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THE TRAGEDY OF KING LEAR 

Music Music.  

Act I. Scene I. 

Enter Kent, Gloster, and Edmond. 

Kent. I thought the King had more affected the Duke of Albany, than Cornwall. 

Glos. It did always seem so to us: But now in the division of the Kingdom, it appears not which 
of the Dukes he values most. 

Kent. Is not this your Son, my Lord? 

Glos. His breeding Sir, hath been at my charge. I have so often blush'd to acknowledge him, that 
now I am braz'd too't. 

Kent. I cannot conceive you. 

Glos. Sir, this young Fellow's mother could; whereupon she grew round womb'd, and had indeed 
(Sir) a Son for her Cradle, ere she had husband for her bed. Do you smell a fault? 

Kent. I cannot wish the fault undone, the issue of it, being so proper. 

Glos. But I have a Son, Sir, by order of Law, some year elder than this; who, yet is no dearer in 
my account, though this Knave came something saucily to the world before he was sent for: yet 
was his Mother fair, there was good sport at his making, and the whoreson must be 
acknowledged. Do you know this Noble Woman, Edmond? 

Bast. No, my Lord. 

Glos. My Lord of Kent: Remember her hereafter, as my Honorable Friend. 

Bast. My services to your Lordship. 

Kent. I must love you, and sue to know you better. 

Glos. The King is coming. 

Sennet. Music Music.  
__ 
Enter King Lear, Cornwall, Albany, Goneril, Regan, Cordelia, and attendants. 
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__ 

Lear. Attend the Lords of France & Burgundy, Gloster. 

Glos. I shall, my Lord.  
__ 
Exit. 
__ 

Lear. Meantime we shall express our darker purpose. 

Music ends here.  

Give me the Map there. Know, that we have divided 
In three our Kingdom: and 'tis our fast intent, 
To shake all Cares and Business from our Age, 
Conferring them on younger strengths, while we 
Unburden'd crawl toward death. Our son of Cornwall, 
And you our no less loving Son of Albany, 
We have this hour a constant will to publish 
Our daughters' several Dowers, that future strife 
May be prevented now. The Princes, France & Burgundy, 
Great Rivals in our youngest daughters love, 
Long in our Court, have made their amorous sojourn, 
And here are to be answer'd. Tell me my daughters 
(Since now we will divest us both of Rule, 
Interest of Territory, Cares of State) 
Which of you shall we say doth love us most, 
That we, our largest bounty may extend 
Where Nature doth with merit challenge. 

Music.  

Goneril, 
Our eldest borne, speak first. 

Gon. Sir, I love you more then word can wield the matter, 
Dearer then eyesight, space, and liberty, 
Beyond what can be valued, rich or rare, 
A love that makes breath poor, and speech unable, 
Beyond all manner of so much I love you. 
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Cor. What shall Cordelia speak? Love, and be silent. 

Lear. Of all these bounds even from this Line, to this, 
With shadowy Forests, and with Rolling meadows 
With plenteous Rivers, and with fertile Valleys 
We make thee Lady. To thine and Albany's issues 
Be this perpetual.  

Music.  

What says our second Daughter?  
Our dearest Regan, wife of Cornwall? Speak. 

Music.  

Reg. I am made of that self-mettle as my Sister, 
And prize me at her worth.  
Only she comes too short, that I profess 
Myself an enemy to all other joys, 
And find I am alone felicitate 
In your dear Highness love. 

Cor. Then poor Cordelia, 
And yet not so, since I am sure my love's 
More ponderous than my tongue. 

Lear. To thee, and thine hereditary ever, 
Remain this ample third of our faire Kingdom, 
No less in space, validity, and pleasure 
Then that conferr'd on Goneril. Now our joy, 
Although our last and least; to whose young love, 
The Vines of France, and Milk of Burgundy, 
Strive to be interess'd. What can you say, to draw 
A third, more opulent than your Sisters'? speak. 

Music.  

Cor. Nothing my Lord. 

Lear. Nothing? 

Cor. Nothing. 
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Lear. Nothing will come of nothing, speak again. 

Music.  

Cor. Unhappy that I am, I cannot heave 
My heart into my mouth: I love your Majesty 
According to my bond, no more nor less. 

Lear. How, how Cordelia? mend your speech a little, 
Lest you may mar your Fortunes. 

Cor. Good my Lord, 
You have begot me, bred me, lov'd me. 
I return those duties back as are right fit, 
Obey you, Love you, and most Honor you. 
Why have my Sisters Husbands, if they say 
They love you all? Happily when I shall wed, 
That Lord, whose hand must take my plight, shall carry 
Half my love with him, half my Care, and Duty, 
Sure I shall never marry like my Sisters, 
To love my father all.  

Lear. But goes thy heart with this? 

Cor. Aye my good Lord. 

Lear. So young, and so untender? 

Cor. So young my Lord, and true. 

Lear. Let it be so, thy truth then be thy dower: 
For by the sacred radiance of the Sunne, 
The miseries of Hecate and the night: 
By all the operation of the Orbs, 
From whom we do exist, and cease to be, 
Here I disclaim all my Paternal care, 
Propinquity and property of blood, 
And as a stranger to my heart and me, 
Hold thee from this forever. The barbarous Scythian, 
Or he that devours his progeny 
To gorge his appetite, shall to my bosom 
Be as well neighbor'd, pitied, and reliev'd, 
As thou my sometime Daughter. 
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Kent. Good my Liege. 

Lear. Peace Kent, 
Come not between the Dragon and his wrath, 
I lov'd her most, and thought to set my rest 
On her kind nursery. Hence and avoid my sight: 
Call France, who stirs? 
Call Burgundy, Cornwall, and Albany, 
With my two Daughters Dowers, digest the third, 
Let pride, which she calls plainness, marry her: 
Ourself by Monthly course, 
With reservation of an hundred Knights, 
By you to be sustain'd, shall our abode 
Make with you by due turn, only we shall retain 
The name, and all th'addition to a King: the Sway, 
Revenue, Execution of the rest, 
Beloved Sons be yours, which to confirm, 
This Coronet part between you. 

Kent. Royal Lear, 
Whom I have ever honor'd as my King, 
Lou'd as my Father, as my Master follow'd, 
As my great Patron thought on in my prayers. 

Le. The bow is bent & drawn, make from the shaft. 

Kent. Let it fall rather, though the fork invade 
The region of my heart, be Kent unmannerly, 
When Lear is mad, what would'st thou do old man? 
Think'st thou that duty shall have dread to speak, 
When power to flattery bows? 
Reserve thy state, 
And in thy best consideration check 
This hideous rashness, answer my life, my judgement: 
Thy youngest Daughter does not love thee least, 
Nor are those empty hearted, whose low sounds 
Reverb no hollowness. 

Lear. Kent, on thy life no more. 

Kent. My life I never held but as pawn 
To wage against thine enemies, ne'er fear to lose it, 
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Thy safety being motive. 

Lear. Out of my sight. 

Kent. See better Lear, and let me still remain 
The true blank of thine eye. 

Lear. Now by Apollo, 

Kent. Now by Apollo, King 
Thou swear'st thy Gods in vain. 

Lear. O Vassal! Miscreant. 

Alb. Dear Kent forbear. 

Kent. Revoke thy gift, 
Or whil'st I can vent clamor from my throat, 
I'll tell thee thou dost evil. 

Lea. Hear me recreant, on thine allegiance hear me; 
That thou hast sought to make us break our vows, 
Which we durst never yet;  
take thy reward. 
Five days we do allot thee for provision, 
To shield thee from disasters of the world, 
And on the sixth to turn thy hated back 
Upon our kingdom; if on the tenth day following, 
Thy banish'd trunk be found in our Dominions, 
The moment is thy death, away. By Jupiter, 
This shall not be revok'd, 

Kent. Fare thee well King, sith thus thou wilt appear, 
Freedom lives hence, and banishment is here; 
The Gods to their dear shelter take thee Maid, 
That justly think'st, and hast most rightly said.  

Exit. 

Music. Flourish.  

Enter Gloster with France, and Burgundy, Attendants. 
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Corn. Here's France and Burgundy, my Noble Lord. 

Lear. My Lord of Bugundy, 
We first address toward you, who with this King 
Hath rival'd for our Daughter; what in the least 
Will you require in present Dower with her, 
Or cease your quest of Love? 

Bur. Most Royal Majesty, 
I crave no more than hath your Highness offer'd, 
Nor will you tender less? 

Lear. Right Noble Burgundy, 
When she was dear to us, we did hold her so, 
But now her price is fallen: Sir, there she stands, 
She's there, and she is yours. 

Bur. I know no answer. 

Le. Then leave her sir, for by the power that made me, 
I tell you all her wealth. For you great King, 
I would not from your love make such a stray, 
To match you where I hate, therefore beseech you 
T'avert your liking a more worthier way, 
Than on a wretch whom Nature is asham'd 
Almost t'acknowledge hers. 

Fra. This is most strange, 
That she whom even but now, was your object, 
The argument of your praise, balm of your age, 
The best, the dearest, should in this trice of time 
Commit a thing so monstrous, to dismantle 
So many folds of favor: sure her offense 
Must be of such unnatural degree, 
That monsters it: Or your fore-vouch'd affection 
Fall into taint, which to believe of her 
Must be a faith that reason without miracle 
Should never plant in me. 

Cor. I yet beseech your Majesty. 
If for I want that glib and oily Art, 
To speak and purpose not, since what I will intend, 
I'll do't before I speak, that you make known 
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It is no vicious blot, murder, or foulness, 
No unchaste action or dishonored step 
That hath depriv'd me of your Grace and favor, 
But even for want of that, for which I am richer, 
A still soliciting eye, and such a tongue, 
That I am glad I have not, though not to have it, 
Hath lost me in your liking. 

Lear. Better thou had'st 
Not been born, than not t' have pleas'd me better. 

Fra. Is it but this?  
My Lord of Burgundy, 
What say you to the Lady? Love's not love 
When it is mingled with regards, that stands 
Aloof from th'entire point, will you have her? 
She is herself a Dowry. 

Bur. I am sorry then you have so lost a Father, 
That you must lose a husband. 

Cor. Peace be with Burgundy, 
Since that respect and Fortunes are his love, 
I shall not be her wife. 

Fra. Fairest Cordelia, that art most rich being poor, 
Be it lawful I take up what's cast away. 
Gods, Gods! 'Tis strange, that from their cold'st neglect 
My Love should kindle to enflam'd respect. 
Thy dowerless Daughter King, thrown to my chance, 
Is Queen of us, of ours, and our fair France. 

Lear. Thou hast her France, let her be thine, for we 
Have no such Daughter, nor shall ever see 
That face of hers again, therefore be gone, 
Without our Grace, our Love, our Benison: 
Come Noble Burgundy.  

Music. Flourish.  

Exeunt. 

Fra. Bid farewell to your Sisters. 
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Cor. The Jewels of our Father, with wash'd eyes 
Cordelia leaves you, I know you what you are, 
And like a Sister am most loathe to call 
Your faults as they are named. Love well our Father: 
To your professed bosoms I commit him, 
But yet alas, stood I within his Grace, 
I would prefer him to a better place, 
So farewell to you both. 

Regn. Prescribe not us our duty. 

Gon. Let your study 
Be to content your Lord, who hath receiv'd you 
At Fortunes alms, you have obedience scanted, 
And well are worth the want that you have wanted. 

Cor. Time shall unfold what plighted cunning hides, 
Who covers faults, at last with shame derides: 
Well may you prosper. 

