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Introduction 
 
My introduction to the Original Pronunciation (OP) was through Paul Meier, with whom I have had the pleasure of studying 

dialects and phonetics since 2010.  I learned of Paul and David Crystal’s work together in this field and was instantly taken with the 
thought of hearing some of my favorite plays the way they were pronounced when they were first produced.  As I began to learn about 
the OP and the performance of Shakespeare’s works in this dialect, the feedback from the actors and audience members who had 
experienced the plays this way made a great impression on me.  By their accounts, performing Shakespeare in OP sped up the plays 
considerably, changed the actors’ physical lives, and made the language more familiar.  Once I gained enough knowledge of the 
dialect to perform my own phonetic transcriptions of it, I found that my own experiences were consistent with these comments and 
provided another discovery: the existence of puns and rhyme schemes which were undetectable in any dialect other than the OP. 

Having transcribed As You Like It into the Original Pronunciation, I consider it a fantastic platform to showcase the many 
aspects of this engaging dialect.  First, it has more songs than any other Shakespearean play.  Secondly, it involves class discrepancy: 
characters are both rustic and courtly.  Thirdly, it is almost equally divided into prose and verse.  You will see how all of these aspects 
are dealt with in this transcription.  

This transcription was based on the Arden edition of the play.  I chose this edition on the basis of its widely recognized 
editorial superiority in the field of Shakespearean scholarship.  I am grateful to Bloomsbury Publishing Plc for their permission to 
distribute this transcription along with their edition of the text of the play, and extend them my special and heartfelt thanks.  
Information on The Arden Shakespeare can be found online at http://www.bloomsbury.com/uk/academic/academic-subjects/drama-
and-performance-studies/the-arden-shakespeare/.  I encourage anybody interested in learning more about these excellent editions to 
visit the website. 

I have deliberately recorded the entire play in a flat tone so that you can hear all of the lines spoken in OP and still be able to 
add your own interpretation.  Here is a list of tools that might also prove helpful in your OP studies: 

 
• Paul’s online interactive IPA charts, which can be viewed at http://www.paulmeier.com/ipa/charts.html.  
• Paul’s OP dialect tutorial in eBook form, based on his collaboration with David Crystal.  The eBook contains text and 

embedded sound files and may be found online at http://paulmeier.com/OP.pdf. 
• David speaks the dialect on his Website, http://originalpronunciation.com/.  
• Paul’s eBook, Voicing Shakespeare, which is available at http://paulmeier.com/shakespeare.html. 
• Paul’s production script of A Midsummer Night’s Dream, which was used as an OP dialect teaching tool for his cast.  

This includes a partial phonetic transcription of the play and is embedded with sound files.  David speaks all of the 
lines in OP.  This can be found online at http://paulmeier.com/DREAM/script.pdf.  



P a g e  | 3 

 

• Paul’s radio drama of A Midsummer Night’s Dream, made at the University of Kansas, is available as an mp3 
download at http://www.cdbaby.com/m/cd/amidsummernightsdreamana 

• The British Library’s audio CD entitled “Shakespeare’s Original Pronunciation:  Speeches and Scenes Performed as 
Shakespeare Would Have Heard Them,” which was made under the guidance of Ben Crystal.  It can be purchased at 
http://www.amazon.com/Shakespeares-Original-Pronunciation-Performed-Shakespeare/dp/0712351191 
    

Paul and David have been incredibly generous with their time, energy, and expertise throughout this project.  Paul and I worked 
closely together to produce the initial transcription, with his experience guiding my day-to-day process.  After the first version was 
complete, David lent his expertise to the project to help shape the transcription and fine-tune some of our subjective choices.  I am 
eternally grateful to both of these gentlemen for their care and support.  Any errors that remain after their thoughtful insights and 
careful analysis remain my own. 

 
 

New York City 
2013 
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Biography 
 
Jennifer Geizhals studied theater at Northwestern University and graduated with departmental honors in 2004.  She has also studied at 
the British American Drama Academy.  Her instructors have included Bud Beyer, Floyd King, Shane Ann Younts, and Paul Meier.  
She has performed at The New York Theatre Workshop, The Barrow Group, HERE Arts Center, Studio Dante, and The Actors 
Studio.  She lives with her husband in New York City.  You may contact Jennifer via her personal email address, which is 
jen2kam@gmail.com. 
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Performance Notes 
 

• The OP dialect is full of weak forms.  In unstressed positions, words such as “and” and “as” are transcribed with schwas, and 
long vowels in words such as “these” and “be” become short vowels.  Elision is also a common feature, and word initial 
aitches in words such as “his” and “her” as well as pre-vocalic aitches in catch words such as “behind” and “rehearse” are 
often dropped.  In transcribing Shakespeare into the OP, however, a degree of subjectivity does exist along these lines.  In this 
transcription, strong forms of such words are sometimes used in unstressed positions in an effort to aid the audience’s 
comprehension.  Additionally, strong forms of words that are typically unstressed, such as “to” and “of,” are used in order to 
preserve the meter when the characters speak in verse.   

• Songs, poems, and quotes tend to be completely composed of strong forms.  This will slow the actor down considerably, and it 
will contrast significantly with the colloquial speeches, thus affecting a recitation-like quality in the performer’s voice. 

• To reveal class differences, all word initial and pre-vocalic aitches are dropped for the rustic characters – Corin, Silvius, 
William, Sir Oliver Martext, Phebe, and Audrey – as well as for the servants, Dennis and Adam. 

• In this transcription, linking “r’s” and linking “l’s” are used at the ends of words when the following word begins with a vowel 
only when there is no possibility for a pause in the speech.  When a pause is possible, rhoticity or velar “l’s” are used.  For 
example, in line 24, “I will no longer endure it…” the linking “r” is used at the end of “endure,” but in line 32, “Marry sir, I 
am…” rhoticity is used on the final vowel of “sir,” respecting the comma after “sir” where the actor may take the opportunity 
to pause.  This same procedure is used with linking “l’s” and velarized “l’s” at the ends of words.    

• Consonant clusters were often simplified in Early Modern English (i.e. the “d” in “friendship” tended to be dropped).  This 
transcription usually follows this convention; however, at times all phonemes are sounded in order to aid the audience’s 
comprehension of the line.  Additionally, when the meter requires that words containing such clusters are stressed, the clusters 
are usually kept intact. 

• Le Beau’s lines are transcribed with very few weak forms except for when he speaks in verse in an effort to preserve the 
rhythm of the verse.  This is a character choice designed to make him sound self-conscious.  Furthermore, this feeds the 
intentions of Touchstone, Rosalind, and Celia who all mock him in Act II, Scene ii.  Adding to Le Beau’s pretension, this 
transcription has also assigned him the Holofernes quality of speaking as words are spelled.  During Shakespeare’s time, this 
was a growing phenomenon among certain scholars and members of the upper class.  In this transcription Le Beau pronounces 
the “k” in “knowledge,” and he sounds the “g” in words containing “-ing” endings.  Touchstone and Rosaline mimic his 
pronunciation of “breaking” out of mockery in lines 299 and 304. 

• “Woman” is transcribed to sound exactly as it does today except for when Rosalind, in an effort to insult Phebe, pronounces it 
in a way that rhymes with “no man.”   



P a g e  | 6 

 

• Some words in OP have different syllabic stress patterns than their modern pronunciations.  For instance, in the word 
“revenue” the second syllable is stressed in OP.  This transcription uses stress marks to indicate this for the actor.    
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     As You Like It az jə ləɪk ɪt  

 By William Shakespeare bɪ wɪɫjəm ʃɛːkspɪ˞ː 

 Transcription by Jennifer Geizhals  

   
 Jennifer Geizhals speaks this scene at: 

http://paulmeier.com/AYLI/ayli1_1.mp3 
 
1.1 

 

 Enter Orlando and Adam.  
 ORLANDO  
1 
2 
3 
4 
5 
6 
7 
8 
9 
10 
11 
12 
13 

As I remember, Adam, it was upon this fashion 
bequeathed me by will but poor a thousand crowns, 

And, as     and, as thou sayst, charged my brother on his bless- 
sing to breed me well; and there begins my sadness. 
My brother Jaques he keeps at school, and report 
speaks goldenly of 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 feed- 
ing, they are taught their manage, and to that end 
riders dearly hired:  but I, his brother, gain nothing 

əz a ɹɪmɛmbəɹ adəm ɪt wəz əpɑn ðɪs faʃɪən   
bɪkwe ̝ːθ mɪ bɪ wɪɫ bət poːɹ ə təʊzən kɹəʊnz   
ən əz ðə sɛːs t ͡ʃa˞d ͡ʒ mɪ bɹɤðəɹ ɑn ɪz blɛsɪn  
tə bɹe ̝ːd mɪ wɛl ən ðɛ˞ː bɪgɪnz mɪ sadnɪs  
mɪ bɹɤðə˞ d ͡ʒɛːks ɪ ke ̝ːps ət skuː̹ɫ ən ɹɪpo˞ːt 
spe ̝ːks goːɫdn ̩ləɪ əv ɪz pɹɑfɪt  fə˞ məɪ pa˞t ɪ ke ̝ːps  
mɪ ɹɤstɪkləɪ ət hoːm o˞ː tə spe ̝ːk mo˞ː pɹɑpə˞ləɪ  
stɛːz mɪ hiːɹ ətoːm ɤnkɛpt fə˞ kɑːɫ jə ðat 
ke ̝ːpɪn fəɹ ə d ͡ʒɛntɫmən ə məɪ bɐ˞θ ðət dɪfə˞z 
nɑt fɹəm ðə stɑːlɪn əv ən ɑks ɪz ho˞:sɪz ə˞ bɹɛd 
bɛtə˞ fə˞ bɪsəɪdz ðat ðɛː ə˞ fɛ˞ː wɪθə˞ fe ̝ːdɪn         ̩   
ðɛː ə˞ tɑːt ðə˞ manɪd ͡ʒ ən tə ðat ɛnd 
ɹəɪdə˞z dɪ˞ːləɪ həɪə˞d bət əɪ ɪz bɹɤðə˞ gɛːn noːtɪn 
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14 
15 
16 
17 
18 
19 
20 
21 
22 
23 
24 
25 

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 educa- 
tion.  That 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 en- 
dure it, though yet I know no wise remedy how to  
avoid it. 

ɤndəɹ ɪm bət gɹoːθ fə˞ ðə ʍɪt ͡ʃ ɪz anmɫ̩z ɑn  
ɪz dɤŋɪɫz əɹəz mɤt ͡ʃ bəʊnd tʊ ɪm əz əɪ  
bɪsəɪdz ðɪs noːtɪn ðət ɪ soː plɛntɪfləɪ gɪvz mɪ  
ðə sɤmθɪn ðət nɛːtə˞ gɛːv mɪ ɪz kəʊntn ̩əns 
se ̝ːmz tə tɛːk fɹɑm mɪ ɪ lɛts mɪ fe ̝ːd wɪðɪz  
həɪnz ba˞z mɪ ðə plɛːs əv ə bɹɤðəɹ ən əz mɤt ͡ʃ 
əz ɪn ɪm ləɪz məɪnz mɪ d ͡ʒɛntɪlɪtəɪ wɪ mɪ ɛdjəkɛːsɪən  
ðat ɪz ɪt adəm ðət gɹe ̝ːvz mɪ ən ðə spɪ˞ɹt  
ə mɪ faðə˞ ʍɪt ͡ʃ a θɪŋk ɪz wɪðɪn mɪ bɪgɪnz tə 
mjuː̹tn ̩əɪ əgɛns ðɪs sɐ˞vɪtjəd a wɪɫ noː lɑŋgəɹ  
ɪndju ̹ːɹ ɪt ðoː jɪt a noː noː wəɪz ɹɛmdəɪ həʊ           
təvəɪd ɪt 

 ADAM  
26 Yonder comes my master, your brother.   jɑndə˞ kɤmz mɪ mastə˞ jə˞ bɹɤðə˞  

 Enter Oliver.  
 ORLANDO  
27 
28 

Go apart Adam, and thou shalt hear how he will 
shake me up.   

goː əpa˞t adəm ən ðə ʃəɫ hi˞ː həʊ ɪ wɪɫ  
ʃɛːk mɪ ɤp   

 OLIVER  
29 Now sir, what make you here? nəʊ sɐ˞ ʍɑt mɛːk ju ̹ː hi˞ː 
 ORLANDO  
30 Nothing.  I am not taught to make anything. noːtɪn əɪm nɑt tɑːt tə mɛːk ænɪθɪn  

 OLIVER  
31 What mar you then sir? ʍɑt ma˞ jə ðɛn sɐ˞  
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 ORLANDO  
32 
33 
34 

Marry sir, I am helping you to mar that which God 
made, a poor unworthy brother of  yours, with  
idleness.    

maɹəɪ sɐ˞ əɪm hɛɫpɪn jə tə ma˞ ðat ʍɪt ͡ʃ gɑd 
mɛːd ə poːɹ ɤnwɐ˞ðəɪ bɹɤðə˞ ə jə˞z wɪð 
əɪdɫnɪs  

 OLIVER  

35 
36 

Marry sir, be better employed, and be naught  
awhile. 

maɹəɪ sɐ˞ bɪ bɛtəɹ ɪmpləɪd ən bɪ nɑːt  
əʍəɪɫ  

 ORLANDO  

37 
38 
39 

Shall I keep your hogs and eat husks with them? 
What prodigal portion have I spent that I should  
come to such penury? 

ʃəl a ke ̝ːp jə˞ hɑgz n ̩ e ̝ːt hɤsks wɪðəm  
ʍɑt pɹɑdɪgəɫ po˞ːsɪən əv əɪ spɛnt ðət a ʃəd 
kɤm tə sɤt ͡ʃ pɛnjəɹəɪ 

 OLIVER  
40 Know you where you are sir? noː ju ̹: ʍɛ˞ː ju ̹ː a˞ sɐ˞                            ̹ 
 ORLANDO  
41 O sir, very well:  here in your orchard. oː sɐ˞ vɛɹəɪ wɛɫ hiːɹ ɪn joːɹ o˞ːtʃ͡ə˞d 
 OLIVER  
42 Know you before whom sir?   noː jə bɪfo˞ː hu ̹ːm sɐ˞ 
 ORLANDO  

43 
44 
45 
46 
47 
48 

Ay, better than him I am before knows me.  I know 
you are my eldest brother, and in the gentle condi- 
tion 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 

əɪ bɛtə˞ ðən hɪm əɪ am bɪfo˞ː noːz me ̝ː a no: 
jʊ a˞ mɪ ɛɫdɪs bɹɤðə˞ ən ɪn ðə d ͡ʒɛntɫ̩ kəndɪsɪən 
ə blɤd juː̹ ʃʊd soː noː me ̝ː ðə  
kɐ˞tsəɪ ə nɛːsɪənz ələʊz ju ̹ː mɪ bɛtəɹ ɪn ðət 
juː̹ a˞ ðə fɐ˞s bo˞ːn bət ðə sɛːm tɹədɪsɪən tɛːks nɑt 
əwɛː mɪ blɤd wə˞ ðə˞ twɛntəɪ bɹɤðə˞z bɪtwɪkst 



P a g e  | 10 

 

49 
50 
51 

us.  I have as much of my father in me as you, albeit 
I confess your coming before me is nearer to his 
reverence.   

əs əɪv əz mɤt ͡ʃ ə mɪ faðəɹ ɪn me ̝ː əz juː̹ ɑɫbe ̝ːt 
a kənfɛs jə˞ kɤmɪn bɪfo˞ː mɪ ɪz nɪːɹə˞ tʊ ɪz 
ɹɛvɹəns  

 OLIVER  

52 [Striking him]  What, boy! ʍɑt bəɪ 

 ORLANDO  

53 
54 

[putting a wrestler’s grip on him]  Come, come elder 
brother, you are too young in this.   

kɤm kɤm ɛɫdə˞ 
bɹɤðə˞ ju ̹ː a˞ tu ̹ː jɤŋ ɪn ðɪs 

 OLIVER    

55 Wilt thou lay hands on me villain?   wɪɫ ðəʊ lɛː hanz ɑn me ̝ː vɪlɪn 

 ORLANDO  

56 
57 
58 
59 
60 
61 
62 

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 thy throat till this other had 
pulled out thy tongue for saying so.  Thou hast 
railed on thyself.   

əɪm noː vɪlɪn əɪ am ðə jɤŋgɪst sɤn ə sɐ˞  
ɹoːlənd də bəɪz he ̝ː wɑz məɪ faðə˞ ən he ̝ː ɪz  
θɹəɪs ə vɪlɪn ðət sɛz sɤt ͡ʃ ə faðə˞ bɪgɑt 
vɪlɪnz wə˞ ðəʊ nɑt mɪ bɹɤðə˞ a wəd nɑt 
tɛːk ðɪs hand fɹɑm ðɪ θɹoːt tɪɫ ðɪs oːðəɹ ad 
pʊɫd əʊt ðɪ tɒŋ fə˞ sɛːɪn soː ðəʊ ast 
ɹɛːɫd ɑn ðɪsɛɫf  

 ADAM    

63 
64 

Sweet masters be patient.  For your father’s re- 
membrance, be at accord.  

swe ̝ːt mastə˞z bɪ pɛːsɪənt fə˞ jə˞ faðə˞z  
ɹɪmɛmbɹəns bɪ ət əko˞ːd  

 OLIVER  

65 Let me go I say. lɛmɪ goː a sɛː 
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 ORLANDO  

66 
67 
68 
69 
70 
71 
72 
73 
74 

I will not till I please:  you shall hear me.  My 
father charged you in his will to give me good 
education:  you have trained me like a peasant, ob- 
scuring and hiding from me all gentleman-like  
qualities.  The spirit of my father grows strong in 
me, and I 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.   

a wɪɫ nɑt tɪl əɪ ple ̝ːz ju ̹ː ʃɒɫ hi˞ː me ̝ː mɪ 
faðə˞ t ͡ʃa˞d ͡ʒd ju ̹ː ɪn ɪz wɪɫ tə gɪv mɪ gʊd 
ɛdjəkɛːsɪən ju ̹ːv tɹɛːn mɪ ləɪk ə pɛzn ̩t 
əbskju ̹ːɹɪn ən həɪdɪn fɹɑm mɪ ɑːɫ d ͡ʒɛntɫ̩mən ləɪk 
kwɑlɪtəɪz ðə spɪ˞t ə mɪ faðə˞ gɹoːz stɹɑŋ ɪn 
mɪ ənd a wɪɫ noː lɑŋgəɹ ɪndju ̹ːɹ ɪt ðɛ˞ːfəɹ ələʊ 
mɪ sɤt ͡ʃ ɛksə˞səɪzɪz əz mɛː bɪkɤm ə d ͡ʒɛntɫ̩̩mən o˞ː 
gɪv mɪ ðə poːɹ əlɑtɹəɪ mɪ faðə˞ left mɪ bɪ 
tɛstəmənt wɪ ðat a wɪɫ goː bəɪ mɪ fo˞ːtənz  

 OLIVER  

75 
76 
77 
78 

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.   

ən ʍɑt wɪɫ ðə du ̹ː bɛg ʍɛn ðat ɪz spent  
wɛɫ sɐ˞ gɛt jʊ ɪn a wɪɫ nɑt lɑŋ bɪ tɹɤbɫ̩d wɪð                 
ju ̹ː jə ʃɒl hav sɤm pa˞t ə jə˞ wɪɫ a pɹɛː 
jə le ̝ːv mɪ 

 ORLANDO  

79 
80 

I will no further offend you than becomes me for my 
good.   

a wɪɫ noː fɐ˞ðəɹ əfɛnd jə ðən bɪkɤmz mɪ fə˞ məɪ 
gʊd  

 OLIVER  

81 Get you with him, you old dog. gɛt jə wɪðɪm jʊ oːɫd dɑg 

 ADAM  

82 
83 
84 

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.   

ɪz oːɫd dɑg mɪ ɹɪwa˞d moːs tɹu ̹ː əɪv lɑs mɪ 
te ̝ːθ ɪn jo˞ː sɐ˞vɪs gɑd bɪ wɪ mɪ oːɫd 
mastə˞ e ̝ː wəd nɑt əv spoːk sɤt ͡ʃ ə wɐ˞d  
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 Exeunt Orlando [and] Adam.  

 OLIVER  

85 
86 
87 

Is it even so?  Begin you to grow upon me?  I will 
physic your rankness, and yet give no thousand  
crowns neither.  Holla Dennis!   

ɪz ɪt e ̝ːə̆n soː bɪgɪn jə tə gɹoː əpɑn mɪ a wɪɫ 
fɪzɪk jə˞ ɹaŋknɪs ən jɪt gɪv noː təʊzən  
kɹəʊnz nɛðə˞ hɑlə dɛnɪs  

 Enter Dennis.  

 DENNIS  

88 Calls your worship? kɑːɫz jə˞ wɐ˞ʃɪp  

 OLIVER  

89 
90 

Was not Charles the Duke’s wrestler here to speak  
with me?   

wəz nɑt t ͡ʃa˞ɫz ðə dju ̹ːks ɹɛslə˞ hi˞ː tə spe ̝ːk 
wɪ mɪ 

 DENNIS  

91 
92 

So please you, he is here at the door and impor- 
tunes access to you. 

sə ple ̝ːz jə ɪz iːɹ ət ðə do˞ː ənd ɪmpo˞ːtənz 
aksɛs tə jə 

 OLIVER  

93 
94 

Call him in.  [Exit Dennis.]  ‘Twill be a good way. 
And tomorrow the wrestling is.   

kɑːl ɪm ɪn twɪɫ bɪ ə gʊd wɛː   
ən təmɑɹə ðə ɹɛslɪn ɪz  

 Enter Charles.  

 CHARLES  

95 Good morrow to your worship. gʊd mɑɹə tə jə˞ wɐ˞ʃɪp  

 OLIVER  

96 
97 

Good Monsieur Charles!  What’s the new news at  
the new court? 

gʊd mɪsjɐ˞ t ͡ʃa˞ɫz ʍɑts ðə nju ̹ː nju ̹ːz ət 
ðə nju ̹ː ko˞ːt  
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 CHARLES  

98 
99 
100 
101 
102 
103 
104 

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. 

ðə˞z noː nju ̹ːz ət ðə ko˞ːt sɐ˞ bət ðɪ oːɫd nju ̹ːz  
ðət ɪz ðɪ oːɫd dju ̹ːk ɪz banɪʃt bɪ ɪz jɤŋgə˞  
bɹɤðə˞ ðə nju ̹ː dju ̹ːk ən ðɹe ̝ː ə˞ fo˞ː lɤvɪn 
lo˞ːdz əv pʊt ðəmsɛɫvz ɪntə vɑləntɹəɪ ɛksəɪɫ 
wɪð ɪm u ̹ːz lanz ən ɹəvɛnju ̹ːz ɪnɹɪt ͡ʃ ðə  
nju ̹ː dju ̹ːk ðɛ˞ːfəɹ ɪ gɪvz əm gʊd le ̝ːv tə 
wɑndə˞  

 OLIVER  

105 
106 

Can you tell if Rosalind the Duke’s daughter be 
banished with her father? 

kən jə tɛl ɪf ɹɑzələɪnd ðə dju ̹ːks dɑːtə˞ bɪ 
banɪʃt wɪðə˞ faðə˞  

 CHARLES  

107 
108 
109 
110 
111 
112 

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.   

oː noː fə˞ ðə dju ̹ːks dɑːtəɹ ə˞ kɒzn ̩ soː lɤvz 
ə˞ be ̝ːɪn ɛvə˞ fɹɑm ðə˞ kɹɛːdɫ̩z bɹɛd təgɛ˞ə˞  
ðət ʃe ̝ː wəd ə fɑləd əɹ ɛksəɪɫ oːɹ əv 
dəɪd tə stɛː bɪhəɪnd ə˞ ʃe ̝ːz ət ðə ko˞ːt ən noː 
lɛs bɪlɤvd əv əɹ ɤŋkɫ̩ ðan ɪz oːn dɑːtə˞   
ən nɛvə˞ tu ̹ː lɛːdəɪz lɤvd əz ðɛː du ̹ː  

 OLIVER  

113 Where will the old Duke live? ʍɛ˞ː wɪɫ ðɪ oːɫd dju ̹ːk lɪv 

 CHARLES  

114 
115 
116 

There 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 

ðɛː sɛː ɪz ɑːɫɹɛdəɪ ɪn ðə fɑɹɪst əv a˞dn ̩ ənd 
ə mænəɪ mɛɹəɪ mɛn wɪð ɪm ən ðɛ˞ː ðɛː lɪv 
ləɪk ðɪ oːɫd ɹɑbɪn hʊd əv ɪŋglənd ðɛː sɛː 
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117 
118 
119 

many young gentlemen flock to him every day, 
and fleet the time carelessly as they did in the  
golden world. 

mænəɪ jɤŋ d ͡ʒɛntɫ̩mən flɑk tʊ ɪm ɛvɹəɪ dɛː  
ən fle ̝ːt ðə təɪm kɛ˞ːləsləɪ əz ðɛː dɪd ɪn ðə  
goːɫdn ̩ wɐ˞ɫd 

 OLIVER  

120 What, you wrestle tomorrow before the new Duke? ʍɑt ju ̹ː ɹɛsɫ̩ təmɑɹə bɪfo˞ː ðə nju ̹ː dju ̹ːk  

 CHARLES  

121 
122 
123 
124 
125 
126 
127 
128 
129 
130 
131 
132 
133 
134 

Marry do I sir.  And I came to acquaint you with a  
matter.  I am given, sir, secretly to understand that 
your younger brother Orlando hath a disposition  
to come in disguised against me to try a fall.  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 for your love I would be loath to foil him, as I  
must for my own honor if he come in.  Therefore 
out of my love to you, I came hither to acquaint 
you withal, that either you might stay him from 
his intendment, or brook such disgrace well as he 
shall run into, in that it is a thing of his own  
search, and altogether against my will.   

maɹəɪ du ̹ː əɪ sɐ˞ ən a kɛːm tʊ əkwɛːnt jə wɪð ə 
matə˞ əɪm gɪvn ̩ sɐ˞ seː̝kɹɪtl ̩əɪ tʊ ɤndə˞stan ðət 
jo˞ː jɤŋgə˞ bɹɤðə˞ ɒ˞landoː haθ ə dɪspoːzɪsɪən  
tə kɤm ɪn dɪsgəɪzd əgens mɪ tə tɹəɪ ə fɑːɫ   
təmɑɹə sɐ˞ a ɹɛsɫ̩ fə˞ mɪ kɹɛdɪt ən he ̝ː ðət 
ɪskɛːps mɪ wɪðəʊt səm bɹoːkɪn lɪmz ʃɒl əkwɪt  
ɪm wɛɫ jə˞ bɹɤðəɹ ɪz bət jɤŋ ən tɛndə˞ 
ən fə˞ jo˞ː lɤv a wəd bɪ loːð tə fəɪl ɪm az a 
mɤst fə˞ mɪ oːn ɑnə˞ ɪf ɪ kɤm ɪn ðɛ˞ːfəɹ 
əʊt ə mɪ lɤv tə ju ̹ː a kɤm hɪðə˞ tʊ əkwɛːnt 
jə wɪðɑːɫ ðət ɛðə˞ jə məɪt stɛː ɪm fɹɑm  
ɪz ɪntɛnmənt o˞ː bɹʊk sɤt ͡ʃ dɪsgɹɛːs wɛl az ɪ 
ʃəɫ ɹɤn ɪntʊ ɪn ðət ɪt ɪz ə θɪŋ əv ɪz oːn 
sɐ˞t ͡ʃ ənd ɑːɫtəgɛəɹ əgɛns mɪ wɪɫ 

 OLIVER  

135 
136 
137 
138 

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 purpose herein, and  
have by underhand means laboured to dissuade 

t ͡ʃa˞ɫz a θaŋk ðɪ fə˞ ðəɪ lɤv tə me ̝ː ʍɪt ͡ʃ 
ðə ʃəɫ fəɪnd a wɪɫ moːs kəɪndləɪ ɹɪkwəɪt əɪ əd 
mɪsɛɫf noːtɪs ə mɪ bɹɤðə˞z pɐ˞pəs hiːɹɪn ən 
hav bɪ ɤndəɹhan me ̝ːnz lɛːbə˞d tə dɪswɛːd 
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139 
140 
141 
142 
143 
144 
145 
146 
147 
148 
149 
150 
151 
152 
153 
154 
155 
156 

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.  There- 
fore 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 practice 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.   

ɪm fɹəm ɪt bɤt he ̝ː ɪz ɹɛzələt əɪɫ tɛɫ ðɪ 
t ͡ʃa˞ɫz tɪz ðə stɤbə˞nɪs jɤŋ fɛləw ə 
fɹans fʊl əv ambɪsɪən ən ɛnvjəs ɛmjəlɛːtəɹ əv 
ɛvɹəɪ manz gʊd pa˞ts ə se ̝ːkɹɪt ən vɪɫnəs  
kəntɹəɪvəɹ əgɛns me ̝ː ɪz natɹəɫ bɹɤðə˞   
ðɛ˞ːfə˞ ju ̹ːz ðɪ dɪskɹɛsɪən əɪd əz le ̝ːf ðə dɪds 
bɹɛːk ɪz nɛk az ɪz fɪŋgə˞ ən ðəʊ wə˞ bɛs 
lʊk tu ̹:t fəɹ ɪf ðə dɤst ɪm ænɪ dɪsgɹɛːs   
əɹ ɪf he ̝ː duː ̹nɑt məɪtl ̩əɪ gɹɛːs ɪmsɛɫf ɑn ðe ̝ː  
ɪ wɪɫ pɹaktɪs əgɛns ðɪ bɪ pəɪzn ̩ ɪntɹap ðɪ 
bɪ səm tɹɛt ͡ʃɹəs dɪvəɪs ən nɛvə˞ le ̝ːv ðɪ  
tɪl ɪ aθ tɛːkən ðɪ ləɪf bɪ səm ɪndɪɹɛk me ̝ːnz  
əɹ oːðə˞ fəɹ əɪ əʃu ̹˞ː ðɪ ənd ɑːɫmoːs wɪ 
tɪ˞ːz a spe ̝ːk ɪt ðə˞ːz nɑt oːn sə jɤŋ ən sə  
vɪɫnəs ðɪs dɛː lɪvɪn a spe ̝ːk bət bɹɤðə˞ləɪ əv 
ɪm bət ʃʊd əɪ ənatəməɪz ɪm tə ðɪ az he ̝ː ɪz a 
məs blɤʃ n ̩ we ̝ːp ən ðəʊ məs lʊk pɛːl ən 
wɤndə˞   

 CHARLES  

157 
158 
159 
160 

I am heartily glad I came hither to you.  If he come  
tomorrow, 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.   

əɪm ha˞tl ̩əɪ glad a kɛːm hɪðə˞ tə jə ɪf he ̝ː kɤm 
təmɑɹə əɪɫ gɪv ɪm ɪz pɛːmənt ɪf ɛvəɹ ɪ goː 
əloːn əgɛn əɪɫ nɛvə˞ ɹɛsɫ̩ fə˞ pɹəɪz moː˞ ən 
sə gɑd ke ̝ːp jə˞ wɐ˞ʃɪp  

 OLIVER  

161 Farewell good Charles.  Exit [Charles].  Now will I  fɛ˞ːwɛɫ gʊd t ͡ʃa˞ɫz nəʊ wɪl a 
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162 
163 
164 
165 
166 
167 
168 
169 
170 
171 

stir 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 schooled and 
yet learned, full of noble device, of all sorts en- 
chantingly 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.  

stɐ˞: ðɪs gɛːmstə˞ a hoːp a ʃəl se ̝ː ən ɛnd əv ɪm  
fə˞ mɪ soːɫ jɪt a noː nɑt ʍəɪ hɛːts noːtɪn  
mo˞ː ðən he ̝ː jɪt ɪz d ͡ʒɛntɫ̩ nɛvə˞ sku ̹ːɫd ən  
jɪt lɐ˞nɪd fʊɫ ə noːbɫ̩ dɪvəɪs əv ɑːɫ so˞ːts  
ɪnt ͡ʃantɪnləɪ bɪlɤvd ənd ɪnde ̝ːd soː mɤt ͡ʃ ɪn ðə 
ha˞ːt ə ðə wɐ˞ɫd ənd ɪspɛʃləɪ ə mɪ oːn  
pe ̝ːpɫ̩ u ̹ː bɛst noː ɪm ðat əɪm ɑːɫtəgɛə˞  
mɪspɹəɪzd bət ɪt ʃəɫ nɑt bɪ soː lɑːŋ ðɪs ɹɛslə˞ 
ʃəl klɪːɹ ɑːɫ noːtɪn ɹɪmɛːnz bət ðət əɪ kɪndɫ̩ 
ðə bəɪ ðɪðə˞ ʍɪt ͡ʃ nəʊ əɪɫ go: əbəʊt 
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 Jennifer Geizhals speaks this scene at: 
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1.2 

 

 Enter Rosalind and Celia.  

 CELIA  

172 I pray thee Rosalind, sweet my coz, be merry.   a pɹɛː ðɪ ɹɑzələɪnd swe ̝ːt mɪ kɒz bɪ mɛɹəɪ 

 ROSALIND  

173 
174 
175 
176 
177 

Dear Celia, I show more mirth than I am mistress 
of, and would you yet I were merrier?  Unless you 
could teach me to forget a banished father, you 
must not learn me how to remember any extra- 
ordinary pleasure.   

dɪ˞ː se ̝ːɫjə a ʃoː mo˞ː mɐ˞θ ðən əɪ əm mɪstɹɪs  
əv ən wʊd jə jɪt ə wə˞ mɛɹəɪəɹ ɤnlɛs jə    
kəd te ̝ːt ͡ʃ mɪ tə fə˞gɛt ə banɪʃt faðə˞ jə    
məs nɑt lɐ˞n mɪ həʊ tə ɹɪmɛmbəɹ ænəɪ  
ɪkstɹo˞ːdn ̩ɹəɪ plɛzə˞  

  CELIA  

178 
179 
180 
181 
182 
183 
184 

Herein I see thou lov’st me not with the full weight 
that I love thee.  If my uncle thy banished father 
had banished thy uncle the Duke my father, so thou 
hadst been still with me, I could have taught my  
love to take thy father for mine; so wouldst thou,  
if the truth of thy love to me were so righteously 
tempered as mine is to thee. 

hiːɹɪn a se ̝ː ðəʊ lɤvs mɪ nɑt wɪ ðə fʊɫ wɛːt 
ðət əɪ lɤv ðe ̝ː ɪf məɪ ɤnkɫ̩ ðəɪ banɪʃt faðə˞  
had banɪʃt ðəɪ ɤŋkɫ̩  ðə dju ̹ːk məɪ faðə˞ sə ðəʊ 
ads bɪn stɪɫ wɪð me ̝ː əɪ kəd əv tɑːt mɪ  
lɤv tə tɛːk ðəɪ faðə˞ fə˞ məɪn soː wəds ðəʊ  
ɪf ðə tɹu ̹ːθ ə ðəɪ lɤv tə me ̝ː wə˞ sə ɹəɪtəsləɪ 
tɛmpə˞d əz məɪn ɪz tə ðe ̝ː  

 ROSALIND  

185 Well, I will forget the condition of my estate, to wɛl a wɪɫ fə˞gɛt ðə kəndɪsɪən ə məɪ ɪstɛːt tə 
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186 rejoice in yours.   ɹɪd ͡ʒəɪs ɪn jo˞ːz  

 CELIA  

187 
188 
189 
190 
191 
192 
193 

You know my father hath no child but I, nor none 
is like to have; and truly when  he dies, thou shalt 
be his heir; for what he hath taken away from thy 
father perforce, I will render thee again in affection. 
By mine honour I will, and when I break that oath, 
let me turn monster.  Therefore my sweet Rose, my 
dear Rose, be merry.   

jə noː mɪ faðəɹ aθ noː t ͡ʃəɪɫd bət əɪ nə˞ noːn 
ɪz ləɪk tʊ av ən tɹuː̹ləɪ ʍɛn ɪ dəɪz ðəʊ ʃəɫ 
bɪ ɪz ɛ˞ː fə˞ ʍɑt he ̝ː əθ tɛːkən əwɛː fɹɑm ðɪ 
faðə˞ pə˞fo˞ːs əɪ wɪɫ ɹɛndə˞ ðɪ əgɛn ɪn əfɛksɪən    
bɪ mɪn ɑnəɹ ə wɪɫ ən ʍɛn a bɹɛːk ðat oːθ   
lɛmɪ tɐ˞n mɑnstə˞ ðɛ˞ːfə˞ mɪ swe ̝ːt ɹoːz mɪ 
dɪ˞ː ɹoːz bɪ mɛɹəɪ 

 ROSALIND  

194 
195 

From henceforth I will, coz, and devise sports.  Let 
me see, what think you of falling in love? 

fɹɑm hɛnsfo˞ːθ a wɪɫ kɒz ən dɪvəɪz spo˞ːts lɛmɪ  
se ̝ː ʍɑt θɪŋk jʊ əv fɑːlɪn ɪn lɤv 

 CELIA  

196 
197 
198 
199 

Marry I prithee do, to make sport withal.  But love 
no man in good earnest, nor no further in sport 
neither, than with safety of a pure blush thou mayst 
in honour come off again.   

maɹəɪ a pɹɪðe ̝ du ̹ː tə mɛːk spo˞ːt wɪðɑːɫ bət lɤv 
noː man ɪn gʊd ɐ˞nɪst nɒ˞ noː fɐ˞ðəɹ ɪn spo˞ːt 
nɛðə˞ ðən wɪ sɛːftəɪ əv ə pju ̘˞ː blɤʃ ðə mɛːst 
ɪn ɑnə˞ kɤm ɑf əgɛn 

 ROSALIND  

200 What shall be our sport then?   ʍɑt ʃəɫ bɪ o˞ː spo˞ːt ðɛn 

 CELIA  

201 
202 
203 

Let us sit and mock the good hussif Fortune from  
her wheel, that her gifts may henceforth be bes- 
towed equally. 

lɛt əs sɪt ən mɑk ðə gʊd hɤsɪf fo˞ːtən fɹɑm 
ə˞ ʍe ̝ːɫ ðat ə˞ gɪfs mɛː hɛnsfo˞θː bɪ  
bɪstoːd e ̝ːkwələɪ  
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 ROSALIND  

204 
205 
206 

I would we could do so; for her benefits are mightily 
misplaced, and the bountiful blind woman doth 
most mistake in her gifts to women.   

a wʊd wɪ kʊd duː̹ soː fəɹ hɐ˞ bɛnəfɪts a˞ məɪtl ̩əɪ 
mɪsplɛːst ən ðə bəʊntfəɫ bləɪnd wʊmən dəθ 
moːs mɪstɛːk ɪn ə˞ gɪfs tə wɪmɪn 

 CELIA  

207 
208 
209 

’Tis true, for those that she makes fair, she scarce 
makes honest; and those that she makes honest, she 
makes very ill-favourdly.   

tɪz tɹuː fə˞ ðoːz ðət ʃɪ mɛːks fɛ˞ː ʃɪ skɛ˞ːs  
mɛːks ɑnɪst ən ðoːz ðət ʃɪ mɛːks ɑnɪst ʃɪ 
mɛːks vɛɹəɪ ɪɫ fɛːvə˞dləɪ    

 ROSALIND  

210 
211 
212 

Nay now thou goest from Fortune’s office to 
Nature’s; Fortune reigns in gifts of the world, not 
in the lineaments of Nature.   

nɛː nəʊ ðə goːs fɹɑm fo˞ːtənz ɑfɪs tə 
nɛːtə˞z fo˞ːtən ɹɛːnz ɪn gɪfs ə ðə wɐ˞ɫd nɑt  
ɪn ðə lɪnmənts ə nɛːtə˞  

 CELIA  

213 
214 
215 
216 

No?  When Nature hath made a fair creature, may 
she not by Fortune fall into the fire?  Though Nature 
hath given us wit to flout at Fortune, hath not 
Fortune sent in this fool to cut off the argument? 

noː ʍɛn nɛːtəɹ aθ mɛːd ə fɛ˞ː kɹe ̝ːtə˞ mɛː 
ʃɪ nɑt bəɪ fo˞ːtən fɑːl ɪntə ðə fəɪə˞ ðoː nɛːtəɹ 
aθ gɪə̆n əs wɪt tə fləʊt ət fo˞ːtən haθ nɑt 
fo˞ːtən sɛnt ɪn ðɪs fʊɫ tə kɤt ɑf ðɪ a˞gəmənt 

 Enter Touchstone.  

 ROSALIND  

217 
218 
219 

Indeed, there is Fortune too hard for Nature, when 
Fortune makes Nature’s natural the cutter-off of 
Nature’s wit.   

ɪnde ̝ːd ðɛː˞z fo˞ːtən tuː̹ ha˞d fə˞ nɛːtə˞ ʍɛn 
fo˞ːtən mɛːks nɛːtə˞z natɹəɫ ðə kɤtəɹ ɑf ə 
nɛːtə˞z wɪt 

 CELIA  

220 Peradventure this is not Fortune’s work neither, pəɹadvɛntə˞ ðɪs ɪz nɑt fo˞ːtənz wɐ˞k nɛðə˞  
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221 
222 
223 
224 
225 

but Nature’s, who perceiveth our natural wits too 
dull to reason of such goddesses, and hath sent this 
natural for our whetstone; for always the dullness 
of the fool is the whetstone of the wits.  How now 
Wit, wither wander you?   

bət nɛːtə˞z u ̹ː pə˞se ̝ːvɪθ o˞ː natɹəɫ wɪts tu ̹ː 
dɤɫ tə ɹe ̝ːzn ̩ ə sɤt ͡ʃ gɑdɪsɪz ənd aθ sent ðɪs 
natɹəɫ  fəɹ o˞ː ʍɛtstoːn fəɹ ɑːɫwɛːz ðə dɤɫnɪs 
ə ðə fʊɫ ɪz ðə ʍetstoːn ə ðə wɪts həʊ nəʊ 
wɪt wɪðə˞ wɑndə˞ ju ̹ː  

 TOUCHSTONE  

226 Mistress, you must come away to your father. mɪstɹɪs jə məs kɤm əwɛː tə jə˞ faðə˞   

 CELIA  

227 Were you made the messenger?   wə˞ ju ̹ː mɛːd ðə mɛsn ̩d ͡ʒə˞ 

 TOUCHSTONE  

228 No by mine honour, but I was bid to come for you. noː bɪ mɪn ɑnə˞ bət a wəz bɪd tə kɤm fə˞ jə 

 CELIA  

229 Where learned you that oath, fool? ʍɛ˞ː lɐ˞nd ͡ʒə ðat oːθ fʊɫ 

 TOUCHSTONE  

230 
231 
232 
233 
234 

Of a certain knight, that swore by his honour they 
were good pancakes, and swore by his honour the 
mustard was naught.  Now I’ll stand to it, the pan- 
cakes were naught and the mustard was good, and 
yet was not the knight forsworn.   

əv ə sɐ˞tn ̩ nəɪt ðət swo˞ː bəɪ ɪz ɑnə˞ ðɛː 
wə˞ gʊd paŋkɛːks ən swo˞ː bɪ ɪz ɑnə˞ ðə 
mɤstə˞d wəz nɑːt nəʊ əɪɫ stand tu ̹ːt ðə 
paŋkɛːks wə˞ nɑːt ən ðə mɤstə˞d wəz gʊd ən 
jɪt wɑz nɑt ðə nəɪt fə˞swo˞ːn  

 CELIA  

235 
236 

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

həʊ pɹɤv jə ðat ɪn ðə gɹɛːt he ̝ːp ə jə˞ 
nɑlɪd ͡ʒ 

 ROSALIND  

237 Ay marry, now unmuzzle your wisdom.   əɪ maɹəɪ nəʊ ɤnmɤzɫ̩ jə˞ wɪzdəm  
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 TOUCHSTONE  

238 
239 

Stand you both forth now:  stroke your chins, and  
swear by your beards that I am a knave.   

stand jə boːθ fo˞ːθ nəʊ stɹoːk jə˞ t ͡ʃɪnz ən 
swɛ˞ː bɪ jə˞ bɪ˞ːdz ðət əɪ am ə nɛːv 

 CELIA  

240 By our beards, if we had them, thou art.   bəɪ o˞ː bɪ˞ːdz ɪf wɪ had əm ðəʊ a˞t  

 TOUCHSTONE  

241 
242 
243 
244 
245 

By my knavery, if I had it, then I were.  But if you 
swear by that that is not, you are not forsworn.  No 
more was this knight, swearing by his honour, for he 
never had any; or if he had, he had sworn it away 
before ever he saw those pancakes or that mustard.   

bəɪ mɪ nɛːvɹəɪ ɪf əɪ had ɪt ðɛn əɪ wɑ˞ bət ɪf jə 
swɛ˞ː bɪ ðat ðət ɪz nɑt j ̹u ̹ː a˞ nɑt fə˞swo˞ːn noː 
mo˞ː wəz ðɪs nəɪt swɛːɹɪn bɪ ɪz ɑnə˞ fəɹ ɪ  
nɛvə˞ had ænəɪ oːɹ ɪf ɪ had ɪd swo˞ːn ɪt əwɛː  
bɪfo˞ː ɛə̆ɹ ɪ sɑː ðoːz paŋkɛːks o˞ː ðat mɤstə˞d   

 CELIA  

246 Prithee, who is’t that you mean’st? pɹɪðe ̝: hu ̹ː ɪzt ðat jə me ̝ːnst  

 TOUCHSTONE  

247 One that old Frederick your father loves.   wɑn ðət oːɫd fɹɛdɹɪk jə˞ faðə˞ lɤvz 

 CELIA  

248 
249 
250 

My father’s love is enough to honour him.  Enough, 
speak no more of him; you’ll be whipped for 
taxation one of these days.   

mɪ faðə˞z lɤv ɪz ɪnɒf tʊ ɑnəɹ ɪm ɪnɒf  
spe ̝ːk noː moːɹ ə hɪm ju ̹ːɫ bɪ ʍɪpt fə˞ 
taksɛːsɪən oːn ə ðɪz dɛːz 

 TOUCHSTONE   

251 
252 

The more pity that fools may not speak wisely 
what wisemen do foolishly.   

ðə mo˞ː pɪtəɪ ðat fʊɫz mɛː nɑt spe ̝ːk wəɪzləɪ 
ʍɑt wəɪzmɛn du ̹ː fʊlɪʃləɪ 

 CELIA   

253 By my troth thou sayest true.  For since the little bɪ mɪ tɹoːθ ðə sɛːs tɹu ̹ː fə˞ sɪns ðə lɪtɫ̩  
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254 
255 
256 

wit that fools have was silenced, the little foolery 
that wisemen have makes a great show.  Here comes 
Monsieur Le Beau.   

wɪt ðət fʊɫz hav wəz səɪlənst ðə lɪtɫ̩ fʊɫɹəɪ 
ðət wəɪzmɛn hav mɛːks ə gɹɛːt ʃoː hi˞ː kɤmz 
mɪsjɐ˞ lə boː  

 Enter Le Beau.  

 ROSALIND  

257 With his mouth full of news. wɪð ɪz məʊθ fʊl ə nju ̹ːz 

 CELIA  

258 
259 

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

ʍɪt ͡ʃ ɪ wɪɫ pʊt ɑn ɤs əz pɪd ͡ʒənz fe ̝ːd ðə˞  
jɤŋ 

 ROSALIND  

260 Then shall we be news-crammed. ðɛn ʃəɫ wɪ bɪ nju ̹ːz kɹamd  

 CELIA  

261 
262 

All the better; we shall be the more marketable. 
Bon jour Monsieur Le Beau.  What’s the news? 

ɑːɫ ðə bɛtə˞ wɪ ʃəɫ bɪ ðə mo˞ː ma˞kɪtəbɫ̩  
bɔ̃ʒuːR mɪsjɐ˞ lə boː ʍɑts ðə nju ̹ːz 

 LE BEAU  

263 Fair Princess, you have lost much good sport.   fɛ˞ː pɹɪnsɛs juː̹ hav lɑst mɤt ͡ʃ gʊd spo˞ːt 

 CELIA  

264 Sport?  Of what colour? spo˞ːt ɑv ʍɑt kɤlə˞ 

 LE BEAU  

265 
266 

What colour madam?  How shall I answer  
you? 

ʍɑt kɤlə˞ madəm həʊ ʃɒl əɪ ansə˞  
ju ̹ː 

 ROSALIND  

267 As wit and fortune will. əz wɪt ən fo˞ːtən wɪɫ 
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 TOUCHSTONE  

268 Or as the Destinies decrees. əɹ az ðə dɛstn ̩əɪz dɪkɹe ̝ːz  

 CELIA  

269 Well said!  That was laid on with a trowel.   wɛɫ sɛd ðat wəz lɛːd ɑn wɪð ə tɹəʊɫ 

 TOUCHSTONE  

270 Nay, if I keep not my rank— nɛː ɪf a ke ̝ːp nɑt mɪ ɹaŋk   

 ROSALIND  

271 Thou losest thy old smell. ðəʊ lu ̹ːzɪst ðəɪ oːɫd smɛɫ 

 LE BEAU  

272 
273 

You amaze me ladies.  I would have told you of 
good wrestling, which you have lost the sight of. 

ju ̹ː əmɛːz mɪ lɛːdəɪz əɪ wʊd əv toːɫd ju ̹ː ə 
gʊd ɹɛstlɪŋg ʍɪt ͡ʃ ju ̹ː hav lɑːst ðə səɪt əv 

 ROSALIND  

274 Yet tell us the manner of the wrestling.   jɪt tɛl əs ðə manəɹ ə ðə ɹɛslɪn  

 LE BEAU   

275 
276 
277 
278 

I will tell you the beginning, and if it please 
your ladyships, you may see the end, for the best is 
yet to do, and here where you are they are coming 
to perform it. 

əɪ wɪɫ tɛɫ ju ̹ː ðə bɪgɪnɪŋg ən ɪf ɪt ple ̝ːz 
jo˞ː lɛːdəɪʃɪps juː̩ mɛː se ̝ː ðɪ ɛnd fo˞ː ðə bɛst ɪz 
jɪt tə du ̹ː ən hi˞ː ʍɛ˞ː juː̹ a˞ ðɛː ə˞ kɤmɪŋg  
tə pə˞fo˞ːm ɪt 

 CELIA  

279 Well, the beginning that is dead and buried. wɛɫ ðə bɪgɪnɪn ðat ɪz dɛd ən bɛːɹəɪd 

 LE BEAU  

280 There comes an old man, and his three sons— ðɛ˞ː kɤmz an oːɫd man and hɪz θɹe ̝ː sɤnz 

 CELIA  

281 I could match this beginning with an old tale. əɪ kəd mat ͡ʃ ðɪs bɪgɪnɪn wɪð ən oːɫd tɛːɫ 
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 LE BEAU  

282 
283 

Three proper young men, of excellent growth 
and presence— 

θɹe ̝ː pɹɑpə˞ jɤŋ mɛn əv ɛksələnt gɹoːθ 
ən pɹɛzəns   

 ROSALIND  

284 
285 

With bills on their necks:  ‘Be it known unto all  
men by these presents’—  

wɪ bɪɫz ɑn ðə˞ nɛks be ̝ː ɪt noːn ɤntʊ ɑːɫ  
mɛn bəɪ ðe ̝ːz pɹɛzəns 

 LE BEAU  

286 
287 
288 
289 
290 
291 
292 
293 

The eldest of the three wrestled with Charles 
the Duke’s wrestler, which Charles in a moment 
threw him and broke three of his ribs, that there is 
little hope of life in him.  So he served the second, 
and so the third.  Yonder they lie, the poor old  
man their father making such pitiful dole over 
them that all the beholders take his part with  
weeping.   

