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Duke Senior: Thou seest we are not all alone unhappy.

This wide and universal theatre

Presents more woeful pageants than the scene

Wherein we play in.                                  

Jaques:                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……..

                                                --As You Like It 2.7.135-42               



Life’s but a walking shadow, a poor player

That struts and frets his hour upon the stage,

And then is heard no more…….

                              Macbeth 5.5.23-25

Our revels now are ended. These our actors,

As I foretold you, were all spirits, and

Are melted into air, into thin air,

And like the baseless fabric of this vision,

The cloud-capped towers, the gorgeous palaces,

The solemn temples, the great globe itself,

Yea, all which it inherit, shall dissolve;

And like this insubstantial pageant faded,

Leave not a rack behind. We are such stuff

As dreams are made on, and our little life

Is rounded with a sleep……..

                                The Tempest 4.1.149-58



I’ve spent the past twenty-five years researching 
and teaching Shakespeare’s works at Columbia 
University.  For some, that automatically 
disqualifies me from writing fairly about the 
controversy on the grounds that my professional 
investments are so great that I cannot be 
objective.  There are a few who have gone so far 
as to hint at a conspiracy at work among 
Shakespeare professors and institutions, with 
scholars paid off to suppress information that 
would undermine Shakespeare’s claims.  If so, 
somebody forgot to put my name on the list.  
(Contested Will, pp. 4-5) 



No one we know of ever suggested during 
Shaksper's life that he was the author 
Shakespeare, or an author of any kind. 
Shakespeare's contemporaries made it 
quite plain that they did not consider the 
Stratford man the author. So far as we can 
tell, Shaksper did not come to be 
generally accepted as the author until two 
generations or more after his death. 









Loss of Good Name

Fram’d in the front of forlorn hope past all recovery,
I stayless stand, to abide the shock of shame and infamy.
My life, through ling’ring long, is lodg’d in lair of loathsome ways;
My death delay’d to keep from life the harm of hapless days.
My sprites, my heart, my wit and force, in deep distress are 
 drown’d;
The only loss of my good name is of these griefs the ground. 



…

Why write I still all one, ever the same,

And keep invention in a noted weed,

That every word doth almost tell my name,

Showing their birth and where they did proceed?

O know, sweet love, I always write of you,

And you and love are still my argument;

So all my best is dressing old words new,

Spending again what is already spent;

…



Whoever hath her wish, thou hast thy Will,
And Will to boot, and Will in overplus. 
More than enough am I that vex thee still, 
To thy sweet will making addition thus. 
Wilt thou, whose will is large and spacious,
Not once vouchsafe to hide my will in thine? 
Shall will in others seem right gracious, 
And in my will no fair acceptance shine? 
The sea, all water, yet receives rain still 
And in abundance addeth to his store; 
So thou, being rich in Will, add to thy Will
One will of mine, to make thy large Will more. 
Let no unkind, no fair beseechers kill; 
Think all but one, and me in that one Will.
 



If thy soul check thee that I come so near, 
Swear to thy blind soul that I was thy Will,
And will, thy soul knows, is admitted there; 
Thus far for love my love-suit, sweet, fulfil. 
Will will fulfil the treasure of thy love, 
Ay, fill it full with wills, and my will one. 
In things of great receipt with ease we prove 
Among a number one is reckon'd none. 
Then in the number let me pass untold, 
Though in thy store’s account I one must be;
For nothing hold me, so it please thee hold 
That nothing me, a something sweet to thee. 
Make but my name thy love, and love that still, 
And then thou lovest me, for my name is Will. 



My name is 
Will!


