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  SCENE: Rousillon; Paris; Florence; Marseilles - ACT I. SCENE 1. Rousillon. The COUNT'S palace
ACT I. SCENE 1. Rousillon. The
COUNT'S palace

Enter BERTRAM, the COUNTESS OF
ROUSILLON, HELENA, and LAFEU, all in black

COUNTESS. In delivering my son from
me, I bury a second husband. BERTRAM. And I in going, madam, weep
o'er my father's death anew; but I must attend hisMajesty's
command, to whom I am now in ward, evermore in subjection. LAFEU.
You shall find of the King a husband, madam; you, sir, a father. He
that so generally is at all times good must of necessity hold his
virtue to you, whose worthiness would stir it up where it wanted,
rather than lack it where there is such abundance. COUNTESS. What
hope is there of his Majesty's amendment? LAFEU. He hath abandon'd
his physicians, madam; under whose practices he hath persecutedtime
with hope, and finds no other advantage in the process but only the
losing of hope by time. COUNTESS. This young gentlewoman had a
father- O, that 'had,' how sad a passage 'tis!-whose skill was
almost as great as his honesty; had itstretch'd so far, would have
made nature immortal, and death should have play for lack of work.
Would, for the King's sake, he were living! I think it would be the
death of the King's disease. LAFEU. How call'd you the man you
speak of, madam? COUNTESS. He was famous, sir, in his profession,
and it was his great right to be so- Gerard de Narbon. LAFEU. He
was excellent indeed, madam; the King very lately spoke of him
admiringly and mourningly; he was skilful enough to have liv'd
still, if knowledge could be set up against mortality. BERTRAM.
What is it, my good lord, the King languishes of? LAFEU. A fistula,
my lord. BERTRAM. I heard not of it before. LAFEU. I would it were
not notorious. Was this gentlewoman the daughter of Gerard de
Narbon? COUNTESS. His sole child, my lord, and bequeathed to my
overlooking. I have those hopes of her good that her education
promises; her dispositions she inherits, which makes fair gifts
fairer; for where an unclean mind carries virtuous qualities, there
commendations go with pity-they are virtues and traitors too. In
her they are the better for their simpleness; she derives her
honesty, and achieves her goodness. LAFEU. Your commendations,
madam, get from her tears. COUNTESS. 'Tis the best brine a maiden
can season her praise in. The remembrance of her father never
approaches her heart but the tyranny of her sorrows takes all
livelihood from her cheek. No more of this, Helena; go to, no more,
lest it be rather thought you affect a sorrow than to have- HELENA.
I do affect a sorrow indeed, but I have it too. LAFEU. Moderate
lamentation is the right of the dead: excessive grief the enemy to
the living. COUNTESS. If the living be enemy to the grief, the
excess makes it soon mortal. BERTRAM. Madam, I desire your holy
wishes. LAFEU. How understand we that? COUNTESS. Be thou blest,
Bertram, and succeed thy father In manners, as in shape! Thy blood
and virtue Contend for empire in thee, and thy goodness Share with
thy birthright! Love all, trust a few, Do wrong to none; be able
for thine enemy Rather in power than use, and keep thy friend Under
thy own life's key; be check'd for silence, But never tax'd for
speech. What heaven more will, That thee may furnish, and my
prayers pluck down, Fall on thy head! Farewell. My lord, 'Tis an
unseason'd courtier; good my lord, Advise him. LAFEU. He cannot
want the best That shall attend his love. COUNTESS. Heaven bless
him! Farewell, Bertram. Exit BERTRAM. The best wishes that can be
forg'd in your thoughts be servants to you! [To HELENA] Be
comfortable to my mother, your mistress, and make much of her.
LAFEU. Farewell, pretty lady; you must hold the credit of your
father. Exeunt BERTRAM and LAFEU HELENA. O, were that all! I think
not on my father; And these great tears grace his remembrance more
Than those I shed for him. What was he like? I have forgot him; my
imagination Carries no favour in't but Bertram's. I am undone;
there is no living, none, If Bertram be away. 'Twere all one That I
should love a bright particularstar And think to wed it, he is so
above me. In his bright radiance and collateral light Must I be
comforted, not in his sphere. Th' ambition in my love thus plagues
itself: The hind that would be mated by the lion Must die for love.
'Twas pretty, though a plague, To see him every hour; to sit and
draw His arched brows, his hawking eye, his curls, In our heart's
table-heart too capable Of every line and trick of his sweet
favour. But now he's gone, andmy idolatrous fancy Must sanctify his
relics. Who comes here?

Enter PAROLLES

[Aside] One that goes with him. I
love him for his sake; And yet I know him a notorious liar, Think
him a great way fool, solely a coward; Yet these fix'd evils sit so
fit in him That they take place when virtue's steely bones Looks
bleak i' th' cold wind; withal, full oft we see Cold wisdom waiting
on superfluous folly. PAROLLES. Save you, fair queen! HELENA. And
you, monarch! PAROLLES. No. HELENA. And no. PAROLLES. Are you
meditating on virginity? HELENA. Ay. You have some stain of soldier
in you; let me ask you a question. Man is enemy to virginity; how
may we barricado it against him? PAROLLES. Keep him out. HELENA.
But he assails; and our virginity, though valiant in the defence,
yet is weak. Unfold to us some warlike resistance. PAROLLES. There
is none. Man, setting down before you, will undermine you and blow
you up. HELENA. Bless our poor virginity from underminers and
blowers-up! Is there no military policy how virgins might blow up
men? PAROLLES. Virginity being blown down, man will quicklier be
blown up; marry, in blowing him down again, with the
breachyourselves made, you lose your city. It is not politic in the
commonwealth of nature to preserve virginity. Loss of virginity is
rational increase; and there was never virgin got till virginity
was first lost. That you were made of ismetal to make virgins.
Virginity by being once lost may be ten times found; by being ever
kept, it is ever lost. 'Tis too cold a companion; away with't.
HELENA. I will stand for 't a little, though therefore I die a
virgin. PAROLLES.There's little can be said in 't; 'tis against the
rule of nature. To speak on the part of virginity is to accuse your
mothers; which is most infallible disobedience. He that hangs
himself is a virgin; virginity murders itself, and should be buried
in highways, out of all sanctified limit, as a desperate offendress
against nature. Virginity breeds mites, much like a cheese;
consumes itself to the very paring, and so dies with feeding his
own stomach. Besides, virginity ispeevish, proud, idle, made of
self-love, which is the most inhibited sin in the canon. Keep it
not; you cannot choose but lose by't. Out with't. Within ten year
it will make itself ten, which is a goodly increase; and the
principal itself not much the worse. Away with't. HELENA. How might
one do, sir, to lose it to her own liking? PAROLLES. Let me see.
Marry, ill to like him that ne'er it likes. 'Tis a commodity will
lose the gloss with lying; the longer kept, the less worth. Off
with't while 'tis vendible; answer the time of request. Virginity,
like an old courtier, wears her cap out of fashion, richly suited
but unsuitable; just like the brooch and the toothpick, which wear
not now. Your date is better in your pie and your porridge than in
your cheek. And your virginity, your old virginity, is like one of
our French wither'd pears: it looks ill, it eats drily; marry, 'tis
a wither'd pear; it was formerly better; marry, yet 'tis a wither'd
pear. Will you anything with it? HELENA. Not my virginity yet.
There shall your master have a thousand loves, A mother, and a
mistress, and a friend, A phoenix, captain, and an enemy, A guide,
a goddess, and asovereign, A counsellor, a traitress, and a dear;
His humble ambition, proud humility, His jarring concord, and his
discord dulcet, His faith, his sweet disaster; with a world Of
pretty, fond, adoptious christendoms That blinking Cupid gossips.
Now shall he- I know not what he shall. God send him well! The
court's a learning-place, and he is one- PAROLLES. What one, i'
faith? HELENA. That I wish well. 'Tis pity- PAROLLES. What's pity?
HELENA. That wishingwell had not a body in't Which might be felt;
that we, the poorer born, Whose baser stars do shut us up in
wishes, Might with effects of them follow our friends And show what
we alone must think, which never Returns us thanks.

Enter PAGE

PAGE. Monsieur Parolles, my lord
calls for you. Exit PAGE PAROLLES. Little Helen, farewell; if I can
remember thee, I will think of thee at court. HELENA. Monsieur
Parolles, you were born under a charitable star. PAROLLES. Under
Mars, I. HELENA. I especially think, under Mars. PAROLLES. Why
under Man? HELENA. The wars hath so kept you under that you must
needs be born under Mars. PAROLLES. When he was predominant.
HELENA. When he was retrograde, I think, rather. PAROLLES. Why
think you so? HELENA. You go so much backward when you fight.
PAROLLES. That's for advantage. HELENA. So is running away, when
fear proposes the safety: but the composition that your valour and
fear makesin you is a virtue of a good wing, and I like the wear
well. PAROLLES. I am so full of business I cannot answer thee
acutely. I will return perfect courtier; in the which my
instruction shall serve to naturalize thee, so thou wilt be capable
of a courtier's counsel, and understand what advice shall thrust
upon thee; else thou diest in thine unthankfulness, and thine
ignorance makes thee away. Farewell. When thou hast leisure, say
thy prayers; when thou hast none, remember thy friends. Get thee a
good husband and use him as he uses thee. So, farewell. Exit
HELENA. Our remedies oft in ourselves do lie, Which we ascribe to
heaven. The fated sky Gives usfree scope; only doth backward pull
Our slow designs when we ourselves are dull. What power is it which
mounts my love so high, That makes me see, and cannot feed mine
eye? The mightiest space in fortune nature brings To join
likelikes, and kiss like native things. Impossible be strange
attempts to those That weigh their pains in sense, and do suppose
What hath been cannot be. Who ever strove To show her merit that
did miss her love? The King's disease-my project may deceive me,
But my intents are fix'd, and will not leave me. Exit




  ACT I. SCENE 2. Paris. The KING'S palace
Flourish of cornets. Enter the KING
OF FRANCE, with letters, and divers ATTENDANTS

KING. The Florentines and Senoys
are by th' ears; Have fought with equal fortune, and continue A
braving war. FIRST LORD. So 'tis reported, sir. KING. Nay, 'tis
most credible. We here receive it, A certainty, vouch'd from our
cousin Austria, With caution, that the Florentine will move us For
speedy aid; wherein our dearest friend Prejudicates the business,
and would seem To have us make denial. FIRST LORD. His love and
wisdom, Approv'd so to your Majesty, may plead For amplest
credence. KING. He hath arm'd our answer, And Florence is denied
before he comes; Yet, for our gentlemen that mean to see The Tuscan
service, freely have they leave To stand on either part. SECOND
LORD. It well may serve A nursery to our gentry, whoare sick For
breathing and exploit. KING. What's he comes here?

Enter BERTRAM, LAFEU, and
PAROLLES

FIRST LORD. It is the Count
Rousillon, my good lord, Young Bertram. KING. Youth, thou bear'st
thy father's face; Frank nature, rather curious than in haste, Hath
well compos'd thee. Thy father's moral parts Mayst thou inherit
too! Welcome to Paris. BERTRAM. My thanks and duty are your
Majesty's. KING. I would I had that corporal soundness now, As when
thy father and myself in friendship First tried our soldiership. He
did look far Into the service of the time, and was Discipled of the
bravest. He lasted long; But on us both did haggish age steal on,
And wore us out ofact. It much repairs me To talk of your good
father. In his youth He had the wit which I can well observe To-day
in our young lords; but they may jest Till their own scorn return
to them unnoted Ere they can hide their levity in honour. So like a
courtier, contempt nor bitterness Were in his pride or sharpness;
if they were, His equal had awak'd them; and his honour, Clock to
itself, knew the true minute when Exception bid him speak, and at
this time His tongue obey'd his hand. Who were below him He us'd as
creatures of another place; And bow'd his eminent top to their low
ranks, Making them proud of his humility In their poor praise he
humbled. Such a man Might be a copy to these younger times; Which,
followed well, would demonstrate them now But goers backward.
BERTRAM. His good remembrance, sir, Lies richer in your thoughts
than on his tomb; So in approof lives not his epitaph As in your
royal speech. KING. Would I were with him! He would always say-
Methinks I hear him now; his plausive words He scatter'd not in
ears, but grafted them To grow there, and to bear- 'Let me not
live'- This his good melancholy oft began, On the catastrophe and
heel of pastime, When it was out-'Let me not live' quoth he 'After
my flame lacks oil, to be the snuff Of younger spirits, whose
apprehensive senses All but new things disdain; whose judgments are
Mere fathers oftheir garments; whose constancies Expire before
their fashions.' This he wish'd. I, after him, do after him wish
too, Since I nor wax nor honey can bring home, I quickly were
dissolved from my hive, To give some labourers room. SECOND LORD.
You're loved, sir; They that least lend it you shall lack you
first. KING. I fill a place, I know't. How long is't, Count, Since
the physician at your father's died? He was much fam'd. BERTRAM.
Some six months since, mylord. KING. If he were living, I would try
him yet- Lend me an arm-the rest have worn me out With several
applications. Nature and sickness Debate it at their leisure.
Welcome, Count; My son's no dearer. BERTRAM. Thank your Majesty.
Exeunt [Flourish]




  ACT I. SCENE 3. Rousillon. The COUNT'S palace
Enter COUNTESS, STEWARD, and CLOWN

COUNTESS. I will now hear; what say you of thisgentlewoman?
STEWARD. Madam, the care I have had to evenyour content I wish
might be found inthecalendar of my past endeavours; for thenwe
wound our modesty, and make foul theclearness of our deservings,
when ofourselves we publish them. COUNTESS. What does thisknave
here? Get you gone, sirrah.The complaints I have heard ofyou I do
notall believe; 'tis my slowness that I do not,for I know you lack
not folly to commit themand have ability enough to make such
knaveriesyours. CLOWN. 'Tis not unknown to you, madam, I am apoor
fellow. COUNTESS. Well, sir. CLOWN. No,madam, 'tis not so well that
I am poor, though manyof the rich are damn'd; but if I may haveyour
ladyship's good will to go to theworld, Isbel the woman and I will
do as wemay. COUNTESS. Wilt thou needs be abeggar? CLOWN. Ido beg
your good will in thiscase. COUNTESS. In what case? CLOWN.
InIsbel's case and mine own. Service is no heritage; andI think I
shall never have the blessing ofGod till I have issue o' my body;
for theysay bames are blessings. COUNTESS. Tell me thy reasonwhy
thou wilt marry. CLOWN. My poor body, madam,requires it. I am
driven on by the flesh;and he must needs go that the devil drives.
COUNTESS. Isthis all your worship's reason? CLOWN. Faith, madam,
Ihave otherholy reasons, such as they are. COUNTESS. Maythe world
know them? CLOWN. I have been, madam, a wickedcreature, as you and
all flesh and bloodare; and, indeed, I do marry that I mayrepent.
COUNTESS. Thy marriage, sooner than thywickedness. CLOWN. I am out
o' friends, madam, and Ihope to have friends for my wife'ssake.
COUNTESS. Such friends are thine enemies,knave. CLOWN. Y'are
shallow, madam-in great friends; forthe knaves come to do that for
me which I amaweary of. He that ears my land spares myteam, and
gives me leave to in the crop. If I behis cuckold, he's my drudge.
He thatcomforts my wife is the cherisher of myflesh and blood; he
that cherishes my fleshand blood loves my flesh and blood; he
thatloves my flesh and blood is my friend; ergo,he that kisses my
wife is my friend. Ifmen could be contented to be what they
are,there were no fear in marriage; for youngCharbon the puritan
and old Poysamthe papist, howsome'er their hearts aresever'd in
religion, their heads are bothone; they may jowl horns together
like anydeer i' th' herd. COUNTESS. Wiltthou ever be a foul-mouth'd
and calumnious knave? CLOWN.Aprophet I, madam; and I speak the
truth the next way:

For I the ballad willrepeat, Whichmen full true shallfind:
Yourmarriage comes bydestiny, Yourcuckoo sings by kind.

COUNTESS. Get you gone, sir; I'll talk with you moreanon.
STEWARD. May it please you, madam, that he bidHelen come to you. Of
her I am tospeak. COUNTESS. Sirrah, tell my gentlewoman I
wouldspeak with her; Helen Imean. CLOWN. [Sings]

'Was this fair face thecause' quothshe 'Whythe Grecians
sackedTroy? Fonddone, donefond, Wasthis King Priam'sjoy?' Withthat
she sighed as shestood, Withthat she sighed as shestood, Andgave
this sentencethen: 'Amongnine bad if one begood, Amongnine bad if
one begood, There'syet one good in ten.'

COUNTESS. What, one good in ten? You corrupt the song,sirrah.
CLOWN. One good woman in ten, madam, which is apurifying o' th'
song. Would God would servethe world so all the year! We'd find
nofault with the tithe-woman, if I were the parson. One inten,
quoth 'a! An we might have a good womanborn before every blazing
star, or at anearthquake, 'twould mend the lottery well: aman may
draw his heart out ere 'a pluckone. COUNTESS. You'll be gone, sir
knave, and do as Icommand you. CLOWN. That man should be at
woman'scommand, and yet no hurt done! Thoughhonesty be no puritan,
yet it will do no hurt; itwill wear the surplice of humility over
theblack gown of a big heart. I am going,forsooth. The business is
forHelen to comehither. Exit COUNTESS. Well,now. STEWARD. I know,
madam, you love your gentlewomanentirely. COUNTESS. Faith I do. Her
father bequeath'dher to me; and she herself, without
otheradvantage, may lawfully make title toas much love as she
finds. There is moreowing her than is paid; and more shall bepaid
her than she'll demand. STEWARD. Madam, I was verylate more near
her than I think she wish'dme. Alone she was, and did communicate
to herself herown words to her own ears; she thought, Idare vow for
her, they touch'd not anystranger sense. Her matter was, she
lovedyour son. Fortune, she said, was no goddess,that had put such
difference betwixt theirtwo estates; Love no god, that wouldnot
extend his might only where qualitieswere level; Diana no queen of
virgins, thatwould suffer her poor knight surpris'dwithout rescue
in the first assault, orransom afterward. This she deliver'd in
themost bitter touch of sorrow that e'er Iheard virgin exclaim in;
which I held myduty speedily to acquaint you withal;sithence, in
the loss that may happen, it concernsyou something to knowit.
COUNTESS. YOU have discharg'd this honestly; keep itto yourself.
Many likelihoods inform'd me ofthis before, which hung so tott'ring
in thebalance that I could neither believenor misdoubt. Pray you
leave me. Stall thisin your bosom; and I thank you for yourhonest
care. I will speak with youfurther anon. Exit STEWARD

Enter HELENA

Even so it was with me when I wasyoung. If ever we are nature's,
these areours; this thorn Doth to our rose of youthrightly belong;
Our blood to us, this to ourblood is born. It is the showand seal
ofnature's truth, Where love's strong passionis impress'd in youth.
By our remembrancesof days foregone, Such were our faults, orthen
we thought them none. Her eye is sickon't; I observe her now.
HELENA. What is your pleasure,madam? COUNTESS. You know,Helen, I am
a mother toyou. HELENA. Mine honourablemistress. COUNTESS. Nay,
amother. Why not a mother? When I said 'amother,' Methought you saw
a serpent. What'sin 'mother' That you startat it? I say I amyour
mother, And put you in the catalogue ofthose That were enwombed
mine. 'Tis oftenseen Adoption strives with nature, andchoice breeds
A native slip to us fromforeign seeds. You ne'er oppress'd me with
amother's groan, Yet I express to you amother's care. God's mercy,
maiden! does itcurd thy blood To say I am thy mother?What's the
matter, That this distemperedmessenger of wet, The many-colour'd
Iris,rounds thine eye? Why, that you are mydaughter? HELENA. That I
am not. COUNTESS. Isay I am your mother. HELENA. Pardon,madam. The
Count Rousillon cannot be mybrother: I am from humble, he from
honouredname; No note upon my parents, his allnoble. My master, my
dear lord he is; andI His servant live, and will his vassaldie. He
must not be mybrother. COUNTESS. Nor I your mother? HELENA.You are
my mother, madam; would you were- Sothat mylord your son were not
mybrother- Indeed my mother! Or were you bothour mothers, I care no
more for than I dofor heaven, So I were not his sister. Can'tno
other, But, I your daughter, he must bemy brother? COUNTESS. Yes,
Helen,you might be mydaughter-in-law. God shield you mean it
not!'daughter' and 'mother' So strive upon yourpulse. What! pale
again? My fear hathcatch'd your fondness. Now I see The myst'ryof
your loneliness, and find Your salttears' head. Now to all sense
'tis gross Youlove my son; invention is asham'd, Againstthe
proclamation of thy passion, To say thoudost not. Therefore tell me
true; But tellme then, 'tis so; for, look, thycheeks Confess it,
th' one to th' other; andthine eyes See it so grossly shown in
thybehaviours That in their kind they speak it;only sin And hellish
obstinacy tie thytongue, That truth should be suspected.Speak, is't
so? If it be so, you have woundagoodly clew; If it be not,
forswear't;howe'er, I charge thee, As heaven shall workin me for
thine avail, To tell metruly. HELENA. Good madam, pardonme.
COUNTESS. Do you love my son? HELENA.Your pardon, noble mistress.
COUNTESS. Love you myson? HELENA. Do not you love him,madam?
COUNTESS. Go not about; my love hath in't abond Whereof the world
takes note. Come,come, disclose The state of your affection;for
your passions Have to the fullappeach'd. HELENA. Then Iconfess,
Here on my knee, before high heavenand you, That before you, and
next unto highheaven, I love yourson. My friends were poor, but
honest; so'smy love. Be not offended, for it hurts nothim That heis
lov'd of me; I follow himnot By any token of presumptuoussuit, Nor
would I have him till I do deservehim; Yet never know how that
desert shouldbe. I know I love in vain, strive againsthope; Yet in
this captious and inteniblesieve I still pour in the waters of
mylove, And lack not to lose still. Thus,Indian-like, Religious in
mine error, Iadore The sun that looks upon hisworshipper But knows
of him no more. Mydearest madam, Let not your hate encounterwith my
love, For loving where you do; butif yourself, Whose aged honour
cites avirtuous youth, Did ever in so true a flameof liking Wish
chastely and love dearly thatyour Dian Was both herself and Love;
O,then, give pity To her whose state is suchthat cannot choose But
lend and give whereshe is sure to lose; That seeks not to findthat
her search implies, But, riddle-like,lives sweetly where she dies!
COUNTESS. Had you notlately an intent-speak truly- To go toParis?
HELENA. Madam, I had. COUNTESS.Wherefore? Tell true. HELENA. I will
tell truth; bygrace itself I swear. You know my fatherleft me some
prescriptions Of rare andprov'd effects, such as his reading
Andmanifest experience had collected Forgeneral sovereignty; and
that he will'dme In heedfull'st reservation to bestowthem, As notes
whose faculties inclusivewere More than they were in note.
Amongstthe rest There is a remedy, approv'd, setdown, To cure the
desperate languishingswhereof The King is render'dlost. COUNTESS.
This was yourmotive For Paris, was it?Speak. HELENA. My lord your
son made me to think ofthis, Else Paris, and the medicine, and
theKing, Had from the conversation of mythoughts Haply been
absentthen. COUNTESS. But think you,Helen, If you should tender
your supposedaid, He would receive it? He and hisphysicians Are of
a mind: he, that theycannot help him; They, that they cannothelp.
How shall they credit A poor unlearnedvirgin, when the schools,
Embowell'd oftheir doctrine, have let off The danger toitself?
HELENA. There's somethingin't More than my father's skill, which
wasthe great'st Of his profession, that hisgood receipt Shall for
my legacy besanctified By th' luckiest stars in heaven;and, would
your honour But give me leave totry success, I'd venture The
well-lost lifeof mine on his Grace's cure. By such a dayand hour.
COUNTESS. Dost thoubelieve't? HELENA. Ay, madam,knowingly.
COUNTESS. Why, Helen, thou shalt have myleave and love, Means and
attendants, and myloving greetings To those of mine in court.I'll
stay at home, And pray God's blessinginto thy attempt. Be gone
to-morrow; and besure of this, What I can help thee to thoushalt
not miss. Exeunt
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  ACT II. SCENE 1. Paris. The KING'S palace
Flourish ofcornets. Enter the KING with divers young LORDStaking
leave for the Florentine war; BERTRAM and PAROLLES;ATTENDANTS

KING. Farewell, young lords; these war-likeprinciples Do not
throw from you. And you,my lords, farewell; Share the advice
betwixtyou; if both gain all, The gift doth stretchitself as 'tis
receiv'd, And is enough forboth. FIRST LORD. 'Tis our hope,sir,
After well-ent'red soldiers, toreturn And find your Grace inhealth.
KING. No, no, it cannot be; and yet myheart Will not confess he
owes themalady That doth my life besiege. Farewell,young lords;
Whether I live or die, be youthe sons Of worthy Frenchmen; let
higherItaly- Those bated that inherit but thefall Of the last
monarchy-see that youcome Not to woo honour, but to wed it;when The
bravest questant shrinks, find whatyou seek, That fame may cry you
aloud. I sayfarewell. SECOND LORD. Health, at your bidding,
serveyour Majesty! KING. Those girls of Italy, take heed ofthem;
They say our French lack language todeny, If they demand; beware of
beingcaptives Before youserve. BOTH. Our hearts receive
yourwarnings. KING. Farewell. [To ATTENDANTS] Come hithertome.
TheKING retires attended FIRST LORD. O my sweet lord, thatyou will
stay behind us! PAROLLES. 'Tis not his fault,the spark. SECOND
LORD. O, 'tis bravewars! PAROLLES. Most admirable! I have seen
thosewars. BERTRAM. I am commanded here and kept a coilwith 'Too
young' and next year' and "Tis tooearly.' PAROLLES. An thy mind
stand to 't, boy, stealaway bravely. BERTRAM. I shall stay here the
forehorseto a smock, Creaking myshoes on the plainmasonry, Till
honour be bought up, and nosword worn But one to dance with. By
heaven,I'll steal away. FIRST LORD. There's honour in thetheft.
PAROLLES. Commit it, Count. SECONDLORD. I am your accessary; and so
farewell. BERTRAM. Igrow to you, and our parting is a tortur'd
body. FIRSTLORD. Farewell, Captain. SECOND LORD. Sweet
MonsieurParolles! PAROLLES. Noble heroes, my sword and yours
arekin. Good sparks and lustrous, a word, goodmetals: youshall find
in the regiment of theSpinii one Captain Spurio, with his
cicatrice, an emblemof war, here on his sinister cheek; it wasthis
very sword entrench'd it. Say to him Ilive; and observe his reports
for me. FIRST LORD. Weshall,noble Captain. PAROLLES. Mars dote on
you for hisnovices! Exeunt LORDS What will ye do?

Re-enter the KING

BERTRAM. Stay; the King! PAROLLES. Use a morespacious ceremony
to the noble lords; youhave restrain'd yourself within the
listoftoo cold an adieu. Be more expressive tothem; for they wear
themselves in the cap ofthe time; there do muster true gait;
eat,speak, and move, under the influence of themost receiv'd star;
and though the devillead the measure, such are to be followed.After
them, and take a more dilatedfarewell. BERTRAM. And I will doso.
PAROLLES. Worthy fellows; and like to prove mostsinewysword-men.
ExeuntBERTRAM and PAROLLES

Enter LAFEU

LAFEU. [Kneeling] Pardon, my lord, for me and for mytidings.
KING. I'll fee thee to standup. LAFEU. Then here's a man stands
that has brought hispardon. I would you had kneel'd, my lord, toask
me mercy; And that at mybidding youcould so stand up. KING. I would
I had; so I had brokethy pate, And ask'd thee mercyfor't. LAFEU.
Good faith,across! But, my good lord, 'tis thus: willyou be cur'd
Of yourinfirmity? KING. No. LAFEU. O, will youeat No grapes, my
royal fox? Yes, but youwill My noble grapes, an if my royalfox
Could reach them: I have seen amedicine That's able to breathe life
into astone, Quicken a rock, and make you dancecanary With spritely
fireand motion; whosesimple touch Is powerful to araise KingPepin,
nay, To give great Charlemain a penin's hand And write to her
alove-line. KING. What her is this? LAFEU.Why, Doctor She! My lord,
there's onearriv'd, If you willsee her. Now, by myfaith and honour,
If seriously I may conveymy thoughts In this my light deliverance,
Ihave spoke With one that in her sex, heryears, profession, Wisdom,
and constancy,hath amaz'd me more Than I dare blame myweakness.
Will you see her, For that is herdemand, and know her business?
That done,laugh well at me. KING. Now, goodLafeu, Bring in the
admiration, that we withthe May spend our wonder too, or take
offthine By wond'ringhow thou took'stit. LAFEU. Nay, I'll fit you,
Andnot be all day neither. Exit LAFEU KING. Thus he hisspecial
nothing ever prologues.

Re-enter LAFEU with HELENA

LAFEU. Nay, come your ways. KING. This haste hathwings indeed.
LAFEU. Nay, come yourways; This is his Majesty; say your mind
tohim. A traitor you do look like; but suchtraitors His Majesty
seldom fears. I amCressid's uncle, That dare leave twotogether.
Fare you well. Exit KING. Now, fairone, doesyour business follow
us? HELENA. Ay, my goodlord. Gerard de Narbon was myfather, In what
he did profess, wellfound. KING. I knew him. HELENA. The ratherwill
I spare my praises towards him; Knowinghim is enough. On'sbed of
death Manyreceipts he gave me; chiefly one, Which, asthe dearest
issue of his practice, And ofhis old experience th' only darling,
He bademe store up as a triple eye, Safer than mineown two, more
dear. I have so: And, hearingyour high Majesty is touch'd With
thatmalignant cause wherein the honour Of mydear father's gift
stands chief in power, Icome to tender it, and my appliance,
Withall bound humbleness. KING. We thank you,maiden; But may not be
so credulous ofcure, When our most learned doctors leaveus, and The
congregated college haveconcluded That labouring art can
neverransom nature From her inaidable estate-Isay we must not So
stain our judgment, orcorrupt our hope, To prostitute ourpast-cure
malady To empirics; or to disseverso Our great self and our credit
toesteem A senseless help, when help pastsense we deem. HELENA. My
duty then shall pay me for mypains. I willno more enforce mine
office onyou; Humbly entreating from your royalthoughts A modest
one to bear me backagain. KING. I cannot give thee less, to be
call'dgrateful. Thou thought'st to help me; andsuch thanks I give
As one neardeath to thosethat wish him live. But what at full I
know,thou know'st no part; I knowing all myperil, thou no art.
HELENA. What I can do can do no hurtto try, Since you set up your
rest 'gainstremedy. He that of greatest worksisfinisher Oft does
them by the weakestminister. So holy writ in babes hathjudgment
shown, When judges have been babes.Great floods have flown From
simple sources,and great seas have dried When miracles haveby the
greatest been denied. Oft expectationfails, and most oft there
Where most itpromises; and oft it hits Where hope iscoldest, and
despair most fits. KING. I must not hearthee. Fare thee well, kind
maid; Thy pains,not us'd, must by thyself be paid; Proffersnot took
reap thanks for their reward. HELENA. Inspiredmerit so by breath is
barr'd. It is not sowith Him that all things knows, As 'tis withus
that square our guess by shows; But mostit is presumption in us
when The help ofheaven we count the act of men. Dear sir, tomy
endeavours give consent; Of heaven, notme, make an experiment. I am
not animpostor, that proclaim Myself against thelevel ofmine aim;
But know I think, andthink I know most sure, My art is not
pastpower nor you past cure. KING. Art thou so confident?Within
what space Hop'st thou mycure? HELENA. The greatest Grace
lendinggrace. Ere twice the horses of the sun shallbring Their
fiery torcher his diurnalring, Ere twice in murk and occidentaldamp
Moist Hesperus hath quench'd his sleepylamp, Or four and twenty
times the pilot'sglass Hath told the thievish minutes howthey pass,
What is infirm from your soundparts shall fly, Health shall live
free, andsickness freely die. KING. Upon thy certainty
andconfidence What dar'st thouventure? HELENA. Tax ofimpudence, A
strumpet's boldness, a divulgedshame, Traduc'd by odious ballads;
mymaiden's name Sear'd otherwise; ne worse ofworst-extended With
vilest torture let mylife be ended. KING. Methinks in thee some
blessedspirit doth speak His powerful sound withinan organ weak;
And what impossibility wouldslay In common sense, sense saves
anotherway. Thy life is dear; for all that life canrate Worth name
of life in thee hathestimate: Youth, beauty, wisdom, courage,all
That happiness and prime canhappycall. Thou this to hazard needs
mustintimate Skill infinite or monstrousdesperate. Sweet practiser,
thy physic Iwill try, That ministers thine own death ifI die.
HELENA. If I break time, or flinch inproperty Of whatI spoke,
unpitied let medie; And well deserv'd. Not helping, death'smy fee;
But, if I help, what do you promiseme? KING. Make thy demand.
HELENA. But willyou make it even? KING. Ay, by my sceptre and my
hopesof heaven. HELENA. Then shalt thou give me with thykingly hand
What husband in thy power I willcommand. Exempted be from me
thearrogance To choose from forth the royalblood of France, My low
and humble name topropagate With any branchor image of thystate;
But such a one, thy vassal, whom Iknow Is free for me to ask, thee
tobestow. KING. Here is my hand; the premisesobserv'd, Thy will by
my performance shallbe serv'd. So make the choice of thy owntime,
forI, Thy resolv'd patient, on theestill rely. More should I
question thee, andmore I must, Though more to know could notbe more
to trust, From whence thou cam'st,how tended on. But rest
Unquestion'd welcomeand undoubted blest. Give me some help here,ho!
If thou proceed As high as word, my deedshall match thydeed.
[Flourish.Exeunt]




  ACT II. SCENE 2. Rousillon. The COUNT'S palace
Enter COUNTESS and CLOWN

COUNTESS. Come on, sir; I shall now put you to the height ofyour
breeding. CLOWN. I will showmyself highly fed and lowly taught. I
knowmy business is but to thecourt. COUNTESS. To the court! Why,
what place make youspecial, when you put off thatwith suchcontempt?
But to the court! CLOWN. Truly, madam, if Godhave lent a man any
manners, he may easilyput it off at court. He that cannot make a
leg, putoff's cap, kiss his hand, and say nothing,has neither leg,
hands, lip, nor cap; andindeed such a fellow, to say precisely,
were notfor the court; but for me, I have an answerwill serve all
men. COUNTESS. Marry, that's a bountifulanswer that fits all
questions. CLOWN. It is like abarber's chair, that fits all
buttocks-thepin buttock, the quatch buttock, the brawnbuttock, or
any buttock. COUNTESS. Will your answerserve fit to all questions?
CLOWN. As fit as ten groatsis for the hand of an attorney, asyour
French crown for your taffety punk, asTib's rush for Tom's
forefinger, as apancake for Shrove Tuesday, a morris forMayday, as
the nail to his hole, the cuckoldto his horn, as a scolding quean
to awrangling knave, as the nun's lip to thefriar's mouth; nay, as
the pudding to hisskin. COUNTESS. Have you, I, say, an answer of
suchfitness for all questions? CLOWN.From below your duke to
beneath your constable, it willfit any question. COUNTESS. Itmust
be an answer of most monstrous size that mustfit all demands.
CLOWN. But atrifle neither, in good faith, if the learnedshould
speak truth of it. Here it is, andall that belongs to't. Ask me if
I am acourtier: it shall do you no harm to learn. COUNTESS. Tobe
young again, if we could, I will be a foolin question, hoping to be
the wiser by youranswer. I pray you, sir, are you acourtier? CLOWN.
O Lord, sir!-There's a simple puttingoff. More, more, a hundred
ofthem. COUNTESS. Sir, I am a poor friend of yours,thatloves you.
CLOWN. O Lord, sir!-Thick, thick; spare notme. COUNTESS. I think,
sir, you can eat none of thishomely meat. CLOWN. O Lord, sir!-Nay,
put me to't, Iwarrant you. COUNTESS. You were lately whipp'd, sir,
asI think. CLOWN. OLord, sir!-Spare notme. COUNTESS. Do you cry 'O
Lord, sir!' at yourwhipping, and 'spare not me'? Indeed your
'OLord, sir!' is very sequent toyour whipping. You would answer
very well toa whipping, if you were but boundto't. CLOWN. I ne'er
had worse luck in my life in my 'OLord, sir!' I see thing's may
serve long,but not serve ever. COUNTESS. I play the noble
housewifewith the time, To entertain it so merrilywith a fool.
CLOWN. O Lord, sir!-Why, there't serveswell again. COUNTESS. An
end, sir! To your business:give Helen this, And urge her to a
presentanswer back; Commend me to my kinsmen and myson. This is not
much. CLOWN. Not much commendation tothem? COUNTESS. Not much
employment for you. Youunderstand me? CLOWN. Most fruitfully; I am
there beforemy legs. COUNTESS. Haste you again. Exeunt




  ACT II. SCENE 3. Paris. The KING'S palace
Enter BERTRAM, LAFEU, and PAROLLES

LAFEU. They say miracles are past; and we have ourphilosophical
persons to make modern andfamiliar things supernatural and
causeless.Hence is it that we make trifles ofterrors, ensconcing
ourselves into seemingknowledge when we should submit ourselves
toan unknown fear. PAROLLES. Why, 'tisthe rarest argumentof wonder
that hath shot out in our lattertimes. BERTRAM. And so 'tis. LAFEU.
To berelinquish'd of the artists- PAROLLES. So I say-both ofGalen
and Paracelsus. LAFEU. Of all the learned andauthentic fellows-
PAROLLES. Right; so Isay. LAFEU. That gave him outincurable-
PAROLLES. Why, there 'tis; so say Itoo. LAFEU. Not to be help'd-
PAROLLES.Right; as 'twere a man assur'd of a- LAFEU. Uncertainlife
and sure death. PAROLLES. Just; you say well; sowould I have said.
LAFEU. I may truly say it is anovelty to the world. PAROLLES. It is
indeed. If youwill have it in showing, you shall read itin
what-do-ye-call't here. LAFEU. [Reading the balladtitle]'A Showing
of a Heavenly Effect in anEarthly Actor.' PAROLLES. That's it; I
would have saidthe very same. LAFEU. Why, your dolphin is not
lustier.'Fore me, I speakin respect- PAROLLES. Nay, 'tisstrange,
'tis very strange; that is thebrief and the tedious of it; and he's
of amost facinerious spirit that will notacknowledge it to be the-
LAFEU. Very hand ofheaven. PAROLLES. Ay; so I say. LAFEU. In amost
weak- PAROLLES. And debile minister, great
power,greattranscendence; which should, indeed,give us a further
use to be made thanalone the recov'ry of the King, as tobe- LAFEU.
Generally thankful.

Enter KING, HELENA, and ATTENDANTS

PAROLLES. I would have said it; you say well. Here comestheKing.
LAFEU. Lustig, as the Dutchman says. I'll likea maid the better,
whilst I have a tooth inmy head. Why, he's able to lead hera
coranto. PAROLLES. Mort duvinaigre! Is not this Helen? LAFEU. 'Fore
God, I thinkso. KING. Go, call before me all the lords incourt.
Exitan ATTENDANT Sit, my preserver, by thypatient's side; And with
this healthfulhand, whose banish'd sense Thou hasrepeal'd, a second
time receive Theconfirmation of my promis'd gift, Which butattends
thy naming.

Enter three or four LORDS

Fair maid, send forth thine eye. This youthfulparcel Of noble
bachelors stand at mybestowing, O'er whom both sovereign powerand
father's voice I have to use. Thy frankelection make; Thou hast
power to choose,and they none to forsake. HELENA. To each of you
onefair and virtuous mistress Fall, when loveplease. Marry, to each
but one! LAFEU. I'd give bayCurtal and his furniture My mouth no
morewere broken than these boys', And writ aslittle beard. KING.
Peruse themwell. Not one of those but had a noblefather. HELENA.
Gentlemen, Heavenhath through me restor'd the King to health. ALL.
Weunderstand it, and thank heaven for you. HELENA. I am asimple
maid, and therein wealthiest That Iprotest I simply am a maid.
Please it yourMajesty, I have done already. The blushes inmy cheeks
thus whisper me: 'We blush thatthou shouldst choose; but, be
refused, Letthe white death sit on thy cheek forever, We'll ne'er
come thereagain.' KING. Make choice andsee: Who shuns thy love
shuns all his lovein me. HELENA. Now, Dian, from thy altar doIfly,
And to imperial Love, that god mosthigh, Do my sighs stream. Sir,
will you hearmy suit? FIRST LORD. And grant it. HELENA.Thanks, sir;
all the rest is mute. LAFEU. I had ratherbe in this choice than
throw ames-ace formy life. HELENA. The honour, sir,that flames in
your fair eyes, Before Ispeak, too threat'ningly replies. Love
makeyour fortunes twenty times above Her that sowishes, and her
humble love! SECOND LORD. No better, ifyou please. HELENA.My
wishreceive, Which great Love grant; and so Itake my leave. LAFEU.
Do all they deny her? An they weresons of mine I'd have them whipt;
or I wouldsend them to th' Turk to make eunuchs of. HELENA. Be
notafraid that I your hand shouldtake; I'llnever do you wrong for
your ownsake. Blessing upon your vows; and in yourbed Find fairer
fortune, if you everwed! LAFEU. These boys are boys of ice; they'll
nonehave her. Sure, they are bastards to theEnglish; the French
ne'er got 'em. HELENA. You are tooyoung, too happy, and too good,
To makeyourself a son out of my blood. FOURTH LORD. Fair one,
Ithink not so. LAFEU. There's one grape yet; I am surethy father
drunk wine-but if thou be'st notanass, I am a youth of fourteen; I
haveknown thee already. HELENA. [ToBERTRAM] I dare not say I take
you; but Igive Me and my service, ever whilst Ilive, Into your
guiding power. This is theman. KING. Why, then, young Bertram,
takeher; she's thywife. BERTRAM. My wife, my liege! I shall beseech
yourHighness, In such a business give me leaveto use The help of
mine owneyes. KING. Know'st thou not,Bertram, What she has done
forme? BERTRAM. Yes, my goodlord; But never hope to know why I
shouldmarry her. KING. Thou know'st she has rais'd me from mysickly
bed. BERTRAM. But follows it, my lord, to bringme down Must answer
for your raising? I knowher well: She had her breeding at
myfather's charge. A poor physician's daughtermy wife! Disdain
Rather corrupt meever! KING. 'Tis only title thou disdain'st in
her, thewhich I can build up. Strange is it that ourbloods, Of
colour, weight,and heat, pour'dall together, Would quite
confounddistinction, yet stand off In differences somighty. If she
be All that is virtuous-savewhat thou dislik'st, A poor
physician'sdaughter-thou dislik'st Of virtue for thename; but do
not so. From lowest place whenvirtuous things proceed, The place
isdignified by the doer's deed; Where greatadditions swell's, and
virtue none, It is adropsied honour. Good alone Is good withouta
name. Vileness is so: The property by whatit is should go, Not by
the title. She isyoung, wise, fair; In these to nature
she'simmediate heir; And these breed honour. Thatis honour's scorn
Which challenges itself ashonour's born And is not like the
sire.Honours thrive When rather from our acts wethem derive Than
our fore-goers. The mereword's a slave, Debauch'd on every tomb,
onevery grave A lying trophy; and as oft isdumb Where dust and
damn'd oblivion is thetomb Of honour'd bones indeed. What shouldbe
said? If thou canst like this creature asa maid, I can create the
rest. Virtue andshe Is her own dower; honour and wealth fromme.
BERTRAM. I cannot love her, nor will strive to do't. KING.Thou
wrong'st thyself, if thou shouldst striveto choose. HELENA. That
you are well restor'd, my lord,I'm glad. Let the rest go. KING.My
honour's at the stake; which to defeat, Imust produce my power.
Here, take herhand, Proud scornful boy, unworthy this goodgift,
That dost in vile misprision shackleup My love and her desert; that
canst notdream We, poising us in her defectivescale, Shall weigh
thee to the beam; thatwilt not know It is in us to plant
thinehonour where We please to have it grow.Check thy contempt;
Obey our will, whichtravails in thy good; Believe not thydisdain,
but presently Do thine own fortunesthat obedient right Which both
thyduty owesand our power claims; Or I will throw theefrom my care
for ever Into the staggers andthe careless lapse Of youth and
ignorance;both my revenge and hate Loosing upon theein the name of
justice, Without all terms ofpity. Speak; thine answer. BERTRAM.
Pardon, my graciouslord; for I submit My fancy to your eyes.When I
consider What great creation and whatdole of honour Flies where you
bid it, Ifind that she which late Was in my noblerthoughts most
base is now The praised of theKing; who, so ennobled, Is as 'twere
bornso. KING. Take her by thehand, And tell her she is thine; to
whom Ipromise A counterpoise, if not to thyestate A balance
morereplete. BERTRAM. Itake her hand. KING. Goodfortune and the
favour of the King Smileupon this contract; whose ceremony
Shallseem expedient on the now-born brief, And beperform'd
to-night. The solemn feast Shallmore attend upon the coming space,
Expectingabsent friends. As thou lov'st her, Thylove's to me
religious; else, doeserr. Exeuntall but LAFEU and PAROLLES who
staybehind, commentingof this wedding LAFEU. Do you hear, monsieur?
A wordwith you. PAROLLES. Your pleasure,sir? LAFEU. Your lord and
master did well to make hisrecantation. PAROLLES. Recantation! My
Lord! mymaster! LAFEU. Ay; is it not a language Ispeak? PAROLLES. A
most harsh one, and not to beunderstood without bloody succeeding.
Mymaster! LAFEU. Are you companion to the CountRousillon? PAROLLES.
To any count; to all counts; towhat is man. LAFEU. To what is
count's man: count'smaster is of another style. PAROLLES. You
aretoo old,sir; let it satisfy you, you aretoo old. LAFEU. I must
tell thee,sirrah, I write man; to which titleage cannot bring thee.
PAROLLES.What I dare too well do, I dare not do. LAFEU. I didthink
thee, for two ordinaries, to bea prettywise fellow; thou didst make
tolerable ventof thy travel; it might pass. Yet the scarfsand the
bannerets about thee didmanifoldly dissuade me from believing thee
avessel of too great a burden. I have nowfound thee; when I lose
thee again I care not; yetart thou good for nothing but taking up;
andthat thou'rtscarce worth. PAROLLES. Hadstthou not the privilege
of antiquity upon thee- LAFEU. Donot plunge thyself too far
inanger, lest thou hastenthy trial; which if-Lord have mercy on
theefor a hen! So, my good window of lattice,fare thee well; thy
casement I need notopen, for I look through thee. Give me thyhand.
PAROLLES. My lord, you give me most egregiousindignity. LAFEU. Ay,
with all my heart; and thou artworthy of it. PAROLLES. I have not,
my lord, deserv'dit. LAFEU. Yes, good faith, ev'ry dram of it; and
I willnot bate thee ascruple. PAROLLES. Well, I shall bewiser.
LAFEU. Ev'n as soon as thou canst, for thou hastto pull at a smack
o' th' contrary. If everthou be'st bound in thy scarf and
beaten,thou shalt find what it is to be proud of thy bondage.I have
a desire to hold my acquaintance withthee, or rather my knowledge,
that I may sayin the default 'He is a man I know.' PAROLLES. My
lord,you do me most insupportable vexation. LAFEU. I would itwere
hell pains for thy sake, and my poordoing eternal; for doing I am
past, as Iwill by thee, in what motion age will giveme leave. Exit
PAROLLES. Well, thou hast a son shalltake this disgrace off me:
scurvy, old,filthy, scurvy lord! Well, I must be patient;there is
no fettering of authority. I'llbeat him, by my life, ifI can meet
him withany convenience, an he were double and doublea lord. I'll
have no more pity of his agethan I would have of- I'll beat him,
and ifI could but meet him again.

Re-enter LAFEU

LAFEU. Sirrah, your lord and master's married; there's newsfor
you; you have a newmistress. PAROLLES. I most unfeignedly beseech
yourlordship to make some reservation of yourwrongs. He is my good
lord: whom Iserve above is my master. LAFEU.Who? God? PAROLLES. Ay,
sir. LAFEU. The devilit is that's thy master. Why dost thou
garterup thy arms o' this fashion? Dost make hoseof thy sleeves? Do
other servants so? Thouwert best set thy lower part where thynose
stands. By mine honour, if I were buttwo hours younger, I'd beat
thee. Methink'stthou art a general offence, and every manshould
beat thee. I think thou wast createdfor men to breathe themselves
uponthee. PAROLLES. This is hard and undeserved measure, mylord.
LAFEU. Go to,sir; you were beaten in Italy forpicking a kernel out
of a pomegranate; youare a vagabond, and no true traveller; youare
more saucy with lords and honourable personages thanthe commission
of your birth and virtuegives you heraldry. You are not
worthanother word, else I'd call you knave. I leave you. Exit

Enter BERTRAM

PAROLLES. Good, very, good, it is so then. Good, very good;
letit be conceal'd awhile. BERTRAM.Undone, and forfeited to cares
for ever! PAROLLES.What's the matter, sweetheart? BERTRAM. Although
beforethe solemn priest I have sworn, I will notbed her. PAROLLES.
What, what,sweetheart? BERTRAM. O my Parolles, they have marriedme!
I'll to the Tuscan wars, and never bedher. PAROLLES. France is a
dog-hole, and it no moremerits The tread of a man's foot. To
th'wars! BERTRAM. There's letters from my mother; what th'import is
I know notyet. PAROLLES.Ay, that would be known. To th' wars,
myboy, toth' wars! Hewears his honour in a box unseen That hugshis
kicky-wicky here at home, Spending hismanly marrow in her arms,
Which shouldsustain the bound and high curvet OfMars'sfiery steed.
To other regions! France is astable; we that dwell in't jades;
Therefore,to th' war! BERTRAM. It shall be so; I'll send her to
myhouse, Acquaint my mother with my hate toher, And wherefore I am
fled; write totheKing That which I durst not speak. Hispresent gift
Shall furnish me to thoseItalian fields Where noble fellows
strike.War is no strife To the dark house and thedetested wife.
PAROLLES. Will this capriccio hold inthee, art sure? BERTRAM. Go
with me to my chamber andadvise me. I'll send her straight
away.To-morrow I'll to the wars, she to hersingle sorrow. PAROLLES.
Why, these balls bound; there'snoise in it. 'Tis hard: A young man
marriedis a man that's marr'd. Therefore away, andleave her
bravely; go. The King has done youwrong; but, hush, 'tis so.
Exeunt




  ACT II. SCENE 4. Paris. The KING'S palace
Enter HELENA and CLOWN

HELENA. My mother greets me kindly; is shewell? CLOWN. She is
notwell, but yet she has her health;she's very merry, but yet she
is not well.But thanks be given, she's very well, andwants nothing
i' th' world; but yet she is notwell. HELENA. If she be very well,
what does she ailthat she's not very well? CLOWN.Truly, she's very
well indeed, but for twothings. HELENA. What two things? CLOWN.
One,that she's not in heaven, whither God send herquickly! The
other, that she's in earth,from whence God send her quickly!

Enter PAROLLES

PAROLLES. Bless you, my fortunate lady! HELENA. Ihope, sir, I
have your good will to have mine owngood fortunes. PAROLLES. You
hadmy prayers to lead them on; and to keep themon, have them still.
O, my knave, how doesmy old lady? CLOWN. So that you had her
wrinkles and Iher money, I would she did as yousay. PAROLLES. Why,
I say nothing. CLOWN.Marry, you are the wiser man; for many a man's
tongueshakes out his master's undoing. To saynothing, to do
nothing, to know nothing, andto have nothing, is to be a great part
ofyour title, which is within a very little ofnothing. PAROLLES.
Away! th'art aknave. CLOWN. You should have said, sir, 'Before a
knaveth'art a knave'; that's 'Before me th'art aknave.' This had
been truth, sir. PAROLLES. Go to, thouart a witty fool; I have
found thee. CLOWN. Did you findme in yourself, sir, or were you
taught tofind me? The search, sir, was profitable;and much fool may
you find in you, even tothe world's pleasure and the increaseof
laughter. PAROLLES. A goodknave, i' faith, and well fed. Madam,
mylord will go away to-night: A very seriousbusiness calls on him.
The great prerogativeand rite of love, Which, as your due,
timeclaims, he does acknowledge; But puts it offto a compell'd
restraint; Whose want, andwhose delay, is strew'd with sweets,
Whichthey distil now in the curbed time, To makethe coming hour
o'erflow with joy Andpleasure drown the brim. HELENA. What's
hiselse? PAROLLES. That you will take your instant leave o'th'
King, And make this haste as your owngood proceeding, Strength'ned
with whatapology you think May make it probableneed. HELENA. What
more commandshe? PAROLLES. That, having this obtain'd, youpresently
Attend his furtherpleasure. HELENA. In everything I wait upon
hiswill. PAROLLES. I shall report it so. HELENA.I pray you. Exit
PAROLLES Come, sirrah.Exeunt




  ACT II. SCENE 5. Paris. The KING'S palace
Enter LAFEU and BERTRAM

LAFEU. But I hope your lordship thinks not him asoldier.
BERTRAM. Yes, my lord, and of very valiantapproof. LAFEU. You have
it from his owndeliverance. BERTRAM. And by other
warrantedtestimony. LAFEU. Then my dial goes not true; I tookthis
lark for a bunting. BERTRAM. I do assure you, mylord, he is very
great in knowledge, andaccordingly valiant. LAFEU. I have then
sinn'd againsthis experience and transgress'd against hisvalour;
and my state that way is dangerous, sinceI cannot yet find in my
heart to repent.Here he comes; I pray you make us friends; Iwill
pursue the amity

Enter PAROLLES

PAROLLES. [To BERTRAM] These things shall be done,sir. LAFEU.
Pray you, sir, who's histailor? PAROLLES. Sir! LAFEU. O, I know
himwell. Ay, sir; he, sir, 's a good workman,a very good tailor.
BERTRAM.[Aside to PAROLLES] Is she gone to the King?
PAROLLES.Sheis. BERTRAM. Will she awayto-night? PAROLLES. As you'll
haveher. BERTRAM. I have writ my letters, casketed mytreasure,
Given order for our horses; andto-night, When I should take
possession ofthe bride, End ere I dobegin. LAFEU. A good traveller
is something at thelatter end of a dinner; but one that
liesthree-thirds and uses a known truth to passa thousand nothings
with, should be onceheard and thrice beaten. God save you,Captain.
BERTRAM. Is there any unkindness between mylord and you, monsieur?
PAROLLES. I know not how I havedeserved to run into mylord's
displeasure. LAFEU. Youhave made shift to run into 't, boots and
spurs andall, like him that leapt into the custard;and out ofit
you'll run again, rather thansuffer question for your residence.
BERTRAM. It may beyou have mistaken him, my lord. LAFEU. And shall
do soever, though I took him at's prayers. Fareyou well, my lord;
and believe this of me: there canbeno kernal in this light nut; the
soul ofthis man is his clothes; trust him not inmatter of heavy
consequence; I have kept ofthem tame, and know their natures.
Farewell,monsieur; I have spoken better of you thanyou have or will
to deserve at my hand; butwe must do good against evil.Exit
PAROLLES. An idle lord, Iswear. BERTRAM. I think so. PAROLLES. Why,
doyou not know him? BERTRAM. Yes, I do know him well; andcommon
speech Gives him a worthy pass. Herecomes my clog.

Enter HELENA

HELENA. I have, sir, as I was commanded fromyou, Spoke with the
King, and have procur'dhis leave For present parting; only
hedesires Some private speech withyou. BERTRAM. I shall obey
hiswill. You must not marvel, Helen, at mycourse, Which holds not
colour with thetime, nor does The ministration and requiredoffice
On my particular. Prepar'd I wasnot For such a business; therefore
am Ifound So much unsettled. This drives me toentreat you That
presently you take your wayfor home, And rather muse than ask why
Ientreat you; For my respects are better thanthey seem, And my
appointments have in thema need Greaterthan shows itself at the
firstview To you that know them not. This to mymother. [Givinga
letter] 'Twill be two days ere I shall seeyou; so I leave you to
yourwisdom. HELENA. Sir, I cannothingsay But that I am your most
obedientservant. BERTRAM. Come, come, no more ofthat. HELENA. And
ever shall Withtrue observance seek to eke out that Whereintoward
me my homely stars have fail'd Toequal my great fortune. BERTRAM.
Let thatgo. My haste is very great. Farewell; hiehome. HELENA.
Pray, sir, yourpardon. BERTRAM. Well, what would yousay? HELENA. I
am not worthy of the wealth Iowe, Nor dare I say 'tis mine, and yet
itis; But, likea timorous thief, most fainwould steal What law does
vouch mineown. BERTRAM. What would you have? HELENA.Something; and
scarce so much; nothing,indeed. I would not tell you what I
would,my lord. Faith,yes: Strangers and foesdo sunder and notkiss.
BERTRAM. I pray you, stay not, but in haste tohorse. HELENA. I
shall not break your bidding, good mylord. BERTRAM. Where are my
other men,monsieur? Farewell! ExitHELENA Go thou toward home, where
I willnever come Whilst I can shake my sword orhear the drum. Away,
and for ourflight. PAROLLES. Bravely, coragio! Exeunt
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  ACT III. SCENE 1. Florence. The DUKE's palace
Flourish. Enter the DUKE OF FLORENCE, attended;two FRENCHLORDS,
with a TROOP OF SOLDIERS

DUKE. So that, from point to point, now have youhear The
fundamental reasons of thiswar; Whose great decision hath much
bloodlet forth And more thirstsafter. FIRST LORD. Holy seems
thequarrel Upon your Grace's part; black andfearful On the opposer.
DUKE.Therefore we marvel much our cousinFrance Would in so just a
business shut hisbosom Against our borrowingprayers. SECOND LORD.
Good mylord, The reasons of our state I cannotyield, But like a
common and an outwardman That the great figure of a councilframes
By self-unable motion; therefore darenot Say what I think of it,
since I havefound Myself in my incertain grounds tofail As often as
I guess'd. DUKE.Be it his pleasure. FIRST LORD. But I am sure
theyounger of our nature, That surfeit on theirease, will day by
day Come here forphysic. DUKE. Welcome shall theybe And all the
honours that can fly fromus Shall on them settle. You know
yourplaces well; When better fall, for youravails they fell.
To-morrow to th' field.Flourish. Exeunt




  ACT III. SCENE 2. Rousillon. The COUNT'S palace
Enter COUNTESS and CLOWN

COUNTESS. It hath happen'd all as I would have had it, save
thathe comes not along withher. CLOWN. By my troth, I take my young
lord to be avery melancholy man. COUNTESS. Bywhat observance, I
pray you? CLOWN. Why, he will lookupon his boot and sing; mend the
ruffand sing; ask questions and sing; pick histeeth and sing. I
know a man that had thistrick of melancholy sold a goodly manor
fora song. COUNTESS. Let me see whathe writes, and when he means
tocome. [Openinga letter] CLOWN. I have no mind to Isbel since I
was atcourt. Our old ling and our Isbels o' th'country are nothing
like your old lingand your Isbels o' th' court. The brains ofmy
Cupid'sknock'd out; and I begin to love,as an old man loves money,
with no stomach. COUNTESS.What have we here? CLOWN. E'en that you
have there.Exit COUNTESS. [Reads] 'I have sent you
adaughter-in-law; she hath recovered the Kingand undone me. I have
wedded her, notbedded her; and sworn to make the "not"eternal. You
shall hear I am run away; knowit before the report come. If there
be breadthenough in the world, I will hold a longdistance. My duty
toyou. Yourunfortunateson, BERTRAM.' Thisis not well, rash and
unbridled boy, To flythe favours of so good a king, To pluck
hisindignation on thy head Bythe misprizing ofa maid too virtuous
For the contempt ofempire.