ðɪ ɛɫdɪst əv ðə θɹe ̝ː ɹɛstɫ̩d wɪ t ͡ʃa˞ɫz  
ðə dju ̹ːks ɹɛstlə˞ ʍɪt ͡ʃ t ͡ʃa˞ɫz ɪn ə moːmənt 
θɹu ̹ː hɪm ən bɹoːk ðɹe ̝ː əv hɪz ɹɪbz ðat ðɛːɹ ɪz 
lɪtɫ̩ hoːp əv ləɪf ɪn hɪm soː hɪ sɐ˞vd ðə sɛkənd  
ən soː ðə θɐ˞d jɑndə˞ ðɛː ləɪ ðə poːɹ oːɫd 
man ðɛ˞ː faðə˞ mɛːkɪŋg sɤt ͡ʃ pɪtɪfəɫ doːl ovə˞ 
ðɛm ðat ɑːɫ ðə bɪhoːɫdə˞z tɛːk hɪz pa˞t wɪð 
we ̝ːpɪŋg   

 ROSALIND  

294 Alas! əlas 

 TOUCHSTONE  

295 
296 

But what is the sport monsieur, that the ladies 
have lost? 

bət ʍɑt ɪz ðə spo˞ːt mɪsjɐ˞ ðət ðə lɛːdəɪz 
əv lɑst  

 LE BEAU  

297 Why this that I speak of. ʍəɪ ðɪs ðat əɪ spe ̝ːk əv 

 TOUCHSTONE  

298 Thus men may grow wiser every day.  It is the ðɤs mɛn mɛː gɹoː wəɪsəɹ ɛvɹəɪ dɛː tɪz ðə 
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299 
300 

first time that ever I heard breaking of ribs was 
sport for ladies. 

fɐ˞st təɪm ðət ɛvəɹ a hɐ˞d bɹɛːkɪŋg əv ɹɪbz wəz 
spo˞ːt fə˞ lɛːdəɪz 

 CELIA  

301 Or I, I promise thee. o˞ː əɪ a pɹɑmɪs ðɪ 

 ROSALIND  

302 
303 
304 

But is there any else longs to see this broken music 
in his sides?  Is there yet another dotes upon rib- 
breaking?  Shall we see this wrestling, cousin? 

bət ɪz ðəɹ ænəɪ ɛɫs lɑŋz tə se ̝ː ðɪs bɹoːkɪn mju ̹ːzɪk 
ɪn ɪz səɪdz ɪz ðə˞ jɪt ənoːðə˞ doːts əpɑn ɹɪb  
bɹɛːkɪŋg ʃəl wɪ se ̝ː ðɪs ɹɛslɪn kɒzn ̩ 

 LE BEAU  

305 
306 
307 

You must if you stay here, for here is the place 
appointed for the wrestling, and they are ready to  
perform it. 

juː̹ mɤst ɪf ju ̹ː stɛː hi˞ː fə˞ hi˞ː ɪz ðə plɛːs 
əpəɪntɪd fə˞ ðə ɹɛstlɪŋg ən ðɛː a˞ ɹɛdəɪ tə 
pə˞fo˞ːm ɪt  

 CELIA  

308 
309 

Yonder sure they are coming.  Let us now stay and 
see it. 

jɑndə˞ ʃu ̹˞ː ðə˞ kɤmɪn lɛt əs nəʊ stɛː ən 
se ̝ː ɪt 

 Flourish.  Enter Duke [Frederick], lords,                         
   Orlando, Charles and attendants 

 

 DUKE FREDERICK  

310 
311 

Come on.  Since the youth will not be entreated,  
his own peril on his forwardness. 

kɤm ɑn sɪns ðə juː̹θ wɪɫ nɑt bɪ ɪntɹe ̝ːtɪd  
hɪz oːn pɛɹəl ɑn ɪz fo˞ːwə˞dnɪs  

 ROSALIND  

312 Is yonder the man? ɪz jɑndə˞ ðə man 

 LE BEAU   

313 Even he, madam. e ̝ːvn ̩ he ̝ː madəm  



P a g e  | 26 

 

 ROSALIND  

314 Alas, he is too young.  Yet he looks successfully. əlas he ̝ː ɪz tu ̹ː jɤŋ jɪt ɪ lʊks səksɛsfləɪ 

 DUKE FREDERICK  

315 
316 

How now daughter and cousin?  Are you crept 
hither to see the wrestling? 

həʊ nəʊ dɑːtəɹ ən kɒzn ̩ a˞ jə kɹɛpt 
hɪðə˞ tə se ̝ː ðə ɹɛslɪn  

 ROSALIND  

317 Ay my liege, so please you give us leave. əɪ mɪ le ̝ːʒ sə ple ̝ːz jə gɪv əs le ̝ːv  

 DUKE FREDERICK  

318 
319 
320 
321 
322 

You will take little delight in it, I can tell you, 
there is such odds in the man.  In pity of the chal- 
lenger’s youth, I would fain dissuade him, but he 
will not be entreated.  Speak to him ladies; see if  
you can move him. 

jə wɪɫ tɛːk lɪtɫ̩ dɪləɪt ɪnt əɪ kən tɛɫ jə   
ðə˞z sət ͡ʃ ɑdz ɪn ðə man ɪn pɪtəɪ ə ðə  
t ͡ʃalənd ͡ʒə˞z juː̹θ a wəd fɛːn dɪswɛːd ɪm bət he ̝ː  
wɪɫ nɑt bɪ ɪntɹe ̝ːtɪd spe ̝ːk twɪm lɛːdəɪz se ̝ː ɪf 
ju ̹ː kən mɤv ɪm   

 CELIA  

323 Call him hither, good Monsieur Le Beau. kɑːl ɪm hɪðə˞ gʊd mɪsjɐ˞ lə boː  

 DUKE FREDERICK  

324 Do so.  I’ll not be by. du ̹ː soː əɪɫ nɑt bɪ bəɪ 

 LE BEAU  

325 
326 

Monsieur the challenger, the Princess calls for 
you. 

mɪsjɐ˞ ðə t ͡ʃalənd ͡ʒə˞ ðə pɹɪnsɛs kɑːɫz fə˞ 
ju ̹ː   

 ORLANDO  

327 I attend them with all respect and duty.   əɪ ətɛnd əm wɪð ɑːɫ ɹɪspɛkt ən dju ̹ːtəɪ 

 ROSALIND  

328 Young man, have you challenged Charles the  jɤŋ man hav ju ̹ː t ͡ʃalənd ͡ʒ t ͡ʃa˞ɫz ðə  
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329 wrestler? ɹɛslə˞ 

 ORLANDO  

330 
331 
332 

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

noː fɛ˞ː pɹɪnsɛs he ̝ː ɪz ðə d ͡ʒɛnɹəɫ t ͡ʃalənd ͡ʒə˞   
əɪ kɤm bət ɪn az oːðə˞z du ̹ː tə tɹəɪ wɪðɪm ðə 
stɹɛŋθ ə mɪ ju ̹ːθ 

 CELIA  

333 
334 
335 
336 
337 
338 
339 

Young gentleman, your spirits are too bold for 
your years.  You have seen cruel proof of this man’s 
strength; if you saw yourself with your eyes or 
knew yourself with your judgement, the fear of  
your adventure would counsel you to a more equal 
enterprise.  We pray you for your own sake to em- 
brace your own safety and give over this attempt. 

jɤŋ d ͡ʒɛntɫ̩mən jə˞ spɹɪts a˞ tu ̹ː boːɫd fə˞  
jə˞ jɪ˞ːz ju ̹ːv se ̝ːn kɹu ̩ːɫ pɹu ̹ːf ə ðɪs manz 
stɹɛŋθ ɪf jə sɑː jə˞sɛɫf wɪð jəɹ əɪz ə˞ 
nju ̹ː jə˞sɛɫf wɪð jə˞ d ͡ʒɤd ͡ʒmənt ðə fɪːɹ ə 
jəɹ ədvɛntə˞ wəd kəʊnsəɫ jə tʊ ə moːɹ e ̝ːkwəl 
ɛntə˞pɹəɪz wɪ pɹɛː jə fə˞ jəɹ oːn sɛːk twɪmbɹɛːs 
jəɹ oːn sɛːftəɪ ən gɪv oːvə˞ ðɪs ətɛmt  

 ROSALIND  

340 
341 
342 

Do young sir; your reputation shall not therefore  
be misprized:  we will make it our suit to the Duke 
that the wrestling might not go forward. 

du ̹ː jɤŋ sɐ˞ jə˞ ɹɛpjətɛːsɪən ʃəɫ nɑt ðɛ˞ːfə˞  
bɪ mɪspɹəɪzd we ̝ː wɪɫ mɛːk ɪt o˞ː ʃu ̹ːt tə ðə djuː̹k  
ðət ðə ɹɛslɪn məɪt nɑt goː fo˞ːwə˞d  

 ORLANDO  

343 
344 
345 
346 
347 
348 

I beseech you, punish me not with your hard 
thoughts, wherein I confess me much guilty to 
deny so fair and excellent ladies anything.  But let 
your fair eyes and gentle wishes go with me to my 
trial; wherein if I be foiled, there is but one shamed 
that was never gracious; if killed, but one dead 

a bɪse ̝ːt ͡ʃ jə pɤnɪʃ mɪ nɑt wɪð jə˞ ha˞d  
θɑːts ʍɛɹɪn a kənfɛs mɪ mɤt ͡ʃ gɪɫtəɪ tə 
dɪnəɪ soː fɛːɹ ənd ɛkslənt lɛːdəɪz ænəɪθɪn bət lɛt 
jə˞ fɛːɹ əɪz ən d ͡ʒɛntɫ̩ wɪʃɪz goː wɪ mɪ tə mɪ  
tɹəɪɫ ʍɛɹɪn ɪf a bɪ fəɪɫd ðə˞z bət oːn ʃɛːmd  
ðət wəz nɛvə˞ gɹɛːsɪəs ɪf kɪɫd bət oːn dɛd  
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349 
350 
351 
352 
353 

that is willing to be so.  I shall do my friends no 
wrong, for I have none to lament me; the world no 
injury, for in it I have nothing; only in the world I  
fill up a place which may be better supplied when 
I have made it empty.  

ðət ɪz wɪlɪn tə be ̝ː soː a ʃəɫ du ̹ː mɪ fɹɛnz noː 
ɹɑŋ fəɹ a hav noːn tə ləmɛnt mɪ ðə wɐ˞ɫd noː 
ɪnd ͡ʒɹəɪ fəɹ ɪn ɪt a hav noːtɪn oːnləɪ ɪn ðə wɐ˞ɫd a 
fɪl ɤp ə plɛːs ʍɪt ͡ʃ mɛː bɪ bɛtə˞ səpləɪd ʍɛn 
əɪv mɛːd ɪt ɛmtəɪ 

 ROSALIND  

354 
355 

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

ðə lɪtɫ̩ stɹɛŋθ ðat əɪ hav a wʊd ɪt wə˞ 
wɪð ju ̹ː  

 CELIA  

356 And mine to eke out hers. ən məɪn tʊ e ̝ːk əʊt hɐ˞z 

 ROSALIND  

357 Fare you well.  Pray heaven I be deceived in you! fɛ˞ː jə wɛɫ pɹɛː hɛə̆n a bɪ dɪse ̝ːvd ɪn jə 

 CELIA  

358 Your heart’s desires be with you!   jə˞ ha˞ts dɪzəɪə˞z bɪ wɪð jə  

 CHARLES  

359 
360 

Come, where is this young gallant that is so  
desirous to lie with his mother earth? 

kɤm ʍɛːɹ ɪz ðɪs jɤŋ galənt ðət ɪz soː 
dɪzəɪɹəs tə ləɪ wɪðɪz mɤðəɹ ɐ˞θ  

 ORLANDO  

361 
362 

Ready sir, but his will hath in it a more modest 
working. 

ɹɛdəɪ sɐ˞ bət ɪz wɪl aθ ɪnt ə mo˞ː mɑdɪst  
wɐ˞kɪn 

 DUKE FREDERICK  

363 You shall try but one fall. ju ̹ː ʃəɫ tɹəɪ bət oːn fɑːɫ  

 CHARLES  

364 No, I warrant your Grace you shall not entreat noː a wɑɹənt jə˞ gɹɛːs jə ʃəɫ nɑt ɪntɹe ̝ːt 



P a g e  | 29 

 

365 
366 

him to a second, that have so mightily persuaded 
him from a first. 

ɪm tʊ ə sɛkənd ðət av sə məɪtl ̩əɪ pə˞swɛːdɪd 
ɪm fɹəm ə fɐ˞st   

 ORLANDO  

367 
368 

You mean to mock me after:  you should not have 
mocked me before.  But come your ways. 

jə me ̝ːn tə mɑk mɪ ɑːtə˞ jə ʃəd nɑt əv 
mɑkt mɪ bɪfo˞ː bət kɤm jə˞ wɛːz   

 ROSALIND  

369 Now Hercules be thy speed, young man! nəʊ hɐ˞kle ̝ːz bɪ ðɪ spe ̝ːd jɤŋ man 

 CELIA  

370 
371 

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

a wəd a wəɹ ɪnvɪzbɫ̩ tə kat ͡ʃ ðə stɹɑŋ 
fɛlə bɪ ðə lɛg 

 [They] wrestle.  

 ROSALIND  

372 O excellent young man! oː ɛkslənt jɤŋ man 

 CELIA  

373 
374 

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

ɪf a had ə θɤndə˞boːɫt ɪn mɪn əɪ a kən tɛɫ hu ̹ː  
ʃəd dəʊn 

 Shout.  [Charles is thrown.]  

 DUKE FREDERICK  

375 No more, no more. noː mo˞ː noː mo˞ː  

 ORLANDO  

376 
377 

Yes, I beseech your Grace, I am not yet well 
breathed. 

jɛs a bɪse ̝ːt ͡ʃ jə˞ gɹɛːs əɪm nɑt jɪt wɛɫ 
bɹe ̝ːðd  

 DUKE FREDERICK  

378 How dost thou Charles? həʊ dɤs ðə t ͡ʃa˞ɫz  
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 LE BEAU  

379 He cannot speak my lord. ɪ kanət spe ̝ːk mɪ lo˞ːd 

 DUKE FREDERICK  

380 
381 

Bear him away.                     [Charles is borne out.] 
What is thy name, young man?              

bɛːɹ ɪm əwɛː   
ʍɑt ɪz ðəɪ nɛːm jɤŋ man 

 ORLANDO  

382 
383 

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

ɒ˞landoː mɪ le ̝ːʒ ðə jɤŋgɪs sɤn ə sɐ˞ ɹoːlənd 
də bəɪz 

 DUKE FREDERICK  

384 
385 
386 
387 
388 
389 
390 

I would thou hadst been son to some man else. 
The world esteem’d thy father honourable, 
But I did find him still mine enemy. 
Thou should’st have better pleas’d me with this deed, 
Hadst thou descended from another house. 
But fare thee well, thou art a gallant youth—  
I would thou hadst told me of another father.   

a wʊd ðə hads bɪn sɤn tə sɤm man ɛɫs    
ðə wɐ˞ɫd ɪste ̝ːmd ðɪ faðəɹ ɑnɹəbɤɫ  
bət əɪ dɪd fəɪnd ɪm stɪɫ mɪn ɛnɪməɪ  
ðə ʃʊdst əv bɛtə˞ ple ̝ːzd mɪ wɪð ðɪs de ̝ːd  
ads ðəʊ dɪsɛndɪd fɹɑm ənoːðə˞ həʊs  
bət fɛ˞ː ðɪ wɛɫ ðəʊ a˞t ə galənt ju ̹ːθ  
a wʊd ðəʊs toːɫd mɪ ɑv ənoːðə˞ faðə˞     

 Exeunt Duke, [Le Beau and train.]  

 CELIA  

391 Were I my father, coz, would I do this? wəɹ əɪ mɪ faðə˞ kɒz wəd əɪ du ̹ː ðɪs 

 ORLANDO  

392 
393 
394 

I am more proud to be Sir Rowland’s son, 
His youngest son, and would not change that calling 
To be adopted heir to Frederick. 

əɪ am mo˞ː pɹəʊd tə be ̝ː sɐ˞ ɹoːlənz sɤn  
ɪz jɤŋgɪs sɤn ən wʊd nɑt t ͡ʃɛːnd ͡ʒ ðat kɑːlɪn  
tə be ̝ː ədɑptɪd ɛ˞ː tə fɹɛdəɹɪk  
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 ROSALIND  

395 
396 
397 
398 
399 

My father lov’d Sir Rowland as his soul, 
And all the world was of my father’s mind. 
Had I before known this young man his son, 
I should have given him tears unto entreaties, 
Ere he should thus have ventur’d. 

mɪ faðə˞ lɤvd sɐ˞ ɹoːlənd az ɪz soːɫ  
ənd ɑːɫ ðə wɐ˞ɫd wəz ɑv mɪ faðə˞z məɪnd  
had a bɪfo˞ː noːn ðɪs jɤŋ man ɪz sɤn  
a ʃʊd əv gɪə̆n ɪm tɪ˞ːz əntuː̹ ɪntɹe ̝ːtəɪz   
ɛ˞ː he ̝ː ʃəd ðɤs əv vɛntə˞d   

 CELIA  

 
400 
401 
402 
403 
404 
405 

                                                     Gentle cousin, 
Let us go thank him and encourage him. 
My father’s rough and envious disposition 
Sticks me at heart.  Sir, you have well deserv’d. 
If you do keep your promises in love 
But justly, as you have exceeded all promise, 
Your mistress shall be happy. 

                                      d ͡ʒɛntɫ̩ kɒzn ̩ 
lɛt ɤs goː θaŋk ɪm and ɪnkɤɹɪd ͡ʒ hɪm  
mɪ faðə˞z ɹɤf ənd ɛnvjəs dɪspəzɪsɪən   
stɪks me ̝ː ət ha˞t sɐ˞ ju ̹ː av wɛɫ dɪzɐ˞vd  
ɪf ju ̹ː də ke ̝ːp jə˞ pɹɑmɪsɪz ɪn lɤv  
bət d ͡ʒɤstləɪ az jəv ɪkse ̝ːdɪd ɑːɫ pɹɑmɪs  
jə˞ mɪstɹɪs ʃɒɫ bɪ hapəɪ   

 ROSALIND  

406 
407 
408 
409 

[giving him a chain from her neck] Gentleman, 
Wear this for me; one out of suits with fortune,  
That could give more but that her hand lacks means. 
Shall we go coz? 

                                    d ͡ʒɛntəɫman 
wɛ˞ː ðɪs fə˞ me ̝ː wɑn əʊt ə ʃu ̹ːts wɪ fo˞ːtən  
ðət kʊd gɪv mo˞ː bət ðat ə˞ hand laks me ̝ːnz  
ʃəɫ we ̝ː goː kɒz 

 CELIA  

                            Ay.  Fare you well, fair gentleman.                       əɪ fɛ˞ː jə wɛɫ fɛ˞ː d ͡ʒɛntəɫman  

 ORLANDO  

410 
411 

Can I not say, ‘I thank you’?  My better parts 
Are all thrown down, and that which here stands up 

kən əɪ nɑt sɛː a θaŋk jə mɪ bɛtə˞ pa˞ts 
aɹ ɑːɫ θɹoːn dəʊn ən ðat ʍɪt ͡ʃ hi˞ː stanz ɤp  
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412 Is but a quintain, a mere lifeless block. ɪz bɤt ə kwɪntɪn ə mɪ˞ː ləɪflɪs blɑk  

 ROSALIND  

413 
414 
415 
416 

He calls us back.  My pride fell with my fortunes; 
I’ll ask him what he would.  Did you call sir? 
Sir, you have wrestled well, and overthrown 
More than your enemies. 

he ̝ː kɑːɫz əs bak mɪ pɹəɪd fɛɫ wɪð mɪ fo˞ːtənz  
əɪɫ ask ɪm ʍɑt ɪ wʊd dɪd ju ̹ː kɑːɫ sɐ˞  
sɐ˞ ju ̹ː əv ɹɛsɫ̩d wɛɫ ənd oːvə˞θɹoːn  
mo˞ː ðan jəɹ ɛnəməɪz  

 CELIA  

                                        Will you go coz?                                 wɪɫ ju ̹ː goː kɒz 

 ROSLIND  

417 Have with you.  Fare you well.   hav wɪð jə fɛ˞ː jə wɛɫ 

 Exeunt [Rosalind and Celia.]  

 ORLANDO  

418 
419 
 
 
420 
421 

What passion hangs these weights upon my tongue?  
I cannot speak to her, yet she urg’d conference. 
 
                             Enter Le Beau. 
O poor Orlando, thou art overthrown! 
Or Charles, or something weaker masters thee. 

ʍɑt paʃɪən haŋz ðɪz wɛːts əpɑn mɪ tɒŋ  
a kanət spe ̝ːk tə hɐ˞ jɪt ʃe ̝ː ɐ˞d ͡ʒd kɑnfɹəns 
 
 
oː poːɹ ɒ˞landoː ðəʊ a˞t ovə˞θɹoːn  
ə˞ t ͡ʃa˞ɫ̩z ə˞ sɤmθɪn we ̝ːkə˞ mastə˞z ðe ̝ː 

 LE BEAU  

422 
423 
424 
425 
426 

Good sir, I do in friendship counsel you 
To leave this place.  Albeit you have deserv’d 
High commendation, true applause, and love, 
Yet such is now the Duke’s condition 
That he misconsters all that you have done. 

gʊd sɐ˞ a du ̹ː ɪn fɹɛndʃɪp kəʊnsəɫ ju ̹ː  
tə le ̝ːv ðɪs plɛːs ɑɫbe ̝ːt jə hav dɪzɐ˞vd 
həɪ kɑmɛndɛːsɪən tɹu ̹ː əplɑːz ən lɤv  
jɪt sɤt ͡ʃ ɪz nəʊ ðə dju ̹ːks kəndɪsɪɐn  
ðət he ̝ː mɪskɑnstə˞z ɑːɫ ðat ju ̹ː hav dɤn   
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427 
428 

The Duke is humorous; what he is indeed 
More suits you to conceive than I to speak of. 

ðə dju ̹ːk ɪz hju ̹ːmɹəs ʍɑt he ̝ː ɪz ɪnde ̝ːd  
mo˞ː ʃu ̹ːts jə tu ̹ː kənse ̝ːv ðən əɪ tə spe ̝ːk əv 

 ORLANDO  

429 
430 
431 

I thank you sir; and pray you tell me this, 
Which of the two was daughter of the Duke 
That here was at the wrestling? 

a θaŋk jə sɐ˞ ən pɹɛː jə tɛɫ mɪ ðɪs  
ʍɪt ͡ʃ ə ðə tu ̹: wəz dɑːtəɹ ɑv ðə dju ̹ːk  
ðət hi˞ː wəz at ðə ɹɛslɪn  

 LE BEAU  

432 
433 
434 
435 
436 
437 
438 
439 
440 
441 
442 
443 
444 
445 
446 

Neither his daughter, if we judge by manners, 
But yet indeed the taller is his daughter. 
The other is daughter to the banish’d Duke, 
And here detain’d by her usurping uncle 
To keep his daughter company, whose loves 
Are dearer than the natural bond of sisters. 
But I can tell you that of late this Duke 
Hath ta’en displeasure ’gainst his gentle niece, 
Grounded upon no other argument 
But that the people praise her for her virtues, 
And pity her for her good father’s sake; 
And on my life his malice ’gainst the lady 
Will suddenly break forth.  Sir fare you well. 
Hereafter, in a better world than this, 
I shall desire more love and knowledge of you. 

nɛðə˞ ɪz dɑːtəɹ ɪf wɪ d ͡ʒɤd ͡ʒ bɪ manə˞z  
bɤt jɪt ɪnde ̝ːd ðə tɑːləɹ ɪz ɪz dɑːtə˞  
ðoːðəɹ ɪz dɑːtə˞ tu ̹ː ðə banɪʃt dju ̹ːk 
ən hi˞ː dɪtɛːnd bɪ hɐ˞ ju ̹ːsɐ˞pɪŋg ɤŋkɫ̩  
tə ke ̝ːp ɪz dɑːtə˞ kɤmpənəɪ hu ̹ːz lɤvz 
a˞ dɪːɹə˞ ðan ðə natɹəɫ bɑnd ə sɪstə˞z  
bɤt əɪ kən tɛɫ jə ðat əv lɛːt ðɪs dju ̹ːk 
haθ tɛːə̆n dɪsplɛzə˞ gɛnst ɪz d ͡ʒɛntɫ̩ ne ̝ːs  
gɹəʊndɪd əpɑn noː oːðəɹ a˞gəmɛnt 
bɤt ðat ðə pe ̝ːpɫ̩ pɹɛːz ə˞ foːɹ ə˞ vɐ˞tjəz  
ən pɪtəɪ hɐ˞ fə˞ hɐ˞ gʊd faðə˞z sɛːk 
ənd ɑn mɪ ləɪf hɪz malɪs gɛnst ðə lɛdəɪ 
wɪɫ sɤdn ̩ləɪ bɹɛːk fo˞ːθ sɐ˞ fɛ˞ː jə wɛɫ  
hiːɹɑːtəɹ ɪn ə bɛtə˞ wɐ˞ɫd ðan ðɪs  
a ʃɒɫ dɪzəɪ˞ː mo˞ː lɤv ən knɑlɪd ͡ʒ ɑv jə      

 ORLANDO  

447 
 

I rest much bounden to you.  Fare you well. 
                                                             [Exit Le Beau.] 

a ɹɛst mɤt ͡ʃ bəʊndən tu ̹ː jə fɛ˞ː jə wɛɫ  
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448 
449 
450 

Thus must I from the smoke into the smother, 
From tyrant Duke unto a tyrant brother. 
But heavenly Rosalind!                                        Exit. 

ðɤs mɤst a fɹɑm ðə smoːk ɪntu ̹ː ðə smɤðə˞  
fɹəm təɪɹənt dju ̹ːk əntu ̹ː ə təɪɹənt bɹɤðə˞  
bət hɛə̆nləɪ ɹɑzələɪnd   
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1.3 

 

 Enter Celia and Rosalind.  

 CELIA  

451 
452 

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

ʍəɪ kɒzn ̩ ʍəɪ ɹɑzələɪnd kju ̹ːpɪd av mɐ˞səɪ  
nɑt ə wɐ˞d 

 ROSALIND  

453 Not one to throw at a dog. nɑt oːn tə θɹoː ət ə dɑg  

 CELIA  

454 
455 
456 

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

noː ðɪ wɐ˞dz a˞ tu ̹ː pɹɛʃɪəs tə bɪ kast əwɛː  
əpɑn kɐ˞z θɹoː sɤm əv əm ət me ̝ː kɤm lɛːm  
mɪ wɪ ɹe ̝ːzn ̩z  

 ROSALIND  

457 
458 
459 

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

ðɛn ðə˞ wə˞ tu ̹ː kɒzn ̩z lɛːd ɤp ʍɛn ðɪ wɑn 
ʃəd bɪ lɛːmd wɪ ɹe ̝ːzn ̩z ən ðɪ oːðə˞ mad  
wɪðəʊt ænəɪ 

 CELIA  

460 But is all this for your father? bət ɪz ɑːɫ ðɪs fə˞ jə˞ faðə˞ 

 ROSALIND  

461 
462 

No, some of it is for my child’s father.  O, how full of 
briers is this working-day world! 

noː sɤm əv ɪt ɪz fə˞ mɪ t ͡ʃəɪɫdz faðə˞ oː həʊ fʊl ə 
bɹəɪə˞z ɪs ðɪs wɐ˞kɪn dɛː wɐ˞ɫd  
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 CELIA  

463 
464 
465 

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

ðɛ˞ː bət bɐ˞z kɒzn ̩ θɹoːn əpɑn ðɪ ɪn  
hɑlɪdɛː fʊɫɹəɪ ɪf wɪ wɑːk nɑt ɪn ðə tɹɑdn ̩ paθz  
o˞ː vɛɹəɪ pɛtɪkoːts wɪɫ kat ͡ʃ əm  

 ROSALIND  

466 
467 

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

a kəd ʃɛːk əm ɑf mɪ koːt bət ðe ̝ːz bɐ˞z əɹ ɪn  
mɪ ha˞t   

 CELIA  

468 Hem them away.   hɛm ðəm əwɛː  

 ROSALIND  

469 I would try, if I could cry hem and have him. a wəd tɹəɪ ɪf a kəd kɹəɪ hɛm ən hav hɪm 

 CELIA  

470 Come, come wrestle with thy affections. kɤm kɤm ɹɛsɫ̩ wɪ ðɪ əfɛksɪənz 

  ROSALIND  

471 O they take the part of a better wrestler than myself.  oː ðɛː tɛːk ðə pa˞t əv ə bɛtəɹ ɹɛslə˞ ðən mɪsɛɫf 

 CELIA  

472 
473 
474 
475 
476 

O a good wish upon you!  You will cry in time, in 
despite of a fall.  But turning these jests out of  
service, let us talk in good earnest.  Is it possible, on  
such a sudden, you should fall into so strong a liking 
with old Sir Rowland’s youngest son?     

oː ə gʊd wɪʃ əpɑn jə ju ̹ːɫ kɹəɪ ɪn təɪm ɪn dɪspəɪt 
əv ə fɑːɫ bət tɐ˞nɪn ðɪz d ͡ʒɛsts əʊt ə 
sɐ˞vɪs lɛt əs tɑːk ɪn gʊd ɐ˞nɪst ɪz ɪt pɑsɪbɫ̩ ɑn 
sət ͡ʃ ə sɤdn ̩ ju ̹ː ʃəd fɑːl ɪntə soː stɹɑŋ ə ləɪkɪn 
wɪð oːɫd sɐ˞ ɹoːləndz jɤŋgɪs sɤn  

  ROSALIND  

477 The Duke my father loved his father dearly.   ðə dju ̹ːk məɪ faðə˞ lɤvd hɪz faðə˞ dɪ˞ːləɪ 
 



P a g e  | 37 

 

 CELIA  

478 
479 
480 
481 

Doth it therefore ensue that you should love his son 
dearly?  By this kind of chase, I should hate him,  
for my father hated his father dearly; yet I hate not 
Orlando. 

dəθ ɪt ðɛ˞ːfəɹ ɪnsju ̹ː ðət ju ̹ː ʃəd lɤv ɪz sɤn  
dɪ˞ːləɪ bɪ ðɪs kəɪnd ə t ͡ʃɛːs əɪ ʃəd hɛːt ɪm   
fə˞ məɪ faðə˞ hɛːtɪd hɪz faðə˞ dɪ˞ːləɪ jɪt əɪ hɛːt nɑt 
ɒ˞landoː  

 ROSALIND  

482 No faith, hate him not, for my sake. noː fɛːθ hɛːt ɪm nɑt fə˞ məɪ sɛːk 

 CELIA  

483 Why should I not?  Doth he not deserve well?   ʍəɪ ʃʊd a nɑt dɤθ ɪ nɑt dɪzɐ˞v wɛɫ  

 ROSALIND  

484 
485 

Let me love him for that, and do you love him be- 
cause I do.  Look, here comes the Duke.  

lɛt me ̝ː lɤv ɪm fə˞ ðat ən də ju ̹ː lɤv ɪm bɪkəz  
əɪ du ̹ː lʊk hi˞ː kɤmz ðə djuː̹k  

 Enter Duke [Frederick] with lords.    

 CELIA  

486 With his eyes full of anger. wɪðɪz əɪz fʊl əv aŋgə˞  

 DUKE FREDERICK  

487 
488 

Mistress, dispatch you with your safest haste 
And get you from our court. 

mɪstɹɪs dɪspat ͡ʃ jə wɪð jə˞ sɛːfɪst hast   
ən gɛt jə fɹɑm o˞ː ko˞ːt  

 ROSALIND  

                                            Me uncle?                                      me ̝ː ɤŋkɫ̩ 

 DUKE FREDERICK  

 
489 
490 

                                                             You cousin. 
Within these ten days if that thou be’st found 
So near our public court as twenty miles, 

                                                      ju ̹ː kɒzn ̩   
wɪðɪn ðe ̝ːz tɛn dɛːz ɪf ðət ðəʊ beːs̝t fəʊnd  
sə nɪːɹ o˞ː pɤblɪk ko˞ːt əz twɛntəɪ məɪɫz  
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491 Thou diest for it. ðəʊ dəɪ.ɪst foːɹ ɪt 

 ROSALIND  

 
492 
493 
494 
495 
496 
497 
498 

                             I do beseech your Grace. 
Let me the knowledge of my fault bear with me. 
If with myself I hold intelligence, 
Or have acquaintance with mine own desires, 
If that I do not dream, or be not frantic, 
As I do trust I am not, then dear uncle, 
Never so much as in a thought unborn 
Did I offend your Highness. 

                         a duː̹ bɪse ̝ːt ͡ʃ jə˞ gɹɛːs 
lɛt me ̝ː ðə noːlɪd ͡ʒ ɑv mɪ fɑːt bɛ˞ː wɪð mɪ  
ɪf wɪð mɪsɛɫf a hoːɫd ɪntɛlɪd ͡ʒɛns  
ə˞ hav əkwɛːntn ̩s wɪð mɪn oːn dɪzəɪə˞z   
ɪf ðat a duː̹ nɑt dɹe ̝ːm ə˞ be ̝ː nɑt fɹantɪk 
əz əɪ duː ̹tɹɤst əɪ am nɑt ðɛn dɪːɹ ɤŋkɫ̩  
nɛvə˞ sə mɤt ͡ʃ əz ɪn ə θɑːt ɤnbo˞ːn  
dɪd əɪ əfɛnd jə˞ həɪnɪs    

 DUKE FREDERICK  

 
499 
500 
501 

                                           Thus do all traitors. 
If their purgation did consist in words, 
They are as innocent as grace itself. 
Let it suffice thee that I trust thee not. 

                                    ðɤs du ̹ː ɑːɫ tɹɛːtə˞z  
ɪf ðɛ˞ː pɐ˞gɛːsɪən dɪd kənsɪst ɪn wɐ˞dz  
ðɛː aɹ əz ɪnəsɛnt əz gɹɛːs ɪtsɛɫf   
lɛt ɪt səfəɪs ðɪ ðat a tɹɤst ðɪ nɑt    

 ROSALIND  

502 
503 

Yet your mistrust cannot make me a traitor.   
Tell me whereon the likelihood depends.   

jɪt jo˞ː mɪstɹɤst kanət mɛːk me ̝ː ə tɹɛːtə˞   
tɛɫ mɪ ʍɛːɹɑn ðə ləɪkləɪhʊd dɪpɛnz   

 DUKE FREDERICK  

504 Thou art thy father’s daughter, that’s enough. ðəʊ a˞t ðɪ faðə˞z dɑːtə˞ ðats ɪnɒf  

 ROSALIND  

505 
506 
507 

So was I when your Highness took his dukedom, 
So was I when your Highness banish’d him. 
Treason is not inherited, my lord, 

soː wəz a ʍɛn jə˞ həɪnɪs tʊk ɪz djuː̹kdəm  
soː wəz a ʍɛn jə˞ həɪnɪs banɪʃt hɪm  
tɹe ̝ːzn ̩ ɪs nɑt ɪnhɛɹɪtɪd mɪ lo˞ːd   
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508 
509 
510 
511 

Or if we did derive it from our friends, 
What’s that to me?  My father was no traitor. 
Then good my liege, mistake me not so much 
To think my poverty is treacherous. 

əɹ ɪf wɪ dɪd dɪɹəɪv ɪt fɹɑm o˞ː fɹɛnz  
ʍɑts ðat tə me ̝ː mɪ faðə˞ wɑz noː tɹɛːtə˞  
ðɛn gʊd mɪ le ̝ːʒ mɪstɛːk mɪ nɑt sə mɤt ͡ʃ  
tə θɪŋk mɪ pɑvə˞təɪ ɪz tɹɛt ͡ʃəɹɤs  

 CELIA  

512 Dear sovereign, hear me speak. dɪ˞ː sɑvɹən hi˞ː mɪ spe ̝ːk   

 DUKE FREDERICK  

513 
514 

Ay Celia, we stay’d her for your sake, 
Else had she with her father rang’d along. 

əɪ se ̝ːlɪa wɪ stɛːd ə˞ fo˞ː jo˞ː sɛːk   
ɛɫs had ʃɪ wɪð ə˞ faðə˞ ɹɛːnd ͡ʒd əlɑŋ 

 CELIA  

515 
516 
517 
518 
519 
520 
521 
522 

I did not then entreat to have her stay; 
It was your pleasure and your own remorse. 
I was too young that time to value her, 
But now I know her.  If she be a traitor, 
Why so am I.  We still have slept together, 
Rose at an instant, learn’d, play’d, eat together, 
And whereso’er we went, like Juno’s swans, 
Still we went coupled and inseparable. 

əɪ dɪd nɑt ðɛn ɪntɹe ̝ːt tə hav ə˞ stɛː  
ɪt wɑz jo˞ː plɛzə˞ and jəɹ oːn ɹɪmo˞ːs  
a wɑz tu ̹ː jɤŋ ðət təɪm tə vaɫjə hɐ˞  
bət nəʊ a noː ə˞ ɪf ʃe ̝ː bɪ ə tɹɛːtə˞  
ʍəɪ soː əm əɪ wɪ stɪl əv slɛpt təgɛə˞  
ɹoːz at ən ɪnstənt lɐ˞nd plɛːd ɛːt təgɛə˞ 
ən ʍɛ˞ːsəɛ˞ː wɪ wɛnt ləɪk d ͡ʒu ̹ːnoːz swɑnz  
stɪɫ wɪ wɛnt kɤpɫ̩d and ɪnsɛpɹabɫ̩  

 DUKE FREDERICK  

523 
524 
525 
526 
527 

She is too subtle for thee, and her smoothness, 
Her very silence, and her patience 
Speak to the people and they pity her. 
Thou art a fool; she robs thee of thy name, 
And thou wilt show more bright and seem more virtuous   

ʃɪ ɪz tu ̹ː sɤtɫ̩ fo˞ː ðɪ and ə˞ smu ̹ːðnɪs  
ə˞ vɛɹəɪ səɪləns and ə˞ pɛːʃɪɛns  
spe ̝ːk tə ðə pe ̝ːpɫ̩ and ðɛː pɪtəɪ hɐ˞  
ðəʊ a˞t ə fʊɫ ʃɪ ɹɑbz ðɪ ɑv ðɪ nɛːm  
ən ðəʊ wɪɫt ʃoː mo˞ː bɹəɪt ən se ̝ːm mo˞ː vɐ˞təs 
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528 
529 
530 

When she is gone.  Then open not thy lips. 
Firm and irrevocable is my doom 
Which I have pass’d upon her; she is banish’d. 

ʍɛn ʃe ̝ː ɪz gɑn ðɛn oːpən nɑt ðɪ lɪps  
fɐ˞m ənd ɪɹɛvəkabɫ̩ ɪz mɪ dʊm   
ʍɪt ͡ʃ əɪ əv past əpɑn ə˞ ʃe ̝ː ɪz banɪʃt   

 CELIA  

531 
532 

Pronounce that sentence then on me, my liege. 
I cannot live out of her company. 

pɹənəʊns ðat sɛntən ̩s ðɛn ɑn me ̝ː mɪ le ̝ːʒ  
a kanət lɪv əʊt ɑv ə˞ kɤmpənəɪ 

 DUKE FREDERICK  

533 
534 
535 

You are a fool.  You, niece, provide yourself. 
If you outstay the time, upon mine honour, 
And in the greatness of my word, you die. 

ju ̹ː aɹ ə fʊɫ ju ̹ː ne ̝ːs pɹəvəɪd jə˞sɛɫf  
ɪf juː̹ əʊtstɛː ðə təɪm əpɑn mɪn ɑnə˞  
ənd ɪn ðə gɹɛːtnɪs ɑv mɪ wɐ˞d ju ̹ː dəɪ 

 Exeunt Duke [Frederick] and train.  

 CELIA  

536 
537 
538 

O my poor Rosalind, wither wilt thou go? 
Wilt thou change fathers?  I willl give thee mine. 
I charge thee be not thou more griev’d than I am. 

oː məɪ poːɹ ɹɑzələɪnd wɪðə˞ wɪɫt ðə goː  
wɪɫt ðəʊ t ͡ʃɛːnd ͡ʒ faðə˞z əɪ wɪɫ gɪv ðɪ məɪn  
a t ͡ʃa˞d ͡ʒ ðɪ be ̝ː nɑt ðəʊ mo˞ː gɹe ̝ːvd ðən əɪ am 

 ROSALIND  

539 I have more cause. əɪ hav mo˞ː kɑːz   

 CELIA  

 
540 
541 

                              Thou hast not, cousin. 
Prithee be cheerful.  Know’st thou not the Duke 
Hath banish’d me his daughter? 

                          ðəʊ hast nɑt kɒzn ̩  
pɹɪðe ̝ː bɪ t ͡ʃɪ˞ːfɫ noːs ðə nɑt ðə djuː̹k 
aθ banɪʃt me ̝ː ɪz dɑːtə˞  

 ROSALIND  

                                                That he hath not.                                        ðat he ̝ː haθ nɑt  
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 CELIA  

542 
543 
544 
545 
546 
547 
548 
549 
550 
551 

No, hath not?  Rosalind lacks then the love 
Which teacheth thee that thou and I am one. 
Shall we be sunder’d?  Shall we part, sweet girl? 
No, let my father seek another heir. 
Therefore devise with me how we may fly, 
Whither to go and what to bear with us, 
And do not seek to take your change upon you, 
To bear your griefs yourself and leave me out. 
For by this heaven, now at our sorrows pale, 
Say what thou canst, I’ll go along with thee. 

noː haθ nɑt ɹɑzələɪnd laks ðɛn ðə lɤv  
ʍɪt ͡ʃ te ̝ːt ͡ʃɪθ ðe ̝ː ðət ðəʊ ənd əɪ əm oːn  
ʃəɫ we ̝ː bɪ sɤndə˞d ʃɒɫ wɪ pa˞t swe ̝ːt gɐ˞ɫ  
no: lɛt mɪ faðə˞ se ̝ːk ənoːðəɹ ɛ˞ː  
ðɛ˞ːfə˞ dɪvəɪz wɪ me ̝ː həʊ we ̝ː mɛː fləɪ  
wɪðə˞ tə goː ən ʍɑt tə bɛ˞ː wɪð ɤs  
ən du ̹ː nɑt se ̝ːk tə tɛːk jə˞ t ͡ʃɛːnd ͡ʒ əpɑn jə  
tə bɛ˞ː jə˞ gɹe ̝ːfs jə˞sɛɫf ən le ̝ːv me ̝ː əʊt  
fə˞ bəɪ ðɪs hɛə̆n nəʊ at o˞ː sɑɹəz pɛːɫ  
sɛː ʍɑt ðə kanst əɪɫ goː əlɑŋ wɪ ðe ̝ː  

 ROSALIND  

552 Why, whither shall we go? ʍəɪ wɪðə˞ ʃɒɫ wɪ goː  

 CELIA  

553 To seek my uncle in the Forest of Arden.   tə se ̝ːk mɪ ɤŋkl ̩ ɪn ðə fɑɹɪst əv a˞dn ̩ 

 ROSALIND  

554 
555 
556 

Alas, what danger will it be to us, 
Maids as we are, to travel forth so far? 
Beauty provoketh thieves sooner than gold.   

əlas ʍɑt dɛːnd ͡ʒə˞ wɪl ɪt be ̝ː tʊ ɤs  
mɛːdz az wɪ a˞ tə tɹavɫ̩ fo˞ːθ sə fa˞  
bju ̹ːtəɪ pɹɪvoːkəθ θe ̝ːvz su ̹ːnə˞˞ ðən goːɫd    

 CELIA  

557 
558 
559 
560 

I’ll put myself in poor and mean attire, 
And with a kind of umber smirch my face; 
The like do you.  So shall we pass along 
And never stir assailants. 

əɪɫ pʊt mɪsɛɫf ɪn poːɹ ən me ̝ːn ətəɪə˞  
ən wɪð ə kəɪnd əv ɤmbə˞ smɐ˞t ͡ʃ mɪ fɛːs  
ðə ləɪk də ju ̹ː sə ʃɒɫ wɪ pas əlɑŋ  
ən nɛvə˞ stɐɹ əsɛːɫənts  
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 ROSALIND  

 
561 
562 
563 
564 
565 
566 
567 
568 

                                       Were it not better, 
Because that I am more than common tall, 
That I did suit me all points like a man? 
A gallant curtle-axe upon my thigh, 
A boar-spear in my hand, and in my heart, 
Lie there what hidden woman’s fear there will, 
We’ll have a swashing and a martial outside, 
As many other mannish cowards have 
That do outface it with their semblances.   

                                   wəɹ ɪt nɑt bɛtə˞  
bɪkɑz ðət əɪ əm mo˞ː ðən kɑmən tɑːɫ  
ðət əɪ dɪd ʃu ̹ːt mɪ ɑːɫ pəɪnts ləɪk ə man  
ə galənt kɐ˞tl ̩ aks əpɑn mɪ θəɪ  
ə bo˞ː spɪːɹ ɪn mɪ hand ənd ɪn mɪ ha˞t  
ləɪ ðɛ˞ː ʍɑt hɪdn ̩ wʊmənz fɪ˞ː ðə˞ wɪɫ  
we ̝ːɫ hav ə swɑʃɪn and ə ma˞ʃəl əʊtsəɪd  
əz mænəɪ oːðə˞ manɪʃ koːə˞dz hav   
ðət du ̹ː əʊtfɛːs ɪt wɪð ðə˞ sɛmbl ̩ənsɪz  

 CELIA  

569 What shall I call thee when thou art a man? ʍɑt ʃɒl a kɑːɫ ðɪ ʍɛn ðəʊ a˞t ə man 

 ROSALIND  

570 
571 
572 

I’ll have no worse a name than Jove’s own page, 
And therefore look you call me Ganymede. 
But what will you be call’d? 

əɪɫ hav noː wɐ˞s ə nɛːm ðən d ͡ʒoːvz oːn pɛːd ͡ʒ   
ən ðɛ˞ːfə˞ lʊk jə kɑːɫ mɪ ganɪme ̝ːd  
bət ʍɑt wɪɫ ju ̹ː bɪ kɑːɫd  

 CELIA  

573 
574 

Something that hath a reference to my state. 
No longer Celia, but Aliena. 

sɤmθɪn ðət haθ ə ɹɛfɹəns tu ̹ː mɪ stɛːt  
noː lɑŋgə˞ se ̝ːɫɪa bət ɛle ̝ːɛːnə 

 ROSALIND  

575 
576 
577 

But cousin, what if we assay’d to steal 
The clownish fool out of your father’s court? 
Would he not be a comfort to our travel? 

bət kɒzn ̩ ʍɑt ɪf we ̝ː əsɛːd tə ste ̝ːɫ 
ðə kləʊnɪʃ fʊl əʊt ə jə˞ faðə˞z ko˞ːt  
wəd he ̝ː nɑt be ̝ː ə kɤmfə˞t tu ̹ː o˞ tɹavɫ̩  
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 CELIA  

578 
579 
580 
581 
582 
583 
584 

He’ll go along o’er the wide world with me; 
Leave me alone to woo him.  Let’s away, 
And get our jewels and our wealth together, 
Devise the fittest time and safest way 
To hide us from pursuit that will be made 
After my flight.  Now go we in content 
To liberty, and not to banishment.                        
Exeunt. 

hɪɫ goː əlɑŋ o˞ː ðə wəɪd wɐ˞ɫd wɪ me ̝ː  
le ̝ːv me ̝ː əloːn tə wu ̹ː ɪm lɛts əwɛː  
ən gɛt o˞ː d ͡ʒu ̹ːəɫz and o˞ː wɛɫθ təgɛə˞  
dɪvəɪz ðə fɪtɪst təɪm ən sɛːfɪst wɛː  
tə həɪd əs fɹɑm pɐ˞ʃuː̹t ðət wɪɫ bɪ mɛːd  
ɑːtə˞ mɪ fləɪt nəʊ goː wɪ ɪn kəntɛnt 
tə lɪbə˞təɪ ən nɑt tə banɪʃmɛnt  
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 Jennifer Geizhals speaks this scene at: 
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2.1  

 

 Enter Duke Senior, Amiens, and two or three  
                   lords like foresters. 

 

 DUKE SENIOR  

585 
586 
587 
588 
589 
590 
591 
592 
593 
594 
595 
596 
597 
598 
599 
600 

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, I smile, and say 
‘This is no flattery.  These are counsellors 
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, 

nəʊ məɪ koːmɛːts ən bɹɤðə˞z ɪn ɛksəɪɫ  
haθ nɑt oːɫd kɤstəm mɛːd ðɪs ləɪf mo˞ː swe ̝ːt  
ðən ðat ə pɛːntɪd pɑmp a˞ nɑt ðeː̝z wʊdz  
mo˞ː fɹe ̝ː fɹəm pɛɹəɫ ðan ðɪ ɛnvjəs ko˞ːt  
hi˞ː fe ̝ːɫ wɪ nɑt ðə pɛnəɫtəɪ əv adəm  
ðə se ̝ːzənz dɪfɹəns az ðɪ əɪsəɪ faŋ  
ən t ͡ʃɐ˞lɪʃ t ͡ʃəɪdɪn ɑv ðə wɪntə˞z wəɪnd  
ʍɪt ͡ʃ ʍɛn ɪt bəɪts ən bloːz əpɑn mɪ bɑdəɪ    
e ̝ə̆n tɪl a ʃɹɪŋk wɪ koːɫd a sməɪl ən sɛː   
ðɪs ɪz noː flatɹəɪ ðe ̝ːz a˞ kəʊnsəlɐ˞z  
ðət fe ̝ːlɪnləɪ pə˞swɛːd mɪ ʍɑt əɪ am    
swe ̝ːt a˞ ðə ju ̹ːsɪz ɑv ədvɐ˞sətəɪ  
ʍɪt ͡ʃ ləɪk ðə toːd ɤgləɪ ən vɛnəmɤs  
wɛ˞ːz jɪt ə pɹɛʃɪəs d ͡ʒu ̹:əl ɪn ɪz hɛd  
ən ðɪs o˞ː ləɪf ɪgzɛmt fɹəm pɤblɪk hɑːnt  
fəɪnz tɒŋz ɪn tɹe ̝ːz bʊks ɪ ðə ɹɤnɪn bɹʊks  
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601 Sermons in stones, and good in everything. sɐ˞mənz ɪn stoːnz ən gʊd ɪn ɛvɹəɪθɪŋ  

 AMIENS  

602 
603 
604 

I would not change it.  Happy is your Grace, 
That can translate the stubbornness of fortune  
Into so quiet and so sweet a style. 

a wʊd nɑt t ͡ʃɛːnd ͡ʒ ɪt hapəɪ ɪz jə˞ gɹɛːs  
ðət kan tɹanzlɛːt ðə stɤbə˞nɪs ə fo˞ːtən  
ɪntu ̹ː sə kʍəɪ.ɪt and sə swe ̝ːt ə stəɪɫ   

 DUKE SENIOR  

605 
606 
607 
608 
609 

Come, shall we go and kill us venison? 
And yet it irks me the poor dappled fools, 
Being native burghers of this desert city, 
Should in their own confines with forked heads 
Have their round haunches gor’d.   

kɤm ʃɒɫ wɪ goː ən kɪl əs vɛnɪzɑn  
ən jɪt ɪt ɐ˞ks mɪ ðə po˞ː dapəɫd fʊɫz  
be ̝ːɪn nɛːtɪv bɐ˞gə˞z ɑv ðɪs dɛzə˞t sɪtəɪ  
ʃəd ɪn ðəɹ oːn kənfəɪnz wɪ fo˞ːkɪd hɛdz  
hav ðə˞ ɹəʊnd hɑːnt ͡ʃɪz go˞ːd  

  FIRST LORD  

 
610 
611 
612 
613 
614 
615 
616 
617 
618 
619 
620 
621 

                                                   Indeed my lord, 
The melancholy Jaques grieves at that, 
And in that kind swears you do more usurp 
Than doth your brother that hath banish’d you. 
To-day my Lord of Amiens and myself 
Did steal behind him as he lay along 
Under an oak, whose antique root peeps out 
Upon the brook that brawls along this wood, 
To the which place a poor sequester’d stag, 
That from the hunter’s aim had ta’en a hurt, 
Did come to languish; and indeed my lord, 
That wretched animal heav’d forth such growns 
That their discharge did stretch his leathern coat 

                                          ɪnde ̝ːd mɪ lo˞ːd  
ðə mɛləŋ̩kɑləɪ d ͡ʒɛːke ̝ːz gɹe ̝ːvz ət ðat    
ənd ɪn ðət kəɪnd swɛ˞ːz ju ̹ː də mo˞ː jəsɐ˞p  
ðən dɤθ jə˞ bɹɤðə˞ ðat əθ banɪʃt ju ̹ː  
tədɛː mɪ lo˞ːd əv amjənz and mɪsɛɫf  
dɪd ste ̝ːɫ bɪhəɪnd ɪm az ɪ lɛː əlɑŋ  
ɤndəɹ ən oːk u ̹ːz antɪk ɹu ̹ːt pe ̝ːps əʊt 
əpɑn ðə bɹʊk ðət bɹɑːɫz əlɑŋ ðɪs wʊd  
tə ðə ʍɪt ͡ʃ plɛːs ə po˞ː sɪkwɛstə˞d stag  
ðət frɑm ðə hɤntə˞z ɛːm əd tɛːə̆n ə hɐ˞t  
dɪd kɤm tə laŋgwɪʃ and ɪnde ̝ːd mɪ lo˞ːd  
ðat ɹɛt ͡ʃɪd anɪmɑɫ he ̝ːvd fo˞ːθ sɤt ͡ʃ gɹoːnz  
ðət ðɛ˞ː dɪst ͡ʃa˞d ͡ʒ dɪd stɹɛt ͡ʃ ɪz lɛðə˞n koːt  
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622 
623 
624 
625 
626 
627 

Almost to bursting, and the big round tears 
Cours’d one another down his innocent nose 
In piteous chase; and thus the hairy fool, 
Much marked of the melancholy Jaques, 
Stood on th’extremest verge of the swift brook, 
Augmenting it with tears. 

ɑːɫmoːs tə bɐ˞stɪn and ðə bɪg ɹəʊnd tɪ˞ːz  
ko˞ːst oːn ənoːðə˞ dəʊn ɪz ɪnsənt noːz  
ɪn pɪtjəs t ͡ʃɛːs ən ðɤs ðə hɛɹəɪ fʊɫ   
mɤt ͡ʃ ma˞kɪd ɑv ðə mɛləŋkɑləɪ d ͡ʒɛːkz 
stʊd ɑn ðɪkstɹe ̝ːmɪst vɐ˞d ͡ʒ ə ðə swɪft bɹʊk  
ɑːgmɛntɪn ɪt wɪ tɪ˞ːz  

 DUKE SENIOR  

     
628                

                                        But what said Jaques? 
Did he not moralize this spectacle?   

                                     bət ʍɑt sɛd d ͡ʒɛːkz 
dɪd he ̝ː nɑt mɑɹələɪz ðɪs spɛktɪkɑɫ 

 FIRST LORD  

629 
630 
631 
632 
633 
634 
635 
636 
637 
638 
639 
640 
641 
642 
643 

O yes, into a thousand similes. 
First, for his weeping into the needless stream, 
‘Poor deer’, quoth he, ‘thou mak’st a testament 
As wordlings do, giving thy sum of more  
To that which had too much.’  Then being there alone, 
Left and abandon’d of his velvet friend, 
‘’Tis right’, quoth he, ‘thus misery doth part 
The flux of company.’ Anon a careless herd, 
Full of the pasture, jumps along by him 
And never stays to greet him.  ‘Ay’, quoth Jaques, 
‘Sweep on you fat and greasy citizens, 
’Tis just the fashion.  Wherefore do you look 
Upon that poor and broken bankrupt there?’ 
Thus most invectively he pierceth through  
The body of country, city, court, 

oː jɛs ɪntu ̹ː ə təʊzən sɪmələɪz  
fɐ˞st fəɹ ɪz we ̝ːpɪn ɪntə ðə ne ̝ːdl ̩ɪs stɹe ̝ːm  
po˞ː dɪ˞ː koːθ he ̝ː ðəʊ mɛːks ə tɛstəmɛnt  
az wɐ˞dlɪŋz du ̹ː gɪvɪŋ ðəɪ sɤm əv mo˞ː  
tə ðat ʍɪt ͡ʃ had tu ̹ː mɤt ͡ʃ ðɛn be ̝ːɪn ðɛːɹ əloːn  
lɛft ən əbandənd ɑv ɪz vɛɫvɪt fɹɛnd  
tɪz ɹəɪt koːθ he ̝ː ðɤs mɪzəɹəɪ dɤθ pa˞t  
ðə flɤks əv kɤmpənəɪ ənɑn ə kɛ˞ːlɪs hɐ˞d 
fʊɫ ə ðə pastə˞ d ͡ʒɤmps əlɑŋ bɪ hɪm  
ən nɛvə˞ stɛːz tə gre ̝ːt ɪm əɪ koːθ d ͡ʒɛːkz  
swe ̝ːp ɑn jə fat ən gɹe ̝ːsəɪ sɪtɪzɤnz    
tɪz d ͡ʒɤst ðə faʃɪən ʍɛ˞ːfə˞ du ̹ː jə lʊk  
əpɑn ðat poːɹ ən bɹoːkən baŋkɹɤpt ðɛ˞ː 
ðɤs moːst ɪnvɛktɪvləɪ ɪ pɪ˞ːsɪθ θɹu ̹ː  
ðə bɑdəɪ ɑv kɤntɹəɪ sɪtəɪ ko˞ːt  
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644 
645 
646 
647 

Yea, and of this our life, swearing that we 
Are mere usurpers, tyrants, and what’s worse, 
To fright the animals and to kill them up 
In their assign’d and native dwelling-place. 

jɛː ənd ə ðɪs o˞ː ləɪf swɛːɹɪn ðət we ̝ː 
a˞ mɪ˞ː jəsɐ˞pə˞z təɪɹənts and ʍɑts wɐ˞s  
tə fɹəɪt ðɪ anməɫz and tə kɪɫ ðəm ɤp  
ɪn ðɛːɹ əsəɪnd ən nɛːtɪv dwɛlɪn plɛːs     

 DUKE SENIOR  

648 And did you leave him in this contemplation? ən dɪd jə le ̝ːv ɪm ɪn ðɪs kɑntəmplɛːsɪən  

 SECOND LORD  

649 
650 

We did my lord, weeping and commenting  
Upon the sobbing deer. 

wɪ dɪd mɪ lo˞ːd we ̝ːpɪn ən kɑməntɪn 
əpɑn ðə sɑbɪn dɪ˞ː   

 DUKE SENIOR  

 
651 
652 

                                    Show me the place: 
I love to cope him in these sullen fits, 
For then he’s full of matter. 

