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William Shakespeare was born in Stratford-upon-Avon in April 1564, and his birth is traditionally celebrated on April 23. The facts of his life, known from surviving documents, are sparse. He was one of eight children born to John Shakespeare, a merchant of some standing in his community. William probably went to the King’s New School in Stratford, but he had no university education. In November 1582, at the age of eighteen, he married Anne Hathaway, eight years his senior, who was pregnant with their first child, Susanna. She was born on May 26, 1583. Twins, a boy, Hamnet (who would die at age eleven), and a girl, Judith, were born in 1585. By 1592 Shakespeare had gone to London, working as an actor and already known as a playwright. A rival dramatist, Robert Greene, referred to him as “an upstart crow, beautified with our feathers.” Shakespeare became a principal shareholder and playwright of the successful acting troupe, the Lord Chamberlain’s Men (later, under James I, called the King’s Men). In 1599 the Lord Chamberlain’s Men built and occupied the Globe Theatre in Southwark near the Thames River. Here many of Shakespeare’s plays were performed by the most famous actors of his time, including Richard Burbage, John Lowin, and Robert Armin. In addition to his 37 plays, Shakespeare had a hand in others, including Sir Thomas More and The Two Noble Kinsmen, and he wrote poems, including Venus and Adonis and The Rape of Lucrece. His 154 sonnets were published, probably without his authorization, in 1609. In 1611 or 1612 he gave up his lodgings in London and devoted more and more of his time to retirement in Stratford, though he continued writing such plays as The Tempest and Henry VIII until about 1613. He died on April 23, 1616, and was buried in Holy Trinity Church, Stratford. No collected edition of his plays was published during his lifetime, but in 1623 two members of his acting company, John Heminges and Henry Condell, put together the great collection now called the First Folio.
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THREE EARLY COMEDIES
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Shakespeare’s comedies, even his early ones, have a distinctive stamp. They are usually romantic comedies in the sense that they explore the tribulations and triumphs of love. They are romantic too in the sense that they take place in unfamiliar worlds where strange and improbable events occur. A benign providential comic presence seems ready to avert catastrophe; the complications never deeply threaten us as spectators because we are assured by a sense of comic form that all will end in harmony and reconciliation. Satirical laughter is heard but not allowed to dominate; Shakespearean romantic comedy is ultimately forgiving. Yet the threats of misunderstanding, jealousy, and revenge that comedy must somehow encompass are very real. Shakespearean comedy achieves a poise between concord and discord, order and disorder. The pattern is as evident in the three comedies of this volume as in some other more celebrated instances of Shakespeare’s comic art, such as A Midsummer Night’s Dream, The Merchant of Venice, and Twelfth Night.

Shakespeare’s comic world is often a special place of retreat, a sylvan landscape. Love’s Labor’s Lost takes place in the King of Navarre’s park, where three earnest young men have agreed, with some reluctance, to join the King in retiring from the world and devoting their attentions to study. Women are to be excluded—though it soon appears that the young men’s vows are more easily spoken than fulfilled. The other occupants of the park—a curate, a schoolmaster, a country wench, a country clown, a constable, and, unexpectedly, a fantastical Spaniard—belong to a rural landscape. A major event, for this uneventful place, is a deer hunt. The residents otherwise amuse themselves with writing and reading letters, with masques, with amateur theatricals. In similar fashion The Two Gentlemen of Verona moves from the court of the Duke of Milan to a forest that is occupied by a band of banished gentlemen-turned-outlaws who make it a practice not to offend women or defenseless pilgrims. (They are not unlike Duke Senior and his men in the Forest of Arden in As You Like It.) The Merry Wives of Windsor is the most bourgeois of these three comedies in its setting, and yet it too occupies a world apart from the bustle of city life; whimsical types such as the quarrelsome French doctor, the Welsh parson, the idiotic country squire turned wooer (Slender), and the genial Host of the Garter Inn are all part of the variety and idiosyncrasy of a small English town near the royal court.

The complicating factor in these three comic worlds is amorous passion. Young men in love are apt to be inconstant, mercurial, mildly ridiculous, and worthy of amiable laughter. The King and his companions in Love’s Labor’s Lost, for all their noble protestations, turn out to be no more invulnerable to love than the country clown, Costard, or the fantastical Spaniard, Don Armado. These young noblemen soon discover one another’s weakness through eavesdropping and must then bear the cruel jokes of the young ladies whose favor they cannot live without. Hypocrisy in love is a major target and source of laughter in these plays. Valentine, in The Two Gentlemen, must hear his exaggerated symptoms of love—his melodramatic gestures, his melancholic predilection for loneliness, his self-absorption and fussiness about his dress, and the like—spelled out to him by his gleeful servant Speed (2.1.17–30). His friend Proteus, although the epitome of the lover when he expresses his affection for Julia, is ready to betray both her and his best friend, Valentine, when he meets Sylvia. Only his Julia’s steadiness and compassion can help bring him back to his senses. Falstaff, in The Merry Wives, practices the inventive hypocrisy of wooing two women at once, who, because they are close friends, are able to compare notes and devise a suitable comic punishment for Falstaff’s hubris. Falstaff deserves a comeuppance also because of his absurd self-assurance as a lover, all the funnier in one so gross and old. His exaggerated flaws point up those truths that the eligible young Fenton must learn about himself in order to be worthy of Anne Page, while Slender’s hilarious ineptitude as a wooer further clarifies the hazards of fatuous complacency.

The women, meanwhile, suffer the indignities of misplaced affection and learn somehow to take the men as they are. The Princess and her ladies in Love’s Labor’s Lost play games with their wooers to make the point, in case the men ever doubted it, that women’s chief sources of power in a world run by men are those male desires for pleasure and possession that women can grant or deny. So long as the women of this play can mock, humiliate, and then reclaim their men, they enjoy a measure of control. Julia in The Two Gentlemen must find a way to instruct her erring lover Proteus in self-knowledge, while Sylvia must cope with the equally unpleasant business of being sought after and even attacked by the young man who ought to be her faithful lover’s best friend. The wives in The Merry Wives look for means not only to teach Falstaff a lesson about fatuous audacity but to bring the jealous husband Ford to his senses. The wives know themselves to be faithful in marriage, but they also know that the threat—or illusion—of infidelity can be a potent tonic to marital relationships. The women in these comedies have to be self-assured, patient, protective, and faithful in order to refute the lingering fear—chimerical but nonetheless threatening, even as an idea—that women might someday turn the tables on inconstant men by being unfaithful themselves.

The laughter in these plays thus tends to be directed at men in love, and it can be gently satirical. The men are to an extent punished, usually by satirical exposure: by the revelation of love letters or false masks in Love’s Labor’s Lost, by the discovery that Julia has secretly witnessed Proteus’s perfidies in The Two Gentlemen, and by the pinches of the fairies in The Merry Wives. Punishment of this sort is commensurate with the crime and is never long-lasting. The lovers in Love’s Labor’s Lost know finally, or think they know, that their marriages will take place even if delayed for a year. Julia takes back her inconstant Proteus and seems glad to have him. Falstaff is invited to a feast, and Ford understands that he has been a fool to mistrust his wife. Such endings are comically successful because they do not conceal or underplay the very real difficulties in love relationships that the men and women have struggled to overcome.


