thou have me go?

ADAM: No matter hihither, so you come not here.
ORLANDO: What, wouldst thou have me go and beg my food,

Or with a base and boisterous sword enforceA thievish living on the common road?This I must do, or know not vrhat to do.
ADAM: But, do not so. I have five hundred crowns

The thrif ty hire r saved under yorr rutnlil *f-,li1,' t rtril slore l" b'S hBler nu'de
Take that, and He thaE doth the ravens feed,Yea, providently cat.ers for the sparrow.
Be comfort to my age. Here is the gold;AII this I give you. Let me be your servant.
Though I look o1d, yet I am sLrong and lusty,For in my youth I never did apply
Hot and rebellious liquors in my blood.
Therefore my age is as a Lusty winter,

46 m rre
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lr.iii

ENTER DUKE T'REDERICK lilTTI LORDS.

DUKE: Can it be possible that no man saw them?It cannot bei some villains at my court
Are of consent and sufferance in this.

PIRSf LORD: I cannot hear of any that did see her.
The ladies her attendants of her chamber
Saw her abed, and in the morning early
They found the bed untreasured of their mistress. ,

SECOND LORD: My lord, the roynish clown aL whom so dit
Your grace was hront to laugh is also missing.

THIRD LORD: Hisperia, the princess' gentlewoman,
Confesses that she secretly o'erheard
Your daughter and her cousin much commend
The parls and graces of the wrestler
That did bu! lately foil the sinewy CharLes,
And she believes wherever they are gone
That youth is surely in their company.

f\
DUKE: Senil to his brotheri fetch OrLando hither.If he be absent, bring his brother to me;

I'11 make him find him. Do this suddenly,
And let not search and inquisition quail
.Hn;KBG@n:@:BGnMA>L>n?HHEBLAnKNGMMP:R-þ n�ɠ
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I I. IV

ENTER ROSALIND AS GANYMEDE, CELIA AS ALIENA AND TOUCHSTONE.
ROSALIND: O Jupiter, how weary are my spiriLs!
TOUCHSTONE: I care not for my spirits, if my legs were

not weary.
ROSALIND: I could find in my heart to disgrace my man's

apparel, and to cry like a hroman, but I must comfort the
vieaker vesselr as doublet and hose ought to show itself
courageous to petticoat: therefore courage good Aliena!

CELIA: I pray you, bear with me, I cannot go no further.
TOUCHSTONE: For my part, I had rather bear $rit.h you

than bear you.
ROSALIND: weIl, this is the forest of Arden. -. 1r,'ri
TOUCHSTONE: Ay, now am I in Arden, the more fool I.

vihen I was at home I was in a better place, but travel-lers must be content.
ENTER CORIN AND SILVIUS.

ROSALIND! Ay, be so, good Touchstone.
CORIN: That is the way to make Phebe scorn you still.
SILVIUS: O Corin, that thou knewest how I do love her!
CORIN: I part.ly guess, for I have loved ere now.
SILVIUS: No, Corin, being old thou canst not guess,

Though in thy youth thou wast as true a lover
As ever sighed upon a midnight pillow.
But if thy love were ever like to mine -
As sure I think did never man love so -
How manv actions most ridiculous
HasL th6u been drawn to by thy fantasy?
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II. iv
CORIN: Into a thousand that I have forgotten. '.

SMUS: O, thou didst then never love so heartily.
If thou rememberest not the slightest folly
That ever love did make thee run into,
Thou hast not loved.
Or if thou hast not st.ood as I do now,
Wearing t.hy hearer in thy mistress' praise,
Thou hast not loved.
Or if thou hast not broke from comPany
AbrupL1y, as my passion now makes me,
Thou hast noL Ioved.
o Phebe, Phebe, Phebe! 6)

RoSALIND: AIas, poor shepherd, searching of thy wound,
I have by hard adventure found mine own.

TOUCHSTONE: And I mine. I remember hrhen I was in fove -- ''I broke my sword upon a stone and bid him take that for
coming a-night to Jane Smi1e, and I remember the
kissing of her bucket and the cow's dugs that her pretty
chopt hands had milked; and I remember the wooing of
a peascod instead of her, from whom I took two cods
and, giving her them again said with weeping tears,
'Wear these for my sake.' We that are true lovers run
into strange capersi but as all is mortal in nat.ure, so is
all nature in Iove mort.al in folly.

ROSALIND: Thou speakest hriser than thou art ware of.
TOUCHSToNE: Nay, I shall ne'er be ware of mine own wit "J- rt

till I break my shins against it.
ROSALIND: Jove, Jove! This shePherd's passion

Is much upon my fashion.

��
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II. iv
TOUCHSTONE: And mine, but it grows something stale with me.
CELIA: I pray you, one of you question yond manIf he for gold will give us any food;I faint almost to death.
TOUCHSTONE: HoIIa, you clovrn !
ROSALIND: Peace, fool, he,s not thy kinsman.
CORIN: who calIs?
TOUCHSTONE: Your betters, sir.
CORIN: Else are they very wretched.

5B rruneROSALIND: Peace, I say. Good even to you, friend.
CORIN: And to you, gentle sir, and to you aJ.I.
ROSALIND: I prithee, shepherd, if that love or gold

Can in this desert place buy entert.ainment,Bring us where we may rest ourselves and feed.Herers a young maj-d with travail much oppressed,And faint.s for succour.
CORIN: Fair sir, I pity her,

And wish, for her sake more than for mine own,My forEunes r4rere more able to relieve heriBut I am shepherd to another man,
And do not shear the fleeces that. I graze.Besides, his cote, his flocks, and bounds of feed

��FMð @

Are now on sale.
ROSALIND: what is he that shalt buy his flock and pasture?
CORIN: That young swain that you saw here but erewhile,That litt1e cares for buying anything.
ROSALINDs I pfay thee, if it stand with honesty, iin,,-Buy thou the cottage, pasture, and the f1ock,And thou shalt have to pay for it of us.
CELIA: And we will mend thy wages: I like this p1ace,

And willingly could rraste my time in it.
CORINS Assuredly the thing is to be sold.

Go with me. If you like upon report
The soil, the profit, and this kind of life,I will your very faithful feeder be,
And buy it wit.h your 9o1d right su{den1y.
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ACT II scene v

AMIENS: (SINGS) Under the greenwood tree,
Who loves to lie with me,
And turn his merry note
Unto the sweet bird's throat:
Come hither, come hither, come hither.
Here shall tre see
No enemy
But winter and rough weather.

JAQUES: More, more, I prithee, more.
AMIENS: It wilI make you melancholy, Monsieur Jaques.
JAQUES: I thank it. More, I prithee, more. I can suck

melancholy out of a song, as a weasel sucks eggs. More,
I prithee, more.

AMIENS: My voice is ragged, I know I cannot please you.
JAQUES: I do not'desire you to please me, I do desire you ,cJ r'"r'1

to sing. Come, more, another stanzo. CaIl you 'em
'stanzos' ?

AMIENS: What you will, Monsieur Jaques.
JAQUES: Nay, I care not for their names, they owe me

nothing. Will you sing?
AMIENS: More at your request than to please myself.
JAQUES: Well then, if ever I thank any man, I'11 thank you;

but that they call rcompliment' is like th'encounter of
two dog-apes, and when a man thanks me heartily,
methinks I have given him a penny and he renders me
the beggarly thanks. Come, sing; and you that will not,
hold your tongues.

AMIENS: The duke has been aII this day to look (for) you.
JAQUES: And I have been all this day to avoid him. He is

too disputable for my company: I think of as many
matters as he, but I give heaven thanksr and make no
boast of them. Come, warbfe, come.

ALL LORDS: (SIXC) Wfro doth ambition shun, : I i,,,.And loves to live itth'sun,
Seeking the food he eats,
And pleased with what he gets:
Come hither, come hitherr con€ hither.
llere shall he see
No enemy
But winter and rough weather.

JAQUES: I'11 give you a verse to this note, that I madeyesterday in depite of my inventiorr.
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tet{teNs: And r t 11 'sing itt
JAQUES: Thus it goes:

If it do come to pass
T'hat any man turn ass,Leaving his wealth and ease,A stubborn will to please:
Ducdame, ducdame, ducdame.
Here shall I see
Gross fools as he,
An if he will come to me.

##HO

�Jƛ�þ

AMIENS: What's that ,ducdame'?
JAQUES: 'Tis a Greek invocation, to call fools into a circle.
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{ ENTER ORLANDO AND ADAM /

ADAM: Dear master. I can go no furth...OO, I die for food.Here ]ie I down and measure out my grave. Farewell,kind master.
ORLANDO: Why, how now, Adam, no greater hearL in thee?Live a 1ittle, comfort a Iittle, cheer thyself a lit.tle. Ifthis uncouth forest yield anything savage, I will eitherbe food for it or bring it for tooa to thee. Thy conceit isnearer death than thy powers. (RAISING HIM) Eor iy "it. 

-
be comfortable; hold death a while At. the arm,s "na. fwill here be with rhee^presenufy, dfla if r bring ![".-notsomething to eat, I will give thee leave to aiei UuC ifthou diest before I come, thou art a mocker of myIabour. Well said! Thou lookest cheerly, and I,li be withthee quickly. yet thou liest in the bleak q;ir. Come, iwill bear thee to some shelter, and thou shalt not diefor lack of a dinner, if there live anything in this du"..t,Cheerly, good Adam! i6)

EX EUNT.
lhr ot
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II.vii
ENTER DUKE SENIOR, AMIENS AND LORDS DRESSED A5 F,ORRESTERS OROUTLAWS .

DUKE: I think he be-transformed into a beast,For I can nowhere find him 1ike a man.
FIRST LORD! My 1ord, he is but even nov,/ gone hence.Here was he merry, hearing of u so"g."
DUKE: .If-hg, compact_of jars, grow musical,We shall have shortLy aisctrord in tfre-spneres.Go, seek him, tell him I would speak with nim.t.

1 ENTER JAoUES.)

DUKE: Why, hor,, now, Monsieur, lrhat a life is this,
-That your poor friends-musE ,oo youa-"ompany?vthat, you look merrily?

