KING LEAR (Classic Cuts Version)

By William Shakespeare

ACT 1. SCENE 1 LEAR’S PALACE

KING LEAR, CORNWALL, ALBANY, GONERIL, REGAN, CORDELIA, KENT,
EDGAR, EDMUND.

KING LEAR

Meantime we shall express our darker purpose.
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
Unburthen'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. 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. Goneril,
Our eldest-born, speak first.

GONERIL

Sir, I love you more than words can wield the matter;
Dearer than eye-sight, space, and liberty;

Beyond what can be valued, rich or rare;

No less than life, with grace, health, beauty, honour;
As much as child €e'er loved, or father found;

A love that makes breath poor, and speech unable;
Beyond all manner of so much I love you.

CORDELIA
[Aside] What shall Cordelia do?
Love, and be silent.

LEAR

Of all these bounds, even from this line to this,
With shadowy forests and with champains rich'd,
With plenteous rivers and wide-skirted meads,
We make thee lady: to thine and Albany's issue
Be this perpetual. What says our second daughter,
Our dearest Regan, wife to Cornwall? Speak.
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REGAN

Sir, I am made

Of the self-same metal that my sister is,

And prize me at her worth. In my true heart

I find she names my very deed of love;

Only she comes too short: that I profess

Myself an enemy to all other joys,

Which the most precious square of sense possesses;
And find I am alone felicitate

In your dear highness' love.

CORDELIA

[Aside] Then poor Cordelia!

And yet not so; since, [ am sure, my love's
More richer than my tongue.

KING LEAR

To thee and thine hereditary ever

Remain this ample third of our fair kingdom;

No less in space, validity, and pleasure,

Than that conferr'd on Goneril. Now, our joy,
Although the last, not 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.

CORDELIA
Nothing, my lord.

KING LEAR
Nothing!

CORDELIA
Nothing.

KING LEAR
Nothing will come of nothing: speak again.

CORDELIA

Unhappy that [ am, I cannot heave

My heart into my mouth: I love your majesty
According to my bond; nor more nor less.

KING LEAR
How, how, Cordelia! mend your speech a little,
Lest it may mar your fortunes.

CORDELIA
Good my lord,
You have begot me, bred me, loved me: 1
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Return those duties back as are right fit,

Obey you, love you, and most honour you.

Why have my sisters husbands, if they say

They love you all? Haply, 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.

KING LEAR
But goes thy heart with this?

CORDELIA
Ay, good my lord.

KING LEAR
So young, and so untender?

CORDELIA
So young, my lord, and true.

KING LEAR

Let it be so; thy truth, then, be thy dower:
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, for ever.

KENT
Good my liege,--

KING LEAR

Peace, Kent!

Come not between the dragon and his wrath.

I loved her most, and thought to set my rest

On her kind nursery. Hence, and avoid my sight!

KENT

Royal Lear,

Whom I have ever honour'd as my king,

Loved as my father, as my master follow'd,

As my great patron thought on in my prayers,--

Let it fall rather, though the fork invade

The region of my heart: be Kent unmannerly,

When Lear is mad. What wilt thou do, old man?
Think'st thou that duty shall have dread to speak,
When power to flattery bows? To plainness honour's bound,
When majesty stoops to folly. Reverse thy doom;
And, in thy best consideration, cheque

This hideous rashness: answer my life my judgment,
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Thy youngest daughter does not love thee least;
Nor are those empty-hearted whose low sound
Reverbs no hollowness.

Lear ignores Kent

KENT

Kill thy physician, and the fee bestow

Upon thy foul disease. Revoke thy doom;

Or, whilst I can vent clamour from my throat,
I'1l tell thee thou dost evil.

KING LEAR
Away! by Jupiter,
This shall not be revoked.

Exit Lear

KENT
Fare thee well, king: sith thus thou wilt appear,
Freedom lives hence, and banishment is here.

(To CORDELIA)
The gods to their dear shelter take thee, maid,
That justly think'st, and hast most rightly said!

(To REGAN and GONERIL)

And your large speeches may your deeds approve,
That good effects may spring from words of love.
Thus Kent, O princes, bids you all adicu;

He'll shape his old course in a country new.

Exeunt all but, GONERIL, REGAN, and CORDELIA

CORDELIA

The jewels of our father, with wash'd eyes
Cordelia leaves you: I know you what you are;
And like a sister am most loath to call

Your faults as they are named. Use 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.

REGAN
Prescribe not us our duties.

GONERIL

Let your study
Be to content your lord, who hath received you

Copyright© Shakespeare Globe Centre New Zealand 2021. All rights reserved.