Re-enter CLOWN

CLOWN. O madam, yonder is heavy news within between twosoldiers
and my younglady. COUNTESS. What is the -matter? CLOWN.Nay, there
is some comfort in thenews, some comfort;your son will not be
kill'd so soon as Ithought he would. COUNTESS. Why should he
bekill'd? CLOWN. So say I, madam, if he run away, as Ihear he does
the danger is in standing to't; that's the loss of men, though it
be thegetting of children. Here they come will tell you more. Formy
part, I only hear your son was run away.Exit

Enter HELENA and the two FRENCH GENTLEMEN

SECOND GENTLEMAN. Save you, good madam. HELENA.Madam, my lord is
gone, for ever gone. FIRST GENTLEMAN.Do not say so. COUNTESS. Think
upon patience. Pray you,gentlemen- I have felt so many quirks of
joyand grief That the first face of neither, onthe start, Can woman
me unto 't. Where is myson, I pray you? FIRST GENTLEMAN. Madam,
he's gone toserve the Duke of Florence. We met himthitherward; for
thence we came, And, aftersome dispatch in hand at court, Thither
webend again. HELENA. Look on this letter, madam; here'smy
passport. [Reads] 'When thou canst getthe ring upon my finger,
which never shallcome off, and show me a child begotten of thybody
that I am father to, then call mehusband; but in such a "then" I
write a"never." This is a dreadfulsentence. COUNTESS. Brought you
this letter,gentlemen? FIRST GENTLEMAN. Ay,madam; And for the
contents' sake are sorryfor our pains. COUNTESS. I prithee, lady,
have a bettercheer; If thou engrossest all the griefs arethine,
Thou robb'stme of a moiety. He was myson; But I do wash his name
out of myblood, And thou art all my child. TowardsFlorence is he?
FIRST GENTLEMAN. Ay,madam. COUNTESS. And to be a soldier?
FIRSTGENTLEMAN. Such is his noble purpose; and,believe't, The Duke
will lay upon him allthe honour That good convenienceclaims.
COUNTESS. Return you thither? SECONDGENTLEMAN. Ay, madam, with the
swiftest wing ofspeed. HELENA. [Reads] 'Till I have no wife, I
havenothing in France.' 'Tisbitter. COUNTESS. Find you thatthere?
HELENA. Ay, madam. SECOND GENTLEMAN.'Tis but the boldness of his
hand haply,which his heart was not consentingto. COUNTESS. Nothing
in France until he have nowife! There's nothing herethat is too
goodfor him But only she; and she deserves alord That twenty such
rude boys might tendupon, And call her hourly mistress. Who waswith
him? SECOND GENTLEMAN. A servant only, and agentleman Which I have
sometimeknown. COUNTESS. Parolles, was it not? SECONDGENTLEMAN. Ay,
my good lady, he. COUNTESS. A verytainted fellow, and full of
wickedness. Myson corrupts a well-derived nature With
hisinducement. SECOND GENTLEMAN. Indeed, goodlady, The fellow has a
deal of that toomuch Which holds him much tohave. COUNTESS. Y'are
welcome,gentlemen. I will entreat you, when you seemy son, To tell
him that his sword can neverwin The honour that he loses. More
I'llentreat you Written to bearalong. FIRST GENTLEMAN. We serve
you,madam, In that and all your worthiestaffairs. COUNTESS. Not so,
but as we change ourcourtesies. Will you draw near? ExeuntCOUNTESS
and GENTLEMEN HELENA. 'Till I have no wife,Ihave nothing in
France.' Nothing in Franceuntil he has no wife! Thou shalt have
none,Rousillon, none in France Then hast thou allagain. Poor lord!
is't That chase thee fromthy country, and expose Those tender
limbsof thine to the event Of the non-sparingwar? And is it I That
drive thee from thesportive court, where thou Wast shot at withfair
eyes, to be the mark Of smoky muskets?O you leaden messengers, That
ride upon theviolent speed of fire, Fly with false aim;move the
still-piecing air, That sings withpiercing; do not touch my lord.
Whoevershoots at him, I set him there; Whoevercharges on his
forward breast, I am thecaitiff that do hold him to't; And
thoughIkill him not, I am the cause His death wasso effected.
Better 'twere I met the ravinlion when he roar'd With sharp
constraint ofhunger; better 'twere That all the miserieswhich
nature owes Were mine at once. No;come thou home,Rousillon, Whence
honour butof danger wins a scar, As oft it loses all.I will be
gone. My being here it is thatholds thee hence. Shall I stay here
to do't? No, no, although The air of paradise didfan the house, And
angels offic'd all. Iwill be gone, That pitiful rumour may reportmy
flight To consolate thine ear. Come,night; end, day. For with the
dark, poorthief, I'll steal away. Exit




  ACT III. SCENE 3. Florence. Before the DUKE's palace
Flourish. Enter the DUKE OF FLORENCE, BERTRAM,
PAROLLES,SOLDIERS, drum and trumpets

DUKE. The General of our Horse thou art; andwe, Great in our
hope, lay our best love andcredence Upon thy promisingfortune.
BERTRAM. Sir, it is Acharge too heavy for my strength; butyet We'll
strive to bear it for your worthysake To th' extreme edge ofhazard.
DUKE. Then go thouforth; And Fortune play upon thy prosperoushelm,
As thy auspiciousmistress! BERTRAM. This veryday, Great Mars, I put
myself into thyfile; Make me but like my thoughts, and Ishall prove
A lover of thy drum, hater oflove. Exeunt




  ACT III. SCENE 4. Rousillon. The COUNT'S palace
Enter COUNTESS and STEWARD

COUNTESS. Alas! and would you take the letter ofher? Might you
not know she would do as shehas done By sending me a letter? Read
itagain. STEWARD. [Reads] 'I am Saint Jaques' pilgrim,thither gone.
Ambitious love hath so in meoffended That barefoot plod I the
coldground upon, With sainted vow my faults tohave amended. Write,
write, that from thebloody course of war My dearest master,
yourdear son, may hie. Bless him at home inpeace, whilst I from far
His name withzealous fervour sanctify. His taken laboursbid him me
forgive; I, his despiteful Juno,sent him forth From courtly
friends, withcamping foes to live, Where death and dangerdogs the
heels of worth. He is too good andfair for death and me; Whom I
myself embraceto set him free.' COUNTESS. Ah, what sharp stings are
inher mildest words! Rinaldo, you did neverlack advice so much As
letting her pass so;had I spoke with her, I could have welldiverted
her intents, Which thus she hathprevented. STEWARD. Pardon
me,madam; If I had given you this atover-night, She might have been
o'er ta'en;and yet she writes Pursuit would be butvain. COUNTESS.
What angelshall Bless this unworthy husband? He cannotthrive,
Unless her prayers, whom heavendelights to hear And loves to
grant,reprieve him from the wrath Of greatestjustice. Write, write,
Rinaldo, To thisunworthy husband of his wife; Let every wordweigh
heavy of her worth That he does weightoo light. My greatest grief,
Though littlehe do feel it, set down sharply. Dispatchthe most
convenient messenger. When haply heshall hear that she is gone He
will return;and hope I may that she, Hearing so much,will speed her
foot again, Led hither bypure love. Which of them both Is dearest
tome I have no skill in sense To makedistinction. Provide this
messenger. Myheart is heavy, and mine age is weak; Griefwould have
tears, and sorrow bids me speak. Exeunt




  ACT III. SCENE 5.
Without the walls of FlorenceA tucket afar off. Enter an
oldWIDOW OF FLORENCE, her daughter DIANA,VIOLENTA, and MARIANA,
withother CITIZENS

WIDOW. Nay, come; for if they do approach the city we shalllose
all the sight. DIANA. Theysay the French count has done most
honourableservice. WIDOW. It is reported that he has taken
theirgreat'st commander; and that with his ownhand he slew the
Duke's brother. [Tucket] Wehave lost our labour; they are gone a
contrary way. Hark!you may know by theirtrumpets. MARIANA. Come,
let's return again, and sufficeourselves with the report of it.
Well,Diana, take heed of this French earl;the honour of a maid is
her name, and nolegacy is so richas honesty. WIDOW. I have told
myneighbour how you have been solicited bya gentleman hiscompanion.
MARIANA. I know that knave, hang him! oneParolles; a filthy officer
he is in thosesuggestions for the young earl. Bewareof them, Diana:
their promises, enticements,oaths, tokens, and all these engines
oflust, are not the things they go under; manya maid hath been
seduced by them; and themisery is, example, that so terrible
showsin the wreck of maidenhood, cannot for allthat dissuade
succession, but that they arelimed with the twigs that threatens
them. Ihope I need not to advise you further; butI hope your own
grace will keep you whereyou are, though there were no further
dangerknown but the modesty which is so lost. DIANA. You shallnot
need to fear me.

Enter HELENA in the dress of a pilgrim

WIDOW. I hope so. Look, here comes a pilgrim. I know she willlie
at my house: thither they send oneanother. I'll question her. God
save you,pilgrim! Whither are bound? HELENA. To Saint Jaques
leGrand. Where do the palmers lodge, I dobeseech you? WIDOW. At the
Saint Francis here, besidethe port. HELENA. Is thistheway? [Amarch
afar] WIDOW. Ay, marry, is't. Hark you! They comethis way. If you
will tarry, holypilgrim, But till the troops comeby, I will conduct
you where you shall belodg'd; The rather for I think I know
yourhostess As ample asmyself. HELENA. Is it yourself? WIDOW. If
youshall please so, pilgrim. HELENA. I thank you, and willstay upon
your leisure. WIDOW. You came, I think, fromFrance? HELENA. I did
so. WIDOW. Here youshall see a countryman of yours That hasdone
worthy service. HELENA. His name, I prayyou. DIANA. The Count
Rousillon. Know you such aone? HELENA. But by the ear, that hears
most nobly ofhim; His face I know not. DIANA.What some'er he is,
He's bravely taken here.He stole from France, As 'tis reported,
forthe King had married him Against his liking.Think you it is so?
HELENA. Ay, surely, mere the truth;I know his lady. DIANA. There is
a gentleman that servesthe Count Reports but coarsely ofher.
HELENA. What's his name? DIANA. MonsieurParolles. HELENA. O, I
believe withhim, In argument of praise, or to theworth Of the great
Count himself, sheis toomean To have her name repeated; all
herdeserving Is a reserved honesty, andthat I have not
heardexamin'd. DIANA. Alas, poorlady! 'Tis a hard bondage to become
thewife Of a detesting lord. WIDOW.I sweet, good creature,
wheresoe'er sheis Her heart weighs sadly. This young maidmight do
her A shrewd turn, if shepleas'd. HELENA. How do youmean? May be
the amorous Count solicitsher In the unlawfulpurpose. WIDOW. He
does,indeed; Andbrokes with all that can in sucha suit Corrupt the
tender honour of amaid; But she is arm'd for him, and keepsher
guard In honestest defence.

Enter, with drum and colours, BERTRAM, PAROLLES, andthe
wholeARMY

MARIANA. The gods forbid else! WIDOW. So, now theycome. That is
Antonio, the Duke's eldestson; That, Escalus. HELENA. Whichis the
Frenchman? DIANA. He- Thatwith the plume; 'tis a most
gallantfellow. I would he lov'd his wife; if hewere honester He
were much goodlier. Is'tnot a handsome gentleman? HELENA. I like
himwell. DIANA. 'Tis pity he is not honest. Yond's thatsame knave
That leads him to these places;were I his lady I would poison that
vilerascal. HELENA. Which is he? DIANA. Thatjack-an-apes with
scarfs. Why is he melancholy? HELENA.Perchance he's hurt i' th'
battle. PAROLLES. Lose ourdrum! well. MARIANA. He's shrewdly vex'd
atsomething. Look, he has spiedus. WIDOW. Marry, hang you! MARIANA.
And yourcourtesy, for aring-carrier! ExeuntBERTRAM, PAROLLES, and
ARMY WIDOW. The troop is past.Come, pilgrim, I will bring you Where
youshall host. Of enjoin'd penitents There'sfour or five, to great
Saint Jaquesbound, Already at myhouse. HELENA. I humbly thankyou.
Please it this matron and this gentlemaid To eat with us to-night;
the charge andthanking Shall be for me, and, to requiteyou further,
I will bestow some precepts ofthis virgin, Worthy thenote. BOTH.
We'll take your offer kindly.Exeunt




  ACT III. SCENE 6. Camp before Florence
Enter BERTRAM, and the two FRENCH LORDS

SECOND LORD. Nay, good my lord, put him to't; let him have
hisway. FIRST LORD. If your lordship find him not a hiding,hold me
no more in yourrespect. SECOND LORD. On my life, my lord, abubble.
BERTRAM. Do you think I am so far deceived inhim? SECOND LORD.
Believe it, my lord, in mine owndirect knowledge, without any
malice, but tospeak of him as my kinsman, he's a mostnotable
coward, an infinite and endless liar, anhourly promise-breaker, the
owner of no onegood quality worthy your lordship'sentertainment.
FIRST LORD. It were fit you knew him;lest, reposing too far in his
virtue, whichhe hath not, he might at some great andtrusty business
in a main danger failyou. BERTRAM. I would I knew in what
particular actionto try him. FIRST LORD. None better than to let
himfetch off his drum, which you hear him soconfidently undertake
to do. SECOND LORD. I with a troopof Florentines will suddenly
surprise him;such I will have whom I am sure he knows not from
theenemy. We will bind and hoodwink him so thathe shall suppose no
other but that he iscarried into the leaguer of the adversarieswhen
we bring him to our own tents. Be butyour lordship present at his
examination; ifhe do not, for the promise of his life andin the
highest compulsion of base fear,offer to betray you and deliver all
theintelligence in his power against you, andthat with the divine
forfeit of his soulupon oath, never trust my judgment inanything.
FIRST LORD. O, for the love of laughter, lethim fetch his drum; he
says he has astratagem for't. When your lordship sees thebottom of
his success in't, and to whatmetal this counterfeit lump of ore
will bemelted, if you give him not JohnDrum's entertainment, your
inclining cannotbe removed. Here he comes.

Enter PAROLLES

SECOND LORD. O, for the love of laughter, hinder not the
honourof his design; let him fetch off his druminany hand. BERTRAM.
How now, monsieur! This drum stickssorely in your disposition.
FIRSTLORD. A pox on 't; let it go; 'tis but a drum. PAROLLES.But a
drum! Is't but a drum? A drum so lost! Therewas excellent command:
to charge in withourhorse upon our own wings, and to rend ourown
soldiers! FIRST LORD. That was not to be blam'd inthe command of
the service; it was adisaster of war that Caesar himself couldnot
have prevented, if he had been there tocommand. BERTRAM. Well, we
cannot greatly condemn oursuccess. Some dishonour we had in the
lossof that drum; but it is not to berecovered. PAROLLES. It might
have beenrecovered. BERTRAM. It might, but it is notnow. PAROLLES.
It is to be recovered. But that the meritof service is seldom
attributed to the trueand exact performer, I would have that drumor
another, or 'hic jacet.' BERTRAM. Why, if you have astomach, to't,
monsieur. If you think yourmystery in stratagem can bring this
instrument ofhonour again into his native quarter, bemagnanimous in
the enterprise, and go on; Iwill grace the attempt for a worthy
exploit. Ifyou speed well in it, the Duke shall bothspeak of it and
extend to you what furtherbecomes his greatness, even to theutmost
syllable of ourworthiness. PAROLLES. By the hand of a soldier, I
willundertake it. BERTRAM. But you must not now slumber init.
PAROLLES. I'll about it this evening; and I willpresently pen down
my dilemmas, encouragemyself in my certainty, put myself into
mymortal preparation; and by midnight look to hearfurther from me.
BERTRAM. May Ibe bold to acquaint his Grace you are gone aboutit?
PAROLLES. I know not what the success will be, mylord, but the
attempt Ivow. BERTRAM. I know th' art valiant; and, to the of
thysoldiership, will subscribe for thee.Farewell. PAROLLES. I love
not many words.Exit SECOND LORD. No more than a fish loves water.
Isnot this a strange fellow, my lord, that soconfidently seems to
undertakethis business, which he knows is not to bedone; damns
himself to do, and dares betterbe damn'd than to do 't. FIRST LORD.
You do not knowhim, my lord, as we do. Certain it is thathe will
steal himself into a man's favour, and for aweek escape a great
deal of discoveries; butwhen you find him out, you have him
everafter. BERTRAM. Why, do youthink he will make no deed atall of
this that so seriously he doesaddress himself unto? SECOND LORD.
None in the world;but return with an invention, and clap uponyou
two or three probable lies. But we havealmost emboss'd him. You
shall see his fallto-night; for indeed he is not for yourlordship's
respect. FIRST LORD. We'll make you somesport with the fox ere we
case him. He wasfirst smok'd by the old Lord Lafeu. When his
disguiseand he is parted, tell me what asprat youshall find him;
which you shall see thisvery night. SECOND LORD. I must go look my
twigs; heshall be caught. BERTRAM. Your brother, he shall goalong
with me. SECOND LORD. As't please your lordship.I'll leave you.
Exit BERTRAM. Now will I lead you to thehouse, and show you The
lass I spokeof. FIRST LORD. But you say she'shonest. BERTRAM.
That's all the fault. I spoke with herbut once, And found her
wondrous cold; but Isent to her, By this same coxcombthat wehave i'
th' wind, Tokens and letters whichshe did re-send; And this is all
I havedone. She's a fair creature; Will you go seeher? FIRST LORD.
With all my heart, my lord. Exeunt




  ACT III. SCENE 7. Florence. The WIDOW'S house
Enter HELENA and WIDOW

HELENA. If you misdoubt me that I am notshe, I know not how I
shall assure youfurther But I shall lose the grounds I workupon.
WIDOW. Though my estate be fall'n, I was wellborn, Nothing
acquainted with thesebusinesses; And would not put my reputationnow
In any staining act. HELENA.Nor would I wish you. FIRST give me
trust the Count heis my husband, And what to your sworncounsel I
have spoken Is so from word toword; and then you cannot, By the
good aidthat I of you shall borrow, Err in bestowingit. WIDOW. I
should believeyou; For you have show'd me that which wellapproves
Y'are great infortune. HELENA. Take this purse ofgold, And let me
buy your friendly help thusfar, Which I will over-pay and payagain
When I have found it. The Count hewoos your daughter Lays down his
wantonsiege before her beauty, Resolv'd to carryher. Let her in
fine consent, As we'lldirect her how 'tis best to bear it. Now
hisimportant blood will nought deny That she'lldemand. A ring the
County wears Thatdownward hath succeeded in his house Fromson to
son some four or five descents Sincethe first father wore it. This
ring heholds In most rich choice; yet, in his idlefire, To buy his
will, it would not seem toodear, Howe'er repentedafter. WIDOW. Now
I see Thebottom of your purpose. HELENA. You see it lawful
then.Itis no more But that your daughter, ere sheseems as won,
Desires this ring; appointshim an encounter; In fine, delivers me
tofill the time, Herself most chastely absent.After this, To marry
her, I'll add threethousand crowns To what is pass'dalready. WIDOW.
I haveyielded. Instruct my daughter how she shallpersever, That
time and place with thisdeceit so lawful May prove coherent.
Everynight he comes With musics of all sorts, andsongs compos'd To
her unworthiness. Itnothing steads us To chide him from oureaves,
for he persists As if his life lay on't. HELENA. Why then to-night
Letus assay our plot; which, if it speed, Iswicked meaning in a
lawful deed, And lawfulmeaning in a lawful act; Where both not
sin,and yet a sinful fact. But let's about it.Exeunt
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  ACT IV. SCENE 1. Without the Florentine camp
Enter SECOND FRENCH LORD with five or six other SOLDIERS
inambush

SECOND LORD. Hecan come no other way but by thishedge-corner.
When you sally upon him, speakwhat terrible language you will;
though youunderstand it not yourselves, no matter; for wemust not
seem to understand him, unless someone among us, whom we must
produce for aninterpreter. FIRST SOLDIER. Good captain, let me be
th'interpreter. SECOND LORD. Art not acquainted with him?Knows he
not thy voice? FIRST SOLDIER. No, sir, Iwarrant you. SECOND LORD.
But what linsey-woolsey hasthou to speak to us again? FIRST
SOLDIER. E'en such asyou speak to me. SECOND LORD. He must think us
some bandof strangers i' th' adversary'sentertainment. Now he hath
a smack ofall neighbouring languages, therefore wemust every one be
a manof his own fancy; notto know what we speak one to another,
sowe seem to know, is to know straight ourpurpose: choughs'
language, gabble enough,and good enough. As for you, interpreter,
youmust seem very politic. But couch, ho! herehe comes; to beguile
two hours in a sleep,and then to return and swear the lies he
forges.

Enter PAROLLES

PAROLLES. Ten o'clock. Within these three hours 'twill betime
enough to go home. What shall I say Ihave done? It must be a
veryplausiveinvention that carries it. They begin to smokeme; and
disgraces have of late knock'd tooften at my door. I find my tongue
is toofoolhardy; but my heart hath the fear ofMars before it, and
of his creatures, notdaring the reportsofmy tongue. SECOND LORD.
This isthe first truth that e'er thine own tonguewas guilty of.
PAROLLES. What thedevil should move me to undertake therecovery of
this drum, being not ignorant ofthe impossibility, and knowing I
had no suchpurpose? I must give myself some hurts,and say I got
them in exploit. Yet slightones will not carry it. They will say
'Cameyou off with so little?' And great onesI dare not give.
Wherefore, what's theinstance? Tongue, I mustput you into
abutterwoman's mouth, and buy myself anotherof Bajazet's mule, if
you prattle me intothese perils. SECOND LORD. Is it possible he
should knowwhat he is, and be that heis? PAROLLES. I would the
cutting of my garments wouldserve the turn, or the breaking of
mySpanish sword. SECOND LORD. We cannot afford youso. PAROLLES. Or
the baring of my beard; and to say itwas in stratagem. SECOND
LORD.'Twould not do. PAROLLES. Or to drown my clothes, andsay I was
stripp'd. SECOND LORD. Hardlyserve. PAROLLES. Though I swore I
leap'd from the windowof the citadel- SECOND LORD. Howdeep?
PAROLLES. Thirty fathom. SECOND LORD.Three great oaths would scarce
make that bebelieved. PAROLLES. I would I had any drum of
theenemy's; I would swear I recover'dit. SECOND LORD. You shall
hear one anon. [Alarumwithin] PAROLLES. A drum now of theenemy's!
SECOND LORD. Throca movousus, cargo, cargo,cargo. ALL. Cargo,
cargo, cargo, villianda par corbo,cargo. PAROLLES. O, ransom,
ransom! Do not hide mineeyes. [Theyblindfold him] FIRST SOLDIER.
Boskos thromuldoboskos. PAROLLES. I know you are the
Muskos'regiment, And I shall lose my life for wantof language. If
there be here German, orDane, Low Dutch, Italian, or French, let
himspeak to me; I'll discover that which shallundo the Florentine.
FIRST SOLDIER. Boskos vauvado. Iunderstand thee, and can speak thy
tongue.Kerely-bonto, sir, betake thee to thy faith,for seventeen
poniards are at thybosom. PAROLLES. O! FIRST SOLDIER. O, pray,pray,
pray! Manka revania dulche. SECOND LORD.Oscorbidulchosvolivorco.
FIRST SOLDIER. The General iscontent to spare thee yet; And,
hoodwink'das thou art, will lead thee on To gatherfrom thee. Haply
thou mayst inform Somethingto save thy life. PAROLLES. O, let
melive, And all the secrets of our camp I'llshow, Their force,
their purposes. Nay, I'llspeak that Which you will wonderat. FIRST
SOLDIER. But wilt thoufaithfully? PAROLLES. If I do not, damnme.
FIRST SOLDIER. Acordolinta. Come on; thou artgrantedspace.
Exit,PAROLLES guarded. A short alarum within SECOND LORD. Go,tell
the Count Rousillon and my brother Wehave caught the woodcock, and
will keep himmuffled Till we do hear fromthem. SECOND SOLDIER.
Captain, I will. SECONDLORD. 'A will betray us all untoourselves-
Inform on that. SECONDSOLDIER. So I will, sir. SECOND LORD. Till
then I'llkeep him dark and safelylock'd. Exeunt




  ACT IV.SCENE 2. Florence. The WIDOW'S house
Enter BERTRAM and DIANA

BERTRAM. They told me that your name wasFontibell. DIANA. No, my
good lord,Diana. BERTRAM. Titledgoddess; And worth it, with
addition! But,fair soul, In your fine frame hath love noquality? If
the quick fire of youth lightnot your mind, You are no maiden, but
amonument; When you are dead, you should besuch a one As you are
now, for you are coldand stern; And now you should be as yourmother
was When your sweet self wasgot. DIANA. She then was honest.
BERTRAM. Soshould you be. DIANA. No. Mymother did but duty; such,
my lord, As youowe to your wife. BERTRAM. No moreo'that! I prithee
do not strive against myvows. I was compell'd to her; but I lovethe
By love's own sweet constraint, and willfor ever Do thee all rights
ofservice. DIANA. Ay, so you serveus Till we serve you; but when
you have ourroses You barely leave our thorns to prickourselves,
And mock us with ourbareness. BERTRAM. How have I sworn! DIANA.'Tis
not the many oaths that makes thetruth, But the plain single vow
that isvow'd true. What is not holy, that we swearnot by, But take
the High'stto witness.Then, pray you, tell me: If I should swearby
Jove's great attributes I lov'd youdearly, would you believe my
oaths When Idid love you ill? This has no holding, Toswear by him
whom I protest to love That Iwill workagainst him. Therefore
youroaths Are words and poor conditions, butunseal'd- At least in
myopinion. BERTRAM. Change it, changeit; Be not so holy-cruel. Love
isholy; And my integrity ne'er knew thecrafts That you do chargemen
with. Stand nomore off, But give thyself unto my sickdesires, Who
then recovers. Say thou artmine, and ever My love as it begins
shall sopersever. DIANA. I see that men make ropes in such ascarre
That we'll forsake ourselves. Give methat ring. BERTRAM. I'll lend
it thee, my dear, but haveno power To give it fromme. DIANA. Will
you not, my lord? BERTRAM. Itis an honour 'longing to ourhouse,
Bequeathed down from manyancestors; Which were the greatest
obloquyi' th' world In me tolose. DIANA. Mine honour's such aring:
My chastity's the jewel of ourhouse, Bequeathed down from
manyancestors; Which were the greatest obloquyi' th' world In me
tolose. Thus your ownproper wisdom Brings in the champion Honouron
my part Against your vainassault. BERTRAM. Here, take myring; My
house, mine honour, yea, my life,be thine, And I'll be bid bythee.
DIANA. When midnight comes,knock at my chamberwindow; I'll order
take my mother shall nothear. Now will I charge you in the band
oftruth, When you have conquer'd my yet maidenbed, Remain there but
an hour, nor speak tome: My reasons are most strong; and youshall
know them When back again this ringshall be deliver'd. And on your
finger inthe night I'll put Another ring, that whatin time proceeds
May token to the future ourpast deeds. Adieu till then; then fail
not.You havewon A wife of me, though there myhope be done. BERTRAM.
A heaven on earth I have won bywooing thee. Exit DIANA. For which
live long tothank both heaven and me! You may so in theend. My
mother told me just how he wouldwoo, As if she sat in's heart; she
says allmen Have the like oaths. He had sworn tomarry me When his
wife's dead; thereforeI'll lie with him When I am buried.
SinceFrenchmen are so braid, Marry that will, Ilive and die a maid.
Only,in this disguise,I think't no sin To cozen him that
wouldunjustly win. Exit




  ACT IV. SCENE 3. The Florentine camp
Enter the two FRENCH LORDS, and two or three SOLDIERS

SECOND LORD. You have not given him his mother'sletter? FIRST
LORD. I havedeliv'red it an hour since.There is something in't that
stings hisnature; for on the reading it hechang'd almost into
anotherman. SECOND LORD. He has much worthy blame laid upon himfor
shaking off so good a wife and so sweeta lady. FIRST LORD.
Especially he hath incurred theeverlasting displeasure of the King,
who hadeven tun'd his bounty to sing happinessto him. I will tell
you a thing, but youshall let it dwell darkly withyou. SECOND LORD.
When you have spoken it, 'tis dead,and I am the grave of it.
FIRSTLORD. He hath perverted a young gentlewoman here inFlorence,
of a most chaste renown; and thisnight he fleshes his will in the
spoil ofher honour. He hath given her his monumentalring, and
thinks himself made in theunchaste composition. SECOND LORD. Now,
God delay ourrebellion! As we are ourselves, what thingsare we!
FIRST LORD. Merely our own traitors. And as inthe common course of
all treasons we stillsee them reveal themselves till theyattain to
their abhorr'd ends; so he that inthis action contrives against his
ownnobility, in his proper stream,o'erflows himself. SECOND LORD.Is
it not meant damnable in us to be trumpeters ofour unlawful
intents? We shall not then havehis company to-night? FIRST LORD.
Not till aftermidnight; for he is dieted to his hour. SECOND
LORD.That approaches apace. I would gladly have him seehis company
anatomiz'd, that he might take ameasure of his own judgments,
wherein socuriously he had set this counterfeit. FIRST LORD. Wewill
not meddle with him till he come; forhis presence must be the whip
of theother. SECOND LORD. In the meantime, what hear you ofthese
wars? FIRST LORD. I hear there is an overture ofpeace. SECOND LORD.
Nay, I assure you, a peaceconcluded. FIRST LORD. What will Count
Rousillon dothen? Will he travel higher, or return againinto
France? SECOND LORD. I perceive, by this demand,you are not
altogether of hiscounsel. FIRST LORD. Let it be forbid, sir! So
should Ibe a great deal of hisact. SECOND LORD. Sir, his wife, some
two months since,fled from his house. Her pretence is apilgrimage
to Saint Jaques le Grand; whichholy undertaking with most austere
sanctimonyshe accomplish'd; and, there residing, thetenderness of
her nature became as a prey toher grief; in fine, made a groan of
herlast breath, and now she sings inheaven. FIRST LORD. How is
thisjustified? SECOND LORD. The stronger part of it by herown
letters, which makes her story true evento the point of her death.
Her death itself,which could not be her office to say is come,was
faithfully confirm'd by the rector ofthe place. FIRST LORD. Hath
the Count all thisintelligence? SECOND LORD. Ay, and the
particularconfirmations, point from point, to the fullarming of the
verity. FIRST LORD. I am heartily sorrythat he'll be glad of this.
SECOND LORD. How mightilysometimes we make us comforts ofour
losses! FIRST LORD. And howmightily some other times we drown our
gainin tears! The great dignity that his valourhath here acquir'd
for him shall at home beencount'redwith a shame as ample. SECOND
LORD. The webof our life is of a mingled yarn, good andill
together. Our virtues would be proud ifour faults whipt them not;
and our crimeswould despair if they were not cherish'dby our
virtues.

Entera MESSENGER

How now? Where's your master? SERVANT. He met theDuke in the
street, sir; of whom he hathtaken a solemn leave. His lordship will
nextmorning for France. The Duke hath offeredhim letters of
commendations to the King. SECOND LORD.They shall be no more than
needful there, if theywere more than they cancommend. FIRST LORD.
They cannot be too sweet for theKing's tartness. Here's his
lordshipnow.

Enter BERTRAM

How now, my lord, is't not after midnight? BERTRAM. Ihave
to-night dispatch'd sixteen businesses, amonth's length apiece; by
an abstract ofsuccess: I have congied with the Duke, donemy adieu
with his nearest; buried a wife, mourn'dfor her; writ to my lady
mother I amreturning; entertain'd my convoy; andbetween these main
parcels of dispatch effectedmany nicer needs. The last was the
greatest,but that I have notended yet. SECOND LORD. If thebusiness
be of any difficulty and thismorning your departure hence,it
requireshaste of your lordship. BERTRAM. I mean the business isnot
ended, as fearing to hear ofit hereafter. But shall we have
thisdialogue between the Fool and the Soldier?Come, bring forth
this counterfeit modulehas deceiv'd me like a
double-meaningprophesier. SECOND LORD. Bring him forth.
[ExeuntSOLDIERS] Has sat i' th' stocks all night,poor gallant
knave. BERTRAM. No matter; his heels havedeserv'd it, in usurping
his spurs so long.How does he carry himself? SECOND LORD. I have
told yourlordship already the stocks carry him. Butto answer you as
you would be understood: he weepslike a wench that had shed her
milk; he hathconfess'd himself to Morgan, whom hesupposes to be a
friar, fromthe time ofhis remembrance to this very instantdisaster
of his setting i' th' stocks. Andwhat think you he hath confess'd?
BERTRAM. Nothing ofme, has 'a? SECOND LORD. His confession is
taken, and itshall be read to his face; if your lordshipbe in't, as
I believe you are, you must havethe patience to hear it.

Enter PAROLLES guarded,and FIRSTSOLDIER as interpreter

BERTRAM. A plague upon him! muffled! He can say nothing ofme.
SECOND LORD. Hush, hush! Hoodman comes.Portotartarossa. FIRST
SOLDIER. He calls for thetortures. What will you saywithout 'em?
PAROLLES. I willconfess what I know without constraint; ifye pinch
me like a pasty, I can say nomore. FIRST SOLDIER. Bosko chimurcho.
SECONDLORD. Boblibindo chicurmurco. FIRST SOLDIER. YOU are
amerciful general. Our General bidsyou answer to what I shall ask
you out of anote. PAROLLES. And truly, as I hope tolive. FIRST
SOLDIER. 'First demand of him how many horsethe Duke is strong.'
What say you tothat? PAROLLES. Five or six thousand; but very weak
andunserviceable. The troops are all scattered,and the commanders
very poor rogues, upon myreputation and credit,and as I hope to
live. FIRSTSOLDIER. Shall I set down your answer so? PAROLLES.
Do;I'll take the sacrament on 't, how and which wayyou will.
BERTRAM. All's one tohim. What a past-saving slave is this! SECOND
LORD.Y'are deceiv'd, my lord; this is MonsieurParolles, the gallant
militarist-that washis own phrase-that had the whole theoric ofwar
in the knot of his scarf, and the practice inthe chape of his
dagger. FIRSTLORD. I will never trust a man again for
keepinghissword clean; nor believe he can haveeverything in him by
wearing his apparelneatly. FIRST SOLDIER. Well, that's setdown.
PAROLLES. 'Five or six thousand horse' I said-Iwill say true- 'or
thereabouts' set down,for I'll speak truth. SECOND LORD. He's very
near thetruth in this. BERTRAM. But I con him no thanks for't inthe
nature he delivers it. PAROLLES. 'Poor rogues' Ipray you say. FIRST
SOLDIER. Well, that's setdown. PAROLLES. I humbly thank you, sir. A
truth's atruth-the rogues are marvellouspoor. FIRST SOLDIER.
'Demand of him of what strengththey are a-foot.' What say you
tothat? PAROLLES. By my troth, sir, if I were to live thispresent
hour, I will tell true. Let me see:Spurio, ahundred and fifty;
Sebastian, somany; Corambus, so many; Jaques, so many;Guiltian,
Cosmo, Lodowick, and Gratii, twohundred fifty each; mine own
company,Chitopher, Vaumond, Bentii, two hundred fifty each;so that
the muster-file, rotten and sound,upon my life, amounts not to
fifteenthousand poll; half of the which dare not shakethe snow from
off their cassocks lest theyshake themselvesto pieces. BERTRAM.
What shall bedone to him? SECOND LORD. Nothing, but let him
havethanks. Demand of him my condition, and whatcredit I have with
the Duke. FIRST SOLDIER. Well, that'sset down. 'You shall demand of
him whetherone Captain Dumain be i' th' camp, a Frenchman; whathis
reputation is with the Duke, what hisvalour, honesty, expertness in
wars; orwhether he thinks it were not possible,with well-weighing
sums of gold, to corrupthim to a revolt.' What say you to this?
Whatdo you know of it? PAROLLES. I beseech you, let meanswer to the
particular ofthe inter'gatories. Demand themsingly. FIRST SOLDIER.
Do you know this CaptainDumain? PAROLLES. I know him: 'a was a
botcher'sprentice in Paris, from whence he was whiptfor getting the
shrieve's fool withchild-a dumb innocent that could not say himnay.
BERTRAM. Nay, by your leave, hold your hands;though I know his
brains are forfeit to thenext tile that falls. FIRST SOLDIER. Well,
is thiscaptain in the Duke ofFlorence's camp? PAROLLES. Uponmy
knowledge, he is, and lousy. SECOND LORD. Nay, looknot so upon me;
we shall hear ofyour lordship anon. FIRSTSOLDIER. What is his
reputation with the Duke? PAROLLES.The Duke knows him for no other
but a poor officerof mine; and writ to me this other day toturn him
out o' th' band. I think I have hisletter in my pocket. FIRST
SOLDIER. Marry, we'llsearch. PAROLLES. In good sadness, I do not
know; eitherit is there or it is upona file with theDuke's other
letters in my tent. FIRST SOLDIER. Here'tis; here's a paper. Shall
I read it to you? PAROLLES.I do not know if it be it or no.
BERTRAM. Ourinterpreter does it well. SECOND LORD.Excellently.
FIRST SOLDIER. [Reads] 'Dian, the Count's afool, and fullof gold.'
PAROLLES. That is notthe Duke's letter, sir; that isan
advertisement to a proper maid inFlorence, one Diana, to take heed
of theallurement of one Count Rousillon, a foolishidle boy, but for
all that very ruttish. Ipray you, sir, put itup again. FIRST
SOLDIER. Nay,I'll read it first by your favour. PAROLLES. My
meaningin't, I protest, was very honest in thebehalf of the maid;
for I knew the youngCount to bea dangerous and lascivious boy,who
is a whale to virginity, and devours upall the fry it finds.
BERTRAM.Damnable both-sides rogue! FIRST SOLDIER.[Reads] 'When he
swears oaths, bid him dropgold, and take it; After he scores, he
neverpays the score. Half won is match well made;match, and well
make it; He ne'er paysafter-debts, take it before. And say
asoldier, Dian, told thee this: Men are tomell with, boys are not
to kiss; For countof this, the Count's a fool, I know it, Whopays
before, but not when he does oweit. Thine, as he vow'd to thee in
thineear, PAROLLES.' BERTRAM.He shall be whipt through the army
with this rhymein's forehead. FIRST LORD. Thisis your devoted
friend, sir, themanifold linguist, and the amnipotentsoldier.
BERTRAM. I could endure anything before but acat, and now he's a
cat tome. FIRST SOLDIER. I perceive, sir, by our General'slooks we
shall be fain to hangyou. PAROLLES. My life, sir, in any case! Not
that I amafraid to die, but that, my offences beingmany, I would
repent out the remainder ofnature. Let me live, sir, in a dungeon,
i'th' stocks, or anywhere, so I maylive. FIRST SOLDIER. We'll see
what may be done, so youconfess freely; therefore, once more to
thisCaptain Dumain: you have answer'd to hisreputation with the
Duke, and to his valour; what ishis honesty? PAROLLES. He
willsteal, sir, an egg out of a cloister; forrapes and ravishments
he parallels Nessus.He professes not keeping of oaths; inbreaking
'em he is stronger than Hercules. He willlie, sir, with such
volubility that youwouldthink truth were a fool. Drunkenness is
hisbest virtue, for he will be swine-drunk;and in his sleep he does
little harm, saveto his bedclothes about him; but they knowhis
conditions and lay him in straw. Ihave but little more to say, sir,
of hishonesty. He has everything that an honestman should not have;
what an honest manshould have he hasnothing. SECOND LORD. I begin
to love him forthis. BERTRAM. For this description of thine
honesty? Apox upon him! For me, he's more and more acat. FIRST
SOLDIER. What say you to his expertness inwar? PAROLLES. Faith,
sir, has led the drum before theEnglish tragedians-to belie him I
willnot-and more of his soldier-ship I know not,except in
thatcountry he had the honour to bethe officer at a place there
called Mile-endto instruct for the doubling of files-Iwould do the
man what honour I can-butof this I am not certain. SECONDLORD. He
hath out-villain'd villainy so far thattherarity redeems him.
BERTRAM. Apox on him! he's a cat still. FIRST SOLDIER. Hisqualities
being at this poor price, I neednot to ask you if gold will corrupt
him torevolt. PAROLLES. Sir, for a cardecue he will sell
thefee-simple of his salvation, the inheritanceof it; and cut th'
entail fromall remainders and a perpetual successionfor it
perpetually. FIRST SOLDIER. What's his brother,the other Captain
Dumain? FIRST LORD. Why does he askhim of me? FIRST SOLDIER.
What'she? PAROLLES. E'en a crow o' th' same nest; notaltogether so
great as the first ingoodness, but greater a great deal in evil.He
excels his brother for a coward; yet hisbrother is reputed one of
the best that is.In a retreat he outruns any lackey:marry, in
coming on he has thecramp. FIRST SOLDIER. If your life be saved,
will youundertake to betray theFlorentine? PAROLLES. Ay, and the
Captain ofhis Horse,Count Rousillon. FIRST SOLDIER. I'll whisper
with theGeneral, and knowhis pleasure. PAROLLES. [Aside]I'll no
more drumming. A plague of alldrums! Only to seem to deserve well,
and tobeguile the supposition of that lasciviousyoung boy the
Count, have I run into thisdanger. Yet who would have suspected
anambush where I was taken? FIRST SOLDIER. There is noremedy, sir,
but you must die. The Generalsays you that have so traitorously
discover'dthe secrets of your army, and made suchpestiferous
reports of men very nobly held,can serve the world for no honest
use;therefore you must die. Come, headsman, ofwith his head.
PAROLLES. O Lord, sir, let me live, orlet me see my death!
FIRSTSOLDIER. That shall you, andtake your leave of all your
friends.[Unmuffling him] So look about you; know you anyhere?
BERTRAM. Good morrow, nobleCaptain. FIRST LORD. God bless you,
CaptainParolles. SECOND LORD. God save you, nobleCaptain. FIRST
LORD. Captain, what greeting will you tomy Lord Lafeu? I am
forFrance. SECOND LORD. Good Captain, will you give me acopy of the
sonnet you writ to Diana inbehalf of the Count Rousillon? An I
werenot a very coward I'd compel it of you; butfare youwell.
ExeuntBERTRAM and LORDS FIRST SOLDIER. You are undone,Captain, all
but your scarf; that has a knoton 't yet. PAROLLES. Who cannot be
crush'd with aplot? FIRST SOLDIER. If you could find out a
countrywhere but women were that had received somuch shame, you
might begin animpudent nation. Fare ye well, sir; I am forFrance
too; we shall speak of you there.Exit with SOLDIERS PAROLLES. Yet
am I thankful. If myheart were great, 'Twould burst at this.Captain
I'll be no more; But I will eat, anddrink, and sleep as soft As
captain shall.Simply the thing I am Shall make me live.Who knows
himself a braggart, Let him fearthis;for it will come to pass That
everybraggart shall be found an ass. Rust, sword;cool, blushes;
and, Parolles, live Safest inshame. Being fool'd, by fool'rythrive.
There's place and means for everyman alive. I'll after them.
Exit




  ACT IV SCENE 4. The WIDOW'S house
Enter HELENA, WIDOW, and DIANA

HELENA. That you may well perceive I have not wrong'dyou! One of
the greatest in the Christianworld Shall be my surety; fore whose
throne'tis needful, Ere I can perfect mineintents, to kneel. Time
was I did him adesired office, Dear almost as his life;which
gratitude Through flinty Tartar'sbosom would peep forth, And answer
'Thanks.'I duly am inform'd His Grace isatMarseilles, to which
place We haveconvenient convoy. You must know I amsupposed dead.
The army breaking, My husbandhies him home; where, heaven aiding,
And bythe leave of my good lord the King, We'll bebefore our
welcome. WIDOW. Gentlemadam, You never had a servant to whosetrust
Your business was morewelcome. HELENA. Nor you,mistress, Ever a
friend whose thoughts moretruly labour To recompense your love.
Doubtnot but heaven Hath brought me up to be yourdaughter's dower,
As it hath fated her to bemy motive And helper to a husband. But,
Ostrange men! That can such sweet use make ofwhat they hate, When
saucy trusting of thecozen'd thoughts Defiles the pitchy
night.Solust doth play With what it loathes, forthat which is away.
But more of thishereafter. You, Diana, Under my poorinstructions
yet must suffer Something in mybehalf. DIANA. Let death andhonesty
Go with your impositions, Iamyours Upon your will tosuffer. HELENA.
Yet, I prayyou: But with the word the time will bringon summer,
When briers shall have leaves aswell as thorns And be as sweet as
sharp. Wemust away; Our waggon is prepar'd, and timerevives us.
All's Well that Ends Well. Stillthe fine's the crown. Whate'er the
course,the end is the renown. Exeunt




  ACT IV SCENE 5. Rousillon. The COUNT'S palace
Enter COUNTESS, LAFEU, and CLOWN

LAFEU. No, no, no, son was misled with asnipt-taffetafellow
there, whose villainous saffron wouldhave made all the unbak'd and
doughy youthof a nation in his colour. Yourdaughter-in-law had been
alive at this hour,and your son here at home, more advanc'd bythe
King thanby that red-tail'd humble-bee Ispeak of. COUNTESS. I would
I hadnot known him. It was the death of themost virtuous
gentlewoman that ever naturehad praise for creating. If she had
partakenof my flesh, and cost me the dearest groansofa mother. I
could not have owed her a morerooted love. LAFEU. 'Twas a good
lady, 'twas a goodlady. We may pick a thousand sallets ere welight
on such another herb. CLOWN. Indeed, sir, she wasthe sweet-marjoram
of the sallet,or, rather, the herb ofgrace. LAFEU. They are not
sallet-herbs, you knave; theyare nose-herbs. CLOWN. I am no great
Nebuchadnezzar,sir; I have not much skillin grass. LAFEU. Whether
dostthou profess thyself-a knave or a fool? CLOWN. A fool,sir, at a
woman's service, and a knave at aman's. LAFEU. Your distinction?
CLOWN. Iwould cozen the man of his wife, and do hisservice. LAFEU.
So you were a knave at his service,indeed. CLOWN. And I would give
his wife my bauble, sir,todo her service. LAFEU. I will subscribe
for thee; thouart both knave and fool. CLOWN. At yourservice.
LAFEU. No, no, no. CLOWN. Why, sir,if I cannot serve you, I can
serve as greata prince as you are. LAFEU. Who'sthat? A Frenchman?
CLOWN. Faith, sir, 'a has an Englishname; but his fisnomy is more
hotter inFrance than there. LAFEU. What prince isthat? CLOWN. The
Black Prince, sir; alias, the Prince ofDarkness; alias, thedevil.
LAFEU. Hold thee, there's mypurse. I give theenot this to suggest
thee from thy masterthou talk'st of; serve him still. CLOWN. I am a
woodlandfellow, sir, that always loved a greatfire; and the master
I speak of ever keeps agood fire. But, sure, he is the prince ofthe
world; let his nobility remain in's court.I am for the house with
the narrow gate,which I take to be too little for pomp toenter.
Some that humble themselves may;but the many will be too chill and
tender:and they'll be for the flow'ry way thatleads to the broad
gate and the great fire. LAFEU. Gothy ways, I begin to be aweary of
thee; and I tellthee so before, because I would not fall outwith
thee. Go thy ways; let my horses bewell look'd to, without any
tricks. CLOWN. If I put anytricks upon 'em, sir, they shall
bejades' tricks, which are their own right bythe law of nature.
Exit LAFEU. A shrewd knave, andan unhappy. COUNTESS. So 'a is. My
lord that's gone madehimself much sport out of him. By hisauthority
he remains here, which he thinksis a patent for his sauciness; and
indeed hehas no pace, but runs where hewill. LAFEU. I like him
well; 'tis not amiss. And I wasabout to tell you, since I heard of
thegoodlady's death, and that my lord your son wasupon his return
home, I moved the King my masterto speak in the behalf of my
daughter;which, in the minority of them both, hisMajesty out of a
self-gracious remembrancedid first propose. His Highness
hathpromis'd me to do it; and, to stop up thedispleasure he hath
conceived against your son,there is no fitter matter. How does
yourladyship like it? COUNTESS. With very much content, mylord; and
I wish ithappily effected. LAFEU. HisHighness comes post from
Marseilles, of as able bodyas when he number'd thirty; 'a will be
hereto-morrow, or I am deceiv'd by him that insuch intelligence
hath seldom fail'd. COUNTESS. Itrejoices me that I hope I shall see
him ere Idie. I have letters that my son will be hereto-night. I
shall beseech your lordship toremain with me tal they meet
together. LAFEU. Madam, Iwas thinking with what manners I might
safelybe admitted. COUNTESS. You needbut plead your honourable
privilege. LAFEU. Lady, ofthat I have made a bold charter; but, I
thankmy God, it holds yet.

Re-enter CLOWN

CLOWN. O madam, yonder's my lord your son with a patch ofvelvet
on's face; whether there be a scarunder 't or no, the velvet knows;
but 'tis agoodly patch of velvet. His left cheek isa cheek of two
pile and a half, but hisright cheek is worn bare. LAFEU. A scar
nobly got, or anoble scar, is a good liv'ry of honour; sobelike is
that. CLOWN. But it is your carbonado'dface. LAFEU. Let us go see
your son, I prayyou; I long to talk with the young noblesoldier.
CLOWN. Faith, there's a dozen of 'em, withdelicate fine hats, and
most courteousfeathers, which bow the head and nod at everyman.
Exeunt
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  ACT V. SCENE 1. Marseilles. A street
Enter HELENA, WIDOW, and DIANA, with two ATTENDANTS

HELENA. But this exceeding posting dayandnight Must wear your
spirits low; we cannothelp it. But since you have made the daysand
nights as one, To wear your gentle limbsin my affairs, Be bold you
do so grow in myrequital As nothing can unroot you.

Enter a GENTLEMAN

In happy time! This man may help me tohis Majesty's ear, If he
would spend hispower. God save you, sir. GENTLEMAN. Andyou. HELENA.
Sir, I have seen you in the court ofFrance. GENTLEMAN. I have been
sometimesthere. HELENA. Ido presume, sir, that you are notfall'n
From the report that goes upon yourgoodness; And therefore, goaded
with mostsharp occasions, Which lay nice manners by,I put you to
The use of your own virtues,for the which I shall continuethankful.
GENTLEMAN. What's yourwill? HELENA. That it will pleaseyou To give
this poor petition to theKing; And aid me with that store of
poweryou have To come into hispresence. GENTLEMAN. The King's
nothere. HELENA. Not here, sir? GENTLEMAN. Notindeed. He hence
remov'd last night, andwith more haste Than is hisuse. WIDOW. Lord,
how we lose ourpains! HELENA. All's Well That Ends Wellyet, Though
time seem so adverse and meansunfit. I dobeseech you, whither is
hegone? GENTLEMAN. Marry, as I take it, toRousillon; Whither I
amgoing. HELENA. I do beseech you,sir, Since you are like to see
the Kingbefore me, Commend the paper to his gracioushand; Which I
presume shall render you noblame, But rather make you thank your
painsfor it. I will come after you with what goodspeed Our means
will make usmeans. GENTLEMAN. This I'll do foryou. HELENA. And you
shall find yourself to be wellthank'd, Whate'er falls more. We must
tohorse again; Go, go, provide. Exeunt




  ACT V SCENE 2. Rousillon. The inner court of the COUNT'S palace
Enter CLOWN and PAROLLES

PAROLLES. Good Monsieur Lavache, give my Lord Lafeu this
letter.I have ere now, sir, been better known toyou, when I have
held familiarity withfresher clothes; but I am now, sir, muddiedin
Fortune's mood, and smell somewhat strongof her strong displeasure.
CLOWN.Truly, Fortune's displeasure is but sluttish, if itsmell so
strongly as thou speak'st of. Iwill henceforth eat no fish of
Fortune'sbutt'ring. Prithee, allow the wind. PAROLLES. Nay, youneed
not to stop your nose, sir; I spakebutby a metaphor. CLOWN.
Indeed,sir, if your metaphor stink, I will stop my nose;or against
any man's metaphor. Prithee, getthee further. PAROLLES. Pray you,
sir, deliver me thispaper. CLOWN. Foh! prithee stand away. A paper
fromFortune's close-stool to give to a nobleman!Look here he comes
himself.

Enter LAFEU

Here is a pur of Fortune's, sir, or of Fortune's cat, butnot a
musk-cat, that has fall'n into theunclean fishpond of her
displeasure, and, ashe says, is muddied withal. Pray you,sir, use
the carp as you may; for he lookslike a poor, decayed, ingenious,
foolish,rascally knave. I do pity his distress in mysimiles of
comfort, and leave him to yourlordship. Exit PAROLLES. My lord, I
am a man whomFortune hath cruelly scratch'd. LAFEU. And what
wouldyou have me to do? 'Tis too late to pareher nails now. Wherein
have you played theknave with Fortune, that she should scratchyou,
who of herself is a good lady andwould nothave knaves thrive long
under her?There's a cardecue for you. Let the justicesmake you and
Fortune friends; I am for otherbusiness. PAROLLES. I beseech your
honour to hear me onesingle word. LAFEU. You beg a single penny
more; come,you shall ha't; saveyour word. PAROLLES. My name, mygood
lord, is Parolles. LAFEU. You beg more than wordthen. Cox my
passion! give me your hand. Howdoes your drum? PAROLLES. O my good
lord, you were thefirst that found me. LAFEU.Was I, in sooth? And I
wasthe first that lost thee. PAROLLES. It lies in you, mylord, to
bring me in some grace, for you didbring me out. LAFEU. Out upon
thee, knave! Dost thou putupon me at once both the office of God
andthe devil? One brings the in grace, andthe other brings thee
out. [Trumpets sound]The King's coming; I know by his
trumpets.Sirrah, inquire further after me; I had talkof you last
night. Though you are a fool and a knave,you shall eat. Go
to;follow. PAROLLES. I praise God for you. Exeunt




  ACT V SCENE 3. Rousillon. The COUNT'S palace
Flourish. Enter KING, COUNTESS, LAFEU, the two FRENCH LORDS,with
ATTENDANTS

KING. We lost a jewel of her, and ouresteem Was mademuch poorer
by it; but yourson, As mad in folly, lack'd the sense toknow Her
estimationhome. COUNTESS. 'Tis past, myliege; And I beseech your
Majesty to makeit Natural rebellion, done i' th' blaze ofyouth,
When oil and fire, too strong forreason's force, O'erbears it and
burnson. KING. My honour'd lady, Ihave forgiven and forgotten all;
Though myrevenges were high bent upon him And watch'dthe time to
shoot. LAFEU. This I mustsay- But first, I beg my pardon: the
younglord Did to his Majesty, his mother, and hislady, Offence of
mighty note; but tohimself The greatest wrong of all. He lost awife
Whose beauty did astonish thesurvey Of richest eyes; whose words
all earstook captive; Whose dear perfection heartsthat scorn'd to
serve Humbly call'dmistress. KING. Praising what islost Makes the
remembrance dear. Well, callhim hither; We are reconcil'd, and the
firstview shall kill Allrepetition. Let him notask our pardon; The
nature of his greatoffence is dead, And deeper than oblivion dowe
bury Th' incensing relics of it; let himapproach, A stranger, no
offender; andinform him So 'tis our will heshould. GENTLEMAN. I
shall, my liege. ExitGENTLEMAN KING. What says he to your daughter?
Have youspoke? LAFEU. All that he is hath reference to
yourHighness. KING. Then shall we have a match. I haveletters sent
me That sets him high infame.

Enter BERTRAM

LAFEU. He looks well on 't. KING. I am not a day ofseason, For
thou mayst see a sunshine and ahail In me at once. But to the
brightestbeams Distracted clouds give way; so standthou forth; The
time is fairagain. BERTRAM. My high-repentedblames, Dear sovereign,
pardon tome. KING. All is whole; Not oneword more of the consumed
time. Let's takethe instant by the forward top; For we areold, and
on our quick'st decrees Th'inaudibleand noiseless foot of Time
Stealsere we can effect them. You remember Thedaughter of this
lord? BERTRAM. Admiringly, my liege. Atfirst I stuck my choice upon
her, ere myheart Durst make too bold herald of mytongue; Where the
impression of mine eyeinfixing, Contempt his scornful
perspectivedid lend me, Which warp'd the line of everyother favour,
Scorn'd a fair colour orexpress'd it stol'n, Extended or
contractedall proportions To a most hideous object.Thence it came
That she whom all menprais'd, and whom myself, Since I have
lost,have lov'd, was in mine eye The dust thatdid offend it. KING.
Wellexcus'd. That thou didst love her, strikessome scores away From
the great compt; butlove that comes too late, Like a
remorsefulpardon slowly carried, To the great senderturns a sour
offence, Crying 'That's goodthat's gone.' Our rash faults Make
trivialprice of serious things we have, Notknowingthem until we
know their grave. Oftour displeasures, to ourselvesunjust, Destroy
our friends, and after weeptheir dust; Our own love waking cries to
seewhat's done, While shameful hate sleeps outthe afternoon. Be
this sweet Helen's knell.And now forget her. Send forth your
amoroustoken for fair Maudlin. The main consentsare had; and here
we'll stay To see ourwidower's second marriage-day. COUNTESS. Which
betterthan the first, O dear heaven, bless! Or,ere they meet, in
me, O nature, cesse! LAFEU. Come on,my son, in whom my house's name
Must bedigested; give a favour from you, To sparklein the spirits
of my daughter, That she mayquicklycome. [BERTRAMgives a ring] By
my oldbeard, And ev'ry hair that's on 't, Helen,that's dead, Was a
sweet creature; such aring as this, The last that e'er I took
herleave at court, I saw upon herfinger. BERTRAM. Hers it was not.
KING. Now,pray you, let me see it; for mine eye, WhileI was
speaking, oft was fasten'd to't. Thisring was mine; and when I gave
it Helen Ibade her, if her fortunes everstood Necessitied to help,
thatby thistoken I would relieve her. Had you thatcraft to reave
her Of what should stead hermost? BERTRAM. My gracioussovereign,
Howe'er it pleases you to take itso, The ring was neverhers.
COUNTESS. Son, on mylife, I have seen her wear it; and shereckon'd
it At her life'srate. LAFEU. I am sure I saw her wearit. BERTRAM.
You are deceiv'd, my lord; she never sawit. In Florence was it from
a casementthrown me, Wrapp'd in a paper, whichcontain'd the name Of
her that threw it.Noble she was, and thought I stood engag'd;but
when I had subscrib'd To mine ownfortune, and inform'd her fully I
could notanswer in that course of honour As she hadmade the
overture, she ceas'd, In heavysatisfaction, and would never Receive
thering again. KING. Plutushimself, That knows the tinct
andmultiplying med'cine, Hath not in nature'smystery more science
Than I have in thisring. 'Twas mine, 'twas Helen's, Whoevergave it
you. Then, if you know That you arewell acquainted with yourself,
Confess 'twashers, and by what rough enforcement You gotit from
her. She call'd the saints tosurety That she would never put it
from herfinger Unless she gave it to yourself inbed- Where you have
never come- or sent itus Upon her greatdisaster. BERTRAM. She never
saw it. KING.Thou speak'st it falsely, as I love minehonour; And
mak'st conjectural fears to comeinto me Which I would fain shut
out. If itshould prove That thou art so inhuman-'twill not prove
so. And yet I know not-thou didst hate her deadly, And she is
dead;which nothing, but to close Her eyes myself,could win me to
believe More than to seethis ring. Take himaway. [GUARDSseize
BERTRAM] My fore-past proofs, howe'erthe matter fall, Shall tax my
fears oflittle vanity, Having vainly fear'd toolittle. Away with
him. We'll sift thismatter further. BERTRAM. If you shallprove This
ring was ever hers, you shall aseasy Prove that I husbanded her bed
inFlorence, Where she yet never was. Exit,guarded KING. I am
wrapp'd in dismal thinkings.

