Oliver/Orlando

Oliver. Now, sir! what make you here?
Orlando. Nothing; I am not taught to make any thing.
Oliver. What mar you then, sir?

Orlando. Marry, sir, I am helping you to mar that which God made, a
poor unworthy brother of yours, with idleness.

Oliver. 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 spent that | should come to such penury?

Oliver. Know you where you are, sir?
Orlando. O, sir, very well; here in your orchard.
Oliver. Know you before whom, sir?

Orlando. Ay, better than him | am before knows me. | know you are
my eldest brother; and in the gentle condition of blood, you

should so know me. The courtesy of nations allows you my better
in that you are the first-born; but the same tradition takes not

away my blood, were there twenty brothers betwixt us. | have as
much of my father in me as you, albeit I confess your coming
before me is nearer to his reverence.

Oliver. What, boy! [Strikes him]

Orlando. Come, come, elder brother, you are too young in this.
Oliver. Wilt thou lay hands on me, villain?

Orlando. I am no villain; I am the youngest son of Sir Rowland de
Boys. He was my father; and he is thrice a villain that says such

a father begot villains. Wert thou not my brother, | would not
take this hand from thy throat till this other had pull'd out thy
tongue for saying so. Thou has rail'd on thyself.

Oliver. Let me go, | say.

Orlando. I will not, till I please; you shall hear me. My father
charg'd you in his will to give me good education: you have



train'd me like a peasant, obscuring and hiding from me all
gentleman-like qualities. The spirit of my father grows strong in
me, and | will no longer endure it; therefore allow me such
exercises as may become a gentleman, or give me the poor
allottery my father left me by testament; with that I will go buy
my fortunes.

Oliver. And what wilt thou do? Beg, when that is spent? Well, sir,
get you in. I will not long be troubled with you; you shall have
some part of your will. I pray you leave me.

Orlando. I no further offend you than becomes me for my good.



Jacques/Rosalind

Jaques (lord). I prithee, pretty youth, let me be better acquainted with
thee.

Rosalind. They say you are a melancholy fellow.
Jaques (lord). I am so; I do love it better than laughing.

Rosalind. Those that are in extremity of either are abominable
fellows, and betray themselves to every modern censure worse than
drunkards.

Jaques (lord). Why, 'tis good to be sad and say nothing.
Rosalind. Why then, 'tis good to be a post.

Jaques (lord). I have neither the scholar's melancholy, which is
emulation; nor the musician's, which is fantastical; nor the
courtier's, which is proud; nor the soldier's, which is

ambitious; nor the lawyer's, which is politic; nor the lady's,

which is nice; nor the lover's, which is all these; but itisa 1
melancholy of mine own, compounded of many simples, extracted
from many objects, and, indeed, the sundry contemplation of my
travels; in which my often rumination wraps me in a most humorous
sadness.

Rosalind. A traveller! By my faith, you have great reason to be
sad. | fear you have sold your own lands to see other men's; then
to have seen much and to have nothing is to have rich eyes and
poor hands.

Jaques (lord). Yes, | have gain'd my experience.
Rosalind. And your experience makes you sad. | had rather have a

fool to make me merry than experience to make me sad- and to
travel for it too.



Touchstone, Audrey, William

Touchstone. We shall find a time, Audrey; patience, gentle Audrey.

Audrey. Faith, the priest was good enough, for all the old
gentleman'’s saying.

Touchstone. A most wicked Sir Oliver, Audrey, a most vile Martext.
But, Audrey, there is a youth here in the forest lays claim to
you.

Audrey. Ay, | know who 'tis; he hath no interest in me in the
world; here comes the man you mean.

Enter WILLIAM
Touchstone. It is meat and drink to me to see a clown. By my troth,
we that have good wits have much to answer for: we shall be
flouting; we cannot hold.
William. Good ev'n, Audrey.
Audrey. God ye good ev'n, William.

William. And good ev'n to you, sir.

Touchstone. Good ev'n, gentle friend. Cover thy head, cover thy
head; nay, prithee be cover'd. How old are you, friend?

William. Five and twenty, sir.

Touchstone. A ripe age. Is thy name William?
William. William, sir.

Touchstone. A fair name. Wast born i' th' forest here?
William. Ay, sir, | thank God.

Touchstone. 'Thank God." A good answer.
Art rich?

William. Faith, sir, so so.

Touchstone. 'So so' is good, very good, very excellent good; and
yet it is not; it is but so so. Art thou wise?



