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Seenad L rima.
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Ernter Kent, Glosiceffor, and Edmond.

Kesi, d
o8 Thought the Kingjhiad more affe@ed the
\SP) Duke of Albany, chen Cornwalls
. Glon. 1t didalwayes ([eemefotovs : But
 now in the divifion of the Kingdome, it ap-
@ pearcs not which ofthe Dukes hee valewes
moft, for qualicies are fo weigh'd, thetcuriofity innei-
{ ther, can make choife of cishers moity.

Kent, Isnot this yourSon, my Lotd ?

Glox. His breeding Sir,hath bin at my charge. I haue
fo often bluth’d to ackamowlcdge him, thatnowlam
braz’d too't. ,

Kent. 1 cannot conceiue your.'

Glow. Sir,this yong Fellowes mother could ; where-
vpon fhe grew round womb’d, and had indeede (Sir)7a
Sonne for her Cradle, ere the had a)husband for berbed.
Doyoufmell a fanle?

Kent. Icannotwifhche favle vndone, the
being fo proper. .

Glon. But1baueaSenne, Sir, by orderof Law,fome
yeere elder then this 5 who, yetis no decrer inmy ac-
count, though this Knaue came fomthing {awcily tothe
world before he was fent for : yet was his Mother fayre,
chere was good fport ac his making, and the horfon muft
be acknowledged, Doe youknow this Noble Gentle-
man, Edisond?

Edwm. No, my Lord,

Glow. My Lordof Kent:

Remember himheereaficr,as my Honourable Friend.

Edm. My feruices toyour Lordfhip. 7

Kent, Tmuft loue you, and fue ta know you better.

Edm, Sir,l{hall fudy deferuing.

Glow,’ Hehath bin out nine yeares, and away he fhall

againe. The King is comming.

iffue of it,

Sernct. Enter King Lear, Cornwall ,Albany,Gonerill, Re-
gan, Cordelia,\and attendants .-
Lear. Attend the Lords of France & Burgundy,Glofter,
Glon. 1{nall,my Lord. Exit.
Lear. Meane time we {hal exprefle our darker purpofe.
Giue ms the Map there. Know, that we haue diuided
In three our Kingdome : and tis our faftintent,
To fhake all Cares and Bufineffe from our Age,
Conferring them on yonger firengths, while we
Vaoburthen'd érawle toward death. Ous {on of Cormmal,
And you our no leffe louing Sonne of Albary,
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VW e haue this houre a conftant will to publifh
Ounr daughters fzuerall Dowers, that future irife

-euented now. The Princes,France & Burgundy,
Great Riuals in our yongeft daughters loue,

Long in our Court, have made their amorous foiourne,
Andheereare tobe anfwer’d. Tell me my daughters
(Sinee now we will dinef vs both of Rule,
Incereft of Territory, Cares of State)

Which of you fhall we fay doth loue vs moft,
That we, our largeft bountie may extend
Where Nature doth wich merit challenge, Conerill,
Ouar eldeft borne, {peake firft.

Gon,Sir, THoue you morethen word can weild Vmatecrs
Decrerthen eye-fight, fpacesand libertie,
Beyond what can be valewed, rich or rere,
Ne fefle then life, with grace, health,beausy, boner :
As much as Childe ere low’d, or Father found.

%A loue that makes breatl poore,and fpeechivnable,

Beyond all manber of fo much I'loueyou.
Cor, What fhall Cordelia {peake ? Loue,and be filent,
Lear Of all thef{e bounds cuen from this Line,to this,
With (hadowie Forrefis,and with Champainsrich’d
With plénteous Riuers,and wide-skirred Meades
We make thee Lady. Tothine and Albaniesifiies
Be thisperpetuall. What fayes ourfecond Daughter?
Our deere(t Reguer, wife of Cormwall 2
Reg. Tam made of that felfe-mettle as my Sifter,
And prize me ather worth. 1nmy true heart,
I finde fhe names my very deede of loue :
Otiely fhe comes too fhore that I profefle
My fclfe an enemy to all other ioyes,
Which the moft precious fquare of fenfe profefTes,
And finde I amralone felicitate
Inyour deere Highnefle loue.
{or. Then poore Cordelia,
And yetnot fo, fince T am fure my loue’s
More ponderous then my tongue.
Lear. To thee,and thine heredirarie ever,
Remaine this ample third of our faire Kingdome,;
No lefle in fpace, validitie, and pleafure
Then that coiifeir’d on Generill, Now our oy,
Although our laft and leaft ; o whofe yong loue,
The Vines of France, and Milke of Burgundie,
Striue to beiatereft. What can you fay, o draw
A third, more opilent then yous Sifters? fpeake,
Cor. Nothing my Lord.
Lear. Nothing?
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Cor, Nothing.
Lear. Nothing will come of nothing {peake againe,
Cor. Vnhappie that I am,I cannot heaue

My heart into my mouth:1 loue your Maiefly

According to my bond,no more nor lefle.

Lear. How,how (ordeliaiMend your fpeech alittle,

Leaft you may marr= your Fortunes,

Cor, Good my Loxd,

You haue begor ine,bred me;low’d me,

Ireturne thofe duties backe asareright fit,

Obey you,Loue you,and moft Henour you.

Why haue my Sifters Husbands,if they fay

They loue you all ?Happily when I fhall wed,

That Lord,whofe hand muft take my plight,(hall carry

Halfe my loue with him, halfe my Care,and Dutie,

gyre Ifhall neuer marry like my Sifters.

Lear. Bur goes thy heart with this?

Cor. Imy good Lord.

Lear. So young, and {o vatender 2

Cor. So young my Lord,and true.

Lear, Lecitbe fo,thy cruth then be chy dowre:

For by the facred radience of the Sunne,

The miferies of Heccat and the night -

By all the operation of the Orbes,

From whom we do exift, and ceafe to be,

Heere I difclaime all my Paternall care,

Propinquity and property of blood,

And as a firanger to my heart and me,

Hold thee from this for euer, The barbarous Septhian,

Or he that makes his generation meffes -

To gorge his appetite, thall to my bofome

Be as well neighbour’d,pittied,and releew’'d,

As thou my fometime Daughter,

Kent, Good my Liege.
Lear. Peace Kent,

Come not betweene the Dragon and his wrath,

1low’d het mofl,and thoughtto fer my reft

On her kind nutfery. Henceand avoid my fight

So be my grauemy peace, ashere I give

HerFathers heart from her ; call France,who @irres ?

Call Burgnndy (ornwall,and Albanie,

With my two Daughters Dowres,digeft the third,

Let pride,which the cals plainneffe, marry her:

1 doeinueft you ioyntly with my power,

Preheminence,and all the farge effe&s

That troope with Maiefly. Our felfe by Monthly courfe,

Wich referuation of an hundred Knights,

By you to befuftain’d,(hall ourabode

Make with youby duerurne,onely we thall retaine

The name, and all th'addition to a King :the Sway,

Reuennewr Execution ofthereft,

Beloued & s be yours,which to confirme,

v

rhonor'd as my King,
r,as my Mafter follow’d,
hought on in my praiers,

As my greatPatront
Le. Thebowisbent & drawne,make from Lhc fhaFr.

Kenp, 1 fall rathcr)t‘aough the forke innade

Theregion of my heart,be Kenr vomannerly,
When Learis mad, what wouldeft thoudo old man?
Think’@t thouthat dutie fha'l have dread to fpeake,

ry bowes?
our’s bound,

n Maielty falls to folly, referue thy flace,
Andin thy beft confideration checke

e —
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\ This hideous rafhnefle;anfwere my lifc,myiud—g;;:;;;:;
. Thy yongeft Daughter do’s not loue thee leaft,

Nor are thofe empty hearted, whofe low founds
Reuerbe no hollownefle,

Lear, Kent,onthy life no more,

Kent. Mylife I neuer held bur as pawne
Towage againft thine enemies nere feare to loofe it,
Thy fafety being motiue,

Lear. Out of my fighe,

Kent. Seebetter Lear,and let me fill remaine
The true blanke of thine eie,

Kear. Now by Apslls,

Lent. Now by Apolle King
Thou {wear.f thy Gods in vaine.

Lear, O Vaflall| Mifcreant.

Alb. Cor, DeareSir forbeare.

Kent, Kill thy Phyfition,and thy fee beftevs
Vpon the foule difeafe,reuoke thy guift,

Or whil'® I can vent clamour from my throate,
Ile tell thee thou doft euill,

Lea. Heare merecreant,on thine sllegeance heare me;
That chou haft fought to make vs breake our vowes,
Which we durft never yet; and wich itrain’d pride,

To comebetwixt our fentences,and our power,
Which,nor our nature,nor our place canbeare;

Our potencie made good,take thy reward,

Fiue dayes we do allot thee for prouifion,

To fhield thee from difafters of the world,

And on the fixt to turne thy hated backe

Vpon our kingdome; if on the tenth day following,
Thy banitht trunke be foond in our Dominions,
The moment s thy death,away, BylZapiter,

This (hallnot be reuok’d, -

Kent. Fare thee well King, fich thus theu wiltappeare,
Freedome lines hence,and banithment is here;
TheGods to their deere fhelter take thee Maid,
That iuftly think’tt,and haft moft rightly faid «
And your large fpeeches,may your deeds approue,
That good effects may {pring from words of loue s
Thus Kest O Princes bids you all adew,

Hee'l (hape his'old courfe, in a Country new. Exit.
Flosrifb, &Euter Glofter with France,and Bur-
gundy, Aitendants,

Cor. Heere’s France and Burgandy,my Noble Lord,

Lear. My Loxd of Bugendre,
We firlt addrefle coward you, who withthis King
Hath riuald for our Daugheer ; whatinthe leaft
Will you require in preient Dowers with her,
Or ceafe your queft of Loue?

Bar. Moft Royall Maictty,
I crave no more then hath your Highneffe offer’d,
Nor will you tender leffe?

Lear. Right Noble Byrgundy,
When the was deare to vs,we did hold herfo,
Buc now her price is fallen : Sir,therc fhe ftands,
If oughe within chat lictle feeming fubRance,
Or all of it with our difpleafure piec’d,
And nothing more may ficly like your Grace,
Shee’s there,and the isyours.

Bar. Tknow no anfwer.

Lear. Will you with thofe infirmities fhe owes,
Vnfriended,new adopted to our hare,
Dow'rd with our curfe and ftranger’d withour oath,
Take her or,leaue her.

Par-

Bsr,
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Bur, PardonmeRoyall Sir,
Ele&ion makes not vp 1n fuch conditions.
¢. Then leaue her fir for by the powre that made me,
Itell you all her wsalth, For you greatKing,
I would not from your loue make fuch a firay,
To match you where I hate,therefore befeech you
T auerc your liking a more worthier way,
Then on a wretch whom Mature is2fbam’d
Almoft t’acknowledge hers,
Fra. Thisis moft firange,
That fhe whom cuen but now,was your obieét,
The argument of your praife balme of your age,
Thebet;the deereft,thould in this trice of time
Commit a thing {o monftrous,te difmantle
So many folds of fauour:fure ber offence
Muft be of fuch vnnatarali degree, )
That monfters it : Or your fore-youcht affection
Fall into taint,whichto beleeue ofher '
Mu@ be afaith that reafon withour miracle
Should neuer plant in me.
Cor. 1yet befeech your Maiefty.
Iffor I wantchat glib and oylie Are,
To fpeake and purpofenot,fince what I will intend,
Ile do'c before I fpeake,thatyou make knowne
Itis no vicious blor,murther,or fouleneffe,
No vnchaftea&tion or difhonoured ftep
That hath depriu’d me of your Grace and favour,
But euen for want of that,for which Iamricher,
A il foliciting eye,and fuch a tongue,
Thac I am glad I haue not,though not tohaue it,
Hath loft me in your liking.
Lear, Betterthouhad'it »
Not beene borne,then not ¢ haue pleas’d me better,
Fra. Isitbutthis ¢ A rardineffe in natuse,
Which often leaues the hiftory vnfpoke
That itintendsto do : my Lord of Burgandy,
What fay you to the Lady # Loue’s not loue
When it is mingled with regards,that ffands
Aloofe from th’intire point,will you haucher 2
She is berfelfe 4 Dowrie,
Bar. RoyallKing,
Giue but that portion which your felfe propos’d,
And here Ltake (orde/ia by the hand,
Dutcheflc of Burgnudie,
Lear, Nothing,1 haue fworne,l am firme.
Pwr. 1am forry then you haue {o loft a Father,
Thatyou mutleofe a husband,
Cor. Peacebe with Bargundie,
Since thatrefpect and Fortunes are his loue,
I fhall not be his wife.
Fra., Faireft Cordelia,that art moft rich being poore,
Moft choife for{aken,and moft low'd defpis’d,
Thee and thy vertues hereT feize vpon,
Be it lawfull I take vp what’s caft away.
Gods,Gods! “Tis firange, thatigom their cold’t negle&
My Loue (hould kindle to enflant®pefpeét.
Thy dowreleffe Daughter King, throwne to my chance,
Is Queene of vs,of ours,and our faire France ;
Notall the Dukes of watiifh Burgundy,
Can buy this vopriz’d precious Maid of me.
Bid them farewell Cordeliz,though vnkinde,
Thou loofeft here abetter where tofinde. -
Lear. Thouhafther France,\et her be thine,for we
Hauve no fuch Daughrer,nor thall euer fee
That face of hersagaine, therfore be gone,

Withous our Grace,our Loue,our Benizon's

i

Come Noble Burgandse, Flowrifb.  Exeunt,
- Fra. Bidfarweil to your Sifters.
"~ Cor, Thelewels of our Facher,with wafh'd eic s
Cordelialcaues you,l know you what youare,
And like a Sifter am moft leth to cail
Your taults as they arc named, Loce well our Fathes:
To your profefled bofomes I commit him,
But yet alas,ftood I within hisGrace,
I would prefer him toabecter place,
So farewell to you both.
Regn., Prefcribe not vs our dutie.
Gor. Let your fludy
Beto content your Lord,who hath recein’d you
At Fortunes almes,you have obedience (canted,
And well are worth the want that you haue wanted,

Cor. Time (hall vnfold what plighted conning hides,

Who cotiess faules,at lalt with fhame derides;
Well may you profper.
Fra, Comc my faire Cordelia.  Fxit France aud Cor.

Gon. Sifter,ie is not lictle [ haveto fay,

Of what moft neerely appertaines to vs both,
1 thinke our l"‘a:h:: will hence to night, (withvs.

Reg. That's mofk certaine,and with you: pext moneth

Gen, Youfeehow full of changes his age is, the ob-
feruation we haue made of it hath beene little;he alwaies
lou'd our Sifter moft,and with what poore iudgement he
hath now caft her off,appeares too groffely, N

Reg. °Tis the infirmity of his age,yet e hath ener but
{lenderly knowne himfelte,

Gon. The beft and foundeft of histime hath bin bur
rafb,chen muft we looke from hisage, toreceinenot a-
lone the imperfeétions of Jong ingiaffed conditior, bus
therewithall the varuly way-wardiefle,thar infirme 2nd
cholericke yearesbring with them,

Reg. Suchvaconftant flarts are we like to haue from
him,as this of Kenrsbanitbment, ‘

Gon. There is further complement of leave-taking be-
tweene France and him,pray you let vs fic together, it out
Father carry authority with fuch difpofition as he beares,
this la@t furvender of his will but offend vs,

Reg.We (hall further thinke ofit.

Gon. We muft do femething,and i'th’ heate. Exeunr. i
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Scena Secunda.

——

Enter Baflavd,

Baft. Thou Nature arc my Goddefle,to thy Law
My feruices are bound,wherefore fhould I
Stand in the plague of cuffeme,and permic
The curiofity of Nations, to deprive me?
For that T am fome twelue, or fourteene Moenfhines
Lag of a Brother? Why Baftard ? Wherefore bafe ?
When my Dimenfions are as well compad,
My minde as generous,and my fhape as true
Ashonelt Madams iffue  Why brand they vs
With Bafe ? With bafenes BarRadie ? Bafe, Bale 2
Who inthe luftie ftealth of Nacure, take
More compolfition,and fierce qualitie,
Thien doth within a dull ftale tyred bed
Goe to th'creating a whole tribe of Fops
Got’tweene a fleepe,and wake ? Wellthen,

[ —

R
Legitimate dgar,l muft haue your [and,
Our Fathers loue,is to the Baftard Edmond,

Y

Asto th'legitimate : fine word : Legitimate.
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Well, my Legittimate, if this Lettes fpeed,
And my inuention thriue, Edmond the bafe }
Shall to’th’Legitimate : I grow, profper: |
Now Gods,tand vp for Baftards. I
Enter Gloncefler.

Glo. Kent banifh'd thus? and France in choller parted ?
And the King gone to night ? Prefcrib’d his powre,
Confind to exhibition? All this done
Vpon the gad ? Edmond, how now? What newes ?

Baft. So pleale your Lordihip, none.

Glos. Why {o earnefily fecke you to puc vp § Letter 2

Baft. 1know nonewes,my Lord.

Glox. WWhat Paper were you reading?

Bajt. Nothing my Lord,

Glow. No? whatneeded then thatterrible difpatch of
itinte your Pocket ? The quality of nothing, hath not
fuchneede o hide it felfe. Let’s fee : come, if it bee no-
thing, I fhall not neede Spe@acles.

Baf?. 1befeechyou Sir, pardon mee; itisa Letter

The Tragedse of King Lear.

from my Brother, that I haue not all ore-read ; and for fo
much as L haue perus’d, I finde it not fit for your ore-loo-
kiﬂgo

Glont. Giue me the Leteer,Sir.

Baft. 1fhall offend, either to detaine, or giueics
The Contents , as in part I vaderftand them,

Aretoo blame.

Glos. Let’s fee, Tet’s fee,

Baff. Ihope for my Bzothers inftification, hee wrote
this but as an eflay, or tafte of my Vertue.

Glow.reads, This policie, andresserence of Age,makes the

worldbitter to the beft of our timses : keepes our Fortunes from
vs, till onr oldneffe cannot »ellifb them. T begin to finde an idle
and fond bond age, i the oppre(fion of aged tyranny,who [wayes
wot as it hathpower, but as it 5 fuffer'd. Comero we, that of
this I may (peake mare. If our Fatber wonid flecpe till I wak'd
bimy yon [bowld enioy halfz his Renennew for euer, and line the
beloned of your Brother. . Edgar.
Hum ? Confpiracy? Sleepe till I wake him, you fhould
enioy halfe his Reuennew : tmy Sonne Edgar, had heea
hand to write this > A heart and braine to breede it in?
When came you to this? Who broughtit ?

