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“As You Like It” 

 

Cast: There are about 25 speaking and singing parts. The 

cast can easily be made larger or smaller by adding, 

combinging and doubling roles. 12 would be about the 

minimum cast size. One simple doubling scheme that calls 

for 10 male actors and 5 female actors would be: 

 

Male: 

SENIOR 

FREDERICK/LORD 2/PAGE 2 

AMIENS/DENNIS/LE BEAU 

JAQUES 

CHARLES/MARTEXT/WILLIAM/JAQUES DE BOYS 

OLIVER 

ORLANDO 

ADAM/CORIN 

TOUCHSTONE 

SILVIUS 

 

Female: 

HYMEN/PAGE 1/LORD 1 

ROSALIND 

CELIA 

PHEBE 

AUDREY 

 

Settings: The mismanaged de Boys estate, the corrupt court 

of Duke Frederick, and the Robin Hood-type woodland of 

Arden.  

 

Note: The act and scene divisions have been kept in for 

reference, but actually the play flows with far fewer 

interruptions, especially in the forest of Arden, which is 

basically one uninterrupted scene. 

 

Run Time: under one hour 
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Persons in the play: 

 

DUKE SENIOR, the banished Duke, living in exile Arden 

forest.  

DUKE FREDERICK, his Brother, Usurper of his Dominions. 

AMIENS, JAQUES, Lords attending upon the banished Duke.  

LE BEAU, a Courtier, attending upon Frederick.  

CHARLES, a Wrestler.  

OLIVER, JAQUES, ORLANDO, Sons of Sir Rowland de Boys.  

ADAM, DENNIS, Servants to Oliver.  

TOUCHSTONE, a Clown.  

SIR OLIVER MARTEXT, a Vicar.  

CORIN, SILVIUS, Shepherds.  

WILLIAM, a Country Fellow, in love with Audrey. 

  

HYMEN 

ROSALIND, Daughter to the banished Duke.  

CELIA, Daughter to Frederick.  

PHEBE, a Shepherdess.  

AUDREY, a Country Wench. 

 

PAGE 1, PAGE 2 

LORD 1, LORD 2 
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 ACT I. SCENE I. De Boys Estate. ORLANDO and ADAM  

 

    ORLANDO 

Adam, he bars me the place of a brother. The spirit of my 

father, which I think is within me, begins to mutiny 

against this servitude: I will no longer endure it. 

 

    ADAM 

Yonder comes my master, your brother. 

 

 Enter OLIVER, with his servant DENNIS 

 

    OLIVER 

Now, sir! what make you here? 

 

    ORLANDO 

Shall I keep your hogs and eat husks with them? 

  

    OLIVER 

Know you where you are, sir? Know you before whom? 

 

    ORLANDO 

I know you are my eldest brother; you are the first-born; 

but I have as much of my father in me as you. 

 

    OLIVER 

What, boy! 

 

 OLIVER strikes ORLANDO 

 

    ORLANDO 

Come, come. 

 

 ORLANDO seizes OLIVER by the throat 

 

    OLIVER 

Wilt thou lay hands on me, villain? 

 

    ORLANDO 

I am no villain; I am the youngest son of Sir Rowland de 

Boys. Wert thou not my brother, I would not take this hand 

from thy throat. 

 

    ADAM  

Sweet masters, be patient: for your father's remembrance, 

be at accord. 
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    OLIVER  

Let me go, I say. 

 

    ORLANDO  

You shall hear me. My father charged you in his will to 

give me good education: you have trained me like a peasant, 

and I will no longer endure it. Give me the poor allottery 

my father left me. 

 

 OLIVER gives ORLANDO money 

 

    OLIVER  

And what wilt thou do? Beg, when that is spent? 

 

    OLIVER  

Get you with him, you old dog. 

 

 Exeunt ORLANDO and ADAM 

 

    OLIVER  

Dennis! 

 

    DENNIS  

Your worship? 

 

    OLIVER  

Was not Charles, the duke's wrestler, here to speak with 

me? 

 

    DENNIS  

So please you, he is here. 

 

 Enter CHARLES 

 

    CHARLES  

Good morrow to your worship. 