                             ʃoː meː̝ ðə plɛːs  
a lɤv tə koːp ɪm ɪn ðɪz sɤlən fɪts   
fə˞ ðɛn ɪz fʊl ə matə˞   

 FIRST LORD  

653 I’ll bring you to him straight.   əɪɫ bɹɪŋ jə tu ̹ː ɪm stɹɛːt    
 



P a g e  | 48 

 

 

 Jennifer Geizhals speaks this scene at: 
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2.2 

 

 Enter Duke [Frederick] with lords.  

 DUKE FREDERICK  

654 
655 
656 

Can it be possible that no man saw them? 
It cannot be; some villains of my court 
Are of consent and sufferance in this. 

kən ɪt bɪ pɑsɪbɫ̩ ðət noː man sɑː ðəm  
ɪt kanət be ̝ː səm vɪlənz ɑv mɪ ko˞ːt 
aɹ ɑv kənsɛnt ən sɤfəɹans ɪn ðɪs 

 FIRST LORD  

657 
658 
659 
660 

I cannot hear of any that did see her. 
The ladies her attendants of her chamber 
Saw her abed, and in the morning early, 
They found the bed untreasur’d of their mistress.  

a kanət hiːɹ əv ænəɪ ðat dɪd se ̝ː ə˞  
ðə lɛːdəɪz hɐɹ ətɛndənts ɑv ə˞ t ͡ʃɛːmbə˞   
sɑː hɐɹ əbɛd ənd ɪn ðə mo˞ːnɪn ɐ˞ləɪ  
ðɛː fəʊnd ðə bɛd ɤntɹɛzə˞d ɑv ðə˞ mɪstɹɪs   

 SECOND LORD  

661 
662 
663 
664 
665 
666 
667 
668 

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 secretly o’erheard 
Your daughter and her cousin much commend 
The parts and graces of the wrestler 
That did but lately foil the sinewy Charles, 
And she believes wherever they are gone 

mɪ lo˞ːd ðə ɹəɪnɪʃ kləʊn ət hu ̹ːm soː ɑft 
jə˞ gɹɛːs wəz wɑnt tə laf ɪz ɑɫsə mɪsɪn  
hɪspɛːɹɪa ðə pɹɪnsɛs dʒ͡ɛntɫ̩wʊmən  
kənfɛsɪz ðat ʃɪ se ̝ːkɹətl ̩əɪ o˞ːhɐ˞d  
jə˞ dɑːtəɹ and ə˞ kɒzn ̩ mɤt ͡ʃ kəmɛnd 
ðə pa˞ts ən gɹɛːsɪz ɑv ðə ɹɛsəlɐ˞  
ðət dɪd bət lɛːtl ̩əɪ fəɪɫ ðə sɪnwe ̝ː t ͡ʃa˞ɫ̩z  
ən ʃe ̝ː bɪle ̝ːvz ʍɛːɹɛvə˞ ðɛː a˞ gɑn  
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669 That youth is surely in their company. ðat ju ̹ːθ ɪz ʃu ̹˞ːləɪ ɪn ðə˞ kɤmpənəɪ      

 DUKE FREDERICK  

670 
671 
672 
673 
674 

Send to his brother.  Fetch that gallant hither. 
If he be absent, bring his brother to me; 
I’ll make him find him.  Do this suddenly;  
And let not search and inquisition quail 
To bring again these foolish runaways.                  
Exeunt. 

sɛnd tu ̹ː ɪz bɹɤðə˞ fɛt ͡ʃ ðat galənt hɪə˞  
ɪf he ̝ː bɪ absənt bɹɪŋ ɪz bɹɤðə˞ tuː ̹mɪ  
əɪɫ mɛːk ɪm fəɪnd ɪm du ̹ː ðɪs sɤdn ̩ləɪ  
ən lɛt nɑt sɐ˞t ͡ʃ ənd ɪŋkʍɪzɪsɪən kwɛːɫ  
tə bɹɪŋ əgɛn ðɪz fʊlɪʃ ɹɤnəwɛːz      
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2.3 

 

 Enter Orlando and Adam [meeting.]  

 ORLANDO  

675 Who’s there? hu ̩̹ːz ðɛ˞ː 

 ADAM  

676 
677 
678 
679 
680 
681 
682 
683 
684 
685 
686 
687 
688 
689 

What my young master?  O my gentle master, 
O my sweet master, O you memory 
Of old Sir Rowland!  Why, what make you here? 
Why are you virtuous?  Why do people love you? 
And wherefore are you gentle, strong, and valiant? 
Why would you be so fond to overcome 
The bonny prizer of the humorous Duke? 
Your praise is come too swiftly home before you. 
Know you not master, to some kind of men, 
Their graces serve them but as enemies? 
No more do yours.  Your virtues, gentle master, 
Are sanctified and holy traitors to you. 
O what a world is this, when what is comely 
Envenoms him that bears it! 

ʍɑt mɪ jɤŋ mastə˞ oː mɪ d ͡ʒɛntɫ̩ mastə˞  
oː mɪ swe ̝ːt mastə˞ oː jə mɛməɹəɪ  
əv oːɫd sɐ˞ ɹo:lənd ʍəɪ ʍɑt mɛːk jʊ i˞ː  
ʍəɪ a˞ jə vɐ˞təs ʍəɪ də pe ̝ːpɫ̩ lɤv jə 
ən ʍɛ˞ːfəɹ a˞ jə d ͡ʒɛntɫ̩ stɹɑŋ ən valjənt  
ʍəɪ wʊd jə be ̝ː sə fɑnd tʊ oːvə˞kɤm  
ðə bɑnəɪ pɹəɪzəɹ ɑv ðə hju ̹ːmɹəs dju ̹ːk  
jə˞ pɹɛːz ɪz kɤm tuː̹ swɪfl ̩əɪ oːm bɪfo˞ː jə 
noː jə nɑt mastə˞ tu ̹ː sɤm kəɪnd ə mɛn  
ðə˞ gɹɛːsɪz sɐ˞v ðəm bɤt əz ɛnəməɪz  
noː mo˞ː də jo˞ːz jə˞ vɐ˞tjəz dʒ͡ɛntɫ̩ mastə˞  
a˞ saŋktɪfəɪd ənd oːləɪ tɹɛːtə˞z tuː̹ jə  
oː ʍɑt ə wɐ˞ɫd ɪz ðɪs ʍɛn ʍɑt ɪz kɤmləɪ  
ɛnvɛnəmz ɪm ðət bɛ˞ːz ɪt  
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 ORLANDO  

690 Why, what’s the matter? ʍəɪ ʍɑts ðə matə˞ 

 ADAM  

 
691 
692 
693 
694 
695 
696 
697 
698 
699 
700 
701 
702 

                                      O unhappy youth, 
Come not within these doors; within this roof 
The enemy of all your graces lives. 
Your brother, no, no brother, yet the son—  
Yet not the son, I will not call him son— 
Of him I was about to call his father, 
Hath heard your praises, and this night he means 
To burn the lodging where you use to lie, 
And you within it.  If he fail of that, 
He will have other means to cut you off. 
I overheard him, and his practices. 
This is no place:  this house is but a butchery. 
Abhor it, fear it, do not enter it. 

                                oː ɤnapəɪ ju ̹ːθ 
kɤm nɑt wɪðɪn ðɪz do˞ːz wɪðɪn ðɪs ɹuːf̹   
ðɪ ɛnəməɪ əv ɑːɫ jə˞ gɹɛːsɪz lɪvz  
jə˞ bɹɤðə˞ noː noː bɹɤðə˞ jɪt ðə sɤn  
jɪt nɑt ðə sɤn a wɪɫ nɑt kɑːl ɪm sɤn  
əv ɪm a wɑz əbəʊt tə kɑːɫ ɪz faðə˞  
aθ ɐ˞d jə˞ pɹɛːzɪz and ðɪs nəɪt ɪ me ̝ːnz  
tə bɐ˞n ðə lɑd ͡ʒɪn ʍɛ˞ː jə ju ̹ːz tə ləɪ  
ən ju ̹ː wɪðɪn ɪt ɪf ɪ fɛːl ə ðat  
ɪ wɪl av oːðə˞ me ̝ːnz tə kɤt jʊ ɑf  
əɪ oːvəɹɐ˞d ɪm and ɪz pɹaktəsɪz      
ðɪs ɪz nə plɛːs ðɪs əʊs ɪz bɤt ə bʊt ͡ʃɹəɪ  
əboːɹ ɪt fɪːɹ ɪt du ̹ː nɑt ɛntəɹ ɪt     

 ORLANDO  

703 Why whither Adam would’st thou have me go? ʍəɪ ʍɪðəɹ adəm wʊds ðə hav mɪ goː  

 ADAM  

704 No matter whither, so you come not here. noː matə˞ ʍɪðə˞ soː jə kɤm nɑt i˞ː  

 ORLANDO  

705 
706 
707 

What, wouldst thou have me go and beg my food, 
Or with a base and boist’rous sword enforce 
A thievish living on the common road? 

ʍɑt wʊds ðə hav mɪ goː ən bɛg mɪ fu ̹ːd  
ə˞ wɪð ə bɛːs ən bəɪstɹəs so˞ːd ɪnfo˞ːs  
ə θe ̝ːvɪʃ lɪvɪn ɑn ðə kɑmən ɹoːd  
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708 
709 
710 
711 

This I must do, or know not what to do; 
Yet this I will not do, do how I can. 
I rather will subject me to the malice 
Of a diverted blood and bloody brother.  

ðɪs a məs du ̹ː ə˞ noː nɑt ʍɑt tə du ̹ː  
jɪt ðɪs a wɪɫ nɑt du ̹ː du ̹ː həʊ a kan  
a ɹaðə˞ wɪɫ səbd ͡ʒɛkt mɪ tu ̹ː ðə malɪs  
ɑv ə dɪvɐ˞tɪd blɤd ən blɤdəɪ bɹɤðə˞  

 ADAM  

712 
713 
714 
715 
716 
717 
718 
719 
720 
721 
722 
723 
724 
725 
726 
727 
728 
729 

But do not so.  I have five hundred crowns, 
The thrifty hire I sav’d under your father, 
Which I did store to be my foster-nurse, 
When service should in my old limbs lie lame, 
And unregarded age in corners thrown. 
Take that, and He that doth the ravens feed, 
Yea providently caters for the sparrow,  
Be comfort to my age.  Here is the gold, 
All this I give you.  Let me be your servant. 
Though I look old, yet I am strong and lusty; 
For in my youth I never did apply 
Hot and rebellious liquors in my blood, 
Nor did not with unbashful forehead woo 
The means of weakness and debility. 
Therefore my age is as a lusty winter, 
Frosty, but kindly.  Let me go with you, 
I’ll do the service of a younger man 
In all your business and necessities. 

bət du ̹ː nɑt soː a hav fəɪv hɤndɹɪd kɹəʊnz  
ðə θɹɪftəɪ əɪəɹ a sɛːvd ɤndə˞ jə˞ faðə˞  
ʍɪt ͡ʃ əɪ dɪd sto˞ː tə be ̝ː mɪ fɑstə˞ nɐ˞s  
ʍɛn sɐ˞vɪs ʃʊd ɪn məɪ oːɫd lɪmz ləɪ lɛːm  
ənd ɤnɹɪga˞dɪd ɛːd ͡ʒ ɪn ko˞ːnə˞z θɹoːn  
tɛːk ðat ənd e ̝ː ðət dɤθ ðə ɹɛːv ̩nz fe ̝ːd  
jɛː pɹɑvɪdɛntl ̩əɪ kɛːtə˞z fo˞ː ðə spaɹə  
bɪ kɤmfə˞t tu ̹ː mɪ ɛːd ͡ʒ iːɹ ɪz ðə goːɫd  
ɑːɫ ðɪs a gɪv jə lɛt mɪ be ̝ː jə˞ sɐ˞vənt  
ðoː əɪ lʊk oːɫd jɪt əɪ əm stɹɑŋ ən lɤstəɪ  
fəɹ ɪn mɪ ju ̹ːθ a nɛvə˞ dɪd əpləɪ  
hɑt ən ɹɪbɛɫjəs lɪkə˞z ɪn mɪ blɤd  
nɒ˞ dɪd nɑt wɪð ɤnbaʃfəɫ foːɹɛd wu ̹ː  
ðə me ̝ːnz ə we ̝ːknɪs and dɪbɪlɪtəɪ  
ðɛ˞ːfə˞ mɪ ɛːd ͡ʒ ɪz az ə lɤstəɪ wɪntə˞  
fɹɑstəɪ bət kəɪndləɪ lɛt mɪ goː wɪð ju ̹ː  
əɪɫ du ̹ː ðə sɐ˞vɪs ɑv ə jɤŋgə˞ man  
ɪn ɑːɫ jə˞ bɪznɪs an nəsɛsɪtəɪz  

 ORLANDO  

730 O good old man, how well in thee appears oː gʊd oːɫd man həʊ wɛl ɪn ðe ̝ː əpɪ˞ːz  
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731 
732 
733 
734 
735 
736 
737 
738 
739 
740 
741 
742 

The constant service of the antique world, 
When service sweat for duty, not for meed. 
Thou art not for the fashion of these times, 
Where none will sweat but for promotion, 
And having that, do choke their service up 
Even with the having; it is not so with thee. 
But poor old man, thou prun’st a rotten tree, 
That cannot so much as a blossom yield, 
In lieu of all thy pains and husbandry. 
But come thy ways, we’ll go along together, 
And ere we have thy youthful wages spent, 
We’ll light upon some settled low content.   

ðə kɑnstənt sɐ˞vɪs ɑv ðɪ antɪk wɐ˞ɫd  
ʍɛn sɐ˞vɪs swɛt fə˞ dju ̹ːtəɪ nɑt fə˞ me ̝ːd  
ðəʊ a˞t nɑt fo˞ː ðə faʃɪən ɑv ðe ̝ːz təɪmz  
ʍɛ˞ː noːn wɪɫ swɛt bət fo˞ː pɹəmoːsɪɐn  
ən havɪn ðat də t ͡ʃoːk ðə˞ sɐ˞vɪs ɤp  
e ̝ːə̆n wɪ ðə havɪn tɪz nɑt soː wɪ ðe ̝ː  
bət poːɹ oːɫd man ðə pɹu ̹ːnst ə ɹɑtn ̩ tɹe ̝ː  
ðət kanət soː mɤt ͡ʃ az ə blɑsm ̩ je ̝ːɫd  
ɪn lju ̹ː əv ɑːɫ ðɪ pɛːnz ən hɤzbəndɹəɪ  
bət kɤm ðɪ wɛːz we ̝ːɫ goː əlɑŋ təgɛə˞  
ənd ɛ˞ː wɪ hav ðɪ ju ̹ːθfəɫ wɛːd ͡ʒɪz spɛnt  
we ̝ːɫ ləɪt əpɑn səm sɛtɫ̩d loː kəntɛnt  

 ADAM  

743 
744 
745 
746 
747 
748 
749 
750 

Master go on, and I will follow thee 
To the last gasp with truth and loyalty. 
From seventeen years, till now almost fourscore 
Here lived I, but now live here no more. 
At seventeen years, many their fortunes seek 
But at fourscore, it is too late a week;  
Yet fortune cannot recompense me better 
Than to die well, and not my master’s debtor.       
Exeunt. 

mastə˞ go: ɑn ənd əɪ wɪɫ fɑlə ðe ̝ː  
tə ðə last gasp wɪ tɹu ̹ːθ ən ləɪəɫtəɪ  
fɹəm sɛə̆mte ̝ːn jɪ˞ːz tɪɫ nəʊ ɑɫmoːs fo˞ːsko˞ː  
ɪ˞ː lɪvɪd əɪ bɤt nəʊ lɪv ɪ˞ː noː mo˞ː  
ət sɛə̆mte ̝ːn jɪ˞ːz mænəɪ ðə˞ fo˞ːtənz se ̝ːk  
bət at fo˞ːsko˞ː ɪt ɪz tu ̹ː lɛːt ə we ̝ːk  
jɪt fo˞ːtən kanət ɹɛkəmpɛns mɪ bɛtə˞    
ðən tu ̹ː dəɪ wɛɫ ən nɑt mɪ mastə˞z dɛtə˞  
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2.4 

 

 Enter Rosalind as Ganymede, Celia as Aliena 
                    and Touchstone                                  

 

 ROSALIND  

751 O Jupiter, how weary are my spirits!   oː d ͡ʒu ̹ːpɪtə˞ həʊ wɪɹəɪ a˞ mɪ spɪɹɪts  

 TOUCHSTONE  

752 I care not for my spirits, if my legs were not weary.   a kɛ˞ː nɑt fə˞ mɪ spɪɹɪts ɪf mɪ lɛgz wə˞ nɑt wɪɹəɪ 

 ROSALIND  

753 
754 
755 
756 
757 

I could find in my heart to disgrace my man’s 
apparel and to cry like a woman.  But I must com- 
fort the weaker vessel, as doublet and hose ought 
to show itself courageous to petticoat; therefore 
courage, good Aliena. 

a kəd fəɪnd ɪn mɪ ha˞t tə dɪsgɹɛːs mɪ manz 
əpaɹəl ən tə kɹəɪ ləɪk ə wʊmən bət a məs  
kɤmfə˞t ðə we ̝ːkə˞ vɛsɫ̩ az dɤblɪt ən hoːz ɑːt 
tə ʃoː ɪtsɛɫf kəɹɛːd ͡ʒəs tə pɛtɪkoːt ðɛ˞ːfə˞  
kɤɹɪd ͡ʒ gʊd ɛle ̝ːɛːnə 

 CELIA  

758 I pray you bear with me.  I cannot go no further. a pɹɛː jə bɛ˞ː wɪð mɪ a kanət goː nə fɐ˞ðə˞  

 TOUCHSTONE  

759 
760 
761 

For my part, I had rather bear with you than 
bear you; yet I should bear no cross if I did bear 
you, for I think you have no money in your purse. 

fə˞ məɪ pa˞t əɪd ɹaðə˞ bɛ˞ː wɪð jə ðən 
bɛː jə jɪt a ʃəd bɛ˞ː noː kɹɑs ɪf a dɪd bɛ˞ː  
jə fəɹ ə θɪŋk j ̹ʊ av noː mɤnəɪ ɪn jə˞ pɐ˞s  
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 ROSALIND  

762 Well, this is the Forest of Arden. wɛɫ ðɪs ɪz ðə fɑɹɪst əv a˞dn ̩  

 TOUCHSTONE  

763 
764 
765 

Ay, now am I in Arden, the more fool I; when I 
was at home I was in a better place, but travellers  
must be content. 

əɪ nəʊ am əɪ ɪn a˞dn ̩ ðə mo˞ː fʊl əɪ ʍɛn a 
wəz ətoːm a wəz ɪn ə bɛtə˞ plɛːs bət tɹavl ̩ə˞z 
məs bɪ kəntɛnt  

 ROSALIND  

766 
 
 
 
767 
768 

Ay, be so, good Touchstone. 
 
                     Enter Corin and Silvius 
 
Look you, who comes here, 
A young man and an old in solemn talk. 

əɪ be ̝ː soː gʊd tɤt ͡ʃstoːn  
  
 
 
lʊk jə huː̹ kɤmz hi˞ː 
ə jɤŋ man ənd ən oɫd ɪn sɑləm tɑːk  

 CORIN  

769 That is the way to make her scorn you still. ðat ɪz ðə wɛː tə mɛːk ə˞ sko˞ːn jə stɪɫ 

 SILVIUS  

770 O Corin, that thou knew’st how I do love her! oː kɑɹɪn ðat ðə nju ̹ːst əʊ əɪ duː ̹lɤv ə˞  

 CORIN  

771 I partly guess; for I have lov’d ere now. a pa˞tləɪ gɛs fəɹ əɪ av lɤvd ɛ˞ː nəʊ 

 SILVIUS  

772 
773 
774 
775 

No Corin, being old, thou canst not guess, 
Though in thy youth thou wast as true a lover 
As ever sigh’d upon a midnight pillow. 
But if thy love were ever like to mine, 

noː kɑɹɪn be ̝ːɪn oːɫd ðə kans nɑt gɛs  
ðoː ɪn ðɪ juː̹θ ðə wɑst əz tɹu ̹ː ə lɤvə˞  
əz ɛvə˞ səɪd əpɑn ə mɪdnəɪt pɪlə  
bət ɪf ðɪ lɤv wəɹ ɛvə˞ ləɪk tə məɪn 
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776 
777 
778 

As sure I think did never man love so, 
How many actions most ridiculous  
Hast thou been drawn to by thy fantasy? 

əz ʃu ̹ːɹ a θɪŋk dɪd nɛvə˞ man lɤv soː  
əʊ mænəɪ aksɪənz moːst ɹɪdɪkjəlɤs  
ast ðəʊ bɪn dɹɑːn tə bəɪ ðɪ fantəsəɪ  

 CORIN  

779 Into a thousand that I have forgotten. ɪntu ̹ː ə təʊzən ðat əɪ av fo˞gɑtn ̩ 

 SILVIUS  

780 
781 
782 
783 
784 
785 
786 
787 
788 
789 
790 

O thou didst then never love so heartily. 
If thou remember’st not the slightest folly 
That ever love did make thee run into, 
Thou hast not lov’d. 
Or if thou hast not sat as I do now, 
Wearying thy hearer in thy mistress’ praise, 
Thou hast not lov’d. 
Or if thou hast not broke from company 
Abruptly as my passion now makes me, 
Thou hast not lov’d. 
O Phebe, Phebe, Phebe! 

oː ðəʊ dɪds ðɛn nɛ˞ː lɤv soː a˞tɪləɪ  
ɪf ðəʊ ɹɪmɛmbə˞st nɑt ðə sləɪtɪs fɑləɪ  
ðət ɛvə˞ lɤv dɪd mɛːk ðɪ ɹɤn ɪntu ̹ː  
ðəʊ ast nɑt lɤvd  
oːɹ ɪf ðəʊ ast nɑt sat az əɪ duː ̹nəʊ  
wɪɹɪn ðɪ iːɹəɹ ɪn ðɪ mɪstɹɪs pɹɛːz  
ðəʊ ast nɑt lɤvd 
oːɹ ɪf ðəʊ ast nɑt bɹoːk fɹəm kɤmpənəɪ  
əbɹɤpləɪ az mɪ paʃɪən nəʊ mɛːks me ̝ː  
ðəʊ ast nɑt lɤvd  
oː fe ̝ːbəɪ fe ̝ːbəɪ fe ̝ːbəɪ   

 ROSALIND  

791 
792 

Alas, poor shepherd, searching of thy wound, 
I have by hard adventure found mine own. 

əlas po˞ː ʃɛpə˞d sɐ˞t ͡ʃɪn ɑv ðəɪ wəʊnd 
a hav bɪ ha˞d ədvɛntə˞ fəʊnd mɪn oːn  

 TOUCHSTONE  

793 
794 
795 

And I mine.  I remember when I was in love 
I broke my sword upon a stone, and bid him take 
that for coming a-night to Jane Smile; and I re- 

ənd əɪ məɪn a ɹɪmɛmbə˞ ʍɛn əɪ wəz ɪn lɤv  
a bɹoːk mɪ so˞ːd əpɑn ə stoːn ən bɪd ɪm tɛːk 
ðat fə˞ kɤmɪn ənəɪt tə d ͡ʒɛːn sməɪɫ ənd a  
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796 
797 
798 
799 
800 
801 
802 
803 

member the kissing of her batler, and the cow’s dugs 
that her pretty chopt hands had milked; and I  
remember the wooing of a peascod instead of her, 
from whom I took two cods, and giving her them 
again, said with weeping tears, ‘Wear these for my  
sake’.  We that are true lovers run into strange 
capers; but as all is mortal in nature, so is all nature 
in love mortal in folly. 

ɹɪmɛmbə˞ ðə kɪsɪn əv ə˞ batl ̩ə˞ ən ðə kəʊz dɤgz  
ðət ə˞ pɹɪtəɪ t ͡ʃɑpt hanz əd mɪɫkt ənd a  
ɹɪmɛmbə˞ ðə wu ̹ːɪn əv ə pe ̝ːzkɑd ɪnstɛd ə hɐ˞  
fɹɑm hu ̹ːm a tʊk tu ̹ː kɑdz ən gɪvɪn ə˞ ðɛm  
əgɛn sɛd wɪ we ̝ːpɪn tɪ˞ːz wɛ˞ː ðe ̝ːz fo˞ː məɪ 
sɛːk we ̝ː ðət a˞ tɹu ̹ː lɤvə˞z ɹɤn ɪntə stɹɛːnd ͡ʒ  
kɛːpə˞z bət az ɑːl ɪz mo˞ːtl ̩ ɪn nɛːtə˞ soː ɪz ɑːɫ nɛːtəɹ  
ɪn lɤv mo˞ːtl ̩ ɪn fɑləɪ   

 ROSALIND  

804 Thou speak’st wiser than thou art ware of. ðə spe ̝ːks wəɪzə˞ ðən ðəʊ a˞t wɛːɹ əv  

 TOUCHSTONE  

805 
806 

Nay, I shall ne’er be ware of my own wit, till I  
break my shins against it. 

nɛː a ʃəɫ nɛ˞ː bɪ wɛːɹ a mɪ oːn wɪt tɪl a 
bɹɛːk mɪ ʃɪnz əgɛnst ɪt  

 ROSALIND  

807 
808 

Jove, Jove!  this shepherd’s passion 
Is much upon my fashion. 

d ͡ʒoːv d ͡ʒoːv ðɪs ʃɛpə˞dz paʃɪən  
ɪz mɤt ͡ʃ əpɑn məɪ faʃɪən  

 TOUCHSTONE  

809 And mine, but it grows something stale with me. ən məɪn bət ɪt gɹoːz sɤmθɪn stɛːɫ wɪ me ̝ː  

 CELIA  

810 
811 

I pray you, one of you question yond man, if he for 
gold will give us any food.  I faint almost to death. 

a pɹɛː jə wɑn ə jə kwɛstɪən jɑnd man ɪf ɪ fə˞  
goːɫd wɪɫ gɪv əs ænəɪ fu ̹ːd əɪ fɛːnt ɑːɫmos tə dɛθ 

 TOUCHSTONE  

812 Holla, you clown! hɑlə jə kləʊn 
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 ROSALIND  

813 Peace fool, he’s not thy kinsman. pe ̝ːs fʊɫ he ̝ːz nɑt ðɪ kɪnzmən 

 CORIN  

814 Who calls? u ̹ː kɑːɫz  

 TOUCHSTONE  

815 Your betters sir. jo˞ː bɛtə˞z sɐ˞ 

 CORIN  

816 Else are they very wretched. ɛɫs a˞ ðɛː vɛɹəɪ ɹɛt ͡ʃɪd  

 ROSALIND  

817 Peace, I say.  Good even to you friend. pe ̝ːs a sɛː gʊd e ̝ːvn ̩ tə jə fɹɛnd 

 CORIN  

818 And to you gentle sir, and to you all.  ən tə ju ̹ː d ͡ʒɛntɫ̩ sɐ˞ ən tu ̹ː jʊ ɑːɫ  

 ROSALIND  

819 
820 
821 
822 
823 

I prithee shepherd, if that love or gold 
Can in this desert place buy entertainment, 
Bring us where we may rest ourselves and feed. 
Here’s a young maid with travel much oppress’d, 
And faints for succour. 

a pɹɪðe ̝ː ʃɛpə˞d ɪf ðət lɤv ə˞ goːɫd  
kən ɪn ðɪs dɛzə˞t plɛːs bəɪ ɛntə˞tɛːnmənt  
bɹɪŋ ɤs ʍɛ˞ː we ̝ː mɛː ɹɛst o˞ːsɛɫvz ən fe ̝ːd  
hi˞ːz ə jɤŋ mɛːd wɪ tɹavɫ˞ ̩mɤt ͡ʃ əpɹɛst  
ən fɛːnts fə˞ sɤkə˞  

 CORIN  

 
824 
825 
826 
827 

                                  Fair sir, I pity her, 
And wish, for her sake more than for mine own, 
My fortunes were more able to relieve her; 
But I am shepherd to another man, 
And do not shear the fleeces that I graze. 

                               fɛ˞ː sɐ˞ a pɪtəɪ ɐ˞  
ən wɪʃ fəɹ ɐ˞ sɛːk mo˞ː ðən fo˞ː mɪn oːn  
mɪ fo˞ːtənz wɑ˞ moːɹ ɛːbɫ tu ̹ː ɹɪle ̝ːv ə˞  
bət əɪ əm ʃɛpə˞d tu ̹ː ənoːðə˞ man 
ən du ̹ː nɑt ʃɪ˞ː ðə fle ̝ːsɪz ðat a gɹɛːz  
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828 
829 
830 
831 
832 
833 
834 
835 

My master is of churlish disposition, 
And little recks to find the way to heaven 
By doing deeds of hospitality. 
Besides, his cote, his flocks, and bounds of feed 
Are now on sale, and at our sheepcote now 
By reason of his absence there is nothing 
That you will feed on.  But what is, come see, 
And in my voice most welcome shall you be. 

mɪ mastəɹ ɪz əv t ͡ʃɐ˞lɪʃ dɪspəzɪsɪən 
ən lɪtɫ̩ ɹɛks tə fəɪnd ðə wɛː tʊ ɛvn ̩  
bɪ du ̹ːɪn de ̝ːdz ə hɑspɪtalɪtəɪ  
bɪsəɪdz ɪz koːt ɪz flɑks ən bəʊndz ə fe ̝ːd 
a˞ nəʊ ɑn sɛːl ənd at o˞ː ʃe ̝ːpkoːt nəʊ  
bɪ ɹe ̝ːzn ̩ ɑv ɪz absəns ðɛːɹ ɪz noːtɪn  
ðət ju ̹ː wɪɫ fe ̝ːd ɑn bɤt ʍɑt ɪz kɤm se ̝ː   
ənd ɪn mɪ vəɪs moːs wɛɫkəm ʃɒɫ jə be ̝ː   

 ROSALIND  

836 What is he that shall buy his flock and pasture? ʍɑt ɪz he ̝ː ðat ʃəɫ bəɪ ɪz flɑk ən pastə˞ 

 CORIN  

837 
838 

That young swain that you saw here but erewhile, 
That little cares for buying anything. 

ðat jɤŋ swɛːn ðat jə sɑː i˞ː bɤt ɛ˞ːʍəɪɫ  
ðat lɪtɫ̩ kɛ˞ːz fə˞ bəɪ.ɪn ænəɪθɪn  

 ROSALIND  

839 
840 
841 

I pray thee, if it stand with honesty, 
Buy thou the cottage, pasture, and the flock, 
And thou shalt have to pay for it of us. 

a pɹɛː ðɪ ɪf ɪt stand wɪð ɑnɪstəɪ  
bəɪ ðəʊ ðə kɑtɪd ͡ʒ pastəɹ an ðə flɑk  
ən ðəʊ ʃəɫt hav tə pɛː fəɹ ɪt əv ɤs  

 CELIA  

842 
843 

And we will mend thy wages.  I like this place, 
And willingly could waste my time in it. 

ən we ̝ː wɪɫ mɛnd ðɪ wɛːd ͡ʒɪz a ləɪk ðɪs plɛːs  
ən wɪlɪnləɪ kəd wast mɪ təɪm ɪn ɪt  

 CORIN  

844 
845 
846 

Assuredly the thing is to be sold 
Go with me; if you like upon report 
The soil, the profit, and this kind of life, 

əʃu ̹ːɹɪdləɪ ðə θɪŋ ɪz tu ̹ː bɪ soɫd  
goː wɪð mɪ ɪf jə ləɪk əpɑn ɹɪpo˞ːt 
ðə səɪɫ ðə pɹɑfɪt and ðɪs kəɪnd ə ləɪf  



P a g e  | 60 

 

847 
848 

I will your very faithful feeder be, 
And buy it with your gold right suddenly.             
Exeunt. 

əɪ wɪɫ jə˞ vɛɹəɪ fɛːθfɫ̩ fe ̝ːdə˞ be ̝ː  
ən bəɪ ɪt wɪð jə˞ goɫd ɹəɪt sɤdn ̩ləɪ 
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2.5 

 

 Enter Amiens, Jaques and others.  

 AMIENS  

 
849 
850 
851 
852 
853 
854 
855 
856 

[Sings.] 
             Under the greenwood tree, 
                Who loves to lie with me, 
              And turn his merry note 
                  Unto the sweet bird’s throat, 
             Come hither, come hither, come hither. 
                 Here shall he see 
                 No enemy, 
              But winter and rough weather. 

 
        ɤndə˞ ðə gɹe ̝ːnwʊd tɹe ̝ː 
          hu ̹ː lɤvz tə ləɪ wɪð me ̝ː 
        and tɐ˞n hɪz mɛɹəɪ noːt  
            ɤntu ̹ː ðə swe ̝ːt bɐ˞dz θɹoːt  
        kɤm hɪðə˞ kɤm hɪðə˞ kɤm hɪðə˞ 
           hi˞ː ʃɒl he ̝ː se ̝ː 
            noː ɛnəməɪ  
          bɤt wɪntəɹ and ɹɤf wɛðə˞  

 JAQUES  

857 More, more, I prithee more. mo˞ː mo˞ː a pɹɪðe ̝ː mo˞ː 

 AMIENS  

858 It will make you melancholy, Monsieur Jaques. twɪɫ mɛːk jə mɛləŋkɑləɪ mɪsjɐ˞ d ͡ʒɛːkz  

 JAQUES  

859 
860 
861 

I thank it.  More, I prithee more.  I can suck  
melancholy out of a song, as a weasel sucks eggs. 
More, I prithee more. 

a θaŋk ɪt mo˞ː a pɹɪðe ̝ː mo˞ː a kən sɤk 
mɛləŋkɑləɪ əʊt əv ə sɑŋ az ə we ̝ːzɫ̩ sɤks ɛgz  
mo˞ː a pɹɪðe ̝ː mo˞ː   
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 AMIENS  

862 My voice is ragged, I know I cannot please you. mɪ vəɪs ɪz ɹagɪd a noː a kanət ple ̝ːz jə 

 JAQUES  

863 
864 
865 

I do not desire you to please me, I do desire you 
to sing.  Come, more, another stanzo.  Call you ’em 
stanzos? 

a də nɑt dɪzəɪə˞ jə tə ple ̝ːz mɪ a də dɪzəɪə˞ jə 
tə sɪŋ kɤm mo˞ː ənoːðə˞ stanzoː kɑɫ jʊ əm  
stanzoːz  

 AMIENS  

866 What you will Monsieur Jaques. ʍɑt jə wɪɫ mɪsjɐ˞ d ͡ʒɛːkz  

 JAQUES  

867 
868 

Nay, I care not for their names, they owe me  
nothing.  Will you sing? 

nɛː a kɛ˞ː nɑt fə˞ ðə˞ nɛːmz ðɛː oː mɪ  
noːtɪn wɪɫ jə sɪŋ  

 AMIENS  

869 More at your request than to please myself. moːɹ ət joːɹ ɹɪkwɛst ðən tə ple ̝ːz mɪsɛɫf  

  JAQUES  

870 
871 
872 
873 
874 
875 

Well then, if ever I thank any man, I’ll thank 
you; but that they call compliment is like th’en- 
counter of two dog-apes.  And when a man thanks 
me heartily, methinks I have given him a penny and 
he renders me the beggarly thanks.  Come sing; and 
you that will not, hold your tongues. 

wɛɫ ðɛn ɪf ɛvəɹ a θaŋk ænəɪ man əɪɫ θaŋk 
ju ̹ː bət ðat ðɛː kɑːɫ kɑmpləmənt ɪz ləɪk  
ðɪnkəʊntəɹ ə tu ̹ː dɑgɛːps ən ʍɛn ə man θaŋks 
mɪ ha˞tləɪ mɪθɪŋks əɪv gɪə̆n ɪm ə pɛnəɪ ənd  
ɪ ɹɛndə˞z mɪ ðə bɛgə˞ləɪ θaŋks kɤm sɪŋ ən 
ju ̹ː ðət wɪɫ nɑt hoːɫd jə˞ tɒŋz  

 AMIENS  

876 
877 
878 

Well, I’ll end the song.  Sirs, cover the while:  the  
Duke will drink under this tree.  He hath been all 
this day to look you. 

wɛl əɪl ɛnd ðə sɑŋ sɐ˞z kɤvə˞ ðə ʍəɪɫ ðə 
dju ̹ːk wɪɫ dɹɪŋk ɤndə˞ ðɪs tɹe ̝ː ɪ aθ bɪn ɑːɫ  
ðɪs dɛː tə lʊk juː̩  
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 JAQUES  

879 
880 
881 
882 

And I have been all this day to avoid him.  He is  
too disputable for my company.  I think of as many  
matters as he, but I give heaven thanks and make 
no boast of them.  Come, warble, come. 

ənd əɪ av bɪn ɑːɫ ðɪs dɛː tʊ əvəɪd hɪm ɪz  
tuː ̹dɪspju ̹ːtəbɫ̩ fə˞ məɪ kɤmpnəɪ əɪ θɪŋk əv az  
mænəɪ matə˞z az he ̝ː bət a gɪv hɛə̆n θaŋks ən mɛːk 
noː boːst əv əm kɤm wɑ˞bɫ̩ kɤm 

 AMIEN  

 
883 
884 
885 
886 
887 
888 
889 
890 

[sings] 
             Who doth ambition shun, 
                 And loves to live i’ th’ sun, 
             Seeking the food he eats, 
                   And pleas’d with what he gets, 
           Come hither, come hither, come hither. [All together 
                 Here shall he see                               here.] 
                 No enemy, 
           But winter and rough weather.  

 
             hu ̹ː dɤθ ambɪsɪən ʃɤn  
                and lɤvz tə lɪv ɪ ðə sɤn 
             se ̝ːkɪn ðə fu ̹ːd he ̝ː ɛts 
                    and ple ̝ːzd wɪð ʍɑt he ̝ː gɛts 
                kɤm hɪðə˞ kɤm hɪðə˞ kɤm hɪðə˞  
                    hi˞ː ʃɒl he ̝ː se ̝ː  
                      noː ɛnəməɪ  
               bɤt wɪntəɹ and ɹɤf wɛðə˞   

 JAQUES  

891 
892 

I’ll give you a verse to this note, that I made 
yesterday in despite of my invention. 

əɪɫ gɪv jʊ ə vɐ˞s tə ðɪs noːt ðət a mɛːd  
jɪstə˞dɛː ɪn dɪspəɪt ə mɪ ɪnvɛnsɪən  

 AMIENS  

893 And I’ll sing it. ənd əɪɫ sɪŋ ɪt  

 JAQUES  

894 
895 
896 

Thus it goes. 
         If it do come to pass 
           That any man turn ass, 

ðɤs ɪt goːz  
        ɪf ɪt duː̹ kɤm tə pas  
          ðat ænəɪ man tɐ˞n as  
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897 
898 
899 
900 
901 
902 

         Leaving his wealth and ease, 
              A stubborn will to please, 
         Ducdame, ducdame, ducdame, 
          Here shall he see 
          Gross fools as he, 
       And if he will come to me. 

        le ̝ːvɪŋ ɪz wɛɫθ and e ̝ːz  
            ə stɤbə˞n wɪɫ tə ple ̝ːz  
       du ̹ːkdame ̝ː duː̹kdame ̝ː duː̹kdame ̝ː 
         hi˞ː ʃɒl ɪ se ̝ː 
            gɹoːs fʊɫz az he ̝ː 
         and ɪf he ̝ː wɪɫ kɤm tə me ̝ː  

 AMIENS  

903 What’s that ‘ducdame’? ʍɑts ðat duː̹kdame ̝ː  

 JAQUES  

904 
905 
906 

’Tis a Greek invocation, to call fools into a circle. 
I’ll go sleep if I can; if I cannot, I’ll rail against all 
the first-born of Egypt. 

tɪz ə gɹe ̝ːk ɪnvəkɛːsɪən tə kɑːɫ fʊɫz ɪntʊ ə sɐ˞kɫ̩ 
əɪɫ goː sle ̝ːp ɪf a kan ɪf a kanɑt əɪɫ ɹɛːl əgɛnst ɑːɫ  
ðə fɐ˞st bo˞ːn əv e ̝ːd ͡ʒɪpt  

 AMIENS  

907 And I’ll go seek the Duke; his banquet is prepared. 
                                                                        Exeunt. 

ənd əɪɫ goː se ̝ːk ðə dju ̹ːk hɪz baŋkɪt ɪz pɹɪpɛ˞ːd 
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2.6 

 

 Enter Orlando and Adam  

 ADAM  

908 
909 
910 

Dear master, I can go no further.  O I die for food. 
Here lie I down, and measure out my grave.  Fare- 
well kind master. 

dɪ˞ː mastə˞ a kən goː noː fɐ˞ðə˞ oː a dəɪ fə˞ fu ̹ːd  
i˞ː ləɪ a dəʊn ən mɛzəɹ əʊt mɪ gɹɛːv fɛ˞ːwɛɫ  
kəɪnd mastə˞ 

 ORLANDO  

911 
912 
913 
914 
915 
916 
917 
918 
919 
920 
921 
922 
923 

Why how now Adam?  No greater heart in thee? 
Live a little, comfort a little, cheer thyself a little. 
If this uncouth forest yield anything savage, I will 
either be food for it, or bring it for food to thee. 
Thy conceit is nearer death than thy powers.  For 
my sake be comfortable; hold death awhile at the  
arm’s end.  I will here be with thee presently, and 
if I bring thee not something to eat, I will give thee 
leave to die; but if thou diest before I come, thou 
art a mocker of my labour.   Well said!  Thou lookst 
cheerly, and I’ll be with thee quickly.   Yet thou 
liest in the bleak air.  Come, I will bear thee to some 
shelter and thou shalt not die for lack of a dinner, 

ʍəɪ həʊ nəʊ adəm noː gɹɛːtə˞ ha˞t ɪn ðɪ  
lɪv ə lɪtɫ̩ kɤmfə˞t ə lɪtɫ̩ t ͡ʃɪ˞ː ðɪsɛɫf ə lɪtɫ̩  
ɪf ðɪs ɤnku ̹ːθ fɑɹɪst je ̝ːɫd ænəɪθɪn savɪd ͡ʒ əɪ wɪl 
ɛðə˞ bɪ fu ̹ːd fəɹ ɪt o˞ː bɹɪŋ ɪt fə˞ fu ̹ːd tə ðe ̝ː  
ðɪ kənse ̝ːt ɪz nɪːɹə˞ dɛθ ðən ðɪ po˞ːz fə˞  
məɪ sɛːk bɪ kɤmfə˞tabɫ̩ hoːɫd dɛθ əʍəɪl ət ðɪ 
a˞mz ɛnd a wɪɫ hi˞ː bɪ wɪ ðɪ pɹɛzn ̩tl ̩əɪ ənd 
ɪf a bɹɪŋ ðɪ nɑt sɤmθɪn tʊ e ̝ːt a wɪɫ gɪv ðɪ  
le ̝ːv tə dəɪ bɤt ɪf ðə dəɪst bɪfoːɹ a kɤm ðəʊ 
a˞t ə mɑkəɹ ə mɪ lɛːbə˞ wɛɫ sɛd ðə lʊks 
t ͡ʃɪ˞ːləɪ ənd əɪɫ bɪ wɪ ðɪ kwɪkləɪ jɪt ðə  
ləɪst ɪ ðə ble ̝ːk ɛ˞ː kɤm a wɪɫ bɛ˞ː ðɪ tə səm  
ʃɛɫtə˞ ən ðəʊ ʃɒɫt nɑt dəɪ fə˞ lak əv ə dɪnə˞  
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924 
925 

if there live any thing in this desert.  Cheerly good 
Adam.                                                               Exeunt.   

ɪf ðɛ˞ː lɪv ænəɪ θɪŋ ɪn ðɪs dɛzə˞t t ͡ʃɪ˞ːləɪ gʊd 
adəm 
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2.7 

 

                            [A meal set out.] 
Enter Duke Senior, [Amiens] with lords, like outlaws. 

 

 DUKE SENIOR  

926 
927 

I think he be transform’d into a beast, 
For I can nowhere find him like a man. 

a θɪŋk ɪ be ̝ː tɹansfo˞ːmd ɪntu ̹ː ə bɛst  
fəɹ əɪ kən noːʍɛ˞ː fəɪnd ɪm ləɪk ə man 

 FIRST LORD  

928 
929 

My lord, he is but even now gone hence. 
Here was he merry, hearing of a song. 

mɪ lo˞ːd ɪ ɪz bət e ̝ːvn ̩ nəʊ gɑn hɛns  
hi˞ː wəz ɪ mɛɹəɪ hɪːɹɪn ɑv ə sɑŋ  

 DUKE SENIOR  

930 
931 
932 

If he, compact of jars, grow musical, 
We shall have shortly discord in the spheres. 
Go seek him, tell him I would speak with him. 

ɪf he ̝ː kəmpakt ə d ͡ʒa˞z gɹoː mju ̹ːzɪkɑɫ  
wɪ ʃɒl av ʃo˞ːtlə̩ɪ dɪsko˞ːd ɪn ðə sfɪ˞ːz  
goː se ̝ːk ɪm tɛl ɪm əɪ wəd spe ̝ːk wɪð hɪm  

 FIRST LORD  

933 He saves my labour by his own approach. ɪ sɛːvz mɪ lɛːbə˞ bəɪ ɪz oːn əpɹoːtʃ͡ 

 Enter Jaques.  

 DUKE SENIOR  

934 
935 
936 

Why how now monsieur?  What a life is this, 
That your poor friends must woo your company? 
What, you look merrily? 

ʍəɪ həʊ nəʊ mɪsjɐ˞ ʍɑt ə ləɪf ɪz ðɪs  
ðət jo˞ː po˞ː fɹɛnz məst wu ̹ː jə˞ kɤmpənəɪ  
ʍɑt ju: ̹ lʊk mɛɹɪləɪ  
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 JAQUES  

937 
938 
939 
940 
941 
942 
943 
944 
945 
946 
947 
948 
949 
950 
951 
952 
953 
954 
955 
956 
957 
958 
959 

A fool, a fool!  I met a fool i’ th’ forest, 
A motley fool:  a miserable world! 
As I do live by food, I met a fool, 
Who laid him down and bask’d him in the sun, 
And rail’d 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-lustre 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 I did laugh, sans intermission, 
An hour by his dial.  O noble fool! 
A worthy fool!  Motley’s the only wear. 

ə fʊɫ ə fʊɫ a mɛt ə fʊl ɪ ðə fɑɹɪst  
ə mɑtl ̩əɪ fʊɫ ə mɪzəɹabɫ̩ wɐ˞ɫd  
əz əɪ də lɪv bɪ fu ̹ːd a mɛt ə fʊɫ  
uː̹ lɛːd ɪm dəʊn ən baskt ɪm ɪn ðə sɤn  
ən ɹɛːɫd ɑn lɛːdəɪ fo˞ːtən ɪn gʊd tɐ˞mz  
ɪn gʊd sɛt tɐ˞mz ən jɪt ə mɑtləɪ fʊɫ  
gʊd mɑɹə fʊɫ koːθ əɪ noː sɐ˞ koːθ he ̝ː  
kɑːɫ me ̝ː nɑt fʊɫ tɪɫ hɛə̆n aθ sɛnt mɪ fo˞ːtən  
ən ðɛn ɪ dɹu ̹ː ə dəɪəɫ fɹɑm ɪz poːk  
ən lʊkɪn ɑn ɪt wɪð lak lɤstəɹ əɪ  
sɛz vɛɹəɪ wəɪzləɪ ɪt ɪz tɛn əklɑk  
ðɤs we ̝ː mɛː se ̝ː koːθ he ̝ː həʊ ðə wɐ˞ɫd wagz  
tɪz bɤt ən oːɹ əgoː sɪns ɪt wəz nəɪn  
ən ɑːtəɹ oːn oːɹ mo˞ː twɪɫ be ̝ː ɪlɛə̆m  
ən soː fɹəm o˞ː tʊ o˞ː wɪ ɹəɪp ən ɹəɪp   
ən ðɛn fɹəm o˞: tʊ o˞ː wɪ ɹɑt ən ɹɑt  
ən ðɛ˞ːbɪ haŋz ə tɛːɫ ʍɛn əɪ dɪd hi˞ː  
ðə mɑtl ̩əɪ fʊɫ ðɤs mɑɹəl ɑn ðə təɪm  
mɪ lɤŋz bɪgan tə kɹoː ləɪk t ͡ʃantəklɪ˞ː  
ðət fʊɫz ʃəd be ̝ː soː de ̝ːp kɑntɛmplətɪv  
ənd əɪ dɪd laf sɑnz ɪntə˞mɪsɪɐn  
ən oːə˞ bəɪ ɪz dəɪəɫ oː noːbɫ̩ fʊɫ  
ə wɐ˞ðəɪ fʊɫ mɑtl ̩əɪz ðɪ oːnləɪ wɛ˞ː        
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 DUKE SENIOR  

960 What fool is this? ʍɑt fʊl ɪz ðɪs 

 JAQUES  

961 
962 
963 
964 
965 
966 
967 
968 

O worthy fool!  One that hath been a courtier 
And says, if ladies be but young and fair, 
They have the gift to know it.  And in his brain, 
Which is as dry as the remainder biscuit 
After a voyage, he hath strange places cramm’d 
With obserervation, the which he vents 
In mangled forms.  O that I were a fool! 
I am ambitious for a motley coat. 

oː wɐ˞ðəɪ fʊɫ wɑn ðat əθ bɪn ə ko˞ːtjə˞ 
ən sɛz ɪf lɛːdəɪz be ̝ː bət jɤŋ ən fɛ˞ː  
ðɛː hav ðə gɪft tə noːt ənd ɪn ɪz bɹɛːn  
ʍɪt ͡ʃ ɪz əz dɹəɪ əz ðə ɹɪmɛːndə˞ bɪskɪt  
ɑːtə˞ vəɪ.ɪd ͡ʒ ɪ haθ stɹɛːnd ͡ʒ plɛːsɪz kɹamd  
wɪð ɑbzə˞vɛːsɪɐn ðə ʍɪt ͡ʃ ɪ vɛnts  
ɪn maŋgɫd fo˞ːmz oː ðat əɪ wɑɹ ə fʊɫ  
əɪ am ambɪsɪəs foːɹ ə mɑtl ̩əɪ koːt  

 DUKE SENIOR  

969 Thou shalt have one. ðəʊ ʃɒɫt hav oːn  

 JAQUES  

 
970 
971 
972 
973 
974 
975 
976 
977 
978 
979 

                                It is my only suit, 
Provided that you weed your better judgements 
Of all opinion that grows rank in them 
That I am wise.  I must have liberty 
Withal, as large a charter as the wind, 
To blow on whom I please, for so fools have; 
And they that are most galled with my folly, 
They most must laugh.  And why sir must they so? 
The why is plain as way to parish church. 
He that a fool doth very wisely hit 
Doth very foolishly, although he smart, 

                                  ɪt ɪz mɪ oːnləɪ ʃu ̹ːt 
pɹəvəɪdɪd ðat jə we ̝ːd jə˞ bɛtə˞ d ͡ʒɤd ͡ʒmənts   
əv ɑ:l əpɪnjən ðat gɹoːz ɹaŋk ɪn ðɛm  
ðət əɪ əm wəɪz a mɤst av lɪbə˞təɪ  
wɪðɑːl əz la˞d ͡ʒ ə t ͡ʃa˞təɹ az ðə wəɪnd  
tə bloː ɑn hu ̹ːm a ple ̝ːz fə˞ soː fʊɫz hav  
ən ðɛː ðət a˞ː moːs gɑ:lɪd wɪð mɪ fɑləɪ  
ðɛː moːs məst laf ən ʍəɪ sɐ˞ mɤs ðɛː soː  
ðə ʍəɪ ɪz plɛːn az wɛː tə paɹɪʃ t ͡ʃɐ˞t ͡ʃ  
he ̝ː ðət ə fʊɫ dəθ vɛɹəɪ wəɪzləɪ hɪt 
dəθ vɛɹəɪ fʊlɪʃləɪ ɑːɫðoː ɪ sma˞t  
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980 
981 
982 
983 
984 
985 
986 

Not to seem senseless of the bob.  If not, 
The wiseman’s folly is anatomiz’d 
Even by the squand’ring glances of the fool. 
Invest me in my motley.  Give me leave 
To speak my mind, and I will through and through 
Cleanse the foul body of th’infected world, 
If they will patiently receive my medicine. 

nɑt tə se ̝ːm sɛnslɪs ɑv ðə bɑb ɪf nɑt  
ðə wəɪzmənz fɑləɪ ɪz ənatəməɪzd  
e ̝ːə̆n bəɪ ðə skwɑndɹɪn glansɪz ɑv ðə fʊɫ  
ɪnvɛst mɪ ɪn mɪ mɑtl ̩əɪ gɪv mɪ le ̝ːv  
tə spe ̝ːk mɪ məɪnd ənd əɪ wɪɫ θɹu ̹ː ən θɹu ̹ː  
klɛnz ðə fəʊɫ bɑdəɪ ɑv ðɪnfɛktɪd wɐɫd  
ɪf ðɛː wɪɫ pɛːʃɪəntl ̩əɪ ɹɪse ̝ːv mɪ mɛdsɪn  

 DUKE SENIOR  

987 Fie on thee!  I can tell what thou wouldst do. fəɪ ɑn θɪ əɪ kən tɛɫ ʍɑt ðəʊ wəds du ̹ː  

 JAQUES  

988 What, for a counter, would I do but good? ʍɑt foːɹ ə kəʊntə˞ wʊd ə du ̹ː bət gʊd 

 DUKE SENIOR  

989 
990 
991 
992 
993 
994 

Most mischievous foul sin, in chiding sin. 
For thou thyself hast been a libertine, 
As sensual as the brutish sting itself,   
And all th’embossed sores and headed evils 
That thou with licence of free foot hast caught 
Wouldst thou disgorge into the general world. 

moːs mɪst ͡ʃəvɤs fəʊɫ sɪn ɪn t ͡ʃəɪdɪn sɪn  
fə˞ ðəʊ ðɪsɛɫf ast bɪn ə lɪbə˞te ̝ːn 
az sɛnsjəl az ðə bɹuː̹tɪʃ stɪŋ ɪtsɛɫf   
ənd ɑːɫ ðɛmbɑsɪd so˞ːz ən hɛdɪd ɛvɫ̩z  
ðət ðəʊ wɪ ləɪsəns ɑv fɹe ̝ː fʊt as kɑːt  
wədz ðəʊ dɪsgo˞ːdʒ͡ ɪntu ̹ː ðə d ͡ʒɛnɹəɫ wɐ˞ɫd  

 JAQUES  

995 
996 
997 
998 
999 

Why who cries out on pride, 
That can therein tax any private party? 
Doth it not flow as hugely as the sea, 
Till that the weary very means do ebb? 
What woman in the city do I name, 

ʍəɪ hu ̹ː kɹəɪz əʊt ɑn pɹəɪd  
ðət kan ðɛːɹɪn taks ænəɪ pɹəɪvɪt pa˞təɪ  
dəθ ɪt nɑt floː az hju ̹ːd ͡ʒləɪ az ðə se ̝ː  
tɪɫ ðat ðə wɪɹəɪ vɛɹəɪ me ̝ːnz dʊ ɛb  
ʍɑt wʊmən ɪn ðə sɪtəɪ du ̹ː a nɛːm  
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1000 
1001 
1002 
1003 
1004 
1005 
1006 
1007 
1008 
1009 
1010 
1011 
1012 

When that I say the city-woman bears 
The cost of princes on unworthy shoulders? 
Who can come in and say that I mean her, 
When such a one as she, such is her neighbour? 
Or what is he of basest function, 
That says his bravery is not on my cost, 
Thinking that I mean him, but therein suits 
His folly to the mettle of my speech? 
There then! How then? What then? Let me see wherein 
My tongue hath wrong’d him:  if it do him right, 
Then he hath wrong’d himself; if he be free, 
Why then my taxing like a wild-goose flies 
Unclaim’d of any man.  But who comes here?   