THE PLAYHOUSE
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From other contemporary evidence, including the stage directions and dialogue of Elizabethan plays, we can surmise that the various public theaters where Shakespeare’s plays were produced (the Theatre, the Curtain, the Globe) resembled the Swan in many important particulars, though there must have been some variations as well. The public playhouses were essentially round, or polygonal, and open to the sky, forming an acting arena approximately 70 feet in diameter; they did not have a large curtain with which to open and close a scene, such as we see today in opera and some traditional theater. A platform measuring approximately 43 feet across and 27 feet deep, referred to in the de Witt drawing as the proscaenium, projected into the yard, planities sive arena. The roof, tectum, above the stage and supported by two pillars, could contain machinery for ascents and descents, as were required in several of Shakespeare’s late plays. Above this roof was a hut, shown in the drawing with a flag flying atop it and a trumpeter at its door announcing the performance of a play. The underside of the stage roof, called the heavens, was usually richly decorated with symbolic figures of the sun, the moon, and the constellations. The platform stage stood at a height of 5½ feet or so above the yard, providing room under the stage for underworldly effects. A trapdoor, which is not visible in this drawing, gave access to the space below.

The structure at the back of the platform (labeled mimorum aedes), known as the tiring-house because it was the actors’ attiring (dressing) space, featured at least two doors, as shown here. Some theaters seem to have also had a discovery space, or curtained recessed alcove, perhaps between the two doors—in which Falstaff could have hidden from the sheriff (1 Henry IV, 2.4) or Polonius could have eavesdropped on Hamlet and his mother (Hamlet, 3.4). This discovery space probably gave the actors a means of access to and from the tiring-house. Curtains may also have been hung in front of the stage doors on occasion. The de Witt drawing shows a gallery above the doors that extends across the back and evidently contains spectators. On occasions when action “above” demanded the use of this space, as when Juliet appears at her “window” (Romeo and Juliet, 2.2 and 3.5), the gallery seems to have been used by the actors, but large scenes there were impractical.
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This early copy of a drawing by Johannes de Witt of the Swan Theatre in London (c. 1596), made by his friend Arend van Buchell, is the only surviving contemporary sketch of the interior of a public theater in the 1590s.

The three-tiered auditorium is perhaps best described by Thomas Platter, a visitor to London in 1599 who saw on that occasion Shakespeare’s Julius Caesar performed at the Globe:


The playhouses are so constructed that they play on a raised platform, so that everyone has a good view. There are different galleries and places [orchestra, sedilia, porticus], however, where the seating is better and more comfortable and therefore more expensive. For whoever cares to stand below only pays one English penny, but if he wishes to sit, he enters by another door [ingressus] and pays another penny, while if he desires to sit in the most comfortable seats, which are cushioned, where he not only sees everything well but can also be seen, then he pays yet another English penny at another door. And during the performance food and drink are carried round the audience, so that for what one cares to pay one may also have refreshment.



Scenery was not used, though the theater building itself was handsome enough to invoke a feeling of order and hierarchy that lent itself to the splendor and pageantry on stage. Portable properties, such as thrones, stools, tables, and beds, could be carried or thrust on as needed. In the scene pictured here by de Witt, a lady on a bench, attended perhaps by her waiting-gentlewoman, receives the address of a male figure. If Shakespeare had written Twelfth Night by 1596 for performance at the Swan, we could imagine Malvolio appearing like this as he bows before the Countess Olivia and her gentlewoman, Maria.


LOVE’S
LABOR’S LOST
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INTRODUCTION
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In much the same way that The Comedy of Errors is Shakespeare’s apprenticeship to Plautus and neoclassical comedy, Love’s Labor’s Lost is his apprenticeship to John Lyly’s courtly drama of the 1580s, to the court masque, and to conventions of Petrarchan lyric poetry. The play is word conscious and stylistically mannered to an extent that is unusual even for the pun-loving Shakespeare. The humor abounds in the pert repartee for which juvenile actors were especially fitted, and an extraordinarily high percentage of roles are assigned to boys: four women and a diminutive page (Mote) among seventeen named roles. The social setting is patrician and the entertainments aristocratic. In some ways, little seems to happen in Love’s Labor’s Lost. Fast-moving plot is replaced by a structure that includes a series of debates on courtly topics reminiscent of John Lyly: love versus honor, the flesh versus the spirit, pleasure versus instruction, art versus nature. The songs and sonnets composed by the courtiers for the ladies (4.3.23–116) gracefully caricature the excesses of the Petrarchan love convention (named for the influential Italian sonneteer, Francesco Petrarch): the lovers are “sick to death” with unrequited passion, they catalogue the charms of their proud mistresses, they express their exquisitely tortured emotions through elaborate poetical metaphors, and so on. Stage movements are often masquelike; characters group themselves and then pair off two by two, as in a formal dance. Actual masques and pageants, presented by the courtiers or devised for their amusement, are essential ingredients of the spectacle.

Yet beneath the brightly polished surfaces of this sophisticated comedy, we often catch glimpses of a candor and a simplicity that offset the tinsel and glitter. The wits ultimately disclaim (with some qualification) their wittiness, and the ladies confess they have tried too zealously to put down the men; both sides disavow the extreme postures they have striven so hard to maintain. The clowns, though deflated by mocking laughter for their naiveté and pomposity, deflate the courtiers, in turn, for lack of compassion. From this interplay among various forms of courtly wit, Petrarchism, pedantry, and rustic speech emerges a recommended style that is witty but not irresponsibly so, courtly yet sincere, polished and yet free of affectation or empty verbal ornament. This new harmony is aptly expressed by Berowne and Rosaline, whose witty quest for self-understanding in love foreshadows that of Benedick and Beatrice in Much Ado About Nothing. The perfect expression of the true style is found in the song at the end of the play; taking the form of a medieval literary debate between Spring and Winter, it beautifully fuses the natural and the artificial into a concordant vision transcending the mundane.

Like The Comedy of Errors, Love’s Labor’s Lost is an early comedy that is hard to date with precision. It was published in quarto in 1598 “as it was presented before Her Highness this last Christmas” (1597). The text also purports to be “newly corrected and augmented,” though we know of no earlier published version. Perhaps a play that was already several years old may have seemed in need of stylistic revision. Act 4 does, in fact, contain two long duplicatory passages, suggesting that a certain amount of rewriting did take place. The revisions alter the meaning only slightly, however, and give little support to the widely held notion that Shakespeare must have reworked the ending of his play. The unresolved ending, in which no marriages take place and in which the Princess’s territorial claims to Aquitaine are left unsettled, should be regarded not as unfinished but as highly imaginative and indeed indispensable. The title, after all, assures us that “love’s labors” will be lost, and the Princess affirms the principle of “form confounded” (5.2.517).

Some stylistic tests suggest a date between 1592 and 1595, although these characteristics might point to an early play that had been “new corrected and augmented.” Topical hypotheses arise from the quest for Shakespeare’s sources. Since the plot of Love’s Labor’s Lost is derived from no known literary source, may it have been drawn instead from the Elizabethan contemporary scene, poking fun at the pretentiousness of literary figures and intellectuals, such as John Florio, Thomas Nashe, Gabriel Harvey, Sir Walter Ralegh, and George Chapman? Or should we seek topical meaning in the undoubted currency of such names as Navarre (Henry of Navarre, King Henry IV of France), Berowne (Biron, Henry IV’s general), Dumaine (De Mayenne, brother of the Catholic Guise), and others? From the point of view of dating the play, however, such names would have been distastefully controversial in a courtly comedy after 1589. That date saw the beginning in France of a bitter civil conflict between the Catholic Guise and Protestant Navarre, continuing until Henry abjured Protestantism in 1593 and assumed the French throne. In the late 1580s, on the other hand, the tiny kingdom of Navarre would have seemed charmingly appropriate as a setting for Shakespeare’s play. Such an early date, although by no means certain, would also help explain the Lylyan tone of the comedy and its early techniques of versification: the high percentage of rhymed lines in couplets and quatrains, the end-stopped blank verse, the use of various sonnet forms and of seven-stress (septenary) couplets, and the like.

