Laura:  You may have heard a lot about Mister William Shakespeare.  Perhaps you’ve heard him referred to as…

Julie: Boring.

Laura: Incredibly intelligent.

Julie: Classical.

Laura: Full of deep insights into the human condition.

Julie: Or an old dead guy that you’re forced to read about in English class.

Laura:  Well, some of those are true, and some are false.  But one thing you may not know about our friend Bill is that he’s…

Julie: Terribly, terribly funny.

Laura: And one of our favorite of his plays, As You Like It, is one of the funniest of all.  It’s the story of this guy named Orlando (Karl waves) and the problems that he’s having.  His brother, Oliver (George waves) is treating him horribly.  They’re both of noble birth, but Oliver is bringing Orlando up like a peasant when he ought to get treated like a prince.  Orlando’s fed up with the whole situation, and he decides to try to win a little of the reputation that ought to be his by competing in a wrestling tournament at the palace of the local Duke.  He fights (pantomime) and wins (cheers), much to the delight of the duke’s daughter, Celia (Maria waves) and her cousin, Rosalind (Sarah waves).  After the wrestling match, the two girls decide to go congratulate Orlando on his victory.

	  Cel.        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.

	  Ros.        Gentleman,  [Giving him a chain from her neck.

	Wear this for me, one out of suits with fortune,

	That could give more, but that her hand lacks means.

	Shall we go, coz?

	  Cel.        Ay. Fare you well, fair gentleman.

	  Orl.  Can I not say, I thank you? My better parts

	Are all thrown down, and that which here stands up

	Is but a quintain, a mere lifeless block.

	  Ros.  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.

	  Cel.        Will you go, coz?

	  Ros.  Have with you. Fare you well.  [Exeunt ROSALIND and CELIA.

	  Orl.  What passion hangs these weights upon my tongue?

	I cannot speak to her, yet she urg’d conference.

	O poor Orlando, thou art overthrown!


Julie: Celia’s father, the Duke, is not a nice guy.  A while ago he kicked his brother out of his palace and took over.  His brother went off to live in the nearby forest of Arden, and his daughter, Rosalind, stayed in the palace with Celia.  But after the wrestling, in a fit of rage, the Duke banishes Rosalind just like her father.  Rosalind and Celia are best friends, and Celia decides to go with her.

	  Ros.  Why, whither shall we go?

	  Cel.  To seek my uncle in the forest of Arden.

	  Ros.  Alas, what danger will it be to us,

	Maids as we are, to travel forth so far!

	Beauty provoketh thieves sooner than gold.

	  Cel.  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.

	  Ros.        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.

	  Cel.  What shall I call thee when thou art a man?

	  Ros.  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?

	  Cel.  Something that hath a reference to my state:

	No longer Celia, but Aliena.

	  Ros.  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?

	  Cel.  He’ll go along o’er the wide world with me;

	Leave me alone to woo him. Let’s away!




Laura: So Rosalind and Celia head off into the forest, along with the court jester, Touchstone (Zach waves).  To get away from his nasty brother, Orlando, too, heads off into the forest.  Although he’s only seen Rosalind once, he’s madly in love with her, and he writes awful love poetry and posts it all over the forest.  (Karl runs around handing out poems.)  Rosalind, Celia, Touchstone and Orlando aren’t the only ones running around in the forest of Arden.  Many people who don’t like the Duke have retreated to the woods to live, including Jacques, who considers himself something of a philosopher.  (Karl and Laura step out; Laura addresses speech to Karl).
	  Jaq.        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.

	And 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 bearded like the pard,

	Jealous in honour, sudden and quick in quarrel,

	Seeking the bubble reputation

	Even in the cannon’s mouth. And then the justice,

	In fair round belly with good capon 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 whistles in his sound. Last scene of all,

	That ends this strange eventful history,

	Is second childishness and mere oblivion,

	Sans teeth, sans eyes, sans taste, sans everything.


Julie: Meanwhile, Touchstone the clown has been making his own friends in the forest.  A country girl named Audrey (Jackie waves) has fallen in love with him.

	  Touch.  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.

	  Aud.  I do not know what ‘poetical’ is. Is it honest in deed and word? Is it a true thing?