Baft. Itwasnot brought mee, my Lord; there’sthe
cunning of it. I found it throwne inat the Calement of
my Cloffet,

Glos. You know the chara@ler to be your Brothers ?

Bafts Ifthematter were good my Lord, I durft fwear
it were his : but in refpe@ of that, I would faine thinke it
W eIC not.,

~ Glom, Ttis his,

Baft. Itishis hand,my Lord : but Thopchis hear is
not in the Contents.

G’o. Has heneuer before founded you in this bufines

Baft: Neuer my Lord.But I haue heard him oft main.-
taine it ro be fir,tha Sonnes ac perfe@ age, and Fathers
declin’d,'the Father (hould bee as Ward ta the Son, and
the Sonne manage his Reuennew,

Glen, O Villain, villain: his very opinion in the Let-
ter. Abhorred Villaine, vnnaturall, detefted, brutith
Villaine; worfe then brutiih : Go firrah, feeke him : Ile
apprehend him. Abhominable Villaine,where is he ?

Esft.T donot well know my L. Ifit fhall pleafe youto
fufpend your indignation againft my Brother til you can
deriue from him better teflimony ofhis intent, you (hold
runa cerraine courfe : where, 1f you violently proceed a-
gainf him, miftaking his purpofe, it would make a great

gap in your owne Honor,and thake in peeces,the heart of |

————,

bis obedience. T dare pawne downe my life for him,that !
hehath writ this to feele my affection to your Honer, &|
tonaother pretence of danger,

Glos, Thinkeyou fo?

Baft, 1fyourHonor iudge it meere, I will place you
where you fhall heare vs conferre of this,and by an Auri- |
cular aflurance haue your fatisfaétion, and that wichout
any further delay, then this very Euening.

Glow. He cannotbee fuch a Monfler, Edmond fecke
him out: winde me into him,1 pray you : frame the Bu-
finefle after your owne wifedome. I would vnftate my
felfe,to beinadue refolution,

Baft. 1willfeeke him Sir, prefently : conuey the bu-
finefle as 1 thall find meanes,and acquaint you withall.

Glon. Thefe late Eclipfes in the Sun and Moone por-
tend no good to vs :though the wifedome of Nature can
reafon it thus, and thus, yet Nature finds it felfe {eourg’d
by the fequent effe&ts. Loue cooles, friendfhip falls off,
Brothers diide, In Cities, murinies ; in Countries, dif-
cord ; in Pallaces, Treafon ; and the Bond crack’d, “twixz
Sonne and Father. This villaine of mine comes ynder the
prediction; there’s Son againft Father, the King fals from
byas of Nature, there’s Father againft Childe. We have
feene the beft of ourtime. Machinations, hollowneffe,
treacherie, and all ruinous diforders follow vs difquiet!
to our Graues. Find out this Villain, Edmond, it (hall lofe
thee nothing, do it carefully : and the Noble & true-har-
ted Kent banifbgd ; his offence,honefty. Tis frange. Fxit

Baft. Thﬁ?hc excellent foppery of the world, that
when we argilicke in fortune, ofren the furfers of our own
behaviour, We make guilty of our difafters,, the Sun, the
Moone,and Starres,as if we were villaines on neceffitie,
Fooles by heauenly compulfion, Knaues, Theeues, and
Treachers by Sphericall predominance, Drunkards,Ly-
ars,and Aduleerers by an inforc’d obedience of Planatary
influence; and all that we are euill in, by a diuine thry.
fting on, Anadmirable enafion of Whore-mafler-man,
to lay his Goatifh difpofition on the charge ofa Starre,
My father compounded with my mocher vnder the Dra-
gons taile, and my Natiuity was vnder Firfa Mater, fo
that it followes, Iam rough and Leacherous. I {hould
have bin thatIam, had the maidenle@® Starre in the Fir-
mament twinkled on my baﬁardizmg.,

Enter Edgar.,
Pat : he comes like the Cataftrophe of the old Comedie :
my Cucis villanous Melancholly, witha fighe like Tom
o’Bedlam. O thefe Eclipfes do portend thefe diui-
fions. Fa,Sol, La, Me,

Edg. How now Brother Edmond, what ferious con-
templationare you in?

Bai?. 1am thinking Brother of 2 prediQion I'read this
other day,what fhould follow thefe Eclipfes.

Edg. Do youbufie your felfe with that?

Baft. 1promife you, the effedts he writes ofyfucceede
vnhappily,

When faw youmy Father [af ?

&dg. Thenight goneby.

Baft. Spake you with him#

&dg. T, two houres together,

Baft.Parted youingood termes ? Found you no dif-
pleafure in him, by word, nor countenance 2

£dg. None atall, L

Baft. Bethink your felfe wherein you may haue offen-
ded him : and at my encreaty forbeare his prefence vnrill
fome litcle cime hath qualificd the heat of his difpleafure,
which at thiginftant fo ragethinhim, that with the mif.

chiefe!
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chiefe of your perfon,it would fear fely alay.
Edg. Some Villaine hath done me wrong.
Edm. That’s my feare I pray you haue a continent
forbearance till the fpeed ofhis rage goes flower : and as
Ifay,retire with me to my lodging, from whence I will |
fitly bring you toheare my Lord {peake : pray ye goe,
there's my key : if you do Rirre abroad,goc arm’d,
Edg. Are'd,Brother?
Edm. Brother, 1 aduife you to the beft, Tamrio honeft
man,if therbe any good meaning toward you:I haue told
you what [ haue feenc,and heard : But faindly, Nothing
like theimage,and horror of it, pray you away.
Edg. Shall [ heare from you anon

Edm. 1do feruie you inthis bufinefle :
A Credulous Father, and a Brother Noble,
Whofe nature is fo farre from doing harmes,
That he (ufpects none - on whofe foolifh honeftie
My pra&ifesride ealic :1{cethe bufinefle,
Let me,if not by birth haue lands by wit,
All with me’s meete,that I can fafhion fic.

Exit.

Exit,

Scena Lertia,

— e i

Enter Gonerill, and Steward,

Gor. Did my Father ftrike my Gentleman for chi.
ding ofhis Foole ? }

Ste. 1 Madam,

Gop, By day and night,he wrongs me,euery howre
He flafhes into one groffe crime,or other,

That fers vsall atods : Ile not endure it

His Knights grow riotous,and himfelfe vpbraides vs
On euery trifle. When he returries frombunting,
Iwill not fpeake with him, fay I am ficke,

If youcome flacke of former {eruices,

You fhall do well , the faulc of it 1le an{wer.

Ste. He's comming Madam, I heare him.

Gon. Put on what wearynegligence you pleafe,
Youand yourFellowes: I’de hauc it come to queftion;
Ifhe diftafteic,lethim to my Sifter,

Whofe mind and minel know in that are one,
Remember what I haue {aid,

Ste. Well Madam,

Gon. And let his Knights haue colder lookesamong
you : what growes of it no matter, 2duife your fellowes
fo,lle write firaight to my Sifter to hold my courfe:pre-
pate for dinner, Exeunt.

e, S fe— e ——

Scena Quarta,

——— ———ry

Euter Kent,

Keat, 1f but as will T other accentsbosrow,
That can my {peech defufe,my goodintent
May carry chrough it felfe to thae full ifue
For which J raiz'd my likene(fe, Wow banithr Kessz,
Ifthou canft ferue where thou doft ffand condemn’d
So may it come,thy Mafter whom thou low'ft
Shall find thee full of labours;

3
s

| thegenerall dependants,as in the Duke himfelfe alfo,and

Heovwes within, Enter Lear and At endants,

Lear. Leemenotflayaiot for dinner, go get it rea-
dy:hownow,what art thou

Kent, A man Sir.

Lear. What doft thou prafefle? What would’ft thou
withvs?

Kanz. 1do profeffe to be no lefle then 1 feeme;to ferue
him trucly that will put me in truft, zoloue him that is
noneft,to conuerfe with him thatis wife and fajes little,to
feareindgement,to fight when I cannot choofe, and to
eate no fith,

Lear. What art thou ?

Kent. A veryhonef hearted Fellow, and as poore as
the King,

Lear, Ifthoube’® aspoore fora fubie& as hee’s fora
King,thou art poore enongh, What wouldft thou ?

Kent. Seruice,

Lear. Who wouldft thou ferue?

Kent, You,

Lear. Do’ thou know me fellow ?

Kent. No Sir,but you haue that in yeur countenance,
which I would faine call Mafter.

Lear. What’sthat ?

Kents Authorirty.

Lear, What feruices canfl thon do ?

Kent. 1cankrepe haneft counfaile, ride, run,marrea
curious cale in-telling ir, and delivera plaine meflage
bluntly : that which ordinary men are fit for, I am qual-
lified in,and the beft of me,is Dilligence,

Lear, How old art thou?

Kent, Nat{o young Sir to loue a woman for finging,
ner fo old to dote on her ferany thing. Ihaue yeares on
my backe forty eight.

Lear. Follow me,thou fhalt ferue me Jf Ilike thee no
worfe after dinner, I will not part from thee yet. Dinner
ho,dinner,wheze’s my knauesmyFoole 3Go you and call
my Foole hither. You you Sirrah,where’s my Daughter?

Enter Steward,

Ste. So pleafeyou Exir.
Lear. What {aies the Fellow there ? Call the Clot- |
pole backe: wher's my Foole? Ho, I thinke the world’s
afleepe,how now? Where's thac Mungrell ?
Knigh, He faies my Lord, your Daughuters is not well,

Lear. Why came not the {laue backe to me whenI
call'd him ?

Knigh. Sir,heanfwered meinthe roundeft manner,he
wouldnot.

Lear. He would not?

Knight. My Lord, Tknow not what the marter s,
but to'my iudgement your Highnefleisnot entertain’d
with that Ceremonious ‘affe&tion as you were wont,
theres a great abatement of kindneffe appeares as well in

your Daughter,

Lear. Haz Saift thou {o?

Kuigh. 1befeech you pardon me my Lord, if1 bee
miftaken, formy duty cannot be filent, when ! thinke
your Highnefle wrong'd.

Lear. Thou but remembreft me of mine owne Con-
ception, 1haueperceiueda moft faint negle&@ of late,
which I haue rather blamed as mine owne icalous enrio.
fitie,then as a very pretence and purpofe of vnkindnefe;
1 will looke further intoo’t; : but where’smy Foole ? I
haue not feene him this two daies,

Knight. Since my young Ladies going into France

Si, |




S ST S g ;
Ir,the Foole hath much pined away,
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Lear. Nomore of thar, 1 have noted it well; goe you
and tell my Daughter,] would {peake with her. Goeyou
call hicher my Foole; On you Sir, you, come you hither
Sirywho am 1 Sir?

Enter Steward,

Ste, My Ladies Father.

Lesar. My Ladies Father 2my Lods knaue,you whor-
fon dog.you flane,you curre,

Ste. 1 amnoneof thefe my Lord,

I befeech your pardon.

Lear. Do youbandy lookes with me you Rafeall 2

Ste. 1le not be firucken my Lord,

Kenz, Nortript neither,you balc Foot-ball plaicr,

Lear. ] thanke thee fellow.

Thou fera’ft me,and 1le loue thee,

Kent. Come fir,arife,away,Ile teach you differences:
away, away, if you will meafure your lubberslength a-
gaiae,tarry,but away,goe toa,haue you wifedome,fo.

Lear. Now my friendly kdaue I thankethee, there’s
carneft of thy {eruice,

Euter Foole,
Let me hire him too,here’s my Coxcombe.
How now my pretty knaue,how doft thou ?
Sirrah,you were beft takemy Coxcombe,

Lear. Why myBoy ¢

Foole, Why?for taking ones part that’s out of fauour,
nay, & thou canft not {mule as the wind fits,chou’lc catch
colde fhortly;there take my Coxcombes why this fellow
ha’s banifh'd two on’s Daughters, and did the third a
blefling againft his will,if thou follow him, thou muft
needs weare my Coxcombe, How now Nunckle? would
I had two Coxcombes and two Daughrers.

Lear. Why my Boy ?

Fool. 1£1 gaue them 2!l my lining,I'ld keepe my Cox-
combes my lelfe, there's mine, beg another of thy
Daughters,

Lear.  Take heed Sirrah,the whip.

Foole, Truth’s adog muft to kennell, hee muft bee
whiptout, when theLady Brachmay fiand by'ch’fire
and ftinke.

Lear. A peftilent gall tome.

Foole. Sitha,Ile teachthee a fpeech,

Lear. De.

Foole. MarkeicNuncle;

Haue more then thou thoweft,
Speake lefle then thou knoweft,
Lend leffe then thou oweft,

Ride more then thou goeft,
Learne moie then thou trowef},
Setlelfe then thou throwell;
Leaue chy drinke and thy whore,
And keepeina dore,

And thou fhalt haue more,

Foole.
Lﬂ'uf}".
Foole.

"Then two tens to a {core.

Kear, This is nothing Foole,

Foole. Then ’tis like the breath of an vnfeed Lawyer,
you gaue me nothing for’t,can you makeno vieofno-
thing Nuncle ¢

Lear. Why noBoy,

Nothing can be made out of nothing,

Fosle. Prytheertell him, fo much therent of his land

comes to,he will not beleeue a Foole.
Lear, A bitterFoole.

Foole, Do’ft thou know the difference my Boy, bee

tweene 3 bitter Foole,and a fwectone,

Yéﬁ Tragedieof K ing Lear. | | (

Lear, No Lad, ceach mie, !

Foole. Nunckle, give me an egge, and lle givethee}
two Crawnes.

Lear. Whattwo Crownes {hall they be 7

Foole, Why after 1 haue cut the eggei'th'middleand
eate vp themeate,the twe Crownes of the egge: when
thou cloueft thy Crownesi'th’middle, and gawit away |
both parts,thou boar’ft thine Affe onthy backe o're the
durt,thou bad'ft little witin thy bald crowne,when thou
gaw'f thy golden oneaway ; if1 (peake like my felfein
this, let him be whipt that firt findes it {o,

Fooles had nere lefle grace in ayeere,
For wifemen are growne foppifh,
And know not how their wits to weate,
Their mannets are fo apith.
Le. When were you wont to be fo full of Songs firrah?

Foole. 1haue vied itNunckle, erefince thoumad'ft
thy Danghters thy Mothers, for when thougaw'(t them
the rod,and pur’lt downe thine owne breeches,then they
For fodaine ioy did weepe,

And I for {errow fung,

That fuch aKing fhould play bo-peepe,

And goe the Foole among.

Pry’thy Nunckle keepea Schoolemafter that can teach
thy Fooleto lie,I would faine learne to lies

Lear. Andyoun lie ficrab wee'l haue you whipt.

Foale. T maruell what kin thou and thy daugheers are,
they'l haue me whipt for fpeaking true: thou’lchaneme
whipt for lying, and fometimes 1 am whipe for holding
my peace. 1had rarher be any kind o'thing then a foele,
and yet I would not be thee Nunckle,theu haft pared thy
wit o'both fdes, and lefc pothing ’th'middle; heere
comes one o’the parings,

Euter Conevill,
Lear. How now Daughter® what makes that Fronclet
on? You are too much oflate i'th’ frowne.

Foole. Thouwaftapretty fellow when thouhadftno
need tocare for her frowning, now theuart anO with-
out a figure,! ambetter then thou art now,1am a Foole,
thouartnothing, Yes forfooth I will hold my tongue,fo
your face bids me,though you fay nothing,
Mum,mum;he that keepes nor cruft,not crum,

Weary of all,thall want fome. That’s a fheal’d Pefcod,

Gou. Nor anly Sir this,your all-lycenc’d Foole,

But other of your infolenttetinue

Do hourely Carpe and Qrarrell breaking forth
Inranke,and(notto be endur’d) rioes Sir.

I had thought by making this well knowne vatoyou,
Tohaue tound a fafe redrefle,but now grow fearefull
By what your felfe too late haue fpoke and done,
That you prote@ this courfe,and putiton

By your allowance,which ifyou(hould,che faule
Would not fcape cenfure,nor the redreffes fleepe,
Which in the tender of a wholefome weale,

Might in their working do you that offence,

Which elfe were fhame,thac then neceffitie

Will call dijferest proceeding.

Fools. Foryou know Nunckle, the Hedge-Sparrow
fedthe Cuckoo fo long, thatit’shad ithead bitoffbyit
young,fo out went the Candle,and we wereleft dark-
ling. |

Lear. Areyou our Daughter? (dome

Gon. I would you would make vfe of your good wife-
(Whereof I know you are fraght),and put awzay
Thefe difpofitions,which of lace tranfport you
Fram what you righcly are.

Fools, May
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Foole. May notan Afle know, whenthe Cart drawes
the Horfe ? .
Whoop Iugge I loue thee.
Lear. Da's any heere know me ?
1 This is not Lear
Do’s Lear walke thys ? Speakc thus > Whereare his eles?
Either his Notion weakens, his Difcernings
Are Lethargicd. Ha! Waking ? 'Tis not (o 2
Whoisit thatcan tell me who [ am ?
Foole. Lears thadow,
Lear, Your name, faire Gentlewoman ?
Gon, Thisadmiration Sir, is much othavour
Ofother your new prankes. Idobefeech you
To vnderftand my purpofes avighe 2
As you are Old,and Reuerend, thould be Wife.
Heere do you keepe a hundred Knighes and Squires,
Men fo diforder'd, fo debofh’d, and bold,
Thatthis our Court infected wich their manners,
Shewes like a riotous Inne ; Epicurifme and Luft
Makes it more like a Tauerne, or a Brothell,
Thena grac’d Pallace. The fhameit felfe doth fpeake
Forinftancremedy. Be then defir'd
By her, that elfe will take the thing ﬁ'ﬁcbegges,
Alittle to difquantity your Traine,
And the remainders that thall ffill depend,
To be fuch men as may beforc your Age,
Which know themfelues, and you,
Lear, Darknefle, and Diuels,
Saddle my horfes : call my Traine together.
Degenerate Baftard, Ile not trouble thee;
Yet haue 1left a daughter, ’ : :
Gen. You ftrike my people.and your diforder’d rable,
make Seruants of their Betters, ,
Enter Albany. !
Lear. Woe, that toolate repents 2 ‘
Isityour will, fpeake Sir ? Prepare my Horfes,
Ingratitude ! chou Marble-hearted Fiend,
More hideous when thou fhew’(t thee in a Child,
Thea the Sea-monfter.
Alb. Pray Sit be parient.
Lear. Detefted Kite, thou ly=ft:
My Traine are men of choice, 2nd rareft parts,
Thatall particulars of dutie know,
And in the moft exadt regard, fupport
Theworthips of their name, O moft (mall favle,
How vgly did’( thou in Cordelia fhew ?
Which likean Engine, wrenche my frame of Nature
From the fixt place: drew from my heartall love,
And addedto the gall. O Lear, Lear, Lear
Beateac this gate thac let chy Folly in,
And thy deere Iudgement out. Go,go,my people.
Alb. My Lord, I am guiltlefle, as 1 am ignorant
Of what hath moued you. :
Lear. It may be fo,my Lord.
Heare Nature, heate deerc Godde(fe, heare
Sufpend thy purpofe, if thou did'ft incend
To make this Creature fruicfull :
Intoher Wombe conuey flirnility,
Drie vp in her the Organs ofincreale,
And from her derogate body, neuer fpring
A Babe to honorher. If (hemuft teeme, -
Creare her childe ofSpleene, thatic may line
And be athware difnatur’d vorment to her.
Let it ftampe wrinkles in her brow ofyouth,
With cadenc Teares fret Channels in her cheekes,

Turne all her Mothers paines,and benefies
Tolaughter,and contempr: That fhe may feele,
How fharper then a Serpents tooth it is,
" To haue athanklefle Childe, Away, away.
Alb. Now Gods that we adore,
Whereof comes this ? '
Gan. Neuer atfli& your felfe to knowmore of it s
But lec his difpofition haue that fcope
As dotage giues i,

E.t'ita.