 

    OLIVER  

Good Monsieur Charles, what's the news at court? 

 

    CHARLES  

The old duke is banished by his younger brother the new 

duke; and three or four lords have put themselves into 

exile with him. 
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    OLIVER  

Can you tell if Rosalind, the old duke's daughter, be 

banished with her father? 

 

    CHARLES  

O, no; for the new duke's daughter, her cousin, so loves 

her that she would have followed her exile, or have died to 

stay behind. 

  

    OLIVER  

Where will the old duke live? 

 

    CHARLES  

They say he is already in the forest of Arden, and many 

merry men with him; and there they live like the old Robin 

Hood of England. 

 

    OLIVER  

You wrestle to-morrow before the new duke? 

 

    CHARLES  

Marry, do I, sir. I understand that your younger brother 

Orlando hath a disposition to come in against me. To-

morrow, sir, he that escapes me without some broken limb 

shall acquit him well. Your brother is but young and 

tender. 

 

    OLIVER  

I'll tell thee, Charles: it is the stubbornest young fellow 

of France, full of ambition, a secret and villanous 

contriver against me his brother: I had as lief thou didst 

break his neck as his finger. There is not one so young and 

so villanous this day living. 

 

 OLIVER slips CHARLES some money 

 

    CHARLES  

If he come to-morrow, I'll give him his payment. God keep 

your worship! 
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    OLIVER  

Farewell, good Charles. 

 

 Exit CHARLES 

 

I hope I shall see an end of him; for my soul, yet I know 

not why, hates nothing more than he. This wrestler shall 

clear all. 

 

 ACT I. SCENE II. The Duke’s Palace. CELIA and ROSALIND  

 

    CELIA  

I pray thee, Rosalind, sweet my coz, be merry. 

 

    ROSALIND  

Teach me to forget a banished father. 

 

    CELIA  

You know my father hath no child but I, nor none is like to 

have: and, truly, when he dies, thou shalt be his heir, for 

what he hath taken away from thy father, I will render thee 

again; by mine honour, I will; therefore, my sweet Rose, my 

dear Rose, be merry. 

 

    ROSALIND  

From henceforth I will, coz. 

 

 Enter TOUCHSTONE 

 

    TOUCHSTONE  

Mistress, you must come away to your father. 

 

    CELIA  

Were you made the messenger? 

 

    TOUCHSTONE  

No, by mine honour, but I was bid to come for you. 

 

    ROSALIND  

Where learned you that oath, fool? 

 

    TOUCHSTONE  

Of a certain knight that swore by his honour they were good 

pancakes and swore by his honour the mustard was naught: 

now I'll stand to it, the pancakes were naught and the 

mustard was good, and yet was not the knight forsworn. 
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    CELIA  

How prove you that? 

 

  

    TOUCHSTONE  

If you swear by that that is not, you are not forsworn: no 

more was this knight swearing by his honour, for he never 

had any. 

 

    CELIA  

You'll be whipped one of these days. 

 

    TOUCHSTONE  

The more pity, that fools may not speak wisely what wise 

men do foolishly. 

 

    CELIA  

Here comes Monsieur Le Beau. 

 

    ROSALIND  

With his mouth full of news. 

 

 Enter LE BEAU 

 

Bon jour, Monsieur Le Beau: what's the news? 

 

    LE BEAU  

Good sport. 

 

    CELIA  

Sport!  

 

    LE BEAU  

Good wrestling. 

 

    ROSALIND  

Wrestling! 

 

    TOUCHSTONE  

But what is the sport, monsieur? 

 

    LE BEAU  

Why, this that I speak of. 

 

    TOUCHSTONE  

It is the first time that ever I heard breaking of ribs was 

sport for ladies. 
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    CELIA  

Or I, I promise thee. 

 

    ROSALIND  

Shall we see this wrestling, cousin? 

 

    LE BEAU  

You must, if you stay here; for here is the place appointed 

for the wrestling, and they are ready to perform it. 

 

    CELIA  

They are coming: let us now stay and see it. 