Fra. Come my fair Cordelia.  

Exit France and Cor. 

Gon. Sister, it is not little I have to say, of what most nearly appertains to us both, I think our 
Father will hence tonight. 

Reg. That's most certain, and with you: next month with us. 

Gon. You see how full of changes his age is, the observation we have made of it hath been little; 
he always lov'd our Sister most, and with what poor judgement he hath now cast her off, appears 
too grossly. 

Reg. 'Tis the infirmity of his age, yet he hath ever but slenderly known himself. 

Gon. The best and soundest of his time hath been but rash, then must we look from his age, to 
receive not alone the imperfections of long ingraffed condition, but therewithal the unruly 
waywardness, that infirm and choleric years bring with them. 

Reg. Such unconstant starts are we like to have from him, as this of Kent's banishment. 
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Gon. Pray you let us sit together, if our Father carry authority with such disposition as he bears, 
this last surrender of his will but offend us. 

Reg. We shall further think of it. 

Gon. We must do something, and i'th'heate.  

Exeunt. 

Scene II. 

Music Music.  

Enter Bastard. 

Bast. Thou Nature art my Goddess, to thy Law 
My services are bound, wherefore should I 
Stand in the plague of custom, and permit 
The curiosity of Nations, to deprive me? 
For that I am some twelve, or fourteen Moonshines 
Lag of a Brother? Why Bastard? Wherefore base? 
When my Dimensions are as well compact, 
My mind as generous, and my shape as true 
As honest Madam's issue? Why brand they us 
With Base? With baseness Bastardy? Base, Base? 
Who in the lusty stealth of Nature, take 
More composition, and fierce quality, 
Then doth within a dull stale tired bed 
Go to th'creating a whole tribe of Fops 
Got 'tween asleep, and wake? Well then, 
Legitimate Edgar, I must have your land, 
Our Fathers love, is to the Bastard Edmond, 
As to th'legitimate: fine word: Legitimate. 
Well, my Legitimate, if this Letter speed, 
And my invention thrive, Edmond the base 
Shall top th'Legitimate: I grow, I prosper: 
Now Gods, stand up for Bastards. 

Enter Gloster. 

Glo. Kent banish'd thus? and France in choler parted? 
And the King gone tonight?  
Edmond, how now? What news? 
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Bast. So please your Lordship, none. 

Glos. Why so earnestly seek you to put up that Letter? 

Bast. I know no news, my Lord. 

Glos. What Paper were you reading? 

Bast. Nothing my Lord. 

Glos. No? what needed then that terrible dispatch of it into your Pocket? The quality of nothing, 
hath not such need to hide itself. Let's see: come, if it be nothing, I shall not need Spectacles. 

Bast. I beseech you Sir, pardon me; it is a Letter from my Brother, that I have not all o'er-read; 
and for so much as I have perus'd, I find it not fit for your o'er-looking. 

Glos. Give me the Letter, Sir. 

Bast. I shall offend, either to detain, or give it: the Contents, as in part I understand them, are too 
blame. 

Glos. Let's see, let's see. 

Bast. I hope for my Brothers justification, he wrote this but as an essay, or taste of my Virtue. 

Gloster reads. 

Glos. “This policy, and reverence of Age, makes the world bitter to the best of our times: keeps 
our Fortunes from us, till our oldness cannot relish them. I begin to find an idle and fond 
bondage, in the oppression of aged tyranny. Come to me, that of this I may speak more. If our 
Father would sleep till I wak'd him, you should enioy half his Revenue forever, and live the 
beloved of your Brother. 
Edgar.” 
Conspiracy? Sleep till I wake him, you should enjoy half his Revenue: my Son Edgar, had he a 
hand to write this? A heart and brain to breed it in? When came you to this? Who brought it? 

Bast. It was not brought me, my Lord; there's the cunning of it. I found it thrown in at the 
Casement of my Closet. 

Glos. You know the character to be your Brother's? 
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Bast. If the matter were good my Lord, I durst swear it were his: but in respect of that, I would 
fain think it were not. 

Glos. It is his. 

Bast. It is his hand, my Lord: but I hope his heart is not in the Contents. 

Glo. Has he never before sounded you in this business? 

Bast. Never my Lord. But I have heard him oft maintain it to be fit, that Sons at perfect age, and 
Fathers declin'd, the Father should be as Ward to the Son, and the Son manage his Revenue. 

Glos. O Villain, villain: his very opinion in the Letter. Abhorred Villain, unnatural, detested, 
brutish Villain; worse then brutish: Go sirrah, seek him: I'll apprehend him. Abominable Villain, 
where is he? 

Bast. I do not well know my Lord. If it shall please you to suspend your indignation against my 
Brother, til you can derive from him better testimony of his intent, you should run a certain 
course: where, if you violently proceed against him, mistaking his purpose, it would make a great 
gap in your own Honor, and shake in pieces, the heart of his obedience. I dare pawn down my 
life for him, that he hath writ this to feel my affection to your Honor, & to no other pretense of 
danger. 

Glos. Think you so? He cannot be such a Monster.  

Bast. I will seek him Sir, presently: convey the business as I shall find means, and acquaint you 
withal. 

Glos. These late Eclipses in the Sun and Moon portend no good to us. The Bond crack'd, 'twixt 
Son and Father. Find out this Villain, Edmond, it shall lose thee nothing, do it carefully: and the 
Noble & true-hearted Kent banish'd; his offense, honesty. 'Tis strange.  

Exit 

Bast. This is the excellent foppery of the world, that when we are sick in fortune, often the 
surfeits of our own behavior, we make guilty of our disasters, the Sun, the Moon, and Stars, as if 
we were villains of necessity, Fools by heavenly compulsion. My father compounded with my 
mother under the Dragons tail, and my Nativity was under Ursa Major, so that it follows, I am 
rough and Lecherous. I should have been that I am, had the maidenliest Star in the Firmament 
twinkled on my bastardizing. 

Enter Edgar. 
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Pat: he comes. ---O these Eclipses do portend these divisions. Fa, Sol, La, Me. 

Edg. How now Brother Edmond, what serious contemplation are you in? 

Bast. I am thinking Brother of a prediction I read this other day, what should follow these 
Eclipses. 

Edg. Do you busy yourself with that? 

Bast. I promise you, the effects he writes of, succeed unhappily. When saw you my Father last? 

Edg. The night gone by. 

Bast. Spake you with him?? 

Edg. Aye, two hours together. 

Bast. Parted you in good terms? Found you no displeasure in him, by word, nor countenance? 

Edg. None at all. 

Bast. Bethink yourself wherein you may have offended him: and at my entreaty forbear his 
presence, until some little time hath qualified the heat of his displeasure, which at this instant so 
rageth in him, that with the mischief of your person, it would scarcely allay. 

Edg. Some Villain hath done me wrong. 

Bast. That's my fear, I pray you have a continent forbearance till the speed of his rage goes 
slower: and as I say, retire with me to my lodging, pray ye go, there's my key: if you do stir 
abroad, go arm'd. 

Edg. Arm'd, Brother? 

Bast. Brother, I advise you to the best, I am no honest man, if there be any good meaning toward 
you: I have told you what I have seen, and heard: But faintly. Nothing like the image, and horror 
of it, pray you away. 

Edg. Shall I hear from you anon?  

Bast. I do serve you in this business: 

Exit Edgar. 
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A Credulous Father, and a Brother Noble, 
Whose nature is so far from doing harms, 
That he suspects none: on whose foolish honesty 
My practices ride easy: I see the business. 
Let me, if not by birth, have lands by wit.  

Exit. 

Scene III. 

Music Music.  

Enter Goneril, and Steward. 

Gon. Did my Father strike my Gentleman for chiding of his Fool? 

Ste. Aye Madam. 

Gon. By day and night, he wrongs me, every hour 
He flashes into one gross crime, or other, 
That sets us all at odds: I'll not endure it; 
His Knights grow riotous, and himself upbraids us 
On every trifle. When he returns from hunting, 
I will not speak with him, say I am sick, 
If you come slack of former services, 
You shall do well, the fault of it I'll answer. 

Ste. He's coming Madam, I hear him. 

Gon. Put on what weary negligence you please, 
You and your Fellows: I'd have it come to question; 
If he distaste it, let him to my Sister, 
Whose mind and mine I know in that are one, 
Remember what I have said. 

Ste. Well Madam. 

Gon. And let his Knights have colder looks among you: what grows of it no matter, advise your 
fellows so, I'll write straight to my Sister to hold my course; prepare for dinner.  

Exeunt. 

Scene IV. 
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Enter Kent. 

Kent. If but as will I other accents borrow, 
That can my speech defuse, my good intent 
May carry through itself to that full issue 
For which I raz'd my likeness. Now banish'd Kent, 
So may it come, thy Master whom thou lov'st, 
Shall find thee full of labors. 

Music. Horns within.  

Enter Lear and Attendants. 

Lear. Let me not stay a jot for dinner, go get it ready: how now, what art thou? 

Kent. A man Sir. 

Lear. What dost thou profess? 

Kent. I do profess to be no less then I seem; to serve him truly that will put me in trust, to love 
him that is honest, to converse with him that is wise and says little, to fear judgement, to fight 
when I cannot choose, and to eat no fish. 

Lear. What art thou? 

Kent. A very honest hearted Fellow, and as poor as the King. 

Lear. If thou be'st as poor for a subiect, as he's for a King, thou art poor enough. What wouldst 
thou with us? 

Kent. Service. 

Lear. How old art thou? 

Kent. Not so young Sir to love a woman for singing, nor so old to dote on her for anything. I 
have years on my back forty-eight.  

Lear. Follow me, thou shalt serve me, if I like thee no worse after dinner, I will not part from 
thee yet. Dinner ho, dinner, where's my knave? my Fool? Go you and call my Fool hither. You 
you Sirrah, where's my Daughter? 

Enter Steward. 
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Ste. So please you---- 

Exit. 

Lear. What says the Fellow there? Call the Clotpole back: where's my Fool? Ho, I think the 
world's asleep, how now? Where's that Mungrell? 

Knigh. He says my Lord, your Daughter is not well. 

Lear. Why came not the slave back to me when I call'd him? 

Knigh. Sir, he answered me in the roundest manner, he would not. 

Lear. He would not? 

Knight. My Lord, I know not what the matter is, but to my judgement your Highness is not 
entertain'd with that Ceremonious affection as you were wont, there's a great abatement of 
kindness appears as well in the general dependents, as in the Duke himself also, and your 
Daughter. 

Lear. Ha? Sayst thou so? 

Knigh. I beseech you pardon me my Lord, if I be mistaken, for my duty cannot be silent, when I 
think your Highness wrong'd. 

Lear. Thou but remembrest me of mine own Conception, I have perceived a most faint neglect of 
late, which I have rather blamed as mine own jealous curiosity, than as a very pretense and 
purpose of unkindness; I will look further into't: but where's my Fool? I have not seen him this 
two days. Go you call hither my Fool; Oh you Sir, you, come you hither Sir, who am I Sir? 

Enter Steward. 

Ste. My Lady's Father. 

Lear. My Lady's Father? my Lords knave, you whoreson dog, you mongrel, you cur, you pup. 

Ste. I am none of these my Lord, I beseech your pardon. 

Lear. Do you bandy looks with me, you Rascal? 

Ste. I'll not be strucken my Lord. 
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Kent. Nor trip'd neither, you base Football player. 

Lear. I thank thee fellow. Thou serv'st me, and I'll love thee. 

Music. Music.  