ʍɛn ðat a sɛː ðə sɪtəɪ wʊmən bɛ˞ːz  
ðə kɑst ə pɹɪnsɪz ɑn ɤnwɐ˞ðəɪ ʃoːdə˞z   
hu ̹ː kən kɤm ɪn ən sɛː ðət əɪ me ̝ːn hɐ˞ 
ʍɛn sɤt ͡ʃ ə wɑn az ʃe ̝ː sɤt ͡ʃ ɪz ə˞ nɛːbə˞   
o˞ː ʍɑt ɪz he ̝ː əv bɛːsɪst fɤŋksɪɐn  
ðət sɛz ɪz bɹɛvɹəɪ ɪz nɑt ɑn məɪ kɑst 
θɪŋkɪn ðət əɪ me ̝ːn hɪm bət ðɛːɹɪn ʃu ̹ːts  
ɪz fɑləɪ tu ̹ː ðə mɛtl ̩ ɑv mɪ spe ̝ːt ͡ʃ  
ðɛ˞ː ðɛn həʊ ðɛn ʍɑt ðɛn lɛmɪ se ̝ː ʍɛːɹɪn  
mɪ tɒŋ aθ ɹɑŋd ɪm ɪf ɪt du ̹ː ɪm ɹəɪt 
ðən he ̝ː aθ ɹɑŋd ɪmsɛɫf ɪf he ̝ː bɪ fɹe ̝ː  
ʍəɪ ðɛn mɪ taksɪn ləɪk ə wəɪɫd gu ̹ːs fləɪz  
ɤnklɛːmd əv ænəɪ man bət hu ̹ː kɤmz hi˞ː  

 Enter Orlando [with sword drawn.]  

 ORLANDO  

1013 Forbear, and eat no more. fə˞bɛːɹ ənd e ̝ːt noː mo˞ː  

 JAQUES  

1014 Why, I have eat none yet. ʍəɪ əɪv ɛt noːn jɪt  

 ORLANDO  

1015 Nor shalt not till necessity be served. nɒ˞ ʃɒɫ nɑt tɪɫ nɪsɛsɪtəɪ bɪ sɐ˞vd 

 JAQUES  

1016 Of what kind should this cock come of? əv ʍɑt kəɪnd ʃʊd ðɪs kɑk kɤm əv  

 DUKE SENIOR  

1017 Art thou thus bolden’d  man by thy distress? a˞t ðəʊ ðɤs boːɫdənd man bɪ ðəɪ dɪstɹɛs  
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1018 
1019 

Or else a rude despiser of good manners, 
That in civility thou seem’st so empty? 

əɹ ɛɫs ə ɹu ̹ːd dɪspəɪzəɹ ɑv gʊd manə˞z  
ðət ɪn sɪvɪlɪtəɪ ðə se ̝ːmst soː ɛmtəɪ  

 ORLANDO  

1020 
1021 
1022 
1023 
1024 
1025 

You touch’d my vein at first:  the thorny point 
Of bare distress hath ta’en from me the show 
Of smooth civility.  Yet am I inland bred, 
And know some nurture.  But forbear, I say, 
He dies that touches any of this fruit, 
Till I and my affairs are answered. 

jə tɤt ͡ʃt mɪ vɛːn ət fɐ˞st ðə θo˞ːnəɪ pəɪnt  
ə bɛ˞ː dɪstɹɛs aθ tɛːə̆n fɹəm me ̝ː ðə ʃoː  
ə smu ̹ːð sɪvɪlɪtəɪ jɪt am əɪ ɪnlənd bɹɛd  
ən noː səm nɐ˞tə˞ bɤt fə˞bɛːɹ a sɛː  
he ̝ː dəɪz ðət tɤt ͡ʃɪz ænəɪ ɑv ðɪs fɹu ̹ːt  
tɪl əɪ ən məɪ əfɛ˞ːz aɹ ansəɹɛd  

 JAQUES  

1026 And you will not be answered with reason, I must die. ən ju ̹ː wɪɫ nɑt bɪ ansə˞ɛd wɪ ɹe ̝ːzn ̩ əɪ mɤs dəɪ  

 DUKE SENIOR  

1027 
1028 

What would you have?  Your gentleness shall force, 
More than your force move us to gentleness. 

ʍɑt wəd jə hav jə˞ d ͡ʒɛntɫ̩nɪs ʃəɫ fo˞ːs  
mo˞ː ðən jə˞ fo˞ːs mɤv ɤs tə d ͡ʒɛntɫ̩nɪs   

 ORLANDO  

1029 I almost die for food, and let me have it. əɪ ɑːɫməs dəɪ fə˞ fu ̹ːd ən lɛt mɪ havt  

 DUKE SENIOR  

1030 Sit down and feed, and welcome to our table. sɪt dəʊn ən fe ̝ːd ən wɛɫkəm tuː̹ o˞ː tɛːbɫ̩  

 ORLANDO  

1031 
1032 
1033 
1034 
1035 

Speak you so gently?  Pardon me, I pray you. 
I thought that all things had been savage here, 
And therefore put I on the countenance 
Of stern commandment.  But whate’er you are 
That in this desert inaccessible 

spe ̝ːk juː̹ sə d ͡ʒɛntl ̩əɪ pa˞dn ̩ me ̝ː a pɹɛː jə 
a θɑːt ðət ɑːɫ θɪŋz ad bɪn savɪd ͡ʒ hiː˞  
ən ðɛ˞ːfə˞ pʊt əɪ ɑn ðə kəʊntənɛns  
ə stɐ˞n kəmanmənt bɤt ʍɑtɛ˞ː jʊ a˞ 
ðət ɪn ðə dɛzə˞t ɪnaksɛsəbɤɫ   
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1036 
1037 
1038 
1039 
1040 
1041 
1042 
1043 
1044 

Under the shade of melancholy boughs, 
Lose and neglect the creeping hours of time; 
If ever you have look’d on better days; 
If ever been where bells have knoll’d to church;  
If ever sat at any good man’s feast; 
If ever from your eyelids wip’d a tear, 
And know what ’tis to pity and be pitied, 
Let gentleness my strong enforcement be; 
In the which hope, I blush, and hide my sword. 

ɤndə˞ ðə ʃɛːd ə mɛləŋkɑləɪ bəʊz   
lu ̹ːz ən nɪglɛkt ðə kɹe ̝ːpɪn o˞ːz ə təɪm  
ɪf ɛvə˞ ju ̹ː av lʊkt ɑn bɛtə˞ dɛːz   
ɪf ɛvə˞ bɪn ʍɛ˞ː bɛɫz əv noːɫ tə t ͡ʃɐ˞t ͡ʃ  
ɪf ɛvə˞ sat ət ænəɪ gʊd manz fɛst  
ɪf ɛvə˞ fɹɑm jəɹ əɪlɪdz wəɪpt ə tɪː˞  
ən noː ʍɑt tɪz tə pɪtəɪ and beː ̝pɪtəɪd  
lɛt d ͡ʒɛntɫ̩nɪs mɪ stɹɑŋ ɪnfo˞ːsmənt be ̝ː   
ɪn ðə ʍɪt ͡ʃ hoːp a blɤʃ ən həɪd mɪ so˞ːd 

 DUKE SENIOR  

1045 
1046 
1047 
1048 
1049 
1050 
1051 

True is it that we have seen better days, 
And have with holy bell been knoll’d to church, 
And sat at good men’s feasts, and wip’d our eyes 
Of drops that sacred pity hath engender’d; 
And therefore sit you down in gentleness, 
And take upon command what help we have 
That to your wanting may be minister’d. 

tɹu ̹ː ɪz ɪt ðat wɪ hav se ̝ːn bɛtə˞ dɛːz  
ən hav wɪð hoːləɪ bɛɫ bɪn noːɫ tə t ͡ʃɐ˞t ͡ʃ  
ən sat ət gʊd mɛnz fɛsts ən wəɪpt oːɹ əɪz  
ə dɹɑps ðət sɛːkɹɪd pɪtəɪ haθ ɪnd ͡ʒɛndə˞d  
ən ðɛ˞ːfə˞ sɪt jə dəʊn ɪn d ͡ʒɛntɫ̩nɪs  
ən tɛːk əpɑn kəmand ʍɑt hɛɫp wɪ hav    
ðət tu ̹ː jə˞ wantɪn mɛː bɪ mɪnɪstɐ˞d   

 ORLANDO  

1052 
1053 
1054 
1055 
1056 
1057 
1058 

Then but forbear your food a little while, 
Whiles, like a doe, I go to find my fawn, 
And give it food.  There is an old poor man, 
Who after me hath many a weary step  
Limp’d in pure love; til he be first suffic’d, 
Oppress’d with two weak evils, age and hunger, 
I will not touch a bit. 

ðɛn bɤt fə˞bɛ˞ː jə˞ fu ̹ːd ə lɪtɫ̩ ʍəɪɫ  
ʍəɪlz ləɪk ə doː a goː tə fəɪnd mɪ fɑːn  
ən gɪv ɪt fu ̹ːd ðəɹ ɪz ən oːɫd po˞ː man  
uː̹ ɑːtə˞ me ̝ː aθ mænɪ ə wɪːɹəɪ stɛp 
lɪmpt ɪn pju˞ː lɤv tɪl he ̝ː bɪ fɐ˞st səfəɪst  
əpɹɛst wɪ tu ̹ː we ̝ːk ɛvɫ̩z ɛːd ͡ʒ ən hɤŋgə˞  
əɪ wɪɫ nɑt tɤt ͡ʃ ə bɪt  
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 DUKE SENIOR  

 
1059 

                                 Go find him out 
And we will nothing waste till you return. 

                              goː fəɪnd ɪm əʊt  
ən we ̝ː wɪɫ noːtɪn wast tɪɫ ju ̹ː ɹɪtɐ˞n  

 ORLANDO  

1060 I thank ye, and be blest for your good comfort. 
                                                                            [Exit.] 

a ðaŋk jə and bɪ blɛst fə˞ jo˞ː gʊd kɤmfə˞t  

 DUKE SENIOR  

1061 
1062 
1063 
1064 

Thou seest, we are not all alone unhappy: 
This wide and universal theatre 
Presents more woeful pageants than the scene 
Wherein we play in. 

ðə se ̝ːst wɪ a˞ nɑt ɑːl əloːn ɤnhapəɪ  
ðɪs wəɪd ən juː̹nɪvɐ˞sɫ̩ θe ̝ːətɐ˞  
pɹɪzɛnts mo˞ː woːfəɫ pad ͡ʒɪənts ðan ðə se ̝ːn  
ʍɛːɹɪn wɪ plɛː ɪn   

 JAQUES  

 
1065 
1066 
1067 
1068 
1069 
1070 
1071 
1072 
1073 
1074 
1075 
1076 

                             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 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 strange oaths, and beareded like the pard, 
Jealous in honour, sudden, and quick in quarrel, 

                           ɑːɫ ðə wɐ˞ɫdz ə stɛːd ͡ʒ  
ənd ɑːɫ ðə mɛn ən wɪmɪn mɪ˞ːləɪ plɛːə˞z   
ðɛː hav ðəɹ ɛksɪts an ðəɹ ɛntɹənsɪz  
ənd oːn man ɪn ɪz təɪm plɛːz mænəɪ pa˞ts  
ɪz aks bɪn sɛə̆n ̩ ɛːd ͡ʒɪz ət fɐ˞s ðɪ ɪnfənt  
mju ̹ːlɪn ən pju ̹ːkɪn ɪn ðə nɐ˞sɪz a˞mz  
ðɛn ðə ʍəɪnɪn sku ̹ːɫbəɪ wɪð ɪz sat ͡ʃəlɫ  
ən ʃəɪnɪn mo˞ːnɪn fɛːs kɹe ̝ːpɪn ləɪk snɛːɫ  
ɤnwɪlɪnləɪ tə sku ̹ːɫ ən ðɛn ðə lɤvə˞  
səɪ.ɪn ləɪk fɐ˞nɪs wɪð ə woːfəɫ baləd  
mɛːd tʊ ɪz mɪstɹɪs əɪbɹəʊ ðɛn ə soːd ͡ʒə˞  
fʊl ə strɛnd ͡ʒ oːðz ən bɪ˞ːdɪd ləɪk ðə pa˞d  
d ͡ʒɛləs ɪn ɑnə˞ sɤdn ̩ ən kwɪk ɪn kwɑɹəɫ 
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1077 
1078 
1079 
1080 
1081 
1082 
1083 
1084 
1085 
1086 
1087 
1088 
1089 
1090 
1091 

Seeking the bubble reputation 
Even in the cannon’s mouth.  And then, the justice, 
In fair round belly, with good capon lin’d, 
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 slipper’d pantaloon, 
With spectacles on nose, and pouch on side, 
His youthful hose well sav’d, a world too wide 
For his shrunk shank, and his big manly voice, 
Turning again toward childish treble, pipes 
And whistels 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.   

se ̝ːkɪn ðə bɤbɫ̩ ɹɛpjətɛːsɪən  
e ̝ːə̆n ɪn ðə kanənz məʊθ ən ðɛn ðə d ͡ʒɤstɪs  
ɪn fɛ˞ː ɹəʊnd bɛləɪ wɪð gʊd kɛːpən ləɪnd  
wɪð əɪz sɪvɪ˞ː ən bɪ˞ːd ə fo˞ːməɫ kɤt  
fʊl ə wəɪz sɑːz ən mɑdə˞n ɪnstənsɪz  
ən soː ɪ plɛːz ɪz pa˞t ðə sɪkst ɛːd ͡ʒ ʃɪfs 
ɪntu ̹ː ðə le ̝ːn ən slɪpə˞d pantəlu ̹ːn  
wɪ spɛktəkɑɫz ɑn noːz ən pəʊt ͡ʃ ɑn səɪd  
ɪz ju ̹:θfəɫ hoːz wɛɫ sɛːvd ə wɐ˞ɫd tuː ̹wəɪd  
fəɹ hɪz ʃɹɤŋk ʃaŋk ən hɪz bɪg manləɪ vəɪs   
tɐ˞nɪn əgɛn to˞ːd t ͡ʃəɪɫdɪʃ tɹɛbɫ̩ pəɪps  
ən ʍɪsɫ̩z ɪn ɪz səʊnd last se ̝ːn əv ɑːɫ    
ðət ɛndz ðɪs stɹɛːnd ͡ʒ ɪvɛntfɫ̩ hɪstəɹəɪ  
ɪz sɛkənd t ͡ʃəɪɫdɪʃnɪs ən mɪːɹ oblɪvjən  
sanz te ̝ːθ sanz əɪz sans tast sanz ɛvɹəɪθɪŋ     

 Enter Orlando with Adam.  

 DUKE SENIOR  

1092 
1093 

Welcome.  Set down your venerable burden, 
And let him feed. 

wɛɫkəm sɛt dəʊn jə˞ vɛnəɹabɫ bɐ˞ðn ̩  
ən lɛt ɪm fe ̝ːd  

 ORLANDO  

1094 I thank you most for him. a θaŋk jə moːst fə˞ hɪm  

 ADAM  

 
1095 

                                      So had you need, 
I scarce can speak to thank you for myself. 

                                     soː had jə ne ̝ːd 
a skɛ˞ːs kən spe ̝ːk tə θaŋk jə fo˞ː mɪsɛɫf   
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 DUKE SENIOR  

1096 
1097 
1098 

Welcome, fall to.  I will not trouble you 
As yet to question you about your fortunes. 
Give us some music, and good cousin, sing. 

wɛɫkəm fɑːɫ tu ̹ː a wɪɫ nɑt tɹɤbɫ̩ juː̹  
az jɪt tə kwɛstɪən ju ̹ː əbəʊt jə˞ fo˞ːtənz  
gɪv ɤs səm mju ̹ːzɪk an gʊd kɒzn ̩ sɪŋ  

 AMIENS  

 
 
1099 
1100 
1101 
1102 
1103 
1104 
1105 
1106 
1107 
1108 
 
1109 
1110 
1111 
1112 
1113 
1114 
1115 

[Sings.] 
        Blow, blow, thou winter wind, 
         Thou art not so unkind 
            As man’s ingratitude.  
         Thy tooth is not so keen, 
         Because thou art not seen, 
            Although thy breath be rude. 
       Heigh-ho, sing heigh-ho, unto the green holly 
       Most friendship is feigning, most loving mere folly. 
      Then heigh-ho, the holly, 
         This life is most jolly. 
 
      Freeze, freeze, thou bitter sky, 
      That dost not bite so nigh 
         As benefits forgot. 
      Though thou the waters warp, 
     Thy sting is not so sharp, 
       As friend remember’d not. 
     Heigh-ho, sing heigh-ho, unto the green holly, 
     Most friendship is feigning, most loving mere folly. 

 
 
       bloː bloː ðəʊ wɪntə˞ wəɪnd 
        ðəʊ a˞t nɑt soː ɤnkəɪnd  
          az manz ɪngɹatɪtju ̹ːd  
        ðəɪ tu ̹ːθ ɪz nɑt soː ke ̝ːn  
         bɪkɑz ðəʊ a˞t nɑt se ̝ːn  
        ɑːɫðoː ðəɪ bɹɛθ be ̝ː ɹu ̹ːd  
      hɛː hoː sɪŋ hɛː hoː ɤntu ̹ː ðə gɹe ̝ːn hɑləɪ  
      moːst fɹɛndʃɪp ɪz fɛːnɪŋ moːst lɤvɪŋ mɪ˞ː fɑləɪ  
      ðɛn hɛː hoː ðə hɑləɪ  
         ðɪs ləɪf ɪz moːst d ͡ʒɑləɪ   
 
      fɹe ̝ːz fɹe ̝ːz ðəʊ bɪtə˞ skəɪ  
      ðat dɤst nɑt bəɪt soː nəɪ  
         az bɛnəfɪts fə˞gɑt 
      ðoː ðəʊ ðə watə˞z wa˞p 
      ðəɪ stɪŋ ɪz nɑt soː ʃa˞p 
        az fɹɛnd ɹɪmɛmbə˞d nɑt 
      hɛː hoː sɪŋ hɛː hoː ɤntu ̹ː ðə gɹe ̝ːn hɑləɪ  
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1116 
1117 
1118 

    Then heigh-ho the holly, 
      This life is most jolly.   

      moːst fɹɛndʃɪp ɪz fɛːnɪŋ moːst lɤvɪŋ mɪ˞ː fɑləɪ  
     ðɛn hɛː hoː ðə hɑləɪ  
        ðɪs ləɪf ɪz moːst d ͡ʒɑləɪ 

 DUKE SENIOR  

1119 
1120 
1121 
1122 
1123 
1124 
1125 
1126 
1127 
1128 

If that you were the good Sir Rowland’s son, 
As you have whisper’d faithfully you were, 
And as mine eye doth his effigies witness 
Most truly limn’d and living in your face, 
Be truly welcome hither.  I am the duke 
That lov’d your father.  The residue of your fortune, 
Go to my cave and tell me.  Good old man, 
Thou art right welcome as thy master is. 
Support him by the arm.  Give me your hand 
And let me all your fortunes understand.             Exeunt.   

ɪf ðat jə wɑ˞ ðə gʊd sɐ˞ ɹoːlənz sɤn  
az ju ̹ː əv ʍɪspə˞d fɛːθfələɪ jə wɑ˞  
ənd az mɪn əɪ dəθ hɪz ɛfɪd ͡ʒəɪz wɪtnɪs  
moːs tɹu ̹ːləɪ lɪmd ən lɪvɪn ɪn jə˞ fɛːs  
bɪ tɹu ̹ːləɪ wɛɫkɤm hɪə˞ əɪ am ðə dju ̹ːk  
ðət lɤvd jə˞ faðə˞ ðə ɹɛzdj ̹u ̹ː ɑv jə˞ fo˞ːtən  
goː tə mɪ kɛ:v ən tɛɫ mɪ gʊd oːɫd man   
ðəʊ a˞t ɹəɪt wɛɫkəm az ðɪ mastəɹ ɪz  
səpo˞ːt ɪm bəɪ ðɪ a˞m gɪv me ̝ː jə˞ hand   
ən lɛt mɪ ɑːɫ jə˞ fo˞ːtənz ɤndə˞stand  
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 Jennifer Geizhals speaks this scene at: 
http://paulmeier.com/AYLI/ayli3_1.mp3 
 
3.1 

 

 Enter Duke, lords and Oliver.  

 DUKE FREDERICK  

1129 
1130 
1131 
1132 
1133 
1134 
1135 
1136 
1137 
1138 
1139 
1140 

Not see him since?  Sir, sir that cannot be. 
But were I not the better part made mercy, 
I should not seek an absent argument 
Of my revenge, thou present.  But look to it: 
Find out thy brother whereso’er he is; 
Seek him with candle:  bring him dead or living 
Within this twelvmonth, or turn thou no more 
To seek a living in our territory. 
Thy lands and all things that thou dost call thine, 
Worth seizure, do we seize into our hands, 
Tilll thou canst quit thee by thy brother’s mouth  
Of what we think against thee. 

nɑt se ̝ː ɪm sɪns sɐ˞ sɐ˞ ðat kanət be ̝ː  
bət wɑɹ a nɑt ðə bɛtə˞ pa˞t mɛːd mɐ˞səɪ  
a ʃʊd nɑt se ̝ːk ən absənt a˞gəmɛnt  
ə məɪ ɹɪvɛnd ͡ʒ ðəʊ pɹɛznt ̩ bɤt lʊk tuː̹t  
fəɪnd əʊt ðɪ bɹɤðə˞ ʍɛ˞ːsəɛːɹ ɪ ɪz  
se ̝ːk ɪm wɪ kandɫ̩ bɹɪŋ ɪm dɛd ə˞ lɪvɪn  
wɪðɪn ðɪs twɛɫvmɤnθ o˞ː tɐ˞n ðəʊ noː mo˞ː  
tə se ̝ːk ə lɪvɪn ɪn o˞ː tɛɹɪtɹəɪ  
ðɪ lanz ən ɑːɫ θɪŋz ðat ðə dɤst kɑːɫ ðəɪn  
wɐ˞θ seːzə˞ du ̹ː wɪ se ̝ːz ɪntu ̹ː o˞ː hanz  
tɪɫ ðəʊ kans kwɪt ðɪ bəɪ ðɪ bɹɤðə˞z məʊθ  
ə ʍɑt wɪ θɪŋk əgɛns ðɪ 

 OLIVER  

1141 
1142 

O that your Highness knew my heart in this! 
I never lov’d my brother in my life. 

oː ðat jə˞ həɪnɪs nju ̹ː mɪ ha˞t ɪn ðɪs  
a nɛvə˞ lɤvd mɪ bɹɤðəɹ ɪn mɪ ləɪf 

 DUKE FREDERICK  

1143 More villain thou.  Well, push him out of doors, mo˞ː vɪlɪn ðəʊ wɛɫ pʊʃ ɪm əʊt ə do˞ːz  
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1144 
1145 
1146 

And let my officers of such a nature 
Make an extent upon his house and lands. 
Do this expediently, and turn him going.             Exeunt. 

ən lɛt mɪ ɑfɪsɐ˞z ə sɤt ͡ʃ ə nɛːtə˞ 
mɛːk ən ɪkstɛnt əpɑn ɪz həʊs ən lanz  
du ̹ː ðɪs ɪkspe ̝ːdjəntləɪ ən tɐ˞n ɪm goːn 
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http://paulmeier.com/AYLI/ayli3_2.mp3 
 
3.2 

 

 Enter Orlando [with a paper.]  

 ORLANDO  

1147 
1148 
1149 
1150 
1151 
1152 
1153 
1154 
1155 
1156 

Hang there my verse, in witness of my love, 
And thou thrice-crowned queen of night, survey 
With thy chaste eye, from thy pale sphere above, 
Thy huntress’ name, that my full life doth sway. 
O Rosalind, these trees shall be my books, 
And in their barks my thoughts I’ll character,  
That every eye which in this forest looks, 
Shall see thy virtue witness’d everywhere. 
Run, run Orlando, carve on every tree 
The fair, the chaste, and unexpressive she.               
Exit.   

haŋ ðɛ˞ː mɪ vɐ˞s ɪn wɪtnɪs ɑv mɪ lɤv  
ən ðəʊ θɹəɪs kɹəʊnɪd kwe ̝ːn ə nəɪt sə˞vɛː 
wɪ ðəɪ t ͡ʃast əɪ fɹəm ðəɪ pɛːɫ sfɪːɹ əbɤv  
ðɪ hɤntɹɪs nɛːm ðət məɪ fʊɫ ləɪf dəθ swɛː  
oː ɹɑzələɪnd ðɪz tɹe ̝ːz ʃəɫ be ̝ː mɪ bʊks 
ənd ɪn ðə˞ ba˞ks mɪ θɑːts əɪɫ kaɹɪktə˞  
ðət ɛvɹəɪ əɪ ʍɪt ͡ʃ ɪn ðɪs fɑɹɪst lʊks  
ʃəɫ se ̝ː ðɪ vɐ˞tjə wɪtnɪst ɛvɹəɪʍɛː˞  
ɹɤn ɹɤn ɒ˞landoː ka˞v ɑn ɛvɹəɪ tɹe ̝ː  
ðə fɛ˞ː ðə t ͡ʃast ənd ɤnɪkspɹɛsɪv ʃe ̝ː   

 Enter Corin and Touchstone.  

 CORIN  

1157 
1158 

And how like you this shepherd’s life, Master 
Touchstone? 

ənd əʊ ləɪk jə ðɪs ʃɛpə˞dz ləɪf mastə˞  
tɤt ͡ʃstoːn  

 TOUCHSTONE  

1159 Truly shepherd, in respect of itself, it is a good tɹu ̹ːləɪ ʃɛpə˞d ɪn ɹɪspɛkt əv ɪtsɛɫf tɪz ə gʊd 
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1160 
1161 
1162 
1163 
1164 
1165 
1166 
1167 
1168 

life; but in respect that it is a shepherd’s life, it is 
naught.  In respect that it is solitary, I like it very 
well; but in respect that it is private, it is a very 
vile life.  Now in respect it is in the fields, it pleaseth 
me well; but in respect it is not in the court, it is  
tedious.  As it is a spare life, look you, it fits my 
humour well; but as there is no more plenty in it,  
it goes much against my stomach.  Hast any  
philosophy in thee, shepherd?  

ləɪf bət ɪn ɹɪspɛk ðət tɪz ə ʃɛpə˞dz ləɪf tɪz  
nɑːt ɪn ɹɪspɛk ðət tɪz sɑlɪtɹəɪ a ləɪk ɪt vɛɹəɪ 
wɛɫ bət ɪn ɹɪspɛk ðət tɪz pɹəɪvət tɪz ə vɛɹəɪ 
vəɪɫ ləɪf nəʊ ɪn ɹɪspɛk tɪz ɪn ðə fe ̝ːɫdz ɪt ple ̝ːzɪθ 
mɪ wɛɫ bət ɪn ɹɪspɛk tɪz nɑt ɪn ðə ko˞ːt tɪz 
tɪdjəs az tɪz ə spɛ˞ː ləɪf lʊk jʊ ɪt fɪts mɪ 
hju ̹ːmə˞ wɛɫ bət az ðə˞z noː mo˞ː plɛntəɪ ɪnt  
ɪt goːz mɤt ͡ʃ əgɛns mɪ stɤmɪk hast ænəɪ  
fɪlɑsəfəɪ ɪn ðe ̝ː ʃɛpə˞d    

 CORIN  

1169 
1170 
1171 
1172 
1173 
1174 
1175 
1176 

No more but that I know the more one sickens the 
worse at ease he is; and that he that wants money, 
means, and content is without three good friends; 
that the property of rain is to wet and fire to burn; 
that good pasture makes fat sheep; and that a great 
cause of the night is lack of the sun; that he that 
hath learned no wit by nature nor art may complain 
of good breeding or comes of a very dull kindred. 

noː mo˞ː bət ðət a noː ðə moːɹ oːn sɪkɪnz ðə 
wɐ˞s ət e ̝ːz ɪ ɪz ən ðət e ̝ː ðət wɑnts mɤnəɪ  
me ̝ːnz ən kəntɛnt ɪz wɪðəʊt θɹe ̝ː gʊd fɹɛnz  
ðət ðə pɹɑpə˞təɪ ə ɹɛːn ɪz tə wɛt ən fəɪə˞ tə bɐ˞n 
ðət gʊd pastə˞ mɛːks fat ʃe ̝ːp ən ðət ə gɹɛːt 
kɑːz ə ðə nəɪt ɪz lak ə ðə sɤn ðət e ̝ː ðət aθ 
lɐ˞nd noː wɪt bɪ nɛːtə˞ nɒɹ a˞t mɛː kəmplɛːn 
ə gʊd bɹe ̝ːdɪn o˞ː kɤmz əv ə vɛɹəɪ dɤɫ kɪndɹɪd   

 TOUCHSTONE  

1177 
1178 

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

sɤt ͡ʃ ə wɑn ɪz ə natɹəl fɪlɑsəfə˞ wɑst ɛvəɹ ɪn  
ko˞ːt ʃɛpə˞d  

 CORIN  

1179 No truly. noː tɹu ̹ːləɪ  
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 TOUCHSTONE  

1180 Then thou art damned. ðɛn ðəʊ a˞t damd  

 CORIN  

1181 Nay, I hope. nɛː əɪ oːp 

 TOUCHSTONE  

1182 
1183 

Truly thou art damned, like an ill-roasted egg, 
all on one side. 

tɹu ̹ːləɪ ðəʊ a˞t damd ləɪk ən ɪɫ ɹoːstɪd ɛg   
ɑːl ɑn oːn səɪd  

 CORIN  

1184 For not being at court?  Your reason. fə˞ nɑt be ̝ːɪn ət ko˞ːt jə˞ ɹe ̝ːzn ̩  

 TOUCHSTONE  

1185 
1186 
1187 
1188 
1189 

Why, if thou never wast at court, thou never 
saw’st good manners; if thou never saw’st good 
manners, then thy manners must be wicked, and  
wickedness is sin, and sin is damnation.  Thou art in  
a parlous state, shepherd. 

ʍəɪ ɪf ðə nɛvə˞ wəst ət ko˞ːt ðə nɛvə˞  
sɑːs gʊd manə˞z ɪf ðə nɛvə˞ sɑ:s gʊd  
manə˞z ðən ðɪ manə˞z məs bɪ wɪkɪd ən 
wɪkɪdnɪs ɪz sɪn ən sɪn ɪz damnɛːsɪən ðəʊ a˞t ɪn  
ə pa˞ːləs stɛːt ʃɛpə˞d  

 CORIN  

1190 
1191 
1192 
1193 
1194 
1195 

Not a whit, Touchstone.  Those that are good 
manners at the court are as ridiculous in the country 
as the behavior of the country is most mockable at 
the court.  You told me you salute not at the court, 
but you kiss your hands:  that courtesy would be 
uncleanly if courtiers were shepherds. 

nɑt ə ʍɪt tɤt ͡ʃstoːn ðoːz ðət a˞ gʊd  
manə˞z ət ðə ko˞ːt aɹ az ɹɪdɪkjələs ɪn ðə kɤntɹəɪ 
az ðə bɪjɛːvjəɹ ə ðə kɤntɹəɪ ɪz moːs mɑkəbl ̩ ət  
ðə ko˞ːt ju ̹ː toːɫd mɪ jə səlju ̹ːt nɑt ət ðə ko˞ːt  
bɤt jə kɪs jəɹ andz ðat ko˞ːtsəɪ wəd bɪ  
ɤnkle ̝ːnləɪ ɪf ko˞ːtjə˞z wə˞ ʃɛpə˞dz   

 TOUCHSTONE  

1196 Instance, briefly; come, instance. ɪnstəns bɹe ̝ːfləɪ kɤm ɪnstəns  
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 CORIN  

1197 
1198 

Why we are still handling our ewes, and their fells 
you know are greasy. 

ʍəɪ wɪ˞ stɪɫ andl ̩ɪn o˞ː ju ̹ːz ən ðə˞ fɛɫz  
jə noː a˞ gɹe ̝ːzəɪ   

 TOUCHSTONE  

1199 
1200 
1201 
1202 

Why, do not your courtier’s hands sweat?  And is  
not the grease of a mutton as wholesome as the  
sweat of a man?  Shallow, shallow.  A better instance 
I say.  Come. 

ʍəɪ du ̹ː nɑt jə˞ ko˞ːtjə˞z hanz swɛt ənd ɪz  
nɑt ðə gɹe ̝ːs əv ə mɤtn ̩ az hoːɫsəm az ðə  
swɛt əv ə man ʃalə ʃalə ə bɛtəɹ ɪnstəns  
a sɛː kɤm  

 CORIN  

1203 Besides, our hands are hard. bɪsəɪdz oːɹ andz əɹ a˞d  

 TOUCHSTONE  

1204 
1205 

Your lips will feel them the sooner.  Shallow again. 
A more sounder instance, come. 

jə˞ lɪps wɪɫ fe ̝ːl əm ðə su ̹ːnə˞ ʃaləw əgɛn  
ə mo˞ː səʊndəɹ ɪnstəns kɤm  

 CORIN  

1206 
1207 
1208 

And they are often tarred over with the surgery of 
our sheep; and would you have us kiss tar?  The 
courtier’s hands are perfumed with civet. 

ən ðəɹ ɑfn ̩ ta˞d ovə˞ wɪ ðə sɐ˞d ͡ʒɹəɪ əv  
o˞ː ʃe ̝ːp ən wəd jav əs kɪs ta˞ ðə  
ko˞ːtjə˞z andz a˞ pə˞fju ̹ːmd wɪ sɪvɪt  

 TOUCHSTONE  

1209 
1210 
1211 
1212 
1213 

Most shallow man!  Thou worms-meat in respect 
of a good piece of flesh indeed!  Learn of the wise 
and perpend.  Civet is of a baser birth than tar, the 
very uncleanly flux of a cat.  Mend the instance, 
shepherd. 

moːs ʃalə man ðəʊ wɑ˞ːmz me ̝ːt ɪn ɹɪspɛkt  
əv ə gʊd pe ̝ːs ə flɛʃ ɪnde ̝ːd lɐ˞n ə ðə wəɪz 
ən pə˞pɛnd sɪvɪt ɪz ɑv ə bɛːsə˞ bɐ˞θ ðən ta˞ ðə 
vɛɹəɪ ɤnkle ̝ːnləɪ flɤks əv ə kat mɛnd ðɪ ɪnstəns  
ʃɛpə˞d    
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 CORIN  

1214 You have too courtly a wit for me, I’ll rest. juː̹ av tu ̹ː ko˞ːtlə̩ɪ ə wɪt fə˞ me ̝ː əɪɫ ɹɛst  

 TOUCHSTONE  

1215 
1216 

Will thou rest damned?  God help thee, shallow 
man!  God make incision in thee, thou art raw! 

wɪɫ ðəʊ ɹɛst damd gɑd hɛɫp ðɪ ʃalə  
man gɑd mɛːk ɪnsɪzɪən ɪn ðɪ ðəʊ a˞t ɹɑː  

 CORIN  

1217 
1218 
1219 
1220 
1221 

Sir, I am a true labourer:  I earn that I eat, get that 
I wear; owe no man hate, envy no man’s happiness; 
glad of other men’s good, content with my harm; 
and the greatest of my pride is to see my ewes graze 
and my lambs suck. 

sɐ˞ əɪm ə tɹu ̹ː lɛːbɹə˞ əɪ ɐ˞n ðat əɪ e ̝ːt gɛt ðat 
a wɛːɹ oː noː man ɛːt ɛnvəɪ noː manz apɪnɪs  
glad əv oːðə˞ mɛnz gʊd kəntɛnt wɪ mɪ a˞m  
ən ðə gɹɛːtɪst ə mɪ pɹəɪd ɪz tə se ̝ː mɪ ju ̹ːz gɹɛːz 
ən mɪ lamz sɤk   

 TOUCHSTONE  

1222 
1223 
1224 
1225 
1226 
1227 
1228 
1229 

That is another simple sin in you, to bring the 
ewes and the rams together, and to offer to get your 
living by the copulation of cattle; to be bawd to a  
bell-wether, and to betray a she-lamb of a twelve- 
month to a crooked-pated old cuckoldly ram, out of  
all reasonable match. If thou beest not damned for  
this, the devil himself will have no shepherds.  I  
cannot see else how thou shouldst ’scape. 

ðats ənoːðə˞ sɪmpɫ̩ sɪn ɪn jə tə bɹɪŋ ðə  
ju ̹ːz ən ðə ɹamz təgɛə˞ ən tʊ ɑfə˞ tə gɛt jə˞  
lɪvɪn bɪ ðɪ kɑpjəlɛːsɪən ə katɫ̩ tə bɪ bɑːd tʊ ə 
bɛɫ wɛðə˞ ən tə bɪtɹɛː ə ʃe ̝ː lam əv ə twɛlvmɤnθ 
tʊ ə kɹʊkɪd pɛːtɪd oːɫd kɤkəɫdəɪ ɹam əʊt  
əv ɑːɫ ɹe ̝ːzn ̩bɫ̩ mat ͡ʃ ɪf ðə bɪst nɑt damd fə˞ 
ðɪs ðə diːə̆ɫ ɪmsɛɫf wɪɫ hav noː ʃɛpə˞dz a  
kanət se ̝ː ɛɫs həʊ ðəʊ ʃʊds skɛːp  

 CORIN  

1230 
1231 

Here comes young Master Ganymede, my new 
mistress’s brother.   

i˞ː kɤmz jɤŋ mastə˞ ganɪme ̝ːd mɪ njuː̹  
mɪstɹɪsɪz bɹɤðə˞  

 Enter Rosalind [with a paper, reading.]  
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 ROSALIND  

1232 
1233 
1234 
1235 
1236 
1237 
1238 
1239 

             From the east to western Inde, 
             No jewel is like Rosalind. 
             Her worth being mounted on the wind,  
            Through all the world bears Rosalind. 
            All the pictures fairest lin’d 
          Are but black to Rosalind. 
         Let no face be kept in mind 
         But the fair of Rosalind. 

             fɹɑm ðɪ ɛst tə ðə wɛstə˞n əɪnd  
             noː d ͡ʒu ̹ːəl ɪz ləɪk ɹɑzələɪnd  
             hɐ˞ wɐ˞θ be ̝ːɪn məʊntɪd ɑn ðə wəɪnd  
             θɹu ̹ː ɑːɫ ðə wɐ˞ɫd bɛ˞ːz ɹɑzələɪnd 
             ɑːɫ ðə pɪktə˞z fɛːɹɪst ləɪnd  
             a˞ bɤt blak tə ɹɑzələɪnd  
             lɛt noː fɛːs be ̝ː kɛpt ɪn məɪnd  
               bɤt ðə fɛːɹ əv ɹɑzələɪnd  

 TOUCHSTONE  

1240 
1241 
1242 

I’ll rhyme you so, eight years together; dinners 
and suppers and sleeping-hours excepted.  It is the 
right butter-women’s rank to market. 

əɪɫ ɹəɪm jə soː ɛːt jɪ˞ːz təgɛə˞ dɪnə˞z  
ən sɤpə˞z ən sle ̝ːpɪn o˞ːz ɪksɛptɪd tɪz ðə 
ɹəɪt bɤtə˞ wɪmɪnz ɹaŋk tə ma˞kɪt      

 ROSALIND  

1243 Out fool! əʊt fʊɫ 

 TOUCHSTONE  

1244 
1245 
1246 
1247 
1248 
1249 
1250 
1251 
1252 

For a taste. 
         If a hart do lack a hind, 
        Let him seek out Rosalind. 
        If the cat will after kind, 
       So be sure will Rosalind. 
      Winter’d garments must be lin’d, 
      So must slender Rosalind. 
     They that reap must sheaf and bind, 
     Then to cart with Rosalind. 

fəɹ ə tast 
        ɪf ə ha˞t du ̹ː lak ə həɪnd 
        lɛt ɪm se ̝ːk əʊt ɹɑzələɪnd  
        ɪf ðə kat wɪl ɑːtə˞ kəɪnd  
        soː be ̝ː ʃu˞ː wɪɫ ɹɑzələɪnd  
        wɪntə˞z ga˞mənts məs bɪ ləɪnd  
         soː məs slɛndəɹ ɹɑzələɪnd  
         ðɛː ðat ɹe ̝ːp məs ʃ̝e ̝ːf ən bəɪnd 
         ðɛn tə ka˞t wɪð ɹɑzələɪnd   
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1253 
1254 
1255 
1256 
1257 
1258 

     Sweetest nut hath sourest rind, 
     Such a nut is Rosalind. 
    He that sweetest rose will find 
    Must find love’s prick, and Rosalind   
This is the very false gallop of verses; why do you 
infect yourself with them? 

        swe ̝ːtɪst nɤt haθ səʊɹɪst ɹəɪnd  
         sɤt ͡ʃ ə nɤt ɪz ɹɑzələɪnd  
        he ̝ː ðat swe ̝ːtɪst ɹoːz wɪɫ fəɪnd 
         məs fəɪnd lɤvz pɹɪk ən ɹɑzələɪnd 
ðɪs ɪs ðə vɛɹəɪ fɑɫs galəp ə vɐ˞sɪz ʍəɪ də jə 
ɪnfɛkt jə˞sɛɫf wɪð əm 

 ROSALIND  

1259 Peace you dull fool!  I found them on a tree. pe ̝ːs jə dɤɫ fʊl a fəʊnd əm ɑn ə tɹe ̝ː  

 TOUCHSTONE  

1260 Truly the tree yields bad fruit. tɹu ̹ːləɪ ðə tɹe ̝ː je ̝ːɫdz bad fɹu ̹ːt 

 ROSALIND  

1261 
1262 
1263 
1264 

I’ll graff it with you, and then I shall graff it with  
a medlar.  Then it will be the earliest fruit i’ th’ 
country; for you’ll be rotten ere you be half ripe, 
and that’s the right virtue of the medlar.  

əɪɫ gɹaf ɪt wɪð juː̹ ən ðɛn a ʃəɫ gɹaf ɪt wɪð 
ə mɛdlə˞ ðɛn twɪɫ bɪ ðɪ ɐ˞ləɪ.ɪst fɹu ̹ːt  
ɪ ðə kɤntɹəɪ fə˞ ju ̹ːɫ bɪ ɹɑtn ̩ ɛ˞ː jə bɪ hɑːf ɹəɪp 
ən ðats ðə ɹəɪt vɐ˞tjʊ ə ðə mɛdlə˞     

 TOUCHSTONE  

1265 
1266 

You have said; but whether wisely or no, let the  
forest judge. 

ju ̹ːv sɛd bət ʍɛðə wəɪzləɪ ə˞ noː lɛ ðə 
fɑɹɪst d ͡ʒɤd ͡ʒ 

 ROSALIND  

1267 Peace!  Here comes my sister, reading.  Stand aside. pe ̝ːs hi˞ː kɤmz mɪ sɪstə˞ ɹe ̝ːdɪn stand əsəɪd  

 Enter Celia with a writing.  

 CELIA  

 
1268 

[reads] 
       Why should this desert be, 

 
      ʍəɪ ʃʊd ðɪs dɛzə˞t be ̝ː  
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1269 
1270 
1271 
1272 
1273 
1274 
1275 
1276 
1277 
1778 
1279 
1280 
1281 
1282 
1283 
1284 
1285 
1286 
1287         
1288 
1289 
1290 
1291 
1292 
1293 

         For it is unpeopled?  No. 
       Tongues I’ll hang on every tree, 
         That shall civil sayings show. 
      Some, how brief the life of man 
        Runs his erring pilgrimage, 
     That the stretching of a span 
        Buckles in his sum of age. 
     Some of violated vows, 
      ’Twixt the souls of friend and friend. 
     But upon the fairest boughs, 
       Or at every sentence end, 
    Will I Rosalinda write, 
      Teaching all that read to know 
    The quintessence of every sprite 
      Heaven would in little show. 
   Therefore Heaven Nature charg’d 
     That one body should be fill’d 
   With all graces wide-enlarg’d.  
     Nature presently distill’d 
   Helen’s cheek, but not her heart, 
    Cleopatra’s majesty, 
  Atalanta’s better part, 
    Sad Lucretia’s modesty. 
  Thus Rosalind of many parts 
    By heavenly synod was devis’d, 

        foːɹ ɪt ɪz ɤnpe ̝ːpɫ̩d noː   
      tɒŋz əɪɫ haŋ ɑn ɛvɹəɪ tɹe ̝ː  
        ðat ʃɒɫ sɪvɫ̩ sɛːɪŋz ʃoː  
     sɤm həʊ bɹe ̝ːf ðə ləɪf əv man 
       ɹɤnz hɪz ɛːɹɪn pɪlgɹɪmɛːd ͡ʒ  
     ðat ðə stɹɛt ͡ʃɪn əv ə span  
       bɤkɫ̩z ɪn hɪz sɤm əv ɛːd ͡ʒ  
      sɤm əv vəɪəlɛːtɪd vəʊz  
   twɪkst ðə soːɫz əv fɹɛnd ən fɹɛnd 
      bɤt əpɑn ðə fɛːɹɪst bəʊz 
         oːɹ at ɛvɹəɪ sɛntn ̩s ɛnd  
       wɪl əɪ ɹɑzələɪndə ɹəɪt 
         te ̝ːt ͡ʃɪn ɑːɫ ðat ɹe ̝ːd tə noː  
       ðə kwɪntɛsn ̩s əv ɛvɹəɪ spɹəɪt  
         hɛvn ̩ wʊd ɪn lɪtɫ̩ ʃoː 
       ðɛ˞ːfə˞ hɛvn ̩ nɛːtə˞ t ͡ʃa˞d ͡ʒd  
         ðat o:n bɑdəɪ ʃʊd bɪ fɪɫd  
       wɪð ɑːɫ gɹɛːsɪz wəɪd ɪnla˞d ͡ʒd  
         nɛːtə˞ pɹɛzn ̩tləɪ dɪstɪɫd  
       hɛlɪnz t ͡ʃe ̝ːk bət nɑt hɐ˞ ha˞t 
          kle ̝ːəpatɹəz mad ͡ʒɪstəɪ 
       atəlantəz bɛtə˞ pa˞t  
         sad luː̹kɹe ̝ːʃɪəz mɑdɪstəɪ 
      ðɤs ɹɑzələɪnd əv mænəɪ pa˞ts 
        bəɪ hɛvn ̩ləɪ sɪnɑd wɑz dɪvəɪzd 
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1294 
1295 
1296 
1297 

  Of many faces, eyes, and hearts, 
    To have the touches dearest priz’d. 
  Heaven would that she these gifts shoud have, 
    And I to live and die her slave.  

      əv mænəɪ fɛːsɪz əɪz and ha˞ts  
         tə hav ðə tɤt ͡ʃɪz dɪːɹɪst pɹəɪzd 
     hɛvn ̩ wʊd ðat ʃe ̝ː ðe ̝ːz gɪfts ʃʊd hav 
      and əɪ tə lɪv an dəɪ hɐ˞ slɛːv  

 ROSALIND  

1298 
1299 
1300 

O most gentle Jupiter, what tedious homily of love  
have you wearied your parishioners withal, and  
never cried, ‘Have patience good people!’ 

oː moːs d ͡ʒɛntɫ̩ d ͡ʒuː̹pɪtə˞ ʍɑt tɪdjəs hɑmələɪ ə lɤv 
hav jə wɪɹəɪd jə˞ paɹɪʃɪənə˞z wɪðɑːɫ ən 
nɛvə˞ kɹəɪd hav pɛːʃɪəns gʊd pe ̝ːpɫ̩ 

 CELIA  

1301 
1302 

How now?  Back-friends!  Shepherd, go off a little. 
Go with him sirrah. 

həʊ nəʊ bak fɹɛnz ʃɛpə˞d goː ɑf ə lɪtɫ̩  
goː wɪð ɪm sɪɹə 

 TOUCHSTONE  

1303 
1304 
1305 

Come shepherd, let us make an honourable re- 
treat, though not with bag and baggage,  yet with 
scrip and scrippage.                             Exit [with Corin.] 

kɤm ʃɛpə˞d lɛt əs mɛːk ən ɑnɹəbəɫ ɹɪtɹe ̝ːt  
ðoː nɑt wɪ bag ən bagɪd ͡ʒ jɪt wɪ 
skɹɪp ən skɹɪpɪd ͡ʒ  

 CELIA  

1306 Didst thou hear these verses? dɪds ðəʊ hi˞ː ðɪz vɐ˞sɪz  

 ROSALIND  

1307 
1308 
1309 

O yes, I heard them all, and more too, for some of  
them had in them more feet than the verses would 
bear. 

oː jɛs a hɐ˞d əm ɑːɫ ən mo˞ː tu ̹ː fə˞ sɤm əv 
əm had ɪn əm mo˞ː fe ̝ːt ðən ðə vɐ˞sɪz wəd  
bɛ˞ː  

 CELIA  

1310 That’s no matter:  the feet might bear the verses. ðats nə matə˞ ðə fe ̝ːt məɪt bɛ˞ː ðə vɐ˞sɪz 
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 ROSALIND  

1311 
1312 
1313 

Ay, but the feet were lame, and could not bear 
themselves without the verse, and therefore stood 
lamely in the verse. 

əɪ bət ðə fe ̝ːt wə˞ lɛːm ən kəd nɑt bɛ˞ː  
ðəmsɛɫvz wɪðəʊt ðə vɐ˞s ən ðɛ˞ːfə˞ stʊd  
lɛːmləɪ ɪn ðə vɐ˞s  

 CELIA  

1314 
1315 
1316 

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

bət dɪds ðə hi˞ː wɪðəʊt wɤndɹɪn həʊ ðəɪ  
nɛːm ʃəd bɪ haŋd ən ka˞vd əpɑn ðe ̝ːz 
tɹe ̝ːz  

 ROSALIND  

1317 
1318 
1319 
1320 
1321 

I was seven of the nine days out of the wonder 
before you came; for look here what I found on a  
palm-tree.  I was never so berhymed since Pyth- 
agoras’ time that I was an Irish rat, which I can 
hardly remember. 

a wəz sɛə̆m ə ðə nəɪn dɛːz əʊt ə ðə wɤndə˞  
bɪfo˞ː juː̹ kɛːm fə˞ lʊk hi˞ː ʍɑt a fəʊnd ɑn ə  
pɑːm tɹe ̝ː a wəz nɛ˞ː sə bɪɹəɪmd sɪns  
pɪθagəɹəsɪz təɪm ðət a wəz ən əɪɹɪʃ ɹat ʍɪt ͡ʃ a  
kən ha˞dləɪ ɹɪmɛmbə˞  

 CELIA  

1322 Trow you who hath done this? tɹoː jə huː̹ aθ dɤn ðɪs  

 ROSALIND  

1323 Is it a man? ɪz ɪt ə man  

 CELIA  

1324 
1325 

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

ənd ə t ͡ʃɛːn ðat ju ̹ː ɒns woːɹ əbəʊt ɪz nɛk  
t ͡ʃɛːnd ͡ʒ jə kɤlə˞   

 ROSALIND  

1326 I prithee who? a pɹɪðe ̝ː hu ̹ː  
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 CELIA  

1327 
1328 
1329 

O Lord, Lord!  It is a hard matter for friends to 
meet; but mountains may be remov’d with earth- 
quakes, and so encounter. 

oː lo˞ːd lo˞ːd tɪz ə ha˞d matə˞ fə˞ fɹɛnz tə  
me ̝ːt bət məʊntn ̩z mɛː bɪ ɹɪmɤvd wɪð ɐ˞θkwɛːks  
ən soː ɪŋkəʊntə˞ 

 ROSALIND  

1330 Nay, but who is it? nɛː bət hu ̹ː ɪz ɪt   

 CELIA  

1331 Is it possible? ɪz ɪt pɑsɪbɫ̩  

 ROSALIND  

1332 
1333 

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

nɛː a pɹɪðe ̝ː nəʊ wɪ moːs pətɪsɪənɹəɪ  
ve ̝ːɪməns tɛɫ mɪ hu ̹ː ɪt ɪz   

 CELIA  

1334 
1335 
1336 

O wonderful, wonderful!  And most wonderful 
wonderful!  And yet again wonderful!  And after 
that out of all whooping. 

oː wɤndə˞fɫ̩ wɤndə˞fɫ̩ ən moːs wɤndə˞fɫ̩ 
wɤndə˞fɫ̩ ən jɪt əgɛːn wɤndə˞fɫ̩ ənd ɑːtə˞ 
ðat əʊt əv ɑːl hu ̹ːpɪn  

 ROSALIND  

1337 
1338 
1339 
1340 
1341 
1342 
1343 
1344 

Good my complexion!  Dost thou think though I  
am caparisoned like a man I have a doublet and  
hose in my disposition?  One inch of delay more is 
a South Sea of discovery.  I prithee tell me who is it 
quickly, and speak apace.  I would thou couldst 
stammer, that thou mightst pour this conealed 
man out of thy mouth, as wine comes out of a  
narrow-mouthed bottle; either too much at once 

gʊd mɪ kəmplɛksɪən dəs ðə θɪŋk ðoː əɪm 
kəpaɹɪsənd ləɪk ə man əɪ hav ə dɤblɪt ən 
hoːz ɪn mɪ dɪspəzɪsɪən wɑn ɪnt ͡ʃ ə dɪlɛː mo˞ː ɪz 
ə səʊθ se ̝ː ə dɪskɤvɹəɪ a pɹɪðe ̝ː tɛɫ mɪ hu ̹ː ɪt ɪz  
kwɪkləɪ ən spe ̝ːk əpɛːs a wʊd ðə kəds 
stamə˞ ðat ðə məɪts po˞ː ðɪs kənse ̝ːɫd  
man əʊt ə ðɪ məʊθ az wəɪn kɤmz əʊt əv ə  
naɹə məʊθt bɑtɫ̩ ɛðə˞ tu ̹ː mɤt ͡ʃ ət ɒns  
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1345 
1346 

or none at all.  I prithee take the cork out of thy  
mouth, that I may drink thy tidings. 

ə˞ noːn ət ɑːɫ a pɹɪðe ̝ː tɛːk ðə ko˞ːk əʊt ə ðɪ 
məʊθ ðət əɪ mɛː dɹɪŋk ðɪ təɪdɪnz  

 CELIA  

1347 So you may put a man in your belly. sə jə mɛː pɤt ə man ɪn jə˞ bɛləɪ 

 ROSALIND  

1348 
1349 

Is he of God’s making?  What manner of man?  Is  
his head worth a hat?  Or his chin worth a beard? 