Enter a GENTLEMAN

GENTLEMAN. Gracious sovereign, Whether Ihave been to blame or
no, I know not: Here'sa petition from a Florentine, Who hath,
forfour or five removes, come short To tenderit herself. I
undertook it, Vanquish'dthereto by the fair grace and speech Of
thepoor suppliant, who by this, I know, Is hereattending; her
business looks in her With animporting visage; and she told me In a
sweetverbal brief it did concern Your Highnesswith herself. KING.
[Reads the letter] 'Upon his manyprotestations to marry me when his
wife wasdead, I blush to say it, he won me. Now isthe Count
Rousillon a widower; his vows areforfeited to me, and my honour's
paid tohim. He stole from Florence, taking noleave, and I follow
him to his country forjustice. Grant it me, O King! in you it
bestlies; otherwise a seducer flourishes, and apoor maid isundone.
DIANACAPILET.' LAFEU.I will buy me a son-in-law in a fair,and toll
for this. I'll none ofhim. KING. The heavens have thought well on
thee,Lafeu, To bring forth this discov'ry. Seekthese suitors. Go
speedily, and bring againtheCount. ExeuntATTENDANTS I am afeard the
life of Helen,lady, Was foullysnatch'd. COUNTESS. Now, justice on
the doers!

Enter BERTRAM, guarded

KING. I wonder, sir, sith wives are monsters toyou. And that you
fly them as you swear themlordship, Yet you desire tomarry.
EnterWIDOW and DIANA What woman'sthat? DIANA. I am, my lord, a
wretchedFlorentine, Derived from the ancientCapilet. My suit, asI
do understand, youknow, And therefore know how far I may bepitied.
WIDOW. I am her mother, sir, whose age andhonour Both suffer under
this complaint webring, And both shall cease, without yourremedy.
KING. Come hither, Count; do you know thesewomen? BERTRAM. My lord,
I neither can nor willdeny But that I know them. Do they charge
mefurther? DIANA. Why do you look so strange upon yourwife?
BERTRAM. She's none of mine, mylord. DIANA. If you shallmarry, You
give away this hand, and that ismine; You give away heaven's vows,
and thoseare mine; You give away myself, which isknown mine; For I
by vow am so embodiedyours That she which marries you mustmarryme,
Either both ornone. LAFEU. [To BERTRAM] Your reputation comes
tooshort for my daughter; you are no husbandfor her. BERTRAM. My
lord, this is a fond and desp'ratecreature Whom sometime I have
laugh'd with.Let your Highness Lay a more noble thoughtupon mine
honour Than for to think that Iwould sink it here. KING. Sir, for
my thoughts, you havethem ill to friend Till your deeds gainthem.
Fairer prove your honour Than in mythought it lies! DIANA. Good
mylord, Ask him upon his oath if he doesthink He had not
myvirginity. KING. What say'st thou toher? BERTRAM. She's impudent,
mylord, And was a common gamester to thecamp. DIANA. He does me
wrong, my lord; if I wereso He might have bought me at a
commonprice. Do not believe him. o, behold thisring, Whose high
respect and richvalidity Did lack a parallel; yet, for allthat, He
gave it to a commoner o' th'camp, If I be one. COUNTESS. Heblushes,
and 'tis it. Of six precedingancestors, that gem Conferr'd by
testamentto th' sequent issue, Hath it been ow'd andworn. This is
his wife: That ring's athousand proofs. KING. Methought yousaid You
saw one here in courtcould witnessit. DIANA. I did, my lord, but
loath am toproduce So bad an instrument; his name'sParolles. LAFEU.
I saw the man to-day, if man hebe. KING. Find him, and bring him
hither. Exit anATTENDANT BERTRAM. What ofhim? He'squoted for a most
perfidiousslave, With all the spots o' th' world tax'dand
debauch'd, Whose nature sickens but tospeak a truth. Am I or that
or this for whathe'll utter That will speakanything? KING. She hath
that ring ofyours. BERTRAM. I think she has. Certain it is I
lik'dher, And boarded her i' th' wanton way ofyouth. She knew her
distance, and did anglefor me, Madding my eagerness with
herrestraint, As all impediments in fancy'scourse Are motives of
more fancy; and, infine, Her infinite cunning with her moderngrace
Subdu'd me to her rate. She got thering; And I had that which any
inferiormight At market-price havebought. DIANA. Imust bepatient.
You that have turn'd off a first sonoble wife May justly diet me. I
pray youyet- Since you lack virtue, I will lose ahusband- Send for
your ring, I will returnit home, And give me mineagain. BERTRAM. I
have it not. KING. Whatring was yours, I pray you? DIANA. Sir,
muchlike The same upon yourfinger. KING. Know you this ring? This
ring was his oflate. DIANA. And this was it I gave him, beingabed.
KING. The story, then, goes false youthrew ithim Out of a casement.
DIANA. Ihave spoke the truth.

Enter PAROLLES

BERTRAM. My lord, I do confess the ring washers. KING. You
boggle shrewdly; every feather startsyou. Is this the man you
speakof? DIANA. Ay, my lord. KING. Tell me,sirrah-but tell me true
I charge you, Notfearing the displeasure of yourmaster, Which, on
your just proceeding, I'llkeep off- By him and by this woman here
whatknow you? PAROLLES. So please your Majesty, my masterhath been
an honourable gentleman; tricks hehath had in him, which gentlemen
have. KING. Come, come,to th' purpose. Did he love this woman?
PAROLLES. Faith,sir, he did love her; but how? KING. How, I
prayyou? PAROLLES. He did love her, sir,as a gentleman lovesa
woman. KING. How is that? PAROLLES. Helov'd her, sir, and lov'd her
not. KING. As thou art aknave and no knave. What an
equivocalcompanion is this! PAROLLES. I am a poor man, and atyour
Majesty's command. LAFEU. He's a good drum, mylord, but a naughty
orator. DIANA. Do you know hepromis'd me marriage? PAROLLES. Faith,
I know more thanI'll speak. KING. But wilt thou not speak all
thouknow'st? PAROLLES. Yes, so please your Majesty. I didgobetween
them, as I said; but more thanthat, he loved her-for indeed he was
madfor her, and talk'd of Satan, and of Limbo,and of Furies, and I
know not what. Yet Iwas in that credit with them at that time thatI
knew of their goingto bed; and of othermotions, as promising her
marriage, andthings which would derive me ill will tospeak of;
therefore I will not speak what Iknow. KING. Thou hast spoken all
already, unless thoucanst say they are married; but thou art
toofine in thy evidence; thereforestand aside. Thisring, you say,
was yours? DIANA. Ay, my goodlord. KING. Where did you buy it? Or
who gave ityou? DIANA. It was not given me, nor I did not buyit.
KING. Who lent it you? DIANA. It was notlent me neither. KING.
Where did you find itthen? DIANA. I found it not. KING. If it
wereyours by none of all these ways, How couldyou give it him?
DIANA. I never gave ithim. LAFEU. This woman's an easy glove, my
lord; shegoes of and on at pleasure. KING.This ring was mine, I
gave it his first wife. DIANA. Itmight be yours or hers, for aught
I know. KING. Take heraway, I do not like her now; To prison
withher. And away with him. Unless thou tell'stme where thou hadst
this ring, Thou diestwithin this hour. DIANA. I'll never tellyou.
KING. Take her away. DIANA. I'll put inbail, my liege. KING. I
think thee now some commoncustomer. DIANA. By Jove, if ever I knew
man, 'twasyou. KING. Wherefore hast thou accus'd him all thiswhile?
DIANA. Because he's guilty, and he is notguilty. He knows I am no
maid, and he'llswear to't: I'll swear I am a maid, and heknows not.
Great King, I am no strumpet, bymy life; I am either maid, or else
this oldman'swife. [Pointingto LAFEU] KING. She does abuse our
ears; to prison withher. DIANA. Good mother, fetch my bail. Stay,
royalsir; ExitWIDOW The jeweller that owes the ring issent for, And
he shall surety me. But forthis lord Who hath abus'd me as he
knowshimself, Though yet he never harm'd me, hereI quit him. He
knows himself my bed he hathdefil'd; And at that time he got his
wifewith child. Dead though she be, she feelsher young one kick; So
there's my riddle:one that's dead is quick- And now behold
themeaning.

Re-enter WIDOW with HELENA

KING. Is there no exorcist Beguiles thetruer office of mine
eyes? Is't real that Isee? HELENA. No, my goodlord; 'Tis but the
shadow of a wife yousee, The name and not thething. BERTRAM. Both,
both; o,pardon! HELENA. O, my good lord, when I was like thismaid,
I found you wondrous kind. There isyour ring, And, look you, here's
yourletter. This it says: 'When from my fingeryou can get this
ring, And are by me withchild,' etc. This is done. Will you be
minenow you are doubly won? BERTRAM. If she, my liege, canmake me
know this clearly, I'll love herdearly, ever, ever dearly. HELENA.
If it appear notplain, and prove untrue, Deadly divorce stepbetween
me and you! Omy dear mother, do Isee you living? LAFEU. Mine eyes
smell onions; I shallweep anon. [To PAROLLES] Good Tom Drum, lendme
a handkercher. So, I thank thee. Wait onme home, I'll make sport
with thee; let thycurtsies alone, they are scurvy ones. KING. Let
us frompoint to point this story know, To make theeven truth in
pleasure flow. [To DIANA] Ifthou beest yet a fresh uncroppedflower,
Choose thou thy husband, and I'llpay thy dower; For I can guess
that bythyhonest aid Thou kept'st a wife herself,thyself a maid.-
Of that and all theprogress, more and less, Resolvedly moreleisure
shall express. All yet seems well;and if it end so meet, The bitter
past, morewelcome is the sweet. [Flourish]

EPILOGUE EPILOGUE.

KING. The King's a beggar, now the play isdone. All is well
ended if this suit bewon, That you express content; which we
willpay With strife to please you, day exceedingday. Ours be your
patience then, and yoursour parts; Your gentle hands lend us,
andtake ourhearts. Exeuntomnes

THE END
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  SCENE: The Roman Empire - ACT I. SCENE I. Alexandria. CLEOPATRA'S palace
ACT I. SCENE I. Alexandria. CLEOPATRA'S palace

Enter DEMETRIUS and PHILO

PHILO. Nay, but this dotage of our general's O'erflows the
measure. Those his goodly eyes, That o'er the files and musters of
the war Have glow'd like plated Mars, now bend, now turn, The
office and devotion of their view Upon a tawny front. His captain's
heart, Which in the scuffles of great fights hath burst The buckles
on his breast, reneges all temper, And is become the bellows and
the fan To cool a gipsy's lust.

Flourish. Enter ANTONY, CLEOPATRA, her LADIES, the train, with
eunuchs fanning her

Look where they come! Take but good note, and you shall see in
him The triple pillar of the world transform'd Into a strumpet's
fool. Behold and see. CLEOPATRA. If it be love indeed, tell me how
much. ANTONY. There's beggary in the love that can be reckon'd.
CLEOPATRA. I'll set a bourn how far to be belov'd. ANTONY. Then
must thou needs find out new heaven, new earth.

Enter a MESSENGER

MESSENGER. News, my good lord, from Rome. ANTONY. Grates me the
sum. CLEOPATRA. Nay, hear them, Antony. Fulvia perchance is angry;
or who knows If the scarce-bearded Caesar have not sent His
pow'rful mandate to you: 'Do this or this; Take in that kingdom and
enfranchisethat; Perform't, or else we damn thee.' ANTONY. How, my
love? CLEOPATRA. Perchance? Nay, and most like, You must not stay
here longer; your dismission Is come from Caesar; therefore hear
it, Antony. Where's Fulvia's process? Caesar's I would say? Both?
Call in the messengers. As I am Egypt's Queen, Thou blushest,
Antony, and that blood of thine Is Caesar's homager. Else so thy
cheek pays shame When shrill-tongu'd Fulvia scolds. The messengers!
ANTONY. Let Rome in Tiber melt, and the wide arch Of the rang'd
empire fall! Here is my space. Kingdoms are clay; our dungy earth
alike Feeds beast as man. The nobleness of life Is to do thus
[emhracing], when sucha mutual pair And such a twain can do't, in
which I bind, On pain of punishment, the world to weet We stand up
peerless. CLEOPATRA. Excellent falsehood! Why did he marry Fulvia,
and not love her? I'll seem the fool I am not. Antony Will be
himself. ANTONY. But stirr'd by Cleopatra. Now for the love of Love
and her soft hours, Let's not confound the time with conference
harsh; There's not a minute of our lives should stretch Without
some pleasure now. What sport to-night? CLEOPATRA. Hear the
ambassadors. ANTONY. Fie, wrangling queen! Whom everything becomes-
to chide, to laugh, To weep; whose every passion fully strives To
make itself in thee fair and admir'd. No messenger but thine, and
all alone To-night we'll wander through the streets and note The
qualities of people. Come, my queen; Last night you did desire it.
Speak not to us. Exeunt ANTONY and CLEOPATRA, with the train
DEMETRIUS. IsCaesar with Antonius priz'd so slight? PHILO. Sir,
sometimes when he is not Antony, He comes too short of that great
property Which still should go with Antony. DEMETRIUS. I am full
sorry That he approves the common liar, who Thus speaks of him at
Rome; but I will hope Of better deeds to-morrow. Rest you happy!
Exeunt




  SCENE II. Alexandria. CLEOPATRA'S palace
Enter CHARMIAN, IRAS, ALEXAS, and a SOOTHSAYER

CHARMIAN. Lord Alexas, sweet Alexas, most anything Alexas,almost
most absolute Alexas, where's thesoothsayer that you prais'd so to
th' Queen?O that I knew this husband, which you saymust charge his
horns withgarlands! ALEXAS. Soothsayer! SOOTHSAYER.Your will?
CHARMIAN. Is this the man? Is't you, sir,that know things?
SOOTHSAYER. In nature's infinite bookof secrecy A little I canread.
ALEXAS. Show him your hand.

Enter ENOBARBUS

ENOBARBUS. Bring in the banquet quickly; wineenough Cleopatra's
health todrink. CHARMIAN. Good, sir, give me goodfortune.
SOOTHSAYER. I make not, butforesee. CHARMIAN. Pray, then, foresee
meone. SOOTHSAYER. You shall be yet far fairer than youare.
CHARMIAN. He means in flesh. IRAS. No,you shall paint when you are
old. CHARMIAN. Wrinklesforbid! ALEXAS. Vex not his prescience;
beattentive. CHARMIAN. Hush! SOOTHSAYER. Youshall be more beloving
than beloved. CHARMIAN. I hadrather heat my liver with drinking.
ALEXAS. Nay, hearhim. CHARMIAN. Good now, some excellent fortune!
Let mebe married to three kings in a forenoon, andwidow them all.
Let me have a child atfifty, to whom Herod of Jewry may do homage.
Find meto marry me with Octavius Caesar, andcompanion me with my
mistress. SOOTHSAYER. You shalloutlive the lady whom you serve.
CHARMIAN. O, excellent!I love long life better than figs.
SOOTHSAYER. You haveseen and prov'd a fairer former fortune
Thanthat which is to approach. CHARMIAN. Then belike mychildren
shall have no names. Prithee, howmany boys and wenches must I have?
SOOTHSAYER. If everyof your wishes had a womb, And fertile
everywish, a million. CHARMIAN. Out, fool! I forgive thee fora
witch. ALEXAS.You think none but your sheets are privyto your
wishes. CHARMIAN. Nay, come, tell Irashers. ALEXAS. We'll know all
ourfortunes. ENOBARBUS. Mine, and most of our fortunes,to-night,
shall be- drunk tobed. IRAS. There's a palm presages chastity, if
nothingelse. CHARMIAN. E'en as the o'erflowing Nilus
presagethfamine. IRAS. Go, you wild bedfellow, you cannotsoothsay.
CHARMIAN. Nay, if an oily palm be not afruitful prognostication, I
cannot scratchmine ear. Prithee, tellher but worky-dayfortune.
SOOTHSAYER. Your fortunes arealike. IRAS. But how, but how? Give
meparticulars. SOOTHSAYER. I have said. IRAS.Am I not an inch of
fortune better than she? CHARMIAN.Well, if you were but an inch of
fortune better thanI, where would you chooseit? IRAS. Not in my
husband's nose. CHARMIAN.Our worser thoughts heavens mend! Alexas-
come,his fortune, his fortune! O, let him marry awoman that cannot
go, sweet Isis, I beseechthee! And let her die too, and give hima
worse! And let worse follow worse, tillthe worst of all follow him
laughing to hisgrave, fiftyfold a cuckold! Good Isis,hear me this
prayer, though thou deny me amatter of more weight; good Isis, I
beseechthee! IRAS. Amen. Dear goddess, hear that prayer of
thepeople! For, as it is a heartbreaking to seea handsome man
loose-wiv'd, so it is adeadly sorrow to behold a foul knave
uncuckolded.Therefore, dear Isis, keep decorum, andfortune him
accordingly! CHARMIAN.Amen. ALEXAS. Lo now, if it lay in their
hands to makeme a cuckold, they would make themselveswhores but
they'ld do't!

Enter CLEOPATRA

ENOBARBUS. Hush! Here comes Antony. CHARMIAN. Not he;the Queen.
CLEOPATRA. Saw you mylord? ENOBARBUS. No, lady. CLEOPATRA. Was
henot here? CHARMIAN. No, madam. CLEOPATRA. Hewas dispos'd to
mirth; but on the sudden ARoman thought hath struck him. Enobarbus!
ENOBARBUS.Madam? CLEOPATRA. Seek him, and bring him hither.Where's
Alexas? ALEXAS. Here, at your service. My lordapproaches.

Enter ANTONY, with a MESSENGER and attendants

CLEOPATRA. We will not look upon him. Go withus.
ExeuntCLEOPATRA, ENOBARBUS, and the rest MESSENGER. Fulvia thywife
first came into the field. ANTONY. Against mybrother Lucius?
MESSENGER.Ay. But soon that war had end, and thetime's state Made
friends of them, jointingtheir force 'gainst Caesar, Whose
betterissue in the war from Italy Upon the firstencounter drave
them. ANTONY. Well, whatworst? MESSENGER. The nature of bad news
infects theteller. ANTONY. When it concerns the fool or coward.On!
Things that are past are done with me.'Tis thus: Who tells me true,
though in histale lie death, I hear him as heflatter'd.
MESSENGER.Labienus- This is stiff news- hath with hisParthian force
Extended Asia fromEuphrates, His conquering banner shook fromSyria
To Lydia and toIonia, Whilst- ANTONY. Antony,thou wouldst say.
MESSENGER. O, mylord! ANTONY. Speak to me home; mince not the
generaltongue; Name Cleopatra as she is call'd inRome. Rail thou in
Fulvia's phrase, andtaunt my faults With such full licence asboth
truth and malice Have power to utter.O, then we bring forth weeds
When our quickminds lie still, and our ills told us Is asour
earing. Fare thee wellawhile. MESSENGER. At yournoble pleasure.
Exit ANTONY. From Sicyon, ho, the news!Speak there! FIRST
ATTENDANT. The man from Sicyon- isthere such an one? SECOND
ATTENDANT. He stays upon yourwill. ANTONY. Let himappear. These
strongEgyptian fetters I mustbreak, Or lose myself in dotage.

Enter another MESSENGER with a letter

What are you? SECOND MESSENGER. Fulvia thy wife isdead. ANTONY.
Where died she? SECONDMESSENGER. In Sicyon. Her length ofsickness,
with what else moreserious Importeth thee to know, this
bears.[Gives the letter] ANTONY. Forbear me. ExitMESSENGER There's
a great spirit gone! Thusdid I desire it. What our contempts
dothoften hurl from us We wish it ours again;thepresent pleasure,
By revolution low'ring,does become The opposite of itself.
She'sgood, being gone; The hand could pluck herback that shov'd her
on. I must from thisenchanting queen break off. Ten thousandharms,
more than theills I know, My idlenessdoth hatch. How now,
Enobarbus!

Re-enter ENOBARBUS

ENOBARBUS. What's your pleasure, sir? ANTONY. I mustwith haste
from hence. ENOBARBUS. Why, then we kill allour women. We see how
mortal an unkindnessis to them; if they suffer our departure,
death'sthe word. ANTONY. I must begone. ENOBARBUS. Under a
compelling occasion, let womendie. It were pity to cast them away
fornothing, though between them and agreat cause they should be
esteemed nothing.Cleopatra, catching but the least noise ofthis,
dies instantly; I have seen herdie twenty times upon far poorer
moment. Ido think there is mettle in death, whichcommits some
loving act upon her, she hath sucha celerity in dying. ANTONY.
Sheis cunning past man's thought. ENOBARBUS. Alack, sir,no! Her
passions are made of nothing butthe finest part of pure love. We
cannot callher winds and waters sighs and tears; theyaregreater
storms and tempests than almanacscan report. This cannot be cunning
in her; if it be,she makes a show'r of rain as well asJove. ANTONY.
Would I had never seenher! ENOBARBUS. O Sir, you had then left
unseen awonderful piece of work, which not to havebeen blest withal
would havediscredited your travel. ANTONY.Fulvia is dead.
ENOBARBUS. Sir? ANTONY.Fulvia is dead. ENOBARBUS. Fulvia?
ANTONY.Dead. ENOBARBUS. Why, sir, give the gods a
thankfulsacrifice. When it pleaseth their deities totake the wife
of a man from him, it shows toman the tailors of the earth;
comforting thereinthat when old robes are worn out there aremembers
to make new. If there were no morewomen but Fulvia,then had you
indeed acut, and the case to be lamented. This griefis crown'd with
consolation: your old smockbrings forth a new petticoat; and indeed
thetears live in an onion that should water thissorrow. ANTONY. The
business she hath broached in thestate Cannot endure myabsence.
ENOBARBUS. And the business you have broach'dhere cannot be without
you; especially thatof Cleopatra's, which wholly depends on
yourabode. ANTONY. No more light answers. Let ourofficers Have
notice what we purpose. Ishall break The cause of our expedience
tothe Queen, And get her leave to part. Fornot alone The death of
Fulvia, with moreurgent touches, Do strongly speak to us; butthe
letters to Of many our contrivingfriends in Rome Petition us at
home. SextusPompeius Hath given the dare to Caesar, andcommands The
empire of the sea; our slipperypeople, Whose love is never link'd
to thedeserver Till his deserts are past, begin tothrow Pompey the
Great and all hisdignities Upon his son; who, high in nameand
power, Higher than both in blood andlife, stands up For the main
soldier; whosequality, going on, The sides o' th' worldmay danger.
Much is breeding Which, like thecourser's hair, hath yet but life
And not aserpent's poison. Say our pleasure, To suchwhose place is
under us, requires Our quickremove from hence. ENOBARBUS. I shall
do't. Exeunt




  SCENE III. Alexandria. CLEOPATRA'S palace
Enter CLEOPATRA, CHARMIAN, IRAS, and ALEXAS

CLEOPATRA. Where is he? CHARMIAN. I did not see himsince.
CLEOPATRA. See where he is, who's with him, whathe does. I did not
send you. If you find himsad, Say I am dancing; if in mirth,report
That I am sudden sick. Quick, andreturn. Exit ALEXAS CHARMIAN.
Madam, methinks, if youdid love him dearly, You do not hold
themethod to enforce The like fromhim. CLEOPATRA. What should I do
I donot? CHARMIAN. In each thing give him way; cross him innothing.
CLEOPATRA. Thou teachest like a fool- the wayto lose him. CHARMIAN.
Tempt him not so too far; I wish,forbear; In time we hate that
which we oftenfear.

Enter ANTONY

But here comes Antony. CLEOPATRA. I am sick andsullen. ANTONY. I
am sorry to give breathing to mypurpose- CLEOPATRA. Help me away,
dear Charmian; I shallfall. It cannot be thus long; the sides
ofnature Will not sustainit. ANTONY. Now, my dearest queen-
CLEOPATRA.Pray you, stand farther from me. ANTONY. What's
thematter? CLEOPATRA. I know by that same eye there's somegood
news. What says the married woman? Youmay go. Would she had never
given you leaveto come! Let her not say 'tis I that keepyou here- I
have no power upon you; hers youare. ANTONY. The gods best know-
CLEOPATRA.O, never was there queen So mightilybetray'd! Yet at the
first I saw thetreasons planted. ANTONY.Cleopatra- CLEOPATRA. Why
should I think you can be mineand true, Though you in swearing
shake thethroned gods, Who have been false to Fulvia?Riotous
madness, To be entangled with thosemouth-made vows, Which break
themselves inswearing! ANTONY. Most sweetqueen- CLEOPATRA. Nay,
pray you seek no colour for yourgoing, But bid farewell, and go.
When yousued staying, Then was the time for words.No going then!
Eternity was in our lips andeyes, Bliss in our brows' bent, none
ourparts so poor But was a race of heaven. Theyare so still, Or
thou, the greatest soldierof the world, Art turn'd the
greatestliar. ANTONY. How now, lady! CLEOPATRA. Iwould I had thy
inches. Thou shouldstknow There were a heart inEgypt. ANTONY. Hear
me,queen: The strong necessity of timecommands Our services awhile;
but my fullheart Remains in use with you. OurItaly Shineso'er with
civil swords: SextusPompeius Makes his approaches to the port
ofRome; Equality of two domesticpowers Breed scrupulous faction;
the hated,grown to strength, Are newly grown to love.The condemn'd
Pompey, Rich in his father'shonour, creeps apace Into the hearts of
suchas have not thrived Upon the present state,whose numbers
threaten; And quietness, grownsick of rest, would purge By any
desperatechange. My more particular, And that whichmost with you
should safe my going, IsFulvia's death. CLEOPATRA. Though age from
folly couldnot give me freedom, It does fromchildishness. Can
Fulvia die? ANTONY. She's dead, myQueen. Look here, and at thy
sovereignleisure read The garboils she awak'd. At thelast, best.
See when and where shedied. CLEOPATRA. O most falselove! Where be
the sacred vials thoushouldst fill With sorrowful water? Now Isee,
I see, In Fulvia's death how minereceiv'd shall be. ANTONY. Quarrel
no more, but beprepar'd to know The purposes I bear; whichare, or
cease, As you shall give th' advice.By the fire That quickens
Nilus' slime, I gofrom hence Thy soldier, servant, makingpeace or
war Asthouaffects. CLEOPATRA. Cut my lace, Charmian,come! But let
it be; I am quickly ill andwell- So Antony loves. ANTONY.
Myprecious queen, forbear, And give trueevidence to his love, which
stands Anhonourable trial. CLEOPATRA. So Fulvia toldme. I prithee
turn aside and weep forher; Then bid adieu to me, and say thetears
Belong to Egypt. Good now, play onescene Of excellent dissembling,
and let itlook Like perfect honour. ANTONY.You'll heat my blood; no
more. CLEOPATRA. You can dobetter yet; but this is meetly. ANTONY.
Now, by mysword- CLEOPATRA. And target. Still hemends; But this is
not the best. Look,prithee, Charmian, How this Herculean Romandoes
become The carriage of hischafe. ANTONY. I'll leave you,lady.
CLEOPATRA. Courteous lord, oneword. Sir, you and I must part- but
that'snot it. Sir, you and I have lov'd- butthere's not it. That
you know well.Something it is I would- O, my oblivion is avery
Antony, And I am allforgotten! ANTONY. But that yourroyalty Holds
idleness your subject, Ishould take you For idlenessitself.
CLEOPATRA. 'Tis sweatinglabour To bear such idleness so near
theheart As Cleopatra this. But, sir, forgiveme; Since my becomings
kill me when they donot Eye well to you. Your honour calls
youhence; Therefore be deaf to my unpitiedfolly, And all the gods
go with you! Uponyour sword Sit laurel victory, and smoothsuccess
Be strew'd before yourfeet! ANTONY. Let us go.Come. Our separation
so abides andflies That thou, residing here, goes yetwith me, And
I, hence fleeting, here remainwith thee. Away! Exeunt




  SCENE IV. Rome. CAESAR'S house
Enter OCTAVIUS CAESAR, reading a letter; LEPIDUS, and
theirtrain

CAESAR. You may see, Lepidus, and henceforthknow, It is not
Caesar's natural vice tohate Our great competitor. FromAlexandria
This is the news:he fishes,drinks, and wastes The lamps of night
inrevel; is not more manlike Than Cleopatra,nor the queen of
Ptolemy More womanly thanhe; hardly gave audience, or Vouchsaf'd
tothink he had partners. You shall findthere A manwho is the
abstract of allfaults That all menfollow. LEPIDUS. I must not think
thereare Evils enow to darken all hisgoodness. His faults, in him,
seem as thespots of heaven, More fiery by night'sblackness;
hereditary Rather than purchas'd;what he cannot change Than what
hechooses. CAESAR. You are too indulgent. Let's grant itis not
Amiss to tumble on the bed ofPtolemy, To give a kingdom for a
mirth, tosit And keep the turn of tippling with aslave, To reel the
streets at noon, andstand the buffet With knaves that smell
ofsweat. Say this becomes him- As hiscomposure must be rare indeed
Whom thesethings cannot blemish- yet must Antony Noway excuse his
foils when we do bear Sogreat weight in his lightness. If hefill'd
His vacancy with hisvoluptuousness, Full surfeits and thedryness of
his bones Call on him for't! Butto confound such time That drums
him fromhis sport and speaks as loud As his ownstate and ours- 'tis
to be chid As we rateboys who, being mature in knowledge, Pawntheir
experience to their presentpleasure, And so rebel to judgment.

Enter a MESSENGER

LEPIDUS. Here's more news. MESSENGER. Thy biddingshave been
done; and every hour, Most nobleCaesar, shalt thou have report How
'tisabroad. Pompey is strong at sea, And itappears he is belov'd of
those That onlyhave fear'd Caesar. To the ports Thediscontents
repair, and men's reports Givehim much wrong'd. CAESAR. I should
have known noless. It hath been taught us from the primalstate That
he which is was wish'd until hewere; And the ebb'd man, ne'er lov'd
tillne'er worth love, Comes dear'd by beinglack'd. This common
body, Like to a vagabondflag upon the stream, Goes to and
back,lackeying the varying tide, To rot itselfwith motion.
MESSENGER. Caesar, I bring theeword Menecrates and Menas,
famouspirates, Make the sea serve them, which theyear and wound
With keels of every kind. Manyhot inroads They make in Italy; the
bordersmaritime Lack blood to think on't, and flushyouth revolt. No
vessel can peep forth but'tis as soon Taken as seen; for
Pompey'sname strikes more Than could his warresisted. CAESAR.
Antony, Leavethy lascivious wassails. When thou once Wasbeaten from
Modena, where thouslew'st Hirtius and Pansa, consuls, at thyheel
Didfamine follow; whom thou fought'stagainst, Though daintily
brought up, withpatience more Than savages could suffer.Thou didst
drink The stale of horses and thegilded puddle Which beasts would
cough at.Thy palate then did deign The roughest berryon the rudest
hedge; Yea, like the stag whensnow the pasture sheets, The barks of
treesthou brows'd. On the Alps It is reportedthou didst eat strange
flesh, Which some diddie to look on. And all this- It woundsthine
honour that I speak it now- Was borneso like a soldier that thy
cheek So much aslank'd not. LEPIDUS. 'Tis pity ofhim. CAESAR. Let
his shamesquickly Drive him to Rome. 'Tis time wetwain Did show
ourselves i' th' field; andto that end Assemble we immediate
council.Pompey Thrives in ouridleness. LEPIDUS. To-morrow,Caesar, I
shall be furnish'd to inform yourightly Both what by sea and land I
can beable To front this presenttime. CAESAR. Till whichencounter
It is my business too.Farewell. LEPIDUS. Farewell, my lord. What
you shallknow meantime Of stirs abroad, I shallbeseech you, sir, To
let me bepartaker. CAESAR. Doubt not,sir; I knew it for my bond.
Exeunt




  SCENE V. Alexandria. CLEOPATRA'S palace
Enter CLEOPATRA, CHARMIAN, IRAS, and MARDIAN

CLEOPATRA. Charmian! CHARMIAN.Madam? CLEOPATRA. Ha, ha! Give
meto drink mandragora. CHARMIAN. Why,madam? CLEOPATRA. That I might
sleep out thisgreat gapof time My Antony isaway. CHARMIAN. You
think of him toomuch. CLEOPATRA. O, 'tis treason! CHARMIAN.Madam, I
trust, not so. CLEOPATRA. Thou, eunuchMardian! MARDIAN. What's your
Highness'pleasure? CLEOPATRA. Not now to hear thee sing; I takeno
pleasure In aught an eunuch has. 'Tiswell for thee That, being
unseminar'd, thyfreer thoughts May not fly forth of Egypt.Hast thou
affections? MARDIAN. Yes, graciousmadam. CLEOPATRA. Indeed?
MARDIAN. Not indeed, madam; for I can do nothing But whatindeed is
honest to be done. Yet have Ifierce affections, and think What
Venus didwith Mars. CLEOPATRA. OCharmian, Where think'st thou he is
now?Stands he or sits he? Or does he walk? or ishe on his horse? O
happy horse, to bear theweight of Antony! Do bravely, horse;
forwot'st thou whom thou mov'st? The demi-Atlasof this earth, the
arm And burgonet of men.He's speaking now, Or murmuring 'Where's
myserpent of old Nile?' For so he calls me.Now I feed myself With
most deliciouspoison. Think on me, That am with Phoebus'amorous
pinches black, And wrinkled deep intime? Broad-fronted Caesar, When
thouwasthere above the ground, I was A morsel for amonarch; and
great Pompey Would stand andmake his eyes grow in my brow; There
wouldhe anchor his aspect and die With looking onhis life.

Enter ALEXAS

ALEXAS. Sovereign of Egypt, hail! CLEOPATRA. How muchunlike art
thou Mark Antony! Yet, comingfrom him, that great med'cine hath
With histinct gilded thee. How goes it with my braveMark Antony?
ALEXAS. Last thing he did, dearQueen, He kiss'd- the last of many
doubledkisses- This orient pearl. His speech sticksin my heart.
CLEOPATRA. Mine ear must pluck itthence. ALEXAS. 'Good friend,'
quothhe 'Say the firm Roman to great Egyptsends This treasure of an
oyster; at whosefoot, To mend the petty present, I willpiece Her
opulent throne with kingdoms. Allthe East, Say thou, shall call
hermistress.' So he nodded, And soberly didmount an arm-gaunt
steed, Who neigh'd sohigh that what I would have spoke Wasbeastly
dumb'd by him. CLEOPATRA. What, was he sad ormerry? ALEXAS. Like to
the time o' th' year between theextremes Of hot and cold; he was
nor sad normerry. CLEOPATRA. O well-divided disposition! Notehim,
Note him, good Charmian; 'tis the man;but note him! He was not sad,
for he wouldshine on those That make their looks by his;he was not
merry, Which seem'd to tell themhis remembrance lay In Egypt with
his joy;but between both. O heavenly mingle! Be'stthou sad or
merry, The violence of eitherthee becomes, So does it no man else.
Met'stthou my posts? ALEXAS. Ay, madam, twenty severalmessengers.
Why do you send sothick? CLEOPATRA. Who's born thatday When I
forget tosend toAntony Shall die a beggar. Ink and paper,Charmian.
Welcome, my good Alexas. Did I,Charmian, Ever love Caesarso?
CHARMIAN. O that brave Caesar! CLEOPATRA.Be chok'd with such
another emphasis! Say'the brave Antony.' CHARMIAN. The
valiantCaesar! CLEOPATRA. By Isis, I will give thee bloodyteeth If
thou with Caesar paragonagain My man of men. CHARMIAN. Byyour most
gracious pardon, I sing but afteryou. CLEOPATRA. My saladdays, When
I was green in judgment, cold inblood, To say as I said then. But
come,away! Get me ink andpaper. He shall have every day a
severalgreeting, Or I'll unpeople Egypt. Exeunt
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  ACT II. SCENE I. Messina. POMPEY'S house
Enter POMPEY, MENECRATES,and MENAS, in warlike manner

POMPEY. If the great gods be just, they shallassist The deeds of
justestmen. MENECRATES. Know, worthyPompey, That what they do delay
they notdeny. POMPEY. Whiles we are suitors to their throne,decays
The thing we suefor. MENECRATES. We, ignorant ofourselves, Beg
often our own harms, whichthe wise pow'rs Deny us for our good;
sofind we profit By losing of ourprayers. POMPEY. I shall dowell.
The people love me, and the sea ismine; My powers are crescent, and
myauguring hope Says it will come to th' full.Mark Antony In Egypt
sits at dinner, andwill make No wars without doors. Caesar
getsmoney where He loses hearts. Lepidusflatters both, Of both is
flatter'd; but heneither loves, Nor either cares forhim. MENAS.
Caesar andLepidus Are in the field. A mighty strengththey carry.
POMPEY. Where have you this? 'Tisfalse. MENAS. From Silvius, sir.
POMPEY. Hedreams. Iknow they are in Rometogether, Looking for
Antony. But all thecharms of love, Salt Cleopatra, soften thywan'd
lip! Let witchcraft join with beauty,lust with both; Tie up the
libertine in afield of feasts, Keep his brain fuming.Epicurean
cooks Sharpen with cloyless saucehis appetite, That sleep and
feeding mayprorogue his honour Even till a Lethe'ddullness-

Enter VARRIUS

How now, Varrius! VARRIUS. This is most certain thatI shall
deliver: Mark Antony is every hourin Rome Expected. Since he went
from Egypt'tis A space for farthertravel. POMPEY. I could have
given lessmatter A better ear. Menas, I did notthink This amorous
surfeiter would havedonn'd his helm For sucha petty war;
hissoldiership Is twice the other twain. Butlet us rear The higher
our opinion, that ourstirring Can from the lap of Egypt's
widowpluck The ne'er-lust-weariedAntony. MENAS. I cannothope Caesar
and Antony shallwell greettogether. His wife that's dead
didtrespasses to Caesar; His brother warr'dupon him; although, I
think, Not mov'd byAntony. POMPEY. I know not,Menas, How lesser
enmities may give way togreater. Were't not that we stand up
againstthem all, 'Twere pregnant they should squarebetween
themselves; For they haveentertained cause enough To draw
theirswords. But how the fear of us May cementtheir divisions, and
bind up The pettydifference we yet not know. Be't as our godswill
have't! It only stands Our lives uponto use our strongest hands.
Come, Menas.Exeunt




  SCENE II. Rome. The house of LEPIDUS
Enter ENOBARBUS and LEPIDUS

LEPIDUS. Good Enobarbus, 'tisa worthydeed, And shall become you
well, to entreatyour captain To soft and gentlespeech. ENOBARBUS. I
shall entreathim To answer like himself. If Caesar movehim, Let
Antony look over Caesar'shead And speak as loud as Mars. ByJupiter,
Were I the wearer of Antonius'beard, I would not shave'tto-day.
LEPIDUS. 'Tis not atime For privatestomaching. ENOBARBUS. Everytime
Serves for the matter that is then bornin't. LEPIDUS. But small to
greatermatters must giveway. ENOBARBUS. Not if the small comefirst.
LEPIDUS. Your speech ispassion; But pray you stir no embers up.Here
comes The noble Antony.

Enter ANTONY and VENTIDIUS

ENOBARBUS. And yonder, Caesar.

Enter CAESAR, MAECENAS, and AGRIPPA

ANTONY. If we compose well here, toParthia. Hark, Ventidius.
CAESAR.I do not know, Maecenas. Ask Agrippa. LEPIDUS. Noblefriends,
That which combin'd us was mostgreat, and let not A leaner action
rend us.What's amiss, May it be gently heard. Whenwe debate Our
trivial difference loud, we docommit Murder in healing wounds.
Then, noblepartners, The rather for I earnestlybeseech, Touch you
the sourest points withsweetest terms, Nor curstness grow to
th'matter. ANTONY. 'Tis spokenwell. Were we before our arinies, and
tofight, I should do thus.[Flourish] CAESAR. Welcome to Rome.
ANTONY.Thank you. CAESAR. Sit. ANTONY. Sit,sir. CAESAR. Nay, then.
[They sit] ANTONY. Ilearn you take things ill which are notso, Or
being, concern younot. CAESAR. I must be laugh'dat If, or for
nothing or alittle, Should say myself offended, and withyou Chiefly
i' the world; more laugh'd atthat I should Once name you derogately
whento sound your name It not concern'dme. ANTONY. My being in
Egypt,Caesar, What was't toyou? CAESAR. No more than my residing
here atRome Might be to you in Egypt. Yet, if youthere Did practise
on my state, your beingin Egypt Might be myquestion. ANTONY. How
intend you-practis'd? CAESAR. You may be pleas'd to catch at
mineintent By what did here befall me. Your wifeand brother Made
wars upon me, and theircontestation Was theme for you; you were
theword of war. ANTONY. You do mistake your business; mybrother
never Did urge me in his act. I didinquire it, And have my learning
from sometrue reports That drew their swords withyou. Did he not
rather Discredit myauthority with yours, And make the warsalike
against my stomach, Having alike yourcause? Of this my letters
Before did satisfyyou. If you'll patch a quarrel, As matterwhole
you have not to make it with, It mustnot be with this. CAESAR. You
praiseyourself By laying defects of judgment tome; but You patch'd
up yourexcuses. ANTONY. Not so, notso; I know you could not lack, I
am certainon't, Very necessity of this thought, thatI, Your partner
in the cause 'gainst whichhe fought, Could not with graceful
eyesattend those wars Which fronted mine ownpeace. As for my wife,
I would you had herspirit in such another! The third o' th'world is
yours, which with a snaffle You maypace easy, but not such a wife.
ENOBARBUS. Would we hadall such wives, that the men might goto wars
with the women! ANTONY.So much uncurbable, her garboils,Caesar,
Made out of her impatience- whichnot wanted Shrewdness of policy
too- Igrieving grant Did you too much disquiet.For that you must
But say I could not helpit. CAESAR. I wrote to you Whenrioting in
Alexandria; you Did pocket up myletters, and with taunts Did gibe
my missiveout of audience. ANTONY. Sir, Hefell upon me ere
admitted. Then Three kingsI had newly feasted, and did want Of what
Iwas i' th' morning; but next day I told himof myself, which was as
much As to haveask'd him pardon. Let this fellow Be nothingof our
strife; if we contend, Out of ourquestion wipe him. CAESAR. You
havebroken The article of your oath, which youshall never Have
tongue to charge mewith. LEPIDUS. Soft, Caesar! ANTONY.No; Lepidus,
let himspeak. The honour is sacred which he talkson now, Supposing
that I lack'd it. But on,Caesar: The article of myoath- CAESAR. To
lend me arms and aid when I requir'dthem, The which you bothdenied.
ANTONY. Neglected,rather; And then when poisoned hours hadbound me
up From mine own knowledge. Asnearly as I may, I'll play the
penitent toyou; but mine honesty Shall not make poor mygreatness,
nor my power Work without it.Truth is, that Fulvia, To have me out
ofEgypt, made wars here; For which myself, theignorant motive, do
So far ask pardon asbefits mine honour To stoop in such acase.
LEPIDUS. 'Tis noble spoken. MAECENAS.If it might please you to
enforce nofurther The griefs between ye- to forgetthem quite Were
to remember that the presentneed Speaks to atoneyou. LEPIDUS.
Worthily spoken,Maecenas. ENOBARBUS. Or, if you borrow one
another'slove for the instant, you may, when you hearno more words
of Pompey, return itagain. You shall have time to wrangle inwhen
you have nothing elseto do. ANTONY. Thou art a soldieronly. Speak
no more. ENOBARBUS. That truth should besilent I had almost forgot.
ANTONY. You wrong thispresence; therefore speak no more. ENOBARBUS.
Go to,then- your considerate stone! CAESAR. I do not muchdislike
the matter, but The manner of hisspeech; for't cannot be We shall
remain infriendship, our conditions So diff'ring intheir acts. Yet
if I knew What hoop shouldhold us stanch, from edge to edge O'
th'world, I would pursue it. AGRIPPA. Give me leave,Caesar. CAESAR.
Speak, Agrippa. AGRIPPA. Thouhast a sister by the mother's side,
Admir'dOctavia. Great Mark Antony Is now awidower. CAESAR. Say not
so,Agrippa. If Cleopatra heard you, yourreproof Were well deserv'd
ofrashness. ANTONY. I amnot married, Caesar. Let mehear Agrippa
furtherspeak. AGRIPPA. To hold you in perpetualamity, To make you
brothers, and to knityour hearts With an unslipping knot,
takeAntony Octavia to his wife; whose beautyclaims No worse a
husband than the best ofmen; Whose virtue and whose general
gracesspeak That which none else can utter. Bythis marriage All
little jealousies, whichnow seem great, And all great fears,
whichnow import their dangers, Wouldthen benothing. Truths would be
tales, Where nowhalf tales be truths. Her love to both Wouldeach to
other, and all loves to both, Drawafter her. Pardon what I have
spoke; For'tis a studied, not a present thought, Byduty ruminated.
ANTONY. Will Caesarspeak? CAESAR. Not till he hears how Antony
istouch'd With what is spokealready. ANTONY. What power is
inAgrippa, If I would say 'Agrippa, be itso,' To make this good?
CAESAR.The power of Caesar, and His power untoOctavia. ANTONY. May
I never Tothis good purpose, that so fairlyshows, Dream of
impediment! Let me have thyhand. Further this act of grace; and
fromthis hour The heart of brothers govern inour loves And sway our
greatdesigns! CAESAR. There is myhand. A sister I bequeath you,
whom nobrother Did ever love so dearly. Let herlive To join our
kingdoms and our hearts;and never Fly off our lovesagain! LEPIDUS.
Happily, amen! ANTONY. I didnot think to draw my sword
'gainstPompey; For he hath laid strange courtesiesand great Of late
upon me. I must thank himonly, Lest my remembrance suffer
illreport; At heel of that, defyhim. LEPIDUS. Time callsupon's. Of
us must Pompey presently besought, Or else he seeks outus. ANTONY.
Where lies he? CAESAR. About theMount Misenum. ANTONY. What is his
strength byland? CAESAR. Great and increasing; but bysea He is an
absolutemaster. ANTONY. So is thefame. Would we had spoke together!
Haste wefor it. Yet, ere we put ourselves in arms,dispatch we The
business we have talk'dof. CAESAR. With mostgladness; And do invite
you to my sister'sview, Whither straight I'll leadyou. ANTONY. Let
us, Lepidus, Notlack your company. LEPIDUS. NobleAntony, Not
sickness should detain me.[Flourish] Exeuntall but ENOBARBUS,
AGRIPPA, MAECENAS MAECENAS. Welcomefrom Egypt, sir. ENOBARBUS. Half
the heart of Caesar,worthy Maecenas! My honourable friend,Agrippa!
AGRIPPA. Good Enobarbus! MAECENAS.We have cause to be glad that
matters are sowell digested. You stay'd well by't inEgypt.
ENOBARBUS. Ay, sir;we did sleep day out ofcountenance and made the
night light withdrinking. MAECENAS. Eight wild boars roasted whole
at abreakfast, and but twelve persons there. Isthis true?
ENOBARBUS. This was but as a fly by an eagle.We had much more
monstrous matter of feast,which worthily deserved noting. MAECENAS.
She's a mosttriumphant lady, if report be square to her.
ENOBARBUS.When she first met Mark Antony she purs'd up hisheart,
upon the river ofCydnus. AGRIPPA. There she appear'd indeed! Or
myreporter devis'd wellfor her. ENOBARBUS. I will tellyou. The
barge she sat in, like a burnish'dthrone, Burn'd on the water. The
poop wasbeaten gold; Purple the sails, and soperfumed that The
winds were love-sick withthem; the oars were silver, Which to
thetune of flutes kept stroke, and made Thewater which they beat to
follow faster, Asamorous of their strokes. For her ownperson, It
beggar'd all description. She didlie In her pavilion,
cloth-of-gold, oftissue, O'erpicturing that Venus where wesee The
fancy out-work nature. On each sideher Stood pretty dimpled boys,
like smilingCupids, With divers-colour'd fans, whosewind did seem
To glow the delicate cheekswhich they did cool, And what they
undiddid. AGRIPPA. O, rare for Antony! ENOBARBUS.Her gentlewomen,
like the Nereides, So manymermaids, tended her i' th' eyes, And
madetheir bends adornings. At thehelm A seemingmermaid steers. The
silken tackle Swell withthe touches of those flower-soft hands
Thatyarely frame the office. From the barge Astrange invisible
perfume hits the sense Ofthe adjacent wharfs. The city cast
Herpeople out upon her; and Antony, Enthron'di' th' market-place,
did sitalone, Whistling to th' air; which, but forvacancy, Had gone
to gaze on Cleopatratoo, And made a gap innature. AGRIPPA. Rare
Egyptian! ENOBARBUS.Uponher landing, Antony sent to her, Invitedher
to supper. She replied It should bebetter he became her guest;
Which sheentreated. Our courteous Antony, Whom ne'erthe word of
'No' woman heard speak, Beingbarber'd ten times o'er, goes to
thefeast, And for his ordinary pays hisheart For what his eyes
eatonly. AGRIPPA. Royal wench! Shemade great Caesar lay his sword
to bed. Heploughed her, and she cropp'd. ENOBARBUS. I saw heronce
Hop forty paces through the publicstreet; And, having lost her
breath, shespoke, and panted, That she did make defectperfection,
And, breathless, pow'r breatheforth. MAECENAS. Now Antony must
leave herutterly. ENOBARBUS. Never! He willnot. Age cannot wither
her, nor customstale Her infinite variety. Other womencloy The
appetites they feed, but she makeshungry Where most she satisfies;
for vilestthings Become themselves in her, that theholy priests
Bless her when she isriggish. MAECENAS. If beauty, wisdom, modesty,
cansettle The heart of Antony, Octaviais A blessed lottery tohim.
AGRIPPA. Let us go. GoodEnobarbus, make yourself my guest Whilst
youabide here. ENOBARBUS. Humbly, sir, I thank you.Exeunt




  SCENE III. Rome. CAESAR'S house
Enter ANTONY, CAESAR, OCTAVIA between them

ANTONY. The world and my great office willsometimes Divide me
from yourbosom. OCTAVIA. All whichtime Before the gods my knee
shall bow myprayers To them for you. ANTONY.Good night, sir. My
Octavia, Read not myblemishes in the world's report. I have notkept
my square; but that to come Shall allbe done by th' rule. Good
night, dear lady. OCTAVIA.Good night, sir. CAESAR. Good night.
Exeunt CAESAR andOCTAVIA

Enter SOOTHSAYER

ANTONY. Now, sirrah, you do wish yourself inEgypt? SOOTHSAYER.
Would I had never come from thence,nor you thither! ANTONY. If you
can- yourreason. SOOTHSAYER. I see it in my motion, have it notin
my tongue; but yet hie you to Egyptagain. ANTONY. Say to me,
Whosefortunes shall rise higher, Caesar's ormine?
SOOTHSAYER.Caesar's. Therefore, O Antony, stay not byhis side. Thy
daemon, that thy spirit whichkeeps thee, is Noble, courageous,
high,unmatchable, Where Caesar's is not; but nearhim thy angel
Becomes a fear, as beingo'erpow'r'd. Therefore Make space
enoughbetween you. ANTONY.Speak this nomore. SOOTHSAYER. To none
but thee; no more but when tothee. If thou dost play with him at
anygame, Thou art sure to lose; and of thatnatural luck He beats
thee 'gainst the odds.Thy lustre thickens When he shines by. I
sayagain, thy spirit Is all afraid to governthee near him; But, he
away, 'tisnoble. ANTONY. Get thee gone. Sayto Ventidius I would
speak withhim. ExitSOOTHSAYER He shall to Parthia.- Be it artor
hap, He hath spoken true. The very diceobey him; And in our sports
my bettercunning faints Under his chance. If we drawlots, he
speeds; His cocks do win the battlestill of mine, When it is all to
nought, andhis quails ever Beat mine, inhoop'd, atodds. I will to
Egypt; And though I makethis marriage for my peace, I' th' East
mypleasure lies.

Enter VENTIDIUS

O, come, Ventidius, You must to Parthia.Your commission'sready;
Follow me andreceive't. Exeunt




  SCENE IV. Rome. A street
Enter LEPIDUS, MAECENAS, and AGRIPPA

LEPIDUS. Trouble yourselves no further. Pray youhasten Your
generalsafter. AGRIPPA. Sir, MarkAntony Will e'en but kiss Octavia,
andwe'llfollow. LEPIDUS. Till I shall see you in your
soldier'sdress, Which will become you both,farewell. MAECENAS. We
shall, AsI conceive the journey, be at th'Mount Before you,Lepidus.
LEPIDUS. Your way isshorter; My purposes do draw me muchabout.
You'll win two days uponme. BOTH. Sir, good success!
LEPIDUS.Farewell. Exeunt




  SCENE V. Alexandria. CLEOPATRA'S palace
Enter CLEOPATRA, CHARMIAN, IRAS, and ALEXAS

CLEOPATRA. Give me some music- music, moodyfood Of us that trade
inlove. ALL. The music, ho!

Enter MARDIAN the eunuch

CLEOPATRA. Let it alone! Let's to billiards. Come,Charmian.
CHARMIAN. My arm is sore; best play withMardian. CLEOPATRA. As well
a woman with an eunuchplay'd As with a woman. Come, you'll playwith
me, sir? MARDIAN. As well as I can,madam. CLEOPATRA. And when good
will is show'd, though'tcome too short, The actor may plead
pardon.I'll none now. Give me mine angle- we'll toth' river. There,
My music playing far off,I will betray Tawny-finn'd fishes; my
bendedhook shall pierce Their slimy jaws; and as Idraw them up I'll
think them every one anAntony, And say 'Ah ha! Y'arecaught.'
CHARMIAN. 'Twas merrywhen You wager'd on your angling; when
yourdiver Did hang a salt fish on his hook,which he With fervency
drewup. CLEOPATRA. That time? Otimes I laughed him out of patience;
andthat night I laugh'd him into patience; andnext morn, Ere the
ninth hour, I drunk himto his bed, Then put my tires and mantles
onhim, whilst I wore his sword Philippan.

Enter a MESSENGER

O! from Italy? Ram thou thy fruitfultidings in mine ears, That
long time havebeen barren. MESSENGER. Madam,madam- CLEOPATRA.
Antony's dead! If thou say so,villain, Thou kill'st thy mistress;
but welland free, If thou so yield him, there isgold, and here My
bluest veins to kiss- ahand that kings Have lipp'd, and
trembledkissing. MESSENGER. First, madam, he iswell. CLEOPATRA.
Why, there's moregold. But, sirrah, mark, weuse To say the dead are
well. Bring it tothat, The gold I give thee will I melt andpour
Down thy ill-utteringthroat. MESSENGER. Good madam, hearme.
CLEOPATRA. Well, go to, Iwill. But there's no goodness in thy
face.If Antony Be free and healthful- why so tarta favour To
trumpet such good tidings? Ifnot well, Thou shouldst come like
aFurycrown'd with snakes, Not like a formalman. MESSENGER. Will't
please you hearme? CLEOPATRA. I have a mind to strike thee ere
thouspeak'st. Yet, if thou say Antony lives, iswell, Or friends
with Caesar, or not captiveto him, I'll set thee in a shower of
gold,and hail Rich pearls uponthee. MESSENGER. Madam, he's well.
CLEOPATRA.Well said. MESSENGER. And friends withCaesar. CLEOPATRA.
Th'art an honestman. MESSENGER. Caesar and he are greater friends
thanever. CLEOPATRA. Make thee a fortune fromme. MESSENGER. But
yet, madam- CLEOPATRA. Ido not like 'but yet.' It does allay
Thegood precedence; fie upon 'but yet'! 'Butyet' is as a gaoler to
bring forth Somemonstrous malefactor. Prithee, friend, Pourout the
pack of matter to mine ear, The goodand bad together. He's friends
withCaesar; In state of health, thou say'st;and, thou say'st, free.
MESSENGER. Free, madam! No; Imade nosuch report. He's bound
untoOctavia. CLEOPATRA. For what goodturn? MESSENGER. For the best
turn i' th'bed. CLEOPATRA. I am pale,Charmian. MESSENGER. Madam,
he's married toOctavia. CLEOPATRA. The most infectious pestilence
uponthee! [Strikeshim down] MESSENGER. Good madam,patience.
CLEOPATRA. What say you? Hence, [Strikeshim] Horrible villain! or
I'll spurn thineeyes Like balls before me; I'll unhair thyhead;
[Shehales him up and down] Thou shalt be whipp'dwith wire and
stew'd in brine, Smarting inling'ring pickle. MESSENGER.
Graciousmadam, I that do bring the news made not thematch.
CLEOPATRA. Say 'tisnot so, a province I will givethee, And make thy
fortunes proud. The blowthou hadst Shall make thy peace for
movingme to rage; And I will boot thee with whatgift beside Thy
modesty canbeg. MESSENGER. He's married,madam. CLEOPATRA. Rogue,
thou hast liv'd too long.[Draws a knife] MESSENGER. Nay, then
I'llrun. What mean you, madam? I have made nofault. Exit CHARMIAN.
Good madam, keep yourself withinyourself: The man isinnocent.
CLEOPATRA. Some innocents scape not thethunderbolt. Melt Egypt into
Nile! andkindly creatures Turn all to serpents! Callthe slave
again. Though I am mad, I will notbite him. Call! CHARMIAN. He is
afear'd tocome. CLEOPATRA. I will not hurthim. These hands do lack
nobility, that theystrike A meaner than myself; since Imyself Have
given myself the cause.