Enter Fool. 

Fool. Let me hire him too, here's my Coxcomb. 

Lear. How now my pretty knave, how dost thou? 

Fool. Sirrah, you were best take my Coxcomb. 

Lear. Why my Boy? 

Fool. Why? for taking ones part that's out of favor, why this fellow ha's banish'd two on's 
Daughters, and did the third a blessing against his will, if thou follow him, thou must needs wear 
my Coxcomb. How now Nunckle?  

Lear. Take heed Sirrah, the whip. 

Fool. Truth's a dog must to kennel, he must be whip'd out. Sirrah, I'll teach thee a speech. 

Lear. Do. 

Fool. Mark it Nuncle; give me an egg, and I'll give thee two Crowns. 

Lear. What two Crowns shall they be? 

Fool. Why after I have cut the egg i'th'middle and eat up the meat, the two Crowns of the egg: 
thou had'st little wit in thy bald crown, when thou gav'st thy golden one away; thou mad'st thy 
Daughters thy Mothers, for when thou gav'st them the rod, and put'st down thine own breeches, 
then they for sudden joy did weep. Prithee, nuncle, keep a schoolmaster that can teach thy fool to 
lie; I would fain learn to lie. 

Lear. And you lie sirrah, we'll have you whip'd. 

Fool. I marvel what kin thou and thy daughters are, they'll have me whip'd for speaking true: 
thou'lt have me whip'd for lying, and sometimes I am whip'd for holding my peace. I had rather 
be any kind o'thing then a fool, and yet I would not be thee Nunckle, thou hast pared thy wit 
o'both sides, and left nothing i'th'middle; here comes one o'the parings. 
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Enter Goneril. 

Lear. How now Daughter? what makes that Frontlet on? You are too much of late i'th'frown. 

Fool. Thou wast a pretty fellow when thou hadst no need to care for her frowning. Yes forsooth I 
will hold my tongue, so your face bids me, though you say nothing. 
Mum, mum, he that keepes nor crust, not crum, 
Weary of all, shall want some.  
That's a sheal'd Pescod. 

Gon. Not only Sir this, your all-licens'd Fool, 
But other of your insolent retinue 
Do hourly Carp and is Quarrel, breaking forth 
In rank, and (not to be endured) riots Sir. 
I had thought by making this well known unto you, 
To have found a safe redress, but now grow fearful 
By what yourself too late have spoke and done, 
That you protect this course, and put it on 
By your allowance.  

Lear. Are you our Daughter? 

Gon. I would you would make use of your good wisdom 
(Whereof I know you are fraught), and put away 
These dispositions, which of late transport you 
From what you rightly are. 

Lear. Does any here know me? This is not Lear: 
Does Lear walk thus? Speak thus? Where are his eyes? 
Who is it that can tell me who I am? 

Foole. Lears shadow. 

Lear. Your name, fair Gentlewoman? 

Gon. This admiration Sir, is much o'th'savor 
Of other your new pranks. I do beseech you 
To understand my purposes aright: 
As you are Old, and Reverend, should be Wise. 
Here do you keep a hundred Knights and Squires, 
Men so disorder'd, so debauch'd, and bold, 
That this our Court infected with their manners, 
Shows like a riotous Inn; Epicurism and Lust 
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Makes it more like a Tavern, or a Brothel, 
Than a grac'd Palace. The shame itself doth speak 
For instant remedy. Be then desir'd 
By her, that else will take the thing she begs, 
A little to disquantity your Train, 
And the remainders that shall still depend, 
To be such men as may besort your Age, 
Which know themselves, and you. 

Lear. Darkness, and Devils. 
Saddle my horses: call my Train together. 
Degenerate Bastard, I'll not trouble thee; 
Yet have I left a daughter. 

Gon. You strike my people, and your disorder'd rabble, 
Make Servants of their Betters. 

Enter Albany. 

Lear. Woe, that too late repents: 
Is it your will, speak Sir? Prepare my Horses. 
Ingratitude! thou Marble-hearted Fiend. 

Alb. Pray Sir be patient. 

Lear. Detested Kite, thou liest. 
My Train are men of choice, and rarest parts, 
That all particulars of duty know.  
O most small fault, 
How ugly did'st thou in Cordelia show? 
O Lear, Lear, Lear! 
Beat at this gate that let thy Folly in, 
And thy dear Judgement out. Go, go, my people. 

Alb. My Lord, I am guiltless, as I am ignorant 
Of what hath moved you. 

Lear. It may be so, my Lord. 
Hear Nature, hear dear Goddess, hear: 
Suspend thy purpose, if thou did'st intend 
To make this Creature fruitful: 
Into her Womb convey sterility, 
Dry up in her the Organs of increase, 
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And from her derogate body, never spring 
A Babe to honor her. If she must teem, 
Create her child of Spleen, that it may live 
And be a thwart disnatur'd torment to her. 
That she may feel, 
How sharper than a Serpents tooth it is, 
To have a thankless Childe. Away, away.  
I have another daughter, 
Who I am sure is kind and comfortable: 
When she shall hear this of thee, with her nails 
She'll flay thy Wolvish visage. Thou shalt find, 
That I'll resume the shape which thou dost think 
I have cast off forever.  

Music. Music.  

Exit 

Gon. Do you mark that? 

Alb. I cannot be so partial Goneril, 
To the great love I bear you. 

Gon. Pray you content. What Oswald, hoa? 
This man hath had good Counsel, a hundred Knights? 
Each buzz, each fancy, each complaint, dislike, 
He may enguard his dotage with their powers, 
And hold our lives in mercy. Oswald, I say. 

Alb. Well, you may fear too far. 

Gon. What he hath utter'd I have writ my Sister: 
If she sustain him, and his hundred Knights 
When I have show'd th'unfitness—How now Oswald? 

Enter Steward. 

What have you writ that Letter to my Sister? 

Stew. Aye Madam. 

Gon. Take you some company, and away to horse, 
Inform her full of my particular fear, 
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And thereto adde such reasons of your own, 
As may compact it more. Get you gone, 
And hasten your return; no, no, my Lord, 
This milky gentleness, and course of yours 
Though I condemn not, yet under pardon 
You are much more at task for want of wisdom, 
Then prais'd for harmful mildness. 

Alb. How far your eyes may pierce I cannot tell; 
Striving to better, oft we mar what's well. 

Exeunt 

Act II. Scene I. 

Music. Music.  

Enter Bastard, and Curan, seuerally. 

Bast. Save thee Curan. 

Cur. And you Sir, I have been with your Father, and given him notice that the Duke of Cornwall, 
and Regan his Duchess will be here with him this night. 

Bast. How comes that? 

Cur. Nay I know not. You have heard of the news abroad? — I mean the whisper'd ones, for they 
are yet but ear-kissing arguments? 

Bast. Not I; pray you, what are they?

Cur. Have you heard of no likely wars toward 'twixt the two Dukes of Cornwall and Albany?

Bast. Not a word.

Curan. You may do then in time. Fare you well Sir.

Exit. 

Bast. The Duke be here tonight? The better best, 
This weaves itself perforce into my business, 

Enter Edgar. 
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Brother, a word, descend; Brother I say, 
My Father watches: O Sir, fly this place, 
Intelligence is given where you are hid; 
You have now the good advantage of the night, 
Have you not spoken 'gainst the Duke of Cornwall? 
He's coming hither, now i'th'night, i'th'haste, 
And Regan with him, have you nothing said 
Upon his party 'gainst the Duke of Albany? 
Advise yourself. 

Edg. I am sure on't, not a word. 

Bast. I hear my Father coming, pardon me: 
In cunning, I must draw my Sword upon you: 
Draw, seem to defend yourself, 
Now quit you well. 
Yield, come before my Father, light hoa, here, 
Fly Brother, Torches, Torches, so farewell. 

Exit Edgar. 

Some blood drawn on me, would beget opinion 
Of my more fierce endeavor. Father, Father, 

Enter Gloster, and Servants with Torches. 

Look Sir, I bleed. 

Glo. Where is the villain, Edmund? 

Bast. What, no help, father? 

Glo. Where is the villain? 

Bast. Fled this way Sir, when by no means he could. 

Glo. Pursue him, ho: go after. By no means, what? 

Bast. Persuade me to the murder of your Lordship, 
But that I told him the revenging Gods 
Gainst patricides did all their thunder bend, 
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Spoke with how manifold and strong a Bond 
The child was bound to the father, sir, in Fine, 
With his prepared Sword, he charges home 
My unprovided body, latch'd mine arm; 
And then 
Full suddenly he fled. 

Glost. Let him fly far: 
Not in this Land shall he remain uncaught 
My worthy Arch and Patron comes tonight, 
By his authority I will proclaim it, 
That he which finds him shall deserve our thanks, 
Bringing the murderous Coward to the stake: 

Bast. I threaten'd to discover him; he replied, 
Thou unpossessing Bastard, dost thou think, 
If I would stand against thee, would the reposal 
Of any trust, virtue, or worth in thee 
Make thy words faith'd?  

Music. Tucket within. 

Glo. Hark, the Dukes Trumpets; 
All Ports I'll bar, the villain shall not scape, 
The Duke must grant me that: besides, his picture 
I will send far and near, that all the kingdom 
May have due note of him, and of my land, 
(Loyal and natural Boy) I'll work the means 
To make thee capable. 

Enter Cornwall, Regan, and Attendants. 

Corn. How now my Noble friend, since I came hither 
(Which I can call but now,) I have heard strangeness. 

Reg. If it be true, all vengeance comes too short 
Which can pursue th'offender; how dost my Lord? 

Glo. O Madam, my old heart is crack'd, it's crack'd. 

Reg. What, did my Father's Godson seek your life? 
He whom my Father nam'd, your Edgar? 
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Glo. O Lady, Lady, shame would have it hid. 

Reg. Was he not companion with the riotous Knights 
That tended upon my Father? 

Glo. I know not Madam, 'tis too bad, too bad. 

Bast. Yes Madam, he was of that consort. 

Reg. No marvel then, though he were ill affected, 
I have this present evening from my Sister 
Been well inform'd of them, and with such cautions, 
That if they come to sojourn at my house, 
I'll not be there. 

Cor. Nor I, assure thee Regan; 
If he be taken, he shall never more 
Be fear'd of doing harm, make your own purpose, 
How in my strength you please: for you Edmund, 
Whose virtue and obedience doth this instant 
So much commend itself, you shall be ours, 
Nature's of such deep trust, we shall much need: 
You we first seize on. 

Bast. I shall serve you Sir truly, as a Son. 

Glo. For him I thank your Grace. 

Reg. Lay comforts to your bosom, and bestow 
Your needful counsel to our businesses, 
Which craves the instant use. 

Glo. I serve you Madam. Your Graces are right welcome.  

Exeunt. 

Music. Flourish. 

Scene II. 

Enter Kent and Steward severally. 

Stew. Good dawning to thee Friend, art of this house? 
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Kent. Aye. 

Stew. Where may we set our horses? 

Kent. I'th'mire. 

Stew. Prithee, if thou lov'st me, tell me. 

Kent. I love thee not. 

Ste. Why then I care not for thee. 

Kent. If I had thee in Lipsbury Pinfold, I would make thee care for me. 

Ste. Why dost thou use me thus? I know thee not. 

Kent. Fellow I know thee. 

Ste. What dost thou know me for? 