At fortune's alms. You have obedience scanted,
And well are worth the want that you have wanted.

CORDELIA

Time shall unfold what plaited cunning hides:
Who cover faults, at last shame them derides.
Well may you prosper!

Exit CORDELIA

GONERIL

Sister, it is not a little I have to say of what
most nearly appertains to us both. I think our
father will hence to-night.

REGAN
That's most certain, and with you; next month with us.

GONERIL

You see how full of changes his age is; the
observation we have made of it hath not been
little: he always loved our sister most; and

with what poor judgment he hath now cast her off
appears too grossly.

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

GONERIL

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

REGAN
Such unconstant starts are we like to have from
him as this of Kent's banishment.

GONERIL

If our father carry authority with
such dispositions as he bears, this last
surrender of his will but offend us.

REGAN
We shall further think on't.

GONERIL
We must do something, and i' the heat
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ACT 1. SCENE 11. The Earl of Gloucester's castle.

EDMUND, GLOUCESTER, EDGAR

(Enter EDMUND, with a letter)

EDMUND

Thou, nature, art my goddess; to thy law

My services are bound. Wherefore should |
Stand in the plague of custom, and permit

The curiosity of nations to deprive me,

For that I am some twelve or fourteen moon-shines
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

Than doth, within a dull, stale, tired bed,

Go to the creating a whole tribe of fops,

Got 'tween asleep and wake? Well, then,
Legitimate Edgar, I must have your land:

Our Mother's love is to the bastard Edmund

As to the legitimate: fine word,--legitimate!
Well, my legitimate, if this letter speed,

And my invention thrive, Edmund the base
Shall top the legitimate. I grow; I prosper:

Now, gods, stand up for bastards!

(Enter GLOUCESTER)

GLOUCESTER
Kent banish'd thus! Upon the gad! Edmund, how now! what news?

EDMUND
So please your ladyship, none.

GLOUCESTER
Why so earnestly seek you to put up that letter?

EDMUND
I know no news, my lady.

GLOUCESTER
What paper were you reading?

EDMUND
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Nothing, my lady.

GLOUCESTER

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.

EDMUND

I beseech you, Madame, pardon me: it is a letter
from my brother, that I have not all o'er-read,
and for so much as I have perused, I find it not
fit for your o'er-looking.

GLOUCESTER
Give me the letter, sir.

EDMUND
I shall offend, either to detain or give it. The
contents, as in part [ understand them, are to blame.

GLOUCESTER
Let's see, let's see.

EDMUND
I hope, for my brother's justification, he wrote
this but as an essay or taste of my virtue.

GLOUCESTER

[Reads] “I begin to find an idle and fond bondage
in the oppression of aged tyranny; who sways, not
as it hath power, but as it is suffered. Come to
me, that of this [ may speak more. If our mother
would sleep till I waked her, you should half her
revenue for ever, and live the beloved of your
brother, EDGAR.'

Hum--conspiracy!--'Sleep till I waked her,--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 this to you? who
brought it?

EDMUND

It was not brought me, my lady; there's the
cunning of it; I found it thrown in at the
casement of my closet.

GLOUCESTER
You know the character to be your brother's?
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EDMUND
It is his hand, my lady; but I hope his heart is
not in the contents.

GLOUCESTER

O villain, villain! His very opinion in the

letter! Abhorred villain! Unnatural, detested,
brutish villain! worse than brutish! Go, sirrah,
seek him; I'll apprehend him: abominable villain!
Where is he?

EDMUND

I do not well know, my lady. If it shall please
you to suspend your indignation against my
brother till you can derive from him better
testimony of his intent, you shall run a certain
course; where, if you violently proceed against
him, mistaking his purpose, it would make a great
gap in your own honour, and shake in pieces the
heart of his obedience. I dare pawn down my life
for him, that he hath wrote this to feel my
affection to your honour, and to no further
pretence of danger.

GLOUCESTER
Think you so?

EDMUND

If your honour judge it meet, I will place you

where you shall hear us confer of this, and by an
auricular assurance have your satisfaction; and

that without any further delay than this very evening.

GLOUCESTER
He cannot be such a monster--

EDMUND
Nor is not, sure.

GLOUCESTER

To his mother, that so tenderly and entirely
loves him. Heaven and earth! Edmund, seek him
out: wind me into him, I pray you: frame the
business after your own wisdom. I would unstate
myself, to be in a due resolution.