JA0UES: A fool , a fool, I met a fool i,th,forest,A motley fool - a miserable vrorld! _
|3 r-a9-fiye by food, r met a fooi,Who laid him do$rn, and basked him in the sun,And railed on Lady Fortune in good !..ro",Il gooa set terms, and yer a m5rfev-ioor.'Good morrow, fool,lgyoin r. ,No sirli euotrr tre,'Call. me not fool tiil heaven tutt-""nt me fortune.lAnd then he drew a dial from his poXu,And looking on it, with lack_lustie eve,Says, very wisely, ,It is ten o,ctoct<i i
'Thus. !r,e may see,,guoth f,., ,t"r-if,e world wags:'Tis but an hour ago since lt ,as nine,And after one hour more ,twi11 b; ;i;;;",And so from hour to hour lve ripe, .nJ iip",And then f rom hour to houruu ioi, una-.ot,And thereby hangs a taIe., V{hen I'OiJ-f,...Ine- mot.ley fool lhus moral on the time,My lungs began to crow like chanticieerThat fools should be so deep_ 

"on t..pii! I uu,And I did laugh, sans intermission,'An hour by his diaI. O noble fool !A vrorthy fool: motley,s the only wear!
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Ir.vii
DUKE: what f ool, is_this?
JAQUES: A worthy fool: one that hath been a courLier,And says, if ladies be but young and fair,They have the gift to know it:;nd in his brain,Which is as dry as the remainder biscuitAfter a voyage, he hath strange places crammedt,'lith observat.ion, the which fre vlntsIn mangled forms. O that. I were a fool!I am ambitious for a molley coat.
DUKE: Thou shalt have one.JAQUES: It is my only suit. -Provided that you weed your bettir juigementsOf aII opinion that grows rank in t[em'That I am wise. I must have libertyt.]it.hal, as large a charter as the iind,To,blow on whom I ptease, for so fools have;And they that are most ga1led with my follyThey most must laugh. And why, sir, irust tirey so?The why is plain as way to parish church.He that a fool doth very wisely hitDoth very foolishly, although he smarL,Not to seem senseless of the bob: if no!,The wise man,s folly is anatomizedEven by the squandering glances of the fool .Invest me in my motleyi give me leave1'o speak my mind, and I will through and throughCleanse the foul body of th'infect;d world,If they will patibntly receive my medicine.
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II.vii

DUKE: Fie on theel I can tell what thou wouldst do.
JAOUES: Vihat, for a counLer, v,/ould I do, but good?
DUKE: l'lost mischievous foul sin, in chiding sin:

For thou thyself hast been a libertine'
As sensual as the brutish sting itself,
And atl th'embossed sores and headed evils
That thou v',ith licence of free foot hast caughE
llouldst thou disgorge into the general world. ll',.'tl^

JAQUESs why, vrho cries out on pride
That can therein tax any privaLe Party?
Doth it not f loe, as hugely as the sea,
TilI that the weary very means do ebb?
what woman in the city do I name
When Lhat I say the cily woman bears
The cost of princes on unvrorthy shoulders?
l'iho can come in and say that I mean her
When such a one as she, such is her neighbour?
or what is he of basest function,
That says his bravery is not on my cost,
Thinking thaE I mean him, but therein suits
His folly to the melt.Ie of my speech?
There then, how then, what then? Let me see wherein
My tongue hath wronged him: if it do him right, 'r; iiiThen he hath wronged himself; if he be free'
rlhy then my taxing like a wild-goose f1ies.
Unclaimed of any man.

ENTER ORLANDO.

ORLANDO: forbear, and eat no more.
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lI.vii
JAQUES: Why, I have eat none yeL.
ORLANDO: Nor shalt not, ti]I necessity be served.
JAQUES: Of what kind should this cock come of?
DUKE: Art Ehou thus emboldened, man, by thy distress

Or else a rude despiser of good manners.that. in civility thou seemest so empty?
ORLANDO: You touched my vein at first: the lhorny pointOf bare distress hath ta'en from me the showOf smooth civility; yet am I inland bred

And know some nurEure. But forbear, I say.
He dies that touches any of this fruieTilI I and my affairs are ansr,rered.

JAOUES: An you will not be answered h/ith reason, I mustdie.
DUKE: What hrould you have? Your gentleness shall force,

More than your force move us to gentleness.
ORLANDO: I almost die for food, and let me have it.
DUKE: Sit down and feed, and welcome to our table.
ORLANDO: Speak you so gently? Pardon me, I pray you.I thought that all things had been savage here,

And therefore put I on the countenance
Of stern commandment. But vrhate'er you are
That in this desert inaccessible,
Under the shade of melancholy boughs,
Lose and neglect the creeping hours of time:If ever you have looked on betler daysiIf ever been where belIs have knolled to church;If ever sa! at any good man,s feast;If ever from your eyelids wiped a tear,
And know what 'tis to pity and be pitied,Let gentLeness my strong enforcement be,In the which hope I blush, and hide my blade.
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DUKE: True is it that we have seen better days,
And have vrith holy bell been knolled to church,
And sat at good menrs feasts, and wiped our eyesOf drops that sacred pity hath engendered:
And therefore sit you down in gentleness
And take upon command what heLp we have
That t.o your wanting may be m j.ni stered.

ORLANDO: Then but forbear your food a little whiLe$ihiles, Iike a doe, I go to find my fawn
And give it food. There is an old poor man
Who after me hath many a weary st.ep
Limped in pure love; till he be first sufficed,
Oppressed with tw.o weak evils, age and hunger,I will not touch a bit.

DUKE: Go find him ouE
and we will nothing wasEe till you return. t, \.'.

ORLANDO: I thank ye, and be blessed for your good comfort!
EXIT.
DUKE: Thou seest we are not all alone unhappy.This wide and universal Lheatre

Presents more woeful pageants than the scene
liherei n we play in.
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JAOUES: AlI the leorld,s a stage,And all the men and women merely players;They have Lheir exits and their e;Er;nces,And one man in his time plays many parEs,His-acts being seven ages. at ririt'the infant,Mewling and puking in ihe nurse,s arms;Then the whining schoolboy, with his satchelAnd shining morning face, creeping like snailUnwilling1y to school; and the; tie lover,Sighing like furnace, vrith a woeful balladMade to his mistress' eyebrow; then, a soldier,Fu1l of sLrange oaths, and bearded iike the pard,Jealous in honour, sudden and quick in guarrel,Seeking the bubble reputationEven in the canon's mouth; and then, the justice,In fair round belLy, in good capon iined,-ltith eyes severe, ind beird or i"i^ir--.rr,FuII of wise saws and modern instances,And so he plays his part; the sixth ase shiftsInco the lean and slippered pantaloon]with spectacLes on nosl and |ouch on side,His youthful hose, well savel, a world. too wideEor his shrunk shank, and his big manly voice,Turning again toward childish tr6Ute, iipesAnd whistles in his sound; last Scene Lt-"ff,That ends this strange eventful history,Is second childishness, and mere oblivl-on,Sans teeth, sans eyes, sans taste, sans everything.
ENTER ORLANDO lil TH ADAM.

DUKE: Welcome. Set down your venerable burden,And let him feed.
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Not seen your brother sipce? Sir, sir, that cannot be.
>KnI:K made rTr€EC! rI should not seek an absent argument

Of my revenge, thou present. But look to
Find out thy brother whereso'er he is,
Seek him with candle, bring him dead or
Within this twelvemonth, or turn thou no
To seek a living in our territory.
Thy lands and all things that thou dost
Worth seizure do we seize into our handsTiIl thou canst quit thee by thy brother's mouth
Of what we think against thee.

OLIVER: O that your highness knew my heart in this!I never loved my brother in my 1ife.
DUKE: More villain thou. - WeIIr push him out of doors,

and turn him go.ing.
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ORLANDO: Hand there, my verse, in witness of my lpve, .n
And thou, thrj.ce-crowned queen of night, survey

�

�

wit.h thy chaste eye, from thy pale sphere above,Thy huntressr name that my full life doth slvay.
O Rosalind, t.hese trees shall be my books
And in their barks my thoughts I'11 characterThat every eye which in t.his forest looksShall see thy virtue witnessed everyvJhere.
Run, run, Orlando, carve on every t.reeThe fair, the chaste, and unexpressive sbe. il

EXIT.
(nurnn coRrN AND ToucHSroNE.)
CORIN: And how like you the shepherds life, Master

Touchs tone ?

TOUCHSTONE: I'ruly, shepherd, in respect of itseLf, it isa good life; but in respect that it is a shepherd's life, it.is naught. In respect that it is soJ.itary, I 1ike it very well;but in respect that it is private, it is a very vile 1ite. Howin respect that it is in the fields, it pleaselh me welli but inrespect that it is not in the court, it is tedious. As it isspare life, look you, it fits my humour well; but there is nomore plenty in it, it goes much against my stomach. _ r lHast any philosophy in thee shepherd?
CORIN: No more that I know the more one sickens, theworse at ease he is, and that he that wants money,

means, and content is without three good fliends; thatthe property of rain is to wet and fire to burn; that goodpasture makes fat sheep; and that a great cause of thenight is lack of the sun.
TOUCHSTONE: Such a one is a naLural philosopher. Wastever in court, shepherd?
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III.ii
CORIN: No, truIy. .

TOUCHSTONE: Then thou art damned.
CORIN: Nay, I hope.
TOUCHSTONE: Truly thou art damned. Iike an i11-roastedegg all on one side.
CORIN: For not. being at court? your reason.
TOUCHSTONE: Why, if never wast at court, thounever sawest good manners; if thou never sawest goodmanners, then thy manners must be wicked, and wi6ked_ness is sin, and sin is damnation. Thou art. in a parlousstate, shepherd.
CORIN: NoE a whit, Touchstone. Those that are goodmanners at the court are as ridiculous in the countryas the behaviour in the country is most mockable at thecourt.
TOUCHSTONE: Instance, briefly; come, instance.
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III.ii

CORIN: You have Eoo courtly a $/it- for me; I'lI rest. ;

TOUCHSTONEs Wilt thou rest damned? cod help thee,
shallow man! God make incision in thee, thou art raw!

CORIN: Sir, I am a true labourer: I earn that I eat, getthat I wear, owe no man hate, envy no man's happiness,glad of other men's good, contenE with my harm; and
the greatesE of my pride is to see my ewes graze and my
lambs suck.

TOUCHSTONE: That is another simple sin in you, to bring
the eeres and the rams together and to offer to get your
living by the copulation of cattle; to be bawd to a belf-
vrether, and to betray a twelvemonth o1d she lamb to a
crooked-pated, old, cuckoldy ram, out of all reasonable : r,, ,,...

makch. If you be not damned for this, the deviL- hiniself will have no shepherds. I cannot. see else how
thou shouldst I scape.