Kent. A Knave, a Rascal, an eater of broken meats, a base, proud, shallow, beggarly, three-suited-
hundred pound, filthy woosted-stocking knave, a Lily-livered, action-taking, glass-gazing super-
serviceable finical Rogue, the son and heir of a mongrel bitch, and one whom I will beat into 
clamors whining, if thou deny'st the least syllable of thy addition. 

Stew. Why, what a monstrous Fellow art thou, thus to rail on one, that is neither known of thee, 
nor knows thee? 

Kent. What a brazen-fac'd Varlet art thou, to deny thou knowst me? Is it two days since I trip'd 
up thy heels, and beat thee before the King? Draw you rogue, for though it be night, yet the 
Moon shines, I'll make a sop o'th'Moonshine of you, you whoreson Cullionly Barber-monger, 
draw. 

Stew. Away, I have nothing to do with thee. 

Kent. You come with Letters against the King: draw you Rogue, or I'll so carbonado your shanks, 
draw you Rascal. 

Ste. Help, ho, murder, help. 

Kent. Strike you slave: stand rogue, stand you neat slave, strike. 
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Stew. Help hoa, murder, murder. 

Enter Bastard, Cornwall, Regan, Gloster, Servants. 

Glo. Weapons? Arms? what's the matter here? 

Cor. Keep peace upon your lives, he dies that strikes again, what is the matter? 

Reg. The Messengers from our Sister, and the King? 

Cor. What is your difference, speak? 

Stew. I am scarce in breath my Lord. 

Kent. No Marvel, you have so bestir'd your valor, you cowardly Rascal, nature disclaims in thee. 

Ste. This ancient Ruffian Sir, whose life I have spar'd at suit of his gray-beard. 

Kent. Spare my gray-beard, you wagtail? 

Cor. Peace sirrah, 
You beastly knave, know you no reverence? 

Kent. Yes Sir, but anger hath a privilege. 

Cor. Why art thou angry? 

Kent. That such a slave as this should wear a Sword, 
Who wears no honesty:  
Smile you my speeches, as I were a Fool? 
Goose, if I had you upon Sarum Plain, 
I'd drive ye cackling home to Camelot. 

Glost. How fell you out, say that? 

Corn. What is his fault? 

Kent. His countenance likes me not. 

Cor. No more perchance does mine, nor his, nor hers. 

Kent. Sir, 'tis my occupation to be plain, 
I have seen better faces in my time, 
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Than stands on any shoulder that I see 
Before me, at this instant. 

Corn. This is some Fellow. 
What was th'offense you gave him? 

Ste. I never gave him any: 
It pleas'd the King his Master very late 
To strike at me upon his misconstruction, 
When he compact, and flattering his displeasure 
Trip'd me behind: 
That worthied him, got praises of the King, 
And in the fleshment of this dread exploit, 
Drew on me here again. 

Kent. None of these Rogues, and Cowards 
But Aiax is their Fool. 

Corn. Fetch forth the Stocks? 
You stubborn ancient Knave, you reverent Braggart, 
We'll teach you. 

Kent. Sir, I am too old to learn: 
Call not your Stocks for me, I serve the King. 
On whose employment I was sent to you, 
You shall do small respects, show too bold malice 
Against the Grace, and Person of my Master, 
Stocking his Messenger. 

Corn. Fetch forth the Stocks; 
As I have life and Honor, there shall he sit till Noon. 

Reg. Till noon? till night my Lord, and all night too. 

Kent. Why Madam, if I were your Father's dog, 
You should not use me so. 

Reg. Sir, being his Knave, I will.  

Stocks brought out. 

Cor. This is a Fellow of the self same color, 
Our Sister speaks of. Come, bring away the Stocks. 
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Glo. Let me beseech your Grace, not to do so, 
The King his Master, needs must take it ill 
That he so slightly valued in his Messenger, 
Should have him thus restrained. 

Cor. I'll answer that. 

Reg. My Sister may receive it much more worse, 
To have her Gentleman abus'd, assaulted. 

Corn. Come my Lord, away.  

Exit. 

Glo. I am sorry for thee friend,  
I'll entreat for thee. 

Kent. Pray do not Sir, I have watch'd and travel'd hard, 
Some time I shall sleep out, the rest I'll whistle: 
Give you good morrow. 

Glo. The Duke's to blame in this, 
'Twill be ill taken.  

Exit.  

Enter Edgar, apart.  

Edg. I heard myself proclaim'd, 
And by the happy hollow of a Tree, 
Escap'd the hunt. No Port is free, no place 
That guard, and most unusual vigilance 
Does not attend my taking. Whiles I may scape 
I will preserve myself: and am bethought 
To take the basest, and most poorest shape 
That ever penury in contempt of man, 
Brought near to beast; my face I'll grime with filth, 
Blanket my loins, elf all my hairs in knots, 
And with presented nakedness out-face 
The Winds, and persecutions of the sky; 
And with this horrible object, from low Farms, 
Poor pelting Villages, Sheeps-Coats, and Mills, 
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Sometimes with Lunatic bans, sometime with Prayers 
Enforce their charity: poor Turlygod poor Tom, 
That's something yet: Edgar I nothing am.  

Music. Music.  

Exit. 

Enter Lear and Fool. 

Lear. 'Tis strange that they should so depart from home, 
And not send back my Messengers. 

Fool. Can'st tell how an Oyster makes his shell? 

Lear. No. 

Fool. Nor I neither; but I can tell why a Snail has a house. 

Lear. Why? 

Fool. Why to put's head in, not to give it away to his daughters, and leave his horns without a 
case. 

Lear. I will forget my nature. So kind a father.  

Kent. Hail to thee Noble Master. 

Lear. Ha? Mak'st thou this shame thy pastime? 

Kent. No my Lord. 

Lear. What's he that hath so much thy place mistook 
To set thee here? 

Kent. It is both he and she, 
Your Son, and Daughter. 

Lear. No. 

Kent. Yes. 

Lear. No I say. 
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Kent. I say yea. 

Lear. By Jupiter I swear no. 

Kent. By Juno, I swear aye. 

Lear. They durst not do't: 
They could not, would not do't: 'tis worse than murder, 
To do upon respect such violent outrage. 

Kent. My Lord, when at their home 
I did commend your Highness Letters to them, 
Ere I was risen from the place, that showed 
My duty kneeling, came there a reeking Post, 
Stew'd in his haste, half breathless, panting forth 
From Goneril his Mistress, salutations; 
Which presently they read; on those contents 
They summon'd up their meiny, straight took Horse, 
Commanded me to follow,  
And meeting here the other Messenger, 
Being the very fellow which of late 
Display'd so saucily against your Highness, 
Having more man than wit about me, drew; 
He rais'd the house, with loud and coward cries, 
Your Son and Daughter found this trespass worth 
The shame which here it suffers. 

Lear. Where is this Daughter? 

Kent. With the Earle Sir, here within. 

Lear. Follow me not, stay here.  

Exit. 

Kent. How chance the the King comes with so small a number? 

Fool. And thou hadst been set i'th'Stocks for that question, thoud'st well deseru'd it. 

Kent. Why Fool? 
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Fool. We'll set thee to school to an Ant, to teach thee there's no laboring i'th'winter. Let go thy 
hold, when a great wheel runs down a hill, least it break thy neck with following: when a wise 
man gives thee better counsel give me mine again, I would have none but knaves follow it, since 
a Fool gives it. 

Enter Lear, and Gloster. 

Kent. Where learn'd you this Fool? 

Fool. Not i'th'Stocks Fool. 

Lear. Deny to speak with me? They are sick, they are weary, 
They have travel'd all the night? mere fetches, 
Fetch me a better answer. 

Glo. My dear Lord, 
You know the fiery quality of the Duke, 
How unremovable and fix'd he is 
In his own course. 

Lear. Vengeance, Plague, Death, Confusion: 
Fiery? What quality? Why Gloster, Gloster, 
I'd speak with the Duke of Cornwall, and his wife. 

Glo. Well my good Lord, I have inform'd them so. 

Lear. Inform'd them? Dost thou understand me man. 

Glo. Aye my good Lord. 

Lear. The King would speak with Cornwall, the dear Father 
Would with his Daughter speak, commands, tends, service, 
Are they inform'd of this? My breath and blood: 
Fiery? The fiery Duke, tell the hot Duke that---- 
No, but not yet, may be he is not well, 
Whereto our health is bound, we are not ourselves, 
Go tell the Duke, and's wife, I'd speak with them: 
Now, presently: bid them come forth and hear me, 
Or at their Chamber door I'll beat the Drum, 
Till it cry sleep to death. 

Glo. I would have all well betwixt you.  
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Exit. 

Lear. Oh me my heart! My rising heart! But down. 

Fool. Cry to it Nunckle, as the Cockney did to the Eels, when she put 'em i'th'Paste alive, she 
knap'd 'em o'th'coxcombs with a stick, and cried down wantons, down. 

Enter Cornwall, Regan, Gloster, Servants. 

Lear. Good morrow to you both. 

Corn. Hail to your Grace.  

Kent here set at liberty. 

Reg. I am glad to see your Highness. 

Lear. Regan, I think you are.  
O are you free? 
Some other time for that. Beloved Regan, 
Thy Sister's naught: oh Regan, she hath tied 
Sharpe-tooth'd unkindness,  
thou'lt not believe 
With how deprav'd a quality. Oh Regan. 

Reg. I pray you Sir, take patience, I have hope 
You less know how to value her desert, 
Then she to scant her duty. 

Lear. Say? How is that? 

Reg. I cannot think my Sister in the least 
Would fail her Obligation. If Sir perchance 
She have restrained the Riots of your Followers, 
'Tis on such ground, and to such wholesome end, 
As clears her from all blame. 

Lear. My curses on her. 

Reg. O Sir, you are old, 
Nature in you stands on the very Verge 
Of his confine: you should be rul'd, and led 
By some discretion, that discerns your state 
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Better than you yourself: therefore I pray you, 
That to our Sister, you do make return, 
Say you have wrong'd her. 

Lear. Ask her forgiveness? 
Do you but mark how this becomes the house? 
Dear daughter, I confess that I am old; 
Age is unnecessary: on my knees I beg, 
That you'll vouchsafe me Raiment, Bed, and Food. 

Reg. Good Sir, no more: these are unsightly tricks: 
Return you to my Sister. 

Lear. Never Regan: 
She hath abated me of half my Train; 
Look'd black upon me, strook me with her Tongue 
Most Serpent-like, upon the very Heart. 
All the stor'd Vengeances of Heaven, fall 
On her ingrateful top: strike her young bones 
with Lameness. 

Reg. O the blest Gods! 
So will you wish on me, when the rash mood is on. 

Lear. No Regan, thou shalt never have my curse: 
Thy tender-hefted Nature shall not give 
Thee o're to harshness:  
'Tis not in thee 
To grudge my pleasures, to cut off my Train, 
To bandy hasty words, to scant my sizes, 
And in conclusion, to oppose the bolt 
Against my coming in. Thou better know'st 
The Offices of Nature, bond of Childhood: 
Thy half o'th'Kingdom hast thou not forgot, 
Wherein I thee endow'd. 

Reg. Good Sir, to'th'purpose. 

Music. Tucket within. 

Lear. Who put my man i'th'Stocks? 

Enter Steward. 
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Corn. What Trumpet's that? 

Reg. I know't, my Sisters: this approves her Letter, 
That she would soon be here. Is your Lady come? 

Lear. This is a Slave, whose easy borrowed pride 
Dwells in the sickly grace of her he follows. 
Out Varlet, from my sight. 

Corn. What means your Grace? 

Enter Goneril. 