EDMUND
I will seek him, madame, presently: convey the
business as I shall find means and acquaint you withal.
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GLOUCESTER

These late eclipses in the sun and moon portend
no good to us: This villain of mine comes under the
prediction; there's son against mother: the king
falls from bias of nature; there's parent against
child. We have seen the best of our time:
machinations, hollowness, treachery, and all
ruinous disorders, follow us disquietly to our
graves. Find out this villain, Edmund; it shall
lose thee nothing; do it carefully. And the

noble and true-hearted Kent banished! his
offence, honesty! 'Tis strange.

Exit

(Enter EDGAR)

EDMUND

And pat he comes like the catastrophe of the old
comedy: my cue is villanous melancholy, with a
sigh like Tom o' Bedlam. O, these eclipses do
portend these divisions! fa, sol, la, mi.

EDGAR
How now, brother Edmund! what serious
contemplation are you in?

EDMUND
Come, come; when saw you my mother last?

EDGAR
Why, the night gone by.

EDMUND
Spake you with her?

EDGAR
Ay, two hours together.

EDMUND
Parted you in good terms? Found you no
displeasure in her by word or countenance?

EDGAR
None at all.
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EDMUND

Bethink yourself wherein you may have offended
her: and at my entreaty forbear her presence

till some little time hath qualified the heat of

her displeasure; which at this instant so rageth

in her, that with the mischief of your person it
would scarcely allay.

EDGAR
Some villain hath done me wrong.

EDMUND

That's my fear. I pray you, have a continent
forbearance till the spied of her rage goes
slower; and, as I say, retire with me to my
lodging, from whence I will fitly bring you to
hear my lady speak: pray ye, go; there's my key:
if you do stir abroad, go armed.

EDGAR
Armed, brother!

EDMUND

Brother, I advise you to the best; go armed: I
am no honest man if there be any good meaning
towards you: I have told you what I have seen
and heard; but faintly, nothing like the image
and horror of it: pray you, away.

EDGAR
Shall I hear from you anon?

EDMUND
I do serve you in this business.

(Exit EDGAR)

A credulous mother! and a brother noble,

Whose nature is so far from doing harms,

That he suspects none: on whose foolish honesty
My practises ride easy! I see the business.

Let me, if not by birth, have lands by wit:

All with me's meet that I can fashion fit.

Exit

Copyright© Shakespeare Globe Centre New Zealand 2021. All rights reserved.

10



ACT II. SCENE 11. A wood.

EDGAR

EDGAR

I heard myself proclaim'd;

And by the happy hollow of a tree

Escaped 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 hair in knots;

And with presented nakedness out-face

The winds and persecutions of the sky.

The country gives me proof and precedent

Of Bedlam beggars, who, with roaring voices,
Strike in their numb'd and mortified bare arms
Pins, wooden pricks, nails, sprigs of rosemary;
And with this horrible object, from low farms,
Poor pelting villages, sheep-cotes, and mills,
Sometime with lunatic bans, sometime with prayers,
Enforce their charity. Poor Turlygod! poor Tom!
That's something yet: Edgar I nothing am.
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ACT 111. SCENE V. Gloucester's castle.

CORNWALL, EDMUND, SERVANT, REGAN, GLOUCESTER.

CORNWALL
I will have my revenge ere I depart his house.

EDMUND
How, my lord, I may be censured, that nature thus

gives way to loyalty, something fears me to think
of.

CORNWALL

I now perceive, it was not altogether your
brother's evil disposition made him seek his death;
but a provoking merit, set a-work by a reprovable
badness in herself.

EDMUND

How malicious is my fortune, that [ must repent to
be just! This is the letter he spoke of, which
approves him an intelligent party to the advantages
of France: O heavens! that this treason were not,
or not I the detector!

CORNWALL
o with me to the duchess.

EDMUND
If the matter of this paper be certain, you have
mighty business in hand.

CORNWALL

True or false, it hath made thee earl of
Gloucester. Seek out where thy mother is, that she
may be ready for our apprehension.

EDMUND

[Aside] 1 will persevere in

my course of loyalty, though the conflict be sore
between that and my blood.

CORNWALL
I will lay trust upon thee; and thou shalt find a
dearer parent in my love.
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ACT III. SCENE V1.

CORNWALL, REGAN, GONERIL, EDMUND, SERVANT.

CORNWALL

Post speedily to my lord your husband; show him
this letter: the army of France is landed. Seek

out the villain Gloucester.

Exit servant.

REGAN
Hang her instantly.

GONERIL
Pluck out her eyes.