	  Touch.  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.

	  Aud.  Do you wish then that the gods had made me poetical?

	  Touch.  I do, truly; for thou swearest to me thou art honest: now, if thou wert a poet, I might have some hope thou didst feign.

	  Aud.  Would you not have me honest?

	  Touch.  No, truly, unless thou wert hard-favour’d; for honesty coupled to beauty is to have honey a sauce to sugar.

	  Jaq.  [Aside.] A material fool.

	  Aud.  Well, I am not fair, and therefore I pray the gods make me honest.

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

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

	  Touch.  Well, praised be the gods for thy foulness! sluttishness may come hereafter. But be it as it may be, I will marry thee; and to that end I have been with Dame Christine Martext, the vicar of the next village, who hath promised to meet me in this place of the forest, and to couple us.

	  Jaq.  [Aside.] I would fain see this meeting.

	  Aud.  Well, the gods give us joy!

	  Touch.  Amen.  Here comes the vicar.

	  

	Enter DAME CHRISTINE MARTEXT.

	Madam, you are well met: will you dispatch us here under this tree, or shall we go with you to your chapel?

	  Chr.  Is there none here to give the woman?

	  Touch.  I will not take her on gift of any man.

	  Chr.  Truly, she must be given, or the marriage is not lawful.

	  Jaq.  [Coming forward.] Proceed, proceed: I’ll give her.

	  Touch.  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.

	  Jaq.  Will you be married, motley?

	  Touch.  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.

	  Jaq.  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 marriage is: this lass will but join you together as they join wainscot; then one of you will prove a shrunk panel, and like green timber, warp, warp.

	  Touch.  [Aside.] I am not in the mind but I were better to be married of her than of another: for she is not like to marry me well, and not being well married, it will be a good excuse for me hereafter to leave my wife.

	  Jaq.  Go thou with me, and let me counsel thee.

	  Touch.  Come, sweet Audrey:

	We must be married, or we must live in bawdry.

	Farewell, good Mistress Christine.  [Exeunt JAQUES, TOUCHSTONE, and AUDREY.

	


Laura: Also in the forest of Arden live Phebe (Claire waves), a shepherdess, and Silvius (David waves), a shepherd.  Silvius is madly in love with Phebe, but the feeling is far from mutual.  Rosalind and Celia run into the pair during one of their little arguments.

	Enter Silvius, Phebe, Rosalind and Celia

  Sil.        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.

	  Phe.        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.

	  Ros.  [Advancing.] 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? 

Phebe turns DeathGlare© to Rosalind.  Seeing how cute she is, the DeathGlare© slowly becomes a lovelorn stare.

	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. 

	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 make the world full of ill-favour’d children:

	But, mistress, know yourself: down on your knees,

	And thank heaven, fasting, for a good man’s love:

	For I must tell you friendly in your ear,

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

	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.

	  Phe.  Sweet youth, I pray you, chide a year together:

	I had rather hear you chide than this man woo.

	  Ros.  He’s fallen in love with her foulness, 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. Why look you so upon me?

	  Phe.  For no ill will I bear you.

	  Ros.  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.

	Come, to our flock.  [Exeunt ROSALIND and CELIA.

	  Phe.  Dead shepherd, now I find thy saw of might:

	’Who ever lov’d that lov’d not at first sight?’

	  Sil.  Sweet Phebe,—

	  Phe.        Ha! what sayst thou, Silvius?

	  Sil.  Sweet Phebe, pity me.

	  Phe.  Why, I am sorry for thee, gentle Silvius.

	  Sil.  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 extermin’d.

	  Phe.  Thou hast my love: is not that neighbourly?

	  Sil.  I would have you.

	  Phe.        Why, that were covetousness.

	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.

	  Sil.  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.

	  Phe.  Know’st thou the youth that spoke to me erewhile?

	  Sil.  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.

	  Phe.  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,

	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 nor hate him not; and yet

	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?

	  Sil.  Phebe, with all my heart.

	  Phe.        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.