Lear. Who stock'd my Servant? Regan, I have good hope 
Thou did'st not know on't. Who comes here? O Heavens! 
If you do love old men:  
Send down, and take my part. 
O Regan, will you take her by the hand? 

Gon. Why not by'th'hand Sir? How have I offended? 
All's not offense that indiscretion finds, 
And dotage terms so. 

Lear. O sides you are too tough. 
Will you yet hold? How came my man i'th'Stocks? 

Reg. I pray you Father being weak, seem so. 
If till the expiration of your Month 
You will return and sojourn with my Sister, 
Dismissing half your train, come then to me, 
I am now from home, and out of that provision 
Which shall be needful for your entertainment. 

Lear. Return to her? and fifty men dismiss'd? 
No, rather I abjure all roofs, and choose 
To wage against the enmity o'th'air, 
Persuade me rather to be slave and sumpter 
To this detested groom. 

Gon. At your choice Sir. 

Lear. I prithee Daughter do not make me mad, 
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I can be patient, I can stay with Regan, 
I and my hundred Knights. 

Reg. Not altogether so, 
I look'd not for you yet, nor am provided 
For your fit welcome, give ear Sir to my Sister, 
For those that mingle reason with your passion, 
Must be content to think you old, and so, 
But she knows what she doe's. 

Lear. Is this well spoken? 

Reg. I dare avouch it Sir, what fifty Followers? 
Is it not well? What should you need of more? 
Yea, or so many? Sith that both charge and danger, 
Speak 'gainst so great a number? How in one house 
Should many people, under two commands 
Hold amity? 'Tis hard, almost impossible. 

Gon. Why might not you my Lord, receive attendance 
From those that she cals Servants, or from mine? 

Reg. Why not my Lord? 
If then they chanc'd to slack ye, 
We could control them; if you will come to me, 
(For now I spy a danger) I entreat you 
To bring but five and twenty, to no more 
Will I give place or notice. 

Lear. I gave you all. 

Reg. And in good time you gave it. 

Lear. Made you my Guardians, my Depositaries, 
But kept a reservation to be followed 
With such a number? What, must I come to you 
With five and twenty? Regan, said you so? 

Reg. And speak't again my Lord, no more with me. 

Lea. Those wicked Creatures yet do look well favor'd 
When others are more wicked,  
I'll go with thee, 
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Thy fifty yet doth double five and twenty, 
And thou art twice her Love. 

Gon. Hear me my Lord; 
What need you five and twenty? Ten? Or five? 
To follow in a house, where twice so many 
Have a command to tend you? 

Reg. What need one? 

Lear. O reason not the need: our basest Beggars 
Are in the poorest thing superfluous. 
Allow not Nature, more than Nature needs: 
Man's life is cheap as Beast's. Thou art a Lady; 
If only to go warm were gorgeous, 
Why Nature needs not what thou gorgeous wear'st, 
Which scarcely keeps thee warm, but for true need: * 
No you unnatural Hags, 
I will have such revenges on you both, 
That all the world shall---I will do such things, 
What they are yet, I know not, but they shall be 
The terrors of the earth? you think I'll weep, 
No, I'll not weep, I have full cause of weeping. 

Music. Storme and Tempest. 

But this heart shall break into a hundred thousand flaws 
Or ere I'll weep; O Fool, I shall go mad.  

Exeunt. 

Corn. Let us withdraw, 'twill be a Storm. 

Reg. This house is little, the old man and's people, 
Cannot be well bestow'd. 

Gon. 'Tis his own blame hath put himself from rest, 
And must needs taste his folly. 

Reg. For his particular, I'll receive him gladly, 
But not one follower. 

Gon. So am I purpos'd. 
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Where is my Lord of Gloster? 

Enter Gloster and Edmund. 

Glo. The King is in high rage. 

Corn. Whither is he going? 

Glo. He calls to Horse, but will I know not whither. 

Corn. 'Tis best to give him way, he leads himself. 

Gon. My Lord, entreat him by no means to stay. 

Glo. Alack the night comes on, and the high winds 
Do sorely ruffle, for many Miles about 
There's scarce a Bush. 

Reg. O Sir, to willful men, 
The injuries that they themselves procure, 
Must be their School-Masters: shut up your doors. 

Cor. Shut up your doors my Lord, 'tis a wild night, 
My Regan counsels well: come out o'th'storm.  

Exeunt all but Gloucester and Bastard.

Glo. Alack, Alack, Edmund, I like not this unnatural dealing. That I might not pity him? That 
they might take from me the use of mine own house?

Bast. Most savage and unnatural. 

Glos. Go to, say you nothing. There is division between the Dukes, and worse matter than that: I 
have received a letter this night, tis dangerous to be spoken, I have locked the Letter in my 
Closet. These injuries the King now bears will be revenged home: there is part of a Power 
already footed. We must incline to the King. I will look him; go you and maintain talk with the 
Duke, that my charity be not perceived. Fare you well. 

Exit Gloucester.

Bast. This Courtesy forbid thee, shall the Duke  
Instantly know, and of that letter, too;   
This seems a fair deserving, and must draw to me  
That which my father loses: no less than all,   
The younger rises when the old doth fall.
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Act III. Scene I. 

Music. Storme still.  

Enter Kent, and a Gentleman, severally. 

Kent. Who's there besides foul weather? 

Gen. One minded like the weather, most unquietly. 

Kent. I know you: Where's the King? 

Gent. Contending with the fretful Elements; 
Bids the wind blow the Earth into the Sea, 
Or swell the curled Waters 'bove the Maine, 
That things might change, or cease. 

Kent. But who is with him? 

Gent. None but the Fool, who labors to out-jest 
His heart-strook injuries. 

Kent. Fie on this Storme, 
I will go seeke the King. He that first lights on him, 
Holla the other.  

Exeunt. 

Scene II. 

Music. Storme still.  

Enter Lear, and Fool.  

Lear. Blow winds, & crack your cheeks; Rage, blow 
You Cataracts, and Hurricano's spout, 
Till you have drench'd our Steeples, drown the Cocks. 
You Sulph'rous and Thought-executing Fires, 
Vaunt-couriers of Oak-cleaving Thunder-bolts, 
Singe my white head. And thou all-shaking Thunder, 
Strike flat the thick Rotundity o'th'world. 
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Fool. O Nunkle, Court holy-water in a dry house, is better then this Rain-water out o' doore. 
Good Nunkle, in, ask thy Daughters blessing, here's a night pities neither Wisemen, nor Fools. 

Lear. Rumble thy belly full: spit Fire, spout Rain: 
Nor Rain, Wind, Thunder, Fire are my Daughters; 
I tax not you, you Elements with unkindness. 
I never gave you Kingdom, call'd you Children; 
You owe me no subscription. Then let fall 
Your horrible pleasure. Here I stand your Slave, 
A poor, infirm, weak, and despis'd old man: 
But yet I call you Servile Ministers, 
That will with two pernicious Daughters join 
Your high-engender'd Battles, 'gainst a head 
So old, and white as this. O, ho! 'tis foul. 

Enter Kent. 

Kent. Who's there? 
Alas Sir are you here? Things that love night, 
Love not such nights as these: The wrathful Skies 
Gallow the very wanderers of the dark 
And make them keep their Caves: 
Man's Nature cannot carry 
Th’affliction, nor the fear.  

Lear. Let the great Gods 
That keep this dreadful pother o'er our heads, 
Find out their enemies now.  

— [ [ [ Silence. ] ] ] —  

I am a man, 
More sinn'd against, than sinning. 

Kent. Alack, bare-headed? 
Gracious my Lord, hard by here is a Hovel, 
Some friendship will it lend you 'gainst the Tempest: 
Repose you there. 

Lear. My wits begin to turn. 
Come on my boy. How dost my boy? Art cold? 
I am cold myself. Where is this straw, my Fellow? 
The Art of our Necessities is strange, 
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And can make vile things precious.  
Come bring us to this Hovel.  

Exit.  

Scene IV. 

Enter Lear, Kent, and Fool. 

Kent. Here is the place my Lord, good my Lord enter. 

Lear. In boy, go first.  

Exit Fool into hovel.  

Music. Storme still 

Within.  

Edg. Fathom and half, fathom and half: Poor Tom!  

Enter Edgar, and Fool. 

Fool. Come not in here Nuncle, here's a spirit, help me, help me. 

Kent. Give me thy hand, who's there? 

Fool. A spirit, a spirit, he says his name's poor Tom. 

Kent. What art thou that dost grumble there i'th' straw? Come forth. 

Edg. Away, the foul Fiend follows me, through the sharpe Hawthorne blow the winds. Humh, go 
to thy bed and warm thee. 

Lear. Did'st thou give all to thy Daughters? And art thou come to this? 

Edgar. Who gives any thing to poor Tom? Whom the foul fiend hath led though Fire, and through 
Flame, through Sword, and Whirl-Pool, o'er Bog, and Quag-mire, that hath laid Knives under his 
Pillow, and Halters in his Pew, set Rats-bane by his Porridge, made him Proud of heart, to ride on 
a Bay trotting Horse, over four inch'd Bridges, to course his own shadow for a Traitor. Bless thy 
fiue Wits, Toms a cold. O do, de, do, de, do de, bless thee from Whirl-Winds.  

Music. Storme still. 
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Lear. Has his Daughters brought him to this pass? 
Could'st thou save nothing? Would'st thou give 'em all? 

Fool. Nay, he reserv'd a Blanket, else we had been all sham'd. 

Kent. He hath no Daughters Sir. 

Lear. Death Traitor, nothing could have subdu'd Nature 
To such a lowness, but his unkind Daughters. 
Is it the fashion, that discarded Fathers, 
Should have thus little mercy on their flesh.  
Is man no more than this? Consider him well; unaccommodated man, is no more but such a poor, 
bare, forked Animal as thou art. Thou art the thing itself. Off, off, you Lendings: Come, unbutton 
here. 

Enter Gloster, with a Torch. 

Fool. Prithee Nunckle be contented, 'tis a naughty night to swim in. Now a little fire in a wild 
Field, were like an old Letcher's heart, a small spark, all the rest on's body, cold: Look, here 
comes a walking fire. 

Kent. How fares your Grace? 

Glos. Go in with me; my duty cannot suffer 
T'obey in all your daughters hard commands: 
Though their Injunction be to bar my doors, 
And let this Tyrannous night take hold upon you, 
Yet have I ventured to come seek you out, 
And bring you where both fire, and food is ready. 

Lear. First let me talk with this Philosopher, 
What is the cause of Thunder? 

Kent. Good my Lord take his offer, 
Go into th'house. 

Lear. I'll talk a word with this same learned Theban: 
What is your study? 

Edg. How to prevent the Fiend, and to kill Vermin. 

Lear. Let me ask you one word in private. 
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Kent. Importune him once more to go my Lord, 
His wits begin t' unsettle. 

Glos. Canst thou blame him?  

Music. Storm still 

His Daughters seek his death: Ah, that good Kent, 
He said it would be thus: poor banish'd man: 
Thou sayest the King grows mad, I'll tell thee Friend 
I am almost mad myself. I had a Son, 
Now out-law'd from my blood: he sought my life: 
The grief hath craz'd my wits. What a night's this? 
I do beseech your grace. 

Lear. O cry you mercy, Sir: 
Noble Philosopher, your company. 

Edg. Tom's a cold. 

Glos. In fellow there, into th'Hovel; keep thee warm. 

Lear. Come, let's in all. 

Kent. This way, my Lord. 

Lear. With him; 
I will keep still with my Philosopher. 