Enter Lear,
Lear. What fiftie of my Followers at a clap?
Withinafortnighe ?
Alb. What’s the marter Sir?
Lear. lletelichee:
Lifeand death,Iam afham’d
That thoubaft power to thuke my manhood thys,
That thefe hot teares, which breake from me perforce
Should make thee worsh them,
Blaftes and Fogges vpon thee s :
Th'vatented woundings of a Fathers curfe - -
Pierce euerie {enfe about thee, Old foandeyes,
Beweepe this caufe againe, 1le plucke ye out,
And caft youwith the waters that you loofe
Totemper Clay. Ha? Let it be fo, :
I haue another daughter, '
Who Iam fure is kinde and comfortable »
When fhe (hall heare this of thee, wich her ailes
Shee’l fleathy Woluifh vifage. Thou fhale finde,
That Ile refume the fhape which thou doft thinke
I haue caft oft for euer.
“Gon,” Do youmarke that ? L
6. 1 cannot be fo partiall Generill, -
Tothe greac loue 1 beare you, :
Gon, Pray you content. - What Ofvald,hoa?
Y ouSir,more Knaue then Foole,after your Mafter.
- Foole. Nunkle Lear, Nunkle Lear,
Tarry, take the Foole with thee s
A Fox, when one has caught her,
And fuch a Daughter,
Should furete the Slaughter,
If my Cap would buy a Halter,
So theFoolefollowes after,
Gen. This man hath had good Counfell,
A hundred Knights ?
"Tis politike, and fafe to let him keepe
Arpointahundred Knights : yes, that on euetie dreame,
Each buz, each fancie, each complaint, ddlike,
He may enguard his dotage with their powres,
And told our liues in mercy. Ofwald 1 fay,.
Alb. Well,you may feare too farre,
Gon. Safer then truft too farre 3
Let me ill take away the harmes ] feare,
Not feare ftill to be taken. I know his heare,
What he hath vever’d I have wric my Sifter :
If the fultaine him, and his hundred Knights
When 1 baue fhew'd th’vnfitnefTe.,

Exie !

Exit

Enter Steward,
How now Ofwald?

What haue you writ that Letter co my Sifter 2
Stew. I Madam,
Gar. Take youfome corhpany, and away to hetfe,
Informe her full of my parcicular feare,
And thereto adde fuch reafons of your owne,
As may compaétit more. Get yon gone,

And

-
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Andhaften y your returne; none,my Lord,

This milky genclenefle,and courfe ofyoura

Though I condemne not,yet vnder pardon

Your ate much more at rask for want of wifedome,

Then prai'sd for harmefull mildneffe.
Aib, How farre your eies may pierce I cannot tell;

Striving to better, oft we marre what’s welle -
Gon. Nay then
Atb, Well,well,t

he’uent.

Exexm

Scena Quinta.

Enter Lear,Kent ,y;rt,cmpm and Foole,

Lear. Go youbefore:to Glaffer with thefe Letters;
acquaint my Dawhter no further with any thing you
know, then comes s from her demand out of the Let ter,
:fyour Duiligence be not fpeedy, Ithallbethere afore
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Kent, Twillnot {leepe my Lord, till Thaue deliuered
our Letter. Exit.

Foole. 1famans raines w
danger of kybes?

Lear.'] Boy-

Foole. Then] prythes be merry; thywit fhalinot g
flip-fhod.

.Lmr. Ha,ha,ha,

grein’s hcmc

Fosl, Shalt fee thy other Daughrer will vfe t‘wpc kind-.

Iy, for though fhe’sas like this, asa Lrabbc s'likean
Apple,yet1canell what [€an cell

Lear: What can’ft tell Boy ?

Foale. She will tafte as like this as, aCrabbedo’s toa

Crab : thou canft tell why ones nofe ftands i'cth’'middle’

on’sface? _

Lear. No. "

Foole. Whytokeepe ones eyes
that what a man cznno:{m"lcut,hcmay fpy into,

Iear, 1did her wrong

Foole, Can'fttell how an Oyfier makes his (hell?

Lear. Noi+

Foole. Nox I neither; but I can tell' why a Snaile ha's
a houfe. )

Leary VWhy?

Foole.” Why'to put’s hiead in,notto giueir: ‘away to hls
daughters; and leaue his Hotnes withoura cafe,

Lear. 1willforgermy Nature, fo kin d aFather ¢Be
my Horfles ready =t o

Foole. T‘.w Affes are gone about "em; x;he reafon why
the fenen Starces are no o chen feuen,is apretty reafcn,

Lear. Bgcanfe they are'not eight.

Foole. Yevindded Sthou would ke a goad Foolc,

Lear. Tordk’tagaine perforce; MenfterIngratitude !

Foole. Ifthou wertmy Foole Nunckle, Ildhaucthcc |

beaten for being old before thy time.

Lear, How’s that?

Feole, Thouthouldft notneJcb noldjtill chou hadft
bin wile.

Lear. Oletmenctbem

the Horfesready 2
Gent. Readyumy Lord,
Lear. Come Boy.

wert notin

ofcither fide's nofe,

ad, not mad fweet Heauen:
keepe me inyemper,1 would notbe mads How now are

|

Fsol, She that’sa Maid now, 8¢ laughs at my Nparturv
Shall not be a Maid long, vnlcﬁ'e thl')US be cut fhorter.
Exeunr,

——e

- Atus Secnndus. Scena Prima.

Enter Baft ard,and Caivan,fenerally,

Baft. Sauethee Curan,

Cur. And your Sir,I haue bin
Withyour Father,and ginen him notice
That the Duke ofCammzH and ‘Z{sgnn his DuchefTe
Will be here withhim this night.

Baft, How comes that ?

Cwr. Nay I know not, you haue heard ofthe newes a-
broad,l meane the vv‘n_;;er d ones, fortheyare yetbut
ear <<ifling asguments.

Baft. Notl: pray youwhat are they

(#r. Haue you heard of no likely Warres toward,
*Twixt the Dukes of Cornwall,and Albany ¢
Baff. Notaword,
Cur. Youmay dothenin time,
Fare you well Sit. Exit.
wm‘ The Duke behere conighe 7 The beteer beft,
This weaues it {clfe perforee into my bufinefle,
My Father hath {et mz‘.rd to take my Brothes,
And ] haue one Lb,ng of aqueazice qurﬂmn
Wi ucl Imuft a&,Briefeneflz,and Fortune worke,
e B Enter Edgar.
Brother, a wom,dil’cmd; Brother] fay,
My Father watches: O Sir,fly this placc,
md‘wm( eis giuen‘where youare hid;
You haue now the geod aduantage of :h-. night,
Haue you not {poken 3;:1111{ the Duke of Corwewali?
Hee's comming hither,now i'th’ night,i*h’ hafte,
And Regan vmh him, hauc. you nothmg faid
Vpon hus partic ‘gainit the Duke of Albsny ?
Aduife your fc!f‘.u

Edg. 1 am{urcon’t,;noraword,

Baff. Thearemy Father comming,pardonme;

In canbing f muft draw my Sword vpon you
Draw,fecme to defend your felfe,
Now quic you well,
Ye cld,come before my Father,light hoa,here,

Fly Brother, Torches, Torches,{o farewell:

Exit Edgar,

Some blood drawne on me,would beget opinion
Of my more fierce endeauour. Ihaue {eene drunkards
Do more thernthis in fport; Facher, Father,
Stop,ftop,ae helpe?

Enter Glofter and Sevnants with Terches,

Glo. Now Edmnnd where’s the villaine?

TZ»’;sz Here (tood he in che dark,bis fharpe Sword out,
Mumbling of wicked charmes,coniuring the Moone
To ftand aufpicious Miftris,

Glo. But whereis he?

Baft. Leoke Sir,] bleed.

Glo, Whe:c\s the villaine, Edmmund ?

Baff. Fled this way Sir,when by no meanes he could.

Glo. Purfuehim,ho:go after. By no meanes;what?

Baff. Perfwade me to the murther of your Lordfhip,
Gainft




But that I told him the reuenging Gods,
'Gainft Paricides did allthe thunder bend,
Spoke with how manifold,and fArong aBond
F'he Child was bound to’th’ Father; $ir in fine,
Seeing how lothly oppofice i ftood

To hisvonaurall purpofe,in fell motion

With his prepared Sword, he charges home
My voprouided body,latch’d mine arme;

And when he faw my beft alarum’d {pirits

| Bold in the quarrels Ja":gh:jrouz’d to th'encounter,
| Or whether gafied 1e noyfe
EL‘:“(OL‘;&WCE}' he fled. ‘

Gloff. Lethim fly farre:
| Norin this Land fhall heremaine v
{ And found; difpatch,the Noble Duke my Mafler,
My worthy Arch and Patron comes to ni‘gh
By his authoritie | will proclaime ir,

Thathe which finds him (hall deferve our thankes,
Bringing the musderous Coward to the ftake::
Hethat conceales him death,

Bafi. When1 diffwaded him from his intent,
And teund him pight to doe it,with curft fpeech
I threaten’d to difcouer him; he replied,

Thou vnpoffeffing Baflard,doft thou thinke,

If T would Rand againft thee, would the repofall
Ofany truft,vertue,or worth in thee

Make thy words faith’d 2 No,what {hould I denie,
(As this I would, though thou didft produce
My very Charaéter) Uld rurne it all

Torthy fuggetion,plot,and damned pradife’s
And thou muft make a dullard of the world,
Ifthey notthoughe the profits of my death
Wereyery pregnant and potentiall [pirits

To make thee fecke it.

Clo. O firangeand faftned Villzine,:
Would he deny his Letter,faid he?
Harke,the Dukes Trumpers, T know not wher he comes;
All Ports Ile barre,the villaine thall not {cape,

The Duke mu graot me that : befides,his pifture
I will fend farre and neere,that all the } ingdome
May haue due note of him,and of my land,

(Loyall and maturall Boy) Ile worke
To make chee capable,

e

made,

ncanght

L

Tucket wit bin,

Enter Cornewall, Regan  and Atrendants,
Corn, How now my Noble friend,(ince I came hither
(Which I can call but now,)I baue heard firangenefic.
Reg. Ificbetrue,all vengeance comes too fhore
Which can purfue th'offender; how doft my Lord 2
Gls, O Ma dam,my old heare is crack’d,it’s crackd.
Reg. What,did my Fathers Godfonne feeke your life?
He whom my Fathet nam'd,your Edgar?
2 Glo. O Lady,Lady,fhame would haue it hid.
Reg \Was be not companion with the riotous Knighes
That tended vpon my Father?
Glo. 1know not Madam,’tis too bad,too bad.
Baft, YesMadam,he was of that confort,
Reg. Nomaruaile then,though he were ill affected,
'Tis they haue put him onthe old mans death,
To have th'expence and waft of his Reuetiies :
I haue this prefenc euening from my Stfter
Beene well inform’d of them,and with fuch cautions,
Thatifthey come to foiourne at my houfe,
[le not be there.
Cor. NorTaflurethee Regan;

The Fragedieof
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A Child-like Office,
Bait. Itwasmy duty Sir,
Glo, He did bewray his pratife,and recein’d
This burt you fee, frining to apprehend him.
Cor. Ishepurfued?
Glo. 1 my good Lord,
Cor. 1fheberaken,he fhall netier more
Be fear'd of doing harme,make your owne purpofe,
How inmy ftrength you pleafe: for you Edmund,
Whofe vertue and obedience dorh thisinftant
So much commend it felfe,you fhall be ours,
Nacure’s of (uch deepe truft,we fhall much need :
Youwefirf feize on.
Zaft. Tfhallferve you Sir truely how euet elfe.
Glo. For himI thanke your Grace.
Cor, Youknow not why we came to vifit you?
Reg. Thus out of feafon thredding darke ey’d night,
Occations Noble Glof? er of fome prize,
Wherein we muft have vfe of your aduife,
Qur Father he hath writ, fo hach our Sifter,
Of differences,which I befl though it fir
To anfwere from ourhome : the fenerall Meffengers
From hence attend difpatch,our good old Friemf,
Lay comforts to your bofome,and beflow
Your needfull counfaile to our bufinefles,
Which craves the inflant vie
Glo. 1 {erue you Madam,
Your Graces are right welcome.

or
1£i
i

Exeunt. Flonrifh,

Scena Secunda.

Enter Kent,aad Steward fenerally,

Stew, Good dawning to thee Friend, sre of this houfe?

Kent. F.

Stew. Wheremay we fet our horles 2

Kent, Tih'myre.

Stew. Pry thee,if thou louw'ft me

Kent. 1 loue thee not.

Ste, Why then [ care not for thee,:

Kent. 1fThad thee in Lipséury Pinfold,] would make
thee care for me,

Ste. Why do'ft thou vie me thus ? I know thee not,

Kent, Fellow I know thee,

Ste. Whawdo'ft thou knew me for ?

Kent. AKnaue,a Ralcall, an eater of broken meates,a
bafe, proud, fhallow, beggerly, three-fuited-hundred |
pound, filthy weofted-ftocking knaue,a Lilly-livercd,
aftion-taking,whorefon glaffe-gazing fuperferuiceable |
finicall Roguie, one Trunke-inheriting flave, one chat |
would'ft be a Baud in way of good feruice, and artno-
thing but the compofition of a Knaue, Begger, Coward,
Pandar, and the Sonne and Heire of a Mungrill Bitch,
one whom I'will beate into clamours whining, ifthou
deny’lt the leaft llable of thy addition.

Stew, Why,what a monftrous Fellow art thoy, thus
to raile on one, that is ncither knowne of thee, nor*
knowes thee ?

Kent.- Whatabrazensfac’d Varler art thou, to deny
thou knoweft me ? Is it two dayes fince Itriptvp thy
heeles,and beate thee before the King?Draw you ogue,

for

;tel me,




{op oth’ Moonfhine of you, you whorefon Culiyenly
Barber-monger,draw.

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

Kent. Drawyou Rafcall, you come with Letters a-
gainft the King,and take Vanitie the puppers par, a-
gainftthe Royaltie of her Facher : draw you Rogue, or
Ile fo carbonado your fhanks, draw you Rafcall, come
your waies,

Ste. Helpe ho,murther, helpe,

Kent., Strikeyouflaue : ftand rogue, fland you neat
flave,firike,

Stew. Helpe hoa murther,murther.

Enter Baftard,Cornewall, Reg an, Glofter Sernants.

Baft. How now,what's the matter ?Part,

Kent. With you goodman Boy, if you pleafe,come,
Ie flefh ye,come on yong Mafter.

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

Cor. Keepe peace vpon your liues, he diesthac firikes
againe,what is the martter?

Reg. The Meflengers from our Sifter, and the King ?

Cer. What is your difference, fpecake?

Stew. 1am{carceinbreath my Loid.

Kent, No Maruell,youhaue fo beftird your valour,
- you cowardly Rafeall,nature difclaimes in thec:a Taylor
made thee,

Cor. Thouasta ftrange fellow,2 Taylor makea man?

Kent. A Taylor Sir,aStone-cutter,ora Painter,could

yeares oth’trade.

Cor. Speake yet,how grew your quarrell?

Ste. This ancient Ruffian Sir, whofe lifc 1 haue fpar'd
at fuce of his gray-beard.

Kent, Thouwhorefon Zed, thon vineceffary letcer:
my Lord,if you will giue me leaue, Iwilltread this vn-
boulted villaine into morter, and daube the wall ofa
Iakes with bim. Spare my gray-beasd,you wagtaile ?

Cor. Peace [irran,

Youbeaftly knaue know younio reuerence ?

Kent. Yes Sir,butanger hatha priuiledge,

Cor, Why art thou angrie?

Kent, That fuch aflaueas chis thould weare a Sword,
Who wearesnohonefty : fuch {miling rogues as thefe,
Like Rats oft bite the holy cords; atwaine,

Which are t'intrince, t'vnloofe : fmooth cuery paffion
That in the naturesof their Lords rebell,

Being oileto fire,fnow to the colder moodes,
Reuenge,affirme,and turne their Halcion beakes

With euvery gall,and varry of their Mafters,

Knowing naught (like dogges) but following

A plague vpon your Epilepticke vifage,

Smoile you my fpeeches,as I were a Foole ?
Goofe,if 1 had you vpon Sarwm Plaine,

I'ld driue ye cackling home to Camelss,

Corn. What art thou mad old Fellow ?

Gloff. How fell youout,fay thac?

Kent. No contraries hold more antipathy,
ThenI,and fuch a knaue,

(orn. Why do’(t thou call bim Knaue ?

VW hat is his fau]e 2 ;

Kent. His countenance likes me not.

Cor. No more perchance do’s mine,nor his,nor hers:

Kent. Siv,’tis my occupation to be plaine,

I haue feene bester faces in my time,

et

not haue made himfoill, though they had bin buttwe |
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Before me,at this inftant.

(ore. Thisis fome Fellow,

Who hauing beene prais’d for bluntnefle,doth afe @

A faucy roughnes,and conftraines the garb

Quite from his Nacure, He cannot flacter he,

An honeft mind and plaine,he muft {peake truth,

And they will take it fo,ifnot, hee’s plaine.

Thefe kind of Knaues I know,whichin this plainnefle

Harbour more craft,and more corrupter ends,

Then twenty filly. docking obferuants,
That ftrecch their duties nicely,

Kent. Sir,in good faith,in fincere verity,

Vider thallowance of your great afpedt,
Whofeinfluence like the wreath of radient fire
Onflicking Phebus front.

