
ADAM AND ORLANDO - As You Like It 
 
ORLANDO 
Who's there? 
ADAM 
What, my young master? O, my gentle master!​
O my sweet master! O you memory​
Of old Sir Rowland! why, what make you here?​
Why would you be so fond to overcome​
The bonny priser of the humorous duke?​
Your praise is come too swiftly home before you. 
ORLANDO 
Why, what's the matter? 
ADAM 
O unhappy youth!​
Your brother--no, no brother this night he means​
To burn the lodging where you use to lie​
And you within it: if he fail of that,​
He will have other means to cut you off.​
I overheard him and his practises.​
This is no place; this house is but a butchery:​
Abhor it, fear it, do not enter it. 
ORLANDO 
Why, whither, Adam, wouldst thou have me go? 
ADAM 
No matter whither, so you come not here. 
ORLANDO 
What, wouldst thou have me go and beg my food?​
Or with a base and boisterous sword enforce​
A thievish living on the common road?​
This I must do, or know not what to do:​
I rather will subject me to the malice​
Of a diverted blood and bloody brother. 
ADAM 
But do not so. I have five hundred crowns,​
The thrifty hire I saved under your father,​
Be comfort to my age! Here is the gold;​
And all this I give you. Let me be your servant:​
Though I look old, yet I am strong and lusty;​



I'll do the service of a younger man​
In all your business and necessities. 
ORLANDO 
O good old man, we’ll go along together,​
And ere we have thy youthful wages spent,​
We'll light upon some settled low content. 
ADAM 
Master, go on, and I will follow thee,​
To the last gasp, with truth and loyalty.​
From seventeen years till now almost fourscore​
Here lived I, but now live here no more. 
 