Kent. Good my Lord, soothe him: 
Let him take the Fellow. 

Glos. Take him you on. 

Kent. Sirrah, come on: go along with us. 

Lear. Come, good Athenian. Make no noise, make no noise, draw the curtains. So, so, 
we’ll go to supper i'the morning. 

Fool. And I’ll go to bed at noon. 

Exit Lear, Fool, and Edgar.  
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Scene VI. 

Glos. Good friend, I prithee take him in thy arms; 
I have o'erheard a plot of death upon him: 
There is a Litter ready, lay him in't, 
And drive toward Dover friend, where thou shalt meet 
Both welcome, and protection. Take up thy Master, 
If thou should'st dally half an hour, his life 
With thine, and all that offer to defend him, 
Stand in assured loss. Take up, take up, 
And follow me, that will to some provision 
Give thee quick conduct.  

Kent. The Gods reward your kindness. 

Exeunt severally.  

Scene VII. 

Music. Music.  

Enter Bastard, Cornwall

Corn. I will have my revenge, ere I depart his house. 

Bast. O Heavens! That this treason were not, or not I the detector. Here is the Letter which he 
spoke of; which approves him an intelligent party to the advantages of France. 

Corn. It hath made thee the Earl of Gloucester. Seek out where thy Father is, that he may be 
ready for our apprehension. 

Edmund: I will perservere in my course of Loyalty, though the conflict be sore between that, and 
my blood. 

Corn. Thou shalt find a dear Father in my love. 

Exit Cornwall

Bast. If I find my Father comforting the King, it will stuff his suspicion more fully.  
And then most like, methinks, come what come may,  
My Father shall not see another day. 

Exit Bastard.
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Music. Music.  

Enter Cornwall, Regan, Goneril, Bastard, and Servants. 

Corn. Post speedily to my Lord your husband, show him this Letter, the Army of  
France is landed: seek out the Traitor Gloster. 

Reg. Hang him instantly. 

Gon. Pluck out his eyes. 

Corn. Leave him to my displeasure. Edmond, keep you our Sister company: the revenges we are 
bound to take upon your Traitorous Father, are not fit for your beholding. Farewell dear Sister, 
farewell my Lord of Gloster. 

Enter Steward. 

Corn. How now? Where's the King? 

Stew. My Lord of Gloster hath convey'd him hence 
Some five or six and thirty of his Knights 
Are gone with him toward Dover; where they boast 
To have well arm'd Friends. 

Corn. Get horses for your Mistress. 

Gon. Farewell sweet Lord, and Sister.  

Exit Goneril and Edmund, with Oswald 

Enter Gloster, and Servants. 

Corn. Who's there? the Traitor? 

Reg. Ingrateful Fox, 'tis he. 

Corn. Bind fast his corky arms. 

Glos. What means your Graces? 
Good my Friends consider you are my Guests: 
Do me no foul play, Friends. 

Corn. Bind him I say. 
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Reg. Hard, hard: O filthy Traitor. 

Glos. Unmerciful Lady, as you are, I'm none. 

Corn. To this Chair bind him. Villain, thou shalt find 

Reg. So white, and such a Traitor? 

Glos. I am your Host, 
my hospitable favors 
You should not ruffle thus. What will you do? 

Corn. Come Sir. What Letters had you late from France? 

Reg. Be simple answer'd, for we know the truth. 

Corn. And what confederacy have you with the Traitors, late footed in the Kingdom? 

Reg. To whose hands 
You have sent the Lunatic King: Speak. 

Glos. I have a Letter guessingly set down 
Which came from one that's of a neutral heart, 
And not from one oppos'd. 

Corn. Cunning. 

Reg. And false. 

Corn. Where hast thou sent the King? 

Glos. To Dover. 

Reg. Wherefore to Dover? Was't thou not charg'd at peril 

Corn. Wherefore to Dover? Let him answer that. 

Glos. Because I would not see thy cruel Nails 
Pluck out his poor old eyes: nor thy fierce Sister, 
In his Annointed flesh, stick boarish fangs. 
All Cruels else subscribe: but I shall see 
The winged Vengeance overtake such Children. 
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Corn. See shalt thou never. Fellows hold the Chair, 
Upon these eyes of thine, I'll set my foote. 

Glos. ---- O cruel! O you Gods. 

Reg. One side will mock another: Th'other too. 

Corn. If you see vengeance. 

Serv. Hold your hand, my Lord: 
I have serv'd you ever since I was a Childe: 
But better service have I never done you, 
Than now to bid you hold. 

Reg. How now, you dog? 

Ser. If you did wear a beard upon your chin, 
I'd shake it on this quarrel. What do you mean? 

Corn. My Villain? 

Serv. Nay then come on, and take the chance of anger. 

Reg. Give me thy Sword. A peasant stand up thus? 

Kills him. 

Music.  

Ser. Oh I am slain: my Lord, you have one eye left 
To see some mischief on him. Oh. 

Corn. Lest it see more, prevent it; Out vile jelly: 
Where is thy luster now? 

Glos. All dark and comfortless? 
Where's my Son Edmund? 
Edmund, enkindle all the sparks of Nature 
To quit this horrid act. 

Reg. Out treacherous Villain, 
Thou call'st on him, that hates thee. It was he 
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That made the overture of thy Treasons to us: 
Who is too good to pity thee. 

Glos. O my Follies! then Edgar was abus'd, 
Kinde Gods, forgive me that, and prosper him. 

Reg. Go thrust him out at gates, and let him smell 
His way to Dover.  

Exit with Gloster. 

Reg. How is't my Lord? How look you? 

Corn. I have receiv'd a hurt: Follow me Lady; 
Turn out that eyeless Villain: throw this Slave 
Upon the Dunghill: Regan, I bleed apace, 
Untimely comes this hurt. Give me your arm.  

Exeunt. 

Act IV. Scene I. 

Enter Edgar. 

Edg. But who comes here? My Father parti-eyed? 
World, World, O world! You cannot see your way. 

Glos. I have no way, and therefore want no eyes: 
I stumbled when I saw.  
Oh dear Son Edgar, 
Might I but live to see thee in my touch, 
I'd say I had eyes again. 

Edg. O Gods! Who is't can say I am at the worst? 
I am worse then ere I was. 
And worse I may be yet: the worst is not, 
So long as we can say this is the worst. 

Glos. Come hither fellow. 

Edg. Bless thy sweet eyes, they bleed. 

Glos. Know'st thou the way to Dover? 



!48

Edg. Both style, and gate; Horseway, and foot-path: poor Tom hath bin scar'd out of his good 
wits. Bless thee good mans son, from the foul Fiend. 

Glos. There is a Cliff: 
Bring me but to the very brim of it, 
And I'll repair the misery thou dost bear 
With something rich about me: from that place, 
I shall no leading need. 

Edg. Give me thy arm; 
Poore Tom shall lead thee.  

Exeunt. 

Scene II. 

Music.  

Enter Goneril, Bastard, and Steward. 

Gon. Welcome my Lord. I marvel our mild husband 
Not met us on the way. Now, where's your Master? 

Stew. Madam within, but never man so chang'd: 
I told him of the Army that was Landed: 
He smil'd at it. I told him you were coming, 
His answer was, the worse. Of Gloster's Treachery, 
And of the loyal Service of his Son 
When I inform'd him, then he call'd me Sot, 
And told me I had turn'd the wrong side out. 

Gon. It is the Cowish terror of his spirit 
Our wishes on the way 
May prove effects. Back Edmond to my Brother, 
Hasten his Musters, and conduct his powers. 
I must change names at home, and give the Distaff 
Into my Husband's hands. This trusty Servant 
Shall pass between us: ere long you are like to hear 
A Mistresses command. Wear this; spare speech, 
Decline your head. This kiss, if it durst speak 
Would stretch thy Spirits up into the air: 
Conceive, and fare thee well. 



!49

Bast. Yours in the ranks of death.  

Exit. 

Gon. My most dear Gloster. Oh, the difference of man, and man, 
To thee a Woman's services are due. 

Stew. Madam, here comes my Lord. 

Enter Albany. 

Gon. I have been worth the whistle. 

Alb. Oh Goneril, 
You are not worth the dust which the rude wind 
Blows in your face. 

Gon. Milk-Liver'd man, 
That bear'st a cheek for blows, a head for wrongs, 
Who hast not in thy brows an eye discerning 
Thine Honor, from thy suffering. 

Alb. See thyself devil: 
Gloster's eyes. Where was his Son, 
When they did take his eyes? 

Stew. Come with my Lady hither. 

Alb. He is not here. 
Knows he the wickedness? 

Stew. I my good Lord: 'twas he inform'd against him 
And quit the house on purpose, that their punishment 
Might have the freer course. 

Exit Goneril with Oswald.  

Alb. Gloster, I live 
To thank thee for the love thou show'dst the King, 
And to revenge thine eyes.  

Exit. 
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Scene III. 

Music.  

Enter with Drum and Colors, Cordelia, Gentlemen, and Soldiers. 

Cor. Alack, 'tis he: why he was met even now 
As mad as the vex'd Sea, singing aloud, 
Crown'd with rank Fumiter, and furrow weeds, 
With Hardocks, Hemlock, Nettles, Cuckoo flowers, 
Darnel, and all the idle weeds that grow 
In our sustaining Corn. A Century send forth; 
Search every Acre in the high-grown field, 
And bring him to our eye. All blest Secrets, 
All you unpublish'd Virtues of the earth 
Spring with my tears; be aidant, and remediate 
In the Goodman's desires: seek, seek for him, 
Least his ungovern'd rage, dissolve the life 
That wants the means to lead it. 

Music.  

The British Powers are marching hitherward. 
'Tis known before. Our preparation stands 
In expectation of them. O dear Father, 
It is thy business that I go about: Therefore great France 
My mourning, and important tears hath pitied: 
No blown Ambition doth our Arms incite, 
But love, dear love, and our ag'd Father's Rite: 
Soon may I hear, and see him.  

Exeunt. 

Scene IV. 

Enter Regan, and Steward. 

Reg. But are my Brother's Powers set forth? 

Stew. Aye Madam, 

Reg. Himself in person there? 
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Stew. Madam with much ado: 
Your Sister is the better Soldier. 

Reg. Lord Edmund spake not with your Lord at home? 

Stew. No Madam. 

Reg. What might import my Sister's Letter to him? 

Stew. I know not, Lady. 

Reg. Our troops set forth tomorrow, stay with us: 
The ways are dangerous. 

Stew. I may not Madam: 
My Lady charg'd my duty in this business. 

Reg. Why should she write to Edmund? 
Might not you transport her purposes by word? Belike, 
Something, I know not what. I'll love thee much 
Let me unseal the Letter. 

Stew. Madam, I had rather---- 

Reg. I know your Lady does not love her Husband, 
I am sure of that: and at her late being here, 
She gave strange Eliads, and most speaking looks 
To Noble Edmund. I know you are of her bosom. 

Stew. I, Madam? 

Reg. I speak in understanding: Y'are: I know't, 
Therefore I do advise you take this note: 
My Lord is dead: Edmond, and I have talk'd, 
And more convenient is he for my hand 
Than for your Lad's: 
If you do find him, pray you give him this; 
And when your Mistress hears thus much from you, 
I pray desire her call her wisdom to her. 
So fare you well: 
If you do chance to hear of that blind Traitor, 
Preferment falls on him, that cuts him off. 
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Stew. Would I could meet Madam, I should show 
What party I do follow. 

Reg. Fare thee well.  

Exeunt 

Scene V. 