ENTER BOSALI ND.
ROSALIND: (READS) From the east to western Ind,

No jewel is like Rosalind.
TOUCHSTONE: Here comes young Master Ganymede, your new

mistress ' s brother.
ROSALIND: (READING CONT. ) Her worth being mounted on the wind

Through aIl the world bears Rosalind.
A11 the picLures fairesE lined

. Are but dul} to Rosalind.Let no face be kept in mind
But the fair of Rosalind.

TOUCHSTONE: I'11 rhyme you so eight years together,
dinners and suppers and sleeping-hours excepted:

ROSALIND: Out, fool !

TOUCHSTONE: l'or a taste:If a hart do lack a hind,
Let him seek out Rosalind.If a cat will after kind,
Such a cat Rosalind.
Wintered garments must be lined,
So must slender Rosalind. 1 .

S$reetest nut hath souresc rind,
Such a nut is Rosalind.
He that sweetest rose will find,
Must find love's prick and Rosalind.
This is the very false gallop of verses. lihy do you infecE
yourself with them?
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ROsALIND: peace, you dulI fool , r found them on u a.jl] 'tt

�nnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnn?

ENTER CELIA WITH A IiRITING.
ROSALIND: peace, here comes my sister, reading. Standaside.
CELIA: (READS) Why should this a desert be?For it is unpeopled? No,Tongues I,1I hang on every tree,That shall civil sayings show.But upon the fairest boughsOr at every sentence end,

Wi I1 I ,Rosalinda, write,Teaching all that read to knov,The guintessence of every spriteHeaven would in little show.Therefore Heaven Nature chargedThat one body should be fitledwith aIl graces wide_enlarged.
Thus Rosalind of many parts ) iBy heavenly synod was devised.Of many faces, eyes, and hearts,To have the touches dearest prized.Heaven srould that she these gifts snoul.d have,And I to live and die her s1ave.

( ROSALIND! O most gentle Jupiter-what tedious.homi.ly of+€r,e. )

CELIA: How now, sirrah, go off a little.Shepherd, go with him. ;\
TOUCH S?ON E : come shepherd T--l et-,trs--*ake- a+_h€a€l+r _able r€.treat not with-bag and baggag,e.
EXIT TOUCHSTONE AND COR IN.
CELIA: Didst thou hear these verses?
ROSALIND: O, yes, I heard them a1I, and more too, for

some of them had in them more feet than the verseswould bear.
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III.ii

CELIA: But didsE chou hear them hrithout wondering how thy
name should be hanged and carved upon these trees?

ROSALIND: I was seven of the nine days out of the wonder
before you came; for look here whaE I found on a palm-
tree. I rras never so be-rhymed since Pythagoras' time
that I was an Irish rat, which I can hardly remember.

CELIA: Troi,r you who hath done this?
ROSALIND: Is it, a man?
CELIA: And a chain that you once \^iore about his neck!

Change you colour?
ROSALIND: I prithee, who?
CELIA: O Lord, Lord, it is a hard matter for friends to

meeti bu! moun!ains may be removed with earthguakes
and so encounter,

ROSALIND: Nay, but who is it?
CELIA: Is it possible?
RoSALIND: Nay, I prithee now with most petitionary

vehemence, teLl me who it is.
CELIA: O wonderful, wonderful , and most wonderful

wonderful, and yet again wonderful, and after that out of
all whooping I

ROSALIND: Dost thou think,
though I am comparisoned like a nan, I have a doublet
and hose in my disposition? one inch of delay more is a
south sea of discovery. I prithee tell me who is it ..i.,I would thou couldst stammer,
that thou mights! pour this concealed man out of thy
mouth as wine comes out of a narror.r-mouthed bottle:
either too much at once, or none at all. I Prithee take
the cork out of thy mouth, that I may drink thy tidings.
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CELIA: So you can ,put a man in your be1ly.
ROSALIND: Is he of cod's making? tihat manner ofman? Is his head worth a hat.? Or his chin worth abeard ?

CELIA: Nay, he hat.h but a ]ittle beard.
ROSALIND: Why, God wiLl send more, if the man will bethankful. Let me stay the growth of his beard, if thoudeJ.ay me not the knowledge of his chin.
CELIA_: It is young Orlando, that tripped up the wrestler,sheels and your heart, both in an instant.
ROSALIND: Nay, buL the devil lake mocking; speak sadbrow and true.'maid .
CELIA: I I fai th, coz, ,ti s he.
ROSALIND: Orlando?
CELIA: Orlando.
ROSALIND: Alas the day, what shalL l do with my doub.Ietand hose? f,ihat did he when thou sawest him? W6atsaid he? How looked he? Wherein went he? Whatmakes he here? Did he ask for me? Vlhere remains he?How parted he with thee? And when shalt thou seehim again? Answer me in one word.
CELIA! You must borrow me cargantua's mout.h first:
ROSALIND: But doth he know that I am in this forest andin man's apparel? Looks he as freshly as he did theday he wrestled?
CELIA: It is as easy to count atomies as to resolve thepropositions of a lover; but take a taste of my findinghim, and retish it hrith good observance. I found himunder a tree like a dropped acorn.
ROSALIND: It may viell be called Jove,s tree, when itdrops such frui t .
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III. ii

CELIA: Give me audience, good madam.
ROSALIND: Proceed.
CELIA: There 1ay he stret.ched along like a woundedknight.
ROSALIND: Though it. be pity to see such a sight, it. weIIbecomes the ground.
CELIA: Cry 'Holla, to thy tongue, I prithee, it curvetsunseasonably. He was furnished like a hunter.
ROSALIND: O ominous ! He comes to kill my heart.
CELIA: I would sing my song !,rithout a chorus. Thoubringest me out of tune.
ROSALIND: Do you not know I am a woman? When Ithink, I must speak. Sweet, say on.
ENTER ORLANDO AND JAOUES.
CELIA: You bring me out. Soft, comes he not here?
ROSALIND: rTis he. Slink by, and note him.
CELIA AND ROSALIND STAND BACK.

JAQUES: I thank.you for your companyr but, good faith,I had as lief have been myself alone.
ORLANDO: And so had I; but yet, for fashion sake, I thankyou too for your society.
JAOUES: God buy you, let,s meet as little as we can.
ORLANDO: I do desire we may be better strangers.
JAoUES: I pray you, mar no more trees with lrriting love-songs in their barks.
ORLANDO: I pray you, mar no more of my verses withreading them i L L- fa voured 1y.
JAQUES: Rosalind is your Iove's name?
ORLANDO: YCS, JUST.
JAoUES: I do not Like her name.
ORLANDO: There was no thought of pleasing you wherrshe was christened.
JAQUES: I4hat stature is she of?
oRLANDO: Just as high as my heart.
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III.ii

JAQUES: You are full of pretty answers: have you noL been
acquainted with goldsmith's wives, and conned themout of rings?

ORLANDO: Not soi but I ansvier you right painted cloth,
from whence you have studied your questions.

JAQUES: You have a nimble wit, I Lhink 'thras made ofAtlanta's heels. Will you sit down with me, and rre two
will rail against our mistress the world. and aI1 our
misery?

ORLANDO: I will chide no breather in the world buL my-self against whom I knov.r most f ault.s.
JAQUES3 The worse fault you have is to be in 1ove.
ORLANDO: 'Tis a fault I will not change for your bestvirLue. I am weary of you.
JAQUES: By my troth, I hTas seeking for a fool when I

found you.
ORLANDO: He is drowned in the brook, ]ook but in andyou shal1 see him.
JAQUES: There I shall see mine own figure.
(ORLANDO: lihich I take to be either a fool or a cipher.)
JAoUES: I'1I tarry no longer with you. Farewell, good

Signor Love.
ORLANDO: I am glad of your departure. Adieu, good

Monsieur Melancholy,
EXIT JAQUES.
ROSALIND: (TO CELIA) I will speak to him like a saucy lackey,

and under that habit play the knave with him. - Do you
hear forester?

ORLANDO: I hear very well. What would you?
ROSALIND: I pray you, what is't o'clock?
ORLANDO: You should ask me what time o'day: there's noclock in the forest.
ROSALIND: Then there is no true lover in the forest, elsesighing every minute and groaning every hour woulddetect the lazy foot of Time as well as a clock.
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ORLANDO: And why not the swift foot of time? Had notthat been as proper?
ROSALIND: By no means, sir: Time travels in diverspaces wiLh divers persons. I,1I tell you who Time

ambles withal, who Time t.rots withal, who Timegallops withal, and who he stands still wilhal.
ORLANDO: I prithee, who doth he trot withal?
ROSALIND: Marry, he trots hard with a young maid

betvreen the contracL of her marriage and the day it issolemnized. If the interim be but a se'nnight, iime'space is so hard that it seems the length oi seven year.
ORLANDO: Who ambles Time withal? i

ROSALIND: With a priest that lacks latin, and a rich manthat hath not the gout: for the one sleeps easily becausehe cannot study. and the other lives merrily because hefeels no pain, the one lacking the burden oi lean andwasteful learning, the other knowing no burden ofheavy tedious penury. These Time ambles withal.
ORLANDO: Who gallops Time withal?
ROSALIND: With a thief to the gallohrs: for though he goas softly as foot can fall, he thinks himself too soonthere.
ORLANDO: Who stays it sti1l withal?
ROSALIND: With lawyers in the vacation: for they sleepbet.ween term and term, and then they perceive not nowTime moves.
ORLANDO: Where dweII you, pretty youth?
ROSALIND: with this shepherdess, my sister, here in theskirts of the forest, like fringe upon a petticoat.
ORLANDO: Are you native of this place?
ROSALIND: As the cony that you see dweLl where she iskindled.
ORLANDO: Your accent is something finer than you couldpurchase in so removed a dwelling.
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III.ii

I have been told so of manyi but indeed an oldreligious uncle of mine taught me to speak, who hras inhis youth an inland man - one that knew courtship tooweII, for there he feLl in love. I have heard him read
many lectures against it, and thank cod I am not a
woman, to be touched $/ith so many giddy offences ashe hath genera.lly taxed their whole sex withal.

ORLANDO: Can you remember any of the principal evilsthat he faid to the charge of women?
ROSALIND: There were none principal, they were all Like

one another as halfpence are, every one fault seeming
montrous till he fellow-fault came to match it.

ORLANDO: I prithee, recount some of t.hem.
ROSALIND: No, I will noL cast away my physic but on

those that are sick. There is a man haunts the forest :r,'
that abuses our young plants with carving ,Rosalind' ontheir barks; hangs odes upon hawthorns, and elegies onbrambles; a1I, forsooth, deifying the name of RosaLind.If I could meet that fancy-monger, I would give him
some good counsel, for he seems to have the quotidianof love uppon him.

ORLANDO: I am he that is so love-shaked. I pray you, tell
me your remedy.