Corn. Whatmean’ft by this ?

Kent. To go outof my diale&, which you difcom-
mend {o much; Tknow Sir,] amno flatterer, hethatbe- |
guild you ina plaine accenr, was a plaine Knaue, which
for my parc I will not be, thoughI fhould winyour
difpleafure to entreat me too’t,

Corn. What was th'offence you gaue him?

Ste. Ineuer gavehimany:

It pleas’d the King his Mafter very late
To frike atme ypon his mifconftru&ion,
When he compa&,and flattering his difpleafure

Tript me behind:being downe, infulted, raild,

Aund put vpon him fuch a deale of Man,

That worthied him, got praifes of the King,

For him attempting ,who was felfe-fubdued,

And in che flefhment of this dead exploir,

Drew onme here againe.

Kent. None of thefe Rogues,and Cowards
But Aiax is there Foole.

Corn. Ferch forththe Stocks ?

You ftubborne ancient Knaue,you reuerent Bragarr,

Wee'l teachyou,

Kear, Sir,Tam toeold tolearne s
Call not your Scocks for me, I ferue the King.

On whofeimployment I was fent to you,

You fhall doe {inall refpecs,fhbow too beld malice

Again(t the Grace,and Perfon of my Mafter,

Stocking his Meffenger,

Corn. Fetch forth che Stecks;

As T haue life and Honour,there (hall he fit till Nocne,
Reg. Till noone? tsll night my Lord,andall night too,
Kent. Why Madam,if | were your Fathers dog,

You fhould not vie me fo.

Reg. Sir,being his Knave,l will.  Stocks broughr sut,

Cor. Thisis a Fellow ofthe felfe fame calour,

Our Sifter fpeakes of. Come,bring away the Stocks,
Gla. Letmebefeech your Grace,notto do fo,

TheKing his Mafter,needs muft take it iil

That be {o flighsly valued in his Meflenger,

Should baye him thus reftrained.

Cor. lieanfwerethat.
Reg. My Sifter may reciene it much more wotfle,

To haue her Gentleman abus’d affaulted,

Corn. Comemy Lord,away. Exits

Glo. 1 am {orry for chee friend,’tis the Duke pleafuse, §

Whofe difpofition all the world well knowes

Will not be rub’d nor ftopt,Ile entreas for thee.

Kent,Pray do notSir,I haue watch’d and trauail’d hard,
Some timelfhall leepe out,thereft Tle whiftle :
A good mans fortune may .grovs out ac heeles:

Giui‘
- it
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Giue you good morrow.
Gls. The Duke’stoo blameinthis,
"Twill be ill taken, Exit,
Kent.Good King,that muft approue the commeon faw,
Thou out of Heauens bencdi®ion com’ft
To the warme Sun.
Approach thou Beacon o this ynder Glebe,
That by thy comfortable Beames 1 may
Perufechis Letter. Nothing almolft (ees miracles
Bucmilerie. T know tis from Cordelia,
Who hath meft fortunately tt»‘nf inform’d
Of my obf{cured courfe. And hall finde time
From this enormous State,fecking to give
Loffes their remedies Al weary and o'reawatch’d,
Take vantage heanic cyes,not to behold
This (hamefull lodging. Fortune goodnight,
Smile once more,turne thy wheels.

Ester E an?‘.

Edg. 1heard my {elfe prochim’d,
And by the happy hollow of a Tree,
Efcap’d the hunt. Mo Port is no place
That guard, and moft vnafali vigilance
Do’s notattend my raking. W hiles I may {cape
I will prefcrue myfelte : and am bethoughe
To take the bafeft,and moft pooreft {hape
That euer penury in concempt of man,
Brought neere to beall; my face Ile grime wich filth,
Biankccmy loines, elfeall my haires in knots,
And with prﬂfm‘cd nakedneffe out-face
Thic Windes,and perfecutions of the skie;
The Country giues me proofe,and prefident
Of Bedlam beggers, who with roaring voices,
Strike intheir num’d and mortified Armes,
Pins, V\. odden-prickes,Nayles,Sprigs of Rofemarie 2
And with this horrible obie& from low Farmes;
Poore pelcing \ illages, ‘\E\rc s-Coates,and Milles,
Sometimes with i_mmu.c;,_c l:an;, fcnr-c\.mc with Praiers
Inforce their charitie : poore Turh‘md poore 7 om,
Thar's femething yet ¢ £dgar [ nothing am,

II’Q‘:‘

Exir,
Enter Lear Foole,and Gentleman,

LeaTis firange that they fhould fo depart from homse,
Andnot fend backe my Meflen

Gent, AsTlearn'd,

The night before,t hcrc was no purpofein them
Of [‘.11‘3 renoue.

Kent, Hailcto thee Noble Mafter.

Lear, Ha? Mak’ft thou this (hame ahy paftime ?

Kent. No 'n; Lord,

Foole, Hah, ha, he weares Cruell Garters Horfes are
tide by the h‘.ads Dogges and Beares, by’th'necke,
Monkies by’th’ loyncx and Men by'th Icg,s: when a man
ouerlufticat legs,then he weares wodden aether-ftocks,

Lear. Whaﬁ\hc,

That hath fo much thy place miftooke

Toferctheeh
Keit. Itisbothhe and fhe,
Your Son,and Daughter.
Lear. No.

Kert. Yes,"

Lear. Nol fay,

Kent. 1({ay yea.

Lecar. By Inpiter
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Kewz. By Ilma 1 {weare L

Lear. They durfinot do’ e:
They could not, would not do'c : tis worfe then murther,
To dovpon rcipe& fuch violent outrage:
Refolue me with all modeft hafte,which way
Thou might't deferue;or they impofe this viage,
Comming from vs.

Kert. My Lord, when attheirhome

1 did commend your Highnefle Letters to them,

i great onechat goes vpward,

Ere I was sifen from the placc that thewed

My dutie kneeling,came there a recking Pofle,

‘Stew’d in his hafte, halfe breathleffe;painting furth
From Gowerilhis Miftris,(alurations;

Deliger’d Letters {pight of intexmiffion,

Which prefently they read; on thofe contents

They fummon’d vp their meiney,firaight tooke Hotfe,
Commanded me to follow,and attend

i Theleifurcoftheir anfwer,gaueme cold lookes,
i And meeting heere the other Mcflenger,
“\. Whofe welcome § percein’d had poifon’ d mine,

| Being thevery fellow which of late
D.{plaid fo fawecily againft your Highneile,
Hﬂu-ng more iman then wit 2bovis me,drews
He rais’d the houfe, with loud and coward cries,
Your Sonne and De u;!htcr founa this trefpaffe worth
The fhame which heere ic foffers; (way
Faole. Winters not gon yer,if the wil’d Geefe fly tha:
Fathers that weare rags, do make their Children blind,
But Fathers that beare bags,thall fee their children ki nd
Fertune thatarrane whorc,ncrc turns the key toth’ poore.
But forall this thou fbalt haue as many Dolors for thy
- Daughzters;as thou canft tellin a yeare.
Lear. Ohhow thisMother {wels vp toward my heart!
Hiftorica paffis,downe thou climing forrow,
Thy Elements below where is chis Daugh cer?
Kenr. Wirh the Earle Sir here within,
Lear, Follow me nor,flay here,
Gen. Made youno more offence,
But what you (P"-lkc of
Kewe. Nones
Heow chance the the King comes with {o {msll anumber?
Foole. And thouhadft beene (et i'th’ Stockes for that
quellion,choud’ft well deferu’d it
Kents Why Foole?

Wee'l {cethee to {choole to an Ant, toteach
thee ther’s no labouring 1'th’ winter, All thac follow their
nofes,areled bytheireyes, bur blindemén, and there’s
| notzvole among twenty,but can fmell him that’s Rink-
| ing; let go thy hold whf'n a greatwheele runs downea

hill, leafl it breake thy necke wuh following. But the
et him drawthee afier :
when a wi{eman giues thee better counfellgiue me mine
aga'me,l would hause nosebut knaues follow it, fincea
Foole gm..s ite

That Sir,which ferues and feekes for gaine,
And follo wes bt for forme;
Wil packe,when itbegins toraine,

Exst.

And leaue thee in the fforme,

Buc I will tarry,the Foole will flay,

And let the wifeman flie:

The knaue turnes Foole thar runnes away,
The Foole nojknaue perdie,

Enter Lear.and Gloffer:
Kens, Where learn’d you this Foole?
Feole, Mot 1'th’ Stocks Foole.

£ ;li.m’.




Lear. Denyto fpeake withme?
They are ficke,they are weary,
They haue trauail'd all the nighe ? meere ferches,

The images of reuolt and'flying off,

Fetch me aberter anfwer,

Glo. My deere Lord,

Youknow the fiery quality of the Duke,

How vnremoucable and fixt heis

Inhis owne courfe.

Lear. Vengeance,Plague,Death;Confufion »

Fiery? What quality ? Why Glofter Glofter,

1'ld fpeake wich the Duke of Cornewall;and his wife. _
Glo. Well my good Lord,I hane inform’d them fo.
Lear, Inform’d them? Do’ft thou ynderftand me man.
Glo. I mygood Lord.

Lear. The King would fpeake wich (ornwall,

The deere Father

Would with his Daughter {peake,commands,rends, fer-

Arethey inform’d of this? My breath and blood: {uice,

Fiery? The fiery Duke,tell the hot Duke that e— .

No,but not yet,may behe is not well,

Infirmity doth fhill negleét ali office,

Whereto our health is bound, we are not our {elues,

When Nature being opprefl,commands the mind

To {uffer with the body; 1le forbeare,

And am fallen out with my more headier will,

To rake the indifpos’d znd fickly fic,

Forthe found man. Death on my ftace : wherefore

Should he fit heere 2 This adt perfwades me,

That thisremotion of the Duke and her

Is pradtile only. Giue me my Seruant forch;

Goe tel! the Duke, and’s wife, 11d fpeake wich them :

Now,prefently : bid them come forth and heare me,

Or at their Chamber doore Ile beate the Drum,

Tillic crie fleepe to death.

Glo. 1would haueall well berwixt you. Exit,
Leasr. Ohme my heart! My rifing heart 1 But downe.
Foole. Cry to it Nunckle, asthe Cockney did tothe

Ecles,when {he put ‘em i'th’ Pafle alive, fhe knapt’em

o’th’ coxcombps with a fticke,and crved downe wantons,

downe; “twas her Brother, thatin pure kindneffe to his

Horfe buttered his Hay,

Enter Cornewall, Regan Gloffer,Sernants,

Lear. Good morrow to you both.

Corns Haileto yourGrace.  Kent bere et at liberty.

Reg. Iamglad e fec your Highnefle.

Lear. Regan,Ithinke yourare , I know what reafon
Ithaue to thinke fo,if thou fhould R not be glad,

I would disorce me from thy Mother Tombe,
Sepulchring an Adulcreffe. O are you free?

Some other time forthar.’ Beloued Regan,

Thy Siflers naughit : oh Regan, fhe hath tied
Sharpe-tooth’d vnkindnefle,like a vulure heere,
I can fcarce fpeake to thee ,thowlenot beleeue
With how deprav’d a quality. Oh Regas,

Reg. Iprayyou Sir,take patience,l haue hope
Youleife know how to value her defert,

Then fhe ro fcant her durcie,

Lear, Say?How isthat?

Rez. 1cannot thinke my Sifter in the leaft
Would faile her Cbligation. IfSir perchance
She have reftrained the Riots of your Followres,
"Tison {uch ground,and to fuch wholefome end,
As cleeres her from all blame,

Lears My curles on her,
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Reg. O Sir,youn are old,

Nature in you ftands oh'the very Verge
Ofhis confine : you thould be rul’d, and1éd
By fome difcretion, that difcernes your flate
Better then you your felfe : therefore I pray you,
Thatto our Sifter, you do make returne, ° |
Say you haue wrong®d her. “

Lear. Askeherforgiueneflep ' | - |
Do youbut marke how'this becomes the houfe »

Deere daughter, 1 confeffe that 1am old ;
Ageis voneceflary : onmy knees I be e,
Thatyou'l vouchfafe me Ragyment, Bed,and Food.

Reg. Good Sirynomore sthefe are vafightly trickes :
Returre you tomy Sifter,

Lear. Neuer Regan s : |
She hath abated me of halfe my Traine; _ ‘(
Look’d blacke vpon me, frooke me with her Tongue
Mofi Serpent-like, vpon the very Hearr,

Allthe ftor’d Vengeances of Heauen, fall
On her ingratefull top : ftrike her yong bones
Yout king Ayres, with Lamnene(le,

Corn. Fye fir, fie.

Le.You nimble Lightnings,dart your blinding flames
Into her {cornfull eyes : Infect her Beauty,
You Fen-fuck’d Fogges, drawne by the powrfull Sunae,
To fall;and blifter,

Reg, Othebleft Gods!

So wiil you with on me, when the rath moode js on,

Lear. No Regan,thou (halt never haue my curfe:
Thy tender-hefted Nature (hall not giue
Thee o’re to barfhneffe : Her eves are fierce, but thine
Do comfort, and not burne, *Tis notin thee
To grudge my pleafures, to cuc off my Traine,

To bandy hafty words, to fcant my fizes,

And in conciufion, to oppofe the bolc

Againft my comming in. Thouv better know’(t
The Offices of Nature, bond of Childhood,
Effects of Curtefie, dues of Gracitudes

Thy halfe o’nh‘“l‘i’éngdozfr:c haftthounot Fo;'goz,
Whetein I thee endow’d.

Reg. Good Sir, 10 th’purpofle. Tucket withix,
Lear. Who putmy inan ’th’Stockes ?
Enter Steward, s

Corn, What Trumpet's thac?,

Reg. Tknow't,my Sifters : chis spproues her Letter,
That fhe would foonebe heere, Is your Lady come?

Lear. Thisis a Slaue, whofe cafie borrowed pride
Dwels in the fickly grace of her he followes,
Out Varler, fromumy figh.

Corn. What meanes your Grace?

Enter Gomerill,

Lear,Who ftockt my Seruant? Regan,1 haue good hope
Thou did'f not know on't, ‘
Who comeshere ? O Heauens ! i
If youdo loue old men ; if your fweer fway \
Allow Obedience ; if you your felues are old,

Make it your caufe ; Send downe,and take my part,
Artnotaftbam’dtolocke 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.

Lear. O fides,youaretoo tough ! |
Will you yet hold ? f
How came my man i"th*Stockes >

Corn, Ifethimthere,Sir: but his owne Diforders
Deferv’dt




Deferu’d much leffe aduancement.

Lear, You? Didyou?

Reg. 1 prayyou Father being weake, feeme (o,
Iftill the expiration of your Moneth :
You will recurne and fosourne with my Sifter,
Difmiffing halte your traine,come then tome,
lam now from home,and out of that prouifion
W hich (hall be needfuil for your eatertainement!

Lear. Returne to her? and fifty men difoiife’d 2
No, rather Iabiure all roofes,and chufe
To wageagaw(t che enmity oth'ayre,
To be a Comrade with the Wolfe,and Owle,
Neceflizies {harpe pinch. Returne withher?
Why thehoz-bloodied France,that dowerlefle tooke
Our yongelt borne,I could as well be bronghe
Toknee his Throne,and Squire-like penfion beg,
To keepg bale life a foote; rerurne with her ?
Perfwade me racher to be flaue and fump ter
To this deteltzd groome.

Gon, Atyour choice Sit.

Lear. Iiprythee Daughrerndonot meke memad,
1 will not treuble thee my Child;farewell;

Wee’l no more meete,no mare {ee one another,
But yet thou art my flefh,my blood,my Daughter,
Or rather a difeafe that’s inwy fefh,
Which I mafl needs call mine, Thou arva Byle,
A plague fore,or imbofled Carbuncle
In my corrupred blood. But Ile noc chide thee,
Let {hame come when it will,I donot callic,
I donotbid ithe Thunder.bearer fhoote,
Nor tell tales of thee to high-iudging Iowe,
Mend when thou can’ft,be bettes at chy leifure;
I can be patient, I can tay with Regax,
Iand my hundred Knights.
Reg. Notaltogether fo,
I look’d not for you yer, nor am prouided
For your fit welcome,giuc eare Sir to ny Sifter,
For thofe that mingle reafon wich your paffion,
Muft be content to thinke you old,and {o,
Bur fhe knowes what {he doc’s.

Lear. Tsthis well (poken?

Reg. 1dare auouch it Sir,what fifty Followers 2
Is it not wellt What {hould you need of more ?
Yea,or fo many ? Sith thacboth charge and ®anger,
Speake 'gainft fo great anumber 2 How in one houfe
Should many people,vndertwo commands
Hold amicy #'Tis hard,almioft impoffible.

Gon, Why might not you my Lord,recciue atcendance
{From thofe that fhe cals Seruants,or from mine?

Reg. Why notmy Lord?
Ifthen they chanc’d o {lacke ye,
We could comptroll them; if youwill come to me,
(Fornow I fpie adanger)I entreate you
To bring buc fiue and tvrentie,to no more
Will I giue place or notice,

Lear, -1 gaveyouall

Reg. Andin good timeyot gaueit,

Lesr. Madeyoumy Guardians,my Depofitaties,
But keprarefervation to befollowed
With fuch 2 number ? What,muft I come toyou
With fiuc 20d twenty ? Regan,faid you fo 2

Reg. And fpeak’c againe my Lord, no more with me.