Julie:  So Rosalind’s boy costume is causing all sorts of trouble.   Orlando and Phebe think that she’s a young man named Ganymede.  Phebe has fallen in love with her, and Orlando thinks she’s his buddy.  Rosalind decides to use the disguise to help out all the lovesick foresters, so she calls them all together for a special meeting.

	Ros.  You are there follow’d by a faithful shepherd:

	Look upon him, love him; he worships you.

	  Phe.  Good shepherd, tell this youth what ’tis to love.

	  Sil.  It is to be all made of sighs and tears;

	And so am I for Phebe.

	  Phe.  And I for Ganymede.

	  Orl.  And I for Rosalind.

	  Ros.  And I for no woman.

	  Sil.  It is to be all made of faith and service;

	And so am I for Phebe.

	  Phe.  And I for Ganymede.

	  Orl.  And I for Rosalind.

	  Ros.  And I for no woman.

	  Sil.  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 obeisance;

	And so am I for Phebe.

	  Phe.  And so am I for Ganymede.

	  Orl.  And so am I for Rosalind.

	  Ros.  And so am I for no woman.

	  Phe.  [To ROSALIND.] If this be so, why blame you me to love you?

	  Sil.  [To PPHEBE] If this be so, why blame you me to love you?

	  Orl.  If this be so, why blame you me to love you?

	  Ros.  Who do you speak to, ‘Why blame you me to love you?’

	  Orl.  To her that is not here, nor doth not hear.

	  Ros  I will help you, if I can: [To PHEBE.] I would love you, if I could. To-morrow meet me all together. [To PHEBE.] I will marry you, if ever I marry woman, and I’ll be married to-morrow: [To ORLANDO.] I will satisfy you, if ever I satisfied man, and you shall be married to-morrow: [To SILVIUS.] I will content you, if what pleases you contents you, and you shall be married to-morrow. [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 commands.


Laura: So everyone heads off to wait for tomorrow.  In the meantime, (pantomime during next several sentences) Orlando’s mean brother, Oliver, has come to the forest to look for Orlando.  Oliver is almost eaten by a lion, but Orlando fights it off and saves him.  Oliver is so impressed by Orlando’s kindness that he gives up his evil ways and makes up with his brother.  Orlando introduces Oliver to Rosalind and Celia, and Celia and Oliver quickly fall in love.  (end pantomime).  The next day, everybody meets in a glade in the forest, to wait for the surprise that Rosalind has promised them.

Enter Jaques, Orlando, Oliver, Amiens and Singing Extra

	  Jaq.  There is, sure, another flood toward, and these couples are coming to the ark. 

Enter Silvius & Phebe

Here comes a pair of very strange beasts, which in all tongues are called fools.

Enter Touchestone & Audrey

Touch.  Salutations and greetings to you all.

	Enter ROSALIND in woman’s clothes, and CELIA.

	Ros. [To ORLANDO.] To you I give myself, for I am yours.

	 Orl.  If there be truth in sight, you are my Rosalind.

	  Phe.  (gapes) If sight and shape be true,

Why then my love adieu.

	Ros. [To ORLANDO.] I’ll have no husband, if you be not he:

	[To PHEBE.] Nor ne’er wed woman, if you be not she.

	    [To ORLANDO and ROSALIND.] You and you no cross shall part:

	    [To OLIVER and CELIA.] You and you are heart in heart:

	    [To PHEBE.] You to his love must accord,

	    Or have a woman to your lord:

	    [To TOUCHSTONE and AUDREY.] 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,

	    How thus we met, and these things finish.

	  Phe.  [To SILVIUS.] I will not eat my word, now thou art mine;

	Thy faith my fancy to thee doth combine.


All dance during song.

	     Ami. and Singing Extra. 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.

	      Who doth ambition shun,  

	      And loves to live i’ the sun,

	      Seeking the food he eats,

	      And pleas’d with what he gets,

	Come hither, come hither, come hither:

	            Here shall he see

	            No enemy

	But winter and rough weather.


Julie:  And the play ends, like all of Shakespeare’s comedies, with a wedding. (All come forward and bow).

Laura:  Do you have any questions for us—about Shakespeare, about As You Like It, about acting, about the meaning of life?  We’ll do our best to answer.  (Ten minute question-and-answer period)