The world of Love’s Labor’s Lost seems uneventful at first and remarkably unthreatened by danger or evil; only hintingly do reminders of mortality intrude upon the never-never land of Navarre. There are, to be sure, occasional references to the Princess’s “bedrid” father, to the plague, and to a “death’s head,” but the courtiers and we as audience are little prepared for the sudden appearance of Marcade in 5.2 and his announcement that the Princess’s royal father is dead and that all lighthearted entertainments must now give way to mourning. Prior to this belated moment of reversal, the male characters are menaced by nothing worse than loss of dignity through breaking of their oaths. And although oath breaking was a matter of great seriousness to Elizabethan gentlemen, their doing so here is partly excused by the constancy of their devotion once they have fallen in love. In such an artificial world, the preservation of one’s self-esteem assumes undue importance. Using the criteria of wit and self-awareness, Mote and Boyet, as manipulators and controllers of point of view, show us how to laugh at folly in love and pomposity in language. They present to us variations on a theme of courtly behavior, creating, in effect, a scale of manners ranging from the most aristocratic (the King and the Princess, Berowne and Rosaline) to the most absurdly pretentious (Armado, Holofernes, Nathaniel, and Dull). Nearly all the characters are mocked, but those at the lower end of the scale are especially vulnerable because they are grossly un-self-aware and hence unteachable.

The King and his companions deserve to be mocked because of their transparent lack of self-knowledge, their affectation, and the futility of their vows against love. As Berowne concedes from the start, such defiance of love is at odds with a fundamental natural rhythm that ultimately cannot be thwarted—a rhythm that provides a counterpoint and corrective to the frequently artificial rhythms of courtly life. This natural rhythm asserts itself throughout the play until it becomes starkly insistent in the death of the Princess’s royal father and in the resulting twelve-month delay of all marriages.

Hypocritical defiance of love is doomed to comic failure and satirical punishment. The basic devices used to expose this hypocrisy are misdirected love letters and overheard speech, both devices of unmasking. Appropriately, the young ladies administer their most amusing comeuppance to the men by seeing through their Muscovite masks. The code governing this merry conflict is one of “mock for mock” and “sport by sport o’erthrown” (5.2.140, 153). In a prevailing legal metaphor, the young men are guilty of forswearing their written oaths, and must be punished for their perjury. Love is metaphorically a war, a siege, a battle of the sexes in which the women come off virtually unscathed. The language of love is that of parry and thrust (with occasional bawdy overtones). The men naturally are chagrined to be put down by the ladies but are on their way to a cure: they learn to laugh at their own pretentiousness and, even if hyperbolically, vow to cast aside all “affectation” and “maggot ostentation” in favor of “russet yeas and honest kersey noes” (lines 403–16). At the same time, Berowne’s renunciation of artful language is cast in the form of a perfect fourteen-line sonnet; Shakespeare is having it both ways.

The clownish types are generally more victimized by their affectations. The fantastical Don Armado, as lover of Jaquenetta the country wench, apes the courtly conventions of the aristocrats to whose company he aspires. Enervated by base passion, penning wretched love letters, and worshiping a dairymaid as though she were an unapproachable goddess, he is a caricature of the Petrarchan lover. Generally, however, the affectations of the comic characters have to do with language rather than love. Armado himself is known as a phrasemaker, “a plume of feathers,” a “weathercock”: “Did you ever hear better?” (4.1.94–5). His letter to Jaquenetta, read aloud for the Princess’s amusement, is an exquisite spoof of John Lyly’s exaggeratedly mannered style, called Euphuism: “Shall I command thy love? I may. Shall I enforce thy love? I could. Shall I entreat thy love? I will. What shalt thou exchange for rags? Robes. For tittles? Titles. For thyself? Me” (lines 80–3). Here we see the repeated antitheses, the balanced structure (reflected also in the structure of the play), and the alliterative effects that so intoxicated literary sophisticates of the 1580s. In a similar spirit, other comic types are distinguished by their verbal habits: Constable Dull by his malapropisms (anticipating Dogberry and Elbow); Holofernes by his Latinisms, philological definitions, and varied epithets; Nathaniel by his deference to Holofernes as a fellow bookman; and Costard by his amiable but unlettered confusion over such grandiose terms as “remuneration” and “guerdon” (3.1.167–71). The word-conscious humor of the play gives us parodies of excruciatingly bad verse (as in Holofernes’s “extemporal epitaph on the death of the deer,” 4.2.49–61), teeth-grating puns (enfranchise, one Frances, 3.1.118–19), and the longest Latin word in existence (honorificabilitudinitatibus, 5.1.41).

A little of this sort of thing goes a long way, and occasional scenes of verbal sparring are overdone. Shakespeare tries to have it both ways, reveling in linguistic self-consciousness while laughing at its excesses. Yet the self-possessed characters do at least come to a realization that verbal overkill, like Petrarchan posturing, must be cast aside in favor of decorum and frankness in speech. There will always be “style,” but it must be an appropriate style. The comic characters at their best help emphasize this same point. Costard especially is blessed with a pragmatic folk wisdom and simplicity that enable him to stand up unflinchingly to the ladies and gentlemen. He does not hesitate to tell the Princess that she is the “thickest and the tallest” of the ladies, for “truth is truth” (4.1.48). His forbearing description of Nathaniel as “a little o’erparted” (5.2.580–1) in the role of Alexander serves as a gentle rebuke to the wits, whose caustic observations on “The Nine Worthies” have gotten out of hand. Even Holofernes justly chides, before retiring in confusion as Judas Maccabaeus, that “This is not generous, not gentle, not humble” (line 626).

Even if the stylistic self-consciousness makes for labored reading at times, the play can be wonderfully funny in the theater. It provides numerous opportunities for sight gags, and it revels in comic character types who are funny even when their jokes are feeble. For all his indebtedness to Lyly’s courtly drama in this play, Shakespeare has shaped it to the demands of a popular audience. Perhaps the greatest source of amusement is in Shakespeare’s depiction of the war of the sexes. Nowhere else does he give us male characters who are so consistently baffled and tormented by women. The young women know from the start who they are and what men they are attracted to; we never see the women fall in love, for they have evidently made up their minds already. The men, conversely, flounder about absurdly from one inelegant posture to another, from futile asceticism to curiosity, infatuation, betrayal of their oaths, attempts to conceal their lovesickness from one another, and collapse of all pretenses when they are caught out. They have yet to come to terms with their own inner feelings and must be taught—and tortured—by the self-possessed young ladies. The men are at their most absurd when, having confessed to falling in love, they now rival one another in boasting of their respective mistresses and in striving to see who will succeed first. It never crosses their minds that they might be rejected now that they have deigned to come forward as suitors.

The masquing in Act 5 is thus a device by which the women can test and even humiliate the young men to show them how flighty and uncontrolled are their unfamiliar new emotions. The uncompleted ending of the play expresses an unfinished process: the young men must still apprentice themselves to mature self-reflection before they can be deemed worthy as husbands. Ironically, the young women consign the men to the very sort of celibate exercise in self-understanding that the men thought they were committing themselves to at the play’s start. In these terms, too, we can see that some of the play’s subplot characters are variations on a theme of male folly in love: Costard is the self-assured peasant, while Armado is the self-abnegating aristocrat. Armado exaggerates everything foolish that the aristocratic men have undergone and in Act 5 is fittingly the center of an absurd pageant, through which he becomes the comic scapegoat. Watching his performance in the pageant of “The Nine Worthies,” the young aristocrats can laugh at the absurdities of male posturing and self-abasement that they are now slowly learning to control in themselves.