Zea. Thofe wicked Creatures yet do look wel fauor'd
When others are more wicked,not being the worft
Stands in fome ranke of praife;lle go with chee,

Thy fifty yet doth double fiue and cwenty,

s
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Andthou arttwice her Loue. £
Gow\- Heare memy Lord;
What need you fiueand twenty ? Ten ? Or fiue?
Tofollow in'a honfe, wieretwice fomany
Hzue a command to tend you ? :
Reg. Whatneed one?
Lear, Oreafonnot the need : ourbafeR Beggers
Are in the pooreft thing fuperfluous,
Allow not Narure,more then Nacute needs :
Mauos life is cheape as Beaftes. Thouart a Lady;
1f onely co po warme were gorgeous,
Why Nature needs not'what thou gorgeous wear’ft,
Which fcarcely keepesihee warme,but for truemeeds
You Heauens;giue me that patience, patiehce I ieed, 7 |
You feeme heere (you'Gods)a poore old man,
Asfull of griefe as age, wretched in both,
Ific be youthat flirres chefe Daughrershearrs
Againft their Father,foole me not (o much,
\ Tobeareit tamelytouch me with Nobleanger,
| Andletnotwomens weapons,water drops,
Staine mymans cheekes- No you vanaturall Hags,
I will haue fuchreuenges on you both,
That all the world fhall~——1I will do fuch things,
W hat they are yer,I know not,bue they fhalbe
¢ The terrofsofthe earch? you thinke lle weepe,
! No,llenot weepe,I haue full caufe of weeping.
Storme and Tempeft.
But this heart {hal break into a hundred thoufand flawes
Orerelle weepe; O Foole,f fhall gomad, § Exermr.
Corns Lecvs withdraw, "twill be a Storme,
Rez. Thishoufeis little,the old manan’ds people,
Caanot be well beftow’d,
Gon. *Tis his owne blame bath put himfelfe fr om reft,
And muft needs talte bis folly.
Reg. For his particularylle receiue him gladly,
Byt not one follower.
Gos. Soam I purposid,
W here 1s my Loid of Gloffer ?
Euter Glsfter.
Corn, Followed the old man forth,heis return’d.
Gle. TheKingisinhighrage,
i Cers, Wherherishe going ?
Glo. He calsto Horfe,but will I know not whethet,
Cern. *Tis beft to giue him way, he leads himfelfe.
Gon. My Lord,entreate him by no meanes to ftay.
Gle. Alacke the night comes on,and the high windes
Do forely ruffle,for many Miles about |
' There’s {carce a Bufh,
). Reg, OfFir,to wilfull men,
The iniuries thac they themfelues procure,
Muft be cheir Scheole-Mafters: thut vp your doores,
Heisattended with a delperate traine,
And what they may incenfe him too being dpt,
Tebave his eare abus’d, wifedomie bids feare,
Cor, Shutvp your doores my Lord, tisawil'd night,
My Regan counfels wellp: come out oth’ftorme. Exewns,

Attus Tertius. Scena Prima.

Storme $Hll, Enter Kent,and a Gentleman, fenerally.

Kent: Who's there befides foule weather ?
Gen. One minded like the weather,moft vnquietly.
Ir2 Centts
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Kent, 1know you: Where's the King ?

Gent. Contending with the fretfull Elements;
Bids the winde blow the Easth into the Sea,

O: fwell thecurled Waters boue the Maine,
That things might change or ceale,

Kent, Butwhois with him?

Gent. Nong butthe Foole, who labours to out-ieft
His heart-fircoke iniuries,

Kent. Sir, 1 doknow you,
And dare vponthe warrant of my note
Commend a deere thing to you. Thereis divifion
(Although as yet the face ofit is couer’d
Wich mutuall canning ) *twixt Albany,and Cornwall :
Who haue, as who haue not; that their great Starres
Thron'd and fet high; Seruants,who feeme no lefle,
Which are to France the Spies and Speculations
Intelligent of our State. What bach bin feene,
Either in {ouffes, and packings of the Dukes,
Or the hard Reine which both of them hath borne
Againft the old kinde King ; or fomething deeper,
Whereof (perchance) thele are but furnifhings.

Gent. I will talke further with you,

Kent. No,donot:
For confirmation that I am much more
Then my out-wall ; open this Purfe;and take
What it containes. If you fhall fee (ordelia,
(As feare noc but you thall) thew her this Ring,
And fhe will tell you who that Fellow is
That yet you donot knows Fyeon this Storme,
I will go feeke the King.

Gent, Giveme your hand,

Haue you no moreto fay ? :

Kent. Few words, but to effeét more then allyet s
That when we haue found the King, in which your pain
That way, Ile this : He that firf lights on him,
Hollathe other,

Ezxeunt.

Scena Sectnda.

Starme fill. Enter Lear and Foole.

Lear. Blow windes,& crack your checks; Rage,blow
You Cararadls, and Hyrricano's fpout,

Till you hauedrench’d our Steeples, drown the Cackes,
You Sulph'rousand Thought-executing Fires,
Vaunt-curriors of Oake-cleauing Thunder-bolts,
Sindge my white head. And thou all-fhaking Thunder,
Strike Aat the chicke Rotundity o’th*world,

Cracke Natures moulds, all germaines fpill at once
That makes ingratefull Man,

Foole. ONunkle, Court holy-water ina dry houfe, is
better then this Rain-water out o’doore. Good Nunkle,
in, askethy Daughrers blefling, heere’sa night pitties
neither Wifemen, nor Fooles,

Lear. Rumble thy belly full : {pit Fire, fpowt Raine;
Nor Raine, Winde, Thunder,Fire are my Daughters ;
Itaxe not you, you Elements with vnkindnefle.

I neaer gane you Kingdome, call’d you Children;
Youowemeno fubfcriptien, Then let fall

Your horrible pleafure. Heere I fland your Slaue,
A poore; infirme, weake, and difpis'd old man :

| ButyetI call you Seruile Minifters,

Thavwill with ewo pernicious Daughtcrs ioyne
Yourhigh-engenderd Batrailes, ‘gainit a head

e,
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So old, and white as this. O;ho/ s foule.
Foole. He that hasa houfe to pur’s head injhas a goad
Head-peece:
The Codpiccethat will houfe,before the head has any ,
The Head,and he fhall Low(e : foBeggers marry many,
The man y makes his Toe, what he his Hast thold make,
Shall of a Corne cry woe, and turne his {leepe to wake,
For there was neuer yet faire woman, but fhee made
mouthesin a glaffe. |
Enter Kent, T
Lear. No,Iwill bethe patterne of all patience,
1 will fay nothing,

Kent. Who's there?

Foole. Marry here’s Grace, anda Codpiece, that’s a
Wifeman, and a Foole.

Kent. Alas Sirare you here? Things that loue nighr,
Louenot fuch nights as thefe : The wrathfull Skies
Gallow the very wanderers of the darke
And make them keepe their Caues: Since I was man,
Such fheets of Fire, fuch burfls of horrid Thunder,
Such groanes of roaring Winde, and Raine, I'neucr
Remember to haue heard. Mans Nature cannos carry
Thaffli€tion norche feare,

Lear. Letthegreat Goddes

Thatkeepe chis dreadfull pudder o’re our heads,
F.nde out their enemies now. Tremble thou Wretch,
That halt wichin thee vndivulged Crimes
Vawhipt of luftice. Hide thee, thou Bloudy hand
Thou Periur’d, and thou Simular of Vertue
Thatare Inceftuous, Cayriffe, to peeces (hake
That voder couert, and conuenient {eeming
Ha's pradtis’d onmans life. Clofe pent-vp guilts,
Riveyour concealing Continents, and cry
Thefe dreadfull Summoners grace. Iama mau,
More finn’d againft, then finning,

Kent, Alacke, bare-headed ?
Gracious my Lord, hard by heere isa Houell,
Some friendfhip will itlend you’gainft the Tempeft:
Repofe you there, while I to this hard houfe,
(More harder then the ftones whereof 'tis rais'd,
Which cuen but now, demanding afier you,
Deny’dme to come in) returne, and force
Their {canted curcefie.

Lear. My wits begin to turne,
Come on my boy, How doft my boy ? Art celd ?
I am cold my felfe. Whereis this Rraw, my Fellow ?
The Art of our Neceffities is firange,
And can make v lde things precious,Come,your Houel ;
Poore Foole, and Knaue,1 haue one partin wy heare

5
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That'sforry yetfor thee.
Foole, He that has and a lirtle-tyne wit,
With heigh-ho, the Winde and the Raine,
Muft make content with bis Fortunes fir,
Though the Raine it raineth every day.
Le. True Boy: Come bring vs tothis Houell, Zxit,
Foole. This is abraue night to coolea Curtizan:
Tlefpeakea Prophefic ere [ go:
When Pricfts are more in word, thep matzer;
When Brewers marre their Malt with water 3
When Nobles are their Taylors Turors,
No Heretiques burn’d but wenches Surors ;
When euery Cafein Law, is righe;
NoSquise in debt, norno poore Knighe ;
When Slanders do not liuein Tongues ;

Nor Cut-purfes come nor o throngs ;

When Viurers cell cheir Gold i'th’Field, : {
And

i
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Lear.

And Baudes,and whores, do Churches build,

Thenihal che Realme of A/bion, come to great confu fions
Then comes the time, Mm;uesa 't}

That going (halbe vs*d wich feet, {time,
} This propbecic Aderlin (hall make; for T liue beforehis
Exit,
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with mans fworne Spoufe ; fetnor thy Sweet-heart en
proud array. 7oms's a cold.

Lear. What haft thou bin?

€dg. A Seruingman ? Proud in heart, and minde; thae
curl’d my haire, wore Gloues in my cap; feru’d t_l_ac Luf
of my Miftris heart, and did the aéte of darkenefle wich
her. Swore as many Oathes, as 1 {pake words, & broke
themin the {weet face of Heauen. One, that fleptin the
contriuing of Luft, and wak’dto doeit, Winelound]
decrely, Dice deerely 5 and in VWoman, out-Paramour’d
the Turke. Falle ofhearg, light of eare, bloody of hand 4
Hoginf{loth,Foxein ftealth, Wolfe in greedinefle, Dog
in madnes, Lyon in prey.Let not the creaking of thooes,
Ner the ruftling of Silkes, betray thy poore heart to wo-
man, Keepe thy foote out of Brothels, thy hand out of
Plackets, thy pen from Lenders Bookes, and defyethe
foule Fiend. Still through the Hauthorue blowes the
cold winde : Sayes fuum, mun,nonny,Dolphin my Boy,
Boy Sefey : let him trot by. Storme fill,

Lear, Thou wert better in a Graue, then to anfwere
with thy vncouer’d body, this extremitie of the Skies, I's
man no more then this ? Confider him well, Thouow'it
the Worme no Silke ; the Bealt, no Hide ; the Sheepe,no
Wooll ; the Cat, no perfume. Ha ? Here’s threc on’s are
fophifticated. Thou artthe thing it felfe; vnaccomimo-
dated man, is no more but fuch a poore, bare, forked A-
nimall as thouart. Off, off youLendings : Coine, vn-
butten heere.

Enter Gloticefter, with a Torch.

Foole. Prythee Nunckle be contented, tis a naughtie
nightto fwimmein. Now a little fire ina wilde Field,
were like an old Letchets heart, a {mall fpark, all the refd
on’s body,cold : Looke, heere comes a walking fire,

Edg. Thisisthe foule Flibbertigibbet ; hee beginsat

A ‘ng:]jr_agg_a”fg of King L ear.

Curfew, and walkes ac firt Cocke : Hee giues the Web

and the Pin, fq:aia:m the eye, and makes the H :rc_nlippe;
Mildewes the white Wheate, and huris the poore Crea-
ture of earth.

Switholdfooted thrice the old,

He metthe Night-Mare,and her nine-fold ;

Bid hera-light,and her troth-plight,

And aroynt thee Witch;aroyne thee.

Keut. How fares your Grace?

Lear. What’s he?

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

Glow, What are you there ? Your Names ?

&£dg. Poore Tom, that eates the fwimming Frog, the
Toad, the Tod-pole, the wall-Neut, and the water : that
in the furie ofbis heart, when the foule Fiend rages, eats
Cow=-dung for Sallets ; fwallowes the old Rat, and the
ditch-Degge ; drinkes the.green Mantle of the ftanding
Poole : whoiswhipt from Tything to Tything , and
ftocke, punifh’d,and imprifon’d : who hath three Suites
to his backe, fixe fhirts to hisbody :

Horfetoride, and weapon to weare :

But Mice,and Rats,and fuch fmall Deare,

Haue bin Toms food, forfeuen long yeare :
Bewaremy Follower. Peace Smulkin,peace thou Fiend,

Glo. Whas, hath your Grace no bettér company 2
Fdg. The Prince of Darkenefle is 2Gentleman. Mods

ae’s call’d, and e Wabs,

Glewe, Our fe(h and blood, my Lord, isgrowne fo
C?t}:ﬁt itdeth hate what getsit.

-5¢. Poore Tom’s a cold.

4,
Go inwithme ; my duty cannot fuffec
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Tobey in all your daughters hard commands : |
Theugh their Iniunétion be to barre my doores,
And let this Tyrannous night take bold vpon you
Yet haue I ventured to come feeke yotout,
And bring you where both fire, and food is ready,

Lear, Firltlet me talke withthis Philofopher,
What is the caufe of Thunder ?

Kent. Goodmy Lord take his offer,
Gointo th’houfe.

Lear. 1le talke a word with this fame lerned Theban:
What is your ftudy 2

Edg. How to preuent the Fiend, and to kill Vermine,

Lear, Letmeaske you one word in priuate.

Kenz. Importune him once more to gomy Lord,
His wits begin t'vnfertle,

Glen. Canftthoublame him?  Storm fHill
His Daughters feeke his death: Ahsthat good Kent,
He faid it would be thus : poore banifh'd man :
Thou fayeft the King growes mad, Ile tell thee Friend
I am almoft mad my felfe. Ihad a Sonne,
Now out-law’d from my blood : he fought my life
Butlately : very late : Tlow’d him (Friend)
No Father bis Sonne deerer :true to tell thee,
The greefe hath craz’d my wits, Whatanight's this ?
Idobefeech your grace.

Lear. O cryyou mercy, Sir:
Noble Philofopher, your company.

Edg. Tom’sa cold,

Glon. Tn fellow there,into ch’Houel;keep thee warm.

Lear. Come, let’sin all.

Kent. This way,my Lord,

Lear. With him ;
I will keepe lill with my Philofopher.

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

Glon, Takehim you on.

Kent. Sitra, comeon:go aleng with vs.

Lear, Come, good Athenian,

Glozt. No words,no words,hufh,

&dg. Childe Rowland tothe darke Tower came,
His word was fiill, fie, foh, and fumme,
I fmell the blood of a Brictifh man.

?

Exennt

Scena Qﬁwm.

Enter Cornwall,and Edmund.

Corn, ] will have my reuenge, ere I depart his houfe,

Baff. Howmy Lord, I may be cenfured, that Narure
thus gines way to Loyalie, fomething feares mee to
thinke of,

Cornw, I now perceiue, it was not altogether your
Brothers euill difpofition made him feeke his death : but
a prouoking merit {et a-worke by areprouable badneffe
in himfelfe.

Baft. How malicious is my fortune, that I muft re-
pent tobeiuft ? Thisis the Letter which hee fpoake of ;
which approues him an intelligent partie to the aduanta.
ges of France. O Heauens !that this Treafon were not;
or not I the deteétor,

(ore. Go with me to the Dutcheffe,

Baft. 1f the matter of this Paper be certain, you haue
mighey bufinefle in hand,

Corx,




“The Tragedie of K ing Lear.

299 -
——————

Corn. True orfalle, it hath made thee Ea tle of Glou-
cefter : fecke ont where thy Father is, that hee may bee
ready for our apprehenfion.

Baft, 1f Ifinde him comforting the King, icwill ftuffe
his fuipition more fully. Iwill perfcuer inmy courfe of
Loyalty, though the confliét be fore betweene that, and
my blood,

{orn. 1 willlay truft vponthee : and thou fhale finde
adeere Father in my loue. Exennt,

Scena Sexta.

Enter Kent, and Glosncefer,

Glor, Heere is better then the open ayre,rake it thank-
fully : I will peece out the comfort with wharadditionI
can : I will not be long from you. Exit

Kent, Allthepowre of his wits,haue given way to his
impatience : the Gods reward your kindnefle.

Enter Lear, Edgaryand Foole,
Edg. Fraterretto calsme, andtells me Neroisan Ang-
if ler in the Lake of Darknefle : pray Innocent, and beware
the foule Fiend.
Foole. Prythee Nunkle tell me,whether a madiian be
a Gentleman,or a Yeoman.

Lear. AKing,aKing.

Foole. No,he’sa Yeoman, thatha's 2 Gentleman to
his Sonne : for hee’s 2 mad Yeoman that fees his Sonne a
Gentleman before him,

Lear. 'To haue a thoufand with red burning fpics
Come hizzing invpon‘em.

&dg. Blefle thy fiue wits.

Kenr. O pitty :Sir,whereis thepatience now
That you fo oft haue boafted toretaine ?

&dg. My tearesbegin to take his part fo much,

They marre my counterfetting.
Lear, Thelitle dogges,and all;
Trey, Blanch,and Sweet-heart : {ee, they barkearme,
&dg. Tom, will throw hishead atthem: Auauncyou
Curres, bethy mouth or blacke or white :
Tooththat poyfonsifitbite:
Mafiffe,Grey-hound, Mongrill,Grim,
Hound or Spaniell, Brache,or Hym :
Or Bobuaile tight, or Troudle taile,
Tom will make him weepe and waile,
For with throwing thus my head ;
Dogs leapt the hatch, and all are fled.
Do,de,de,de : {efe : Come, march to Wakes and Fayres,
And Market Townes : poore Tom thy horne is dry,
Lear. Thenlet them Anatomize Regaw ¢ See what
breeds about her heart, Is there any caufe in Nature that
make thefe hard-hearts. You fir, Ientertaine for one of
my hundred ; only, I do not likethe fathion of your gar-
ments. You will (ay they are Perfizn jbutlet them bee
chang’d.
Enter Glofler.

Kent, Now good my Lord,lyeheere,and reft awhile.

Lear. Makeno noife,make no noife, draw the Cur-
taines : {o,fo,wee’l go to Supper i’th’morning.

Foole. AndIlegotobed atnoonc.

Gloss. Come hither Friend :
Where is the King my Mafter?
Kent, Here Sir,but trouble him not,his wits are gon,

|

Glos. Good friend, I prychee'take him in thy armes
T haue ore-heard aplot of death vpon him :
There isa Litterready, lay him in*,
And driue toward Douer friend, where thou fhalt meete
Both welcome, and prote&ion. Take vp thy Mafter,
1fthou fhould’(t dally halfe an houre, his life
With thine, and 2!l that offer to defend him,
Stand in affured lofle, Takevp, take vp,
And follow me, that will to fome prouifion
Giue thee quicke condut, Come,come,away. Exennt

s

D i e —

Scena S eptiffm.

———

Esuter Cornwall, Regan, Gonerill, Baffard,
and Sersants.
~ Corn. Pofte {peedily to my Lord your husband, fhew
hin this Letter, the Army of France is landed : feeke out
the Traitor Gloufter,

Reg, Hang himinftamly,

Gon. Plucke out his eyes.

Corm, Leanehimtomy difpleaflure.  Edmond, keepe
you our Sifter company : the reuenges weeare bound to
1ake vppon your Traitorous Father, arenotfic for your
behelding. Aduice the Duke whereyou are going, toa
mofk feflinare preparation : we are bound to the like.Our
Poftes thall befwift,and intelligent betwixe vs.
well deere Sifter, farewell my Lotd of Gloufier,

Enter Steward.
How now ? Where’s the King ?