ɪz he ̝ː ə gɑdz mɛkɪn ʍɑt manəɹ ə man ɪz 
hɪz hɛd wɐ˞θ ə hat əɹ ɪz t ͡ʃɪn wɐ˞θ ə bɪ˞ːd  

 CELIA  

1350 Nay, he hath but a little beard. nɛː ɪ haθ bət ə lɪtɫ̩ bɪ˞ːd  

 ROSALIND  

1351 
1352 
1353 

Why God will send more, if the man will be 
thankful.  Let me stay the growth of his beard, if  
thou delay me not the knowledge of his chin. 

ʍəɪ gɑd wɪɫ sɛnd mo˞ː ɪf ðə man wɪɫ bɪ  
θaŋkfɫ̩ lɛmɪ stɛː ðə gɹoːθ əv ɪz bɪ˞ːd ɪf  
ðəʊ dɪlɛː mɪ nɑt ðə nɑlɪd ͡ʒ əv ɪz t ͡ʃɪn 

 CELIA  

1354 
1355 

It is young Orlando, that tripped up the wrestler’s  
heels and your heart, both in an instant. 

tɪz jɤŋ ɒ˞landoː ðət tɹɪpt ɤp ðə ɹɛslə˞z  
he ̝ːɫz ən jo˞ː ha˞t boːθ ɪn ən ɪnstənt 

 ROSALIND  

1356 
1357 

Nay, but the devil take mocking.  Speak sad brow 
and true maid.  

nɛː bət ðə diːə̆ɫ tɛːk mɑkɪn spe ̝ːk sad bɹəʊ 
ən tɹuː̹ mɛːd  

 CELIA  

1358 I’ faith, coz, ’tis he. ɪ fɛːθ kɒz tɪz he ̝ː  

 ROSALIND  

1359 Orlando? ɒ˞landoː 
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 CELIA  

1360 Orlando. ɒ˞landoː 

 ROSALIND  

1361 
1362 
1363 
1364 
1365 
1366 

Alas the day, what shall I do with my doublet and  
hose?  What did he when thou saw’st him?  What 
said he?  How looked he?  Wherein went he? 
What makes he here?  Did he ask for me?  Where 
remains he?  How parted he with thee?  And when 
shalt thou see him again?  Answer me in one word. 

əlas ðə dɛː ʍɑt ʃəl a du ̹ː wɪ mɪ dɤblɪt ən 
hoːz ʍɑt dɪd ɪ ʍɛn ðə sɑːst ɪm ʍɑt 
sɛd ɪ həʊ lʊkt ɪ ʍɛːɹɪn wɛnt ɪ  
ʍɑt mɛːks ɪ hi˞ː dɪd ɪ ask fə˞ mɪ ʍɛːɹ  
ɹɪmɛːnz ɪ həʊ pa˞tɪd ɪ wɪ ðɪ ən ʍɛn  
ʃəɫt ðə se ̝ː ɪm əgɛn ansə˞ mɪ ɪn oːn wɐ˞d  

 CELIA  

1367 
1368 
1369 
1370 

You must borrow me Gargantua’s mouth first. 
’Tis a word too great for any mouth of this age’s  
size.  To say ay and no to these particulars is more 
than to answer in a catechism.   

jə məs bɑɹə mɪ ga˞gantju ̹ːəz məʊθ fɐ˞st  
tɪz ə wɐ˞d tu ̹ː gɹɛːt fəɹ ænəɪ məʊθ ə ðɪs ɛːd ͡ʒɪz 
səɪz tə sɛː əɪ ən noː tə ðe ̝ːz pə˞tɪkjələ˞z ɪz mo˞ː 
ðən tʊ ansəɹ ɪn katəkɪzm ̩ 

 ROSALIND  

1371 
1372 
1373 

But doth he know that I am in this forest, and in  
man’s apparel?  Looks he as freshly as he did the  
day he wrestled?  

bət dɤθ ɪ noː ðət əɪ əm ɪn ðɪs fɑɹɪst ənd ɪn  
manz əpaɹəɫ lʊks ɪ az fɹɛʃləɪ az ɪ dɪd ðə  
dɛː ɪ ɹɛsɫd 

 CELIA  

1374 
1375 
1376 
1377 

It is as easy to count atomies as to resolve the pro- 
positions of a lover.  But take a taste of my finding 
him, and relish it with good observance.  I found 
him under a tree like a dropped acorn.   

tɪz az e ̝ːzəɪ tə kəʊnt atəməɪz az tə ɹɪzɑɫv ðə  
pɹɑpəzɪsɪənz əv ə lɤvə˞ bət tɛːk ə tast ə mɪ fəɪndɪn  
ɪm ən ɹɛlɪʃ ɪt wɪ gʊd ɑbsɐ˞vəns a fəʊnd 
ɪm ɤndəɹ ə tɹe ̝ː ləɪk ə dɹɑpt ɛːko˞ːn   
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 ROSALIND  

1378 
1379 

It may well be called Jove’s tree, when it drops  
such fruit. 

ɪt mɛː wɛɫ bɪ kɑːɫd d ͡ʒoːvz tɹe ̝ː ʍɛn ɪt dɹɑps  
sɤt ͡ʃ fɹu ̹ːt  

 CELIA  

1380 Give me audience, good madam. gɪv mɪ ɑːdjəns gʊd madəm   

 ROSALIND  

1381 Proceed. pɹəse ̝ːd  

 CELIA  

1382 
1383 

There lay he stretched along like a wounded  
knight. 

ðɛ˞ː lɛː he ̝ː stɹɛt ͡ʃt əlɑŋ ləɪk ə wəʊndɪd  
nəɪt 

 ROSALIND  

1384 
1385 

Though it be pity to see such a sight, it well be- 
comes the ground. 

ðoː ɪt bɪ pɪtəɪ tə se ̝ː sət ͡ʃ ə səɪt ɪt wɛɫ bɪkɤmz  
ðə gɹəʊnd  

 CELIA  

1386 
1387 

Cry holla to the tongue, I prithee; it curvets un- 
seasonably.  He was furnished like a hunter.  

kɹəɪ hɑlə tə ðə tɒŋ a pɹɪðe ̝ː ɪt kɐ˞vɪts  
ɤnse ̝ːzn ̩bləɪ ɪ wəz fɐ˞nɪʃt ləɪk ə hɤntə˞  

 ROSALIND  

1388 O ominous!  he comes to kill my heart! oː ɑmənəs he ̝ː kɤmz tə kɪɫ mɪ ha˞t   

 CELIA  

1389 
1390 

I would sing my song without a burden.  Thou 
bringest me out of tune. 

a wəd sɪŋ mɪ sɑŋ wɪðəʊt ə bɐ˞ðn ̩ ðə 
bɹɪŋɪs mɪ əʊt ə tju ̹ːn   

 ROSALIND  

1391 
1392 

Do you not know I am a woman?  When I think, I  
must speak.  Sweet, say on.   

djə nɑt noː əɪ am ə wʊmən ʍɛn a θɪŋk a  
məs spe ̝ːk swe ̝ːt sɛː ɑn  
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 CELIA  

1393 You bring me out.  Soft!  comes he not here? jə bɹɪŋ mɪ əʊt sɑft kɤmz ɪ nɑt hi˞ː  

 Enter Orlando and Jaques.  

 ROSALIND   

1394 ’Tis he.  Slink by and note him. tɪz he ̝ː slɪŋk bəɪ ən noːt ɪm  

 JAQUES  

1395 
1396 

I thank you for your company, but good faith, I  
had as lief have been myself alone. 

a θaŋk jə fə˞ jə˞ kɤmpnəɪ bət gʊd fɛːθ əɪd  
az le ̝ːf əv bɪn mɪsɛɫf əloːn  

 ORLANDO  

1397 
1398 

And so had I:  but yet for fashion sake I thank you  
too, for your society. 

ən soː əd əɪ bət jɪt fə˞ faʃɪən sɛːk a θaŋk ju ̹ː  
tuː̹ fə˞ jə˞ səsəɪtəɪ 

 JAQUES  

1399 God buy you:  let’s meet as little as we can. gɑd bəɪ jə lɛts me ̝ːt əz lɪtl ̩ əz wɪ kan  

 ORLANDO  

1400 I do desire we may be better strangers. a duː ̹dɪzəɪə˞ wɪ mɛː bɪ bɛtə˞ stɹɛːnd ͡ʒə˞z  

 JAQUES  

1401 
1402 

I pray you mar no more trees with writing love- 
songs in their barks. 

a pɹɛː jə ma˞ noː mo˞ː tɹe ̝ːz wɪð ɹəɪtɪn lɤvsɑŋz  
ɪn ðə˞ ba˞ks   

 ORLANDO  

1403 
1404 

I pray you mar no more of my verses with reading 
them ill-favouredly.   

a pɹɛː jə ma˞ noː moːɹ ə mɪ vɐ˞sɪz wɪð ɹe ̝ːdɪn  
əm ɪɫ fɛːvə˞dl ̩əɪ  

 JAQUES  

1405 Rosalind is your love’s name? ɹɑzələɪnd ɪz jə˞ lɤvz nɛːm  
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 ORLANDO  

1406 Yes, just. jɛs d ͡ʒɤst 

 JAQUES  

1407 I do not like her name. a də nɑt ləɪk ə˞ nɛːm  

 ORLANDO  

1408 
1409 

There was no thought of pleasing you when she 
was christened.  

ðə˞ wəz noː θɑːt ə ple ̝ːzɪn ju ̹ː ʍɛn ʃe ̝ː  
wəz kɹɪsn ̩d   

 JAQUES  

1410 What stature is she of? ʍɑt statjəɹ ɪz ʃɪ ɑv  

 ORLANDO  

1411 Just as high as my heart. d ͡ʒəst əz həɪ əz mɪ ha˞t  

 JAQUES  

1412 
1413 
1414 

You are full of pretty answers.  Have you not 
been acquainted with goldsmiths’ wives, and  
conned them out of rings? 

jə˞ fʊl ə pɹɪtəɪ ansə˞z hav jə nɑt 
bɪn əkwɛːntɪd wɪ goɫdsmɪθs wəɪvz ən 
kɑnd əm əʊt ə ɹɪŋz  

 ORLANDO  

1415 
1416 

Not so; but I answer you right painted cloth, from 
whence you have studied your questions.  

nɑt soː bət əɪ ansə˞ jə ɹəɪt pɛːntɪd klɑθ fɹəm  
ʍɛns ju ̹ːv stɤdəɪd jə˞ kwɛstɪənz  

 JAQUES  

1417 
1418 
1419 
1420 

You have a nimble wit; I think ’twas made of  
Atalanta’s heels.  Will you sit down with me and 
we two will rail against our mistress the world and  
all our misery? 

jə hav ə nɪmbɫ̩ wɪt a θɪŋk twɑz mɛːd əv  
atəlantəz he ̝ːɫz wɪɫ jə sɪt dəʊn wɪ mɪ ən 
we ̝ː tuː̹ wɪɫ ɹɛːl əgɛnst o˞ː mɪstɹɪs ðə wɐ˞ɫd ənd 
ɑːl o˞ː mɪzɹəɪ  
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 ORLANDO  

1421 
1422 

I will chide no breather in the world but myself, 
against whom I know most faults. 

a wɪɫ t ͡ʃəɪd noː bɹe ̝ːðəɹ ɪn ðə wɐ˞ɫd bət mɪsɛɫf  
əgɛnst u ̹ːm a noː moːs fɑːts  

 JAQUES  

1423 The worst fault you have is to be in love. ðə wɐ˞st fɑːt jə hav ɪz tə be ̝ː ɪn lɤv 

 ORLANDO  

1424 
1425 

’Tis a fault I will not change for your best virtue. 
I am weary of you. 

tɪz ə fɑːt əɪɫ nɑt t ͡ʃɛːnd ͡ʒ fə˞ jo˞ː bɛst vɐ˞tjə  
əɪm wɪɹəɪ ɑv j ̹u ̹ː   

 JAQUES  

1426 
1427 

By my troth, I was seeking for a fool when I  
found you. 

bɪ mɪ tɹoːθ a wəz se ̝ːkɪn fəɹ ə fʊɫ ʍɛn a 
fəʊnd ju ̹ː  

 ORLANDO  

1428 
1429 

He is drowned in the brook.  Look but in and you 
shall see him. 

he ̝ːz dɹəʊnd ɪ ðə bɹʊk lʊk bət ɪn ən jə 
ʃəɫ se ̝ː ɪm 

 JAQUES  

1430 There I shall see mine own figure. ðɛːɹ a ʃəɫ se ̝ː mɪn oːn fɪgjə˞  

 ORLANDO  

1431 Which I take to be either a fool, or a cipher. ʍɪt ͡ʃ a tɛːk tə be ̝ː ɛðəɹ ə fʊl oːɹ ə səɪfə˞  

 JAQUES  

1432 
1433 

I’ll tarry no longer with you.  Farewell good 
Signior Love. 

əɪɫ taɹəɪ noː lɑŋgə˞ wɪð jə fɛ˞ːwɛɫ gʊd  
se ̝ːnjo˞ː lɤv  

 ORLANDO  

1434 
1435 

I am glad of your departure.  Adieu good Monsieur 
Melancholy.                                              [Exit Jaques.] 

əɪm glad ə jə˞ dɪpo˞ːtə˞ ədju ̹ː gʊd mɪsjɐ˞ 
mɛləŋkɑləɪ  
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 ROSALIND  

1436 
1437 
1438 

[aside to Celia]  I will speak to him like a sauchy 
lackey and under that habit play the knave with  
him.—Do you hear, forester?   

əɪ wɪɫ spe ̝ːk tʊ ɪm ləɪk ə sɑːsəɪ  
lakəɪ ənd ɤndə˞ ðat habɪt plɛː ðə nɛːv wɪð 
ɪm du ̹ː ju ̹ː hi˞ː fɑɹɪstə˞   

 ORLANDO  

1439 Very well.  What would you?   vɛɹəɪ wɛɫ ʍɑt wʊd jə 

 ROSALIND  

1440 I pray you, what is’t o’clock? a pɹɛː jə ʍɑt ɪst əklɑk  

 ORLANDO  

1441 
1442 

You should ask me what time o’ day; there’s no 
clock in the forest. 

jə ʃəd ask mɪ ʍɑt təɪm ədɛː ðə˞z noː  
klɑk ɪ ðə fɑɹɪst 

 ROSALIND  

1443 
1444 
1445 

Then there is no true lover in the forest, else sigh- 
ing every minute and groaning every hour would  
detect the lazy foot of Time, as well as a clock.   

ðɛn ðə˞z noː tɹuː̹ lɤvəɹ ɪ ðə fɑɹɪst ɛɫs səɪ.ɪn 
ɛvɹəɪ mɪnɪt ən gɹoːnɪn ɛvɹəɪ o˞ː wəd  
dɪtɛk ðə lɛːzəɪ fʊt ə təɪm əz wɛl əz ə klɑk   

 ORLANDO  

1446 
1447 

And why not the swift foot of Time?  Had not that 
been as proper? 

ən ʍəɪ nɑt ðə swɪft fʊt ə təɪm had nɑt ðat  
bɪn əz pɹɑpə˞  

 ROSALIND  

1448 
1449 
1450 
1451 

By no means sir.  Time travels in divers paces with 
divers persons.  I’ll tell you who Time ambles 
withal, who Time trots withal, who Time gallops 
withal, and who he stands still withal.   

bɪ noː me ̝ːnz sɐ˞ təɪm tɹavɫ̩z ɪn dəɪvə˞z pɛːsɪz wɪ 
dəɪvə˞z pɐ˞sn ̩z əɪɫ tɛɫ jə huː̹ təɪm ambɫ̩z  
wɪðɑːɫ huː̹ təɪm tɹɑts wɪðɑːɫ hu ̹ː təɪm galəps  
wɪðɑːɫ ən hu ̹ː ɪ standz stɪɫ wɪðɑːɫ  
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 ORLANDO  

1452 I prithee, who doth he trot withal? a pɹɪðe ̝ː hu ̹ː dəθ ɪ tɹɑt wɪðɑːɫ  

 ROSALIND  

1453 
1454 
1455 
1456 
1457 

Marry he trots hard with a young maid, between  
the contract of her marriage and the day it is 
solemnized.  If the interim be but a se’nnight, 
Time’s pace is so hard that it seems the length of 
seven year. 

maɹəɪ ɪ tɹɑts ha˞d wɪð ə jɤŋ mɛːd bɪtwe ̝ːn  
ðə kɑntɹakt əv ə˞ maɹɪd ͡ʒ ən ðə dɛː tɪz  
sɑləmnəɪzd ɪf ðɪ ɪntɹɪm bɪ bət ə sɛnəɪt  
təɪmz pɛːs ɪz soː ha˞d ðət ɪt se ̝ːmz ðə lɛːŋkθ ə 
sɛə̆m jɪ˞ː  

 ORLANDO  

1458 Who ambles Time withal?   huː̹ ambɫ̩z təɪm wɪðɑːɫ   

 ROSALIND  

1459 
1460 
1461 
1462 
1463 
1464 
1465 

With a priest that lacks Latin, and a rich man that  
hath not the gout, for the one sleeps easily because 
he cannot study, and the other lives merrily be- 
cause he feels no pain; the one lacking the burden 
of lean and wasteful learning; the other knowing 
no burden of heavy tedious penury.  These Time 
ambles withal. 

wɪð ə pɹe ̝ːst ðət laks latɪn ənd ə ɹɪt ͡ʃ man ðət  
aθ nɑt ðə gəʊt fə˞ ðə wɑn sle ̝ːps e ̝ːzləɪ bɪkəz 
ɪ kanət stɤdəɪ ən ðɪ oːðə˞ lɪvz mɛɹləɪ bɪkəz  
ɪ fe ̝ːɫz noː pɛːn ðə wɑn lakɪn ðə bɐ˞ðn ̩  
ə le ̝ːn ən wastfəl lɐ˞nɪn ðɪ oːðə˞ noːɪn 
noː bɐ˞ðn ̩ ə hɛvəɪ tɪdjəs pɛnjəɹəɪ ðe ̝ːz təɪm 
ambɫz wɪðɑːɫ   

  ORLANDO  

1466 Who doth he gallop withal? huː̹ dəθ ɪ galəp wɪðɑːɫ   

 ROSALIND  

1467 
1468 
1469 

With a thief to the gallows; for though he go as 
softly as foot can fall, he thinks himself too soon 
there. 

wɪð ə θe ̝ːf tə ðə galəz fə˞ ðoː ɪ goː əz  
sɑfləɪ əz fʊt kən fɑːɫ ɪ θɪŋks ɪmsɛɫf tuː̹ su ̹ːn 
ðɛː˞ 
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 ORLANDO  

1470 Who stays it still withal? hu ̹ː stɛːz ɪt stɪɫ wɪðːɑɫ 

 ROSALIND  

1471 
1472 
1473 

With lawyers in the vacation; for they sleep be- 
tween term and term, and then they perceive not 
how Time moves.  

wɪ lɑːjə˞z ɪn ðə vəkɛːsɪən fə˞ ðɛː sle ̝ːp bɪtwe ̝ːn  
tɐ˞m ən tɐ˞m ən ðɛn ðɛː pə˞se ̝ːv nɑt 
həʊ təɪm mɤvz  

 ORLANDO  

1474 Where dwell you pretty youth? ʍɛ˞ː dwɛɫ jə pɹɪtəɪ juː̹θ  

 ROSALIND  

1475 
1476 

With this shepherdess my sister; here in the skirts 
of the forest, like fringe upon a petticoat. 

wɪ ðɪs ʃɛpə˞dɛs mɪ sɪstə˞ hiːɹ ɪn ðə skɐ˞ts  
ə ðə fɑɹɪst ləɪk fɹɪnd ͡ʒ əpɑn ə pɛtɪkoːt  

 ORLANDO  

1477 Are you native of this place? a˞ jə nɛːtɪv ə ðɪs plɛːs   

 ROSALIND  

1478 As the cony that you see dwell where she is kindled. az ðə koːnəɪ ðət jə se ̝ː dwɛɫ ʍɛ˞ː ʃɪz kɪndɫ̩d 

 ORLANDO  

1479 
1480 

Your accent is something finer than you could  
purchase in so removed a dwelling. 

jəɹ aksənt ɪz sɤmθɪn fəɪnə˞ ðən jə kəd 
pɐ˞t ͡ʃɪs ɪn soː ɹɪmɤvd ə dwɛlɪn   

 ROSALIND  

1481 
1482 
1483 
1484 
1485 

I have been told so of many.  But indeed, an old 
religious uncle of mine taught me to speak, who 
was in his youth an inland man, one that knew 
courtship too well, for there he fell in love.  I have 
heard him read many lectures against it, and I  

əɪ av bɪn toːɫd soː ə mænəɪ bət ɪnde ̝ːd ən oːɫd 
ɹɪlɪd ͡ʒɪəs ɤŋkl ̩ ə məɪn tɑːt mɪ tə spe ̝ːk huː̹  
wəz ɪn ɪz juː̹θ ən ɪnlənd man wɑn ðət nju ̹ː 
ko˞ːtʃɪp tu ̹ː wɛɫ fə˞ ðɛːɹ ɪ fɛl ɪn lɤv əɪv 
hɐ˞d ɪm ɹe ̝ːd mænəɪ lɛktju ̹ːə˞z əgɛnst ɪt ənd a 
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1486 
1487 
1488 

thank God I am not a woman, to be touched with  
so many giddy offences as he hath generally taxed  
their whole sex withal. 

θaŋk gɑd əɪ əm nɑt ə wʊmən tə bɪ tɤt ͡ʃt wɪ 
sə mænəɪ gɪdəɪ əfɛnsɪz az ɪ aθ d ͡ʒɛnɹələɪ takst 
ðə˞ hoːɫ sɛks wɪðɑːɫ  

 ORLANDO  

1489 
1490 

Can you remember any of the principal evils that 
he laid to the charge of women? 

kən jə ɹɪmɛmbəɹ ænəɪ ə ðə pɹɪnsɪpəl ɛvɫ̩z ðət  
ɪ lɛːd tə ðə t ͡ʃa˞d ͡ʒ ə wɪmɪn  

 ROSALIND  

1491 
1492 
1493 

There were none principal:  they were all like one 
another as half-pence are, every one fault seeming 
monstrous, till his fellow-fault came to match it. 

ðə˞ wə˞ noːn pɹɪnsɪpəɫ ðɛː wəɹ ɑːɫ ləɪk oːn  
ənoːðəɹ az hɑːf pɛns a˞ ɛvɹəɪ wɑn fɑːt se ̝ːmɪn  
mɑnstɹəs tɪl ɪz fɛlə fɑːt kɛːm tə mat ͡ʃ ɪt  

 ORLANDO  

1494 I prithee recount some of them. a pɹɪðe ̝ː ɹɪkəʊnt sɤm əv əm 

 ROSALIND  

1495 
1496 
1497 
1498 
1499 
1500 
1501 
1502 

No; I will not cast away my physic but on those 
that are sick.  There is a man haunts the forest that 
abuses our young plants with carving ‘Rosalind’ 
on their barks; hangs odes upon hawthorns and  
elegies on brambles; all, forsooth, deifying the  
name of Rosalind.  If I could meet that fancy- 
monger, I would give him some good counsel, for 
he seems to have the quotidian of love upon him.   

noː a wɪɫ nɑt kast əwɛː mɪ fɪzɪk bɤt ɑn ðoːz 
ðət a˞ sɪk ðɛː˞z ə man hɑːnts ðə fɑɹɪst ðət  
əbju ̹ːzɪz o˞ː jɤŋ plants wɪ ka˞vɪn ɹɑzələɪnd  
ɑn ðə˞ ba˞ks haŋz oːdz əpɑn hɑːθo˞ːnz ənd 
ɛləd ͡ʒəɪz ɑn bɹambɫz ɑːɫ fə˞suː̹θ dɪfəɪ.ɪn ðə  
nɛːm ə ɹɑzələɪnd ɪf əɪ kʊd me ̝ːt ðat fansəɪ  
mɤŋgəɹ a wəd gɪv ɪm səm gʊd kəʊnsɫ fəɹ 
he ̝ː se ̝ːmz tʊ av ðə koːtɪdɪən ə lɤv əpɑn ɪm   

 ORLANDO  

1503 
1504 

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

əɪ am he ̝ː ðət ɪz soː lɤv ʃɛːkt a pɹɛː jə tɛɫ mɪ 
jə˞ ɹɛmdəɪ  
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 ROSALIND  

1505 
1506 
1507 

There is none of my uncle’s marks upon you.  He  
taught me how to know a man in love; in which 
cage of rushes I am sure you are not prisoner. 

ðə˞z noːn ə mɪ ɤŋkɫz ma˞ks əpɑn jə he ̝ː 
tɑːt mɪ həʊ tə noː ə man ɪn lɤv ɪn ʍɪt ͡ʃ  
kɛːd ͡ʒ ə ɹɤʃɪz əɪm ʃu˞ː ju ̹ː a˞ nɑt pɹɪzn ̩ə˞  

 ORLANDO  

1508 What were his marks? ʍɑt wəɹ ɪz ma˞ks  

 ROSALIND  

1509 
1510 
1511 
1512 
1513 
1514 
1515 
1516 
1517 
1518 
1519 
1520 

A lean cheek, which you have not; a blue eye and 
sunken, which you have not; an unquestionable 
spirit, which you have not; a beard neglected, 
which you have not- but I pardon you for that, 
for simply your having in beard is a younger 
brother’s revenue.  Then your hose should be un- 
gartered, your bonnet unbanded, your sleeve un- 
buttoned, your shoe untied, and everything about 
you demonstrating a careless desolation.  But you  
are no such man:  you are rather point-device in 
your accoutrements, as loving yourself than seem- 
ing the lover of any other.   

ə le ̝ːn t ͡ʃe ̝ːk ʍɪt ͡ʃ juː̹ hav nɑt ə blu ̹ː əɪ ən  
sɤŋkən ʍɪt ͡ʃ juː̹ hav nɑt ən ɤnkwɛstɪənbɫ̩ 
spɪɹɪt ʍɪt ͡ʃ ju ̹ː hav nɑt ə bɪ˞ːd nɪglɛktɪd  
ʍɪt ͡ʃ juː̹ hav nɑt bət ə pa˞dn ̩ jə fə˞ ðat  
fə˞ sɪmpɫəɪ jə˞ havɪn ɪn bɪ˞ːd ɪz ə jɤŋgə˞  
bɹɤðə˞z ɹəvɛnju ̹ː ðɛn jə˞ hoːz ʃəd bɪ  
ɤnga˞tə˞d jə˞ bɑnɪt ɤnbandɪd jə˞ sle ̝ːv  
ɤnbɤtn ̩d jə˞ ʃu ̹ː ɤntəɪd ənd ɛvɹəɪθɪŋ əbəʊt 
jə dɛmənstɹɛːtɪn ə kɛ˞ːlɪs dɛsəlɛːsɪən bɤt juː̹ 
a˞ noː sɤt ͡ʃ man ju ̩ː a˞ ɹaðə˞ pəɪnt dɪvəɪs ɪn  
jəɹ əkuː̹tɹəmənts az lɤvɪn jə˞sɛɫf ðən se ̝ːmɪn  
ðə lɤvəɹ əv ænəɪ oːðə˞   

 ORLANDO  

1521 
1522 

Fair youth, I would I could make thee believe I  
love. 

fɛ˞ː juː̹θ a wʊd a kʊd mɛːk ðɪ bɪle ̝ːv əɪ  
lɤv 

 ROSALIND  

1523 Me believe it!  You may as soon make her that you me ̝̝ː bɪle ̝ːv ɪt jə mɛː əz su ̹ːn mɛ:k hɐ˞ ðət jə  
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1524 
1525 
1526 
1527 
1528 
1529 

love believe it, which I warrant she is apter to do  
than to confess she does.  That is one of the points 
in the which women still give the lie to their con- 
sciences.  But in good sooth, are you he that hangs     
the verses on the trees, wherein Rosalind is so 
admired? 

lɤv bɪle ̝ːv ɪt ʍɪt ͡ʃ a wɑɹənt ʃɪz aptə˞ tə du ̹ː 
ðən tə kənfɛs ʃɪ dɤz ðat ɪz oːn ə ðə pəɪnts 
ɪn ʍɪt ͡ʃ wɪmɪn stɪɫ gɪv ðə ləɪ tə ðə˞ kɑnsɪənsɪz  
bət ɪn gʊd suː̹θ a˞ ju ̹ː he ̝ː ðət haŋz                              
ðə vɐ˞sɪz ɑn ðə tɹe ̝ːz ʍɛɹɪn ɹɑzələɪnd ɪz soː 
ədməɪə˞d  

 ORLANDO  

1530 
1531 

I swear to thee youth, by the white hand of Rosa- 
lind, I am that he, that unfortunate he.   

a swɛː˞ tə ðɪ juː̹θ bəɪ ðə ʍəɪt hand ə ɹɑzələɪnd   
əɪ am ðat he ̝ː ðat ənfo˞ːtənɪt he ̝ː  

 ROSALIND  

1532 But are you so much in love as your rhymes speak? bət a˞ jə soː mɤt ͡ʃ ɪn lɤv əz jə˞ ɹəɪmz spe ̝ːk 

 ORLANDO  

1533 Neither rhyme nor reason can express how much. nɛðə˞ ɹəɪm nɒ˞ ɹe ̝ːzn ̩ kən ɪkspɹɛs həʊ mɤt ͡ʃ 

 ROSALIND  

1534 
1535 
1536 
1537 
1538 
1539 

Love is merely a madness, and I tell you, deserves 
as well a dark house and a whip as madmen do;  
and the reason why they are not so punished and 
cured is that the lunacy is so ordinary that the  
whippers are in love too.  Yet I profess curing it by  
counsel.   

lɤv ɪz mɪ˞ːləɪ ə madnɪs ənd a tɛɫ jə dɪzɐ˞vz 
əz wɛl ə da˞k həʊs ənd ə ʍɪp əz madmɛn du ̹ː  
ən ðə ɹe ̝ːzn ̩ ʍəɪ ðɛ˞ː nɑt soː pɤnɪʃt ən 
kju˞ːd ɪz ðət ðə lu ̹ːnəsəɪ ɪz soː o˞ːdn ̩ɹəɪ ðət ðə  
ʍɪpə˞z aɹ ɪn lɤv tu ̹ː jɪt a pɹəfɛs kju ̹ːɹɪn ɪt bɪ 
kəʊnsəɫ    

 ORLANDO  

1540 Did you ever cure any so? dɪd jʊ ɛvə˞ kju˞ː ænəɪ soː  

 ROSALIND  

1541 Yes, one, and in this manner.  He was to imagine jɛs wɑn ənd ɪn ðɪs manəɹ he ̝ː wəz tʊ ɪmad ͡ʒɪn  
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1542 
1543 
1544 
1545 
1546 
1547 
1548 
1549 
1550 
1551 
1552 
1553 
1554 
1555 
1556 
1557 
1558 

me his love, his mistress; and I 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 colour; would now like him, now 
loathe him; then entertain him, then forswear 
him; now weep for him, then spit at him; that I  
drave my suitor from his mad humour of love to a  
living humour 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 I 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.   

me ̝ː ɪz lɤv ɪz mɪstɹɪs ənd a sɛt ɪm ɛvɹəɪ dɛː  
tə wuː̹ mɪ ət ʍɪt ͡ʃ təɪm wəd əɪ be ̝ːɪn bət ə 
mu ̹ːnɪʃ juː̹θ gɹe ̝ːv bɪ əfɛmnɪt t ͡ʃɛːnd ͡ʒəbɫ̩  
lɑŋɪn ən ləɪkɪn pɹəʊd fantastɪkɫ̩ ɛːpɪʃ  
ʃalə ɪnkɑnstənt fʊl ə tɪ˞ːz fʊl ə sməɪɫz fəɹ 
ɛvɹəɪ paʃɪən sɤmθɪn ən fə˞ noː paʃɪən tɹu ̹ːləɪ  
ænəɪθɪn az bəɪz ən wɪmɪn a˞ fə˞ ðə moːs pa˞t  
katl ̩ ə ðɪs kɤlə˞ wəd nəʊ ləɪk ɪm nəʊ  
loːð ɪm ðɛn ɛntə˞tɛːn ɪm ðɛn fə˞swɛːɹ ɪm  
nəʊ we ̝ːp fəɹ ɪm ðɛn spɪt ət ɪm ðət əɪ  
dɹɛːv mɪ ʃuː̹tə˞ fɹɑm ɪz mad hjuː̹məɹ ə lɤv tʊ ə  
lɪvɪn hju ̹ːməɹ ə madnɪs ʍɪt ͡ʃ wɑz tə fə˞swɛ˞ː   
ðə fʊɫ stɹe ̝ːm ə ðə wɐɫd ən tə lɪv ɪn ə nʊk  
mɪ˞ːləɪ mənastɪk ən ðɤs a kju˞ːd ɪm ən ðɪs 
wɛː wɪl a tɛːk əpɑn mɪ tə wɑʃ ju˞ː lɪvəɹ əz kle ̝ːn 
əz ə səʊnd ʃe ̝ːps ha˞t ðət ðə˞ ʃəɫ nɑt bɪ wɑn 
spɑt ə lɤv ɪnt  

 ORLANDO  

1559 I would not be cured, youth. əɪ wəd nɑt bɪ kju˞ːd juː̹θ 

 ROSALIND  

1560 
1561 

I would cure you, if you would but call me Rosa- 
lind and come every day to my cote and woo me. 

əɪ wəd kju˞ː jə ɪf ju ̹ː wʊd bət kɑːɫ mɪ ɹɑzələɪnd 
ən kɤm ɛvɹəɪ dɛː tə mɪ koːt ən wu ̹ː mɪ   

 ORLANDO  

1562 
1563 

Now by the faith of my love, I will.  Tell me where 
it is. 

nəʊ bɪ ðə fɛːθ ə mɪ lɤv əɪ wɪɫ tɛɫ mɪ ʍːɛ˞ 
tɪz 
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 ROSALIND  

1564 
1565 
1566 

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?   

goː wɪ mɪ tuːt̹ ənd əɪɫ ʃoː ɪt jə ən bɪ ðə  
wɛː jə ʃəɫ tɛɫ mɪ ʍɛːɹ ɪn ðə fɑɹɪst ju ̹ː lɪv  
wɪɫ jə goː    

 ORLANDO  

1567 With all my heart, good youth. wɪð ɑːɫ mɪ ha˞t gʊd juː̹θ 

 ROSALIND  

1568 
1569 

Nay, you must call me Rosalind.  Come sister, will 
you go?                                                                
Exeunt. 

nɛː jə məs kɑːɫ mɪ ɹɑzələɪnd kɤm sɪstə˞ wɪɫ 
jə goː  
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3.3 

 

 Enter Touchstone, Audrey and Jaques [behind.]  

 TOUCHSTONE  

1570 
1571 
1572 

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

kɤm əpɛːs gʊd ɑːdɹəɪ a wɪɫ fɛt ͡ʃ ɤp jə˞  
goːts ɑːdɹəɪ ən həʊ ɑːdɹəɪ am əɪ ðə man  
jɪt dəθ mɪ sɪmpɫ̩ fe ̝ːtə˞ kəntɛnt jə   

 AUDREY  

1573 Your features?  Lord warrant us!  What features? jə˞ fe ̝ːtə˞z lo˞ːd wɑɹənt əs ʍɑt fe ̝ːtə˞z   

 TOUCHSTONE  

1574 
1575 

I am here with thee and thy goats, as the most 
capricious poet, honest Ovid, was among the Goths. 

əɪm hi˞ː wɪ ðe ̝ː ən ðɪ goːts az ðə moːs  
kəpɹe ̝ːʃɪəs poːɪt ɑnɪst ɑvɪd wɑz əmɤŋ ðə gɑθs 

 JAQUES  

1576 
1577 

[aside]  O knowledge ill-inhabited, worse than 
Jove in a thatched house!   

oː nɑlɪd ͡ʒ ɪl ɪnhabɪtɪd wɐ˞s ðən 
d ͡ʒoːv ɪn ə θat ͡ʃt həʊs  

 TOUCHSTONE  

1578 
1579 
1580 
1581 
1582 

When a man’s verses cannot be understood, nor 
a man’s good wit seconded with the forward child, 
understanding, it strikes a man more dead than a  
great reckoning in a little room.  Truly, I would the 
gods had made thee poetical.  

ʍɛn ə manz vɐ˞sɪz kanət bɪ ɤndə˞stʊd nɒɹ 
ə manz gʊd wɪt sɛkəndɪd wɪ ðə fo˞ːwə˞d t ͡ʃəɪɫd   
ɤndə˞standɪn ɪt stɹəɪks ə man mo˞ː dɛd ðən ə 
gɹɛːt ɹɛknɪn ɪn ə lɪtɫ̩ ɹu ̹ːm tɹu ̹ːləɪ a wəd ðə  
gɑdz əd mɛːd ðɪ poːɛtɪkɫ̩  
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 AUDREY  

1583 
1584 

I do not know what ‘poetical’ is.  Is it honest in deed 
and word?  Is it a true thing? 

a də nɑt noː ʍɑt poːɛtɪkl ̩ ɪz ɪz ɪt ɑnɪst ɪn de ̝ːd 
ən wɐ˞d ɪz ɪt ə tɹuː̹ θɪŋ 

 TOUCHSTONE  

1585 
1586 
1587 

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

noː tɹu ̹ːləɪ fə˞ ðə tɹu ̹ːɪst poːɪtɹəɪ ɪz ðə mosː fɛːnɪn 
ən lɤvə˞z a˞ gɪə̆n tə poːɪtɹəɪ ən ʍɑt ðɛː swɛːɹ 
ɪn poːɪtɹəɪ mɛː bɪ sɛd az lɤvə˞z ðɛː du ̹ː fɛːn   

 AUDREY  

1588 
1589 

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

dʒə wɪʃ ðɛn ðat ðə gɑdz əd mɛːd me ̝ː  
poɛtɪkɫ̩  

 TOUCHSTONE  

1590 
1591 
1592 

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

əɪ duː̹ tɹu ̹ːləɪ fə˞ ðə swɛ˞ːstə mɪ ðəʊ a˞t 
ɑnɪst nəʊ ɪf ðə wɐ˞t ə poːɪt a məɪt hav səm 
hoːp ðə dɪds fɛːn  

 AUDREY  

1593 Would you not have me honest? wʊdʒə nɑt av mɪ ɑnɪst 

 TOUCHSTONE  

1594 
1595 
1596 

No truly, unless thou wert hard-favoured; for 
honesty coupled to beauty is to have honey a sauce 
to sugar. 

noː tɹu ̹ːləɪ ɤnlɛs ðə wɐ˞t ha˞d fɛːvə˞d fəɹ 
ɑnɪstəɪ kɤpɫ̩d tə bju ̹ːtəɪ ɪz tʊ av hɤnəɪ ə sɑːs 
tə ʃʊgə˞   

 JAQUES  

1597 [aside]  A material fool! ə mətɪːɹɪəɫ fʊɫ  

 AUDREY  

1598 Well, I am not fair, and therefore I pray the gods wɛl əɪ əm nɑt fɛ˞ː ən ðɛ˞ːfəɹ a pɹɛː ðə gɑdz 



P a g e  | 107 

 

1599 make me honest. mɛːk mɪ ɑnɪst  

 TOUCHSTONE  

1600 
1601 

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

tɹu ̹ːləɪ ən tə kast əwɛː ɑnɪstəɪ əpɑn ə fəʊɫ slɤt wə˞  
tə pʊt gʊd me ̝ːt ɪn ən ɤnkle ̝ːn dɪʃ   

 AUDREY  

1602 I am not a slut, though I thank the gods I am foul. əɪm nɑt ə slɤt ðoː a ðaŋk ðə gɑdz əɪm fəʊɫ  

 TOUCHSTONE  

1603 
1604 
1605 
1606 
1607 
1608 

Well, praised be the gods for thy foulness; slut- 
tishness may come hereafter.  But be it as it may be, 
I will marry thee; and to that end I have been with 
Sir Oliver Martext, the vicar of the next village, 
who hath promised to meet me in this place of the 
forest and to couple us.   

wɛɫ pɹɛːz bɪ ðə gɑdz fə˞ ðɪ fəʊɫnɪs slɤtɪʃnɪs  
mɛː kɤm hɪːɹɑːtə˞ bət be ̝ː ɪt az ɪt mɛː be ̝ː  
əɪ wɪɫ maɹəɪ ðe ̝ː ən tə ðat ɛnd əɪv bɪn wɪ 
sɐɹ ɑlɪvə˞ ma˞tɛkst ðə vɪkəɹ ə ðə nɛks vɪlɪd ͡ʒ   
uː̹ əθ pɹɑmɪst tə me ̝ːt mɪ ɪn ðɪs plɛːs ə ðə 
fɑɹɪst ən tə kɤpl ̩ əs 

 JAQUES  

1609 [aside] I would fain see this meeting. a wəd fɛːn se ̝: ðɪs me ̝̝ːtɪn  

 AUDREY  

1610 Well, the gods give us joy! wɛɫ ðə gɑdz gɪv əs d ͡ʒəɪ  

 TOUCHSTONE  

1611 
1612 
1613 
1614 
1615 
1616 

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 

amɛn ə man mɛː ɪf ɪ wɑɹ ɑv ə fɪ˞ːfəɫ ha˞t  
stagəɹ ɪn ðɪs ətɛmt fə˞ hi˞ː wɪ hav noː tɛmpɫ̩ 
bət ðə wʊd noː əsɛmbɫəɪ bət ho˞ːn bɛsts bət 
ʍɑt ðoː kɤɹɪd ͡ʒ az ho˞ːnz aɹ oːdjəs ðɛ˞ː   
nɛsəsɹəɪ ɪt ɪz sɛd mænəɪ ə man noːz noː ɛnd 
əv ɪz gʊdz ɹəɪt mænəɪ ə man haz gʊd ho˞ːnz 
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1617 
1618 
1619 
1620 
1621 
1622 
1623 
1624 
1625 
1626 
 
 
 
1627 
1628 
1629 

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 honourable 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.  Here comes Sir Oliver.  
                  
                  Enter Sir Oliver Martext. 
 
Sir Oliver Martext, you are well met.  Will you dis- 
patch us here under this tree or shall we go with you 
to  your chapel? 

ən noːz noː ɛnd əv əm wɛɫ ðat ɪz ðə 
dəʊɹəɪ əv ɪz wəɪf tɪz noːn əv ɪz oːn gɛtɪn  
ho˞ːnz e ̝ːə̆n soː po˞ː mɛn əloːn noː noː ðə 
noːbl ̩ɪst dɪ˞ː haθ əm az hju ̹ːd ͡ʒ az ðə ɹaskɫ̩ ɪz ðə 
sɪŋgɫ̩ man ðɛ˞ːfə˞ blɛst noː az ə wɑːɫd təʊn  
ɪz mo˞ː wɐ˞ðjə˞ ðən ə vɪlɪd ͡ʒ soː ɪz ðə foːɹhɛd əv  
ə maɹəɪd man moːɹ ɑnɹəbɫ̩ ðən ðə bɛ˞ː  
bɹəʊ əv ə bat ͡ʃlə˞ ən bɪ həʊ mɤt ͡ʃ dɪfɛns ɪz  
bɛtə˞ ðən noː skɪɫ bɪ soː mɤtʃ͡ ɪz ə ho˞ːn mo˞ː  
pɹɛʃɪəs ðən tə wɑnt hi˞ː kɤmz sɐɹ ɑlɪvə˞  
 
 
 
sɐɹ ɑlɪvə˞ ma˞tɛkst jə˞ wɛɫ mɛt wɪɫ jə dɪspat ͡ʃ 
əs hiːɹ ɤndə˞ ðɪs tɹe ̝ː ə˞ ʃəɫ wɪ goː wɪ jə  
tə jə˞ t ͡ʃapɫ̩  

 SIR OLIVER MARTEXT  

1630 Is there none here to give the woman? ɪz ðɛ˞ː noːn i˞ː tə gɪv ðə wʊmən   

 TOUCHSTONE  

1631 I will not take her on gift of any man. a wɪɫ nɑt tɛːk əɹ ɑn gɪft əv ænəɪ man 

 SIR OLIVER MARTEXT  

1632 
1633 

Truly she must be given, or the marriage is not 
lawful. 

tɹuː̹ləɪ ʃɪ mɤst bɪ gɪə̆n o˞ː ðə maɹɪd ͡ʒ ɪz nɑt 
lɑːfɤɫ  
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 JAQUES  

1634 [advancing].  Proceed, proceed.  I’ll give her. pɹəse ̝ːd pɹose ̝ːd əɪɫ gɪv ə˞  

 TOUCHSTONE  

1635 
1636 
1637 
1638 

Good even, good Master What-ye-call’t.  How do  
you sir?  You are very well met.  God ’ild you for 
your last company.  I am very glad to see you.  Even 
a toy in hand here sir.  Nay, pray be covered. 

gʊd e ̝ːə̆n gʊd mastə˞ ʍɑtjəkɑːɫt həʊ duː̹ 
jə sɐ˞ jə˞ vɛɹəɪ wɛɫ mɛt gɑd ɪɫdʒə fə˞  
jə˞ last kɤmpnəɪ əɪm vɛɹəɪ glad tə se ̝ː jə e ̝ːə̆n 
ə təɪ ɪn hand hi˞ː sɐ˞ nɛː pɹɛː bɪ kɤvə˞d  

 JAQUES  

1639 Will you be married, Motley? wɪɫ ju ̹ː bɪ maɹəɪd mɑtl ̩əɪ  

 TOUCHSTONE  

1640 
1641 
1642 

As the ox hath his bow sir, the horse his curb, and  
the falcon her bells, so man hath his desires, and as 
pigeons bill, so wedlock would be nibbling. 

az ðɪ ɑks aθ ɪz boː sɐ˞ ðə ho˞ːs ɪz kɐ˞b ən 
ðə fakən ə˞ bɛɫz soː man aθ ɪz dɪzəɪə˞z ənd az 
pɪd ͡ʒɪənz bɪɫ soː wɛdlɑk wəd bɪ nɪblɪn   

 JAQUES  

1643 
1644 
1645 
1646 
1647 
1648 
1649 

And will you, being a man of your breeding, be 
married under a bush like a beggar?  Get you to  
church, and have a good priest that can tell you 
what marridge is.  This fellow will but join you to- 
gether as they join wainscot; then one of you will 
prove a shrunk panel, and like green timber, warp,  
warp. 

ən wɪɫ juː̹ be ̝ːɪn ə man ə ju˞ː bɹe ̝ːdɪn bɪ 
maɹəɪd ɤndəɹ ə bʊʃ ləɪk ə bɛgə˞ gɛt jə tə 
t ͡ʃɐ˞t ͡ʃ ən hav ə gʊd pɹeː̝st ðət kən tɛɫ jə 
ʍɑt maɹɪd ͡ʒ ɪz ðɪs fɛlə wɪɫ bət d ͡ʒəɪn jə təgɛə˞ 
az ðɛː d ͡ʒəɪn wɛːnskɑt ðɛn oːn ə jə wɪɫ  
pɹɤv ə ʃɹɤŋk panɫ̩ ən ləɪk gɹe ̝ːn tɪmbə˞ wa˞p 
wa˞p  

 TOUCHSTONE  

1650 
1651 

[aside].  I am not in the mind but I were better 
to be married of him than of another, for he is not 

əɪm nɑt ɪ ðə məɪnd bət a wə˞ bɛtə˞ 
tə bɪ maɹəɪd ɑv hɪm ðən ɑv ənoːðə˞ fə˞ he ̝ː ɪz nɑt 



P a g e  | 110 

 

1652 
1653 
1654 

like to marry me well; and not being well married, 
it will be a good excuse for me hereafter to leave my 
wife.  

ləɪk tə maɹəɪ mɪ wɛɫ ən nɑt be ̝ːɪn wɛɫ maɹəɪd  
twɪɫ bɪ ə gʊd ɪkskju ̹ːs fə˞ me ̝ː hɪɹɑːtə˞ tə le ̝ːv mɪ 
wəɪf 

 JACQUES  

1655 Go thou with me, and let me counsel thee. goː ðə wɪ me ̝ː ən lɛmɪ kəʊnsɫ̩ ðɪ 

 TOUCHSTONE  

1656 
1657 
1658 
1659 
1660 
1661 
1662 
1663 
1664 
1665 

Come sweet Audrey, 
We must be married or we must live in bawdry.  
Farewell good Master Oliver.  Not— 
                      O sweet Oliver, 
                      O brave Oliver, 
                  Leave me not behind thee : 
but— 
                 Wind away, 
                    Be gone, I say, 
                 I will not to wedding with thee. 
                         [Exeunt Jaques, Touchstone and Audrey.] 

kɤm swe ̝ːt ɑːdɹəɪ  
wɪ məs bɪ maɹəɪd o˞ː wɪ məs lɪv ɪn bɑːdɹəɪ 
fɛ˞ːwɛɫ gʊd mastəɹ ɑlɪvə˞ nɑt 
                oː swe ̝ːt ɑlɪvə˞ 
                oː bɹɛːv ɑlɪvə˞ 
             le ̝ːv mɪ nɑt bɪhəɪnd ðe ̝ː 
bɤt 
             wəɪnd əwɛː  
                 bɪ gɑn əɪ sɛː 
              əɪ wɪɫ nɑt tə wɛdɪŋ wɪð ðe ̝ː    

 SIR OLIVER MARTEXT  

1666 
1667 

’Tis no matter.  Ne’er a fantastical knave of them  
all shall flout me out of my calling.                           
Exit. 

tɪz noː matə˞ nɛɹ ə fantastɪkɫ̩ nɛːv ə ðɛm  
ɑːɫ ʃəɫ fləʊt me ̝ː əʊt ə mɪ kɑːlɪn  
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3.4 

 

 Enter Rosalind and Celia  

 ROSALIND   

1668 Never talk to me, I will weep. nɛvə˞ tɑːk tə mɪ a wɪɫ we ̝ːp 

 CELIA  

1669 
1670 

Do I prithee, but yet have the grace to consider 
that tears do not become a man. 

du ̹ː a pɹɪðe ̝ː bət jɪt hav ðə gɹɛːs tə kənsɪdə˞  
ðət tɪ˞ːz də nɑt bɪkɤm ə man   

 ROSALIND  

1671 But have I not cause to weep? bət hav əɪ nɑt kɑːz tə we ̝ːp  

 CELIA  

1672 As good cause as one would desire, therefore weep. əz gʊd kɑːz əz oːn wəd dɪzəɪə˞ ðɛ˞ːfə˞ we ̝ːp  

 ROSALIND  

1673 His very hair is of the dissembling colour. hɪz vɛɹəɪ hɛːɹ ɪz əv ðə dɪsɛmbl ̩ɪn kɤlə˞  

 CELIA  

1674 
1675 

Something browner than Judas’s.  Marry his kisses 
are Judas’s own children. 

sɤmθɪn bɹəʊnə˞ ðən d ͡ʒu ̹ːdəsɪz maɹəɪ ɪz kɪsɪz 
ə˞ d ͡ʒu ̹ːdəsɪz oːn t ͡ʃɪɫdɹən  

 ROSALIND  

1676 I’faith his hair is of a good colour. ɪ fɛːθ ɪz hɛːɹ ɪz əv ə gʊd kɤlə˞  

 CELIA  

1677 An excellent colour.  Your chestnut was ever the  ən ɛkslənt kɤlə˞ jə˞ t ͡ʃɛsnɤt wəz ɛvə˞ ðɪ  
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1678 only colour. oːnləɪ kɤlə˞  

 ROSALIND  

1679 
1680 

And his kissing is as full of sanctity as the touch of  
holy bread. 

ən ɪz kɪsɪn ɪz əz fʊl ə saŋktɪtəɪ əz ðə tɤt ͡ʃ ə 
hoːləɪ bɹɛd 

 CELIA  

1681 
1682 
1683 

He hath bought a pair of cast lips of Diana.  A nun 
of winter’s sisterhood kisses not more religiously, the 
very ice of chastity is in them. 

ɪ əθ bɑːt ə pɛːɹ ə kast lɪps ə dəɪanə ə nɤn 
əv wɪntə˞z sɪstə˞hʊd kɪsɪz nɑt moːɹ ɹɪlɪd ͡ʒɪəsləɪ ðə 
vɛɹəɪ əɪs ə t ͡ʃastɪtəɪ ɪz ɪn əm   

 ROSALIND  

1684 
1685 

But why did he swear he would come this morning 
and comes not? 

bət ʍəɪ dɪd ɪ swɛːɹ ɪ wəd kɤm ðɪs mo˞ːnɪn  
ən kɤmz nɑt 

 CELIA  

1686 Nay certainly there is no truth in him. nɛː sɐ˞tn ̩ləɪ ðə˞z noː tɹu ̹ːθ ɪn ɪm  

 ROSALIND  

1687 Do you think so? dʒə θɪŋk soː  

 CELIA  

1688 
1689 
1690 

Yes, I think he is not a pick-purse nor a horse- 
stealer, but for his verity in love, I do think him as 
concave as a covered goblet or a worm-eaten nut. 

jɛs a θɪŋk ɪz nɑt ə pɪk pɐ˞s nɒɹ ə ho˞ːs  
ste ̝ːlə˞ bət fəɹ ɪz vɛɹɪtəɪ ɪn lɤv a də θɪŋk ɪm əz 
kɑŋkɛːv əz ə kɤvə˞d gɑblɪt əɹ ə wɐ˞ːm e ̝ːtn ̩ nɤt 

 ROSALIND  

1691 Not true in love? nɑt tɹu ̹ː ɪn lɤv 

 CELIA  

1692 Yes, when he is in, but I think he is not in.   jɛs ʍɛn he ̝ːz ɪn bɤt a θɪŋk he ̝ːz nɑt ɪn  
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 ROSALIND  

1693 You have heard him swear downright he was. jəv hɐ˞d ɪm swɛ˞ː dəʊnɹəɪt ɪ wɑz  

 CELIA  

1694 
1695 
1696 
1697 

‘Was’ is not ‘is’ ; besides, the oath of a lover is no 
stronger than the word of a tapster.  They are both 
the confirmer of false reckonings.  He attends here in  
the forest on the Duke your father. 

wɑz ɪz nɑt ɪz bɪsəɪdz ðɪ oːθ əv ə lɤvəɹ ɪz noː  
stɹɑŋgə˞ ðən ðə wɐ˞d əv ə tapstə˞ ðə˞ boːθ 
ðə kənfɐ˞məɹ ə fɑɫs ɹɛknɪnz he ̝ː ətɛndz hiːɹ ɪn  
ðə fɑɹɪst ɑn ðə dju ̹ːk jə˞ faðə˞   

 ROSALIND  

1698 
1699 
1700 
1701 
1702 

I met the Duke yesterday and had much question 
with him.  He asked me of what parentage I was:  I  
told him of as good as he, so he laughed and let me 
go.  But what talk we of fathers, when there is such a  
man as Orlando? 