Above all, then, it is the play’s unexpected ending that introduces an invaluable new insight on the courtiers’ brittle war of wits. The death of the Princess’s father brings everyone back to reality, to sober responsibility, to an awareness that marriage requires thoughtful decision. Devouring Time has entered the never-never land of Navarre’s park. The song at the end, appropriately cast in the form of a dialogue or debate, gives us the two voices of Spring and Winter, love and death, carnival and Lent, to remind us that human happiness and self-understanding are complex and perishable. And the song reminds us as well, in its “living art,” of that subtle power of the imagination, which transforms time, love, and death into artistic creation.


LOVE’S LABOR’S LOST
ON STAGE
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Love’s Labor’s Lost disappeared from the stage from the early seventeenth century until the nineteenth and did not enjoy any real theatrical currency until recently. It did well, however, in Shakespeare’s lifetime. The first quarto of 1598 describes the play as having been “presented before Her Highness this last Christmas,” probably in 1597, and Robert Tofte (Alba, 1598) reports of Love’s Labor’s Lost that “I once did see a play / Yclepèd so,” i.e., by that name. It was played before the Queen at “my Lord of Southampton’s” in 1604, and, according to the title page of a second quarto in 1631, was “acted by His Majesty’s servants at the Blackfriars and at the Globe.” These references seemingly all point to revivals some years after the play had been originally written and performed. Yet despite this evidence of durability, the play suffered virtually total neglect for the next two hundred years. A single uninspired and anonymous adaptation, The Students, was published in 1762 but was probably never acted. It added to the low comedy, especially the rivalry of Don Armado and Costard for Jaquenetta, and improbably gave to Berowne some comic business as a letter carrier disguised in Costard’s coat.

Charles James Mathews and his wife, Madame Vestris (Lucia Elizabeth Mathews), were the first to try a revival, at the beginning of their management of the Theatre Royal, Covent Garden, in 1839, but they unwisely decided to close the shilling gallery on this occasion and so had a riot on their hands instead of a successful performance. Madame Vestris played Rosaline, and Louisa Cranstoun Nisbett played the Princess of France. The text cut out a great deal of the wordplay between Don Armado and Mote, along with some of the material involving Costard and Jaquenetta, and gave prominence instead to the poetical raptures of the young lovers. Expensive and gorgeous sets required omission, transposition, and the running together of scenes. The opening spectacle gave “a reach of the country as far as the eyes can carry,” according to John Bull’s admiring review of October 7, while another panorama proved to be a “gem,” “a little rustic background with a pool in front.” Madame Vestris had to endure a number of jests on the application of the play’s title—Love’s Labor’s Lost—to her theatrical failure.

Apart from this disappointment, the record in the nineteenth century is meager. Samuel Phelps took the part of Don Armado in a sparkling revival at Sadler’s Wells in 1857 set in wooded landscapes and with the luxurious costumes of a late medieval court. Augustin Daly produced Love’s Labor’s Lost in New York in 1874 and then again in 1891 with Ada Rehan as the Princess of France. The Shakespeare Memorial Theatre at Stratford-upon-Avon first staged the play on Shakespeare’s birthday in 1885 and again in 1907 with Frank Benson directing and starring as Berowne.

Twentieth-century productions thus had no entrenched tradition against which to rebel. Nor did Love’s Labor’s Lost lend itself to iconoclastic and revisionist interpretation, as did Troilus and Cressida, for example, or Coriolanus, or even A Midsummer Night’s Dream. Little attempt has been made to discover the dark side of Love’s Labor’s Lost. Instead, the play has been rediscovered as a delightful romp, one that does well in Edwardian dress with the ladies in flowing dresses and the men in wing collars. The old-fashioned and slightly silly atmosphere of the play encourages any sort of period setting the audience can feel nostalgic about. Navarre is a never-never land, a dream of youth. Tyrone Guthrie saw it as such in his decorative production at the Westminster Theatre in 1932 and again in 1936 at the Old Vic. Ten years later, Peter Brook made his debut as a director at Stratford-upon-Avon with a bright and playful version of the play set in the world of Watteau or Fragonard. In 1949 Hugh Hunt’s production at the Old Vic was given a beautiful lakeside setting and costumes modeled on miniatures by Nicholas Hilliard and Isaac Oliver. In 1956 Peter Hall directed a frothy Love’s Labor’s Lost at Stratford-upon-Avon with characters in gorgeous Elizabethan costumes and a palace setting dominated by a spiral staircase. Michael Kahn, in 1968 at Stratford, Connecticut, provided a hippy court of Navarre echoing with music of the sitar. More elegantly, at London’s National Theatre that same year, Laurence Olivier staged the play in sumptuous Renaissance dress and with luminous sets reminiscent of medieval illuminated manuscripts.

Productions in recent years have continued to emphasize the play’s dazzling wit and exuberance, but have also engaged in somewhat more challenging explorations of the complexities of the text and in critiques of earlier stage productions. In 1978 at Stratford-upon-Avon, John Barton used an autumnal set by Ralph Koltai to balance the intoxicating verbal display. The following year at Stratford, Ontario, Robin Phillips and Urjo Kareda set the play in the fashionable world of Europe’s social and intellectual aristocracy in the years before the First World War. As the characters were bid to leave the stage, an ominous rumbling could be heard, an indication of the war that would follow la belle époque. In 1984 at Stratford-upon-Avon, Barry Kyle emphasized and provocatively focused the play’s physical and verbal energies by a Chekhovian setting and a melancholy musical score. In 1993, in Stratford-upon-Avon, Ian Judge turned to the groves of academe, setting the play in the all-male university world of Edwardian England. Here, golden boys outfitted in blazers and boaters proved no match for the elegant women, and the promised relationships seemed even more provisional than usual, as at the end volleys of gunfire in the distance reminded the audience of the war that would claim the lives of so many young men. Even more unsettling was Trevor Nunn’s production at London’s National Theatre in 2003, which began the play with the loud noise of battle in which Berowne (Joseph Fiennes) fell seriously wounded, and the fashionable world of the play itself unfolded as a flashback in his mind.

Most versions, however, do not choose quite so chillingly to qualify the play’s verbal exuberance and romantic energies. In 1999, at Stratford-upon-Avon, Terry Hands set the play in late nineteenth-century France, opening with a clear visual allusion to Manet’s Déjeuner sur l’herbe and exploring the world of unthinking male privilege that the painting evokes, which here the confident, almost contemptuous women (notably Carol Royle’s Princess) undercut. Presenting a different manifestation of male privilege, Michael Kahn, in 2006, directed the play for the Shakespeare Theatre Company in Washington, DC, setting it in the 1960s, with the King of Navarre (Amir Arison) as an Indian mystic visited by a mop-headed rock-and-roll band in bell-bottomed jeans (and only lacking the Liverpudlian accents to make the conceit unmistakable). The Princess and her train arrived on Vespas and used their considerable sophistication, wit, and beauty to dazzle the fab four. Kahn’s conceit didn’t quite work (what was a schoolmaster doing in the midst of all this—though Holofernes [Ted van Griethuysen] was, as one critic wrote, “a wonderfully overweening mix of W. C. Fields and American academic Harold Bloom”), but the lively production traveled to Stratford-upon-Avon as part of the Royal Shakespeare Company’s year-long Complete Works marathon, which included seventeen plays performed by guest companies from around the world.