Stew. My Lord of Gloufter hath conuey’d him hence

Some fiue or (ix and thirty of his Knights )

Hot Queflrifis after him, met him at gate,

Who, with fome other of the Lords, dependants,
Are gone with him toward Douer; where they boaft
To haue well armed Friends.

Corsse Get horfes for your Miftris,

Gens. Farewell fweet Lord,and Sifter. Exit

Corwe, Edmmundfarewell : go feck the Traitor Glofter,
Pinnion him like a Theefe, bring him before vs :
Thongh well we may not pafle vpon his life
Withour the forme of Tuftice : yet our power
Shail do a curt’fie to our wrath,which men
May blame, burnot comptroll.

Enter Glouceffer ,and Sersants,
Who’s there? the Traitor?

Reg. Ingraccfull Fox, "tis he.

Corn, Binde falt his corky armes,

Glo, What meanes your Graces?

Good my Friends confider you are my Ghefts :
Do me no foule play, Friends.

{orn. Binde him I fay.

Rez. Hard,hard : O filthy Traitor.

Glon. Vnmereifull Lady,asyou are,’me none,

Corn. Tothis Chaire binde him,

Villaine, thou fhalt finde.

Glou. By the kinde Gods, 'tis moftignobly dene
To plucke me by the Beard.

Reg. Sowhite, and fucha Traitor ?

Glow, Naughty Ladie,

Thefe haires which thou doft rauifh from my chin
Will quickenand accufe thee. Yam your Hoft,
With Robbers hands, my hofpitable fauours
h You }

Fare-
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You Mould not ruf uffle thus.
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Mhat will youdo?
Corn, Come ‘21;,
What Letters had you late

Reg. Belimple anfwer's dy for
Corn, \ﬂj";lntcom\‘dna
tors, late footed in the Kingdome
f\"g- ]G'*'nui hands o
You haue ﬂ'n the Lunati “\*‘
G[{JM
Which came 1'1 om one
And not fromong —gpp :
Corn. Cunning,
Reg. And falfe,
Corn. Where haft thow fentthe King?
Glon, ToDouecr,
Reg. Wherefore to Douer?
Was’t thfm not charg’d at perill,

ll

Corn. Wherefore to Douer? L ethim anfwer that,
Glow. 1amtyed toth’Se 3p€,
And I mult [ ‘nd the Courle,
_j:f:r. ‘. 1o Doyer 2
Glsa. would not f*‘emy cruell Nailes

" 1

i

Plucke o ,:'*m?w:v_ cyes s nor (hy fierce Sifter,
In his Annointed fi
The Sea, with {ucl

1n Hell- L*-f:-:i
And cmcn:
ens to raine,
at fterse time,
reer turne the Key ¢
1I fee
Th,. winged \/-“wcau.cp ouertake fINhClmurmn
Corn, “Sec’t ﬂnl“ :mw neuer,Fellowes hold § Chaire,
Vpo:xchc\"cv"s of thine, Ilc fet my foote.
Glos. Hethat .sn.l thinke to live,till he be old
Gl!it’l C” i1 O}:mxw*--lsF

1 O uell
cther : Thlother oo,

fome Delpe, ve—sen

| B |

R

L .~

Thennow to bid
TO"‘J 1“"? youd O(]L:C,“

rol,f”oﬂ

er. If you did 'weare a beard vpon your chin,
I'ld -",‘1;1‘::: 1gon tlu'; j'.snrr:::i What do youmeane ?
I”*] V laine?
Sers,Nay th (
Reg. u...g.ma,r.';'zy Sword. Ape

ant { ’c‘md vp thus ? %
Killes bim.
rmy L «,rd jOL. hauconc eyele

t=3]

entit; Outyilde gelly

! s. en E’zgdr was abus’d,
forgine me that,and profper him.
ruft him out at gates,and let him fmell

7 to Douer., Exit with Glonffer.
How ,“my‘ox eyou ?

How look

P b

ot with the Tral=

chance of anger.
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Corn, Tnaacre 310) :iﬂhm F(‘iQW‘? H ay 3
Turne outchateyelefle Villaine : throw this Slave
‘V} onthe D"n"'u'” Tl\sgrm,i bleed apace,
Vatimely comes this hure, (:114rt‘~"!?’,o!;i‘

Aélus Olf artus. Scena Prima.

Enter E n’_g‘ar

Edg. tbetter chus,and knowne to be contemn’ iy
Then Fm; contemn’d and flatter’d, o be worft :
The loweft, and moft deieted thing of Fortune,
Stands fill in ef perancc, i,nﬂsnutm feare:
The lamentable change is from the beft,
The worft rerurnes to laughter, Welcome then,
Thou vnful :?anr‘all"yrcmat' embrace :
The Wretch that thou haft blowne vnto the worft,
Owes nothing to thy blafts,

Enfr.‘

But who comes heere ? My Fatl
World, World, O world |
But that 3»;,7 firange mutations make vs hate thee,

‘i 1“ "n.'[‘f 1not \/(r.

Oldman.

er poorely led ?

G ./o-fftcr,myr/ an

ctoage,
b

Oldm. U imy good Lord, T haue bene your Tenant,
And yourFathers Tenans , thefe f'nus'cf}‘r‘rf' yeares, °
Glon, Aw: ay,get thee n'ﬂ'"v {’orm k x;cfm be gene,

Thy comforts can do me no good atall,

The e lht.] may hure,
Oldm, Youcannat fee your way.
Gloa. Thaueno way, and therefore want noeyes :
] fumbled when I faw. Full oft’tis feene,
Our meanes fecure v3, and our meere defe & s
Proue our Commodities. Oh deere So
Thefood of thy abufed Fathers wrath ;
MigheTbuc live to fee thee in my toact
I'ld fay I bad eyes againe,
Cldwm, vho’s there ?
Edg. O Gods! Whois't canfay T am atthe worfi?
I amworfethen ere I was.

S
onne Edgar,

b

ry I
oW nNow ¢ v

O/, ’i""i* poore mad Tom.
fa’cr nd wotle I may be cyer: the worft is not,
So 10( gas we cmmymm:nu:worﬁ.

Oldm. Fellow,where goeft ¢

Glow, IsitaBeggar-man?

Oldm. Madman,and bﬂgnar too,

Glog. He has fome reafon, elfe he conld not beg.
Pth’laft nights flore, T fuch a fellow faw;
Which made me thinke a Man,2 Worme, My Sonne
Camethen into my mxm.e, and yet my minde
W as then Garfe Friends wich hina,
I haue heard more fince:
As Flies to wanton Boyes, are
They kill vs for their fporr.

Edg. How fhould thisbe?
Bad ts the Trade that muft play Foole to mrmw
Ang’ring it felfe,and others. Blefle thee Maﬂcn

Glow. 15 that the naked Fellow ?

Oldm. 1,my Lord.

Glow, Gettheeaway :Iffor my fake
Thou wilt ore-take vs hence a mile or twaine
1'th*way toward Douer, do it for ancient loue,
And brmg fome couering for thisnaked § Oulc,
Which Ile intreate to lem.c me,

O/d. Alacke fir, he is mad.

we to th’Gods,

rme, Exeusnt,

g‘/a,-';.

i e,
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Glon. ’Tis the times plague,
When Madmen leade the blinde ¢
Doas 1 bid thee, or rather do thy pleafure::
Aboue thereft,be gone.
Oldm. 1le bring him the befk Parrell thac I haue
Come on't,what will,
Glow. Sitrahynaked fellow.
Edg. Poore Tom’s acold. 1 cannot daub it further,
Glox. Come hither fellow.
&dg. AndyerTmuft:
Blefle thy fwecte eyes, they bleede.

Glon. Know'{t thou cthe.way toDouer?

Edg. Both fyle,2and gate ; Horleway,and foot-path :
oore Tom hath bin fcarc’d out ofhis good wits. Blefle
thee good mans fonne, from the foule Fiend.

Exiz

Haue humbled to all ftrokes : that I am wretched
Makes thee the happier : Heauens deale fo fill :

Les the fuperfluous, and Luft-dicted man,

That flaues your ordinance, that will notfee-
Becaufe he do’s not feele, feele your powre quickly -
So diftribution fhould vndoo excefle,

And each man haue enough. Doft thou know Deuer?
Edg. 1 Mafter.

Glos. Thereisa Cliffe, whofe highand bending head
Lookes fearfully in the confined Deepe::

Bring me but to the very brimme ofi,

And Ile repayre the mifery thou do’ft beare

With fomething rich about me : from that place,

I (hall no leading neede.

Edp. Givemethyarme;

Poore Tom fhall leade thee. Exeunt,

S AES— e

Scena Secunda.

Enter Gonerill, Baftard, and Steward,

Gon. Welcome my Lord.I meracll our mild husband
Not met vs onthe way. Now,where’s your Mafter?
Stew. Madam within, but neuer man fo chang’d ; ’
1 told him of the Army that was Landed
| He fmil’'d atit. I told himyou were comming,
His anfwer was, the worfe. OfGlofters Treachery,
And of the loyall Sertice of his Sonne
When I inform'd him, thenhe eall’d me Sot,
Andtold me I had turn'd che wrong fide out::
W hat moft he thould diflike, feemes pleafant to him ;
tWhat like. offenfiue.

Gon, Then {hall you go no further,
It is the Cowifh terror.of his fpirit
That dares not vyndertake : Hee'l not feele wrongs
Whichtye himtoan anfwer : our wifhes on the way
May proue effeéts. Backe Edmond tomy Brother,
Haften his Mufters,and conduét his powres., -
I muft change names at home, and giuethe Diftafte
Into my Husbaads hands. This truftie Seruanc
Shall pafle betweene vs < eve long you are like to heare
(If you dare venture in your owne behalfe)
A Miftrefles command. Weare chis ; (pare fpeech,
Decline your head. This kiffe, ific dur(t {peake
Would firetch thy Spirits vp intothe ayres
Conceiue, and fare thee well.

Baft. Yours in the rankes of death,

Gon. My moft decre Glofter.

Exl"o

Glos.Here takethis purfe,j whom the heaw™ns plagues |

Oh, the difference of man,and man,
To thee a Womans feruices are due,
My Foole viurpes my body.
Stew, Madam, here come’s my Lord.
Enter Abany,

Gon, 1hauebeene worth the whiftle,

Alb. Oh Gonerill, |
Youare rot worth the duft which the rade winde
Blowes in your face. :

Gon. Milke-Liver’d man, _
That bear’ft a checke for blowres, 2 head for wrongs,
Who haftnotin thy browes an eye-difcerning
Thine Honor, from thy fuffering,

/b, Seethy ielfe diuch :
Proper deformitie feemes not in the Fiend
Sohorrid as in woman.

Gen. OhvaineFoole,

Enter a tMeffenger.

Jifef. Onmy good Lord,the Duke of Cormwals dead,
Slaine by his Seruant, going to putout
The other eye of Gloufler,

Alp, Glouflers eyes,

Mef. A Sernant that he bred, thrill'd with remorfe,
Oppos’d againft the ack : bending his Sword
Te his greac Mafter, who, threat-enrag’d
Flew on him, and amsong’ft them fell’d him dead,

But not without that harmefull ftroke,which fince
Hath plucke him after,

Alb, This (hewes you are aboue
You Iuftices, that thefe our neather crimes
So fpeedily can venge. But (O poore Gloufter)

Loft he his othereye?

Mef. Both, bath, my Lord.

This Leter Madam, craues a {peedy anfwer:
*Tis from your Sifter,

Gon, Oneway ! like this well,

But being widdow, and my Gloufker with her,]

May all the building in my fancie plucke

Vpon my hatefull life, Another way

TheNewes isnot fotare. 1leread,and anfwer.
Alb. Where was bis Sonne,

When they did take his eyes?

Mef. Come withmy Lady hither.

Alb. Heisnotheere.

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

Alb. Knowes he the wickedneffe ?

Mef. 1 mygood Lord:*twas he inform’d againft him
And quit the houfe on purpofe, that their punifhment
Mighthaue the freer courfe.

Alb. Glonfter,]I line
To thanke thee for the loue thou fhew*dft the King,
Androreuenge thine eyes, Come hicher Friend,
Tellme what more thou know’ft. Exennt,

o]

E—
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Scena Tertia.

Ewter with Drom and Colonrs, Cerdalia, Gentlamsen,
and Souldionrs.
Cor, Alacke, "tis he : why he was met euen now
As mad as the vext Sea, finging alowd,
Crown’d with ranke Fenitar, and furrow weeds,

With Hardokes, Hemlocke, Nettles, Cuckoo flawres, |
Darpel)
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Darnell;and -all the idle weedes that grow
In cur fultaining Corie. A Centery fend forth;
Search enery Acre ini the high-growne field,
And bring him to oureye, What can mans wifedome
In the reftoring hisbercaued Senfe ; he thac helpes him,
Take all my outward worth,

Gert, Theréismeanes Madam .
Our fofter Nurfe of Nature, is repofe,
The which helackes : that to prouoke in him
Are'any Simples operatiuz, whofe power
Will clofetheeye of Anguifh,

Cord, All bleft Secrers,
All you vrpublifh’d Vertues of the earth
Spring with,my teares ; be aydant and remediate
In the Goodmans defires: feeke, fecke for him,
Leaft his vogouern’d rage, diffolue the life
That wants the meanes to leade it

Enter effenger.

AMef- Newes Madam,
The Brictifh Powres are marching hicherward.

Cor. °Tis knowne before. Our preparation fiands
In expetation of them, O deere Father,
Itis thy bufinefle chat I go abour: Therfore great France
My mouining, and importun’d teares hath pittied :
No hlowine Ambizion doth our Armes incite,
But loue, deere loue, and our ag’d Fathers Rite

Soone shiay I heare, and {ee him. Exennt.

i ey

C:li
Scena Qjﬁﬂrm ;

Enter Regan,and Steward,

Reg. Butare my Brothers Powses fet forth ?
Stew. 1Madam,
Reg. Himfelfein perfon there?
Stew, Madam withmuch ado:

Your Sifter isthe better Souldier,
Reg.Lord Edmund fpake not with your Lord at home?
Stew. NoMadam.
Reg. Whatn ight import my Sifters Letter to him ¢
Stew, I know not, Lady.
Reg, Faith heis poafted hence on ferious matter :

It was greatignorance, Gloufters eyes being out

To let hig live. Where he arrives, he moues

¢ Alkhearts again(t vs : Edmmnd, 1thinke is gone

Tn'pitty of his milery, to difpatch

His nighted life : Moreouer to defcry

The Rrength o’th’Enemy,
Stew, 1 muft needs after him, Madam,wich my Letter.
Rege Ourtroopes ferforth to morrow, tay with vs:

The wayes are dangerous,
Stew.-I massnot Madam :

My Lady charg’d my dutie in this bufines.
Reg. Why thould the write to Edamund ?
Might not you tranfport her purpofes by word? Belike,
Somethings, I knew not what. lle loue thee much
Let me vofeale the Letter.
Stez. Madam, I bad rasher——
Reg. ¥ know your Lady do’s noc loue her Husband,
1am furg.ofthac : and at her late being beere,
She gaue firange Eliads; and moft {fpeaking lookes
To Noble Edmund. 1know youare ofher bofome.
Stewi I,Madam ? | :

R —
Reg, I f{peakein viderflanding : ¥'are: I know’s,
Therefore] do aduife you take thig nete :
My Lord iz dead : Edsond, and L haue talk'd,
And more conucnient is he for my hand i
Then foryour Ladies: Youmay gathermote :
Ifyoudo linde him, pray you giue him this;
And whenyour Miftris heares thus much from you,
I pray defire her call her wiledome to her,
So fare you well:
If you do chance to heare of that blinde Traitor,
Prefermert fals on him, that cuts him off.
Stew, Would I could meet Madam, I fhould fhew
What party 1 do follow.
Reg. Farethee well,

Exennt

Scenu %inm.

Enter Gloscefter, and Edgar.

Glon. When fhall 1 come to th'top of that fame hill 2

&dg. Youdo climbe vpitnow. Lookhow welabor,

Glost, ' Me thinkes the ground is ¢cuen.

Edy. Horrible fleepe,
Hearkey do you heare the Sea ?

Glon. Nortruly.

Edg..Whythen yourother Senfes giow imperfe &
By youreyes anpuifh, ‘

Glor. Somay itbeindeed.
Me thinkes thy voyceis alter’d, and theu fpeak’ft
Inbetter phrafe, and matzer then thou didii.

Fdg. Y’are muchdecein’d ; In nothing am I chang'd
Butin my Garments,

Glon. Miethinkes y’areberter fpoken,

Edg, Come on Sir,
Heere’s che place : fland Rill: how fearefull
And dizie’tiz, to caft ones eyesfolow,
The Crowes and Choughes, that wing the midway ayre
Shew fcarfe fo grofle as Beetles, Halfe way downe
Hangs one that gathers Sampire: dreadfull Trade:
Me thinkes he feemes no bigger then bis head.
The Fifhermen, that wallk’d vpenthebeach
Appeare like Mice : and yond tall Anchoring Barke,
Diminifh’d to her Cocke ; hey Cocke,a Buoy
Almoft voo fmall for fight. The murmurine Surce

: £ SRgourge,
Thatonth’vonumbred 1dle Pebble chafes
Cannor be heard fo high. Ilelooke no more,
Leaft my braine turne, andithe deficient fight
Topple downe headlong,
Glow. Setme where you ftand,
Edg. Giueme your hand :
You are now within a foote of th’extreme Verge:
Forall beneach the Moone would I not leape vprigh,
Glon, Let gomy hand v
Heere Frieod’s another purfe tinit, a Tewell
Well wortha poore mans taking, Fayries, and Gods
Profper it with thee. Gozhou further off,
Bid me farewell, and ler me heare thee going.

&dg. Now fare ye well, good Sir.

Glos. Withall my hearr.

Edg. Why 1do triflechus wich his difpaire,
Is doneto cureit.

+ Glow. O youmighty Gods!

This world I dorenounce,and in your fights
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Shake p gmcntly my great afflidion off 2
It 1 could beare it longer, and not fall
To quarrell with your great oppofelefle willes,
My inuffe, and loached part of Nature fhould
Burne it felfe our. If £dparlive, O blefle bim:
Now Fellow, fare thee WclL
Edg, Gone Sir, farewell :
Andyet [ know nothow conceit may rob
The Treafury of life, when life ic lelfe )
Yeelds to the Thefe. Had he bin where he thoughe,
By chis had Lhovnm binpalts Aliue,ordead?
Hoa,you Sir: [‘nc ﬁd,heake you Sir, ipeake;
Thus might he paffe indeed s yet he reviues.
What are you Sir?