əɪ mɛt ðə dju ̹ːk jɪstə˞dɛː ən had mɤt ͡ʃ kʍɛstɪən 
wɪð ɪm ɪ ast mɪ ɑv ʍɑt pɛɹəntɪd ͡ʒ a wɑz a  
toːɫd ɪm ɑv az gʊd az he ̝ː soː ɪ laft ən lɛmɪ  
goː bət ʍɑt tɑːk wɪ ə faðə˞z ʍɛn ðə˞z sɤt ͡ʃ ə 
man az ɒ˞landoː    

 CELIA  

1703 
1704 
1705 
1706 
1707 
1708 
1709 

O that’s a brave man!  He writes brave verses, 
speaks brave words, swears brave oaths, and breaks 
them bravely, quite traverse, athwart the heart of  
his lover, as a puisny tilter that spurs his horse but 
on one side breaks his staff like a noble goose.  But 
all’s brave that youth mounts and folly guides.  Who 
comes here? 

oː ðats ə bɹɛːv man ɪ ɹəɪts bɹɛːv vɐ˞sɪz  
spe ̝ːks bɹɛːv wɐ˞dz swɛ˞ːz bɹɛːv oːðz ən bɹɛːks 
əm bɹɛːvləɪ kwəɪt tɹəvɐ˞s əθwa˞t ðə ha˞t əv 
ɪz lɤvə˞ əz ə pju ̹ːnəɪ tɪɫtə˞ ðət spɐ˞z ɪz ho˞ːs bət 
ɑn oːn səɪd bɹɛːks ɪz staf ləɪk ə noːbɫ̩ gu ̹ːs bət 
ɑːɫz bɹɛːv ðət juː̹θ məʊnts ən fɑləɪ gəɪdz huː̹  
kɤmz hi˞ː  

 Enter Corin.  

 CORIN  

1710 Mistress and master, you have oft enquir’d  mɪstɹɪs ən mastə˞ ju ̹ː əv ɑft ɪnkwəɪə˞d  
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1711 
1712 
1713 
1714 

After the shepherd that complain’d of love, 
Who you saw sitting by me on the turf 
Praising the proud disdainful shepherdess 
That was his mistress. 

ɑːtə˞ ðə ʃɛpə˞d ðat kəmplɛːnd ə lɤv  
u ̹ː ju ̹ː sɑː sɪtɪn bəɪ mɪ ɑn ðə tɐ˞f   
pɹɛːzɪn ðə pɹəʊd dɪsdɛːnfɫ̩ ʃɛpə˞dɛs 
ðət wɑz ɪz mɪstɹɪs  

 CELIA  

                                Well, and what of him?                             wɛl ən ʍɑt ə hɪm 

 CORIN  

1715 
1716 
1717 
1718 
1719 

If you will see a pageant truly play’d 
Between the pale complexion of true love 
And the red glow of scorn and proud disdain, 
Go hence a little, and I shall conduct you 
If you will mark it. 

ɪf juː̹ wɪɫ se ̝ː ə pad ͡ʒɪənt tɹu ̜ːləɪ plɛːd   
bɪtwe ̝ːn ðə pɛːɫ kəmplɛksɪən ɑv tɹu ̹ː lɤv  
ən ðə ɹɛd gloː ə sko˞ːn ən pɹəʊd dɪsdɛːn  
goː ɛns ə lɪtl ̩ and a ʃɒɫ kəndɤkt jə  
ɪf j ̹uː̹ wɪɫ ma˞k ɪt 

 ROSALIND  

 
1720 
1721 
1722 

                             O come, let us remove. 
The sight of lovers feedeth those in love. 
Come bring us to this sight, and you shall say 
I’ll prove a busy actor in their play.                       
Exeunt. 

                        oː kɤm lɛts ɹɪmɤv  
ðə səɪt ə lɤvə˞z fe ̝ːdɪθ ðoːz ɪn lɤv  
kɤm bɹɪŋ əs tu ̹ː ðɪs səɪt ən juː̹ ʃəɫ sɛː  
əɪɫ pɹɤv ə bɪzəɪ aktəɹ ɪn ðə˞ plɛː  
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3.5 

 

 Enter Silvius and Phebe.  

 SILVIUS  

1723 
1724 
1725 
1726 
1727 
1728 
1729 

Sweet Phebe do not scorn me, do not Phebe. 
Say that you love me not, but say not so 
In bitterness.  The common executioner, 
Whose heart th’accustom’d sight of death makes hard, 
Falls not the axe upon the humbled neck 
But first begs pardon.  Will you sterner be 
Than he that dies and lives by bloody drops? 

swe ̝ːt fe ̝ːbəɪ du ̹ː nɑt sko˞ːn mɪ du ̹ː nɑt fe ̝ːbəɪ  
sɛː ðat jə lɤv mɪ nɑt bət sɛ: nɑt soː 
ɪn bɪtə˞nɪs ðə kɑmən ɛksɪkjuː̹̹ʃɪənɐ˞  
u ̹ːz a˞t ðəkɤstm ̩d səɪt ə dɛθ mɛːks a˞d  
fɑːɫz nɑt ðɪ aks əpɑn ðɪ ɤmbɫ̩d nɛk  
bət fɐ˞st bɛgz pa˞dn ̩ wɪɫ ju ̹ː stɐ˞nə˞ be ̝ː  
ðən e ̝ː ðət dəɪz ən lɪvs bɪ blɤdəɪ dɹɑps 

 Enter Rosalind, Celia and Corin [behind].  

 PHEBE  

1730 
1731 
1732 
1733 
1734 
1735 
1736 
1737 

I would not be thy executioner; 
I 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 call’d tyrants, butchers, murderers. 
Now I do frown on thee with all my heart, 

əɪ wʊd nɑt be ̝ː ðɪ ɛksɪkju ̹ːʃɪənɐ˞  
a fləɪ ðɪ foːɹ a wʊd nɑt ɪnd ͡ʒə˞ ðe ̝ː  
ðə tɛɫs mɪ ðɛːɹ ɪz mɐ˞ðəɹ ɪn mɪn əɪ  
tɪz pɹɪtəɪ ʃu ̹ːɹ ən vɛɹəɪ pɹabəbɤɫ  
ðət əɪz ðət a˞ ðə fɹɛːɫst ən sɑftɪs θɪŋz  
uː̹ ʃɤt ðə˞ koːə˞d gɛːts ɑn atəməɪz  
ʃʊd bɪ kɑːɫd təɪɹənts bʊt ͡ʃə˞z mɐ˞ðəɹɐ˞z   
nəʊ əɪ də fɹəʊn ɑn ðe ̝ː wɪð ɑːɫ mɪ a˞t 
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1738 
1739 
1740 
1741 
1742 
1743 
1744 
1745 
1746 
1747 
1748 
1749 

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 I have darted at thee, hurt thee not, 
Nor, I am sure, there is no force in eyes 
That can do hurt. 

ənd ɪf mɪn əɪz kən wəʊnd nəʊ lɛt əm kɪɫ ðɪ  
nəʊ kəʊntə˞fɪt tə swu ̹ːn ʍəɪ nəʊ fɑːɫ dəʊn  
oːɹ ɪf ðə kans nɑt oː fə˞ ʃɛːm fə˞ ʃɛːm   
ləɪ nɑt tə sɛː mɪn əɪz a˞ mɐ˞ðəɹɐ˞z  
nəʊ ʃoː ðə wəʊnd mɪn əɪ aθ mɛːd ɪn ðe ̝ː  
skɹat ͡ʃ ðe ̝ː bət wɪð ə pɪn ən ðɛː˞ ɹɪmɛːnz 
səm skaɹ əv ɪt le ̝ːn əpɑn ə ɹɤʃ    
ðə sɪkətɹɪs ən kɛːpəbɤl ɪmpɹɛʃə˞   
ðɪ pɑːm səm moːmənt ke ̝ːps bət nəʊ mɪn əɪz  
ʍɪt ͡ʃ əɪ əv da˞tɪd at ðɪ ɐ˞t ðɪ nɑt   
nɒɹ əɪ əm ʃu˞ː ðəɹ ɪz noː fo˞ːs ɪn əɪz 
ðət kan du ̹ː ɐ˞t  

 SILVIUS  

 
1750 
1751 
1752 
1753 

                         O dear Phebe, 
If ever, as that ever may be near, 
You meet in some fresh cheek the power of fancy, 
Then shall you know the wounds invisible 
That love’s keen arrows make. 

                        oː dɪ˞ː fe ̝ːbəɪ  
ɪf ɛvəɹ az ðat ɛvə˞ mɛː bɪ nɪ˞ː  
jə me ̝ːt ɪn sɤm fɹɛʃ t ͡ʃe ̝ːk ðə poːɹ ə fansəɪ   
ðɛn ʃɒɫ jə noː ðə wəʊndz ɪnvɪzəbɤɫ  
ðət lɤvz ke ̝ːn aɹəz mɛːk 

 PHEBE  

 
1754 
1755 
1756 

                                              But till that time 
Come not thou near me; and when that time comes, 
Afflict me with thy mocks, pity me not, 
As till that time I shall not pity thee. 

                                      bət tɪɫ ðət təɪm  
kɤm nɑt ðəʊ nɪ˞ː mɪ and ʍɛn ðat təɪm kɤmz  
əflɪkt mɪ wɪð ðɪ mɑks pɪtəɪ mɪ nɑt  
əz tɪɫ ðat təɪm əɪ ʃəɫ nɑt pɪtəɪ ðe ̝ː  

 ROSALIND  

 [advancing]    
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1757 
1758 
1759 
1760 
1761 
1762 
1763 
1764 
1765 
1766 
1767 
1768 
1769 
1770 
1771 
1772 
1773 
1774 
1775 
1776 
1777 
1778 
1779 
1780 
1781 

And why I pray you?  Who might be your mother, 
That you insult, exult, and all at once, 
Over the wretched? What though you have no beauty— 
As by my faith I see no more in you 
Than without candle may go dark to bed— 
Must you be therefore proud and pitiless? 
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-favour’d 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, 

ən ʍəɪ a pɹɛː jə hu ̹ː məɪt be ̝ː jə˞ mɤðə˞  
ðət juː̹ ɪnsɤɫt ɛksɤɫt ənd ɑːɫ ət ɒns  
oːvə˞ ðə ɹɛt ͡ʃɪd ʍɑt ðoː jə hav noː bju ̹ːtəɪ 
əz bəɪ mɪ fɛːθ a se ̝ː nə moːɹ ɪn juː̹ 
ðən wɪðəʊt kandɫ̩ mɛː goː da˞k tə bɛd  
məs juː̹ bɪ ðɛ˞ːfə˞ pɹəʊd ən pɪtəɪlɛs  
ʍəɪ ʍɑt me ̝ːnz ðɪs ʍəɪ du ̹ː jə lʊk ɑn me ̝ː   
a se ̝ː nə moːɹ ɪn juː̹ ðən ɪn ðɪ o˞ːdn ̩ɹəɪ  
ə nɛːtə˞z sɛːɫ wɐ˞k ɑdz mɪ lɪtɫ̩ ləɪf    
a θɪŋk ʃɪ me ̝ːnz tə taŋgɫ̩ məɪ əɪz tu ̹ː  
noː fɛːθ pɹəʊd mɪstɹɪs hoːp nɑt ɑːtəɹ ɪt 
tɪz nɑt jəɹ ɪnkəɪ bɹəʊz jə˞ blak sɪɫk hɛ˞ː  
jə˞ bjuː̹gl ̩ əɪbɑːɫz nɒ˞ jə˞ t ͡ʃe ̝ːk ə kɹe ̝ːm   
ðət kan ɪntɛːm məɪ spɪɹɪts tu ̹ː jə˞ wɐ˞ʃɪp 
jə fʊlɪʃ ʃɛpə˞d ʍɛ˞ːfə˞ du ̹ː jə fɑlə hɐ˞  
ləɪk fɑgəɪ səʊθ pɤfɪn wɪ wəɪnd ən ɹɛːn 
jʊ aɹ ə təʊzən təɪmz ə pɹɑpə˞ man 
ðən ʃe ̝ː ə woːman tɪz sɤt ͡ʃ fʊɫz əz ju ̹ː  
ðət mɛːks ðə wɐ˞ɫd fʊl ɑv ɪɫ fɛːvə˞d t ͡ʃɪɫdɹən  
tɪz nɑt ə˞ glas bət ju ̹ː ðət flatə˞z hɐ˞  
ənd əʊt ə ju ̹ː ʃɪ se ̝ːz ə˞sɛɫf mo˞ː pɹɑpə˞  
ðən ænəɪ ɑv ə˞ lɪnjəmɛnts kən ʃoː ə˞  
bət mɪstɹɪs noː jə˞sɛɫf dəʊn ɑn jə˞ ne ̝ːz  
ən θaŋk hɛə̆n fastɪn foːɹ ə gʊd manz lɤv  
fəɹ əɪ məs tɛɫ jə fɹɛnləɪ ɪn jəɹ ɪ˞ː  
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1782 
1783 
1784 
1785 

Sell when you can, you are not for all markets. 
Cry the man mercy, love him, take his offer; 
Foul is most foul, being foul to be a scoffer. 
So take her to thee shepherd.  Fare you well. 

sɛɫ ʍɛn jə kan jʊ a˞ nɑt foːɹ ɑːɫ ma˞kɪts  
kɹəɪ ðə man mɐ˞səɪ lɤv ɪm tɛːk ɪz ɑfə˞  
fəʊl ɪz moːs fəʊl be ̝ːɪn fəʊɫ tə be ̝ː ə skɑfə˞  
sə tɛːk ə˞ tu ̹ː ðɪ ʃɛpə˞d fɛ˞ː jə wɛɫ  

 PHEBE  

1786 
1787 

Sweet youth, I pray you chide a year together. 
I had rather hear you chide than this man woo. 

swe ̝ːt ju ̹ːθː a pɹɛː jə t ͡ʃəɪd ə jɪ˞ː təgɛə˞  
əɪd ɹaðəɹ i˞ː ju ̹ː t ͡ʃəɪd ðən ðɪs man wu ̹ː  

 ROSALIND  

1788 
1789 
1790 
1791 
1792 

[to Phebe] He’s fallen in love with your foulness, [to  
Silvius] and she’ll fall in love with my anger.  If it be 
so, as fast as she answers thee with frowning looks, 
I’ll sauce her with bitter words.  [To Phebe] Why 
look you so upon me? 

he ̝ːz fɑːɫn ̩ ɪn lɤv wɪð jə˞ fəʊɫnɪs  
ən ʃe ̝ːɫ fɑːl ɪn lɤv wɪð məɪ aŋgə˞ ɪft bɪ 
soː əz fast əz ʃɪ ansə˞z ðe ̝ː wɪ fɹəʊnɪn lʊks  
əɪɫ sɑːs ə˞ wɪ bɪtə˞ wɐ˞dz ʍəɪ 
lʊk jə soː əpɑn me ̝ː       

 PHEBE  

1793 For no ill will I bear you. fə˞ noː ɪɫ wɪl a bɛ˞ː jə 

 ROSALIND  

1794 
1795 
1796 
1797   
1798  
1799 
1800 
1801 

I pray you do not fall in love with me. 
For I am falser than vows made in wine. 
Besides, I like you not.  If you will know my house, 
’Tis at the tuft of olives here hard by. 
Will you go Sister?  Shepherd, ply her hard. 
Come sister.  Shepherdess, look on him better 
And be not proud; though all the world could see, 
None could be so abus’d in sight as he. 

a pɹɛː jə du ̹ː nɑt fɑːl ɪn lɤv wɪ me ̝ː  
fəɹ əɪ əm fɑɫsə˞ ðən vəʊz mɛːd ɪn wəɪn  
bɪsəɪdz a ləɪk jə nɑt ɪf juː̹ wɪɫ noː mɪ həʊs  
tɪz at ðə tɤft əv ɑlɪvz hi˞ː ha˞d bəɪ  
wɪɫ ju ̹ː goː sɪstə˞ ʃɛpə˞d pləɪ ə˞ ha˞d  
kɤm sɪstə˞ ʃɛpə˞dɛs lʊk ɑn ɪm bɛtə˞  
ən be ̝ː nɑt pɹəʊd ðoː ɑːɫ ðə wɐ˞ɫd kəd se ̝ː  
noːn kəd bɪ soː əbju ̹ːzd ɪn səɪt əz he ̝ː  
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1802 Come, to our flock. 
                                  Exeunt [Rosalind, Celia and Corin]. 

kɤm tu ̹ː o˞ː flɑk 

 PHEBE  

1803 
1804 

Dead shepherd, now I find thy saw of might, 
‘Who ever lov’d that lov’d not at first sight?’ 

dɛd ʃɛpə˞d nəʊ a fəɪnd ðɪ sɑː ə məɪt 
u ̹ː ɛvə˞ lɤvd ðət lɤvd nɑt at fɐ˞s səɪt  

 SILVIUS  

1805 Sweet Phebe! swe ̝ːt fe ̝ːbəɪ 

 PHEBE  

                       Hah?  What say’st thou, Silvius?                   ha ʍɑt sɛːst ðə sɪɫvɪɤs  

 SILVIUS  

1806 Sweet Phebe pity me not. swe ̝ːt fe ̝ːbəɪ pɪtəɪ mɪ nɑt  

 PHEBE  

1807 Why I am sorry for thee gentle Silvius. ʍəɪ əɪ əm sɑɹəɪ fo˞ː ðɪ d ͡ʒɛntɫ̩ sɪɫvjəs  

 SILVIUS  

1808 
1809 
1810 
1811 

Wherever sorrow is, relief would be. 
If you do sorrow at my grief in love, 
By giving love, your sorrow and my grief 
Were both extermined. 

ʍəɹɛvə˞ sɑɹə ɪz ɹɪle ̝ːf wəd be ̝ː 
ɪf juː̹ də sɑɹə at mɪ gɹe ̝ːf ɪn lɤv  
bɪ gɪvɪn lɤv jə˞ sɑɹə an mɪ gɹe ̝ːf 
wə˞ boːθ ɪkstɐ˞mɪnd    

 PHEBE  

1812 Thou hast my love.  Is not that neighbourly? ðəʊ ast mɪ lɤv ɪz nɑt ðət nɛːbə˞ləɪ 

 SILVIUS  

1813 I would have you. a wʊd av ju ̹ː 

 PHEBE  

                            Why that were covetousness.                     ʍəɪ ðat wə˞ kɤvtəsnɪs  
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1814 
1815 
1816 
1817 
1818 
1819 
1820 

Silvius, the time was that I hated thee; 
And yet it is not that I bear thee love, 
But since that thou canst talk of love so well, 
Thy company, which erst was irksome to me, 
I will endure; and I’ll employ thee too. 
But do not look for further recompense 
Than thine own gladness that thou art employ’d. 

sɪɫvjəs ðə təɪm wəz ðat aɪ ɛːtɪd ðe ̝ː  
ən jɪt ɪt ɪz nɑt ðat a bɛ˞ː ðɪ lɤv  
bət sɪns ðət ðəʊ kans tɑːk ə lɤv soː wɛɫ  
ðɪ kɤmpənəɪ ʍɪt ͡ʃ ɐ˞st wəz ɐ˞ksɤm tu ̹ː mɪ 
a wɪl ɪndju ̹˞ː ənd əɪl ɪmpləɪ ðɪ tu ̹ː  
bət du ̹ː nɑt lʊk fə˞ fɐ˞ðə˞ ɹɛkəmpɛns 
ðən ðəɪn oːn gladnɪs ðat ðəʊ a˞t ɪmpləɪd  

 SILVIUS  

1821 
1822 
1823 
1824 
1825 
1826 

So holy and so perfect is my love, 
And I in such a poverty of grace, 
That I shall think it a most plenteous crop 
To glean the broken ears after the man 
That the main harvest reaps.  Loose now and then  
A scatter’d smile, and that I’ll live upon. 

soː oːləɪ and soː pɐ˞fɪt ɪz mɪ lɤv  
ənd əɪ ɪn sɤt ͡ʃ ə pɑvə˞təɪ ə gɹɛːs  
ðət əɪ ʃəɫ θɪŋk ɪt ə moːs plɛntjəs kɹɑp  
tə gle ̝ːn ðə bɹoːkən ɪ˞ːz ɑːtə˞ ðə man 
ðat ðə mɛːn a˞vɪst ɹe ̝ːps lu ̹ːs nəʊ ən ðɛn 
ə skatə˞d sməɪɫ ən ðat əɪɫ lɪv əpɑn 

 PHEBE  

1827 Know’st thou the youth that spoke to me erewhile? noːst ðəʊ ðə ju ̹ːθ ðət spoːk tə me ̝ː ɛ˞ʍəɪɫ 

 SILVIUS  

1828 
1829 
1830 

Not very well, but I have met him oft, 
And he hath bought the cottage and the bounds 
That the old carlot once was master of.  

nɑt vɛɹəɪ wɛɫ bət əɪ av mɛt ɪm ɑft 
ənd e ̝ː aθ bɑːt ðə kɑtɪd ͡ʒ and ðə bəʊndz  
ðat ðɪ oːɫd ka˞lət ɒns wəz mastəɹ ɑv 

 PHEBE   

1831 
1832 
1833 

Think not I love him, though I ask for him. 
’Tis but a peevish boy—yet he talks well— 
But what care I for words?  Yet words do well 

θɪŋk nɑt a lɤv ɪm ðoː əɪ ask fəɹ ɪm  
tɪz bɤt ə pe ̝ːvɪʃ bəɪ jɪt e ̝ː tɑːks wɛɫ  
bət ʍɑt kɛːɹ əɪ fə˞ wɐ˞dz jɪt wɐ˞dz də wɛɫ  
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1834 
1835 
1836 
1837 
1838 
1839 
1840 
1841 
1842 
1843 
1844 
1845 
1846 
1847 
1848 
1849 
1850 
1851 
1852 
1853 
1854 
1855 
1856 
1857 

When he that speaks them pleases those that hear. 
It is 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 offence, his eye did heal it up. 
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 mix’d in his cheek; ’twas just the difference 
Betwixt the constant red and mingled damask. 
There be some women Silvius, had they mark’d him 
In parcels as I did, would have gone near 
To fall in love with him:  but for my part 
I love him not, nore hate him not; and yet 
I have more cause to hate him than to love him. 
For what had he to do to chide at me? 
He said mine eyes were black, and my hair black, 
And now I am remember’d, scorn’d at me. 
I marvel why I answer’d not again. 
But that’s all one.  Omittance is no quittance. 
I’ll write to him a very taunting letter, 
And thou shalt bear it, wilt thou Silvius? 

ʍɛn e ̝ː ðət spe ̝ːks əm ple ̝ːzɪz ðoːz ðət i˞ː  
ɪt ɪz ə pɹɪtəɪ ju ̹ːθ nɑt vɛɹəɪ pɹɪtəɪ  
bət ʃu ̹ːɹ ɪz pɹəʊd ən jɪt ɪz pɹəɪd bɪkɤmz ɪm  
e ̝ːɫ mɛːk ə pɹɑpə˞ man ðə bɛst ðɪŋ ɪn ɪm  
ɪz ɪz kəmplɛksɪən ən fastə˞ ðan ɪz tɒŋ 
dɪd mɛːk əfɛns ɪz əɪ dɪd e ̝ːl ɪt ɤp 
ɪ ɪz nɑt vɛɹəɪ tɑːɫ jɪt foːɹ ɪz jɪ˞ːz ɪz tɑːɫ  
ɪz lɛg ɪz bɤt soː soː ən jɪt tɪz wɛɫ   
ðə˞ wɑz ə pɹɪtəɪ ɹɛdnɪs ɪn ɪz lɪp 
ə lɪtɫ̩ ɹəɪpəɹ and mo˞ː lɤstəɪ ɹɛd  
ðən ðat mɪkst ɪn ɪz t ͡ʃe ̝ːk twəz d ͡ʒɤs ðə dɪfɹəns  
bɪtwɪks ðə kɑnstənt ɹɛd ən mɪŋgɫ̩d daməsk  
ðə˞ be ̝ː sɤm wɪmɪn sɪɫvjəs ad ðɛː ma˞kt ɪm 
ɪn pa˞sɫ̩z əz əɪ dɪd wʊd əv gɑn nɪ˞ː  
tə fɑːl ɪn lɤv wɪð ɪm bət fo˞ː məɪ pa˞t  
a lɤv ɪm nɑt nɒɹ ɛːt ɪm nɑt ən jɪt 
əɪ av mo˞ː kɑːz tʊ ɛːt ɪm ðan tə lɤv ɪm  
fə˞ ʍɑt əd e ̝ː tə du ̹ː tə t ͡ʃəɪd ət me ̝ː  
ɪ sɛd mɪn əɪz wə˞ blak ən məɪ ɛ˞ː blak  
ən nəʊ əɪ am ɹɪmɛmbə˞d sko˞ːnd ət me ̝ː  
a ma˞vɫ̩ ʍəɪ əɪ ansə˞d nɑt əgɛn  
bət ðats ɑːɫ oːn əmɪtəns ɪz noː kwɪtəns  
əɪɫ ɹəɪt tʊ ɪm ə vɛɹəɪ tɑːntɪn lɛtə˞  
ən ðəʊ ʃəɫ bɛːɹ ɪt wɪɫt ðə sɪɫvɪɤs  
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 SILVIUS  

1858 Phebe, with all my heart. fe ̝ːbəɪ wɪð ɑːɫ mɪ a˞t  

 PHEBE  

 
1859 
1860 
1861 

                                       I’ll write it straight.  
The matter’s in my head, and in my heart. 
I will be bitter with him and passing short. 
Go with me Silvius.                                              
Exeunt. 

                                əɪɫ ɹəɪt ɪt stɹɛːt 
ðə matə˞z ɪn mɪ ɛd ən ɪn mɪ a˞t  
a wɪɫ bɪ bɪtə˞ wɪðm ̩ ən pasɪn ʃo˞ːt  
goː wɪð mɪ sɪɫvjəs    
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 Jennifer Geizhals speaks this scene at: 
http://paulmeier.com/AYLI/ayli4_1.mp3 
 
4.1 

 

 Enter Rosalind, Celia, and Jaques.  

 JAQUES  

1862 
1863 

I prithee, pretty youth, let me be better acquaint- 
ed with thee. 

a pɹɪðe ̝ː pɹɪtəɪ juː̹θ lɛmɪ bɪ bɛtəɹ əkwɛːntɪd 
wɪ ðe ̝ː  

 ROSALIND  

1864 They say you are a melancholy fellow. ðɛː sɛː juː̹ aɹ ə mɛləŋkɑləɪ fɛlə 

 JAQUES  

1865 I am so.  I do love it better than laughing. əɪ am soː a də lɤv ɪt bɛtə˞ ðən lafɪn  

 ROSALIND  

1866 
1867 
1868 

Those that are in extremity of either are abomin- 
able fellows, and betray themselves to every modern 
censure, worse than drunkards. 

ðoːz ðət aɹ ɪn ɪkstɹɛmɪtəɪ əv ɛðə˞ aɹ əbɑmnəbɫ̩  
fɛləz ən bɪtɹɛː ðəmsɛɫvz tʊ ɛvɹəɪ mɑdə˞n 
sɛnsə˞ wɐ˞s ðən dɹɤnkə˞dz  

 JAQUES  

1869 Why, ’tis good to be sad and say nothing. ʍəɪ tɪz gʊd tə bɪ sad ən sɛː noːtɪn  

 ROSALIND  

1870 Why then ’tis good to be a post. ʍəɪ ðɛn tɪz gʊd tə be ̝ː ə poːst  

 JAQUES  

1871 
1872 

I have neither the scholar’s melancholy, which is 
emulation; nor the musician’s, which is fantastical; 

əɪv nɛðə˞ ðə skɑlə˞z mɛləŋkɑləɪ ʍɪt ͡ʃ ɪz 
ɛmjəlɛːsɪən nɒ˞ ðə mjuː̹zɪsɪənz ʍɪt ͡ʃ ɪz fantastɪkɫ̩  
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1873 
1874 
1875 
1876 
1877 
1878 
1879 
1880 

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. 

nɒ˞ ðə ko˞ːtjə˞z ʍɪt ͡ʃ ɪz pɹəʊd nɒ˞ ðə soːd ͡ʒə˞z  
ʍɪt ͡ʃ ɪz ambɪsɪəs nɒ˞ ðə lɑːjə˞z ʍɪt ͡ʃ ɪz  
pɑlətɪk nɒ˞ ðə lɛːdəɪz ʍɪt ͡ʃ ɪz nəɪs nɒ˞ ðə lɤvə˞z  
ʍɪt ͡ʃ ɪz ɑːɫ ðe ̝ːz bət tɪz ə mɛləŋkɑləɪ ə mɪn 
oːn kəmpəʊndɪd ə mænəɪ sɪmpɫ̩z ɪkstɹaktɪd  
fɹəm mænəɪ ɑbjɪkts ənd ɪnde ̝ːd ðə sɤndɹəɪ  
kɑntəmplɛːsɪən ə mɪ tɹavɫ̩z ɪn ʍɪt ͡ʃ mɪ ɑfn ̩ 
ɹu ̹ːmɪnɛːsɪən ɹaps mɪ ɪn ə moːs hju ̹ːmɹəs sadnɪs   

 ROSALIND  

1881 
1882 
1883 
1884 

A traveller!  By my faith, you have great reason to  
be sad.  I fear you have sold your own lands to see 
other men’s.  Then to have seen much and to have 
nothing is to have rich eyes and poor hands.   

ə tɹavlə˞ bɪ mɪ fɛːθ ju ̹ːv gɹɛːt ɹe ̝ːzn ̩ tə  
bɪ sad a fɪ˞ː ju ̹ːv soːɫd jəɹ oːn lanz tə se ̝ː  
oːðə˞ mɛnz ðɛn tʊ əv se ̝ːn mɤt ͡ʃ ən tə hav 
noːtɪn ɪz tə hav ɹɪt ͡ʃ əɪz ən po˞ː hanz 

 JAQUES  

1885 Yes, I have gained my experience. jɛs əɪv gɛːnd məɪ ɪkspɪːɹɪəns  

 Enter Orlando.  

 ROSALIND  

1886 
1887 
1888 

And your experience makes you sad.  I had rather 
have a fool to make me merry than experience to  
make me sad, and to travel for it too! 

ənd ju ̹ːɹ ɪkspɪːɹɪəns mɛːks jə sad əɪd ɹaðə˞  
hav ə fʊɫ tə mɛːk mɪ mɛɹəɪ ðən ɪkspɪːɹɪəns tə  
mɛːk mɪ sad ən tə tɹavɫ̩ fəɹ ɪt tu ̹ː    

 ORLANDO  

1889 Good day and happiness, dear Rosalind. gʊd dɛː ən hapɪnɪs dɪːɹ ɹɑzələɪnd  

 JAQUES  

1890 Nay then God buy you, and you talk in blank nɛː ðɛn gɑd bəɪ jə ən jə tɑːk ɪn blaŋk 
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1891 verse! vɐ˞s 

 ROSALIND  

1892 
1893 
1894 
1895 
1896 
1897 
1898 
1899 
1900 

Farwell Monsieur Traveller.  Look you lisp, and  
wear strange suits; disable all the benefits of your 
own country; be out of love with your nativity, and  
almost chide God for making you that countenance 
you are; or I will scarce think you have swam in a  
gondola.   [Exit Jaques.]  Why how now Orlando, 
where have you been all this while?  You a lover! 
And you serve me such another trick, never come 
in my sight more. 

fɛ˞ːwɛɫ mɪsjɐ˞ tɹavlə˞ lʊk jə lɪsp ən  
wɛ˞ː stɹɛːnd ͡ʒ ʃu ̹ːts dɪsɛːbl ̩ ɑːɫ ðə bɛnfɪts ə jəɹ 
oːn kɤntɹəɪ bɪ əʊt ə lɤv wɪð jə˞ nətɪvɪtəɪ ənd 
ɑːɫmoːs t ͡ʃəɪd gɑd fə˞ mɛːkɪn jə ðat kəʊntn ̩əns  
jʊ a˞ əɹ a wɪɫ skɛ˞ːs θɪŋk ju ̹ːv swam ɪn ə  
gɑndələ ʍəɪ həʊ nəʊ ɒ˞landoː  
ʍɛ˞ː əv jə bɪn ɑːɫ ðɪs ʍəɪɫ ju ̹ː ə lɤvəɹ  
ən jə sɐ˞v mɪ sɤt ͡ʃ ənoːðə˞ tɹɪk nɛ˞ː kɤm 
ɪn mɪ səɪt mo˞ː  

 ORLANDO  

1901 
1902 

My fair Rosalind, I come within an hour of my 
promise. 

mɪ fɛːɹ ɹɑzələɪnd a kɤm wɪðɪn ən oːɹ ə mɪ  
pɹɑmɪs 

 ROSALIND  

1903 
1904 
1905 
1906 
1907 
1908 

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’ll warrant 
him heart-whole. 

bɹɛːk ən o˞ːz pɹɑmɪs ɪn lɤv he ̝ː ðət wɪɫ 
dɪvəɪd ə mɪnɪt ɪntʊ ə təʊzən pa˞ts ən bɹɛːk 
bət ə pa˞t ə ðə təʊzən pa˞t əv ə mɪnɪt ɪn  
ðɪ əfɛ˞ːz ə lɤv ɪt mɛː bɪ sɛd əv hɪm ðət kjʊpɪd 
əθ klapt ɪm ɒ ðə ʃoːdə˞ bət əɪɫ wɑɹənt  
ɪm ha˞t hoːɫ  

 ORLANDO  

1909 Pardon me dear Rosalind. pa˞dn ̩ mɪ dɪː˞ ɹɑzələɪnd  
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 ROSALIND  

1910 
1911 

Nay, and you be so tardy, come no more in my 
sight.  I had as lief be wooed of a snail. 

nɛː ən jə bɪ soː ta˞dəɪ kɤm noː moːɹ ɪn mɪ 
səɪt əɪd əz le ̝ːf bɪ wu ̹ːd əv ə snɛːɫ   

 ORLANDO  

1912 Of a snail? əv ə snɛːɫ 

 ROSALIND  

1913 
1914 
1915 
1916 

Ay, of a snail.  For though he comes slowly, he 
carries his house on his head; a better jointure I  
think than you make a woman. Besides, he brings 
his destiny with him. 

əɪ əv ə snɛːɫ fə˞ ðoː ɪ kɤmz sloːləɪ ɪ 
kaɹəɪz ɪz həʊs ɑn ɪz hɛd ə bɛtə˞ d ͡ʒəɪntəɹ a 
θɪŋk ðən juː̹ mɛːk ə wʊmən bɪsəɪdz ɪ bɹɪŋz  
ɪz dɛstn ̩əɪ wɪð ɪm   

 ORLANDO  

1917 What’s that? ʍɑts ðat 

 ROSALIND  

1918 
1919 
1920 

Why horns—which such as you are fain to be  
beholding to your wives for:  but he comes armed 
in his fortune, and prevents the slander of his wife.  

ʍəɪ ho˞ːnz ʍɪt ͡ʃ sɤt ͡ʃ əz juː̹ a˞ fɛːn tə bɪ  
bɪhoːɫdɪn tə jə˞ wəɪvz fə˞ bət he ̝ː kɤmz a˞md  
ɪn ɪz fo˞ːtən ən pɹɪvɛnts ðə slandəɹ əv ɪz wəɪf  

 ORLANDO  

1921 
1922 

Virtue is no horn-maker; and my Rosalind is vir- 
tuous. 

vɐ˞tjʊ ɪz no ho˞ːn mɛːkə˞ ən məɪ ɹɑzələɪnd ɪz  
vɐ˞tjəs 

 ROSALIND  

1923 And I am your Rosalind. ənd əɪ am ju ̹˞ː ɹɑzələɪnd  

 CELIA  

1924 
1925 

It pleases him to call you so:  but he hath a Rosa- 
lind of a better leer than you. 

ɪt ple ̝ːzɪθ ɪm tə kɑːɫ jə soː bət he ̝ː aθ ə ɹɑzələɪnd 
əv ə bɛtə˞ lɪ˞ː ðən ju ̹ː   
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 ROSALIND  

1926 
1927 
1928 
1929 

Come, woo me, woo me; for now I am in a holiday 
humour and like enough to consent.  What would 
you say to  me now, and I were your very very 
Rosalind? 

kɤm wu ̹ː mɪ wu ̹ː mɪ fə˞ nəʊ əɪm ɪn ə hɑlɪdɛː 
hju ̹ːməɹ ən ləɪk ɪnɒf tə kənsɛnt ʍɑt wəd 
jə sɛː tə mɪ nəʊ ənd ɪf əɪ wɑ˞ jə˞ vɛɹəɪ vɛɹəɪ 
ɹɑzələɪnd  

 ORLANDO  

1930 I would kiss before I spoke. a wəd kɪs bɪfoːɹ a spoːk  

 ROSALIND  

1931 
1932 
1933 
1934 
1935 

Nay, you were better speak first, and when you 
were gravelled for lack of matter, you might take 
occasion to kiss.  Very good orators when they are  
out, they will spit, and for lovers lacking—God 
warr’nt us!—matter, the cleanliest shift to kiss. 

nɛː jə wə˞ bɛtə˞ spe ̝ːk fɐ˞st ən ʍɛn jə 
wə˞ gɹavɫ̩d fə˞ lak ə matə˞ jə məɪt tɛːk  
əkɛːzɪən tə kɪs vɛɹəɪ gʊd ɒɹətə˞z ʍɛn ðəɹ 
əʊt ðɛːɫ spɪt ən fə˞ lɤvə˞z lakɪn gɑd  
wɑɹənt əs matə˞ ðə kle ̝ːnlɪəst ʃɪf tə kɪs    

 ORLANDO  

1936 How if the kiss be denied? həʊ ɪf ðə kɪs bɪ dɪnəɪd 

 ROSALIND  

1937 
1938 

Then she puts you to entreaty, and there begins new 
matter. 

ðɛn ʃɪ pʊts jə tʊ ɪntɹe ̝ːtəɪ ən ðə˞ bɪgɪnz nju ̹ː 
matə˞ 

 ORLANDO  

1939 
1940 

Who could be out, being before his beloved 
mistress? 

hu ̹ː kəd bɪ əʊt be ̝ːɪn bɪfoːɹ ɪz bɪlɤvɪd  
mɪstɹɪs 

 ROSALIND  

1941 
1942 

Marry that should you, if I were your mistress, or 
I should think my honesty ranker than my wit. 

maɹəɪ ðat ʃəd ju ̹: ɪf əɪ wə˞ jə˞ mɪstɹɪs əɹ  
a ʃəd θɪŋk mɪ ɑnɪstəɪ ɹaŋkə˞ ðən mɪ wɪt  
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 ORLANDO  

1943 What, of my suit? ʍɑt əv mɪ ʃu ̹ːt  

 ROSALIND  

1944 
1945 

Not out of your apparel, and yet out of your suit. 
Am not I your Rosalind? 

nɑt əʊt ə jəɹ əpaɹəɫ ən jɪt əʊt ə jə˞ ʃu ̹ːt 
am nɑt əɪ jə˞ ɹɑzələɪnd  

 ORLANDO  

1946 
1947 

I take some joy to say you are, because I would be 
talking of her. 

a tɛːk səm d ͡ʒəɪ tə sɛː jʊ a˞ bɪkəz a wəd bɪ 
tɑːkɪn ɑv ə˞  

 ROSALIND  

1948 Well, in her person, I say I will not have you. wɛl ɪn hɐ˞ pɐ˞sn ̩ a sɛː əɪ wɪɫ nɑt hav jə 

 ORLANDO  

1949 Then in mine own person, I die. ðɛn ɪn mɪn oːn pɐ˞sn ̩ əɪ dəɪ 

 ROSALIND  

1950 
1951 
1952 
1953 
1954 
1955 
1956 
1957 
1958 
1959 
1960 

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 mid summer night; for, good youth, he went 
but forth to wash him in the Hellespont, and being 
taken with the cramp, was drowned, and the fool- 

noː fɛːθ dəɪ bɪ ətu ̹˞ːnəɪ ðə po˞ː wɐ˞ɫd ɪz ɑːɫmoːs 
sɪks təʊzən jɪ˞ːz oːɫd ənd ɪn ɑːɫ ðɪs təɪm ðə˞ 
wəz nɑt ænəɪ man dəɪd ɪn ɪz oːn pɐ˞sn ̩ vɪdɛlɪsɪt  
ɪn ə lɤv kɑːz tɹəɪləs had ɪz bɹɛːnz daʃt əʊt 
wɪð ə gɹe ̝ːsɪən klɤb jɪt ɪ dɪd ʍɑt ɪ kʊd tə  
dəɪ bɪfo˞ː ən he ̝ː ɪz oːn ə ðə patə˞nz ə lɤv  
le ̝ːandə˞ he ̝ː wʊd ə lɪvd mænəɪ ə fɛ˞ː jɪ˞ː  
ðoː he ̝ːɹoː əd tɐ˞nd nɤn ɪf ɪt əd nɑt bɪn fəɹ 
ə hɑt mɪd sɤmə˞ nəɪt fo˞ː gʊd ju ̹ːθ ɪ wɛnt 
bət fo˞ːθ tə wɑʃ ɪm ɪ ðə hɛɫɪspɑnt ən be ̝ːɪn 
tɛːkən wɪ ðə kɹamp wəz dɹəʊnd ən ðə fʊlɪʃ 
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1961 
1962 
1963 
1964 

ish 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. 

kɹɑnɪklə˞z ə ðat ɛːd ͡ʒ fəʊnd ɪt wəz he ̝ːɹoː ə 
sɛstɑs bət ðe ̝ːz əɹ ɑːɫ ləɪz mɛn əv dəɪd fɹəm 
təɪm tə təɪm ən wo˞ːmz əv e ̝ːtn ̩ əm bət nɑt 
fə˞ lɤv       

 ORLANDO  

1965 
1966 

I would not have my right Rosalind of this mind, 
for I protest her frown might kill me. 

a wəd nɑt hav mɪ ɹəɪt ɹɑzələɪnd ə ðɪs məɪnd  
fəɹ a pɹətɛst ə˞ fɹəʊn məɪt kɪɫ mɪ  

 ROSALIND  

1967 
1968 
1969 

By this hand, it will not kill a fly.  But come, now I  
will be your Rosalind in a more coming-on dis- 
position; and ask me what you will, I will grant it. 

bəɪ ðɪs hand ɪt wɪɫ nɑt kɪl ə fləɪ bət kɤm nəʊ a 
wɪɫ bɪ jə˞ ɹɑzələɪnd ɪn ə mo˞ː kɤmɪn ɑn dɪspəzɪsɪən  
ənd ask mɪ ʍɑt jə wɪɫ əɪ wɪɫ gɹant ɪt  

 ORLANDO  

1970 Then love me Rosalind. ðɛn lɤv mɪ ɹɑzələɪnd  

 ROSALIND  

1971 Yes faith will I , Fridays and Saturdays and all. jɛs fɛːθ wɪl əɪ fɹəɪdɪz ən satə˞dɪz ənd ɑːɫ  

 ORLANDO  

1972 And wilt thou have me? ən wɪɫt ðəʊ hav mɪ 

 ROSALIND  

1973 Ay, and twenty such. əɪ ən twɛntəɪ sɤt ͡ʃ 

 ORLANDO  

1974 What sayest thou? ʍɑt sɛːst ðəʊ 

 ROSALIND  

1975 Are you not good? a˞ juː̹ nɑt gʊd  
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 ORLANDO  

1976 I  hope so. a hoːp soː 

 ROSALIND  

1977 
1978 
1979 
1980 

Why then, can one desire too much of a good 
thing?  Come sister, you shall be the priest and 
marry us.  Give me your hand Orlando.  What do 
you say sister? 

ʍəɪ ðɛn kən oːn dɪzəɪə˞ tu ̹ː mɤt ͡ʃ əv ə gʊd 
θɪŋ kɤm sɪstə˞ ju ̹: ʃəɫ bɪ ðɪ pɹe ̝ːst ən  
maɹəɪ ɤs gɪv mɪ jə˞ hand ɒ˞landoː ʍɑt də 
jə sɛː sɪstə˞  

 ORLANDO  

1981 Pray thee marry us. pɹɛː ðɪ maɹəɪ ɤs 

 CELIA  

1982 I cannot say the words. a kanət sɛː ðə wɐ˞dz 

 ROSALIND  

1983 You must begin, ‘Will you Orlando—’ jə məs bɪgɪn wɪɫ juː̹ ɒ˞landoː  

 CELIA  

1984 
1985 

Go to.  Will you Orlando have to wife this 
Rosalind? 

goː tu ̹ː wɪɫ juː̹ ɒ˞landoː hav tə wəɪf ðɪs 
ɹɑzələɪnd  

 ORLANDO  

1986 I will. əɪ wɪɫ  

 ROSALIND  

1987 Ay, but when? əɪ bɤt ʍɛn 

 ORLANDO  

1988 Why now, as fast as she can marry us. ʍəɪ nəʊ əz fast əz ʃɪ kən maɹəɪ əs 

 ROSALIND  

1989 Then you must say ‘I take thee Rosalind for wife.’ ðɛn juː̹ məs sɛː əɪ tɛːk ðe ̝ː ɹɑzələɪnd fo˞ː wəɪf  
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 ORLANDO  

1990 I take thee Rosalind for wife. əɪ tɛːk ðe ̝ː ɹɑzələɪnd fo˞ː wəɪf  

 ROSALIND  

1991 
1992 
1993 
1994 

I might ask you for your commission; but I do take 
thee Orlando for my husband.  There’s a girl goes 
before the priest, and certainly a woman’s thought 
runs before her actions. 

a məɪt ask jə fə˞ jə˞ kəmɪsɪən bɤt əɪ du ̹ː tɛːk  
ðe ̝ː ɒ˞landoː fo˞ː məɪ hɤzbənd ðɛ˞ːz ə gɐ˞ɫ goːz  
bɪfo˞ː ðə pɹe ̝ːst ən sɐ˞tn ̩ləɪ ə wʊmənz θɑːt 
ɹɤnz bɪfoːɹ əɹ aksɪənz    

 ORLANDO  

1995 So do all thoughts, they are winged. soː du ̹ː ɑːɫ ðɑːts ðɛː ə˞ wɪŋd  

 ROSALIND  

1996 
1997 

Now tell me how long you would have her, after 
you have possessed her? 

nəʊ tɛɫ mɪ həʊ lɑŋ jə wəd hav ə˞ ɑːtə˞ 
ju ̹ːv pəzɛst ə˞  

 ORLANDO  

1998 For ever, and a day. fəɹ ɛvəɹ ənd ə dɛː  

 ROSALIND  

1999 
2000 
2001 
2002 
2003 
2004 
2005 
2006 
2007 

Say a day, without the ever.  No, no, Orlando, 
men are April when they woo, Decemeber when  
they wed.  Maids are May when they are maids, 
but the sky changes when they are wives.  I will be 
more jealous of thee than a Barbary cock-pigeon 
over his hen, more clamorous than a parrot against 
rain, more new-fangled than an ape, more giddy in 
my desires than a monkey.  I will weep for nothing, 
like Diana in the fountain, and I will do that when 

sɛː ə dɛː wɪðəʊt ðɪ ɛvə˞ noː noː ɒ˞landoː 
mɛn aɹ ɛːpɹəɫ ʍɛn ðɛː wu ̹ː dɪsɛmbə˞ ʍɛn  
ðɛː wɛd mɛːdz a˞ mɛː ʍɛn ðɛ˞ː mɛːdz  
bət ðə skəɪ t ͡ʃɛːnd ͡ʒɪz ʍɛn ðɛ˞ː wəɪvz əɪɫ bɪ 
mo˞ː dʒ͡ɛləs ə ðɪ ðən ə ba˞bɹəɪ kɑkpɪd ͡ʒɪən  
ovəɹ ɪz hɛn mo˞ː klamɹəs ðən ə paɹət əgɛns 
ɹɛːn mo˞ː njuː̹ faŋgɫ̩d ðən ən ɛːp mo˞ː gɪdəɪ ɪn 
mɪ dɪzəɪə˞z ðən ə mɤŋkəɪ əɪɫ we ̝ːp fə˞ noːtɪn 
ləɪk dəɪanə ɪn ðə fəʊntən ənd əɪɫ du ̹ː ðat ʍɛn  
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2008 
2009 

you are disposed to be merry.  I will laugh like a  
hyen, and that when thou art inclined to sleep. 

ju ̹ː˞ dɪspoːzd tə bɪ mɛɹəɪ əɪɫ laf ləɪk ə  
həɪ.ɪn ən ðat ʍɛn ðəʊ a˞t ɪŋkləɪn tə sle ̝ːp   

 ORLANDO  

2010 But will my Rosalind do so? bət wɪɫ mɪ ɹɑzələɪnd du ̹ː soː  

 ROSALIND  

2011 By my life, she will do as I do. bəɪ məɪ ləɪf ʃe ̝ː wɪɫ duː̹ az əɪ du ̹ː 

 ORLANDO  

2012 O but she is wise. oː bət ʃe ̝ː ɪz wəɪz 

 ROSALIND  

2013 
2014 
2015 
2016 
2017 

Or else she could not have the wit to do this.  The 
wiser, the waywarder.  Make the doors upon a  
woman’s wit, and it will out at the casement; shut 
that, and ’twill out at the keyhole; stop that, ’twill 
fly with the smoke out at the chimney. 

əɹ ɛɫs ʃɪ kəd nɑt hav ðə wɪt tə du ̹ː ðɪs ðə 
wəɪzə˞ ðə wɛːwɐ˞də˞ mɛːk ðə do˞ːz əpɑn ə  
wʊmənz wɪt ən twɪl əʊt ət ðə kɛːsmənt ʃɤt 
ðat ən twɪl əʊt ət ðə ke ̝ːhoːɫ stɑp ðat twɪɫ 
fləɪ wɪ ðə smoːk əʊt ət ðə t ͡ʃɪmnəɪ  

 ORLANDO  

2018 
2019 

A man that had a wife with such a wit, he might 
say, ‘Wit, whither wilt?’  

ə man ðət had ə wəɪf wɪ sɤt ͡ʃ ə wɪt he ̝ː məɪt 
sɛː wɪt ʍɪðə˞ wɪɫt  

 ROSALIND  

2020 
2021 

Nay, you might keep that check for it, till you met 
your wife’s wit going to your neighbour’s bed. 

nɛː jə məɪt ke ̝ːp ðat t ͡ʃɛk fəɹ ɪt tɪɫ jə mɛt  
jə˞ wəɪfs wɪt goːɪn tə jə˞ nɛːbə˞z bɛd 

 ORLANDO  

2022 And what wit could wit have to excuse that? ən ʍɑt wɪt kəd wɪt hav tʊ ɪkskjuː̹z ðat  

 ROSALIND  

2023 Marry to say she came to seek you there.  You maɹəɪ tə sɛː ʃɪ kɛːm tə se ̝ːk juː̹ ðɛ˞ː jə  
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2024 
2025 
2026 
2027 
2028 

shall never take her without her answer, unless you 
take her without her tongue.  O that woman that 
cannot make her fault her husband’s occasion, let 
her never nurse her child herself, for she will breed 
it like a fool. 

ʃəɫ nɛvə˞ tɛːk ə˞ wɪðəʊt əɹ ansə˞ ɤnlɛs jə  
tɛːk ə˞ wɪðəʊt ə˞ tɒŋ oː ðat wʊmən ðət 
kanət mɛːk hɐ˞ fɑːt ə˞ hɤzbəndz əkɛːzɪən lɛt 
ə˞ nɛvə˞ nɐ˞s ə˞ t ͡ʃəɪɫd ə˞sɛɫf fə˞ ʃɪ wɪɫ bɹe ̝ːd  
ɪt ləɪk ə fʊɫ   

 ORLANDO  

2029 For these two hours Rosalind, I will leave thee. fə˞ ðe ̝ːz tu ̹ː o˞ːz ɹɑzələɪnd əɪ wɪɫ le ̝ːv ðɪ 

 ROSALIND  

2030 Alas, dear love, I cannot lack thee two hours. əlas dɪ˞ː lɤv a kanət lak ðɪ tu ̹ː o˞ːz   

 ORLANDO  

2031 
2032 

I must attend the Duke at dinner.  By two o’clock 
I will be with thee again. 

a mɤst ətɛnd ðə djuː̹k ət dɪnə˞ bɪ tu ̹ː əklɑk  
əɪɫ bɪ wɪ ðɪ əgɛn 

 ROSALIND  

2033 
2034 
2035 
2036 
2037 

Ay, go your ways, go your ways.  I knew what you 
would prove.  My friends told me as much, and I  
thought no less.  That flattering tongue of yours 
won me.  ’Tis but one cast away, and so, come  
death!  Two o’clock is  your hour? 

əɪ goː jə˞ wɛːz goː jə˞ wɛːz əɪ nju ̹ː ʍɑt juː̹  
wəd pɹɤv mɪ fɹɛnz toːɫd mɪ əz mɤt ͡ʃ ənd əɪ 
θɑːt noː lɛs ðət flatɹɪn tɒŋ ə jə˞z  
oːn mɪ tɪz bət oːn kast əwɛː ən soː kɤm 
dɛθ tu ̹ː əklɑk ɪz jəɹ o˞ː   

 ORLANDO  

2038 Ay, sweet Rosalind. əɪ swe ̝ːt ɹɑzələɪnd  

 ROSALIND  

2039 
2040 
2041 

By my troth, and in good earnest, and so God mend 
me, and by all pretty oaths that are not dangerous, 
if you break one jot of your promise, or come one 

bɪ mɪ tɹoːθ ənd ɪn gʊd ɐ˞nɪst ən sə gɑd mɛnd 
mɪ ən bɪ ɑːɫ pɹɪtəɪ oːðz ðət ə˞ nɑt dɛːnd ͡ʒɹəs  
ɪf ju ̹ː bɹɛːk oːn d ͡ʒɑt ə jə˞ pɹɑmɪs ə˞ kɤm oːn  
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2042 
2043 
2044 
2045 
2046 
2047 

minute behind your hour, I will think you the most 
pathetical break-promise, and the most hollow 
lover, and the most unworthy of her you call 
Rosalind, that may be chosen out of the gross band 
of the unfaithful:  therefore beware my censure and 
keep your promise.  

mɪnɪt bɪhəɪnd jəɹ o˞ː əɪɫ θɪŋk jə ðə moːs 
pəθɛtɪkɫ̩ bɹɛːk pɹɑmɪs ən ðə moːs hɑlə 
lɤvə˞ ən ðə moːst ɤnwɐ˞ðəɪ ə hɐ˞ jə kɑːɫ 
ɹɑzələɪnd ðət mɛː bɪ t ͡ʃoːzn ̩ əʊt ə ðə gɹoːs band 
ə ðɪ ɤnfɛːθfɫ̩ ðɛ˞ːfə˞ bɪwɛ˞ː mɪ sɛnsə˞ ən 
ke ̝ːp jə˞ pɹɑmɪs 

 ORLANDO  

2048 
2049 

With no less religion than if thou wert indeed my  
Rosalind.  So adieu. 

wɪð noː lɛs ɹɪlɪd ͡ʒɪən ðən ɪf ðəʊ wɑ˞t ɪnde ̝ːd mɪ 
ɹɑzələɪnd soː ədju ̹ː 

 ROSALIND  

2050 
2051 

Well, Time is the old justice that examines all such 
offenders, and let Time try.  Adieu.   
                                                               Exit [Orlando.] 

wɛɫ təɪm ɪz ðɪ oːɫ d ͡ʒɤstɪs ðət ɪkzamɪnz ɑːɫ sət ͡ʃ 
əfɛndə˞z ən lɛt təɪm tɹəɪ ədju ̹ː 

 CELIA  

2052 
2053 
2054 
2055 

You have simply misused our sex in your love- 
prate.  We must have your doublet and hose 
plucked over your head, and show the world what 
the bird hath done to her own nest. 

ju ̹ː hav sɪmpləɪ mɪsju ̹ːzd o˞ː sɛks ɪn jə˞ lɤv  
pɹɛːt wɪ məs hav jə˞ dɤblɪt ən hoːz  
plɤkt ovə˞ jə˞ hɛd ən ʃoː ðə wɐ˞ɫd ʍɑt 
ðə bɐ˞d əθ dɤn tʊ əɹ oːn nɛst 

 ROSALIND  

2056 
2057 
2058 
2059 

O coz, coz, coz, my pretty little coz, that thou didst 
know how many fathom deep I am in love!  But it  
cannot be sounded.  My affection hath an un- 
known bottom, like the Bay of Portugal.   

oː kɒz kɒz kɒz mɪ pɹɪtəɪ lɪtɫ̩ kɒz ðat ðəʊ dɪds 
noː həʊ mænəɪ faðm ̩ de ̝ːp əɪ am ɪn lɤv bət ɪt 
kanət bɪ səʊndɪd mɪ əfɛksɪən haθ ən ɤn.noːn 
bɑtəm ləɪk ðə bɛː ə po˞ːt ͡ʃəgɫ̩   
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 CELIA  

2060 
2061 

Or rather bottomless, that as fast as you pour 
affection in, it runs out. 

o˞ː ɹaðə˞ bɑtəmlɪs ðət əz fast əz jə poːɹ 
əfɛksɪən ɪn ɪt ɹɤnz əʊt  

 ROSALIND  

2062 
2063 
2064 
2065 
2066 
2067 
2068 

No.  That same wicked bastard of Venus, that was 
begot of thought, conceived of spleen and born of  
madness, that blind rascally boy that abuses every- 
one’s eyes because his own are out, let him be judge 
how deep I am in love.  I’ll tell thee Aliena, I can- 
not be out of the sight of Orlando.  I’ll go find a  
shadow and sigh till he come. 

noː ðat sɛːm wɪkɪd bastə˞d ə ve ̝ːnəs ðət wəz 
bɪgɑt ə θɑːt kənse ̝ːvd ə sple ̝ːn ən bo˞ːn ə 
madnɪs ðat bləɪnd ɹaskl ̩əɪ bəɪ ðət əbju ̹ːzɪz  
ɛvɹɪoːnz əɪz bɪkəz ɪz oːn əɹ əʊt lɛt hɪm bɪ  
d ͡ʒɤd ͡ʒ həʊ de ̝ːp əɪ am ɪn lɤv əɪɫ tɛɫ ðɪ ɛle ̝ːɛːnə a  
kanət bɪ əʊt ə ðə səɪt əv ɒ˞landoː əɪɫ goː fəɪnd ə  
ʃadə ən səɪ tɪl ɪ kɤm 

 CELIA  

2069 And I’ll sleep.                                                    Exeunt. ənd əɪɫ sle ̝ːp 
 



P a g e  | 136 

 

 

 Jennifer Geizhals speaks this scene at: 
http://paulmeier.com/AYLI/ayli4_2.mp3 
 
4.2 

 

 Enter Jaques and lords, [like] foresters.  