Clearly Love’s Labor’s Lost, so daunting in the study, can be one of Shakespeare’s most vital comedies on stage. A character in George Bernard Shaw’s Misalliance observes, presumably with a jest at the expense of Shaw’s own reputation for wordiness, “Yes, it reads well, but it doesn’t act well.” Love’s Labor’s Lost is just the opposite: it may not always read well, but it can work delightfully in the theater. The wordplay, so apt to seem tedious as one reads, becomes charmingly adolescent and zany in performance. The play revels in disguises, in masques, in misdirected letters. It choreographs its big scenes with an eye to stage picture in a way that must have been especially attractive on the scenery-free Elizabethan stage, as when the King and his fellow students successively eavesdrop on one another’s love letters (4.3) or when they come dressed as Muscovites to woo their ladies one by one in a patterned dance (5.2). Love’s Labor’s Lost contains what is probably Shakespeare’s first play within a play, the performance on stage of “The Nine Worthies.” Theatrical self-reflexivity encourages Shakespeare’s audience to reflect on levels of illusion and on the issue of what constitutes good dramatic art. Love’s Labor’s Lost’s insistence on its own artifice helps to keep that artifice from cloying the appetite. The play is a confection, one that rewards good acting and never seems to grow old.


LOVE’S LABOR’S LOST
ON SCREEN

[image: ]

The film history of this seldom-produced play is a simple one. When Kenneth Branagh turned to this subject in 2000, it had been broadcast on television twice, once in 1965 in a recording of a stage production by the Bristol Old Vic with Richard Pasco as Berowne, and then as part of The Shakespeare Plays series in 1984–5 under the direction of Elijah Moshinsky, with David Warner as Armado and Mike Gwilym as Berowne. Set in eighteenth-century surroundings and costuming, this show is visually handsome but lacking in comic vitality, substituting sullen mean-spiritedness for lighthearted banter. Stylistic elegance among the well-born characters is privileged over the more idiosyncratic “humorous” antics of the clowns, whose lines are heavily pruned. Verbal gymnastics, asides, and sly sexual double entendres are markedly reduced. As one reviewer observed, “The general effect of the cuts is to diminish the human and stylistic range of Love’s Labour’s Lost, replacing the linguistic and behavioural diversity of Shakespeare’s play with a single-faceted, designer-driven uniformity.”

Branagh too subjects this comedy to extensive pruning, with a view to producing a Hollywood musical. Something like two-thirds of the Shakespearean script is gone, along with the graceful song at the end in which Spring and Winter reflect antithetically on seasonal change. Instead, the film revels in the music and lyrics of Cole Porter, the Gershwins, Jerome Kern, and Irving Berlin. To enhance the mood of the Jazz Age, Branagh updates the setting to 1939 and to a privileged academic environment that is meant to put us in mind of Oxford and Cambridge. The young men look very handsome in their tuxedos and boutonnieres as they entertain the well-dressed young ladies in one of the film’s several dance sequences. Branagh, who played the King of Navarre on stage with the Royal Shakespeare Company, now takes the part of Berowne, with Matthew Lillard as Longaville, Alessandro Nivola as the King, and Adrian Lester as Dumaine. Branagh’s opposite number is Natascha McElhone as Rosaline, accompanied by Alicia Silverstone as the Princess of France, Carmen Ejogo as Maria, and Emily Mortimer as Katharine.

Many of the production’s ten songs are given to these winsome young aristocrats. The four young men do a song and dance routine on Jerome Kern’s “I Won’t Dance.” George Gershwin’s “They Can’t Take That Away from Me” (Shall We Dance?, 1937) provides another entertaining dance number. Berowne sings “Dancing Cheek to Cheek” from Irving Berlin’s 1935 Top Hat (“Heaven, I’m in Heaven”), as he and his co-students soar aloft on invisible wires. The women swim in a synchronous pattern to the tune of “No Strings (I’m Fancy Free)” in the style of Esther Williams’s water ballets. The young men sign their oath of fealty to academic study in a handsome domed library, whereupon they break into song with “I’d Rather Charleston.” Their ineffectual attempt to disguise themselves as Muscovites turns into a song and dance number on “Let’s Face the Music and Dance.” Don Armado (Timothy Spall) expresses his infatuation for the country wench Jaquenetta (Stefania Rocca) by singing Cole Porter’s “I Get a Kick Out of You” (Anything Goes, 1934).

As in the BBC production of 1984–5, the belowstairs comic characters are generally relegated to the background, in severely reduced parts. The pedant Holofernes becomes Holofernia (Geraldine McEwan), a quirky female tutor. The “rational hind” Costard (Nathan Lane) is transformed into a vaudeville comic, joining Dumaine in a rollicking rendition of Berlin’s “There’s No Business Like Show Business” (Annie Get Your Gun, 1936). Richard Briers, in a truncated role of Nathaniel the Curate, flirts with Holofernia in a dance version of Jerome Kern’s “The Way You Look Tonight.” Armado’s youthful page, Mote, becomes a doddering old man; Jimmy Yuill is Constable Dull. An airfield departure at the film’s end is an homage to the closing moments of Casablanca. World War II is just over the horizon, much as the play itself ends on a somber note of death and the postponement of romance; Berowne, we are led to imagine, is to fulfill Rosaline’s commandment by working in a field hospital. The film is intermittently endearing as it strives to capture the wonderful silliness of love among privileged aristocrats who are about to serve their country. Some reviewers have found the film uneven and disappointing, especially in the performances of the King and the Princess. To others it is quite captivating. This film needs to be viewed more as a lighthearted adaptation than as a filming of Shakespeare’s play.
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[Dramatis Personae
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FERDINAND, King of Navarre



lords attending the King


BEROWNE,

LONGAVILLE,

DUMAINE,






THE PRINCESS OF FRANCE



ladies attending the Princess


ROSALINE,

MARIA,

KATHARINE,




BOTET, a French lord attending the Princess

MARCADE, a French gentleman acting as messenger

Two French LORDS



DON ADRIANO DE ARMADO, a Spanish braggart

MOTE, his page

NATHANIEL, a curate

HOLOFERNES, a schoolmaster, called a pedant

DULL, a constable

COSTARD, a rustic, also referred to as a clown

JAQUENETTA, a dairymaid

A FORESTER



Lords and Attendants; Attendants disguised as blackamoors



SCENE: Navarre]
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[1.1] [image: ] Enter Ferdinand, King of Navarre, Berowne, Longaville, and Dumaine.


KING

Let fame, that all hunt after in their lives,

Live registered upon our brazen2 tombs,

And then grace us in the disgrace of death3,

When, spite of cormorant4 devouring Time,

Th’endeavor of this present breath5 may buy

That honor which shall bate6 his scythe’s keen edge

And make us heirs of all eternity.

Therefore, brave conquerors—for so you are,

That war against your own affections9

And the huge army of the world’s desires—

Our late11 edict shall strongly stand in force.

Navarre shall be the wonder of the world;

Our court shall be a little academe13,

Still and contemplative in living art14.

You three, Berowne, Dumaine, and Longaville,

Have sworn for three years’ term to live with me

My fellow scholars and to keep those statutes

That are recorded in this schedule18 here.



[He shows a document.]


Your oaths are passed;19 and now subscribe your names,

That his own hand20 may strike his honor down

That violates the smallest branch21 herein.

If you are armed22 to do as sworn to do,

Subscribe to your deep oaths, and keep it, too.

LONGAVILLE    [signing]

I am resolved. ’Tis but a three years’ fast.

The mind shall banquet, though the body pine25.

Fat paunches have lean pates, and dainty bits26

Make rich the ribs but bankrupt quite the wits.

DUMAINE    [signing]

My loving lord, Dumaine is mortified28.

The grosser manner of these world’s delights

He throws upon the gross world’s baser slaves30.

To love, to wealth, to pomp I pine and die,

With all these living in philosophy32.