ROSALIND: There is none of my uncle's marks upon you.
He taught me how to know a man in love; in which cageof rushes I am sure you are not a prisoner.

ORLANDO: lihat were his marks?
ROSALIND: A lean cheek, which you have not; a tired eye

and sunken, which you have not; an unquestionablespirit. which you have not; a beard neglected, whichyou have not - but I pardon you for that, for simply ),,, ,

your having a beard is a younger brother's revenue.
Then your hose should be ungartered,your sleeve unbuttoned, your shoe untied,
and everything about you demontraling a carelessdesolation. But you are no such man: you are ratherpoint-device in your acoutrements, as loving yourself,
than seeming the l-over of any other.
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ORLANDO: Good youth. I would I could make thee believe
I love.

ROSALIND: Me believe it? You may as soon make her that
you love believe i!, which I warrant she is aPler to do
t.han confess she does: that is one of the Point.s in the
which women still give the 1ie to their consciences. But
in good sooth, are you he that hangs Lhe verses on the
trees, wherein Rosalind is so admired?

ORLANDO: I s\^rear to thee, youth by the hand of
Rosalind. I am thaE he, thats unfortunate he.

ROSALIND: And are you so much in love as your rhymes
speak?

ORLANDO: Neither rhyme nor reason can express how
much .

ROSALIND: Love is merely a madness and, I tell you,
deserves well a dark house and a whip as madmen do;
and the reason why they are not so punished and cured
is that the lunacy is so ordinary that the r,rhippers are
in love too. Yet I profess curing it by counsel.

ORLANDO: Have you ever cured any so?
RoSALIND: Yes, one and in this manner. He was to

imagine me his love, his mistress; and I set him every
day to woo me. At which time would I , being but a
moonish youth, grieve, be effeminate, changeable,
longing and tiking, proud, fantastical, apish, shallow,
inconsiant, full of tears, full of smiles; for every passion
something, and for no passion truly anything, as boys
and women are for Ehe most Part cattle of Lhis colour;
would now like him, now loathe himi then entertain
him, then forswear him; then weep for him, then spit
at him; that I drave my suitor from his mad humour of
love to a living humour of madness - which was, to )t t '

forswear the fulI stream of the world and to live in a
nook merely monastic. And thus I cured him, and this
way wiII I take upon me to wash your liver as clean as a
sound sheep's hearE, that there shall not be one spoE of
love in' t.
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III. ii

ORLANDO: I would not be cured, youth.
ROSALIND: I would cure you, if you would but call me

'Rosalind', and come every day to my cote, and woo me.
ORLANDO: Norr, by the faith of my love, I wil] tell me

where it is.
ROSALIND: co with me to i.t and I'11 show it to you: and bythe way you shall tel1 me where in the forest you live.

Wi 1I you go?
ORLANDO: With a1l my heart, good youth.
ROSALIND: Nay, you must call me 'Rosalind'. - Come, '; ,,,,- sist.er, will you go?

EXEUNT.
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III.iii

ENTER TOUCHSTONE AND AUDREY, FOLLOWED BY JAQUES.

I'OUCHSTONE: Come "iru."r good Audrey. I wiIl fetch upyour goats, Audrey. And now, Audreyr drrr I the manyet? Doth my simple feature content you?

AUDREY: Your features, Lord warrant us! What features?
TOUCHSTONE: I am here with thee and thy goats, as themost capricious poet, honest Ovid, was among the

Goths.

JAQUES: (ASIDE) O knowledge i11-inhabited, worse than Jovein a thatched house!
TOUCHSTONE: Truly, I would the gods had

made thee poetical.
AUDREY: I do not know what 'poetical, is. Is it honest in

deed and word? Is it a true thing?
TOUCHSTONE: No, truly: for the truest peotry is the most 2/,,'feigning; and loVers are given to poetry; and what Lhey do

swear in poetry may be said as lovers they do feign.
AUDREII: Do you wish then that the gods had made mepoetical ?
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AUDREY: liel l , I am
make me hones L.

TOUCHSTONE: ?ru I y,foul slut were to
AUDREY: I am not afou1.

TOUCHSTONE: I do, t.ruly: for thou swearest to me thou arthonest; now. if thou wert a poet, I might have some hopethou didst feign.
AUDREY: Would you not have me honest?
TOUCHSTONE: No, truly, unless thou wert hard-favoured:for honesty coupled to beauty is to have honey a sauceto sugar.

not fair, and therefore I pray the gods

and to cast away honesty upon aPut good meat into an unclean dish.
slirt, though I thank the gods I am

TOUCHSTONE: WelI, praised be the gods for thy foulness;slutishness may come hereafter. iut be it ai it ,nuy-b., rwill marry thee; and to that end, I have been with SirOliver Martext, the vicar of the next vi11a9e, wno friitrpromised to meet me in this place of the foiest and tocouple us.
JAQUES: (ASIDE) I woutd feign see this meeting.
AUDREY: Well, the gods give us joy.
TOUCHSTONE: Amen. A man may, if he were of a fearful

I":rll sragge{ in this attempt; for here we have no templebut the wood,-'no assembly but. horn-beast.s. But whatthough? Courage.
EI-TER SIR OLIVER MARTEXT.
TOUCHSTONET Here comes Sir Oliver. - Sir Oliver Martext, youwell-met. tiill you dispatch us here under this tree, or'--shall we go with you to your chapel?
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SIR OLMR: Is there none here to give the woman?
ToUCHSToNE: I will not take her on gift of any man.
sIR oLIVER: Truly, she must be given, or the marriage is

not 1awfu1.
JAQUES: (coMING FoRWARD) Proceed, proceed; I'1I give her.
TOUCHSTONE: Good even good master what-ye-calI't

How do you sir?
You are very well met.
cod i1d you for your last company
I am very glad to see You.

^- Just a toy in hand here so. Nay pray be covered.
JAQUES: WilI you be married motley?

TOUCHSTONE3 As the ox hath his bow, the horse his curb and
the falcon her bells so man has his desires and
as pigeons bill so wedlock woufd be nibbling.

JAOUES: And will you, being a man of your breeding
be married under a bush like a beggar? Get
you to church and find a good priest that
can telt you what marriage is. This fellow
will but join you together as they join wainscot
then one of you wiII prove a shrunk panel and
Iike green timber, warp, warp.
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ToUCHSToNE: I am not in the mind but I were as well to
be married of him than of another, for he is not like
marry me well; and not being weII married, it. will be
good excuse for me hereafter to leave my wife.

JAQUES: Go thou with me, and let me counsel thee.
TOUCHSTONE: Come, sweet Audrey, we must be married,

or we must live in bawdry, Audrey. Farewell. good Sir
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Oliver,Oliver,not behind thee
!!end awaY,
Ile gone, I say,I wiII not to rredding with thee. . il

SIR OLIVER: (ASIDE) 'Tis no matter; ne'er a fantastical
knave of them a1I shall flout me out of my �:EMMBG@þ H
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III.i.v/\(EN'rER ROSALTND AND CELTA.)
ROSALIND: Never talk to me, I will weep. 3l ri,.r.
CEL1A: Do, I priehee, buts yet have the grace to consj.derthat tears do not become a man.
ROSALIND: But have I not cause to weep?
CELIA! As good cause as one would desire; therefore weep.
ROSALIh*D: His very hair is of the dissembling colour.
CELIA: SomeLhing browner than Judas's. Marry. hiskisses are Judas's own children.
ROSALIND: I'faith, his hair is of a good colour.
CELIA: An excellenL colour: your chestnuL was ever bheonly colour.

-.. ROSALIND: And his kissing is as fuI1 of sanctity as thetouch of holy bread.
CELIA: He hath bought a pair of casC lips of Diana. A nunof winter's sisterhood kisses not more religiously; thevery ice of chastity is in Lhem.
ROSALIND: But why did he swear he would come thismorning, and comes not?
CELIA: Nay, certainly, there is no truth in him.
ROSALIND: Do you think so?
CELIAs Yes, I think he is not a pick-purse nor a horse-stealer, but for his verity in love I do think him 6shollow as a covered goblet or a worm-eaten nub.
ROSALIND: Not true in love?
CELIA: Yes, vrhen he is in - but I think he is not. in.
ROSALIND: You have heard him swear downrighL he was.CELIA: 'Was' is not'is'. Besides, the oath of a lover is no 3?, m.":stronger than the word of a tapster: they are bot-h theconfirmer of false reckonings. He attends here in theforest on the Duke your father.
ROSALIND: I met my father yesterday and had muchquestion with him. He asked me of what parentage Iwas. I Lold him, of as good as he - so he laughed and let

me go, But rarhat talk we of faLhers, when there is such a
marr as Orlando?

CETIA: O, that's a brave man! He writes brave verses,
speaks brave words, swears brave oaths and breaks
them bravely, quite traverse, athhrart the heart of hisIover, as a puisny tilter that spurs tris !1orse but on oneside breaks his staff like a noble goose.abut all,s bravethat youth mounts and f o11y guides. 
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ENTER S IVI US t AND PHEBE .I

SILVIUS: SweeE phebe, do not scorn me, do not, phebe.Say that you love me not, but say not soIn bitterness. The common executioner,whose heart th'accustomed sight of death makes hard,Falls not the axe upon the humbled neckBut first begs pardon: will you sterner beThan he that <iies and lives by bloody drops?
(nnrnn RosALTND AND cELrA)
PHEBE: I would not be thy executioner.I fly thee, for r would not injure thee.Thou tellest me there is murdei in mine eye

_Ii" pretty, surer dnd very probable,That eyes that are the frair-,st and softest things,Who shut their coward gate on atomies,ShouId be ca11ed tyrants, butchers, murderers!Now I do frown on thee with all my hearE,And if mine eyes can wound, now lit them kill thee.Now counterfeit to swoon, why now fall down,Or if thou canst not, O for ihame, for shame,Lie not, to say'mine eyes are murderers!Now show the wound mine eye hath made in thee.Scratch thee but with a pin, and there remainsSome scar of it; Iean upon a rush,The cicatrice and capable impressureThy palm some_moment keeps; but now mine eyes,Vlhich I have darted at thee, hurt thee not,Nor, I am sure, t.here is no force in eyesthat. can do hurt.

��nF&�

��



ũ
O

SILVIUS: O dear phebe,
If ever - as Lhat ever may be near -You meet in some fresh cheek the povrer of fancy,I'han shal.L you know the vrounds invisibleThat Love's keen arrows make.PHEBE: BuL. tiII that time
Come not thou near me; and v,/hen that time comes,Afflict me with thy mocks, piLy me not,As til] that. time I sha]I not pity thee.