Glon.> Away,and let me dye.

Edg. Had'ftthou beene m\"nt
But (:mcmore Feathers, Av.;,
(So many fathome dowoe preci mtz:mq)
Thowdft fhiuer’d like an Egge : butthondo *Rbreath:
Haft heauy {ubftance, bleed'k nor, fpeak’ft;arc found,
Ten Maits ae each, make notthe aluitude
Which thoubafl per pend:cmarw fell,
Thylnﬁ s a Myracle. Speake yetag -:\.1:".«:.
Glos. Buihauel falne, owo?
&dg. From the dread SCI““CL of this Chalkie Bourne
Looke vp a beight, the fhritl-gorg’d Larke fo farre
Cannot be fesne, or heard : Do k‘utiOO}u_ VP.
Glow. Alacke,1hauenoeyes:
Is wretchednefle depriu’d thac benefic
To end it fel{c by death E"Twasyct {fome comfort
When mifery could beguile the Tyranrsrage,
And fruftrate his proud w:ll
& riq Giue me your armie.
Vp,fo: Howis't ? Feelé you your Legge
Glow. Too well, too well.
Edg, Thisis abuuc all Rranger neffe,
Vponthe unwnc o'th’Cliffe. What this ng wasthat
Which parcc | from yeu?

es? You ftand,

(_/[9# }mnre vnforrunate I"}C‘G;‘,i’f‘.

Edr. As] fteod heere below, me thought his eyes
Were two f!l. Moones : he had a thousfand "-'c!l:s,
Hornes wealk'd, and waued like the entaged Seas

¢t was fome Fiend: Therefore thou happy Father,
Thinkechatthe cleeref C ua(ss, who make them Honors
Of mens Impoffibilities, baue Lacl:r-scu thee.
Glon. I doremember now ; henceforch Ile beare
Affliction, tillitdo cry out {elfe
Enough, enough,and dye. l‘luElll”’l“)QHAkE"i\e of,
Itonkut for a man : often’rwould 1 fay
The Fiend, the Fiend, be led me to that phc
Edgar, Bearefreeand patient thoughts.

Enter Lear.

DYV

But who comes heepe ?
Thefafer {enie will ne’te accommodate
His Matter thus.

Lear. No, they cannot touch e forcrying. Tamthe
King m"nicifc,
édﬂ O thou ﬁd(n; iercing fight!
Lear. Nature's aboue Arg, int '\’R[r‘“rp(fl LTher’s your
Preffe-mioney. That f Callow handles his baw,like a Crow-
ketpcr draw mee a; Cloathiers yard. Loo ke, looke, a
Moufe : peace, peace, thispeece of toafted Cheefe will
doo’t. There’s my Gauntlee, lle proue it ona (133’01:5
Bring vp the browne | flowne Bird: i’
clout, i’th*cleut ; Hewgh. Giue the wor d.

Edg. Sweet Ma.xmum,

Haa

e e
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. Do, to euery thing thac I faid : I,and no too,was no good
' Diuinity, When the raine came to wet me once, andthe

Lear. Pafle. ;

Glos. 1know thatvoice,

Lear. Ba)Gauerill with a white beard ? They flatser'd
me like a Dogge, and told mee 1 had the white hayresin
my Beard, ere the blacke ones were chere. Tofay I,and

winde ro mzke me chatter: when the Thunder would not
peace at my bidding, there I found’em,there I froelc ‘em
out, Gotoo, they are nat men o’their words ; they told
me, I was euery thing: "Tisa Lye, Iamnot Agu- proo“'c.
Glop. Thetricke ofthat voyce, I do well semember :
IstnottheKing?
Lear. I,euery mchaKing
YWhenldo !’:arc {ee how the Subie& quakes,
1 pardon that mans life, W hat was thy caufe 2
Aduhery ? thou (halt not dye : dye for nd'lltf‘ry?
No,the Wren goes too’t, and the {mall gilded Fly
Do’s letcher in my fight. Le tCopu: ationthriue:
For Gloufters battard Son was kinder to his Father,
Then my Daughrers got’tweene the lawfull {heets.
Too’ Lunny pel l-mell, for 1lacke Souldiers.
Behold yond fimpring Dame, whofe face berweene her
Forkes prefages Snow; that minces Verrue,& do’s thake
the head ro heareof‘pl-wflrf'ﬂ name. .1he F:itchew, nor
the foyled Horfe goes too tv'nh 2 more t10tous appe~
tite - Downe from the wafle thr.}, are Centaures, though
Women all aboue : bur to the Girdle dothe Gads inhe-
rit, beneath isall the Fiends. There’s hell, there’s darle.
nes,thereis the fulphurons piz; burning, fealding, ftench,
cmﬁ:mptton. Fye,fie, fie ; pah, pah : Give nje an Ounce
cof Ciuer 3 good Apothecary fweeten my immagination :
There’s money for thee,
Glow, Q let me kiffe chat hand,
Lear. Letme wipe it fiti,
It imelles of Mortaliry.
Glou. O ruin'd peece of Nature, h.s great worlds
Shall fo weare out to nauéhc.
Do’ft thou know mz ¢
Lear. 1remember thine eyes well enough: doft thou
{c gmy atme? Nr) doe thy worft blinde (_,Up' Ilenot
luxl&.. Reade r.hou this challenge, mazke bui the penning
of'it.
ilon. Were a]l thy Lecters Sunncs, could not fee,
Edg. Iwould nottake thisfromreporr,

<
Ttis, and my heart breakes at i,

Lear. Read,

Glos. What with the Cafeof eyes?

Lear. Ohho,are you there withme? No ecies in your
head, nor no mony in your purfe: ? Youreyesareina hea-
uy ca*c,} our purfeinalight, yeeyou fechew.chis world
SOCS.

Glon, 1{eeit feclingly.

Lear,What, art mad ? A man may (ee how this world
goes,with no eyes. Looke with thine eares : See how
yond Juftice railes ypon yond f{imple theefe. Hearke in
thine eare: Change places, and IM".dy ~dandy, wiuchis
the Tuftice,which is the theefe ; Thouhaft f;c::ca Fai-
mers dogge barke ata Beggar ?

\1[(3’5‘ : ml'

Lear. And the Creaturerun from the Cur:there thou
mi gjhr ft behold the great :magf’ of Authoritie, a Dogg’s
obey’d in Office. Thou, Rafcall Beadle,bhold thy b'«)odv
hand : why dofl thou la ythat Whore 2 Strip thy owne |
backe, thou hotly lufts to vie her in that kind, for which |
thou whip’ft her. The Viurer hangs the Cozener, Tho- S

rouch
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The Tragedie of King Lear.

roughtatter’d cloaches great Vices do appeares Robes,
and Furr’d gownes hideall. Place {innes with Gold, and
the firong Lance of lultice,hurilefle breakess Armeitin
ragges, a Pigmies ftraw do's pierce it. None do’s offend,
none, I fay mone, lle able "em; rake that of me my Friend,
who hane the power to {eale th'accufers lips, Get thee
glaffe-cyes, and like a feuruy Pelitician, feeme to fee the
things thou doft not. Now, now,now,now. Pull oﬂ:my
Bootes: harder, harder, fo,

Edg. O matter, and impertinency mixe,
Reafon in Madnefle,

Lear. 1fthouwilt weepe my Fortunes, rake my eyes,
I know thee well enough, thy name is Gloufter s
Thou muft be patient ; we canle cryifig hithers
Thou know’f}, the firft time that we fmell the Ayre
We wawle,and cry. Iwill preachito thee s Marke,

Glon. Alacke,alackethe day,

Lears When wearéborne,we cry that we are come
To this great flage of Fooles. Thisa good blocke:
It were a delicate ftratagem to fhoo
A Troope of Horfe with Fele : Iie put’tin proofae,
And wher: I haue ffolne vpon thefe Son in Lagyes
Then kill, kill, kill, kill, kili, kill.

Enter a Gentieman,

Gent. Ohheereheis:lay hand vpon him, Sir,
Your moft deere Daughter-

Lear, No refcue? Whar, a Prifoner? T am euen
The Naturall Foole of Fortune. Viemie well,
You fhall hase ranfome, Let me haue Surgeons,
1 am cyt to’th’Braines,

Gent, You fhall haue any thing,

Lear. No Seconds? Allmy felfe?
Why, this would make aman, a man of Sale
Tovfehis eyes for Garden water-pots.I wil die braye] :
Like a{mugge Bridegroome. What? [ will be Jouiali :
Comie,come, I am a King,Maflers, know youthat ?

Gent. Youarea Royall oite, and we obey you,

Lesr. Then there'slifeint. Come,and you gecit,
You thali getitby running : Sa, fa fa fa, Exit,
Gent. A fight moft pitcifull in the meaneft wretch,

Paft fpeaking ofina King. Thou hafta Daughter
Who redeemes Nature from the generall curfe
Which twaine haue brought her to.
Edp. Haile gentle Sir,
Gent. Sir,fpeed you: what’s your will ?
Edg. Doyou heare ounghe (Sir)ofa Bactell toward.
Gent. Moft fure, and vulgar:
Eucry one heares thsc:w?:;'ch can diftinguifh found.
Edr. But byyourfaucur ;

her Army ? *

?

How necere’s theother
Gent, Neere,and on fpecdy foor : the maine defery
Stands on the hourely thoughr.
Edg. 1thanke yonSir,that’s all,
Gent. Though that the Queenon fpecial caufe is here
Her Atmy is mou’d on. Exit,
[ chanke you Sir.
Glox.Y ou euer gentle Gods, take my breath from me,
Let not miv veorfer Spirit tempt ine againe

To dye before youpleafe.

Fdg. Well pray you Father,

Glss. Now good fir,what aré you ?

£d7.A moft peore man,made rame to Fortunes blows
Who, by the Art of knowne,and feeling forrowes,
Am pregnant 1o good pitty. Giue me your hand,
Ilcleade you to fome biding ,

Glen. Hearxie thankes :

< Yo

g(t\(-

The bountie, and the benizon of Heauen
To boot, 20d boot,
Exter Steward,

Stew. Aproclaim’d prize : moft happie
That eyelefle head of thine, was fir} fram’d Gefh
To raife my fortunes. Thouold, vnhappy Traitor,
Breefely rhy (elfe remember': the Sword is out
That muft defiroy thee,

Glos, Now let thy friendly hand
Put firength enough too’t,

Stew, Wherefore,bold Pezant,

Dar’ft thou fupport a publith’d Traiter ? Henge,
Leaft that th'infection of his fortune rake
Like hold onthee. Let go hisarme.
Edg, Chill not let go Zir,
Without vurther *cafion.

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

Edg. Good Gentleman goe your gate, and let poore
volke paffe: 2nd *chud ha’bin zwaggerd out of my life,
‘twould not ha’bin zo long as'tis, by avortnight. Nay,
come not neereth’old man : keepe out che vor'ye, orice
try whither your Coftard, ormy Ballow be the harder;
chill be plaine with you,

Stew. Out Dunghill,

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

Stew. Slaue thou haft flaine me: Villain,take my purfe ;
1f euer thou wilt thriue, bury my bodie,

And giue the Letters which thou find’t about me,
To Edmund Earle of Gloufter : fecke him out
Vpon the Englifh party. Oh yntimely death, death,

Fdg. 1knowihee well. A ferviceable Villaine,
As duteous to the vices of thy Mifiris,
As badnefle would defire,

Glow. What, is he dead ?

Edg. Sit you downe Father : reff you,
Let's fee thefe Pockers ; the Letiers that he fpeakes of
May be my Friends ; bee’s dead; [ am onely forry
He hadne other Deatnfiman, Letvs fee:
Leaue gentle waxe, and manners : blame vs not
Toknow our enemies mindes, we rip their hearts,
Their Papersis more lawfull,

" Reads the Letter,

Et our reciprocall vowes be rememsbred. Tonbawe manie

- ofpovtunties to cat him off - if yeur will wans not time and
place will be frountfully offer'd, There is nothis g done, If bee
retwrie the Conguerar then ans I the Prifoner.and bis bed oy
Gaole, from tbe loarbed warmil whereof, deliner me, and fip-

ply she place for your Labonr.
Tour (wife, fo I would (ay) affettso-
nate Sermant . Geonerill,
Ohindinguifh’d fpace of Womans will,
Aplot vpon her vertuous Husbands life,
Andthe exchange my Brother : heere inrhe fands
Thee llerake vp, the pofte vnfanéified
Of murtherous Letchers : and in the mature time,
With this vngracious paper ftrike the fight
Of'the death-practis’d Duke : for him"tis well,;
That of thy death, and bufineffe, I can tell,
Glow. TheKingismad:
How Riffe is my vilde fenfe
That I fand vp, and haue ingenious fecling
Of my huge Sorrowes ? Betrer I were diftra&t,
So fhould my thoughts be feuer’d from my greefes,
Drom afarre eﬁr.
And woes, by wrong imaginations loofe ‘

The
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The knowledge of themfelues.
Edg. Giue me your hand :
Farre off methinkes I heare the beaten Drumme,

Come Father, lle beftow you with a Friend. Exemmt,

i e S e

Scena S eptizm.

Enter Cordelia,Kent andyGentleman .

Cor. O thon good Kent,
How {hall I live and worke
To match thy goodneffe ?
My life wnll be too (hort,
And euery mealure faile me.

Kent., Tobeacknowledg'd Madam is ore-pai’d,
All my reports go with the modelt truch,
Not more,nos clipt,but {o,

Cor. Bebetter fujted,
Thefe weedes are memeries of thofe worfer houres :
1 prythee put them off.

Kent. Pardon decre Madam,
Yet to be knowne thortens my made intent,
My boone I make it,tnat you know me not,
| Till time, and I,thinke meet.

Cor. Thenbe'tfomy good Lord :
How de’sthe King ¢

Gent, Madam {leepes fill.

Cor. Oyou kind Gods !
Cure this great breachin his abufed Nature,
Th*vntun’d and iarring {enfes,O winde vp,
Of'this childe.changed Father.

Gent. So pleafe your Maiefty,
That we may wake the King, he hatch {lept long?

Cor. Be gouern’d by your knowledge,and proceede
I'thfway of your owne will :is hearray'd ?

Enter Lear in achairecarried by Sernants

Gent. T Madam: inthe heavineffe of {leepe,
We put frefh garments on him,

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

Cor. O my deere Father,reftauratian hang
Thy medicine on my lippes,and let this kifle
Repaire thofe violent harmes,that my two Sifters
Haue in thy Reuerence made.

Kent. Kind and deere Princefle.

Cor. Hadyounot bin their Father,thefe whitc flokes
Did challenge pitty of them. Was thisa face
To be oppos’d againft the jarring windes?

Mine Enemies dogge,though he had bit me,
Shovld haue ftood that night againft my fire,
Andwas’t thou faine (poore Father)

To houell thee with Swineand Rogues forlorne,
In fhore,and mufty firaw? Alacke, alacke,

 "Tis wonder thar thy life and wits, at once

| Had not concluded all. He wakes,{peake to him.
Ger. Madam do you, 'tis fitceft.

Cor. How does my Royall Lord?

How fares your Maiefty

Lear. You do me wrong to take me out o’th’graue,
Thou arr a Soule in bliffe,but I am bound

nge;a’zi ?}[I{{ng Lear,

Vpona wheele of fire,that mine owne teares
Do fcal’d,litke molten Lead.

Cor. Sir,do you know me?

Lear. Youarea fpirit I know,where did you dye ?

Cor. Sull fill,farre wide,

Ges, He's{carle awake,

Let him alone a while,

Lear.. Where haue I bin¢
Where am I ? Faize day lighte?
 Iam mighrily abus’d; I {hould en’n dye with pitty
Tofecanother thus. Iknow ot whattofay:
I will not {weare thefe are my hands: let’s fee,
I feele this pin pricke,would I were affur’d
Of my condition,

Cor, Olooke vpon me Sir,

And hold your hand in benedition o’re me,
You muft not kneele,
Lear. Pray de not mocke me:
Iam avery foolifh fond old man;
Fourefcoteand vpward,
Not an houre more,nor lefle:
And to deale plainely,
I feare I amnotin my perfeét mind.
Me thinkes I fhould know you,and know this man;
Yet L am doubtfull : For [ am mainely ignorant
What place this is:and all the skill 1 baue
Remembers not thefe garments : nor I know not
Where I did lodge laft night. Do not laugh at me,
For(as ] am a man)I thinke this Lady
To bemy childe ( ordelsa. '
Cor. Andfolam:lam, :
Lear.Beyour teares wet ?
Yes faith : I pray weepenot,
I1fyou haue poyfon for me,I will drinke it:
1know you do not lone me, for yogr Sifters
Haue (aé I doremember)done me wrong,
Youhaue fome caufe,they hauenot.

Cor, No caufe,no caufle,

Lear. Am]inFrance?

Kent. In your owne kingdome Sir,

Lear. Do not abefe me,

Gent, Be comforted good Madam,the great rage
Youfeeis kill'd in him:defire himto go in,
Trouble him no more till further {etling.

Cor., Wilt pleafe your Highnefie walke ?

Lear. You auft bedre with me :
[ Pray you now forger,and fergiue,
I amold and foolifh.

B
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Aetus Quintus.  Scena Prima.
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Exter with Dramm ¢ and Colosy s, Edmund,Regan,
Gentlemen,anid Souldiers.

Baft. XKnow of the Duke ifhis lalt purpofe hold,
! Or whether fince lie is aduis’d by otighe
[ To change the courfe,he’s full of alteration,
| And félfereproning,bring his conftant pleafure,
{ Reg. Our Sifters man is certainely mifcarried,
Baff. 'Tisto be donbted Maddm,
;’\ Reg. Now fweet Lord,

Yo'fa{

- e




fie I intend vpon you;
7,but then {peake the truth,
Fi 2

CINY DIWEL £

,
~ 1% -‘
onour d Louve;

Rez. Bt haue you neuer found my Brothers way,

"

: tore-fended pls
y£. No by mioe honour,Madam,

¥ 1 , o 1 - ’v-
Reg. 1 endure her,deere my Lord

never {ha!l
Be not familiar with her,

‘L)?/!‘u

LR |

Eearenor,the and the Duke her husband.

Enter with Drum and ((olosrs,Albany,Gonerill,Soldiers.