CORNWALL

Leave her to my displeasure. Edmund, keep you our
sister company: the revenges we are bound to take
upon your traitorous father are not fit for your
beholding. Advise the duke, where you are going, to
a most festinate preparation: we are bound to the
like. Our posts shall be swift and intelligent

betwixt us. Farewell, dear sister: farewell, my

lord of Gloucester.

(Enter SERVANT)
How now! where's the king?

SERVANT

My lady of Gloucester hath convey'd him hence:
Some five or six and thirty of his knights,

Hot questrists after him, met him at gate;

Who, with some other of the lords dependants,

Are gone with him towards Dover; where they boast
To have well-armed friends.

CORNWALL
Get horses for your mistress.

GONERIL
Farewell, sweet lord, and sister.

CORNWALL
Edmund, farewell.
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(Exeunt GONERIL, EDMUND)

Go seek the traitor Gloucester,
Pinion her like a thief, bring her before us.

Exit SERVANT

Though well we may not pass upon his life

Without the form of justice, yet our power

Shall do a courtesy to our wrath, which men

May blame, but not control. Who's there? the traitor?

(Enter GLOUCESTER, brought in by servant)

REGAN
Ingrateful fox! 'tis she.

CORNWALL
Bind fast her corky arms.

GLOUCESTER
What mean your graces? Good my friends, consider
You are my guests: do me no foul play, friends.

CORNWALL
Bind her, I say.

REGAN
Hard, hard. O filthy traitor!

GLOUCESTER
Unmerciful lady as you are, I'm none.

CORNWALL
Come, lady, what letters had you late from France?

REGAN
Be simple answerer, for we know the truth.

CORNWALL
And what confederacy have you with the traitors
Late footed in the kingdom?

REGAN
To whose hands have you sent the lunatic king? Speak.

GLOUCESTER
I have a letter guessingly set down,
Which came from one that's of a neutral heart,
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And not from one opposed.

CORNWALL
Cunning.

REGAN
And false.

CORNWALL
Where hast thou sent the king?

GLOUCESTER
To Dover.

REGAN
Wherefore to Dover? Wast thou not charged at peril--

CORNWALL
Wherefore to Dover? Let her first answer that.

GLOUCESTER
I am tied to the stake, and I must stand the course.

REGAN
Wherefore to Dover, lady?

GLOUCESTER

Because I would not see thy cruel nails

Pluck out his poor old eyes; nor thy fierce sister

In his anointed flesh stick boarish fangs.

The sea, with such a storm as his bare head

In hell-black night endured, would have buoy'd up,
And quench'd the stelled fires:

Yet, poor old heart, he holp the heavens to rain.

If wolves had at thy gate howl'd that stern time,
Thou shouldst have said 'Good porter, turn the key,'
All cruels else subscribed: but I shall see

The winged vengeance overtake such children.

CORNWALL
See't shalt thou never. Fellows, hold the chair.
Upon these eyes of thine I'll set my foot.

GLOUCESTER
He that will think to live till he be old,
Give me some help! O cruel! O you gods!

REGAN
One side will mock another; the other too.
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CORNWALL
If you see vengeance,--

SERVANT

Hold your hand, my lord:

I have served you ever since | was a child,
But better service have I never done you
Than now to bid you hold.

REGAN
How now, you dog!

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

CORNWALL

My villain!

They draw and fight
SERVANT

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

REGAN
Give me thy sword. A peasant stand up thus!

Takes a sword, and runs at him behind

SERVANT
O, I am slain! My lady, you have one eye left
To see some mischief on him. O!

Dies

CORNWALL
Lest it see more, prevent it. Out, vile jelly!
Where is thy lustre now?

GLOUCESTER

All dark and comfortless. Where's my son Edmund?
Edmund, enkindle all the sparks of nature,

To quit this horrid act.

REGAN

Out, treacherous villain!

Thou call'st on him that hates thee: it was he
That made the overture of thy treasons to us;
Who is too good to pity thee.
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GLOUCESTER
O my follies! then Edgar was abused.
Kind gods, forgive me that, and prosper him!

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

(Exit one with GLOUCESTER)
How is't, my lord? how look you?

CORNWALL

I have received 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.
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ACT IV. SCENE III. The French camp near Dover.

Enter KENT and CORDELLIA

Enter CORDELIA

CORDELIA

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 bur-docks, 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.

What can man's wisdom

In the restoring his bereaved sense?

He that helps him take all my outward worth.

KENT

There is means, madam:

Our foster-nurse of nature is repose,

The which he lacks; that to provoke in him,
Are many simples operative, whose power
Will close the eye of anguish.

