As You Like It

Memory Passages

Name

Period

Act 2, Scene 1, Lines 1-17
Duke Senior

Now, my co-mates and brothers in exile,

Hath not old custom made this life more sweet
Than that of painted pomp? Are not these woods
More free from peril than the envious court?
Here feel we not the penalty of Adam,

The seasons’ difference, as the icy fang

And churlish chiding of the winter’s wind,
Which when it bites and blows upon my body
Even till I shrink with cold, | smile and say
“This is no flattery. These are counselors

That feelingly persuade me what I am.”

Sweet are the uses of adversity,

Which, like the toad, ugly and venomous,

Wears yet a precious jewel in his head.

And this our life, exempt from public haunt,
Finds tongues in trees, books in the running brooks,
Sermons in stones, and good in everything.

out of 17 lines

Act 2, Scene 7, Lines 12, 15-35
Jacques

A fool, a fool, I met a fool i’ th’ forest,

Who laid him down and basked him in the sun

And railed on Lady Fortune in good terms,

In good set terms, and yet a motley fool.

“Good morrow, fool,” quoth I. “No, sir,” quoth he,

“Call me not ‘fool’ till heaven hath sent me
fortune.”

And then he drew a dial from his poke

And, looking on it with lack-luster eye,

Says very wisely “It is ten o’clock.

Thus we may see,” quoth he, “how the world wags.

’Tis but an hour ago since it was nine,

And after one hour more “twill be eleven.

And so from hour to hour we ripe and ripe,

And then from hour to hour we rot and rot,

And thereby hangs a tale.” When I did hear

The motley fool thus moral on the time,

My lungs began to crow like chanticleer

That fools should be so deep-contemplative,

And | did laugh sans intermission

An hour by his dial. O noble fool!

A worthy fool! Motley’s the only wear.

out of 21 lines

Act 2, Scene 7, Lines 146-173
Jacques

All the world’s a stage,
And all the men and women merely players.
They have their exits and their entrances,
And one man in his time plays many parts,
His acts being seven ages. At first the infant,
Mewling and puking in the nurse’s arms.
Then the whining schoolboy 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 strange oaths and bearded like the pard,
Jealous in honor, sudden and quick in quarrel,
Seeking the bubble reputation
Even in the cannon’s mouth. And then the justice,
In fair round belly with good capon lined,
With eyes severe and beard of formal cut,
Full of wise saws and modern instances;
And so he plays his part. The sixth age shifts
Into the lean and slippered pantaloon
With spectacles on nose and pouch on side,
His youthful hose, well saved, a world too wide
For his shrunk shank, and his big manly voice,
Turning again toward childish treble, pipes
And whistles in his sound. Last scene of all,
That ends this strange eventful history,
Is second childishness and mere oblivion,
Sans teeth, sans eyes, sans taste, sans everything.

out of 28 lines

Act 3, Scene 5, Lines 9-28
Phoebe

I would not be thy executioner.

| fly thee, for I would not injure thee.

Thou tell’st me there is murder in mine eye.

*Tis pretty, sure, and very probable

That eyes, that are the frail’st and softest things,
Who shut their coward gates on atomies,

Should be called tyrants, butchers, murderers.

Now | do frown on thee with all my heart,

And if mine eyes can wound, now let them kill thee.
Now counterfeit to swoon; why, now fall down;

Or if thou canst not, O, for shame, for shame,

Lie not, to say mine eyes are murderers.

Now show the wound mine eye hath made in thee.
Scratch thee but with a pin, and there remains
Some scar of it. Lean upon a rush,

The cicatrice and capable impressure

Thy palm some moment keeps. But now mine eyes,
Which | have darted at thee, hurt thee not;

Nor | am sure there is no force in eyes

That can do hurt.

out of 20 lines



Act 3, Scene 1, Lines 415-431
Rosalind

He was to imagine me his love, his mistress,

and | set him every day to woo me; at which time
would I, being but a moonish youth, grieve, be
effeminate, changeable, longing and liking, proud,
fantastical, apish, shallow, inconstant, full of tears,
full of smiles; for every passion something, and for
no passion truly anything, as boys and women are,
for the most part, cattle of this color; would now
like him, now loathe him; then entertain him, then
forswear him; now weep for him, then spit at him,
that | drave my suitor from his mad humor of love
to a living humor of madness, which was to forswear
the full stream of the world and to live in a

nook merely monastic. And thus I cured him, and
this way will | take upon me to wash your liver as
clean as a sound sheep’s heart, that there shall not
be one spot of love in ’t.

out of 17 lines

He is not very tall—yet for his years he’s tall.

His leg is but so-so—and yet ’tis well.

There was a pretty redness in his lip,

A little riper and more lusty red

Than that mixed in his cheek: ’twas just the
difference

Betwixt the constant red and mingled damask.