BEROWNE

I can but say their protestation over33.

So much, dear liege34, I have already sworn,

That is, to live and study here three years.

But there are other strict observances:

As, not to see a woman in that term,

Which I hope well is not enrollèd there;

And one day in a week to touch no food,

And but one meal on every day beside,

The which I hope is not enrollèd there;

And then to sleep but three hours in the night,

And not be seen to wink of all43 the day—

When I was wont to think no harm44 all night,

And make a dark night too of half the day—

Which I hope well is not enrollèd there.

Oh, these are barren tasks, too hard to keep:

Not to see ladies, study, fast, not sleep!

KING

Your oath is passed to pass away from these.

BEROWNE

Let me say no, my liege, an if50 you please.

I only swore to study with Your Grace

And stay here in your court for three years’ space52.

LONGAVILLE

You swore to that, Berowne, and to the rest.

BEROWNE

By yea and nay54, sir, then I swore in jest.

What is the end55 of study, let me know?

KING

Why, that to know which else we should not know.

BEROWNE

Things hid and barred, you mean, from common sense57?

KING




Ay, that is study’s godlike recompense58.

BEROWNE

Come on59, then, I will swear to study so

To know the thing I am forbid to know,

As thus: to study where I well may dine,

When I to feast expressly am forbid;

Or study where to meet some mistress fine,

When mistresses from common sense are hid;

Or, having sworn too-hard-a-keeping oath,65

Study to break it and not break my troth66.

If study’s gain be thus, and this be so,67

Study knows that which yet it doth not know.

Swear me to this, and I will ne’er say no.

KING

These be the stops70 that hinder study quite,

And train our intellects to vain71 delight.

BEROWNE

Why, all delights are vain, but that most vain

Which, with pain purchased, doth inherit pain:73

As, painfully to pore upon74 a book

To seek the light of truth, while truth the while75

Doth falsely blind the eyesight of his look.

Light seeking light doth light of light beguile;77

So, ere you find where light in darkness lies,

Your light grows dark by losing of your eyes.

Study me80 how to please the eye indeed

By fixing it upon a fairer81 eye,

Who dazzling so, that eye shall be his heed82

And give him light that it was blinded by.

Study is like the heaven’s glorious sun,

That will not be deep searched with saucy looks85.

Small86 have continual plodders ever won

Save base87 authority from others’ books.

These earthly godfathers of heaven’s lights,88

That give a name to every fixèd star,

Have no more profit of their90 shining nights

Than those that walk and wot91 not what they are.

Too much to know is to know naught but fame;92

And every godfather can give a name.

KING

How well he’s read, to reason against reading!

DUMAINE

Proceeded95 well, to stop all good proceeding.

LONGAVILLE

He weeds the corn and still lets grow the weeding96.

BEROWNE

The spring is near when green geese are a-breeding97.

DUMAINE

How follows that?

BEROWNE          Fit in his98 place and time.

DUMAINE

In reason nothing.99

BEROWNE          Something then in rhyme99.

KING

Berowne is like an envious sneaping100 frost

That bites the firstborn infants101 of the spring.

BEROWNE

Well, say I am. Why should proud102 summer boast

Before the birds have any cause to sing?

Why should I joy in an abortive104 birth?

At Christmas I no more desire a rose

Than wish a snow in May’s newfangled shows106,

But like of each thing that in season107 grows.

So you to study, now it is too late108,

Climb o’er the house to unlock the little gate109.

KING

Well, sit you out110. Go home, Berowne. Adieu.

BEROWNE

No, my good lord, I have sworn to stay with you.

And though I have for barbarism112 spoke more

Than for that angel knowledge you can say,

Yet, confident, I’ll keep what I have sworn

And bide the penance of each three years’ day115.

Give me the paper. Let me read the same,

And to the strictest decrees I’ll write my name.



[He takes the paper.]


KING

How well this yielding rescues thee from shame!

BEROWNE    [reads] “Item, That no woman shall come

within a mile of my court—” Hath this been proclaimed?

LONGAVILLE    Four days ago.

BEROWNE    Let’s see the penalty—“on pain of losing her

tongue.” Who devised this penalty?

LONGAVILLE

Marry,125 that did I.

BEROWNE           Sweet lord, and why?

LONGAVILLE

To fright them hence with that dread penalty.

BEROWNE

A dangerous law against gentility127!

[He reads.] “Item, If any man be seen to talk with a

woman within the term of three years, he shall endure

such public shame as the rest of the court can possibly

devise.”

This article, my liege, yourself must break,

For well you know here comes in embassy133

The French King’s daughter with yourself to speak—

A maid of grace and complete135 majesty—

About surrender up of Aquitaine

To her decrepit, sick, and bed-rid137 father.

Therefore this article is made in vain,

Or vainly comes th’admirèd Princess hither.

KING

What say you, lords? Why, this was quite forgot.

BEROWNE

So study evermore is overshot141.

While it doth study to have what it would142,

It doth forget to do the thing it should,

And when it hath the thing it hunteth most,144

’Tis won as towns with fire—so won, so lost.

KING

We must of force146 dispense with this decree.

She must lie here, on mere147 necessity.

BEROWNE

Necessity will make us all forsworn148

Three thousand times within this three years’ space;

For every man with his affects150 is born,

Not by might mastered, but by special grace151.

If I break faith, this word152 shall speak for me:

I am forsworn on “mere necessity.”

So to the laws at large154 I write my name.



[He signs.]


And he that breaks them in the least degree

Stands in attainder156 of eternal shame.

Suggestions are to other as to me157;

But I believe, although I seem so loath158,

I am the last that will last keep his oath159.

But is there no quick160 recreation granted?

KING

Ay, that there is. Our court, you know, is haunted161

With a refinèd traveler of Spain,

A man in all the world’s new fashion planted163,

That hath a mint164 of phrases in his brain;

One who165 the music of his own vain tongue

Doth ravish like enchanting harmony;

A man of compliments167, whom right and wrong

Have chose as umpire of their mutiny168.

This child of fancy, that Armado hight169,

For interim to our studies shall relate170

In high-borne words the worth of many a knight

From tawny Spain, lost in the world’s debate.

How you delight173, my lords, I know not, I,

But I protest I love to hear him lie,

And I will use him for my minstrelsy175.

BEROWNE

Armado is a most illustrious wight176,

A man of fire-new177 words, fashion’s own knight.

LONGAVILLE

Costard the swain178 and he shall be our sport;

And so to study three years is but short.



Enter [Dull,] a constable, with Costard, with a letter.


DULL    Which is the Duke’s180 own person?

BEROWNE    This, fellow181. What wouldst?

DULL    I myself reprehend182 his own person, for I am His

Grace’s farborough183. But I would see his own person

in flesh and blood.

BEROWNE    This is he.

DULL    Señor Arm–Arm–commends you186. There’s villainy

abroad. This letter will tell you more.



[He gives the letter to the King.]


COSTARD    Sir, the contempts188 thereof are as touching me.

KING    A letter from the magnificent Armado189.

BEROWNE    How low soever190 the matter, I hope in God

for high191 words.

LONGAVILLE    A high hope for a low heaven192. God grant

us patience!

BEROWNE    To hear, or forbear hearing?

LONGAVILLE    To hear meekly, sir, and to laugh moderately,

or to forbear both.

BEROWNE    Well, sir, be it as the style197 shall give us cause

to climb in the merriness.

COSTARD    The matter is to199 me, sir, as concerning Jaquenetta.

The manner of it is, I was taken with the manner200.

BEROWNE    In what manner?