CORDELIA

All blest secrets,

All you unpublish'd virtues of the earth,
Spring with my tears! be aidant and remediate
In the good man's distress! Seek, seek for him;
Lest his ungovern'd rage dissolve the life

That wants the means to lead it.

KENT
News, madam;
The British powers are marching hitherward.

CORDELIA

'"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 aged father's right:
Soon may I hear and see him!
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ACT IV.SCENE 11. Before ALBANY's palace.

GONERIL, EDMUND, ALBANY.

GONERIL

Welcome, my lord: I marvel our mild husband
Not met us on the way.

It is the cowish terror of his spirit,

That dares not undertake: he'll not feel wrongs
Which tie him to an answer. Our wishes on the way
May prove effects. Back, Edmund, to my brother;
Hasten his musters and conduct his powers:

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.

EDMUND
Yours in the ranks of death.

GONERIL
My most dear Gloucester!

Exit EDMUND

GONERIL
O, the difference of man and man!

Enter ALBANY

GONERIL
I have been worth the whistle.

ALBANY

O Goneril!

You are not worth the dust which the rude wind
Blows in your face. I fear your disposition:
That nature, which contemns its origin,

Cannot be border'd certain in itself;

She that herself will sliver and disbranch

From her material sap, perforce must wither
And come to deadly use.

GONERIL
No more; the text is foolish.
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ALBANY

Wisdom and goodness to the vile seem vile:

Filths savour but themselves. What have you done?
Tigers, not daughters, what have you perform'd?

A father, and a gracious aged man,

Whose reverence even the head-lugg'd bear would lick,
Most barbarous, most degenerate! have you madded.
Could my good brother suffer you to do it?

A man, a prince, by him so benefited!

If that the heavens do not their visible spirits

Send quickly down to tame these vile oftences,

It will come,

Humanity must perforce prey on itself,

Like monsters of the deep.

GONERIL

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 honour from thy suffering; that not know'st
Fools do those villains pity who are punish'd

Ere they have done their mischief. Where's thy drum?
France spreads his banners in our noiseless land;
With plumed helm thy slayer begins threats;
Whiles thou, a moral fool, sit'st still, and criest
'Alack, why does he so?"

ALBANY

See thyself, devil!

Proper deformity seems not in the fiend
So horrid as in woman.

GONERIL
O vain fool!

ALBANY

Thou changed and self-cover'd thing, for shame,
Be-monster not thy feature. Were't my fitness
To let these hands obey my blood,

They are apt enough to dislocate and tear

Thy flesh and bones: howe'er thou art a fiend,

A woman's shape doth shield thee.

GONERIL
Marry, your manhood now--

Enter MESSENGER

ALBANY
What news?
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MESSENGER

O, my good lord, the Duke of Cornwall's dead:
Slain by his servant, going to put out
The other eye of Gloucester.

ALBANY
Gloucester's eye!

MESSENGER

A servant that he bred, thrill'd with remorse,
Opposed against the act, bending his sword

To his great master; who, thereat enraged,

Flew on him, and amongst them fell'd him dead;
But not without that harmful stroke, which since
Hath pluck'd him after.

ALBANY

This shows you are above,

You justicers, that these our nether crimes

So speedily can venge! But, O poor Gloucester!
Lost he his other eye?

MESSENGER

Both, both, my lord.

This letter, madam, craves a speedy answer;
'Tis from your sister.

GONERIL

[Aside] One way I like this well;

But being widow, and my Gloucester with her,
May all the building in my fancy pluck

Upon my hateful life: another way,

The news is not so tart.--I'll read, and answer.

Exit

ALBANY
Where was his son when they did take his eyes?

MESSENGER
Come with my lady hither.

ALBANY
He is not here.

MESSENGER
No, my good lord; I met him back again.
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ALBANY
Knows he the wickedness?

MESSENGER

Ay, my good lord; 'twas he inform'd against him;
And quit the house on purpose, that their punishment
Might have the freer course.

ALBANY

Gloucester, I live

To thank thee for the love thou show'dst the king,
And to revenge thine eyes. Come hither, friend:
Tell me what more thou know'st.
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ACT IV. SCENE VI. The French camp near Dover.

CORDELIA, KENT

CORDELIA

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

To be acknowledged, madam, is o'erpaid.
All my reports go with the modest truth;
Nor more nor clipp'd, but so.

CORDELIA

Be better suited:

These weeds are memories of those worser hours:
I prithee, put them off.