 JAQUES  

2070 Which is he that killed the deer? ʍɪt ͡ʃ ɪz he ̝ː ðət kɪɫd ðə dɪ˞ː  

 FIRST LORD  

2071 Sir, it was I. sɐ˞ twəz əɪ 

 JAQUES  

2072 
2073 
2074 
2075 

Let’s present him to the Duke like a Roman con- 
queror; and it would do well to set the deer’s horns 
upon his head for a branch of victory.  Have you no 
song, forester, for this purpose? 

lɛts pɹɪzɛnt ɪm tə ðə djuː̹k ləɪk ə ɹoːmən  
kɑŋkəɹə˞ ənd ɪt wəd duː̹ wɛɫ tə sɛt ðə dɪ˞ːz ho˞ːnz 
əpɑn hɪz hɛd fəɹ ə bɹant ͡ʃ ə vɪktɹəɪ hav jə noː  
sɑŋ fɑɹɪstə˞ fə˞ ðɪs pɐ˞pəs 

 SECOND LORD  

2076 Yes sir. jɛs sɐ˞ 

 JAQUES  

2077 
2078 
 
2079 
2080 
2081 

Sing it.  ’Tis no matter how it be in tune, so it 
make noise enough. 
[Given a note, they sing]. 
                      What shall he have that kill’d the deer? 
                      His leather skin and horns to wear. 
                     Then sing him home.  The rest shall bear 

sɪŋ ɪt tɪz noː matə˞ həʊ ɪt be ̝ː ɪn tju ̹ːn soː ɪt 
mɛːk nəɪz ɪnɒf 
 
                    ʍɑt ʃɒɫ he ̝ː hav ðat kɪɫd ðə dɪ˞ː  
                    hɪz lɛðə˞ skɪn ən ho˞ːnz tə wɛ˞ː 
                    ðɛn sɪŋ hɪm hoːm ðə ɹɛst ʃɒɫ bɛ˞ː 
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2082 
2083 
2084 
2085 
2086 
2087 
2088 

                     This burden. 
                     Take thou no scorn to wear the horn, 
                     It was a crest ere thou wast born. 
                    Thy father’s father wore it, 
                    And thy father bore it. 
                    The horn, the horn, the lusty horn, 
                    Is not a thing to laugh to scorn.           
Exeunt.  

                    ðɪs bɐ˞ðn ̩ 
                    tɛːk ðəʊ noː sko˞ːn tə wɛ˞ː ðə ho˞ːn 
                    ɪt wɑz ə kɹɛst ɛ˞ː ðəʊ wɑst bo˞ːn 
                    ðəɪ faðə˞z faðə˞ woːɹ ɪt 
                    ən ðəɪ faðə˞ boːɹ ɪt  
                    ðə ho˞ːn ðə ho˞ːn ðə lɤstəɪ ho˞ːn 
                    ɪz nɑt ə θɪŋ tə laf tə sko˞ːn 
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http://paulmeier.com/AYLI/ayli4_3.mp3 
 
4.3 

 

 Enter Rosalind and Celia.  

 ROSALIND  

2089 
2090 

How say you now, is it not past two o’clock?  And 
here much Orlando!  

həʊ sɛː jə nəʊ ɪz ɪt nɑt past tu ̹ː əklɑk ən 
hi˞ː mɤt ͡ʃ ɒ˞landoː  

 CELIA  

2091 
2092 
2093 

I warrant you, with pure love and troubled brain, 
he hath ta’en his bow and arrows, and is gone forth 
to sleep.  Look who comes here. 

a wɑɹənt jə wɪ pju ̹˞ː lɤv ən tɹɤbɫ̩d bɹɛːn  
he ̝ː əθ tɛːə̆n ɪz boː ənd aɹəz ənd ɪz gɑn fo˞ːθ 
tə sle ̝ːp lʊk huː̹ kɤmz hi˞ː  

 Enter Silvius.  

 SILVIUS  

2094 
2095 
2096 
2097 
2098 
2099 
2100 

My errand is to you, fair youth. 
My gentle Phebe did bid me give you this. 
I know not the contents, but as I guess 
By the stern brow and waspish action 
Which she did use as she was writing of it, 
It bears an angry tenour.  Pardon me. 
I am but as a guiltless messenger. 

mɪ ɛɹənd ɪz tə ju ̹ː fɛ˞ː juː̹θ  
mɪ d ͡ʒɛntɫ̩ fe ̝ːbəɪ dɪd bɪd me ̝ː gɪv ju ̹ː ðɪs  
a noː nɑt ðə kɑntɛnts bət az a gɛs  
bəɪ ðə stɐ˞n bɹəʊ ən waspɪʃ aksɪɐn 
ʍɪt ͡ʃ ʃe ̝ː dɪd ju ̹ːz əz ʃe ̝ː wəz ɹəɪtɪn ɑv ɪt 
ɪt bɛ˞ːz ən aŋgɹəɪ tɛnə˞ pa˞dn ̩ me ̝ː  
əɪ am bət az ə gɪɫtlɪs mɛsɪnd ͡ʒɐ˞  

 ROSALIND  

2101 Patience herself would startle at this letter, pɛːʃɪəns ə˞sɛɫf wəd sta˞tl ̩ at ðɪs lɛtə˞  
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2102 
2103 
2104 
2105 
2106 
2107 
2108 

And play the swaggerer.  Bear this, bear all. 
She says I am not fair, that I lack manners. 
She calls me proud, and that she could not love me, 
Were man as rare as phoenix.  ’Od’s my will, 
Her love is not the hare that I do hunt;  
Why writes she so to me?  Well shepherd, well, 
This is a letter of your own device. 

ən plɛː ðə swagəɹɐ˞ bɛ˞ː ðɪs bɛːɹ ɑːɫ  
ʃɪ sɛz əɪ am nɑt fɛː˞ ðət əɪ lak manə˞z 
ʃɪ kɑːɫz mɪ pɹəʊd ən ðat ʃɪ kʊd nɑt lɤv mɪ  
wə˞ man az ɹɛːɹ az fe ̝ːnɪks ɑdz mɪ wɪɫ 
hɐ˞ lɤv ɪz nɑt ðə hɛː˞ ðət əɪ dʊ hɤnt  
ʍəɪ ɹəɪts ʃɪ soː tə me ̝ː wɛɫ ʃɛpə˞d wɛɫ 
ðɪs ɪz ə lɛtəɹ ɑv jəɹ oːn dɪvəɪs  

 SILVIUS  

2109 
2110 

No, I protest, I know not the contents, 
Phebe did write it. 

noː əɪ pɹətɛst əɪ noː nɑt ðə kɑntɛnts  
fe ̝ːbəɪ dɪd ɹəɪt ɪt 

 ROSALIND  

 
2111 
2112 
2113 
2114 
2115 
2116 
2117 

                            Come, come, you are a fool, 
And turn’d into the extremity of love. 
I saw her hand.  She has a leathern hand, 
A freestone-colour’d hand.  I verily did think 
That her old gloves were on, but ’twas her hands. 
She has a hussif’s hand.  But that’s no matter. 
I say she never did invent this letter. 
This is a man’s invention, and his hand. 

                          kɤm kɤm ju ̹˞ː ə fʊɫ  
ən tɐ˞nd ɪntu ̹ː ðɪkstɹɛmɪtəɪ ə lɤv  
a sɑː ə˞ hand ʃɪ haz ə lɛðə˞n hand  
ə fɹe ̝ːstoːn kɤlə˞d hand a vɛɹɪləɪ dɪd θɪŋk 
ðət hɐɹ oːɫd glɤvz wəɹ ɑn bət twɑz ə˞ hanz  
ʃɪ haz ə hɤsɪfs hand bət ðats noː matə˞  
a sɛː ʃɪ nɛvə˞ dɪd ɪnvɛnt ðɪs lɛtə˞  
ðɪs ɪz ə manz ɪnvɛnsɪən and hɪz hand 

 SILVIUS  

2118 Sure it is hers. ʃu˞ː tɪz ɐ˞z 

 ROSALIND  

2119 
2120 

Why, ’tis a boisterous and a cruel style, 
A style for challengers, Why, she defies me, 

ʍəɪ tɪz ə bəɪstəɹɤs ənd ə kɹu ̹ːəɫ stəɪɫ  
ə stəɪɫ fə˞ t ͡ʃalənd ͡ʒɐ˞z ʍəɪ ʃe ̝ː dɪfəɪz mɪ 
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2121 
2122 
2123 
2124 

Like Turk to Christian.  Women’s gentle brain 
Could not drop forth such giant-rude invention, 
Such Ethiop words, blacker in their effect 
Than in their countenance.  Will you hear the letter? 

ləɪk tɐ˞k tə kɹɪstən wɪmɪnz d ͡ʒɛntɫ̩ bɹɛːn  
kəd nɑt dɹɑp fo˞ːθ sət ͡ʃ d ͡ʒəɪənt ɹu ̹ːd ɪnvɛnsɪən  
sət ͡ʃ e ̝ːθjɒp wɐ˞dz blakɐɹ ɪn ðɛːɹ ɪfɛkt 
ðən ɪn ðə˞ kəʊntənɛns wɪɫ jə hi˞ː ðə lɛtə˞   

 SILVIUS  

2125 
2126 

So please you, for I never heard it yet; 
Yet heard too much of Phebe’s cruelty.   

sə ple ̝:z jə foːɹ a nɛvəɹ ɐ˞ːd ɪt jɪt  
jɪt ɐ˞ːd tuː ̹mɤt ͡ʃ ə fe ̝ːbəɪz kɹuːəɫtəɪ  

 ROSALIND  

2127 
2128 
2129 
2130 

She Phebes me.  Mark how the tyrant writes. 
[Reads.]  Art thou god to shepherd turn’d 
              That a maiden’s heart hath burn’d?  
Can a woman rail thus?  

ʃɪ fe ̝ːbəɪz me ̝ː ma˞k həʊ ðə təɪɹənt ɹəɪts  
           a˞t ðəʊ gɑd tə ʃɛpə˞d tɐ˞nd  
          ðat ə mɛːdn ̩z ha˞t haθ bɐ˞nd  
kən ə wʊmən ɹɛːɫ ðɤs  

 SILVIUS  

2131 Call you this railing? kɑːɫ jə ðɪs ɹɛːlɪn  

 ROSALIND  

2132 
2133 
2134 
2135 
2136 
2137 
2138 
2139 
2140 

[Reads.]  Why, thy godhead laid apart, 
              Warr’st thou with a woman’s heart? 
Did you ever hear such railing? 
             Whiles the eye of man did woo me, 
             That could do no vengeance to me. 
Meaning me a beast. 
             If the scorn of your bright eyne 
            Have power to raise such love in mine, 
            Alack, in me, what strange effect 

         ʍəɪ ðəɪ gɑdhɛd lɛːd əpa˞t 
         wa˞st ðəʊ wɪð ə wʊmənz ha˞t 
dɪd jə ɛvə˞ hi˞ː sət ͡ʃ ɹɛːlɪn  
         ʍəɪɫz ðɪ əɪ əv man dɪd wu ̹ː me ̝ː 
         ðat kʊd duː̹ noː vɛnd ͡ʒɪəns tu ̹ː me ̝ː 
me ̝ːnɪn me ̝ː ə bɛst 
         ɪf ðə sko˞ːn əv jo˞ː bɹəɪt əɪn 
         hav po˞ː tə ɹɛːz sɤt ͡ʃ lɤv ɪn məɪn 
         əlak ɪn me ̝ː ʍɑt stɹɛːnd ͡ʒ ɪfɛkt 
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2141 
2142 
2143 
2144 
2145 
2146 
2147 
2148 
2149 
2150 
2151 

           Would they work in mild spect? 
           Whiles you chid me, I did love; 
          How then might your prayers move? 
          He that brings this love to thee 
          Little knows this love in me; 
          And by him seal up thy mind, 
         Whether that thy youth and kind 
         Will the faithful offer take 
         Of me and all that I can make, 
         Or else by him my love deny, 
        And then I’ll study how to die. 

         wʊd ðɛː wɐ˞k ɪn məɪɫd aspɛkt  
         ʍəɪɫz ju ̹ː t ͡ʃɪd me ̝ː əɪ dɪd lɤv 
         həʊ ðɛn məɪt jo˞ː pɹɛə˞z mɤv 
         he ̝ː ðat bɹɪŋz ðɪs lɤv tə ðe ̝ː  
         lɪtɫ̩ noːz ðɪs lɤv ɪn me ̝ː 
         and bəɪ hɪm se ̝ːl ɤp ðəɪ məɪnd 
         ʍɛðə˞ ðat ðəɪ juː̹θ and kəɪnd  
         wɪɫ ðə fɛːθfl ̩ ɑfə˞ tɛːk 
         əv me ̝ː and ɑːɫ ðat əɪ kan mɛːk  
         oːɹ ɛɫs bəɪ hɪm məɪ lɤv dɪnəɪ 
         and ðɛn əɪɫ stɤdəɪ həʊ tə dəɪ   

 SILVIUS  

2152 Call you this chiding? kɑːɫ jə ðɪs t ͡ʃəɪdɪn 

 CELIA  

2153 Alas poor shepherd! əlas po˞ː ʃɛpə˞d  

 ROSALIND  

2154 
2155 
2156 
2157 
2158 
2159 
2160 
2161 
2162 

Do you pity him?  No, he deserves no pity.  Wilt 
thou love such a woman?  What, to make thee an  
instrument and play false strains upon thee?  Not to 
be endured!  Well, go your way to her, for I see love 
hath made thee a tame snake, and say this to her: 
that if she love me, I charge her to love thee.  If  
she will not, I will never have her, unless thou en- 
treat for her.  If you be a true lover, hence, and not a  
word; for here comes more company.           Exit Silvius. 

djə pɪtəɪ ɪm noː he ̝ː dɪsɐ˞vz noː pɪtəɪ wɪɫt 
ðə lɤv sɤt ͡ʃ ə wʊmən ʍɑt tə mɛːk ðɪ ən 
ɪnstɹəmənt ən plɛː fɑɫs stɹɛːnz əpɑn ðɪ nɑt tə 
bɪ ɪndju ̹˞ːd wɛɫ goː jə˞ wɛː tʊ ə˞ fəɹ a se ̝ː lɤv 
əθ mɛːd ðɪ ə tɛːm snɛːk ən sɛː ðɪs tʊ ə˞ 
ðət ɪf ʃe ̝ː lɤv me ̝ː əɪ t ͡ʃa˞d ͡ʒ hɐ˞ tə lɤv ðe ̝ː ɪf 
ʃɪ wɪɫ nɑt əɪ wɪɫ nɛvə˞ hav ə˞ ɤnlɛs ðəʊ  
ɪntɹe ̝ːt fəɹ ə˞ ɪf jə bɪ ə tɹu ̹ː lɤvə˞ hɛns ən nɑt ə 
wɐ˞d fə˞ hi˞ː kɤmz mo˞ː kɤmpnəɪ     
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 Enter Oliver.  

 OLIVER  

2163 
2164 
2165 

Good morrow, fair ones.  Pray you, if you know, 
Where in the purlieus of this forest stands 
A sheep-cote fenc’d about with olive-trees? 

gʊd mɑɹə fɛːɹ oːnz pɹɛː jə ɪf jə noː  
ʍɛːɹ ɪn ðə pɐ˞lju ̹ːz ɑv ðɪs fɑɹɪst standz  
ə ʃe ̝ːpkoːt fɛnst əbəʊt wɪð ɑlɪv tɹe ̝ːz  

 CELIA  

2166 
2167 
2168 
2169 
2170 

West of this place, down in the neighbour bottom. 
The rank of osiers by the murmuring stream 
Left on your right hand, brings you to the place. 
But at this hour the house doth keep itself, 
There’s none within.  

wɛst ə ðɪs plɛːs dəʊn ɪn ðə nɛːbə˞ bɑtəm  
ðə ɹaŋk əv oːzjə˞z bəɪ ðə mɐ˞mɹɪn stɹe ̝ːm  
lɛft ɑn jəɹ ɹəɪt hand bɹɪŋz jə tu ̹ː ðə plɛːs  
bət at ðɪs o˞ː ðə həʊs dəθ ke ̝:p ɪtsɛɫf  
ðə˞z noːn wɪðɪn   

 OLIVER  

2171 
2172 
2173 
2174 
2175 
2176 
2177 

If that an eye may profit by a tongue, 
Then should I know you by description, 
Such garments and such years.  ‘The boy is fair, 
Of female favour, and bestows himself. 
Like a ripe sister.  The woman low, 
And browner than her brother.’  Are not you  
The owner of the house I did enquire for? 

ɪf ðat ən əɪ mɛː pɹɑfɪt bəɪ ə tɒŋ  
ðɛn ʃʊd a noː jə bəɪ dɪskɹɪpsɪɐn  
sɤt ͡ʃ ga˞mənts and sɤt ͡ʃ jɪ˞ːz ðə bəɪ ɪz fɛː˞  
ə fe ̝ːmɛːɫ fɛːvə˞ and bɪstoːz ɪmsɛɫf  
ləɪk ə ɹəɪp sɪstə˞ ðə wʊmən loː  
ən bɹəʊnə˞ ðan ə˞ bɹɤðə˞ a˞ nɑt juː̹ 
ðɪ oːnəɹ ɑv ðə həʊs a dɪd ɪŋkwəɪə˞ fo˞ː  

 CELIA  

2178 It is no boast, being ask’d, to say we are. ɪt ɪz nə boːst be ̝ːɪn ask tə sɛː wɪ a˞  

 OLIVER  

2179 
2180 

Orlando doth commend him to you both, 
And to that youth he calls his Rosalind 

ɒ˞landoː dɤθ kəmɛnd ɪm tu ̹ː jə boːθ  
an tu ̹ː ðət juː̹θ ɪ kɑːɫz ɪz ɹɑzələɪnd  
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2181 He sends this bloody napkin.  Are you he? ɪ sɛnz ðɪs blɤdəɪ napkɪn a˞ ju ̹ː he ̝ː  

 ROSALIND  

2182 I am.  What must we understand by this? əɪ am ʍɑt mɤst wɪ ɤndə˞stand bɪ ðɪs 

 OLIVER  

2183 
2184 
2185 

Some of my shame, if you will know of me 
What man I am, and how, and why, and where 
This handkerchief was stain’d. 

sɤm əv mɪ ʃɛːm ɪf ju ̹ː wɪɫ noː əv me ̝ː  
ʍɑt man əɪ am ən həʊ ən ʍəɪ ən ʍɛ˞ː  
ðɪs haŋkə˞t ͡ʃe ̝ːf wəz stɛːnd  

 CELIA  

                                             I pray you tell it.                                               a pɹɛː jə tɛɫ ɪt 

 OLIVER  

2186 
2187 
2188 
2189 
2190 
2191 
2192 
2193 
2194 
2195 
2196 
2197 
2198 
2199 

When last the young Orlando parted from you, 
He left a promise to return again 
Within an hour; and pacing through the forest, 
Chewing the food of sweet and bitter fancy, 
Lo what befell!  He threw his eye aside, 
And mark what object did present itself. 
Under an old oak, whose boughs were moss’d with age 
And high top bald with dry antiquity, 
A wretched ragged man, o’ergrown with hair, 
Lay sleeping on his back.  About his neck 
A green and gilded snake had wreath’d itself, 
Who with her head, nimble in threats, approach’d  
The opening of his mouth.  But suddenly 
Seeing Orlando, it unlink’d itself, 

ʍɛn last ðə jɤŋ ɒ˞landoː pa˞tɪd fɹɑm jə  
ɪ lɛft ə pɹɑmɪs tu ̹ː ɹɪtɐ˞n əgɛn  
wɪðɪn ən o˞ː ən pɛːsɪn θɹu ̹ː ðə fɑɹɪst  
t ͡ʃu ̹ːɪn ðə fu ̹ːd ə swe ̝ːt ən bɪtə˞ fansəɪ 
loː ʍɑt bɪfɛɫ ɪ θɹu ̹ː ɪz əɪ əsəɪd  
ən ma˞k ʍɑt ɑbd ͡ʒɛk dɪd pɹɪzɛnt ɪtsɛɫf  
ɤndəɹ ən oːɫd oːk u ̹ːz bəʊz wə˞ mɑst wɪð ɛːd ͡ʒ  
ən həɪ tɑp bɑːɫd wɪ dɹəɪ antɪkwɪtəɪ 
ə ɹɛt ͡ʃɪd ɹagɪd man o˞ːgɹoːn wɪ hɛː˞  
lɛːd sle ̝ːpɪn ɑn ɪz bak əbəʊt ɪz nɛk  
ə gɹe ̝ːn ən gɪɫdɪd snɛːk əd ɹe ̝ːθt ɪtsɛɫf   
huː̹ wɪð ə˞ hɛd nɪmbɫ̩ ɪn θɹɛts əpɹoːtʃ͡t 
ðɪ oːpn ̩ɪn ɑv ɪz məʊθ bət sɤdn ̩ləɪ 
se ̝ːɪn ɒ˞landoː ɪt ɤnlɪŋkt ɪtsɛɫf    
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2200 
2201 
2202 
2203 
2204 
2205 
2206 
2207 
2208 

And with indented glides did slip away 
Into a bush, under which bush’s shade 
A lioness, with udders all drawn dry, 
Lay couching head on ground, with catlike watch 
When that the sleeping man should stir; for ’tis  
The royal disposition of that beast 
To prey on nothing that doth seem as dead. 
This seen, Orlando did approach the man, 
And found it was his brother, his elder brother.    

ən wɪð ɪndɛntɪd gləɪdz dɪd slɪp əwɛː 
ɪntuː̹ ə bʊʃ ɤndə˞ ʍɪt ͡ʃ bʊʃɪz ʃɛːd  
ə ləɪənɛs wɪð ɤdə˞z ɑːɫ dɹɑːn dɹəɪ  
lɛː kəʊt ͡ʃɪn hɛd ɑn gɹəʊnd wɪ katləɪk wɑt ͡ʃ  
ʍɛn ðat ðə sle ̝ːpɪn man ʃəd stɐ˞ fə˞ tɪz  
ðə ɹəɪəɫ dɪspoːzɪsɪən ɑv ðət bɛst  
tə pɹɛː ɑn noːtɪn ðat dəθ se ̝ːm əz dɛd  
ðɪs se ̝ːn ɒ˞landoː dɪd əpɹoːtʃ͡ ðə man  
ən fəʊnd ɪt wɑz ɪz bɹɤðə˞ ɪz ɛɫdə˞ bɹɤðə˞ 

 CELIA  

2209 
2210 
2211 

O I have heard him speak of that same brother, 
And he did render him the most unnatural 
That liv’d amongst men. 

oː əɪ əv hɐ˞d ɪm spe ̝ːk ə ðat sɛːm bɹɤðə˞  
ən he ̝ː dɪd ɹɛndəɹ hɪm ðə moːst ɤnatɹəɫ  
ðət lɪvd mɤŋst mɛn  

 OLIVER  

 
2212 

                                    And well he might so do, 
For well I know he was unnatural. 

                              ən wɛl ɪ məɪt sə du ̹ː  
fə˞ wɛl a noː ɪ wɑz ɤnatəɹɑɫ 

 ROSALIND  

2213 
2214 

But to Orlando.  Did he leave him there, 
Food to the suck’d and hungry lioness? 

bət tu ̹ː ɒ˞landoː dɪd ɪ le ̝ːv ɪm ðɛ˞ː 
fu ̹ːd tə ðə sɤkt ən hɤŋgɹəɪ ləɪənɛs   

 OLIVER  

2215 
2216 
2217 
2218 

Twice did he turn his back, and purpos’d so. 
But kindness, nobler ever than revenge, 
And nature, stronger than his just occasion, 
Made him give battle to the lioness, 

twəɪs dɪd ɪ tɐ˞n ɪz bak ən pɐ˞pəs soː  
bət kəɪnɪs noːbl ̩əɹ ɛvə˞ ðan ɹɪvɛnd ͡ʒ  
ən nɛːtə˞ stɹɑŋgə˞ ðan ɪz d ͡ʒɤst əkɛːzɪən  
mɛːd hɪm gɪv batɫ̩ tu ̹ː ðə ləɪənɛs  
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2219 
2220 

Who quickly fell before him; in which hurtling 
From miserable slumber I awak’d. 

uː̹ kwɪkləɪ fɛɫ bɪfoːɹ ɪm ɪn ʍɪt ͡ʃ hɐ˞tl ̩ɪn 
fɹəm mɪzəɹɤbɫ̩ slɤmbəɹ əɪ əwɛːkt  

 CELIA  

2221 Are you his brother? a˞ ju ̹ː ɪz bɹɤðə˞  

 ROSALIND  

                                Was’t you he rescu’d?                           wɑzt ju ̹ː ɪ ɹɛskjəd   

 CELIA  

2222 Was’t you that did so oft contrive to kill him? wɑzt ju ̹ː ðət dɪd soː ɑft kəntɹəɪv tə kɪl ɪm  

 OLIVER  

2223 
2224 
2225 

’Twas I.  But ’tis not I.  I do not shame 
To tell you what I was, since my conversion 
So sweetly tastes, being the thing I am. 

twəz əɪ bət tɪz nɑt əɪ a du ̹ː nɑt ʃɛːm  
tə tɛɫ jə ʍɑt a wɑz sɪns məɪ kənvɐ˞sɪən  
sə swe ̝ːtl ̩əɪ tasts be ̝ːɪn ðə θɪŋ əɪ am   

 ROSALIND  

2226 But for the bloody napkin. bət fo˞ː ðə blʊdəɪ napkɪn  

 OLIVER  

 
2227 
2228 
2229 
2230 
2231 
2232 
2233 
2234 

                                        By and by. 
When from the first to last betwixt us two 
Tears our recountments had most kindly bath’d— 
As how I came into that desert place— 
In brief, he led me to the gentle Duke, 
Who gave me fresh array and entertainment, 
Committing me unto my brother’s love, 
Who led me instantly unto his cave, 
There stripp’d himself, and here upon his arm 

                                        bəɪ ən bəɪ  
ʍɛn fɹɑm ðə fɐ˞st tə last bɪtwɪkst əs tu ̹ː  
ti˞ːz o˞ː ɹɪkəʊntmənts had moːs kəɪnləɪ bɛːðd  
əz həʊ a kɛːm ɪntu ̹ː ðət dɛzə˞t plɛːs   
ɪn bɹe ̝ːf ɪ lɛd mɪ tu ̹ː ðə d ͡ʒɛntɫ̩ dju ̹ːk  
u ̹ː gɛːv mɪ fɹɛʃ əɹɛː ənd ɛntə˞tɛːnmənt  
kəmɪtɪn me ̝ː ɤntu ̹ː mɪ bɹɤðə˞z lɤv  
uː̹ lɛd mɪ ɪnstəntl ̩əɪ ɤntu ̹ː ɪz kɛːv  
ðɛ˞ː stɹɪpt ɪmsɛɫf ən hiːɹ əpɑn ɪz a˞m  
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2235 
2236 
2237 
2238| 
2239 
2240 
2241 
2242 
2243 
2244 
 

The lioness had torn some flesh away, 
Which all this while had bled; and now he fainted, 
And cried in fainting upon Rosalind. 
Brief, I recover’d him, bound up his wound, 
And after some small space, being strong at heart, 
He sent me hither, stranger as I am, 
To tell this story, that you might excuse  
His broken promise, and to give this napkin, 
Dy’d in his blood, unto the shepherd youth 
That he in sport doth call his Rosalind 
                                                            [Rosalind faints.] 

ðə ləɪənɛs əd to˞ːn səm flɛʃ əwɛː  
ʍɪt ͡ʃ ɑːɫ ðɪs ʍəɪl əd blɛd ən nəʊ ɪ fɛːntɪd  
ən kɹəɪd ɪn fɛːntɪn ɤpɑn ɹɑzələɪnd  
bɹe ̝ːf əɪ ɹɪkɤvə˞d hɪm bəʊnd ɤp ɪz wəʊnd  
ənd ɑːtə˞ sɤm smɑːɫ spɛːs be ̝ːɪn stɹɑŋ ət ha˞t  
ɪ sɛnt mɪ hɪðə˞ stɹɛːnd ͡ʒəɹ az əɪ am  
tə tɛɫ ðɪs stɑːɹəɪ ðat jə məɪt ɪkskju ̹ːz  
ɪz bɹoːkən pɹɑmɪs and tə gɪv ðɪs napkɪn  
dəɪd ɪn ɪz blɤd ɤntu ̹ː ðə ʃɛpə˞d juː̹θ  
ðət he ̝ː ɪn spo˞ːt dəθ kɑːl ɪz ɹɑzələɪnd  
 

 CELIA  

2245 Why how now Ganymede!  Sweet Ganymede! ʍəɪ həʊ nəʊ ganɪme ̝ːd swe ̝ːt ganɪme ̝ːd   

 OLIVER  

2246 Many will swoon when they do look on blood. mænəɪ wɪɫ swuːn̹ ʍɛn ðɛː də lʊk ɑn blɤd  

 CELIA  

2247 There is more in it.  Cousin Ganymede! ðɛːɹ ɪz moːɹ ɪn ɪt kɒzn ̩ ganɪme ̝ːd  

 OLIVER  

2248 Look, he recovers. lʊk he ̝ː ɹɪkɤvə˞z  

 ROSALIND  

2249 I would I were at home. a wʊd a wɒɹ ət hoːm  

 CELIA  

2250 
2251 

We’ll lead you thither.  I pray  you, will you take 
him by the arm? 

wɪɫ le ̝ːd jə ðɪə˞ a pɹɛː jə wɪɫ jə tɛːk  
ɪm bəɪ ðɪ a˞m  
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 OLIVER  

2252 
2253 

Be of good cheer, youth.  You a man!  You lack a 
man’s heart. 

be ̝ː əv gʊd t ͡ʃɪ˞ː ju ̹ːθ ju ̹ː ə man jə lak ə  
manz ha˞t  

 ROSALIND  

2254 
2255 
2256 

I do so, I confess it.  Ah, sirrah, a body would think  
this was well counterfeited.  I pray you tell your  
brother how well I counterfeited.  Heigh-ho! 

a du ̹ː soː a kənfɛs ɪt ɑː sɪɹə ə bɑdəɪ wəd θɪŋk 
ðɪs wəz wɛɫ kəʊntə˞fɪtɪd a pɹɛː jə tɛɫ jə˞ 
bɹɤðə˞ həʊ wɛl a kəʊntə˞fɪtɪd hɛː hoː   

 OLIVER  

2257 
2258 
2259 

This was not counterfeit, there is too great testi- 
mony in your complexion that it was a passion of 
earnest. 

ðɪs wəz nɑt kəʊntə˞fɪt ðə˞z tu ̹ː gɹɛːt  
tɛstəmoːnəɪ ɪn jə˞ kəmplɛksɪən ðat ɪt twəz ə  
paʃɪən əv ɐ˞nɪst 

 ROSALIND  

2260 Counterfeit, I assure you. kəʊntə˞fɪt əɪ əʃu ̹˞ː jə  

 OLIVER  

2261 
2262 

Well then, take a good heart, and counterfeit to be 
a man. 

wɛɫ ðɛn tɛːk ə gʊd ha˞t ən kəʊntə˞fɪt tə be ̝ː  
ə man 

 ROSALIND  

2263 
2264 

So I do.  But i’ faith, I should have been a woman 
by right. 

soː a du ̹ː bət ɪ fɛːθ a ʃʊd ə bɪn ə wʊmən  
bɪ ɹəɪt  

 CELIA  

2265 
2266 

Come, you look paler and paler.  Pray you draw 
homewards.  Good sir, go with us. 

kɤm jə lʊk pɛːləɹ ən pɛːlə˞ pɹɛː jə dɹɑː  
hoːmwə˞dz gʊd sɐ˞ goː wɪð əs 

 OLIVER  

2267 That will I.  For I must bear answer back how you ðat wɪl əɪ fəɹ a mɤs bɛːɹ ansə˞ bak həʊ jʊ 
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2268 excuse my brother, Rosalind. ɪkskju ̹ːz mɪ bɹɤðə˞ ɹɑzələɪnd   

 ROSALIND  

2269 
2270 

I shall devise something.  But I pray you commend 
my counterfeiting to him.  Will you go?               
Exeunt. 

a ʃəɫ dɪvəɪz sɤmθɪn bət a pɹɛː jə kəmɛnd  
mɪ kəʊntə˞fɪtɪn tʊ ɪm wɪɫ jə goː  
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5.1 

 

 Enter Touchstone and Audrey.  

 TOUCHSTONE  

2271 
2272 

We shall find a time, Audrey.  Patience gentle 
Audrey. 

we ̝ː ʃəɫ fəɪnd ə təɪm ɑːdɹəɪ pɛːʃɪəns d ͡ʒɛntl ̩ 
ɑːdɹəɪ  

 AUDREY  

2273 
2274 

Faith the priest was good enough, for all the old 
gentleman’s saying.    

fɛːθ ðə pɹe ̝ːst wəz gʊd ɪnɒf fəɹ ɑːɫ ðɪ oːɫd 
d ͡ʒɛntɫ̩mənz sɛːɪn  

 TOUCHSTONE  

2275 
2276 
2277 

A most wicked Sir Oliver, Audrey, a most vile  
Martext.  But Audrey, there is a youth here in the  
forest lays claim to you.   

ə moːs wɪkɪd sɐɹ ɑlɪvəɹ ɑːdɹəɪ ə moːs vəɪɫ 
ma˞tɛkst bət ɑːdɹəɪ ðə˞z ə ju ̹ːθ hiːɹ ɪ ðə  
fɑɹɪst lɛːz klɛːm tə ju ̹: 

 AUDREY  

2278 
2279 

Ay, I know who ’tis.  He hath no interest in me in 
the world.  Here comes the man you mean. 

əɪ a noː u ̹ː tɪz e ̝ː aθ noː ɪntɹɪst ɪn me ̝ː ɪn  
ðə wɐ˞ɫd i˞ː kɤmz ðə man jə me ̝ːn  

 Enter William.  

 TOUCHSTONE  

2280 
2281 
2282 

It is meat and drink to me to see a clown. By my 
troth, we that have good wits have much to answer 
for:  we shall be flouting:  we cannot hold. 

tɪz me ̝ːt ən dɹɪŋk tə mɪ tə se ̝ː ə kləʊn bɪ mɪ 
tɹoːθ we ̝ː ðət hav gʊd wɪts hav mɤt ͡ʃ tʊ ansə˞  
fə˞ wɪ ʃəɫ bɪ fləʊtɪn wɪ kanət hoːɫd  
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 WILLIAM  

2283 Good ev’n Audrey. gʊd e ̝ːə̆n ɑːdɹəɪ  

 AUDREY  

2284 God ye good ev’n William. gɑdʒɪ gʊd e ̝ːə̆n wɪɫjəm  

 WILLIAM  

2285 And good ev’n to you sir. ən gʊd e ̝ːə̆n tə ju ̹ː sɐ˞  

 TOUCHSTONE  

2286 
2287 
2288 

Good ev’n gentle friend.  Cover thy head, cover  
thy head.  Nay prithee be covered.  How old are 
you friend? 

gʊd e ̝:ə̆n d ͡ʒɛntɫ̩ fɹɛnd kɤvə˞ ðɪ hɛd kɤvə˞  
ðɪ hɛd nɛː pɹɪðe ̝: bɪ kɤvə˞d həʊ oːɫd a˞ 
jə fɹɛnd  

 WILLIAM  

2289 Five and twenty sir. fəɪv ən twɛntəɪ sɐ˞  

 TOUCHSTONE  

2290 A ripe age.  Is thy name William? ə ɹəɪp ɛːd ͡ʒ ɪz ðɪ nɛːm wɪɫjəm  

 WILLIAM  

2291 William, sir. wɪɫjəm sɐ˞ 

 TOUCHSTONE  

2292 A fair name.  Was’t born i’ th’ forest here? ə fɛ˞ː nɛːm wəzt bo˞ːn ɪ ðə fɑɹɪst hi˞ː  

 WILLIAM  

2293 Ay sir, I thank God. əɪ sɐ˞ a θaŋk gɑd  

 TOUCHSTONE  

2294 ‘Thank God.’  A good answer.  Art rich? ðank gɑd ə gʊd answə˞ a˞t ɹɪt ͡ʃ 

 WILLIAM  

2295 Faith sir, so so. fɛːθ sɐ˞ soː soː  
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 TOUCHSTONE  

2296 
2297 

‘So so’ is good, very good, very excellent good. 
And yet it is not, it is but so so.  Art thou wise? 

soː soː ɪz gʊd vɛɹəɪ gʊd vɛɹəɪ ɛkslənt gʊd  
ən jɪt tɪz nɑt tɪz bət soː soː a˞t ðəʊ wəɪz  

 WILLIAM  

2298 Ay sir, I have a pretty wit. əɪ sɐ˞ əɪv ə pɹɪtəɪ wɪt  

 TOUCHSTONE  

2299 
2300 
2301 
2302 
2303 
2304 
2305 

Why, thou sayest well.  I do now remember a say- 
ing:  ‘The fool doth think he is wise, but the wise- 
man knows himself to be a fool’.  The heathen 
philosopher, when he had a desire to eat a grape, 
would open his lips when he put it into his mouth, 
meaning thereby that grapes were made to eat and  
lips to open.  You do love this maid? 

ʍəɪ ðə sɛːst wɛɫ a də nəʊ ɹɪmɛmbəɹ ə sɛːɪn  
ðə fʊɫ dɤθ θɪŋk he ̝ː ɪz wəɪz bɤt ðə wəɪzman 
noːz ɪmsɛɫf tə be ̝ː ə fʊɫ ðə he ̝ːðən 
fɪlɑsfə˞ ʍɛn ɪ ad ə dɪzəɪə˞ tʊ e ̝ːt ə gɹɛːp  
wʊd oːpən ɪz lɪps ʍɛn ɪ pɤt ɪt ɪntʊ ɪz məʊθ  
me ̝ːnɪn ðɛ˞ːbəɪ ðət gɹɛːps wə˞ mɛːd tʊ e ̝ːt ən  
lɪps tʊ oːpən jə du ̹ː lɤv ðɪs mɛːd   

 WILLIAM  

2306 I do sir. əɪ du ̹ː sɐ˞  

 TOUCHSTONE  

2307 Give me your hand.  Art thou learned? gɪv mɪ jə˞ hand a˞t ðə lɐ˞nɪd   

 WILLIAM  

2308 No sir. noː sɐ˞ 

 TOUCHSTONE  

2309 
2310 
2311 
2312 

Then learn this of me.  To have is to have:  for it is 
a figure in rhetoric that drink, being poured out 
of a cup into a glass, by filling the one doth empty 
the other.  For all your writers do consent that ipse 

ðɛn lɐ˞n ðɪs ə me ̝ː tə hav ɪz tə hav fə˞ tɪz 
ə fɪgəɹ ɪn ɹɛtɹɪk ðət dɹɪŋk be ̝ːɪn po˞ːd əʊt 
əv ə kɤp ɪntʊ ə glas bɪ fɪlɪn ðə wɑn dəθ ɛmtəɪ  
ðɪ oːðə˞ fəɹ ɑːɫ jə˞ ɹəɪtə˞z də kənsɛnt ðat ɪpsɛː 
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2313 is he.  Now you are not ipse, for I am he. ɪz he ̝ː nəʊ ju ̹ː a˞ nɑt ɪpsɛː fəɹ əɪ am he ̝ː      

 WILLIAM  

2314 Which he sir? ʍɪt ͡ʃ e ̝ː sɐ˞  

 TOUCHSTONE  

2315 
2316 
2317 
2318 
2319 
2320 
2321 
2322 
2323 
2324 
2325 
2326 
2327 

He sir that must marry this woman.  Therefore 
you clown, abandon—which is in the vulgar leave 
—the society—which in the boorish is company— 
of this female—which in the common is woman. 
Which together is, abandon the society of this fe- 
male, or clown thou perishest; or to thy better 
understanding, diest; or, to wit, I kill thee, make 
thee away, translate thy life into death, thy liberty 
into bondage.  I will deal in poison with thee, or in 
bastinado, or in steel.  I will bandy with thee in 
faction; I will o’er-run thee with policy; I will kill 
thee a hundred and fifty ways.  Therefore tremble 
and depart. 

he ̝ː sɐ˞ ðət məs maɹəɪ ðɪs wʊmən ðɛ˞ːfə˞  
juː̹ kləʊn əbandən ʍɪt ͡ʃ ɪz ɪn ðə vɤɫgə˞ le ̝ːv  
ðə səsəɪtəɪ ʍɪt ͡ʃ ɪn ðə bu ̹ːɹɪʃ ɪz kɤmpnəɪ  
ɑv ðɪs fe ̝ːmɛːɫ ʍɪt ͡ʃ ɪn ðə kɑmən ɪz wʊmən  
ʍɪt ͡ʃ təgɛəɹ ɪz əbandən ðə səsəɪtəɪ ɑv ðɪs fe ̝ːmɛːɫ 
o˞ː kləʊn ðəʊ pɛɹɪʃɪst o˞ː tə ðɪ bɛtəɹ 
ɤndə˞standɪn dəɪst o˞ː tə wɪt əɪ kɪɫ ðe ̝ː mɛːk 
ðɪ əwɛː tɹanzlɛːt ðɪ ləɪf ɪntə dɛθ ðɪ lɪbə˞təɪ 
ɪntə bɑndɪd ͡ʒ a wɪɫ de ̝ːl ɪn pəɪzn ̩ wɪ ðe ̝ː oːɹ ɪn  
bastɪnɑːdoː oːɹ ɪn ste ̝ːl a wɪɫ bandəɪ wɪ ðɪ ɪn  
fakʃɪən a wɪl oːɹɤn ðɪ wɪ pɑlɪsəɪ a wɪɫ kɪɫ  
ðɪ ə hɤndɹɪd ən fɪftəɪ wɛːz ðɛ˞ːfə˞ tɹɛmbl ̩  
ən dɪpa˞t 

 AUDREY  

2328 Do, good William. du ̹ː gʊd wɪɫjəm  

 WILLIAM  

2329 God rest you merry, sir.                                          Exit. gɑd ɹɛst jə mɛɹəɪ sɐ˞  

 Enter Corin.  

 CORIN  

2330 Our master and mistress seeks you.  Come away, o˞ː mastəɹ ən mɪstɹɪs se ̝ːks jə kɤm əwɛː  
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2331 away. əwɛː  

 TOUCHSTONE  

2332 Trip Audrey, trip Audrey.  I attend, I attend.       Exeunt. tɹɪp ɑ:dɹəɪ tɹɪp ɑːdɹəɪ əɪ ətɛnd əɪ ətɛnd  
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5.2 

 

 Enter Orlando and Oliver.  

 ORLANDO  

2333 
2334 
2335 
2336 

Is’t possible, that on so little acquaintance you 
should like her?  That but seeing, you should love  
her?  And loving woo?  And wooing, she should 
grant?  And will you persever to enjoy her? 

ɪzt pɑsɪbɫ̩ ðət ɑn soː lɪtl ̩ əkwɛːntəns jə 
ʃəd ləɪk hɐ˞ ðət bɤt se ̝ːɪn jə ʃəd lɤv 
ə˞ ən lɤvɪn wu ̹ː ən wu ̹ːɪn ʃe ̝ː ʃʊd 
gɹant ən wɪɫ jə pə˞sɛvə˞ tʊ ɪnd ͡ʒəɪ ə˞  

 OLIVER  

2337 
2338 
2339 
2340 
2341 
2342 
2343 
2344 

Neither call the giddiness of it in question, the 
poverty of her, the small acquaintance, my sudden 
wooing, nor her sudden consenting.  But say with 
me, I love Aliena; say with her that she loves me; 
consent with both, that we may enjoy each other.   It  
shall be to your good; for my father’s house and all 
the revenue that was old Sir Rowland’s will I estate 
upon you, and here live and die a shepherd.   

nɛðə˞ kɑːɫ ðə gɪdəɪnɪs ɑvt ɪn kwɛstɪən ðə 
pɑvə˞təɪ ɑv ə˞ ðə smɑːɫ əkwɛːntəns məɪ sɤdn ̩ 
wu ̹ːɪn nɒ˞ hɐ˞ sɤdn ̩ kənsɛntɪn bət sɛː wɪð  
mɪ əɪ lɤv ɛle ̝ːɛːnə sɛː wɪð hɐ˞ ðət ʃe ̝ː lɤvz me ̝ː  
kənsɛnt wɪ boːθ ðət wɪ mɛː ɪnd ͡ʒəɪ e ̝ːt ͡ʃoːðə˞ ɪt 
ʃəɫ bɪ tə jo˞ː gʊd fə˞ mɪ faðə˞z həʊs ənd ɑːɫ 
ðə ɹəvɛnjuː̹ ðət wəz oːɫd sɐ˞ ɹoːləndz wɪl əɪ ɪstɛːt  
əpɑn ju ̹ː ənd hi˞ː lɪv ən dəɪ ə ʃɛpə˞d   

 ORLANDO  

2345 
2346 
2347 

You have my consent.  Let your wedding be to- 
morrow.  Thither will I invite the Duke and all’s 
contented followers.  Go you and prepare Aliena; 

ju ̹ː hav məɪ kənsɛnt lɛt jə˞ wɛdɪn bɪ təmɑɹə  
ðɪə˞ wɪl əɪ ɪnvəɪt ðə djuː̹k ənd ɑːɫ ɪz  
kəntɛntɪd fɑlwə˞z goː jʊ ən pɹɪpɛːɹ ɛle ̝ːɛːnə  
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2348 for look you, here comes my Rosalind.   fə˞ lʊk jə hi˞ː kɤmz məɪ ɹɑzələɪnd  

 Enter Rosalind.  

 ROSALIND  

2349 God save you brother. gɑd sɛːv jə bɹɤðə˞  

 OLIVER  

2350 And you fair sister.                                               [Exit.] ən ju ̹ː fɛ˞ː sɪstə˞ 

 ROSALIND  

2351 
2352 

O my dear Orlando, how it grieves me to see thee 
wear thy heart in a scarf! 

oː mɪ diːɹ ɒ˞landoː həʊ ɪt gɹe ̝ːvz mɪ tə se ̝ː ðɪ 
wɛ˞ː ðɪ ha˞t ɪn ə ska˞f  

 ORLANDO  

2353 It is my arm. tɪz mɪ a˞m  

 ROSALIND  

2354 
2355 

I thought thy heart had been wounded with the  
claws of a lion. 

a θɑːt ðɪ ha˞t əd bɪn wəʊndɪd wɪ ðə 
klɑːz əv ə ləɪən  

 ORLANDO  

2356 Wounded it is, but with the eyes of a lady. wəʊndɪd tɪz bət wɪ ðɪ əɪz əv ə lɛːdəɪ  

 ROSALIND  

2357 
2358 

Did your brother tell you how I counterfeited to  
swoon, when he showed me your handkerchief? 

dɪd jə˞ bɹɤðə˞ tɛɫ jə həʊ a kəʊntə˞fɪtɪd tə 
swu ̹ːn ʍɛn ɪ ʃoːd mɪ jə˞ haŋkə˞t ͡ʃe ̝ːf  

 ORLANDO  

2359 Ay, and greater wonders than that. əɪ ən gɹɛtə˞ wɤndə˞z ðən ðat  

 ROSALIND  

2360 
2361 

O, I know where you are.  Nay, ’tis true.  There was 
never anything so sudden, but the fight of two rams,  

oː əɪ noː ʍɛ˞ː ju ̹ː a˞ nɛː tɪz tɹu ̹ː ðə˞ wəz 
nɛːɹ ænəɪθɪn soː sɤdn ̩ bət ðə fəɪt ə tu ̹ː ɹamz  
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2362 
2363 
2364 
2365 
2366 
2367 
2368 
2369 
2370 
2371 
2372 

and Caesar’s thrasonical brag of I came, saw, and 
overcame.  For your brother and my sister no 
sooner met, but they looked; no sooner looked, but 
they loved; no sooner loved, but they sighed; no 
sooner sighed, but they asked one another the 
reason; no sooner knew the reason, but they sought 
the remedy.  And in these degrees have they made a  
pair of stairs to marriage, which they will climb in- 
continent, or else be incontinent before marriage. 
They are in the very wrath of love, and they will to- 
gether.  Clubs cannot part them. 

ən se ̝ːzə˞z θɹəsɑnɪkɫ̩ bɹag əv əɪ kɛːm sɑː and  
ovə˞kɛːm fə˞ jo˞ː bɹɤðəɹ ən məɪ sɪstə˞ noː  
su ̹ːnə˞ mɛt bət ðɛː lʊkt noː su ̹ːnə˞ lʊkt bət 
ðɛː lɤvd noː su ̹ːnə˞ lɤvd bət ðɛː səɪd noː 
su ̹ːnə˞ səɪd bət ðɛː askt oːn ənoːðə˞ ðə 
ɹe ̝ːzn ̩ noː su ̹ːnə˞ nju ̹ː ðə ɹe ̝ːzn ̩ bət ðɛː sɑːt  
ðə ɹɛmdəɪ ənd ɪn ðe ̝ːz dɪgɹe ̝ːz hav ðɛː mɛːd ə  
pɛːɹ ə stɛ˞ːz tə maɹɪd ͡ʒ ʍɪt ͡ʃ ðɛː wɪɫ kləɪm  
ɪnkɑntɪnənt oːɹ ɛɫs bɪ ɪnkɑntɪnənt bɪfo˞ː maɹɪd ͡ʒ  
ðɛːɹ ɪn ðə vɛɹəɪ ɹaθ ə lɤv ən ðɛː wɪɫ  
təgɛə˞ klɤbz kanət pa˞t əm  

 ORLANDO  

2373 
2374 
2375 
2376 
2377 
2378 
2379 

They shall be married tomorrow, and I will bid the 
Duke to the nuptial.  But O, how bitter a thing it 
is to look into happiness through another man’s 
eyes!  By so much the more shall I tomorrow be 
at the height of heart-heaviness, by how much I  
shall think my brother happy in having what he 
wishes for. 

ðɛː ʃəɫ bɪ maɹəɪd təmɑɹə ənd a wɪɫ bɪd ðə  
djuː̹k tə ðə nɤpʃɪəɫ bət oː həʊ bɪtəɹ ə θɪŋ tɪz 
tə lʊk ɪntə hapɪnɪs θɹu ̹ː ənoːðə˞ manz  
əɪz bɪ soː mɤt ͡ʃ ðə mo˞ː ʃəl əɪ təmɑɹə bɪ  
ət ðə həɪt ə ha˞t hɛvɪnɪs bɪ həʊ mɤt ͡ʃ a  
ʃəɫ θɪŋk mɪ bɹɤðə˞ hapəɪ ɪn havɪn ʍɑt he ̝ː 
wɪʃɪz fə˞   

 ROSALIND  

2380 
2381 

Why then tomorrow I cannot serve your turn for 
Rosalind? 

ʍəɪ ðɛn təmɑɹə əɪ kanət sɐ˞v jə˞ tɐ˞n fə˞ 
ɹɑzələɪnd  

 ORLANDO  

2382 I can live no longer by thinking. a kən lɪv noː lɑŋgə˞ bɪ θɪŋkɪn 
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 ROSALIND  

2383 
2384 
2385 
2386 
2387 
2388 
2389 
2390 
2391 
2392 
2393 
2394 
2395 
2396 
2397 
2398 
2399 
2400 

I will weary you then no longer with idle talking. 
Know of me then—for now I speak to some pur- 
pose—that I know you are a gentleman of good 
conceit.  I speak not this that you should bear a good 
opinion of my knowledge, insomuch I say I know 
you are; neither do I labour for a greater esteem 
than may in some little measure draw a belief from 
you to do yourself good, and not to grace me.  Be- 
lieve then, if you please, that I can do strange 
things.  I have since I was three year old conversed 
with a magician, most profound in his art and yet 
not damnable.  If you do love Rosalind so near the 
heart as your gesture cries it out, when your brother 
marries Aliena, shall you marry her.  I know into 
what straits of fortune she is driven, and it is not 
impossible to me, if it appear not inconvenient to 
you, to set her before your eyes tomorrow, human 
as she is, and without any danger. 