COSTARD    In manner and form following, sir—all those202

three. I was seen with her in the manor203 house, sitting

with her upon the form204, and taken following her into

the park; which, put together, is “in manner and form

following.” Now, sir, for the manner—it is the manner

of a man to speak to a woman. For the form—in

some form.

BEROWNE    For the “following,” sir?

COSTARD    As it shall follow in my correction; and God210

defend the right!

KING    Will you hear this letter with attention?

BEROWNE    As we would hear an oracle.

COSTARD    Such is the sinplicity214 of man to hearken after

the flesh.

KING    [reads] “Great deputy, the welkin’s vicegerent216,

and sole dominator217 of Navarre, my soul’s earth’s god,

and body’s fostering218 patron—”

COSTARD    Not a word of Costard yet.

KING    [reads] “So it is—”

COSTARD    It may be so, but if he say it is so, he is, in telling true, but so222.

KING    Peace!

COSTARD    Be to me224 and every man that dares not fight.

KING    No words!

COSTARD    Of other men’s secrets226, I beseech you.

KING    [reads] “So it is, besieged with sable-colored227

melancholy, I did commend the black oppressing228

humor to the most wholesome physic229 of thy health-giving

air, and, as I am a gentleman, betook myself to

walk. The time when? About the sixth hour,

when beasts most graze, birds best peck, and men sit

down to that nourishment which is called supper. So

much for the time when. Now for the ground which—

which, I mean, I walked upon. It is yclept235 thy park.

Then for the place where—where, I mean, I did encounter

that obscene237 and most preposterous event that

draweth from my snow-white pen the ebon-colored238 ink

which here thou viewest, beholdest, surveyest, or see’st.

But to the place where. It standeth north-northeast and

by east from the west corner of thy curious-knotted241

garden. There did I see that low-spirited242 swain, that

base minnow243 of thy mirth—”

COSTARD    Me?

KING    [reads] “that unlettered245, small-knowing soul—”

COSTARD    Me?

KING    [reads] “that shallow vassal247—”

COSTARD    Still me?

KING    [reads] “which, as I remember, hight249 Costard—”

COSTARD    Oh! Me.

KING    [reads] “sorted and consorted252, contrary to thy

established proclaimed edict and continent canon253,

with, with—oh, with—but with this I passion254 to say

wherewith—”

COSTARD    With a wench.

KING    [reads] “with a child of our grandmother Eve,

a female; or, for thy more sweet understanding, a

woman. Him I, as my ever-esteemed duty pricks259

me on, have sent to thee, to receive the meed260

of punishment, by Thy sweet Grace’s officer,

Anthony Dull, a man of good repute, carriage,

bearing, and estimation263.”

DULL    Me, an’t shall please you264. I am Anthony Dull.

KING    [reads] “For Jaquenetta—so is the weaker vessel265

called which I apprehended with the aforesaid

swain—I keep her as a vessel of thy law’s fury, and

shall at the least of thy sweet notice bring her to268

trial. Thine, in all compliments of devoted and heartburning

heat of duty,         Don Adriano de Armado.”

BEROWNE    This is not so well as I looked for, but the best

that ever I heard.

KING    Ay, the best for the worst.—But, sirrah273, what say

you to this?

COSTARD    Sir, I confess the wench.

KING    Did you hear the proclamation?

COSTARD    I do confess much of the hearing it, but little

of the marking of it278.

KING    It was proclaimed a year’s imprisonment to be

taken with a wench.

COSTARD    I was taken with none, sir. I was taken with a damsel.

KING    Well, it was proclaimed “damsel.”

COSTARD    This was no damsel neither, sir. She was a virgin.

BEROWNE    It is so varied286 too, for it was proclaimed “virgin.”

COSTARD    If it were, I deny her virginity. I was taken with a maid.

KING    This “maid” will not serve your turn289, sir.

COSTARD    This maid will serve my turn, sir.

KING    Sir, I will pronounce your sentence: you shall fast

a week with bran and water.

COSTARD    I had rather pray a month with mutton and porridge293.

KING

And Don Armado shall be your keeper.

My Lord Berowne, see him delivered o’er296.

And go we, lords, to put in practice that

Which each to other hath so strongly sworn.



[Exeunt the King, Longaville, and Dumaine.]


BEROWNE

I’ll lay my head to any goodman’s299 hat,

These oaths and laws will prove an idle scorn300.

Sirrah, come on.

COSTARD    I suffer for the truth, sir; for true it is, I was

taken with Jaquenetta, and Jaquenetta is a true303 girl;

and therefore, welcome the sour cup of prosperity304!

Affliction may one day smile again, and till then, sit305

thee down, sorrow!



Exeunt.

[1.2] [image: ] Enter Armado and Mote, his page.


ARMADO    Boy, what sign is it1 when a man of great spirit

grows melancholy?

MOTE    A great sign, sir, that he will look sad.

ARMADO    Why, sadness is one and the selfsame thing, dear imp5.

MOTE    No, no, oh, Lord, sir, no.

ARMADO    How canst thou part7 sadness and melancholy,

my tender juvenal8?

MOTE    By a familiar demonstration of the working9, my

tough señor10.

ARMADO    Why “tough señor”? Why “tough señor”?

MOTE    Why “tender juvenal”? Why “tender juvenal”?

ARMADO    I spoke it, tender juvenal, as a congruent epitheton13

appertaining14 to thy young days, which we may

nominate15 “tender.”

MOTE    And I, tough señor, as an appertinent16 title to

your old time, which we may name “tough.”

ARMADO    Pretty and apt.

MOTE    How mean you, sir? I pretty and my saying apt?

Or I apt and my saying pretty?

ARMADO    Thou pretty, because little21.

MOTE    Little pretty, because little. Wherefore apt?

ARMADO    And therefore apt, because quick23.

MOTE    Speak you this in my praise, master?

ARMADO    In thy condign25 praise.

MOTE    I will praise an eel with the same praise.

ARMADO    What, that an eel is ingenious?

MOTE    That an eel is quick28.

ARMADO    I do say thou art quick in answers. Thou29

heat’st my blood.

MOTE    I am answered, sir.

ARMADO    I love not to be crossed32.

MOTE    [aside] He speaks the mere contrary; crosses33

love not him.

ARMADO    I have promised to study three years with the Duke36.

MOTE    You may do it in an hour, sir.

ARMADO    Impossible.

MOTE    How many is one thrice told39?

ARMADO    I am ill at reckoning40; it fitteth the spirit of a tapster41.

MOTE    You are a gentleman and a gamester42, sir.

ARMADO    I confess both. They are both the varnish43 of a

complete44 man.

MOTE    Then I am sure you know how much the gross

sum of deuce-ace46 amounts to.

ARMADO    It doth amount to one more than two.

MOTE    Which the base vulgar48 do call three.

ARMADO    True.

MOTE    Why, sir, is this such a piece50 of study? Now here

is three studied ere ye’ll thrice wink; and how easy it

is to put “years” to the word “three” and study three

years in two words, the dancing horse53 will tell you.

ARMADO    A most fine figure54!

MOTE    [aside] To prove you a cipher55.

ARMADO    I will hereupon confess I am in love; and as it

is base for a soldier to love, so am I in love with a base

wench. If drawing my sword against the humor of58

affection would deliver me from the reprobate59 thought

of it, I would take Desire prisoner and ransom him to

any French courtier for a new-devised curtsy. I think61

scorn to sigh; methinks I should outswear62 Cupid.

Comfort me, boy. What great men have been in love?

MOTE    Hercules, master.

ARMADO    Most sweet Hercules! More authority, dear

boy, name more; and, sweet my child, let them be men

of good repute and carriage67.

MOTE    Samson, master; he was a man of good carriage,

great carriage, for he carried the town gates on his

back like a porter; and he was in love.