Enter the MESSENGER again

Come hither, sir. Though it be honest, itis never good To bring
bad news. Give to agracious message An host of tongues; but letill
tidings tell Themselves when they befelt. MESSENGER. I have done
myduty. CLEOPATRA. Is he married? Icannot hate thee worser than I
do If thouagain say 'Yes.' MESSENGER. He's married,madam.
CLEOPATRA. The gods confound thee! Dost thou holdthere still?
MESSENGER. Should I lie,madam? CLEOPATRA. O, I would thoudidst, So
half my Egypt were submerg'd andmade A cistern for scal'd snakes!
Go, getthee hence. Hadst thou Narcissus in thyface, to me Thou
wouldst appear most ugly.He is married? MESSENGER. I crave your
Highness'pardon. CLEOPATRA. He is married? MESSENGER.Take no
offence that I would not offendyou; To punish me for what you make
medo Seems much unequal. He's married toOctavia. CLEOPATRA. O, that
his fault should make aknave of thee That art not what th'art
sureof! Get thee hence. The merchandise whichthou hast brought from
Rome Are all too dearfor me. Lie they upon thy hand, And beundone
by 'em! Exit MESSENGER CHARMIAN. Good yourHighness, patience.
CLEOPATRA. In praising Antony I havedisprais'd Caesar. CHARMIAN.
Many times,madam. CLEOPATRA. I am paid for't now. Lead me
fromhence, I faint. O Iras, Charmian! 'Tis nomatter. Go to the
fellow, good Alexas; bidhim Report the feature of Octavia,
heryears, Her inclination; let him not leaveout The colour of her
hair. Bring me wordquickly. ExitALEXAS Let him for ever go- let him
not,Charmian- Though he be painted one way likea Gorgon, The other
way's a Mars. [ToMARDIAN] Bid youAlexas Bring me word how tall she
is.- Pityme, Charmian, But do not speak to me. Leadme to my
chamber. Exeunt




  SCENE VI. Near Misenum
Flourish. Enter POMPEY and MENAS at one door, with drum and
trumpet; at another, CAESAR, ANTONY, LEPIDUS, ENOBARBUS, MAECENAS,
AGRIPPA, with soldiers marching

POMPEY. Your hostages I have, so have you mine; And we shall
talk before we fight. CAESAR. Most meet That first we come to
words; and therefore have we Our written purposes before us sent;
Which if thou hast considered, let us know If 'twill tie up thy
discontented sword And carry back to Sicily much tall youth That
else must perish here. POMPEY. To you all three, The senators alone
of this great world, Chief factors for the gods: I do not know
Wherefore my father should revengers want, Having a son and
friends, since Julius Caesar, Who at Philippi the good Brutus
ghosted, There saw you labouring for him. What was't That mov'd
pale Cassius to conspire? and what Made the all-honour'd honest
Roman, Brutus, With the arm'd rest, courtiers of beauteous freedom,
To drench the Capitol, but that they would Have one man but a man?
And that is it Hath made me rig my navy, at whose burden The
anger'd ocean foams; with which I meant To scourge th' ingratitude
that despiteful Rome Cast on my noble father. CAESAR. Take your
time. ANTONY. Thou canst not fear us, Pompey, with thy sails; We'll
speak with thee at sea; at land thou know'st How muchwe do
o'er-count thee. POMPEY. At land, indeed, Thou dost o'er-count me
of my father's house. But since the cuckoo builds not for himself,
Remain in't as thou mayst. LEPIDUS. Be pleas'd to tell us- For this
is from the present- how you take The offers we have sent you.
CAESAR. There's the point. ANTONY. Which do not be entreated to,
but weigh What it is worth embrac'd. CAESAR. And what may follow,
To try a larger fortune. POMPEY. You have made me offer Of Sicily,
Sardinia; and I must Rid all the sea of pirates; then to send
Measures of wheat to Rome; this 'greed upon, To part with unhack'd
edges and bear back Our targes undinted. ALL. That's our offer.
POMPEY. Know, then, I came before you here a man prepar'd To take
this offer; but Mark Antony Put me to some impatience. Though I
lose The praise of it by telling, you must know, When Caesar and
your brother were at blows, Your mother came to Sicily and did find
Her welcome friendly. ANTONY. I have heard it, Pompey, And am well
studied for a liberal thanks Which I do owe you. POMPEY. Let me
have your hand. I did not think, sir, to have met you here. ANTONY.
The beds i' th' East are soft; and thanks to you, That call'd me
timelier than my purpose hither; For I have gained by't. CAESAR.
Since I saw you last There is a change upon you. POMPEY. Well, I
know not What counts harsh fortune casts upon my face; But in my
bosom shall she never come To make my heart her vassal. LEPIDUS.
Well met here. POMPEY. I hope so, Lepidus. Thus we are agreed. I
crave our composition may be written, And seal'd between us.
CAESAR. That's the next to do. POMPEY. We'll feast each other ere
we part, and let's Draw lots who shall begin. ANTONY. That will I,
Pompey. POMPEY. No, Antony, take the lot; But, first or last, your
fine Egyptian cookery Shallhave the fame. I have heard that Julius
Caesar Grew fat with feasting there. ANTONY. You have heard much.
POMPEY. I have fair meanings, sir. ANTONY. And fair words to them.
POMPEY. Then so much have I heard; And I have heard Apollodorus
carried- ENOBARBUS. No more of that! He did so. POMPEY. What, I
pray you? ENOBARBUS. A certain queen to Caesar in a mattress.
POMPEY. I know thee now. How far'st thou, soldier? ENOBARBUS. Well;
And well am like to do, for I perceive Four feasts are toward.
POMPEY. Let me shake thy hand. I never hated thee; I have seen thee
fight, When I have envied thy behaviour. ENOBARBUS. Sir, I never
lov'd you much; but I ha' prais'd ye When you have well deserv'd
ten times as much As I have said you did. POMPEY. Enjoy thy
plainness; It nothing ill becomes thee. Aboard my galley I invite
you all. Will you lead, lords? ALL. Show's the way, sir. POMPEY.
Come. Exeunt all but ENOBARBUS and MENAS MENAS. [Aside] Thy father,
Pompey, would ne'er have made this treaty.- You and I have known,
sir. ENOBARBUS. At sea, I think. MENAS. We have, sir. ENOBARBUS.
You have done well by water. MENAS. And you by land. ENOBARBUS. I
Will praise any man that will praise me; though it cannot be denied
what I have done by land. MENAS. Nor what I have done by water.
ENOBARBUS. Yes, something you can deny for your own safety: you
have been a great thief by sea. MENAS. And you by land. ENOBARBUS.
There I deny my land service. But give me your hand, Menas; if our
eyes had authority, here they might take two thieves kissing.
MENAS. All men's faces are true, whatsome'er their hands are.
ENOBARBUS. But there is never a fair woman has a true face. MENAS.
No slander: they steal hearts. ENOBARBUS. We came hither to fight
with you. MENAS. For my part, I am sorry it is turn'd to a
drinking. Pompey doth thisday laugh away his fortune. ENOBARBUS. If
he do, sure he cannot weep't back again. MENAS. Y'have said, sir.
We look'd not for Mark Antony here. Pray you, is he married to
Cleopatra? ENOBARBUS. Caesar' sister is call'd Octavia. MENAS.
True,sir; she was the wife of Caius Marcellus. ENOBARBUS. But she
is now the wife of Marcus Antonius. MENAS. Pray ye, sir? ENOBARBUS.
'Tis true. MENAS. Then is Caesar and he for ever knit together.
ENOBARBUS. If I were bound to divine of this unity, I would not
prophesy so. MENAS. I think the policy of that purpose made more in
the marriage than the love of the parties. ENOBARBUS. I think so
too. But you shall find the band that seems to tie their friendship
together will bethe very strangler of their amity: Octavia is of a
holy, cold, and still conversation. MENAS. Who would not have his
wife so? ENOBARBUS. Not he that himself is not so; which is Mark
Antony. He will to his Egyptian dish again; then shall thesighs of
Octavia blow the fire up in Caesar, and, as I said before, that
which is the strength of their amity shall prove the immediate
author of their variance. Antony will use his affection where it
is; he married but his occasion here. MENAS. And thus it may be.
Come, sir, will you aboard? I have a health for you. ENOBARBUS. I
shall take it, sir. We have us'd our throats in Egypt. MENAS. Come,
let's away. Exeunt

ACT_2|SC_7 SCENE VII. On board POMPEY'S galley, off Misenum

Music plays. Enter two or three SERVANTS with a banquet

FIRST SERVANT. Here they'll be, man. Some o' their plants are
ill-rooted already; the least wind i' th' world will blow them
down. SECOND SERVANT. Lepidus is high-colour'd. FIRST SERVANT. They
have made him drink alms-drink. SECOND SERVANT. As they pinch one
another by the disposition, he cries out 'No more!'; reconciles
them to his entreaty and himself to th' drink. FIRST SERVANT. But
it raises the greater war between him and his discretion. SECOND
SERVANT. Why, this it is to have a name in great men's fellowship.
I had as lief have a reed that will do me no service as a partizan
I could not heave. FIRST SERVANT. To be call'd into a huge sphere,
and not to be seen to move in't, are the holes where eyes should
be, which pitifully disaster the cheeks.

A sennet sounded. Enter CAESAR, ANTONY, LEPIDUS, POMPEY,
AGRIPPA, MAECENAS,ENOBARBUS, MENAS, with other CAPTAINS

ANTONY. [To CAESAR] Thus do they, sir: they take the flow o' th'
Nile By certain scales i' th' pyramid; they know By th' height, the
lowness, or the mean, if dearth Orfoison follow. The higher Nilus
swells The more it promises; as it ebbs, the seedsman Upon the
slime and ooze scatters his grain, And shortly comes to harvest.
LEPIDUS. Y'have strange serpents there. ANTONY. Ay, Lepidus.
LEPIDUS. Your serpent of Egypt is bred now of your mud by the
operation of your sun; so is your crocodile. ANTONY. They are so.
POMPEY. Sit- and some wine! A health to Lepidus! LEPIDUS. I am not
so well as I should be, but I'll ne'er out. ENOBARBUS.Not till you
have slept. I fear me you'll be in till then. LEPIDUS. Nay,
certainly, I have heard the Ptolemies' pyramises are very goodly
things. Without contradiction I have heard that. MENAS. [Aside to
POMPEY] Pompey, a word. POMPEY.[Aside to MENAS] Say in mine ear;
what is't? MENAS. [Aside to POMPEY] Forsake thy seat, I do beseech
thee, Captain, And hear me speak a word. POMPEY. [ Whispers in's
ear ] Forbear me till anon- This wine for Lepidus! LEPIDUS. What
manner o' thing is your crocodile? ANTONY. It is shap'd, sir, like
itself, and it is as broad as it hath breadth; it is just so high
as it is, and moves with it own organs. It lives by that which
nourisheth it, and the elements once out of it, it transmigrates.
LEPIDUS. What colour is it of? ANTONY. Of it own colour too.
LEPIDUS. 'Tis a strange serpent. ANTONY. 'Tis so. And the tears of
it are wet. CAESAR. Will this description satisfy him? ANTONY. With
the health that Pompey gives him, else he is a very epicure.
POMPEY. [Aside to MENAS] Go, hang, sir, hang! Tell me of that!
Away! Do as I bid you.- Where's this cup I call'd for? MENAS.
[Aside to POMPEY] If for the sake of merit thouwilt hear me, Rise
from thy stool. POMPEY. [Aside to MENAS] I think th'art mad. [Rises
and walks aside] The matter? MENAS. I have ever held my cap off to
thy fortunes. POMPEY. Thou hast serv'd me with much faith. What's
else to say?- Be jolly, lords. ANTONY. These quicksands, Lepidus,
Keep off them, for you sink. MENAS. Wilt thou be lord of all the
world? POMPEY. What say'st thou? MENAS. Wilt thou be lord of the
whole world? That's twice. POMPEY. How shouldthat be? MENAS. But
entertain it, And though you think me poor, I am the man Will give
thee all the world. POMPEY. Hast thou drunk well? MENAS. No,
Pompey, I have kept me from the cup. Thou art, if thou dar'st be,
the earthly Jove; Whate'er the ocean pales or sky inclips Is thine,
if thou wilt ha't. POMPEY. Show me which way. MENAS. These three
world-sharers, these competitors, Are in thy vessel. Let me cut the
cable; And when we are put off, fall to theirthroats. All there is
thine. POMPEY. Ah, this thou shouldst have done, And not have spoke
on't. In me 'tis villainy: In thee't had been good service. Thou
must know 'Tis not my profit that does lead mine honour: Mine
honour, it. Repent that e'er thy tongue Hath so betray'd thine act.
Being done unknown, I should have found it afterwards well done,
But must condemn it now. Desist, and drink. MENAS. [Aside] For
this, I'll never follow thypall'd fortunes more. Who seeks, and
will not take when once 'tis offer'd, Shall never find it more.
POMPEY. This health to Lepidus! ANTONY. Bear him ashore. I'll
pledge it for him, Pompey. ENOBARBUS. Here's to thee, Menas! MENAS.
Enobarbus, welcome! POMPEY. Fill till the cup be hid. ENOBARBUS.
There's a strong fellow, Menas. [Pointing to the servant who
carries off LEPIDUS] MENAS. Why? ENOBARBUS. 'A bears the third part
of the world, man; see'st not? MENAS. The third part, then, is
drunk. Would it were all, That it might go on wheels! ENOBARBUS.
Drink thou; increase the reels. MENAS. Come. POMPEY. This is not
yet an Alexandrian feast. ANTONY. It ripens towards it. Strike the
vessels, ho! Here's to Caesar! CAESAR. I could well forbear't. It's
monstrous labour when I wash my brain And it grows fouler. ANTONY.
Be a child o' th' time. CAESAR. Possess it, I'll make answer. But I
had rather fast from all four days Than drink so much in one.
ENOBARBUS. [To ANTONY] Ha, my brave emperor! Shall we dance now the
Egyptian Bacchanals And celebrate our drink? POMPEY. Let's ha't,
good soldier. ANTONY. Come, let's all take hands, Till that the
conquering wine hath steep'd our sense In soft and delicate Lethe.
ENOBARBUS. All take hands. Make battery to our ears with the loud
music, The while I'll place you; then the boy shall sing; The
holding every man shall bear as loud As his strong sides can
volley. [Music plays. ENOBARBUS places them hand in hand]

THE SONG Come, thou monarch of the vine, Plumpy Bacchus with
pink eyne! In thy fats our cares be drown'd, With thy grapes our
hairs be crown'd. Cup us till the world go round, Cup us till the
world go round!

CAESAR. What would you more? Pompey, good night. Good brother,
Let me request you off; our graver business Frowns at this levity.
Gentle lords, let's part; You see we have burnt our cheeks. Strong
Enobarb Is weaker than the wine, and mine own tongue Splits what it
speaks. The wild disguise hath almost Antick'd us all. What needs
more words? Good night. Good Antony, your hand. POMPEY. I'll try
you on the shore. ANTONY. And shall, sir. Give's your hand. POMPEY.
O Antony, You have my father's house- but what? We are friends.
Come, down into the boat. ENOBARBUS. Take heed you fall not. Exeunt
all but ENOBARBUS and MENAS Menas, I'll not on shore. MENAS. No, to
my cabin. These drums! these trumpets, flutes! what! Let Neptune
hear we bid a loud farewell To these great fellows. Sound and be
hang'd, sound out! [Sound a flourish, with drums] ENOBARBUS. Hoo!
says 'a. There's my cap. MENAS. Hoo! Noble Captain, come.
ExeuntACT_3|SC_1 ACT III. SCENE I. A plain in Syria

Enter VENTIDIUS, as it were in triumph, with SILIUS and other
Romans, OFFICERS and soldiers; the dead body of PACORUS borne
before him

VENTIDIUS. Now, darting Parthia, art thou struck, and now
Pleas'd fortune does of Marcus Crassus' death Make me revenger.
Bear the King's son's body Before our army. Thy Pacorus, Orodes,
Pays this for Marcus Crassus. SILIUS. Noble Ventidius, Whilst yet
with Parthian blood thy sword iswarm The fugitive Parthians follow;
spur through Media, Mesopotamia, and the shelters whither The
routed fly. So thy grand captain, Antony, Shall set thee on
triumphant chariots and Put garlands on thy head. VENTIDIUS. O
Silius,Silius, I have done enough. A lower place, note well, May
make too great an act; for learn this, Silius: Better to leave
undone than by our deed Acquire too high a fame when him we serve's
away. Caesar and Antony have ever won More in their officer, than
person. Sossius, One of my place in Syria, his lieutenant, For
quick accumulation of renown, Which he achiev'd by th' minute, lost
his favour. Who does i' th' wars more than his captain can
Becomeshis captain's captain; and ambition, The soldier's virtue,
rather makes choice of loss Than gain which darkens him. I could do
more to do Antonius good, But 'twould offend him; and in his
offence Should my performance perish. SILIUS. Thou hast, Ventidius,
that Without the which a soldier and his sword Grants scarce
distinction. Thou wilt write to Antony? VENTIDIUS. I'll humbly
signify what in his name, That magical word of war, we have
effected; How, with his banners, and his well-paid ranks, The
ne'er-yet-beaten horse of Parthia We have jaded out o' th' field.
SILIUS. Where is he now? VENTIDIUS. He purposeth to Athens;
whither, with what haste The weight we must convey with's will
permit, We shall appear before him.- On, there; pass along.
Exeunt

ACT_3|SC_2 SCENE II. Rome. CAESAR'S house

Enter AGRIPPA at one door, ENOBARBUS at another

AGRIPPA. What, are the brothers parted? ENOBARBUS. They have
dispatch'd with Pompey; he is gone; The other three are sealing.
Octavia weeps To part from Rome; Caesar is sad; and Lepidus, Since
Pompey's feast, as Menas says, is troubled Withthe green sickness.
AGRIPPA. 'Tis a noble Lepidus. ENOBARBUS. A very fine one. O, how
he loves Caesar! AGRIPPA. Nay, but how dearly he adores Mark
Antony! ENOBARBUS. Caesar? Why he's the Jupiter of men. AGRIPPA.
What's Antony? The god of Jupiter. ENOBARBUS. Spake you of Caesar?
How! the nonpareil! AGRIPPA. O, Antony! O thou Arabian bird!
ENOBARBUS. Would you praise Caesar, say 'Caesar'- go no further.
AGRIPPA. Indeed, he plied them both with excellent praises.
ENOBARBUS. But he loves Caesar best. Yet he loves Antony. Hoo!
hearts, tongues, figures, scribes, bards, poets, cannot Think,
speak, cast, write, sing, number- hoo!- His love to Antony. But as
for Caesar, Kneel down, kneel down, and wonder. AGRIPPA. Both he
loves. ENOBARBUS. They are his shards, and he their beetle.
[Trumpets within] So- This is to horse. Adieu, noble Agrippa.
AGRIPPA. Good fortune, worthy soldier, and farewell.

Enter CAESAR, ANTONY, LEPIDUS, and OCTAVIA

ANTONY. No further, sir. CAESAR. You take from me a great part
of myself; Use me well in't. Sister, prove such a wife As my
thoughts make thee, and as my farthest band Shall pass on thy
approof. Most noble Antony, Let not the pieceof virtue which is set
Betwixt us as the cement of our love To keep it builded be the ram
to batter The fortress of it; for better might we Have lov'd
without this mean, if on both parts This be not cherish'd. ANTONY.
Make me not offended In your distrust. CAESAR. I have said. ANTONY.
You shall not find, Though you be therein curious, the least cause
For what you seem to fear. So the gods keep you, And make the
hearts of Romans serve your ends! Wewill here part. CAESAR.
Farewell, my dearest sister, fare thee well. The elements be kind
to thee and make Thy spirits all of comfort! Fare thee well.
OCTAVIA. My noble brother! ANTONY. The April's in her eyes. It is
love's spring, And these the showers to bring it on. Be cheerful.
OCTAVIA. Sir, look well to my husband's house; and- CAESAR. What,
Octavia? OCTAVIA. I'll tell you in your ear. ANTONY. Her tongue
will not obey her heart, nor can Her heart inform her tongue- the
swan's down feather, That stands upon the swell at the full of
tide, And neither way inclines. ENOBARBUS. [Aside to AGRIPPA] Will
Caesar weep? AGRIPPA. [Aside to ENOBARBUS] He has a cloud in's
face. ENOBARBUS. [Aside to AGRIPPA]He were the worse for that, were
he a horse; So is he, being a man. AGRIPPA. [Aside to ENOBARBUS]
Why, Enobarbus, When Antony found Julius Caesar dead, He cried
almost to roaring; and he wept When at Philippi he found Brutus
slain. ENOBARBUS. [Aside to AGRIPPA] That year, indeed, he was
troubled with a rheum; What willingly he did confound he wail'd,
Believe't- till I weep too. CAESAR. No, sweet Octavia, You shall
hear from me still; the time shall not Out-go my thinking on you.
ANTONY. Come, sir, come; I'll wrestle with you in my strength of
love. Look, here I have you; thus I let you go, And give you to the
gods. CAESAR. Adieu; be happy! LEPIDUS. Let all the number of the
stars give light To thy fair way! CAESAR. Farewell, farewell!
[Kisses OCTAVIA] ANTONY. Farewell! Trumpets sound. Exeunt

ACT_3|SC_3 SCENE III. Alexandria. CLEOPATRA'S palace

Enter CLEOPATRA, CHARMIAN, IRAS, and ALEXAS

CLEOPATRA. Where is the fellow? ALEXAS. Half afeard to come.
CLEOPATRA. Go to, go to.

Enter the MESSENGER as before

Come hither, sir. ALEXAS. Good Majesty, Herod of Jewry dare not
look upon you But when you are well pleas'd. CLEOPATRA. That
Herod's head I'll have. But how, when Antony is gone, Through whom
I might command it? Come thou near. MESSENGER. Most gracious
Majesty! CLEOPATRA. Didst thou behold Octavia? MESSENGER. Ay, dread
Queen. CLEOPATRA. Where? MESSENGER. Madam, in Rome I look'd her in
the face, and saw her led Between her brother and Mark Antony.
CLEOPATRA. Is she as tall as me? MESSENGER. She is not, madam.
CLEOPATRA.Didst hear her speak? Is she shrill-tongu'd or low?
MESSENGER. Madam, I heard her speak: she is low-voic'd. CLEOPATRA.
That's not so good. He cannot like her long. CHARMIAN. Like her? O
Isis! 'tis impossible. CLEOPATRA. I think so, Charmian. Dull of
tongue and dwarfish! What majesty is in her gait? Remember, If e'er
thou look'dst on majesty. MESSENGER. She creeps. Her motion and her
station are as one; She shows a body rather than a life, A statue
than a breather. CLEOPATRA. Is this certain? MESSENGER. Or I have
no observance. CHARMIAN. Three in Egypt Cannot make better note.
CLEOPATRA. He's very knowing; I do perceive't. There's nothing in
her yet. The fellow has good judgment. CHARMIAN. Excellent.
CLEOPATRA. Guess at her years, I prithee. MESSENGER. Madam, She was
a widow. CLEOPATRA. Widow? Charmian, hark! MESSENGER. And I do
think she's thirty. CLEOPATRA. Bear'st thou her face inmind? Is't
long or round? MESSENGER. Round even to faultiness. CLEOPATRA. For
the most part, too, they are foolish that are so. Her hair, what
colour? MESSENGER. Brown, madam; and her forehead As low as she
would wish it. CLEOPATRA. There's gold for thee. Thou must not take
my former sharpness ill. I will employ thee back again; I find thee
Most fit for business. Go make thee ready; Our letters are
prepar'd. Exeunt MESSENGER CHARMIAN. A proper man.
CLEOPATRA.Indeed, he is so. I repent me much That so I harried him.
Why, methinks, by him, This creature's no such thing. CHARMIAN.
Nothing, madam. CLEOPATRA. The man hath seen some majesty, and
should know. CHARMIAN. Hath he seen majesty? Isis else defend, And
serving you so long! CLEOPATRA. I have one thing more to ask him
yet, good Charmian. But 'tis no matter; thou shalt bring him to me
Where I will write. All may be well enough. CHARMIAN. I warrant
you, madam. Exeunt

ACT_3|SC_4 SCENE IV. Athens. ANTONY'S house

Enter ANTONY and OCTAVIA

ANTONY. Nay, nay, Octavia, not only that- That were excusable,
that and thousands more Of semblable import- but he hath wag'd New
wars 'gainst Pompey; made his will, and read it To public ear;
Spoke scandy of me; when perforce he could not But pay me terms of
honour, cold and sickly He vented them, most narrow measure lent
me; When the best hint wasgiven him, he not took't, Or did it from
his teeth. OCTAVIA. O my good lord, Believe not all; or if you must
believe, Stomach not all. A more unhappy lady, If this division
chance, ne'er stood between, Praying for both parts. The good gods
will mock me presently When I shall pray 'O, bless my lord and
husband!' Undo that prayer by crying out as loud 'O, bless my
brother!' Husband win, win brother, Prays, and destroys the prayer;
no mid-way 'Twixt these extremes at all. ANTONY. Gentle Octavia,
Let your best love draw to that point which seeks Best to preserve
it. If I lose mine honour, I lose myself; better I were not yours
Than yours so branchless. But, as you requested, Yourself shall go
between's. The meantime, lady, I'll raise the preparation of a war
Shall stain your brother. Make your soonest haste; So your desires
are yours. OCTAVIA. Thanks to my lord. The Jove of power make me,
most weak, most weak, Your reconciler! Wars 'twixt you twain would
be As if the world should cleave, and that slain men Should solder
up the rift. ANTONY. When it appears to you where this begins, Turn
your displeasure that way, for our faults Can never be so equal
that your love Can equally move with them. Provide your going;
Choose your own company, and command what cost Your heart has mind
to. Exeunt

ACT_3|SC_5 SCENE V. Athens. ANTONY'S house

Enter ENOBARBUS and EROS, meeting

ENOBARBUS. How now, friend Eros! EROS. There's strange news
come, sir. ENOBARBUS. What, man? EROS. Caesar and Lepidus have made
wars upon Pompey. ENOBARBUS. This is old. What is the success?
EROS. Caesar, having made use of him in the wars 'gainst Pompey,
presently denied him rivality, would not let him partake in the
glory of the action; and not resting here, accuses him of letters
he had formerly wrote to Pompey; upon his own appeal, seizes him.
So the poor third is up, till death enlarge his confine. ENOBARBUS.
Then, world, thou hast a pair of chaps- no more; And throw between
them all the food thou hast, They'll grind the one the other.
Where's Antony? EROS. He's walking in the garden- thus, and spurns
The rush that lies before him; cries 'Fool Lepidus!' And threats
the throat of that his officer That murd'red Pompey. ENOBARBUS. Our
great navy's rigg'd. EROS. For Italy and Caesar. More, Domitius: My
lord desires you presently; my news I might have told hereafter.
ENOBARBUS. 'Twill be naught; But let it be. Bring me to Antony.
EROS. Come, sir. Exeunt

ACT_3|SC_6 SCENE VI. Rome. CAESAR'S house

Enter CAESAR, AGRIPPA, and MAECENAS

CAESAR. Contemning Rome, he has done all this and more In
Alexandria. Here's the manner of't: I' th' market-place, on a
tribunal silver'd, Cleopatra and himself in chairs of gold Were
publicly enthron'd; at the feet sat Caesarion, whom they call my
father's son, And all the unlawful issue that their lust Since then
hath made between them. Unto her He gave the stablishment of Egypt;
made her Of lowerSyria, Cyprus, Lydia, Absolute queen. MAECENAS.
This in the public eye? CAESAR. I' th' common show-place, where
they exercise. His sons he there proclaim'd the kings of kings:
Great Media, Parthia, and Armenia, He gave to Alexander; to Ptolemy
he assign'd Syria, Cilicia, and Phoenicia. She In th' habiliments
of the goddess Isis That day appear'd; and oft before gave
audience, As 'tis reported, so. MAECENAS. Let Rome be thus
Inform'd. AGRIPPA. Who, queasy with his insolence Already, will
their good thoughts call from him. CAESAR. The people knows it, and
have now receiv'd His accusations. AGRIPPA. Who does he accuse?
CAESAR. Caesar; and that, having in Sicily Sextus Pompeius spoil'd,
we had not rated him His part o' th' isle. Then does he say he lent
me Some shipping, unrestor'd. Lastly, he frets That Lepidus of the
triumvirate Should be depos'd; and, being, that we detain All his
revenue. AGRIPPA. Sir, this should be answer'd. CAESAR. 'Tis done
already, and messenger gone. I have told him Lepidus was grown too
cruel, That he his high authority abus'd, And did deserve his
change. For what I have conquer'd I grant him part; but then, in
his Armenia And other of his conquer'd kingdoms, Demand the like.
MAECENAS. He'll never yield to that. CAESAR. Nor must not then be
yielded to in this.

Enter OCTAVIA, with her train

OCTAVIA. Hail, Caesar, and my lord! hail, most dear Caesar!
CAESAR. That ever I should call thee cast-away! OCTAVIA. You have
not call'd me so, nor have you cause. CAESAR. Why have you stol'n
upon us thus? You come not Like Caesar's sister. The wife of Antony
Should have an army for an usher, and The neighs of horse to tell
of her approach Long ere she did appear. The trees by th' way
Should have borne men, and expectation fainted, Longing for what it
had not. Nay, the dust Should have ascendedto the roof of heaven,
Rais'd by your populous troops. But you are come A market-maid to
Rome, and have prevented The ostentation of our love, which left
unshown Is often left unlov'd. We should have met you By sea and
land, supplying every stage With an augmented greeting. OCTAVIA.
Good my lord, To come thus was I not constrain'd, but did it On my
free will. My lord, Mark Antony, Hearing that you prepar'd for war,
acquainted My grieved ear withal; whereon I begg'd His pardon for
return. CAESAR. Which soon he granted, Being an obstruct 'tween his
lust and him. OCTAVIA. Do not say so, my lord. CAESAR. I have eyes
upon him, And his affairs come to me on the wind. Where is he now?
OCTAVIA. My lord, in Athens. CAESAR. No, my most wronged sister:
Cleopatra Hath nodded him to her. He hath given his empire Up to a
whore, who now are levying The kings o' th' earth for war. He hath
assembled Bocchus, the king of Libya; Archelaus Of Cappadocia;
Philadelphos, king Of Paphlagonia; the Thracian king, Adallas; King
Manchus of Arabia; King of Pont; Herod of Jewry; Mithridates, king
Of Comagene; Polemon and Amyntas, Thekings of Mede and Lycaonia,
with More larger list of sceptres. OCTAVIA. Ay me most wretched,
That have my heart parted betwixt two friends, That does afflict
each other! CAESAR. Welcome hither. Your letters did withhold our
breaking forth, Till we perceiv'd both how you were wrong led And
we in negligent danger. Cheer your heart; Be you not troubled with
the time, which drives O'er your content these strong necessities,
But let determin'd things to destiny Hold unbewail'd their way.
Welcome to Rome; Nothing more dear to me. You are abus'd Beyond the
mark of thought, and the high gods, To do you justice, make their
ministers Of us and those that love you. Best of comfort, And ever
welcome to us. AGRIPPA. Welcome, lady. MAECENAS. Welcome, dear
madam. Each heart in Rome does love and pity you; Only th'
adulterous Antony, most large In his abominations, turns you off,
And gives his potent regiment to a trull That noises it against us.
OCTAVIA. Is it so, sir? CAESAR. Most certain. Sister, welcome. Pray
you Be ever known to patience. My dear'st sister! Exeunt

ACT_3|SC_7 SCENE VII. ANTONY'S camp near Actium

Enter CLEOPATRA and ENOBARBUS

CLEOPATRA. I will be even with thee, doubt it not. ENOBARBUS.
But why, why, CLEOPATRA. Thou hast forspoke my being in these wars,
And say'st it is not fit. ENOBARBUS. Well, is it, is it? CLEOPATRA.
Is't not denounc'd against us? Why should not we Be there in
person? ENOBARBUS. [Aside] Well, I could reply: If we should serve
with horse and mares together The horse were merely lost; the mares
would bear A soldier and his horse. CLEOPATRA. What is't you say?
ENOBARBUS. Your presence needs must puzzle Antony; Take from his
heart, take from his brain, from's time, What should not then be
spar'd. He is already Traduc'd for levity; and 'tis said in Rome
That Photinus an eunuch and your maids Manage this war. CLEOPATRA.
Sink Rome, and their tongues rot That speak against us! A charge we
bear i' th' war, And, as the president of my kingdom, will Appear
there for a man. Speak not against it; I will not stay behind.

Enter ANTONY and CANIDIUS

ENOBARBUS. Nay, I have done. Here comes the Emperor. ANTONY. Is
it not strange, Canidius, That from Tarentum and Brundusium He
could so quickly cut the Ionian sea, And take in Toryne?- You have
heard on't, sweet? CLEOPATRA. Celerity is never more admir'd Than
by the negligent. ANTONY. A good rebuke, Which might have well
becom'd the best of men To taunt at slackness. Canidius, we Will
fight with him by sea. CLEOPATRA. By sea! What else? CANIDIUS. Why
will my lord do so? ANTONY. For that he dares us to't. ENOBARBUS.
So hath my lord dar'd him to single fight. CANIDIUS. Ay, and to
wage this battle at Pharsalia, Where Caesar fought with Pompey. But
these offers, Which serve not for his vantage, he shakes off; And
so should you. ENOBARBUS. Your ships are not well mann'd; Your
mariners are muleteers, reapers, people Ingross'd by swift impress.
In Caesar's fleet Are those that often have 'gainst Pompey fought;
Their ships are yare; yours heavy. No disgrace Shall fall you for
refusing him at sea, Being prepar'd for land. ANTONY. By sea, by
sea. ENOBARBUS. Most worthy sir, you therein throw away The
absolute soldiership you have by land; Distract your army, which
doth most consist Of war-mark'd footmen; leave unexecuted Your own
renowned knowledge; quite forgo The way which promises assurance;
and Give up yourself merely to chance and hazard From firm
security. ANTONY. I'll fight at sea. CLEOPATRA. I have sixty sails,
Caesar none better. ANTONY. Our overplus of shipping will we burn,
And, withthe rest full-mann'd, from th' head of Actium Beat th'
approaching Caesar. But if we fail, We then can do't at land.

Enter a MESSENGER

Thy business? MESSENGER. The news is true, my lord: he is
descried; Caesar has taken Toryne. ANTONY. Can he be there in
person? 'Tis impossible- Strange that his power should be.
Canidius, Our nineteen legions thou shalt hold by land, And our
twelve thousand horse. We'll to our ship. Away, my Thetis!

Enter a SOLDIER

How now,worthy soldier? SOLDIER. O noble Emperor, do not fight
by sea; Trust not to rotten planks. Do you misdoubt This sword and
these my wounds? Let th' Egyptians And the Phoenicians go
a-ducking; we Have us'd to conquer standing on the earth And
fighting foot to foot. ANTONY. Well, well- away. Exeunt ANTONY,
CLEOPATRA, and ENOBARBUS SOLDIER. By Hercules, I think I am i' th'
right. CANIDIUS. Soldier, thou art; but his whole action grows Not
in the power on't. So our leader's led, And we are women's men.
SOLDIER. You keep by land The legions and the horse whole, do you
not? CANIDIUS. Marcus Octavius, Marcus Justeius, Publicola, and
Caelius are for sea; But we keep whole by land. This speed of
Caesar's Carries beyond belief. SOLDIER. While he was yet in Rome,
His power went out in such distractions as Beguil'd all spies.
CANIDIUS. Who's his lieutenant, hear you? SOLDIER. Theysay one
Taurus. CANIDIUS. Well I know the man.

Enter a MESSENGER

MESSENGER. The Emperor calls Canidius. CANIDIUS. With news the
time's with labour and throes forth Each minute some. Exeunt

ACT_3|SC_8 SCENE VIII. A plain near Actium

Enter CAESAR, with his army, marching

CAESAR. Taurus! TAURUS. My lord? CAESAR. Strike not by land;
keep whole; provoke not battle Till we have done at sea. Do not
exceed The prescript of this scroll. Our fortune lies Upon this
jump. Exeunt

ACT_3|SC_9 SCENE IX. Another part of the plain

Enter ANTONY and ENOBARBUS

ANTONY. Set we our squadrons on yon side o' th' hill, In eye of
Caesar's battle; from which place We may the number of the ships
behold, And so proceed accordingly. Exeunt

ACT_3|SC_10 SCENE X. Another part of the plain

CANIDIUS marcheth with his land army one way over the stage, and
TAURUS, the Lieutenant of CAESAR, the other way. After their going
in is heard the noise of a sea-fight

Alarum. Enter ENOBARBUS

ENOBARBUS. Naught, naught, all naught! I can behold no longer.
Th' Antoniad, the Egyptian admiral, With all their sixty, fly and
turn the rudder. To see't mine eyes are blasted.

Enter SCARUS

SCARUS. Gods and goddesses, All the whole synod of them!
ENOBARBUS. What's thy passion? SCARUS. The greater cantle of the
world is lost With very ignorance; we have kiss'd away Kingdoms and
provinces. ENOBARBUS. How appears the fight? SCARUS. On our side
like the token'd pestilence, Where death is sure. Yon ribaudred nag
of Egypt- Whom leprosy o'ertake!- i' th' midst o' th' fight, When
vantage like a pair of twins appear'd, Both as the same, or rather
ours the elder- The breese upon her, like a cow in June- Hoists
sails and flies. ENOBARBUS.That I beheld; Mine eyes did sicken at
the sight and could not Endure a further view. SCARUS. She once
being loof'd, The noble ruin of her magic, Antony, Claps on his
sea-wing, and, like a doting mallard, Leaving the fight in height,
flies after her. I never saw an action of such shame; Experience,
manhood, honour, ne'er before Did violate so itself. ENOBARBUS.
Alack, alack!

Enter CANIDIUS

CANIDIUS. Our fortune on the sea is out of breath, And sinks
mostlamentably. Had our general Been what he knew himself, it had
gone well. O, he has given example for our flight Most grossly by
his own! ENOBARBUS. Ay, are you thereabouts? Why then, good night
indeed. CANIDIUS. Toward Peloponnesus are they fled. SCARUS. 'Tis
easy to't; and there I will attend What further comes. CANIDIUS. To
Caesar will I render My legions and my horse; six kings already
Show me the way of yielding. ENOBARBUS. I'll yet follow The wounded
chance of Antony, though my reason Sits in the wind against me.
Exeunt

ACT_3|SC_11 SCENE XI. Alexandria. CLEOPATRA'S palace

Enter ANTONY With attendants

ANTONY. Hark! the land bids me tread no moreupon't; It is
asham'd to bear me. Friends, come hither. I am so lated in the
world that I Have lost my way for ever. I have a ship Laden with
gold; take that; divide it. Fly, And make your peace with Caesar.
ALL. Fly? Not we! ANTONY. I have fled myself, and have instructed
cowards To run and show their shoulders. Friends, be gone; I have
myself resolv'd upon a course Which has no need of you; be gone. My
treasure's in the harbour, take it. O, I follow'd that I blush to
look upon. My very hairs do mutiny; for the white Reprove the brown
for rashness, and they them For fear and doting. Friends, be gone;
you shall Have letters from me to some friends that will Sweep your
way for you. Pray you look not sad, Nor make replies of loathness;
take the hint Which my despair proclaims. Let that be left Which
leaves itself. To the sea-side straight way. I will possess you of
that ship and treasure. Leave me, I pray,a little; pray you now;
Nay, do so, for indeed I have lost command; Therefore I pray you.
I'll see you by and by. [Sits down]

Enter CLEOPATRA, led by CHARMIAN and IRAS, EROS following

EROS. Nay, gentle madam, to him!Comfort him. IRAS. Do, most dear
Queen. CHARMIAN. Do? Why, what else? CLEOPATRA. Let me sit down. O
Juno! ANTONY. No, no, no, no, no. EROS. See you here, sir? ANTONY.
O, fie, fie, fie! CHARMIAN. Madam! IRAS. Madam, O good Empress!
EROS. Sir, sir! ANTONY. Yes, my lord, yes. He at Philippi kept His
sword e'en like a dancer, while I struck The lean and wrinkled
Cassius; and 'twas I That the mad Brutus ended; he alone Dealt on
lieutenantry, and no practice had In the brave squares of war. Yet
now- no matter. CLEOPATRA. Ah, stand by! EROS. The Queen, my lord,
the Queen! IRAS. Go to him, madam, speak to him. He is unqualitied
with very shame. CLEOPATRA. Well then, sustain me. O! EROS. Most
noble sir, arise; the Queen approaches. Her head's declin'd, and
death will seize her but Your comfort makes the rescue. ANTONY. I
have offended reputation- A most unnoble swerving. EROS. Sir, the
Queen. ANTONY. O, whither hast thou led me, Egypt? See How I convey
my shame out of thine eyes By looking back what I have left behind
'Stroy'd in dishonour. CLEOPATRA. O my lord, my lord, Forgive my
fearful sails! I little thought You would have followed. ANTONY.
Egypt, thou knew'st too well My heart was to thy rudder tied by th'
strings, And thou shouldst tow me after. O'er my spirit Thy full
supremacy thou knew'st, and that Thy beck might from the bidding of
the gods Command me. CLEOPATRA. O, my pardon! ANTONY. Now I must To
the young man send humble treaties, dodge And palter in the shifts
of lowness, who With half the bulk o' th' world play'd as I
pleas'd, Making and marring fortunes. You did know How much you
were my conqueror, and that My sword, made weak by my affection,
would Obey it on all cause. CLEOPATRA. Pardon, pardon! ANTONY. Fall
not a tear, I say; one of them rates All that is won and lost. Give
me a kiss; Even this repays me. We sent our schoolmaster; is 'a
come back? Love, I am full of lead. Some wine, Within there, and
our viands! Fortune knows We scorn her most when most she offers
blows. Exeunt

ACT_3|SC_12 SCENE XII. CAESAR'S camp in Egypt

Enter CAESAR, AGRIPPA, DOLABELLA, THYREUS, with others

CAESAR. Let him appear that's come from Antony. Know you him?
DOLABELLA. Caesar, 'tis his schoolmaster: An argument that he is
pluck'd, when hither He sends so poor a pinion of his wing, Which
had superfluous kings for messengers Not many moons gone by.

Enter EUPHRONIUS, Ambassador from ANTONY

CAESAR. Approach, and speak. EUPHRONIUS.Such as I am, I come
from Antony. I was of late as petty to his ends As is the morn-dew
on the myrtle leaf To his grand sea. CAESAR. Be't so. Declare thine
office. EUPHRONIUS. Lord of his fortunes he salutes thee, and
Requires tolive in Egypt; which not granted, He lessens his
requests and to thee sues To let him breathe between the heavens
and earth, A private man in Athens. This for him. Next, Cleopatra
does confess thy greatness, Submits her to thy might, and of thee
craves The circle of the Ptolemies for her heirs, Now hazarded to
thy grace. CAESAR. For Antony, I have no ears to his request. The
Queen Of audience nor desire shall fail, so she From Egypt drive
her all-disgraced friend, Or take his life there. This if she
perform, She shall not sue unheard. So to them both. EUPHRONIUS.
Fortune pursue thee! CAESAR. Bring him through the bands. Exit
EUPHRONIUS [To THYREUS] To try thy eloquence, now 'tis
time.Dispatch; From Antony win Cleopatra. Promise, And in our name,
what she requires; add more, From thine invention, offers. Women
are not In their best fortunes strong; but want will perjure The
ne'er-touch'd vestal. Try thy cunning, Thyreus; Make thine own
edict for thy pains, which we Will answer as a law. THYREUS.
Caesar, I go. CAESAR. Observe how Antony becomes his flaw, And what
thou think'st his very action speaks In every power that moves.
THYREUS.Caesar, I shall. Exeunt

ACT_3|SC_13 SCENE XIII. Alexandria. CLEOPATRA'S palace

Enter CLEOPATRA, ENOBARBUS, CHARMIAN, and IRAS

CLEOPATRA. What shall we do, Enobarbus? ENOBARBUS. Think, and
die. CLEOPATRA. Is Antony or we in fault for this? ENOBARBUS.
Antony only, that would make his will Lord of his reason. What
though you fled From that great face of war, whose several ranges
Frighted each other? Why should he follow? The itch of his
affection should not then Have nick'd his captainship, at such a
point, When half to half the world oppos'd, he being The mered
question. 'Twas a shame no less Than was his loss, to course your
flying flags And leavehis navy gazing. CLEOPATRA. Prithee,
peace.

Enter EUPHRONIUS, the Ambassador; with ANTONY

ANTONY. Is that his answer? EUPHRONIUS. Ay, my lord. ANTONY. The
Queen shall then have courtesy, so she Will yield us up.
EUPHRONIUS. He says so. ANTONY. Let her know't. To the boy Caesar
send this grizzled head, And he will fill thy wishes to the brim
With principalities. CLEOPATRA. That head, my lord? ANTONY. To him
again. Tell him he wears the rose Of youth upon him;from which the
world should note Something particular. His coin, ships, legions,
May be a coward's whose ministers would prevail Under the service
of a child as soon As i' th' command of Caesar. I dare him
therefore To lay his gaycomparisons apart, And answer me declin'd,
sword against sword, Ourselves alone. I'll write it. Follow me.
Exeunt ANTONY and EUPHRONIUS EUPHRONIUS. [Aside] Yes, like enough
high-battled Caesar will Unstate his happiness, and be stag'd to
th' show Against a sworder! I see men's judgments are A parcel of
their fortunes, and things outward Do draw the inward quality after
them, To suffer all alike. That he should dream, Knowing
allmeasures, the full Caesar will Answer his emptiness! Caesar,
thou hast subdu'd His judgment too.

Enter a SERVANT

SERVANT. A messenger from Caesar. CLEOPATRA. What, no more
ceremony? See, my women! Against the blown rose may they stop their
nose That kneel'd unto the buds. Admit him, sir. Exit SERVANT
ENOBARBUS. [Aside] Mine honesty and I begin to square. The loyalty
well held to fools does make Our faith mere folly. Yet he that can
endure To follow with allegiance a fall'n lord Does conquer him
that did his master conquer, And earns a place i' th' story.

Enter THYREUS

CLEOPATRA. Caesar's will? THYREUS. Hear it apart. CLEOPATRA.
None but friends: say boldly. THYREUS. So, haply, are they friends
to Antony. ENOBARBUS. He needs as many, sir, as Caesar has, Or
needs not us. If Caesar please, our master Will leap to be his
friend. For us, you know Whose he is we are, and that is Caesar's.
THYREUS. So. Thus then, thou most renown'd: Caesar entreats Not to
consider in what case thou stand'st Further than he is Caesar.
CLEOPATRA. Go on. Right royal! THYREUS. He knows that you embrace
not Antony As you did love, but as you fear'dhim. CLEOPATRA. O!
THYREUS. The scars upon your honour, therefore, he Does pity, as
constrained blemishes, Not as deserv'd. CLEOPATRA. He is a god, and
knows What is most right. Mine honour was not yielded, But
conquer'd merely. ENOBARBUS. [Aside] To be sure of that, I will ask
Antony. Sir, sir, thou art so leaky That we must leave thee to thy
sinking, for Thy dearest quit thee. Exit THYREUS. Shall I say to
Caesar What you require of him? For he partlybegs To be desir'd to
give. It much would please him That of his fortunes you should make
a staff To lean upon. But it would warm his spirits To hear from me
you had left Antony, And put yourself under his shroud, The
universal landlord. CLEOPATRA. What's your name? THYREUS. My name
is Thyreus. CLEOPATRA. Most kind messenger, Say to great Caesar
this: in deputation I kiss his conquring hand. Tell him I am prompt
To lay my crown at 's feet, and there to kneel. Tell him from his
all-obeying breath I hear The doom of Egypt. THYREUS. 'Tis your
noblest course. Wisdom and fortune combating together, If that the
former dare but what it can, No chance may shake it. Give me grace
to lay My duty on your hand. CLEOPATRA. Your Caesar's father oft,
When he hath mus'd of taking kingdoms in, Bestow'd his lips on that
unworthy place, As it rain'd kisses.

Re-enter ANTONY and ENOBARBUS

ANTONY. Favours, by Jove that thunders! What art thou, fellow?
THYREUS. One that but performs The bidding of the fullest man, and
worthiest To have command obey'd. ENOBARBUS. [Aside] You will be
whipt. ANTONY. Approach there.- Ah, you kite!- Now, gods and
devils! Authority melts from me. Of late, when I cried 'Ho!' Like
boys unto a muss, kings would start forth And cry 'Your will?' Have
you no ears? I am Antony yet.

Enter servants

Take hence this Jack and whip him. ENOBARBUS. 'Tis better
playing with a lion's whelp Than with an old one dying. ANTONY.
Moon and stars! Whip him. Were't twenty of the greatest tributaries
That do acknowledge Caesar, should I find them So saucy with the
hand of she here- what's her name Since she was Cleopatra? Whip
him, fellows, Till like a boy you see him cringe his face, And
whine aloud for mercy. Take him hence. THYMUS. Mark Antony- ANTONY.
Tug him away. Being whipt, Bring him again: the Jack of Caesar's
shall Bear us an errand to him. Exeunt servants with THYREUS You
were half blasted ere I knew you. Ha! Have I my pillow left
unpress'd in Rome, Forborne the getting of a lawful race, And by a
gem of women, to be abus'd By one that looks on feeders? CLEOPATRA.
Good my lord- ANTONY. You have been a boggler ever. But when we in
our viciousness grow hard- O misery on't!- the wise gods seel our
eyes, In our own filth drop our clear judgments, make us Adore our
errors, laugh at's while we strut To our confusion. CLEOPATRA. O,
is't come to this? ANTONY. I found you as a morsel cold upon Dead
Caesar's trencher. Nay, you were a fragment Of Cneius Pompey's,
besides what hotter hours, Unregist'red in vulgar fame, you have
Luxuriously pick'd out; for I am sure, Though you can guess what
temperance should be, You know not what it is. CLEOPATRA. Wherefore
is this? ANTONY. To let a fellow that will take rewards, And say
'God quit you!' be familiar with My playfellow, your hand, this
kingly seal And plighter of high hearts! O that I were Upon the
hill of Basan to outroar The horned herd! For I have savage cause,
And to proclaim it civilly were like A halter'd neck which does the
hangman thank For being yare about him.

Re-enter a SERVANT with THYREUS

Is he whipt? SERVANT. Soundly, my lord. ANTONY. Cried he? and
begg'd 'a pardon? SERVANT. He did ask favour. ANTONY. If that thy
father live, let him repent Thou wast not made his daughter; and be
thou sorry To follow Caesar in his triumph, since Thou hast been
whipt for following him. Henceforth The white hand of a lady fever
thee! Shake thouto look on't. Get thee back to Caesar; Tell him thy
entertainment; look thou say He makes me angry with him; for he
seems Proud and disdainful, harping on what I am, Not what he knew
I was. He makes me angry; And at this time mosteasy 'tis to do't,
When my good stars, that were my former guides, Have empty left
their orbs and shot their fires Into th' abysm of hell. If he
mislike My speech and what is done, tell him he has Hipparchus, my
enfranched bondman,whom He may at pleasure whip or hang or torture,
As he shall like, to quit me. Urge it thou. Hence with thy stripes,
be gone. Exit THYREUS CLEOPATRA. Have you done yet? ANTONY. Alack,
our terrene moon Is now eclips'd, and it portends alone The fall of
Antony. CLEOPATRA. I must stay his time. ANTONY. To flatter Caesar,
would you mingle eyes With one that ties his points? CLEOPATRA. Not
know me yet? ANTONY. Cold-hearted toward me? CLEOPATRA. Ah, dear,
if I be so, From my cold heart let heaven engender hail, And poison
it in the source, and the first stone Drop in my neck; as it
determines, so Dissolve my life! The next Caesarion smite! Till by
degrees thememory of my womb, Together with my brave Egyptians all,
By the discandying of this pelleted storm, Lie graveless, till the
flies and gnats of Nile Have buried them for prey. ANTONY. I am
satisfied. Caesar sits down in Alexandria, where I will oppose his
fate. Our force by land Hath nobly held; our sever'd navy to Have
knit again, and fleet, threat'ning most sea-like. Where hast thou
been, my heart? Dost thou hear, lady? If from the field I shall
returnonce more To kiss these lips, I will appear in blood. I and
my sword will earn our chronicle. There's hope in't yet. CLEOPATRA.
That's my brave lord! ANTONY. I will be treble-sinew'd, hearted,
breath'd, And fight maliciously. Forwhen mine hours Were nice and
lucky, men did ransom lives Of me for jests; but now I'll set my
teeth, And send to darkness all that stop me. Come, Let's have one
other gaudy night. Call to me All my sad captains; fill our bowls
once more; Let's mock the midnight bell. CLEOPATRA. It is my
birthday. I had thought t'have held it poor; but since my lord Is
Antony again, I will be Cleopatra. ANTONY. We will yet do well.
CLEOPATRA. Call all his noble captains to mylord. ANTONY. Do so,
we'll speak to them; and to-night I'll force The wine peep through
their scars. Come on, my queen, There's sap in't yet. The next time
I do fight I'll make death love me; for I will contend Even with
his pestilent scythe. Exeunt all but ENOBARBUS ENOBARBUS. Now he'll
outstare the lightning. To be furious Is to be frighted out of
fear, and in that mood The dove will peck the estridge; and I see
still A diminution in our captain's brain Restores his heart. When
valour preys on reason, It eats the sword it fights with. I will
seek Some way to leave him. Exit

ACT_4|SC_1 ACT IV. SCENE I. CAESAR'S camp before Alexandria

Enter CAESAR, AGRIPPA, andMAECENAS, with his army; CAESAR
reading a letter

CAESAR. He calls me boy, and chides as he had power To beat me
out of Egypt. My messenger He hath whipt with rods; dares me to
personal combat, Caesar to Antony. Let the old ruffian know I have
many other ways to die, meantime Laugh at his challenge. MAECENAS.
Caesar must think When one so great begins to rage, he's hunted
Even to falling. Give him no breath, but now Make boot of his
distraction.Never anger Made good guard for itself. CAESAR. Let our
best heads Know that to-morrow the last of many battles We mean to
fight. Within our files there are Of those that serv'd Mark Antony
but late Enough to fetch him in. Seeit done; And feast the army; we
have store to do't, And they have earn'd the waste. Poor Antony!
Exeunt

ACT_4|SC_2 SCENE II. Alexandria. CLEOPATRA's palace

Enter ANTONY, CLEOPATRA, ENOBARBUS, CHARMIAN, IRAS, ALEXAS, with
others

ANTONY. He will not fight with me, Domitius? ENOBARBUS. No.
ANTONY. Why should he not? ENOBARBUS. He thinks, being twenty times
of better fortune, He is twenty men to one. ANTONY. To-morrow,
soldier, By sea and land I'll fight. Or I will live, Or bathe my
dying honour in the blood Shall make it live again. Woo't thou
fight well? ENOBARBUS. I'll strike, and cry 'Take all.' ANTONY.
Well said; come on. Call forth myhousehold servants; let's to-night
Be bounteous at our meal.

Enter three or four servitors

Give me thy hand, Thou has been rightly honest. So hast thou;
Thou, and thou, and thou. You have serv'd me well, And kings have
been your fellows. CLEOPATRA. [Aside to ENOBARBUS] What means this?
ENOBARBUS. [Aside to CLEOPATRA] 'Tis one of those odd tricks which
sorrow shoots Out of the mind. ANTONY. And thou art honest too. I
wish I could be made so many men, And all of you clapp'd up
together in An Antony, that I might do you service So good as you
have done. SERVANT. The gods forbid! ANTONY. Well, my good fellows,
wait on me to-night. Scant not my cups, and make as much of me As
when mine empire was your fellow too, And suffer'd my command.
CLEOPATRA. [Aside to ENOBARBUS] What does he mean? ENOBARBUS.
[Aside to CLEOPATRA] To make his followers weep. ANTONY. Tend me
to-night; May be itis the period of your duty. Haply you shall not
see me more; or if, A mangled shadow. Perchance to-morrow You'll
serve another master. I look on you As one that takes his leave.
Mine honest friends, I turn you not away; but, likea master Married
to your good service, stay till death. Tend me to-night two hours,
I ask no more, And the gods yield you for't! ENOBARBUS. What mean
you, sir, To give them this discomfort? Look, they weep; And I, an
ass, am onion-ey'd. For shame! Transform us not to women. ANTONY.
Ho, ho, ho! Now the witch take me if I meant it thus! Grace grow
where those drops fall! My hearty friends, You take me in too
dolorous a sense; For I spake to you for yourcomfort, did desire
you To burn this night with torches. Know, my hearts, I hope well
of to-morrow, and will lead you Where rather I'll expect victorious
life Than death and honour. Let's to supper, come, And drown
consideration. Exeunt

ACT_4|SC_3 SCENE III. Alexandria. Before CLEOPATRA's palace

Enter a company of soldiers

FIRST SOLDIER. Brother, good night. To-morrow is the day. SECOND
SOLDIER. It will determine one way. Fare you well. Heard you of
nothing strange about the streets? FIRST SOLDIER. Nothing. What
news? SECOND SOLDIER. Belike 'tis but a rumour. Good night to you.
FIRST SOLDIER. Well, sir, good night. [They meet other soldiers]
SECOND SOLDIER. Soldiers, have careful watch. FIRST SOLDIER. And
you. Good night, good night. [The two companies separate and place
themselves in every corner of the stage] SECOND SOLDIER. Here we.
And if to-morrow Our navy thrive, I have an absolute hope Our
landmen will stand up. THIRD SOLDIER. 'Tis a brave army, And full
of purpose. [Music of the hautboys is under the stage] SECOND
SOLDIER. Peace, what noise? THIRD SOLDIER. List, list! SECOND
SOLDIER. Hark! THIRD SOLDIER. Music i' th' air. FOURTH SOLDIER.
Under the earth. THIRD SOLDIER. It signs well, does it not? FOURTH
SOLDIER. No. THIRD SOLDIER. Peace, I say! What should this mean?
SECOND SOLDIER. 'Tis the god Hercules, whom Antony lov'd, Now
leaves him. THIRD SOLDIER. Walk; let's see if other watchmen Do
hear what we do. SECOND SOLDIER. How now, masters! SOLDIERS.
[Speaking together] How now! How now! Do you hear this? FIRST
SOLDIER. Ay; is't not strange? THIRD SOLDIER. Do you hear, masters?
Do you hear? FIRST SOLDIER. Follow the noise so far as we have
quarter; Let'ssee how it will give off. SOLDIERS. Content. 'Tis
strange. Exeunt

ACT_4|SC_4 SCENE IV. Alexandria. CLEOPATRA's palace

Enter ANTONY and CLEOPATRA, CHARMIAN, IRAS, with others

ANTONY. Eros! mine armour, Eros! CLEOPATRA. Sleep a little.
ANTONY. No, my chuck. Eros! Come, mine armour, Eros!

Enter EROS with armour

Come, good fellow, put mine iron on. If fortune be not ours
to-day, it is Because we brave her. Come. CLEOPATRA. Nay, I'll help
too. What's this for? ANTONY. Ah, let be, let be! Thou art The
armourer of my heart. False, false; this, this. CLEOPATRA. Sooth,
la, I'll help. Thus it must be. ANTONY. Well, well; We shall thrive
now. Seest thou, my good fellow? Go put on thy defences. EROS.
Briefly, sir. CLEOPATRA. Is not this buckled well? ANTONY. Rarely,
rarely! He that unbuckles this, till we do please To daff't for our
repose, shall hear a storm. Thou fumblest, Eros, and my queen's a
squire More tight at this than thou. Dispatch. O love, That thou
couldst see my wars to-day, and knew'st The royal occupation! Thou
shouldst see A workman in't.