 

 Flourish. Enter DUKE FREDERICK, Lords, ORLANDO, 

 CHARLES, and Attendants 

 

    DUKE FREDERICK  

How now, daughter and cousin! Are you crept hither to see 

the wrestling? 

 

    ROSALIND  

Ay, my liege, so please you give us leave. 

 

 CHARLES defeats several challengers. ORLANDO steps 

 forward. 

 

    DUKE FREDERICK  

In pity of the challenger's youth I would fain dissuade 

him, but he will not be entreated. Speak to him, ladies; 

see if you can move him. 

 

    CELIA  

Call him hither, good Monsieur Le Beau. 

 

    LE BEAU  

Monsieur the challenger, the princesses call for you. 

 

    ORLANDO  

I attend them with all respect and duty. 

 

    ROSALIND  

Young man, have you challenged Charles the wrestler? 

 

    ORLANDO  

I come but in, as others do, to try the strength of my 

youth. 
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    CELIA  

Young gentleman, you have seen cruel proof of this man's 

strength. We pray you, for your own sake, to embrace your 

own safety and give over this attempt. 

 

    ROSALIND  

Do, young sir. 

 

    ORLANDO  

I beseech you, let your fair eyes and gentle wishes go with 

me to my trial: wherein if I be killed, there is but one 

dead that was willing to be so: I shall do my friends no 

wrong, for I have none to lament me, the world no injury, 

for in it I have nothing. 

 

    ROSALIND  

The little strength that I have, I would it were with you. 

 

    CHARLES  

Come, where is this young gallant that is so desirous to 

lie with his mother earth? 

 

    ORLANDO  

Ready, sir. 

 

    CELIA  

I would I were invisible, to catch the strong fellow by the 

leg. 

 

 They wrestle 

 

    ROSALIND  

O excellent young man! 

 

    CELIA  

If I had a thunderbolt in mine eye, I can tell who should 

down. 

 

 Shout. CHARLES is thrown 

 

    DUKE FREDERICK  

No more, no more. How dost thou, Charles? 

 

    LE BEAU  

He cannot speak, my lord. 
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    DUKE FREDERICK  

Bear him away. What is thy name, young man? 

 

    ORLANDO  

Orlando, my liege; the youngest son of Sir Rowland de Boys. 

 

    DUKE FREDERICK  

I would thou hadst been son to some man else: 

The world esteem'd thy father honourable, 

But I did find him still mine enemy. 

 

 Exeunt DUKE FREDERICK, train, and LE BEAU 

 

    CELIA  

Gentle cousin, 

Let us go encourage him: 

My father's rough and envious disposition 

Sticks me at heart. Sir, you have well deserved: 

  

    ROSALIND  

Gentleman, 

 

 Giving him a chain from her neck 

 

Wear this for me. 

 

 ORLANDO is speechless 

 

Shall we go, coz? 

 

    CELIA  

Ay. Fare you well, fair gentleman. 

 

    ORLANDO  

I thank you. 

 

    ROSALIND  

Did you call, sir? 

 

 ORLANDO is speechless 

 

Sir, you have wrestled well and overthrown 

More than your enemies. 

 

    CELIA  

Will you go, coz? 
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    ROSALIND  

Fare you well. 

 

 Exeunt ROSALIND and CELIA 

 

    ORLANDO  

What passion hangs these weights upon my tongue? 

O poor Orlando, thou art overthrown! 

 

 Re-enter LE BEAU 

 

    LE BEAU  

Good sir, I do in friendship counsel you 

To leave this place.  

The duke is humorous; what he is indeed, 

More suits you to conceive than I to speak of. 

 

    ORLANDO  

I thank you, sir. 

 

    LE BEAU  

Sir, fare you well: 

Hereafter, in a better world than this, 

I shall desire more love and knowledge of you. 

 

    ORLANDO  

fare you well. 

 

 Exit LE BEAU 

 

Thus must I from the smoke into the smother; 

From tyrant duke unto a tyrant brother: 

 

But heavenly Rosalind! 

 

 Exit 

 

 ACT I. SCENE III. Enter CELIA and ROSALIND  

 

    CELIA  

Why, cousin! why, Rosalind! Cupid have mercy! not a word? 

