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Adam: Act ll, Scene iii, Lines 17-77

Adam, the aged family servant of the late Rowland de Bois, warns Orlando not to enter
the house, for his brother plans to murder him. Adam then offers his retirement funds,
and offers to accompany Orlando on his flight to safety.

ADAM

O unhappy youth,
Come not within these doors. Within this roof
The enemy of all your graces lives.
Your brother—no, no brother—yet the son—
Yet not the son, I will not call him son—
Of him I was about to call his father,
Hath heard your praises, and this night he means
To burn the lodging where you use to lie.
This 1s no place, this house is but a butchery.
Abhor it, fear it, do not enter it.
Orlando, I have me five hundred crowns,
The thrifty hire I saved under your father,
Which I did store to be my foster nurse
When service should in my old limbs lie lame.
Take the gold, and let me be your servant.
Though I look old, yet I am strong and lusty,
For in my youth I never did apply
Hot and rebellious liquors in my blood.
From seventeen years till now almost fourscore
Here liveéd I, but now live here no more.
At seventeen years, many their fortunes seek,
But at fourscore, it is too late a week.
Yet fortune cannot recompense me better
Than to die well, and not my master’s debtor.




Audrey: Act lll, Scene iii, Lines 17-77

Audrey, a bawdy (and perhaps simple) country woman, captures the eye of the fool
Touchstone. He proposes that they marry almost on the spot!

TOUCHSTONE
Come apace, good Audrey. I will fetch up your goats, Audrey. Am I the
man yet? Doth my simple feature content you?

AUDREY
Your features, Lord warrant us! What features?

TOUCHSTONE

I am here with thee and thy goats, as the most capricious poet, honest
Ovid, was among the Goths. When a man’s verses cannot be understood, it
strikes a man more dead than a great reckoning in a little room. Truly, |
would the gods had made thee poetical.

AUDREY
I do not know what “poetical” is. Is it honest in deed and word? Is it a true
thing?

TOUCHSTONE
No, truly, for the truest poetry is the most feigning, and lovers are given to
poetry, and what they swear in poetry may be said as lovers they do feign.

AUDREY
Do you wish, then, that the gods had made me poetical?

TOUCHSTONE
I do, truly, for thou swear’st to me thou art honest. Now if thou wert a poet,
I might have some hope thou didst feign.




AUDREY
Would you not have me honest? Well, [ am not fair, and therefore I pray
the gods make me honest.

TOUCHSTONE
Truly, and to cast away honesty upon a foul slut were to put good meat into
an unclean dish.

AUDREY
I am not a slut, though I thank the gods I am foul.

TOUCHSTONE
Well, praised be the gods for thy foulness; sluttishness may come hereafter.
But be it as it may be, [ will marry thee.

AUDREY
Well, the gods give us joy!




Celia: Act |, Scene iii, Lines 1-37

Celia is astonished that her cousin (and best friend) could have fallen in love so quickly.
She wants all the details.

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

ROSALIND
Not one to throw at a dog.

CELIA
No, thy words are too precious to be cast away upon curs. Throw some of
them at me. Come, lame me with reasons.

ROSALIND
Then there were two cousins laid up, when the one should be lamed with
reasons, and the other mad without any.

CELIA
But is all this for your father?

ROSALIND

No, some of it is for my child’s father.

[Celia reacts to this development.]

O, how full of briers is this working-day world!

CELIA
They are but burs, cousin, thrown upon thee in holiday foolery. If we walk
not in the trodden paths, our very petticoats will catch them.




ROSALIND
I could shake them off my coat. These burs are in my heart.

CELIA
Come, come, wrestle with thy affections.

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

CELIA
Is it possible on such a sudden you should fall into so strong a liking with
old Sir Rowland’s youngest son?

ROSALIND
The Duke my father loved his father dearly.

CELIA
Doth it therefore ensue that you should love his son dearly? By this kind of

chase I should hate him, for my father hated his father dearly. Yet I hate not
Orlando.

ROSALIND
No, faith, hate him not, for my sake.

CELIA
Why should I not? Doth he not deserve well?

ROSALIND
Let me love him for that, and do you love him because I do.




Celia: Act |, Scene iii, Lines 94-114

Faced with the banishment of her cousin and closest friend, Celia comes up with
a plan to run away together.

CELIA

O my poor Rosalind, whither wilt thou go?

Wilt thou change fathers? I will give thee mine.

I charge thee, be not thou more grieved than I am.

ROSALIND
I have more cause.

CELIA

Thou hast not, cousin.
Prithee, be cheerful. Know’st thou not the Duke
Hath banished me, his daughter? You lack the love
Which teacheth thee that thou and I am one.
Shall we be sundered? Shall we part, sweet girl?
No, let my father seek another heir.
Therefore devise with me how we may fly,
Whither to go, and what to bear with us,
And do not seek to take your change upon you,
To bear your griefs yourself and leave me out.
For, by this heaven, now at our sorrows pale,
Say what thou canst, I’ll go along with thee.

ROSALIND
Why, whither shall we go?

CELIA
To seek my uncle in the Forest of Arden.




Celia: Act |, Scene iii, Lines 1-37

Celia has seen Orlando hanging his poems in the wood, and asks if Rosalind knows
who is responsible for them. Celia is shocked by how naive/dense her friend is being.

CELIA

Didst thou hear these verses? Didst thou hear without wondering how thy
name should be hanged and carved upon these trees?

Trow you who hath done this?

ROSALIND

Is it a man?

CELIA

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

I prithee, who?

CELIA

O Lord, Lord! It is a hard matter for friends to meet, but mountains may be
removed with earthquakes and so encounter.

ROSALIND

Nay, but who is it?

CELIA

Is it possible?

ROSALIND

Nay, I prithee now, with most petitionary vehemence, tell me who it is.
CELIA

O wonderful, wonderful, and most wonderful wonderful, and yet again
wonderful, and after that out of all whooping! It is young Orlando, that
tripped up the wrestler’s heels and your heart both in an instant. I found
him under a tree... like a dropped acorn.




Charles: Act |, Scene i, Lines 121-134

Charles, a court wrestler, has heard that Orlando plans to challenge him. Since Charles
must always do his best in the ring to uphold his brutal reputation, he tries to ask Olliver
to talk his younger brother out of the bout.

CHARLES

Marry, do I, sir, and I came to acquaint you

with a matter. I am given, sir, secretly to understand
that your younger brother Orlando hath a
disposition to come in disguised against me to try a
fall. Tomorrow, sir, I wrestle for my credit, and he
that escapes me without some broken limb shall
acquit him well. Your brother is but young and
tender, and for your love I would be loath to foil
him, as [ must for my own honor if he come in.
Therefore, out of my love to you, I came hither to
acquaint you withal, that either you might stay him
from his intendment, or brook such disgrace well
as he shall run into, in that it is a thing of his own
search and altogether against my will.