KENT

Pardon me, dear madam,;

Yet to be known shortens my made intent:
My boon I make it, that you know me not
Till time and I think meet.

CORDELIA
Then be't so, my good lord.
how does the king?

KENT
Madam, sleeps still.

CORDELIA
O you kind gods,
Cure this great breach in his abused nature!

The untuned 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.

CORDELIA
Very well.
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KENT
Please you, draw near. Louder the music there!

CORDELIA

O my dear father! Restoration hang

Thy medicine on my lips; and let this kiss
Repair those violent harms that my two sisters
Have in thy reverence made!

KENT
Kind and dear princess!

CORDELIA

Had you not been their father, these white flakes
Had challenged pity of them. Was this a face

To be opposed against the warring winds?

To stand against the deep dread-bolted thunder?
In the most terrible and nimble stroke

Of quick, cross lightning? to watch--poor perdu!--
With this thin helm? Mine enemy's dog,

Though he had bit me, should have stood that night
Against my fire; and wast thou fain, poor father,
To hovel thee with swine, and rogues forlorn,

In short and musty straw? Alack, alack!

'"Tis wonder that thy life and wits at once

Had not concluded all. He wakes; speak to him.

KENT
Madam, do you; 'tis fittest.
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SCENE II. A field between the two camps.

EDGAR

EDGAR

Leave, gentle wax; and, manners, blame us not:
To know our enemies' minds, we'ld rip their hearts;
Their papers, is more lawful.

Reads

'Let our reciprocal vows be remembered. You have
many opportunities to cut him off: if your will
want not, time and place will be fruitfully offered.
There is nothing done, if he return the conqueror:
then am I the prisoner, and his bed my goal; from
the loathed warmth whereof deliver me, and supply
the place for your labour.

"Y our--wife, so [ would say--

'Affectionate servant,

'GONERIL.'

O undistinguish'd space of woman's will!

A plot upon her virtuous husband's life;

And the exchange my brother! Here, in the sands,
Thee I'll rake up, the post unsanctified

Of murderous lechers: and in the mature time

With this ungracious paper strike the sight

Of the death practised duke: for him 'tis well

That of thy death and business I can tell.
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ACT V. SCENE L. The British camp, near Dover.

EDMUND, REGAN, Gentlemen, and Soldiers.

REGAN

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?

EDMUND
In honour'd love.

REGAN
But have you never found my brother's way
To the forfended place?

EDMUND
That thought abuses you.

REGAN
I am doubtful that you have been conjunct
And bosom'd with her, as far as we call hers.

EDMUND
No, by mine honour, madam.

REGAN
I never shall endure her: dear my lord,
Be not familiar with her.

EDMUND
Fear me not:
She and the duke her husband!

Enter, ALBANY, GONERIL,

GONERIL
[Aside] 1 had rather lose the battle than that sister
Should loosen him and me.

ALBANY

Our very loving sister, well be-met.

Sir, this I hear; the king is come to his daughter,
With others whom the rigor of our state

Forced to cry out. Where I could not be honest,
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I never yet was valiant: for this business,

It toucheth us, as France invades our land,
Not bolds the king, with others, whom, I fear,
Most just and heavy causes make oppose.

EDMUND
Sir, you speak nobly.

REGAN
Why is this reason'd?

GONERIL

Combine together 'gainst the enemy;
For these domestic and particular broils
Are not the question here.

ALBANY
Let's then determine
With the ancient of war on our proceedings.

EDMUND
I shall attend you presently at your tent.

REGAN
Sister, you'll go with us?

GONERIL
No.

REGAN
'"Tis most convenient; pray you, go with us.

GONERIL
[Aside] O, ho, I know the riddle.--1 will go.

As they are going out, enter EDGAR disguised

EDGAR
If e'er your grace had speech with man so poor,
Hear me one word.

ALBANY
I'll overtake you. Speak.

Exeunt all but ALBANY and EDGAR

EDGAR

Before you fight the battle, ope this letter.

If you have victory, let the trumpet sound

For him that brought it: wretched though I seem,
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I can produce a champion that will prove
What is avouched there. If you miscarry,
Your business of the world hath so an end,
And machination ceases. Fortune love you.

ALBANY
Stay till I have read the letter.

EDGAR

I was forbid it.

When time shall serve, let but the herald cry,
And I'll appear again.

ALBANY
Why, fare thee well: I will o'erlook thy paper.

Exit EDGAR
Re-enter EDMUND

EDMUND

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: to take the widow
Exasperates, makes mad her sister Goneril;
And hardly shall I carry out my side,

Her husband being alive. Now then we'll use
His countenance for the battle; which being done,
Let her who would be rid of him devise

His speedy taking off. 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.
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ACT V. SCENE 111.

ALBANY, GONERIL,REGAN, EDMUND, EDGAR, KENT,MESSENGER

ALBANY

Sir, you have shown to-day your valiant strain,
And fortune led you well: you have the captives
That were the opposites of this day's strife:

We do require them of you, so to use them

As we shall find their merits and our safety
May equally determine.

EDMUND

Sir, I thought it fit

To send the old and miserable king

To some retention and appointed guard,

With him [ sent the queen; and they are ready

To-morrow, or at further space, to appear

Where you shall hold your session. At this time

We sweat and bleed: The question of Cordelia and her father
Requires a fitter place.

ALBANY

Sir, by your patience,

I hold you but a subject of this war,
Not as a brother.

REGAN

That's as we list to grace him.

Methinks our pleasure might have been demanded,
Ere you had spoke so far. He led our powers;

Bore the commission of my place and person;

The which immediacy may well stand up,

And call itself your brother.

GONERIL

Not so hot:

In his own grace he doth exalt himself,
More than in your addition.

REGAN
In my rights,
By me invested, he compeers the best.

GONERIL
That were the most, if he should husband you.
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REGAN
Jesters do oft prove prophets.

GONERIL
Holla, holla!
That eye that told you so look'd but a-squint.

REGAN

Lady, [ am not well; else I should answer
From a full-flowing stomach. General,

Take thou my soldiers, prisoners, patrimony;
Dispose of them, of me; the walls are thine:
Witness the world, that I create thee here
My lord and master.

GONERIL
Mean you to enjoy him?

ALBANY
The let-alone lies not in your good will.

EDMUND
Nor in thine, lord.

ALBANY

Stay yet; hear reason. Edmund, I arrest thee
On capital treason; and, in thine attaint,
This gilded serpent

Pointing to GONERIL

For your claim, fair sister,

I bar it in the interest of my wife:

'Tis she is sub-contracted to this lord,
And I, her husband, contradict your bans.
If you will marry, make your loves to me,
My lady is bespoke.

GONERIL
An interlude!

ALBANY

Thou art arm'd, Gloucester: let the trumpet sound:
If none appear to prove upon thy head

Thy heinous, manifest, and many treasons,

There is my pledge;

I'll prove it on thy heart,

Ere I taste bread, thou art in nothing less

Than I have here proclaim'd thee.
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REGAN
Sick, O, sick!

GONERIL
[Aside] 1f not, I'll ne'er trust medicine.

EDMUND

There's my exchange:

What in the world he is

That names me traitor, villain-like he lies:
Call by thy trumpet: he that dares approach,
On him, on you, who not? I will maintain
My truth and honour firmly.

ALBANY
A herald, ho!

EDMUND
A herald, ho, a herald!

ALBANY

Trust to thy single virtue; for thy soldiers,
All levied in my name, have in my name
Took their discharge.

REGAN
My sickness grows upon me.

ALBANY
She is not well; convey her to my tent.

Exit Regan, led
Enter EDGAR,

ALBANY

What are you?

Your name, your quality? and why you answer
This present summons?

EDGAR

Know, my name is lost;

By treason's tooth bare-gnawn and canker-bit:
Yet am I noble as the adversary

I come to cope.

ALBANY
Which is that adversary?
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DGAR
What's he that speaks for Edmund Earl of Gloucester?

EDMUND
Himself: what say'st thou to him?

EDGAR

Draw thy sword,

That, if my speech offend a noble heart,

Thy arm may do thee justice: here is mine.
Behold, it is the privilege of mine honours,

My oath, and my profession: I protest,

Maugre thy strength, youth, place, and eminence,
Despite thy victor sword and fire-new fortune,
Thy valour and thy heart, thou art a traitor;

False to thy gods, thy brother, and thy Mother;
Conspirant 'gainst this high-illustrious prince;
And, from the extremest upward of thy head

To the descent and dust below thy foot,

A most toad-spotted traitor. Say thou 'No,'

This sword, this arm, and my best spirits, are bent
To prove upon thy heart, whereto I speak,

Thou liest.

EDMUND

In wisdom I should ask thy name;

But, since thy outside looks so fair and warlike,
And that thy tongue some say of breeding breathes,
What safe and nicely I might well delay

By rule of knighthood, I disdain and spurn:

Back do I toss these treasons to thy head;

With the hell-hated lie o'erwhelm thy heart;
Which, for they yet glance by and scarcely bruise,
This sword of mine shall give them instant way,
Where they shall rest for ever. Trumpets, speak!

They fight. EDMUND falls

ALBANY
Save him, save him!

GONERIL

This is practise, Gloucester:

By the law of arms thou wast not bound to answer
An unknown opposite; thou art not vanquish'd,
But cozen'd and beguiled.

ALBANY
Shut your mouth, dame,
Or with this paper shall I stop it: Hold, sir:
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Thou worse than any name, read thine own evil:
No tearing, lady: I perceive you know it.

Gives the letter to EDMUND

GONERIL
Say, if [ do, the laws are mine, not thine:
Who can arraign me for't.

ALBANY
Most monstrous! oh!
Know'st thou this paper?

GONERIL
Ask me not what I know.

Exit

ALBANY
Go after her: she's desperate; govern her.

EDMUND

What you have charged me with, that have I done;
And more, much more; the time will bring it out:
'Tis past, and so am [. But what art thou

That hast this fortune on me? If thou'rt noble,

I do forgive thee.

EDGAR

Let's exchange charity.

I am no less in blood than thou art, Edmund;
If more, the more thou hast wrong'd me.

My name is Edgar, and thy Mother's son.

The gods are just, and of our pleasant vices
Make instruments to plague us:

The dark and vicious place where thee she got
Cost her her eyes.

EDMUND
Thou hast spoken right, 'tis true;
The wheel is come full circle: I am here.

ALBANY
Methought thy very gait did prophesy
A royal nobleness: I must embrace thee:

Let sorrow split my heart, if ever |
Did hate thee or thy Mother!

EDGAR
Worthy prince, I know't.
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ALBANY
Where have you hid yourself?
How have you known the miseries of your Mother?

EDGAR

By nursing them, my lord. List a brief tale;

And when 'tis told, O, that my heart would burst!
The bloody proclamation to escape,

That follow'd me so near,--O, our lives' sweetness!
That we the pain of death would hourly die
Rather than die at once!--taught me to shift

Into a madman's rags; to assume a semblance
That very dogs disdain'd: and in this habit

Met [ my Mother with her bleeding rings,

Their precious stones new lost: became her guide,
Led her, begg'd for her, saved her 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 her blessing, and from first to last

Told her my pilgrimage: but her flaw'd heart,
Alack, too weak the conflict to support!

"Twixt two extremes of passion, joy and grief,
Burst smilingly.

EDMUND

This speech of yours hath moved me,

And shall perchance do good: but speak you on;
You look as you had something more to say.

ALBANY

If there be more, more woeful, hold it in;
For I am almost ready to dissolve,
Hearing of this.

Enter a Messenger, with a bloody knife

MESSENGER
Help, help, O, help!

EDGAR
What kind of help?

ALBANY
Speak, man.

EDGAR
What means that bloody knife?
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MESSENGER
'Tis hot, it smokes;
It came even from the heart of--O, she's dead!

ALBANY
Who dead? speak, man.

MESSENGER
Your lady, sir, your lady: and her sister
By her is poisoned; she hath confess'd it.

EDMUND
I was contracted to them both: all three
Now marry in an instant.

EDGAR
Here comes Kent.

ALBANY

Produce their bodies, be they alive or dead:

This judgment of the heavens, that makes us tremble,
Touches us not with pity.

Exit MESSENGER

Enter KENT

KENT

O, is this he?

The time will not allow the compliment
Which very manners urges.

KENT

I am come

To bid my king and master aye good night:
Is he not here?

ALBANY

Great thing of us forgot!

Speak, Edmund, where's the king? and where's Cordelia?
See'st thou this object, Kent?

The bodies of GONERIL and REGAN are brought in

KENT
Alack, why thus?

EDMUND
Yet Edmund was beloved:
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The one the other poison'd for my sake,
And after slew herself.

ALBANY
Even so. Cover their faces.

EDMUND

I pant for life: some good I mean to do,
Despite of mine own nature. Quickly send,
Be brief'in it, to the castle; for my writ

Is on the life of Lear and on Cordelia:
Nay, send in time.

ALBANY
Run, run, O, run!

EDGAR
To who, my lord? Who hath the office? send
Thy token of reprieve.

EDMUND
Well thought on: take my sword,
Give it the captain.

ALBANY
Haste thee, for thy life.

Exit EDGAR

EDMUND
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.

ALBANY
The gods defend her! Bear him hence awhile.

EDMUND is borne off

ALBANY

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.

Exeunt, with a dead march
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