Music.  

Enter Gloster, and Edgar. 

Glos. When shall I come to th'top of that same hill? 

Edg. You do climb up it now. Look how we labor. 

Glos. Methinks the ground is even. 

Edg. Horrible steep. 
Hark, do you hear the Sea? 

Glos. No truly. 

Edg. Come on Sir, 
Here's the place: stand still: how fearful 
And dizzy 'tis, to cast ones eyes so low, 
The Crows and Choughes, that wing the midway air 
Show scarce so gross as Beetles.  
The Fishermen, that walk upon the beach 
Appear like Mice: and yond tall Anchoring Bark, 
Diminish'd to her Cock: her Cock, a Buoy 
Almost too small for sight. The murmuring Surge, 
That on th'unnumber'd idle Pebble chafes 
Cannot be heard so high. I'll look no more, 
Lest my brain turn, and the deficient sight 
Topple down headlong. 

Glos. Set me where you stand. 

Edg. Give me your hand: 
You are now within a foot of th'extreme Verge: 
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For all beneath the Moon would I not leap upright. 

Glos. Let go my hand: Go thou further off, 
Bid me farewell, and let me hear thee going. 

Edg. Now fare ye well, good Sir. 

Glos. With all my heart. 

Edg. Why I do trifle thus with his despair, 
Is done to cure it. 

Glos. O you mighty Gods! 
This world I do renounce, and in your sights 
Shake patiently my great affliction off: 
If I could bear it longer, and not fall 
To quarrel with your great opposeless wills, 
My snuff, and loathed part of Nature should 
Burn itself out. If Edgar live, O bless him: 
Now Fellow, fare thee well. 

Edg. Gone Sir, farewell: 

Music.  

Gloster falls forward. Edgar changes his voice again.  

Edg. Hoa, you Sir: Friend, hear you Sir, speak: 
What are you Sir? 

Glos. Away, and let me die. 

Edg. Had'st thou been ought but Gossamer, Feathers, Air, 
(So many fathom down precipitating) 
Thou'dst shiver'd like an Egg: but thou dost breathe: 
Hast heavy substance, bleed'st not, speak'st, art sound, 
Ten Masts at each, make not the altitude 
Which thou hast perpendicularly fell, 
Thy life's a Miracle. Speak yet again. 

Glos. But have I fal'n, or no? 

Edg. From the dread Summit of this Chalky Bourn 
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Look up a height, the shrill-gorg'd Lark so far 
Cannot be seen, or heard: Do but look up. 

Glos. Alack, I have no eyes: 
Is wretchedness depriv'd that benefit 
To end itself by death? 

Edg. Give me your arm. 
Up, so: How is't? Feel you your Legs? You stand. 

Glos. Too well, too well. 

Edg. This is above all strangeness, 
Upon the crown o'th'Cliffe. What thing was that 
Which parted from you? 

Glos. A poor unfortunate Beggar. 

Edg. As I stood here below, methought his eyes 
Were two full Moons: he had a thousand Noses, 
Horns whelk'd, and waved like the enraged Sea: 
It was some Fiend:  

Glos. I do remember now:  
That thing you speak of, 
I took it for a man:  
he led me to that place. 

Edgar. Bear free and patient thoughts. 

Enter Lear. 

Music.  

Edg. But who comes here? 

Lear. No, they cannot touch me for crying. I am the King himself. 

Edg. Sweet Marjorum. 

Lear. Pass. 

Glos. I know that voice. 
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The trick of that voice, I do well remember: 
Is't not the King? 

Lear. Aye, every inch a King. 
When I do stare, see how the Subject quakes. 
I pardon that man's life. What was thy cause? 
Adultery? thou shalt not die: die for Adultery? 
Let Copulation thrive, 
for I lack Soldiers. 
There's hell, there's darkness, there is the sulfurous pit. Fie, fie, fie; pah, pah: Give me an Ounce 
of Civet; good Apothecary sweeten my imagination: There's money for thee. 

Glos. O let me kiss that hand. 

Lear. Let me wipe it first, 
It smells of Mortality. 

Glos. Dost thou know me? 

Lear. I remember thine eyes well enough: dost thou squiny at me? No, doe thy worst blind 
Cupid, I'll not love. Read thou this challenge, mark but the penning of it. 

Glos. Were all thy Letters Suns, I could not see. 

Lear. Read. 

Glos. What with the Case of eyes? 

Lear. What, art mad? Get thee glass-eyes, and like a scurvy Politician, seem to see the things 
thou dost not. Now, now, now, now. Pull off my Boots: harder, harder, so. 

Edg. O matter, and impertinency mix'd, 
Reason in Madness. 

Lear. If thou wilt weep my Fortunes, take my eyes. 
I know thee well enough, thy name is Gloster: 
Thou must be patient; we came crying hither: 

Glos. Alack, alack the day. 

Lear. When we are borne, we cry that we are come 
To this great stage of Fools. 
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Enter a Gentleman. 

Gent. Oh here he is: lay hand upon him, Sir. 
Your most dear Daughter---- 

Lear. No rescue? What, a Prisoner?  
Let me have Surgeons, 
I am cut to'th'Brains. 

Gent. You shall have any thing. 

Lear. I will die bravely, like a smug bridegroom. 
Come, come, I am a King, Masters, know you that? 

Gent. You are a Royal one, and we obey you. 

Lear. Then there's life in't. Come, and you get it, 
You shall get it by running: Sa, sa, sa, sa.  

Exit Lear chased by Gentleman.  

Glos. You ever gentle Gods, take my breath from me, 
Let not my worser Spirit tempt me again 
To die before you please. 

Enter Steward. 

Stew. A proclaim'd prize: most happy 
That eyeless head of thine, was first fram'd flesh 
To raise my fortunes. Thou old, unhappy Traitor, 
Briefly thyself remember: the Sword is out 
That must destroy thee. 

Glos. Now let thy friendly hand 
Put strength enough to't. 

Edgar takes Glos by the arm. 

Stew. Wherefore, bold Peasant, 
Dar'st thou support a publish'd Traitor? Hence, 
Lest that th'infection of his fortune take 
Like hold on thee. Let go his arm. 
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Edg. Chill not let go Zir, 
Without vurther 'casion. 

Stew. Let go Slave, or thou die'st. 

Edg. Nay, come not neere th'old man: or ice try whither your Costard, or my Ballow be the 
harder; chill be plain with you. 

Stew. Out Dunghill. 

Edg. Chill pick your teeth Zir: come, no matter vor your foins. 

They fight. 

Music.  

Stew. Slave thou hast slain me: Villain, take my purse; 
If ever thou wilt thrive, bury my body, 
And give the Letters which thou find'st about me, 
To Edmund Earle of Gloster: seek him out. 
Oh untimely death, death. 

Edg. I know thee well. A serviceable Villain, 
As duteous to the vices of thy Mistress, 
As badness would desire. 

Glos. What, is he dead? 

Edg. Let's see these Pockets; the Letters that he speaks of 
May be my Friends: he's dead; I am only sorry 
He had no other Deathsman. Let us see: 

Reads the Letter. 

A plot upon her virtuous Husband's life, 
And the exchange my Brother. 

Glos. The King is mad: 
Better I were distract, 
So should my thoughts be sever'd from my griefes. 

Music. Drum afar off. 
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Edg. Give me your hand: 
Far off methinks I hear the beaten Drum. 
Come, I'll bestow you with a Friend.  

Exeunt. 

Scene VII. 

Enter Cordelia and Kent severally 

Cor. O thou good Kent, how shall I live and work
To match thy goodness? My life will be too short,
And every measure fail me.

Kent. Pardon, dear madam;
My boon I make it that you know me not
Till time and I think meet.

Cor. Then be't so, my good lord. How does the King?

Kent. Madam sleeps still. 

Cor. O you kind Gods! 
Cure this great breach in his abused Nature, 
Th'untun'd and jarring senses, O wind up, 
Of this child-changed Father. 

Kent. So please your Majesty, 
That we may wake the King, he hath slept long? 

Cor. Be govern'd by your knowledge, and proceed.  

Kent. Be by good Madam when we do awake him, 
I doubt of his Temperance. 

Cor. O my dear Father, restoratian hang 
Thy medicine on my lips, and let this kiss 
Repair those violent harms, that my two Sisters 
Have in thy Reverence made. Was this a face 
To be oppos'd against the jarring winds? 
Mine Enemy's dog, though he had bit me, 
Should have stood that night against my fire, 
Alack, alack, 
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'Tis wonder that thy life and wits, at once 
Had not concluded all. He wakes, speak to him. 

Kent. Madam do you, 'tis fittest. 

Cor. How does my Royal Lord? 
How fares your Majesty? 

Lear. You do me wrong to take me out o'th'grave, 
Thou art a Soul in bliss, but I am bound 
Upon a wheel of fire, that mine own tears 
Do scald, like molten Lead. 

Cor. Sir, do you know me? 

Lear. You are a spirit I know, where did you die? 

Cor. Still, still, far wide. 

Kent. He's scarce awake, 
Let him alone a while. 

Lear. Where have I been? 
Where am I? Fair daylight? 
I am mightily abus'd; I should ev'n die with pity 
To see another thus. I know not what to say: 
I will not swear these are my hands: let's see, 
I feel this pin prick, would I were assur'd 
Of my condition. 

Cor. O look upon me Sir, 
And hold your hand in benediction o'er me, 
You must not kneel. 

Lear. Pray do not mock me: 
I am a very foolish fond old man, 
I fear I am not in my perfect mind. 
Methinks I should know you, and know this man, 
Yet I am doubtful: For I am mainly ignorant 
What place this is: and all the skill I have 
Remembers not these garments: nor I know not 
Where I did lodge last night. Do not laugh at me, 
For (as I am a man) I think this Lady 
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To be my child Cordelia. 

Cor. And so I am: I am. 

Lear. Be your tears wet? 
Yes faith: I pray weep not, 
If you have poison for me, I will drink it: 
I know you do not love me, for your Sisters 
Have (as I do remember) done me wrong. 
You have some cause, they have not. 

Cor. No cause, no cause. 

Lear. Am I in France? 

Kent. In your own kingdom Sir. 

Lear. Do not abuse me. 

Kent. Be comforted good Madam, the great rage 
You see is kill'd in him: desire him to go in, 

Cor. Wilt please your Highness walk? 

Lear. You must bear with me: 
Pray you now forget, and forgive, I am old and foolish.  

Exeunt 

Act V. Scene I. 

Music. Music. 

Enter Edmund and Regan, together.  

Reg. Our Sisters man is certainly miscarried. 

Bast. 'Tis to be doubted Madam. 

Reg. Now sweet Lord, 
You know the goodness I intend upon you: 
Tell me but truly, but then speak the truth, 
Do you not love my Sister? 



!61

Bast. In honor'd Love. 

Reg. But have you never found my Brother's way, 
To the forefended place? 

Bast. No by mine honor, Madam. 

Reg. I never shall endure her, dear my Lord 
Be not familiar with her. 

Bast. Fear not, she and the Duke her husband. 

Enter with Drum and Colors, Albany, Goneril, Soldiers. 

Music.  

Alb. Our very loving Sister, well bemet: 
Sir, this I heard, the King is come to his Daughter 
With others, whom the rigor of our State 
Forc'd to cry out. 

Regan. Why is this reason'd? 

Gone. Combine together 'gainst the Enemy: 
For these domestic and particular broils, 
Are not the question here. 

Reg. Sister you'll go with us? 

Gon. No. 

Reg. 'Tis most convenient, pray go with us. 