əɪɫ wɪɹəɪ jə ðɛn noː lɑŋgə˞ wɪð əɪdɫ̩ tɑːkɪn  
noː ɑv me ̝ː ðɛn fə˞ nəʊ a spe ̝ːk tə sɤm pɐ˞pəs   
ðət əɪ noː ju ̹ːɹ ə d ͡ʒɛntɫ̩mən ə gʊd 
kənse ̝ːt a spe ̝ːk nɑt ðɪs ðət jə ʃəd bɛːɹ ə gʊd 
əpɪnjən ə mɪ nɑlɪd ͡ʒ ɪnsəmɤt ͡ʃ a sɛː əɪ noː 
ju ̹ː a˞ nɛðə˞ du ̹ː a lɛːbə˞ fəɹ ə gɹɛːtəɹ ɪste ̝ːm   
ðən mɛː ɪn sɤm lɪtɫ̩ mɛzə˞ dɹɑː ə bɪle ̝ːf fɹɑm  
ju ̹ː tə du ̹ː jə˞sɛɫf gʊd ən nɑt tə gɹɛːs me ̝ː bɪle ̝ːv 
ðɛn ɪf jə ple ̝ːz ðət əɪ kən du ̹ː stɹɛːnd ͡ʒ  
θɪŋz a hav sɪns a wəz θɹe ̝ː jɪːɹ oːɫd kənvɐ˞st  
wɪð ə məd ͡ʒɪʃɪən moːs pɹəfəʊnd ɪn ɪz a˞t ən jɪt 
nɑt damnəbɫ̩ ɪf jə duː̹ lɤv ɹɑzələɪnd soː nɪ˞ː ðə 
ha˞t əz jə˞ d ͡ʒɛstə˞ kɹəɪz əʊt ʍɛn jə˞ bɹɤðə˞  
maɹəɪz ɛle ̝ːɛːnə ʃɒɫ ju ̹ː maɹəɪ hɐ˞ a noː ɪntə  
ʍɑt stɹɛːts ə fo˞tən ʃe ̝ːz dɹɪvən ən tɪz nɑt 
ɪmpɑsɪbɫ̩ tə mɪ ɪf ɪt əpɪ˞ː nɑt ɪnkənve ̝ːnjənt tə  
juː̹ tə sɛt ə˞ bɪfo˞ː jəɹ əɪz təmɑɹə hju ̹ːmən  
az ʃe ̝ː ɪz ən wɪðəʊt ænəɪ dɛːnd ͡ʒə˞   

 ORLANDO  

2401 Speak’st thou in sober meanings? spe ̝ːks ðəʊ ɪn soːbə˞ me ̝ːnɪnz  

 ROSALIND  

2402 
2403 
2404 

By my life I do, which I tender dearly, though I  
say I am a magician.  Therefore put you in your 
best array, bid  your friends; for if you will be  

bəɪ məɪ ləɪf əɪ du ̹ː ʍɪt ͡ʃ a tɛndə˞ dɪ˞ːləɪ ðoː a  
sɛː əɪm ə məd ͡ʒɪʃɪən ðɛ˞ːfə˞ pʊt jʊ ɪn jə˞  
bɛst əɹɛː bɪd jə˞ fɹɛnz fəɹ ɪf juː̹ wɪɫ bɪ 
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2405 
2406 
2407 

married tomorrow, you shall; and to Rosalind if 
you will.  Look, here comes a lover of mine, and a  
lover of hers. 

maɹəɪd təmɑrə jə ʃɒɫ ən tə ɹɑzələɪnd ɪf 
jə wɪɫ lʊk hi˞ː kɤmz ə lɤvəɹ ə məɪn ənd ə  
lɤvəɹ ə hɐ˞z   

 Enter Silvius and Phebe.  

 PHEBE  

2408 
2409 

Youth, you have done me much ungentleness, 
To show the letter that I writ to you. 

ju ̹ːθ ju ̹ː əv dɤn mɪ mɤt ͡ʃ ɤnd ͡ʒɛntɫ̩nɪs  
tə ʃoː ðə lɛtə˞ ðat a ɹɪt tə ju ̹ː  

 ROSALIND  

2410 
2411 
2412 
2413 

I care not if I have.  It is my study 
To seem despiteful and ungentle to you. 
You are there follow’d by a faithful shepherd, 
Look upon him, love him.  He worships you. 

a kɛ˞ː nɑt ɪf a hav ɪt ɪz mɪ stɤdəɪ  
tə se ̝ːm dɪspəɪtfɫ̩ and ɤnd ͡ʒɛntɫ̩ tu ̹ː jə   
j ̹ʊ a˞ ðə˞ fɑləd bəɪ ə fɛːθfɫ̩ ʃɛpə˞d  
lʊk əpɑn hɪm lɤv hɪm ɪ wɐ˞ʃɪps ju ̹ː   

 PHEBE  

2414 Good shepherd, tell this youth what ’tis to love. gʊd ʃɛpə˞d tɛɫ ðɪs ju ̹ːθ ʍɑt tɪz tə lɤv 

 SILVIUS  

2415 
2416 

It is to be all made of sighs and tears, 
And so am I for Phebe. 

ɪt ɪz tə be ̝ː ɑːɫ mɛːd ə səɪz ən tɪ˞ːz  
ən soː əm əɪ fə˞ fe ̝ːbəɪ 

 PHEBE  

2417 And I for Ganymede. ənd əɪ fə˞ ganɪme ̝ːd  

 ORLANDO  

2418 And I for Rosalind. ənd əɪ fə˞ ɹɑzələɪnd 

 ROSALIND  

2419 And I for no woman. ənd əɪ fə˞ noː wʊmən 
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 SILVIUS  

2420 
2421 

It is to be all made of faith and service, 
And so am I for Phebe. 

ɪt ɪz tə be ̝ː ɑːɫ mɛːd ə fɛːθ ən sɐ˞vɪs  
ən soː əm əɪ fə˞ fe ̝ːbəɪ 

 PHEBE  

2422 And I for Ganymede.  ənd əɪ fə˞ ganɪme ̝ːd  

 ORLANDO  

2423 And I for Rosalind. ənd əɪ fə˞ ɹɑzələɪnd 

 ROSALIND  

2424 And I for no woman. ənd əɪ fə˞ noː wʊmən  

 SILVIUS  

2425 
2426 
2427 
2428 
2429 
2430 

It is to be all made of fantasy, 
All made of passion and all made of wishes, 
All adoration, duty and observance, 
All humbleness, all patience and impatience, 
All purity, all trial, all observance; 
And so am I for Phebe. 

ɪt ɪz tə be ̝ː ɑːɫ mɛːd ə fantəsəɪ  
ɑːɫ mɛːd ə paʃɪən and ɑːɫ mɛːd ə wɪʃɪz  
ɑːl adəɹɛ:sɪən djuː̹təɪ and əbsɐ˞vəns  
ɑːl ɤmbɫ̩nɪs ɑːɫ pɛːʃɪəns and ɪmpɛːʃɪəns  
ɑːɫ pju ̹ːɹɪtəɪ ɑːɫ tɹəɪəl ɑːl ɑbsɐ˞vəns 
ən soː əm əɪ fə˞ fe ̝ːbəɪ  

 PHEBE  

2431 And so am I for Ganymede. ən soː əm əɪ fə˞ ganɪme ̝ːd  

 ORLANDO  

2432 And so am I for Rosalind. ən soː əm əɪ fə˞ ɹɑzələɪnd 

 ROSALIND  

2433 And so am I for no woman. ən soː əm əɪ fə˞ noː wʊmən 

 PHEBE  

2434 [To Rosalind]  If this be so, why blame you me to love ɪf ðɪs bɪ soː ʍəɪ blɛːm jə me ̝ː tə lɤv  
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2435 you? juː̹  

 SILVIUS  

2436 
2437 

[To Phebe]  If this be so, why blame you me to love 
you?  

ɪf ðɪs bɪ soː ʍəɪ blɛːm jə me ̝ː tə lɤv  
juː̹ 

 ORLANDO  

2438 If this be so, why blame you me to love you? ɪf ðɪs bɪ soː ʍəɪ blɛːm jə me ̝ː tə lɤv ju ̹ː  

 ROSALIND  

2439 
2440 

Who do you speak to ‘Why blame you me to love 
you?’? 

hu ̹ː djə spe ̝ːk tu ̹ː ʍəɪ blɛːm jə me ̝ː tə lɤv  
juː̹ 

 ORLANDO  

2441 To her that is not here, nor doth not hear. tə hɐ˞ ðət ɪz nɑt hi˞ː nɒ˞ dɤθ nɑt hi˞ː  

 ROSALIND  

2442 
2443 
2444 
2445 
2446 
2447 
2448 
2449 
2450 
2451 
2452 
2453 

Pray you no more of this, ’tis like the howling of  
Irish wolves against the moon.  [To Silvius]  I will 
help you if I can.  [To Phebe]  I would love you if I  
could.  Tomorrow meet me all together.  [To Phebe] 
I will marry you, if ever I marry woman, and I’ll 
be married tomorrow.  [To Orlando]  I will satisfy you, 
if ever I satisfied man, and you shall be married 
tomorrow. [To Silvius]  I will content you, if what  
pleases you contents you, and you shall be married 
tomorrow.  [To Orlando]  As you love Rosalind meet. 
[To Silvius]  As you love Phebe meet.  And as I love no 
woman, I’ll meet.  So fare you well.  I have left you 

pɹɛː jə noː moːɹ ə ðɪs tɪz ləɪk ðə həʊlɪn əv 
əɪɹɪʃ wʊɫvz əgɛns ðə mu ̹ːn a wɪɫ  
hɛɫp ju ̹ː ɪf a kan a wʊd lɤv ju ̹ː ɪf a  
kʊd təmɑɹə me ̝ːt mɪ ɑːɫ təgɛə˞  
əɪ wɪɫ maɹəɪ juː̹ ɪf ɛvəɹ a maɹəɪ wʊmən ənd əɪɫ  
bɪ maɹəɪd təmɑɹə əɪ wɪɫ satɪsfəɪ juː̹ 
ɪf ɛvəɹ a satɪsfəɪd man ən juː̹ ʃɒɫ bɪ maɹəɪd 
təmɑɹə əɪ wɪɫ kəntɛnt juː̹ ɪf ʍɑt  
ple ̝ːzɪz jə kəntɛnts jə and juː̹ ʃɒɫ bɪ maɹəɪd  
təmɑɹə az juː̹ lɤv ɹɑzələɪnd me ̝ːt   
az ju ̹ː lɤv fe ̝ːbəɪ me ̝ːt ənd az əɪ lɤv noː 
wʊmən əɪɫ me ̝ːt sə fɛ˞ː jə wɛɫ əɪv lɛft jə 
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2454 commands. kəmandz   

 SILVIUS  

2455 I’ll not fail, if I live. əɪɫ nɑt fɛːl ɪf əɪ lɪv 

 PHEBE  

2456 Nor I. nɒɹ əɪ 

 ORLANDO  

2457 Nor I.                                                                 Exeunt. nɒɹ əɪ 
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 Jennifer Geizhals speaks this scene at: 
http://paulmeier.com/AYLI/ayli5_3.mp3 
 
5.3 

 

 Enter Touchstone and Audrey  

 TOUCHSTONE  

2458 
2459 

Tomorrow is the joyful day, Audrey.  Tomorrow 
will we be marrried. 

təmɑɹə ɪz ðə d ͡ʒəɪfɫ̩ dɛː ɑːdɹəɪ təmɑɹə  
wɪɫ we ̝ː bɪ maɹəɪd 

 AUDREY  

2460 
2461 
2462 

I do desire it with all my heart; and I hope it is no 
dishonest desire, to desire to be a woman of the 
world.  Here come two of the banished Duke’s pages. 

a du ̹ː dɪzəɪəɹ ɪt wɪð ɑːɫ mɪ a˞t ənd əɪ oːp tɪz noː 
dɪsɑnɪst dɪzəɪə˞ tə dɪzəɪə˞ tə bɪ ə wʊmən 
ə ðə wɐ˞ɫd i˞ː kɤmz tu ̹ː ə ðə banɪʃt dju ̹ːks pɛːd ͡ʒɪz  

 Enter two pages.  

 FIRST PAGE  

2463 Well met honest gentleman. wɛɫ mɛt ɑnɪst d ͡ʒɛntɫ̩mən  

 TOUCHSTONE  

2464 By my troth well met.  Come, sit, sit, and a song. bɪ mɪ tɹoːθ wɛɫ mɛt kɤm sɪt sɪt ənd ə sɑŋ 

 SECOND PAGE  

2465 We are for you.  Sit i’ th’ middle. we ̝ː a˞ fə˞ ju ̹ː sɪt ɪ ðə mɪdɫ̩  

 FIRST PAGE  

2466 
2467 
2468 

Shall we clap into’t roundly, without hawking 
or spitting or saying we are hoarse, which are the 
only prologues to a bad voice? 

ʃəɫ wɪ klap ɪntu ̹ːt ɹəʊndl ̩əɪ wɪðəʊt hɑːkɪn  
o˞ː spɪtɪn o˞ː sɛːɪn wɪ ə˞ ho˞ːs ʍɪt ͡ʃ a˞ ðɪ 
oːnləɪ pɹoːlɑgz tʊ ə bad vəɪs  
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 SECOND PAGE  

2469 
2470 
 
2471 
2472 
2473 
2474 
2475 
2476 
 
2477 
2478 
2479 
2480 
2481 
2482 
 
2483 
2484 
2485 
2486 
2487 
2488 
 

I’ faith, i’ faith, and both in a tune like two 
gipsies on a horse. 
[They sing]. 
                 It was a lover and his lass, 
                   With a hey and a ho and a hey nonino, 
                That o’er the green corn-field did pass, 
                   In spring-time, the only pretty ring-time,  
               When birds do sing, hey ding a ding, ding, 
                  Sweet lovers love the spring.  
 
              Between the acres of the rye, 
               With a hey and a ho and a hey nonino, 
            These pretty country-folks would lie, 
               In spring-time, the only pretty ring-time, 
           When birds do sing, hey ding a ding, ding, 
               Sweet lovers love the spring. 
 
          This carol they began that hour, 
              With a hey and a ho and a hey nonino, 
         How that a life was but a flower, 
              In spring-time, the only pretty ring-time, 
        When birds do sing, hey ding a ding, ding, 
             Sweet lovers love the spring. 
 

ɪ fɛːθ ɪ fɛːθ ən boːθ ɪn ə tju ̹ːn ləɪk tu ̹ː  
d ͡ʒɪpsəɪz ɑn ə ho˞ːs  
 
                ɪt wɑz ə lɤvəɹ and hɪz las 
                 wɪð ə hɛː and ə hoː and ə hɛː nɑnɪnoː  
               ðat o˞ː ðə gɹe ̝ːn ko˞ːn fe ̝ːɫd dɪd pas  
                 ɪn spɹɪŋ təɪm ðɪ oːnləɪ pɹɪtəɪ ɹɪŋ təɪm 
              ʍɛn bɐ˞dz du ̹ː sɪŋ hɛː dɪŋ ə dɪŋ dɪŋ  
                 swe ̝ːt lɤvə˞z lɤv ðə spɹɪŋ  
 
               bɪtwe ̝ːn ðɪ ɛːkə˞z əv ðə ɹəɪ 
                wɪð ə hɛː and ə hoː and ə hɛː nɑnɪnoː  
              ðe ̝ːz pɹɪtəɪ kɤntɹəɪ foːks wʊd ləɪ  
                ɪn spɹɪŋ təɪm ðɪ oːnləɪ pɹɪtəɪ ɹɪŋ təɪm  
             ʍɛn bɐ˞dz du ̹ː sɪŋ hɛː dɪŋ ə dɪŋ dɪŋ  
                swe ̝ːt lɤvəz lɤv ðə spɹɪŋ 
 
              ðɪs kaɹəɫ ðɛː bɪgan ðat o˞ː 
               ʍɪð ə hɛː and ə hoː and ə hɛː nɑnɪnoː  
             həʊ ðat ə ləɪf wɑz bɤt ə flo˞ː 
              ɪn spɹɪŋ təɪm ðɪ oːnləɪ pɹɪtəɪ ɹɪŋ təɪm 
            ʍɛn bɐ˞dz du ̹ː sɪŋ hɛː dɪŋ ə dɪŋ dɪŋ 
              swe ̝ːt lɤvə˞z lɤv ðə spɹɪŋ   
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2489 
2490 
2491 
2492 
2493 
2494 

        And therefore take the present time, 
           With a hey and a ho and a hey nonino, 
       For love is crowned with the prime, 
           In spring-time, the only pretty ring-time, 
      When birds do sing, hey ding a ding, ding, 
          Sweet lovers love the spring. 

            and ðɛ˞ːfə˞ tɛːk ðə pɹɛzn ̩t təɪm 
              wɪð ə hɛː and ə hoː and ə hɛː nɑnɪnoː  
           fo˞ː lɤv ɪz kɹəʊnɪd wɪð ðə pɹəɪm 
             ɪn spɹɪŋ təɪm ðɪ oːnləɪ pɹɪtəɪ ɹɪŋ təɪm  
           ʍɛn bɐ˞dz du ̹ː sɪŋ hɛː dɪŋ ə dɪŋ dɪŋ 
              swe ̝ːt lɤvə˞z lɤv ðə spɹɪŋ 

 TOUCHSTONE  

2495 
2496 
2497 

Truly young gentlemen, though there was no 
great matter in the ditty, yet the note was very 
untuneable. 

tɹu ̹ːləɪ jɤŋ d ͡ʒɛntɫ̩mən ðoː ðə˞ wəz noː 
gɹɛːt matəɹ ɪn ðə dɪtəɪ jɪt ðə noːt wəz vɛɹəɪ 
ɤntju ̹ːnəbɫ̩ 

 FIRST PAGE  

2498 
2499 

You are deceived sir.  We kept time, we lost 
not our time. 

ju ̹ː a˞ dɪse ̝ːvd sɐ˞ wɪ kɛp təɪm wɪ lɑst 
nɑt o˞ː təɪm  

 TOUCHSTONE  

2500 
2501 
2502 

By my troth yes.  I count it but time lost to hear 
such a foolish song.  God buy you, and God mend 
your voices.  Come Audrey.                                Exeunt.   

bɪ mɪ tɹoːθ jɛs a kəʊnt ɪt bət təɪm lɑst tə hi˞ː 
sət ͡ʃ ə fʊlɪʃ sɑŋ gɑd bəɪ jə ən gɑd mɛnd 
jə˞ vəɪsɪz kɤm ɑːdɹəɪ  
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 Jennifer Geizhals speaks this scene at: 
http://paulmeier.com/AYLI/ayli5_4.mp3 
 
5.4 

 

 Enter Duke Senior, Amiens, Jaques, Orlando,  
                  Oliver [and] Celia 

 

 DUKE SENIOR  

2503 
2504 

Dost thou believe, Orlando, that the boy 
Can do all this that he hath promised? 

dəs ðəʊ bɪle ̝ːv ɒ˞landoː ðat ðə bəɪ  
kən du ̹ː ɑːɫ ðɪs ðət he ̝ː aθ pɹɑmɪsɛd 

 ORLANDO  

2505 
2506 

I sometimes do believe, and sometimes do not, 
As those that fear they hope, and know they fear. 

a sɤmtəɪmz du ̹ː bɪle ̝ːv ən sɤmtəɪmz du ̹ː nɑt 
az ðoːz ðət fɪ˞ː ðɛː ho:p ən noː ðɛː fɪ˞ː  

 Enter Rosalind, Silvius and Phebe  

 ROSALIND  

2507 
2508 
2509 

Patience once more, whiles our compact is urg’d.   
You say, if I bring in your Rosalind, 
You will bestow her on Orlando here? 

pɛːʃɪəns ɒns mo˞ː ʍəɪɫz o˞ː kəmpakt ɪz ɐ˞d ͡ʒd  
jə sɛː ɪf əɪ bɹɪŋ ɪn jə˞ ɹɑzələɪnd   
jə wɪɫ bɪstoː əɹ ɑn ɒ˞landoː hi˞ː  

 DUKE SENIOR  

2510 That would I, had I kingdoms to give with her. ðat wʊd əɪ had a kɪŋdəmz tə gɪv wɪð ə˞  

 ROSALIND  

2511 And you say you will have her, when I bring her? ən ju ̹ː sɛː ju ̹ː wɪl hav ə˞ ʍɛn a bɹɪŋ ə˞  

 ORLANDO  

2512 That would I , were I of all kingdoms king. ðat wʊd əɪ wɑɹ əɪ ɑv ɑːɫ kɪŋdəmz kɪŋ 
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 ROSALIND  

2513 You say you’ll marry me, if I be willing? jə sɛː ju ̹ːɫ maɹəɪ me ̝ː ɪf əɪ bɪ wɪlɪn 

 PHEBE  

2514 That will I, should I die the hour after. ðat wɪl əɪ ʃʊd a dəɪ ðɪ oːəɹ ɑːtə˞ 

 ROSALIND  

2515 
2516 

But if you do refuse to marry me, 
You’ll give yourself to this most faithful shepherd? 

bət ɪf jə du ̹ː ɹɪfju ̹:z tə maɹəɪ me ̝ː  
ju ̹ːɫ gɪv jə˞sɛɫf tə ðɪs moːs fɛːθfɫ̩ ʃɛpə˞d  

 PHEBE  

2517 So is the bargain. soː ɪz ðə ba˞gɪn  

 ROSALIND  

2518 You say that you’ll have Phebe if she will? jə sɛː ðət ju ̹ːɫ hav fe ̝ːbəɪ ɪf ʃɪ wɪɫ  

 SILVIUS  

2519 Though to have her and death were both one thing. ðoː tʊ av ɐɹ ən dɛθ wə˞ boːθ oːn θɪŋ 

 ROSALIND  

2520 
2521 
2522 
2523 
2524 
2525 
2526 
2527 

I have promis’d to make all this matter even. 
Keep you your word, O Duke, to give your daughter, 
You yours, Orlando, to receive his daughter; 
Keep you your word Phebe, that you’ll marry me, 
Or else refusing me to wed this shepherd. 
Keep your word Silvius, that you’ll marry her 
If she refuse me; and from hence I go 
To makes these doubts all even. 
                                              Exeunt Rosalind and Celia. 

əɪv pɹɑmɪst tu ̹ː mɛːk ɑːɫ ðɪs matəɹ e ̝ːvn ̩  
ke ̝ːp ju ̹ː jə˞ wɐ˞d oː djuː̹k tə gɪv jə˞ dɑːtə˞  
juː̹ ju˞ːz ɒ˞landoː tu ̹ː ɹɪse ̝ːv ɪz dɑːtə˞ 
ke ̝ːp ju ̹˞ː wɐ˞d fe ̝ːbəɪ ðət ju ̹ːɫ maɹəɪ me ̝ ̝:  
oːɹ ɛɫs ɹɪfju ̹ːzɪn me ̝ː tə wɛd ðɪs ʃɛpə˞d  
ke ̝ːp jo˞ː wɐ˞d sɪɫvjəs ðat ju ̹ːɫ maɹəɪ hɐ˞ 
ɪf ʃe ̝ː ɹɪfju ̹ːz me ̝: and fɹəm hɛns a goː  
tə mɛːk ðe ̝ːz dəʊts ɑːl e ̝ːvn ̩ 
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 DUKE SENIOR  

2528 
2529 

I do remember in this shepherd boy 
Some lively touches of my daughter’s favour. 

a du ̹ː ɹɪmɛmbəɹ ɪn ðɪs ʃɛpə˞d bəɪ  
səm ləɪvləɪ tɤt ͡ʃɪz ɑv mɪ dɑːtə˞z fɛːvə˞  

 ORLANDO  

2530 
2531 
2532 
2533 
2534 
2535 
2536 

My lord, the first time that I ever saw him, 
Methought he was a brother to your daughter. 
But my good lord, this boy is forest-born, 
And hath been tutored in the rudiments 
Of many desperate studies, by his uncle, 
Whom he reports to be a great magician, 
Obscured in the circle of this forest. 

mɪ lo˞ːd ðə fɐ˞s təɪm ðat əɪ ɛvə˞ sɑː ɪm   
mɪθɑːt ɪ wɑz ə bɹɤðə˞ tu ̹ː jə˞ dɑːtə˞  
bɤt mɪ gʊd lo˞ːd ðɪs bəɪ ɪz fɑɹɪst bo˞ːn  
ən haθ bɪn tjuː̹tə˞d ɪn ðə ɹu ̹ːdɪmɛnts  
əv mænəɪ dɛspɹɪt stɤdəɪz bəɪ ɪz ɤŋkɫ̩  
u ̹ːm he ̝ː ɹɪpo˞ːts tə be ̝ː ə gɹɛːt məd ͡ʒɪʃɪən  
ɑbskju ̹ːɹɪd ɪn ðə sɐ˞kl ̩ ɑv ðɪs fɑɹɪst 

 JAQUES  

2537 
2538 
2539 
2540 

There is sure another flood toward, and these 
couples are coming to the ark.  Here comes a pair 
of very strange beasts, which in all tongues are  
called fools. 

ðə˞z ʃu ̹ːɹ ənoːðə˞ flɤd to˞ːd ən ðe ̝ːz 
kɤpɫ̩z a˞ kɤmɪn tə ðɪ a˞k hi˞ː kɤmz ə pɛːɹ 
ə vɛɹəɪ stɹɛːnd ͡ʒ bɛsts ʍɪt ͡ʃ ɪn ɑːɫ tɒŋz a˞ 
kɑːɫd fʊɫz   

 Enter Touchstone and Audrey.  

 TOUCHSTONE  

2541 Salutation and greeting to you all. saljətɛːsɪən ən gɹe ̝ːtɪn tjə ɑːɫ  

 JAQUES  

2542 
2543 
2544 

Good my lord, bid him welcome.  This is the mot- 
ley-minded gentleman that I have so often met in 
the forest.  He hath been a courtier he swears. 

gʊd mɪ lo˞ːd bɪd ɪm wɛɫkəm ðɪs ɪz ðə mɑtl ̩əɪ 
məɪndɪd d ͡ʒɛntɫ̩mən ðət əɪv soː ɑfn ̩ mɛt ɪ ðə 
fɑɹɪst he ̝ː aθ bɪn ə ko˞ːtjəɹ ɪ swɛ˞ːz  
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 TOUCHSTONE  

2545 
2546 
2547 
2548 
2549 

If any man doubt that, let him put me to my pur- 
gation.  I have trod a measure, I have flattered a  
lady, I have been politic with my friend, smooth 
with mine enemy, I have undone three tailors, I 
have had four quarrels, and like to have fought one. 

ɪf ænəɪ man dəʊt ðat lɛt ɪm pɤt me ̝ː tə mɪ  
pə˞gɛːsɪən əɪv tɹɑd ə mɛzə˞ əɪv flatə˞d ə  
lɛːdəɪ əɪv bɪn pɑlətɪk wɪ mɪ fɹɛnd smu ̹ːð  
wɪ mɪn ɛnməɪ əɪv ɤndɤn ðɹe ̝ː tɛːlə˞z əɪv 
had fo˞ː kwɑɹəɫz ən ləɪk tʊ av fɑːt oːn  

 JAQUES  

2550 And how was that ta’en up? ən həʊ wəz ðat tɛːə̆n ɤp 

 TOUCHSTONE  

2551 
2552 

Faith we met, and found the quarrel was upon 
the seventh cause. 

fɛːθ wɪ mɛt ən fəʊnd ðə kwɑɹəɫ wəz əpɑn 
ðə sɛə̆mθ kɑːz  

 JAQUES  

2553 
2554 

How seventh cause?  Good my lord, like this  
fellow. 

həʊ sɛə̆mθ kɑːz gʊd mɪ lo˞dː ləɪk ðɪs 
fɛlə  

 DUKE SENIOR  

2555 I like him very well. əɪ ləɪk ɪm vɛɹəɪ wɛɫ  

 TOUCHSTONE  

2556 
2557 
2558 
2559 
2560 
2561 
2562 

God ’ild you sir, I desire you of the like.  I press in 
here sir, amongst the rest of the country copula- 
tives, to swear and to forswear, according as 
marriage binds and blood breaks.  A poor virgin sir, 
an ill-favoured thing sir, but mine own; a poor 
humour of mine sir, to take that that no man else 
will.  Rich honesty dwells like a miser sir, in a poor  

gɑd e ̝ːɫd jə sɐ˞ əɪ dɪzəɪə˞ juː̹ ə ðə ləɪk a pɹɛs ɪn 
hi˞ː sɐ˞ əmɤŋs ðə ɹɛst ə ðə kɤntɹəɪ kɑpjələtɪvz   
tə swɛːɹ ən tə fo˞ːswɛ˞ː əko˞ːdɪn əz  
maɹɪd ͡ʒ bəɪndz ən blɤd bɹɛːks ə po˞ː vɐ˞d ͡ʒɪn sɐ˞  
ən ɪɫ fɛːvə˞d θɪŋ sɐ˞ bət mɪn oːn ə po˞ː  
hju ̹ːməɹ ə məɪn sɐ˞ tə tɛːk ðat ðət noː man ɛɫs 
wɪɫ ɹɪt ͡ʃ ɑnɪstəɪ dwɛɫz ləɪk ə məɪzə˞ sɐ˞ ɪn ə po˞ː    
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2563 house , as your pearl in your foul oyster. həʊs əz jə˞ pɐ˞ːl ɪn jə˞ fəʊl əɪstə˞ 

 DUKE SENIOR  

2564 By my faith, he is very swift and sententious. bɪ mɪ fɛːθ he ̝ː ɪz vɛɹəɪ swɪft ən sɛntɛnt ͡ʃɪəs  

 TOUCHSTONE  

2565 
2566 

According to the fool’s bolt sir, and such dulcet 
diseases. 

əko˞ːdɪn tə ðə fʊɫz boːɫt sɐ˞ ən sɤt ͡ʃ dɤɫsɪt 
dɪze ̝ːzɪz  

 JAQUES  

2567 
2568 

But for the seventh cause.  How did you find the  
quarrel on the seventh cause? 

bət fə˞ ðə sɛə̆mθ kɑːz həʊ dɪd jə fəɪnd ðə  
kwɑɹəl ɑn ðə sɛə̆mθ kɑːz  

 TOUCHSTONE  

2569 
2570 
2571 
2572 
2573 
2574 
2575 
2576 
2577 
2578 
2579 
2580 
2581 
2582 

Upon a lie seven times removed. (Bear your body  
more seeming, Audrey.)  As thus sir.  I did dislike 
the cut of a certain courtier’s beard; he sent me 
word, if I said his beard was not well cut, he was in 
the mind it was; this is called the Retort Courteous. 
If I sent him word again, it was not well cut, he 
would send me word he cut it to please himself; 
this is called the Quip Modest.  If again it was not 
well cut, he disabled my judgement; this is called 
the Reply Churlish.  If again it was not well cut, he 
would answer I spake not true; this is called the  
Reproof Valiant.  If again it was not well cut, he 
would say, I lie; this is called the Countercheck 
Quarrelsome.  And so to the Lie Circumstantial and  

əpɑn ə ləɪ sɛə̆m təɪmz ɹɪmɤvd bɛ˞ː jə˞ bɑdəɪ 
mo˞ː se ̝ːmɪn ɑːdɹəɪ az ðɤs sɐ˞ a dɪd dɪsləɪk 
ðə kɤt əv ə sɐ˞tn ̩ ko˞ːtjə˞z bɪ˞ːd he ̝ː sɛnt mɪ 
wɐ˞d ɪf əɪ sɛd ɪz bɪ˞ːd wəz nɑt wɛɫ kɤt he ̝ː wəz  
ɪn ðə məɪnd ɪt wɑz ðɪs ɪz kɑːɫd ðə ɹɪto˞ːt ko˞ːtjəs  
ɪf a sɛnt ɪm wɐ˞d əgɛn ɪt wəz nɑt wɛɫ kɤt  
he ̝ː wəd sɛnd mɪ wɐ˞d ɪ kɤt ɪt tə ple ̝ːz ɪmsɛɫf  
ðɪs ɪz kɑːɫd ðə kwɪp mɑdɪst ɪf əgɛn ɪt wəz nɑt 
wɛɫ kɤt he ̝ː dɪsɛːbɫ̩d mɪ d ͡ʒɤd ͡ʒmənt ðɪs ɪz kɑːɫd 
ðə ɹɪpləɪ t ͡ʃɐ˞lɪʃ ɪf əgɛn ɪt wəz nɑt wɛɫ kɤt he ̝ː 
wəd ansəɹ əɪ spɛːk nɑt tɹu ̹: ðɪs ɪz kɑːɫd ðə  
ɹɪpɹu ̹ːf vaɫjənt ɪf əgɛn twəz nɑt wɛɫ kɤt he ̝ː 
wəd sɛː əɪ ləɪ ðɪs ɪz kɑːɫd ðə kəʊntə˞t ͡ʃɛk  
kwɑɹəɫsm ̩ ən soː tə ðə ləɪ sɐ˞kəmstansɪəl ən 
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2583 the Lie Direct.  ðə ləɪ dɪɹɛkt   

 JAQUES  

2584 
2585 

And how oft did you say his beard was not well 
cut? 

ən həʊ ɑft dɪd jə sɛː ɪz bɪ˞ːd wəz nɑt wɛɫ 
kɤt 

 TOUCHSTONE  

2586 
2587 
2588 

I durst go no further than the Lie Circumstantial, 
nor he durst not give me the Lie Direct.  And so we 
measured swords and parted. 

a dɐ˞st goː noː fɐ˞ðə˞ ðən ðə ləɪ sɐ˞kəmstansɪəɫ  
nɒ˞ he ̝ː dɐ˞st nɑt gɪv me ̝ː ðə ləɪ dɪɹɛkt ən soː wɪ 
mɛzə˞d so˞ːdz ən pa˞tɪd  

 JAQUES  

2589 
2590 

Can you nominate in order now the degrees of  
the lie? 

kən jə nɑmɪnɛːt ɪn o˞ːdə˞ nəʊ ðə dɪgɹe ̝ːz ə 
ðə ləɪ 

 TOUCHSTONE  

2591 
2592 
2593 
2594 
2595 
2596 
2597 
2598 
2599 
2600 
2601 
2602 

O sir, we quarrel in print, by the book; as you  
have books for good manners.  I will name you the 
degrees.  The first, the Retort Courteous; the  
second, the Quip Modest; the third, the Reply 
Churlish; the fourth, the Reproof Valiant; the  
fifth, the Countercheck Quarrelsome; the sixth, 
the Lie with Circumstance; the seventh, the Lie 
Direct.  All these you may avoid but the Lie Direct;  
and  you may avoid that too, with an If.  I knew 
when seven justices could not take up a quarrel, 
but when the parties were met themselves, one of  
them thought but of an If, as, ‘If you said so, then I 

oː sɐ˞ wɪ kwɑɹəl ɪn pɹɪnt bɪ ðə bʊk az jʊ 
av bʊks fə˞ gʊd manə˞z a wɪɫ nɛːm jə ðə 
dɪgɹe ̝ːz ðə fɐ˞st ðə ɹɪto˞ːt ko˞ːtjəs ðə 
sɛkənd ðə kwɪp mɑdɪst ðə θɐ˞d ðə ɹɪpləɪ 
t ͡ʃɐ˞lɪʃ ðə fo˞ːθ ðə ɹɪpɹu ̹ːf vaɫjənt ðə  
fɪft ðə kəʊntə˞t ͡ʃɛk kwɑɹəɫsəm ðə sɪkst  
ðə ləɪ wɪ sɐ˞kəmstans ðə sɛə̆mθ ðə ləɪ 
dɪɹɛkt ɑːɫ ðe ̝ːz jə mɛː əvəɪd bət ðə ləɪ dɪɹɛkt  
ən jə mɛː əvəɪd ðat tu ̹ː wɪð an ɪf a nju ̹:  
ʍɛn sɛə̆m d ͡ʒɤstɪsɪz kəd nɑt tɛːk ɤp ə kwɑɹəɫ  
bət ʍɛn ðə pa˞təɪz wə˞ mɛt ðəmsɛɫvz wɑn əv  
əm θɑːt bɤt ɑv an ɪf az ɪf ju ̹ː sɛd soː ðɛn əɪ  
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2603 
2604 

said so’. And they shook hands and swore brothers. 
Your If is the only peacemaker:  much virtue in If. 

sɛd soː ən ðɛː ʃʊk hanz ən swo˞ː bɹɤðə˞z 
jəɹ ɪf ɪz ðɪ oːnləɪ pe ̝ːsmɛːkə˞ mɤt ͡ʃ vɐ˞tjʊ ɪn ɪf  

 JAQUES  

2605 
2606 

Is not this a rare fellow my Lord?  He’s as good 
at anything, and yet a fool. 

ɪz nɑt ðɪs ə ɹɛ˞ː fɛlə mɪ lo˞ːd he ̝ːz az gʊd 
ət ænəɪθɪn ən jɪt ə fʊɫ 

 DUKE SENIOR  

2607 
2608 

He uses his folly like a stalking-horse, and  
under the presentation of that he shoots his wit.  

ɪ ju ̹ːzɪz ɪz fɑləɪ ləɪk ə stɑːkɪn ho˞ːs ənd  
ɤndə˞ ðə pɹɛzn ̩tɛːʃɪən ə ðat ɪ ʃu ̹ːts ɪz wɪt  

 Enter Hymen, Rosalind and Celia.  Still music.  

 HYMEN  

2609 
2610 
2611 
2612 
2613 
2614 
2615 
2616 

                 Then is there mirth in heaven, 
                 When earthly things made even 
                     Atone together. 
                 Good Duke receive thy daughter, 
                 Hymen from heaven brought her, 
                    Yea brought her hither, 
                 That thou mightst join her hand with his 
                 Whose heart within his bosom is. 

                 ðɛn ɪz ðɛ˞ː mɐ˞θ ɪn hɛvn ̩
                 ʍɛn ɐ˞θləɪ θɪŋz mɛːd e ̝ːvn ̩ 
                      ətoːn təgɛðə˞  
                 gʊd dju ̹ːk ɹɪse ̝ːv ðəɪ dɑːtə˞  
                 həɪmən fɹɑm hɛvn ̩ bɹɑːt hɐ˞ 
                       jɛː bɹɑːt hɐ˞ hɪðə˞  
                 ðat ðəʊ məɪtst d ͡ʒəɪn hɐ˞ hand wɪð hɪz  
                 hu ̹ːz ha˞t wɪðɪn hɪz bʊzm ̩ ɪz  

 ROSALIND  

2617 
2618 

[To the Duke.]  To you I give myself, for I am yours. 
[To Orlando]  To you I give myself, for I am yours. 

tə ju ̹: a gɪv mɪsɛɫf fəɹ əɪ am ju ̹˞ːz  
tə ju ̹ː a gɪv mɪsɛɫf fəɹ əɪ am ju ̹˞ːz    

 DUKE SENIOR  

2619 If there be truth in sight, you are my daughter. ɪf ðɛ˞ː bɪ tɹuː̹θ ɪn səɪt ju ̹ː a˞ mɪ dɑːtə˞  
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 ORLANDO  

2620 If there be truth in sight, you are my Rosalind. ɪf ðɛ˞ː bɪ tɹuː̹θ ɪn səɪt juː̹ a˞ mɪ ɹɑzələɪnd  

 PHEBE  

2621 
2622 

If sight and shape be true, 
Why then my love adieu.  

ɪf səɪt ən ʃɛːp bɪ tɹu ̹ː  
ʍəɪ ðɛn mɪ lɤv ədju ̹ː   

 ROSALIND  

2623 
2624 
2625 

I’ll have no father, if you be not he. 
I’ll have no husband, if you be not he. 
Nor ne’er wed woman, if you be not she. 

əɪɫ hav noː faðə˞ ɪf ju ̹ː be ̝: nɑt he ̝ː  
əɪɫ hav noː hɤzbənd ɪf ju ̹ː be ̝: nɑt he ̝ː  
nɒ˞ nɛvə˞ wɛd wʊmən ɪf juː̹ be ̝: nɑt ʃe ̝ː  

 HYMEN  

2626 
2627 
2628 
2629 
2630 
2631 
2632 
2633 
2634 
2635 
2636 
2637 
2638 
2639 
2640 

        Peace ho!  I bar confusion 
       ’Tis I must make conclusion 
          Of these most strange events. 
       Here’s eight that must take hands 
       To join in Hymen’s bands, 
          If truth holds true contents. 
       You and you no cross shall part. 
       You and you are heart in heart. 
       You to his love must accord, 
       Or have a woman to your lord. 
       You and you are sure together, 
       As the winter to foul weather. 
       Whiles a wedlock hymn we sing, 
       Feed yourselves with questioning, 
       That reason wonder may diminish 

     pe ̝ːs hoː əɪ ba˞ kənfju ̹ːzɪən 
     tɪz əɪ mɤst mɛːk kənklu ̹ːzɪən 
         ɑv ðe ̝ːz moːst stɹɛːnd ͡ʒ ɪvɛnts  
     hi˞ːz ɛːt ðat mɤst tɛːk hanz 
     tə d ͡ʒəɪn ɪn həɪmənz bandz  
         ɪf tɹuː̹θ hoːɫdz tɹu ̹ː kəntɛnts  
     ju ̹ː and ju ̹: noː kɹɑs ʃɒɫ pa˞t  
     ju ̹ː and juː̹ a˞ ha˞t ɪn ha˞t  
     ju ̹ː tu ̹ː hɪz lɤv mɤst əko˞ːd  
     o˞ː hav ə wʊmən tu ̹ː ju ̹˞ː lo˞ːd  
     ju ̹ː and juː̹ a˞ ʃu ̹˞ː təgɛðə˞  
     az ðə wɪntə˞ tu ̹ː fəʊɫ wɛðə˞ 
     ʍəɪɫz ə wɛdlɑk hɪm we ̝ː sɪŋ  
     fe ̝ːd jə˞sɛɫvz wɪð kwɛstɪənɪŋ 
     ðat ɹe ̝ːzn ̩ wɤndə˞ mɛː dɪmɪnɪʃ 
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2641 
 
 
 
2642 
2643 
2644 
2645 
2646 
2647 

       How thus we met, and these things finish. 
 
                                    Song. 
 
               Wedding is great Juno’s crown, 
               O blessed bond of board and bed. 
              ’Tis Hymen peoples every town; 
              High wedlock then be honoured. 
             Honour, high honour and renown 
               To Hymen, god of every town.   

     həʊ ðɤs weː ̝mɛt and ðe ̝ːz θɪŋz fɪnɪʃ 
 
 
 
           wɛdɪŋ ɪz gɹɛːt d ͡ʒu ̹ːnoːz kɹəʊn 
           oː blɛsɪd bɑnd əv bo˞ːd and bɛd 
           tɪz həɪmən pe ̝ːpɫ̩z ɛvɹəɪ təʊn 
          həɪ wɛdlɑk ðɛn be ̝ː ɑnəɹɛd  
         ɑnə˞ həɪ ɑnəɹ and ɹɪnəʊn 
           tu ̹ː həɪmən gɑd əv ɛvɹəɪ təʊn 

 DUKE SENIOR  

2648 
2649 

O my dear niece, welcome thou art to me, 
Even daughter welcome, in no less degree. 

oː məɪ dɪ˞ː ne ̝ːs wɛɫkəm ðəʊ a˞t tə me ̝ː  
ɛə̆n dɑːtə˞ wɛɫkəm ɪn noː lɛs dɪgɹe ̝ː  

 PHEBE  

2650 
2651 

[To Silvius.]  I will not eat my word; now thou art mine, 
Thy faith my fancy to thee doth combine. 

a wɪɫ nɑt e ̝ːt mɪ wɐ˞d nəʊ ðəʊ a˞t məɪn  
ðɪ fɛːθ mɪ fansəɪ tu ̹ː ðe ̝ː dɤθ kəmbəɪn  

 Enter Jaques de Boys  

 JAQUES DE BOYS  

2652 
2653 
2654 
2655 
2656 
2657 
2658 

Let me have audience for a word or two. 
I am the second son of old Sir Rowland 
That bring these tidings to this fair assembly. 
Duke Frederick hearing how that every day 
Men of great worth resorted to this forest, 
Address’d a mighty power, which were on foot 
In his own conduct, purposely to take 

lɛt me ̝ː av ɑːdjəns foːɹ ə wɐ˞d ə˞ tu ̹ː  
əɪ am ðə sɛkənd sɤn əv oːɫd sɐ˞ ɹoːlənd  
ðət bɹɪŋ ðe ̝ːz təɪdɪnz tu ̹ː ðɪs fɛːɹ əsɛmbl ̩əɪ  
djuː̹k fɹɛdɹɪk hiːɹɪn həʊ ðət ɛvɹəɪ dɛː  
mɛn ə gɹɛːt wɐ˞θ ɹɪzo˞ːtɪd tu ̹ː ðɪs fɑɹɪst  
ədɹɛst ə məɪtəɪ po˞ː ʍɪt ͡ʃ wɑɹ ɑn fʊt 
ɪn hɪz oːn kɑndəkt pɐ˞pəsləɪ tə tɛːk  
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2659 
2660 
2661 
2662 
2663 
2664 
2665 
2666 
2667 

His brother here, and put him to the sword. 
And to the skirts of this wild wood he came, 
Where, meeting with an old religious man, 
After some question with him, was converted 
Both from his enterprise and from the world, 
His crown bequeathing to his banish’d brother, 
And all their lands restor’d to them again 
That were with him exil’d.  This to be true, 
I do engage my life. 

ɪz bɹɤðə˞ hi˞ː ən pʊt ɪm tu ̹ː ðə so˞ːd  
ən tu ̹ː ðə skɐ˞ts ə ðɪs wəɪɫd wʊd ɪ kɛːm  
ʍɛ˞ː me ̝ːtɪn wɪð ən o:ɫd ɹɪlɪd ͡ʒɪəs man  
ɑːtə˞ sɤm kʍɛstɪən wɪð ɪm wɑz kənvɐ˞tɪd  
boːθ fɹɑm ɪz ɛntə˞pɹəɪz ən fɹɑm ðə wɐ˞ɫd    
ɪz kɹəʊn bɪkʍɛθɪn tu ̹ː ɪz banɪʃt bɹɤðə˞  
ənd ɑːɫ ðə˞ lanz ɹɪsto˞ːd tə ðɛm əgɛn   
ðət wɑ˞ wɪ hɪm ɛksəɪɫd ðɪs tu ̹ː bɪ tɹu ̹ː  
a du ̹ː ɪŋgɛːd ͡ʒ mɪ ləɪf  

 DUKE SENIOR  

 
2668 
2669 
2670 
2671 
2672 
2673 
2674 
2675 
2676 
2677 
2678 
2679 
2680 

                              Welcome young man. 
Thou offer’st fairly to thy brother’s wedding;  
To one his lands withheld, and to the other 
A land itself at large, a potent dukedom. 
First, in this forest, let us do those ends 
That here were well begun and well begot: 
And after, every of this happy number 
That have endur’d shrewd days and nights with us, 
Shall share the good of our returned fortune, 
According to the measure of their states. 
Meantime forget this new-fall’n dignity, 
And fall into our rustic revelry. 
Play music, and you brides and bridegrooms all, 
With measure heap’d in joy, to th’ measures fall.  

                                 wɛɫkəm jɤŋ man  
ðəʊ ɑfə˞st fɛ˞ːləɪ tu ̹ː ðɪ bɹɤðə˞z wɛdɪn 
tʊ wɑn ɪz lanz wɪθhɛɫd ən tu ̹ː ðɪ oːðə˞  
ə land ɪtsɛɫf ət la˞d ͡ʒ ə poːtənt dju ̹ːkdəm  
fɐ˞st ɪn ðɪs fɑɹɪst lɛt əs du ̹ː ðoːz ɛndz 
ðət hi˞ː wə˞ wɛɫ bɪgɤn ən wɛɫ bɪgɑt  
ənd ɑːtəɹ ɛvɹəɪ ɑv ðɪs hapəɪ nɤmbə˞  
ðət hav ɪndju˞ːd ʃɹo:d dɛːz ən nəɪts wɪð ɤs  
ʃəɫ ʃɛ˞ː ðə gʊd əv o˞ː ɹɪtɐ˞nɪd fo˞ːtən  
əko˞ːdɪn tu ̹ː ðə mɛzəɹ ɑv ðə˞ stɛːts  
me ̝ːntəɪm fə˞gɛt ðɪs nju ̹ː fɑːɫn ̩ dɪgnɪtəɪ 
ən fɑːl ɪntuː̹ oː ɹɤstɪk ɹɛvəlɹəɪ  
plɛː mju ̹ːzɪk and jə bɹəɪdz ən bɹəɪdgɹu ̹ːmz ɑːɫ  
wɪ mɛzə˞ he ̝ːpt ɪn d ͡ʒəɪ tə ðə mɛzə˞z fɑːɫ  
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 JAQUES  

2681 
2682 
2683 

Sir, by your patience.  If I heard you rightly, 
The Duke hath put on a religious life, 
And thrown into neglect the pompous court? 

sɐ˞ bəɪ jə˞ pɛːʃɪəns ɪf a hɐ˞ːd jə ɹəɪtləɪ  
ðə djuː̹k əθ pɤt ɑn ə ɹɪlɪd ͡ʒɪəs ləɪf  
ən θɹoːn ɪntu ̹ː nɪglɛkt ðə pɑmpəs ko˞ːt   

 JAQUES DE BOYS  

2684 He hath. he ̝ː haθ 

 JAQUES  

2685 
2686 
2687 
2688 
2689 
2690 
2691 
2692 
2693 
2694 

To him will I.  Out of these convertites, 
There is much matter to be heard and learn’d.   
[To Duke Senior] You to your former honour I bequeath, 
Your patience and your virtue well deserve it. 
[To Orl.] You to a love that your true faith doth merit: 
[To Oli.]  You to your land and love and great allies: 
[To Sil.]  You to a long and well-deserved bed: 
[To Touch] And you to wrangling, for thy loving voyage 
Is but for two months victuall’d.  So to your pleasures. 
I am for other than for dancing measures.  

tə hɪm wɪl əɪ əʊt əv ðe ̝ːz kɑnvə˞təɪts  
ðəɹ ɪz mɤt ͡ʃ matə˞ tu ̹ː bɪ hɐ˞ːd ən lɐ˞ːnd  
ju ̹ː tə jə˞ fo˞ːməɹ ɑnəɹ əɪ bɪkwɛθ  
jə˞ pɛːʃɪəns and jə˞ vɐ˞tjə wɛɫ dɪzɐ˞v ɪt  
ju ̹ː tʊ ə lɤv ðət jo˞ː tɹu ̹ː fɛːθ dəθ mɛɹɪt 
ju ̹ː tə jə˞ land ən lɤv ən gɹɛːt ələɪz   
ju ̹ː tʊ ə lɑŋ ən wɛɫ dɪzɐ˞vɪd bɛd  
ən ju ̹ː tə ɹaŋglɪn fo˞ː ðɪ lɤvɪn vəɪ.ɪd ͡ʒ  
ɪz bɤt fə˞ tu ̹ː mɤnθs vɪt ͡ʃəɫd soː tə jə˞ plɛzə˞z  
əɪ am fəɹ oːðə˞ ðan fə˞ dansɪn mɛzə˞z  

 DUKE SENIOR  

2695 Stay, Jaques, stay. stɛː d ͡ʒɛːks stɛː  

 JAQUES  

2696 
2697 

To see no pastime, I.  What you would have 
I’ll stay to know at your abandon’d cave.                Exit. 

tə se ̝ː noː pastəɪm əɪ ʍɑt ju ̹ː wəd hav 
əɪɫ stɛː tə noː ət ju ̹ːɹ əbandənd kɛːv 

 DUKE SENIOR  

2698 Proceed, proceed.  We will begin these rites, pɹəse ̝ːd pɹəse ̝ːd wɪ wɪɫ bɪgɪn ðe ̝ːz ɹəɪts 
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2699 As we do trust they’ll end, in true delights. az we ̝ː duː ̹tɹɤst ðɛːl ɛnd ɪn tɹu ̹ː dɪləɪts  

 [A dance, after which Rosalind is left alone to speak the 
Epilogue.] 

 

 ROSALIND  

2700 
2701 
2702 
2703 
2704 
2705 
2706 
2707 
2708 
2709 
2710 
2711 
2712 
2713 
2714 
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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 I in then, that am 
neither a good epilogue, nor cannot insinuate with 
you in the behalf of a good play?  I am not furn- 
ished like a beggar, therefore to beg will not be- 
come me.  My way is to conjure you, and I’ll begiin  
with the women.  I 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 I perceive by your 
simpering none of you hates them—that between 
you and the women the play may please.  If I were 
a woman, I would kiss as many of you as had 
beards that pleased me, complexions that liked 
me, and breaths that I defied not.  And I am sure, 
as many as have good beards, or good faces, or 

tɪz nɑt ðə faʃɪən tə se ̝ː ðə lɛːdəɪ ðɪ ɛpɪlɑg  
bət tɪz noː moːɹ ɤnhansəm ðən tə se ̝ː ðə lo˞ːd 
ðə pɹoːlɑg ɪft bɪ tɹu ̹ː ðət gʊd wəɪn ne ̝ːdz noː 
bʊʃ tɪz tɹu ̹ː ðət ə gʊd plɛː ne ̝ːdz noː ɛpɪlɑg  
jɪt tə gʊd wəɪn ðɛː du ̹ː ju ̹ːz gʊd bʊʃɪz ən  
gʊd plɛːz pɹɤv ðə bɛtə˞ bɪ ðə hɛɫp ə gʊd 
ɛpɪlɑgz ʍɑt ə kɛːs əm əɪ ɪn ðɛn ðət əm 
nɛðəɹ ə gʊd ɛpɪlɑg nɒɹ kanət ɪnsɪnju ̹ːɛːt wɪ 
ju ̹ː ɪn ðə bɪhɑːf əv ə gʊd plɛː əɪm nɑt fɐ˞nɪʃt 
ləɪk ə bɛgə˞ ðɛ˞ːfə˞ tə bɛg wɪɫ nɑt bɪkɤm  
mɪ məɪ wɛː ɪz tə kɤnd ͡ʒə˞ jə ənd əɪɫ bɪgɪn 
wɪ ðə wɪmɪn əɪ t ͡ʃa˞d ͡ʒ ju ̹ː oː wɪmɪn fə˞ ðə  
lɤv jə bɛ˞ː tə mɛn tə ləɪk əz mɤt ͡ʃ əv ðɪs plɛː 
əz ple ̝ːz jə ənd əɪ t ͡ʃa˞d ͡ʒ ju ̹ː oː mɛn fə˞ ðə  
lɤv jə bɛ˞ː tə wɪmɪn az a pə˞se ̝ːv bɪ jə˞  
sɪmpɹɪn noːn ə jə hɛːts əm ðət bɪtwe ̝ːn  
ju ̹ː ən ðə wɪmɪn ðə plɛː mɛː ple ̝ːz ɪf əɪ wəɹ 
ə wʊmən a wəd kɪs əz mænəɪ ə ju ̹ː əz had 
bɪ˞ːdz ðət ple ̝ːzd mɪ kəmplɛksɪənz ðət ləɪkt 
mɪ ən bɹɛθs ðət əɪ dɪfəɪd nɑt ənd əɪm ʃu ̹˞ː  
əz mænəɪ əz hav gʊd bɪ˞ːdz o˞ː gʊd fɛːsɪz o˞ː  
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2721 
2722 

sweet breaths, will for my kind offer, when I make  
curtsy, bid me farewell.                                           Exit. 

swe ̝ːt bɹɛθs wɪɫ fə˞ mɪ kəɪnd ɑfə˞ ʍɛn əɪ mɛːk 
kɐ˞tsəɪ bɪd me ̝ː fɛ˞ːwɛɫ 

 