Enter an armed SOLDIER

Good-morrow to thee. Welcome. Thou look'st like him that knows a
warlike charge. To business that we love we rise betime, And go
to't with delight. SOLDIER. A thousand, sir, Early though't be,
have on their riveted trim, And at the port expect you. [Shout.
Flourish of trumpets within]

Enter CAPTAINS and soldiers

CAPTAIN. The morn is fair. Good morrow, General. ALL. Good
morrow, General. ANTONY. 'Tis well blown, lads. This morning, like
the spirit of a youth That means to be of note, begins betimes. So,
so. Come, give me that. This way. Well said. Fare thee well, dame,
whate'er becomes of me. This is a soldier's kiss. Rebukeable, And
worthy shameful check it were, to stand On more mechanic
compliment; I'll leave thee Now like a man of steel. You that will
fight, Follow me close; I'll bring you to't. Adieu. Exeunt ANTONY,
EROS, CAPTAINS and soldiers CHARMIAN. Please you retire to your
chamber? CLEOPATRA. Lead me. He goes forth gallantly. That he and
Caesar might Determine this great war in single fight! Then,
Antony- but now. Well, on. Exeunt

ACT_4|SC_5 SCENE V. Alexandria. ANTONY'S camp

Trumpets sound. Enter ANTONY and EROS, a SOLDIER meeting
them

SOLDIER. The gods make this a happy day to Antony! ANTONY. Would
thou and those thy scars had once prevail'd To make me fight at
land! SOLDIER. Hadst thou done so, The kings that have revolted,
and the soldier That has this morning left thee, would have still
Followed thy heels. ANTONY. Who's gone this morning? SOLDIER. Who?
One ever near thee. Call for Enobarbus, He shall not hear thee; or
from Caesar's camp Say 'I am none of thine.' ANTONY. What say'st
thou? SOLDIER. Sir, He is with Caesar. EROS. Sir, his chests and
treasure He has not with him. ANTONY. Is he gone? SOLDIER. Most
certain. ANTONY. Go, Eros, send his treasure after; do it; Detain
no jot, I charge thee. Write to him- I will subscribe- gentle
adieus and greetings; Say that I wish he never find more cause To
change a master. O, my fortunes have Corrupted honest men!
Dispatch. Enobarbus! Exeunt

ACT_4|SC_6 SCENE VI. Alexandria. CAESAR'S camp

Flourish. Enter AGRIPPA, CAESAR, With DOLABELLA and
ENOBARBUS

CAESAR. Go forth, Agrippa, andbegin the fight. Our will is
Antony be took alive; Make it so known. AGRIPPA. Caesar, I shall.
Exit CAESAR. The time of universal peace is near. Prove this a
prosp'rous day, the three-nook'd world Shall bear the olive
freely.

Enter A MESSENGER

MESSENGER. Antony Is come into the field. CAESAR. Go charge
Agrippa Plant those that have revolted in the vant, That Antony may
seem to spend his fury Upon himself. Exeunt all but ENOBARBUS
ENOBARBUS. Alexas didrevolt and went to Jewry on Affairs of Antony;
there did dissuade Great Herod to incline himself to Caesar And
leave his master Antony. For this pains Casaer hath hang'd him.
Canidius and the rest That fell away have entertainment,but No
honourable trust. I have done ill, Of which I do accuse myself so
sorely That I will joy no more.

Enter a SOLDIER of CAESAR'S

SOLDIER. Enobarbus, Antony Hath after thee sent all thy
treasure, with His bounty overplus. Themessenger Came on my guard,
and at thy tent is now Unloading of his mules. ENOBARBUS. I give it
you. SOLDIER. Mock not, Enobarbus. I tell you true. Best you saf'd
the bringer Out of the host. I must attend mine office, Or would
have done't myself. Your emperor Continues still a Jove. Exit
ENOBARBUS. I am alone the villain of the earth, And feel I am so
most. O Antony, Thou mine of bounty, how wouldst thou have paid My
better service, when my turpitude Thou dost so crown with gold!
This blows my heart. If swift thought break it not, a swifter mean
Shall outstrike thought; but thought will do't, I feel. I fight
against thee? No! I will go seek Some ditch wherein to die; the
foul'stbest fits My latter part of life. Exit

ACT_4|SC_7 SCENE VII. Field of battle between the camps

Alarum. Drums and trumpets. Enter AGRIPPA and others

AGRIPPA. Retire. We haveengag'd ourselves too far. Caesar
himself has work, and our oppression Exceeds what we expected.
Exeunt

Alarums. Enter ANTONY, and SCARUS wounded

SCARUS. O my brave Emperor, this is fought indeed! Had we done
so at first, we had droven them home With clouts about their heads.
ANTONY. Thou bleed'st apace. SCARUS. I had a wound here that was
like a T, But now 'tis made an H. ANTONY. They do retire. SCARUS.
We'll beat'em into bench-holes. I have yet Room for six scotches
more.

Enter EROS

EROS. They are beaten, sir, and our advantage serves For a fair
victory. SCARUS. Let us score their backs And snatch 'em up, as we
take hares, behind. 'Tis sport to maul a runner. ANTONY. I will
reward thee Once for thy sprightly comfort, and tenfold For thy
good valour. Come thee on. SCARUS. I'll halt after. Exeunt

ACT_4|SC_8 SCENE VIII. Under the walls of Alexandria

Alarum. Enter ANTONY, again in a march; SCARUS with others

ANTONY. We have beat him to his camp. Run one before And let the
Queen know of our gests. To-morrow, Before the sun shall see's,
we'll spill the blood That has to-day escap'd. I thank you all; For
doughty-handed are you, and have fought Not as you serv'd the
cause, but as't had been Each man's like mine; you have shown all
Hectors. Enter the city, clip your wives, your friends, Tell them
your feats; whilst they with joyful tears Wash the congealment from
your wounds and kiss The honour'd gashes whole.

Enter CLEOPATRA, attended

[To SCARUS] Give me thy hand- To this great fairy I'll commend
thy acts, Make her thanks bless thee. O thou day o' th' world,
Chain mine arm'd neck. Leap thou, attire and all, Through proof of
harness to my heart, and there Ride on the pants triumphing.
CLEOPATRA. Lord of lords! O infinite virtue, com'st thou smiling
from The world's great snare uncaught? ANTONY. Mine nightingale, We
have beat them to their beds. What, girl! though grey Do something
mingle with our younger brown, yet ha' we A brain that nourishes
our nerves, andcan Get goal for goal of youth. Behold this man;
Commend unto his lips thy favouring hand- Kiss it, my warrior- he
hath fought to-day As if a god in hate of mankind had Destroyed in
such a shape. CLEOPATRA. I'll give thee, friend, An armour all of
gold; it was a king's. ANTONY. He has deserv'd it, were it
carbuncled Like holy Phoebus' car. Give me thy hand. Through
Alexandria make a jolly march; Bear our hack'd targets like the men
that owe them. Hadour great palace the capacity To camp this host,
we all would sup together, And drink carouses to the next day's
fate, Which promises royal peril. Trumpeters, With brazen din blast
you the city's ear; Make mingle with our rattlingtabourines, That
heaven and earth may strike their sounds together Applauding our
approach. Exeunt

ACT_4|SC_9 SCENE IX. CAESAR'S camp

Enter a CENTURION and his company; ENOBARBUS follows

CENTURION. If we be not reliev'd within this hour, We must
return to th' court of guard. The night Is shiny, and they say we
shall embattle By th' second hour i' th' morn. FIRST WATCH. This
last day was A shrewd one to's. ENOBARBUS. O, bear me witness,
night- SECOND WATCH. What man is this? FIRST WATCH. Stand close and
list him. ENOBARBUS. Be witness to me, O thou blessed moon, When
men revolted shall upon record Bear hateful memory, poor Enobarbus
did Before thy face repent! CENTURION. Enobarbus? SECOND WATCH.
Peace! Hark further. ENOBARBUS. O sovereign mistress of true
melancholy, The poisonous damp of night disponge upon me, That
life, a very rebel to my will, May hang no longer on me. Throw my
heart Against the flint and hardness of my fault, Which, being
dried with grief, will break to powder, And finish all foul
thoughts. O Antony, Nobler than my revolt is infamous, Forgive me
in thine own particular, But let the world rank me in register A
master-leaver and a fugitive! O Antony! O Antony! [Dies] FIRST
WATCH. Let's speak to him. CENTURION. Let's hear him, for the
things he speaks May concern Caesar. SECOND WATCH.Let's do so. But
he sleeps. CENTURION. Swoons rather; for so bad a prayer as his Was
never yet for sleep. FIRST WATCH. Go we to him. SECOND WATCH.
Awake, sir, awake; speak to us. FIRST WATCH. Hear you, sir?
CENTURION. The hand of deathhath raught him. [Drums afar off ]
Hark! the drums Demurely wake the sleepers. Let us bear him To th'
court of guard; he is of note. Our hour Is fully out. SECOND WATCH.
Come on, then; He may recover yet. Exeunt with the body

ACT_4|SC_10 SCENE X. Between the two camps

Enter ANTONY and SCARUS, with their army

ANTONY. Their preparation is to-day by sea; We please them not
by land. SCARUS. For both, my lord. ANTONY. I would they'd fight i'
th' fire or i' th' air; We'd fight there too. But this it is, our
foot Upon the hills adjoining to the city Shall stay with us- Order
for sea is given; They have put forth the haven- Where their
appointment we may best discover And look on their endeavour.
Exeunt

ACT_4|SC_11 SCENE XI. Between the camps

Enter CAESAR and his army

CAESAR. But being charg'd, we will be still by land, Which, as I
take't, we shall; for his best force Is forth to man his galleys.
To the vales, And hold our best advantage. Exeunt

ACT_4|SC_12 SCENE XII. A hill near Alexandria

Enter ANTONY and SCARUS

ANTONY. Yet they are not join'd. Where yond pine does stand I
shall discover all. I'll bring thee word Straight how 'tis like to
go. Exit SCARUS. Swallows have built In Cleopatra's sails their
nests. The augurers Say they knownot, they cannot tell; look
grimly, And dare not speak their knowledge. Antony Is valiant and
dejected; and by starts His fretted fortunes give him hope and fear
Of what he has and has not. [Alarum afar off,as at a sea-fight]

Re-enter ANTONY

ANTONY. All is lost! This foul Egyptian hath betrayed me. My
fleet hath yielded to the foe, and yonder They cast their caps up
and carouse together Like friends long lost. Triple-turn'd whore!
'tisthou Hast sold me to this novice; and my heart Makes only wars
on thee. Bid them all fly; For when I am reveng'd upon my charm, I
have done all. Bid them all fly; begone. Exit SCARUS O sun, thy
uprise shall I see no more! Fortune and Antony part here; even here
Do we shake hands. All come to this? The hearts That spaniel'd me
at heels, to whom I gave Their wishes, do discandy, melt their
sweets On blossoming Caesar; and this pine is bark'd That
overtopp'd them all. Betray'd I am. O this false soul of Egypt!
this grave charm- Whose eye beck'd forth my wars and call'd them
home, Whose bosom was my crownet, my chief end- Like a right gypsy
hath at fast and loose Beguil'd me to the very heart of loss. What,
Eros, Eros!

Enter CLEOPATRA

Ah, thou spell! Avaunt! CLEOPATRA. Why is my lord enrag'd
against his love? ANTONY. Vanish, or I shall give thee thy
deserving And blemish Caesar's triumph. Lethim take thee And hoist
thee up to the shouting plebeians; Follow his chariot, like the
greatest spot Of all thy sex; most monster-like, be shown For
poor'st diminutives, for doits, and let Patient Octavia plough thy
visage up With her prepared nails. Exit CLEOPATRA 'Tis well th'art
gone, If it be well to live; but better 'twere Thou fell'st into my
fury, for one death Might have prevented many. Eros, ho! The shirt
of Nessus is upon me; teach me, Alcides, thou mine ancestor, thy
rage; Let me lodge Lichas on the horns o' th' moon, And with those
hands that grasp'd the heaviest club Subdue my worthiest self. The
witch shall die. To the young Roman boy she hath sold me, and I
fall Under this plot. She dies for't. Eros, ho! Exit

ACT_4|SC_13 SCENE XIII. Alexandria. CLEOPATRA's palace

Enter CLEOPATRA, CHARMIAN, IRAS, and MARDIAN

CLEOPATRA. Help me, my women. O, he is more mad Than Telamon for
his shield; the boar of Thessaly Was never so emboss'd. CHARMIAN.
To th'monument! There lock yourself, and send him word you are
dead. The soul and body rive not more in parting Than greatness
going off. CLEOPATRA. To th' monument! Mardian, go tell him I have
slain myself; Say that the last I spoke was 'Antony' And word it,
prithee, piteously. Hence, Mardian, And bring me how he takes my
death. To th' monument! Exeunt

ACT_4|SC_14 SCENE XIV. CLEOPATRA'S palace

Enter ANTONY and EROS

ANTONY. Eros, thou yet behold'st me? EROS. Ay, noble lord.
ANTONY. Sometime we see a cloud that's dragonish; A vapour sometime
like a bear or lion, A tower'd citadel, a pendent rock, A forked
mountain, or blue promontory With trees upon't that nod unto the
world And mock our eyes with air. Thou hast seen these signs; They
are black vesper's pageants. EROS. Ay, my lord. ANTONY. That which
is now a horse, even with a thought The rack dislimns, and makes it
indistinct, As water is in water. EROS. It does, my lord. ANTONY.
My good knave Eros, now thy captain is Even such a body. Here I am
Antony; Yet cannot hold this visible shape, my knave. I made these
wars for Egypt; and the Queen- Whose heart I thought I had, for she
had mine, Which, whilst it was mine, had annex'd unto't A million
moe, now lost- she, Eros, has Pack'd cards with Caesar, and
false-play'd my glory Unto an enemy's triumph. Nay, weep not,
gentle Eros; there is left us Ourselves to end ourselves.

Enter MARDIAN

O, thy vile lady! She has robb'd me of my sword. MARDIAN. No,
Antony; My mistress lov'd thee, and her fortunes mingled With thine
entirely. ANTONY. Hence, saucy eunuch; peace! She hath betray'd me,
and shall die the death. MARDIAN. Death of one person can be paid
but once, And that she has discharg'd. What thou wouldst do Is done
unto thy hand. The last she spake Was 'Antony! most noble Antony!'
Then in the midst a tearing groan did break Thename of Antony; it
was divided Between her heart and lips. She rend'red life, Thy name
so buried in her. ANTONY. Dead then? MARDIAN. Dead. ANTONY. Unarm,
Eros; the long day's task is done, And we must sleep. That thou
depart'st hence safe Does pay thy labour richly. Go. Exit MARDIAN
Off, pluck off! The sevenfold shield of Ajax cannot keep The
battery from my heart. O, cleave, my sides! Heart, once be stronger
than thy continent, Crack thy frail case. Apace, Eros, apace.- No
more a soldier. Bruised pieces, go; You have been nobly borne.-
From me awhile. Exit EROS I will o'ertake thee, Cleopatra, and Weep
for my pardon. So it must be, for now All lengthis torture. Since
the torch is out, Lie down, and stray no farther. Now all labour
Mars what it does; yea, very force entangles Itself with strength.
Seal then, and all is done. Eros!- I come, my queen.- Eros!- Stay
for me; Wheresouls do couch on flowers, we'll hand in hand, And
with our sprightly port make the ghosts gaze. Dido and her Aeneas
shall want troops, And all the haunt be ours.- Come, Eros,
Eros!

Re-enter EROS

EROS. What would my lord? ANTONY. SinceCleopatra died, I have
liv'd in such dishonour that the gods Detest my baseness. I, that
with my sword Quarter'd the world, and o'er green Neptune's back
With ships made cities, condemn myself to lack The courage of a
woman; less noble mind Than she which by her death our Caesar tells
'I am conqueror of myself.' Thou art sworn, Eros, That, when the
exigent should come- which now Is come indeed- when I should see
behind me Th' inevitable prosecution of Disgrace and horror, that,
on my command, Thou then wouldst kill me. Do't; the time is come.
Thou strik'st not me; 'tis Caesar thou defeat'st. Put colour in thy
cheek. EROS. The gods withhold me! Shall I do that which all the
Parthiandarts, Though enemy, lost aim and could not? ANTONY. Eros,
Wouldst thou be window'd in great Rome and see Thy master thus with
pleach'd arms, bending down His corrigible neck, his face subdu'd
To penetrative shame, whilst the wheel'd seat Of fortunate Caesar,
drawn before him, branded His baseness that ensued? EROS. I would
not see't. ANTONY. Come, then; for with a wound I must be cur'd.
Draw that thy honest sword, which thou hast worn Most useful for
thy country. EROS. O, sir, pardon me! ANTONY. When I did make thee
free, swor'st thou not then To do this when I bade thee? Do it at
once, Or thy precedent services are all But accidents unpurpos'd.
Draw, and come. EROS. Turn from me then that noble countenance,
Wherein the worship of the whole world lies. ANTONY. Lo thee!
[Turning from him] EROS. My sword is drawn. ANTONY. Then let it do
at once The thing why thou hast drawn it. EROS. My dear master, My
captain and my emperor, let me say, Before I strike this bloody
stroke, farewell. ANTONY. 'Tis said, man; and farewell. EROS.
Farewell, great chief. Shall I strike now? ANTONY. Now, Eros. EROS.
Why, there then! Thus do Iescape the sorrow Of Antony's death.
[Kills himself ANTONY. Thrice nobler than myself! Thou teachest me,
O valiant Eros, what I should, and thou couldst not. My queen and
Eros Have, by their brave instruction, got upon me A nobleness in
record. But I will be A bridegroom in my death, and run into't As
to a lover's bed. Come, then; and, Eros, Thy master dies thy
scholar. To do thus [Falling on his sword] I learn'd ofthee. How?
not dead? not dead?- The guard, ho! O, dispatch me!

Enter DERCETAS and a guard

FIRST GUARD. What's the noise? ANTONY. I have done my work ill,
friends. O, make an end Of what I have begun. SECOND GUARD. The
star is fall'n. FIRST GUARD. And time is at his period. ALL. Alas,
and woe! ANTONY. Let him that loves me, strike me dead. FIRST
GUARD. Not I. SECOND GUARD. Nor I. THIRD GUARD. Nor any one. Exeunt
guard DERCETAS. Thy death and fortunes bid thy followers fly. This
sword but shown to Caesar, with this tidings, Shall enter me with
him.

Enter DIOMEDES

DIOMEDES. Where's Antony? DERCETAS. There, Diomed, there.
DIOMEDES. Lives he? Wilt thou not answer, man? Exit DERCETAS
ANTONY. Art thou there, Diomed? Draw thy sword and give me
Sufficing strokes for death. DIOMEDES. Most absolute lord, My
mistress Cleopatra sent me to thee. ANTONY. When did she send thee?
DIOMEDES. Now, my lord. ANTONY. Where is she? DIOMEDES. Lock'd in
her monument. She had a prophesying fear Of what hath come to pass;
for when she saw- Which never shall be found- you did suspect She
had dispos'd with Caesar, and that your rage Would not be purg'd,
she sentyou word she was dead; But fearing since how it might work,
hath sent Me to proclaim the truth; and I am come, I dread, too
late. ANTONY. Too late, good Diomed. Call my guard, I prithee.
DIOMEDES. What, ho! the Emperor's guard! The guard, what ho! Come,
your lord calls!

Enter four or five of the guard of ANTONY

ANTONY. Bear me, good friends, where Cleopatra bides; 'Tis the
last service that I shall command you. FIRST GUARD. Woe, woe are
we, sir, you may not live to wear All your true followers out. ALL.
Most heavy day! ANTONY. Nay, good my fellows, do not please sharp
fate To grace it with your sorrows. Bid that welcome Which comes to
punish us, and we punish it, Seeming to bear it lightly. Takeme up.
I have led you oft; carry me now, good friends, And have my thanks
for all. Exeunt, hearing ANTONYACT_4|SC_15 SCENE XV. Alexandria. A
monument

Enter CLEOPATRA and her maids aloft, with CHARMIAN and IRAS

CLEOPATRA. O Charmian, I will never go from hence! CHARMIAN. Be
comforted, dear madam. CLEOPATRA. No, I will not. All strange and
terrible events are welcome, But comforts we despise; our size of
sorrow, Proportion'd to our cause, must be as great As that which
makes it.

Enter DIOMEDES, below

How now! Is he dead? DIOMEDES. His death's upon him, but not
dead. Look out o' th' other side your monument; His guard have
brought him thither.

Enter, below, ANTONY, borne by the guard

CLEOPATRA. O sun, Burn the great sphere thou mov'st in! Darkling
stand The varying shore o' th' world. O Antony, Antony, Antony!
Help, Charmian; help, Iras,help; Help, friends below! Let's draw
him hither. ANTONY. Peace! Not Caesar's valour hath o'erthrown
Antony, But Antony's hath triumph'd on itself. CLEOPATRA. So it
should be, that none but Antony Should conquer Antony; but woe 'tis
so! ANTONY. I am dying, Egypt, dying; only I here importune death
awhile, until Of many thousand kisses the poor last I lay upon thy
lips. CLEOPATRA. I dare not, dear. Dear my lord, pardon! I dare
not, Lest I be taken. Notth' imperious show Of the full-fortun'd
Caesar ever shall Be brooch'd with me. If knife, drugs, serpents,
have Edge, sting, or operation, I am safe. Your wife Octavia, with
her modest eyes And still conclusion, shall acquire no honour
Demuring upon me. But come, come, Antony- Help me, my women- we
must draw thee up; Assist, good friends. ANTONY. O, quick, or I am
gone. CLEOPATRA. Here's sport indeed! How heavy weighs my lord! Our
strength is all gone intoheaviness; That makes the weight. Had I
great Juno's power, The strong-wing'd Mercury should fetch thee up,
And set thee by Jove's side. Yet come a little. Wishers were ever
fools. O come, come, [They heave ANTONY aloft to CLEOPATRA] And
welcome, welcome! Die where thou hast liv'd. Quicken with kissing.
Had my lips that power, Thus would I wear them out. ALL. A heavy
sight! ANTONY. I am dying, Egypt, dying. Give me some wine, and let
me speak a little. CLEOPATRA. No, let me speak; and let me rail so
high That the false huswife Fortune break her wheel, Provok'd by my
offence. ANTONY. One word, sweet queen: Of Caesar seek your honour,
with your safety. O! CLEOPATRA. They do not go together. ANTONY.
Gentle, hear me: None about Caesar trust but Proculeius. CLEOPATRA.
My resolution and my hands I'll trust; None about Caesar ANTONY.
The miserable change now at my end Lament nor sorrowat; but please
your thoughts In feeding them with those my former fortunes Wherein
I liv'd the greatest prince o' th' world, The noblest; and do now
not basely die, Not cowardly put off my helmet to My countryman- a
Roman by a Roman Valiantly vanquish'd. Now my spirit is going I can
no more. CLEOPATRA. Noblest of men, woo't die? Hast thou no care of
me? Shall I abide In this dull world, which in thy absence is No
better than a sty? O, see, my women, [Antony dies] The crown o' th'
earth doth melt. My lord! O, wither'd is the garland of the war,
The soldier's pole is fall'n! Young boys and girls Are level now
with men. The odds is gone, And there is nothing left remarkable
Beneath the visiting moon. [Swoons] CHARMIAN. O, quietness, lady!
IRAS. She's dead too, our sovereign. CHARMIAN. Lady! IRAS. Madam!
CHARMIAN. O madam, madam, madam! IRAS. Royal Egypt, Empress!
CHARMIAN. Peace, peace, Iras! CLEOPATRA. Nomore but e'en a woman,
and commanded By such poor passion as the maid that milks And does
the meanest chares. It were for me To throw my sceptre at the
injurious gods; To tell them that this world did equal theirs Till
they had stol'n our jewel. All's but nought; Patience is sottish,
and impatience does Become a dog that's mad. Then is it sin To rush
into the secret house of death Ere death dare come to us? How do
you, women? What, what! good cheer! Why, how now, Charmian! My
noble girls! Ah, women, women, look, Our lamp is spent, it's out!
Good sirs, take heart. We'll bury him; and then, what's brave,
what's noble, Let's do it after the high Roman fashion, And make
death proud to take us. Come, away; This case of that huge spirit
now is cold. Ah, women, women! Come; we have no friend But
resolution and the briefest end. Exeunt; those above hearing off
ANTONY'S body

ACT_5|SC_1 ACT V. SCENE I. Alexandria. CAESAR'S camp

Enter CAESAR, AGRIPPA, DOLABELLA, MAECENAS, GALLUS, PROCULEIUS,
and others, his Council of War

CAESAR. Go to him, Dolabella, bid him yield; Being so frustrate,
tell him he mocks The pauses that he makes. DOLABELLA. Caesar, I
shall. Exit

Enter DERCETAS With the sword of ANTONY

CAESAR. Wherefore is that? And what art thou that dar'st Appear
thus to us? DERCETAS. I am call'd Dercetas; Mark Antony I serv'd,
who best was worthy Best to be serv'd. Whilst he stood up and
spoke, He was my master, and I wore my life To spend upon his
haters. If thou please To take me to thee, as I was to him I'll be
to Caesar; if thou pleasest not, I yield thee up my life. CAESAR.
What is't thou say'st? DERCETAS. I say, O Caesar, Antony is dead.
CAESAR. The breaking of so great a thing should make A greater
crack. The round world Should have shook lions into civil streets,
And citizens to their dens. The death of Antony Is not a single
doom; in the name lay A moiety of the world. DERCETAS. He is dead,
Caesar, Not by a public minister of justice, Nor by a hired knife;
but that self hand Which writ his honour in the acts it did Hath,
with the courage which the heart did lend it, Splitted the heart.
This is his sword; I robb'd his wound of it; behold it stain'd With
his most noble blood. CAESAR. Look you sad, friends? The gods
rebuke me, but it is tidings To wash the eyes of kings. AGRIPPA.
And strange it is That nature must compel us to lament Our most
persisted deeds. MAECENAS. His taints and honours Wag'd equal with
him. AGRIPPA. A rarer spirit never Did steer humanity. But you gods
will give us Some faults to make us men. Caesar is touch'd.
MAECENAS. When such a spacious mirror's set before him, He needs
must see himself. CAESAR. O Antony, I have follow'd thee to this!
But we do lance Diseases in our bodies. I must perforce Have shown
to thee such a declining day Or look on thine; we could not stall
together In the whole world. But yet let me lament, With tears as
sovereign as the blood of hearts, That thou, my brother, my
competitor In top of all design, my mate in empire, Friend and
companion in the front of war, The arm of mine own body, and the
heart Where mine his thoughts did kindle- that our stars,
Unreconciliable, should divide Our equalness to this. Hear me, good
friends-

Enter an EGYPTIAN

But I will tell you at some meeter season. The business of this
man looks out of him; We'll hear him what he says. Whence are you?
EGYPTIAN. A poor Egyptian, yet the Queen, my mistress, Confin'd in
all she has, her monument, Of thy intents desires instruction, That
she preparedly may frame herself To th' way she's forc'd to.
CAESAR. Bid her have good heart. She soon shall know of us, by some
of ours, How honourable and how kindly we Determine for her; for
Caesar cannot learn To be ungentle. EGYPTIAN. So the gods preserve
thee! Exit CAESAR. Come hither, Proculeius. Go and say Wepurpose
her no shame. Give her what comforts The quality of her passion
shall require, Lest, in her greatness, by some mortal stroke She do
defeat us; for her life in Rome Would be eternal in our triumph.
Go, And with your speediest bring us what she says, And how you
find her. PROCULEIUS. Caesar, I shall. Exit CAESAR. Gallus, go you
along. Exit GALLUS Where's Dolabella, to second Proculeius? ALL.
Dolabella! CAESAR. Let him alone, for I remember now How he's
employ'd; he shall in time be ready. Go with me to my tent, where
you shall see How hardly I was drawn into this war, How calm and
gentle I proceeded still In all my writings. Go with me, and see
What I can show in this. Exeunt

ACT_5|SC_2 SCENE II. Alexandria. The monument

Enter CLEOPATRA, CHARMIAN, IRAS, and MARDIAN

CLEOPATRA. My desolation does begin to make A better life. 'Tis
paltry to be Caesar: Not being Fortune, he's but Fortune's knave, A
minister of her will; and it is great To do that thing that ends
all other deeds, Which shackles accidents and bolts up change,
Which sleeps, and never palates more the dug, The beggar's nurse
andCaesar's.

Enter, to the gates of the monument, PROCULEIUS, GALLUS, and
soldiers

PROCULEIUS. Caesar sends greetings to the Queen of Egypt, And
bids thee study on what fair demands Thou mean'st to have him grant
thee. CLEOPATRA. What's thy name? PROCULEIUS. My name is
Proculeius. CLEOPATRA. Antony Did tell me of you, bade me trust
you; but I do not greatly care to be deceiv'd, That have no use for
trusting. If your master Would have a queen his beggar, you must
tell him That majesty, to keep decorum, must No less beg than a
kingdom. If he please To give me conquer'd Egypt for my son, He
gives me so much of mine own as I Will kneel to him with thanks.
PROCULEIUS.Be of good cheer; Y'are fall'n into a princely hand;
fear nothing. Make your full reference freely to my lord, Who is so
full of grace that it flows over On all that need. Let me report to
him Your sweet dependency, and you shall find A conqueror that will
pray in aid for kindness Where he for grace is kneel'd to.
CLEOPATRA. Pray you tell him I am his fortune's vassal and I send
him The greatness he has got. I hourly learn A doctrine of
obedience, and would gladly Look him i' th' face. PROCULEIUS. This
I'll report, dear lady. Have comfort, for I know your plight is
pitied Of him that caus'd it. GALLUS. You see how easily she may be
surpris'd.

HerePROCULEIUS and two of the guard ascend the monument by a
ladder placed against a window, and come behind CLEOPATRA. Some of
the guard unbar and open the gates

Guard her till Caesar come. Exit IRAS. Royal Queen! CHARMIAN. O
Cleopatra! thou art taken, Queen! CLEOPATRA. Quick, quick, good
hands. [Drawing a dagger] PROCULEIUS. Hold, worthy lady, hold,
[Disarms her] Do not yourself such wrong, who are in this Reliev'd,
but not betray'd. CLEOPATRA. What, of death too, That rids our dogs
of languish? PROCULEIUS. Cleopatra, Do not abuse my master's bounty
by Th' undoing of yourself. Let the world see His nobleness well
acted, which your death Will never let come forth. CLEOPATRA. Where
art thou, death? Come hither, come! Come, come, and take a queen
Worth many babes and beggars! PROCULEIUS. O, temperance, lady!
CLEOPATRA. Sir, I will eat no meat; I'll not drink, sir; If idle
talk will once be necessary, I'll not sleep neither. This mortal
house I'll ruin, Do Caesar what he can. Know, sir, that I Will not
wait pinion'd at your master's court, Nor once be chastis'd with
the sober eye Of dull Octavia. Shall they hoist me up, And show me
to the shouting varletry Of censuring Rome? Rather a ditch in Egypt
Be gentle grave unto me! Rather on Nilus' mud Lay me stark-nak'd,
and let the water-flies Blow me into abhorring! Rather make My
country's high pyramides mygibbet, And hang me up in chains!
PROCULEIUS. You do extend These thoughts of horror further than you
shall Find cause in Caesar.

Enter DOLABELLA

DOLABELLA. Proculeius, What thou hast done thy master Caesar
knows, And he hath sent for thee. For the Queen, I'll take her to
my guard. PROCULEIUS. So, Dolabella, It shall content me best. Be
gentle to her. [To CLEOPATRA] To Caesar I will speak what you shall
please, If you'll employ me to him. CLEOPATRA. Say I would die.
Exeunt PROCULEIUS and soldiers DOLABELLA. Most noble Empress, you
have heard of me? CLEOPATRA. I cannot tell. DOLABELLA. Assuredly
you know me. CLEOPATRA. No matter, sir, what Ihave heard or known.
You laugh when boys or women tell their dreams; Is't not your
trick? DOLABELLA. I understand not, madam. CLEOPATRA. I dreamt
there was an Emperor Antony- O, such another sleep, that I might
see But such another man! DOLABELLA. If it might please ye-
CLEOPATRA. His face was as the heav'ns, and therein stuck A sun and
moon, which kept their course and lighted The little O, the earth.
DOLABELLA. Most sovereign creature- CLEOPATRA. His legs bestrid the
ocean; his rear'd arm Crested the world. His voice was propertied
As all the tuned spheres, and that to friends; But when he meant to
quail and shake the orb, He was as rattling thunder. For his
bounty, There was no winter in't; an autumn 'twas That grew the
more by reaping. His delights Were dolphin-like: they show'd his
back above The element they liv'd in. In his livery Walk'd crowns
and crownets; realms and islands were As plates dropp'd fromhis
pocket. DOLABELLA. Cleopatra- CLEOPATRA. Think you there was or
might be such a man As this I dreamt of? DOLABELLA. Gentle madam,
no. CLEOPATRA. You lie, up to the hearing of the gods. But if there
be nor ever were one such, It's past the size of drearning. Nature
wants stuff To vie strange forms with fancy; yet t' imagine An
Antony were nature's piece 'gainst fancy, Condemning shadows quite.
DOLABELLA. Hear me, good madam. Your loss is, as yourself, great;
and you bear it As answering to the weight. Would I might never
O'ertake pursu'd success, but I do feel, By the rebound of yours, a
grief that smites My very heart at root. CLEOPATRA. I thank you,
sir. Know you what Caesar means to do with me? DOLABELLA. I am
loath to tell you what I would you knew. CLEOPATRA. Nay, pray you,
sir. DOLABELLA. Though he be honourable- CLEOPATRA. He'll lead me,
then, in triumph? DOLABELLA. Madam, he will.I know't. [Flourish]
[Within: 'Make way there-Caesar!']

Enter CAESAR; GALLUS, PROCULEIUS, MAECENAS, SELEUCUS, and others
of his train

CAESAR. Which is the Queen of Egypt? DOLABELLA. It is the
Emperor, madam. [CLEOPATPA kneels] CAESAR. Arise, you shall not
kneel. I pray you, rise; rise, Egypt. CLEOPATRA. Sir, the gods Will
have it thus; my master and my lord I must obey. CAESAR. Take to
you no hard thoughts. The recordof what injuries you did us, Though
written in our flesh, we shall remember As things but done by
chance. CLEOPATRA. Sole sir o' th' world, I cannot project mine own
cause so well To make it clear, but do confess I have Been laden
with like frailties which before Have often sham'd our sex. CAESAR.
Cleopatra, know We will extenuate rather than enforce. If you apply
yourself to our intents- Which towards you are most gentle- you
shall find A benefit in this change; but if you seek To lay on me a
cruelty by taking Antony's course, you shall bereave yourself Of my
good purposes, and put your children To that destruction which I'll
guard them from, If thereon you rely. I'll take my leave.
CLEOPATRA. And may, through all the world. 'Tis yours, and we, Your
scutcheons and your signs of conquest, shall Hang in what place you
please. Here, my good lord. CAESAR. You shall advise me in all for
Cleopatra. CLEOPATRA. This is the brief of money, plate, and
jewels, I am possess'd of. 'Tis exactly valued, Not petty things
admitted. Where's Seleucus? SELEUCUS. Here, madam. CLEOPATRA. This
is my treasurer; let him speak, my lord, Upon his peril, that I
have reserv'd To myself nothing. Speak the truth, Seleucus.
SELEUCUS. Madam, I had rather seal my lips than to my peril Speak
that which is not. CLEOPATRA. What have I kept back? SELEUCUS.
Enough to purchase what you have made known. CAESAR. Nay, blush
not, Cleopatra; I approve Your wisdom in the deed. CLEOPATRA. See,
Caesar! O, behold, How pomp is followed! Mine will now be yours;
And, should we shift estates, yours would be mine. The ingratitude
of this Seleucus does Even make me wild. O slave, of no more trust
Than love that's hir'd! What, goest thou back? Thou shalt Go back,
I warrant thee; but I'll catch thine eyes Though they had wings.
Slave, soulless villain, dog! O rarely base! CAESAR. Good Queen,
let us entreat you. CLEOPATRA. O Caesar, what a wounding shame is
this, That thou vouchsafing here to visit me, Doing the honour of
thy lordliness To one so meek, that mine own servantshould Parcel
the sum of my disgraces by Addition of his envy! Say, good Caesar,
That I some lady trifles have reserv'd, Immoment toys, things of
such dignity As we greet modern friends withal; and say Some nobler
token I have kept apart For Livia and Octavia, to induce Their
mediation- must I be unfolded With one that I have bred? The gods!
It smites me Beneath the fall I have. [To SELEUCUS] Prithee go
hence; Or I shall show the cinders of my spirits Through th' ashes
of my chance. Wert thou a man, Thou wouldst have mercy on me.
CAESAR. Forbear, Seleucus. Exit SELEUCUS CLEOPATRA. Be it known
that we, the greatest, are misthought For things that others do;
and when we fall We answer others' merits in our name, Are
therefore to be pitied. CAESAR. Cleopatra, Not what you have
reserv'd, nor what acknowledg'd, Put we i' th' roll of conquest.
Still be't yours, Bestow it at your pleasure; and believe Caesar's
no merchant, to make prize with you Of things that merchants sold.
Therefore be cheer'd; Make not your thoughts your prisons. No, dear
Queen; For we intend so to dispose you as Yourself shall give us
counsel. Feed and sleep. Our care and pity is so much upon you That
we remain your friend; and so, adieu. CLEOPATRA. My master and my
lord! CAESAR. Not so. Adieu. Flourish. Exeunt CAESAR and his train
CLEOPATRA. He words me, girls, hewords me, that I should not Be
noble to myself. But hark thee, Charmian! [Whispers CHARMIAN] IRAS.
Finish, good lady; the bright day is done, And we are for the dark.
CLEOPATRA. Hie thee again. I have spoke already, and it is
provided; Go put it to the haste. CHARMIAN. Madam, I will.

Re-enter DOLABELLA

DOLABELLA. Where's the Queen? CHARMIAN. Behold, sir. Exit
CLEOPATRA. Dolabella! DOLABELLA. Madam, as thereto sworn by your
command, Which my love makes religion to obey, I tell you this:
Caesar through Syria Intends his journey, and within three days You
with your children will he send before. Make your best use of this;
I have perform'd Your pleasure and my promise. CLEOPATRA.
Dolabella, I shall remain your debtor. DOLABELLA. I your servant.
Adieu, good Queen; I must attend on Caesar. CLEOPATRA. Farewell,
and thanks. Exit DOLABELLA Now, Iras, what think'st thou? Thouan
Egyptian puppet shall be shown In Rome as well as I. Mechanic
slaves, With greasy aprons, rules, and hammers, shall Uplift us to
the view; in their thick breaths, Rank of gross diet, shall we be
enclouded, And forc'd to drink their vapour. IRAS. The gods forbid!
CLEOPATRA. Nay, 'tis most certain, Iras. Saucy lictors Will catch
at us like strumpets, and scald rhymers Ballad us out o' tune; the
quick comedians Extemporally will stage us, and present Our
Alexandrian revels; Antony Shall be brought drunken forth, and I
shall see Some squeaking Cleopatra boy my greatness I' th' posture
of a whore. IRAS. O the good gods! CLEOPATRA. Nay, that's certain.
IRAS. I'll never see't, for I am sure mine nails Are stronger than
mine eyes. CLEOPATRA. Why, that's the way To fool their preparation
and to conquer Their most absurd intents.

Enter CHARMIAN

Now, Charmian! Show me, my women, like a queen. Go fetch My best
attires. I am again for Cydnus, To meet Mark Antony. Sirrah, Iras,
go. Now, noble Charmian, we'll dispatch indeed; And when thou hast
done this chare, I'll give thee leave To play till doomsday. Bring
our crown and all. Exit IRAS. A noise within Wherefore's this
noise?

Enter a GUARDSMAN

GUARDSMAN. Here is a rural fellow That will not be denied your
Highness' presence. He brings you figs. CLEOPATRA. Let him come in.
Exit GUARDSMAN What poor an instrument May do a noble deed! He
brings me liberty. My resolution's plac'd, and I have nothing Of
woman in me. Now from head to foot I am marble-constant; now the
fleeting moon No planet is of mine.

Re-enter GUARDSMAN and CLOWN, with a basket

GUARDSMAN. This is the man. CLEOPATRA. Avoid, and leave him.
Exit GUARDSMAN Hast thou the pretty worm of Nilus there That kills
and pains not? CLOWN. Truly, I have him. But I would not be the
party that should desire you to touch him, for his biting is
immortal; those that do die of it do seldom or never recover.
CLEOPATRA. Remember'st thou any that have died on't? CLOWN. Very
many, men and womentoo. I heard of one of them no longer than
yesterday: a very honest woman, but something given to lie, as a
woman should not do but in the way of honesty; how she died of the
biting of it, what pain she felt- truly she makes a very goodreport
o' th' worm. But he that will believe all that they say shall never
be saved by half that they do. But this is most falliable, the
worm's an odd worm. CLEOPATRA. Get thee hence; farewell. CLOWN. I
wish you all joy of the worm. [Sets down the basket] CLEOPATRA.
Farewell. CLOWN. You must think this, look you, that the worm will
do his kind. CLEOPATRA. Ay, ay; farewell. CLOWN. Look you, the worm
is not to be trusted but inthe keeping of wise people; for indeed
there is no goodness in the worm. CLEOPATRA. Take thou no care; it
shall be heeded. CLOWN. Very good. Give it nothing, I pray you, for
it is not worth the feeding. CLEOPATRA. Will it eat me? CLOWN. You
must not think I am so simple but I know the devil himself will not
eat a woman. I know that a woman is a dish for the gods, if the
devil dress her not. But truly, these same whoreson devils do the
gods great harm in their women, forin every ten that they make the
devils mar five. CLEOPATRA. Well, get thee gone; farewell. CLOWN.
Yes, forsooth. I wish you joy o' th' worm. Exit

Re-enter IRAS, with a robe, crown, &c.

CLEOPATRA. Give me my robe, put on my crown; I have Immortal
longings in me. Now no more The juice of Egypt's grape shall moist
this lip. Yare, yare, good Iras; quick. Methinks I hear Antony
call. I see him rouse himself To praise my noble act. I hear him
mock The luck of Caesar, which the gods give men To excuse their
after wrath. Husband, I come. Now to that name my courage prove my
title! I am fire and air; my other elements I give to baser life.
So, have you done? Come then, and take the last warmth of mylips.
Farewell, kind Charmian. Iras, long farewell. [Kisses them. IRAS
falls and dies] Have I the aspic in my lips? Dost fall? If thus
thou and nature can so gently part, The stroke of death is as a
lover's pinch, Which hurts and is desir'd. Dost thou lie still? If
thou vanishest, thou tell'st the world It is not worth
leave-taking. CHARMIAN. Dissolve, thick cloud, and rain, that I may
say The gods themselves do weep. CLEOPATRA. This proves me base. If
she first meet the curled Antony, He'll make demand of her, and
spend that kiss Which is my heaven to have. Come, thou mortal
wretch, [To an asp, which she applies to her breast] With thy sharp
teeth this knot intrinsicate Of life at once untie. Poor venomous
fool, Be angry and dispatch. O couldst thou speak, That I might
hear thee call great Caesar ass Unpolicied! CHARMIAN. O Eastern
star! CLEOPATRA. Peace, peace! Dost thou not see my baby at my
breast That sucks the nurse asleep? CHARMIAN. O, break! O, break!
CLEOPATRA. As sweet as balm, as soft as air, as gentle- O Antony!
Nay, I will take thee too: [Applying another asp to her arm] What
should I stay- [Dies] CHARMIAN. In this vile world? So, fare thee
well. Now boast thee, death, in thy possession lies A lass
unparallel'd. Downy windows, close; And golden Phoebus never be
beheld Of eyes again so royal! Your crown's awry; I'll mend it and
then play-

Enter the guard, rushing in

FIRST GUARD. Where's the Queen? CHARMIAN. Speak softly, wake her
not. FIRST GUARD. Caesar hath sent- CHARMIAN. Too slow a messenger.
[Applies an asp] O, come apace, dispatch. I partly feel thee. FIRST
GUARD. Approach, ho! All's not well: Caesar's beguil'd. SECOND
GUARD. There's Dolabella sent from Caesar; call him. FIRST GUARD.
What work is here! Charmian, is this well done? CHARMIAN. It is
well done, and fitting for a princes Descended of so many royal
kings. Ah, soldier! [CHARMIAN dies]

Re-enter DOLABELLA

DOLABELLA. How goes it here? SECOND GUARD. All dead. DOLABELLA.
Caesar, thy thoughts Touch their effectsin this. Thyself art coming
To see perform'd the dreaded act which thou So sought'st to hinder.
[Within: 'A way there, a way for Caesar!']

Re-enter CAESAR and all his train

DOLABELLA. O sir, you are too sure an augurer: That you did fear
is done. CAESAR. Bravest at the last, She levell'd at our purposes,
and being royal, Took her own way. The manner of their deaths? I do
not see them bleed. DOLABELLA. Who was last with them? FIRST GUARD.
A simple countryman that brought her figs. This was his basket.
CAESAR. Poison'd then. FIRST GUARD. O Caesar, This Charmian liv'd
but now; she stood and spake. I found her trimming up the diadem On
her dead mistress. Tremblingly she stood, And on the sudden
dropp'd. CAESAR. O noble weakness! If they had swallow'd poison
'twould appear By external swelling; but she looks like sleep, As
she would catch another Antony In her strong toil of grace.
DOLABELLA. Here on her breast There is a vent of blood, and
something blown; The like is on her arm. FIRST GUARD. This is an
aspic's trail; and these fig-leaves Have slime upon them, such as
th' aspic leaves Upon the caves of Nile. CAESAR. Most probable That
so she died; for her physician tells me She hath pursu'd
conclusions infinite Of easy ways to die. Take up her bed, And bear
her women from the monument. She shall be buried by her Antony; No
grave upon the earth shall clip in it A pair so famous. High events
as these Strike those that make them; and their story is No less in
pity than his glory which Brought them to be lamented. Our army
shall In solemn show attendthis funeral, And then to Rome. Come,
Dolabella, see High order in this great solemnity. Exeunt

THE END
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SCENE: OLIVER'S house; FREDERICK'S
court; and the Forest of Arden

ACT I. SCENE I. Orchard of
OLIVER'S house

Enter ORLANDO and ADAM

ORLANDO. As I remember, Adam, it
was upon this fashion bequeathed me by will but poor a thousand
crowns, and, as thou say'st, charged my brother, on his blessing,
to breed me well; and there begins my sadness. My brother Jaques he
keeps at school, and report speaks goldenlyof his profit. For my
part, he keeps me rustically at home, or, to speak more properly,
stays me here at home unkept; for call you that keeping for a
gentleman of my birth that differs not from the stalling of an ox?
His horses are bred better; for, besides that they are fair with
their feeding, they are taught their manage, and to that end riders
dearly hir'd; but I, his brother, gain nothing under him but
growth; for the which his animals on his dunghills are as much
bound to him as I. Besides this nothing that he so plentifully
gives me, the something that nature gave me his countenance seems
to take from me. He lets me feed with his hinds, bars me the place
of a brother, and as much as in him lies, mines my gentility with
my education. This is it, Adam,that grieves me; and the spirit of
my father, which I think is within me, begins to mutiny against
this servitude. I will no longer endure it, though yet I know no
wise remedy how to avoid it.

Enter OLIVER

ADAM. Yonder comes my master, your
brother. ORLANDO. Go apart, Adam, and thou shalt hear how he will
shake me up. [ADAM retires] OLIVER. Now, sir! what make you here?
ORLANDO. Nothing; I am not taught to make any thing. OLIVER. What
mar you then, sir? ORLANDO. Marry, sir, I am helping you to mar
that which God made, a poor unworthy brother of yours, with
idleness. OLIVER. Marry, sir, be better employed, and be nought
awhile. ORLANDO. Shall I keep your hogs, and eat husks with them?
What prodigal portion have I spent that I should come to such
penury? OLIVER. Know you where you are, sir? ORLANDO. O, sir, very
well; here in your orchard. OLIVER. Know you before whom, sir?
ORLANDO. Ay, better than him I am before knows me. I know you are
my eldest brother; and in the gentle condition of blood, you should
so know me. The courtesy of nations allows you my better in that
you are the first-born; but the same tradition takes not away my
blood, were there twenty brothers betwixt us. I have as much of my
father in me as you, albeit I confess your coming before me is
nearer to his reverence. OLIVER. What, boy! [Strikes him] ORLANDO.
Come, come, elder brother, you are too young in this. OLIVER. Wilt
thou lay hands on me, villain? ORLANDO. I am no villain; I am the
youngest son of Sir Rowland de Boys. He was my father; and he is
thrice a villain that says such a father begot villains. Wert thou
not my brother, I would not take this hand from thythroat till this
other had pull'd out thy tongue for saying so. Thou has rail'd on
thyself. ADAM. [Coming forward] Sweet masters, be patient; for your
father's remembrance, be at accord. OLIVER. Let me go, I say.
ORLANDO. I will not, till I please; you shall hear me. My father
charg'd you in his will to give me good education: you have train'd
me like a peasant, obscuring and hiding from me all gentleman-like
qualities. The spirit of my father grows strong in me, andI will no
longer endure it; therefore allow me such exercises as may become a
gentleman, or give me the poor allottery my father left me by
testament; with that I will go buy my fortunes. OLIVER. And what
wilt thou do? Beg, when that is spent? Well, sir, get you in. I
will not long be troubled with you; you shall have some part of
your will. I pray you leave me. ORLANDO. I no further offend you
than becomes me for my good. OLIVER. Get you with him, you old dog.
ADAM. Is'old dog' my reward? Most true, I have lost my teeth in
your service. God be with my old master! He would not have spoke
such a word. Exeunt ORLANDO and ADAM OLIVER. Is it even so? Begin
you to grow upon me? I will physic your rankness, and yet give no
thousand crowns neither. Holla, Dennis!

Enter DENNIS

DENNIS. Calls your worship? OLIVER.
not Charles, the Duke's wrestler, here to speak with me? DENNIS. So
please you, he is here at thedoor and importunes access to you.
OLIVER. Call him in. [Exit DENNIS] 'Twill be a good way; and
to-morrow the wrestling is.

Enter CHARLES

CHARLES. Good morrow to your
worship. OLIVER. Good Monsieur Charles! What's the new news at the
new court? CHARLES. There's no news at the court, sir, but the old
news; that is, the old Duke is banished by his younger brother the
new Duke; and three or four loving lords have put themselves into
voluntary exile with him, whose lands and revenues enrich the new
Duke; therefore he gives them good leave to wander. OLIVER. Can you
tell if Rosalind, the Duke's daughter, be banished with her father?
CHARLES. O, no; for the Duke's daughter, her cousin, so loves her,
being ever from their cradles bred together, that she would have
followed her exile, or have died to stay behind her. She is at the
court, and no less beloved of her uncle than his own daughter; and
never two ladies loved as they do. OLIVER. Where will the old Duke
live? CHARLES. They say he is already in the Forest of Arden, and a
many merry men with him; and there they live like the old Robin
Hood of England. They say many young gentlemen flock to him every
day, and fleetthe time carelessly, as they did in the golden world.
OLIVER. What, you wrestle to-morrow before the new Duke? 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 disguis'd against me to try
a fall. To-morrow, 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, foryour love, I would be
loath to foil him, as I must, 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 stay him from his intendment, or
brook such disgrace well as he shall run into, in that it is thing
of his own search and altogether against my will. OLIVER. Charles,
I thank thee for thy love to me, which thou shalt find I will most
kindly requite. I had myself notice of my brother's purposeherein,
and have by underhand means laboured to dissuade him from it; but
he is resolute. I'll tell thee, Charles, it is the stubbornest
young fellow of France; full of ambition, an envious emulator of
every man's good parts, a secret and villainous contriver against
me his natural brother. Therefore use thy discretion: I had as lief
thou didst break his neck as his finger. And thou wert best look
to't; for if thou dost him any slight disgrace, or if he do not
mightily grace himself on thee, he will practise against thee by
poison, entrap thee by some treacherous device, and never leave
thee till he hath ta'en thy life by some indirect means or other;
for, I assure thee, and almost with tears I speak it, there is not
one so young and so villainous this day living. I speak but
brotherly of him; but should I anatomize him to thee as he is, I
must blush and weep, and thou must look pale and wonder. CHARLES. I
am heartily glad 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 wrestle
for prize more. And so, God keep your worship! Exit OLIVER.
Farewell, good Charles. Now will Istir this gamester. I hope I
shall see an end of him; for my soul, yet I know not why, hates
nothing more than he. Yet he's gentle; never school'd and yet
learned; full of noble device; of all sorts enchantingly beloved;
and, indeed, so much in the heart of the world, and especially of
my own people, who best know him, that I am altogether misprised.
But it shall not be so long; this wrestler shall clear 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 ROSALIND and CELIA

CELIA. I pray thee, Rosalind, sweet my coz, bemerry. ROSALIND.
Dear Celia, I show more mirth than I ammistress of; and would you
yet I weremerrier? Unless youcould teach me toforget a banished
father, you must not learnme how to remember any
extraordinarypleasure. CELIA. Herein I see thou lov'st me not
withthe full weight that I love thee. If myuncle, thy banished
father, had banishedthy uncle, the Duke my father, so thou
hadstbeen still with me, I could have taught mylove to take thy
father for mine; sowouldst thou, if the truth of thy love to mewere
so righteously temper'd as mine is tothee. ROSALIND. Well,I will
forget the condition of myestate, to rejoice inyours. CELIA. You
know my father hath no child but I,nor none is like to have; and,
truly, whenhe dies thou shalt be his heir; for what hehath taken
away from thy father perforce,I will renderthee again in affection.
By mine honour, Iwill; and when I break that oath, let meturn
monster; therefore, my sweet Rose, mydear Rose, be merry.
ROSALIND.From henceforth I will, coz, and devisesports. Let me
see;what think you of fallingin love? CELIA. Marry, I prithee, do,
to make sportwithal; but love no man in good earnest, norno further
in sport neither than withsafety of a pure blush thou mayst in
honourcome off again. ROSALIND. What shall be our sport,then?
CELIA. Let us sit and mock the good housewifeFortune from her
wheel, that her gifts mayhenceforth be bestowed equally. ROSALIND.
I would wecould do so; for her benefits aremightily misplaced;and
the bountiful blindwoman doth most mistake in her gifts towomen.
CELIA. 'Tis true; for those that she makes fairshe scarce makes
honest; and those that shemakes honest she makesvery
ill-favouredly. ROSALIND.Nay; now thou goest from Fortune's office
toNature's: Fortune reigns in gifts of theworld, not in the
lineaments of Nature.

Enter TOUCHSTONE

CELIA. No; when Nature hath made a fair creature, may she notby
Fortune fall into the fire? Though Naturehath given us wit to flout
at Fortune, hathnot Fortune sent in this fool to cut off
theargument? ROSALIND. Indeed, there is Fortune too hardfor Nature,
when Fortune makes Nature'snatural the cutter-off of Nature's wit.
CELIA.Peradventurethis is not Fortune's work neither,but Nature's,
who perceiveth our naturalwits too dull to reason of such
goddesses,and hath sent this natural for our whetstone;for always
the dullness of the fool is thewhetstone of the wits. How now, wit!
Whitherwander you? TOUCHSTONE. Mistress, you must come away toyour
father. CELIA. Were you made themessenger? TOUCHSTONE. No, by mine
honour; but I was bidto come for you. ROSALIND. Where learned you
that oath,fool? TOUCHSTONE. Of a certain knight that swore by
hishonour they were good pancakes, and swore byhis honour the
mustard was naught. Now I'llstand to it, the pancakes were naught
and themustard was good, and yet was not the knightforsworn.
CELIA.How prove you that, in the great heap ofyour knowledge?
ROSALIND. Ay, marry, now unmuzzle yourwisdom. TOUCHSTONE. Stand you
both forth now: strokeyour chins, and swear by your beards that Iam
a knave. CELIA. By our beards, if we had them,thouart. TOUCHSTONE.
By my knavery, if I had it, then Iwere. But if you swear by that
that not, youare not forsworn; no more was this knight,swearing by
his honour, for he never had any; or ifhe had, he had sworn it away
before everhesaw those pancackes or thatmustard. CELIA. Prithee,
who is't that thoumean'st? TOUCHSTONE. One that old Frederick,
yourfather, loves. CELIA. My father's love is enough tohonour him.
Enough, speak no more of him;you'll be whipt for taxation one of
thesedays. TOUCHSTONE. The more pity that fools may not speakwisely
what wise men dofoolishly. CELIA. By my troth, thou sayest true;
forsince the little wit that fools have wassilenced, the little
foolery that wise menhave makes a great show. Here comes MonsieurLe
Beau.

Enter LE BEAU

ROSALIND. With his mouth full of news. CELIA. Whichhe will put
on us as pigeons feed their young. ROSALIND.Then shall we be
news-cramm'd. CELIA. All the better; weshall be the more
marketable. Bonjour, Monsieur Le Beau. What's thenews? LE BEAU.
Fair Princess, you have lost much goodsport. CELIA. Sport! of what
colour? LE BEAU.What colour, madam? How shall I answer you?
ROSALIND. Aswit and fortune will. TOUCHSTONE. Or as the
Destiniesdecrees. CELIA. Well said; that was laid on with atrowel.
TOUCHSTONE. Nay, if I keep not myrank- ROSALIND. Thou losest thy
old smell. LEBEAU. You amaze me, ladies. I would have told you
ofgood wrestling, which you have lost thesight of. ROSALIND. Yet
tell us the manner of thewrestling. LE BEAU. I will tell you the
beginning, and,if it please your ladyships, you may seetheend; for
the best is yet to do; and here,where you are, they are coming to
perform it. CELIA.Well, the beginning, that is dead and buried. LE
BEAU.There comes an old man and his three sons- CELIA. Icould match
this beginning with an old tale. LE BEAU.Three proper young men, of
excellent growth andpresence. ROSALIND. With bills on their necks:
'Be itknown unto all men by thesepresents'- LE BEAU. The eldest of
the three wrestledwith Charles, the Duke's wrestler;whichCharles in
a moment threw him, and broke threeof his ribs, that there is
little hope oflife in him. So he serv'd the second, and sothe
third. Yonder they lie; the poor oldman, their father, making such
pitiful doleover them that all the beholders take hispart with
weeping. ROSALIND.Alas! TOUCHSTONE. But what is the sport,
monsieur, thatthe ladies have lost? LE BEAU.Why, this that I speak
of. TOUCHSTONE. Thus men may growwiser every day. It is the first
time thatever I heard breaking of ribs was sport forladies. CELIA.
Or I, I promisethee. ROSALIND. But is there any else longs to see
thisbroken music in his sides? Is there yetanother dotes upon
rib-breaking? Shallwe see this wrestling,cousin? LEBEAU. You must,
if you stay here; for here is theplace appointed for the wrestling,
and theyare ready to perform it. CELIA. Yonder, sure, they
arecoming. Let us now stay and see it.