William. Ay, sir, | have a pretty wit.

Touchstone. Why, thou say'st well. I do now remember a saying: "The
fool doth think he is wise, but the wise man knows himself to be

a fool." The heathen philosopher, when he had a desire to eat a

grape, would open his lips when he put it into his mouth; meaning
thereby that grapes were made to eat and lips to open. You do

love this maid?

William. I do, sir.
Touchstone. Give me your hand. Art thou learned?
William. No, sir.

Touchstone. Then learn this of me: to have is to have; for it is a
figure in rhetoric that drink, being pour'd out of cup into a
glass, by filling the one doth empty the other; for all your
writers do consent that ipse is he; now, you are not ipse, for |
am he.

William. Which he, sir?

Touchstone. He, sir, that must marry this woman. Therefore, you
clown, abandon- which is in the vulgar leave- the society- which
in the boorish is company- of this female- which in the common is
woman- which together is: abandon the society of this female; or,
clown, thou perishest; or, to thy better understanding, diest;

or, to wit, I kill thee, make thee away, translate thy life into

death, thy liberty into bondage. | will deal in poison with thee,

or in bastinado, or in steel; I will bandy with thee in faction;

will o'er-run thee with policy; I will kill thee a hundred and

fifty ways; therefore tremble and depart.

Audrey. Do, good William.

William. God rest you merry, Sir.



Rosalind, Celia

Rosalind. Never talk to me; I will weep.

Celia. Do, | prithee; but yet have the grace to consider that tears
do not become a man.

Rosalind. But have | not cause to weep?
Celia. As good cause as one would desire; therefore weep.
Rosalind. His very hair is of the dissembling colour.

Celia. Something browner than Judas's.
Marry, his Kisses are Judas's own children.

Rosalind. I' faith, his hair is of a good colour.
Celia. An excellent colour: your chestnut was ever the only colour.

Rosalind. And his Kissing is as full of sanctity as the touch of
holy bread.

Celia. He hath bought a pair of cast lips of Diana. A nun of
winter's sisterhood kisses not more religiously; the very ice of
chastity is in them.

Rosalind. But why did he swear he would come this morning, and
comes not?

Celia. Nay, certainly, there is no truth in him.

Rosalind. Do you think so?

Celia. Yes; I think he is not a pick-purse nor a horse-stealer; but
for his verity in love, | do think him as concave as covered
goblet or a worm-eaten nut.

Rosalind. Not true in love?

Celia. Yes, when he is in; but | think he is not in.

Rosalind. You have heard him swear downright he was.

Celia. 'Was' is not 'is"; besides, the oath of a lover is no
stronger than the word of a tapster; they are both the confirmer



of false reckonings. He attends here in the forest on the Duke,
your father.

Rosalind. I met the Duke yesterday, and had much question with him.
He asked me of what parentage | was; | told him, of as good as

he; so he laugh'd and let me go. But what talk we of fathers when
there is such a man as Orlando?

Celia. O, that's a brave man! He writes brave verses, speaks brave
words, swears brave oaths, and breaks them bravely, quite
traverse, athwart the heart of his lover; as a puny tilter, that

spurs his horse but on one side, breaks his staff like a noble
goose. But all's brave that youth mounts and folly guides.



ORLANDO, ADAM
Orlando. Who's there?

Adam. What, my young master? O my gentle master!
O my sweet master! O you memory

Of old Sir Rowland! Why, what make you here?
Why are you virtuous? Why do people love you?
And wherefore are you gentle, strong, and valiant?
Why would you be so fond to overcome

The bonny prizer of the humorous Duke?

Your praise is come too swiftly home before you.
Know you not, master, to some kind of men

Their graces serve them but as enemies?

No more do yours. Your virtues, gentle master,
Are sanctified and holy traitors to you.

O, what a world is this, when what is comely
Envenoms him that bears it!

Orlando. Why, what's the matter?

Adam. O unhappy youth!

Come not within these doors; within this roof
The enemy of all your graces lives.

Your brother- no, no brother; yet the son-
Yet not the son; I will not call him son

Of him I was about to call his father-

Hath heard your praises; and this night he means
To burn the lodging where you use to lie,
And you within it. If he fail of that,

He will have other means to cut you off;

I overheard him and his practices.

This is no place; this house is but a butchery;
Abhor it, fear it, do not enter it.

