AS YOU LIKE 1IT:

ACT I SCENE L
Oliver’s Garden.

Enter OrLaANDO and Avawm.

Orl. AsI remember, Adam, it was upon this fathion,
He bequeathed me by will but a poor thoufand erowns?;
and, as thou fay’ft, charged my brother, on his blefling,
to breed me well : and there begins my fadnefs. My
brother Jaques he keeps at {chool, and report {peaks gold-
enly of his profit: for my part, he keeps me ruftically at
home, or, to fpeak more properly, ftays mes here at

1 As you like it was certainly borrowed, if we believe Dr. Gregy and
Mr. Upton, from the Coke’s Tale of Gamalyn; which by the way was
not printed till a century afterward : when in truth the old bard, who
was no hunter of Mfs. contented himfelf folely with Ledge's Rofalynd,
or, Eupbues® Golden Legacye. Ql.)‘ﬂm, 1590, FARMER.

Shakfpeare has followed Lodge’s novel more exaétly than is his ge~
neral cuftom when he is indebted to fuch worthlefs originals ; and has
dketch’d fome of his principal charaéters, and borrowed a few expref-
fions from it. His imitations, &&, however, are in gencral too alig-
nificant to merit tranfeription.

It fhould be obferved that the charaers of Fagues, the Clowon, and
Audrey, are mtirelgeof the poet’s own formation. STEEvENE.

This comedy, I believe, was written in 1600, Sce An Auempt 1o
afcertain theorder of Shakfpeawe’s plays, Vol, I. Maron.

3 As I remember, Adam, it was upon this fafbion. He begueathed
we by will &c.:LTha old copy reads, As I remember, Adam, it was
on this fathion bequeathed me—and, as thou fay't, charged my brother,
&c.  Omiffion being of all the errors of the prefs the moft common, I
have adopted the emendation propofed by Sir W. Blackftone, MALONE.

— It was upon this fafhion bequeathed me, as Dr. Johnfon reads, is
but aukward Englifhe I would read : As I remember, Adam, it was
upon this fafbion—He begueatbed me by will &c. Orlando and Adam
enter abruptly in the midé#t of a converfation on this topick ; and Or-
lando is corre@ing fome mifapprehenfion of the other, As I remem-
ber (fays he) it was thus, He left me a thoufand crowns; and, as
thox fayeff, charged my brother, &c. BracxsToxe.

3w ftays mewm] Dr. Warburton readse—/fys me. MarLonz.

I 4 home,
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home, unkept : For call you that keeping for a gentle-
man of my birth, that differs not from the ftalling of an
ox? His horfes are bred better; for, befides that they
are faix with their feeding, they are taught their manage,
and to that end riders dearly hired ¢ butI, his brother,
gain nothing'under him but growth; for the which his
animals on his dunghills are as much bound to him as I.
Befides this nothing that he fo plentifully gives me, the
fomething that nature gave me, his countenance feems to
take from me * : he lets me feed with his hinds, bars me
the place of a brother, and, as much as in him lies, mines
my gentility with my education. 'This is it, Adam, that
rieves me ; and the {pirit of my father, which I think
1s within me, begins to mutiny againft this fervitude : I
will no longer engure it, though yet I krow no wife re-
medy how to avoid it,

Enter OLIVER.

Adam. Yonder comes my mafter, your brother,

Orl. Go apart, Adam, and thou fhalt hear how he wil
fhake me up. )

O/i. Now, fir! what make you hereS?

Or/. Nothing: I am not taught to make any thing.

OJi. What mar you then, fir?

Orl. Marry, fir, I am helping you to mar that which
God made, a poor unworthy brother of yours, with idle-
nefs.

Oli. Marry, fir, be better employ’d, and be naught
a while®.

Orl.

4 = bis countenance feems to take from me:] We fhould certainly
read—bis difcountendnce, WARBURTON.
There is no need of change; a countenance is either good or bad.
: Jouxnsow.
§ ~= what make you bere £] See Vol. L. p. 240, Marone.
6w be better employ’d, and be naught a wgile.] In the fame fenfe as
we fay, it is better to JZ mifchief, than to do mothing. JoHNsoN.
Naught and nought are frequently confounded in ¢ld Englith books.
I once thought that the latter was here intended, in the fenfe affixed to
it by Mr. Steevens :——¢¢ Be content to be a cypber, till I fhall elevate
you into confequence.” Bur the following paflage in Sewernam, a
. comedy,
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Or/. Shall I keep your hogs, and eat hutks with them ?
What prodigal portion have I fpent, that I fhould come
to fuch E:x:ry 2

Ol:. w you where you are, fir?

Orl. O, fir, very well: here in your orchard.

O/i. Know you before whom, fir?

Orl. Ay, better than-him I am before knows me”.
I know you are my eldeft brother; and, in the gentle
condition of blood, you fhould fo know me: The cour-
tefy of nations allows you my better, in that you are the
firft-born ; but the fame tradition takes not away my
blood, were there twenty brothers betwixt us: I have as
much of my father in me, as®you; albeit, I confefs your
coming before me is nearer to his reverence®.

O/i. What, boy!

Orl. Come, come, elder brother, you are too young in
this. )

O/i. Wilt thou lay hands on me, villain ?

Orl. I am no villain?: I am the youngeft fon of fir
Rowland de Boys ; he was my father ; and he is thrice a
villain, that fays, fuch a father beﬁot villains : Wert thou
not my brother, I would not take this hand from thy
throat, till this other had pulled out thy tongue for fay-
ing fo ; thou haft rail’d on thyfelf.

Adam. Sweet mafters, be patient; for your father’s re-
membrance, be at accord,

comedy, 1620, induces me to think that the reading of the old copy
(maugkt ) and Dr. Johnfon's explanation, are right :
¢ —get you both in, and be zaught a while.”

The fpeaker is a chamber-maid, and fhe addreffes herfelf to her
miftrefs and her lover. Mavroxe,

7 = than him I am before knows me.] Mr. Pope and the {ubfequent
editors read—be 1 am before; more correétly, but without authority.
Our author is equally irregular in Macbeth :

¢ I am appointed bim to murder you.” Mavrone.

8 e your coming before me is nearer to bis reverence.] The reverence

due to my father is, in forae degree, derived to you, as the firft-born.
WARBURTON.

9 I am no villain 1} The word wi/lain is ufed by the elder brother, in
its prefent meaning, for a wortblefs, <vicked, or bloody man; by Or++
Yando in its original fignification, for a fellow of bafe extraétion.

JounsoN.

0/,
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O/i. Let me go, I fay.

Or/. 1 will pot, till 1 pleafe : you fhall hear me. My
father charged you in his will to give me good educa-
tion: you have train’d me like a peafant, obfcuring and
hiding from me all gentleman-like c}ualities: the {pirit
of my father grows ftrong in me, and I will no longer en-
dure it: therefore allow me fuch exercifes as may become
a gentleman, or give me the poor allottery my father left
me by teffament ; with that I will go buy my fortunes.

O/i. And what wilt thou do? beg, when that is fpent ?
Well, fir, get you in: I will not long be troubled with
you: you fhall have fome part of your will: I pray you,
leave me. '

Orl. 1 will no further offend you than becorfies me for
my good. ,

Oli. Get you with him, you old d()ﬁ.

Adam. Is old dog my reward ? Moft true, I have loft
my teeth in your fervice.—God be with my old mafter, he
would not have fpoke fuch a word. '

[Exeunt OrLANDO ard ADam.

O/, Is it even fo? Begin you to grow upon me? I will
phyfick your ranknefs, and yet give no thoufand crowns
neither. Holla, Dennis!

Enter DENNIS.

Den, Calls your worfhip ? ¢

Q/i. Was not Charles, the duke’s wreftler, here to

eak with me ?

Dexn. So pleafe you, he is here at the door, and impor-
tunes accefs to you.

O/. Call him'in. [ExitDenn1s.]—"Twill be a good
way ; and to-morrow the wreftling is.

Enter CHaRLES.

Cha. Good-morrow to your worfhip.

O/i. Good monfieur Charles !-—what’s the new news
at the new court ?

Cha. There’s no news at the court, fir, but the old
news : that is, the old duke is banifh’d by his younger
brother the new duke; and three or four loving lords
have put themfelves into voluntary exile with him, whofe

lands



AS YOU LIKE IT. 121

lands and revenues enrich the new duke; therefore he
gives them good leave to wander.

O/i. Can you tell, if Rofalind, the duke’s daughter *,
be banifh’d with her father ?

Cha. O, no ; for the duke’s daughter?, her coufin, fo
loves her,—being ever from their cradles bred together,

{—that fhe would ? have followed her exile, or have died
to ftay behind her. She is at the court, and no lefs be-
loved of her uncle than his own daughter; and nevertwo
ladies loved as they do.

O/i. Where will the old duke live ?

Cha. They fay, he is already in the foreft of Arden*,
and a many merry men with hish ; and there they live like
the old Robin Hood of England: they fay, many young
gentlemen flock to him every day; and fleet the time
carelefly, as they did in the golden world.

O/r. What, you wreftle to-morrow before the new duke ?

Cha. Marry, do I, fir; and I came to acquaint you
with a matter. I am given, fir, fecretly to underftand,
that your ‘yonnge: brother Orlando hath a difpofition ta
come in difguis’d againft me to try a fall: To-morrow,
fir, I wreftle for my credit ; and he that efeapes me with-

¥ e the duke's daughter,] 1. e. the banifhed duke’s daughter.
. Mavone,
% w— for the duke’s daughter,] i. e. the ufurping duke’s daughter,
The woPds which follow, ber coufin, as Mr. Heath has obferved, fuffi-
ciently point out the perfon meant. Sir T. Hanmer reads here—the
zew duke’s; and in the preceding fpeech—the o/d duke’s daughter 3
but in my opinion unnecefiarily. The ambiguous ufe of the word duke
in thefe paffages is much in our author’s manner, MarLoNE.
3 == zhat the would—] The old copy reads—-be would. Correéted
by the editor of the third folio. MarLonE.
4w in the ﬁfore of Arden,] Ardenneis a foreft of confiderable ex-
tent in French Flanders, lying near the Meufe, and between Charle~
mont and Rocroy. It is mentioned by Spenfer in his Colin Clout’s come
bome agairy 1595
¢« Into a foreft wide and wafte he came,
¢ Whete ftore he heard to be of favage prey ;
¢ So wide a foreft, and fo wafte as this,
¢ Not famous Ardeyn, nor foul Arlo is.” ]
But our author was furnifhed with the feene of his play by Lodge’s
Novel, MaLcNE.
out
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out fome broken limb, fhall acquit him well. Your bro-
ther is but young, and tender; and, for your love, I
would be loth to foil him, as I muft, for my own honour,
if he come.in : therefore, out of my love to you, I came
hither to acquaint you withal ; that either you might ftay
him from his intendment, or brock fuch difgrace well as
he fhall runinto; in that it is a thing of his own fearch,
and altogether againft my will.

Oli. Charles, I thank thee for thy love to me, which
thou fhalt find I will moft kindly requite. I had myfelf
notice of my brother’s purpofe herein, and have by un-
derhand means labouref to difluade him from it ; but he
is refolute. 1’1l tell theeg Charles,~it is the ftubborneft
young fellow of France; full of ambition,can envious
emulator of every man’s good parts, a fecret and villain-
ous contriver againft me his natural brother; therefore
ufe thy difcretion ; I had as+lief thou didft break his
neck, ‘as his finger ; and thou wert beft look to’t; for if
thou doft him any flight difgrace, or if he do not mightily
grace himfelf on thee, he will praitife againft thee by
poifon ; entrap thee by fome treacherous device; and
never leave thee, till he hath ta’en thy life by fome in-
direét means or other: for, I affure thee, and almoft with
tears I fpeak it, there is not one fo young and fo villain-
ous this day living. I fpeak but brotherly of him ; but
fhould I anatomize him to thee as he is, I muft blufh and
weep, and thou muft look pale and wonder.

Cha. I am heartily glaus7 I came hither to you: If he
come to-morrow, I’ll give him his payment: If ever he
go alone again, I’ll never wreftle for prize more. And
fo, God keep your worfhip ! [Exit.

O!i. Farewel good Charles.—Now will I ftir this game-
fter: I hope, I fhall fee an end of him ; for my foul, yet
I know not why, hates nothing more than he. Yer he’s
gentle ; never {chool’d, and yet learned ; full of noble
device; of all forts enchantingly beloved ; and, indeed,
fo much in the heart of the wor?;l, and efpecially of my
own people, who beft know him, that I am altogether
mifprifed : but it (hall not be {o long ; this wreftler fhal}

clear
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elear all: nothing remains, but that I kindle the boy
thither, which now I'll go about. [Exit:

SCENE II
A Lawn before the Duke’s Palace.

{ Enter RosarLinp and CELIA.

Cel. I pray thee, Rofalind, fweet my coz, be merry.

Ro/. Dear Celia, I fhow more mirth than I am miftrefs
of ; and would you yet I were merriers? Unlefs you could
teach me to forget a banith’d father, you muft not learn
me how to remember any extraordinary pleafure.

Cel. Herein, I fee, thou 1dveft me not with the full
weight tha't I love thee : if my uncle, thy banifh’d fa-
ther, had banifh’d thy uncle, the duke my father, fo
thou hadft been fill with me, I could have taught my
love to take thy father for mine ; {o would’ft thou, if the
truth of thy love to me were fo righteoufly temper’d as
mine is to thee.

Rof. Well, Twill forget the condition of my eftate, to
rejoice in yours.

Cel. You know, my father hath no child but I, nor
none is like to have; and, truly, when he dies, thou
flialt be his heir: for what he hath taken away from thy
fathey, perforce, I will render thee again in affetion ; by
mine honour, I will; and when I break that oath, let me
turn monfter : therefore, my {weet Rofe, my dear Rofe,
be merry.

Rof. From henceforth I will, coz, and devife fports : let
me fee ; What think you of falling in love ?

Cel. Marry, I pr’ythee, do, to make {port withal : but
love no man in good earneft; nor no farther in {port
neither, than with fafety of a pure blufh thon may’it in
honour come off again.

Rof. What fhalfbe our fport then ?

Cel. Letus fit and mock the good houfewife, Fortune,

5 w1 qwere merrier ] I, which was inadvertently omitted in the old
copy, was inefrted by Mr. Pope, Maroxe,

from
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from her wheel ¢, that her gifts may henceforth be bee
flowed equally.

Rof. Y would, we could do fo; for her benefits are
mightily mifplaced: and the bountiful blind woman doth
moft miftake in her gifts to women.

Cel. ’Tis true; for thofe, that fhe makes fair, fhe
{carce makes honeft 5 and thofe, that fhe makes honeﬁ,i
fhe makes very ill-favour’dly.

Rg/. Nay, now thou goeft from fortune’s office to na-
ture’s : fortune reigns in gifts of the world, nat in the
lineaments of nature.

Enter TQUCHSTONE.

Cel. No? When nature hath made a fair creature, ma
fhe not by fortune fall into the fire /—Though nature hath
given us wit to flout at fortune, hath not fortune fent in
this fool to cut off the argument?

Re/. Indeed, there is Fortune too hard for nature ; when
fortune makes nature’s natural the cutter off of nature’s
wit.

Cel. Peradventure, this is not fortune’s work neither,
but nature’s ; who perceiveth our natural wits too dull
to reafon of fuch goddefles, and hath fent 7 this natural
for our whetftone : for always the dulnefs of the fool is
the whetftone of the wits.—How now, wit? whither wan-
der you? -'

ouch. Miftrefs, you muft come away to your father.

Cel. Were you made the meflenger ?