Gon. Oh ho, I know the Riddle, I will go. 

Exeunt all but Edgar who catches Albany, leaving last 

Edg. If ere your grace had speech with one so poor, 
Hear me but one word: 
Before you fight the battle, ope this letter: 
If you have victory, let the trumpet sound 
For him that brought it. Fortune love you. 
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Alb. Stay but til I read thy letter. 

Edg. Mark you: let the trumpet sound.  

Exit Edgar 

Albany reads the letter. 

Enter Edmund 

Bast. The Enemy's in view, draw up your powers, 
Your haste is now urg'd on you. 

Alb. We will greet the time. 

Exit Albany 

Bast. To both these Sisters have I sworn my love: 
Each jealous of the other, as the stung 
Are of the Adder. Which of them shall I take? 
Both? One? Or neither? Neither can be enjoy'd 
If both remain alive: As for the mercy 
Which he intends to Lear and to Cordelia, 
The Battle done, and they within our power, 
Shall never see his pardon: for my state, 
Stands on me to defend, not to debate.  

Exit. 

Scene II. 

Music. Alarum within.  

Enter with Drum and Colors, Lear, Cordelia, and Soldiers, over the Stage, and Exeunt.  

Music. Music and fighting.  

Music. Alarum and Retreat within. 

Enter Edgar, and Gloster severally.  

Edgar. Away old man, give me thy hand, away: 
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King Lear hath lost, he and his Daughter ta'en, 
Give me thy hand: Come on. 

Glo. No further Sir, a man may rot even here. 

Edg. What in ill thoughts again? Men must endure 
Their going hence, even as their coming hither, 
Ripeness is all come on. 

Glo. And that's true too.  

Exeunt. 

Scene III. 

Enter in conquest with Drum and Colors, Edmund, Lear, and Cordelia, as prisoners,  
Soldiers, Captain. 

Music. Music.  

Bast. Some Officers take them away: good guard, 
Until their greater pleasures first be known 
That are to censure them. 

Cor. We are not the first, 
Who with best meaning have incurr'd the worst: 
For thee oppressed King I am cast down, 
Myself could else out-frown false Fortune's frown. 
Shall we not see these Daughters, and these Sisters? 

Lear. No, no, no, no: come let's away to prison, 
We two alone will sing like Birds i'th'Cage: 
When thou dost ask me blessing, I'll kneel down 
And ask of thee forgiveness: So we'll live, 
And pray, and sing, and tell old tales, and laugh 
At gilded Butterflies: and hear poor Rogues 
Talk of Court news, and we'll talk with them too, 
Who loses, and who wins; who's in, who's out; 
And take upon's the mystery of things. 

Bast. Take them away. 

Lear. He that parts us, shall bring a Brand from Heaven: 
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wipe thine eyes, 
Ere they shall make us weep? 
We'll see em starv'd first: come.  

Exit. 

Bast. Come hither Captain, hark. 
Take thou this note, go follow them to prison, 
One step I have advanc'd thee, if thou dost 
As this instructs thee, thou dost make thy way 
To Noble Fortunes: know thou this, that men 
Are as the time is; to be tender minded 
Does not become a Sword, either say thou'lt do't, 
Or thrive by other means. 

Capt. I'll do't my Lord.  

Bast. Mark I say instantly, and carry it so 
As I have set it down. 

Exit Captain.  

Flourish. Enter Albany, Goneril, Regan, Soldiers. 

Music.  

Alb. Sir, you have show'd to day your valiant strain 
And Fortune led you well: you have the Captives 
Who were the opposites of this day's strife. 

Bast. Sir, I thought it fit, 
To send the old and miserable King to some retention.  
With him I sent the Queen: and they are ready 
Tomorrow, or at further space, t'appear 
Where you shall hold your Session. 

Alb. Sir, by your patience, 
I hold you but a subject of this War, 
Not as a Brother. 

Reg. That's as we list to grace him. 
He led our Powers, 
Bore the Commission of my place and person, 
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The which immediacy may well stand up, 
And call itself your Brother. 

Gon. Not so hot: 
In his own grace he doth exalt himself, 
More than in your addition. 

Rega. Lady I am not well, else I should answer 
From a full flowing stomach.  
Let the Drum strike, and prove my title thine. 

Alb. Stay yet, hear reason: for your claim faire Sister, 
I bar it in the interest of my wife, 
'Tis she is sub-contracted to this Lord, 
And I her husband contradict your Banns. 
If you will marry, make your loves to me, 
My Lady is bespoke. Let the Trumpet sound: 
If none appear to prove upon thy person, 
Thy heinous, manifest, and many Treasons, 
I'll make it on thy heart. 

Music. 1 Trumpet. 

Reg. Sick, O sick. 

Gon. If not, I'll ne'er trust medicine. 

Music. 2 Trumpet.  

Regan. My sickness grows upon me. 

Alb. She is not well, convey her to my Tent. 

Music. 3 Trumpet.  

Music. Trumpet answers within. 

Enter Edgar armed. 

Alb. What are you? 

Edg. Know my name is lost 
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By Treason's tooth: bare-gnawn, and Canker-bit.  
What's he that speaks for Edmund Earl of Gloster? 

Bast. Himself, what say'st thou to him? 

Edg. Draw thy Sword, 
Thy arm may do thee Justice, here is mine.  
Despise thy victor-Sword, and fire new Fortune, 
Thy valor, and thy heart, thou art a Traitor: 
False to thy Gods, thy Brother, and thy Father, 
Conspirant 'gainst this high illustrious Prince, 
And from th'extremest upward of thy head, 
To the descent and dust below thy foot, 
A most Toad-spotted Traitor.  

Bast. I do disdaine and spurn thy warlike outsides, 
Thy tongue, that (some might say) of breeding breathes: 
Back do I toss these Treasons to thy head, 
This Sword of mine shall give them instant way, 
Where they shall rest forever. Trumpets speak. 

Music.  

Music. Alarums. Fights.  

Edmund hurt.  

Alb. Save him, save him.  

Gon. This is practice Gloster, thou art not vanquish'd, 
But cozen'd, and beguil'd. 

Alb. Shut your mouth Dame, 
Or with this paper shall I stop it: hold Sir, 
Thou worse then any name, read thine own evil: 
No tearing Lady, I perceive you know it. 

Gon. Say if I do, the Laws are mine not thine, 
Who can arraign me for't?  

Exit. 

Alb. Go after her, she's desperate, govern her. 
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Bast. But what art thou that hast this Fortune on me?  

Edg. I am no less in blood than thou art Edmond, 
My name is Edgar and thy Father's Son, 

Alb. Where have you hid yourself? 
How have you known the miseries of your Father? 

Edg. By nursing them my Lord.  
Led him, begg'd for him, sav'd him from despair. 
Never (O fault) reveal'd myself unto him, 
Until some half hour past when I was arm'd, 
Not sure, though hoping of this good success, 
I ask'd his blessing, and from first to last 
Told him our pilgrimage. But his flaw'd heart 
(Alack too weak the conflict to support) 
Twixt two extremes of passion, joy and grief, 
Burst smilingly. 

Enter a Gentleman. 

Gen. Help, help: O help. 

Alb. What kind of help? Speak man. 
What means this bloody Knife? 

Gen. 'Tis hot, it smokes, it came even from the heart of----O she's dead. 

Alb. Who dead? Speak man. 

Gen. Your Lady Sir, your Lady; and her Sister 
By her is poison'd: she confesses it. 

Bast. Yet Edmund was belov’d: 
The one the other poison’d for my sake, 
And after slew herself. 
I was contracted to them both, all three 
Now marry in an instant. 

Enter Kent. 

Kent. I am come 
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To bid my King and Master aye good night. 
Is he not here? 

Alb. Great thing of us forgot, 
Speak Edmund, where's the King? and where's Cordelia? 

Bast. I pant for life: some good I mean to do 
Despite of mine own Nature. Quickly send, 
(Be brief in it) to'th'Castle, for my Writ 
Is on the life of Lear, and on Cordelia: 
Nay, send in time. 

Alb. Run, run, O run. 

Edg. Haste thee for thy life. 

Bast. He hath Commission from thy Wife and me, 
To hang Cordelia in the prison, and 
To lay the blame upon her own despair, 
That she fordid herself. 

Alb. The Gods defend her.  

Bast. Prithee, bear me hence awhile.  

Edmund is borne off.  

Enter Lear with Cordelia in his arms. 

Lear. Howl, howl, howl: O you are men of stones, 
Had I your tongues and eyes, I'd use them so, 
That Heaven's vault should crack: she's gone forever. 
I know when one is dead, and when one lives, 
She's dead as earth: Lend me a Looking-glass, 
If that her breath will mist or stain the stone, 
Why then she live. 

Kent. Is this the promis'd end? 

Edg. Or image of that horror. 

Alb. Fall and cease. 
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Lear. This feather stirs, she lives: if it be so, 
It is a chance which does redeem all sorrows 
That ever I have felt. 

Kent. O my good Master. 

Lear. Prithee away. 

Edg. 'Tis Noble Kent your Friend. 

Lear. A plague upon you Murderers, Traitors all, 
I might have sav'd her, now she's gone forever: 
Cordelia, Cordelia, stay a little. Ha: 
What is't thou say'st? Her voice was ever soft. 
I kill'd the Slave that was a hanging thee. 

Gent. 'Tis true (my Lords) he did. 

Lear. Did I not fellow? 
I have seen the day, with my good biting Falchion 
I would have made him skip: I am old now, 
And these same crosses spoil me. Who are you? 
Mine eyes are not o'th'best, I'll tell you straight. 

Kent. If Fortune brag of two, she lov'd and hated, 
One of them we behold. 

Lear. This is a dull sight, are you not Kent? 

Kent. The same: your Servant Kent, 
Where is your Servant Caius? 

Lear. He's a good fellow, I can tell you that, 
He'll strike and quickly too, he's dead and rotten. 

Kent. No my good Lord, I am the very man. 

Lear. I'll see that straight. 

Kent. That from your first of difference and decay, 
Have follow'd your sad steps. 

Lear. You are welcome hither. 
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Kent. Nor no one else: 
All's cheerless, dark, and deadly, 
Your eldest Daughters have fore-done themselves, 
And desperately are dead 

Lear. Aye so I think. 

Alb. He knows not what he says, and vain is it 
That we present us to him. 

Lear. And my poor Fool is hang'd: no, no, no life? 
Why should a Dog, a Horse, a Rat have life, 
And thou no breath at all? Thou'lt come no more, 
Never, never, never, never, never. 
Pray you undo this Button. Thank you Sir, 
Do you see this? Look on her? Look her lips, 
Look there, look there.  

He dies. 

Edg. He faints, my Lord, my Lord. 

Kent. Break heart, I prithee break. 

Edg. Look up my Lord. 

Kent. Vex not his ghost, O let him pass, he hates him, 
That would upon the rack of this tough world 
Stretch him out longer. 

Edg. He is gone indeed. 

Kent. The wonder is, he hath endur'd so long, 
He but usurp'd his life. 

Alb. Bear them from hence, our present business 
Is general woe: Friends of my soul, you twain, 
Rule in this Realm, and the gor'd state sustain. 

Kent. I have a journey Sir, shortly to go, 
My Master calls me, I must not say no. 
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Edg. The weight of this sad time we must obey, 
Speak what we feel, not what we ought to say: 
The oldest hath borne most, we that are young, 
Shall never see so much, nor live so long. 

Music. Exeunt with a dead March. FINIS.