Orlando. Why, whither, Adam, wouldst thou have me go?
Adam. No matter whither, so you come not here.

Orlando. What, wouldst thou have me go and beg my food,
Or with a base and boist'rous sword enforce

A thievish living on the common road?

This I must do, or know not what to do;

Yet this I will not do, do how I can.

I rather will subject me to the malice

Of a diverted blood and bloody brother.



Adam. But do not so. | have five hundred crowns,
The thrifty hire 1 sav'd under your father,
Which | did store to be my foster-nurse,
When service should in my old limbs lie lame,
And unregarded age in corners thrown.

Take that, and He that doth the ravens feed,
Yea, providently caters for the sparrow,

Be comfort to my age! Here is the gold;

All this I give you. Let me be your servant;
Though I look old, yet | am strong and lusty;
For in my youth I never did apply

Hot and rebellious liquors in my blood,

Nor did not with unbashful forehead woo

The means of weakness and debility;
Therefore my age is as a lusty winter,

Frosty, but kindly. Let me go with you;

I'll do the service of a younger man

In all your business and necessities.

Orlando. O good old man, how well in thee appears
The constant service of the antique world,
When service sweat for duty, not for meed!
Thou art not for the fashion of these times,
Where none will sweat but for promotion,
And having that do choke their service up
Even with the having; it is not so with thee.
But, poor old man, thou prun'st a rotten tree
That cannot so much as a blossom yield

In lieu of all thy pains and husbandry.

But come thy ways, we'll go along together,
And ere we have thy youthful wages spent
We'll light upon some settled low content.

Adam. Master, go on; and | will follow thee

To the last gasp, with truth and loyalty.

From seventeen years till now almost four-score
Here lived I, but now live here no more.

At seventeen years many their fortunes seek,
But at fourscore it is too late a week;

Yet fortune cannot recompense me better

Than to die well and not my master's debtor.



Corin, Touchstone

Corin. And how like you this shepherd's life, Master Touchstone?

Touchstone. Truly, shepherd, in respect of itself, it is a good
life; but in respect that it is a shepherd's life, it is naught.

In respect that it is solitary, I like it very well; but in

respect that it is private, it is a very vile life. Now in

respect it is in the fields, it pleaseth me well; but in respect

it is not in the court, it is tedious. As it is a spare life,

look you, it fits my humour well; but as there is no more plenty
in it, it goes much against my stomach. Hast any philosophy in
thee, shepherd?

Corin. No more but that I know the more one sickens the worse at
ease he is; and that he that wants money, means, and content, is
without three good friends; that the property of rain is to wet,

and fire to burn; that good pasture makes fat sheep; and that a
great cause of the night is lack of the sun; that he that hath
learned no wit by nature nor art may complain of good breeding,
or comes of a very dull kindred.

Touchstone. Such a one is a natural philosopher. Wast ever in
court, shepherd?

Corin. No, truly.
Touchstone. Then thou art damn'd.
Corin. Nay, | hope.

Touchstone. Truly, thou art damn'd, like an ill-roasted egg, all on
one side.

Corin. For not being at court? Your reason.

Touchstone. Why, if thou never wast at court thou never saw'st good
manners; if thou never saw'st good manners, then thy manners must
be wicked; and wickedness is sin, and sin is damnation. Thou art

in a parlous state, shepherd.

Corin. Not a whit, Touchstone. Those that are good manners at the
court are as ridiculous in the country as the behaviour of the
country is most mockable at the court. You told me you salute not
at the court, but you kiss your hands; that courtesy would be
uncleanly if courtiers were shepherds.



Touchstone. Instance, briefly; come, instance.

Corin. Why, we are still handling our ewes; and their fells, you
know, are greasy.

Touchstone. Why, do not your courtier's hands sweat? And is not the
grease of a mutton as wholesome as the sweat of a man? Shallow,
shallow. A better instance, | say; come.

Corin. Besides, our hands are hard.

Touchstone. Your lips will feel them the sooner. Shallow again. A
more sounder instance; come.

Corin. And they are often tarr'd over with the surgery of our
sheep; and would you have us Kiss tar? The courtier's hands are
perfum'd with civet.

Touchstone. Most shallow man! thou worm's meat in respect of a good
piece of flesh indeed! Learn of the wise, and perpend: civet is

of a baser birth than tar- the very uncleanly flux of a cat. Mend

the instance, shepherd.

Corin. You have too courtly a wit for me; I'll rest.