Flourish. Enter DUKE FREDERICK,LORDS,ORLANDO, CHARLES,and
ATTENDANTS

FREDERICK. Come on; since the youth will not be entreated,
hisown peril on hisforwardness. ROSALIND. Is yonder the man?
LEBEAU. Even he, madam. CELIA. Alas, he is too young; yethe looks
successfully. FREDERICK. How now, daughter andcousin! Are you crept
hither to see thewrestling? ROSALIND. Ay, my liege; so please you
give usleave. FREDERICK. You will take little delight in it, Ican
tell you, there is such oddsin the man.In pity of the challenger's
youth I wouldfain dissuade him, but he will not be entreated.
Speakto him, ladies; see if you can movehim. CELIA. Call him
hither, good Monsieur LeBeau. FREDERICK. Do so; I'll not beby.
[DUKEFREDERICK goes apart] LE BEAU. Monsieur the Challenger,the
Princess calls for you. ORLANDO. I attend them withall respect and
duty. ROSALIND. Young man, have youchalleng'd Charles the wrestler?
ORLANDO. No, fairPrincess; he is the general challenger. Icome but
in, as others do, to try with himthe strength of my youth. CELIA.
Young gentleman, yourspirits are too bold for your years. Youhave
seen cruel proof of this man's strength; if yousaw yourself with
your eyes, or knewyourself with your judgment, the fear ofyour
adventure would counsel you to a moreequal enterprise. We pray you,
for your ownsake, to embrace your own safety and giveover this
attempt. ROSALIND.Do, young sir; yourreputation shall not therefore
be misprised:we will make it our suit to the Duke thatthe wrestling
might not goforward. ORLANDO. I beseech you, punish me not with
yourhard thoughts, wherein I confess me muchguilty to deny so fair
and excellent ladiesany thing. But let your fair eyes and gentle
wishesgo with me to my trial; wherein if I befoil'd there is but
one sham'd that wasnever gracious; if kill'd, but one dead thatis
willing to be so.I shall do my friends nowrong, for I have none to
lament me; theworld no injury, for in it I have nothing;only in the
world I fill up a place, whichmay be better supplied when I have
made itempty. ROSALIND. The little strength thatI have, I wouldit
were with you. CELIA. And mineto eke out hers. ROSALIND. Fare you
well. Pray heaven Ibe deceiv'd in you! CELIA. Your heart's desires
be withyou! CHARLES. Come, where is this young gallant that isso
desirous to lie with his motherearth? ORLANDO. Ready, sir; but his
will hath in it amore modest working. FREDERICK. You shall try but
onefall. CHARLES. No, I warrant your Grace, you shall notentreat
him to a second, that have somightily persuaded him from a first.
ORLANDO. You meanto mock me after; you should not have mock'dme
before; but come yourways. ROSALIND. Now, Hercules be thy speed,
youngman! CELIA. I would I were invisible, tocatch the strongfellow
by the leg. [Theywrestle] ROSALIND. O excellent youngman! CELIA. If
I had a thunderbolt in mine eye, I cantell whoshould down.
[CHARLESis thrown. Shout] FREDERICK. No more, nomore. ORLANDO. Yes,
I beseech your Grace; I am not yetwell breath'd. FREDERICK. How
dost thou,Charles? LE BEAU. He cannot speak, mylord. FREDERICK.
Bear him away. What is thy name, youngman? ORLANDO. Orlando, my
liege; the youngest son of SirRowland de Boys. FREDERICK. Iwould
thou hadst been son to some manelse. The world esteem'd thy
fatherhonourable, But I did find him still mineenemy. Thou shouldst
have better pleas'd mewith this deed, Hadst thou descended
fromanother house. But fare thee well; thou arta gallant youth; I
would thou hadst told meof anotherfather. ExeuntDUKE, train, and LE
BEAU CELIA. Were I my father, coz,would I do this? ORLANDO. I am
more proud to be SirRowland's son, His youngest son- and wouldnot
change that calling To be adopted heirto Frederick. ROSALIND. My
father lov'd Sir Rowland ashis soul, And all the world was of
myfather's mind; Had I before known this youngman his son, I should
have given him tearsunto entreaties Ere he should thus
haveventur'd. CELIA. Gentlecousin, Let us go thank him, and
encouragehim; My father's rough and enviousdisposition Sticks me at
heart. Sir, youhave well deserv'd; If you do keep yourpromises in
love But justly as you haveexceeded all promise, Your mistress
shall behappy. ROSALIND. Gentleman, [Giving him a chain from
herneck] Wear this for me; one out of suitswith fortune, That could
give more, but thather hand lacks means. Shall we go,coz? CELIA.
Ay. Fare you well, fairgentleman. ORLANDO. Can I not say 'I thank
you'? Mybetter parts Are all thrown down; and thatwhich here stands
up Is but a quintain, amere lifeless block. ROSALIND. He calls us
back. Mypride fell with my fortunes; I'll ask himwhat he would. Did
you call, sir? Sir, youhave wrestled well, andoverthrown More
thanyour enemies. CELIA. Will you go,coz? ROSALIND. Have with you.
Fare youwell. ExeuntROSALIND and CELIA ORLANDO. What passion hangs
theseweights upon my tongue? I cannot speak toher, yet she urg'd
conference. O poorOrlando, thou art overthrown! Or Charles
orsomething weaker masters thee.

Re-enter LE BEAU

LE BEAU. Good sir, I do in friendship counselyou To leave this
place. Albeit you havedeserv'd High commendation, true applause,and
love, Yet such is now the Duke'scondition That he misconstrues all
that youhave done. The Duke is humorous; what he is,indeed, More
suits you to conceive than I tospeak of. ORLANDO. I thank you,sir;
and pray you tell methis: Which of the two was daughter of theDuke
That here was at thewrestling? LE BEAU. Neither his daughter, if we
judge bymanners; But yet, indeed, the smaller is hisdaughter; The
other is daughter tothebanish'd Duke, And here detain'd by
herusurping uncle, To keep his daughtercompany; whose loves Are
dearer than thenatural bond of sisters. But I can tell youthat of
late this Duke Hath ta'endispleasure 'gainst hisgentleniece,
Grounded upon no otherargument But that the people praise her
forher virtues And pity her for her goodfather's sake; And, on my
life, his malice'gainst the lady Will suddenly break forth.Sir,
fare you well. Hereafter, in a betterworld than this, I shall
desire more loveand knowledge of you. ORLANDO. I rest much bounden
toyou; fare youwell. ExitLE BEAU Thus must I from the smoke into
thesmother; From tyrant Duke unto a tyrantbrother. But heavenly
Rosalind! Exit




  SCENE III. The DUKE's palace
Enter CELIA and ROSALIND

CELIA. Why, cousin! why, Rosalind! Cupid havemercy! Not a word?
ROSALIND. Notone to throw at a dog. CELIA. No, thy words are
tooprecious to be cast away upon curs; throwsome of them at me;
come, lame me withreasons. ROSALIND. Then there were two cousins
laid up,when the one should be lam'd with reasonsand the other mad
without any. CELIA. But is all thisfor your father? ROSALIND. No,
some of it is for mychild's father. O, how full of briers isthis
working-day world! CELIA. They are but burs,cousin, thrown upon
thee in holiday foolery;if we walk not in the trodden paths, our
verypetticoats will catchthem. ROSALIND. I could shake them off my
coat: theseburs are in my heart. CELIA. Hemthem away. ROSALIND. I
would try, if I could cry 'hem'and have him. CELIA. Come, come,
wrestle with thyaffections. ROSALIND. O, they take the part of a
betterwrestler than myself. CELIA. O, a good wish upon you!You will
try in time, in despite of a fall.But, turning these jests out of
service, let us talkin good earnest. Is it possible, on such
asudden, you should fall into so strong aliking with old Sir
Rowland's youngest son? ROSALIND.The Duke my father lov'd his
father dearly. CELIA. Dothit therefore ensue that you should love
his sondearly? By this kind of chase Ishould hatehim, for my father
hated his father dearly;yet I hate not Orlando. ROSALIND. No,
faith, hate himnot, for my sake. CELIA. Why should I not? Doth he
notdeserve well?

Enter DUKE FREDERICK, with LORDS

ROSALIND. Let me love him for that; and do you love him becauseI
do. Look, here comes theDuke. CELIA. With his eyes full ofanger.
FREDERICK. Mistress, dispatch you with yoursafest haste, And get
you from ourcourt. ROSALIND. Me, uncle? FREDERICK. You,cousin.
Within these ten days if that thoubeest found So near our public
court astwenty miles, Thou diest forit. ROSALIND. I do beseech
yourGrace, Let me the knowledge of my fault bearwith me. If with
myself I holdintelligence, Or have acquaintance with mineown
desires; If that I do not dream, or benot frantic- As I do trust I
am not- then,dear uncle, Never so much as in a thoughtunborn Did I
offend yourHighness. FREDERICK. Thus do alltraitors; If their
purgation did consist inwords, They are as innocent as graceitself.
Let it suffice thee that I trustthee not. ROSALIND. Yet your
mistrust cannot make me atraitor. Tell me whereon the
likelihooddepends. FREDERICK. Thou art thy father's
daughter;there's enough. ROSALIND. SO was I when your Highnesstook
his dukedom; So was I when yourHighness banish'd him. Treason is
notinherited, my lord; Or, if we did derive itfrom our friends,
What's that to me? Myfather was no traitor. Then, good my
liege,mistake me not so much To think my povertyis treacherous.
CELIA. Dear sovereign, hear mespeak. FREDERICK. Ay, Celia; we
stay'd her for yoursake, Else had she with her father rang'dalong.
CELIA. I did not then entreat to have herstay; It was your
pleasure, and your ownremorse; I was too young that time to
valueher, But now I know her. If she be atraitor, Why so am I: we
still have slepttogether, Rose at an instant, learn'd,play'd, eat
together; And wheresoe'er wewent, like Juno's swans, Still we
wentcoupled and inseparable. FREDERICK. She is too subtlefor thee;
and her smoothness, Her verysilence and her patience, Speak
tothepeople, and they pity her. Thou art a fool.She robs thee of
thy name; And thou wiltshow more bright and seem more virtuous
Whenshe is gone. Then open not thy lips. Firmand irrevocable is my
doom Which I havepass'd upon her; she is banish'd. CELIA. Pronounce
thatsentence, then, on me, my liege; I cannotlive out of her
company. FREDERICK. You are a fool. You,niece, provide yourself. If
you outstay thetime, upon mine honour, And in the greatnessof
myword, youdie. ExeuntDUKE and LORDS CELIA. O my poor Rosalind!
Whither wiltthou go? Wilt thou change fathers? I willgive thee
mine. I charge thee be not thoumore griev'd than I am. ROSALIND.I
have morecause. CELIA. Thou hast not,cousin. Prithee be cheerful.
Know'st thounot the Duke Hath banish'd me, hisdaughter? ROSALIND.
That he hath not. CELIA.No, hath not? Rosalind lacks, then, thelove
Which teacheth thee thatthou and I amone. Shall we be sund'red?
Shall we part,sweet girl? No; let my father seek anotherheir.
Therefore devise with me how we mayfly, Whither to go, and what to
bear withus; And do not seek to take your charge uponyou, To bear
your griefs yourself, and leaveme out; For, by this heaven, now at
oursorrows pale, Say what thou canst, I'll goalong with thee.
ROSALIND. Why, whither shall wego? CELIA. To seek my uncle in the
Forest ofArden. ROSALIND. Alas, what danger will it be tous, Maids
as we are, to travel forth sofar! Beauty provoketh thieves sooner
thangold. CELIA. I'll put myself in poor and meanattire, And with a
kind of umber smirch myface; The like do you; so shall we
passalong, And never stirassailants. ROSALIND. Were it notbetter,
Because that I am more than commontall, That I did suit me all
points like aman? A gallant curtle-axe upon mythigh, A boar spear
in my hand; and- in myheart Lie there what hidden woman's fearthere
will- We'll have a swashing and amartial outside, As many other
mannishcowards have That do outface it with theirsemblances. CELIA.
What shall I call thee when thou arta man? ROSALIND. I'll have no
worse a name than Jove'sown page, And therefore look you call
meGanymede. But what will you becall'd? CELIA. Something that hath
a reference to mystate: No longer Celia, butAliena. ROSALIND. But,
cousin, what if we assay'd tosteal The clownish fool out of your
father'scourt? Would he not be a comfort to ourtravel? CELIA. He'll
go along o'er the wide world withme; Leave me alone to woo him.
Let'saway, And get our jewels and our wealthtogether; Devise the
fittest time and safestway To hide us from pursuit that will bemade
After my flight. Now go we incontent To liberty, and not to
banishment.Exeunt
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ACT II. SCENEI. The Forest of Arden

Enter DUKE SENIOR, AMIENS, and two or three LORDS,
likeforesters

DUKE SENIOR. Now, my co-mates and brothers inexile, Hath not old
custom made this lifemore sweet Than that of painted pomp? Arenot
these woods More free from peril thanthe envious court? Here feel
we not thepenalty of Adam, The seasons' difference; asthe icy fang
And churlish chiding of thewinter's wind, Which when it bites and
blowsupon my body, Even till I shrink with cold,I smile and say
'This is no flattery; theseare counsellors That feelingly persuade
mewhat I am.' Sweet are the uses ofadversity, Which, like the toad,
ugly andvenomous, Wears yet a precious jewel in hishead; And
thisour life, exempt from publichaunt, Finds tongues in trees,
books in therunning brooks, Sermons in stones, and goodin
everything. I would not changeit. AMIENS. Happy is yourGrace, That
can translate the stubbornnessof fortune Into so quiet and so sweet
astyle. DUKE SENIOR. Come, shall we go and kill usvenison? And yet
it irks me the poor dappledfools, Being native burghers of this
desertcity, Should, in their own confines, withforked heads Have
their round haunchesgor'd. FIRST LORD. Indeed, mylord, The
melancholy Jaques grieves atthat; And, in that kind, swears you do
moreusurp Than doth your brother that hathbanish'd you. To-day my
Lord of Amiens andmyself Did steal behind him as he layalong Under
an oak whose antique root peepsout Upon the brook that brawls along
thiswood! To the which place a poor sequest'redstag, That from the
hunter's aim had ta'en ahurt, Did come to languish; and,indeed,
mylord, The wretched animal heav'd forth suchgroans That their
discharge did stretch hisleathern coat Almost to bursting; and
thebig round tears Cours'd one another down hisinnocent nose In
piteous chase; and thusthehairy fool, Much marked of the
melancholyJaques, Stood on th' extremest verge of theswift brook,
Augmenting it withtears. DUKE SENIOR. But what saidJaques? Did he
not moralize thisspectacle? FIRST LORD. O, yes, into a
thousandsimiles. First, for his weeping into theneedless stream:
'Poor deer,' quoth he 'thoumak'st a testament As worldlings do,
givingthy sum of more To that which had too much.'Then, being there
alone, Left and abandonedof his velvet friends: ''Tis right';
quothhe 'thus misery doth part The flux ofcompany.' Anon, a
careless herd, Full of thepasture, jumps along by him And never
staysto greet him. 'Ay,' quoth Jaques 'Sweep on,you fat and greasy
citizens; 'Tis just thefashion. Wherefore do you look Upon thatpoor
and broken bankrupt there?' Thus mostinvectively he pierceth
through The body ofthe country, city, court, Yea, and of thisour
life; swearing that we Are mereusurpers, tyrants, and what's worse,
Tofright the animals, and to kill them up Intheir assign'd and
native dwelling-place. DUKE SENIOR.And did you leave him in this
contemplation? SECONDLORD. We did, mylord, weeping andcommenting
Upon the sobbingdeer. DUKE SENIOR. Show me theplace; I love to cope
him in these sullenfits, For then he's full ofmatter. FIRST LORD.
I'll bring you to him straight.Exeunt




  SCENE II. The DUKE'S palace
Enter DUKE FREDERICK, with LORDS

FREDERICK. Can it be possible that no man sawthem? It cannot be;
some villains of mycourt Are of consent and sufferance inthis.
FIRST LORD. I cannot hear of any that did seeher. The ladies, her
attendants of herchamber, Saw her abed, and in the morningearly
They found the bed untreasur'd oftheir mistress. SECOND LORD. My
lord, the roynish clown,at whom so oft Your Grace was wont to
laugh,is also missing. Hisperia, the Princess'gentlewoman,
Confesses that she secretlyo'erheard Your daughter and her cousin
muchcommend The parts and graces of thewrestler That did but lately
foil the sinewyCharles; And she believes, wherever they aregone,
That youth is surely in theircompany. FREDERICK. Send to his
brother; fetch thatgallant hither. If he be absent, bring
hisbrother to me; I'll make him find him. Dothis suddenly; And let
not search andinquisition quail To bring again thesefoolish
runaways. Exeunt




  SCENE III. Before OLIVER'S house
Enter ORLANDO and ADAM, meeting

ORLANDO. Who's there? ADAM. What, my young master? Omy gentle
master! O my sweet master! O youmemory Of old Sir Rowland! Why,
what makeyou here? Why are you virtuous? Why dopeople love you? And
wherefore are yougentle, strong, and valiant? Why would yoube so
fond to overcome The bonny prizer ofthe humorousDuke? Your praise
is come tooswiftly home before you. Know you not,master, to some
kind of men Their gracesserve them but as enemies? No more do
yours.Your virtues, gentle master, Are sanctifiedand holy traitors
to you. O, what a world isthis, when what is comely Envenoms him
thatbears it! ORLANDO. Why, what's thematter? ADAM. O unhappyyouth!
Come not within these doors; withinthis roof The enemy of all your
graceslives. Your brother- no, nobrother; yet theson- Yet not the
son; I will not call himson Of him I was about to call hisfather-
Hath heard your praises; and thisnight he means To burn the lodging
where youuse to lie, And you within it. If he fail ofthat, He will
have other means to cut youoff; I overheard him and hispractices.
This is no place; this house isbut a butchery; Abhor it, fear it,
do notenter it. ORLANDO. Why, whither, Adam, wouldst thou haveme
go? ADAM. No matter whither, so you come nothere. ORLANDO. What,
wouldst thou have me go and beg myfood, Or with a base and
boist'rous swordenforce A thievish living on the commonroad? This I
must do, or know not what todo; Yet this I will not do, do how
Ican. I rather will subject me to themalice Of a diverted blood and
bloodybrother. ADAM. But do not so. I have five hundredcrowns, The
thrifty hire I sav'd under yourfather, Which I did store to be
myfoster-nurse, When service should in my oldlimbs lie lame, And
unregarded age incorners thrown. Take that, and He that doththe
ravens feed, Yea, providently caters forthe sparrow, Be comfort to
my age! Here isthe gold; All this I give you. Let me beyour
servant; Though I look old, yet I amstrong and lusty; For in my
youth I neverdid apply Hot and rebellious liquors in myblood, Nor
did not with unbashful foreheadwoo The means of
weaknessanddebility; Therefore my age is as a lustywinter, Frosty,
but kindly. Let me go withyou; I'll do the service of a youngerman
In all your business andnecessities. ORLANDO. O good old man, how
well in theeappears The constant service of the antiqueworld, When
service sweat for duty, not formeed! Thou art not for the fashion
of thesetimes, Where none will sweat but forpromotion, And having
that do choke theirservice up Even with the having; it is notso
with thee. But, poor old man, thouprun'st a rotten tree That cannot
so much asa blossom yield In lieu of all thy pains andhusbandry.
But come thy ways, we'll go alongtogether, And ere we have thy
youthful wagesspent We'll light upon some settled lowcontent. ADAM.
Master, go on; and I will followthe To the last gasp, with truth
andloyalty. From seventeen years till nowalmost four-score Here
lived I, but now livehere no more. At seventeenyears many
theirfortunes seek, But at fourscore it is toolate a week; Yet
fortune cannot recompenseme better Than to die well and not
mymaster's debtor. Exeunt




  SCENE IV. The Forest of Arden
Enter ROSALIND for GANYMEDE, CELIA for ALIENA, and CLOWN
aliasTOUCHSTONE

ROSALIND. O Jupiter, how weary are myspirits! TOUCHSTONE. I Care
not for my spirits, if mylegs were not weary. ROSALIND. I could
find in my heartto disgrace my man's apparel, and to crylike a
woman; but I must comfort the weaker vessel,as doublet and hose
ought to show itselfcourageous to petticoat; therefore,
courage,good Aliena. CELIA. I pray you bear with me; I cannot gono
further. TOUCHSTONE. For my part, I had rather bearwith you than
bear you; yet I should bear nocross if I did bear you; for I
thinkyou have no money in yourpurse. ROSALIND. Well,. this is the
Forest ofArden. TOUCHSTONE. Ay, now am I in Arden; the more foolI;
when I was at home I was in a betterplace; but travellers must be
content.

Enter CORIN and SILVIUS

ROSALIND. Ay, be so, good Touchstone. Look you, who comes here,a
young man and an old in solemntalk. CORIN. That is the way to make
her scorn youstill. SILVIUS. O Corin, that thou knew'st how I do
loveher! CORIN. I partly guess; for I have lov'd erenow. SILVIUS.
No, Corin, being old, thou canst notguess, Though in thy youth thou
wast as truea lover As ever sigh'd upon a midnightpillow. But if
thy love were ever like tomine, As sure I think did never man
loveso, How many actions mostridiculous Hast thou been drawn to by
thyfantasy? CORIN. Into a thousand that I haveforgotten. SILVIUS.
O, thou didst thennever love soheartily! If thou rememb'rest not
theslightest folly That ever love did make theerun into, Thou hast
notlov'd; Or if thou hast not sat as I donow, Wearing thy hearer in
thy mistress'praise, Thou hast notlov'd; Or if thou hast not broke
fromcompany Abruptly, as my passion now makesme, Thou hast
notlov'd. O Phebe, Phebe, Phebe! ExitSilvius ROSALIND. Alas, poor
shepherd! searching of thywound, I have by hard adventure found
mineown. TOUCHSTONE. And I mine. I remember, when I was inlove, I
broke my sword upon a stone, and bidhim take that for coming
a-night to JaneSmile; and I remember the kissing of her batler,
andthe cow's dugs that her pretty chopthandshad milk'd; and I
remember the wooingof peascod instead of her; from whom I took
twocods, and giving her them again, said withweeping tears 'Wear
these for my sake.' Wethat are true lovers run into strangecapers;
but as all is mortal in nature, sois all nature in love mortal
infolly. ROSALIND. Thou speak'st wiser than thou art wareof.
TOUCHSTONE. Nay, I shall ne'er be ware of mine ownwit till I break
my shins againstit. ROSALIND. Jove, Jove! thisshepherd'spassion Is
much upon myfashion. TOUCHSTONE. And mine; but it grows
somethingstale with me. CELIA. I pray you, one of you questionyond
man If he for gold will give us anyfood; I faint almost todeath.
TOUCHSTONE. Holla, youclown! ROSALIND. Peace, fool; he's not
thyEnsman. CORIN. Who calls? TOUCHSTONE. Yourbetters, sir. CORIN.
Else are they verywretched. ROSALIND. Peace, I say. Good even to
you,friend. CORIN. And to you, gentle sir, and to youall. ROSALIND.
I prithee, shepherd, if that love orgold Can in this desert place
buyentertainment, Bring us where we may restourselves and feed.
Here's a young maid withtravel much oppress'd, And faints
forsuccour. CORIN. Fair sir, I pityher, And wish, for her sake more
than formine own, My fortunes were more able torelieve her; But I
am shepherd to anotherman, And do not shear the fleeces that
Igraze. My master is of churlishdisposition, And little recks to
find theway to heaven By doing deeds ofhospitality. Besides, his
cote, his flocks,and bounds of feed, Are now on sale; and atour
sheepcote now, By reason of his absence,there is nothing That you
will feed on;butwhat is, come see, And in my voice mostwelcome
shall you be. ROSALIND. What is he that shallbuy his flock and
pasture? CORIN. That young swain thatyou saw here but erewhile,
That little caresfor buying any thing. ROSALIND. I pray thee, if it
standwith honesty, Buy thou the cottage, pasture,and the flock, And
thou shalt have to payfor it of us. CELIA. And we will mend thy
wages. I likethis place, And willingly could waste mytime in it.
CORIN. Assuredly the thing is to besold. Go with me; if you like
uponreport The soil, the profit, and this kindof life, I will your
very faithful feederbe, And buy it with your gold rightsuddenly.
Exeunt




  SCENE V. Another part of the forest
Enter AMIENS, JAQUES, and OTHERS

SONG AMIENS. Under the greenwoodtree Wholoves to lie withme,
Andturn his merrynote Untothe sweet bird'sthroat, Comehither, come
hither, comehither. Hereshall hesee Noenemy Butwinter and rough
weather.

JAQUES. More, more, I prithee, more. AMIENS. It willmake you
melancholy, Monsieur Jaques. JAQUES. I thankit. More, I prithee,
more. I can suckmelancholy out of a song, as a weasel suckseggs.
More, I prithee, more. AMIENS. My voice is ragged;I know I cannot
please you. JAQUES. I do not desire youto please me; I do desire
you to sing. Come,more; another stanzo. Call you 'em stanzos?
AMIENS. Whatyou will, Monsieur Jaques. JAQUES. Nay, I care not
fortheir names; they owe me nothing. Will yousing? AMIENS. More at
your request than to pleasemyself. JAQUES. Well then, if ever I
thank any man, I'llthank you; but that they call compliment islike
th' encounter of two dog-apes; and whena man thanks me heartily,
methinks have given hima penny, and he renders me the
beggarlythanks. Come, sing; and you that will not,hold your
tongues. AMIENS. Well, I'llend the song. Sirs,cover the while; the
Duke will drink underthis tree. He hath been all this day tolook
you. JAQUES. And I have beenall this day to avoid him. He isto
disputable for my company. I think of asmany matters as he; but I
give heaventhanks, and make no boast of them. Come,warble,
come.

SONG [Alltogether here]

Who doth ambitionshun, Andloves to live i' th'sun, Seekingthe
food heeats, Andpleas'd withwhat hegets, Comehither, come hither,
comehither. Hereshall hesee Noenemy Butwinter and rough
weather.

JAQUES. I'll give you a verse to this note that I made
yesterdayin despite of myinvention. AMIENS. And I'll sing it.
JAQUES.Thus it goes:

If it do come topass Thatany man turnass, Leavinghis wealth
andease Astubborn will toplease, Ducdame,ducdame,ducdame;
Hereshallhesee Grossfools ashe, Anif he will come to me.

AMIENS. What's that 'ducdame'? JAQUES. 'Tis a Greekinvocation,
to call fools into a circle.I'll go sleep, if I can; if I cannot,
I'llrail against all the first-born ofEgypt. AMIENS. And I'll go
seek the Duke; his banquet isprepar'd. Exeuntseverally




  SCENE VI. The forest
Enter ORLANDO and ADAM

ADAM. Dear master, I can go no further. O, I die for food!
Herelie I down, and measure out my grave.Farewell, kind master.
ORLANDO. Why, how now, Adam! Nogreater heart in thee? Live a
little;comfort a little; cheer thyself a little. If thisuncouth
forest yield anything savage, I willeither be food for it or bring
it for foodto thee. Thy conceit is nearer death thanthy powers. For
my sake be comfortable; holddeath awhile at the arm's end. I will
herebe with the presently; and if I bringthee not something to eat,
Iwill give theeleave to die; but if thou diest before Icome, thou
art a mocker of my labour. Wellsaid! thou look'st cheerly; and I'll
be withthee quickly. Yet thou liest in the bleakair. Come, I will
bear thee to someshelter; andthou shalt not die for lack of
adinner, if there live anything in thisdesert. Cheerly, good Adam!
Exeunt




  SCENE VII. The forest
A table set out. Enter DUKE SENIOR, AMIENS, and LORDS,
likeoutlaws

DUKE SENIOR. I think he be transform'd into abeast; For I can
nowhere find him like aman. FIRST LORD. My lord, he is but even now
gonehence; Here was he merry, hearing of asong. DUKE SENIOR. If he,
compact of jars, growmusical, We shall have shortly discord inthe
spheres. Goseek him; tell him I wouldspeak with him.

Enter JAQUES

FIRST LORD. He saves my labour by his ownapproach. DUKE SENIOR.
Why, how now, monsieur! what alife is this, That your poor friends
mustwoo your company? What, you lookmerrily! JAQUES. A fool, a
fool! I met a fool i' th'forest, A motley fool. A miserableworld!
As I do live by food, I met afool, Who laid him down and bask'd him
inthe sun, And rail'd on Lady Fortune in goodterms, In good set
terms- and yet a motleyfool. 'Good morrow, fool,' quoth I;
'No,sir,' quoth he, 'Call me not fool tillheaven hath sent me
fortune.' And then hedrew a dial from his poke, And, looking onit
with lack-lustre eye, Says very wisely,'It is ten o'clock; Thus we
may see,' quothhe, 'how the world wags; 'Tis but an hourago since
it was nine; And after one hourmore 'twill be eleven; And so, from
hour tohour, we ripe and ripe, And then, from hourto hour, we rot
and rot; And thereby hangs atale.' When I did hear The motley fool
thusmoral on the time, My lungs began to crowlike chanticleer That
fools should be sodeep contemplative; And I did laugh
sansintermission An hour by his dial. O noblefool! A worthy fool!
Motley's the onlywear. DUKE SENIOR. What fool is this? JAQUES.O
worthy fool! One that hath been acourtier, And says, if ladies be
but youngand fair, They have the gift to know it; andin his brain,
Which is as dry as theremainder biscuit After a voyage, he
hathstrange places cramm'd With observation, thewhich he vents In
mangled forms. O that Iwere a fool! I am ambitious for a
motleycoat. DUKESENIOR. Thou shalt haveone. JAQUES. It is my
onlysuit, Provided that you weed your betterjudgments Of all
opinion that grows rank inthem That I am wise. I must haveliberty
Withal, as large a charter as thewind, To blow onwhom I please, for
so foolshave; And they that are most galled with myfolly, They most
must laugh. And why, sir,must they so? The why is plain as way
toparish church: He that a fool doth verywisely hit Doth very
foolishly, although hesmart, Not to seem senseless of the bob;
ifnot, The wise man's folly isanatomiz'd Even by the squand'ring
glancesof the fool. Invest me in my motley; give meleave To speak
my mind, and I will throughand through Cleanse the foul body of
th'infected world, If they will patientlyreceive my medicine. DUKE
SENIOR. Fie on thee! I cantell what thou wouldst do. JAQUES. What,
for a counter,would I do but good? DUKE SENIOR. Most Mischievous
foulsin, in chiding sin; For thou thyself hastbeen a libertine, As
sensual as the brutishsting itself; And all th' embossed sores
andheaded evils That thou with license of freefoot hast caught
Wouldst thou disgorge intothe general world. JAQUES. Why, who cries
out onpride That can therein tax any privateparty? Doth it not flow
as hugely as thesea, Till that the wearer's very means doebb? What
woman in the city do Iname When that I say the city-womanbears The
cost of princes on unworthyshoulders? Who can come in and say that
Imean her, When such a one as she such is herneighbour? Or what is
he of basestfunction That says his bravery is not on mycost,
Thinking that I mean him, but thereinsuits His folly to the mettle
of myspeech? There then! how then? what then? Letme see wherein My
tongue hath wrong'd him:if it do him right, Then he hath
wrong'dhimself; if he be free, Why then my taxinglike awild-goose
flies, Unclaim'd of anyman. But who comes here?

Enter ORLANDO with his sword drawn

ORLANDO. Forbear, and eat no more. JAQUES. Why, Ihave eat none
yet. ORLANDO. Nor shalt not, tillnecessity be serv'd. JAQUES. Of
what kind should thiscock come of? DUKE SENIOR. Art thou thus
bolden'd, man,by thy distress? Or else a rude despiser ofgood
manners, That in civility thou seem'stso empty? ORLANDO. You
touch'd my vein at first: thethornypoint Of bare distress hath
ta'en fromme the show Of smooth civility; yet arn Iinland bred, And
know some nurture. Butforbear, I say; He dies that touches any
ofthis fruit Till I and my affairs areanswered. JAQUES. An you will
not be answer'd withreason, I must die. DUKE SENIOR. What would you
have?Your gentleness shall force More than yourforce move us to
gentleness. ORLANDO. I almost die forfood, and let me have it. DUKE
SENIOR. Sit down andfeed, and welcome to our table. ORLANDO. Speak
you sogently? Pardon me, I pray you; I thoughtthat all things had
been savage here, Andtherefore put I on the countenance Of
sterncommandment. But whate'er you are That inthis desert
inaccessible, Under the shade ofmelancholy boughs, Lose and neglect
thecreeping hours of time; If ever you havelook'd on better days,
If ever been wherebells have knoll'd to church, If ever sat atany
good man's feast, If ever from youreyelids wip'd a tear, And know
what 'tis topity and be pitied, Let gentleness my strongenforcement
be; In the which hope I blush,and hide my sword. DUKE SENIOR. True
is it that we haveseen better days, And have with holy bellbeen
knoll'd to church, And sat at goodmen's feasts, and wip'd our eyes
Of dropsthat sacred pity hath engend'red; Andtherefore sit you down
in gentleness, Andtake upon command what help we have Thattoyour
wanting may be minist'red. ORLANDO. Then butforbear your food a
little while, Whiles,like a doe, I go to find my fawn, And giveit
food. There is an old poor man Who afterme hath many a weary step
Limp'd in purelove; till he be first suffic'd, Oppress'dwith two
weak evils, age and hunger, I willnot touch a bit. DUKE SENIOR. Go
find himout. And we will nothing waste till youreturn. ORLANDO. I
thank ye; and be blest for your goodcomfort! Exit DUKE SENIOR. Thou
seest we are notall alone unhappy: This wide and universaltheatre
Presents more woeful pageants thanthe scene Wherein we playin.
JAQUES. All the world's astage, And all the men and women
merelyplayers; They have their exits and theirentrances; And one
man in his time playsmany parts, His acts being seven ages. Atfirst
the infant, Mewling and puking in thenurse's arms; Then the whining
school-boy,with his satchel And shining morning face,creeping like
snail Unwillingly to school.And then the lover, Sighing like
furnace,with a woeful ballad Made to his mistress'eyebrow. Then a
soldier, Full of strangeoaths, and bearded like the pard, Jealous
inhonour, sudden and quick in quarrel, Seekingthe bubble reputation
Even in the cannon'smouth. And then the justice, In fair roundbelly
with good capon lin'd, With eyessevere and beard of formal cut,
Full of wisesaws and modern instances; And so he playshis part. The
sixth age shifts Into the leanand slipper'd pantaloon, With
spectacles onnose and pouch on side, His youthful hose,well sav'd,
a world too wide For his shrunkshank; and his big manly voice,
Turningagain toward childish treble, pipes Andwhistles in his
sound. Last scene ofall, That ends this strange eventfulhistory, Is
second childishness and mereoblivion; Sans teeth, sans eyes, sans
taste,sans every thing.

Re-enter ORLANDO with ADAM

DUKE SENIOR. Welcome. Set down your venerableburden. And let
himfeed. ORLANDO. I thank you most forhim. ADAM. So had you need;
Iscarce can speak to thank you for myself. DUKE SENIOR.Welcome;
fall to. I will not trouble you Asyet to question you about
yourfortunes. Give us some music; and, goodcousin, sing.

SONG Blow,blow, thou winterwind, Thouart not sounkind
Asman'singratitude; Thytoothis not sokeen, Becausethou art notseen,
Althoughthy breath be rude. Heigh-ho! sing heigh-ho!unto the green
holly. Most friendship isfeigning, most loving merefolly.
Then,heigh-ho, theholly! Thislife is most jolly.

Freeze, freeze, thou bittersky, Thatdost not bite sonigh
Asbenefitsforgot; Thoughthou the waterswarp, Thysting is not
sosharp Asfriendrememb'red not. Heigh-ho! sing,&c.

DUKE SENIOR. If that you were the good Sir Rowland'sson, As you
have whisper'd faithfully youwere, And as mine eye doth his
effigieswitness Most truly limn'd and living in yourface, Be truly
welcome hither. I am theDuke That lov'd your father. The residue
ofyour fortune, Go to my cave and tell me.Good old man, Thou art
right welcome as thymaster is. Support him by the arm. Give meyour
hand, And let me all your fortunesunderstand. Exeunt




  ACT III. SCENE I. The palace
Enter DUKE FREDERICK, OLIVER, and LORDS

FREDERICK. Not see him since! Sir, sir, that cannotbe. But were
I not the better part mademercy, I should not seek an
absentargument Of my revenge, thou present. Butlook to it: Find out
thy brother wheresoe'erhe is; Seek him with candle; bring him
deador living Within this twelvemonth, or turnthou no more To seek
a living in ourterritory. Thy lands andall things that thoudost
call thine Worth seizure do we seizeinto our hands, Till thou canst
quit thee bythy brother's mouth Of what we think againstthee.
OLIVER. O that your Highness knew my heart inthis! I never lov'd my
brother in mylife. FREDERICK. More villain thou. Well, push him
outof doors; And let my officers of such anature Make an extent
upon his house andlands. Do this expediently, and turn himgoing.
Exeunt




  SCENE II. The forest
Enter ORLANDO,with a paper

ORLANDO. Hang there, my verse, in witness of mylove; And thou,
thrice-crowned Queen ofNight, survey With thy chaste eye, from
thypale sphere above, Thy huntress' name thatmy full life doth
sway. O Rosalind! thesetreesshall be my books, And in their barksmy
thoughts I'll character, That every eyewhich in this forest looks
Shall see thyvirtue witness'd every where. Run, run,Orlando; carve
on every tree, The fair, thechaste, and unexpressiveshe. Exit

Enter CORIN and TOUCHSTONE

CORIN. And how like you this shepherd's life, MasterTouchstone?
TOUCHSTONE. Truly, shepherd, in respect ofitself, it is a good
life; but in respectthat it is a shepherd's life, it isnought. In
respect that it is solitary, Ilike it very well; but in respect
that it isprivate, it is a very vile life. Nowin respect it is in
the fields, it pleasethme well; but in respect it is not in
thecourt, it is tedious. As it is a sparelife, look you, it fits my
humour well; butas there is no more plenty in it, it goesmuch
against my stomach. Hast any philosophyin thee, shepherd? CORIN. No
morebut that I know the more one sickens the worseat ease he is;
and that he thatwants money,means, and content, is without three
goodfriends; that the property of rain is towet, and fire to burn;
that good pasturemakes fat sheep; and that a great cause ofthe
night is lack of the sun; that he thathath learnedno wit by nature
nor art maycomplain of good breeding, or comes of avery dull
kindred. TOUCHSTONE. Such a one is a naturalphilosopher. Wast ever
in court,shepherd? CORIN. No, truly. TOUCHSTONE. Thenthou art
damn'd. CORIN. Nay, Ihope. TOUCHSTONE. Truly, thou art damn'd, like
anill-roasted egg, all on oneside. CORIN. For not being at court?
Yourreason. TOUCHSTONE. Why, if thou never wast at courtthou never
saw'st good manners; if thounever saw'st good manners, then thy
mannersmust be wicked; and wickedness is sin, andsin is damnation.
Thou art in a parlousstate, shepherd. CORIN. Not a whit,
Touchstone. Thosethat are good manners at the court are
asridiculous in the country as the behaviour ofthe country is most
mockable at the court.You told me you salute not at the court,
butyou kiss your hands; that courtesy wouldbe uncleanly if
courtiers wereshepherds. TOUCHSTONE. Instance, briefly;
come,instance. CORIN. Why, we are still handling our ewes;and their
fells, you know, aregreasy. TOUCHSTONE. Why, do not your courtier's
handssweat? And is not the grease of a mutton aswholesome as the
sweat of a man?Shallow, shallow. A better instance, I say;come.
CORIN. Besides, our hands arehard. TOUCHSTONE. Your lips will feel
them the sooner.Shallow again. A more sounder instance;come. CORIN.
And they are often tarr'd over with thesurgery of our sheep; and
would you have uskiss tar? The courtier's hands are perfum'dwith
civet. TOUCHSTONE. Most shallow man! thou worm'smeat in respect of
a good piece of fleshindeed! Learn of the wise, and perpend:
civetis of a baser birth than tar- the veryuncleanly flux of a cat.
Mend the instance,shepherd. CORIN. You have too courtly a wit for
me; I'llrest. TOUCHSTONE. Wilt thou rest damn'd? God help
thee,shallow man! God make incision in thee! thouart raw. CORIN.
Sir, I am a true labourer: I earn that Ieat, get that I wear; owe
no man hate, envyno man's happiness; glad of other men'sgood,
content with my harm; and the greatest of my prideis to see my ewes
graze and my lambssuck. TOUCHSTONE. That is another simple sin in
you: tobring the ewes and the rams together, and tooffer to get
your living by the copulationof cattle; to be bawd to a
bell-wether, and tobetray a she-lamb of a twelvemonth
tocrooked-pated, old, cuckoldly ram, out ofall reasonable match. If
thou beest not damn'd forthis, the devil himself will have
noshepherds; I cannot see else how thoushouldst scape. CORIN. Here
comes young Master Ganymede,my new mistress's brother.

Enter ROSALIND, reading a paper

ROSALIND. 'From the east to westernInde, Nojewel is
likeRosalinde. Herworth, being mounted on thewind, Throughall the
world bearsRosalinde. Allthe pictures fairestlin'd Arebut black
toRosalinde. Letno face be kept inmind Butthe fair of Rosalinde.'
TOUCHSTONE. I'll rhyme you soeight years together, dinners, and
suppers,and sleeping hours, excepted. It is theright butter-women's
rank tomarket. ROSALIND. Out, fool! TOUCHSTONE. Forataste: Ifa hart
do lack ahind, Lethim seek outRosalinde. Ifthe cat will afterkind,
Sobe sure willRosalinde. Wintergarments must belin'd, Somust
slenderRosalinde. Theythat reap must sheaf andbind, Thento cart
withRosalinde. Sweetestnut hath sourestrind, Sucha nut isRosalinde.
Hethat sweetest rose willfind Mustfind love's prick and Rosalinde.
This is thevery false gallop of verses; why do youinfect yourself
withthem? ROSALIND. Peace, you dull fool! I found them on atree.
TOUCHSTONE. Truly, the tree yields badfruit. ROSALIND. I'll graff
it with you, and then Ishall graff it with a medlar. Then it willbe
the earliest fruit i' th' country;for you'll be rotten ere you be
halfripe,and that's the right virtue of themedlar. TOUCHSTONE. You
have said; but whether wisely orno, let the forest judge.

Enter CELIA, with a writing

ROSALIND. Peace! Here comes my sister,reading; stand aside.
CELIA. 'Why shouldthis a desertbe? Forit is unpeopled?No;
TonguesI'll hang on everytree Thatshall civil sayingsshow. Some,how
brief the life ofman Runshis erringpilgrimage, Thatthe streching of
aspan Bucklesin his sum ofage; Some,of violatedvows 'Twixtthe souls
of friend andfriend; Butupon the fairestboughs, Orat every
sentenceend, WillI Rosalindawrite, Teachingall that read toknow
Thequintessence of everysprite Heavenwould in littleshow.
Thereforeheaven Naturecharg'd Thatone body should befill'd Withall
graceswide-enlarg'd. Naturepresentlydistill'd Helen'scheek, but not
herheart, Cleopatra'smajesty, Atalanta'sbetterpart,
SadLucretia'smodesty. ThusRosalinde of manyparts Byheavenly synod
wasdevis'd, Ofmany faces, eyes, andhearts, Tohave the touches
dearestpriz'd. Heavenwould that she these gifts shouldhave, AndI to
live and die her slave.' ROSALIND. O most gentlepulpiter! What
tedious homily of lovehave you wearied your parishioners withal,and
never cried 'Have patience, goodpeople.' CELIA. How now! Back,
friends; shepherd, go offa little; go with him,sirrah. TOUCHSTONE.
Come, shepherd, let us make anhonourable retreat; though not with
bag andbaggage, yet with scrip andscrippage. ExeuntCORIN and
TOUCHSTONE CELIA. Didst thou hear theseverses? ROSALIND. O, yes, I
heard them all, and moretoo; for some of them had in them more
feetthan the verses would bear. CELIA. That's no matter; thefeet
might bear the verses. ROSALIND. Ay, but the feetwere lame, and
could not bearthemselves without the verse, and thereforestood
lamely in the verse. CELIA. But didst thou hearwithout wondering
how thy name shouldbe hang'd and carved upon thesetrees? ROSALIND.
I was seven of the nine days out of thewonder before you came;
forlook here what Ifound on a palm-tree. I was neverso berhym'd
since Pythagoras' time that Iwas an Irish rat, which I can
hardlyremember. CELIA. Trow you who hath donethis? ROSALIND. Is it
a man? CELIA. And achain, that you once wore, about hisneck. Change
youcolour? ROSALIND. I prithee, who? CELIA. OLord, Lord! it is a
hard matter for friends to meet;but mountains may be remov'd
withearthquakes, and so encounter. ROSALIND. Nay, but who isit?
CELIA. Is itpossible? ROSALIND. Nay, Iprithee now, with most
petitionary vehemence,tell me who it is. CELIA. Owonderful,
wonderful, most wonderful wonderful, andyet again wonderful, and
after that, out ofall whooping! ROSALIND. Good my complexion! dost
thouthink, though I am caparison'd like a man, Ihave a doublet and
hose in my disposition?One inch of delay more is a South Sea
ofdiscovery. I prithee tell me who is itquickly, and speak apace. I
would thoucould'st stammer, that thou mightst pour this
conceal'dman out of thy mouth, as wine comes out ofnarrow-mouth'd
bottle- either too much atonce or none at all. I prithee take
thecork out of thy mouth that I may drink thytidings. CELIA. So you
may put a man in yourbelly. ROSALIND. Is he of God's making? What
manner ofman? Is his head worth a hat or his chinworth a beard?
CELIA. Nay, he hath but a littlebeard. ROSALIND. Why, God will send
more if the man willbe thankful. Let me stay the growth of
hisbeard, if thou delay me not the knowledge ofhis chin. CELIA. It
is young Orlando, that tripp'd upthe wrestler's heels and your
heart both inan instant. ROSALIND. Nay, but the devil
takemocking!Speak sad brow andtrue maid. CELIA. I' faith, coz,'tis
he. ROSALIND. Orlando? CELIA.Orlando. ROSALIND. Alas the day! what
shall I do with mydoublet and hose? What did he when thousaw'st
him? What said he? How look'dhe? Wherein went he? What makes he
here? Didhe ask for me? Where remains he? How partedhe with thee?
And when shalt thou seehim again? Answer me in oneword. CELIA. You
must borrow me Gargantua's mouth first;'tis a word too great for
any mouth of thisage's size. To say ay and no tothese particulars
is more than to answer ina catechism. ROSALIND. But doth he know
that I am inthis forest, and in man's apparel? Looks heas freshly
as he did the day he wrestled? CELIA. It isas easy to count atomies
as to resolvethe propositions of a lover; but take ataste of my
finding him, and relish it withgood observance. I found him under a
tree, likea dropp'd acorn. ROSALIND. It maywell be call'd Jove's
tree, when it dropsforth such fruit. CELIA. Give meaudience, good
madam. ROSALIND.Proceed. CELIA. There lay he, stretch'd along like
awounded knight. ROSALIND. Though it be pity to see sucha sight, it
well becomes theground. CELIA. Cry 'Holla' to thy tongue, I
prithee; itcurvets unseasonably. He was furnish'd likea hunter.
ROSALIND. O, ominous! he comes to kill myheart. CELIA. I would sing
my song without a burden;thou bring'st me out oftune. ROSALIND. Do
you not know I am a woman? When Ithink, I must speak. Sweet, sayon.
CELIA. You bring me out. Soft! comes he nothere?

Enter ORLANDO and JAQUES

ROSALIND. 'Tis he; slink by, and note him. JAQUES. I thank
youfor your company; but,good faith, I had as lief have been
myselfalone. ORLANDO. And so had I; but yet, for fashion sake, I
thankyou too for your society. JAQUES. God buy you; let's meet as
littleas we can. ORLANDO. I do desire we may be better strangers.
JAQUES.I pray youmar no more trees with writing love songs in their
barks.ORLANDO. I pray you mar no more of my verses with reading
themill-favouredly. JAQUES. Rosalind is your love's name? ORLANDO.
Yes,just. JAQUES. I do not like her name. ORLANDO. There was
nothoughtof pleasing you when she was christen'd. JAQUES.
Whatstature is she of? ORLANDO. Just as high as my heart. JAQUES.
Youare full of pretty answers. Have you not been acquainted
withgoldsmiths' wives, and conn'd them out of rings? ORLANDO. Not
so;but I answer you right painted cloth, from whence you have
studiedyour questions. JAQUES. You have a nimble wit; I think 'twas
madeof Atalanta's heels. Will you sit down with me? and we two
willrail against our mistress the world, and all our misery.
ORLANDO.Iwill chide no breather in the world but myself, against
whom I knowmost faults. JAQUES. The worst fault you have is to be
in love.ORLANDO. 'Tis a fault I will not change for your best
virtue. I amweary of you. JAQUES. By my troth, I was seeking for
afool when Ifound you. ORLANDO. He is drown'd in the brook; look
but in, andyou shall see him. JAQUES. There I shall see mine own
figure.ORLANDO. Which I take to be either a fool or a cipher.
JAQUES. I'lltarry no longer with you; farewell, good SigniorLove.
ORLANDO. I amglad of your departure; adieu, good Monsieur
Melancholy. ExitJAQUES ROSALIND. [Aside to CELIA] I will speak to
him like a saucylackey, and under that habit play the knave with
him.- Do you hear,forester? ORLANDO. Very well; what would you?
ROSALIND. I pray you,what is't o'clock? ORLANDO. You should ask me
what time o' day;there's no clock in the forest. ROSALIND. Then
there is no truelover in the forest, else sighing every minute and
groaning everyhour would detect the lazy foot of Time as well as a
clock.ORLANDO. And why not the swift foot of Time? Had not that
been asproper? ROSALIND. By no means, sir. Time travels in divers
paceswith divers persons. I'll tell you who Time ambles withal, who
Timetrots withal, who Time gallopswithal, and who he stands
stillwithal. ORLANDO. I prithee, who doth he trot withal?
ROSALIND.Marry, he trots hard with a young maid between the
contract of hermarriage and the day it is solemniz'd; if the
interim be but ase'nnight, Time's pace is so hard that it seems the
length of sevenyear. ORLANDO. Who ambles Time withal? ROSALIND.
With a priest thatlacks Latin and a rich man that hath not the
gout; for the onesleeps easily because he cannot study, and the
other lives merrilybecause he feels nopain; the one lacking the
burden of lean andwasteful learning, the other knowing no burden of
heavy tediouspenury. These Time ambles withal. ORLANDO. Who doth he
gallopwithal? ROSALIND. With a thief to the gallows; for though he
go assoftly as foot canfall, he thinks himself too soon there.
ORLANDO.Who stays it still withal? ROSALIND. With lawyers in the
vacation;for they sleep between term and term, and then they
perceive nothow Time moves. ORLANDO. Where dwell you, pretty youth?
ROSALIND.With this shepherdess, my sister; here in the skirts of
the forest,like fringe upon a petticoat. ORLANDO. Are you native of
thisplace? ROSALIND. As the coney that you see dwell where she
iskindled. ORLANDO. Your accent is something finer than you
couldpurchasein so removed a dwelling. ROSALIND. I have been told
so ofmany; but indeed an old religious uncle of mine taught me to
speak,who was in his youth an inland man; one that knew courtship
toowell, for there he fell in love. I have heard him read
manylectures against it; and I thank God I am not a woman, to
betouch'd with so many giddy offences as he hath generally
tax'dtheir whole sex withal. ORLANDO. Can you remember any of
theprincipal evils that he laid to the charge of women?
ROSALIND.There were none principal; they were all like one another
ashalfpence are; every one fault seeming monstrous till
hisfellow-fault came to match it. ORLANDO. I prithee recount some
ofthem. ROSALIND. No; I will not cast away my physic but on
thosethat are sick. There is a man haunts the forest that abuses
ouryoung plants with carving 'Rosalind' on their barks; hangs
odesupon hawthorns and elegies on brambles; all, forsooth, deifying
thename of Rosalind. If I could meet that fancy-monger, I would
givehim some goodcounsel, for he seems to have the quotidian of
loveupon him. ORLANDO. I am he that is so love-shak'd; I pray you
tellme your remedy. ROSALIND. There is none of my uncle's marks
uponyou; he taught me how to know a man in love; in which cage
ofrushes Iam sure you are not prisoner. ORLANDO. What were his
marks?ROSALIND. A lean cheek, which you have not; a blue eye and
sunken,which you have not; an unquestionable spirit, which you have
not; abeard neglected, which you have not; but I pardon you for
that, forsimply your having in beard is a younger brother's
revenue. Thenyour hose should be ungarter'd, your bonnet unbanded,
your sleeveunbutton'd, your shoe untied, and every thing about
youdemonstrating a careless desolation. But you are no such
man;youare rather point-device in your accoutrements, as loving
yourselfthan seeming the lover of any other. ORLANDO. Fair youth, I
would Icould make thee believe I love. ROSALIND. Me believe it! You
may assoon make her that you love believe it; which, I warrant, she
isapter to do than to confess she does. That is one of the points
inthe which women still give the lie to their consciences. But,
ingood sooth, are you he that hangs the verses on the trees
whereinRosalind is so admired? ORLANDO. I swear tothee, youth, by
thewhite hand of Rosalind, I am that he, that unfortunate
he.ROSALIND. But are you so much in love as your rhymes
speak?ORLANDO. Neither rhyme nor reason can express how much.
ROSALIND.Love is merely a madness; and, I tell you, deserves as
well a darkhouse and a whip as madmen do; and the reason why they
are not sopunish'd and cured is that the lunacy is so ordinary that
thewhippers are in love too. Yet I profess curing it by
counsel.ORLANDO. Did you ever cure any so? ROSALIND. Yes,one; and
in thismanner. He was to imagine me his love, his mistress; and I
set himevery day to woo me; at which time would I, being but a
moonishyouth, grieve, be effeminate, changeable, longing and
liking,proud, fantastical, apish, shallow, inconstant, full of
tears, fullof smiles; for every passion something and for no
passion trulyanything, as boys and women are for the most part
cattle of thiscolour; would now like him, now loathe him; then
entertain him,then forswear him; now weep for him, then spit at
him; that I dravemy suitor from his mad humour of love to a living
humour ofmadness; which was, to forswear the full stream of the
world and tolive in a nook merely monastic. And thus I cur'd him;
and this waywill I take upon me to wash yourliver as clean as a
sound sheep'sheart, that there shall not be one spot of love in 't.
ORLANDO. Iwould not be cured, youth. ROSALIND. I would cure you, if
you wouldbut call me Rosalind, and come every day to my cote and
woo me.ORLANDO. Now, by the faith of my love, I will. Tell me where
it is.ROSALIND. Go with me to it, and I'll show it you; and, by the
way,you shall tell me where in the forest you live. Will you
go?ORLANDO. With all my heart, good youth. ROSALIND. Nay, you
mustcall me Rosalind. Come, sister, will you go? Exeunt




  SCENE III. The forest
Enter TOUCHSTONE and AUDREY; JAQUES behind

TOUCHSTONE. Come apace, good Audrey; I will fetch up yourgoats,
Audrey. And how, Audrey, am I the manyet? Doth my simple feature
contentyou? AUDREY. Your features! Lord warrant us! Whatfeatures?
TOUCHSTONE. I am here with thee and thy goats,as the most
capricious poet, honest Ovid,was among the Goths. JAQUES. [Aside] O
knowledgeill-inhabited, worse than Jove in a thatch'dhouse!
TOUCHSTONE. When a man's verses cannot beunderstood, nor a man's
good wit secondedwith the forward child understanding,it strikes a
man more dead than a greatreckoning in a little room. Truly, I
wouldthe gods had made thee poetical. AUDREY. I do not knowwhat
'poetical' is. Is it honest in deedand word? Is it a truething?
TOUCHSTONE. No, truly; for the truest poetry isthe most feigning,
and lovers are given topoetry; and what they swear in poetry may
besaid 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 arthonest; now, if thou wert a poet, I
mighthave some hope thoudidst feign. AUDREY. Wouldyou nothave me
honest? TOUCHSTONE. No, truly, unless thou werthard-favour'd; for
honesty coupled to beautyis to have honey a sauce to sugar. JAQUES.
[Aside] Amaterial fool! AUDREY. Well, I am not fair; andtherefore I
pray the gods makeme honest. TOUCHSTONE. Truly, andto cast away
honesty upon a foul slutwere to put good meat into an uncleandish.
AUDREY. I am not a slut, though I thank the gods Iam foul.
TOUCHSTONE. Well, praised be the gods for thyfoulness; sluttishness
may come hereafter.But be it as it may be, I will marry thee;and to
that end I have been with Sir OliverMartext, the vicar of the next
village, whohath promis'd to meet me in this place ofthe forest,
and to couple us. JAQUES. [Aside] I wouldfain see this meeting.
AUDREY. Well, the gods give usjoy! TOUCHSTONE. Amen. A man may, if
he were of afearful heart, stagger in this attempt; forhere we have
no temple but the wood,no assembly but horn-beasts. But whatthough?
Courage! As horns are odious, theyare necessary. It is said: 'Many
a man knows noend of his goods.' Right! Many a man hasgood horns
and knows no end of them. Well,that is the dowry of his wife; 'tis
none ofhis own getting. Horns? Even so. Poor menalone? No, no; the
noblest deer hath them ashuge as the rascal. Is the single
mantherefore blessed? No; as a wall'd town ismore worthier than a
village, so is theforehead of a married man more honourable than
thebare brow of a bachelor; and by how muchdefence is better than
no skill, by so muchis horn more precious than to want. Herecomes
Sir Oliver.

Enter SIR OLIVER MARTEXT

Sir Oliver Martext, you are well met. Will you dispatch ushere
under this tree, or shall we go withyou to your chapel? MARTEXT. Is
there none here to givethe woman? TOUCHSTONE. I will not take her
on gift ofany man. MARTEXT. Truly, she must be given, or
themarriage is not lawful. JAQUES. [Discovering himself]Proceed,
proceed; I'll give her. TOUCHSTONE. Good even,good Master
What-ye-call't; how do you,sir? You are very well met. Goddild you
foryour last company. I am very glad to seeyou. Even a toy in hand
here, sir. Nay; praybe cover'd. JAQUES. Will you bemarried, motley?
TOUCHSTONE. As the ox hath his bow,sir, the horse his curb, and the
falcon herbells, so man hath his desires; and aspigeons bill, so
wedlock would benibbling. JAQUES. Andwill you, being a man of
yourbreeding, be married under a bush, like abeggar? Get you to
church and have agood priest that can tell you what marriageis;
this fellow will but join you togetheras they join wainscot; then
one of youwill prove a shrunk panel, and like greentimber warp,
warp. TOUCHSTONE. [Aside] I am not in themind but I were better to
be married of himthan of another; for he is not like to marryme
well; and not being well married, it willbe a good excuse for me
hereafter to leavemy wife. JAQUES. Go thou with me, and let me
counselthee. TOUCHSTONE. Come, sweetAudrey; We must be married or
we must livein bawdry. Farewell, good Master Oliver.Not-
OsweetOliver, ObraveOliver, Leaveme not behindthee. But- Windaway,
Begone,Isay, Iwill not to wedding withthee. ExeuntJAQUES,
TOUCHSTONE, and AUDREY MARTEXT. 'Tis no matter;ne'er a fantastical
knave of them all shallflout me out of my calling. Exit




  SCENE IV. The forest
Enter ROSALIND and CELIA

ROSALIND. Never talk to me; I will weep. CELIA. Do, Iprithee;
but yet have the grace to consider thattears do not become aman.
ROSALIND. But have I not cause toweep? CELIA. As good cause as one
would desire;therefore weep. ROSALIND. His very hair is of
thedissembling colour. CELIA. Something browner thanJudas's. Marry,
his kisses are Judas's ownchildren. ROSALIND. I' faith, his hair is
of a goodcolour. CELIA. An excellent colour: your chestnut wasever
the only colour. ROSALIND. And his kissing is asfullof sanctity as
the touch of holybread. CELIA. He hath bought a pair of cast lips
ofDiana. A nun of winter's sisterhood kissesnot more religiously;
the very iceof chastity is in them. ROSALIND.But why did he swear
he would come this morning,and comes not? CELIA. Nay,certainly,
there is no truth in him. ROSALIND. Do youthink so? CELIA. Yes; I
think he is not a pick-purse nora horse-stealer; but for his verity
in love,I do think him as concave as covered gobletor a worm-eaten
nut. ROSALIND. Not true inlove? CELIA. Yes, when he is in; but I
think he is notin. ROSALIND. You have heard him swear downright
hewas. CELIA. 'Was' is not 'is'; besides, the oath of alover is no
stronger than the word of atapster; they are both the confirmer
offalse reckonings. He attends here in the forest on theDuke, your
father. ROSALIND. Imet the Duke yesterday, and had much question
withhim. He asked me of what parentage I was; Itoldhim, of as good
as he; so he laugh'd andlet me go. But what talk we of fatherswhen
there is such a man asOrlando? CELIA. O, that's a brave man! He
writes braveverses, speaks brave words, swears braveoaths, and
breaks them bravely,quite traverse, athwart the heart of hislover;
as a puny tilter, that spurs hishorse but on one side, breaks his
staff like anoble goose. But all's brave that youthmounts and folly
guides. Who comes here?