ARMADO    O well-knit71 Samson! Strong-jointed Samson!

I do excel thee in my rapier72 as much as thou didst me

in carrying gates. I am in love too. Who was Samson’s

love, my dear Mote?

MOTE    A woman, master.

ARMADO    Of what complexion76?

MOTE    Of all the four, or the three, or the two, or one of

the four.

ARMADO    Tell me precisely of what complexion.

MOTE    Of the sea-water green, sir.

ARMADO    Is that one of the four complexions?

MOTE    As I have read, sir; and the best of them, too.

ARMADO    Green83 indeed is the color of lovers; but to have

a love of that color, methinks Samson had small reason

for it. He surely affected her for her wit85.

MOTE    It was so, sir, for she had a green86 wit.

ARMADO    My love is most immaculate white and red.

MOTE    Most maculate88 thoughts, master, are masked

under such colors89.

ARMADO    Define90, define, well-educated infant.

MOTE    My father’s wit and my mother’s tongue, assist

me!

ARMADO    Sweet invocation of a child, most pretty and

pathetical94!

MOTE

If she be made of95 white and red,

Her faults will ne’er be known96,

For blushing cheeks by faults are bred97,

And fears98 by pale white shown.

Then if she fear, or be to blame,

By this100 you shall not know,

For still her cheeks possess the same101

Which native she doth owe.

A dangerous rhyme, master, against the reason of103

white and red.

ARMADO    Is there not a ballad, boy, of the King and the105

Beggar?

MOTE    The world was very guilty of such a ballad some

three ages since108, but I think now ’tis not to be found;

or, if it were, it would neither serve109 for the writing nor

the tune.

ARMADO    I will have that subject newly writ o’er111, that I

may example my digression by112 some mighty precedent.

Boy, I do love that country girl that I took in the

park with the rational hind114 Costard. She deserves

well.

MOTE    [aside] To be whipped; and yet a better love116

than my master.

ARMADO    Sing, boy. My spirit grows heavy in love.

MOTE    [aside] And that’s great marvel, loving a light119 wench.

ARMADO    I say, sing.

MOTE    Forbear121 till this company be past.



Enter [Costard the] clown, [Dull the] constable, and [Jaquenetta, a] wench.


DULL    Sir, the Duke’s pleasure is that you keep Costard

safe, and you must suffer123 him to take no delight nor

no penance, but ’a must fast three days a week. For124

this damsel, I must keep her at the park. She is allowed125

for the deywoman. Fare you well.

ARMADO    [aside] I do betray myself with blushing.—

Maid!

JAQUENETTA    Man?

ARMADO    I will visit thee at the lodge.

JAQUENETTA    That’s hereby130.

ARMADO    I know where it is situate131.

JAQUENETTA    Lord, how wise you are!

ARMADO    I will tell thee wonders.

JAQUENETTA    With that face?134

ARMADO    I love thee.

JAQUENETTA    So I heard you say.

ARMADO    And so, farewell.

JAQUENETTA    Fair weather after you!

DULL    Come, Jaquenetta, away!



Exeuent [Dull and Jaquenetta].


ARMADO    Villain140, thou shalt fast for thy offenses ere

thou be pardoned.

COSTARD    Well, sir, I hope when I do it I shall do it on142

a full stomach.

ARMADO    Thou shalt be heavily punished.

COSTARD    I am more bound to you than your fellows145,

for they are but lightly146 rewarded.

ARMADO    [to Mote] Take away this villain. Shut him up.

MOTE    Come, you transgressing slave, away!

COSTARD    Let me not be pent up, sir. I will fast, being loose149.

MOTE    No, sir, that were fast and loose. Thou shalt151 to prison.

COSTARD    Well, if ever I do see the merry days of desolation153

that I have seen, some shall see154.

MOTE    What shall some see?

COSTARD    Nay, nothing, Master Mote, but what they

look upon. It is not for prisoners to be too silent in their157

words, and therefore I will say nothing. I thank God I

have as little patience159 as another man, and therefore I

can be quiet.



Exit [with Mote].


ARMADO    I do affect161 the very ground, which is base,

where her shoe, which is baser, guided by her foot,

which is basest, doth tread. I shall be forsworn163, which

is a great argument164 of falsehood, if I love. And how

can that be true love which is falsely attempted? Love

is a familiar166; Love is a devil. There is no evil angel but

Love. Yet was Samson so tempted, and he had an

excellent strength; yet was Solomon so seduced, and

he had a very good wit. Cupid’s butt shaft169 is too hard

for Hercules’ club, and therefore too much odds170 for a

Spaniard’s rapier. The first and second cause171 will not

serve my turn; the passado he respects not, the duello172

he regards not. His disgrace is to be called boy, but his

glory is to subdue men. Adieu, valor! Rust, rapier! Be

still, drum! For your manager175 is in love; yea, he loveth.

Assist me, some extemporal god of rhyme176, for I am

sure I shall turn sonnet177. Devise, wit; write, pen; for I

am for whole volumes in folio178.



Exit.

[2.1] [image: ] Enter the Princess of France, with three attending Ladies [Rosaline, Maria, and Katharine] and three Lords [one being Boyet]


BOYET

Now, madam, summon up your dearest spirits1.

Consider who the King your father sends,

To whom he sends, and what’s his embassy:

Yourself, held precious in the world’s esteem,

To parley5 with the sole inheritor

Of all perfections that a man may owe6,

Matchless Navarre; the plea of no less weight7

Than Aquitaine, a dowry for a queen.

Be now as prodigal of all dear grace9

As Nature was in making graces dear10

When she did starve the general world beside11

And prodigally12 gave them all to you.

PRINCESS

Good Lord Boyet, my beauty, though but mean13,

Needs not the painted flourish14 of your praise.

Beauty is bought by judgment of the eye,

Not uttered by base sale of chapmen’s16 tongues.

I am less proud to hear you tell17 my worth

Than you much willing to be counted wise

In spending your wit in the praise of mine.

But now to task20 the tasker. Good Boyet,

You are not ignorant all-telling fame21

Doth noise22 abroad Navarre hath made a vow:

Till painful study shall outwear three years,

No woman may approach his silent court.

Therefore to ’s seemeth it a needful25 course,

Before we enter his forbidden gates,

To know his pleasure; and in that behalf27,

Bold of your worthiness, we single28 you

As our best-moving29 fair solicitor.

Tell him the daughter of the King of France,

On serious business craving quick dispatch,

Importunes32 personal conference with His Grace.

Haste, signify so much,33 while we attend,

Like humble-visaged suitors, his high will.

BOYET

Proud of employment, willingly I go.

PRINCESS

All pride is willing pride, and yours is so36.



Exit Boyet.


Who are the votaries37, my loving lords,

That are vow-fellows38 with this virtuous duke?

A LORD

Lord Longaville is one.

PRINCESS               Know you the man?

MARIA

I know him, madam. At a marriage feast,

Between Lord Perigord and the beauteous41 heir

Of Jaques Falconbridge, solemnizèd

In Normandy, saw I this Longaville.

A man of sovereign parts44 he is esteemed,

Well fitted in arts45, glorious in arms.

Nothing becomes him ill that he would well46.

The only soil of his fair virtue’s gloss—47

If virtue’s gloss will stain with any soil—

Is a



































































































































































































































































































































































[3.1] [image: ] Enter [Armado the] braggart and [Mote,] his boy.

































































































































































































































































[4.1] [image: ] Enter the Princess, a Forester, her Ladies, and her Lords [Boyet and others]












































































































































































































































[4.2] [image: ] Enter Dull, Holofernes the pedant, and Nathaniel.
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