Touchstone. Wilt thou rest damn'd? God help thee, shallow man! God
make incision in thee! thou art raw.

Corin. Sir, I am a true labourer: | earn that | eat, get that |

wear; owe no man hate, envy no man's happiness; glad of other
men's good, content with my harm; and the greatest of my pride is
to see my ewes graze and my lambs suck.

Touchstone. That is another simple sin in you: to bring the ewes
and the rams together, and to offer to get your living by the
copulation of cattle; to be bawd to a bell-wether, and to betray

a she-lamb of a twelvemonth to crooked-pated, old, cuckoldly ram,
out of all reasonable match. If thou beest not damn'd for this,

the devil himself will have no shepherds; I cannot see else how
thou shouldst scape.



Orlando, Rosalind

Orlando. Where dwell you, pretty youth?

Rosalind. With this shepherdess, my sister; here in the skirts of
the forest, like fringe upon a petticoat.

Orlando. Are you native of this place?
Rosalind. As the coney that you see dwell where she is kindled.

Orlando. Your accent is something finer than you could purchase in
so removed a dwelling.

Rosalind. | have been told so of many; but indeed an old religious
uncle of mine taught me to speak, who was in his youth an inland
man; one that knew courtship too well, for there he fell in love.

I have heard him read many lectures against it; and | thank God |

am not a woman, to be touch'd with so many giddy offences as he
hath generally tax'd their whole sex withal.

Orlando. Can you remember any of the principal evils that he laid
to the charge of women?

Rosalind. There were none principal; they were all like one another
as halfpence are; every one fault seeming monstrous till his
fellow-fault came to match it.

Orlando. I prithee recount some of them.

Rosalind. No; I will not cast away my physic but on those that are
sick. There is a man haunts the forest that abuses our young

plants with carving 'Rosalind’ on their barks; hangs odes upon
hawthorns and elegies on brambles; all, forsooth, deifying the
name of Rosalind. If | could meet that fancy-monger, | would give
him some good counsel, for he seems to have the quotidian of love
upon him.

Orlando. I am he that is so love-shak'd; | 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 cage of rushes | am sure you
are not prisoner.

Orlando. What were his marks?



Rosalind. A lean cheek, which you have not; a blue eye and sunken,
which you have not; an unquestionable spirit, which you have not;
a beard neglected, which you have not; but I pardon you for that,
for simply your having in beard is a younger brother's revenue.
Then your hose should be ungarter'd, your bonnet unbanded, your
sleeve unbutton'd, your shoe untied, and every thing about you
demonstrating a careless desolation. But you are no such man; you
are rather point-device in your accoutrements, as loving yourself
than seeming the lover of any other.

Orlando. Fair youth, I would I could make thee believe I love.

Rosalind. Me believe it! You may as soon make her that you love
believe it; which, | warrant, she is apter to do than to confess

she does. That is one of the points in the which women still give
the lie to their consciences. But, in good sooth, are you he that
hangs the verses on the trees wherein Rosalind is so admired?

Orlando. | swear to thee, youth, by the white hand of Rosalind, I
am that he, that unfortunate he.

Rosalind. But 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, | tell you, deserves as
well a dark house and a whip as madmen do; and the reason why
they are not so punish'd and cured is that the lunacy is so
ordinary that the whippers are in love too. Yet | profess curing

it by counsel.

Orlando. Did you ever cure any so?

Rosalind. Yes, one; and in this manner. He was to imagine me his
love, his mistress; and | set him every day to woo me; at which
time would I, being but a moonish youth, grieve, be effeminate,
changeable, longing and liking, proud, fantastical, apish,

shallow, inconstant, full of tears, full of smiles; for every

passion something and for no passion truly anything, as boys and
women are for the most part cattle of this colour; would now like
him, now loathe him; then entertain him, then forswear him; now
weep for him, then spit at him; that | drave my suitor from his
mad humour of love to a living humour of madness; which was, to
forswear the full stream of the world and to live in a nook

merely monastic. And thus I cur'd him; and this way will | take



upon me to wash your liver as clean as a sound sheep's heart,
that there shall not be one spot of love in 't.

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. Now, by the faith of my love, I will. Tell me where it is.

Rosalind. Go with me to it, and I'll show it you; and, by the way,
you shall tell me where in the forest you live. Will you go?

Orlando. With all my heart, good youth.

Rosalind. Nay, you must call me Rosalind.