Enter CORIN

CORIN. Mistressand master, you have oftenquired After the
shepherd that complain'dof love, Who you saw sitting by me on
theturf, Praising the proud disdainfulshepherdess That was
hismistress. CELIA. Well, and what ofhim? CORIN. If you will see a
pageant trulyplay'd Between the pale complexion of truelove And the
red glow of scorn and prouddisdain, Go hence a little, and I
shallconduct you, If you will markit. ROSALIND. O, come, let
usremove! The sight of lovers feedeth those inlove. Bring us to
this sight, and you shallsay I'll prove a busy actor in their
play.Exeunt




  SCENE V. Another part of the forest
Enter SILVIUS and PHEBE

SILVIUS. Sweet Phebe, do not scorn me; donot,Phebe. Say that you
love me not; but saynot so In bitterness. The commonexecutioner,
Whose heart th' accustom'dsight of death makes hard, Falls not the
axeupon the humbled neck But first begs pardon.Will you sterner be
Than he that dies andlives by bloody drops?

Enter ROSALIND, CELIA, and CORIN, at a distance

PHEBE. I would not be thy executioner; Ifly thee, for I would
not injure thee. Thoutell'st me there is murder in mine eye.
'Tispretty, sure, andvery probable, That eyes,that are the frail'st
and softestthings, Who shut their coward gates onatomies, Should be
call'd tyrants, butchers,murderers! Now I do frown on thee with
allmy heart; And if mine eyes can wound, nowlet them kill thee. Now
counterfeit toswoon; why, now fall down; Or, if thou canstnot, O,
for shame, for shame, Lie not, tosay mine eyes are murderers. Now
show thewound mine eye hath made in thee. Scratchthee but with a
pin, and there remains Somescar of it; lean upon a rush, The
cicatriceand capable impressure Thy palm some momentkeeps; but now
mine eyes, Which I havedarted at thee, hurt thee not; Nor, I
amsure, there is not force in eyes Thatcan dohurt. SILVIUS. O dear
Phebe, Ifever- as that ever may be near- You meet insome fresh
cheek the power of fancy, Thenshall you know the wounds invisible
Thatlove's keen arrows make. PHEBE. But till thattime Come not thou
near me; and when thattime comes, Afflict me with thy mocks, pityme
not; As till that time I shall not pitythee. ROSALIND. [Advancing]
And why, I pray you? Whomight beyour mother, Thatyou insult, exult,
and all at once, Over thewretched? What though you have nobeauty-
As, by my faith, I see no more inyou Than without candle may go
dark tobed- Must you be therefore proud andpitiless? Why, what
means this? Why do youlook on me? I see no more in you than in
theordinary Of nature's sale-work. 'Od's mylittle life, I think she
means to tangle myeyes too! No faith, proud mistress, hope notafter
it; 'Tis not your inky brows, yourblack silk hair, Your bugle
eyeballs, noryour cheek of cream, That can entame myspirits to your
worship. You foolishshepherd, wherefore do you follow her,
Likefoggy south, puffing with wind and rain? Youare a thousand
times a properer man Than shea woman. 'Tis such fools as you That
makesthe world full of ill-favour'dchildren. 'Tis not her glass,
but you, thatflatters her; And out of you she seesherself more
proper Than any of herlineaments can show her. But, mistress,
knowyourself. Down on your knees, And thankheaven, fasting, for a
good man's love; ForI must tell you friendly in your ear: Sellwhen
you can; you are not for allmarkets. Cry the man mercy, love
him,takehis offer; Foul is most foul, being foul tobe a scoffer. So
take her to thee, shepherd.Fare you well. PHEBE. Sweet youth, I
pray you chide ayear together; I had rather hear you chidethan this
man woo. ROSALIND. He's fall'n inlove withyour foulness, and she'll
fall in love withmy anger. If it be so, as fast as she answersthee
with frowning looks, I'll sauce herwith bitter words. Why look you
so uponme? PHEBE. For no ill will I bearyou. ROSALIND. I pray you
do not fall in love withme, For I am falser than vows made inwine;
Besides, I like you not. If you willknow my house, 'Tis at the tuft
of oliveshere hard by. Will you go, sister? Shepherd,ply her hard.
Come, sister. Shepherdess,look on him better, And be not proud;
thoughall the world could see, None could be soabus'd in sight as
he. Come, to our flock.Exeunt ROSALIND, CELIA, and CORIN PHEBE.
Dead shepherd,now I find thy saw of might: 'Who everlov'dthat lov'd
not at first sight?' SILVIUS. SweetPhebe. PHEBE. Ha! what say'st
thou,Silvius? SILVIUS. Sweet Phebe, pityme. PHEBE. Why, I arn sorry
for thee, gentleSilvius. SILVIUS. Wherever sorrow is, relief
wouldbe. If you do sorrow at my grief inlove, By giving love, your
sorrow and mygrief Were bothextermin'd. PHEBE. Thou hast my love;
is not thatneighbourly? SILVIUS. I would haveyou. PHEBE. Why, that
werecovetousness. Silvius, thetime was that Ihated thee; And yet it
is not that I bearthee love; But since that thou canst talk oflove
so well, Thy company, which erst wasirksome to me, I will endure;
and I'llemploy thee too. But do not look for furtherrecompense Than
thine own gladness that thouart employ'd. SILVIUS. So holy and so
perfect is mylove, And I in such a poverty ofgrace, That I shall
think it a mostplenteous crop To glean the broken earsafter the man
That themain harvest reaps;loose now and then A scatt'red smile,
andthat I'll live upon. PHEBE. Know'st thou the youth thatspoke to
me erewhile? SILVIUS. Not very well; but I havemet him oft; And he
hath bought the cottageand the bounds That the old carlot once
wasmaster of. PHEBE. Think not I love him, though I ask forhim;
'Tis but a peevish boy; yet he talkswell. But what care I for
words? Yet wordsdo well When he that speaks them pleasesthose that
hear. It isa pretty youth- notvery pretty; But, sure, he's proud;
and yethis pride becomes him. He'll make a properman. The best
thing in him Is hiscomplexion; and faster than his tongue Didmake
offence, his eye did heal it up. He isnot very tall; yet for his
years he'stall; His leg is but so-so; and yet 'tiswell. There was a
pretty redness in hislip, A little riper and more lustyred Than
that mix'd in his cheek; 'twas justthe difference Betwixt the
constant red andmingled damask. There be some women,Silvius, had
they mark'd him In parcels as Idid, would have gone near To fall in
lovewith him; but, for my part, I love him not,nor hate him not;
and yet I have more causeto hate him than to love him; For what
hadhe to do to chide at me? He said mine eyeswere black, and my
hair black, And, now I amrememb'red, scorn'd at me. I marvel why
Ianswer'd not again; But that's all one:omittance is no quittance.
I'll write to hima very taunting letter, And thou shalt bearit;
wilt thou, Silvius? SILVIUS. Phebe, with all myheart. PHEBE. I'll
write itstraight; The matter's in my head and in myheart; I will be
bitter with him andpassingshort. Go with me, Silvius.Exeunt
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ACT IV. SCENE I. The forest

Enter ROSALIND, CELIA, and JAQUES

JAQUES. I prithee, pretty youth, let me be better acquaintedwith
thee. ROSALIND. They say youare a melancholy fellow. JAQUES. I am
so; I do love itbetter than laughing. ROSALIND. Those that are
inextremity of either are abominable fellows,and betray themselves
to every modern censure worsethan drunkards. JAQUES. Why, 'tisgood
to be sad and say nothing. ROSALIND. Why then,'tisgood to be a
post. JAQUES. I have neither the scholar'smelancholy, which is
emulation; nor themusician's, which is fantastical; northe
courtier's, which is proud; nor thesoldier's, which is ambitious;
nor thelawyer's, which is politic; nor thelady's, which is nice;
nor the lover's,which is all these; but it is a melancholyof mine
own, compounded of many simples,extracted from many objects, and,
indeed,the sundry contemplation of my travels; inwhich my often
rumination wraps me in a mosthumorous sadness. ROSALIND.
Atraveller! By my faith, you have great reason tobe sad. I fear you
have sold your own landsto see other men's; then to have seen
muchand to have nothing is to have rich eyesand poor hands. JAQUES.
Yes, Ihave gain'd my experience.

Enter ORLANDO

ROSALIND. And your experience makes you sad. I had rather havea
fool to make me merry than experience tomake me sad- and to travel
for ittoo. ORLANDO. Goodday, and happiness, dearRosalind! JAQUES.
Nay, then, God buy you, an you talk inblank verse. ROSALIND.
Farewell, Monsieur Traveller;look you lisp and wear strange
suits,disable all the benefits of your own country,be out of love
with your nativity, andalmost chide God for making you
thatcountenance you are; or I will scarce think youhave swam in a
gondola. [Exit JAQUES] Why,how now, Orlando! where have you been
allthis while? You a lover! An you serve mesuch another trick,
never come in my sightmore. ORLANDO. My fair Rosalind, I come
within an hourof my promise. ROSALIND. Break an hour's promise
inlove! He that will divide a minute into athousand parts, and
break but a partofthe thousand part of a minute in the affairsof
love, it may be said of him that Cupidhath clapp'd him o' th'
shoulder, butI'll warrant himheart-whole. ORLANDO. Pardon me,
dearRosalind. ROSALIND. Nay, an you be so tardy, come nomorein my
sight. I had as lief be woo'd of asnail. ORLANDO. Of a snail!
ROSALIND. Ay, ofa snail; for though he comes slowly, hecarries his
house on his head- a betterjointure, I think, than you make a
woman;besides, he brings his destiny with him. ORLANDO. What'sthat?
ROSALIND. Why, horns; which such as you are fainto be beholding to
your wives for; but hecomes armed in his fortune, and prevents
theslander of his wife. ORLANDO. Virtue is no horn-maker;andmy
Rosalind is virtuous. ROSALIND. And I am yourRosalind. CELIA. It
pleases him to call you so; but hehath a Rosalind of a better leer
thanyou. ROSALIND. Come, woo me, woo me; for now I am in aholiday
humour, and like enough to consent.What would you say to me now, an
I were yourvery very Rosalind? ORLANDO. I would kiss before Ispoke.
ROSALIND. Nay, you were better speak first; andwhen you were
gravell'd for lack of matter,you might take occasion to kiss. Very
goodorators, when they are out, they will spit; andfor lovers
lacking- God warn us!- matter,the cleanliest shift isto kiss.
ORLANDO. How if the kissbe denied? ROSALIND. Then she puts you to
entreaty, andthere begins new matter. ORLANDO.Who could be out,
being before his belovedmistress? ROSALIND. Marry, that should you,
if I wereyour mistress; or I should think my honestyranker than my
wit. ORLANDO. What, of mysuit? ROSALIND. Not out of your apparel,
and yet out ofyour suit. Am not I yourRosalind? ORLANDO. I take
some joy to say you are,because I would be talking ofher. ROSALIND.
Well, in her person, I say I will nothave you. ORLANDO. Then, in
mine own person, Idie. ROSALIND. No, faith, die by attorney. The
poorworld is almost six thousand years old, andin all this time
there was not any man diedin his own person, videlicet, in a
love-cause. Troilushad his brains dash'd out with a Grecianclub;
yet he did what he could to diebefore, and he is one of the
patterns oflove. Leander, he would have liv'd many afair year,
though Hero had turn'd nun, if ithad not been for a hot midsummer
night;for, good youth, he went but forth towashhim in the
Hellespont, and, being taken withthe cramp, was drown'd; and
thefoolish chroniclers of that age found itwas- Hero of Sestos. But
these are all lies:men have died from time to time, and wormshave
eaten them, but notforlove. ORLANDO. I would not have my right
Rosalind ofthis mind; for, I protest, her frown mightkill me.
ROSALIND. By this hand, it will not kill a fly.But come, now I will
be your Rosalind in amore coming-on disposition; and ask me whatyou
will, I will grant it. ORLANDO. Then love me,Rosalind. ROSALIND.
Yes, faith, will I, Fridays andSaturdays, and all. ORLANDO. And
wilt thou haveme? ROSALIND. Ay, and twenty such. ORLANDO.What
sayest thou? ROSALIND. Are you notgood? ORLANDO. I hope so.
ROSALIND. Why then,can one desire too much of a good thing?Come,
sister, you shall be the priest, andmarry us. Give me your hand,
Orlando. Whatdo you say, sister? ORLANDO. Pray thee, marryus.
CELIA. I cannot say the words. ROSALIND.You must begin 'Will you,
Orlando'- CELIA. Go to. Willyou, Orlando, have to wife this
Rosalind? ORLANDO. Iwill. ROSALIND. Ay, but when? ORLANDO. Why,now;
as fast as she can marry us. ROSALIND. Then youmust say 'I take
thee, Rosalind, for wife.' ORLANDO. Itake thee, Rosalind, for wife.
ROSALIND. I might ask youfor your commission; but- I do takethee,
Orlando, for my husband. There's agirl goes before the priest; and,
certainly,a woman's thought runs before her actions. ORLANDO. Sodo
all thoughts; they are wing'd. ROSALIND. Now tell mehow long you
would have her, after youhave possess'd her. ORLANDO. Forever and a
day. ROSALIND. Say 'a day' without the'ever.' No, no, Orlando; men
are April whenthey woo, December when they wed: maids are Maywhen
they are maids, but the sky changeswhen they are wives. I will be
more jealousof thee than a Barbary cock-pigeon over hishen, more
clamorous thana parrot againstrain, more new-fangled than an ape,
moregiddy in my desires than a monkey. I will weepfor nothing, like
Diana in the fountain, andI will do that when you are dispos'd to
bemerry; I will laugh like a hyen, and thatwhen thou are inclin'd
tosleep. ORLANDO. But will my Rosalind doso? ROSALIND. By my life,
she will do as Ido. ORLANDO. O, but she is wise. ROSALIND. Orelse
she could not have the wit to do this. Thewiser, the waywarder.
Make the doorsupon awoman's wit, and it will out at thecasement;
shut that, and 'twill out at the key-hole;stop that, 'twill fly
with the smoke out atthe chimney. ORLANDO. A man that had a wife
with such awit, he might say 'Wit, whither wilt?'ROSALIND. Nay, you
might keep that check for it, till you metyour wife's wit going to
your neighbour'sbed. ORLANDO. And what wit could wit have to
excusethat? ROSALIND. Marry, to say she came to seek youthere. You
shall never take her without heranswer, unless you take her
withouther tongue. O, that woman that cannot makeher fault her
husband's occasion, let hernever nurse her child herself, for
shewill breed it like afool! ORLANDO. For these two hours,
Rosalind, Iwillleave thee. ROSALIND. Alas, dear love, I cannot
lackthee two hours! ORLANDO. I must attend the Duke atdinner; by
two o'clock I will be with theeagain. ROSALIND. Ay, go your ways,
go your ways. I knewwhat you would prove; my friends told me
asmuch, and I thought no less. That flatteringtongue of yours won
me. 'Tis but one cast away,and so, come death! Two o'clock is
yourhour? ORLANDO. Ay, sweet Rosalind. ROSALIND.By my troth, and in
good earnest, and so God mend me,and by all pretty oaths that are
notdangerous, if you break one jot of yourpromise, or come one
minute behind your hour, Iwill think you the most
patheticalbreak-promise, and the most hollow lover,and the most
unworthy of her you call Rosalind, thatmay be chosen out of the
gross band of theunfaithful. Therefore beware my censure, andkeep
your promise. ORLANDO. With no less religion thanif thou wert
indeed my Rosalind; so,adieu. ROSALIND. Well, Time is the old
justice thatexamines all such offenders, and let Timetry. Adieu.
Exit ORLANDO CELIA. You have simply misus'dour sex in your
love-prate. We must haveyour doublet and hose pluck'd over your
head, and showthe world what the bird hath done to her ownnest.
ROSALIND. O coz, coz, coz, my pretty little coz,that thou didst
know how many fathom deep Iam in love! But it cannot be sounded;
myaffection hath an unknown bottom, like the Bay ofPortugal. CELIA.
Or rather, bottomless; that as fast asyou pour affection in, it
runsout. ROSALIND. No; that same wicked bastard of Venus,that was
begot of thought, conceiv'd ofspleen, and born of madness;
thatblind rascally boy, that abuses every one'seyes,because his own
are out- let him bejudge how deep I am in love. I'll tellthee,
Aliena, I cannot be out of the sightof Orlando. I'll go find a
shadow, and sightill he come. CELIA. And I'll sleep. Exeunt




  SCENE II. The forest
EnterJAQUES and LORDS, in the habit of foresters

JAQUES. Which is he that killed the deer? LORD. Sir,it was I.
JAQUES. Let's present him to the Duke, like aRoman conqueror; and
it would do well to setthe deer's horns upon his head for a
branchof victory. Have you no song, forester, for thispurpose?
LORD. Yes, sir. JAQUES. Sing it;'tis no matter how it be in tune,
so it makenoise enough.

SONG.

What shall he have that kill'd thedeer? His leather skin and
hornstowear. [Therest shall hear thisburden:] Thensing him
home.

Take thou no scorn to wear thehorn; It was a crest ere
thouwastborn. Thyfather's father woreit; Andthy father bore it. The
horn,the horn, the lusty horn, Is nota thing to laugh to scorn.
Exeunt




  SCENE III. The forest
Enter ROSALIND and CELIA

ROSALIND. How say you now? Is it not past twoo'clock? And here
muchOrlando! CELIA. I warrant you, with purelove andtroubled brain,
he hath ta'en his bow andarrows, and is gone forth- to sleep.
Look,who comes here.

Enter SILVIUS

SILVIUS. My errand is to you, fairyouth; My gentle Phebe did bid
me give youthis. I know not the contents;but, as Iguess By the
stern brow and waspishaction Which she did use as she was writingof
it, It bears an angry tenour. Pardonme, I am but as a
guiltlessmessenger. ROSALIND. Patience herself would startle atthis
letter, And play the swaggerer. Bearthis, bear all. She says I am
not fair, thatI lack manners; She calls me proud, and thatshe could
not love me, Were man as rare asPhoenix. 'Od's my will! Her love is
not thehare that I do hunt; Why writes she so tome? Well, shepherd,
well, This is a letterof your own device. SILVIUS. No, I protest, I
know notthe contents; Phebe did writeit. ROSALIND. Come, come, you
are afool, And turn'd into the extremity oflove. I saw her hand;
she has a leathernhand, A freestone-colour'd hand; I verilydid
think That her old gloves were on, but'twas her hands; She has a
huswife's hand-but that's no matter. I say she never didinvent this
letter: This is a man'sinvention, and his hand. SILVIUS. Sure, it
ishers. ROSALIND. Why, 'tis a boisterous and a cruelstyle; A style
for challengers. Why, shedefies me, Like Turk to Christian.
Women'sgentle brain Could not drop forthsuchgiant-rude invention,
Such Ethiopewords, blacker in their effect Than in
theircountenance. Will you hear the letter? SILVIUS. Soplease you,
for I never heard it yet; Yetheard too much of Phebe's cruelty.
ROSALIND. She Phebesme: mark how the tyrantwrites. [Reads]

'Art thou god to shepherdturn'd, Thata maiden's heart hath
burn'd?'

Can a woman rail thus? SILVIUS. Call you thisrailing? ROSALIND.
'Why,thy godhead laidapart, Warr'stthou with a woman's heart?'

Did you ever hear such railing?

'Whiles the eye of man did woome, Thatcould do no vengeance to
me.'

Meaning me a beast.

'If the scorn of your brighteyne Havepower to raise such love
inmine, Alack,in me what strangeeffect Wouldthey work in
mildaspect! Whilesyou chid me, I didlove; Howthen might your
prayersmove! Hethatbrings this love tothe Littleknows this love
inme; Andby him seal up thymind, Whetherthat thy youth andkind
Willthe faithful offertake Ofme and all that I canmake; Orelse by
him my lovedeny, Andthen I'll study how to die.' SILVIUS. Call you
thischiding? CELIA. Alas, poorshepherd! ROSALIND. Do you pity him?
No, he deserves nopity. Wilt thou love such a woman? What,
tomakethee an instrument, and playfalse strains upon thee! Not to
be endur'd!Well, go your way to her, for I see lovehath made thee
tame snake, and say this toher- that if she love me, I charge her
tolove thee; if she will not, I will neverhave her unless thou
entreat for her. If you bea true lover, hence, and not a word;
forhere comes morecompany. ExitSILVIUS

Enter OLIVER

OLIVER. Good morrow, fair ones; pray you, if youknow, Where in
the purlieus of this foreststands A sheep-cote fenc'd about with
olivetrees? CELIA. West of this place, down in the neighbourbottom.
The rank of osiers by the murmuringstream Left on your right hand
brings you totheplace. But at this hour the house dothkeep itself;
There's nonewithin. OLIVER. If that an eye may profit by atongue,
Then should I know you bydescription- Such garments, and such
years:'The boy is fair, Of female favour, andbestows himself Like a
ripe sister; thewoman low, And browner than her brother.'Are not
you The owner of the house I didinquire for? CELIA. It is no boast,
being ask'd, to saywe are. OLIVER. Orlando doth commend him to
youboth; And to that youth he calls hisRosalind He sends this
bloody napkin. Areyou he? ROSALIND. I am. What must we understand
bythis? OLIVER. Some of my shame; if you will know ofme What man I
am, and how, and why, andwhere, This handkercher wasstain'd. CELIA.
I pray you, tell it. OLIVER.When last the young Orlando parted
fromyou, He left a promise to returnagain Within an hour; and,
pacing throughthe forest, Chewing the food of sweet andbitter
fancy, Lo, what befell! He threw hiseye aside, And mark what object
did presentitself. Under an oak, whose boughs weremoss'd with age,
And high top bald with dryantiquity, A wretched ragged man,
o'ergrownwith hair, Lay sleeping on his back. Abouthis neck A green
and gilded snake hadwreath'd itself, Who with her head nimble
inthreats approach'd The opening of his mouth;but suddenly, Seeing
Orlando, it unlink'ditself, And with indented glides did slipaway
Into a bush; under which bush'sshade A lioness, with udders all
drawndry, Lay couching, head on ground, withcatlike watch, When
that the sleeping manshould stir; for 'tis The royal dispositionof
that beast To prey on nothing that dothseem as dead. This seen,
Orlando didapproach the man, And found it was hisbrother, his elder
brother. CELIA. O, I have heard himspeak of that same brother; And
he didrender him the most unnatural That liv'damongst men. OLIVER.
And well he might sodo, For well I know he wasunnatural. ROSALIND.
But, to Orlando: did he leave himthere, Food to the suck'd and
hungrylioness? OLIVER. Twice did he turn his back, andpurpos'd so;
But kindness, nobler ever thanrevenge, And nature, stronger than
his justoccasion, Made him give battle to thelioness, Who quickly
fell before him; inwhich hurtling From miserable slumber Iawak'd.
CELIA. Are you his brother? ROSALIND.Was't you he rescu'd? CELIA.
Was't you that did so oftcontrive to kill him? OLIVER. 'Twas I; but
'tis not I. Ido not shame To tell you what I was, sincemy
conversion So sweetly tastes, being thething I am. ROSALIND. But
for the bloodynapkin? OLIVER. By and by. Whenfrom the first to
last, betwixt ustwo, Tears our recountments had most kindlybath'd,
As how I came into that desertplace- In brief, he led me to the
gentleDuke, Who gave me fresh array andentertainment, Committing me
unto mybrother's love; Who led me instantly untohis cave, There
stripp'd himself, and hereupon his arm The lioness had torn some
fleshaway, Which all this while had bled; and nowhe fainted, And
cried, in fainting, uponRosalind. Brief, I recover'd him, bound
uphis wound, And, after some small space,being strong at heart, He
sent me hither,stranger as I am, To tell this story, thatyou might
excuse His broken promise, and togive this napkin, Dy'd in his
blood, untothe shepherd youth That he in sport dothcall
hisRosalind. [ROSALINDswoons] CELIA. Why, how now, Ganymede!
sweetGanymede! OLIVER. Many will swoon when they do look onblood.
CELIA. There is more in it. CousinGanymede! OLIVER. Look,
herecovers. ROSALIND. I would I were athome. CELIA. We'll lead
youthither. I pray you, will you take him bythe arm? OLIVER. Be of
good cheer, youth. You aman! You lack a man'sheart. ROSALIND. I do
so, I confess it. Ah, sirrah, abody would think this was
wellcounterfeited. I pray you tell your brotherhow well I
counterfeited.Heigh-ho! OLIVER.This was not counterfeit; there is
toogreat testimony in your complexion that itwas a passion of
earnest. ROSALIND. Counterfeit, Iassure you. OLIVER. Well then,
take a good heart andcounterfeit to be a man. ROSALIND. So I do;
but, i'faith, I should have been a womanby right. CELIA. Come, you
lookpaler and paler; pray you drawhomewards. Good sir, go withus.
OLIVER. That will I, for I must bear answerback How you excuse my
brother,Rosalind. ROSALIND. I shall devise something; but, Ipray
you, commend my counterfeiting to him.Will you go? Exeunt
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ACT V. SCENE I. The forest

Enter TOUCHSTONE and AUDREY

TOUCHSTONE. We shall find a time, Audrey; patience,
gentleAudrey. AUDREY. Faith, the priest was good enough, forall the
old gentleman'ssaying. TOUCHSTONE. A most wicked Sir Oliver,
Audrey, amost vile Martext. But, Audrey, there is ayouth here in
the forest lays claimto you. AUDREY. Ay, I know who'tis; he hath no
interest in me inthe world; here comes the man you mean.

Enter WILLIAM

TOUCHSTONE. It is meat and drink to me to see a clown. By
mytroth, we that have good wits have much toanswer for: we shall be
flouting; we cannothold. WILLIAM. Good ev'n, Audrey. AUDREY. Godye
good ev'n, William. WILLIAM. And good ev'n to you,sir. TOUCHSTONE.
Good ev'n, gentle friend. Cover thyhead, cover thy head; nay,
prithee becover'd. How old are you, friend? WILLIAM. Five
andtwenty, sir. TOUCHSTONE. Aripe age. Is thy nameWilliam? WILLIAM.
William, sir. TOUCHSTONE. Afair name. Wast born i' th' forest here?
WILLIAM. Ay,sir, I thank God. TOUCHSTONE. 'Thank God.' A
goodanswer. Art rich? WILLIAM. Faith,sir, so so. TOUCHSTONE. 'Soso'
is good, very good, veryexcellent good; and yet it is not; it is
butso so. Art thou wise? WILLIAM. Ay, sir, I have a prettywit.
TOUCHSTONE. Why, thou say'st well. I do nowremember a saying: 'The
fool doth think heis wise, but thewise man knows himself tobe a
fool.' The heathen philosopher, when hehad a desire to eat a grape,
would open hislips when he put it into his mouth;meaning thereby
that grapes were made to eatand lips to open. You do love thismaid?
WILLIAM. I do, sir. TOUCHSTONE. Give meyour hand. Art thou learned?
WILLIAM. No,sir. TOUCHSTONE. Then learn this of me: to have is
tohave; for it is a figure in rhetoric thatdrink, being pour'd out
of cup into a glass,by fillingthe one doth empty the other; for
allyour writers do consent that ipse is he;now, you are not ipse,
for I amhe. WILLIAM. Which he, sir? TOUCHSTONE. He,sir, that must
marry this woman. Therefore,you clown, abandon- which is in
thevulgarleave- the society- which in the boorish iscompany- of
this female- which in the commonis woman- which together is:
abandon thesociety of this female; or, clown, thouperishest; or, to
thy better understanding,diest; or, towit, I kill thee, make
theeaway, translate thy life into death, thyliberty into bondage. I
will deal in poison withthee, or in bastinado, or in steel; I
willbandy with thee in faction; will o'er-runthee with policy; I
will kill thee a hundredand fifty ways; therefore tremble
anddepart. AUDREY. Do, good William. WILLIAM.God rest you merry,
sir. Exit

Enter CORIN

CORIN. Our master and mistress seeks you; come away,away.
TOUCHSTONE. Trip, Audrey, trip, Audrey. I attend,Iattend.
Exeunt




  SCENE II. The forest
Enter ORLANDO and OLIVER

ORLANDO. Is't possible that on so little acquaintance youshould
like her?that but seeing you shouldlove her? and loving woo? and,
wooing, sheshould grant? and will you persever toenjoy her? OLIVER.
Neither callthe giddiness of it in question, thepoverty of her, the
small acquaintance, mysudden wooing, nor her sudden consenting;but
say with me, I love Aliena; say with her thatshe loves me; consent
with both that we mayenjoy each other. It shall be to your good;for
my father's house and all therevenue that was old Sir Rowland's
will Iestate upon you, and here live and die ashepherd. ORLANDO.
You have my consent. Let your weddingbe to-morrow. Thither will I
invite the Dukeand all's contented followers. Go you andprepare
Aliena; for, look you, here comes my Rosalind.

Enter ROSALIND

ROSALIND. God save you, brother. OLIVER. And you,fair sister.
Exit ROSALIND. O, my dear Orlando, how itgrieves me to see thee
wear thy heart in ascarf! ORLANDO. It is my arm. ROSALIND. Ithought
thy heart had beenwounded with the claws ofa lion. ORLANDO. Wounded
it is,but with the eyes of a lady. ROSALIND. Did your brothertell
you how I counterfeited to swoon whenhe show'd me your handkercher?
ORLANDO. Ay, and greaterwonders than that. ROSALIND. O, I know
where you are.Nay, 'tis true. There was never any thing sosudden
but the fight of two rams andCaesar's thrasonical brag of 'I came,
saw,and overcame.' For your brother and mysister no sooner met but
they look'd; no sooner look'dbut they lov'd; no sooner lov'd but
theysigh'd; no sooner sigh'd but they ask'd oneanother the reason;
no sooner knew the reasonbut they sought the remedy- and in
thesedegrees have they made pair of stairs tomarriage, which they
will climb incontinent, orelse be incontinent before marriage.
Theyare in the very wrath of love, and they willtogether. Clubs
cannot part them. ORLANDO. They shall bemarried to-morrow; and I
will bid theDuke to the nuptial. But, O, how bitter athing it is to
look into happiness throughanother man's eyes! By so much the more
shallI to-morrow be at the height ofheart-heaviness, by how much I
shall thinkmy brother happy in having what he wishes for.
ROSALIND.Why, then, to-morrow I cannot serve your turnfor Rosalind?
ORLANDO. I can liveno longer by thinking. ROSALIND. I will weary
you, then,no longer with idle talking. Know of methen- for now I
speak to some purpose- that I know youare a gentleman of good
conceit. I speak notthis that you should bear a good opinion ofmy
knowledge, insomuch I say I know you are;neither do I labour for a
greater esteemthan may insome little measure draw a belief from
you,to do yourself good, and not to grace me.Believe then, if you
please, that I cando strange things. I have, since I was threeyear
old, convers'd with a magician, mostprofound inhis art and yet not
damnable. Ifyou do love Rosalind so near the heart as your
gesturecries it out, when your brother marriesAliena shall you
marry her. I know into whatstraits of fortune she is driven; and it
isnot impossible tome, if it appear notinconvenient to you, to set
her before youreyes to-morrow, human as she is, and withoutany
danger. ORLANDO. Speak'stthou in sober meanings? ROSALIND. By my
life, I do;which I tender dearly, though I say I amamagician.
Therefore put you in your best array, bidyour friends; for if you
will be marriedto-morrow, you shall; and to Rosalind, ifyou
will.

Enter SILVIUS and PHEBE

Look, here comes a lover of mine, and a lover ofhers. PHEBE.
Youth, youhave done me muchungentleness To show the letter that I
writto you. ROSALIND. I care not if I have. It is mystudy To seem
despiteful and ungentle toyou. You are there follow'd by a
faithfulshepherd; Look upon him, love him;heworships you. PHEBE.
Good shepherd, tell this youthwhat 'tis to love. SILVIUS. It is to
be all made ofsighs and tears; And so am I forPhebe. PHEBE. And I
for Ganymede. ORLANDO.And I for Rosalind. ROSALIND. And I for
nowoman. SILVIUS. It is to be all made of faith andservice; And so
am I forPhebe. PHEBE. And I for Ganymede. ORLANDO.And I for
Rosalind. ROSALIND. And I for nowoman. SILVIUS. It is to be all
made offantasy, All made of passion, and all madeofwishes; All
adoration, duty, andobservance, All humbleness, all patience,and
impatience, All purity, all trial, allobedience; And so am I
forPhebe. PHEBE. And so am I forGanymede. ORLANDO. And so am I
forRosalind. ROSALIND. And so am I for nowoman. PHEBE. If this be
so, why blame you me to loveyou? SILVIUS. If this be so, why blame
you me to loveyou? ORLANDO. If this be so, why blame you me to
loveyou? ROSALIND. Why do you speak too, 'Why blame you meto love
you?' ORLANDO. To her that is not here, nor dothnot hear. ROSALIND.
Pray you, no more of this; 'tis likethe howling of Irish wolves
against themoon. [To SILVIUS] I will help you if Ican. [To PHEBE] I
would love you if Icould.- To-morrow meet me all together. [
ToPHEBE ] I will marry you if ever I marrywoman, and I'll be
married to-morrow. [ToORLANDO] I will satisfy you if ever
Isatisfied man, and you shall be married to-morrow.[To Silvius] I
will content you if whatpleases you contents you, and you shall
bemarried to-morrow. [To ORLANDO] As youlove Rosalind, meet. [To
SILVIUS] As youlove Phebe, meet;- and as I love no woman,I'll meet.
So, fare you well; I have leftyou commands. SILVIUS. I'll notfail,
if I live. PHEBE. Nor I. ORLANDO. NorI. Exeunt




  SCENE III. The forest
Enter TOUCHSTONE and AUDREY

TOUCHSTONE. To-morrow is the joyful day, Audre'y; to-morrow
willwe be married. AUDREY. I dodesire it with allmy heart; and I
hope it isno dishonest desire to desire to be a womanof the world.
Here come two of the banish'dDuke's pages.

Enter two PAGES

FIRST PAGE. Well met, honest gentleman. TOUCHSTONE.By my troth,
well met. Come sit, sit, and asong. SECONDPAGE. We are for you; sit
i' th' middle. FIRST PAGE.Shall we clap into't roundly, without
hawking,or spitting, or saying we are hoarse, whichare the only
prologues to a badvoice? SECOND PAGE. I'faith, i'faith; and bothin
a tune,like two gipsies on a horse.

SONG. It was alover and hislass, Witha hey, and a ho, and a
heynonino, That o'erthe green corn-field didpass Inthe spring time,
the only pretty ringtime, When birds dosing, hey ding a ding,ding.
Sweet loverslove the spring.

Between the acres of therye, Witha hey, and a ho, and a
heynonino, These prettycountry folks wouldlie, Inthe spring time,
&c.

Thiscarol they began thathour, Witha hey, and a ho, and a
heynonino, How that alife was but aflower, Inthe spring time,
&c.

And therefore take the presenttime, Witha hey, and a ho, and a
heynonino, For love iscrowned with theprime, Inthe spring time,
&c.

TOUCHSTONE. Truly, young gentlemen, though there was nogreat
matter in the ditty, yet the note wasvery untuneable. FIRST PAGE.
YOU are deceiv'd, sir; wekept time,we lost notour time. TOUCHSTONE.
By mytroth, yes; I count it but time lost to hearsuch a foolish
song. God buy you; and Godmend your voices. Come, Audrey.
Exeunt




  SCENE IV. The forest
Enter DUKE SENIOR, AMIENS, JAQUES, ORLANDO, OLIVER, andCELIA

DUKE SENIOR. Dost thou believe, Orlando, that theboy Can do all
this that he hathpromised? ORLANDO. I sometimes do believe and
sometimesdo not: As those that fear they hope, andknow they
fear.

Enter ROSALIND, SILVIUS, and PHEBE

ROSALIND. Patience once more, whiles our compact isurg'd: You
say, if I bring in yourRosalind, You will bestow her on
Orlandohere? DUKE SENIOR. That would I, had I kingdoms to givewith
her. ROSALIND. And you say you will have her when Ibring her?
ORLANDO. That would I, were I of all kingdomsking. ROSALIND. You
say you'll marry me, if I bewilling? PHEBE. That will I, should I
die the hourafter. ROSALIND. But if you do refuse to marryme,
You'll give yourself to this mostfaithful shepherd? PHEBE. So is
thebargain. ROSALIND. You say that you'll have Phebe, ifshe will?
SILVIUS. Though to have her and death wereboth one thing. ROSALIND.
I have promis'd to make allthis matter even. Keep you your word,
ODuke, to give your daughter; You yours,Orlando, to receive his
daughter; Keep yourword, Phebe, that you'll marry me, Or
else,refusing me, to wed this shepherd; Keep yourword, Silvius,
that you'll marry her If sherefuse me; and from hence I go, To
makethese doubts alleven. ExeuntROSALIND and CELIA DUKE SENIOR. I
do remember in thisshepherd boy Some lively touches of mydaughter's
favour. ORLANDO. My lord, the first time thatI ever saw him
Methought he was a brother toyour daughter. But, my good lord, this
boyis forest-born, And hath been tutor'd in therudiments Of many
desperate studies by hisuncle, Whom hereports to be a
greatmagician, Obscured in the circle of thisforest.

Enter TOUCHSTONE and AUDREY

JAQUES. There is, sure, another flood toward, and these
couplesare coming to the ark. Here comes a pair ofvery strange
beasts which in all tongues arecall'd fools. TOUCHSTONE. Salutation
and greeting to youall! JAQUES. Good my lord, bid him welcome. This
is themotley-minded gentleman that I have so oftenmet in the
forest. He hath beena courtier, heswears. TOUCHSTONE. If any man
doubt that, let him putme to my purgation. I have trod a measure;
Ihave flatt'red a lady; I have been politicwith my friend, smooth
with mine enemy; I haveundone three tailors; I have had
fourquarrels, and like to havefought one. JAQUES. And how wasthat
ta'en up? TOUCHSTONE. Faith, we met, and found thequarrel was upon
the seventhcause. JAQUES. How seventh cause? Good my lord, likethis
fellow. DUKE SENIOR. I like him verywell. TOUCHSTONE. God'ild you,
sir; I desire you of thelike. I press in here, sir, amongst the
restof the country copulatives, to swear and toforswear, according
as marriage binds and blood breaks.A poor virgin, sir, an
ill-favour'd thing,sir, but mine own;a poor humour of mine,sir, to
take that that man else will.Rich honesty dwells like a miser, sir,
in apoor house; as your pearl in your fouloyster. DUKE SENIOR. By
my faith, he is very swift andsententious. TOUCHSTONE. Accordingto
the fool's bolt,sir, and suchdulcet diseases. JAQUES. But, forthe
seventh cause: how did you find the quarrelon the seventh cause?
TOUCHSTONE.Upon a lie seven times removed- bear your bodymore
seeming, Audrey- as thus, sir. Ididdislike the cut of a certain
courtier'sbeard; he sent me word, if I said his beard wasnot cut
well, he was in the mind it was.This is call'd the Retort
Courteous. If Isent him word again it was not well cut, hewould
send me word he cut it to pleasehimself. This is call'd the Quip
Modest. Ifagain it was not well cut, he disabled myjudgment. This
is call'd the Reply Churlish.If again it was not well cut, he
wouldanswer I spake not true. This is call'd theReproof Valiant. If
again it was not wellcut, he would say I lie. This is call'd
theCountercheck Quarrelsome. And so to theLie Circumstantial and
the LieDirect. JAQUES. And howoft did you say his beard was notwell
cut? TOUCHSTONE. I durst go no further than the LieCircumstantial,
nor he durst not give me theLie Direct; and so we measur'd swords
andparted. JAQUES. Can you nominate in order now thedegrees ofthe
lie? TOUCHSTONE. O, sir, we quarrel inprint by the book, as you
have books forgood manners. I will name you the degrees. Thefirst,
the Retort Courteous; the second, theQuip Modest; the third, the
Reply Churlish;the fourth, the Reproof Valiant; the fifth,the
Countercheck Quarrelsome; the sixth, theLie with Circumstance; the
seventh, the LieDirect. All these you may avoid but theLie Direct;
and you may avoid that too withan If. I knew when seven justices
could nottake up a quarrel; but when the partieswere met
themselves, one of them thought butof an If, as: 'If you said so,
then I saidso.' And they shook hands, andswore brothers. Your If is
the onlypeace-maker; much virtue in If. JAQUES. Is not this arare
fellow, my lord? He's as good at anything, and yet a fool. DUKE
SENIOR. He uses his follylike a stalking-horse, and underthe
presentation of that he shoots hiswit:

Enter HYMEN, ROSALIND, and CELIA. Still MUSIC

HYMEN. Then is there mirth inheaven, Whenearthly things madeeven
Atonetogether. GoodDuke, receive thydaughter; Hymenfrom heaven
broughther, Yea,brought herhither, Thatthou mightst join her hand
withhis, Whoseheart within his bosom is. ROSALIND. [To DUKE] To you
Igive myself, for I am yours. [To ORLANDO] Toyou I give myself, for
I am yours. DUKE SENIOR. If therebe truth in sight, you are my
daughter. ORLANDO. Ifthere be truth in sight, you are my Rosalind.
PHEBE. Ifsight and shape be true, Why then, my loveadieu! ROSALIND.
I'll have no father, if you be nothe; I'll have no husband, if you
be nothe; Nor ne'er wed woman, if you be notshe. HYMEN. Peace, ho!
I barconfusion; 'TisI must makeconclusion Ofthese most
strangeevents. Here'seight that must takehands Tojoin in
Hymen'sbands, Iftruth holds truecontents. Youand you no cross
shallpart; Youand you are heart inheart; Youto his love mustaccord,
Orhave a woman to yourlord; Youand you are suretogether, Asthe
winter to foulweather. Whilesa wedlock-hymn wesing, Feedyourselves
withquestioning, Thatreason wonder maydiminish, Howthus we met, and
these things finish.

SONG Weddingis great Juno'scrown; Oblessed bond of board andbed!
'TisHymen peoples everytown; Highwedlock then behonoured.
Honour,high honour, andrenown, ToHymen, god of every town!

DUKE SENIOR. O my dear niece, welcome thou art tome! Even
daughter, welcome in no lessdegree. PHEBE. I will not eat my word,
now thou artmine; Thy faith my fancy to thee dothcombine.

Enter JAQUES de BOYS

JAQUES de BOYS. Let me have audience for a word ortwo. I am the
second son of old SirRowland, That bring these tidings to thisfair
assembly. Duke Frederick, hearing howthat every day Men of great
worth resortedto this forest, Address'd a mighty power;which were
on foot, In his own conduct,purposely to take His brother here, and
puthim to the sword; And to the skirts of thiswild wood he came,
Where, meeting with anold religious man, After some question
withhim, was converted Both from his enterpriseand from the world;
His crown bequeathing tohis banish'd brother, And all their
landsrestor'd to them again That were with himexil'd. This to be
true I do engage mylife. DUKE SENIOR. Welcome,youngman. Thou
offer'st fairly to thy brothers'wedding: To one, his lands
withheld; and tothe other, A land itself at large, a potentdukedom.
First, in this forest let us dothose ends That here were well begun
andwell begot; And after, every of this happynumber, That have
endur'd shrewd days andnights with us, Shall share the good of
ourreturned fortune, According to the measureof their states.
Meantime, forget thisnew-fall'n dignity, And fall into our
rusticrevelry. Play, music; and you brides andbridegrooms all, With
measure heap'd in joy,to th' measures fall. JAQUES. Sir, by your
patience. IfI heard you rightly, The Duke hath put on areligious
life, And thrown into neglect thepompous court. JAQUES DE BOYS.
Hehath. JAQUES. To him will I. Out of theseconvertites There is
much matter to be heardand learn'd. [To DUKE] You to your
formerhonour I bequeath; Your patience and yourvirtue well deserves
it. [To ORLANDO] You toa love that your true faith doth merit;
[ToOLIVER] You to your land, and love, and greatallies [To SILVIUS]
You to a long andwell-deserved bed; [To TOUCHSTONE] And youto
wrangling; for thy loving voyage Is butfor two months victuall'd.-
So to yourpleasures; I am for other than for dancingmeasures. DUKE
SENIOR. Stay, Jaques,stay. JAQUES. To see no pastime I. What you
wouldhave I'll stay to know at your abandon'dcave.Exit DUKE SENIOR.
Proceed, proceed. We will beginthese rites, As we do trust they'll
end, intrue delights. [A dance] Exeunt

EPILOGUE EPILOGUE. ROSALIND.It is not the fashion to see the
lady the epilogue;but it is no more unhandsome than to see thelord
the prologue. If it be true that goodwine needs no bush, 'tis true
that a goodplay needs no epilogue. Yet to good winethey do use good
bushes; and good playsprove the better by the help ofgood
epilogues. Whata case am I in then, that am neither a goodepilogue,
nor cannot insinuate with you inthe behalf of a good play! I amnot
furnish'd like a beggar; therefore tobeg will not become me. My way
is to conjureyou; andI'll begin with the women. Icharge you, O
women, for the love you bearto men, to like as much of this play
asplease you; and I charge you, O men, for thelove you bear to
women- as I perceive byyour simp'ring none of you hates
them-thatbetween you and the women the play mayplease. If I were a
woman, I would kiss asmany of you as had beards that pleas'd
me,complexions that lik'd me, and breaths that Idefied not; and, I
am sure, as many as havegood beards, or goodfaces, or sweet
breaths,will, for my kind offer, when I makecurtsy, bid me
farewell.

THE END
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  THE COMEDY OF ERRORS
ACT I. SCENE 1

A hall in the DUKE'S palace

Enter the DUKE OF EPHESUS, AEGEON, the Merchant of
Syracuse,GAOLER, OFFICERS, and other ATTENDANTS

AEGEON. Proceed, Solinus, to procure my fall, And bythe doom of
death end woes and all.DUKE. Merchant of Syracuse,plead no more; I
am not partial to infringe ourlaws. The enmity and discord which
oflate Sprung from the rancorous outrage of yourduke To merchants,
ourwell-dealingcountrymen, Who, wanting guilders to redeemtheir
lives, Have seal'd his rigorous statutes withtheir bloods, Excludes
all pity from our threat'ninglooks. For, since the mortal and
intestinejars 'Twixt thy seditious countrymen andus, It hath in
solemn synods beendecreed, Both by the Syracusians andourselves, To
admit no traffic to our adversetowns; Nay, more: if any born at
Ephesus Beseen at any Syracusian marts and fairs; Again, if
anySyracusian born Come to thebay of Ephesus-hedies, His goods
confiscate to the Duke'sdispose, Unless a thousand marks belevied,
To quit the penalty and to ransomhim. Thy substance, valued at the
highestrate, Cannot amount unto a hundredmarks; Therefore by
lawthou art condemn'd to die.AEGEON.Yet this my comfort: when your
words are done, My woesend likewise with the evening sun.DUKE.
Well, Syracusian, say inbrief the cause Why thou departed'st from
thy nativehome, And for what cause thou cam'stto Ephesus.AEGEON.
Aheavier task could not have been impos'd Than I to speakmy griefs
unspeakable; Yet, that the world may witnessthat my end Was wrought
by nature, not by vileoffence, I'll utter what my sorrow gives
meleave. In Syracuse was I born, and wed Unto awoman, happy but for
me, And by me, had not our hap beenbad. With her I liv'd in joy;
our wealthincreas'd By prosperous voyages I oftenmade To Epidamnum;
till my factor'sdeath, And the great care of goods at randomleft,
Drew me from kind embracements of myspouse: From whom my absence
was not six monthsold, Before herself, almost at faintingunder The
pleasing punishment that womenbear, Had made provision for her
followingme, And soon and safe arrived where Iwas. There had she
not been long but shebecame A joyful mother of two goodlysons; And,
which was strange, the one so like theother As could not be
disdnguish'd but bynames. That very hour, and in the self-sameinn,
A mean woman was delivered Of such aburden, male twins, both alike.
Those, for their parentswere exceeding poor, I bought, and brought
up to attendmy sons. My wife, not meanly proud of twosuchboys, Made
daily motions for our homereturn; Unwilling, I agreed. Alas!
toosoon We came aboard. A league from Epidamnumhad we sail'd Before
the always-wind-obeyingdeep Gave any tragic instance of ourharm:
But longer did we not retain muchhope, For what obscured light the
heavens didgrant Did but convey unto our fearful minds Adoubtful
warrant of immediate death; Which though myselfwould gladly have
embrac'd, Yet the incessant weepingsof my wife, Weeping before for
what she saw mustcome, And piteous plainings of the prettybabes,
That mourn'd for fashion, ignorant what tofear, Forc'd me to seek
delays for them andme. And this it was, for other means wasnone:
The sailors sought for safety byourboat, And left the ship, then
sinking-ripe, tous; My wife, more careful for thelatter-born, Had
fast'ned him unto a small sparemast, Such as sea-faring men provide
forstorms; To him one of the other twins wasbound, Whilst I had
been like heedful of theother. The children thus dispos'd, my wife
andI, Fixing our eyes on whom our care wasfix'd, Fast'ned ourselves
at either end themast, And, floating straight, obedient to
thestream, Was carried towards Corinth, aswethought. At length the
sun, gazing upon theearth, Dispers'd those vapours that offendedus;
And, by the benefit of his wishedlight, The seas wax'd calm, and
wediscovered Two ships from far making amain tous- Of Corinth that,
of Epidaurus this. Butere they came-O, let me say no more! Gather
the sequelby that went before.DUKE. Nay, forward, old man, do not
break offso; For we may pity, though not pardon thee.AEGEON. O,had
the gods done so, I had not now Worthily term'd themmerciless to
us! For, ere the ships could meet by twicefive leagues, We were
encount'red by a mightyrock, Which being violently borne upon,
Ourhelpful ship was splitted in the midst; So that, in thisunjust
divorce of us, Fortune had left to both of usalike What to delight
in, what to sorrowfor. Her part, poor soul, seeming asburdened With
lesser weight, but not with lesserwoe, Was carried with more speed
before thewind; And in our sight they three were takenup By
fishermen of Corinth, as we thought. Atlength another ship had
seiz'd on us; And, knowing whomit was their hap to save, Gave
healthful welcome totheir ship-wreck'd guests, And would have reft
thefishers of their prey, Had not their bark been very slowof sail;
And therefore homeward did they bend theircourse. Thus have you
heard me sever'd from mybliss, That by misfortunes was my
lifeprolong'd, To tell sad stories of my own mishaps.DUKE.And, for
the sake of them thou sorrowest for, Do me thefavour to dilate at
full What have befall'n of them andthee till now.AEGEON. My
youngest boy, and yet my eldestcare, At eighteen years
becameinquisitive After his brother, and importun'dme That his
attendant-so his case waslike, Reft of his brother, but retain'd
hisname- Might bear him company in the quest ofhim; Whom whilst I
laboured of a love tosee, I hazarded the loss of whom Ilov'd. Five
summers have I spent in farthestGreece, Roaming clean through the
bounds ofAsia, And, coasting homeward, came toEphesus; Hopeless to
find, yet loath to leaveunsought Or that or any place that
harboursmen. But here must end the story of mylife; And happy were
I in mytimelydeath, Could all my travels warrant me they
live.DUKE.Hapless, Aegeon, whom the fates have mark'd To bear
theextremity of dire mishap! Now, trust me, were it notagainst our
laws, Against my crown, my oath, mydignity, Which princes, would
they, may notdisannul, My soul should sue as advocate forthee. But
though thou art adjudged to thedeath, And passed sentence may not
berecall'd But to our honour's greatdisparagement, Yet will I
favour thee in what Ican. Therefore, merchant, I'll limit thee
thisday To seek thy help by beneficial hap. Tryall the friends thou
hast in Ephesus; Beg thou, orborrow, to make up the sum, And live;
if no, then thouart doom'd to die. Gaoler, take him to
thycustody.GAOLER. I will, my lord.AEGEON. Hopeless and helpless
dothAegeon wend, But to procrastinate his
lifelessend.<Exeunt

SCENE 2

The mart

Enter ANTIPHOLUS OF SYRACUSE, DROMIO OF SYRACUSE, and
FIRSTMERCHANT

FIRSTMERCHANT. Therefore, give out you are ofEpidamnum, Lest
that your goods too soon beconfiscate. This very day a
Syracusianmerchant Is apprehended for arrivalhere; And, not being
able to buy out hislife, According to the statute of thetown, Dies
ere the weary sun set in thewest. There is your money that I had to
keep.ANTIPHOLUSOF SYRACUSE. Go bear it to the Centaur, where
wehost. And stay there, Dromio, till I come tothee. Within this
hour it will bedinner-time; Tillthat, I'll view the manners of
thetown, Peruse the traders, gaze upon thebuildings, And then
return and sleep within mineinn; For with long travel I am stiff
andweary. Get thee away.DROMIO OF SYRACUSE. Many a manwould take
you at your word, And go indeed, having sogood a
mean.<ExitANTIPHOLUS OF SYRACUSE. A trusty villain, sir,that
very oft, When I am dull with care andmelancholy, Lightens my
humour with his merryjests. What, will you walk with me about
thetown, And then go to my inn and dine with me?FIRSTMERCHANT. I am
invited, sir, to certain merchants, Ofwhom I hope to make much
benefit; I crave your pardon.Soon at five o'clock, Please you, I'll
meet with youupon the mart, And afterward consortyou till bedtime.
My present business calls me from younow.ANTIPHOLUS OF SYRACUSE.
Farewell till then. I will go losemyself, And wander up and down to
view the city.FIRSTMERCHANT. Sir, I commend you to your own
content.<Exit FIRSTMERCHANTANTIPHOLUS OF SYRACUSE. He that
commends me to mine owncontent Commends me to the thing I
cannotget. I to the world am like a drop ofwater That in the ocean
seeks anotherdrop, Who, falling there to find his fellowforth,
Unseen, inquisitive, confoundshimself. So I, to find a mother and
abrother, In quest of them, unhappy, lose myself.

Enter DROMIO OF EPHESUS

Here comes the almanac of my true date. What now? Howchance thou
art return'd so soon?DROMIO OF EPHESUS. Return'd sosoon! rather
approach'd too late. The capon burns, thepig falls from the spit;
The clock hath strucken twelveupon the bell- My mistress made it
one upon mycheek; She is so hot because the meat iscold, The meat
is coldbecause you come nothome, You come not home because you have
nostomach, You have no stomach, having broke yourfast; But we, that
know what 'tis to fast andpray, Are penitent for your default
to-day.ANTIPHOLUS OFSYRACUSE. Stop in your wind, sir; tell me this,
Ipray: Where have you left the money that I gaveyou?DROMIO OF
EPHESUS. O-Sixpence that I had a Wednesdaylast To pay the saddler
for my mistress'crupper? The saddler had it, sir; I kept
itnot.ANTIPHOLUS OF SYRACUSE.I am not in a sportive humournow; Tell
me, and dally not, where is themoney? We being strangers here, how
dar'st thoutrust So great a charge from thine own custody?DROMIO
OFEPHESUS. I pray you jest, sir, as you sit at dinner. Ifrom my
mistress come to you in post; If I return, Ishall be post indeed,
For she will score your fault uponmy pate. Methinks your maw, like
mine, should be yourclock, And strike you home without
amessenger.ANTIPHOLUS OF SYRACUSE. Come, Dromio, come, these
jestsare out of season; Reserve them till a merrier hour thanthis.
Where is the gold I gave in charge to thee?DROMIOOF EPHESUS. To me,
sir? Why, you gave no gold tome. ANTIPHOLUS OF SYRACUSE. Come on,
sir knave, havedone your foolishness, And tell me how thou
hastdispos'd thy charge.DROMIO OF EPHESUS. My charge was but to
fetchyou from the mart Home to your house, the Phoenix, sir,to
dinner. My mistress and her sister stays foryou.ANTIPHOLUS OF
SYRACUSE. Now, as I am a Christian, answerme In what safe place you
have bestow'd mymoney, Or I shall break that merry sconce ofyours,
That stands on tricks when I amundispos'd. Where is the thousand
marks thou hadst ofme?DROMIO OF EPHESUS. I have some marks of yours
upon mypate, Some of my mistress' marks upon myshoulders, But not a
thousand marks between youboth. If I should pay your worship
thoseagain, Perchance you will not bear thempatiently.ANTIPHOLUS OF
SYRACUSE. Thy mistress' marks! Whatmistress, slave, hast
thou?DROMIO OF EPHESUS. Your worship's wife,my mistress at the
Phoenix; She that doth fast till youcome home to dinner, And prays
that you will hie youhome to dinner.ANTIPHOLUS OF SYRACUSE. What,
wilt thou flout methus unto my face, Being forbid? There, take you
that,sir knave.[Beats him]DROMIO OF EPHESUS. What mean you, sir?
ForGod's sake hold your hands! Nay, an you will not, sir,I'll take
my heels.<ExitANTIPHOLUS OF SYRACUSE. Upon my life, bysome
device or other The villain is o'erraught of all mymoney. They say
this town is full ofcozenage; As, nimble jugglers that deceive
theeye, Dark-working sorcerers that change themind, Soul-killing
witches that deform thebody, Disguised cheaters,
pratingmountebanks, And many such-like liberties ofsin; If it prove
so, I will be gone thesooner. I'll to the Centaur to go seek
thisslave. I greatly fear my money is not safe.<Exit
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  ACT Il. SCENE 1
The house of ANTIPHOLUS OF EPHESUS

Enter ADRIANA, wife to ANTIPHOLUS OF EPHESUS, with LUCIANA,
hersister

ADRIANA. Neither my husband nor the slavereturn'd That in such
haste I sent to seek hismaster! Sure, Luciana, it is two
o'clock.LUCIANA.Perhaps some merchant hath invited him, And from
themart he's somewhere gone to dinner; Good sister, let usdine, and
never fret. A man is master of hisliberty; Time is their master,
and when they seetime, They'll go or come. If so, be
patient,sister.ADRIANA. Why should their liberty than ours be
more?LUCIANA.Because their business still lies out o' door.ADRIANA.
Look when Iserve him so, he takes it ill.LUCIANA. O, know he is the
bridle ofyour will.ADRIANA. There's none but asses will be
bridledso.LUCIANA. Why, headstrong liberty is lash'd withwoe.
There's nothing situate under heaven'seye But hath his bound, in
earth, in sea, insky. The beasts, the fishes, and the wingedfowls,
Are their males' subjects, and at theircontrols. Man, more divine,
the master of allthese, Lord of the wide world and wild wat'ryseas,
Indu'd with intellectual sense andsouls, Of more pre-eminence than
fish andfowls, Are masters to theirfemales, and theirlords; Then
let your will attend on theiraccords.ADRIANA. This servitude makes
you to keep unwed.LUCIANA.Not this, but troubles of the
marriage-bed.ADRIANA. But, were youwedded, you would bear some
sway.LUCIANA. Ere I learnlove, I'llpractise to obey.ADRIANA. How if
your husband start some otherwhere?LUCIANA. Till he come home
again, I would forbear.ADRIANA.Patience unmov'd! no marvel though
she pause: They canbe meek that have no other cause. A wretched
soul,bruis'd with adversity, We bid be quiet when we hear itcry;
But were we burd'ned with like weight ofpain, As much, or more, we
should ourselvescomplain. So thou, that hast no unkind mate to
grievethee, With urging helpless patience would relieveme; But if
thou live to see like rightbereft, This fool-begg'd patience in
thee will beleft.LUCIANA. Well, I will marry one day, but totry.
Here comes your man, now is your husband nigh.

