
As You Like It—Sources and References

Thomas Lodge, Rosalynde (1590)

They came no sooner nigh the folds, but they might see where their discontented forester was walking
in his melancholy. As soon as Aliena saw him, she smiled and said to Ganymede:

“Wipe your eyes, sweeting, for yonder is your sweetheart this morning in deep prayers, no doubt, to
Venus, that she may make you as pitiful as he is passionate. Come on, Ganymede, I pray thee, let’s have
a little sport with him.”

“Content,” quoth Ganymede, and with that, to waken him out of his deep memento, he began thus:
“Forester, good fortune to thy thoughts, and ease to thy passions. What makes you so early abroad

this morn? in contemplation, no doubt, of your Rosalynde. Take heed, forester; step not too far, the ford
may be deep, and you slip over the shoes: I tell thee, flies have their spleen, the ants choler, the least
hairs shadows, and the smallest loves great desires. ’Tis good, forester, to love, but not to overlove, lest
in loving her that likes not thee, thou fold thyself in an endless labyrinth.”

Rosader, seeing the fair shepherdess and her pretty swain in whose company he felt the greatest ease
of his care, he returned them a salute on this manner:

“Gentle shepherds, all hail, and as healthful be your flocks as you happy in content. Love is restless,
and my bed is but the cell of my bane, in that there I find busy thoughts and broken slumbers: here
(although everywhere passionate) yet I brook love with more patience, in that every object feeds mine
eye with variety of fancies. When I look on Flora’s beauteous tapestry, checked with the pride of all
her treasure, I call to mind the fair face of Rosalynde, whose heavenly hue exceeds the rose and the lily
in their highest excellence: the brightness of Phoebus’ shine puts me in mind to think of the sparkling
flames that flew from her eyes, and set my heart first on fire: the sweet harmony of the birds, puts me in
remembrance of the rare melody of her voice, which like the Siren enchanteth the ears of the hearer. Thus
in contemplation I salve my sorrows, with applying the perfection of every object to the excellence of her
qualities.”

Edmund Spenser, Shepheardes Calendar (1579)

Argument — In this fyrst Æglogue Colin clout a shepheardes boy complaineth him of his vnfortunate
loue, being but newly (as semeth) enamoured of a countrie lasse called Rosalinde: with which strong
affection being very sore traueled, he compareth his carefull case to the sadde season of the yeare, to the
frostie ground, to the frosen trees, and to his owne winterbeaten flocke. And lastlye, fynding himselfe
robbed of all former pleasaunce and delights, hee breaketh his Pipe in peeces, and casteth him selfe to the
ground.

The pastoral

Virgil, VII: Corydon–Mossed springs and grass softer than sleep, and green arbutus that covers you
with thin shade, shielded the midsummer from the flock; now parching summer is coming, now the buds
swell on the tough vine-shoot.



Thyrsis–Here is the hearth and resinous billets; here the fire ever burns high and the doorposts are
black with constant soot: here we care as much for the freezing North as the wolf for the flock’s multitude,
or rivers in flood for their banks.

Co.–Junipers and shaggy chestnuts tower up: under each tree lie strewn her fallen apples. All now
smiles; but if fair Alexis be absent from the hills, thou wilt see even the rivers dry.

Virgil, II: The shepherd Corydon burned for fair Alexis, his master’s darling, and found no hope: only
among the thick shady-topped beeches he would continually come, and there alone utter in idle passion
these artless words to the hills and woods.(...) “Thou art a country boor, O Corydon! nor does Alexis
heed thy gifts: nor if the contest be of gifts may Iollas yield to thee. Alas, alas, what have I brought on my
luckless head? I have loosed the tempest on my blossoms, woe’s me, and the wild boars on my crystal
springs. From whom fliest thou, ah infatuate? Gods likewise have dwelt in the woodland, and Paris of
Dardania. Pallas may keep by herself the fortresses that she built: us before all else let the woodland
satisfy. The grim lioness pursues the wolf, the wolf in turn the she-goat; the wanton she-goat pursues
the flowering cytisus; as Corydon does thee, O Alexis, each drawn by his own delight. See, the bullocks
return with the ploughs tilted from the yoke, and the sinking sun doubles the lengthening shadows: yet
me love burns; for what bound may be set to love? Ah Corydon, Corydon, what madness has caught
thee? thy vine hangs half unpruned on her leaf-laden elm. Nay but rather at least something of all that
daily work needs, set thou to weave of osiers or soft rushes: if he disdains thee, thou wilt find another
Alexis.”

Virgil, IX: Moeris–O Lycidas, we live to have come to this, what we never feared, that an intruder in
our little fields should say, These are mine; hence with you, old freeholders! Now crushed and sorrowing,
since all goes with Fortune’s wheel, these kids (small joy may he have thereof!) we are sending to him.

Virgil, V: Mopsus–Nay, the songs I have newly written down on green beech bark and marked the
music between the lines, these will I essay: thou thereafter bid Amyntas enter the contest. (. . . ) But cease
thou further, O boy: we have reached the cavern.

Marlowe, “The Passionate Shepherd to His Love”:

Come live with me and be my love,
And we will all the pleasures prove
That hills and valleys, dale and field,
And all the craggy mountains yield.

There will we sit upon the rocks,
And see the shepherds feed their flocks,
By shallow rivers to whose falls
Melodious birds sing madrigals.

The Arte of English Poesie, George Puttenham (1589), I, 18: I do deny that the Eglogue should be
the first and most auncient forme of artificiall Poesie, being perswaded that the Poet deuised the Eglogue
long after the other drammatick poems, not of purpose to counterfait or represent the rusticall manner of
loues and communication: but vnder the vaile of homely persons, and in rude speeches to insinuate and
glaunce at greater matters, and such as perchance had not bene safe to haue beene disclosed in any other
sort, which may be perceiued by the Eglogues of Virgill, in which are treated by figure matters of greater
importance then the loues of Titirus and Corydon. These Eglogues came after to containe and enforme
morall discipline, for the amendment of mans behauiour, as be those of Mantuan and other moderne
Poets.