There be some women, Silvius, had they marked
him

In parcels as | did, would have gone near

To fall in love with him; but for my part

I love him not nor hate him not.

out of 19 lines

Act 3, Scene 3, Lines 47-65
Touchstone

Amen. A man may, if he were of a fearful

heart, stagger in this attempt, for here we have no
temple but the wood, no assembly but horn-beasts.
But what though? Courage. As horns are odious,
they are necessary. It is said “Many a man knows no
end of his goods.” Right: many a man has good
horns and knows no end of them. Well, that is the
dowry of his wife; ’tis none of his own getting.
Horns? Even so. Poor men alone? No, no. The
noblest deer hath them as huge as the rascal. Is the
single man therefore blessed? No. As a walled town
is more worthier than a village, so is the forehead of
a married man more honorable than the bare brow
of a bachelor. And by how much defense is better
than no skill, by so much is a horn more precious
than to want.

out of 15 lines

Act 3, Scene 5, Lines 46-65
Rosalind (as Ganymede)

Why, what means this? Why do you look on me?

I see no more in you than in the ordinary

Of nature’s sale-work.—’Od’s my little life,

I think she means to tangle my eyes, too.—

No, faith, proud mistress, hope not after it.

"Tis not your inky brows, your black silk hair,
Your bugle eyeballs, nor your cheek of cream
That can entame my spirits to your worship.—
You foolish shepherd, wherefore do you follow her,
Like foggy south puffing with wind and rain?

You are a thousand times a properer man

Than she a woman. *Tis such fools as you

That makes the world full of ill-favored children.
’Tis not her glass but you that flatters her,

And out of you she sees herself more proper

Than any of her lineaments can show her.—

But, mistress, know yourself. Down on your knees
And thank heaven, fasting, for a good man’s love,
For I must tell you friendly in your ear,

Sell when you can; you are not for all markets.

out of 20 lines

Act 3, Scene 5, Lines 116-137
Phoebe

Think not I love him, though I ask for him.

"Tis but a peevish boy—yet he talks well—

But what care | for words? Yet words do well

When he that speaks them pleases those that hear.

Itis a pretty youth—not very pretty—

But sure he’s proud—and yet his pride becomes
him.

He’ll make a proper man. The best thing in him

Is his complexion; and faster than his tongue

Did make offense, his eye did heal it up.

Act 4, Scene 1, Lines 13-22
Jaques

I have neither the scholar’s melancholy, which

is emulation; nor the musician’s, which is fantastical;
nor the courtier’s, which is proud; nor the

soldier’s, which is ambitious; nor the lawyer’s,

which is politic; nor the lady’s, which is nice; nor

the lover’s, which is all these; but it is a melancholy
of mine own, compounded of many simples, extracted
from many objects, and indeed the sundry
contemplation of my travels, in which my often
rumination wraps me in a most humorous sadness.

out of 10 lines



Act 4, Scene 1, Lines 47-52
Rosalind (as Ganymede)

Break an hour’s promise in
love? He that will divide a minute into a thousand
parts and break but a part of the thousand part of a
minute in the affairs of love, it may be said of him
that Cupid hath clapped him o’ th’ shoulder, but I’1l
warrant him heart-whole.

out of 6 lines

Act 4, Scene 1, Lines 99-113
Rosalind (as Ganymede)

No, faith, die by attorney.
The poor world is almost six thousand years old,
and in all this time there was not any man died in
his own person, videlicet, in a love cause. Troilus
had his brains dashed out with a Grecian club, yet
he did what he could to die before, and he is one of
the patterns of love. Leander, he would have lived
many a fair year though Hero had turned nun, if it
had not been for a hot midsummer night, for, good
youth, he went but forth to wash him in the Hellespont
and, being taken with the cramp, was
drowned; and the foolish chroniclers of that age
found it was Hero of Sestos. But these are all lies.
Men have died from time to time and worms have
eaten them, but not for love.

out of 15 lines

Epilogue, Lines 1-22
Rosalind

It is not the fashion to see the lady the

epilogue, but it is no more unhandsome than to see
the lord the prologue. If it be true that good wine
needs no bush, ’tis true that a good play needs no
epilogue. Yet to good wine they do use good bushes,
and good plays prove the better by the help of good
epilogues. What a case am | in then that am neither
a good epilogue nor cannot insinuate with you in
the behalf of a good play! | am not furnished like a
beggar; therefore to beg will not become me. My
way is to conjure you, and I’ll begin with the
women. | charge you, O women, for the love you
bear to men, to like as much of this play as please
you. And I charge you, O men, for the love you bear
to women—as | perceive by your simpering, none
of you hates them—that between you and the
women the play may please. If | were a woman, |
would kiss as many of you as had beards that
pleased me, complexions that liked me, and breaths
that | defied not. And | am sure as many as have
good beards, or good faces, or sweet breaths will for
my kind offer, when | make curtsy, bid me farewell.

out of 22 lines