ROSALIND: (COMING FORWARD )And why, I pray you? Who might be your mother,That you insult, exult and all at onceOver the r.rretched? what, though you have no
beau t.y -As, by my faith, I see no more in you

Than withou! candle may go dark to bed -Must you be therefore proud and pitiless?
Why, what means this? lihy do you ]ook on me?I see no more in you than in the ordinaryOf nature's sale-lvork. 'Ods my 1itt]e life,I think she means to tangle my eyes too!No, faith, proud mistress, hope not after it:rTis not, your furroued brow, your foul silk hairyour bugle eyeballs, nor your cheek of ashThat can entame my spirits to your worship.
Y6u foolish shepherd, wherefore do you follow her,Like foggy south, puffing with wind and rain?You are a thousand times a properer manThan she a hroman. 'Tis such fools as youThat makes the world fulI of i1l--favoured children.But, mistress, know yourself; d.own on your kneesAnd thank heaven, fasting, for a good man's lovelFor I must tell- you friendly in your ear,SeII when you can, you are not for alI markets.Cry the man mercy, love him, take his offer.Foul is most foul, being foul Eo be a scoffer.
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PHEBE: sweet youth, I pray you chide a year toget.her;I had rather hear you chide than this man woo.
ROSALIND: (TO PHEBE) He,s fallen in love with your foulness,(TO SILVIUS) and she'1I fall in Iove with my inger. If itbe so, as fast. as she answers thee \,rith frowning Looks,I'11 sauce her $iith biLter words. (TO PHEBE) Why lookyou so upon me?

PHEBE: For no ill will I bear you.
ROSALIND: I pray you, do not fa1I .in love with me,For I am falser than vows made in wine.Besides, I like you not. (TO SILVIUS) If you will know

my house,
'Tis at the tuft of olives here hard by. -WiIl you go, sister? - shepherd, ply her hard. -Shepherdess, look on him better,
And be not proud, though all the world could see,
None could be so abu,sed in sight as he.
Come, to our flock. 6)

EXIT ROSALIND AND CELIA.

39 mrde

4O mLns

PHEBE: Dead shepherd, now I
'Who ever loved that loved

SILVIUS: Sweet Phebe -

find thy saw of might,not at first sight? '

*"���� Ha, vrhat sayest thou, Silvius?
SILVIUS: Sweet Phebe, pity me.
PHEBE: l{hy, I am sorry for thee, gentle Silvius.
SILVIUS: liherever sorrow is, relief would be.If you do sorrow at my grief j-n 1ove,

By givi.ng love, your sorrow and my grief
Were both extermined.
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PHEBE: Thou hast my love; is not that neighbourly?
SILVIUS:
PHEBE:

Silvius,
And yet

I would have you.
Why, that were covetousness.the time was that I hated thee,it is noE that I bear thee love; �nFMKGL

But since that thou canst talk of love so well,
Thy compdnfr which erst was irksome to me,I will endure, and I'11 employ Lhee too.But do not look'for further recompense
T'han thine own gladness that thou art employed.

SILVIUS: So holy and so perfect is my love,
And I in such a poverty of grace,
That I shall think it a most plenteous crop
To glean the brokenears after the manThat the main harvest reaps. Loose now and thenA scattered smile, and that I'1I live upon.

PHEBE: Knowest thou the youth that spoke to me erewhile?
SILVIUS: Not very well, buE I have met him oft,

And he hath bought the cottage and the boundsThat the old carlot once was master of.

110



�n�).~ f² ),

�ɂ>;>nɀn�&


Ă
�

L���On#ñ +ƴ ɿ

ɠ

ïE;�n�L
Ƴ )
KɉN

e�ě HŢ

Þɿ�l

Ġ�ģ�



E##
O

*"����nn.ABGDnGHMn ũnEHO>nABFs nMAHN�An ũn:LDn?HKnABF

þ.ELn;NMn:nI>>OBLAn;HR
n3>MnA>nM:EDLnP>EE�
�NMnPA:Mn<:K>n ũn?HKnPHK=L�n3>MnPHK=Ln=HnP>EE
1A>GnA>nMA:MnLI>:DLnMA>FnIE>:L>LnMAHL>nMA:MnA>:K
nnnnnnnnnnn��� BG¬

#MnBLn:nIK>MMRnRHNMAn onGHMnO>KRnIK>MMRn o

�NMs nLNK>snA>BLnIKHN=n on:G=nR>MnABLnIKB=>n;><HF>LnABF�
">�EnF:D>n:nIKHI>KnF:G
n.A>n;>LMnMABG@nBGnABF
ELnABLn<HFIE>QBHG�n:G=n?:LM>KnMA:GnABLnMHG@N>
�B=nF:D>nH??>G<>s nABLn>R>nAH:� nBMnNI

">nBLnGHMnO>KRnM:EEn onR>Mn?HKnABLnR>:KLnA>�LnM:EE


ÄnnnnnnEB�KE>�:E-:n�5>��Rn�>�G���n#BMAB§
BEB±

�EE>
�nEBMME>nKBI>Kn:G=nFHK>nENLMRnK>=
.A:GnMA:MnFBQ>=nBGnABLn<A>>D n�M1:-nCNLMnMA>n=B??>K>G<>
�>MPBQMnMA>n<HGLM:GMnK>=n:G=nFBG@E>=n=:F:LD

.A>K>n;>nLHF>nPHF>Gs n-BEOBNLs nA:=nMA>RnF:KD>=nABF
EGnI:K<>ELs n:LnEn=B=snPHNE=nA:O>n�HG>nG>:K
.Hn?:EEnBGnEHO>nPBMAnABF�n;NMs n?HKnFRnI:KMs

#nE�V�n�E>n��BL�X 5�nB��� nE.FnEBBGnMMn#�M>nABFs nnnnnnnnnnnnnn
kF9�

 HKnPA:MnA:=nA>nMHn=HnMHn<AB=>n:MnF>�
">nL:B=nFBG>n>R>LnP>K>n?HNEn:G=nFRnA:BKn?HNE
�G=s nGHPnũn:FnK¯F>F;>K>=s nL<HKG>=n:MnF>�
nF:KO>EnPARnMMn:GLP>K>=nGHMn:�:BG


�#Ħ

BA65�>:M�nȣ
�:X

.�5�:E��GMBG�X �² M§Ș�G<>�
�G=nMAHNnLA:EMn;>:KnBMn onPBEMnMAHNs n-BEOBNL�

-#&0MM/-n�nn*A>;>s nPBMAn:EEnFRnA>:KM

Yɱnnnn*"����nnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnn ũ�EnPKBM>nBMnLMK:B@AM�

.A>nF:MM>K�LnBGnFRnA>:=n:G=nBGnFRnA>:KM

#nPBEEn;>n;BMM>KnPBMAnABFn:G=n*:--BG�nLAHKM


-#&0#/-�nn*A>;>�

*"����nn!HnPBMAnF>n-BEOBNL
� �

�2�/(.�





O Sosaltd d &l-ra enhr tt.R.

@ Siluuro exLt 0'L

���MM:G¤ n>GMK± &

Y
�

Y�
�



#0
B

�nnnnnn Ā

��+/�-�nn#nIKBMA>>s nIK>MMRnRHNMAs nE>MnF>n;>n;>MM>Kn:JN:BGM>=
PBMAnMA>>� ��

,)-�&#(��nn.A>RnL:RnRHNn:K>n:nF>E:G<AHERn?>EEHP� nnnnnnnnnnnn ĠĨ K3n#�

��+/�-�nn#n:FnLH�n#n=HnEHO>nBMn;>MM>KnMA:GnE:N@ABG@


,)-�&#(��nn.AHL>nMA:Mn:K>nBGn>QMK>FBMRnH?n>BMA>Kn:K>
:;HFBG:;E>n?>EEHPLs n:G=n;>MK:RnMA>FL>EO>LnMHn>O>KR
FH=>KGn<>GLNK>nPHKL>nMA:Gn=KNGD:K=L


��+/�-�nn1ARs nMBLn@HH=nMHn;>nL:=n:G=nL:RnGHMABG@


,)-�&#(��nn1ARnMA>Gs n6MBLn@HH=nMHn;>n:nIHLM

tĀnnnnn��+/�-�nn#nA:O>nG>BMA>KnMA>nL<AHE:KBLnF>E:G<AHERs nPAB<AnBL

>FNE:MBHG nGHKnMA>nFNLB<B:GBLs nPAB<AnMMLn?:GM:LMB<:Es nGHK
MA>n<HNKMB>K�Ls nPAB<AnBLnIKHN= nGHKnMA>nLHE=B>KBLs nPAB<AnBL
:F;BMBHNL nG)KnMA>nE:PR>KBLsnPAB<AnBLnIHEBMB< nGHKnMA>
E:=R�LsnPAB<AnBLnGB<>s nGHKnMA>nEHO>KBLs nPAB<AnBLn:EEnMA>L>�
;NMnBMnBLn:nF>E:G<AHERnH?nFBG>nHPGs n<HFIHNG=>=nH?
F:GRnLBFI� >Ls n>QMK:<M>=n?KHFnF:GRnH;C><MLs n:G=nBG=>>=
MA>nLNG=KRn<HGM>FIE:MBHGnH?nFRnMK:O>ELs nBGnPAB<AnFR
H?M>GnKNFBG:MBHGnPK:ILnF>nBGn:nFHLMnANFHKHNLnL:=G>LL


,)-�&#(��nn�nMK:O>EE>K�n�RnFRn?:BMAs nRHNnA:O>n@K>:Mnnnnnnnnnnn
�̀��

5��-�5A5�nõ�G��B�ìE>B�:5�n�O�:Ƒ�>EXEB<#XMME=n/�nE���-nMX
GHMABG@nBLnMHnA:O>nK� <An>R>Ln:G=nIHHKnA:G=L�

Ā

E�



@ f,a1ueo etit 0 ( - audriomrm l-

0

o



�

�

#0>B

JAQUES: Yes, I itave gained my experience
ENTER ORLANDO.
ROSALTND: And your experience has made you sad. r hadrather have a foor to make me merry than experience tomake me sad - and to travail for it too!
ORLANDO: Good day, and happiness, dear Rosalind!
JAQUES: Nay then, God buy your do you talk in brank verse. /+6 rr,r,"€

ROSALIND: Farewel1, Monsieur Traveller. Lookyou lisp and wear strange suits; disabte alI the benefitsof your own countryt be out of love with your nativity,and armost chide God for making you that countenanceyou arei^or I. will scarce think you have shram in agondola.@ wny, how now, orlandol where have youbeen all this whire? you a lover ! An you serve me suchanother trick, never come in my sight more.
ORLANDO: My fair Rosalind, I come within an hour of mypromise.
ROSALTND: Break an hour's promise in rove? He that wirrdivide a minute into a thousand parts, and break but a I,u? rii'r'i

part of the thousandth part of a minute in the affairs of1ove, it may be said of him that Cupid hath clapped himorth'shoulder, but I'11 warrant him heart-whole.
ORLANDO: Pardon me, dear RosaIind.
ROSALIND: Nay, an you be so tardy come no more in mysight: I had as lief be wooed of a snail.
ORLANDO: Of a snail?
ROSALIND: Ay, of a snail: for though he comes s1owly, hecarries his house on his head - a better jointure, r think,than you make a woman. Besides, he brings his destinywith him.