Alb. Our very loning Sifter,well be-met:
Sir,chis I heard,the King 1s come to his Daughter
With others,whom the rigout of our State
Forc'd to cry eut.
‘ Regan. Why is this reafond ?
' Gone. Combine together’gainft the Enemie ;
| For thele domefticke and paruicurlar broiles,
j Are not the queflion heere,
Alb. Let’sthen determine withth’ancient of warre
procrm‘mg{.
Reg. Silter youw'le go with vs?
Gozn, No,
"T'1s moit conuenient,pray go with va,
Gon, Oliho,l know the Riddle, i will goe.
Exeunt both vhe Armics,

\

Un our

‘ Euter Edgar.

|  Edg.Ifere your Grace had fpeech with man {o poore,

{ Heare me one word.
} Alb. 1le ouertake you,fpeake.
&dg. Before you fightthe Barraile,ope this Letrer:
Ifyou haue vi&tory,fet the Trampet found
For him thar brought it:wretched though Ifeeme, *
I canproducea Champion,that will proue
{ What is auouched there. Ifyou mifcarry,
Your bufineffe of the world hath fo an end,
And machination ceales. Fortune loues you.
eAb. Staytill | haueread the Letter.
Edg. 1 was forbid it :
When time fhall ferue,lec but 1he Herald
And Ile appeare againe, Exit,
Alb. Why farethee well,I will o're-looke thy paper.

cry,

Enter Edmand,

Baft, The Enemy’sin view,draw vp your powers,
Heere is the guefle of their true firength and Forces,
By dilligent difcouerie, but your haft
s nowvrg'd onyou,

vill greet the time. Exit,

‘aff. Toboth thele Sifters haue I fworne my loue:
iloos he other,as the £ ung

Which of them {hall J take ?

- nescher Neicher can be enioy’d

1aine alive : To take the Widdow,

ites,makes mad her Sifter Gouerifl,

dly (hall Icarry out my fide,

band being alive. Now then,weel vie

the Batcaile,which being done,

°t who would be rid ofhim ,deuife

cdy waking off. Asfor the mercie

enas to Lear and to Cordelia,

e du;u:J':".u;; they within our pc-wei‘-,

The Trégeﬁdze of King L ear.

\ Shall neuer fee his pardon: for my ftate,

Stands onme to defend,not to debate,

Scena Secundy.

L e ——

Exiy.

S e e et ——— o — .

(ordelia,and Souldiers ouer the Stage, and Execunt,
Enter Edgar,and Glofter,

Edg. Heere Fatherytakethe fhadow of this Tree
For your good hoaft : pray that the right may thriue:
It ewer I returne to you againe,
lle bring you comfort.

Glo. Grace go with you Sir,
Alarum and Retreat within,
Enter [idgﬂru
Egtiar. Away old man,giue me thy hﬂndnawsy s
King Lear hath loft,he and his Daughter tane,
Giue me thy hand : Come on.
Glo. No further Sir,a man may rot cuenheere.
Edg. Whatin ill thoughts againe 2
Men muft endure
Their going hence,euen as their comming hither,
Ripenefle is all come on,
Glo. And that’s true too,

Scenz Tertia,

e S o et s

Enter in congueft with Drows and Colonrs Edmund Lear,
] r . Y o fed I ]
anag Cordelia,as prifoncrs Souldizrs ,Captaine.

Baft, Some Officers take them away: good guard,
Vatill their greacer pleafucesfir be knowne
That are to cenfure them.
Cor. Wearenotthe firft,
Who with beft meaning haue incurr’d the worft :
Forthee oppieffed King 1 am caft downe,
My felfe could elfe out-frowne fal{e Fortunes frowde.
Shall we not fee the(e Daughters,and thefe Sifters
Lear, Noyno,no.no : come let’s away to prifon,
We two alone will fing like Birds itl'Cage »
When thou doft aske me bl ing,llekneele downe
Andaske of thee forgiuencfie : So wee'l liue,
And pray,and fing,and tell old tales and laugh

| Atgilded Bucterflies : and heere(poore Rogues)

Talke of Ceurt newes,and wee’l talke with chem too,
Who loofes,and who wins; who's in, who's out;
And take vpon’s the myftery of things,
Asifwe were Gods fpics : And wee’l weare out
Ina wall'd prifon,packsand fefts of greatones,
That ebbe and Aow by th'Moone,

Baff. Takethem away,

Lear. Vpon {uch facrifices my Cordelia,
The Gods themfelués throw Incenfe,
Haue I caught thee?
He that parts vs, (hall bring a Brand from Heauen,
Andfire vs hence,like Foxesswipe thine eyes,
The good yeares fhall deuoure them,fiefh and fell,

Alarum wit hiv. Enter with Dyssmme and Colowrs,Lear,

Exit,

Exennt,

—————

————
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Ere they fhall make vs weepe 2
Weele fee e’'m ftarw’d firk : come.
| Baff. Comehither Capraine,hearke.
Take thou this note,go follow themto prifon,

| One ftep Thaneaduanc’d thee,if thou do’ft
| As this infiruéts thee,thou doft make chy way
To NobleFortunes : know thou this,thatmen
Are a3 the time is;to be tenderminded
Do’s not become a Sword,thy great imployment
Will not beare queftion:either tay thowlt do’t,
Or thrive by other meanes.

Capt. Ile do’cmy Lord.

Baft. Aboutit,and write happy,when th*haft done,
Marke I fay inftantly,and carry it fo
As I haue feg it downe.

Xite

Exit Cdf taing.

FElosrilb. Enter Albany,Gonerill, Regan,Soldicrs.
s
Alb. Sir,youhaue thew'd to day your valiant firaine
And Fortune led you well : you haue the Captiues
| Who were the oppofites of this dayes rife:
1 do requirethem of you {o to vie them,
As we fhall find their merites,and our fafety
May equally determine.
Baf. Sir,lthoughritfic,
To fend the old and miferable King to fome retention,
Whofe age had Charmes in it,whofe Title more,
To pluckeche common bofome on his fide,
And turne our impreftLaunces in oureies :
Which do command them, With him I fent the Queen:
My reafon all the fame,and they are ready
To motrow,or at further {pace,t’appeare
Where you {hall hold your Seffion.
Alb. Sir,by your patience,
Thold youbuta {ubiect of this Warre,
Not as a Brother.
Reg. That'sas welift to grace him.
Methinkes our pleafure might haue bin demanded
Ere you had fpoke fo farre, He led our Powers,
Borethe Commiffion of my place and perfon,
The which immediacie may well ftand vp,
And call it felfe your Brother.
Goxs Notfohot:
In his owne grace he doth exalt himfelfe,
More then in youradditien.
Reg. Inmy rights,
By me inuefted,he compeeresthe beft.
Alb.' That weee the mof, if he fhould husband you,
Reg. Iefters do oft proue Prophets.
Gon. Hola,hola,
That eye that told you {o,look’d but a {quint.
Rega. LadyIamnotwell,elfe Iihould anfwere
From a full lowing ftomack. Generall,
Take thou my Souldiers,prifoners,patrimony,
Difpofe of them, of me,the walls is thine:
Witnefle the world,that I create thee heere
My Lord,and Mafter.
Gon. Meane you to enioy him? ?
Alb. Thelet aloncliesnat in your good will,
Beft. Norin thine Lord.
Alp, Halfe-blodd ea fellow,yes,
Reg. Let the Drum firike,and prove my title thine, |
Alb. Stay yet,heare reafon : Edmmn d,1 arreft thee
On capitall Treafonsand in thy arreft, {
This guilded Serpent : for your claime faire Sifters,
I bare it inthe intereft of my wife,

|
}r:
f!
i

——

( *Tis fhe is fub-contracted to this Lord,
And 1 her busband contradiét your Banes.
If you will marry,make your loues to me,
My Lady is befpoke. .

Gon. Anenterlude,

Alb. Thouartarmed Gloffer,
Letthe Trmpet found :
If none appeare to proue vpon thy perfon,
Thy heynous,smmfcﬂ, and many Treafous,
Thereis my pledge : lle make it on thy heart
Ere Itafie bread,thou art in nothing lefle,
Then I haue hecre proclaim’d thee,

eg. -Sicke,0 ficke.

Gon. 1fnot, lle nere truft medicine.

Baft. There’s my exchange,whar in the world hes
That names me Traitor, villain-like he lies,
Call by the Trumpet: he thac dares approach;
Or him,on you,who not, 1 will maintaine
My cruth and honar firmely.

Enter a Herald.

Alb. AHerald,ho.
Truft to thy fingle vertue,for thy Souldiers
Allleuied in my name,haue in my name
Tooke their difcharge,
Regan, My ficknefle growes vpon me,
‘ Alb, Sheis not well,conuey her to ity Tent,
i Come hither Herald,let the Trumper found,
{ Andread outthis. A Tumpet fosnds.
Herald seads.
\ ¥ F any man of qualitic or degree within the tiffs of the Ay

my,will maintaine vpon Ediound, [appofed Larie of Glofre

Her, Againe. s Trampet,
Her. Againe. ig Trumpat,
T rumpet anfwers within,

Enter Edgar armed,

Alb. Aske him his purpofes,why he appeares
Vpon this Call o’th'Trumpet.

Her, What are you ?
Your name, your quality,and why you anfwer
Thisprefent Summons? -

Edg. Know my name isloft
By Treafons tooth : Lbare-gnawne,and Canker-bit,
Yecam I Nobleas the Aduerfary '
I comneto cope.

Alb, Whichisthat Adverfary ?

Edg. What's hethat fpeakes for Edmund Eatle of Glo-
Baft. Himfelfe,what {aift thou to him 2 (lter?
Edg. Draw thy Sword,

Thst:{my fpeech offend a Noble heart,
Thy arme may do thee Tultice,heere is mine ¢
Behold it is my priuiledge,
The priuviledge of mine Honours,
My oath,and my profeffion. 1 proteft,
Maugre thy firength,place,youth,and eminence,
Defpife thy victor-Sword,and fire new Fortune,
Thy valor,and thy heart,chou art a Traitor :
Falle to thy Gods,thy Brother,and chy Father,
Coufpirant gainft this high illuftirous Prince,
And from th’extremeft vpward of thy head,
| To the difcent and duft below thy foote,

o oy

!
!

|
|
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that be 15 amanifold Traitor, let him appeare by the third |
. found of the Trumpes : beisbold in bis defences 1 Trwompes:

{
i
]
{
i
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A moft Toad-fpocted Traitor. Say thou no,
ThisSword,this arme,and my beft fpirits are bent
Toproue vpon thy heart,whereto [ (peake,
Thou lyeft.
Baff. Inwiledome I thould aske thy name,
But fince thy out-fide lookes {o faire and Warlike,
And that thy tongue(fome fay) of breeding bieathes,
What fafe,and nicely [ mighe well delay,
By rule of Knight-hood,1 difdaine and fpurne:
Backedo I toffe thefe Treafons to thy head,
With the hell-hated Lye,ore-whelme thy heart,
Which for they yes glance by,and fearely bruife,
This Sword ot mine fhall giue them inftant way,
Where they (hall reft for cucr. Trumpets {peake,
Alb. Savehim,faue him. Alarnms. Fights.
Gon. This is pradtife Gloffer,
By th’law of Warre,thou waft not bound to anfwer
Aa vnknowne oppofite:thou art not vanquifh’d,
But cozend,and beguild,

} Told himour pilgrimage, But his flaw’d heart
(Alacke too weake the confl:& to fupport)
Twixt two extremes of paffion, ioy and greefe,
Burft fmilingly.

Bast, Thisfpeech ofyours hath mow'd me,
And fhall perchance do good,but fpeake youon,
Youlooke as you had fomething more o fay.,
Alb. 1fthere be more,more wofull,hold it in,
ForI am almoft ready to diffolue,
Hearing of this.

e e et A T

Sasin o

Enter a Gentleman,
Gen, Helpe helpe : O helpe.
Edg, Whart kinde of helpe ?
Alb, Speakeman.
Edg. What meanes thisbloody Knife ?
Gen. Tis hot,it fmoakes, it came euen from the heart
O fhe’s dead.
eAlb. Who dead? Speake man.

of-

Alk. Shut your mouthDame,
Or with this paper fhall I fop it : hold Sir,
Thou worfe then any name,reade thine owne euill :
No tearing Lady,I perceiuc you know it.

Gox. Sayifldo,the Lawes are mine not thine,
Who can araigne me for’ 2

Alb. Moft monfirous !0 know’(t thou this paper? |

Baff. Askeme not what I know,

Alb. Goafier her,fhe's defperate,gouernc her,

Baft. What you haue charg’d me with,
That have I done,
And mote,muchmore,the time will bxing it out,
"Tis paft,and fo amI : But what arc thou
That haft this Fortune on me ? Ifthou'st Noble,
I do forgiue thee.

Edg. Let’s exchange charity:

I am nolefle inblood then thou art Edmond,
If more,the more th'haft wrong’d me.
My name is £dzar,and thy Fathers Sonne,
The Gods areiuft,and of our pleafanc vices

Exit, J

Gen. Your Lady Sir,your Lady; and her Sifter
By her is poyfon’d : fhe confeffes ic.

Baft. I was contractedto them both,all three
Now marry in aninflant,

Edg. Here comes Kent,

Enter Kenz,
Alb. Produce thebodies,bethey aliveor dead ;
Gonerill sndRegans bodiesbronght emt,
This iudgement of the Heauens thac makes vs tremble,
Touches vsnot with pitty: O, is this he ?
The time will not allow the complement
Which very manners vrges,
Kewe, 1am come
Tobid my King and Mafter aye good nigha.
Ishe nothere?
Alb, Great thing of vs forgot,

Seeft thou this obie@ Kens?
Kent, Alacke,why thus?

Make infiromentsto plague vs :
The darke and vitious place where thee he got,
Cofthim his eyes,
Baff. Th'haft fpoken right,’tis erue,
The Wheele is come full circle, I am heere,
Alb, Methought thy very gate did prophefie
ARoyall Noblenefle : Tmuft cmbrace thee,
Let forrow {plit my heare,ifeuer I
Did hate thee,or thy Father.
Edg. Worthy Prince I know’s,
Alb. Where haue you hid your felfe ?
How haue you knowne the mifcries of your Father?
&dg. By nurfing them my Lord. Lifta breefe tale,
And when *tis told,O that my heart would burft,
The bloody proclamarion to efcape
That follow’d me {o necre,(O our liues fweetneffe,
That we the paine of death would hourely dye,
{Ratherthen die at once)taughe me to fhifc
i Into a mad-mans rags,t'affume a femblance
Thatvery Dogges difdain’d : and in this habic
Met I my Father with his bleeding Rings ,
Their precious Stones new loft:became his guide,
Ledhim,begg’d for himsfau’d bim from difpsire.
| Neuer(O fault)reueal’d my {elfe vaco him,
| Vil fome halfe houre paft when I was arm’d,

Baft. Yet Edmund veasbelou'd s
The onethe other poifon'd for my fake,

And after {lew herfelfe.s

Alb. Euen fo:couer theis faces.

Baff. Ipaat forlife : fome good I meanetode
Defpight of mine owne Nature, Quickly fend,
(Bebriefe in it) to’th'Cafilc,for my Writ
Is on the life of Lear,and on Cordelia :

Nay,fend in time,

Alb, Run,run,O run.

Edg. Towhomy Lord? Who ha's the Office »
Send thy token of reprecue.,

Bait. Well thought on,rake my Sword,

Giueit the Captaine.

Edg. Haft thee for thy life,

Baft. Hehath Commiffion from thy Wife and me,
To hang Cerdelia in the prifon,and
Tolay the blame vpon her owne difpaire,

Thac fhe for-did her felfe.
Alb. The Gods defend her,bearehim hence awhile,

Entor Lear with Cordeliainbis armes.
Lear.Howle,howle,howle: O your are men of fones,
Had I your tongues and eyes; 1d vfe them fo,
That Heauens vault thould crack : the’s gone for cuer.

Not {ute,though hoping of this good fuccefle,
I ask’d his bleffing and from firf o lak J

a

I know when one is dead,and when one liues,

She’s dead as earth :Lend mea Looking-glafle,
: Te

Speake Edmmund,where's the King 7and where's) Cordelia?
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Ifthat her breach will mift or Raine the ftone,
Why then (he lines.
Kewt. Ts thisthe promis’dend 2

Edg. Orimage of that horror.
Alb, Falland ceafe.

Lear. This feather ftirs fhelides:ificke fo;
Ttisa chance which do’s redeeme all forrowes
That euet 1 haue felt.

Kenst. O my good Mafter,

Lear. Prytheeaway.

Edg. 'Tis Noble quryotn Friend.
Lear, Aplaguevponyou Murderord Tr
Imighthaue {aw’d her,now {he’s gone fOL et

Cordc[m Cordelia, ﬂay alitcle, Ha:
W hat is't thou faift ? Her voice was euer {oft
Gerntle,and low,an excellent thing in woma
1kill'd the ‘Siauc that was ahanging thee.
Gent, "Tistrue (my Lords)be u”i
Lear. Did I notfellow?
I haue {eene the day, with my good biting Faulchion
I would haue made him skip : 1 am old now,
And thefe fame croffes fpoile me. Who are you?
Mine eyes are not o 'th'beft,Iletell you Rraight.
Kent. IfFortunebrag ofrwo {he low’ dam hated,
Oneofthem we oehold.
ear. Thisisadull fight,areyounot Kent?
Kewnt. The fame : your Seruant Kexut,
Where is your Scrudnt Caress ?

Lear. He'sa good fellow,] cantell you that,
He'le firike and quickly too,he’s dead and rotten.
Kext, No my good Lmd 1 amthe very man,

Lear. 1lefcethat (hawhr.

Kent. Thatfromyour firft of difference and de
Haue follow’d your {ad fteps.

Lear. Your are welcome hither,

Kent. I\’csr no manelfe:
AlPs cheerleffe,darke,and deadly,
Your eldeft Dmmnms haue fere-done themfelues,
And dcipcmt»ly are dead
Lear, 1{o1 thinke.
Alb. Heknowes not what he {aies,and vaine is it

aitersall,
er:

cayy’
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That we prefent vs to him,

Ewnter a J!eﬁmrcv
Edy. Very bootleffe:
Meff, Edmnndisdeadmy Lo
Alp: Tharsbutatrifle heere
You Lordsand Noble Friends,know our intent;
What comfort tothis great decay may come,
Shall be appli'd, Forvs we willrefigne,
During the life of this old Maijefly
To him our abfolute power, youto your rights,
W ith boote,and fuch addition as your Honours
Haue more then merited, All Friends fhall
Tafte the wages of their vertue,and all Foes
The cup of their de feruings : O fee,fce,
Léear. And tay poare Foole is hang d; no,no,nolife?
Why thouldaDog,a Horfe,a Rat hauellfc
And thou no breachat ail > Thou'lt come nomore,
Neuer,neuer,neuer,nener, nener,.
Pray you vndo this Bucton. Thanke you Sir,
Do youf{ee tnis? