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Erter Ecer Clonig | 34 Edmond

Keus,

Toocgne toe Xing had more affe&ted the
) Dule of Aib.zy, then Cormmall,

Clou, Tt d:dalwayes feeme fotovs : Bue
W now i dhe dimfien of the Kingdoa.e, it ap-
peires not which of the Dukes hee valevies
moft, for qualicies are fo wergh'd, thatcuriofity innei-
ther, canmake cl:o (2 of cithers moity.

. Kent, Isnactis yourSon, my Lotd?

Glos. Liis breedng Sir,hath binat my charge. 1haue
fz oficn bluth’d to ackuowledge him, thatnowlam
braz’d tea'r.

Kent. 1 cannor conceiue you,

G/om. Sirthis yong Fellowes mother could ; where-
vpon fhe grew round womb'd, and had indceds (Sir) 3
Senne (zrhet Cradle, exe fhe had :a husband for hei bed.
Doveufmellafaule?

Kent. T cannotwiththe faule vadone, the iffuc of it,
being fo proper,

Glow, BucThiueaSonne, Sir, by orderof Law,fome
yeeze elderchen this 3 who, yetisno deerer inmy ac-
count, though this Knave came {omihing fawcily to the
world before he was fent for : yet was his Mother fayre,
there was good fport at his miking, snd the horfon muft
beacknowledged, Doceyouknow chis Noble Gentle-
man, tdmond? ’

Edm. No, my Lozd,

Glow. My LordotKent:

Remember himheereafier,as my Honourable Friend.
Edm, My feruicestoyour Lordthip.

Kent. Imull loue you, and fueto know you Lecter,
Edm. Sir,1 (hall fudy deferuing.

Clou, Hehachbin out nine yeares, and away he thall
againe, The Kingis comming.

Sennet. Emter Keng Lsar, Cornwall, Albany,Gonerill, Re-
g, Cordelsa,'and attendunts.
Lear. Artendthe Lords of France & Burgundy,Glofter,
Glex, 1(hallmy Losd, Exst,
Lear, Meane e we fhal expre(fe our darker purpofe.
Giue m= the M:p tirere. Know, that we haue diuided
In three our Kingdome : and "tis our faltintene,
To {hake all Cares snd Bufineffe from our Age,
Conferring them on yonger firengths, while we
Voburthen'd crawle toward death. Our fon of Carowal,
And you our no lefle louing Sonne of Albany,

We haue this houre a conflanz will re publifh
Ow daughrers feucrall Dowers, tl at tuture (ieife
May Lepieuented now The Prmces Frarce & Burgundy,
Great Rivals in our yonge(i daughters loue,
Loug ia our Conre, haue made their amorous foiourne,
Andhceicorerobeanfwer'd. Tellme my daughters
(dmce now we will diucft vs both of Rule,
Yacereft of [ernitory, Cares of State)
Wlichofyou fhaliwe fay doth loue vs moft,
Thatwe, our largeft bountie may extend
Where Nature doth with ment challenge, Gomerdl,
Our eldeft borne, fpeake firft.
Gon.Sir, Iloue you more then word can weld § matter,
Decrerthen eye-fighe, fpace, sud hibertie,
Beyond what can be vziewed, rich crrare,
No leffe then life, wuh grace, health,beauty, honor :
As much as Childe ere lou'd, or Facher found.
A foue thet mukes breshipoore,and fpeeciivnable,
Beyondall ms: ner of fo mach THezeyou,
Cor. What fhall Cordelia ipecke? Louc,2nd be filent,
Lear Ot all thefe bounds euen from this Line,to thus,
With fhadowie Forreils,and with Champain, rich’d
With plenteous Rivers,and wide-shirted Meaaces
We makethee L ady. Tothine and A'banies (Tues
Bethisperpezuall. What fayes our fecond Davghter?
Our deercfl Regn, wife of Cormwall ?
Reg. Taninade of that felfe-mettle as my Sifler,
And prize me ather worths Inmy true bicare,
1finae fhe names my very deede of love :
Ouelyfhe comes too (hort, that I profelle
My felfzan ene-y to sll other ioyes,
Which the moft precious fquare of {enfe profeffes,
Aad finde Tam alone felicitate '
In your deere Highnefle loue.
(or. Then poore Cordelia,
And yeenot fo, fince I am fure my loue’s
Moze ponderous then my tongue.
L-er. Tothee,and chine heredicarie euer,
Rem- e ihis ample third of our faire Kingdome,
Nol«ein fpace, vahiditie, and pleafure
Then that conterc’d on Gewersil. Now our Ioy,
Although our laft and lealt : to whofe yong louegt
The Vines of France, and Milke of Burgunidie,
Suinete bemteref. What canyou fay, 10 draw
A third, nore opilent then yous Sifters? fpealre,
Cor. Nothing my Lord,
Lear, Nothing?
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Cer, Noathing.
Lear. Nocthing will come of nothing,fpeake againe.
Cor. Vnhappicthat I am,I caanoc hicaue
My beart into my mouzh, I loue your Maic@y
According to my bond,no more nor lefle.
Lear. How,how (ordefra?Mend your ff peech alitcle,
Leatt you may matre your Forunes,
Cor. Good my Lord,
You haae begot ine,bred rae,lou’d me,
Ireturne thole duties backe as are nghe fit,
Obey you,Loue you,and moft Honour you.
Why haue iy Sifters Husbands,if they fay
They loue you all 2Happily when I fhall wed,
Toat Lord,whofe hand muft take my plight,(hall carry
Halfe my loue with him, halfe my Care,and Duue,
Sure Ifhail neucr marry hike my Sifters,
Lear. But goces chy heart withthis ?
Cor. I my good Lord.
Lear. Soyoung, and {o vatender ?
Cor. So young my Lord,and true.
Leswr, Letitbe £ chy cruth chen be chy dowre:
For by the ficred radience of the Sunne,
The onferies of Heccat and the nighe
By all the operationotthe O bes,
From whom we do exift and ceafe to be,
Heere I difciaime ali mny Paternall care,
Propinquity and property of blood,
Angd as a firanger to my hrartand me,
Hold thee from this for cuer. The barbarous S¢pthan,
Or he that makes his generation metles
To gorge hisappette,fhall to vy bofone
Beas wellneighbour’d,pitaed,and relecu'd,
Asthou my fomeume Divghter,
Kent. Good my Liegc.
Lear. Peace Kept,
Comz not betweene the Dragon and his wrach,
1loud her mot},snd thoughtro fer my teft
O her kind nuifery, Henceand avord my fight
So be my grauemy peace, as here [ giue
Her Fathers heart tromher ; call France,who flirres 2
Call Burgundy (ornwalland Albane,
With my two Daughters Dowres,digeft the third,
Lec pride, which fhe cals plamnneffe,marry her:
‘Tdoe inuelt youroyntly with my power,
Prehcasnence,and all thelarge effeéts
That troope with Maiefty Our {clfe by Monthly courfe,
With referurtion of an hundred Knighs,
By you to brtuftain’d,fhall our abode
Make with you by ducwirne,onely we fhall retaine
The name, andailih'addinon to aKing :the Sway,
Reucnaevr Execuzion of the redl,
Biloued Sonnes be yonrs,which to confirme,
This Coronet part betwecne you.
Kere. Royall Lear,
Who Thaue cuer honer'd as my King,
Loa'das my Father as my Matter follow’d,
As my sreaPatren choughton in my praiers,
Lz, fhebowisbent & diawne,make from the thaft.
Kent. Le:ac fall rather,though the fotke inuade
Tiercpion ofiny heart,be Kens vamannerly,
\When Lear 1s inad, what wouldeft thoudo old man?
The k (t thou that durie fhail haue dread to fpeake,
When pawerto flatterybowes ? ’
T~ plananefle honour's bound,
When Ma.city falls to folly referue thy flate,
Andin ity beft confiderauion checke

T he Tragedse of King Lear.

1 This hideous rafhnefle,anfwere my life,myiudgement:
Thy yoogelt Daughcer do's not loue thee leatt,

Nor are thofe empty hearted, svhofe low founds
Reuerbe no hollownefle.

Lear, Kent,onthy life no more,

Kenmt. My life I neuer held but as pawne
To wage aganftthine enemies, nere feare toloofe it,
Thy fatety being motiue.

Lear. Outof my fight,

Kent. Secbetter Lear,and let me Rill remaine
The true blanke ofthine eie.,

Kear. Now by Apslls,

Lent. Now by Apetle King
Thou fwear. t thy Gods in vane.

Lear, O Vaffall} Mifcreant.

Aib, Cor. DeareSirforbeare.

Kent. Kill thy Phyfirion,and thy fee beflow
Vponthe foule difeafe,reucke thy guife,

Or whil'R I can vent clamour trom my throate,
lle teli thee thou dofl cuill,

Lea. Heare me recreant,on thine allegeance heare me;
That thou haft fuug'm to mahe vs breake our vowes,
Wihich we durft neuer yet: and with drain'd pnde,
To come betwixt our fentences,and our power,
Which,nor ournature,norour place canbeare;

Our potencie made good,take hy reward,

Fiue dayes we do allot thee tor prouifion,

To fhicld thee from difafters of the world,

And on the fixt toturne thy hated backe

Vponour kingdome; if on the tenth day following,
Thy banifhe trunke be found in our Dominions,
The moa,entisthy desth,awav, By Zwprrer,

Thi< fhallnotbe reuok’d,

Kent Fare thee well Kirg,fith thus thou wilt appeare,
Freedomeliues hence,and ban.fhmentis here;
The Godsto their deere fhelter take thee Mard,
Thatsuftly think’ft,and bat moft oigitly fuid
And your larpe fpeechas,may your deeds approue,
Thatgnod cftetts may {pring from words of loue ;
Thus Kent O Puinces Lids you all adew,

Hee'l fhape hisold coutfe, i a Country new.

Exit,

Flonrsfb, Exter Gloffer wul France,and Bwr-
gundy Aiienaants,

Cor. Heere's France and Burgandy my Noble Lord.

Lear. My Lord of Bugundse,
Wefuttaddrefle towa,d you who with this King
Hath rivald for om Daughter; whatin the leaft
Willyourequire in prefent Do wer with her,
Or ceale your queft . fLove?

Bwr. Moft Royall Ma fty,
I craue no more then hath your Highneffe offer’d,
Nor will you tender I ffc?

Lear. R.ghtNoble 'Z?urgumdy,
When the was deare to vs,we did hold her fo,
Bu: now her price is fallen : Sir,there Mhe flands,
If oughe within that licele feeming fubRance,
Or sl of itwith our difpleafure picc’d,
And nothing more may firly ke your Grace,
Shee’sthere,and the s yours.

Bnr. 1 knew no anfwer.

Lear. Wil you with thofe infirmities (he owes,
Vnfriended,new adopted to cu hate,
Dow’rd with out curfe,and ftranger'd wich our oath,
Take ber or,leaue her. p
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The Tragedrof
" Bar. Pardonme Royall Sir, K

EleQion makes noc vp i fuch conditions.
Le, Then leaue ner fir,for by the powre that made me,

Itcilyouall her wealth. For you great King,
I would not from your foue make fuch a firay,
Tomatch you where Lhate,cherefore befeech you
T auest your iiking 2 more worthier way,
Then on a wreech whom Nature s afham’d
Almoft t'acknowledge hers.

Fra. Thisiz moft firange,
That {he whom euer butnow, was your obije&,
The argunenc of your pravfe balne of your age,
The bett,the deereft,(hould 1n this trice of time
Commit 2 thing fo monftrous,ta difmantle
$o many folds of favour:fure her offence
Muft be of fuch vnoetursli degree,
That menftersic: Or your fore-voucht efieCtion
Fall nto taire,whichco beleene of her
Muft be afaith chacreafon without imirscle
Should neuerplanr in me.

Cor. 1yetbefeech your Maicfly.
Iffor T wancthat glib and oylic Are,
To fpeake and purpofenot,fince what T will intend,
e do't before I fpeake thzeyou make kaowne
Itis novicious blor,murtirer or foulenee,
No vrnchafe a&ion or difhonoured ftep
That hath deprin’d me of your Grace and favour,
But enen for wanu of that,for whick Tamricher;
A thli foliciting cye,and fuch a tongue,
That 1am glad ! haueror,thorgh not to have it,
tiath loft me inyour hking. '

Leir, Beiterthounadt»
Nut beene borne,then not ¢ haue pleas’'d me beteer,

Fra. Isitbacchis ¢ A tardincTein naure,
Which often leaues the hiltory vafpoke
Thatitimendstodo :my Lord of Burgundy,
Vvhat fay you te the Lady ? Loue’s notloue
VWhen itis mingled with regards,that flands
Alocie from thintice point,will you haueher ?
Sheusherfelfe s Dovwrig,

Brr. RoyallKing,
Giuc bue that portion which your felfe proposd,
And here [ iake (ord:/re by the hand,
D.tche(lz of Zurga.ire,

Lear. Nething, I haue fivorne,l am firme.

Zwr. 1am {orry chen you haue (0 lo@t & Father
Thatyoumuftloofe 2 hasband. :

Cor. Pcacebe with Bwrgundie,
Since that refpelt and Fortunes aré his loue,
1 fhatinet be his wife.

~£:a, Taireft Cordelrathatart moft rich being poore,

Mot choife forfaken,and moft lou'd defpis'd,
Thee and (hy vertues here I {e1ze vpon,
Beiclawfull T take vp what's zaft away,
Gods,Gods! 'Tis firangs,that from thelr cold't negle&t
My Loue fhould kindle to enflam’d refpeét.
The dowrelcffe Davghter King, throwne to my chance,
Is Qucene of vs,of ours,and our faire Framce s
Not a!l che Dukes of warsifh Burgumdy,
Can buy tlus vopiiz'd precious Maid of me,
Bid chem farewell Cordela,shough wnkinde,
Thou lceflefthere abetcer where tofinde

Lear. Thouhaft her Franse,)et her be thine,for we
Haue no fuch Daughter,nor thall cues {ee.
That face of hers againe,therfore be gone,
Without our Grace our Loue,our Benizons

| Come Noble Bavgsadss
Fra. Bud farweilto your Sifters.
Cor. The tewels of our Facher,withwafh'deic s
Cordelsa leaucs you,l know you what you are,
&nd lihea Sifter am moft lothto call
Your faults as they sre named, Loue well our Father:
To yous profefled bofomes I comanit him,
But yetslas,flood I withinhis Grace,
1 would prefer him toabetter place,
So farewell to you both.
Regn. Prefcnibe not vs our dutie.
Gon. Let your Rudy
Be to content yours Lord,who hath receiv’d you
At Fortunes almes, you have obedience fcanted,
And well are worth the want that you haue wanted,

Who coucrs faults,aclaft wuh thame detides:
Well may you proiper.

Fra. Come my faite Cordelia.
Gon. Sifter,itis not lictle I haueto fay,
Of what molt ncercly appcrtaines to vs both,

1 thinke our Father will hence to night,

Lath now caft her off,appeares oo groficly,

flendcrly knowne lumfelfe,

cholericke yeares bring wich them,

him,2s this of Kemtsbanithment.

this 12t furrender of his will but offend vs.
Reg . We fhall further thinke ofsr.
Gon. We muft do fomcthing,and ith’ heate. Exeunr.

P S S
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Scena Secunda.

—

Enser Baftard,
Baft. Thou Nature srt my Goddefle,to chy Law

My feruices are bourtd,wherefore thould I

Stand in the plague of ctlome,and permit

The curioficy of Naticns,to deprine me?

For that I am fome twelue, or fourteene Moonfhines
Lag ofa Brother ? Why Baftard? Wherefore bafe ?
When my Dimenfions are as well compa&t,

My munde as generous,and my fhape as true

As honeft Madams iffuc ? Why brand they vs

With Bafe ? With bafenes Barfladic ? Bafe, Bafe?
Who inthe luftie Realth of Nature take
-Moxe compofition, and fierce qualitie,

Then doth withina dull Rale tyred bed

Goc to thcreating a whole tribe of Fops
Goc'tweene 1 fleepe,and wake? Well then,
Legicimate £dgar,1 muft hauce yodr Jand,

Qur Fazhers loue,is to the Baftard €dmeond,

Ao th'legitimate : fine wotd < Leguimste,

Cor. Time (hal! vnfold what plighted cunning hides,
Exit France and Cer.

(withvs,
Reg. That’s moft cestaine,and wich yoa: gext moneth
Gew. You fec how full of changes his agedis, the oh.
{cruation we haue made of 1t hath beenc hittle:he alwares)
lou'd our Sifter moft,and with what poore judgement he

Reg, 'Tis theinficouty of his age,yec he hathener bl_ltl‘
Gon. Thebelt and fonndeft of histime hathbm buc'
rath,then muft we locke from hisage, toreceinenota-
Jone the impcrfe¢hans of Jong ingiafied condiion, but
_therewithall the voruly way-wardnele,that infinine add
Rez. Suchvnconflant flares ate we like to haue from
Gon. There is further complement of leaue-taking be-

tweene France and him,pray you fecvs fit together, it our
Fathet carry authority with fuch difpofition as he beares,
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Well,my Legitcimate, if this Letter fpeed,
And my inuention thriue, Edmond the bafe l
Shall1o’th*Legitimate : I grow, | profper:
Now Gods,Rand vp for Batards,

Enter Gloncefier.

Glo.Kent bani(h'd thus? and France in choller parted ?
And the Xing gone to night ? Prefcnb'd his powse,
Corfin'd to exhibition? All this done
Vponthe gad ? Edmond, how now? What newes?

Baft,- So pleafe your Lordthp, none.

Glow. Why fo earneftly fecke you to put vp y Letter?

Baft. 1know nonewes,my Lord.

Glon. What Paper were you reading?

Bajl. Nothing my Lord,

Glew. No? what needed then thatesrible difpatch of
itinto your Pocket 2 The quality ofnothing, hath nor
fuch neede to hide it felfe. Let's fee : come, 1f 1t bee no- .
thing, 1 (haltnot neede Spectacles.

Baft Ubelcech you Sir, pardon mee; itisa Letter
from my Brother, that 1 haue ot ali ore-read ; and for fo

much as L haue perus'd, I finde st not fit for your ore-loo- 1

king,

Clon. Gruc me the Lezter, Sor.

Baff. 1thall off:u0, ¢i hier 1o detaine, or gizeits
TheContents ,asin part I vacerfl.nd them,
Arctoo blwme.

Glos. Lets fee lec’s fee,

Lyt 1hope for my Bro.hers juflification, hee wrote
this but as an eflay or t2fte f my Vertue.

Glow reads, The policie, andrenerence of Age,makes the
worldbiser tothe bef! of aur time: : keepes our Foriwnesfroms
vs. till owr oldneffe cannot rellyfls them. 1begn to fude an sdle
and fond bondlaze, 1 the oppreffi.n of aged tyramay, who fiv.1yes
wot 44 1t hathpower bt i st 15 fufler d. Comesrme. that of
ths I m.y (peake more, If our Fasher woullfle.pe sl I wal'd

bim, yom [bauldenioy halfc lsis Reueniicw fur cuer, asd lize the |

boloued of your Brother. Edgar.

Hum > Confpiracy 2 Sleepe till I wake him, you fhould
enioy halfc his Reuennew : my Sounc Edz.r, Ladheea
hand to writethis? Ahe:reand brainc to Sicedeic i ?
When came you to this 2 VWho brought e ?

Bs?. Iowasnot brought mee, my Lord; there’s the
curning of it. 1 found ic throwne inat the Cafement of
my Clofler,

Clon. You kaow the chara&ler to be your Brothers ?

Baft. Ifthe matcer were good my Losd, dur fwear
st were his : butin refpedt of thas, I would faine thinke 1¢
W e enot,

Glow, Itishis,

Beft. 1tis hus hand,my Lord : but I hopehis heart is
not in the Contents. ¢

G’o. Has heneuer belore founded you in this bufines?

Ba?, Nenec my Lord.Dut I haue heard kim oft main.
tain it to be fis,that Sonnes at pesfe@ age, and Fathers
decl.n’d, dhic Father fhould bee as Ward to the Son, and
the $hne manage his Reuennew,

Glex O Villaa, villain: his very opinionin the Let-
ter, Abhuired Villame, vnnaturall, detefted, brutifh
Vallaine s worfe th-enbiauds : Go ficrahy feeke him: Ile
spprenend i, Abhominable Villatne where ishe 2

&4 Ldonotwell know my L. Ifse (hall pleafe youto
fuipend youtindi nztionagamft n.y Brother,tl you can
cerae frombim better reflimony of hus ntent, you (hold
re: aceraine couife s where, i you violently proceed a.
av 4 lnm, enibilang lus purpote, it would make s greae |

The Tragedie of King Lear. | E

i -1 yoer owne Honos,and (h ke peeces,the heartof

. e

hisobedience. Idare pawne downe my hife for him,ti.at
he hath writ this to fecle my sfte€tion to your Honer, &
to no other pretence of cenger, !

Glow, Thinkeyoufo?

Baft, If your Honor iudge it meete, 1 will place you'!
where you fhall heare vs conferre of this,and by an Aur- [
culaz affurance baue your fatisfadtion, and that wichou:
any further delay, then thas very Eueming.

Clow. He cannotbee fuch a Menfter, Edmondfecke:
him out: windeme into him,1 pray you : frame the Lu- 1
finefle after your owne wifedome. 1 would vrftate my
felfe,tobein adue refolution,

Baf. 1 vl fecke him Sir, prefently ¢ conuey the bu-
finefle as | fhall find meanes,and acquaint you withall.

Glon. Thefelate Eclipfesin the Sunand Moone por.
tend no gocd to vs : thougl the wifedome of Nature ¢z
re fon it chus, and thus, yet Nature finds it felfe fcourg’d
by the fequent eifelts. 1 oue cooles, friend{hup falls off,
Brothers dwide, InCitics, mutinies ; in Countries,” dii-
cord ;in Pallaces, Treafon ;and the Bond crack’d, "twint
Sonnc and Father. This villaine of iine comes vnder the
prediction; there’s Son againft Father, the King tals froo

byas of Nature, there’sFather againft Childe  Welave
feene the beft of ourtume, Machinazions, hollownefle,
treachene, and alliumous diforders follow vs difgquiedly
to cur Graues. Find out this Villain Edmond it fhill lote
thee nothing. do itcaretully :and the Noble & true-lar-
ted Kent banifh’d ; his offence.honefly. Tis frange. ks

‘Baft. [hisis the exceilent foppery of the world, that
whan we are ficken fortune, often the furfers of our ovin
behauinur, wemahe guiity of our difafiers, the Sun, the
Moone,and Starres, as1f we were villaines on recefline,
Focles by heauenly compulficn, Kiaues, ' hezics, and
Treachers bv Sphericall predominance, D Lards,Ly-
ars,and Adulzcrers by annforc’d obedirn e of lanatary
wfinence; andall thaewearcemll i, by a dunucthro-
ft'noon, Anadmitablecuzfion of VWhore-maller-miun,
to lay his Goaufli difpoficion on the charge ofa Srarre,
My fatlier compounded with my mother vnder tl.¢ Dra-
gons raile, anday Nty was voder F7rfa Aaioe, fo
that i fUlowes, Tamaahiand Teacherous, 1 fheuld
hwebinthatTam, Fad the madenlelt Stasreinthe Fir-
mamentiwishlcd onmy baftardizing,

Fater Idgar,
Pat : he comes like the Catatirophe ofthe old Comedic:
my Cueis villanous Melsncholly, withafighel ke 7ois
o'Bedlam. O thefe Eclipfes do porcend thefe dini-
fions. Fa,Sol, La,Me,

Edy. liownow Brocher Edmond, what ferious con-
templationare you in?

Bas}. 1am thinking Brother of a prediQion Iread this
other day,what fhould follow thefe Eclipfes.

£ds. Do youbufie your felfe with that?

Daff. 1promife you, the effects he writes of fucceeds
vnhappily,

When faw youmy Facher laft?

&dg. Thenight goneby.

Baf?. Spake you wich him2 !

&dg. 1,two houres togecher.

Baf. Parted youin goodtermes ? Found you no dif
pleafure 1n him, by word, nor countenance ?

&dg. Noncatall,

Bag. Bethink your felle wherein y ou may haue offen-
ded him : and 2t my entreaty forbeare his prefence, vntill
fome litcle time hath quahified thie fieat of nis difpleafure.!
which at this in@tant fo ragechin am, that with the e |
et

’
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chicfe of your perfon,it would fcarfely alay.

Edg. Some Villsine bath doneme wrong.

tdm, That'smy feare, Ipray you haue 3 continer

forbearance cill the fpeed of hisrage goes flower s and as

1fay,retire with me tomy lodging, 2om whence I will

ficly bring you to heare my Ldrd fpeake : pray ye goe,

there’s my key : if you do Hirre abroa 1,goe arm'd.

. Arm’'d,Brother ? :

Edm. Brother, 1 aduife youtothe beft,1amno honeft

man,if ther be any good meaning towara you: I haue cold

you what I haue fecine,and heard : But faincly, Nothing

like theimage,and horror of it, pray you away.
Edg. Shail I heare trom you anon ?

Edm. 1do {erue youiathis bufinc(Te::

A Credulous Father,and a Brothcr Nol'e,

Whofe natuie is o farre from domng Larmes,

That he (uipedts none : on whofe foolifh heneflie

My pradtifes nde catie .Jiee the bufiaefle,

Let mefnot by birrh have land, by wir,

All with me s meete,that [ can foihion fic.

Exat.

Ex't,

Scena Tertia.

Enter Gonerill, and Steward,

Goew. Did my Father ftrike my Gentleman for chi-
ding ofhis Foole?

Ste, | Madam.

Gon, By day and night,he wrongs me,cuery howre
He fla(h<s into one groffz crime,or other,

Thar fces vsall atods . Ile not endure it

His Knights grow r1oters,and hom(Ufe vpbraides vs
On cuery tnfle. W hennereteroes fremhbunting,
Iwill not fpeake with him, oy I am ficke, '
Ifyou come flacke of former fervices,

You fhall do well | the taul: of it 1le anfwer.

Ste. He's comming Madam, [ hearehin.

Gen. Puton what wearyneglience you pleafe,
You and yourFellowes: 1'de haue 1t come to Guettion;
Ifhe diftafteic,lethim to my Sifter,

Whofe mind and minel know in that are one,
Remember what 1 haue faid,

Ste. Well Madam, :

Gon. And let his Knights haue colder lookesamong
you : what growes of it no matter, aduife your fcllowes
fo, le write firaight to my Sifter to hold my courfe-rre
pate for dinner, Ervcunt,

— -

Scena Quarta,

Enter Kéne,

Kent, 3Ebue as will Fother accentsbosrow,

That canmy fpeech deﬁufe,m goodiatent

May carry through it felfe to that full iffue

For which I raiz’d my likénefe. Now banifhe Kent,
Ifthou canft ferue wherethiou doft fand condemn'd,

Horwes withm, Enter Lear ind Attendions,

Lear, Letmenotflayaiot for dinner, go peticica-
dy:hownow,what art thou ?

Kent, A manSir. .

Lear. What doft thou profeffe? What would'ft thaou
withvs?

Kant. 1do profeffe to be no lefle then 1 feeine;ro ferue
him truely thac will pat me in trelt, o loue him that s
{ honeft,to conuerfe with him thatis wife and fases hittle,to
feare indgement,co fight when I cannot choofe, snd to
cate no fith,

Lear. Whatartthou?

Kem. A verylonefthearted Fellow, and as poore as
the King. .

Lear. 1fthoube’t aspoose fora fubic@ as hee's fora

King,thou art poore encugh,  What wouldft thou ?
Kent, Seruice,
Lear. Who weuldft chou ferue?
Krnl’. Y(:U.
i Lear. Do'ft thou know me fellow ?
{' Kers. No Sir butyou hauethat in your countepance,
\

i which I would fane cal Mafler.
Lear. \What'sthacr
Kent, Authority.
Lear, What {cruices cast thou do ?
«Kent. Icankeepe honeft counfaile, ride, run,marrca

[ curious tale 1n telhog ar, ond ¢rhwera plane meflope

bluntty : that which erdinaiy men are fit for, 1 uni qual-
hfied 10,and the Ledt of me,1s Dulligence,

Lear, How old art the:i?

Kent. Not fo young Sir to louc a woman for firg'ng,
ner 10 old to dote on her ferany thing. 1 haue yea esen
my backe forcy eight.

Lear. Follow me thon fhalt ferie me ;1f I like thee no
veorfe after dinner, I will not part from thee yer. Dinver
ho,dur ¢ where’s my hnaneémyFoole 5#Go yov and ca'l
my Foole hither. Youyou Sitrah,where's niy Daughter?

Enter Stexamd.

Sre. Sn pleale yout e Evit,

pole bache: wher's my Foole? Ho, I chinke the world’s
aflzcpe,hov now? Where's thiie Mungrell 2
Kagb, Hotaies my Lond, your Daugheers is pot well.

Lear. Why came notthe flaue backe to me when]
calidlim?

Kah. Sir,beanfwered meinthe roundeft manner,hie
woulunot,

Len. e would not?

Kuioht. My Lord, 1 know not what the matter s,
butto my wdgement yomll'ghmﬂ?::s not eatertain'd
with that Ceremenious 2ffcéhion 2s you were wont,
theres a great abatement of kinducfle sppeares as well in
the generall dependants, as inthe Duke himfclfe alfo,and
your Daughter,

Lear, HazSaift thoufo?

Kwigh. 1befeech you pardon me my Lord, if I bee
miftaken, formy duty cannot befilent, when I thinke
your Highnefle wrong'd.

Lear. Thoubut remembreft me of mine ovne Con-
ception, Ihaue percelued amoft faint neglet of late,
which I haue rather blamed as rine owne iealous cario-
fitic,then as a very pretence and purpofe of vnkindnefle;
1 willlooke further intoo’ts : but where’s my Foole ? 1

Lear. \Whatfatesche Fcllow there 2 Calt the Clot |

So may it corae,thy Mafter whom thou lou't, bhauenot feenc himthis twodaies. .
Shall find thee full of labours. ' ll‘ Kmght. Since my young Ladies goirig into Fr;m
N e .- -4 ol
. + . -
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Sir ¢he Foole hath much pined away. .
L:er. No more of char, I hauenoted it well, goe you
and tell my Daugheer,I would (peake with her. Goe you
call hither my Foole; Oh y ou Sir,you, come you hither
Sirywho am { Sir?
Enter Steward,

Ste, My Ladies Father.

Lear. My Ladies thhﬂ'?my” Lords knaue,you whot-
fonnog,you (laue,you curre,

Ste. | amnone of the{e my Lord,

I belcech your pardon.

Lear. Doyoubandy lookes with me,you Rafcall >

Ste. 1lenot be fruckenmy Lord,

Kene. Nor tript neither,you bafe Foot-ball plaier,

Lear. | thanke thee fcllow.

Thou ferv’@t meyand lle loue thee,

Kent. Come fir,asife;away,lle teach you differences:
away, away, if you will meafure your lubberslengih a-
gaine,tarry,but away,goe too,haue you wifcdome,fo.

Lear. Now my fuendly knaue 1 thankethee, there’s
earoefi of thy feruice, .

Enter Foole,

Feoole. Let me hire him too,here’s my Coxcombe,

Lear. How now my pretty knaue,how doft thou?

Foole. Sirrah,you were belt take my Coxcombe,

Lear. Why myBoy¢

Foole. Why?{or taking ones part that’s out of fauour,
nay, & thou canft noc {tnile as the wind fits,cliow’le carch
colde fhortly,there take my Coxcombes wiy ths fellow
ha's banifh'd two on s Daughters, and did the third 4
bletfing againfthis will,if thou follow him, thou mult
needs weare my Coxcombe, How now Nunckle? would
I had two Coxcombes and cwo Daughrers.

Lear. Why wy Boy?

Fool. If 1 gaucthiem all my living,}'1d keepe my Cox.
combes my fclfe, there's mne, beg another of chy
Daughters, '

Lear. Takeheed Sirrah,the whip.

Eoole. Truth’s adog mutt to kennell, hee muft bee
whipt out, whentheLady Brachmay Raod by'th'fice
and fnke.

Lear. A peflileacgall tome.

Foole. SuEz.Ilc teach thee a fpeech,

Lear, Do.

Foole. Marke it Nuncle;

Haue more thenthou howe(t,

Speake lefle then thou knowett,

Lend Jeffe cthen thou oweft,

Ride mote then thou goeit, {
Lestnenore :hen thou troweft,
Setlefle chen thou throweeft;

Leave thy dnnke ansd thy whore,

And keepeinadore,

Aud thou fhali haue more,

Then twiotens toafcore.

Keae, Thizis nnthing Foole

Fosle. Th.en’us lixs the breath of an vnfeed Lawyer,
you gane me Lothiig foi’t,can you makeno vicofno-
thing Nuncle ?

Lear. Why noBoy,

Nothing can be made out of nothing,

Fosle. Prycheesclium, fo much the rent of his land
comes to,he will not beleeue a Foole.

Lewrs A bitterFoole.

Tuole. Do’ thouknow the differencemy Boy, bee
tweeue abitcer Foole,and s fwectone. ’

o F

The Tragedseof K ing Lear.

Lear, No Lad, ceschme, h

Foole. Nunckle, give mesnegge, and Ile giuethee
two Crownes.,

Lear, What two Crownes (hall they be ¢

Foeolt, Why after 1 haue cut the eggei'th*middleand
eatc vp themeate,the twe Crownes of the egge: when
thou cloueft thy Crownesi'th'middle, and gau'ft awa

' both pares, thou boar’ft thine Affe onthybacke ore the

durt,thou had'(t hictle witin thy bald crowne,when thou
gau'tt thy golden oneaway ; ifI fpeake like my felfein
this, let ‘Ynm be whipt thatfirft findes it fo,
Fooles had nere lefle grace in a yeere,
For wifcmen are growne foppith,
And kuow not how their wits to weare,
Their manners sre fo apifh.

Le. When were you wont tobe fo full of Songs firrah ?

Foole. 1hauevfeditNunckle, erefince thoumad'ft

thy Danghtersthy Mothers, for when thougauw't them
the rod,aud put'® downe thine owne brecches,then they
For {odaine ioy did weepe,
And Ifor forrow fung,
That{ucha King fhould play bo-peepe,
And goe the Foole among.
Pry’thy Nunckle keepes Schoolemafter that can teach
thy Fooleto Lie,I would taine learne to lie.

Lear. Andyau he firesh,wee'l haue you whipe.

Foole, 1 marvell what kin thouand thy dsughters are,
they'l haue me whipc for fpeaking trae: thou'lt haueme
whipt for lying, and fometimes [ am whipt for holding
my peace. Thad rather beany kind o’thing then afoole,
and yet I would not be thee Nunckle,thou haft pared thy
wit o'both fides, and left nothing i"th'middle; heere
cowes onc o'the parings,

Enter Goweril.
Lear. How now Daughter? what makes that Frontles
on? Youare toomuch ot latei'th’frowne.

Fosle. ThouwaRapretty fellow when thouhadftno
need o vare for her frowning, now thouart 3O with-
out a figure,] am better then chou artnow,lam 3 Foole,
thou arenothing, Yes forfooth I will hold my tongue,fo

our face bids me,tliough you fay nothing,
{4 um,muin, he that kcepes nor cruft,not crum,
W eary of all,fhall want fome. That’sa fheal’d Pefcod,

Gow. Not anly Sis this,your all-lycenc'dFoole,

But other of your infolencretinue

Do hourely Carppand errcll,brcaking forth

In ranke.and/not co be endur’d) riots Sir,

1 had thought by making this well knowne yatoyou,
Tohaue tound a fafe redreffe,but now grow fearefull
By what your {cife too late haue fpoke and done,
That you prote this courfe,and put it on

By your allowance,which ifyoufhould,ihe faule

W outd not feape cenfure,nor the redseffes fleepe,
Which in the tender of a wholefome wesle,
Mightin their working do you that offence,
Which elfc were fhame,that then neceffitie

Wil call di ferest proceeding,

Focle, Foryou know Nunckle, the Hcdgc.-SpmV.ﬁ
fed the Cuckoo fo long, thatic'shad it head bit offbyit
young,fo out went the Candle,and we were lefe dssk-
hng.

Lear. Areyou our Daughter? (dome

Gon. I would you would make vie of your good wife-
(Whereof know you are fraught),and put awsy
Theie difpefitions,which of late tuanfport you

From Wh‘f you rightly are. Fools, May
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Feole. My notan Afleknow, when the Care drawes
the Horfe ?
Whaop Lugge 1 loue thee.

Lear. Do'sany heere know me?
Thisssnot Lesr:
Do’s Lear watke thus? Speake thus? Where ace bis eies?
Either Ins Notion weakeas, his Dilcerrogs
Are Ledhargied. Ha! Wakmg? 'Tisnotto?
VWhoisitehatcan tellmewio fam ?

Foole. Lears (hadow.

Lear. Yourname, faice Gentlewomuan ?

Gen. This admiration Sir, s vech o'cth'iavour
Of other your new praniies. 1dobefzechyon
To vnderftand my purpoles aiteii:
As you are Old,and Reuerend, (b add be Wite,
Heere do you keepe 3 bundred Karghes anc fquires,
Men fo diforder'd, 1o debofl’d. 2na b,
That this our Coure inflected with then mznners,
Shewes hike artorous lene s Fpicontmeand Luft
Makesicm nelikea Taierne, ora Brothelly
Thena giad'd Pallace. Thefhameie feife dosh fpeake
Forinftantremedy. Be chen defir’d
Bv Ler, that elfe will take the thing fLiebegger,
A little o ditquantity your Traine,
And therema.ndersthac fh:ll flill depend,
To be fuch men as may belort your A e,
W hich know thenfelues, and you,

Lear, Datkacfle, and Divels,
Sadcle my hotfes : call my Traine together,
Degenerate Baftard, Henot trouble chee ;
Yt haue Tleft a daugheer,

Cen, You flakeiny people,and your diforderd rable,
make Seruants of their Becters, '

Iater A'laay.

Lesr. Woe, thattoolate (-ré;‘(g .
Isicyour will, fpcake Sir ? Preparc avy Horles,
Ingratitade! thou Marble-hcaiced Fiend,
More hideous when thou frew’(t tlice in a Child,
Thenthe Sea-menilsr.

A's. ['ray Si-bepauert.

Lear. D:ztefted Kite, thculy-R.
My Tizine sre men of cheice, and rareft parts,
That all particulars of dute krow,
Andinthe moft exa& regard, fupport
The wotfhips of their name. O moft fmall faule,
How vgly did'ft thouin Corde/iafhew ?
Which hke an Engine, wrencht my frame of Nature
Fromthe fixt piace. drew frommy heareall Joue,
And addedtothe goil. O Lear, Lear Lear!
Beateat this gate that let thy La'lyan,
Andthy decre Tudgement cur - Go gn,my people.

Alb. My Lord, 1am guil:letic, as lamsgnorant
Ofwhathathmoued you,

Lear. Tt maybefo,my Lord.
t[zare Nuture, heare deere Geddefle, heare s
Sufpendthy purpote,atthon dii'it weend
To mal.e this Crearure fiusttoll
Inte ha Wowbe conuey firnihey,
Diic vp i hei tlie Organs of mcreafe,
And from her derogate hody, neuer fpring
A Babe to honorher. 1f the muft teeme,
Create her childe of Spleene, that st may hue
And be arhware difnatur'd cormnent to her.
Letitfampe wrinkles in her brow of youth,
With cadent Teares free Channels 10 hes checkes,.

e e Y

Turne all her Mothers paines,and benehiz,
To Isughter,and contempe : That the may fecle,
How fharper then a Serpents tooth it ie,
Tohaue a thanklefle Cinide, Away, away.

Al Now Gods that weadore,
\V heceof comes this ? '

Gon. Neuer 211, & yous felfe to know more of it ;
Buc lct his ditfpoficion hawe that {cope
As dotage guesit.

Exit.

Enter Lear.

Lear. What fifcie of my Followers aca clap?
Withwateremghe?

A:b W haus themateer, Sir?

Lear. Necellthee.
l..feand death, lam atham’d
Thacthou halt power to fhake myg manhood thus,
That thefe hot teares, which breake fiom mic pcrfo‘ce
Should make thee worsh ghem,
Blaftes and Fogges vpon thee :
Th votented woundings ul'aFachers curfe
Picrce cucnie fenfe about thee, Old fond cyes,
Boweepe this caufe againe, lle plucke ye out,
And caft you with the warters that you leofe
Totemper Clay. Hac Letitbefo, i
I haue ano:her daughuer,
Who I am fure is kinde and comfortable :
When the fhall heare this of thee, with ber nailes
Shee’i leathy Woluifb vifage. Thou fhale finde,
That le refume the fhape which thou doft thinke
1 haue calt oft for cuer.

Grn. Doyoumarke that?

Alb. 1cannot be fo partiall Gomerill,
Tothe greatdoue | beare you.

Gon, Prayyoucontent. What Ofwe/d,hos?
You Sir,more Knaue then Foole,aiter your Maller.

Focle. Nunkle Lear, Nunhle Lear,
Tarry,tehe the Foole with thee:
A Fex, whea one has caught her,
And tuchaDaugheer,
Snould fure to the Slaughter,
1f my Cap would buy a Halter,
So thcFoole followes after.

Gen. This man bath had good Counfell,
A hundred Knighes 2
‘T1s politike, and fafe to let him keepe
Avpointahundred Knights : yes, that on everie dreame,
Each buz, each fancie, each complaint, d.fl ke,
He may enguard his dotage with theit powtzes,
And' o dour lives in meicy. Ofwald,liay.

Ab. Well,you may feare 100 farre.

Gon. Safer then trufl too farre;
I et me fhill take away the harmes | feare,
Not feare ftill to be taken. I knotv his heare,
What he hath vtier’d I have wric oy Sifter :
1f (he fuftaine him, and his hundred Knights
When 1 have fhew'd th'vnfitneffe,

Rxit

Enter Steward,
How now Ofwald?

What haue you writ that Letter to my Sifter 7
Stew. 1 Madam,
Gow. Take youfome company, and sway to berfe,
Informe her full of my particular feare,
And thereto adde fuch reafons of your owne,
As may compactic more. Getyougone,

And|
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And haften your ceturne; no,ne,my Lord,
This uulky gendencfle,and courfe of yours
Though Icondemne not,yet vndes pardon
Yous are much more at task for want of wifedome,
Then prarsd for harmefull mildaefle.

A’b. How farre your cics may picrce I cannct tell;
Serising to better, oft we marre what's wells

Ceon. Nay thent e

Alb, Well,well,che’uent,

Exennt

——— ——

Scena Quinta,

Enter Lear,Kent G entlernan,a=d Foole,

Lesr. Goyoubefore to Gleer with thefe Letrers;
acquaint my Daughter no further with any thing you
know, then comes from her demand outofthe Letter,
ifyour Dulligzace be not fpecdy, 1 (hallbe theie afore

ou.

Kent. Twillnot fleepe 'my Lord, till I haue delivercd

cur Leteer, Exit,

Fuole. 1famans braines werein's hecics, wertnotin
danger of hybes? '

Lear. 1Boy-

Foo'e. Then] prythecbe merry, thy wit (halinot go
flip-thod.

Lear. Hahaha,

Fool. Shalt fez thy other Davghter will vfe thice kind-
ly,forthough fhe’s as hke this, ssa Crabbes likean
Apple.yetIcantcil whatlcan tell,

Lea. What con’lrell Boy?

Foole. She willtalte as hikethisas, aCrabbedostna
Crab : thou canft tell why ones nofe ftands 1'tl’'middlic
on’sfuce?

Lear. No,

Fecle. Wy oLecpe oneseyesofeither fide’s nofe,
that what a inan czuaot fmeil out,he may fpy into,

Lear, 1did ber wreng,

Eoole. Can'ittell how an Oyfler mekes his (hell2

Lear. No.

Foole. Nor I neither; but T cante!! why a Snaileha’s
a heufe.

Lear, Why?

Fooe. Wiy to put'shead in,nctto giucit awrayto his
danghters,and leaue lus hornes without a cafe,

Lewr Twalforger my Nature, fo kind aFather /Be
my Horfles ready?

Foole. Thy Adles are gone about 'em;the reafon why
the ! e Starics sre no mo then feuen,isa pretty reafon,

£ .ar. 2zeanfe tuey are not eight.

Ie s Yeowndesdtheu would'fimake a gond Foole.

i 7 wYraname perforce; Monflerlngratitude !

Tesiz. 1000 wernmy Foole Nunckle, I'd haue thee
beaten fne b <! before thy time.

Loy, How's thar?

i s0ie, Thou MculdQl not hauebin old, till thou hadft
Laow.le,

I esr. Ol-tmenc bemad, not madfweer Heauens
keepe e mrewper,’ would notbe mad. How now are
tie Herf~srealdy?

Geato Readymy Lord.

L..r. Cowe Boy.

The Trag{c_{t:q _of King Lear..

Fool.She that's a Maid r_{ow_,& laughs at_my_dc;,;:.!;!;l;e,

, Shall not be a Maid long, ynleffe things be cut Mhorter.

:

Exeunt,

—

Attus Secundus. Scena Prima.

Enter Baftard and Cwran fencraly,

Daft. Sauethee Coran,

Cur. And your Sir,I haue bin
Withyour Father,and giuenhimnotice
That the Dukc of Cormwat,and Regan his Duchefle
Will behere withhim chisnight.

Baff, How comes that?

Cwr Nay Lknov not, you haue heard ofthe newesa-
broad,! meane the whifper'd ones, forthey are yetbut
car «:flicg arguments.

Laft. MNotl: pray youwhatare they ?

(#r. Hateyouheardofno hikely Warres toward,
‘Twstihe Dukes of Cormwalland Aibmy¢

Daft, Notawerd, )

Cwr. Youmay dothenin time,
[are youwcell Sir. Exiu,
7.otfy The Duke behereronight § The better beft,
Thus weaues st telfe perforceinto my bufine(le,
My Father hatls fet guard to take my Brothes,
And Ihacorething of s queazie queition
Wirch I muft aét, Brirfeneffz,and Fartune worke,
Entor Edgar
Brother, 8 word, difcencs Brocher I fav,
My bt rwatd s, O i Ay tiasytre,
Luethoonoers o wen whergyaware v g
Yoo hiaue now thc peod aduintage etd snghe,
Haneyou aot {poi en *gamit the Duke of Cornewalt?
Hee': commng hither now 'y’ night,ixh’ hafte ,
And Regaw with bim heue y ounothing fard
Vpenhi partie’gat e Duke of Albony?
Adufe your fcife,

Edg. Vamiurcon’ynotaword.

Bafi. 1be,remy Fatker comming,pardon mes
Incuanmg,lmnft fraw my Sword vpun you :
Diaw,fceme to defend your felfe,

Now quit you well,
Yecld,come before my Father lighthos,here,
Fly Brother, Torches, Torches,fo tatewell.

Exut Edgar.
Somc blood drawne on me.would beget opinion
Of my more fierce endeauour, Thane fcene drunkards
Do nore then this 1 {pui; Fachier, Facher,
Stop,ftop,ae helpe?

Encer Glofber and Sernants with Tarcoes,

Gls. Now Edmand,whe,€’sthe vilizine?

Baft . Here flood hein the dark,his fharpe Sword out,
Mumbling of wicked charmes,coniuring the Moone
To ftand aufpicions Mattris,

Glo. But whereis he?

Lafp. Locke Sir,1blecd.

Glo. Where is the villaine,Edmund?

#aft. Fled this way Sirywhen by no meanes he could.

Glo. Pusfue him,ho:go after, By no meanes,whac?

Baft. Perfwade meto the murther of your Lordﬂ;ip.
ut

——
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But that I told him the reuenging Gods,
*Gainft Paricides did all the thunder bend,
Spoke withhow manifold,and firong aBond
The Child was bound to'th’ Farher; Swinfine,
Seeing how lothly oppofite Iftood
To hisvonacurall puspofe,in fe!l mocion
Withhis prepared Sword,he charges heome
My vapromdedbody,latch’d m reaime;
And when hefaw my beftalarum’d {pirics
Bold inthe quarrels nghr,rous’d to th'encounter,
Or whether gafied by che neyle Imade,
Full fodainely he fl2d.
Glgt. Lethen fly farre:
Notinthis Land (hall he remaine vacaughe
And tound; difpatch,the Noble Duke my Mafter,
My worthy Arch and Patron comes to myghe,
By his autl-oritie I will prochaimen,
Thathe which finds im (hall defeane vur thaokes,
Eringing the murdirons Coward to the ttake:
Herthatconceales hun dearh,
Laff. \Whinld{fwaded bim from his intent,
Andtound himyprghtto doe it,with cutft fpeech
I threaten’d to difcouer hum; he replied,
Thou vnpoflefling Baftard,doft thou thinke,
11 would land again( thee,would therepofall
Ofany truit,verene,or worth n thee
Make thy wotds faith’d ¢ No,what {hould I denie,
(As this I would, though thou didtt produce
My very Charater) I'ld curne itall
Tothy tuggefion,plot,and danmed prachife:
And thoumaflt mzke a dullard of the world,
I¥chey nnrthoughe the profits of my death
We cserynrechantand potentall fpinies
Femeloo cefechest,
Cle oo or e IV gy
Y ould e, iy Len f e
Hitke,the Cunes Tow 1 etsy Thnow not wher he conves;
AllPorts e baces the velizine oslinot fepe,
The Dike arult grane nie thae: behides,his picture
Iw.ilfond farre and necre st 1 the hingdome
 May Lruc due note of him,and of iny fand,
(I eva'land naturall Boy) lic worhe themeancs
Tomale chee capable,

Tuc! ctwitho,

Enter Coivewali Regan and Attendants,

Cors:. Ho'vnow my Nebic fuerd, fince I came hithze
(Wihich Taancail buenaw,)l have i e 1.d firangenefle.

Reg. 101eba rue allvenjrance comestoe fhore
Whichcaapuifiz VoM ndershow doft my Lord 2

Glo, OMadam ay Ll aiis crack’dits erack do

Reg. What,did my Faticrs Godlonne fecke your hite?
He whom my Father nam*d,your Ld-.2r?

Glo. O Lady,Lady.fhame weuld v aueisnd,

Reg Was he not companzon withtha riotons Knights
Thactended qponmy Father 2

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

Daff. Yes Madam,he was of that confort.

Reg. Nomaruaile then thouoh he were 1ll affeéted,
*Tisthey haue puc him on the old mans death,
To hauc th'expence and waft of his Reuenues
1 haue this prefent cuening from my Sifter
Beeae well inform’d of chem,and with fuch cautions,
Thatifthey come to foiourne at my houfe,
lle not be chere,

Cor. Not I affurcthee Regan;

‘fbﬂage@_of King Lear.
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{ Edmund,] heare that you hauc thewnc yout Father

A Child-like Office,

Bait. Itwasmy duty Sir.

Glo, He did bewray his pradti{e,and recciv’d
This hure youfee,firiving to apprehend hien.

Cor. Ishepurfued?

Gle. 1 my good Lord.

Cor, Ifhebetakenghe fhall neuer more
Be fear'd of doing harme,make y out owne purpate,
Howinmy rength yonpl-alz for you Edmurd,
Whofe vertue and obedicnce deth thisinflane
So much commend e {elfe veu fhall be ours,
Nature’s of fuch deepe eruft,we ihalt wuchneed -
Youwechiriticore on

Faff. Ifheliferue you S emsly how cuer cife.

Glo, Forhim1thanheyoun Grace.
Cor. Youknownot why wecameteviinvon?
Reg. Thusoutof feafon,thredding dabca d NEAE
Occalions Noble Gloff er of fome puizc,
Wherein we muft haue vie of your adui.e.
Our Father he hath writ fo hath our Sifter, X
Of difterences,which I beft though 1t fie
To anfwere from ourhome : the feuerall Mefleng -rs
Fromhenceatrend difpatch,our gnod old Friend,
Lay comforts to your bol~ ne,and beflow
Your necdfull counfaile ro our bufinefles,
i W hichcraves che inftancvle.
Glo. Vicrueyon Madam,
You: Giaces arcright welc .m=,

-

Exvewrt. Flon: 7,

——r mra -

- e— e o =

Sceiia Sccrnd,

| e s e e e et . s

Ircer Kewtoaid Stewand festeralle,

i Stew. Gooddawning to thee Friend, arrotchis houfer

Kent. 1.

Stew  Wheremay we (et our hotfes?

Koot Yihinyre

Srew. Prythce tthoulon’ftme teilime,

Kent. 1 loue thee not,

Ste. W\ hythen [ carenot for thee,

Kerne. Tt I had theein Lipsbwry Pratol. T viould mals

. thee care for me,

Ste. Why do'ftthou vie mezhns? [ know theeror,

Kert. Feliow I know thee,

Ste. Whaodo ftthou hnew me for ?

Kent. AKnaue,aRafcall, aneater ofbroken meates, |

| bale, picrd, fhallow, tegoerly. thiee-fuited-huvdie ! |

. pound, £1:by weofted-floching knave,a Luiy-fue- d.!
aftoan-t=" hp whorelon glaffe-eazing fupei-feruics Gz

‘l fimcall Rogre, one Trunke-inhenung flave, onethae!

P would'® e a Baedin way of good ferice, and artao- |

| thing buz the cempofition of a Knaue, Begger, Cowar, §

Pandar, and the Sorne and Heire of 2 Mungiill Bieh,

one whon I will beate into clamours whining, ifthou

deny'Ql the leaft fil'able of thy addirion, .

Stev, 'Why,whata monftrous Fellow art thou, thas
to raile on one, that is neither knowne of thee, nor
knowesthec ¢

Kent, Whatabrazenafac'd Varletartthou, todeny
thou knoweft me ? Isit two dayes fince Feriptvp tivy

<
v
1
'
]
]
[l
)

heeles,and beate thee before the King?Draw you rogue, |-
. . tor
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292 The Tragedicof K ing Lear. | ;
for chough it t-:—e’;{ight,yet~ the Moone fbin;:i,llé makea : Thenftandson any fhoulder that I fec o b

fop oth’ Moonthine of you, you whorefon Collyenly
Barber-monger,draw.

Stew. Away,lhaue nothing ta do with thee.

Kert. Draw you Rafcall, you come with Lectersa-
gainft the King and take Vaniue the puppers parte, a-
gainft the Royaltie of her Father : draw youRogue, or
Ile fo carbonado yous fhanks, draw you Rafcall, come
your waies,

Ste. Helpe ho,muither,helpe,

Kent, Stoke youflaue : ftand rogue, ftand you neat
flave, firike,

Stew, Helpe hoa,murther,murther.

Enter Beftard,Cornew.ll,Regan Glofter Sernams.

Baft. Hownow,what’s the matter ?Part,

Kene. \Vith you goodman Boy, if you pleafe,come,
Ile flefh yc,come on yong Mafer.

Glo, Weapons? Armies ? what's the matter here?

Cor. Keepe peace vpon your liues,he diesthat;qfinkes
agane,what is the matter?

Keg, The Meffengers from ous Sifter, and theKing 2

Cer. What is your difference, {peake?

Stew. Y am {carceinbreacdliimy Locd.

Kent. No Maruell,youhaue fo beltird your veleur,
yecu cowardly Rafcall nature dilclaimes in thee:a laylor
made thee.

Cor. Thouarta firange fcllew,a Taylor makc 2man?

Kent, A Taylor Sir,aStone-cutter,ora Puinter,could
not haue madce him foill, thiough they had bm butiwo
yeares cth’icade.

Cer. Speake yet,liow grew your quarreil?

Ste, Thisancient Ruffian Sir, whofe hife I hauc fpar'd
atfute of his gray-bcard.

Kent. Thouwhorefon Zed, thon vaneccflary leiter:
my Lord,if you will giue melesve, 1wiltread thisvn-
boulted villaine into morter, and daube the wall ofu
Iakes with bim, Spare ny gray-beasd,you wagtale?

Cor. Peace firran,

You beafily knaue know younoteusrence ?

Keat. Yes Sirbutange hathapuuiledge.

Cor, Why artthouangtie?

Keat., That fuchaflaucas thie fhould weare a Sward,
Who weaicznn hone®y : fuch fmiling rogues as thete,
Like Racs oft bite the holly cords atwaine,

Which zre tsntrince, Cvnloofe : fmoothcuery pafiion
That in the naturesof their Lords rebell,

Being oile to fire,fnow to the colder moodes,
Reucnge,affrme,2rd turne their Halcion beakes
Witherery gall,and vany of cheir MaRers,

Knowing naught (hke dogyes) but following :

A plagne vpon your Epilepticke vifage,

¢mo.lc voumy ipeeches,asTwerea onl:?
Goofe p Thad qouvpon Smwm Plaine,

i Sueve cachhing home to Cameler,

Cole, \Wlatact theumad oid Fellow?

Ghft. Fow {2 youout,iay that?

Kert, Noconiaries hold mareantipathy,

Ti.eaToid {uzli 3 inaue,

(on. Why doithou call him Knaue?
Whatis his faule?

Kene. His counterance 1l egme nots .

Cor. No more perchance <+’ mine,not his,nor hera.

Keat, Sir,’tismy occuperion ro be plaine,

I haue feetic Leteer faces in mytine,

e v e

e e S e e

\

2

Before me,atthis inftant.
(or=. ThisisfomeFeilow,

Who having beene prais’d for bluntoeffe,doth affe® ¢

A faucy roughnes,and conftiaines the garb

Quite from his Narure, He cannot flatter he,

An honeft mind and plaine,he muft fpeaketruth,

And they will take icfoifnot, hee's plaine,

Thefe kind of Knaues I know,whichin this plainnet.c

Harbour more craft,and mote corrupter ends,

Then ewenty lilly. ducking obferuants,

That ftrecch their duties nicely,

Kent. Sitgn good faith,in {incere verity,

Vnder th'allowance of your great afpedt,

W hofeinfluence like the wreath of radient fire
On flicking Pbabna front.

Corn. Whatmean't by this ?

Kent. To go out of my dialect, which you difcom-
mend {o muck; 1know Sir ] 2m no flacterer, hethar be-
guild you ina plaine accent, was a plaine Knaae, which
for my pare 1 will not be, thougl: 1 fi.culd winyour
Cilpleafure to entreat me too'ts

Corn. What was th'offence you gauc iz

Ste, Ineuer gave him any:

1: 1 I-av'dthe King his Mafler very late
1 o (rike acme vpon his nufcer Airaétion,
When he compadt,and flartering his difpleafure

7 cipt me behind:being dovine, wntiilied, rail'd,

And pntvpen him fuch a deale of Man,

That worthied him, got praifes of the King,

Fot him attempting ,who was feltr-jubdued,

And in the flefbment of this dead exploit,

Drew onue hercagaine.

K. Nonc of thefe Rogucs,and Cowards
Bt A isthere Foole.

Corn Foihtorthihe Stocks?

Y cu ftubboine anctent Knaue,you reuerent Bragare,

Wee'l teachycan

Kent, Sit,1antooold tolearnes
Callnot yous Srockstorme,l {eruethe King.
OQawhotewnrployment} was fentzo you,

You (hall doc tmall retpeets,Bow too bold malice

Apain{tthe Grace,and Perfon of iny Mafter,

scocking his Meflenger.

Corw. Ferch forthihe Siocky;

As | haud lite and Hononr there fhallhe fittili Noone,
Reg. Till noone? uil night my Lord,andall mghttoo.
Kewe. Why Madam if 1 were your Fathersdoyg,

You fhould nat viemelo.

Peg. Sir,berag his Knaue, T will.  Stecks brought ost,

Cor. This v a Iellow of the felfe fame colour,

Our Sifterfpeakesof. Come,biing away the Stocks.
Gie betmebelecch yourGrace,nottodofo,

The Kiag bo: M :Rer needs muft reke il

That he fo Ciglicly valuedin his Meffenger,

Should haus him thus reftiameds
«Cor. Heanfwerethat.

Reg. My Suftei iy reciene it much more worffe,

To haue het Gentleman abus’d,affaulted. .
Corn. Comemy Lord,away. , Exu,
Glo. | am forry for thee friend,’tis the Duke pleafure,

Whofe difpofition all the world well knowes

Wil netbe rub’d nor flapt,lle entreat for thee.

Kent.Pray do notSir,1 haue watch’d and trgolll dhard,

Some time lfhall fledbe out,thereft le whiftle:

A good mans forturc may grow owat heeles:

Giue
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293 .

Giueyou good motrow. |

l. The Duke’s too blamein this,
*Twill be ill caken, Exis.
Kent Good King,that muft approue the common faw,
Thou out of Heauens benedition com’t
To the warme Sun.
Approach chou Beacon to this vnder Globe,
That by thy comfortable Beames 1 tnay
Perufe chis Letter. Nothing almolt fees miracles
Bucmiterie. T know ‘tis from Cordelse,
Who hath moft fortunately beene inform'd
Of my obfcured courfe. And (hall finde time
Fromn this enormous State,fecking to giue
Loffes their remedies . All weary and o’reewatchi’d,
Take vancage heauie cyes,nocto behold
This thametull lodging. Fortuoe goodnighe,
Smile once tmore,turnc thy wheele,

[

Ester Edsar,

Edg. 1heard my felfe proclaim’d,
Andby the happy hollow of a Tree,
Efcap’d the hunr. NoPortis free,noplace
That guard, and ot vuufall vigilance
Do’snotscrend my taking, Whiles | may feape
I will preferuc myfeite : and 2m bethoughe
To take the bafe®,and moft poorcett fhape
That euer penury in contempt of man,
Brought neere to beall; my face 1e grime with filth,
Blanket my loines, eife all my haires in kaots,
And with prefented nakednefic out-face
The Windes,and perfecunions of the skic;
The Country giues me proofe,and prefident
Of Bedlam beggers, who with roaning voices,
Strikeintherr num’d and mort:Aed Arines,
Pins,\Wodden-prickes,Nayles,Sprigs of Rofemarie ¢
And with this horrible obie& from low Farimes,
Poore pelting Villages, Sheeps-Coates,and Milles,
Sometimes with Lunaticke bans, fometime with Prasers
Inforce their charitie : poore Turlygod peore Tom,
Tha's femething yet 2 fdgar [ nothing am, Exit,
E.tio Lear Fooleand Centleman.

LeaTis {trange that they fhould (o depart from home,
Andnot fend backe my Meflengers.
Gent. Asllearn’'d,
Thenight before,there wes no purpofein them
Ofthis remouc.

Kent, Haileto thee Noble Mafter,

Lear. Ha? Mak’ft thou thus ihame aby paftime ¢

Kent. No my-Lord, )

Foole, Hahhe, he weares Crucll Garters Horles sre
tide by the heads, Dogges and Beares, by’th’necke,
Monkies by'th'loynes, and Men by’th’ legs s when a man
ouerluitic at legs,then he weares wodden aether.focks.

Lear. What's he, s , .

That hath fo much thy place mifleoke

Tofet thecheere?

Kene, Itisbothheandfhe,

YourSon,and Daughter.

Lesr. No.
Kemt. Yes,
Lear, NoJ {oy.
Aent. 1fay yes,

Lear. By Inpiser ;fwcan}lo.

| A ‘Ihﬁgc&ofﬁng Lear.

Kent. By Iuws,l {weare I

Lear. They dusft notdo’c:

They could nog, wouldnot do’ : ‘tis wotfe then muntbes,
To do vgon relpedt fuch violent outrage.

Refolue me with all modeft hafte,which way

Thou might’lt defetuc,or they impofe this viage,
Comming from vs.

Kent. My Lord, when attheirhome

I did commend your Highnefle Letters to them,

Ere 1 was rifen from the place,thac thewed

My dutic kneeling,came there s reeking Pofle,

Stew'd in his hafte, halfe breathle(fe,painting forth
From Generiiihis Multris,falutations;

Deliverd Letters {pight ofincermiflion,

Which prefenly they read; on thole contents

They fumman’d vp their metuey,firarghe rooke Horfe,
Cottmanded me to follow,and attend

Theleilure of their anfwer,gave me cold lockes,

And miceting heere the other Meflenger,

Whofe welcom= I perceiu’d had poifon d mine,

Being the very fellow which of late

D.fpia1d fo fawsily againft your Highnefe,

Hauing mote min then wit about meydrew;

He rais’d che houfe, withloud and coward cries,

Your Sonne and Daughter found this treipaffe worth
The thame which heese it fuffers, - (way,

Feole. Winters not gon yet,if the wil'd Geefe fly thac
Fathersthacweare rags, domake their Children blind,
But Fathers that beare bags,fhal fec their children kind.
Fortune thac arrant whoie,nere tucns the key toth’ poore,
But tor all chisthou halt haue as many Dolors fcr thy
Daughters,as thoucanf tellina yeare.

Lear. Ohhow this Mother fwels vp toward my heart!
Hiftorica paffis,downe thou clibung forrow,
Thy Elements below where is this Daughrer?

Kent, Wirh the Earle Sir,here within,

Leer, Follow me not,flay here.

Gen, Made youno more offence,
But what you fpeake of 2

Kent. None:

How chance the the King coraes with fo fmall 2number?
Foole. And thouhadft beenefec i'th’ Szockes for shat
quettion,thoud’ft well deferu’d it

Kent, Why Foole?

Foole. Wee'l fet chee to fchoole to an Ant, toteach

thee ther’s no labouring 1’th’ winter, All thac follow their
no es are led by their eyes. but blindemen, and thete’s
notanofe among twenty,but can {mell him thac's Rink.
ng; lee go thy hold,whzn a geeatwheele runs downes)
hiil, leaft 1t breake thy necke with following. But the
great one that goes vpward, let him drawthee after :
when a wifeman giues thee better counfellgiue me mine
againe, I would hause nonebut knaues follow it, finces
Foole giues it,

That Sir,which ferues and feekes for gaine,
Aond follo wes but for forme;

Will packe,when itbegins torsine,

And lcaue thee in the fforme,

But I will carry,the Foole will Ray,

And let the wifemanflie:

The knaue surnes Foole that ruanes awsy,
TheFoole nofknaue perdie,

" Enter Lear,avd Glofler:
Kemt. Where learn’d you thisFoole? ..
Fosle, Noti'th’Stocks Foole, Wil
er

e o

|
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The Tyagedieof K ing Lear.

Lear. Denyto fpeake with me?
They are ficke,they arc weary,
They haue trauaif'd all the night > meere fetches,
The images of reuolt and flying off,
Fetch me abetter anfwer.,
Glo. My deere Lord,
Youknow the fiery quality of the Dake,
How varemoucable and fixs he is
Inhis owne courfe.
Lear. Vengeance,Plague Death,Confufion :
Fiery> What quality 2 Why Glofer,Glofter,
1'ld fpeake withthe Duke of Cormewal/,and his wife.
Glo. Well my good Lord,I haue inform’d them fo.
Lear, Inform'd them? Do’ thou vaderftand me man.
Glo. 1mygood Lord.
Lear The King would fpeake with (ornwall,
Thedeere Father
Would with his Daughter fpeake,commands,tends, fer-
Arethey inform’d ofthis? My breath and blood: (uice,
Fiery? The fiery Duke,tell the hot Duke that e
No,but not yet,may be he is not well,
Infirmity doth (0l negle all office,
Whereto our health is bound, we are not our felues,
When Nature being opprefl,commands the mind
To fuffer with the body; lle forbeare,
Aad am fallen out with my more headier will,
To take the indifpos’d and fickly fic,
For the found man, Death onmy ftate : wherefore
Should he fit heere 2 This aét perfwades me,
That chistemeotion of the Duke and her
Is pradife only. Giue me my Seruant forth;
Goe tel! the Duke, and s wife, 11'd fpeake wich them :
Now,prefently : bid them come forth and heare me,
Ot at thesr Chamber doore Ile beate the Drum,
Tilliterie fleepe to death,
Glo. 1 would haueall well berwixe you. Exst.
Lear. Ohme my hearc! My rifing heatt ! Butdowne.
Foole. Cryzo 1t Nunckle, asthe Cockney didtotle
Eele.,when the put ‘em i'th’ Paealive, fheknapt em
o'th’coxcombs with a (ticke,and crved downe wantens,
do xne; ewas her Brother, thatin pure hinduefle to us
Horfe buttered his Hay,

Enter Cornew ill Regan Glofter Sermants,
Lear. Good imorrow to you boch.
Corn, Halleto yours Grace.  Kenthere fcr at Liberty,
Reg 1amyladtofce your Highnefle.
Lear. Regan lthinke yourare . | know whatreafon
Ihaue to thinke fo,1f thou fhould i net be glad,
1 would divorce me from thy Mothier Tombe,
Sepuichring an Adultrefle. O areyou free?
Sowic other time for thaz. Belened Regan,
Thy Sifters nanghe : oh Reg.m, the hath tied
Suarpe rooth’d vnkindnefie,like a vulture heere,
1 ca: fearce fpeake to thee ,thou’ltnot belecue
With how deprau’d a quality. Oh Regan,
Keg. 1pray you Sirtake patience,! bave hope

1 Youlee knnw how to value her defere
¢l

Then fheto fcant her dutte,

Lzar, SaytHow sthat?

Rez. 1cannor thinke my Sifterin the leaft
Wanld faile her Obligation. If Sir peschance
She haue reftrained the Riots of your Followres,
"Tis on {uch ground,and to fuch wholefome end,
As cleeres her from all blame,

Lear, My curlcs onher.

Reg, OSir,youare ald,
Nature in you ftands on the very Verge
Ofhis confine : you thould be rul'd, andled
By fome difcrecion, that difcernes your ftace
Better chen you your felfe : cherefore Ipray you,
That to our Sifter, you do make retutne, v
Say you haue wrong'd her. :
Lear. Aske her forgiueneffe?
Do you but marke how this becomes the houfe ?
Deere daughter, 1 confefle that 1amold; )
Ageis voncceffary : on my knces 1 begge,
Thatyou'l vouchfafe me Rayment, Bed,and Food.
Reg. Good Sir;nomore : thefe are vafightly trickes ;
Returne you to my Sifter.
Lear. Never Regan :
She hath abated me of halfe my Traine;
Look'd blacke vpon me, Rrooke me with her Tongue
Moft Serpent-like,vponthe very Heare,
Allthe flor’d Vengeances of Heauen, fall
Onheringratefull top ; irike her yong bones
Youtaking Ayres, with Lajnencfle,
Corn. Fye fir.fie., ‘
Le.You nimble Lightnings,dart your blinding Ramies
Into her {cornfull eyes: Intect her Beauty,

You Fen-fuck’d Fogges, drawne by the powrfull Sunne,
Tofall;and bhifter.

Reg, Othebleft Gods!
So will you wifh on me, when the rath moode is on,
Lear. No Regan,thou fhaltncuer haue my curfe :
Thy tender-hetied Nature (hall not giue
Thee o'reto barfhneffe : Her cyes arc fieece, but thine
Do comfott,and not burne, "Tis notinchee
To grudge my pleafures, to cuc off my Traine,
To bardy hafty words, to feane my fizes,
And i conciufion to oppofe the bolt
Agaeft my comming m. Thou better know’t
The Cflices of Nuture, bond of Childhood,
Fflects of Curtefie, dues of Graritudes
Thy halte o'Kirgdome haft thounot forgos, |
W herem Prheres G dL
Rer. Good S, 00t puipole. Tucket within.
Lewre Waojntmgn ars h'Stockes ?
Eiter Stemva do
Corn, \What Truorpeds dhac?,
Reg. 1hnow't,my Siflers : this approues her Letter,
That fhe would fooncbeliecre. Isyour Lady come?
Lear, Twsisa Slaue, whefe eafieborrowed pride
Dwels in the fickly grace of her he followes.,
Our Varlet, fronumy fight.
Can, Whacmeares your Grace?
Enter Comeril,
Lear Who flockt my Seruant? Regan,1 haue good hope
Thou did (t oot keow on'e,
Who comeshiere ? O Heauens |
If youdo loue old men ; if your {wect fway
Allow Obedieuce ; 1f you your felues areold,
Make it your caufe - Send downe,and take my part.
Artnotatham’d to looke vpon this Beard ?
O Regan, will you take her by thehand ?
Gon, Why not by'th*hand Sir? How haue I offended?
All’s not offence that indifcretion findes,
And dotage termes fo.
Lewr. O fides,youarctootough!
Willyou yet hold ?
How came my man i'th’Stockes ? . .
Corn, 1fethim there,Sir : but his owne Diforders ~
__— Deferv'd

~
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Deferu’d muchleffe aduancement.

Lear, You? Didyou?

Reg. 1 prayyou Father being weake,feeme fo.
Ifsill sne expiration of your Moneth :
You wil returne and forourne with my Sifter,
Dufm:ffiag halte your traine, come then to me,

I am now from home,and out of that prouifion
Which (hall be needfull for your eatertainement,

Lear. Retune to her? and fifty men difmifs’d 2
No, rather Iabiure all roofes,and chufe
To wage agamfl the enmity othayre,

To be a Comrade wich the Wolfe,and Owle, .
Neceffities tharpe pinch. Returne wanbvher? ‘
Why the hot-blooded France that dowerleffe tooke
Our yongelt borae,I could as well be brought

To knce tus Throne,and Squire-1L ke penfion beg,
To keepe bafe life a foore; returnc with her?
Perfwade me rather o be flate and fuinp tex

Tothis deielted gronme.

Gos. Azyourcho:ccSi. .

Lew. Iprythee Davglicer donot make me mad,
I will not trouble thee my Chuld:farewcll;

Waee'l no mote meete,no more lce one another,
Botyet thou art mny fleth,my blond,my Daugheer,
Or rather a difcate that’s i my flefh,

Which Tmult nceds caltin're, Thou arta Byle,
A plague fore,or imboiled Carbuncle

ln my corrnpted biood. But llenot chide thee,
Let (hame come whenit will,J do not call it,

I de not bid the Thunder-bearer fhoote,

Nor tell tales of chee to high-1dging Jone,
Mend wheu thou can’ft, bebetter at thy leifure,
Icanbe ?’zu:m,l can flay with Regan,

Iand my hucdred Knights.

Rey. Notaltcgather (o,

[ look’duotfor yeuyet, nor am previded

Foryour fit welcome,jiuc eare Sirtosny S fter,

For thofe that minglz reaton with your paflien,
1uft be coutent to thinke you old and fo,

But fhe knowes what fhe doe’s,

Lear. Tsthis well fpoken ?

Reg. 1darcauouchit Sir,whatfifry Followers ?
Is it not weilt What fhouid you need of more 2
Yea,or fo many ? $ich thatboth chargeanddanger,
Speake’gainQ fo grearanumber ? How in cne houfe
Should many people,vnder cwo commands
Hold anity ?'Tishard,slmoft impoffible.,

Gom. W hy might not you my Lord,recciue attendance |
From thoic that {he csls Seruants,or from mine? " -

Reg. Why notny Lord? '
JIfthen they chanc’d to flacke ye,

W e could comptroll them; if you will come to ms,
I(Fornow I fpieadange:r)l entreate you
| To bring buc fiue and twentie to no more
Will I giue plase or notice,
Lewr, *1 gaueyoualh
Reg. Andingood time you gaueit,

y

T TaTmdy Kl

Lear, Madeyoumy Goardians,my Depofitarjes,
But keprareferuation to be followed el
With fuch a nuruber # What,muft I cometoyou -
With fiue and tweiity ? Regan faid yonfo ?
Reg. And fpeak’tagaine my Lotd, nomore with me.
Lea. Thofe wickedCreatures yet do look wel fpaor’d
When others ar : more wicked,not being the wéift -
Stands in foine ranke ofpraife, llegowith thee,

Thy fifty yet doth double fiue and tweaty,

— ———
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Andthou arttwize ber Loue.
Gow, Hearememy Lord;
What need youfiue snd twenty 2 Ten? Or fiue?
Tofollowids houfe, where twice fo many
Hauea command to tend you ?
Rrg. Whatneed one?
Lear. O reafonnotthe need : ourbafeR Beggers
Arein the pooreft thing fupe: fluous,
Allow not Nature more then Nactue needs :
Manslifeis cheape as Bealtes. Thouart a Lady;
If onely co go warme were gorgeous,
Why Nacure needs not what thou gorgeous wear't,
Which {carcely keepesthee warme,but for truenced: -
You Heauens,gioe me that patience,patience 1 need,
You fee me heere (you Gods)a poore ald man,
Asfull of griefeas age,wrecched inboth,
Ifit be youthat flirr¢s thefe Daughte shearts
Agamnfl their Father,foole me not fo much,
To beareit tamely:touch me with Noble anger,
And let not womens weapons. water drops,
Staine my mans cheekes-No you vanaturall Hags,
I will haue fuchreuenges on you both,
That all the world thalle—I will do fuch things,
Whatthey are yet,l know not,but they (halbe
The terrors of the eareh? you thinke lle,weepe,
No, e not weepe,I haue full caufe of weeping, -
Storme and Tampef?.
But this heart fhal break into 2 hundred thoufand flawes
Orerzlle weepe; O Foole,I fhall gomads,  Exemy.
Corn, Letvs withdraw, ‘twill be a Stormse,
Reg. Thishoufeslirtle,the old man an'ds people,
Cannot be well beflow’d,
Gon. *Fis his owne blame hath put himfelfe fromreft,
Aond muft needs tafte his felly,
Reg. For his parucular,lle recciuc him gladly,
But not one follower,
Gen. SoamIpusposd,
¥ here1s my Lotd of Gloffer ?
Enter Glofter.
Corn. Followed the old man forth,heis return’d.
Glo. TheKingisinhighrage,
Corn, Whetheris he gning ?
Glo. He calsco Horfe,but will T know not whethet.
Cern. *Tis beft co guue him way,he leads himfelfe,
Gon. My Lord,cntreate him by no meanes to ftay,
Glo. Alacke the night comes on,and the high windes
Do forely ruffle,for many Miles about .
There’s fcarce 2 Buth, -
Reg. O Siryto wilfull men,
The iniuries that they themfelues procure, ‘
Muftbe their Schaole-Maftefs: fhut vp your doores,
Heis actended with a defperate traine,
And what they may incenfe himtoo,being apt, .
To haue his careabus’d,wifedome bids feare.
. Cor. Shutvp your doores my Lord, tisa wil'd night,
My Regan counfels welly: come out oth'ftormes Exewss,

{{Zlm Te(t:'uf. Scena Primd. -

Storme SHll. Enter Kent jand & Gentlemman, fincrally.
Kent. Who'sthgre befides foule welther} '
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Gen. Oneminied like the weg(hér,ma_ﬂ ynquiet}(y‘."
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Kent, 1know you: Where's the King 2
. Gent. Contending with the fretfull Elements;
Bids the winde blow the Esrthinco the Sea,
Or fwell the curled Waters boue the Maine,
That things mghe change,or ceale,

Kent, But who is with him?

Gent. None but the Foole, who labours to out-ieft
His heart-ftrooke imuries,

Kent, Sir, 1 doknowyou,

And dare vpon the warrant of my note
Commend a deete thing to you. There is diuifion
(Although as getche faccoficis couer’d
W ith mutuall cunming ) ‘twixt Albany and Cornwall:
Who haue, as who haue not, that their great Starres
Thron'd and fet high; Seruants,who fecme nolefle,
Which are to Francethe Spies and Speculations
Intelligent of our Scate. What hath bin feene,
Either in fouffes, and packings of the Dukes,
Or the hard Reine which both of them hath borne
Againft theold kinde King ; or fomething deeper,
W hereof (perchance) thele are but furnithings.
Gest. I will talke further with you.
Kent. No,donor:
For confirmation that [am much more
“Then my out-wall ; open this Purfe,and take
What it containes. Ifyou fhall fee (ordelia,
(As fesre noc but you thall) fhew her this Ring,
And the will tell you who that Fellowis
That yet you donot know. Fye onthis Storme,
I will go fecke the King.
Gent, Giue me your hand,
Haue you no moreto fsy ?

Kent. Few words, but to effeét more thenall yet ;
That whea we haue found the King, in which your pain
Thac way, Ile this : He that fic@ highes on him,
Hollathe othcr.

Exennt.

Scena Secunda.

———

Storme fisd. Enter Lear and Foole.,

Lewr Blow windes, & crack your checks; Rage,blow
Yoa Catarads, and Hyrricanc's fpout,

Tsll you hauedrench’d our Stecples, drown the Cockes.
Y ou Sulph'rousand Thought-executing Fires,
Vaunt-curriors of Oake~cleaving Thunder-bolts,
Sindge my whize head. Andthou sli-fhaking Thunder,
Sturike Hat the thicke Rotundity o'th*world,

Cracke Natures moulds, all germaines {pill at once
Th.t mwakesingratefull Man.

Foele. O Nunkle, Courc holy-water in s dry houfe, is
betrer then this Rain-water out o’doore. Good Nunkle,
in, aske thy Daughters bleffing, heere’s anight pitties
neither Wifemen, nor Fooles.

Lear. Rumble chy belly full: fpit Fire, {powt Raine:
Nor Raine, Winde, Thunder,Fire are my Daughters ;

1 caxe not you, you Elements with vokindnefle,

I neuct gaue you Kingdome, call'd you Children;
You owe meno fubfcription, Then lec fall

Your horrible pleafure. Heere I Rand your Slaue,
A poore, infirme, weake, snd difpis'd old man:
Butyet I call you Seruile Minifters,

Thacwill with ewo petnicious Daughtersioyne
Your high-engender d Battailes, ‘gaint a head

-
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"} Soold, and whiceas this, Oho! *tis foule.

Fosle. Hethat hasa houfe to put’s head 1n,has a good !
Head.peece: ,
The Codpiccethat will houfe before the head hasany ; |
TheHead,and he fhall Lowfe : fo Beggers marry ma v
The maa y makes hi Y many.

ym is Toe, what he hus Hare thold make
Shall of a Corne cry woe, and turne his fleepe to wake, ’

Forthere was neuer yet faire woman, buz fhee made

mouthes in a glaffe.
Ewter Kens,

Lear. No,Iwiil bethe patzerne of all patience,
1 will fay nothing,

Kent. Who's ‘:hnc ?

Feole. Marry here’sGrace, and s Codpi .
Wifeman, andZFoole. ’ Codpiece, tharsa

Kent. Alas Sir are you here? Things that loue nighe,
Louenot fuch nights as thefe : The wrathfull Skies
Gallow the very wanderezs of the darke
And make them keepetheir Caues: Since] was man,
Such fheets of Fire, l!::ch burfls of borrid Thunder,

Such groanes of roaring Winde,2nd Raine, I never
Remember to haue heard. Mans Nature cannot carry
Th*affi&ion nor the feare,

Lear. Lecthe greatGoddes
Thatkeepe this dreadfull pudder o'c our heads,
Finde out their enemicinow. Tremble thou Wretch,
That baft within thee vndivulged Crimes
Vaowkipt of luftice. Hide thee, thou Bloudy hand;
Thou Peniur'd, and thou Siimular of Verive
That art Inceftucus, Cayriffe, to peeces fhake
That vnder couerr, and conuenient iceming
Ha'spradltis d enmans life. Clofe pent-vp guilts,
Rjueyour concealing Continents, and cry
Thefe dreadfull Summoners grace. Iamaman,
More finn'd again(t, then finning,

Kewt, Alacke bLare-hieaded?
Gracious my Lord, hard by heereisa Houell,
Some friendfhip wili itlend you‘gsinft the TempeR :
Repofe you there, while I to this hatd houfe,
(More harder then the Rones whereof ‘tis rais'd,
Which cuen but now, demanding after you,
Deny’d me to come in) retutne, and fosce
T heir fcanted curtefie.

Lear. My wits begin to turnc,
Come on my boy. How doft my boy? Ars cold?
I am cold my felfe. Whereis this Rraw, my Fellow?
The Art of our Neceffities is firange,
And can make vilde things precious,.Come,your Houel;
Poore Foole, snd Knaue, ] haue one partin my heare
That's forry yetfor thee.

Foole, He that has and a little-tyne wit,

With heigh-ho, the Winde and the Raine,
Muft make content with his Fostunes fit,
Though the Raine it raineth every day.

Le. True Boy: Come bring vstothis Houell, Exs.

Foole. Thisisabrsue night tocoolea Cortizan:
e fpeskea Prophefic erel go:

Wheo Pricfis are more in word, then matter;
When Brewers marre their Male with water 3
When Nobles sre theirr Taylors Turors,

No Heretiques burn’d, buc wenches Sutots 3
When euery Cafe in Law, is right 3

No Squire in debt. nor no poore Knight ;
When Slanders do not livein Tongues ;

Nor Cut.purfes come not to throngs;

When Viurers tell their Gold i'thFicld,

And
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And Baudes,and whotes, do Churches build,

Thenthal the Realme of .4/brow.come to great confufions

Then comes the time,who liues to fec’s,

That going (halbe vs'd with feer, (time.

This prophecie Merlm fhall make, for 1 liue before hus
Exit,

-~

Scena Tertia,

Encer Gloffer and Edmand.

Glo, Alacke,alacke Edmsnd, 1 Like not this vnnatursil
desling;when 1defired theirl:ave thae [ mighit przy ham,
they taoke from me the vie of mine owne hou'e, charg'd
meon pune ot perpetuall dupleafure, nethe to fpeake
of bun cutrea: for h.n of ary way {uftaine lum.

Baft. Molt fauage and vanawr.il,

Clo. Go too; (iy younothing, Thereis dinifion be-
tweene the Dukcs,a1id 2 worfle cnatter then thac: 1 haue
récerned a Lerter chis night, "tis cangerous to be fpoken,
J hauelock’dche Letcerin my Cloffee, thiefc ymuries the
King now beares,will bereuenged home: ther 15 pare of
aPower already f?ootcd, wemuil inchineto the King, 1
will looke him, and prialy relieue hun s goe you and
maintaine talke wich the Duke that o y chanty benot of
him perceiued; If be askeforme, Iamill, and geverto
bed,1fI die for e, (asno letes threauned - ¢) the King
iny old Mafler muftberelieaed. There is firange things
toward Edmsmd,pray yoube carefell, Exut,

Baft. 1tus Curtefie forbid thee, fhall the Duke
Inftancly know.ant cf thac Lerrer oo
This feemes a fa.ce deferur1e,a0  init drawme
Thaewhich 1y 5 bierlocfes oo llrthenall,

The yonger nifesyw hien the old docn tail. East.

——

cena Usuarta.

—

Enter Lear Kent and Fosle,

Kem s Here is the place my Lord, good my Lord enter,
The tirrany ofthe open mght's too rough
For Nature to endure.

Lear, Letmealone,

Kent, Goodmy Lord enterheere.

Lear. Wiltbreakemylbizare 2

Kewe, 1hadracher breake miie owne,
Good my Lord enter.
Lewr. Thou think'R ‘tis muoch thac this contentious
Inuades vs co the skinfo 'us o thee, (torme
But where the greater malay s fixe,
The lefleris fearce fele. Thoo’ & (hun a Beare,
Butif they flight lay toward the roaring Sea,
Thoo'dt mecte the Beare 1'ch’ mouth,when the mind’s
The bodies delicate : the tempedt inmy mind,  free,
Doth from my fences sake all feeling cife,
Saue whatbeates there,Filliall ingratitude,
Is itnot as this mouth fhould teare this hand
Por lifting food too'c 7 But I will punifh home;
No,I will weepe no mote; in fucha night,

Storme 1l

1

otk .

|

To (hut me out? Poure on, [ will endure:
Infuchs mghtasthis2 O chu,({wcril,

Your old kind Father,whofe tranke hesre gaue all,
O that way madncfle lics,let me thun thac

No mote of that,

Kent. Goodmy Lord enter hiere,

Lear, Prythee go inthy felfe,(ccke thine ownc eafe,
This tempelt will not giuc me leaue to ponder
On thiegs would hutr me mote,but Ile goen,
InBoy,go firft. Youhoufelefle poueruie,

Nay gettheein; lle pray,and then fle flecpe,
Poore naked wretches,wheic {o cre you are
Thatbidethe pelung of this pictilefle lorme,
How fhall your Heufe-lcflc heads and vnfed fides,
Yourlop'd,and windowi’d raggednefle detend you
From {eafuns fuch as thefe * O ; hauctane
Toolittle care of thus : T ake Phyficke, Pompe,
Expofe thy felfe to feele what wrecches teele,

Thac thoumait thakethe {uperflux to them,

And fhew the Haauens moreult.

Exit.

Iiivo E'gar ai d Foole.

Ed7. Fathon,ac Hialfe Fathem 20d halfe;poore Tom

Foole. Comenotinhcare Nuncle,here’s a {pinz, heipe
me,helpe ne.

Kexe, G.uemeihy hand,who's there 2

Foole, Afpiuse, atpinice, helayeslus name’s poere
Tom,

Kent, What art thou thar doft grumble there v'eh’
firaw ¢ Comefurch,

Edg. Away,thefoule Fiend followes me,through the
fharpe Hauthoine blow the windcs, Humn, goeto thy
bed and warme ther,

Lesr. Did'R thou giveallto thyDaughters? Andare
thou come to this?

Edger, Who giues any thing topocre Zom? Whom
the foule fiend haih 1éd though Fire, and chrough Flame,
through Sword,and Whirle.Poole,o’rc Bog,and Queg-
mire that hath 1aid Knites ynder his Pillow, and iaicrs
in s Puse, fer Rats-bane by his Porredee, made him
Proud of heart,to ride en 2 Bay rotting Horte,ouer foure
Nrche Bridges to courfe his owne fhadow fora Tiauor,
Riiffe thy fine Wits, Toms 1 cold, O do de,do de,dode,
bldle thec from Whitle-Windes,Starce-blathing,and 13-
kng,do ponre 7.m fome chanire, whom the toule Frend
vexer. Therecculd 1 hauebim now,and there,and these
ag % ne,and there. Storme f1:4,

Lear, a'stus Daughrerc brought him to this paffe ?
Could’@ chou (aue nothing? Would’@t thou giue ‘em all?

Foole. Ny he releru’d a Blunket, clie we had binsll
{han'd.

L:s. Nowalltheplaguesthatin the pendulous ayre
Hang faced o’ce miens faulks,light on thy Daughters.

Kent, Hehathno Daugheers Sir.

Lear. Dcath Traitor, riothing could haue fubdu’d
To{vchalownefle,buc tus vokind Daughters. (Nature
It chie farthion,that difcarded Fathers,

Should haue thus lictle mercy on their flefh:
Iudicious pumithmeat, ‘twasthis flethbegot
Thofe Pelicane Daugheers.
£dg P.Mlicock fat on Pillicock hill slow:alow,lge loo,

Foele. This cold night will txne vs all so Pedles, aad

Madmen,

Edgar. Take heed o'th’fouleFiend, obey thy Pa-

rents, keepe thy words Iuftice, fwesre not, comeis nox,

a
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‘Beware my Follower. Peace Smulkin,peace thou Fiend,
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proud array. 7om'sacold.

Lear, What haft thou bin? ’

€ag. ASeruingman ¢ Proud in heart, and ininde; thae
curl’'y my haire, woreGloues in my cap; feru'd the Luft
of my Miftris heart, and did theaéte of darkeuefle with
her, Sworeasmany Oathes.as I fpakqwords, & broke
them in the fweet face of Heauen. Oue, that flepemn the
contriming of Luft, and vak'dto docit.  Winclouw’d I
deerely, Dice deerely 5 and in Woman, cut-Paramour’d
the Turke. Falfcofheare, light of eare, bloody of hand ;
Hoginfloth, Foxe in flealth, Wolfe in greedinefle, Dog
in madnes, Lyoninprey.Let not the creaking of fhooes,
Nor the ruftling of Silkes, betray thy poore heart to wo-
man, Keepe thy foote out of Biothels, thy hand our of
Plackets, thy pen from Lenders Bookes, and defyethe
foule Fiend.  Still through the Hauthoiue blowes the
cold winde :Sayes fuum, mun,nonny,Dolphin my Boy,
Boy Sefey : let him trot by. Storme fldl.

Lear, Thou wert betierin a Graue, thento anfweie

with thy vacouer'd body, this extremitie of the Skies. Is
man no more then this ? Confider tum well, Tiou cwhit
the Worme no Silke ; the Beaft, no Hide 5 the Sicepe,no
Wooll ; the Cat, no perfuine. Ha? Here’s three on’s ave
fophifticated. Thou arcthe thingit telte; vnaccommo-
dated man, is no more bur fuch a poore, baie, forked A-
nimall asthou art, Off; off you Lendings : Coupne, vo-
butten heere.

Enter Gloscefter, with a Torch.

Foeole. Prythee Nunckle be contented, s a naughtie
nightto fwimmein. Now 2 Ledeliiena viilde bield,
were like anold Letghets heare, a fmall fpark, all che 1eft
on’sbody,cold : Looke, licere comes a walking fire, .

Edg. Thisis the foule Fibberagibbet ; hec beginsat’
Curfew, and walkes ac fitft Cocle : Hee giues the Web
and the Pin, fquints the eye, and makes the Hyre-lippe;
Mildewes the white Wlicate, and Lurts the poure Crea-
ture of carth.

Switholdfooted thrice theold,.

He mez the Nighe-Marc,and hernine-feld ;
Bid hera-light,and her croth-plight,

And aroyut thee Witch, aroynt thee,

Kent.. How fares yout Grace?

Lear. What'she?

- Kent, Who'sthere? Whatis't you feeke?

Clow. What areyou there 2 Your Name ?

Edg. Poore Tom,thatcatesche (wimming Frog,the
Toed, the Tod-pole, the wali-Neut, and the water s that
in the fucte of his heare, when the foule Fiend rages, eats
Cow-dung for Sallcts ¢ fwallowes the old Rat, and the
ditch-Dogge ; drinkes the green Mandle of the ftanding

_Poole : whoiswbiptfreni Tything to Tything , and

ftocke, punyfh’d,and imprifon’d : who hath three Suites
to lus Lacke, fixe fhirts to hisbody :
Horfe to ride, and weaponto weare ;
Buc« Mice, snd Rats,and fuch {imall Deare,
"Haue binToms food, forfeuen Jong yeare :

Glon. A hat, hath your Grace no better company ?

Icz. ThePrince of Datkenefle is aGentleman, Modo
be's oil’d, and ¢ AMabu,

Gl#, Ourfieth .nd blood, my Lotd, is growne fo
vildesthatir dath hare whar getsit,

Es. Poote Tom saculd.

Glex. Gom w:thae ; my duty cannot fuffer

- The Tragedieof King-Lear.

with'mans fworne Sp_o’u?;z;— fexnoc thy Sweet-heare on -1

——

Trobey in all your danghters hard commands: .. -« -
Though tucir Iniunchion beto barremy doores,
And lecthis Tyrannous pight take hold vpon you,
Yerhaue [ ventured to came fecke you out,
Andbring you where bosh fire, and feod is ready.
Lear, Firftlet me talke with this Philofopher,
What is the cavfe of Thunder ?
Kent, Goodmy Lord take his offer,
Go o th’houfe. : "’
Lear. lletalke a word with this fame lerned Theban:
What is your fludy ? .
Fdg. Howto preuent the Fiend, and to kill Vermire,
Lear, Letme aske yau one word inpriuate.
Kent. Importune him once moreto go my Loxd,

{ Scena Quinta.

His wits begin t'vnfertle,
Glen. Canftthoublame him? Sterm f1ill
His Daughtersfecke his death: Ah,that good Kent,
He faig st would be thus : poote banith’'d man
Thou fayeft the King growes mad, lle ell thee Friend
1 amalmoft mad my fclfe. ThadaSonne,
Now out-law’d from my blocd : he fought my life
But lately : very late: Iou'd him (Friend)
No Father bis Sonne deerer :truecotell th ¢,
The greele hath craz’d my wits, Whatamghe’s this?
Idobefleech your grace, .
Lear. O cryyou mercy, Sir:
Noble Philofopher, your company.
Ldg. Tom'sa cold,
Glow. Infeliow there,into cth’Houel;keep thee warm.
Lear. Come,let’sinall.
Kene. This way,my Lord,
Lear. Wahhim
I will keepe ftill with my Philofopher,
Kent. Goodmy Lord, footh him s
Let himtake the Fellow.
Glew. 1akehim you on.
Kent. Sitra, come on: goalong with vs,
Lear, Come, good Athenian,
Glow. No words,no words,hufh,
édg. Childe Rowland to the darke Tower came,
His word was fll, fic, fob, and fumme,

1 {mell the bloud of a Britufh maa. Exesunt

—— o p——-

Enter Cornwall and Edmsund. ,
Corn, 1will haue my reuenge, cre I depart his houfe.
Baff How my Lord, I may be cenfured, thar Nacuse

thus giues way to Loyaltic, fomething feares auee to
thinke of,

Cermw. 1 now perceiue, it was not ajtogether your
Brothers cuill difpofition made him fecke his death: bu
a proucking merit fet a-worke by s repreuabl badneffe
in himfelfe. .

Baff. How malicious is my fortune, that T muft re-
penttobeiull 7 Thisis the L eweer which bee (poake of 5
which approues him anintcliigent partic to the aduanta-
gesof France O Heauens fthae this Treafon were not;
ot not 1 the dewedtor,

(or». Go with me o the Dutchefle,

Baft. 1f che matter of this Paper be certain, you haue

L mighey bufinefle in hand,

Corn,
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Corn. True orfalle, ithath made thée Eatle of Glou-
cefter : feckeout where thy Father is, that hee may bee
ready for our apprehenfion.
Bafi. 1{16indc him comforting the King, it will ftuffe
his {upitson more fully. Twill perfencr in my courfe of
Loyalty, though the confhi be fure Uesweene that, and
my bload.

(orn T willlay erv® vponthae: and . on Gizle finde
adeere Father oy tous, Exenat.

Scena Sexta.

Enter Kent. and Closceftor,

Ci»«.Heere is better then the o, i uyre takejethark-
tully : Twill peece out the comtors arth whataddinon i
can: I will notbelong from you. Exst

Kent, Allthepowrcoflh,, wirs e glven way to his
apatience s the Gods rewatd your kindnefle.

Lnter Lear, Edpar and Fesle,

Fdy. Fraterretto calsme, andicils me Nersisan Ang-
lerin rhe Lake of Datkncffe : pray Innocent, and beware
thie taule Fiend,

Foole. Psythce Nunkle tellme,whethera madmar be
a Gentleman,ora Ycoman,

Lesr. AKmng,aKing,

Foole. No,he'sa Yeomen, th-tha's a Gentleman to
Iiis Sonne : foi hee's a mad Ycoman that fces his Sennc a
Gentleman before him,

Lear. To haue athoufand with red burning fpits
Come luzzing invpon’em,

Ed:. Biefe iy fae wits,

Llent. O pitty : Sir,where is the patience riow
That you fc cfthaue boafted toretaine ?

Edr. My tearesbeginto take his part fo much,
Tlicy morre my counterfettiog.

Lear, Thehiule doggpes,and all;

Trey, Blanch and Sweet-heart : fec, they barke atme,
&dg. Tom, will throw hishead atthem :  Auauntyou

Cmres, be thy mouth or blacke or white

Tooththat poyfonsifitbite:

Mathfic,Grey-houad, Mengull,Grim,

Hound or Spanicll, Brache,or Hym

Or Bobraile tight, or Troud!e taile,

Tom will make hin weepe and waile,

For with throwing thus my head;

Dogsleapt the hatch, and all are fled.

Do,de,de,de : fefe : Came, march to Wakes and Fayres,

And Market Townes : poote Tom thy horne is dry,

Lear. Thenlet them Anatomize Regaw ¢ Sce what
breeds about herheart, Is theie any caufe in Nature that
make thefe hard-hearts. You fir, I enteraine for one of
my hundred ; only, I donotlikethe fafh:on of your gar-
ments. You will (ay they are Perfizn ; butlet them bee
chang’d.

Exter Gloficr. -

Kent, Now good my Lord,lyc heere,and reft awhile.

Lear. Makeno noifc, make no noife, draw theCur.
taines : {o,{fo,wee’l goto Supper th’morning.

Foole. AndIlegorobed acnoone. - ot

Glox. ComehitherFriend: ' S e
Where is the King my Maftee? - Do

Kens, Here Sit,but trouble higtlot,his'wits art gon.,

—— ee ew -

| youcur Siler company s therevenges weeare bound to

)

- — -

Clow. Good friend, I prychec take bim in thy armes’s
Thaue ore -hieard a plot of death vpon him :
Thereisa Litrerready, lay himin*, .
And driuc toward Doucer friend, where thou fhalt meete
Both welcome, and p-oteition. Take vp thy Maflter,
Ifthou fhonlé't dally halfe an houre, his hf{! ‘

Widh thine, and all that offerto defend bum,

Stand inaffured loffe, Take vp,take vp,

And follow me, thae will to fome prouifion

Giue thee quicke condud, Comc,comc,away. Exennt

Scena § eptimzz.

T

tuter Cormwall, Regan, Gomerill, Raflard,
and Seruants.

Corn. Poftefpeedily to my Lord your husband, fhew
tun this Leter, the Ariny of France 15 landed : feeke out
the Tra:tor Gloufter,

Res. Hang himinftan:ly,

Go. Plucke oat lus eyes.

Corn, Leauchimtomy difplealure.  Edmond, keepe

take voron your Traitorous Father, atenot fit for your
beholding, “Aduice the Duke wirere you are going, toa
moft fefhuate preparation : weare bound to che hike.Our
Polics thall belwifr and intelligent beewixt vs.  Fare-
well deere Sifter, fatewncli ny Lerd of Gloufler,
Enter Stew.rd.

How sow? Where’s the King ?

Siew. My Lord of Gloufterhach canuey'd him hence
Some fiue or it and chiriy of hus Knighes
Hot Queftnifis after him, met hin, ot gate,
Who, with fome other of the Lords, dependants,
Azegotle withbim toward Douer; whete they bbaft
To haue we!l armed Friends.

Corns Getliorfes for your Miftris.

Gon. Farewell fweee Lord,and Sifter. Exit

Corw. Edmundfarewell : go feek the Traitor Glotles,
Pinnion lum like a Theefe, bring him betare vs ;
Though well we may not paffe vpon his Iife
Without the forme of Tuftice : yet our power
Shall do a curt’fie to our wrath, which men

iay blame, but not comptroll.
Enter Gloucefber and Sersants,

Who'sthere? the Traitor?

Reg. logratefullFox, "tis he.

Corms Binde falthis corky armes,

Glow, What meanes your Graces?
Good my Friends confider you are my Ghefts :
Do me no foule play, Friends.

(orn. Binde him I fay.

Reg. [Hard,hard: O'hylthy Traitor.

Glos. Vnroercifull Lady,asyou are,I’'me none,

Corn, To this Chaire binde him,
Villaine, thou fhalc finde,

Glow. By the kinde Gods, 'tis moft ignobl, dane
To plucke me by the Beard. ’

Reg. So whire, and fuch a Traicor?

G'om. Naughcy Ladic, ‘
Thete haires which thou deft rauifh from my chin -
Will'quickenaind accufe thee. Ism your Hoft;
With Robbers hands, my holpitable fasours -

vou
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Yoa (hould not ruffie thus. What will youdo?
Cors. Come Sir,

What Letters had you late from France ?
Reg. Befimple an{wer'd, for we know the truth,

tors, 1ate foore 4 in the Kingdome 2
Reg. Te whofe hands
You haue fent the Lunaticke King : Speake.
Glew, [haueaLetter guellingly (et downg
Which came from one that's of a newtrall heare,
And not from one oppos’d.
Corn, Cunning.
Reg. Andfalie,
Cors. W here haft thou fentthe King ?
Glos, ToDoeuer,
Reg. Wherefore to Douer?
Was't thou not charg'd at penll,

Glow Tamtyedtoih'Scake,
And [ mutt tand the Coutle,

Reg. WheveforetoDouver 2

Glow. Becaufe 1 would not feethy cruell Nailes
Plucke out his poore old eyes : nor thy fierce Sufter,
In his Annointed fiefh, ficke boari(h phangs,
The Sea,with fuch a formeashis barehcad,

And quench’iche Steled fires:
Yet poore cld heart, hie holpe the Heauens to raine,
1€ Wolues had ac thy Gate howtl'd that terne time,

All Cruelselie fubfenibe: but 1 fhalifee
The winged Vengeaace oucrrake fisch Children.

Vpou thele eyes of thine, Ile fet my foote.
Glow. Hechatwill thinke to e tillhe beold,
Giae me fome helpe, O cruell! O youGods.

Corn, Ifyoufecvengeance.
Sers. Haldyour hand,aiy Leord:
1 haue fera’d you cuer fince I was a Clulde:
But better ferurce baue I ncusr donc you,
Then now 1 bid you hold.
Reg. How now, youdogye?
Ser. 1f youdid wearcabeard vpon your chin,
1'1d (hake it onthis quarrell, What do you meane ?
C orn. My Villaine?

Kalles bum.

Tofcefome mifcuetc onhum, Gh.

Cer1. Lef it feemoic,pretent it ; Out vilde gelly
Whercis thy lulternow 2

Clor. Alld ke and comfortlefle?
Where's my Sonne Edmwnd?
Edmu=d, eakindle all the tpakes of Nature
To quit this borrid adtes

Reg. O trzacherous Villaine,
Thou call't on hix, chathates thee. Ttwasbe
Tharmade the oucriurc of thy Treafonstovs :
Who istoo good to pitty thee.

Girm. O myFollies ! chen Edzar was sbus’d,
Kinde Guds, forgiue me thatand profper him.

Reg. Go thruft him out at gates,and let him fmell

How 1:'t my Lord? How looke you ?

Sers,Nay thon come on, and takethe chance of anger.
Res. Guuemetty Sword. A pezant ftand vp thus?
(23

Ser. OhYam faine m§ Lord,you hauc onc eyelefe

His way to Douger. Exit with Glonfler.

300 TbeTragedieof King Lear. .

Cern, And what confederacie haue you with the Trai-

Corn. Wheiefore to Dover? Lethim anfwer that,

To Hell-blacke-mighe indur’d, would baue buoy’d vp

Thov thould'® haue faid, good Porter turac the Key :

Cern. Sz¢'t fhalt thou neuer, Fallowes hola § Chaire,

Reg. One fide wiil mocke ancther: Thiother oo,

Corn, Thaue receiu’d ahure : Follow me Lady ;
Turne out that eyelefle Villaine : throw this Slaue
Vponthe Dunghill : Regen, 1 bleed apace,
Vntimely comes thishurt, Giue me your arme, Exewns,

—~

Aclus ngxrtm. Scena Prima.

Enter Edgar.
£dg. Yetbetterthus,and knowne to be contemn’d,
Then full contemn’d and flateer’d, to be worft ;
The loweft, and moft deie@®ed thing of Fortune,
Stands fhillin efperance, lives notin feare
The lamentable change is from the beft,
The wortt returnes tolaughter, Welcome then,
Thou vofubflantiall ayre that I embrace :
The Wretch that thou haft blowne vnto the worft,
Owes nothing to thy blafts, ‘
Emter Glouiler and ax Oldmasn.
But who comes heere? My Father poorelyled ?
World, World, O wotld
But that thy Rrange mutations make vs hate thee,
Life wouldnot yceldero age,
Oldm. O my good Lord, I hauc bene yous Tenant,
And your Fathers Tenant, thele fourefcore yeares,
Clon. Away,getthee away : good Friend be gone,
Thy comforts can do me no good atall,
Thee, they may bore,
Oidm, You caunot {ce your way.
Glow. Thaneno way and thcrefore want noeyes
1 ftumbled when I taw. Fulloft’us feene,
Qur meanes fecure vs, and our meere defe&s
Proue our Commoditicr. Oh decie Senne Edgar,
Thefrod of thy abu{cl Fathers wreth:
Mig tlbuthuctofzetheen my touch,
'l tay ! had cyesagaine,
Oldm. Bow now 2 who's there ?
Edg. O Gods! Whois'tcan {ay I amatthe wotft?
1 am worfethen ere | was,
Oid. 'Tis poore maii Tom.
Fdg. And worfe Limay be yet: the worft is not,
So lorg as we ean fay thisic the worft.
Oldm. Fellow,where gocft ¢
Glow. IsitaBeggar-man?
Otdm. Madman and beggar too,
Clow. He has fome réafon, elfehe couldnot beg,
I'th'laft nights florme, T{ucha fellow faw;
Which made me thinke a Man,a Worme. My Soan¢
Came then into my minde, snd yet wy minde
W as then {carfe Fiiends with .
I haue heard moreiince:
As Flies to wantun Boyes, are we to th'Gods,
They kil vs for their fpor.
Edg. How fhuuld thisbe?
Bad 15 the Trade that muft play Feole to forrow,
Ang’ring it felfc,and others. Bleffethee Mafter.
Glss. 1sthat thenaked Fellow 2
Oldm. 1,my Loxd.
Glow. Get thee away :1ffor my fake
Thou wilt ore-take vs hence a mile or twaine:
1'th*way toward Douer, do it for ancient loue,
And bring fome couering for this naked Soule,
Which Hle intreateto leade me,
Old. Alacke fir, heismad.

~

g’(‘“o
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Giow. *Tis the times plague,

When Madmen leade the blinde :

Do as ! bid thee, or rather do thy pleafure:
Aboue thereft,be gone.

Oldm. 1le bring him the beft Parcell that Ihaue
Come on't,what will,

Glom. Sitrah,naked fellow,

Kdg. Pocte Tom's acold. I cannot daub ic fuither.

Glow. Come hither fellow.

&dg. Andyetlmuft:

Bletlc thy fweete eyes, they blcede.

Glow, Koow'ft thou the way to Douer?

Edg. Both ftyle,and gate ;1 Jor{eway,and foot-path :
poore Tom hath bin fcar’d out ot hus good wits. Blefle
thee good mans fonne, from the foule Fend.

Glom.Here take this puzfc,? whom the heau'ns plagues
Haue humbled to all frokes : thar I am wietched
Makes thee the happier : Heauens deaie (o fhil:

Let the feperfluous, and Loft-dicicd iman,

That {l1.es your erdinance, thac w:il notfee

Becaufe he do's not fecle, fecle your powre quickly :
So diftribution (hould vndoo cxcefle,

And cach man haue enough. Doft thou know Douer?

Edg. 1 Mafter.

Glow. Thereisa Cliffe, whofe highand beading head
Lookes fearfully in the confined Decpe
Bring me but to the very brimme of e,

And 1le repayre the mifery thou do’ft beare
With fomething rich about me : from that place,
I thall no icading neede.

Edp. Giuemethyarme;
Poore Tom fhall leade thee.

Exit

Exennt,

Scena Secunda.

Enter Gonerill, Baflard, and Steward,

Gon. Welcome my Lord.I meruell our mild husband
Not met vs on the way, Now,where’s your Mafter ?

Stew, Madam wichin, but neuer man fo chang’d;
1 told him of the Atmy that was Landed:
Hefmil'datie. I teld himyou were comming,
His anfwer was, the worfe. OfGlofters Teeachery,
And of the loyall Seraice of hisSonne
When Iioform'd hit, thenhe call’d me Sot,
Aandtold me I had turn'd the wrong fide out :
What mott he thould diflike, feemies pleafant to him
What like, offenfiue.

Gon, Then (hall you gono further,
It is the Comith terror of his fpirit
That dares not vndertake : Heel not feele wrongs
Which tye him to an anfwer : ovr withes onthe way.
May prouc cffcfts. Backe Edmond tomy Brother,
Haften his Mufers,and conduét his powres.
I muft change names st home, and giue che Diflaffe
Into my Husbaads bands, This truftieSesuane
Shall pafle betweene vs : exe long you are like to heare
(If you dare venture in your owne behalfe) s
A Miftrefles command. Weare chis ; fparefpeech,:
Decline your head. This kiffe, ifit durft fpeake
Would frecch thy Spirits vp intoghe ayres
Conceiue, and fare thee well.

B4f. Yours in the rankes of death,

Ges. My moft deere Glofter.

Exie,

Oh, the difference of man,and maa,
To thee a Womans feruices are due,
My Focle v{urpes my body,
Stew, Madam, here come’s my Lord.
Enter Albany.

Gom, 1hase beene worth the whiftle,

Alb. Oh Gonensll,

You are not worth the duft which the rude winde
lowres in your face.

Gen. Milke-Liver’d man,

Thatbear’t a checke for blowes, a head for wrongs,
Who hafl notin thy browes an eye-di fcerming
‘Thine Honor, from thy fuffering, .

Aib, Seethy ielfz diueh:

Proper deformitie feemes not in the Fiend
Sohotrid as 1y woman.
Gon. OhvaincFoole,
Enter a Meffenger,

Mef. Ohmy good Lord,the Duke of Cormwals dead,
Sisine by his Seruant, going to putout
The other ey e of Gloufter,

Alb. Gloulterscyes.

2ef. A Seruant thathe bred, thrill'd with remorfe,
Opgpos'd sgainft the 2t : bending s Sword
To hts great Mafter, who, threat-enrag'd
Flew on him, and among't themfell'd him dead,

But not without that harmefuil ffroke,which fince
Hath plucke him afcer.

Aib, This fhewes you sre aboue
You JufYices, that thefe our neather crimes
So fpeedily can venge. But (O poore Gloufter)

Lofl hehis ochereye?

Mef. Both,both, my Lord.

This Leter Madam, craues a {peedy anfwer:
"Tis from your Sifter,
Gow. Qne way 1 like this well,
But being widdow, and my Glovfter with her, ;
May sll tnebuilding in my fanaie plucke
Vpon my hatefull life, Another way
TheNewesisnot fotart. lleread,and anfwer.
Alb. Where was bis Sonne,
When they did take hiscyes?

Afef. Corme withmy Lady hither.

Al Heisnotheere.

Mef. Nomy good Lord, I met him backe againe.

Alb. Knoweshethe wickednefle?

Mef. T my good Lord:"twas he inform’d againft him
And quit the houfe on purpofe, that their punithment
Might haue che freer courfe.

/6. Gloufier,lliue
To thanke thee for the loue thou thew'dft the King,
Audroreucnge thine eyes. Comehithes Friend,
Tell me what more thou know'ft. Exenns.

——

Scena Tertia.

.
-~ —

Enter with Drum and Colowrs, Cordelra, Gentlemen,
. awd Sowldiowrs.
Cor. Alacke, 'tis he : why he was met euen now
As mad as the vext Sea, finging alowd,
Crown'd with ranke Fenicar, and fusrow weeds,

With Hardokes, Hemlocke, Netles, Cuckoo flowres,
Darnei |

— - =
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Darncll,and all theidle weedes thae grow
In our fuftaining Corne. A Centery fend forth;
Seaich eucry Acre in the high-growne field,
And bring lum to our eye, What can mans wifedome
In the reftoring his bereaued Senfe 3 he that helpes him,
Take all my outward worth.

Gewt. Thereis meanes Madam:
Our foftet Nurfe of Nature, is repofe,
The whichhe lackes : chat te prouoke inhim
Are many Simples operative, whofe power
Will clofethe eye of Anguifh,

Cord. All bleft Secrers,
All you vnpublifh'd Vertues of the earth
Spring with my teares ; be aydant and remediate
In the Goodmans defires: fecke, fecke for him,
Leat his vogouern'd rage, diffolue the life
That wants the mcanes to leade it,

Enter AMeffenger.

Mef. Newes Madam,
The Britcifh Powres arc marching hitherward.

Cor. *Tis knowne before. Ovr preparation ftands
In expeQation of them, O deere kather,
Itis thy bufinefle that I go about: Therfore great France
My mourning, and impor:un'd teares hath pittied :
No blowne Ambicion doth our Armes incite,
But loue, deerc loue, and our ag’d Fathers Rute

Soone may L heare, and (ee him. Exennt,

i e el g Lttt et

Scena Quarta.

——

Enter Regan and Steward.

Reg. Butare my Biothers Powyes fec forth 2

Stew. 1 Madam,

Reg, Himfelfein perfon there?

Stew., Madamwithmuch ado:

Your Sifderisthebetter Souldier,

Reg.Loid Edmund fpabe not viih your Lord athome?

Stew. NoMadam,

Reg. Whata ightimpore my Sifters Letter to him 2

Stew, 1know not, Lady.

Reg, Faiti.heis poated hence onferious matter:
Tewas greatsgnoratce, Gloufters eyesbesng out
Tolethim liue. Where bhe arriues, he moues
Allhearts againft vs: Fdmund, 1thinke 1s gone
In pitty of his mufery, to difpatch
Hu.nizhted hfe . Morcouer to defery
Thetirengih o't Enemy.

Stew. 1 muft needs after him, Madam,with my Leteer.

Prr. Ourtionpesfet forthito moicow, flay with vs:
The viayeswre dingecnus

Stev. Ty net Madam::

My Lady ¢'.orp’< my dutie i thisbufines

2 2. \Why Menid fhe wiriz to Edmend?
Mighitnotyee rsafpun Ler purpofesby word ? Belike,
Sometihunps,  know nerwhat 12 Joue thee much
Letmevnicaleth-Lerar,

Stea tadam 1 Areherm——

Rer. 1hnow your Lady do’snocloue her Husband,
Tam: fiee of toac :and 2t hier fate being heere,

She canclirange Eliads, and moft fpeaking lookes
To Noyle Edrmd. 1knew you ure of her bofome.
Sz, T Madam?
-

- ——

Reg. 1f{peakeinvnderftanding : Y'are: 1 know's,
Therefore I do aduife you take this note:
My Lotd is dead : Edmond, and ] haue talk'd,
And more conuenient is he for my hand
Then for your Ladies : Youmay gathermore :
Ifyoudo finde him, pray you giue him this;
And when your MiRtris heares thus much from you,
1 pray defire her call her wiledome to her,
So fare you well: '
1fyou do chance to heare of that blinde Traitor,
Preferment fals on him, thae cuts him off.
Stew, Would I could meet Madam, I fhould thew
W hat party 1do follow.
Reg, Farcthee well,

Exeunt

Scena Quinta.

Enter Glexcefler, and Edgar.
Glow. When thall I cometo th'top of that fame hill 2
€dg. Youdo chmbe vpitnow. Look how we laber,
Clow, Methinkesthe ground is ecuen,
Edg. Hornble fteepe,
Hearke, do you heare the Sea?
Glos. Notruly.
Edg. Whythen g'ourothct Senfes grow imperfe&
By youreyes ang
Clen, Somay itbeindeed.
Me thinkesthy veyceisalrer'd, and thou fpeak’ft
Inberter phrafe, aud matter theo chou did'it.
Edy. Y'aremuch decenr’d sInnotiung am T chang 'l
Batiny Girments,
Clow Methinkesy'arebetter poken.
cdy. C.meonSir,
fHeercsthe place . (tand fhll: how fearefull
Anldizie’ue to caft oneseyes fo low,
The Crowes and Chongphes, chat wing the midway ayre
Shew fearte fo gretieay Berdes, Halte way downe
Hangs one that pathers San.pire s dreadfull Trade:
Meuekeshe feemesac bipgerihen bus head.
The Pthermen, that walk'd vpon thebeach
Appere hke Mice :and yond t2ll Anchoring Barke,
Dimimfh'd to hier Cocke : hey Cocke,a Buny
Alnoft too fmall for by ht. The murmenng Surge,
That onth’vanumbred idle Pebble chafes
Camot be heaid fohigh. llelookenomore,
Les{t my braine turne, andithe deficient fighe
Topple downe headlong,.
Glow Setme where you fland,
Edg. Giuemeyourhand:
You are now within a foote of thextreme Verge :
For all brneath the Moone would I notleape vpiighe,
rion, Lecgomy hand:
Heere Friend'sanotherpuife rinit, a Jewell
Well wortha poote mans nkm(g. Fayrics, and Gods
Profperit withthee. Gothou further off,
Bid mic farewe!l, and let me heare thee going.
&dg. Now: fare ye well, good Sir,
Clow. Withall my heart.
Edg. Why T do trifle thus with his difpaire,
Is doneto curein.
Glow. Oyou mighty Gods!
This woild 1 dorenounce,and in yout fights

)

= . e
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Shake patiently my greac afBiGion off :

1t 1 could besre it longer, snd not fall

To quarrell withyour great oppofelefle willes,
My inufte, and loathed part of Nacure fhould
Burne i felfe out. If Edgar line, O blefle him :
Mow Fellow, fare chee well,

Edg, Gone Sir, farewcell:

Aundyet | know nothow conceit inay reb

The Treafury of hife, when hife it (elfe

Yeelds to the Thef:. Had be b where he theughe,
By tlus had chought bin palt.  Alwe,ordeac?
102,y0u Sir : Friend, hieare you Sir, peake:
Thus nught he pafle indeed : yethe rewucs.

W hacarc you Sir?

Glow Away,andleeme dye.

Edg. Had'lt thou beene oughe
But Gozcmore, Feathers, Ayre,

(So imany fathome downe precipitating)
Thouw'd(t fhier’d like zn Egee : but thuu Jo'ft breath:
Hatt heauy fubftance, Liced {i nor, fpeak B,arc found,
Ten Maitsae each, mabevorthe aldiude
W b theshatt perpendicularly fell,
Toy Wife’'s s Myracle. Speake yeragaine,

Glew Butbancltalnz,orno?

Edg. From the dread Sommct of this Chalhe Bourne
Looke vpa heighe, the (britl-gorg’d Larke fo farce
Cannot be feere, o b ard . Do buclooke vp,

Glow. Alacke,1hiucnoeyes:

Is wretchednele depin'd thac bencefie

To enddit lelte by death 2° Twas yet fome comfort 4
When mfery could beguileihe Tycanrsrage,

And frultrate his proad w.il,

&dp  Giueme your arme.

Vp,fo.Howis't7 Fecle youyour Legges? Yon fland.

Glow T oo well, too weli.

Edg. Thisis aboueall frangenifle,

Vpou the crowne o'ih’Chiffe. Whatthing wasthat
Which parted fromyou?

Glsn. A poore vofortunate Beggar.

Ede. Aslfteod heerebeinw, me thought his eyes
W ere two full Mocnes : he had a thootand Nofes,
Hornes wealk'd, and waved like the enraged Sea:

It wat fome Fiend: Therefore thouw happy Father,
Thiukcthatthe clecreit Gads, who make them H noss
Of mens Impoflibilities, haae preferued chee,

Glow. 1doremembernow ; henceforth lie beaie
Affiction, ullitdo cry out it felte
Enough, ensugh,and dye. That thing you fpeake of,

I tooke it for 3 man : often’rwould tay
The Fiend, the Fiend, beled me to thatplace,
Edgar. Bearefrecand patient thoughts.
Enter Lear,
But who comes heere ?
he fafer fenfe will ne’te accommodate
His Malter thus,

Lear. No, they cannot touch me for crying. I amthe
King himfelfe, .

Edg. O thoufide-piercing fight !

Lear. Nawre's zboue Are,inthacrefpe@.Ther's your
Preflc-money.That {cllow handles his bow,like a Crow-
keeper : draw mee 8;Cloathiers yard. Looke, looke, 8
Moufe : peace, peace, this peece of tosfted Checfe will
doot. There's my Gauntler, ile proue it on a Gyant,
Bring vp the browne Billes. O well flowne Bird:: i’
clout, i'th*cleut : Hewgh. Giuethe word.

‘Edg. Sweet Mariorum,

1

e T e+ e e

Lear. Paflc.

Glex. 1know that voice.

Lear. Ha | Gonersk with s white beard ? They flatter'd
me likea Dogge, and told mee 1 had the white hayresin
my Beard, ere the blacke ones were there. Tofay I,3nd
no, to eucry thing thac1 faid : 1,and no ta0,was no good
Drunity, When the raine came to wet me once, andthe
winde to make me chacter: when the Thunder would not
peace at my bidaing  there | found "em,there I fmeke 'em
out. Gotoo, they are not men o'their words ; they rold
me, I was cuery thing :'Tisa Lye, Lam not Agu-psoofe.

Glow. The tircke of that voyce, I do well semember:
IstnnttheKing?

Lear 1, everyinchaKing.
When I do tlare, Iee how the Subie& quakes.
1 pardon that n ans ife. What was thy caufe?
Adultery ? thou fhale not dyc : dy e for Aduleery ?
No, the Wren goes too't, and the fmall gilded Ty
Do’sJetcher in my fight. Let Copulatiouthrve:
For Gloofters battard Son was kinderto his Father,
Then my Dauglrers got ‘tweene the lawtull fheets.
Too't Luxury pcliemcll, for I facke Soutdiers.
Bchold yond fimpring Dame, whofe face betweene her
Foihes prefoges Snow; that auinces Veriue, & do’s hoke
the head to heare of pliafuresname.  The F tihew, nor
thefoyled Horfe goes tao’twith 2 more niotous appc.
tiee * Downe from the wattethey are Cuntautes. theugh
\Womeca ail aboue : butto the Girdle dohe Gods 1abke.
nit, bencath isall the Fiends. There'vh-1l there s dake.
nesherzis the flphorous pes; buining ieslding ftevch,
conﬁm‘pn(‘n: Fye,fie, fie; pab, pai Gineare s Qunce
ot Crner 3 good Apochecary {weetenmmy unmagmatron:
Thewe'smoncey for thee,

Gion. Q let me kuffe thachand,

Lesr. Letme wipe it fuid,
It faichles of Mortality,

¢y O run'd pecce of Nature, this great world
Saaltfoweaie onttonavghe,
Do'ft thouknowme ¢

Lear. 1remember thoue eyes wellenargl. doit thou
fquny atme* No, doethv worft bundeCupid, lenot
loue. Reade thou thus challenge, mazae butthe penning
otit

6l.s, Weeallthy Letters Sunacs, Teor' oot fee,

Ldg. Twouldpottake thisfromrepore,

Itis, and my hearc breakes gt it,

Lew. Re:d,

Glow. Whatwith the Cafe of eyes ?

Lear. Oliho,areycu chere withme > No cies inyour
head, nor no mony in your putie? Youreyes areina hea-
uy cafc, your purfeinahighe, ycryou fec how this world
gOCSo

Glou, Tfecit feclingly.

Le.r.What, art mad > A man may fee how this wosld
goes,with no eyes, Lookewith thine eares : Sce how
youd luftice rarles vpon yond (imple theefe. Hcarke 10
thine eare : Change places, and handy-dandy, winchis
the luftice,which 1s the theefe : Thou haft feene a Far-
mers doggebarkeataBeggar?

Glos. 151,

Lear. Andthe Creaturerun from the Cur:there thou
might {t behold the greatimage of Authoniuie, a T ogg's
obey'd in Office. Thou, Rafcall Beadle,hold thy bloody
hand ;: why doft thou lafh that W hore ? Stp thy owne
backe, thou hotly lufts to vie her in that kind. tor which
thou whip'@ her, The Vfurer hangs the Cozener. Tho-

rough )
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gough tatrer’d cluathes great Vices do appesre: Robes,
andFurr'd gownes hideall, Place fiones withGold, and
the ftrong Lance of luftice,hurtlefe breakes : Arme icin
tsgges,  Pigmics firaw do's pierceiic. None do's offend,

none, 1 (3y none, llc able ‘em; cake that of me my Friend, |

who haue the power to feale th'accuiess lips, Ger thee
su(&-c{cs, and like a fcuruy Politician, feeme to fee the
things thow deftnot. Now, now,now,now. Pull off my
Bootes 1 harder, harder, fo.

Edg. O maceer, and ympertinency mixe,
Reafon in Madnefle,

Lear, 1fthou wilt weepe my Fortunes, take my eyes,

I know thee well enough, thy name is Gloufter:
Thou muli be patient ; we came crying hither:
Thou know’l#, the firft ime thac we fmell the Ayre

We wawlegand cry. [ will preach to thee: Marke,

Glew. Alackealackethe day.

Lear. When we are borne, we cry that we are come
To this great flage of Fooles. Thisa good blocke:

It were s delicate tratagem to fhoo
A Troope of Horie with Felc : Ile put’cin proofe,
And whee [ haue (folne vponchefe Son in Lawes,
Then kull, kelt, kill, kill, kall, kill,

Entcr 4 Gentleman,

Gent. Ohheercheis:lay hand vpon him,Sir,
Your moft decre Danghter —

Lear. No refcue? What, 2 Prifoner? ] am euen
The Naturall Féoloof Fortune. Vienie well,
You fhall hane ranfome, Letmehauc Surgeons,
1 am cut toth'Braines,

Gent, You (hall haueany thing,

Lear. No Scconds ? Allmy felfe?
Why, this woulii make aman, aman of Sale
Tovfeh:s ey:. for Garden water-pots. ] wil die brauely,
Like 2 fmugge Bid-gioome. What? L will be Jouiall ;
Come,come, [ ama King Malters, know youthar ?

Gewt. Younarca Rayalone and wecbiyyou.

Lear. Thenthere'slitein’t. Come,and you gecir,
You (hall getitbprunaing: Sa,fa fa,fa, Exit,

Gent. Afight moft prtstullin the mesncft wrerch,
Paft (peaking ofinaKmg. Thouhafta Daughter
Who redeemes Nature nom the generall curfe
Which twaine haue broughther to.

Edg. Hale gentle Sir,

Genr. Sirfpeedyou:what’s your will ?

Edg. Doyou heare ought (Sir)of a Battell toward.

Gent. Motk (ure, and vulgar:

Euery one heares that, wh-ch can diftinguifh found.

Edz. But by your fauour :

How neere’s theother Army ?

Cent. Neere,and on {peedy foots the maine defcry
Seands on thie hourely theuglt.

Edg. 1thankeyouSir, chat’s all,

Gemt. Though thattlic Q cenen fpecial caufe is here

Her Army isimou’don. Exst.

&g, Ithanke you Sir.

¢low. Y ou euer yentle Gods, take my breath from me,

Let not my werlel Spitt tcmpt me againe
To dye before youpleale.

Fdg. Well prayyc Father,

Glen. Now good fir,what are you ?

E¢9. A moft poore man made tzme to Fortunes blows
Who, by the Arc of kuowne,and fecling forrowes,
Ampregnant to goed pitty. Guueme your hand,
teleade you to fome biding ,

G/ow. Heartiethankes :

The bountie, and the benizon of Heauen
To boot, and boot.
Enter Steward,

Stew. A proclaim’d psize :moft happie
That eyclefichead of thine, was fisft fram’d fle(h
To raife my fortunes. Thou old, ynhappy Traitor,
Breefely thy felfe remembet : che Sword1s out
That muft deftroy thee,

Glon. Now let thy fiiendly hand
Put firength enough roo'r.

Stew., Wherefore,bold Pezane,

Dar'(t chou fupport a publifh’d Traitor ? Hence,
Leaft that th'infection of his fortune take
Like hold onthee. Let gohisarme.
Eds. Chillnotletgo Zir,
Without varther ‘cation.

Stew. Let go Slaue, or thou dy'fl,

Edg, Good Gentleman goe your gate, and let poore
volke pafle: and ‘chud ha'bin zwagyerd outof iny hife,
*twould not ha'bin zo long 3s’us, by a vortnight. Nay,
come not neereth’old man : keepe out che vor'ye, orice
try whither your Coltard, ormy Ballow bethe havder;
chill be plaine with you,

Stew. Out Dunghill,

Edg. Chllpicke your teeth Zir : come,no matter vor
your toynes,

Stew. Slaue thou haft flsiné me:Villain,nake my purfe ;
ifeucr thou wilt thrine, buryiny bodie,

Aod giue the Letters which thou fnd’it about me,

To Edmnnd Earle of Gloutter : feeke him out

Vpon the Enghfh party. Ohvntimely deach, death,
1dz. Tknow thee weil. A feruiceable Villaine,

As duteous to the vices of thy Maftris,

As badnefle would defice,

Glew. What,1s he dead?

Ldg Siyced dowoeFacher reft you,

Lets sce thete Pockets ythe Lezters chac he fpeakes of
Maybe my Friends : hee’s dead; 1 am oncly forry
He haduo other Deathfinan, Levvs fee:
Leaue gentle 'aaxe, and manuers : blame vs not
I o know our encin.es i nides, we nip ther hearts,
Theu Papessismore laatsll,
Reads the Letters
Et our reciprocall vowes be remembred. You base manic
_ arporteemtaes 1o cus hym off : of your wall want not,tome and
place will be frosfully offer'd. There s nothing done.  If bee
rets ne the Congueror, then am 1 she Prifoner.and his bed my
Gasle, from i be loathed warmth whereof, deliscr me, and fup-
ply the pluce fer yenr Laborr,
Tour (ife, fo I wonld [ay) affettro-
nate sermant . Gonerll,
Ohindinguifh'd fpace of Womans will,
A plot vpon her yertnous Husbands ife,
Andthe exchange iny Brother : heere in rhefands
Thee Jle rake vp, the pofle vnfanéhfied
Of murcherous Letchers : and in the maturetime,
W ith this vagracions paper ke the fight
Of the death-prachis’d Duke : for himtis well,.
That of thy death, and bafineffe, I cantells
Glow. TheKingismad:
How Riffe1s my vilde fenfe
That I fand vp, and haue ingenious feeling
Of my huge Sorrewes ? Better I were diftraét,
So fhould my thoughts be fewer'd from my geeefes,
Drwm afarreoff.
And woes, by wrong imsginations loole T
e
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The knowledge of them{elues.
Edg. Giuve me your hand : .

Farre off methinkes I hedre the besten Drumme,

ComeFather,llebeflow youwithaFriend,  Exeaws,

—

Scena S eptz'ma.

i e S . 4 e e e e . Al gttt ot st

Enter Cordelsa Kent andiGensleman.

Cor. QO thougood Kent, ~
How fhall T hiue and worke
{ o matchthy gorodnefle ?
My Litewill be too fhote,
And cuery meafure fade me.
Kent, Tobeasckuowledg'd Madamisore-pai’d,
All vy teports go with the modc(l cruth,
Nor more,m0¢ Jipt,but fo,
Ger. Be better fuited,
Thefc weedes sre memories of thole worfer houres :
I prythee put them off.
Kens Pardon decre Madam,
Yet to be knowne thortens my made intent,
My boone I make it,tnas you know me no,
Till time, and I,thinke meet.
Cor. Thenbe't fomy good Lord §
How de’sthe King 2
Gent, Madam f{leepes Aill.
Cor. Oyoukind Gods!
Cure this great breacl! in bis abufed Nature,
Th'vntun'd and iarring {enfes, O winde vp,
Of'this childe.changed Father,
Gent. So pleafe your Maicfty,
That we may wake the King, he hath (leptlong?
Cor. Be gouera'd by your knowledge,and proceede
Ith'fway of yout ownc will :ishesrcay'd?

Ester Learinachairecarriud by Sernants

Gen . 1 Madam:inthe heavinefle of fleepe,
We put frefh garments on him.

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

Cor. O my deere Father,reftauratian hang
Thy medicine on my lippes,and let chis kiffe
Repaire thofe violeut harmes,tharmy two Sifters
Haue in thy Reucrence made.

Kent. Kind and deere Prince(le.

Cor. Hadyounot bin their Father,thefe whice flakes
Did challenge pitty of them. Was this aface
To be oppos’d againft the iarring windes?

Minc Enemies dogge,thongh he had bit me,
Should haue Rlood that night againft my fire,
Andwas’t thou faine (poore Father) '
To houell thee with Swineand Rogues forlorne,
In fhort,and mufty firaw? Alacke, alacke,
"Tis wonder that thy life and wits, at once
Had not concluded all. Hewakes,fpeake to him.
Ges. Madam do you, 'tis figteft.
Cor. How does my Royail Lord ?
How f'ucs‘your Maicfly ? ‘
Lear. You do me wrong to take me ous o'th’graue,
Thou srt2Soule in bliffe,but I am bound

. e

TheTragede ¢RogLow. 0y _ |
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Aond boldyourhand iz benediQion o've me,
You:muft not kneele,

Iam avery foohth fond old man,

Fourefcoicand vpward,

Not an houte mose,nor lefle:

{ Andto deale plainely,

I feare I amnocin my perfe& mind.

Me thinkes I fhould know ydu,and know this man,
Yet Tam doubtfull : For 1 am mainely ignorans
What place chis is:and all the skill I have
Remembers not thefe garments : nor 1 knownoe 7
Where 1 did lodge laft night. Do not laugh atme,
For(as 1 am 2 man)l thinkechis Lady

Tobemy childe (ordelsa.

Yes faich : I pray weepenot,

1fyou hsue poyfon for me,I will drinke ic:
I know you do not loue me, for your Sifters
Haue (as I do remember)done me wrang,
Y ou baue fome caufe,they hauenot.

Youfeeis kill'd in him:defire himto go in,
Trouble him no more till further fetling.

Pray you now forger,and forgiue,
1 am old and foolifh.

—

[N S

4 wheele of fire,that mioe owne teares

Do {cal'd,itke molcen Léad,

Cer. Sir,do yoy know me ? '
Lew. Youares [pitic Iknow,whcte did you dye?
Cor. Sull flill,farre wide,

Ges, He'sfcarfleawake,

Let him alone a while,

Lear.. Wherehsue I biné

Where am I ?Faize day highe?

Iam mighuly abus'¢; I thould eu'n dye wishpice
Tofceanother thus. 1knowuot whactofay 4
I w.ll not fweare chele are my hands: let's fee

I fecle this pin pricke,would [ were affus’d

Of eay condnion,

Cor. Olooke vponme Sir,

Lear. Pray do natmorkeme:;

Co. Andfolam:lam,
Lear.Be your teares wet ?

Cer, No caufe,no caufe,

Lear, Am]inFrance?

Kent. In your owne kingdome Sit. ‘
Lear. Do not abufe me.

Gent, Be comforted good Madam,the great 1age r

Cor. Wiilg pleafe your Highneffe walke ?
Lear. You muft beare withme :

Exeoms

Aétus Qa'ntu:. Scena Prima.

.

- Or wherber fince he is aduis™d by oughe
To change the courfe,he’s full of alseration,
And (elfeceprouing,bring his conftant plesfuse,

Ewter with Dramms e and Colonrs Edmund Regan,
Gentlemen,and Sowldiers,

Bafl. Koow of the Duke ifhis Jaft purpefs hold,

Reg. Our Sifters man is certainely mifcaryied,
Baff. 'Tisto be doubted Madam.
Reg. Nowf{weet Lozd, y '

Yoo

w

G anrmand
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The Tragedse of K ing Lear.

Y ou know the g oodnefle I intend vpon you:
Tecll me but truly,buc then fpeake the truth,
Do younocloue my Sifter? -
Kaf. lohosour'd Love, -
* Reg. Bushaue you neuer found my Brothers way,
To tnc fore-fended place?
Baff. Noby mine honour,Madam. «
Reg. 1neucr fhall endure ber,deese my Lord
Be notfamilias with her, .
Baft, Fearenot,the and the Duke her husband.

_ Enter with Drum and (olowrs, Albany Gonerill,Soldiers.

Alb. Our very loving Sifter,well be-met:
Sirthis I heard,che King 1s come to his Daughter
With others,whom the rigour of our State
Fore'd to cry eut.

. Regan. Why isthisreafond ?
Gone. Combine together’gainft the Enemic :
| For thefe dome(icke and parcicurlar brotles,
Ate not the queftion heere,
Alb. Let'schen determine with thancient of warre
* On our proceeding.
[ Reg. Sifter you'le go withvs?
. Gow. No.

. *Tis moit conuenient,pray go with vs.

Gon, Ohho,lknow the Riddle.i will goe.
Exonnt boih ske Armies,

Enter Edgar.

Edg.Ifere your Grace had fpeech with man fopoore,
Heare me one word.
Alb. 1le ouertake you,fpeake. .
&dg. Before you fightche Batcaileyope this Letter:
Ifyou haue viory,lecthe Trumpet found
For him tharbrought it:wretched though Ifecme,
I eanproduce a Champion,that will prouc
What is auouched there. Ifyou mulcarry,
Your bufineffe of the world hath fosn end,
And machination ceafes. Fortune loues you.

oAb, Staytill] haueread the Lecter.

Edg. 1wasforbidit :
When time (hall feruc,letbut ahe Herald cry,
And Ile appeare againe. Exit,
Alb, Why fasethee well, ] will o're-looke thy paper.

Enter Edmund,

Baff, The Enemy’sinview,draw vp yourpowers,
Heere 1s the guefle of their tiue frength and Forces,
By dilligsnt difcoucric,but your haft
Isnowvrg'donyou. .

Alb, We will greei the time. Exit.
FBaff. Toboth thefe Sifters haue I fworne my loue:
Each realous of the other,asthe flung

Ate of the Adder. Which of them fhall Trake ?

Boch 2 One ? Or neither #Neither can be enioy’d
Ifboth remaine alive : To take the Widdow,
Exalperates,makes mad her Sifter Goneri,

Aad nardly fhall Fcarry out my fide,

Her husband being alive. Now then,weel vle

His countenarice for the Battaile,which being done,
Let hier who would be rid of him deuife

His (pcedy raking off. As for themercie

Which he intends to Lear and to Cordelia,

The Battaile done,and they within our power,

o
L
»

| Shall neuer fee his pardon : for my flate,

Stands onme to defend,not to debate, Exs.

Scena Secunda.

Alaram withis. Enter with Dramme and Colonrs,Lear,
(ordelia, and Somldiers,oncr the Stage, and Excunt,

Enter Edgar,and Gloffer.

Edg. Heere Favherytakethe fhadow of this Tree
For your good hoaft : pray that the ght may thriue:
Ifeuer I scturne to you againe,
lie bring you comfort.

Glo. Grace go with you Sir,
Alarssm and Retreat within,
Enter Edgar.
Egdir. Away oldman,giwe nic thy hand,away :
King Lear hath loft he and bi: Daughter tane,
Giue me thy hand : Comeon.
Glo. No further Sir,aman may rot cuen heere.
Edg. Whatn 1l thoughts againe ¢
Men muft endure
Their going hence,euen as their comming hither,
Ripenciles all come on.

Glo. And that’s truetoo, Exennt,

Scena Tertia.

Enter s conqueft with Drums and Colowrs Edmnund Lear,
and Cordelia s prifomers Souldiers,Captams.

Baf?. Some Officers take them awsy: good guard,
Vauull their greater plealures stk be knowne
That are to cenfure them.

Cor. Wearenotthe firft, v
Who with beft meaning haue incurt*d the worft :
For thee oppreffed King I am caft downe,

My felfe could elfe out-frowne falfe Fortunes frowne.

shall we not fee thefe Daughters,and thefeSifters ¢
Lear. No,ho,no no : come let’s away to priton,

We two alone will fing like Birds ith'Cage:

W hen thou doft aske me blefling e kneeledowne

And aske of thee forgiucneffe : So wee'thue,

And pray,and fing,and tell old tales and laugh

At gilded Buteerflics : and heere (poore Regues)

Talke of Court newes,and wee'} talke withthemtoo,

W ho luufes,and who wins; who'si, who'sout;

Aud take vpou's the myftery of things,

Asifwe were Gods (pics : And wee'l weare out

In a wall’d prifon,packs and fe&ts of greatones,

That ebbe and flow by th’'Moone,

Baff. Takechem away.

Lear: Vpon fuch (acrifices my Cordelia,

The Gods shemfelues throw Incenfe,

Haue 1 caughtthee? '

He that parts vs, thall bring a Brand from Heaues,

And fire vs hence ke Foxes:wipe thinc cyes,

The good yeares fhall deuoure them,flefh and fell,

Ere
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Erc they fhall make vs weepe 2
Werelciee e'm fRaru'd fitlt : come,
B4, Comehither Capraine,heatke.
Take thou this note,go follow themto prifon,
One ftep 1haue aduanc’d thee,if thou do't
As this infttu@s thee,thou doft make thy way
T o Noble Fortunes : know thou this,thatmen
Arc as the umeis; to be tender minded
Do’s not becomea Sword,thy great imployment
Will not beare quettion:either tay thou'le dot,
Or thriue by other meanes

Capt. Licdo’cmy Lord.

Baft. Aboutic and write happy,when th*halt done,
Marke I {ay initantly,and cany it fo
As I haue fee it downe,

Exit,

Exit Captasne,
#ienrifh. Enter Albany Gomersll, Reg -n,Seldrers.

Al6. Siryyouhaue fhew'd to day your valiant firaine
And Fortune led you well : you haue the Captiues
Whowercthe oppofites of this dayes ftnife:

I dorequirethemof you fo co vie them,
As wefhall find their merites,and our fafety
May cqually determine.
Baff. Sir,1thougheicfit,
To fend the old and miferable King to fome retention,
Whofe age had Charmes in ir,whofe Ticle more,
To plucke che common bofome on his fide,
Andturne our imprefiLaunces in our eres
Which do command them, With him I fent the Quecn:
My reafon allthe fame,and they are ready ‘
To morrow,or at further fpace,t’appearc
Where you fhall hold your Seffion,
Alb. Sir,by your patience,

I'hold youbuta fubiet of this Warse,
Not as a Brother,

Reg. Thavsaswe lift to grace him,
Methinkes our pleafure mighz haue bin demanded
Ere you had fpoke fo farre, He led our Powers,
Borethe Commiffion ofmy place and perfon,
The which immediacie may well ftand vp,
And call it felfe your Brother.

Gen. Notfohot:
inhisowne gracehedoth exalc himfelfe,
More then in youraddition.

Reg. Inmyrights,

By mcinuefled,be compeeres the beft,

Alb. Thatwere themof, if he fhould husband you.

Reg. Teflersdo oft proue Prophets.

Gon, Hola,hola,

That eye that told you (o,look 'd but a fquint.

Rega. LadyIsm not well clfe I fhould an(were
Froma full flowing ftomack. Generall,

Take thou my Souldiers,prifoners,patrimony,
Difpofe of them, of me,the walls is thinec
Witneffe the world,that I create thee héore
My Lord,and Mafter,
Gon, Meane you to enioy him ?
Alb. Thelet aloneliesnot in your good will, !
Baf, Notinthine Lord.
Alb. Halfe-blood ea fellow,yes.
Rrﬁ. Let the Drum firike,and prose my ticle thine,
Alb. Stay yet,heate resfon : Edmwnd 1 asrel} thee
On capitall Treafon; and in thy arrefl,
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*Tistheis (ub-contraéted to thus Lord, * - .
And I her busband contradi& your Bane-. i
Ifyou will marry,make your loues to me, i
My Lady is befpoke. .
Gen, Anenceriude, ’ .
Alb. Thouartarmed G/cffer, )
Letthe Trmpet found : .
Ifnone appeateto proue vpon thy perfon,
Thy heynous,manifeft, and many Treafons,
Thereis my pledge : llemakeicon thy heart,
Ere Itafte bread,thou art in nothing leffe
Then Lhaue heere proclaim’d thee,
Reg. Sicke,0 ficke.
Gon. 1fnot, Hle neretruf medicine. .
't Baft. There’smy exchange,what in the world ke
Thatnames me Traitor, villain.hike he Lies, . R)
Call by the Trumpet: he that dares approach;
Or. him, o0 you,who not, I will maintaine  ~
My truth and honot firmely.

-

Enter a Herald.

Alb. AHerald,ho.
Truft to thy fingle vertue,for thy Souldicis
Alllevied in my name,have in my name
Tooketheir difcharge,
Rezan, My ficknefle growes vpon me.
Aib, Sheis not well.conuey her to my Tent,
Come hither Herald,let the Trumper found,
And read out this, A Tumpet fonnds.
Herald reats.
IF any man of qualisic or degree withm the lifts of the Ar-
my,wik masntaine vpon Edmwmd, [wppofed Earle of Clofter,
that he is amansfold Trastor, let bim appeare by the third

—

found of the Trumpes : beews bold sn bis defence, 1. Trumspes
Her, Againe, 2 Trumpes,
Her. Againe. 3 Trumper.

. Trumpet anfwers withm,
Enter Edgar armed,

AlE. Aske him his purpofes,why he appearcs
Vponthis Call o’th"Trumpet,

Her, Whatareyou?
Your name, your quality,and why you anfwer
Thisprefent Suminons?

&dg. Know my name isloft
By Treafons tooth: bare- gnawne,and Canker.bit,
Yetam I Nobleasthe Aducrfary
Icometo cope.

tlh, Which is that Aduerfary ?

Edr.What's he that fpeakes for

i EdwundEatle of Glo-
Baft, Himfelfe,what faift thou to him ¢ (Ber?
Edg. Draw thy Sword,

Thatifmy fpeech offead a Noble heart,

Thy armemay do thee Fultice,hecre is mine :
Behold itis my priuiledge,

The priuiledge of mine Honours,

My oath,and wy profeffion, Iproteft,

Maugre thy firength,place,youth,and eminence,
Defpife thy viGor-Sword,and fire new Fortune,
Thy valor,and thy heart,thou are a Traitor s
Falfe co thy Gods,thy Brother,and thy Father,
Confpirsnt ‘gaioft chis high illuftirous Prince,

This goilded Serpent : for your claime faire Siﬁa';, * 4} Andfrom th’extremel vpward of thy head,
l:bw: it in the inkereft of my wife, " * 1} Tothedifcent and dult below thy foete,
. {{s
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A moft Toad-fpocted Trairor. Say thou no, | Told himour pilgrimage, But hj ’
Fhis Sword this arme,and my beft fpiries are bent ( Alacke too v«l:en e thcgconﬂnat:::(?;;:o‘:se" ‘
Toprouc vpouthy heart,whereto [ {peake, Twixt two extremes of paffion,ioy and greefe
Thou lyeft. Burft fmilingly. AL
Baf. Inwifedome I thould aske thy name, Baft, Thisfpeech of yours hath mow'd me
?ut fince thy out-fide lookes fo faire and Warlike, And fhall perchancodo good,but fpeake yon’on
And that thy rongue(fome fay) of breeding breathes, You looke as you had fomething more o fa >
What {afe,and nicely [ onghe well delay, Alb. 1fthere be more,more wofall hol i.g i
By rule of Knight-hood,T difdaine and fpurne: For I am almoft ready 1o diffolue ’ "
Backedo Itoffe thefe Treafons to thy head, Hearing of this. '
W ith the hell-hated Lye,ore-whelme thy heare,
Which for they yet glance by,and fearely bruife, Exter a Gentlerwanm,
ThisSword ot mine (hall giue them inftant way, Gen. Helpe helpe : O helpe.
Where they fhall reft for euer. Trumpets fpeake. Edg. What kinde of helpe ?
Alb, Savehim (ave him. Alarams. I'ights. Alb, Speake man.
Gew. Thisis pradtife Gloffer, Fdg. What meancs thisbloody Knife ?
By th’law of Warre thou waft notbound to anfwer Gen. 'Tishot,it fmoakes, it came encn frem the beart
An vokno ane oppofite:thou art not vanquifh'd, of. O fhe’s dead.
But cozend,and beguild, emlb. Who dead? Speake man.
Alb. Shut your mouthDame, . ({‘u. Your Lady Sir,your Lady; and her Siftes
Or with this paper fhall I Rop it : hold Sir, By her is poyfon'd : the confefles ic.
Thou worfe then any name,reade thine owne euill : Baff. I was contraltedto them beth,all theew
Notearing Lady,I perceiue yoo know it. Now marry in aninflane,
Gow, Say if1do,tie L awes are minenoc thine, Edg. Here comes Kent,
Who can arsigne me for't ? Exit,
Alb. Mot monftrous! O knowftthou this paper? Enter Kens,
Baff. Askeme not what] know, Alb. Praduce thebodics,be they aliveor desd
Alb. Goafier her,fhe's defperate,gouerne her, Coneril andRegans bedresbronghe em.
Baff. What you haue charg'd me with, This iudgement ofthe Heauens that makes vs tremble,
Thathave I done, Touches vsnot with pitty Ojisthishe ?
And mote,much more,the time will bring it out. The time will not allow the complement
‘Tis paf{.and foam1: But what art thou Which very manners vrges.
That haft this Fortune on: e ? If thou’st Noble, Keve, 1am come
1do forgiue thee. Tobid my Kingand Mafter aye good night.
Edg: Let’s exchange charity: Is he nothere?
I sm no leffe inblood then thou art Edmend, Alb. Great thing of vsforgot,
If more,the more th’hat wron g’d me. Speakc Edmn&,whcu'o the ng {and whcre'a: Cordolia?
My name is dgar and thy Fachers Sonne, Sceft chouthis obie@ Kemt? +
The Gods are.uft,and of our pleafanc vices Kens, Alacke,why thus?
Makeinftrumentsto plaguevs: B4f. Yet Edmund wasbelou'd:
The darke and vitious place where thee he gor, The onethe other poifon’d for my fake,
Cofthim his eyes. And after tlew herteife s
Baff. Th'hat fpokenright,’cistrue, Alb. Euen (0. couer theis faces.
The Wheeleiscome full arcle,l am heere. Baff. Ipaac forlife : fome good I meanctode
Alb. Methought thy very gate did prophefie Deipight of mine owne Nature. Quickly fend,
ARoyall Nobleneffe : 1 muft embrace thee, (Bebricfein it) to'th’Caftle.for my Wit
Let forrow fplic my heart,ifeuer 1 Is on the life of Lear,and on Cordelsa :
Did hate thee,or thy Father. Nay fend in time,
Edg. Worthy Prince I know'e. Alb. Run,run,O 1un,
Alb. Where baue you hid your felfe ? Edg. Towhomy Lord? \Who ha's the Office?
How haue you knowne the miferies of your Fathe: ? Send thy token of repreeue.
£dg. By nurfingthemmy Lord. Lilta brecfeale, Baft. Well thought on,take my Swotd,
And when 'tis told,O that my heart would burft. Giuet the Captaine.
The bloody proclamation to efcape Edg. Halt thee for thy life,
That follow’d me fo neere,(O our liues fweetneffe, Baff. Hehath Commiffion from thy Wife and me,
That we the paine of death would houre?' dye, &0 hang Cerdeliain the prifon,and
Ratherthen dic at once)aught me to fhife To lay the blame vpon her owne difpaire,
knto s mad-inans rags,t'affume a femblance Thac fhe for-did her felfe.
That very Dogges difdain’d : and in this habit Alb. The Gods defend her,bearchimhenceawhile,
Met I my Father wich his bleeding Rings ,
Their precious Stones new loft:became his guide, Enter Lear with Cordeliainbss armes.
Ledhim begg'd for him,fau’d him from dil‘gairo. Lear.Howle,howle,hosrle: O your arc men of flones,
Neuer(O fault)reueal’d my felfe vato him, Had1your tongues and eyes,11’d vie them {o,
Vaull fome halfe houre palt when 1 was arm’d, That Heauens vault (hould grack : fhe's gone for euer.
Not fure,though hoping of this good fuccefle, I know when one is dead,snd when onelies,
I ask'd hus blefling,and from firft co laft ‘ She's dead as eacth :Lend me a Looking-glafle, ]
: I

b
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If that her breath will mift o Raine the Rone,
Why then (he lues,
Kens. I3 thisthe promis'd end ?

Edg. Orimage of that horror.

Alb. Fallandcesfe. .

Lear, This feacher Rirs, the lives:ific be fo,

[tis a chance which do’s redeeme all forrowes
That cuer 1 haue felt.

Kent. O my good Mafter.

Lear. Prythee away.

Edy. "TisNoble Kent your Friend,

Lcar, Aplaguc vpon you Murderors, Tisitorsall,
I'might haue fau’d her,now the's gone for cuer :
Cordelia Cordelia,ftay alittle, Ha:

What st thou 210t ? Her voice was euer foft,
Geuntle,and low,an excellent thingin woman,
Ikill'd the Slaue that was a hanging thee.

Gene. "Tis rue (my Lords)ne ¢tid
Lear. Did I notfellow?

I'haue feenc che day, withmy good biting Faulchion
I would haue made him skip : 1 am old now,
And thefe fame crofles fpoile me. Who ere you?
Mine eyes are not o'thbeft,Ile tell you Rraighe,
Kent. 1fFortune brag of two,the lou'd snd bated,
One ofthem we behold.

Lear. Thisisadull fight,are you not Kemt ?

Kent, The fame : your Scruant Kent,
Where is your Seruant Casm 2

Lear. He'sa good fellow, I can eell you that,
He'le feike and quickly too,be’s dead and rotten.

Kent. No my good Lord,1 amthe very man,

Lear, 1le{cethat ftraight.

Kent. That from your firft of difference and decay,
Haue follow’d your fad fleps.

Lear. Your arc welcome hither.

Kemt. Notrno manelfe:

All's cheerlefle,darke,and desdly,

Your eldeft Daughters haue fore-done them(elaes,
And defperately are dead C
Lear, 1ol thinke,

Alb. Heknowes not what he faies,an

Id

dvaine isit

—

That we prefeat vsto him,

~

- Enter a Mafn er,
Edg. Vety bootleffe. Mifng
Mef, dis desd nty Lord,

o «4b. Thatsbut atrifle heere s

You Lords and Noble Friends,know our intent,
What comfore to this grest decay may come,
Shall be appli'd. For vs we willrefigne,

During the life of this old Maiefly

To him our abfolute power, youto your righes,
Withboote,and fuch additton a2 your Honowrs
Haue more then merited, All Friends thall
Taflethe wages of their vertue,and all k-oes

The cup of their dcfennngs : Ofee,fee.

Lear. And mypocre Foole is hang'd:no,n0,n0life?
Why fhouldaDog,s Horfe,a Rat haue life,
Andthou nobreathatsil? Thou'lc come no more,
Neuer,neuer,never,neuer,neaer,

Pray you vndo this Button. Thanke you Sis,
Do you fee this? Looke on her? Looke her hips,
Looke these,looke there, He dis.
£dg. He faints,my Lord,my Lord,
Kent, Breakeheart,! prychee breake,
&dg. Looke vp my Lord. . ]
Kens. Vex not his gho,0 let him paffe,be hates him,

That would vpon the wracke of this tough world
Stretch him out longer,

Edg. Heisgonndeed.

Kext. The wonder is, he hath endus
Hebut viuspe his life,

A}, Beare them from hence,our prefent bufinefle
Is generall woe : Friends of my foule, you twaine,
Rulein this Reslme,snd the gor’d ftate fuftaine.

Kens. Thaue s iourney Sir,fhortly to go,

My Mafler calls me,I muft not fay no,

Edg. The wni[gh: of this fad time we moft
Speake whac we feele,not what we oughe to fay:
The aldett hath botne moft,we thatareyong,
Shall neuer (ce fo much, nor lise fo long.
fxmt with 4 dead Murch,

{3

‘d fo long,
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