�



IV. i
ORLANDO: Whatrs that?
ROSALIND: Why, horns; which such as you are fain to bebeholding to your wives for. But he comes armed in hisfortune, and prevents the slander of his wife.
ORLANDO: Virtue is no horn makeri and my Rosalind isvirtuous.
ROSALIND: And I am your Rosalind.
CELIA: It pleases him to call you so; but he hath a Rosalindof a better leer than you.
ROSALINDT Come, woo me, woo me: for now I am in a !7 rt',:holiday humour, and like enouogh to consent. What

would you say to me now, an I were your very, very
Rosa I ind?

ORLANDO: I would kiss before I spoke.
ROSALIND: Nayrlou were better speak first, and when you

hrere gravelled for lack of matter, you might take occasionto kiss. Very good orators, when they are out, they willspit, and for lovers lacking - God warn us! - matter, thecleanliest shift is to kiss.
ORLANDO: How if the kiss be denied?
ROSALIND: Then she puts you to entreaty, and there

begins new matter.
ORLANDO: 9iho could be out, being before his beloved

mistress ?

ROSALTND: Marry, that shourd you if r were your misLress,or f should think my honesty ranker than my wit.
. ORLANDO: What, out of my suit.

ROSALIND: Not out of your apparel, and yet out of your
suit. Am not I your Rosafinaa i-,11 il,i;

ORLANDO: I take some joy to say you are, because I would
be talking of her.

ROSALIND: WeII, in her person, I say I wiII not have you.
ORLANDO: Then, in mine own person, I die.

�



IV. i

ROSALTND: No, faith, die by attorney. The poor world isalmost six thousand years o1d, and in all this time therewas not any man died in his own person, videlicet, in alove-cause. Troil-us had his brains dashed out wit.h aGrecian clubr fet he did what he could to die before,and he is one of the patterns of love. Leander, he wourdhave lived many a fair year though Hero had turnednun, if it had not been for a hot midsummer night: for,good youth, he went but forth to wash him in the Ern,,rHellespont and being taken with the cramp was drowned,and the foolish chroniclers of that age iound it was ,Hero
of sestos'. But these are al_l_ ries, men have died f romtime ti time and worms have eaten them, but not forIove.

oRLANDO: r wourd not have my right Rosalind of thismind, for I protest her frown might kil1 me.
ROSALIND: By this hand, it wilt not kill a fly. But come,now I will be your Rosalind in a more coming_ondisposition; and ask me what you wiII. f wiII grant it.
ORLANDO: Then love me, Rosa1ind.
ROSALIND: Yes, faith will I, Fridays and Saturdays and !i ri,ria1l.
ORLANDO: And wilt thou trave me?
ROSALIND: Ay, and twenty such.
ORLANDO: What sayest t.hou?
ROSALIND: Are you not good?
ORLANDO: I hope so.
ROSALTND: why then, can one desire too much of a goodthing? come, sisterr lou shal1 be the priest ancl marryus. Give me your hand, Or1ando. - What do you sdy,sister?
ORLANDO: Pray thee, marry us.
CELIA: I cannot say the words.
ROSALIND: You must begin ,Wi1t you, Or1ando,.
CELIA: Go to. - will you, Or1ando, have to wife t.Lris

Rosal ind?
),&�(�)� #nPBEE
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IV. i

Ay, nut wfrenZ
Whlr no\^/, as f ast as she can marry us.

Then you must say I I take thee, Rosalind, for
I take thee, Rosalind, for wife.

RoSALTND: r might ask you for your commission, but indeedI take thee, Orlando, for husband. There,s a girlgoes before the priest, and certainly a woman's thought !2.n,Lr'rrcruns before her actions.
ORLANDO; So do all thoughts, they are winged.
ROSALIND: Now tell me how long you would have herafter you have possessed her.
ORLANDO: For ever and a day.
ROSALINDT Say 'a day' without the 'ever'. No, rror Orlando,

men are April when they woo, December when theywed; maids are May when they are maids, but the sky
changes when they are wives. I will be more jealousof thee than a Barbary cock-pigeon over his hen, moreclamorous than a parrot against rain, more new fangledthan an ape, more giddy in my desires than a monkey;I will weep for nothing, like Diana in the fountain, and Iwill do that when you are disposed to be merry; I willlaugh like a hyen, and that when thou art inclined to
s 1eep.

ORLANDO: But will my Rosalind do so?
ROSALIND: By my life, she will do as I do
ORLANDO: O, but she is wise.
ROSALIND: Or else she could not have the wit to do this.The wiser, the waywarder. Make the doors upon a

woman's wit, and it will out at the casement; shut that,and'twill out at the key-holer stop that, 'twil1 f1y withthe smoke out at the chimney.
ORLANDO: A man that had a wife with such a wit, Lre mightsay 'Wit, whither wilt?'
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ROSALIND: Nay,.yeu might keep that check for it, til1 youmet your wife,s wit going to your neighbour,s bed.
ORLANDO: And what wit courd wit have to excuse that?
RoSALTND: Marry, to say she came to seek you there. youshalr never take her without her answer, unless you takeher without trer tongue. O, that woman that cannot makeher fault her husband's occasion, let her never nurse herchild herself , for stre wilr breed it rike a fool. 5e r,,,,.:.i
ORLANDO: Fo; these two hours, Rosalind, f must leave thee
ROSALTND: Alas, dear love. r cannot lack thee two hours!
ORLANDO: I must attend the Duke at dinner. By twoo'clock I will be with thee again.
ROSALIND: Ay, 90 your ways, go your ways: I knew wtratyou would prove, ry friends tola me ai much, and Ithought no l-ess. That flattering tongue of yours wonme. rTis but one cast away, and so, 6o*" aeatfr. Twoo'cl-ock is your hour?
ORLANDO: Ay, sweet Rosalind.
ROSALTND: vvell by my troth and in good faith and so God ).../,/.mend me and. by all pretty oaths that are not dangerousif you break one jot of you. promise, or come one minutebehind your hour, r wirl thini< you the most patheticalbreak-promise, and the most hollow 1over, and the mostunworthy of her. you calr Rosarind, that may be chosenout of the gross band of the unfaithfur. Tlrerefore,beware my censure, and keep your promise.
ORLANDO: with no ress rerigion than if you wert indeedmy Rosalind. So, adieu.
ROSALTND: we1l, Time is the ord justice that examines ar1such offenders, and 1et Time t.y. Adieu!
EXIT ORI,ANDO.
cELrA: You have simpry misused our sex in your rove- 56 rntuprate- we must have your doublet and hose pruckedover your head, and show the world what the bird hathdone to trer own nest.
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IV. i

ROSALIND: O coz, coz, coz, my pretty little coz, that thoudidst know how many fathom deep I am in love! But itcannot be sounded: my affection hath an unknownbottom, like the Bay of Portugal.
CELIA: Or rather, bottomless, that as fast as you pour

affection in, it runs out.
that same wicked bastard of Venus, ttratthought, conceived of spleen, and born ofblind rascally boy that abuses everyone'shis own are out, let him be judge howlove. L\11 tell thee, Aliena, I cannot ¡�

of Orlffido: I'11 go f ind a shadow and
be out

s ightill he come.
�

CELIA: And I r 11 "tf.p.
(JAQUES: Which is he that DBEE>=nMA>n=>:K��

�

ROSALIND: NO,
was begot "imadness, that
eyes because
deep I am in
of the siqht

1r8



@ RotAlftl edu o.L

3{DBY KQ 43

t*Q43 +o
/t"tt / tsreaa\

0



#0HBB

JAQUES: Which is-he that kitled the deer?
LORD: Sir, it was I.
JAQUES: Letrs present him to the Duke like a Romancongueror. And it would do wel] to set the deer's hornsupon his head for a branch of victory. Have you no songrforester, for this purpose?
(LORD: Yes, sir. )

(JAQUES: Sing it. 'Tis no matter how it be in tuner so itmake noise enougtr. )

&),�-�nn-#(!n o What sha1l he have that killed the deer?His leathern skin and horns to wear.Then sing him home,
Take thou no scourn to wear the horn,It was a crest ere thou wast born,' Then sing him home.
The horn, the horn, theIs not a thing to laugh
The horn, the horn, theIs not a thing to laugh

lusty horn,to scorn.lusty horn,to sco^rn.@
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ROSALIND: How say you now? Is it not past two o'clock? Stt. ::

And here much Orlando I i2
- CELIA: I warrant you, with pure love and troubled brainhe hath taren his bow and arrows, and is gone forth to

s Ieep. {tl',

SILVIUS: Good sir.
CELIA: O look who comes here.
SILVIUS: My errand is to you, fair youth:

My gentle Phebe did bid me give you this.
SILVIUS GIVES ROSALIND A LETTER WHICH SHE READS.

f know not the contents, but as I guess
By the stern brow and waspish action
Which she did use as she was writing of it,It bears an angry tenor. Pardon me,I am but as a guiltless messenger.

ROSALIND: Patience herself would startle at this letter,
And play the swaggerer. Bear this, bear aII.
She says I am not fair, that I lack manners,
She calls me proud, and that she could not love me
Were man as rare as phoenix. 'Od's my wi1l,Her love is not'the hare that I do huntl
Why writes she so to me? WelI, shepherd, well,This is a letter of your own invention.

SILVIUS: No, I protest, I know not the contentsi
Phebe did write it.
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CELIA: A1as, poor shepherd!
ROSALIND: Do you pity him? No, he deserves no pity. -WiIt thou love such a woman?

Not to beendured! Well, go your way to her for I see love hath
made thee a tame snake - and say this to her: that ifshe love me, I charge her to love thee; if she will not,I will never have her,;,pless thou entreat for her. Ifyou be a true l-over, hdflbe, and not a word , f or here
comes more company. /.fl

EXIT SILVIUS AND ENTER OLIVER.

OLIVER: Good morrow, fair ones. pray you, if you know,Where in the purlieus of this forest standsA sheepcote fenced about with olive trees?
cELrA: west of this p1ace, down in the neighbour bottom,The rank of osiers by the murmuring streamLeft on your right hand brings you to the pIace.But at this hour the house doth keep itself,There's none within.
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OLIVER: If that an eye may profit by a tongue,
Then should I know you by description.
Such garments and such years: Are not you
The owner of the house I did inquire for?

CELIA: It is no boast, being asked, to say we are.
OLIVER: Orlando doth commend him to you both,

And to that youth he calls his 'Rosalind'
He sends this bloody napkin. Are you he?

ROSALIND: I am. What must we understand by this?

EAé ��
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��&#�� I pray you, tell it
OLIVER: When last the young Orlando parted from you,

He left a promise to return againWithin an hour; and pacing through the forest,
Chewing the food of sweet and bitter fancy,Lo, what befelI! He threw his eye aside,
And mark what object did present itself I
Under an oak, whose boughs were mossed with age lhr OSAnd high top bald with dry antiquity,
A wretched ragged man, o'ergrown with hair,Lay sleeping on his back. About his neckA green and guilded snake had wreathed itself,
Who with her head nimble in threats approached
The opening of his mouth; but suddenly,
Seeing Orlando, it unlinked itself
And with indented glides did slip awayInt.o a bush: under which bush's shadeA lioness, with udders all drawn dry,Lay couching, head on ground, with catlike watch
When that the sleeping man should stir;This seen, Orlando did approach Lhe man,
And found it was his brother, his elder brother.

shame, Lf you will know of me
how, and why, and where
stained.
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cELrA: ot - r have heard him speak of that same brother,And he did render him the most unnaturalThat lived amongst men.
OLIVER: And weII he might so do,For well I know he was unnatural. I'i,.r )Q
ROSALTND: But to orlando: did he leave him there,Food to the sucked and hungry ]ioness?
oLrvER: Twice he turned his back and purpose so.But kindness, nobler ever than revenge,And nature, stronger than his j'ust oicasion,Made him give battle to the lioness,

9Vho quickly felI before him; in which hurtlingFrom miserable'slumber I awaked.
��&#��nn�K>nR)NnABLn;K)MA>K�
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cELrA: was't you-thatdid so oft contrive to kill him?
OLIVER: 'Twas I, but 'tis not I: I do not shameTo teII you what I was, since my conversion
So sweetly tastes, being the thing I am.

ROSALIND: But, for the bloody napkin?OLIVER: By and by.
When from the first to last betwixt us two t,^. ) -,Tears our recountments had most kindly bathed,As how I came into that desert place -I'brief, he led me to the gentle Duke,
V'Iho gave me f resh array and entertainment,Committing me unto my brotherts 1ove,
Who led me instantly unto his cave,There stripped himself, and here upon his armThe lioness had torn some flesh dw&1lrwhich ar1 this while had bled; and now orr-ando faintedAnd cried, in fainting, upon Rosalind.Brief, I recovered him, bound up his wound,And after some smalI space, being strong at heart,He sent me hither, stranger as I am,To tel1 this story, that you might excuseHis broken promise, and to give this napkinr rl", :-i.,:Dyed in this blood, unto the shepherd youthThat he in sport doth calt his ,Rosa1ind'.

ROSALIND FAINTS.
CELIA: Why, how .now, Ganymede, sweet Ganymedel
OLIVER: Many will swoon when they do look on blood.CELIA: There is more in it.
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AUDREY:_ _Faith that priest was good enough a..rFor aII the old geirtl-eman's siying ii,, ft
ToUcHSToNE: A most wicked sir oriver, Audrey, a mostvile Martext. But, Audrey, there is a youtli here in theforest lays claim to you.
AUDREY: Ay, r know who 'tis: he hath no interest in me inthe world. Here comes the man you mean.
ENTER 9VILLIAM.
ToucHsroNE: rt is meat and drink to me to see a clown.By my trothr w€ that have good wits have much to answerfor. @
WILLIAM: Good even, Audrey.
AUDREY: God ye good even, Wi1liam.
WILLIAM: And good even to you, sir.TOUCHSTONE: Good even, genlle friend. Cover thy head , ,.,1,, 

,1i.cover_tlv headt nayr prithee, be covered. How old areyou, friend?
WILLIAM: Five-and-twenty, sir.
TOUCHSTONE: A ripe age. Is thy name WiIIiam?
WILLIAM: Wil1iam '(WiIlem), sir.
ToUcHSToNE: A fair name. wast born i'th'forest here?
WILLIAM: Ay, sir, I thank God.
TOUGHSToNE: 'Thank God': a good answer. Art rich?
WILLIAM: Eaith, sir, so so.
ToUcHSToNE: 'so so' is good, very good, very excerlentgood; and yet it is not, it is Lut so so. Art thou wise?WILLIAM: Ay, sir, I have a pretty wit.
TOUCHSTONE: Why, thou sayest well. I do now remembera saying: 'The foor doth think he is wise, buL the wiseman knows himself to be a foo1, .You do l-ove this maid?
WILLIAM: I do, sir.
TOUGHSToNE: Give me your hand. Art thou learned?
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WILLIAM: No, SiT
ToUGHSTONE: Then learn this of me. To have is to have.For it is a figure in rhetoric that drink, being poured outof a cup into a glass, by filling the one doth empty the rhr0?other; for arr your writers do consent. that ,ipsei is he.Now, you are not 'ipse', for I am he.
WILLIAM: Which he, sir?
TOUCHSTONE: He, sir, that must marry this woman.Therefore, you cIown, abandon - which is in the vulgar'1eave' - the society- which in the boorish is icompany'-

of this female- which in the common is 'woman,-which, together, is 'abandon the society of this femare',orr clown, thou perishest; or, to thy better understand-ing, diest; or, to wit, I kill thee, make thee dwdlrtranslate thy life into death, thy liberty into bondage.r wilr dear in poison with thee, or in bastinador or insteel; r will bandy with t.hee in faction; r will o,er-runthee with poricy; r will kilr thee a hundred and fiftyways therefore tremble and depart.
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oLrvER: Neither carr the giddiness of it in question: thepoverty of her, the sma11 acquaintance, my Juddenwooing, nor her sudden conseriting; but say with me'r love Ariena'i say with her th;t she loires me; consentwith both that we may enjoy each other. rt sharr be toyour good, for my father's house and arI the revenuethat was ord sir Rowland's wilr r estate upon you, and
ɿī KnEE

here live and die a shep;herd.
ENTER ROSALIND.
ORLANDO: you have my consent. Let your wedding betomorrow. Thither wirl A, invite tire Duke and all'scontented f o1lowers. cdQ.,\rou and prepare Aliena; f or,Iook you, here comes my Rosa1ind.
ROSALIND: God save you, brother.
OLIVER: And your fair sister.
�2#.nH&#0�,
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dear Orlando, how it grieves me to seeheart in a scarf
ORLANDO: It is fny arm.
ROSALTND: r thought thy heart had been wounded withthe claws of a lion.
ORLANDO: Wounded it is, but with the eyes of a lady. ihr jiROSALTND: Did your brother telr you how r counterfeitedto swoon when he showed me your hankercher?
ORLANDO: Ayr dnd greater wonders tlran that.
ROSALIND: O, I know where you are. Nay, ,tis true; therewas never anything so sudden but the fight of two rams,and Ceasar,s brag of rI came, saw, and over_game'. For your brother and my sister no sooner metbut they looked; no sooner tootea but they loved; nosooner loved but they sighed; no sooner sighed trut -ifrey

asked one another the reasoni no sooner knew thereason but they sought the remedy: and in thesedegrees have they made a pair of stairs to marriagewhich they climb incontinent or else be incontineitbefore marriage. They are in the very wrath of love andthey wilI together;c1ubs cannot part them.
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ORLANDO: They sha1l be married tomorrow; and I willbid the Duke to the nuptial. But,O, how bitter a thingit is to fook into happiness through another man,s ey6s!By how much the more shall I tomorrow be at the heigirtof heart-heavines s , by hor,, much I shall think mybrother happy in having what he wishes for.
ROSALIND: Why, then, tomorrow I cannot serve yourturn for Rosalind?
ORLANDO: I can live no longer by thinkinq.
ROSALIND: I wiII h/eary you then no longer with idletalking. Know of me then, for now f speak to somepurpose, that I know you are a gentleman of good con_ceit. I speak not this that you should bear i goodopinion.of my knowledge, insomuch I say I knohr youare; neither do I labour for a greater esteem than mayin some little measure drav, a b;lief from you to doyourself good, and not to grace me. aelieve then, if youplease, that I can do strange things: I have, since I wasthree year old, conversed with a migician, most pro-found in his art, and yet not damnable, If you db loveRosalind so near the heart as your gesture Lries it out,when your brother marries AIiena, shall you marry her.I know into vrhat straits of fortune she is drivei, and itis not impossible to me, if it appear not inconvenientto you, to set her before your eyes tomorrov./, human asshe is, and e/ithout any danger.
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ORLANDO; Speakest thou in sober meapings?
ROSALIND: By my life I do, which I tender dearly thoughI say I am a magician. Therefore, put you in your beitarray, bid your friends; for il you will be married to_morrow, you sha11; and to Rosalind, if you wiII.
ENTER SILVIUS AND PHEBE.

Look here comes a lover of mine and a lover of hers.

L29



0HBŎ

PHEBE: Youth, you have done me much ungentleness,To show the letler that I writ to you.
ROSALIND: I care not if I have:You are there followed by a faithful shepherd;Look upon him, Iove him: he worships you.
PHEBE: Good shepherd, teIl this youth what 'tis to love.
SILVIUS: It is to be all made of sighs and tears,And so am I for Phebe.
PHEBE: And I for Ganymede.
ORLANDO: And I for Rosalind.
ROSALIND: And I for no woman.
SILVIUS: It is to be all made of faith and service,And so am I for Phebe.
PHEBE: And I for Ganymede.
ORLANDO: And I for Rosalind.
ROSALfND: And I for no woman.
SILVIUS: It is to be all made of fantasy,AII made of passion, and aII made of wishes,AI1 adoration, duty and observance,AII humbleness, aIl patience, and impatience,A11 purity, all triaI, aII obedience;And so am I for phebe.
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TOUCHSTONE: Tomo'rrow is the joyful day, Audrey.
Tomorrow wiII we be married..;\

AUDREY: I do desire it with all my heart; and I hope it lhr l'1is no dishonest desire to desire to be a h,oman of theworld?lltere come three of the banished Duke's pages ( lords ) .