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

6w mock the good houfewife, Fortune, from ber whkeel,] The wheel of
Fortune is not the wheel of a boufewife. Shakfpeare has confounded
Fortune, whofe wheel only figures uncertainty and viciffitude, with the
deftiny that fpins the thread of life, though not indeed with a wheel.
Jounsown,
Shakfpeare is very fond of this idea. He has the ame “in dnrony
and Cleopatra :

and rail [o bigh,
¢ That the falfe bou g/f, Fortune, break ber wheel.” STEEV.
7 —and hath fent—] And is not in the old copy. This flight
tmendation is the prefent editor’s, MALONE,

Rof.
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Ro/. Where learned you that oath, fool ?

Touch, Of a certain knight, that fwore by his honour
they were good pancakes, and fwore by his honour the
muitard was naught : now, I'll ftand to it, the pancakes
were naught, and the muftard was good; and yet was
not the knight forfworn.

Cel. How prove you that, in the great heap of your
 knowledge ?

Rof. Ay, marry; now unmuzzle your wifdom.

Touch. Stand you both forth now : ftroke your chins,
and fwear by your beards that I am a knave.

Cel. By our beards, if we had them, thou art.

Touch. By my knavery, ifsI had it, then I were: but
if you fwear by that that is not, yon are not forfworn :
no more was this knight, fwearing by his honour, for he
never had any ; or if he had, he had fworn it away, be-
fore ever he {faw thofe pancakes or that muftard.

Cel. Pr’ythee, who is’t that thou mean’ft?

Touch. gne that old Frederick, your father, loves®.

Ro/. My father’s love is enough to honour him. Enough :
{peak no more of him; you’ll be whip’d for taxation?®,
one of thefe days.

Touch. The more pity, that fools may not fpeak wifely
what wife men do foolifhly.

& Ometbat old Frederick, yom}fat&lr, loves.] Frederick is here clearly
a miftake, as appears by the anfwer of Rofalind, to whom Tonchftone
addreffes himfelf, though the queftion was put to him by Celia. I
fuppofe fome abbreviation was ufed in the Mf, for the name of the
rightful, or old duke, as he is called, [perhaps Fer. for Ferdinand,}
which the tranfcriber or printer converted into Frederick. Fernardyne
is one of the perfons introduced in the novel on which this comedy is
founded, Mr. Theobald folves the difficulty by giving the next {peech
to Celia, inftead of Rofalind 5 but there is too much of filial warmth
in it for Celia :=~befides, why fliould her father be called o/d Frederick ?
It appears from the laft icene of this play that this was the name of
the younger brother. Maronx. =

9 == for taxation,] For cenfure, or fatire. So,dn Much ado about
nothing : ¢ Niece, you rax Signior Benedick too much; but he’'ll be
meet with you,™ Again, in the play before us :

€ o my taxing Uke a wildgoofe flicswm"s MALONE.

Cel.
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Cel. By my troth, thou fay’ft true : for fince the little
wit, that fools have, was filenced ', the little foolery, that
wife men have, makes a great fhow. Here comes Mon«
fieur Le Beau.

Enter Lr Beav.

Rof. With his mouth full of news.

Cel. Which he will put on us, as pigeons feed their
young. ;

Re/. Then fhall we be news-cramm’d.

Cel. All the better ; we fhall be the smore marketable.
Bon jour, Monfieur le Beau ; what’s the news?

L¢ Beau. Fair princefs, you have loft much good fport.

C:l. Sport? of what coldur?

Le Beau. What colour, madam ? How fhall I anfwet you ?

Rof. As wit and fortune will.

ouch. Or as the deftinies decree.

Cel. Well faid ; that was laid on with a trowel %,

Zouch. Nay, if I keep not my rank,—

Ro/. Thou lofeft thy old fmell.

Le Bean. You amaze me, ladies®: Iwouid have told
you of good wreftling, which you have loft the fight of.

Rof. Yet tell us the manner of the wreftling,

Le Beau. I will tell you the beginning, and, if it pleafe
your ladyfhips, you may fee the end ; for the beit is yet
to do; and here, where you are, they are coming to
perform it. ;

Cel. Well,—the beginning, that is dead and buried.

Le Beau. There comes an old man and his three {fons,~—

Cel. 1 could match this beginning with an old tale.

Y — fince the little wity that fools bawe, was filenced,] Shakfpeare
probably alludes to the ufe of fools or jeflers, who for fome ages had
been allowed in all courts an unbridled liberty of cenfure and mockery,
and about this time began to be lefs tolerated. Jounsown,

2 — Jaid on with a trm:l.] I {uppofe the meaning is, that there is
too heavy a mafs of big words laid upon a flight fubjeét. Jomnson.

This is a proverbial expreflion, which is generally ufed to fignify 2
glaring falfbood. See Ray's Proverbs. STEEVENS.

5 You amaze me, ladies :] To amaze, here, is not to aftonifh or firike
with wonder, but to perplex ; to confufe, fo as to put out of the in-
tended narrative.  JoHNSON,

Le Bean.
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Le Beau. Three proper + young men, of excellent growth
and prefence :—

Ro/. With bills on their necks,—~Be it &nown unto all
men by thefe prefents S y—

Le Beau. The eldeft of the three wreftled with Charles,
the duke’s wreftler ; which Charles in a moment threw
him, and broke three of his ribs, that there is little hope
of life in him : fo he ferved the fecond, and fo the third:
Yonder they lie ; the poor old man, their father, making
fuch pitiful dole over them, that all the beholders take
his part with weeping.

Rof. Alas!

Touch. But what is the {porP, monfieur, that the la-
dies have loft

Le Beau. Why this, that I fpeak of.

Touch. Thus men may grow wifer every day! it is.
the firft time that ever I heard, breaking of ribs was fport
for ladies.

Cel. Or 1, I promife thee.

Ro/. But is there any elfe longs to {ee this broken mu~
fick in his fides ®? is there yet anotker dotes upon rib-
breaking ? Shall we fee this wrefiling, coufin ?

Ls Beau,

4 — proper] That is, handfome. See p.34. MaroNz,

S With bills on their necks ;—Be it known unto all men by thefe pre=
Jentsy==]eDr.Warburcon thinks, that there is an equivoque intended be
tween a legal inftrument, and the weapon called a bill. The former
” undoubtedly was in our author’s thotights, In his time a i/l was &
common term for a fingle bond in Englifh, of which the firft words are,
Know all men by thefe prefents. The paffage cited from Lodge’s Rofa=
lynde adds fome fupport to the fuppofition that he had the other fenfe of
the word alfo in view. To carry on the neck, (not on the fhoulders)
was the phrafeology of his time. So, (as Pr. Farmer has obferved,)
in the novel which furnifhed Shakfpeare with the plot of this comedy 2
¢ Ganimede on a'day fitting with Aliena, (the afiumed names, as in
play,) caft up hereye, and faw where Rofader came pacing toward them,
with his forefi-bill on bis necke.” Again in Gorboducke, 1569 3 ¢ Enter
one, bearing a bundle of fagots on his neck.” Dr. Johnfon is of opinion
(in which I do not agree with him) that the <wbole conceit is in the
refemblance of prefence and prefentss Dr. F. thinks that ¢ With bills on
their necks,™ fhould be the conclufion of Le Beau’s fpeech. Mazronx.

€ = tofee this broken mufick in bis fides # | See is the colloguial term

Yox. 1L K for
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Le Beaw. You muft, if you ftay here: for here is the
place appointed for the wreftling, and they are ready to
perform it. i A

Cel. Yonder, fure, they are coming: Let us now ftay
and fee it.

Flourifb. Enter Duke Freverick, Lords, OrRLANDO,
CHARLES, and Attendants,

Duke F. Come on: fince the youth will not be entreat-
ed, his own peril on his forwardnefs.

Rof. Is yonder the man ?

Le Beau. Even he, madam.

Cel. Alas, he is too ycung: yet he looks fuccefs-
fully. .

Dutke F. How now, daughter, and coufin? are you crept
hither to fee the wreftling ?

Rof. Ay, my liege, fo pleafe you give us leave.

Dutke F. You will take little delight in it, I can tell
you, there is fuch oddsin the men 7 : In pity of the chal-
lenger’s youth, I would fain diffnade him, but he will not
be entreated : Speak to him, ladies; fee if you can
move him.

Cel. Call him hither, good Monfieur Le Beau.

Duke F. Do fo; I’ll not be by. [Duke goes apart.

Le¢ Beau. Monfieur the challenger, the princefies call
for you®. ,

Orl. T attend them with all refpeét and duty.

for perception or experiment. So we fay every day, fes if the water be
hot; I will fee which is the beft time ; fhe has tried, and fees that fhe
cannot liftit. In this fenfe fee may be here ufed. Rofalind hints at a
whimfical fimilitude between the feries of ribs gradually fhortening,
and fome mufical inftruments, and therefore calls broken ribs, broken
mufick. JonNsow.

This probably alludes to the pipe of Pan, which confifting of reeds
of unequal length, and gradually leflening, bore fome refemblance to
the ribs of a man. MAsoN.

7 we odds in the men:] Sir T, Hanmer. 1In the old editions, the
man. JouwNson.

8w the princefles call for you.] The old copy reads—mthe princefe
calls. Corretted by Mr., 'f‘rheo{ald:! Ma x.ox:.p : el

Rof.
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Ro/. Young man, have you challenged Charles the
wreftler 22

Orl, No, fair princefs ; he is the general challenger:
I come but in, as others do, to try with him the ftrength
of my youth.

Cel. Young gentleman, your {pirits are too bold for
your years: You have feen cruel. proof of this man’s
ftrength : if you faw yourfelf with youreyes, or knew your-
felf with your judgment?, the fear of your adventure would
counfel you to a more equal enterprife. We pray you,
for your own fake, to embrace your own fafety, and give
over this attempt. 3

Rqf. Do, young fir; your reputation fhall not there-
fore be mi{g;?fed: we will make it our fuit to the duke,
that the wreftling might not go forward.

Orl. I befeech you, punifh me not with your hard
thoughts ; wherein I confefs me much guilty?, to deny fo
fair and excellent ladies any thing. But let your fair
eyes, and gentle wifhes, go with me to my trial : where-
in if I be foil’d, there is but one thamed that was never
gracious ; if kill’d, but one dead that is willing to be fo:
I thall do my friends no wrong, for I have none to lament
me; the world no injury, for in it I have nothing ; only .
in the world T fill up a place, which may be better fup-
plied when I have made it empty.

Rof. The little firength that 1 have, I would it were

“with you.

9 — bawe you challenged Charles the wreftler ?] This wreftling match

is minutely defcribed in Lodge’s Rofalynde, 1590, MaLoNE.
. ¥ —if you faw yourfelf with your eyes, or knew ymr_'/}tl{ with your
judgmenty ] If you were not blinded and intoxicated, fays the princefs,
with the [pirit of enterprifey if you could ufe your own eyes to fee, or
your own judgment to know yourfelf; the fear of your adwenture would
counfel you, JoHNSON. .

2 —punifb me not with your bard thoughts 5 wherein I confefs my-
{elf much guilty, &c.] The meaning I think is, ¢ punith me not with
your unfavourable opinion (of my abilities) ; ewbich, bowewer, I con-
fefss I deferwe to incur, for denying fuch fair ladies any requeft.™ The
expreflion is licentious, but our author’s plays furnith manhyd fuch.

ALONE,

K2 Cel.
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Cel. And mine to eke out hers. A
Ro/. Fare you well: Pray heaven I be deccived in
ou! '

: Cel. Your heart’s defires be with you!

Cha. Come, where is this younF gallant, that is {o de-
firous to lie with his mother earth

Orl. Ready, fir; but his will hath in it 2 more modeft
working.

Duke F. You fhall try but one fall,

Cha. No, I warrant your grace; you fhall not entreat
him to a fecond, that have fo mightily perfuaded him
from a firft,

Orl. You mean to mock me after ; you fhould not have
mock’d me before : but come your ways.

Ro/. Now, Hercules be thy fpeed, young man !

Cel. T would I were invifible, to catch the ftrong fel-
low by the leg! [Cmuu.zs and ORLANDO awreftle.

Rof. O excellent young man !

Cel. If 1 had a thuanderbolt in mine e e, I can tell
who fhould down. [CuARLES is thrown. Shout.

Duke F. No more, no more.

Or/. Yes, I befeech your grace; I am not yet well
breathed.

Duke F. How doft thou, Charles?

Le Beau. He cannot {peak, my lord.

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

Orl. Orlando, my liege ; the youngeft fon of fir Row-
land de Boys.

Dutke F. I would, thon hadft been fon to fome man elfe.
The world efteem’d thy father honourable,

But I did find him #ill mine enemy :
Thou fhould’ft have better pleas’d me with this deed,
Hadft thou defcended from another houfe.
But fare thee well ; thou art a gallant youth ;
1 would, thou hadft told me of another father.
[Exeunt Duke FreD. Train, and Le Beav,

Cel. Were I my father, coz, would I do this ?

O/, T am more proud to be fir Rowland’s fon,

His



\ -
ASSYOVU LIKE-IT. 133

His youngeft fon' jae-and would not change that calling,
To be adopted heir t6 Frederick.

Ryf. My father lov’d fir Rowland as his foul,
And all the world was of my father’s mind :
Had I before known this young man his fon,
I thould have given him tears unto entreaties,
Ere he fhould thus have ventur’d.

Cel. Gentle coufin,
Let us go thank him, and encourage him:
My father’s rough and envious difpofition
Sticks me at heart.—Sir, you have well deferv’d :
If you do keep your promifes in love,
But juftly, as you have exceeded all promife,
Your miftre{sthall be happy.

Rof. Gentleman, [Giving bim a chain from ber neck,
Wear this for me ; one out of fuits with fortune 4 ;
That could give more, but that her hand lacks means.
Shail we go, coz?

Cel. Ay :—Fare you well, fair gentleman.

Orl. Canl not fay, I thank you? My better parts
Are all thrown down ; and that which here ftands up,
Is but a quintaine, a mere lifelefs block *.

Re.

3 His youngeft fon ;=] The words ¢ than to be defcended from any
other hout, however high,™ muft be underftvod. Orlando is replying
%0 the duke, who is juft gone out, and had faid,
Thou fhould’ft have better pleas’d me with this deed,
Hadft thou defcended from another houfe. MavroxE.

4 w—out of [uits with fortune,] 1 believe means, turned.out of her
{ervice, and ftripp’d of her livery. STervEens.

Sc afterwards Celia fays, ¢“—but turning thefe jefts cut of [ervicey
et us talk in good earneft.” MaroNE, .

5 Is but a quintaine, a mere lifelefs block.]"R quintaine was a or
$utt fet up for feveral kinds of martial exercifes, againft which they
threw their darts and exercifed their arms, The allufion is beautiful.
I am, fays Orlando, only a quintaine, a lifelefs block on which lowe only
exersifes bis arms in jeft 5 the great difparity of condition between Rofa-
lind and me not fuffering me to bope that love will ever make a ferious
watter of it. WARBURTON.

Dr, Warburton’s explanation would, I think, have been lefs excep-

K3 tionable,
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Rof. He calls us back: My pride fell with my for-
tunes : v ;

. ru
tionable, had it been more fimple : yet he is here charged with a fault
of which he is feldom guilty, want of refinement. < This,” fays Mr.,
Guthrie, ¢ is but an imperfeét (to call iz noworfe) explanation of a beau-
tiful paflage. The guintaine was not the obje of the darts and arms ;
it was a ftake, driven into a field, upon which were hung a fhield and
trophies of war, at which they fhot, darted, or rode with a lance.
When the fhield and trophies were all thrown down, the quintaine re-
mained. Without this information, how could the reader underftand
the allufion of—¢ my better parts

¢ Are all thrown down.”

In the prefent edition I havesavoided as much as poffible all kind of
controverfy ; but in thofe cafes where errors by having been long adopt-
ed are become inveterate, it becomes in fome meafure neceflary to the
enforcement of truth.

It is a common but 2 very dangerous miftake, to fuppofe, that the
interpretation which gives moft fpirit to a paffage is the true one. In
confequence of this notion two pafiages of our author, cne in Macbeth,
and another in Othello, have been refined, as I conceive, intp a meaning
that, I believe, was not in his thoughts. If the moft fpirited interpre-
tation that can be imagined, happens to be inconfifteat with his general
manner, and the phrafeology both of him and his contemporaries, or to
be founded on a cuftom which did not exift in his age, moft affuredly it
33 a falfe interpretation. Of the latter kind is Mr, Guthrie’s explana-
tion ‘of the patlage befare us.

The military exercife of the guintaine is as ancient as the time of the
Romans ; and we find from Mathew Paris, that it fubfifted in England
in the thirteenth century. < Tentoria variis ornamentorum ‘generibus
venuftantur ; terree infixis fudibus fcuta apponuntur, quibus in craftic e
num guintane ludus, fcilicet equeftris, exerceretur.”™ M. Paris, ad
ann. 1253. Thefe probably were the very words that Mr, Guthrie
had in contemplation. But Mathew Paris made no part of Shakfpeare's
library ; nor is it at all material to our prefent point what were the
cuftoms of any century preceding that in which he lived. In his time
without any doubt the Quintaine was not a military exercife of tilting,
but amere ruftick fport. So Mintheu, in hisD1cT. 1617 € A guintaine
or quintelle, a game in requeft at marriages, when Jac and Tom, Die,
Hob and Will ftrive for the gay garland,™ So alfo Randolph at fome~
what a later period [Poems, 1642.]:

¢ Foot-ball with us may be with them [the Spaniards] balloone 3
¢¢ As they at ti/ts, {0 we at guintaine runse §
¢ And thofe old paftimes relith beft with me,
¢ That have leaft art, and moft fimplicitie.”
But
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I’ll afk him what he would :—Did you call, fir ?—
Sir, you have wreftled well, and overthrown
More than your enemies.
Cel. Will you go, coz?
Rof. Have with you :—Fare you well.
[Exeunt RosarinD and CELIA.
Orl. What paffion hangs thefe weights upon my tongue ?
I cannot fpeaE to her, yet the urg’d conference.

Enter Le Beav.

O poor Orlando! thou art ovérthrown;

Or Charles, or fomething weaker, mafters thee.
Le Beau. Good fir, I do in friendfhip counfel you

To leave this place: Albeit you have Seferv’d

High commendation, true applaufe, and love ;

But old Stowe has put this matter beyond a doubt; for in his Svr-
vEY oF LonpoN, printed only two years before this play appeared, he
has given us the figure of a quintaine, as reprefented in the margin.

«¢1 have feen (fays he) a Quinten fet up on
Cornehill, by the Leaden Hall, where the
attendants on the lords of merry difports
have runne, and made greate paftime ; for
hee that hit not the broad end of the quin-
ten was of all men Jaughed to fcorne ; and
hee that kit it full, if he rid not the fafter,
had a found blow in his necke with a bagge
full of {ind hanged on the otherend.” Here,
we fee, were no thields hung, no trophies of
war to be thrown down. ¢ The great "
defign of the fport,” fays Dr. Plott in his HisT. of OxrorpsHIRE, ‘I8
to try both man and horfe, and to break the board ; which whoever does,
is for the time Princeps juventutis.”—Shakfpeare’s fimiles feldom cor-
refpond on both fides. ¢ My better parts being all thrown dewn, my
youtbful [pirit being fubdued by the power of beauty, I am now (fays Or-
lando) as inanimate as a en quintaine is (not when its better parts
are thrown down, but as that lifelefs block is at all times).” Such, per~
haps, is the meaning, If however the words, ¢ better parts,” are to be
applied to the quintaine, as well as to the fpeaker, the board above-
mentioned, and not any fbield or trophy, muft have been alluded to,

Our author hasin Macbetb ufed ¢ my better part of man” for manly

v
# “ Accurfed be the tongue that tells me fo,

¢ For it has cow'd my berter part of man. MaALoNE.
K 4 Yet
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Yet fuch is now the duke’s condition®,
That he mifconftrues all that you have done :
The duke is humourous ; what he is, indeed,
More fuits you to conceive, than me to {fpeak of 7.
Orl. 1 thank you, fir: and, pray you, tell me this ;
Which of the two was daughter of the duke
That here was at the wreftling ?
Le Beau, Neither his daughter, if we judge by man-
Ners 3
But yet, indeed, the fmaller® is his daughter:
The other 15 daughter to the banifh’d duke,
And here detain’d by her gfurping uncle,
Te keep his daughter company ; whofe loves
Are dearer than the natural bond of fifters.
But I can tell you, that of late this duke
Hath ta’en difpleafure *gainft his gentle niece ;
Grounded upon no other argument,
But that the people praife her for her virtues,
And pity her for her good father’s-{ake ;
And, on my life, his malice *gainit the lady
Will fudenly break forth.—Sir, fare you weil;
Hereafter, in a better world than this,
1 fhall defire more love and knowledge of you.

6 w— the duke’s condition,] The word condition means charater, tem.
per, difpofition. So Anthonio, the merchant of Venice, is calléd by his
friend the befi-condition’d man. Jounson.

, 7 = than me to fpeak of.] The old copy has——than I. Correéted by
Mr, Rowes MALONE.

8 e the fmalier—] The old copy reads—the tallere STEEVENS,

For the emendation now made the prefent editor is anfwerable, Some
change is abfolutely neceffary , for Rofalind, in a fubfequent icene, ex~
prefsly fays that fbeis ¢ more than common fsa//,” and affigns that as
a reafon for her affuming the drefs of a man, while her coufin Celia
retained her female apparel. Again, in A& IV, fc. iii. Celia is de~
fcribed by thefe words— the woman /s, and browner than her bro-
ther;” i.c. Rofalind. Mr. Popexeads—<< the fborter is his daughter ;”
which has been admitted in all the fubfequent editions: but fureiy
JPorter and zaller could never have been confounded by either the eye or
the ear. 'The prelent emendation, it is heped, has a preferable claim
to a place in the text, as being much ncarer to the corrupted reading.

Marone,

Orl.
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Or/. I reft much bounden to you: fare you well!
[Exit Le Beav.
Thys muft I from the fmoke into the fmother ;
From tyrant duke, unto a tyrant brother :—
But heavenly Rofalind ! [Exiz.

SCENE IIL

A Room in the Palace.
Enter CEL1A and RosaLinD.

Cel. Why, coufin ; why, Rofalind ;—Cupid have mer-
cy !—Not a word ? 4

Ro/. Nbt one to throw at a dog.

Cel. No, thy words are too precious to be caft away
upon curs, throw fome of them at me; come, lame me
with reafons.

Ro/. Then there were two coufins laid up ; when the
one fhould be lamed with reafons, and the other mad
without any.

Cel. Butis all this for your father ?

Rof. No, fome of it is for my child’s father®: O, how
full of briars is this working-day world !

Cel. They are but burs, coufin, thrown upon thee in
holyday foolery ; if we walk not in the trodden paths, our
very petticoats will catch them.

Ro/. I could fhake them off my coat ; thefe burs arein
my heart.

LCel. Hem them away.

Rof. I would try; ify I could cry hem, and have him.

Cel, Come, come, wreftle with thy afretions.

quf._ O, they take the part of a better wreitler than
myfelf,

Cel. O, a good wifh upon you! you will try in time,
n defpight of a fall.—But, turning thefe jefts out of fer-
vice, let us talk in good earneft: Is it poflible on fuch a

S — for my child’s fatber :] i. e. for him whom I hope to marry,
and have children by, THEoBALD.

fudden
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fudden you fhould fall into fo ftrong a liking with old fir
Rowland’s youngeft fon ? '

Ryf. The duke my father lov’d his father dearly.

Cel. Doth it therefore enfue, that you fhould love his
fon dearly ? By this kind of chafe*, I fhould hate him,
for my father hated his father dearly ; yet I hate not Or-
Yando.

Rof. No, faith, hate him not, for my fake.

Cel. Why fhould I not ? doth he not deferve well *?2

Enter Duke FREDERICK, with Lords.

Ro/. Let me love him for that; and do you love him,
becaufe I do :—Look, here comes the duke.
Cel. With his eyes full of anger.
Dule F. Miftrefs, difpatch you with your fafeft hafte,
And get you from our court.
Ro/. Me, uncle?
Duke F. You, coufin :
Within thefe ten days if that thou be’ft found
So near our publick court as twenty miles,
Thou dieft for it.
Ro/. 1 do befeech your grace,
Let me the knowledge of my fault bear with me :
If with myfelf I hold intelligence,
Or have acquaintance with mine own defires ;

1 By this kind of chafe,] That is, by this way of f/alla-win the ar-
gument. Dear is ufed by Shak{peare in a double fenfe, for lu% d, and
for kurtful, bated, baleful. Both fenfes are authorifed, and both drawn
from etymology ; but properly, belowed is dear, and bateful is dere.
Rofalind ufes dearly in the good, and Celia in the bad fenfe. Jonnson.

2 Why ‘bo-ld I'not? doth be mot deferwve well 7] Celia anfwers Ro-
falind, (who had defired her ¢ not to bate Orlando, for her fake,”) as
if fhe had faid—¢¢ Jowe him, for my fake:" to which the former replies,
¢« Why fhould I not [i. e. love him] ? So, in the following paffage, ia
King Heary V1II.

“

Which of the peers
¢ Have uncontemn’d gone by him, or at leaft
¢¢ Sharply negleéted
uncontemn'd muft be underftood as if the author had written—mor con-
temn’d; otherwife the fubfequent words would convey a meaning direét-
ly contrary to what the fpeaker intendss, Marone.
If
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If that I do not dream, or be not frantick,
(As I do truft, I am not,) then, dear uncle,
Never, fo much asin a thought unborn,
Did I offend your highnefs.
Duke F. Thus do all traitors ;
If their purgation did confilt in words,
They are as innocent as grace itfelf :—
Let 1t fuffice thee, that I truft thee not.
Rof. Yet your miftruft cannot make me a traitor:
Tell me, whereon the likelihoods depend.
Duke F. Thou art thy father’s daughter, there’s enough.
Ro/. So was I, when your highnefs took his dukedom;
So was I, when your highnc'f(s banifh’d him :
Treafon*is not inherited, my lord ;
Or, if we did derive it from our friends,
What’s that to me ? my father was no traitor:
Then, good my liege, miftake me not fo much,
To think my poverty is treacherous.
Cel. Dear overeign, hear me fpeak.
Duke F. Ay, Cehia; we ftay’d icr for your fake,
Elfe had fhe with her father rang’d along.
Cel. 1 did not then entreat to have her ftay,
It was your pleafure, and your own remorfe ;
I was too young that time to value her,
But now I know her : if fhe be a traitor,
WHhy foam I; we ftill have flept together,
Rofe at an inftant, learn’d, play’d, eat together ;
And wherefoe’er we went, like Juno’s fwans,
Still we went coupled, and infeperable.
Duke F. She is too fubtle tor thee ; and her fmoothnefs,
Her Kery filence, land her patience,hc
Speak to the e, and they pity her.
T%xeou arta f'ocl:leoP fhe robs thez gf zhy name ;
And thou wilt fhow more bright, and feem more vir-
tuous 3,

139

3 And thou will fhow more bright, and feem more wirtuousy] When
the was feen alone, fhe would be more noteds  JonNsow.



140 AS YOU LDKE IT,

‘When fhe is gone : then open not thy lips ;
Firm and irrevocable is my doom
Which I have paft upon her ; fhe is banith’d. )
Cel. Pronounce that fentence then on me, my liege 3
1 cannot live out of her company. .
Duke F. You are a fool :=You, niece, provide yourfelf,
If you out-ftay the time, upon mine honour,
And in the greatnefs of my word, you die.
Exeunt Duke FRED. and Lords.
Cel. O my poor Rofalind ! whither wilt thou go 2
Wilt thou change fathers ? I will give thee mine.
I charge thee, be not thou mere griev’d than I am.
Ro/. T have more caufe.
Cel. Thou haft not, coufin;
- Prythee, be cheerful : know’ft thou not, the duke
Hath banifh’d me his daughter ?
Rof. That he hath not,
Cel. No? hath not? Rofalind lacks then the love
Which teacheth thee that thou and I am one*:
Shall we be funder’d ? fhall we part, fweet girl# .
No ; let my father feek another heir.
Therefore devife with me, how we may fly,
Whither to go, and what to bear with us:
And do not feek to take your change upon yous,
‘To bear your griefs yourzi':lf, and leave me out ; ‘
For, by this heaven, now at our forrows pale,
Say what thou canft, I’ll go along with thee.
Roj. Why, whither thall we go ?
Cel. Tofeek my uncle in the foreft of Arden.
Rof. Alas, whatdanger will it be to us,
Maids as we are, to travel forth fo far? (
Beauty provoketh thieves fooner than gold.

4

Rofalind lacks then the lowe

Which teacherh thee that thou and I am one :] The fenfe of the
eftablithed text [which Dr. Warburton changed tow=teacheth me—] is
mot remote or obfcure, Where would be the abfurdity of faying, Zox

Anow not the law which teaches you to do right # JounNson.
S w=to take your change upon you,]i. e. to take your change orreverfe
of fortune upon yourlelt, without any aid or participation, M .u.ocr:' :;.
. tle
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Cel. Il put myfelf in poor and mean attire,
And with a kind of umber {mirch my face$;
The like do you ; fo fhall we pafs along,
And never ftir affailants.
Rof. Were it not better,
Becaufe that I am more than common tall,
That I did fuit me all points like a man?
A gallant curtle-ax 7 upon my thigh,
A boar-fpear in my hand ; and (in my heart
Lie there what hidden woman’s fear there will)
We’ll have a fwathing and a martial outfide *;
As many other manmifh cowgrds have,
That do outface it with their femblances.
Cel, What fhall I call thee, when thou arta man ?
Ro/. T’ll have no worfe a name than Jove’s own page 3
And therefore look you call me Ganimed.
But what will you be call’d ?
Cel. Something that hath a reference to my ftate ;
No longer Celia, but Aliena,
R/ But, coufin, what if we aflay’d to fteal
The clownifh fool out of your father’s court ?
Would he not be a comfort to our travel ?
Cel. He'll go alang o’er the wide world with me 3
Leave me alone towoo him : Let’s away,
And get our jewels and our wealth together ;
Deviﬁ: the fitteft time, and fafeft way
To hide us from purfuit that will be made
After my flight : Now go we in content * ;
To liberty, and not to banifhment.

€ And with a kind of umber fmirch my face;] Umber is a dukky
yellow-coloured earth, brought from Umbria in Italy. See a note on
¢t the umber'd fires,” in K. Henry V. A& III. MavLoNE.

7 we curtle-axe,] or cutlace, a broad fword. Jownson.

8 v a (wathing and a martial outfide;] A fwafbing eutfide is an
appearance of noify, bullying valour. Swafbing biow is ufed in Romep
and Fuliet. STEEVENS,

* Now go we in content 5] The old copy reads—Now go in we con-
tent. Correfted by the editor of the fecond folio. T am not fure that
the tranfpofition is neceffarys Our author might have ufed content as
an adjective. MaLONE,

4 ACT
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ACT II. SCENE 1L
The foreft of Arden. i
Enter Duke fenior, AM1ENs, and other Lords, in the

drefs of foreflers.

Duke §. Now, my co-mates, and brothers in exile,
Hath not old cuftom made this life more fweet
‘Than that of painted pomp ? Are not thefe woods
More free from peril than the envious court ?
Here feel we but the penalty of Adam *,

The feafons’ difference ; as, the icy fang,

And churlith chiding of the winter’s wind ;
Which when it bites and blows upon my body, «
Even till I fhrink with cold, I{mile, and {ay,—
This is no flattery : thefe are counfellors

That feelingly perfuade me what I am.

Sweet are the ufes of adverfity;

Which, like the toad, ugly and venomous,
Wears yet a precious jewel in his head * :

And this our life, exempt from publick haunt,

T Here feel we but the penalty of Adam,? The old copy reads—ernor
the penalty. The emendation is Mr. Theobald’s. ¢ But and not (he ob-
ferves, ) are often confounded in the old editions. The being fenfible of the

-feafons’ difference, (he adds) was the penalty alluded to, which the Duke
acknowledges, * feelingly perfuades him what he is.” 5

As not has here taken the place of bus, fo, in Coriolanus, A& I,
fc. iii. due is printed inftead of ot :

¢ Cor. Ay, but mine own defire.

¢¢ 1. Cit. How ! zot your own defire " MaAroNE.

3 Which, like the tead, ugly and venomous, :
Pears yet a precious jewel in bis bead :] It was the current opinion

in Shakfpeare’s time, that in the head of an old toad was to be found a
ftone, or pearl, to which great virtues were afcribed. This ftone has
been often fought, but nothing has been found more than accidental or
perhaps morbid indurations of the fkull. = Jonnsox.

In a book called A4 Green Forefty or a Natural Hiffory, &c. by John
Maplett, 1567, is the following account of this imaginary gem: ¢ In
this ftone is apparently feene verie often the verie ferme of a tode, with
dzfpotted and coloured feete, but thofe uglye and defufedly, It is avail-
able againft envenoming.”  Pliny, in the 32d book of his Nar. Hiftery,
afcribes many wonderful qualities to a done found in the right fide of a
‘#oad, but makes no mention of any gem in itshead. STEEVENS.

- Finds



AS YOJU LIKE IT. 143

Finds tongues in trees, books in the running brooks,
Sermons 1n ftones, and good in every thing.

Ami. I would not change it3: Happy is your grace,
That can tranflate the ftubbornnefs of fortune
Into fo quiet and fo fweet a ftile.

Duke S. Come, fhall we go and kill us venifon ?
And yet it irks me, the poor da}}pled fools ¥,
Being native burghers of this defert city 4,
Should, in their own confines, with forked heads *
Have their round haunches gor’d.

1. Lord. Indeed, my lord,
The melancholy Jaques grieves at that ;
And, in that kind, fwears ysu do more ufurp
Than doth your brother that hath banifh’d you.
To-day my lord of Amiens, and myfelf,
Did fteal behindhim, as he lay along
Under an oak ¢, whofe antique root peeps out
Upon the brook that brawls along this wood :
"To the which place a poor fequefter’d ftag,
That from the hunters’ aim had ta’en a hurt,
Did come to languifh ; and, indeed, my lord,
The wretched animal heav’d forth fuch groans,

3 I awould not change it:] Mr. Upton, not without probability, gives
thefe words o the Duke, and makes Amiens begin : Happy is your
grace. JOHNSON.

* a— tbe poor dappled fools,] See Vol.IT. pe233, ne®*. Maroxe.

4 — native burghers of this defert city,] In Sidney's Arcadia, the
deer are called ¢« the wild burgeffes of the foreft.” STrEvENS.

A kindred exprefiion is found in Lodge’s Rofalynde, 1590

¢ About her wond’ring ftood
¢ The citizens o' the wood.”
Our author afterwards ufes this very phrafe ¢
¢ Sweep on, you fat and greafy citizens.” Maronz.

S e with forked beads] i. e, with arrows, the points of which were
darbed. STIEVENS. ;

© as be lay along

Under an oak, &c.
¢« There at the foot of yonder nodding beech
¢ That wreathes its old fantaftick roots fo high,
¢ His liftlefs length at noon-tide wou!d he ftretch,
% And pore upon the brook that babbles by.” Gray's Elegy.
STERVENS

That
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That their difcharge did ftretch his leathern coat
Almoft to burfting ; and the big round tears ?
Cours’d one another down his innocent nofe
In piteous chafe: and thus the hairy fool, :
Much marked of the melancholy Jaques,
Stood on the extremeft verge of the fwift brook,
Augmenting it with tears.

Duke.S. gm what {aid Jaques ?
Did he not moralize this {pectacle ?

1. Lord. O, yes, into a thoufand fimiles.
Firft, for his weeping in the neediefs ftream ®;
Poor deer, quoth he, thou mak’f} a t¢ffament
As worldings do, giving thy Jum of more
T o that ahich bad teo much® : Then, being tltere alone,
Left and abandon’d of his velvet friends®;

*Tis right, quath he 5 thus mifery doth part

The flux of company : Anon, a carelefs herd,

Full of the pafture, jumps along by him,

And never ftays to greet him ; 4y, quoth Jaques,
Saweep on, you fat and greafy citizens ;

*Tis juft the fafbion - Wherefore.do you look

Upon that poor and broken bankrupt there ?

7w the big round tears &c,] It is faid in one of the marginal notes
1o a fimilar paflage in the 13th Song of Drayton’s Polyo/bion, that¢ the
hart weepeth at his dying: his tears are held to be precious inemedi--
cine.,” STEEVENS,
8w in the needlefs Bream 5] The ftream that wanted not fuch a fup-
ply of moifture. The old copy bas into, caught probably by the com-
pofitor’s eye from the line above. The correétion was made by Mr.
Pope. MaLoNE.
9 To that which bad too much :] Old Copy=—too myff. Correéted
by the editor of the fecond felio. Maroxz. .
Shaicfpeare has almoft the fame thought in his Lower's Complaint :
“ in a rive .
¢ Upon whofe weeping margin fhe was fet,
_ ¢ Like ufury, applying wet to wet.”
Again, in K. Henry V1. P. YIL. A& V. fcoiv ¢
¢ With tearful eyes add water to the fea,
“ And give more ftrength to thar awbick bath 100 much. STEEV.
= of bis welver friends;] The old copy has friexd. Correéted by
Mr. Rowe. MalroxNz. ;

Thus
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Thas moft inve&ively he pierceth through

The body of country *, city, court,

Yea, and of this our life : fwearing, that we

Are there ufurpers, tyrants, and what’s Worfe,

To fricht the animals, and to kill them up,

In their affign’d and native dwelling place. .
Duke §. And did you leave him in this contemplation ?
z. Lord. We did, my lord, weeping and commenting

Upon the fobbing deer.

Dutke S, Show me the place ;
1 love to cope him ? in thefe fullen fits, ¢
For then he’s full of matter. | %

1. Lord. I’ll bring you to him ftraight. [Exeunt.

SCENE II
A Room in the Palace.

Enter Duke FrEvER1CK, Lords, and Attendants.

Dutke F. Can it be poflible, that no man {aw them ?
It cannot be : fome villains of my court
Are of confent and fufferance in this.
1. Lord, 1 cannot hear of any that did fee her.
The ladies, her attendants of her chantber,
Suw her a-bed ; and, in the morning early, -
"They found the bed untreafur’d of their miftrefs.
‘2. L3rd. My lord, the roynifh clown 4, at whom fo oft
«Your grace was wont to laugh, is alfo mifling.
Hefperia, the princefs’ gentlewoman,
Confefles, that the fecretly o’er-heard

2 The body of country=] Country is here ufed as a trifyllable. So

again, in Twelfth Night :
¢ The like of him. Know’t thou this country?”

The editor of the fecond folio, who appears to hive been utterly ig-
norant of our author’s phrafeology and metre, reads—The body of the -
country, &c. which has been followed by all the fubfequent editors.

Matoxe.

3 wm to copebim] To encounter him ; to engage with him. Jomws,

4 —= the ropnifb clown,] Roynifb from rogneux, Fr.mangy, fcurvy.
We are not to fuppofe the word is literally employed by Shakipeare, but
in the fame fenfe that the French fill ufe carggae, a term of which Mo-
Yicre is not very fparing in fome of his pieces. STEEvENS.

Vou. III. L Your
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Your daughter and her coufin much commend
The parts and graces of the wreftler 5
"That did but lately foil the finewy Charles ;
And fhe believes, wherever they are gone,
‘That youth is furely in their company.
Duke F. Send to his brother ; fetch that gallant hither ;
If he be abfent, bring his brother to me,
P’ll make him find him : do this {uddenly ;
And let not fearch and inquifition quail °
To bring again thefe foolifh runaways. [Exexnt.

SC E‘N E NI
Before Oliver’s Houfe. .
Enter OrLANDO and ApaM, meeting.
Orl. Who’s there ?
Adam. What! my young mafter ?—-O, my gentle
mafter, -~
O, my fweet mafter, O you memory ?
Of old fir Rowland ! why, what make you here ?
Why are you virtuous ? Why do people love you?

And wherefore are you gentle, ftrong, and valiant ?
Why would you be fo fond to overcome
The bony prifer® of the humorous duke ?

Your
5w of the wreftler] Wrefiler is here ufed as a trifyllable. MALONE

6 — quail] To guail is to faint, to fink into deje@ion. So, in
Cymbeline :
“

which my falfe {pirits
¢ Quail to remember,” STEEVENS.

7 0 you memory=~] Memory for memorial. STERVENS.

So (as Mr. Steevens has fhewn) the word was frequently ufed by our
author’s contemporaries. MALoNE,

& The bony prifer—] In the former editions, The bonny prifer. We
hould read——bony prifer. For this wreftler is characterifed for his
firength and bulk, not for hie gaiety or good-humour. WARBURTON.

So Milton: ¢ Giants of mighty hone.™ JouwsoN.

So, in the Romance of §yr Degore, bl. 1. no date 3

¢ This is a man all for the nones,
¢ For he is a man of great bones.”

Bonny, however, may be the true reading. So, in K. Henry V1. P. 1L
A& V: ¢ Even of the bonny beaft he lov'd fo well,” STExvENS.

4 The
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Your praife is come too fwiftly home before you.

Know you not, mafter, to fome kind of men®

Their graces ferve them but as enemies ?

No more do yours ; your virtues, gentle matfter,

Are fantified and holy traitors to you.

O, what aworld is this, when what is comely

Envenoms him that bears it !
Orl. Why, what’s the matter ?
Adam. O unhappy youth,

Come not within thefe doors ; within this roof

The enemy of all your graces lives :

Your brother—(no, noirothsr; yet the fon—

Yet not the fon ;I will not cail him fon—

Of him I was about to call his father,)

Hath heard your praifes ; and this night he means

To burn the lodging where you ufe to lie,

And you within 1t : if he fail of that,

He will have other means to cut you off :

I overheard him, and his pratices.

This is no place *, this houfe is but a butchery ;

Abbor it, fear it, donot enter it.
Orl. Why, whither, Adam, would’ft thou have me go ¢
Adam. No matter whither, ﬂyou come not here.
.Orl. What, would’ft thou have me go and beg my food ?

Or, with a bafe and boifterous fword, enforce

A thievifh living on the common road ?

This I muft do, or know not what to do :

3

The word bonny occurs more than once in the novel from which this
play of As you like it is taken. It is likewife much ufed by the com-
mon people in the northern counties. 1 believe, however, 4oy to be
the true reading. MaLoNE.

9 — to fome kind of men] Ol Copy=feeme kind., Correted by the
editor of the fecond folio. MaLoNE. (

1 This is no place, | Place here fignifies a feat, a manfion, a refidence.
So, in the firt Book of Samuel: ¢ Saul fet him up a place, and is gone
down to Gilgal.” We fiill ufe the word in compound with another, as
—St. James's place, Rathboiu place; and Crolby place in K. Rickard
III. &c. STEEVENS.

Our author ufes this word again in the fame fenfe in his Lowver’s Com-
plaint ; ¢¢ Love lack’d a dwelling, and madc him her place.”

Plas, in the Welch language, fignifies a manhon-houfe. Marone,

L2 Yet
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Yet this I will not do; do how I ¢an ;
I rather will fubje& me to the malice
Of a diverted blood ?, and bloody brother.

Adam. But do not fo: I have five hundred erowns,
The thrifty hire I fav’d under your father,
Which I did ftore, tc be my fofter-nurfe,
When fervice thould 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 {parrow,

Be comfort to my age ! Here is the gold ;
All this I give you: Let mg be your fervant;
Though I look old, yet I am ftrong and lufty :
For in my youth I never did apply !
Hot and rebellious liquors in my blood * ;

Nor did not with unbafhful forehead woo

The means of weaknefs and debility ;
Therefore my age is as a lufty winter,

Frofty, but kindly : let me go with you ;

1’1l do the fervice of 2 younger man

In all your bufinefs and neceffities.

Orl. O good old man; how well in thee appears
The conftant fervice of the antique world,
When fervice fweat for duty, not for meed !
Thou art not for the fathion of thefe times,
‘Where none will {weat, but for promotion ;
And having that, do choke their fervice up
Even with the having # : itis not {fo with thee,
But, poor old man, thou prun’ft a rotten tree,

2% we diverted blood,] Blood turned out of the courfe of nature.
Jounsow.
So, in our author’s Lowver's Complaint :
¢ Sometimes diverted, their poor bails are tied
¢ To the orbed earth—.” Mavrone.

3« rebellious liguors in my bloed ;] That is, liquors which inflame
the blood or fenfual paflions, and incite them to rebcl againft Reafon,
S0, in Otbello :

¢ For there’s a young and fweating devil here,
¢ That commonly rebe/s.”” MALONE.
. 4 Even with the bawing :] Even with the prometion gained by fervice
4s fervice extinguifhed. JorwsoN,
That
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That cannot {o much as a bloffom yield,
In lieu of all thy pains and hufbandry :
Bug come'thy ways, we’ll go along together ;
And ere we have thy youthful wages fpent,
We’ll light upon fome fettled low content.

Adam, Mafter, go on; and I will follow thee,
To the laft gafp, with truth and loyalty.—
From feventeen years * till now almoft fourfcore
Here lived I, but now live here no more.
At feventeen years many their fortunes feek ;
But at fourfcore, it is too late a week :
Yet fortune cannot recompence me better,
Than tg die well, and not my mafter’s debtor, [Exeunt.

SCENE IV,
T&e Foreft.

Enter Rosavinp in boy’s chaths, Ceria dreff like a
Shepherde/s, and ToucHsTONE. ’

Rof. O Jupiter! how weary are my {pirits ¢!

Zouch. I care not for my fpirits, if my legs were not
weary.

R/ T could find in my heart to difgrace my man’s
apparel, and to cry like a woman : but I muft comfort the
weaker veflel, as doublet and hofe ought to fhow itfelf
courageous to petticoat ; therefore, courage, good Aliena.