 

    ROSALIND  

Not one to throw at a dog. 

 

    CELIA  

But is all this for your father? 
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    ROSALIND  

No, some of it is for my child's father. O, how full of 

briers is this working-day world! 

 

    CELIA  

They are but burs, cousin: if we walk not in the trodden 

paths our very petticoats will catch them. 

 

    ROSALIND  

I could shake them off my coat: these burs are in my heart. 

 

    CELIA  

Come, come, wrestle with thy affections. 

 

    ROSALIND  

O, they take the part of a better wrestler than myself! 

 

    CELIA  

But let us talk in good earnest: is it possible, on such a 

sudden, you should fall into so strong a liking with old 

Sir Rowland's youngest son? 

 

    ROSALIND  

The duke my father loved his father dearly. 

 

    CELIA  

my father hated his father dearly; yet I hate not Orlando. 

 

    ROSALIND  

No, faith, hate him not, for my sake. Love him because I 

do. Look, here comes the duke. 

 

    CELIA  

With his eyes full of anger. 

 

 Enter DUKE FREDERICK, with Lords 

 

    DUKE FREDERICK  

Mistress, get you from our court. 

 

    ROSALIND  

Me, uncle? 
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    DUKE FREDERICK  

You, cousin.  

Within these ten days if that thou be'st found 

So near our public court as twenty miles,  

Thou diest for it. I trust thee not. 

 

    ROSALIND  

Yet your mistrust cannot make me a traitor: 

 

    DUKE FREDERICK  

Thou art thy father's daughter; there's enough. 

 

    ROSALIND  

So was I when your highness took his dukedom; 

So was I when your highness banish'd him: 

Treason is not inherited, my lord;  

But what's that to me? my father was no traitor: 

  

    CELIA  

Dear sovereign, hear me speak. 

If she be a traitor, Why so am I. 

 

    DUKE FREDERICK  

Thou art a fool: she robs thee of thy name; 

And thou wilt show more bright and seem more virtuous 

When she is gone. Then open not thy lips: 

Firm and irrevocable is my doom 

Which I have pass'd upon her; she is banish'd. 

 

    CELIA  

Pronounce that sentence then on me, my liege: 

I cannot live out of her company. 

 

    DUKE FREDERICK  

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. 

 

 Exeunt DUKE FREDERICK and Lords 

 

    CELIA  

O my poor Rosalind, whither wilt thou go? 

Prithee be cheerful: know'st thou not, the duke 

Hath banish'd me, his daughter? 

 

    ROSALIND  

That he hath not. 
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    CELIA  

Shall we be sunder'd? shall we part, sweet girl? 

No: let my father seek another heir. 

Therefore devise with me how we may fly, 

Say what thou canst, I'll go along with thee. 

 

    ROSALIND  

Why, whither shall we go? 

 

    CELIA  

To seek my uncle in the forest of Arden. 

 

    ROSALIND  

Alas, what danger will it be to us, 

Maids as we are, to travel forth so far! 

  

    CELIA  

I'll put myself in poor and mean attire 

And with a kind of umber smirch my face; 

The like do you: so shall 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 all points like a man? 

A gallant curtle-axe upon my thigh, 

A boar-spear in my hand; and--in my heart 

Lie there what hidden woman's fear there will-- 

We'll have a swashing and a martial outside, 

  

    CELIA  

What shall I call thee when thou art a man? 

 

    ROSALIND  

I'll have no worse a name than Jove's own page; 

And therefore look you call me Ganymede. 

But what will you be call'd? 

 

    CELIA  

Something that hath a reference to my state 

No longer Celia, but Aliena. 
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    ROSALIND  

But, cousin, what if we assay'd to steal 

The clownish fool out of your father's court? 

Would he not be a comfort to our travel? 

 

    CELIA  

He'll go along o'er the wide world with me; 

Leave me alone to woo him. Let's away, 

Now go we content 

To liberty and not to banishment. 

 

 ACT II. SCENE I. The Forest of Arden. 

 

 Enter DUKE SENIOR, AMIENS, and two or three Lords, 

 like foresters  

 

    DUKE SENIOR  

Now, my brothers in exile, 

Are not these woods 

More free from peril than the envious court? 

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 the running brooks, 

Sermons in stones and good in every thing. 

  

    AMIENS  

Happy is your grace, 

That can translate the stubbornness of fortune 

Into so quiet and so sweet a style. 

 

    DUKE SENIOR  

Come, shall we go and kill us venison? 

 

 ACT II. SCENE II. A room in the palace. 

 

 Enter DUKE FREDERICK, with Lords  

 

    First Lord 

My lord, the roynish clown, at whom so oft 

Your grace was wont to laugh, is also missing. 

 

    DUKE FREDERICK  

Can it be possible that no man saw them? 

It cannot be: some villains of my court 

consent in this. 
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    Second Lord  

Hisperia, the princess' gentlewoman, 

Confesses that she secretly o'erheard 

Your daughter and her cousin much commend 

The parts and graces of the wrestler 

That did but lately foil the sinewy Charles; 

And she believes, wherever they are gone, 

That youth is surely in their company. 

 

    DUKE FREDERICK  

Send to his brother; fetch that gallant hither; 

I'll make him find him: do this suddenly, 

And let not search and inquisition quail 

To bring again these foolish runaways. 

 

 ACT II. SCENE III. Before OLIVER'S house. 

 

 Enter ORLANDO and ADAM, meeting  

 

    ORLANDO  

Who's there? 

 

    ADAM  

What, my young master? O, my gentle master! 

O my sweet master! O, what a world is this! 

 

    ORLANDO  

Why, what's the matter? 

 

    ADAM  

O unhappy youth! 

Come not within these doors: 

Your brother -- this night he means 

To burn the lodging where you lie 

And you within it.  

This is house is but a butchery: 

Abhor it, fear it, do not enter it. 

 

    ORLANDO  

Why, whither, Adam, wouldst thou have me go? 
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    ADAM  

I have five hundred crowns 

I saved under your father, 

Take that! Here is the gold; 

Let me be your servant: 

Though I look old, yet I am strong 

let me go with you. 

 

    ORLANDO  

We’ll go along together, 

 

 ACT II. SCENE IV. The Forest of Arden. ROSALIND 

 disguised as Ganymede, CELIA disguised as Aliena, and 

 TOUCHSTONE  

 

    ROSALIND  

O Jupiter, how weary are my spirits! 

 

    TOUCHSTONE  

I care not for my spirits, if my legs were not weary. 

 

    ROSALIND  

Courage, good Aliena! 

 

    CELIA  

I pray you, bear with me; I can go no further. 

 

    ROSALIND  

Well, this is the forest of Arden. 

 

    TOUCHSTONE  

Ay, now am I in Arden; the more fool I; when I was at home, 

I was in a better place: but travellers must be content. 

 

 Enter CORIN and SILVIUS 

 

    SILVIUS  

O Corin, that thou knew'st how I do love her! 

 

    CORIN  

I partly guess; for I have loved ere now. 

 

    SILVIUS  

No, Corin, being old, thou canst not guess, 

O Phebe, Phebe, Phebe! 
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 Exit 

  

    ROSALIND  

Alas, poor shepherd! 

 

    TOUCHSTONE  

I remember, when I was in love I kissing the cow's dugs 

that her pretty chapped hands had milked. We that are true 

lovers run into strange capers 

 

    ROSALIND  

Thou speakest wiser than thou art ware of. 

 

    TOUCHSTONE  

Nay, I shall ne'er be ware of mine own wit till I break my 

shins against it. 

 

    CELIA  

I pray you, one of you question yond man 

If he for gold will give us any food: 

I faint almost to death. 

 

    TOUCHSTONE  

Holla, you clown! 

 

    ROSALIND  

Peace, fool. 

 

    CORIN  

Who calls? 

 

    ROSALIND  

Good even to you, friend. 

 

    CORIN  

And to you, gentle sir, and to you all. 

 

    ROSALIND  

I prithee, shepherd,  

Bring us where we may rest ourselves and feed: 

Here's a young maid faints for succor. 
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    CORIN  

Fair sir, I pity her 

And wish  

My fortunes were more able to relieve her; 

My master is of churlish disposition 

Besides, his flocks 

Are now on sale, and at our sheepcote now there is nothing 

That you will feed on; but what is, come see. 

And most welcome shall you be. 

 

    ROSALIND  

I pray thee, if it stand with honesty, 

Buy thou the cottage, pasture and the flock 

for us. 

 

 ROSALIND gives CORIN money 

 

    CELIA  

And we will mend thy wages. I like this place. 

And willingly could waste my time in it. 

 

    CORIN  

Assuredly the thing is to be sold: 

Go with me:  

I will buy it with your gold right suddenly. 

 

 ACT II. SCENE V. The Forest.  AMIENS, JAQUES, and 

 others  

 

 SONG. 

 

    AMIENS  

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 he see No enemy 

But winter and rough weather. 

 

    JAQUES  

More, more, I prithee, more. 

 

    AMIENS  

It will make you melancholy, Monsieur Jaques. 
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    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 to 

sing. Come, warble, come. 

 

    AMIENS 

SONG. 

Who doth ambition shun 

All together here 

And loves to live i' the sun, 

Seeking the food he eats 

And pleased with what he gets, 

Come hither, come hither, come hither: 

Here shall he see No enemy 

But winter and rough weather. 

 

    JAQUES  

I'll give you a verse to this note that I made 

yesterday. 

Thus it goes:-- 

 

 DUKE SENIOR and the exiled court enter with food as 

 JAQUES sings 

 

If it do come to pass 

That any man turn ass, 

Leaving his wealth and ease, 

A stubborn will to please, 

Ducdame, ducdame, ducdame: 

Here shall he see 

Gross fools as he, 

An if he will come to me. 

 

    AMIENS  

What's that 'ducdame'? 

 

    JAQUES  

'Tis a Greek invocation, to call fools into a circle. 

 

 ACT II. SCENE VI. Enter ORLANDO and ADAM, apart  
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    ADAM  

Dear master, I can go no further. O, I die for food! Here 

lie I down, and measure out my grave. Farewell, kind 

master. 

 

    ORLANDO  

Why, how now, Adam! no greater heart in thee? Live a 

little; thou shalt not die for lack of a dinner. Cheerly, 

good Adam! 

 

 ACT II. SCENE VII. ORLANDO approaches the forest 

 feast, with his sword drawn 

 

    JAQUES  

But who comes here? 

 

    ORLANDO  

Forbear, and eat no more. 

 

    JAQUES  

Why, I have et none yet. 

 

    ORLANDO  

Forbear, I say: 

He dies that touches any of this fruit 

  

    JAQUES  

An you will not be answered with reason, I must die. 

 

 JAQUES takes a bite 

 

    DUKE SENIOR  

What would 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 SENIOR  

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; 
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    DUKE SENIOR  

Sit you down and take what help we have 

 

    ORLANDO  

There is an old poor man, 

Who after me hath many a weary step 

Limp'd in pure love. 

 

    DUKE SENIOR  

Go find him out, 

And we will nothing waste till you return. 

 

    ORLANDO  

I thank ye. 

 

 ORLANDO goes to get ADAM 

 

    DUKE SENIOR  

Thou seest we are not all alone unhappy: 

This wide and universal theatre 

Presents more woeful pageants than the scene 

Wherein we play in. 

 

    JAQUES  

All the world's a stage, 

And all the men and women merely players: 

They have their exits and their entrances; 

And one man in his time plays many parts, 

 

 ORLANDO approaches with ADAM 

 

    DUKE SENIOR  

Welcome. Set down your venerable burthen, 

And let him feed. 

 

    ORLANDO  

I thank you. 

 

    DUKE SENIOR  

Welcome; fall to. 

Give us some music. 

 

 SONG. 
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    AMIENS  

Blow, blow, thou winter wind. 

Thou art not so unkind 

As man's ingratitude; 

Thy tooth is not so keen, 

Because thou art not seen, 

Although thy breath be rude. 

Heigh-ho! sing, heigh-ho! unto the green holly: 

Most friendship is feigning, most loving mere folly: 

Then, heigh-ho, the holly! 

This life is most jolly. 

 

    DUKE SENIOR  

If that you were the good Sir Rowland's son, 

Be truly welcome hither: I am the duke 

That loved your father. Good old man, 

Thou art right welcome as thy master is. 

 

 ACT III. SCENE I.  

 

 DUKE FREDERICK, Lords, and OLIVER  

 

    DUKE FREDERICK  

Not see him since? Sir, sir, that cannot be: 

Find out thy brother, wheresoe'er he is; 

Seek him with candle; bring him dead or living 

or Thy lands and all things that thou dost call thine 

Worth seizure do we seize into our hands, 

 

    OLIVER  

O that your highness knew my heart in this! 

I never loved my brother in my life. 

 

    DUKE FREDERICK  

More villain thou. Well, push him out of doors; 

 

 ACT III. SCENE II. The forest. 

 

 ORLANDO, with a paper  

 

    ORLANDO  

Hang there, my verse, in witness of my love: 

O Rosalind! these trees shall be my books 

That every eye which in this forest looks 

Shall see thy virtue witness'd every where. 

 

 Exit 
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 Enter CORIN and 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. 

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 is it 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, but I know 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. 

 

    TOUCHSTONE  

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

shepherd? 

 

    CORIN  

No, truly. 

 

    TOUCHSTONE  

Then thou art damned. 

 

    CORIN  

For not being at court? 

 

    TOUCHSTONE  

Why, if thou never wast at court, thou never sawest good 

manners; if thou never sawest good manners, then thy 

manners must be wicked; and wickedness is sin, and sin is 

damnation.  

 

    CORIN  

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

 

    TOUCHSTONE  

Wilt thou rest damned? God help thee, shallow man! 
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    CORIN  

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

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. 

 

 Enter ROSALIND, with a paper, reading 

 

    ROSALIND  

From the east to western Ind, 

No jewel is like Rosalind. 

Her worth, being mounted on the wind, 

Through all the world bears Rosalind. 

Let no fair be kept in mind 

But the fair of Rosalind. 

 

    TOUCHSTONE  

I'll rhyme you so eight years together, dinners and 

suppers and sleeping-hours excepted. 

 

    ROSALIND  

Out, fool! 

 

    TOUCHSTONE  

For a taste: 

If a hart do lack a hind, 

Let him seek out Rosalind. 

Winter garments must be lined, 

So must slender Rosalind. 

Sweetest nut hath sourest rind, 

Such a nut is Rosalind. 

This is the very false gallop of verses: why do you 

infect yourself with them? 

 

    ROSALIND  

Peace, you dull fool! I found them on a tree. 

 

    TOUCHSTONE  

Truly, the tree yields bad fruit. 

 

 Enter CELIA, with a writing 

 

 

 

 

 



As You Like It edited by Don Fleming 26 

    CELIA  

 [Reads]  

Helen's cheek, but not her heart, 

Cleopatra's majesty, 

Atalanta's better part, 

Sad Lucretia's modesty. 

Thus Rosalind of many parts 

By heavenly synod was devised, 

Of many faces, eyes and hearts, 

To have the touches dearest prized. 

 

    ROSALIND  

O most tedious homily of love. 

 

    CELIA  

How now! Shepherd, go off a little. 

Go with him, sirrah. 

 

    TOUCHSTONE  

Come, shepherd, let us make an honourable retreat; though 

not with bag and baggage, yet with scrip and scrippage. 

 

 Exeunt CORIN and TOUCHSTONE 

 

    CELIA  

Didst thou hear these verses? 

 

    ROSALIND  

O, yes, I heard them all. 

 

    CELIA  

Trow you who hath done this? 

 

    ROSALIND  

Is it a man? 

 

    CELIA  

And a chain, that you once wore, about his neck. Change you 

colour? 

 

    ROSALIND  

I prithee, who? 

 

    CELIA  

Is it possible? 
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    ROSALIND  

Nay, I prithee now with most petitionary vehemence, tell me 

who it is. 

 

    CELIA  

O wonderful, wonderful, and most wonderful! And yet again 

wonderful, and after that, out of all hooping! 

   

    ROSALIND  

Good my complexion! One inch of delay more is a South-sea 

of discovery; I prithee, tell me who is it quickly, and 

speak apace. I prithee, take the cork out of thy mouth that 

I may drink thy tidings. 

 

    CELIA  

So you may put a man in your belly. 

 

    ROSALIND  

Is he of God's making? What manner of man? 

 

    CELIA  

It is young Orlando, that tripped up the wrestler's heels 

and your heart both in an instant. 

 

    ROSALIND  

Nay, but the devil take mocking: speak, sad brow and true 

maid. 

 

    CELIA  

I' faith, coz, 'tis he. 

 

    ROSALIND  

Orlando? 

 

    CELIA  

Orlando. 

 

    ROSALIND  

Alas the day! what shall I do with my doublet and hose? 

What did he when thou sawest him? What said he? How looked 

he? Wherein went he? What makes him here? Did he ask for 

me? and when shalt thou see him again? Answer me in one 

word. 

 

    CELIA  

You must borrow me Gargantua's mouth first. 
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    ROSALIND  

But doth he know that I am in this forest and in man's 

apparel? Looks he as freshly as he did the day he wrestled? 

 

    CELIA  

Take a taste of my finding him, and relish it with good 

observance. I found him under a tree, like a dropped acorn. 

 

    ROSALIND  

It may well be called Jove's tree, when it drops forth such 

fruit. 

 

    CELIA  

Give me audience, good madam. 

 

    ROSALIND  

Proceed. 

 

    CELIA  

There lay he, stretched along, like a wounded knight. 

 

    ROSALIND  

Though it be pity to see such a sight, it well becomes the 

ground. 

  

    CELIA  

He was furnished like a hunter. 

 

    ROSALIND  

O, ominous! he comes to kill my heart. 

 

    CELIA  

I would sing my song without a burden: thou bringest me out 

of tune. 

 

    ROSALIND  

Do you not know I am a woman? when I think, I must speak. 

Sweet, say on. 

 

    CELIA  

Soft! comes he not here? 

 

 Enter ORLANDO and JAQUES 

 

    JAQUES  

Rosalind is your love's name? 
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    ORLANDO  

Yes. 

 

    JAQUES  

I do not like her name. 

 

    ORLANDO  

There was no thought of pleasing you when she was 

christened. 

 

    JAQUES  

I'll tarry no longer with you: farewell, good Signior Love. 

 

    ORLANDO  

I am glad of your departure: adieu, good Monsieur 

Melancholy. 

 

 Exit JAQUES 

 

    ROSALIND  

[Aside to CELIA] I will speak to him.   

 

I pray you, what is't o'clock? 

 

    ORLANDO  

You should ask me what time o' day: there's no clock in the 

forest. 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?  Your accent is something 

finer than you could purchase in so removed a dwelling. 

 

    ROSALIND  

I have been told so of many: but indeed an old 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 I 

thank God I am not a woman. 

 

    ORLANDO  

Can you remember any of the evils that he laid to the 

charge of women? 
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    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 I could meet that fancy-

monger I would give him some good counsel. 

 

    ORLANDO  

I am he that is so love-shaked: I pray you tell me your 

remedy. 

 

    ROSALIND  

in good sooth, are you he that hangs the verses on the 

trees, wherein Rosalind is so admired? 

 

    ORLANDO  

I 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 a madness.  I 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 I set him every day to woo me: at 

which time would I be changeable, proud, fantastical, 

apish, shallow, inconstant, full of tears, full of smiles, 

as women are for the most part cattle of this colour; would 

now like him, now loathe him; now weep for him, then spit 

at him; that I drave my suitor from love to madness; And 

thus I cured him. 

 

    ORLANDO  

I would not be cured, youth. 
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    ROSALIND  

I would cure you, if you would but call me Rosalind and 

come every day to woo me. Will you? 

 

    ORLANDO  

With all my heart, good youth. 

 

    ROSALIND  

Nay you must call me Rosalind. 

 

  