ENTER THREE PAGES (LORDS)

FIRST PAGE: Well met, honest gentlemen.
TOUCHSTONE: by my troth, well met. Come, sit, sit, anda song.
SECOND PAGE: We are for you.
FIRST PAGE: ShaII we clap into it roundly?
SECOND PAGE: Like five gypsies on a horse.
PAGES: SONG

It was a lover and his lass,
With a hey, and a ho, and a hey nonino,That orer the green corn field did pass,In the spring time, the only pretty ring time,
When .birds do sing, hey ding a ding, ding,
Sweet lovers love the spring.
Between the acres of the rye,
With a hey, and a ho, and a hey nonino,
These pretty country folks would lie, 'ir ^ -\In spring time, the only pretty ring time,' When birds do sing, hey ding a ding, ding,
Sweet lovers love the spring.
This carol they began that hour,
With a hey, and a ho, and a hey nonino,
How that a life was but a flower,In spring time, the only pretty ring time,
When birds do sing, hey ding a ding, ding,
Sweet lovers love the spring.
And therefore take the present time,
With a heyr and a ho, and a hey nonino,For love is crowned with the prime,In spring time, the only pretty ring time,
When birds do sing, hey ding a ding, ding, \hi LlSweet lovers love the spring.
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ENTER AUDREY AND TOUCHSTONE.

JAQUES: There is'sure another flood toward, and thesecouples are coming to the ark. Here comes a pair ofvery strange beasts, which in all tongues are ca1led foofs. -l
TOUCHSTONE: Salutation and greeting to you all!
JAQUES: Good my Iord, bid him welcome: this is themotley-minded gentleman that r have so often met inthe forest. He hath been a courtier, he swears. lhr[
TOUCHSTONE: If any man doubt that, 1et him put me tomy purgation. r have trod a measure, r have flattered alady, I have been politic with my friend, smooth withmine enemy, I have undone three tailors, I have hadfour quarrels, and like to have fought one.
JAQUES: And how was that made up?
ToUCHSToNE: Faithr we met, and found the quarrer wasupon the seventh cause
JAQUES: How seventh cause? - Good my lord, like tirisfe11ow.
DUKE: I like him very well.
TOUCHSTONE: God'iId your sir, I desire you of the like. Ipress in here, sir, amongst the rest of the country copu-latives, to swear and to forswear, according as marriJgebinds and blood breaks. Bear your body more seemry audiey.A poor virgin, sirr do iII-favoured thing, sir, but mine own, a poor humour ofmine, sir, to take that that no man else will. Rich honesty ilri6dwells like a miser, sir, in a poor houser ds your pearl inyour foul oysLer.
DUKE: By my faith, he is very swift and sententious.
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JAQUES: But for the seventh cause. How did you find theguarrel on the'seventh cause?
TOUCHSTONE: Upon a lie seven times removed.And thus, sir. I diddisrike the cut of a certain courtier's beard. lle sent meword, if r said his beard was not cut werl, he was in themind it was: this is carred the Retort courteous. rf rsent EfE-i6ra again it was not well cut, he would sendme.word_I cut it to please myself: this is cal1ed theQulp Modest- rf again'it was not werl cutr r disablevour judqement: this is calted the reply cnuITiElTagain'it was not well cut', he would answer, you spake nottrue: this is called the Reproof Valiant. If afrE-IfrEE-i?Twell cut', he would "uyl 

,you lie,: this i; catled thecountercheck Quarrersome: and so to the Lie circum-stantial and the Lie Direct.
JAQUES: And how oft did you say his beard was not werrcut?
ToucHsroNE: r durst go no further than the Lie circum-stantial, nor he durst not give me the Lie Direct. And thr L'l

so we measured swords and parted.
JAQUES: can you nominate in order now the degrees of theI ie?
TOUCHSTONE: @fi_E_q!, the Retort Courteous; the second,the Quip tuo@, rhe Reply churiish-; Elie--fourth, the ReproffiTfETt; the rirlrr, the counTE-check Quarrelsomei the sixth,TEEIFwith Circum-stance;the,seventh,-E-."enth, the Lie Direct. AII theseyou may avoid but trre-TffiliEFt; and you may avoid that too,with an 'If '_. I knew seven justices couta nol takeup a quarrel, but when the parties were met themserves,one of them thought but of an ,If,: asr,Ifr you said so,then I said so' ; and they shooFEnds and sworebrothers. Your 'ff is the only peace-maker; muchvirtue in 'If ' .-

�nnnnn:K>n.HN<ALMHG>�LnEBG>LnL:B=n;Rn�N=K>RnBGn<n;Rn �nIKH=� �
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JAQUES: Is not
at anything,

DUKE: He uses
presentation

0HBO

this a rare fellow, hy lord? He's as good
and yet a fool.
his folly like a stalki

�!MMX
KL>s n:G=nNG=>KnMA>
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of that he shoots his
�(.�,n�n'�-+/�,n,�*,�-�(.#(!n"3'�(n�(�n,)-�&#(�n��(�n��&#��

"3'�(� Then is there mirth in heaven,
When earthly things, made even,

Atone together.
Good,lDuke, receive thy daughhter,
Hymen from heaven brought her,Yea, brought her hither.That thou mightst join her hand with his
Whose heart within her bosom is.

R.SALTND' 
[13 8illtT',8] ;:,'?"r1":'x;":l?i'f;,'?'.: i:,1::.".

DUKE: If there be truth in sightr |ou are my daughter.
ORLANDO: rf there be truth in sightr lou are my Rosalind.
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ROSALIND: I | lt have no husband if you be not heI'1I have no father if you be not he
Nor ne'er wed woman if you be not she.

PHEBE: If sight and shape be true
Why then my l-ove adieu. ,1.

HYI{EN : S INGS
Peace, hol I bar confusion.
Tis I must make conclusion

Of these most strange events. iir 3l
Here's eight that must take hands,
To join in Hymen's bands,
If truth holds true contents.(tO ONIANDO AND ROSALIND)
You and you no cross shall part;(ro olrvER AND cELrA)
You and you are heart in heart;
(TO PHEBE AND SILVIUS)
You to his love must accord,
Or have a woman to your lord;
(TO AUDREY AND TOUCHSTONE)
You and you are sure together,
As the winter to foul weather.
Whiles a wedlock-hymn we sing,
Feed yourselves with questioning,
That reason wonder may diminish ii-r .l
How thus we met, and these things finish. ,,r1

DUKE: O my dear niece, welcome thou art to me,
Even daughter, welcome, in no less degree.
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PHEBE: (TO SILVIUS)I will not.eat my word, now thou art mine,Thy faith my fancy to thee doth combine. (tt,a)
ENTER JAQUES DE BOYS, BROTHER TO OLIVER AND OR"LANDO.
JAQUES DE BOYS:Let me have audience for a word or two.I am the second son of old Sir RowlandThat bring these tidings to this fair assembly.

Duke Frederick, hearing how that every day
Men of great worth resorted to this forest,
Addressed a mighty power (army), purposely to takeHis brother here and put him to Lhe sword;
And to the skirts of this wild wood he came,
Where, meeting with an old religious man,After some question with him, $ras convertedBoth from his enterprise and from the world,His crown bequeathing to his banished brother,
And all their lands restored to them againThat were with him exiled. This to be true,

EAKÊ�

ũn=Hn>G@:@>nFRnEB?>

�/%��nnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnn1>E�)F>nRHNG@nF:G
 ɿī KkĨThou offerest fairly to thy brother's wedding:To one his lands withheld, and to the otherA land itself at large, a potent dukedomFirst,inthisforesi,Ietusdothoseendsi.;..iii1;,

That here were'weII begun and well begot;
And after, every of this happy numberThat have endured shrewd days and nights with usShall share the good of our returned fortune
According to the measure of their states.
Meantime, forget this new-faIIen dignity,
And fall into a rus-ic revelry:Play, music, and you brides and bridegrooms
With measure heaped in joy, to th'measures
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V. iv

JAQUES: Sir, by your patience. -If I heard you rightly,
The Duke hath put on a religious life,
And thrown into neglect the pompous court?

JAQUES DE BOYS: He hath.
JAQUES: To him will I: out of these convertitesThere is much matter to be heard and learned.

(TO rHE DUKE)
You to your former honour I bequeath:
Your patience and your virtue well deserves it;(TO ORLANDO)
You to a love that your true faith doth merit;(TO OLIVER)
You yo your land, and l_ove, and great allies;(TO SILVIUS)
You to a long and well deserved bed;(TO TOUCHSTONE).
And you to wrangling, for thy loving voyageIs but for two months victualled. -So to your

pleasures:
I am for other than dancing measures.

DUKE: Stay, Jagues, stay.
JAQUES: To see no pastime, I. What you would haveI I 11 stay to know at your abandoned cave.
DUKE: Proceed, proceed. We'l_I begin these ritesAs we do trust they'11 end in true delights.
HYMENIAMIENS SINGS

Wedding is great Juno's crown
O blessed bond of board and bed;
'Tis Hymen peoples every townHigh wedlock then be honoured
Honour, high honour and renown
To Hymen God of every town.

ALL SING (EXCEPT AMIEN AND JAQUES):
Wedding is great Juno's crown,
O blessed bond of board and bed;
'Tis Hymen peoples every town
High wedlock

ɿī� �ħ

lhr 38

lhr 31
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V. iv
EPILOGUE

ROSALIND: It is not the fashion to see the lady the epilogue lhrl+l
but it is no more unhandsome than to see the lord theprologue. If it be true that good wine needs no bush, 'tistrue that a good play needs no epilogue. Yet to good
wine they do use good bushes, and good plays provethe better by the help of good epilogues. What a case amI in, then, that am neither a good epilogue nor cannotinsinuate with you in the behalf of a good play? I amnot furnished like a beggar; therefore to beg will not
become me. My way is to conjure you, and I'11 beginwith the women. I charge you, O women, for the Iove
you bear to men, to like as much of this play as pleaseyou; and I charge you, O men, for the love you bear to
women - as I perceive by your simpering, none of you
hates them - that between you and the women the play
may please. If I were a woman, I would kiss as many of
you as had beards that pleased me, complexions thatliked me, and breaths that I defied not; and, I am sure,
as many as have good beardsr or good facesr or sweetbreaths, will, for my kind offerr when I make curt.sy,bid me farewelI.

EXEUNT.
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