Enter DROMIO OF EPHESUS

ADRIANA. Say, is your tardy master now at hand?DROMIO OFEPHESUS.
Nay, he's at two hands with me, and that mytwo ears can
witness.ADRIANA. Say, didst thou speak withhim? Know'st thou his
mind?DROMIO OF EPHESUS. Ay, ay, he told hismind upon mine ear.
Beshrew his hand, I scarce couldunderstand it.LUCIANA. Spake he so
doubtfully thou could'st notfeel his meaning?DROMIO OF EPHESUS.
Nay, he struck so plainly Icould to well feel his blows; and withal
so doubtfullythat I could scarce understand them.ADRIANA. But say,
Iprithee, is he coming home? It seems he hath great careto please
his wife.DROMIO OF EPHESUS. Why, mistress, sure my masteris
horn-mad.ADRIANA. Horn-mad, thou villain!DROMIO OF EPHESUS. Imean
not cuckold-mad; But, sure, he is starkmad. When I desir'd him to
come home todinner, He ask'd me for a thousand marks ingold. "Tis
dinner time' quoth I; 'My gold!' quothhe. 'Your meat doth burn'
quoth I; 'My gold!' quothhe. 'Will you come home?' quoth I; 'My
gold!' quothhe. 'Where is the thousand marks I gave thee,villain?'
'The pig' quoth I 'is burn'd'; 'My gold!'quoth he. 'My mistress,
sir,' quoth I; 'Hang up thymistress; I know not thy mistress; out
on thymistress.'LUCIANA. Quoth who?DROMIO OF EPHESUS. Quoth
mymaster. 'I know' quoth he 'no house, no wife, nomistress.' So
that my errand, due unto mytongue, I thank him, I bare home upon
myshoulders; For, in conclusion, he did beat methere.ADRIANA. Go
back again, thou slave, and fetch him home.DROMIOOF EPHESUS. Go
back again, and be new beaten home? ForGod's sake, send some other
messenger.ADRIANA. Back, slave, or Iwill break thy pate
across.DROMIO OF EPHESUS. And he will blessthat cross with other
beating; Between you I shall havea holy head.ADRIANA. Hence,
prating peasant! Fetch thy masterhome.DROMIO OF EPHESUS. Am I so
round with you, as you withme, That like a football you do spurn
methus? You spurn me hence, and he will spurnmehither; If I last in
this service, you must case me inleather.<ExitLUCIANA. Fie, how
impatience loureth in yourface!ADRIANA. His company must do his
minionsgrace, Whilst I at home starve for a merrylook. Hath homely
age th' alluring beautytook From my poor cheek? Then he hath
wastedit. Are my discourses dull? Barren my wit? Ifvoluble and
sharp discourse be marr'd, Unkindness bluntsit more than marble
hard. Do their gay vestments hisaffections bait? That's not my
fault; he's master of mystate. What ruins are in me that can
befound By him not ruin'd? Then is he theground Of my defeatures.
My decayed fair Asunny look of his would soon repair. But, too
unrulydeer, he breaks the pale, And feeds fromhome; poor I ambut
his stale.LUCIANA. Self-harming jealousy! fie, beat
ithence.ADRIANA. Unfeeling fools can with such wrongsdispense. I
know his eye doth homageotherwhere; Or else what lets it but he
would behere? Sister, you know he promis'd me achain; Would that
alone a love he woulddetain, So he would keep fair quarter with
hisbed! I see the jewel best enamelled Will losehis beauty; yet the
gold bides still That others touchand, often touching, will Where
gold; and no man thathath a name By falsehood and corruption doth
itshame. Since that my beauty cannot please hiseye, I'll weep
what's left away, and weepingdie.LUCIANA. How many fond fools serve
mad jealousy!<Exeunt

SCENE 2

The mart

Enter ANTIPHOLUS OF SYRACUSE

ANTIPHOLUS OF SYRACUSE. The gold I gave to Dromio is laidup Safe
at the Centaur, and the heedfulslave Is wand'red forth in care to
seek meout. By computation and mine host's report Icould not speak
with Dromio since at first I sent himfrom the mart. See, here he
comes.

Enter DROMIO OF SYRACUSE

How now, sir, is your merry humour alter'd? As youlove strokes,
so jest with me again. You know noCentaur! You receiv'd no gold!
Your mistress sent tohave me home to dinner! My house was at the
Phoenix!Wast thou mad, That thus so madly thou didst
answerme?DROMIO OF SYRACUSE. What answer, sir? When spake I such
aword?ANTIPHOLUS OF SYRACUSE. Even now, even here, not half an
hoursince.DROMIO OF SYRACUSE. I did not see you since you sent
mehence, Home to the Centaur, with the gold you gaveme.ANTIPHOLUS
OF SYRACUSE. Villain, thou didst deny the gold'sreceipt, And
told'st me of a mistress and adinner; For which, I hope, thou
felt'st I wasdispleas'd.DROMIO OF SYRACUSE. I am glad to see you in
this merryvein. What means this jest? I pray you, master,
tellme.ANTIPHOLUS OF SYRACUSE. Yea, dost thou jeer and flout me in
theteeth? Think'st thou I jest? Hold, take thou that,
andthat.[Beating him]DROMIO OF SYRACUSE. Hold, sir, for God's
sake!Now your jest is earnest. Upon what bargain do you giveit
me?ANTIPHOLUS OF SYRACUSE. Because that I familiarlysometimes Do
use you for my fool and chat withyou, Your sauciness will jest upon
mylove, And make a common of my serioushours. When the sun shines
let foolish gnats makesport, But creep in crannies when he hides
hisbeams. If you will jest with me, know myaspect, And fashion your
demeanour to mylooks, Or I will beat this method in your
sconce.DROMIOOF SYRACUSE. Sconce, call you it? So you would
leavebattering, I had rather have it a head. An you use theseblows
long, I must get a sconce for my head,and insconce it too; or else
I shall seek my wit in myshoulders. But I pray, sir, why am I
beaten?ANTIPHOLUSOF SYRACUSE. Dost thou not know?DROMIO OF
SYRACUSE. Nothing, sir,but that I am beaten.ANTIPHOLUS OF SYRACUSE.
Shall I tell youwhy?DROMIO OF SYRACUSE. Ay, sir, and wherefore; for
theysay every why hath a wherefore.ANTIPHOLUS OF SYRACUSE.Why,
first for flouting me; and then wherefore, Forurging it the second
time to me.DROMIO OF SYRACUSE. Was there everany man thus beaten
out of season, When in the why andthe wherefore is neither rhyme
nor reason? Well, sir, Ithank you.ANTIPHOLUS OF SYRACUSE. Thank me,
sir! for what?DROMIO OFSYRACUSE. Marry, sir, for this something
that yougave me for nothing.ANTIPHOLUS OF SYRACUSE. I'll makeyou
amends next, to give you nothing for something. Butsay, sir, is it
dinnertime?DROMIO OF SYRACUSE. No, sir; I think themeat wants that
I have.ANTIPHOLUS OF SYRACUSE. In good time, sir,what's that?DROMIO
OF SYRACUSE.Basting.ANTIPHOLUS OF SYRACUSE.Well, sir, then 'twill
be dry.DROMIO OF SYRACUSE. If it be, sir, Ipray you eat none of
it.ANTIPHOLUS OF SYRACUSE. Your reason?DROMIOOF SYRACUSE. Lest it
make you choleric, and purchaseme another dry basting.ANTIPHOLUS OF
SYRACUSE. Well,sir, learn to jest in good time; there's a time for
allthings.DROMIO OF SYRACUSE. I durst have denied that, beforeyou
were so choleric.ANTIPHOLUS OF SYRACUSE. By whatrule, sir?DROMIO OF
SYRACUSE. Marry, sir, by arule as plain asthe plain bald pate of
Father Time himself.ANTIPHOLUS OFSYRACUSE. Let's hear it.DROMIO OF
SYRACUSE. There's no time for aman to recover his hair that grows
bald bynature.ANTIPHOLUS OF SYRACUSE. May he not do it by
fineandrecovery?DROMIO OF SYRACUSE. Yes, to pay a fine for a
periwig,and recover the lost hair of another man.ANTIPHOLUS
OFSYRACUSE. Why is Time such a niggard of hair, being, asit is, so
plentiful an excrement?DROMIO OF SYRACUSE. Because it isa blessing
that he bestows on beasts, and what he hathscanted men in hair he
hath given them in wit.ANTIPHOLUSOF SYRACUSE. Why, but there's many
a man hath more hairthan wit.DROMIO OF SYRACUSE. Not a man of those
but he haththe wit to lose his hair.ANTIPHOLUS OF SYRACUSE.
Why,thou didst conclude hairy men plain dealers withoutwit.DROMIO
OF SYRACUSE. The plainer dealer, the soonerlost; yet he loseth it
in a kind of jollity.ANTIPHOLUSOF SYRACUSE. For what reason?DROMIO
OF SYRACUSE. For two; and soundones too.ANTIPHOLUS OF SYRACUSE.
Nay, not sound I pray you.DROMIOOF SYRACUSE. Sure ones,
then.ANTIPHOLUS OF SYRACUSE. Nay, not sure,in a thing
falsing.DROMIO OF SYRACUSE. Certain ones,then.ANTIPHOLUS
OFSYRACUSE. Name them.DROMIO OF SYRACUSE. The one,to save the money
that he spends in tiring; the other,that at dinner they should not
drop inhis porridge.ANTIPHOLUS OF SYRACUSE. You would all thistime
have prov'd there is no time for all things.DROMIOOF SYRACUSE.
Marry, and did, sir; namely, no time torecover hair lost by
nature.ANTIPHOLUS OF SYRACUSE. Butyour reason was not substantial,
why there is no time torecover.DROMIO OF SYRACUSE. Thus I mend it:
Time himself isbald, and therefore to the world's end will have
baldfollowers.ANTIPHOLUS OF SYRACUSE. I knew 't'would be a
baldconclusion. But, soft, who wafts us yonder?

Enter ADRIANA and LUCIANA

ADRIANA. Ay, ay, Antipholus, look strange andfrown. Some other
mistress hath thy sweetaspects; I am not Adriana, nor thy wife.
Thetime was once when thou unurg'd wouldst vow That neverwords were
music to thine ear, That never objectpleasing in thine eye, That
never touch well welcome tothy hand, That never meat sweet-savour'd
in thytaste, Unless I spake, or look'd, or touch'd, or carv'dto
thee. How comes it now, my husband, O, how comesit, That thou art
then estranged fromthyself? Thyself I call it, being strangetome,
That, undividable, incorporate, Ambetter than thy dear self's
better part. Ah, do not tearaway thyself from me; For know, my
love, as easy maystthou fall A drop of water in the breakinggulf,
And take unmingled thence that dropagain Without addition or
diminishing, Astake from me thyself, and not me too. How dearly
wouldit touch thee to the quick, Should'st thou but hear Iwere
licentious, And that this body, consecrate tothee, By ruffian lust
should becontaminate! Wouldst thou not spit at me and spurn atme,
And hurl the name of husband in myface, And tear the stain'd skin
off myharlot-brow, And from my false hand cut thewedding-ring, And
break it with a deep-divorcingvow? I know thou canst, and therefore
see thou doit. I am possess'd with an adulterateblot; My blood is
mingled with the crime oflust; For if we two be one, and thou
playfalse, I do digest the poison of thyflesh, Being strumpeted by
thycontagion. Keep then fair league and truce with thy truebed; I
live dis-stain'd, thou undishonoured.ANTIPHOLUSOF SYRACUSE. Plead
you to me, fair dame? I know younot: In Ephesus I am but two hours
old, Asstrange unto yourtown as to your talk, Who, every wordby all
my wit being scann'd, Wants wit in all one wordto
understand.LUCIANA. Fie, brother, how the world is chang'd withyou!
When were you wont to use my sisterthus? She sent for you by Dromio
hometodinner.ANTIPHOLUS OF SYRACUSE. By Dromio?DROMIO OF SYRACUSE.
Byme?ADRIANA. By thee; and this thou didst return fromhim- That he
did buffet thee, and in hisblows Denied my house for his, me for
hiswife.ANTIPHOLUS OF SYRACUSE. Did you converse, sir, with
thisgentlewoman? What is the course and drift of yourcompact?DROMIO
OF SYRACUSE. I, Sir? I never saw her till thistime.ANTIPHOLUS OF
SYRACUSE. Villain, thou liest; for even her verywords Didst thou
deliver to me on the mart.DROMIO OFSYRACUSE. I never spake with her
in all my life.ANTIPHOLUS OFSYRACUSE. How can she thus, then, call
us by ournames, Unless it be by inspiration?ADRIANA. How illagrees
it with your gravity To counterfeit thus grosslywith your slave,
Abetting him to thwart me in mymood! Be it my wrong you are from
meexempt, But wrong not that wrong with a morecontempt. Come, I
will fasten on this sleeve ofthine; Thou art an elm, my husband, I
avine, Whose weakness, married to thystrongerstate, Makes me with
thy strength tocommunicate. If aught possess thee from me, it
isdross, Usurping ivy, brier, or idle moss; Whoall, for want of
pruning, with intrusion Infect thy sap,and live on thy
confusion.ANTIPHOLUS OF SYRACUSE. To me she speaks;she moves me for
her theme. What, was I married to herin my dream? Or sleep I now,
and think I hear allthis? What error drives our eyes and earsamiss?
Until I know this sureuncertainty, I'll entertain the offer'd
fallacy.LUCIANA.Dromio, go bid the servants spread for
dinner.DROMIO OF SYRACUSE.O, for my beads! I cross me for sinner.
This is thefairy land. O spite of spites! We talk with
goblins,owls, and sprites. If we obey them not, this willensue:
They'll suck our breath, or pinch us black andblue.LUCIANA. Why
prat'st thou to thyself, and answer'stnot? Dromio, thou drone, thou
snail, thou slug, thousot!DROMIO OF SYRACUSE. I am transformed,
master, am notI?ANTIPHOLUS OF SYRACUSE. I think thou art in mind,
and so amI.DROMIO OF SYRACUSE. Nay, master, both in mind and in
myshape.ANTIPHOLUS OF SYRACUSE. Thou hast thine own form.DROMIO
OFSYRACUSE. No, I am an ape.LUCIANA. If thou art chang'd to
aught,'tis toan ass.DROMIO OF SYRACUSE. 'Tis true; she rides me,
and Ilong for grass. 'Tis so, I am an ass; else it couldnever be
But I should know her as well as she knowsme.ADRIANA. Come, come,
no longer will I be a fool, Toput the finger in the eyeand weep,
Whilst man and masterlaughs my woes to scorn. Come, sir, to dinner.
Dromio,keep the gate. Husband, I'll dine above with youto-day, And
shrive you of a thousand idlepranks. Sirrah, if any ask you for
yourmaster, Say he dines forth, and let no creatureenter. Come,
sister. Dromio, play the porterwell.ANTIPHOLUS OF SYRACUSE. Am I in
earth, in heaven, or inhell? Sleeping or waking, mad
orwell-advis'd? Known unto these, and to myselfdisguis'd! I'll say
as theysay, and perseverso, And in this mist at all adventures
go.DROMIO OFSYRACUSE. Master, shall I be porter at the
gate?ADRIANA. Ay; andlet none enter, lest I break your
pate.LUCIANA. Come, come,Antipholus, we dine too
late.<Exeunt
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  ACT III. SCENE 1
Before the house of ANTIPHOLUS OF EPHESUS

Enter ANTIPHOLUS OF EPHESUS, DROMIO OF EPHESUS, ANGELO,
andBALTHAZAR

ANTIPHOLUS OF EPHESUS. Good Signior Angelo, you must excuse
usall; My wife is shrewish when I keep nothours. Say that I
linger'd with you at yourshop To see the making of her carcanet,
Andthat to-morrow you will bring it home. But here's avillain that
would face me down He met me on the mart,and that I beat him, And
charg'd him with a thousandmarks in gold, And thatI did deny my
wife andhouse. Thou drunkard, thou, what didst thou mean
bythis?DROMIO OF EPHESUS. Say what you will, sir, but I know what
Iknow. That you beat me at the mart I have your hand toshow; If the
skin were parchment, and the blowsyou gavewere ink, Your own
handwriting would tell you what Ithink.ANTIPHOLUS OF EPHESUS. I
think thou art an ass.DROMIO OFEPHESUS. Marry, so it doth appear By
the wrongs I sufferand the blows I bear. I should kick, being
kick'd; andbeingat that pass, You would keep from my heels,
andbeware of an ass.ANTIPHOLUS OF EPHESUS. Y'are sad,
SigniorBalthazar; pray God our cheer May answer my good willand
your good welcome here.BALTHAZAR. I hold your dainties cheap,sir,
and your welcome dear.ANTIPHOLUS OF EPHESUS. O, SigniorBalthazar,
either at flesh or fish, A table full ofwelcome makes scarce one
dainty dish.BALTHAZAR. Good meat, sir, iscommon; that every churl
affords.ANTIPHOLUS OF EPHESUS. And welcomemore common; for that's
nothing but words.BALTHAZAR.Small cheer and great welcome makes a
merry feast.ANTIPHOLUS OFEPHESUS. Ay, to a niggardly host and more
sparingguest. But though my cates be mean, take them in goodpart;
Better cheer may you have, but notwith betterheart. But, soft, my
door is lock'd; go bid them let usin.DROMIO OF EPHESUS. Maud,
Bridget, Marian, Cicely, Gillian,Ginn!DROMIO OF SYRACUSE. [Within]
Mome, malt-horse, capon, coxcomb,idiot, patch! Either get thee from
the door, orsit downat the hatch. Dost thou conjure for wenches,
that thoucall'st for such store, When one is one too many? Go
getthee from the door.DROMIO OF EPHESUS. What patch is made
ourporter? My master stays in the street.DROMIO OFSYRACUSE.
[Within] Let him walk from whence hecame, lest he catch cold
on'sfeet.ANTIPHOLUS OF EPHESUS. Who talks within there? Ho, open
thedoor!DROMIO OF SYRACUSE. [Within] Right, sir; I'll tell youwhen,
an you'll tell me wherefore.ANTIPHOLUSOF EPHESUS. Wherefore? For my
dinner; I havenot din'd to-day.DROMIO OF SYRACUSE. [Within] Nor
to-day here youmust not; come again when you may.ANTIPHOLUSOF
EPHESUS. What art thou that keep'st meout from the house I
owe?DROMIO OF SYRACUSE.[Within] The porter for this time, sir,
andmy name is Dromio.DROMIO OF EPHESUS. O Villain, thou hast
stol'nboth mine office and my name! Theone ne'er got me credit, the
other mickle blame. If thouhadst been Dromioto-day in my place,
Thou wouldst havechang'd thy face for a name, or thy name for an
ass.

Enter LUCE, within

LUCE. [Within] What a coil is there, Dromio? Who are those atthe
gate?DROMIO OF EPHESUS. Let my master in, Luce.LUCE. [Within]Faith,
no, he comes too late; And so tell yourmaster.DROMIO OF EPHESUS. O
Lord, I must laugh! Have atyou with a proverb: Shall I set in my
staff?LUCE. [Within] Have atyou with another: that's-when? can you
tell?DROMIO OF SYRACUSE.[Within] If thy name be called Luce
-Luce,thou hast answer'd him well.ANTIPHOLUS OF EPHESUS. Do you
hear, youminion? You'll let us in, I hope?LUCE. [Within] I thought
to haveask'd you.DROMIO OF SYRACUSE. [Within] And you said
no.DROMIO OFEPHESUS. SO, Come, help: well struck! there was blow
forblow.ANTIPHOLUS OF EPHESUS. Thou baggage, let me in.LUCE.
[Within]Can you tell for whose sake?DROMIO OF EPHESUS. Master,
knock thedoor hard.LUCE. [Within] Let him knock till it
ache.ANTIPHOLUS OFEPHESUS. You'll cry for this, minion, if beat the
door down.LUCE.[Within] What needs all that, and a pair of stocks
in the town?

Enter ADRIANA, within

ADRIANA. [Within] Who is that at the door, that keeps all
thisnoise?DROMIO OF SYRACUSE. [Within] By my troth, your townis
troubled with unruly boys.ANTIPHOLUS OFEPHESUS. Are you there,
wife? You might havecome before.ADRIANA. [Within] Your wife, sir
knave! Go get you fromthe door.DROMIO OF EPHESUS. If YOU went in
pain, master, this'knave' would go sore.ANGELO. Here is neither
cheer, sir, norwelcome; we would fain have either.BALTHAZAR. In
debating which wasbest, we shall part with neither.DROMIO OF
EPHESUS. They stand atthe door, master; bid them welcome
hither.ANTIPHOLUS OF EPHESUS.There is something in the wind, that
we cannot get in.DROMIO OFEPHESUS. You would say so, master, if
your garments werethin. Your cake here is warm within; you stand
here inthe cold; It would make a man mad as a buck to be sobought
and sold.ANTIPHOLUS OF EPHESUS. Go fetch me something; I'llbreak
ope the gate.DROMIO OF SYRACUSE. [Within] Break any breakinghere,
and I'll break your knave'spate.DROMIO OF EPHESUS. A man may break
a word withyou, sir; and words are butwind; Ay, and break it in
your face, so he break it notbehind.DROMIO OF SYRACUSE. [Within] It
seems thou want'stbreaking; out upon thee, hind!DROMIO OFEPHESUS.
Here's too much 'out upon thee!' pray thee let mein.DROMIO OF
SYRACUSE. [Within] Ay, when fowls haveno feathers and fish have no
fin.ANTIPHOLUSOF EPHESUS. Well, I'll break in; go borrow me a
crow.DROMIO OFEPHESUS. A crow without feather? Master, mean youso?
For a fish without a fin, there's a fowl without afeather; If acrow
help us in, sirrah, we'll pluck a crowtogether.ANTIPHOLUS OF
EPHESUS. Go get thee gone; fetch me an ironcrow.BALTHAZAR. Have
patience, sir; O, let it not beso! Herein you war against
yourreputation, And draw within the compass ofsuspect Th'
unviolated honour of yourwife. Once this-your long experience of
herwisdom, Her sober virtue, years, andmodesty, Plead on her part
some cause to youunknown; And doubt not, sir, but she will
wellexcuse Why at this time the doorsare made againstyou. Be rul'd
by me: depart in patience, Andlet us to the Tiger all to dinner;
And, about evening,come yourself alone To know the reason of this
strangerestraint. If by strong hand you offer to breakin Now in the
stirring passage of the day, Avulgar comment will be made of it,
And that supposed bythe common rout Against your yet
ungalledestimation That may with foul intrusion enterin And dwell
upon your grave when you aredead; For slander lives upon
succession, Forever hous'd where it gets possession.ANTIPHOLUS OF
EPHESUS. Youhave prevail'd. I will depart in quiet, And in
despiteof mirth mean to be merry. I know a wench of
excellentdiscourse, Pretty and witty; wild, and yet,too,gentle;
There will we dine. This woman that Imean, My wife-but, I protest,
withoutdesert- Hath oftentimes upbraided mewithal; To her will we
to dinner. [To ANGELO] Get youhome And fetch the chain; by this I
know 'tismade. Bring it, I pray you, to thePorpentine; For there's
the house. That chain will Ibestow- Be it for nothing but to spite
mywife- Upon mine hostess there; good sir, makehaste. Since mine
own doors refuse to entertainme, I'll knock elsewhere, to see if
they'll disdainme.ANGELO. I'll meet you at that place some hour
hence.ANTIPHOLUSOF EPHESUS. Do so; this jest shall cost me
someexpense.<Exeunt

SCENE 2

Before the house of ANTIPHOLUS OF EPHESUS

Enter LUCIANA with ANTIPHOLUS OF SYRACUSE

LUCIANA. And may it be that you have quite forgot Ahusband's
office? Shall, Antipholus, Even in the springof love, thy
love-springs rot? Shall love, in building,grow so ruinous? If you
did wed my sister for herwealth, Then for herwealth's sake use her
with morekindness; Or, if you like elsewhere, do it bystealth;
Muffle your false love with some show ofblindness; Let not my
sister read it in youreye; Be not thy tongue thy own shame'sorator;
Look sweet, speak fair, becomedisloyalty; Apparel vice like
virtue'sharbinger; Bear a fair presence, though your heart
betainted; Teach sin the carriage of a holysaint; Be secret-false.
What need she beacquainted? What simple thief brags of his
ownattaint? 'Tis double wrong to truant with yourbed And let her
read it in thy looks atboard; Shame hath a bastard fame,
wellmanaged; Ill deeds is doubled with an evilword. Alas, poor
women! make us butbelieve, Being compact of credit, that you
loveus; Though others have the arm, show us thesleeve; We in your
motion turn, and you may moveus. Then, gentle brother, get you
inagain; Comfort my sister, cheer her, call herwife. 'Tis holy
sport to be a littlevain When the sweet breath of flattery
conquersstrife.ANTIPHOLUS OF SYRACUSE. Sweet mistress-what your
name iselse, I know not, Nor by what wonder you do hit ofmine- Less
in your knowledge and your grace you shownot Than our earth's
wonder-more than earth,divine. Teach me, dear creature, how to
think andspeak; Lay open to my earthy-grossconceit, Smoth'red in
errors, feeble, shallow,weak, The folded meaning of your
words'deceit. Against my soul's pure truth why labouryou To make it
wander in an unknownfield? Are you a god? Would you create menew?
Transform me, then, and to your pow'r I'llyield. But if that I am
I, then well Iknow Your weeping sister is no wife ofmine, Nor to
her bed no homage do I owe; Farmore, far more, to you do I decline.
O, train me not,sweet mermaid, with thy note, To drown me in
thysister's flood of tears. Sing, siren, for thyself, and Iwill
dote; Spread o'er the silver waves thy goldenhairs, And as a
bedI'll take them, and therehe; And in that glorious supposition
think Hegains by death that hath such means to die. Let Love,being
light, be drowned if she sink.LUCIANA. What, are you mad,that you
do reason so?ANTIPHOLUS OF SYRACUSE. Not mad, but mated;how, I do
not know.LUCIANA. It is a fault that springeth from
youreye.ANTIPHOLUS OF SYRACUSE. For gazing on your beams, fair
sun,being by.LUCIANA. Gaze where you should, and that will clear
yoursight.ANTIPHOLUS OF SYRACUSE. As goodto wink, sweet love, as
lookon night.LUCIANA. Why call you me love? Call my
sisterso.ANTIPHOLUS OF SYRACUSE. Thy sister's sister.LUCIANA.
That's mysister.ANTIPHOLUS OF SYRACUSE. No; It is thyself, mineown
self's better part; Mine eye's clear eye, my dearheart's dearer
heart, My food, my fortune, and my sweethope's aim, My sole earth's
heaven, and my heaven'sclaim.LUCIANA. All this my sister is, or
else should be.ANTIPHOLUSOF SYRACUSE. Call thyself sister, sweet,
for I amthee; Thee will I love, and with thee lead mylife; Thou
hast no husband yet, nor I nowife. Give me thy hand.LUCIANA. O,
soft, sir, hold youstill; I'll fetch my sister to get her
goodwill.<Exit LUCIANA

Enter DROMIO OF SYRACUSE.

ANTIPHOLUSOF SYRACUSE. Why, how now, Dromio! Where run'stthou so
fast?DROMIO OF SYRACUSE. Do you know me, sir? AmI Dromio? Am I your
man? Am I myself?ANTIPHOLUS OFSYRACUSE. Thou art Dromio, thou art
my man, thou artthyself.DROMIO OF SYRACUSE. I aman ass, I am a
woman's man, andbesides myself.ANTIPHOLUS OF SYRACUSE. What woman's
man,and how besides thyself?DROMIO OF SYRACUSE. Marry, sir,
besidesmyself, I am due to a woman-one that claims me, one
thathaunts me, one that will have me.ANTIPHOLUS OF SYRACUSE.What
claim lays she to thee?DROMIO OF SYRACUSE. Marry, sir, suchclaim as
you would lay to your horse; and she would haveme as a beast: not
that, I being a beast, she would haveme; but that she, being a very
beastly creature, laysclaim to me.ANTIPHOLUS OF SYRACUSE. What is
she?DROMIO OF SYRACUSE.A very reverent body; ay, such a one as a
man may notspeak of without he say 'Sir-reverence.' I have but
leanluck in the match, and yet is she a wondrous
fatmarriage.ANTIPHOLUS OF SYRACUSE. How dost thou mean a
fatmarriage?DROMIO OF SYRACUSE. Marry, sir, she's thekitchen-wench,
and all grease; and I know not what useto put her to but to make a
lamp of her and run from herby her own light. I warrant, her rags
and the tallow inthem will burn Poland winter. If she lives
tilldoomsday, she'll burn week longer than the
wholeworld.ANTIPHOLUS OF SYRACUSE. What complexion is she of?DROMIO
OFSYRACUSE. Swart, like my shoe; but her face nothing likeso clean
kept; for why, she sweats, a man may go overshoes in the grime of
it.ANTIPHOLUS OF SYRACUSE. That's a faultthat water will
mend.DROMIO OF SYRACUSE. No, sir, 'tis in grain;Noah's flood could
not do it.ANTIPHOLUS OF SYRACUSE.What's her name?DROMIO OF
SYRACUSE. Nell, sir; but her name andthree quarters, that's an ell
and three quarters, willnot measure her from hip to hip.ANTIPHOLUS
OF SYRACUSE.Then she bears some breadth?DROMIO OF SYRACUSE. No
longer from headto foot than from hip to hip: she is spherical,
like aglobe; I could find out countries in her.ANTIPHOLUS
OFSYRACUSE. In what part of her body stands Ireland?DROMIO
OFSYRACUSE. Marry, sir, in her buttocks; I found itoutby the
bogs.ANTIPHOLUS OF SYRACUSE. WhereScotland?DROMIO OF SYRACUSE. I
found it by the barrenness, hardin the palm of the hand.ANTIPHOLUS
OF SYRACUSE. WhereFrance?DROMIO OF SYRACUSE. In her forehead, arm'd
andreverted, making war against her heir.ANTIPHOLUS OFSYRACUSE.
Where England?DROMIO OF SYRACUSE. I look'd for the chalkycliffs,
but I could find no whiteness in them; but Iguess it stood in her
chin, by the salt rheum that ranbetween France and it.ANTIPHOLUS OF
SYRACUSE. Where Spain?DROMIO OFSYRACUSE. Faith, I saw it not, but I
felt it hot in herbreath.ANTIPHOLUS OF SYRACUSE. Where America, the
Indies?DROMIO OFSYRACUSE. O, sir, upon her nose, an o'er
embellishedwith rubies, carbuncles, sapphires, declining their
richaspect to the hot breath of Spain; who sent wholearmadoes of
caracks to be ballast at her nose.ANTIPHOLUSOF SYRACUSE. Where
stood Belgia, the Netherlands?DROMIO OFSYRACUSE. O, Sir, I did not
look so low. To conclude:this drudge or diviner laid claim to me;
call'dme Dromio; swore I was assur'd to her; told me whatprivy
marks I had about me, as, the mark of my shoulder,the mole in my
neck, the great wart on my left arm, thatI, amaz'd, ran from her as
a witch. And, Ithink, if my breast had not been made offaith, and
my heart of steel, Shehad transform'd me to a curtal dog, and made
me turn i' th'wheel.ANTIPHOLUS OF SYRACUSE. Go hie thee presently
post totheroad; An if the wind blow any way fromshore, I will not
harbour in this townto-night. If any bark put forth, come to
themart, Where I will walk till thou return tome. If every one
knows us, and we knownone, 'Tis time, I think, to trudge, pack and
begone.DROMIO OF SYRACUSE. As from a bear a man would run forlife,
So fly I from her that would be mywife.<ExitANTIPHOLUS OF
SYRACUSE. There's none but witches doinhabit here, And therefore
'tis high time that I werehence. She that doth call me husband,
even mysoul Doth for a wife abhor. But her fairsister, Possess'd
with such a gentle sovereigngrace, Of such enchanting presence
anddiscourse, Hath almost made me traitor tomyself; But, lest
myself be guilty toself-wrong, I'll stop mine ears against the
mermaid'ssong.

Enter ANGELO with the chain

ANGELO. Master Antipholus!ANTIPHOLUS OF SYRACUSE. Ay, that's
myname.ANGELO. I know it well, sir. Lo, here is thechain. I thought
to have ta'en youat thePorpentine; The chain unfinish'd made me
stay thuslong.ANTIPHOLUS OF SYRACUSE. What is your will that I
shall do withthis?ANGELO. What please yourself, sir; I have made it
foryou.ANTIPHOLUS OF SYRACUSE. Made it for me, sir! I
bespokeitnot.ANGELO. Not once nor twice, but twenty times youhave.
Go home with it, and please your wifewithal; And soon at
supper-time I'll visityou, And then receive my money for the
chain.ANTIPHOLUSOF SYRACUSE. I pray you, sir, receive the money
now, Forfear you ne'er see chain nor money more.ANGELO. You are a
merryman, sir; fare you well.<ExitANTIPHOLUS OF SYRACUSE. What
Ishould think of this cannot tell: But this Ithink,there's no man
is so vain That would refuse sofair an offer'd chain. I see a man
here needs not liveby shifts, When in the streets he meets such
goldengifts. I'll to the mart, and there for Dromiostay; If any
ship put out, thenstraightaway.<Exit
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  ACT IV. SCENE 1
A public place

Enter SECOND MERCHANT, ANGELO, and an OFFICER

SECOND MERCHANT. You know since Pentecost the sum isdue, And
since I have not much importun'dyou; Nor now I had not, but that I
ambound To Persia, and wantguilders for myvoyage. Therefore make
presentsatisfaction, Or I'll attach you by this officer.ANGELO.Even
just the sum that I do owe to you Is growing to meby Antipholus;
And in the instant that I met withyou He had of me a chain; atfive
o'clock Ishall receive the money for the same. Pleaseth you
walkwith me down to his house, I will discharge my bond, andthank
you too.

Enter ANTIPHOLUS OF EPHESUS, and DROMIO OF EPHESUS, from
theCOURTEZAN'S

OFFICER. That labour may yousave; see where he
comes.ANTIPHOLUSOF EPHESUS. While I go to the goldsmith's house,
gothou And buy a rope's end; that will Ibestow Among my wife and
herconfederates, For locking me out of my doors byday. But, soft, I
see the goldsmith. Get theegone; Buy thou a rope, and bring it home
to me.DROMIO OFEPHESUS. I buy a thousand pound a year; I buy a
rope.<ExitDROMIOANTIPHOLUS OF EPHESUS. A man is well holp up
that trusts toyou! I promised your presence and thechain; But
neither chain nor goldsmith came tome. Belike you thought our love
would last toolong, If it were chain'd together, and therefore
camenot.ANGELO. Saving your merry humour, here's thenote How much
your chain weighs to the utmostcarat, The fineness of the gold, and
chargefulfashion, Which doth amount to three odd ducatsmore Than I
stand debted to this gentleman. Ipray you see him presently
discharg'd, For he is boundto sea, and stays but for it.ANTIPHOLUS
OF EPHESUS. I am notfurnish'd with the present money; Besides, I
have somebusiness in the town. Good signior, take the stranger tomy
house, And with you take the chain, and bid mywife Disburse the sum
on the receiptthereof. Perchance I will be there as soon
asyou.ANGELO. Then you will bring the chain to
heryourself?ANTIPHOLUS OF EPHESUS. No; bear it with you, lest I
comenot time enough.ANGELO. Well, sir, I will. Have you the chain
aboutyou?ANTIPHOLUS OF EPHESUS. An if I have not, sir,I hope
youhave; Or else you may return without your money.ANGELO.Nay,
come, I pray you, sir, give me the chain; Both windand tide stays
for this gentleman, And I, to blame, haveheld him here too
long.ANTIPHOLUS OF EPHESUS. Good Lord! you usethis dalliance to
excuse Your breach of promise to thePorpentine; I should have chid
you for not bringingit, But, like a shrew, you first begin to
brawl.SECONDMERCHANT. The hour steals on; I pray you, sir,
dispatch.ANGELO. Youhear how he importunes me-the chain!ANTIPHOLUS
OF EPHESUS. Why,give it to my wife, and fetch your money.ANGELO.
Come, come, youknow I gave it you even now. Either send the chain
orsend by me some token.ANTIPHOLUS OF EPHESUS. Fie, now you run
thishumourout of breath! Come, where's the chain? I pray youlet me
see it.SECOND MERCHANT. My business cannot brook thisdalliance.
Good sir, say whe'r you'll answer me orno; If not, I'll leave him
to the officer.ANTIPHOLUS OFEPHESUS. I answer you! What should I
answer you?ANGELO. The moneythat you owe me for the
chain.ANTIPHOLUS OF EPHESUS. I owe you nonetill I receive the
chain.ANGELO. You know I gave it you half anhour since.ANTIPHOLUS
OF EPHESUS. You gave me none; you wrong memuch to say so.ANGELO.
You wrong me more, sir, in denyingit. Consider how it stands upon
my credit.SECONDMERCHANT. Well, officer, arrest him at my
suit.OFFICER. I do; andcharge you in the Duke's name to obey
me.ANGELO. This touches me inreputation. Either consent to pay this
sum forme, Or I attach you by this officer.ANTIPHOLUS OFEPHESUS.
Consent to pay thee that I never had! Arrestme, foolish fellow, if
thou dar'st.ANGELO. Here is thy fee; arresthim, officer. I would
not spare mybrother in thiscase, If he should scorn me so
apparently.OFFICER. I doarrest you, sir; you hear the
suit.ANTIPHOLUS OF EPHESUS. I do obeythee till I give thee bail.
But, sirrah, you shall buythis sport as dear As all the metal in
your shop willanswer.ANGELO. Sir, sir, I shall have law in Ephesus,
Toyour notorious shame, I doubt it not.

Enter DROMIO OF SYRACUSE, from the bay

DROMIO OF SYRACUSE. Master, there's a bark ofEpidamnum That
stays but till her owner comesaboard, And then, sir, she bears
away. Our fraughtage,sir, I have convey'd aboard; and I havebought
The oil, the balsamum, andaqua-vitx. The ship is in her trim; the
merrywind Blows fair from land; they stay for nought atan But for
their owner, master, and yourself.ANTIPHOLUSOF EPHESUS. How now! a
madman? Why, thou peevishsheep, What ship of Epidamnum stays for
me?DROMIO OFSYRACUSE. A ship you sent me to, to hire
waftage.ANTIPHOLUS OFEPHESUS. THOU drunken slave! I sent the for a
rope; Andtold thee to what purpose and what end.DROMIO OF SYRACUSE.
YOU sentme for a rope's end as soon- You sent me to the bay,sir,
for a bark.ANTIPHOLUS OF EPHESUS. I Will debate this matter atmore
leisure, And teach your ears to list me withmoreheed. To Adriana,
villain, hie theestraight; Give her this key, and tell her in
thedesk That's cover'd o'er with Turkishtapestry There is a purse
of ducats; let her sendit. Tell her I am arrested in the street,
Andthat shall bail me; hie thee, slave, be gone. On,officer, to
prison till it come.<Exeunt all but DROMIODROMIO OFSYRACUSE. To
Adriana! that is where we din'd, WhereDowsabel did claim me for her
husband. She is too big, Ihope, for me to compass. Thither I must,
althoughagainst my will, For servants must their masters'
mindsfulfil.<Exit

SCENE 2

The house of ANTIPHOLUS OF EPHESUS

Enter ADRIANA and LUCIANA

ADRIANA. Ah, Luciana, did he tempt thee so? Might'stthou
perceive austerely in his eye That he did plead inearnest? Yea or
no? Look'd he or red or pale, or sad ormerrily? What observation
mad'st thou in thiscase Of his heart's meteors tilting in his
face?LUCIANA.First he denied you had in him no right.ADRIANA. He
meant hedid menone-the more my spite.LUCIANA. Then swore he that he
was astranger here.ADRIANA. And true he swore, though yet forsworn
hewere.LUCIANA. Then pleaded I for you.ADRIANA. And what
saidhe?LUCIANA. That love I begg'd for you he begg'd of
me.ADRIANA.With what persuasion did he tempt thy love?LUCIANA. With
words thatin an honest suit might move. First he did praise
mybeauty, then my speech.ADRIANA. Didst speak him fair?LUCIANA.
Havepatience, I beseech.ADRIANA. I cannot, nor Iwill not hold
mestill; My tongue, though not my heart, shall have hiswill. He is
deformed, crooked, old, andsere, Ill-fac'd, worse bodied,
shapelesseverywhere; Vicious, ungentle, foolish, blunt,unkind;
Stigmatical in making, worse in mind.LUCIANA.Who would be jealous
then of such a one? No evil lost iswail'd when it is gone.ADRIANA.
Ah, but I think him better than Isay, And yet would herein others'
eyes wereworse. Far from her nest the lapwing criesaway; My heart
prays for him, though my tongue docurse.

Enter DROMIO OF SYRACUSE.

DROMIO OF SYRACUSE. Here go-the desk, the purse.Sweet now, make
haste.LUCIANA. How hast thou lost thybreath?DROMIO OF SYRACUSE. By
running fast.ADRIANA. Where is thymaster, Dromio? Is he well?DROMIO
OF SYRACUSE. No, he's in Tartarlimbo, worse than hell. A devil in
an everlastinggarment hath him; One whose hard heart is button'd
upwith steel; A fiend, a fairy, pitiless andrough; A wolf, nay
worse, a fellow all inbuff; A back-friend, a shoulder-clapper, one
thatcountermands The passages of alleys, creeks, and narrowlands; A
hound that runs counter, and yet draws dry-footwell; One that,
before the Judgment, carries poor soulsto hell.ADRIANA. Why,man,
what is the matter?DROMIO OF SYRACUSE. Ido not know the matter; he
is rested on the case.ADRIANA. What, ishe arrested? Tell me, at
whose suit?DROMIO OF SYRACUSE. I know notat whose suit he is
arrested well; But he's in a suit ofbuff which 'rested him, that
can I tell. Will you sendhim, mistress, redemption, the money in
his desk?ADRIANA. Go fetchit, sister. [Exit LUCIANA] This I wonder
at: Thus heunknown to me should be in debt. Tell me, washe
arrestedon a band?DROMIO OF SYRACUSE. on a band, but on a
strongerthing, A chain, a chain. Do you not hear itring?ADRIANA.
What, the chain?DROMIO OF SYRACUSE. No, no, the bell;'tis time that
I were gone. It was two ere I left him,and now the clock strikes
one.ADRIANA. The hours come back! Thatdid I never hear.DROMIO OF
SYRACUSE. O yes. If any hour meet asergeant, 'a turns back for
veryfear.ADRIANA. As if Time were in debt! How fondly dost
thoureason!DROMIO OF SYRACUSE.Time is a very bankrupt, andowes more
than he's worth toseason. Nay, he's a thief too: have you not heard
mensay That Time comes stealing on by night andday? If 'a be in
debt and theft, and a sergeant in theway, Hath he not reason toturn
back an hour in aday?

Re-enter LUCIANA with a purse

ADRIANA. Go, Dromio, there's the money; bear itstraight, And
bring thy master homeimmediately. Come, sister; I am press'd down
withconceit- Conceit, my comfort and myinjury.<Exeunt

SCENE 3

The mart

Enter ANTIPHOLUS OF SYRACUSE

ANTIPHOLUS OF SYRACUSE. There's not a man I meet but doth
saluteme As if I were their well-acquaintedfriend; And every one
doth call me by myname. Some tender money to me, some inviteme,
Someother give me thanks forkindnesses, Some offer me commodities
tobuy; Even now a tailor call'd me in hisshop, And show'd me silks
that he had bought forme, And therewithal took measure of mybody.
Sure, these are but imaginarywiles, And Lapland sorcerers inhabit
here.

Enter DROMIO OF SYRACUSE

DROMIO OF SYRACUSE. Master, here's the gold you sentme for.
What, have you got the picture of old Adamnew-apparell'd?ANTIPHOLUS
OF SYRACUSE. What gold is this? What Adamdost thou mean?DROMIO OF
SYRACUSE. Not that Adam that kept theParadise, but that Adam that
keeps the prison; he thatgoes in the calf's skin that was kill'd
for theProdigal; he that came behind you, sir, like an evilangel,
and bid you forsake your liberty.ANTIPHOLUS OF SYRACUSE.
Iunderstand thee not.DROMIO OF SYRACUSE. No? Why, 'tis a plain
case:he that went, like a bass-viol, in a case of leather;the man,
sir, that, when gentlemen are tired, gives thema sob, and rest
them; he, sir, that takes pity ondecayed men, and give them suits
of durance; he thatsets up his rest to do more exploits with his
mace thana morris-pike.ANTIPHOLUS OF SYRACUSE. What, thou mean'st
anofficer?DROMIO OF SYRACUSE. Ay, sir, the sergeant of theband;
that brings any man to answer it that breaks hisband; on that
thinks a man always going to bed, and says'God give you good
rest!'ANTIPHOLUS OF SYRACUSE. Well,sir, there rest in your foolery.
Is there any ship putsforth to-night? May we be gone?DROMIO OF
SYRACUSE. Why, sir, Ibrought you word an hour since that the bark
Expeditionput forth to-night; and then were you hind'red by
thesergeant, to tarry for the boy Delay. Here are theangels that
you sent for to deliver you.ANTIPHOLUS OF SYRACUSE. Thefellow is
distract, and so am I; And here we wander inillusions. Some blessed
power deliver us from hence!

Enter a COURTEZAN

COURTEZAN. Well met, well met, Master Antipholus. Isee, sir, you
have found the goldsmith now. Is that thechain you promis'd me
to-day?ANTIPHOLUS OF SYRACUSE. Satan, avoid!I charge thee, tempt me
not.DROMIO OF SYRACUSE. Master, is thisMistress Satan?ANTIPHOLUS OF
SYRACUSE. It is the devil.DROMIO OFSYRACUSE. Nay, she is worse, she
is thedevil's dam, andhere she comes in the habit of a light
wench;and thereof comes that the wenches say 'God damn me!'That's
as much to say 'God make me a light wench!' It iswritten they
appear to men like angels of light; lightis an effect of fire, and
fire will burn; ergo, lightwenches will burn. Come not near
her.COURTEZAN. Your manand you are marvellous merry, sir. Will you
go with me?We'll mend our dinner here.DROMIO OF SYRACUSE. Master,
if you do,expect spoon-meat, orbespeak a long spoon.ANTIPHOLUS
OFSYRACUSE. Why, Dromio?DROMIO OF SYRACUSE. Marry, he must have
along spoon that must eat with the devil.ANTIPHOLUS OFSYRACUSE.
Avoid then, fiend! What tell'st thou me ofsupping? Thou art, as you
are all, asorceress; I conjure thee to leave me and
begone.COURTEZAN. Give me the ring of mine you had atdinner, Or,
for my diamond, the chain youpromis'd, And I'll be gone, sir, and
not troubleyou.DROMIO OF SYRACUSE. Some devils ask but the parings
of one'snail, A rush, a hair, a drop of blood, apin, A nut, a
cherry-stone; But she, morecovetous, would have a chain. Master, be
wise; an if yougive it her, The devil will shake her chain, and
frightus with it.COURTEZAN. I pray you, sir, my ring, or else
thechain; I hope you do not mean to cheat me so.ANTIPHOLUSOF
SYRACUSE. Avaunt, thou witch! Come, Dromio, let us go.DROMIO
OFSYRACUSE. 'Fly pride' says the peacock. Mistress, that
youknow.<Exeunt ANTIPHOLUS OF SYRACUSE and DROMIO
OFSYRACUSECOURTEZAN. Now, out of doubt, Antipholus ismad, Else
would he never so demean himself. Aring he hath of mine worth forty
ducats, And for thesame he promis'd me a chain; Both one and other
hedenies me now. The reason that I gather he ismad, Besides this
present instance of hisrage, Is a mad tale he told to-day atdinner
Of his own doors being shut against hisentrance. Belike his wife,
acquainted with hisfits, On purpose shut the doors against hisway.
My way is now to hie home to hishouse, And tell his wife that,
beinglunatic, He rush'd into my house and tookperforce My ring
away. This course I fittestchoose, For forty ducats is too much
tolose.<Exit

SCENE 4

A street

Enter ANTIPHOLUS OF EPHESUS with the OFFICER

ANTIPHOLUS OF EPHESUS. Fear me not, man; I will not breakaway.
I'll give thee, ere I leave thee, so muchmoney, To warrant thee, as
I am 'restedfor. My wifeis in a wayward mood to-day, Andwill not
lightly trust the messenger. That I should beattach'd in Ephesus, I
tell you 'twill sound harshly inher cars.

Enter DROMIO OF EPHESUS, with a rope's-end

Here comes my man; I think he brings the money.How now, sir!Have
you that I sent you for? DROMIO OF EPHESUS. Here's that, Iwarrant
you, will pay them all. ANTIPHOLUS OF EPHESUS. But where'sthe
money? DROMIO OF EPHESUS. Why, sir, I gave the money for therope.
ANTIPHOLUS OF EPHESUS. Five hundred ducats, villain, forrope?
DROMIO OF EPHESUS. I'll serve you, sir, five hundred at therate.
ANTIPHOLUS OF EPHESUS. To what end did I bid thee hie theehome?
DROMIO OF EPHESUS. To a rope's-end, sir; and to that end am
Ireturn'd. ANTIPHOLUS OF EPHESUS. And tothat end, sir, I
willwelcome you. [Beating him] OFFICER. Good sir, be patient.
DROMIO OFEPHESUS. Nay, 'tis for me to be patient; I am in
adversity.OFFICER. Good now, hold thy tongue. DROMIO OF EPHESUS.
Nay, ratherpersuade him to hold his hands. ANTIPHOLUS OF EPHESUS.
Thouwhoreson, senseless villain! DROMIO OF EPHESUS. I would I
weresenseless, sir, that I might not feel your blows. ANTIPHOLUS
OFEPHESUS. Thou art sensible in nothing but blows, and so is an
ass.DROMIO OF EPHESUS. I am an ass indeed; you may prove it by my
long'ears. I have served him from the hour of my nativity to
thisinstant, and have nothing at his hands for my service but
blows.When I am cold he heats me with beating; when I am warm he
cools mewith beating. I am wak'd with it when I sleep; rais'd with
it whenI sit; driven out of doors with it when I go from home;
welcom'dhome with it when I return; nay, I bear it on my shoulders
asbeggar wont her brat; and I think, when he hath lam'd me, I
shallbeg with it from door to door.

Enter ADRIANA, LUCIANA, the COURTEZAN, and a SCHOOLMASTER
call'dPINCH

ANTIPHOLUS OF EPHESUS. Come, go along; my wife is
comingyonder.DROMIO OF EPHESUS. Mistress, 'respice finem,' respect
yourend; or rather, to prophesy like the parrot, 'Beware
therope's-end.'ANTIPHOLUS OF EPHESUS. Wilt thou still
talk?[Beatinghim]COURTEZAN. How say you now? Is not your husband
mad?ADRIANA.His incivility confirms no less. Good Doctor Pinch,
youare a conjurer: Establish him in his true senseagain, And I will
please you what you willdemand.LUCIANA. Alas, how fiery and how
sharp he looks!COURTEZAN.Mark how he trembles in his ecstasy.PINCH.
Give me your hand, andlet me feel your pulse.ANTIPHOLUS OF EPHESUS.
There is my hand, andlet it feel your ear.[Striking him]PINCH. I
charge thee, Satan,hous'd within this man, To yield possession to
my holyprayers, And to thy state of darkness hie theestraight. I
conjure thee by all thesaints inheaven.ANTIPHOLUS OF EPHESUS.
Peace, doting wizard, peace! I am notmad.ADRIANA. O, that thou wert
not, poor distressed soul!ANTIPHOLUSOF EPHESUS. You minion, you,
are these yourcustomers? Did this companion with the saffronface
Revel and feast it at my houseto-day, Whilst upon me the guilty
doors wereshut, And I denied to enter in my house?ADRIANA.
Ohusband, God doth know you din'd at home, Where wouldyou had
remain'd until this time, Free from theseslanders andthis open
shame!ANTIPHOLUS OF EPHESUS. Din'd at home!Thou villain, what
sayest thou?DROMIO OF EPHESUS. Sir, Sooth tosay, you did not dine
at home.ANTIPHOLUS OF EPHESUS. Were not mydoors lock'd up and I
shut out?DROMIO OF EPHESUS. Perdie, yourdoors were lock'd and you
shut out.ANTIPHOLUS OF EPHESUS. And didnot she herself revile me
there?DROMIO OF EPHESUS. Sans fable, sheherself revil'd you
there.ANTIPHOLUS OF EPHESUS. Did not herkitchen-maid rail, taunt,
and scorn me?DROMIO OF EPHESUS. Certes,she did; the kitchen-vestal
scorn'd you.ANTIPHOLUS OF EPHESUS. Anddid not I in rage depart from
thence?DROMIO OF EPHESUS. In verity,you did. My bones bear witness,
That since have felt thevigour of his rage.ADRIANA. Is't good to
soothe him in thesecontraries?PINCH. It is no shame; the fellow
finds hisvein, And, yielding to him, humours well
hisfrenzy.ANTIPHOLUS OF EPHESUS. Thou hast suborn'd the goldsmith
toarrest me.ADRIANA. Alas, I sent you money to redeemyou, By Dromio
here, who came in haste for it.DROMIO OFEPHESUS. Money by me! Heart
and goodwill you might, Butsurely, master, not a rag of
money.ANTIPHOLUS OF EPHESUS. Went'stnot thou to her for purse of
ducats?ADRIANA. He came to me, and Ideliver'd it.LUCIANA. And I am
witness with her that she did.DROMIOOF EPHESUS. God and the
rope-maker bear me witness ThatI was sent for nothing but a
rope!PINCH. Mistress, both man andmaster is possess'd; I know it by
their pale and deadlylooks. They must be bound, and laid in some
darkroom.ANTIPHOLUS OF EPHESUS. Say, wherefore didst thou lock me
forthto-day? And why dost thou deny the bag of gold?ADRIANA.I did
not, gentle husband, lock thee forth.DROMIO OF EPHESUS. And,gentle
master, I receiv'd no gold; But I confess, sir,that we were lock'd
out.ADRIANA. Dissembling villain, thou speak'stfalse in
both.ANTIPHOLUS OF EPHESUS. Dissembling harlot, thou artfalse in
all, And art confederate with a damnedpack To make a loathsome
abject scorn ofme; But with these nails I'll pluck out these
falseeyes That would behold in me this shamefulsport.ADRIANA. O,
bind him, bind him; let him not come nearme.PINCH. More company!
The fiend is strong within him.

Enter three or four, and offer to bind him. He strives

LUCIANA. Ay me, poor man, how pale and wan he looks!ANTIPHOLUSOF
EPHESUS. What, will you murder me? Thou gaoler,thou, I am thy
prisoner. Wilt thou sufferthem To make a rescue?OFFICER. Masters,
lethimgo; He is my prisoner, and you shall not have him.PINCH.Go
bind this man, for he is frantic too.[They bind DROMIO]ADRIANA.What
wilt thou do, thou peevish officer? Hast thoudelight to see a
wretched man Do outrage and displeasureto himself?OFFICER. He is my
prisoner; if I let himgo, The debt he owes will be requir'd of
me.ADRIANA. Iwill discharge thee ere I go from thee; Bear
meforthwith unto his creditor, And, knowing how the debtgrows, I
will pay it. Good Master Doctor, see him safeconvey'd Home to my
house. O most unhappy day!ANTIPHOLUSOF EPHESUS. O most unhappy
strumpet!DROMIO OF EPHESUS. Master, I amhere ent'red in bond for
you.ANTIPHOLUS OF EPHESUS. Out on thee,villian! Wherefore dost thou
mad me?DROMIO OF EPHESUS.Will you be bound for nothing? Be mad,
good master; cry'The devil!'LUCIANA. God help, poor souls, how idly
do theytalk!ADRIANA. Go bear him hence. Sister, go you with
me.<Exeuntall but ADRIANA, LUCIANA, OFFICERS, and COURTEZAN
Saynow, whose suit is he arrested at?OFFICER. One Angelo, a
goldsmith;do you know him?ADRIANA. I know the man. What is the sum
heowes?OFFICER. Two hundred ducats.ADRIANA. Say, how grows
itdue?OFFICER. Due for a chain your husband had of him.ADRIANA.
Hedid bespeak a chain for me, but had it not.COURTEZAN. When as
yourhusband, all in rage, to-day Came to my house, and tookaway my
ring- The ring I saw upon his fingernow- Straightafter did I meet
him with a chain.ADRIANA.It may be so, but I did never see it.
Come, gaoler,bring me where the goldsmith is; I long to know
thetruth hereof at large.

Enter ANTIPHOLUS OF SYRACUSE, with his rapier drawn, andDROMIOOF
SYRACUSE.

LUCIANA. God, for thy mercy! they are loose again. ADRIANA.
Andcome with naked swords. Let's call more help to have them
boundagain. OFFICER. Away, they'll kill us! <Exeunt all
butANTIPHOLUS OF SYRACUSE and DROMIO OF SYRACUSE as fast as may
be,frighted ANTIPHOLUS OF SYRACUSE. I see these witches are afraid
ofswords. DROMIO OF SYRACUSE. She that would be your wife now
ranfrom you. ANTIPHOLUS OF SYRACUSE. Come to the Centaur; fetch
ourstuff from thence. I long that we were safe and sound
aboard.DROMIO OF SYRACUSE. Faith, stay here this night; they will
surelydo us no harm; you saw they speak us fair, give us gold;
methinksthey are such a gentle nation that, but for the mountain of
madflesh that claims marriage of me, could find in my heart to
stayhere still and turn witch. ANTIPHOLUS OF SYRACUSE. I will not
stayto-night for all the town; Therefore away, to get our stuff
aboard.<Exeunt
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ACT V. SCENE 1


A street before a priory

Enter SECOND MERCHANT and ANGELO

ANGELO. I am sorry, sir, that I havehind'red you; ButI protest
he had the chain of me, Though mostdishonestly he doth deny
it.SECOND MERCHANT. How is the manesteem'd here in the city?ANGELO.
Of very reverend reputation,sir, Of credit infinite, highlybelov'd,
Second to none that lives here in thecity; His word might bear my
wealth at any time.SECONDMERCHANT. Speak softly; yonder, as I
think, he walks.

Enter ANTIPHOLUS OF SYRACUSE and DROMIO OF SYRACUSE

ANGELO. 'Tis so; and that self chain about hisneck Which he
forswore most monstrously tohave. Good sir, draw near to me, I'll
speak tohim. Signior Andpholu [...]
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