Cel. I pray you, bear withme; I cannot go no further.

ouch. For my part, I had rather bear with you, than

§ From feventeen years—] The old copy reads——/eventy. The cor-
sedtion, which is fully fupported by the context, was made by Mr.
Rowe. Marons. '

6 0 Jupiter! bow weary are my [pirits /1 She invokes Jupiter, be-
caufe he was fuppofed to be always in good fpirits. So afterwards :
¢ O moft gentle Fupiter {"—A Fovial man was a common phrafe in
our author’s time. One of Randolph’s plays is called ArisTiPPrUsS,
or the {:v.al Pbi/afapb(ri and a comedy of Broome’s, The Jovial Creaw,
or the Merry Beggars. 'The old ¢opy readse—how merry. ~ The emen=
dation, which the context and the clown's reply render certain, was
made by Mr, Theobald, Maronz. d

. Ls beas
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bear you?: yet I fhould bear no crofs®, if I did bear
you ; for, I think you have no money in your purfe.

Rof. Well, this s the foreft of Arden.

Touch. Ay;how am Jin Arden : the more fool I ; when
T was at home, I was in a better place; but travellers
muft be contept.

Raf. Ay, be fo, good Touchftone :—Look you, who
comes here ; a young man, and an old, in folemn talk.

Enter CorinN and SiLvivus,

Cor. That is the way to make her {corn you ftill.
§il. O Corin, that thou knew’ft how I do love her!
_Cor. I partly guefs ; for I have lov’d ere now.
8il. No, Corin, being old, thou canft not guefs 3
Though in thy youth thou waft as true a lover,
As ever figh’d upon a midnight pillow :
But if thy love were ever like to mine,
(As fure I think did never man love {o,)
How many altions moft ridiculous
Haft thou been drawr: to by thy fantafy ?
Cor, Into a thoufand that I have forgotten.
8il. O, thou didft then ne’er love fo heartily :
If thou remember’ft not the flighteft folly ®
That ever love did make thee run into,
"Thou haft not lov’d :
Or if thou haft not fat as I do now,

7 == I had rather bear with you than bear you.] This jingle is re.
peated in K. Rirbard 111 :
¢ You mean to bear me, not to bear with me.” STEEVENS.
8w yet I fhould bear no crofs,] A crofs was a piece of money ftamped
with a ¢rofs. Qn this our author is perpetually quibbling, STEEVENS.
9 If thou remember'f not the flightsff folly] I am inclined to believe
that from this paflage Suckling tocﬁ: the hint of his fong :
€ Honcft lover, whofcever,
¢ If in all thy love there ewer
€ Were one waw'ring theught, if thy flame
€ Were not fiill even, fill the [ame,
“« Iq('mw thisy
€ Thou low’f amifs,
¢ And to la-ﬁ;le ln£,

¢ Thou muft begin again, and love anew. &c, JomNsow.
Wearying

'
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Wearying thy hearer* in thy miftrefs’ praife,
e Thou haft not lov’d :
b Or if thoughaft not broke from company,
Abruiptly, as my paffion now makes me,
Thou haft not lov’d :=—O Phebe, Phebe, Phebe!
}ﬁxi! SiLvius.,
Rof. Alas, poor fhepherd! fearching of thy wound®,
I have by hard adventure found mine own.
" Zouch. And I mine: I remember, when I was in love,
I broke my fword upon a ftone, and bid him take that for
coming o’night to f:nc Smile: and I remember the kifl-
ing of her batlet?, and the cow’s dugs that her pretty
chop’d hands had milk’d : and I remember the wooing
of a peafcdd inftead of her ; from whom I took two * cods,
and, giving her them again, faid with weeping tears%,

151

¥ Wearying thy bearer—] The old copy has—avearing. Correfted
by the editor of the fecond folio. I am not fure that the emendation is
neceflary, though it has been adopted by all the editors. Mavronz.

2 wm of thy wound=—] The old copy has—théy would. The latter
word was corrected by the editor of the fecond folro, the other by Mr.
Rowe. Marone.

3 e batlety=] The inftrument with which wathers beat their coarfe
cloaths. Jounson.

Old Copy—batler. Correfted in the fecond folio. MArLoNE.

4 — two codsy] For cods it would be more like fenfe to read peas,
which having the fhape of pearls, refggmbled the sommon prefents of
loverss JorNson.

= Ina fchedule of jewels in the 15th vol. of Rymci's Federa, we find,
¢ Item, two peafcoddes of gold, with 17 pearles.” Farmex.

Peafcods was the ancient term for peas as they are brought to market,
So, in The Hal?Man'J Fortune, by B. and Fletcher : ¢ Shalt feed on
delicates, the firlt peafcods, ftrawberries.” STEEVENS.

In the following paffage, however, Touchftone’s prefent certainly fig-
nifies not the pea but the pod, and fo, I believe, the word is ufed here.
«¢ He [Richard IL] alfo ufed a peafced branch with the cods open, but
the peas out, as it is upen his robe in his monument at Weftminfter.”
Camden’s Remaines, 1614. Here we fee the cods and not the peas were
worn. Why Shakfpeare ufed the former word rather than pods, which
appears to have had the (ame meaning, isobvious. Mavonz.

§ — aweeping tears,| A ridiculous expreffion from a fonnetin Lodge’s
Rofalynd, the nevel on which this comedy is founded. It likewife occurs
in'the old anonymous play of the Vifries of K. Henry V. STREVENS.

The fame expreffion occurs alfo in Ledge’s Doraflus and Fawnia, on
which tbe Winter's Tale is founded. Maiong,

L4 Wear
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Wear thefe for my fake. Wiz, that are true lovers, rut
into ftrange capers ; but as zil is mortal in nature, fo is &
all nature in love mortal in folly . ( 2

Ro/. Thou fpeak’ft wifer, than thou art ’ware of.

Touch. Nay, I fhall ne’er be *ware of miie own wit,
till I break my fhins againft it. -

Rof. Jove ! Jove! this fhepherd’s paflion is much upon
my fathion.
Touch. And mine; but it grows fomething ftale with
me. .

Cel. 1 pray you, one of you queftion yon man,
If he for gold will give us apy food ;
I faint almoft to death.

Touch. Holla; you, clown!

Ro/. Peace, fool ; he’s not thy kinfman,

Cor. Who calls ?

Touch. Your betters, fir.

Cor. Elfe are they very wretched,

Rof. Peace, 1{ay :—Good even to you, friend?.

Cor. And to you, gentle fir, and to you all,

Rof. I pr'ythee, fhepherd, if that love, or gold,
Can in this defert place buy entertainment,
Bring us where we may reft ourfelves, and feed :
Here’s a young maid with travel much opprefs’d,
And faints for {fuccour.

Cor. Fair fir, I pity her,
And with for her fake, more than for mine own, -
My fortunes were more able to relieve her ;
But I am fhepherd to another man,
And do not fheer the fleeces that I graze ;
My mafter is of churlifh difpofition,
And little recks to find the way to heaven

6 — fo is all mature in love mortal in folly.] This expreffion Ido not
well underftand. In the middle counties, mortal, from mort, a great
quantity, is ufed as a particle of amplification ; mortal tall, mortal little.
Of this fenfe I believe Shakfpeare takes advantage to produce one of his
darling equivocations. Thus the meaning will be; jo is all nature in
Jowe abounding in folly. i[ouxson.

7 w= to you, friend.] The old copy reads——to your friend, Correéted
by the editor of the fecond folio. MaLoNE.

4 By
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By doing deeds of hofpitalit} :
~RBgfides, his cote, his flocks] and bounds of feed
I ¥re how oc\_fale, and at our fheep-cote now,
By reaidm ol his abfence, there is nothing
That you mill feed on; but what is, come fee,
And in my ‘voice moft welcome fhall you be®.
Rof. What is pe, that fhall buy his flock and pafture ?
Cor. That young fwain, that you faw here but erewhile,
That little cares fobuying any thing.
Ro/. I pray thee, if it ftand with honefty,
Buy thou the cottage, patture, and the flock,
And thou fhalt have to pay for it of us.
Cel. And we will mend thy wages : I like this place,
And willingly could wafte my time in it.
Cor. Afluredly, the thing is to be fold ;
Go with me ; if you like, upon report,
The foil, the profit, and this kind of life,
I will your very faithful feeder be,
And buy it with your gold right fuddenly. [Exeunt.

SCENE V,
The fame.
Enter AM1ENs, JaQues, and Others.

. S O N G.
Ami. Under the greenwood tree
Who loves to lie avith me,
And tune ® his merry note
Unto the fweet bird’s throat,
Come hither, come bither, come bither 3
Here fball he Jee
No enemy,
But winter and rough weather.

* And in my voice moft welcome fball you be.] In my woice, as far as
I have a voice or vote, as far as I have power to bid you welcome.
OHNSONe
9 And tune—] The old copy has rurme. Correted by Mr. Pope.
80, in The Two Gentlemen of Verona ;
¢ And to the nightingale’s complaining note
. % Tune my diftrefies, and record my woes.” Mavrone.

Jaq.
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Fag. More, more, I pr’yﬁ:c, more. ,

Ami. Jtwill make you melfincholy, monfieur Jaques. _ -

Fag. 1 thank it. More, I pr'ythee, mgre. F can {
fuck melancholy out of a fong, as a weazelgugled eggs :
More, I priythee, more. 'Y

Ami. My voice is ragged”; I know, I rlanot pleafe

Fag. I do not defire you to pleafe m., I do defire you
to fing : Come, more ; another ftarza; Call you them
ftanzas ?

Ami. What you will, monfieur Jaques.

Jag- Nay, I care not for their names; they owe me
nothing : Will you fing ?

Ami. More at your requeit, than to pleafe tuyfelf.

Fag. Well then, if ever I thank any man, I'll thank
you: but that they call compliment, is like the encounter
of two dog-apes ; and when a man thanks me heartily,
methinks, I have given nim a penny, and he renders me
the beggarly thanks. Come, fing ; and you that will not,
hold your tongues. a

Ami. Well, I'll end the fong.—Sirs, cover the while;
the duke will drink under this tree :—he hath been all
this day to look you.

Feq. And I have been all this day.to avoid him. He
is too difputable * for my company : I think of as many
matters as he; but I give heaven thanks, and mike no
boaft of them. Come, warble, come. -

S O N G.

Whe doth ambition foun, [ All together here.]
And loves to live i the fun?,

Seeking the food be eats,

And pleas’d with what be gets,

¥ — my woice is ragged ;] 1. e, broken, and unequal. Mr. Rowe
and the fubfequent editors read—rugged. Our author’s term is yet ufed,

if 1 miftake not, among fingers. In Cymbeline he fpeaks of the fnatches
of the voice, MaLoNE.

% w— difputable—7] for difputations. MavowE.
3 = to liwe i’ the fun,] Tolive i’ the [un, is to labour and ¢ fweat
in the eye of Phabus,™ or, vitam agere fub dio. ToLnET,

Come
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Come hither, come biper, come bither ;
Here fball be fe

155

e you a verfe to this note, that I made
ight of my invention.

If it do come to pafs,
That any man turn afs,
Leawving his wealth angl eafe,
A frubborn awill to pleafe,
Duc dd me, duc ad me, duc ad me;
Here fhall be fee
Grofs fools as he*,
An if be will come to me.
: Ami.

4 If it do come to pafs,

That any man turn afs,

Leaving bis wealth and eafey

A fubborn will to pleafe,

Duc ad me, duc ad me, duc ad me;

Here fhall be fee

Grofs fools as bey &c.] See Hor. Serm. L. 1II. fat, iii,

udire atque togam jubeo componere, quifquis
Agmbitione mala aut argenti pallet amore 5
= o Quifquis luxuria triftive fuperftitione,

Aut alio mentis morbo calet : Huc proprius me,
Dum doceo infanire omnes, vos ordine adite. MAroNE.

Fox Ducdame Sir T. Hanmer, very acutely and judicioufly, reads due
ad me, That is, bring bim to me. JORNSON.

17 Duc ad me were right, Amiens would not have afked its meaning,
and been put off with ¢ a Greek inwocation.” It is evidently a word coin-
ed jor the nonce. We have here, as Butler fays, ¢¢ One for fenfe, and
one for rbyme."—Indeed we muft have a double rbyme ; or this ftanza
cannot well be fung to the fame tune with the former. I read thus:

« Ducdamé, Ducdamé, Ducdame,
¢ Here fhall he fee
¢¢ Grofs fools as he,
¢ An’ if he will come to Ami.”
i e, fo Amicas. Jaques did pot mean to ridicule himfelf, Fuult) R.
uc
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Ami. What’s that duc af me?
Fagq. ’Tis a Greek invocdtion, to call fools into a™~*x2%
Y’ll go fleep if I can ; if I cannot, I’ll rail jfeairicall th
ﬁrﬁiom of EgyptS. ‘

Aui, And F’ll go feek the duke; his *.nquet is pre-

2)

pared. Teunt feverally,

SCENE Vi
Another part of 1l Ffort_’/)‘.
Enter OrLANDO and ADAM.

Adam. Dear mafter, I £an go no further: O, I die for
food! Here lie I down, and meaiure out my grave. Fare-
wel, kind maftey. - ) '

Orl. Why, hownow, Adam! no greater heart in thee ?
Live a little ; comfort a little ; cheer thyfelf a little : If
this uncouth foreft yield any thing favage, I will either
be food for it, or bring it for food to thee. Thy conceic
is nearer death than thy powers. For my fake be com-
fortable ; hold death a while at the arm’s end : I will be
here with thee prefently ; and if I bring thee not {ome-
thing to eat, I’Il give thee leave to die : but if thou dieft
before I come, thou art a mocker of my labour. Well
faid! thoulook’it cheerly : and I'll be with thee quickly.

Duc ad me feems to be a plain allufion to the burthen o “Amiens’s
fong : Come kither, come bither, come bither. That Amiens, wh:isa
courtier, fhould not underftand Latin, or be perfuaded it was Greek, 1s
no great matter for wonder.

An anonymous correfpondent propofes to read—Hue ad me.

In confirmation of the old reading, [Ducdame] Dr. Farmer obferves
to me, that, being at a houfe not far from Cambridge, when news was
brought that the hen-rooft was robbed, a facetious old 'fquire who was
prefent, immediately fung the following ftanza, which has an odd coin«
cidence with the ditty of Jaques:

¢ Damé, what makes your ducks to die?
€ duck, duck, duck mm——
¢« Damé, what makes your chicks to cry ?
¢ chuck, chuck, chuck,”=—= STEEVENS.

§ —the firft born of Egypt.] A proverbial expreffion for high-born
perfons.  Jonwnson.

' Yet
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Yet thou lieft in the bleak aiy: Come, I will bear thee
tor fomp fhelter; and thou fhalf not die for lack of a din-
. =¥, 1htheregive any thing in this defert. Cheerly, good

Adam? [ Exeunt.
SCENE VIL
other part of the foreft.

ter Duke Senior, Am1Ens, Lords,
nd Qthers.

Duke §. I think he be transform’d into a beaft;
For I can no where find him like a man.
1. Lord. My lord, he is but eyen now gone hence ;
Here was he merry, hearing of a fong.
Duke S. Ifhe, compaét of jars®, grow mufical,
We fhall have fhortly difcord in the E)hcres —
Go, {eek him ; tell him, I would fpeak with him.
Enter JaQuEs.
1. Lord. He faves my labour by his own approach.
Duke S. Why, how now, monfieur ! what a life is this,
That your friends muft woo your company ?
What! you look merrily.
Fag. A fool, a fool !—I met a fool i’ the foreft,
A motley fool ;—a miferable world 7 !—
As Idolive by food, I met a fool ;
Who lai wn down, and bafk’d him in the fun,
An d on lady Fortune in good terms,
In good fet terms,—and yet a motley fool.
Goad-morrow, fool, quothI: No, fir, quoth he,
Call me not fool, till heaven hath fent me fortune ® :
And then he drew a dial from his poke ;
And looking on it with lack-luftre eye,

A table fet out. .

6 — compal? of jars,] i. e. made up of difcords, Shakfpeare elfe~
where fays, compaéi of credity for made up of credulity. STEEVENS,

7 A morley fool 5—a miferable world ! | A miferable world is a pa=
renthetical exclamation, frequent among melancholy men, and natural
to Jaques at the fight of a fool, or at the hearing of reflections on the
fragility of life. JomNson.

“ wm till beawven bath fent me fortune:] Alluding to the common fay-
ing, that fools are Fortune’s favourites, MaLonx,

Says,
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Says, very wifely, It is tenyo’clock : '
Thus awe may fee, quoth he pbovs the aorld avags : ‘,»n#
*Tis but an bour ago, fince it was nine ; & s
And after one bour more, *twill be eleven ; /'
And fo, from bour to bour, ave ripe, and rify:
And then, from bour to hour, awe rot, and 7y
And thereby hangs a tale.  When 1 did/ear
The motley fool thus moral on’ the t¥ne,
My lungs began to crow like chanficleer,
That fools fhould be fo deep-contemplative 3
And I did laugh, fans intermiflon,
An hour by his dial.—O goble fool !
A worthy fool ! Motley’s the only wear 9.

Dute S. What fool is this ?

Fag. O worthy fool !~——One that hath been a courtier ;
And {ays, if ladies be but young, and fair,
They have the gift to know it : and in his brain,—
‘Which is as dry as the remainder-bifket
After a voyage,~he hath firange places cramm’d
With obfervation, the which he vents
In mangled forms :—O, that I were a fool |
I am ambitious for a motley coat.

Dike S. Thou fhalt have one.

Fag. It is my only fuit*;
Provided, that you weed your better judgments _
Of all opinion that grows rank in them, i
That1 am wife. I muft have liberty Sl
Withal, aslarge a charter as the wind 2,
To blow on whom I pleafe ; for {o fools have :
And they that are moft gauled with my folly,
‘They moft muft laugh : And why, fir, muft theyfo?
The by is plain as way to parith church:

9 Motley’s "the only awear.] A motley, or a particoloured coat was
anciently the drefs of a fool. STEEVENS,
! — only fuit ;] Swit means petition, I believe, not dr;[x. Jounson.
The poct meant a quibble. So A& V': ¢ Notout of yourapparely
but out of your fuit, STEEVENS.
& wmas largea charter as the windy] So, in K. Henry V :
¢ The awind, that charter’dlibertine, is ftill.”~ Maroxz.

He,
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He, that a fool doth very wifely hit,
DNoth wery foolifhly, althougi he {mart,
Not tt feem{nfelefs 3 of the/bob : if not 4,

159

The Wife-may’s folly is anatomiz’d
Even by the huand’ring glances of the fool.
Inveft me i 'y motley ; give me leave
To fpeak my m:4d, and I will through and through
Cleanfe the foul BMy of the infe&ted world,
If they will patiently*qceive my medicine.
Duke §. Fie on thee! T can tell what thou would’it do.
Fag. What, for a counter, would Ido, but ?
Duke. §. Moft mifchievous fpul fin, in chiding fin2
For thou thyfelf haft been a libertine,
As fenfual 2s the brutifh fting 5 itfelf;
And all the embofled fores, and headed evils,
"That thou with licence of free foot haft caught,
Would’ft thou difgorge into the general world.
Fag. Why, who cries out on pride,
That can therein tax any private party ?
Dcth it not flow as hugely as the fea,
Till that the very very ® means do ebb ?
"What woman in the city.do I name,
When that I fay, The cify-woman bears
The coft of princes on :\%y fhoulders ?
Who can come in, and fay, that I mean her,
When®4ich aone as fhe, f,l:Ch is her neighbour ?
O what is he of bafeft funétion,

3 Not to feem fenfelefs—] The words Not to, which are wanting in
the old copy to complete both the metre and fenfe, were added by
Mr.. Theobald, MaroxEe.

4 — if not, &c.] Unlefs men have the prudence not to appear touch-
ec with the farcafms of a jefter, they fubjeét themfelves to his power,
and the wife man will have his folly anatomifed, that is diffefied and laid
spsn by the [quandering glances ox random fhots of a fool. Jounson.

§ As fenfual as the brutifb fting—] So, in Spenfer's Faery Quesn, b,
€. 8: ¢ A heard of bulls whom kindly rage doth fling."

Again: ¢ Ag if that hunger’s point, or Venus fling,

¢¢ Had them earag’d.” b. ii. c. 12.
Again, in Othellos * wmour carnal flings, our unbitted lufts,™
STEEVENS.

6 Till that the very wer, The old copy reads——aveary very, Cor-

zeted by Mr, Pc:pe.ry M/A’l:}u. . 4
That
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That fays, his bravery is notpn mry coft,

(Thinking that I mean him,} but therein fuits .
His folly to the mettle of myJfpeech? vl
There then* ; How then? What then ? Let m{ fe~wherein
My tongue hath wrong’d him : if it do him j4/7ht,

‘Then he hath wrong’d himfelf; if he be frgf
Why then, my taxing like a wild goofe s,
Unclaim’d of any man.—But who v?(s here ?

Enter ORLANDO, awith bis Yword drawn.

Orl. Forbear, and eat no more.
Fag. Why, I have eat none yet.
Or?. Nor fhalt not, till fleceflity be ferv’d.
Fag. Of what kind fhould this cock come of ?
Duke §. Art thou thus bolden’d, man, by thy diftre(s 5
Or elfe a rude defpifer of good manners,
That in civility thou feem’ft fo empty ?
Orl. You touch’d my vein at firft ; the thorny poiat
Of bare diftrefs hath ta’en from me the thow
Of fmooth civility : yet am I in-land bred,
And know fome nurture 7 : But forbear, Ifay;
He dies, that touches any of this fruit,
Till I and my affairs are anfwered.
Fag. An you will not be anfwer’d with rcafon, I
muit die.
Duke §. What would you have? Your gentléwe§ fhall
force, N~
More than your force move us to gentlenefs.
Or/. I almoft die for food, and let me have it.
Duke 8. 8it down and feed, and welcome to our table.
Orl. Speak you fo gently ? Pardon me, I pray you;
I thought, that all things had been favage here ;
And therefore put I on the countenance
Of ftern commandment : But whate’er you are,
That in this defert inaceeffible,
Under the thade of melanchely boughs,

* There thenj—] I believe we thould read—FPkere then? So, in
Otbello 5 *« Whart then? How then ? Where's fatisfaction " MAaLoNE.
7 == fome nurture :] Nurture is education, STEXVENS.

Lofe
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Lofe and negle& the creeping hours of time ;
If ever you have look’d on better days
If «v& been where bells have)knoll’d to church ;
' If ever¥ot atjany good man’sfealt ;
If ever frol» JJour eyelids wip’d a tear,
And know w' it "tis to pity, and be pitied ;
et gentlenels oy ftrong enforcement be :

ktthc which hop¥, I blufh, and hide my fword.
" 'Duke S. True is 11 that we have feen better days ;
#And have with holy beM been knoll’d to church ;
And fat at good men’s feafts ; and wip’d our eyes
Of drops that facred pity hath engender’d :
And therefore fit you down in Yentlenefs,
And take upon command ® what help we have
That to your wanting may be minifter’d.

Or/. Then but forbear your food a little while,
Whiles, like a doe, T io to find my fawn,
And give it food®. There is an old poor man,
Who after me hath many a weary fte
Limp’d in pure love ; till he be firft fuffic’d,—
Opprefs’d with two weak evils, age, and hunger,—
I will not touch a bit.

Duke §. Go find him out,
And we will nothing walte till you return.

Orl. 1 thank ye; and be blefs’d for your good comi-

o500t ! [Exit.

ARut-8. Thou feell, we are not all alone unhappy :
This wide and univerfal theatre '
Prefents more woeful pageants than the fcene
Wherein we play in *.

Fag. All the world’s a ftage,
And all the men and women merely players :
They have their exits, and theirentrances ;

2 ——ypon command] is at your own spmmard. STEEVENS.
S Whiles, like a doe, I go to find fawn,
And give it food.] So, in Penus dnd Adonis :
¢¢ Like a milch dse, whofe fwelling duge do ake,
¢ Hafting to feed ber fawn™ Mavrone.
1 Wherein we play in.] Thus the old copy. Mr. Pope more cor-
re@tly reads—awbercin awe play. STEEVENS.

You. III. M And
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And one man in his time plays many parts,

His aéts being feven ages*. At firft, the infant,
Mewling and puking in the nurfe’s arms : P
Then, the whining {chool-Boy, with his fawhel,.f .
And fhining morning face, creeping like {'\?f
Unwillingly to fchool : And then, the lov
Sighing like furnace 3, with a woeful bgl#at

Made to his miftrefs” eye-brow : Thepd”a foldier ;

Full of ftrange oaths, and bearded Ji¥e the pard+,
Jealous

2 His afis being feven ages.] Dr. Warburton boldly afferts that this
was ¢ o unufual divifion of a play before our author’s time.” One of
Chapman’s plays ( Two wife Men and all the reff Fools) is indeed
i feven aéts. This, however, is the only dramatigk piece that I
have found fo divided. But furely it is not neceflary to fuppofe
that our author alluded here to any fuch prec.fe divifion of the dra-
ma. His comparifons feldom run on four feet. It was fufficient for
him thata play was diftributed into feweral alts, and that human life,
long before his time, had been divided into fewven periods. In the Trea-~
Jury of Ancient and Modern Times, 1613, Proclus, a Greek author, is
faid to have divided the life-time of man into SEVEN AGEs; overeachof
which one of the feven planets was fuppofed to rule, “ The FIRST AGE
is called Infancy, contaifling the fpace of foure yeares,—The sEconD
AGE continueth ten years, untill he attaine to the yeares of fourteenc:
this age is called Childbood.~=The TrIRD AGE confifteth of eight
yeares, being named by our auncients Ado/efcencic or Yeuthbood 5 and it
lafteth from fourteene, till two and twenty yeares be fully compleate,~—
‘The FourTH AGE pacethon, till a man have accompiithed two and
fortie yeares, and is tearmed Youmg Manbood, — The WFT AcE,
named Mature Manbood, hath (according to the faid authouty £ ““wae
veares of continuance, and therefore makes his progrefs fo far as fix and
fifty yeares.—Afterwards in adding twelve to fifty-fixe, you thall make
up fixty-eight yeares, which reach to the end of the sixT AGE, and is
called 0/d Age.~The sEAVENTH and laft of thefe feven ages is limited
from fixty-eight yearcs, fo far as four-fcore and eight, being called
weak, declining, ahd Decrepite Age.~If any mah chance to goe beyond
this age, (which is more admired than noted in many,) you fhall evident-
ly perceive that he will returne to his firft condition of Infancy againe.”

Hippocrates likewife divided the life of man into feven ages, but dif-
fers from Proclus in the pumber of years allotted to each period. See
Brown's Vulgar Errors, folio, 1686, p. 173. MaAroNE.

3 Sighing like furnacz,—gdSo, in Cymbeline : ¢ = he furnaceth the
thick fighs from him”e=, MALONE,

4 == Then a foldier ;

Full of firange oaths, and bearded like the pard,| Beards of different

cus
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Jealous in honour, fudden and quick in quarrel,
Seeking the bubble reputati
Even in the cannon’s mouth And then, the juflice ;
In fair ronhd belly, with good capon lin’d,
With eyes ‘e*ere, and beard of tormal cut,
Full of wifée ~ ws and modern inftances 5,
And fo he play” \is part : The fixth age thifts
Into the lean and™ Jipper’d pantaloon ® ;
With {pe&acles on nolg, and pouch on fide ;
His youthful hofe well'fav’d, a world too wide
For his fhrunk fhank ; and his big manly voice
Turning again toward childifh, treble, pipes

cut were approyriated in our author’s time to different charaéters and
profeflions. The foldier had one fafhion, the judge another, the bithop
different from both, &c. See a note on K. Henry V. A&t 111. fc. vi,
¢ And what a beard of the general’s cut, &c.” Sce alfo Vol. I. p. 213,
n. *, MaLoNE.
So, in Cintbia's Rewels, by B. Jonfon: ¢¢ —= Your fo/dier’s facee=the
grace of this face confifteth much in a beard.” STEEvVENS.
s Full of wife faws and modern inflances,] The meaning feems to
be, that the juftice is full of v/ fayings and late examples. Jounson.
Modern means trite, common. So, in K. Fobn:
¢ And {corns a modern invocation.”
S0, in this play, AQ IV, fe. it € i botray themfelves to modern
cenfure,”” STEEVENS.
Again, in another of our auther's plays: ¢ w=to make modern and
familiar things fupernatural and caufelefs,” MALONE..
O b be fixth age [bifts
a1 5 the lean and flipper'd pantaloon ;7 I/ Pantaline, in the Italian
comedy, is a thin emaciated old man in flippers; and well defigned, in
this epithet, becaufe Pantaline is the only charaéter that aéts in {lippers,
= WARBURTON,
In theTravels ;{ the Three Englifb Brotbers, a comedy, printed in
1607, an Italian Harlequin is introduced, who offers to perform a play
at a lord’s houfe, in which, among other charadters, he mentions ¢ a
jealous coxcomb, an old Pantalowne.” But this is feven years later
than the date of the play before us, nor do I know from whence our
author could learn the circumftance mentioned by Dr. Warburton, that
¢ Pantaléne is the only charater in the Italian comedy that aéts in
flippers.”—1In Florio’s Italian Dictionary, 159€, the word is not found.
In the Taming of the Shrew, if I remember right, one of the charac-
ters js called ¢ an old Pantaloon,” but there is no further defcription of
him. MaLonE,

M2 And
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And whiftles in his found : Lait fcene of all,

That ends this ftrange evengful hiftory, 3
Is fecond childifhneé, and Aiere oblivion 3

Sans teeth, fans eyes, fans tafte, fans every

Re-enter OrLANDO, awith AD

Duke §. Welcome: Set down your vep#fable burden 7,
And let him feed.

Orl. 1 thank you moft for him.

Adam. So had you need,
I fcarce can fpeak to thank you for myfelf.

Duke §. Welcome, fall o : I will not trouble yon
As yet, to queftion you about your fortunes :—
Give us fome mufick ; and, good counfin, fing.

§ O N G.
Ami. Blow, blow, thou winter wind,
Thou art not fo unkind®
As man’s ingratitude ;
Thy tooih is not fo keen,
Becanfe thou art not feen ®,
Although thy breath be rude.

7 wm Set down your wenerable burden,] Is is not likely that Shak.

focare had in his mind this line of the Metamarphofes 7
= Patremgque
Fert bumeris, venerabile onus Cytbereius beros. o} AMNSON,

8 Thou art not [o unkind &c.] That is, thy a&ion is nct ¥¥ contrary
fo thy kind, or to human nature, as the ingratitude of man. 5v5i.rver
author’s Penus and Adonis :

¢ Q had thy mother borne fo bad a mind,
¢« She had not brought forth thee, but died unkind,® MALONE.

9 Thy tooth is not fo keeny .

Becaufe thou art not feen,] Thou winter aind, {ays Amiens, tby
wudenefs gives the lefs pain, as thou art not feen, as thou art an enemy that
doft not brave us with thy prefencey and whofe unkindnefs is therefore not
eggravated by infult. }ouuson. . .

Becaufe thou art not feen,] So, in the Sonnet introduced in Love's

*Labour’s Loff :
« Through the velvet leaves the wind
€ All unfecn ’gan paflage find.” STrrvews,
Again, in Meafure for Meafure :
¢ To be imprifon'd in the viewlefs wirds,” Maroxe.

3 Heigh
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Heigh bo! fing, heigh lm.; unto the green holly :
Mot friendfbip is feigning® moft loving mere folly :
'ﬁfq?m, heigh bo, the bolly ! ¢ dad
TEs life is moff jolly.

1I.

Freexe), freeze, thou bitter Ry,
That dojy-not bite fo nigh
As benefir forgot
Though thou the wvaters warp ™,
Thy fing is not fo fbarp
As friend remembar’d not *.
Heigh bof fing, beigh ho! &c,

Y Though thou the waters warp,] The furface of waters, fo long an
they remain unfrozen, is apparently a perfeét plane ; whereas, when they
are frozen, this furface deviates from its exa& flatnefs, or warps. This
is remarkable in fmall ponds, the furface of which, when fiozen, forms
aregular concave ; the ice on the fides rifing higher than that in the
middle. KenNrick.

To awarp was probally in Shakfpeare’s time, a colloquial word,
which conveyed no diftant allufion to any thing elfe, phyfical or medi-
cinal. To warp is to turn, and to turn is to cbange ; when milk is
changed by curdling, we now fay, it is turned : when water is changed
or turncd by froft, Shakfpeare fays, it is curdled. To be warp'd is only
to be changed from its natural ftate. JouNson.

Dr. Johnfon is certainly right. So, in the Winter’s Tale, A& 1 :

8§ iy favour here begins to warp.”
D armer fuppofes warp’d to mean the fame as curdled, and adds
that a fimilar idea occurs in Timon of Atbens :

¢ —— theicicle

¢ That's curdled by the froft, &c. STEEVENS,

Wood is faid to warp when its furface, from being level, becomes
bent and uneven; from warpar, Sax. to caft. So, in this play, A& III,
fc.iii: ¢ — then one of you will prove a fhrunk pannel, and, like green
timber, warp, warp.” 1 doubt whether the poet here aludes to any
operation of froft. The meaning may be only, Thou bitter wintry fky,
though thou curleft the waters, thy fting &c. Thox in the line before
us refers only to ¢¢ bitter fky.” The influence of the winter’s fky or
feafon may, with fufficient propriety, be faid to warp the furface of the
ocean, by agitation of its waves alone. MALONE.

2 As friend remember'd not.] Remember'd for remembering. So after-
wards, A¢t 1L, fc. laft: ¢ And now I am remember'd,” =i, ¢, And now
that I beshink me &, MaronE.

M3 Duke
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Duke 8. If that you were the good fir Rowland’s fon,—
As you have whifper’d faithfully, youwere; = -
And as mine eye doth his effigics witnefs .
Moft truly limn’d, and living in your face,—
Be truly welcome hither : I am the duke,
That lov’d your father: The refidue of gowr fortune,
Go to my cave and tell me.—Good old fhan,
Thou art right welcome, as thy mafter is3 i
Support him by the arm.—Give m(your hand,
And let me all your fortunes underftand. [Exeunt.

-

ACT III. SCENE'*'I
A Room in the Palace.

Enter Duke FREDERICK, OLIVER, Lords, and Attendants.

Duke £. Not fee him fince? Sir, fir, that cannot be:
But were I not the better part made mercy,
I fhould not feek an abfent argument4 -
Of my revenge, thou prefent: But look to it 3
Find out thy brother, wherefoe’er he is ;
Seck him with candle: bring him dead or living,
Within this twelvemonth, or turn thou no more
To feek a living in our territory. .,
Thy lands, and all things that thou doft call thine,\“"
Worth feizure, do we feize into our hands ;
Till thou canft quit thee by thy brother’s mouth,
Of what we think againft thee.
O/i. O, that your highnefs knew my heart in this:
I never Jov’d my brother in my life.
Duke F. More villain thou.—Well, pufh him out of
IS 3
And let my officers of fuch a nature

3 — as thy mafter is :] The old copy has—maflerss Corre@ed by
the editor of the fecond folio. MarLonE.

4 == an abfent argument] An argument is ufed for the consents of a
book ; thence Shakfpeare confidered it as meaning the Jubje&, and then
uled it for fuljef i yet another fenfe. Jomnson. :

. Make
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Make an extent upon his houfe and lands 5 : ¥
Do this expediently®, and turn him going. [ Exeunt.

) " SCENE 11

The Foreft.
Ente] OrLANDO avith a Paper.

Oy/. Hang there, my verfe, in witnefs of my love :
A;ld, thou, thrice-erowned queen of night?, furvey
With thy chafte eye, from thy pale fphere above,
Thy huntrefs’ name, that my full life doth fway.
O Rofalind ! thefe trees fhall be my boeks,
. And in their barks my thoughts I’ll charaéter;
That every eye, which in this foreft looks,
Ehell fee thy virtue witnefs’d every where.
Run, run, Orlando; carve, on every tree,
The fair, the chafte, and unexpreflive fhe ®. [Exit.

LY

Enter CoriN, and TOUCHSTONE.

Cor. And how like you this fhepherd’s life, mafter
Touchftone ?

Fouch. Truly, fthepherd, in refpe@ of itfelf, it is a
good life ; but in refpe that itis a fhepherd’s life, itis
naught. In refpe& that it is folitary, I like it very

5 AM let my officers of [uch a nature
™ Llake an extent upon bis boufe and lands:] To make an extent of
lands, isa legal phrafe, from the words of a writ, (extend: facias) where«
by the fheriff is direted to caufe certain lands to be appraifed to their
full extended value, before he delivers them to the perfon entitled under
a recognizance, &C. in order that it may be certainly known how foon
the debt will be paid. MavLonE.

S — expediently,] Thatis, expeditioufly. JonnNsow.

7 — thrice-crowned queen of nigkt,] Alluding to the triple chara&er
of Proferpine, Cynthia, and Diana, given by fome mythologifts to the
fame goddefs, and comprifed in thefe memorial lines :

¢ Terret, lufirat, agity Proferpina, Luna, Diana,
« Ima, fuperna, feras, [ceptroy fulgore, fagittis.” JonNsow,

8 e unexpreffiwe— for inexpreffible. jownsow.

Milton alfo, in his Hymn on the Nativity, ufes unexpreffive for in-
expreffible :

¢ Harping with loud and folemn quire,
& With unexprefive notes to heaven’s new-born heir.” MaLoxr.

4 well 5



168 AS YOU LIKE IT _
well§ but in refpeét that it is private, it is a very vile life.
Now in refpeét it isin the fields, it pleafeth me well ; but
in refpe it is not in the court, it is tedious. Asitis a
{pare life, look you, it fits my humour well ; but as there
is no more plenty in it, it goes much againft my fomach.
Haft any philofophy in thee, fhepherd 7 ¢

Gor. No more, but that I know, the moreone fickens,
the worfe at eafe hc is ; and that he that wants money,
means, and coatent, is without tree good friends :—
That the property of rain is to wet, and fire to burn:
That good palture makes fat fheep; and that a great
caufe of the night, is lack of the fun: That he, that
hath learned no wit by nature nor art, may ¢omplain of
good breedin% 9, or comes of a very dull kindred.

Touch. Such aone is a natural philofcper*. Waft ever
in court, fhepherd?

Cor. No, truly.

Youckh. Then thou art damn’d.

Cor. Nay, I hope,—

Zouch. Truly, thou art damn’d; like an ill-roafted
egg *, all on one fide. "

or.

9 — be that hath learned no wit by nature nor arty may complain of
good breeding,] I am in doubt whether the cuftom of the language in
Shakf{peare’s time did not authorife this mode of fpeech, an®malte com-
plain of good breeding the fame with complain of the want of gosd bress.
irg. In the laft lice of the Merchant of Venice we find that to fear the
keeping is to fear the not keeping. JouNsoN.

think, he means rather,—may complain of a good education, for
being {o inefficient, of{o little ufe to him. MarLonE.

Y — is a natural philofopber.] A natural being a common term for
a fool, Touchftone, perhaps, means to quibble on the word. He may
however only mean, that Corin is a felf-taught philofopher; the dif-
ciple of nature. MavronNe, .

2 = like an ill-roafied egg,] There is a proverb, that a fool is the beft
roafier of an egg, becaufe be is always turning it. This will explain
how an egg may be damn'd, all on one fide; but will not fufficien‘ly
thew how Touchftone applies his fimilie with propriety ; unlefs he
means that he who has not been at court is but ba/f educated, STEEV.

1 believe there was nothing intended in the correfponding part of the
fimile, to anfwer to the words, ¢ all on one fide.” Shakfpeare’s fimiles
(as has been already obferved) hardly ever run on four feet. Touchftone,
T apprehend, only means to fay, that Corin is completely damned; as
. irretrievably

J

4
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* Cor. For not being at court ? Your reafon.

Touch. Why, if thou never waft at court, thou never faw’ft
good, manners ; if thou never faw’ft good manners, then
thy manners muft be wicked ; and wickednels is fin, and
fin is damnation: Thou art in a parlous ftate, fhepherd.

Cor. Not a wihit, Touchftone: thofe, that are good
manners at the court, are as ridiculous in the country, as
the behavour of the country is moft mockable at the court.
You told me, you {ilute not at the court, but you kifs
your hands ; that courtefy would be uncleanly, 1f cour-
tiers were fhepherds.

Touch. Inftance, briefly ; tome, inftance.

Cor. Why, we are ftill handling our ewes ; and*their
fells you know are greafy.

Touch. Why, do not your courticrs’ hands fweat ? and
is not the greafe of a mutton as wholefome as the fweat of
a man? Shallow, fhallow : A better inftance, I {ay; come.

Cor. Befides, our hands are hard.

Touch. Your lips will feel them the fooner. Shallow
again: A more founder inftance, come.

Cor. And they are often tarr’d over with the furgery
of our fheep; And would you have us kifs tar? The
courtier’s hands are perfumed with civet.

Touck. Moft fhallow man ! Thou worms-meat, in re-
[pe& of = good piece of flefh indeed ! Learn of the wife,
=nd perpend : Civet is of a bafer birth than rar ; the very
uncleanly flux of a cat. Mend the inftance, thepherd.

Cor. You have too courtly a wit for me ; I’ll reft.

Touch. Wilt thou reft damn’d ? God help thee, fhallow
man! God make incifion in thee3! thou art raw %, .

irretrievably deftroyed as an egg that is utterly fpoiled in the roafting, by
being done all on one fide only. So, in a fubfequent fcene, ¢ ——and
both in a tune, like two gypfies on a horfe.” Here the poet certainly
meant that the fpeaker and his companion fhould fing in unifon, and
thus refemble each other as perfectly as two gypfies on a horfe j—not that
two gyplics on a horfe fing buth in atune. MAvLoNE.

3 — make incifion in thee /] Alluding to the common exprefiion, of
cutting fuch a one for the fimples. STEEVENS,

4 — thow art raw.] i. e. thou art jguorant, unexperienced. So, in
Hamle: ; ¢¢ == and yet but raw ncither, in refpeét of his q_uicbl,:‘ fail.”
: ALONE.

Cor.
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Cor. Sir, I am a true labourer ; I earn that [ eat, get
that I wear ; owe no man hate, envy no man’s happinefs ;
glad of other men’s good, content with my harm: and
the greateft of my pride is, to fee my ewes graze, and
my lambs {uck.

Fouck. That is another fimple fin in ygu; 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-wethers;
and to betray a the-lamb of a twelvemonth to a crooked-
pated, old, cuckoldly ram, out of all reafonable match.
If thou be’ft not damn’d for this, the devil himfelf will
have no fhepherds ; I cannet fee elfe how thou fhould’ft
’fcape.

Cor. Here comes young mafter Ganimed, my new '
miftrefs’s brother.

Enter RosaLiND, awith a paper.

Rof.  From the eaft 1o aveffern Inde, [reads.
No jeavel is like Rojalind.
Her aworth, being mounted on the wind,
Through all the world bears Rofalind.
All the pidures, faireft limn’d,
Are but black to Rojalind.
Let na face be kept in mind,
But the fair of Rofalind®. .

Touck. I’ll rhyme you fo, eight years together ; difs
ners, and fuppers, and fleeping hours excepted : it is the
right butter-women’s rate to market7.

Rof.

S —bawd toa bell wether ;] Wether and ram had anciently the
fame meaning. JoHNsoN.

6 But the fair of Rofalind.] Fair is beauty, complexion. See the
notes on a paffage in the Midfummer Night's Dream, A& 1. fc.i. and
the Comedy of Errors, A& II. fc.i. The modern editors read—the jace
of Rofalind. Lodge’s Nowe/ will likewife fupport the ancientreading :

¢ Then mufenot, nymphes, though I bemone
¢ The abfence of fair Rofalynde,
¢¢ Since for her faire there is fairer none, &c.”
Again : ¢¢ And hers the faire which all men do refpe@.™ STEEVENS.

Face was introduced by Mr. Pope. Marone.

7 =it is the right lutterewomen’s rate to market.] The old copy

reads
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Rof. Out, fool !
Touch. For a tafte ;:—

If a hart do lack a hind,

Let him feek out Rofalind.

If the cat will after kind,

So, be fure, awill Rofalind.
Winter-garménts muft be lin’d,

So muft flender Rofalind.

They that reap, muff jbeaf and bind ;
Then to cart with Rofulind.
Saveeteft nut bath foxbreft rind,
Such a nut is Rofalind.

He that fweeteft rofe awill find,

Muf find love’s prick, and Rofalind.

This is the very falfe gallop of verfes ; Why de¢ you in-
fect yourfelf with them ?

Ry/. Peace, youdull fool ; I found them on a tree.

Touch. Truly, the tree yields bad fruit.

Rof. ’ll graff it with you, and then I fhall graff it
with a medlar: then it will be the earlieft fruit i’the
country ; for you’ll be rotten ere you be half ripe, and
that’s the right virtue of the medlar.

Touch. You have faid; but whether wifely or no, let
the foreft judge.

readsemrank to market. The emendation is Sir T. Hanmer’s. A paffage
in AlPs Well that ends Welly—<¢ tongue, I muft put you into a butter-wo-
man’s mouth, and buy myfelf another of Bajazet’s mule, if you prartle
me into thefe perils,— once induced me to think that the wolubility of
the butter-woman, felling her wares at market, was alone in our author’s
contemplation ; and that he wrote~—rate ar market. But I am now
perfuaded that Sir T. Hanmer’s emendation is right. The bobbling
metre of thefe verfes, {fays Touchftone) is like the ambling, fouffling
ace of a butter-woman’s borfe going to market. The fame kind of

imagery is found in K. Henry IV. P. 1:

¢ And that would fer my teeth nothing on edge,

¢ Nothing fo much, as mincing poetry ;

€ *Tis like the forc'd gait ﬂfa‘/buﬂiﬂg rags” MALONE.

The clown is here fpeaking in reference to the ambling pace of the
metre, which, after giving a fpecimen of, to prove his aflertion, he af-
firms to be ¢ the very falfe gallop of verfes,” HrNLEY.
‘ : Enter

*
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Enter CEL1A, with a paper.
Rof. Peace!
Here comes my fifter, reading ; ftand afide. ’
Cel. Why fbould this defert filent be® ?
For it is unpeopled # No
X Dongues I'll hang on every trec, o
That fhall civil fayings fhow 2.
Some, how brief the life of man
Runs bis erring pilgrimages
That the firctching of- a fpan
Buckles in his fum of age.
Some, of wiolated vbavs
*Tavixt the fouls of friend and friend :
But upon the faireft boughs,
Or at every fentence’ end,
Will I Rofalinda awrite ;
Teacking all that read, to know
The quinteffence of every fprite
Heaven would in little foow?™.
Therefore beaven nature charg’d®
That one body fhould be filld
Wiih all graces wide enlarg’d
- Nature prefently diffilld

$ Why fheuld this defert filent be 2] The word filent is not in the old
eopy. r. Pope attempted to corre&t the pafiage by reading—Why
fhould this 2 defart be ? The prefent judicious emendation was made by
Mr. Tyrwhitt, who juftly obferves that ¢ tbe banging of tongues on every
tree would not make it lefs a defert.” Mavrone.

S That fhall civibfaying:ﬁm-] Ciwil is here ufed in the fame fenfe
as when we fay civi/ wifdom or ciwil life, in oppofition to a folitary ftate,
or to the fiate of nature. This defert fhall not appear wnpeopled, for
every tree fhall teach the maxims or incjdents of focial life. Jounson.

1 — inlittle fhow.] The allufion is to a miniature-portrait. The
eurrent phrafe in our author’s time was— ¢¢ painted in /irt/e.” MALONE.

2 Therefore beaven nature charg’d] From the pi€ture of Appelles, or
the accomplifiments of Pandora. )

Tavdudpry, 6T wravles 'ON wmia Swpas” Exelle
Aoy (dwproay.—
80, before:
“ But you, Q you,
¢ 8o perfest, and fo peerlefs, are created
€ Of ev'ry creature’s beft.” Tempeft. f
Perhaps from this pafiage Swift had his hint of Biddy Floyd, Jonnsow.
4 Helen’ s

.
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Helen's cheek, but not ber beart s ;
Cleopatra’s majcfty 5
Atalanta’s better part %
. Sad 5 Lucretia’s modefly.
Thus

3 w= her beart ;] Old Copy—=bis heart. Correéted by Mg Rowe,
ALONE,
4 Atalanta’s better part;] I know not well what could be the berrer
art of Atalanta hereafcribed to Rofalind. Ofthe Atalanta moft cele-
brated, and who therefore muft be intended here where fhe has no epi-
thet of difcrimination, the berrer part feems to have been her heels, and
the worfe part was fo bad that Rofalind would not thank her lover for
the comparifon. There is a more obfcure Atalanta, a huntrefs and a
heroine, but of her nothing bad is retorded, and therefore I know nob
which was hes better part.  Shakfpeare was no defpicable mythologift,
yet he feems here to have miftaken fome other charadter for that of
Atalanta. JouNsoN.
Perhaps the poet means her beauty and graceful elegance of thape,
which he would prefer to her fwiftnefs, Thus Ovip:
& e miec dicere poffes,
¢ Laude pedum, formeane bono prcﬁmuiw‘{c[er.
¢ Ur faciem, et pofito corpus velamine widit,
® ¢« Obftupuit————"
But cannot Aralanta’s better part mean her virtue or virgin chaftity,
with which nature had graced Rofalind, together with Helen’s beauty
without her heart or lewdnefs, with Cleopatra’s dignity of behaviour,
and with Lucretia’s modefty, that fcorned to furvive the lofs of honour ?
Piiny’s Nat. Hift. b, xxxv. c. 3. mentions the portraits of Atalanta and
Helen, utrague excellentiffima firma, [fed altera ut wirgo. That is,
¢¢ botl? of tZem for beauty, incomparuble, and yet a man may difcerne
the one of them [Atzlanta] to be a maiden, for her modeft and chafte
countenance,” as Dr. P. Holland tranflated the paffage ; of which pro«
bably our poet had taken notice, for furely he had judgment in paint-
ing. TorreT.
1 fuppofe Aralanta’s better part is her wit, i. e. the fewiftnefs of ber
mind, FARMER.
The following paffage in Marfton’s Infatiate Counteffe, 1613, might
lead one to fuppofe that Atalanta’s better part was her lips :
“ That eye was Juno’s 5
¢ Thofe lips were her's that won the golden ball 5
¢ ‘That virgin bluth Diana’s.”
Be this as it may, thefe lines fhow that Atalanta was confidered as un-
commonly beautiful, and therefore may ferve to fupport Mr. Tollet’s
firft interpretation.
It is obfervable shat ghe ftoryof Atalanta in the tenth book of Ovid's
Metamorphafes
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Thus Rofalind of many paris
By bz{‘wnl) f‘g'naa' awas dewis’d 3
Of many faces, eyes, and bearts,
To bawe the touches © deareft priz’d. .
Heawen would that foe thefe gifts fbould bave,
d I to live and dic her flave.

Rof. OFmott gentle Jupiter '—what tedious homily of
love have you wearied your parithioners withal, and never
cry’d, Hawe patience, good people !

Metamorphufes is interwoven with that of Penus and Adonisy which our
author had undoubtedly read. The lines moft material to the prefent
point run thusin Golding’s Tranflation, 1267 :
¢ She overcame them out of doubt; and hard it is to tell
¢¢ Thee, whether fhe did in footemanfhippe or beautiamore excell,”™
€ wm he did conaemne the young men’s love. But when
¢ He faw her face and body bare, (for why, the lady then
€ Did frip ber to ber naked fhin,) the which was like to mine,
¢ Or rather, if that thou waft made a woman, like to thine,)
¢ He wasamaz'd.”
“ —— And though that fhe
¢ Did flic as {wift as arrow from a Turkic bow, yet hee
¢ More wondered at her beautie, then at fwiftnefle of her pace
¢¢ Her runming greatly did augment her beautie and her grace.”
MaLone,
Shakfpeare might have taken part of this enumeration of diftinguifh-
ed females from John Grange's Golden Apbreditis, 15771 ¢¢ — who
feemeit in my fight faire Helen of Troy, Polixene, Calliope, yea Atalanta
hir felfe in beautie to furpafie, Pandora in qualities, Penelope and Lu-
¢retia in chaftneffe to deface.” ki
Again, ibid : ¢ Polixene fayre, Caliop, and
¢ Penelop may give place 3
¢¢ Atalanta, and dame Lucres fayre
¢¢ She doth them both deface.™
Again, ibid t ¢ Araianta, who fometyme bore the bell of beauties
price in that hyr native foyle.” STEEVENS.
1 think this ftanza was formed on an old tetraftick epitaph, which, as
1 have done, Mr. Steevens may poflibly have read in a country church«
ard :
g ¢ She who is dead and fleepeth in this tomb,
¢ Had Rachael's comely face, and Leah's fruitful womb 3
¢ Sarah’s obedience, Lydia's open beart,
¢ And Martha’s care, and Mary's berter part.” WrALLEY.
S Sad—] is grave, [ober, not light, JenNsew.
& —— tbe touches] The features ; les traiise  Jomnson.

Cel.
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Cel. How now ! back friends 7—Shepherd, go, off a
a little :—Go with him, firrah.

Touch. Come, fhepherd, let us make an honourable
retrgat ; though not with bag and baggage, yet with fcrip
and fcrippage. [Exeunt Corin, and Toucu.

Cel. Did’ft thou hear thefe verfes ?

Ryof. O, yes, 1 heard them all, and more too; for
fome of them had in them more feet than the verfes would
bear.

Cel. That’s no matter ; the feet might bear the verfes.

Ro/. Ay, but the feet were lame, and could not bear
themfelves without the verfe, and therefore ftood lamely
in the verfe. d
~ Cel Bugdid’ft thou hear, without wondering how thy

name fhould be hang’d and carved upon thefe trees ?

Rof. I was feven of the nine days out of the wonder,
before you came ; for look here what 1 found on a palm-
tree: I was never {o be-rhimed fince Pythagoras’ time,
that I was an Irith rat?, which I can hardly remember.

Cel. Trow you, who hath done this ?

Rof. 1sit aman?

Cel. And a chain, that you once wore, about his neck:
Change you colour?

Rof. 1 priythee, who?

Cel. O lord, lord! it is a hard matter for friends to

7 == I awas never [o be-rbimed fince Pythageras' time, that I was as
Irifb rat,] Rofalind is a very learned lady. Shealludes to the Pythagow
rean do@rine, which teaches that fouls tranfmigrate from one animal to
another, and relates that in his time fhe was an Irifh rar, and by fome
metrical charm was rthymed to death, The power of killing rats with
rhymes Donne mentions in his Satires, and Temple in his Treatifes.

Jounsow,

So, in an addrefs to the reader, at the conclufion of Ben Jonfon’s

Poetafter :
¢ Rhime them to death, as they do Irifb rats
¢ In drumming tunes.” STEEvVENS.

So, in the Defence of Poefie by our author’s contemporary, Sir Philip
Sidney : ¢ Though I will not with unto you—to be driven by a poet's
verfes, as Rubonax was, to hang yourfelf, nor to be rimed to death, as
is faid to be done in Ire/and—" MAaArLoONE.

meet ;
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meet ®; but mountains may be removed with earthquakes,
and {o encounter®.

Rof. Nay, but who isit?

Cel. Isit poflible ? 3

Re/. Nay, I pr'ythee now, with moft petitionary ve-
hemence, tell me who it is.

Cel. O wonderful, wonderful, and moft wonderful
wonderful, and yet again wonderful, and after that out
of all whooping * !

Rof. Good my complexion®! doft thou think, though I
am caparifon’d like a man, 1 have a doublet and hofe in
my difpofition ? One inch of delay more is a South-fea
off difcovery 3. 1 pr'ytheey tell me, who is it? quickly,
and fpeak apace: 1 would thou could’l fapmer, that ,
thou might’ft pour this conceal’d man ont of thy mouth,
as wine comes out of a narrow-mouth’d bottle ; either

8 — friends to meet 5] Alluding ironically to the proverb: ¢ Friends
may meet, but mountains never greet.”  Sec Ray's Colletion. STEEV.
9 ~= but mountains may be remowed with earthguakes, and fo encoun-
ter.] ¢ Montes duo inter fe concurrerunt, &c.” fays Phny, Hiff, Nat.
lib. 1i,c. 83. or in Holland’s tranflation: ¢ Two bills [rzmoved by an
earthquake | encountered together, charging as it were, and with violence
affaulting one another, and retyring again with a moft mighty noife.”
. TOLLET.
¥ w——out of all whooping—=] i. e. beyond meafure. This appears to
have been a phrafe of the fame import as another formerly in ufe,
¢ out of all cry.”  The latter feems to allude to the cuftom of giving
notice by a crier of things to be fold. So, in A4 Chafte Maid of
Cheapfide, a comedy by 1. Middleton, 1630: * I'll fell all at an
outery.” MALONE.

2 Good my complexion |1 My native charalter, my female inquifitive
difpofition, can'ft thou endure this le=For thus chara&erizing the moft
beautiful part of the creation, let our author anfwer. MALoNE.

Shakfpeare ufes complexion for difpofitivn in the Merchant of Venice :
¢ — itis the complexion of them all to leave their dam.” STEEVENS.

3 — a South-fea off difcvvery.] In the old copy here, as in maay
other places, of is printed inftead of ot MaronE.

Of for off is frequent in the elder writers. A Soutb-fea of difcovery
Js a difcovery a South-fea g——as far as the South-fea, FarmEx.

How much voyages to the South-fea, on which the Englith had then

firft ventured, engaged the converfation of that thne, may be eafily
Muagined. JonnsoN.

t00
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too much at once, or none atall. I ﬁr’ythce take the
cork out of thy mouth, that T may drink thy tidings.

Cel. So you may put a man in your belly.

R4#. Is he of God’s making ? What manner of man?

Is his head worth a hat, or his chin worth a beard ?
Cel. Nay, he hath but a little beard.
Ra{l Why, God will fend more, if the man will be
thankful : let me ftay the growth of his beard, if thou
delay me not the knowledge of his chin.

Cel. It is young Orlando, that tripp’d up the wreftler’s
heels, and your heart, both in an inftant.

Rof. Nay, but the devil take mocking ; fpeak fad brow,

~and true maid.

Cel. I’faith, coz, ’tis he.

Rof. Orlando ?

Cel. Orlando.

Ra{. Alas the day ! what fhall I do with my doublet
and hofe ?}==What did he, when thou {faw’ft him ? What
faid he? How look’d he ? Wherein went he*? What
makes he here? Did he alk for me ? Where remains he?
How parted he with thee ? and when fhalt thou fee him
again? Anfwer me in one word.

Cel. You muft borrow me Garagantua’s mouth 5 firft :
’tis a word too great for any mouth of this age’s fize: To
fay, ay, and no, to thefe particulars, is more than to an-
{wer in u catechifm.

Ro/. But doth he know that T am in this foreft, and in
man’s apparel ? Looks he as frefhly as he did the day he
wreftled ?

4 Wherein went be ?] In what manner was he cloathed? How
did he go dreffed? HraTn.

5 — Garagantua’s moutb] Refalind requires nire queftions to be
anfwered in ore eword, Celia tells her that a word of fuch magnitude is
too big for any mouth but that of Garagantua, the giant of Rabelais.

Jounson.

Garagantua {wallowed five pilgrims, their ftaves and all, ia a fallad.
It appears from the books of the Stationers’ Company, that in 1592
was publifhed, ¢ Garagantua his Prophecie.”” And in 1504, “ A
booke entitled, The Hiftory of Garagantua.”™ The book of Garagan-
tua is likewife mentioned in Lancham’s Narrative of Q. Elizaberh's
Entertainment at Kenelwaorth Caflley in I\} 575¢ STEZEVENS,

Vou. III. Cel.
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" Cel. 1t is as eafy to count atomies, as to refolve the
ropofitions of a lover :—but take a tafte of my finding -
Kim, and relifh it with good obfervance. I found him
under a tree, like a dropp’d acorn. ..
Ro/. Tt may well be call’d Jove’s tree, when it drops
forth fuch fruit®.
Cel. Give me audience, good madam,
Rof. Proceed.
Cel. There lay he, fretch’d along, like a wounded
knight.
Rof. Though it be pity tc fee fuch a fight, it well be-
comes the ground. .
Cel. Cry,holla! to thy tongue 7, I pr'ythee; itcurvets
unfeafonably. He was furnifh’d like a buntet. ’
" Ro/. O ominous! hLe comes to kill my heart®.
Ce/. 1 would fing my fong without a burden : thou
bring’ft me out of tune.
Ro/. Do you not know I am a woman ? when I think, ¥
muft fpeak. Sweet, fay on.

6 —— awben it drops forth fuch fruit,] The old copy reads—when it
drops forth fruit. The word fuch was fupplied by the editor of the fecond
folio. I once fufpected the phrafe, ¢ \l;Y)cn it drops forth,” to be cor-
supt; but it 1s certainly our author’s; for it occurs again in this play :
“ woman's gentle brain

¢« Could not drop forth fuch giant-rude invention.”

This paffage ferves likewife to fupport the emendation that has been
made. MAvrONE.
~ 7 Cry, holla! to thy fongue,] The old copy hasemtbe tongue. Corre&t-
ed by Mr. Rowe. Hclla was a term of the manege, by which the rider
reftrained and flopp’d his horfe. So, in our author’s Venus and Adonis

¢¢ What recketh he his rider’s angry ftir,
¢ His flattering bolla, or his fand I fay 2™

The word is again ufed in Otkello, in the fame fenfe as here :
& Holll![nd there.” MavronNe,

3 0 ominons! be comes to kill my heart.] Our author has the farae

expreflion in many other places. So, in Love’s Labour’s Loff :

“ Why, that contempt will i/l the fpeaker’s bearr,”

Again, inhis Venus and Adonis :

¢¢ — they have murder'd this poor beart of mine,” '
But the preceding] word, bunter, fhows that a quibble was here in-
tended between beart and bare. In our author's time the latter word
was often written inftead of beart, as it is in the prefent infance, in
the old copy of this play. MavoxEe.

Enter





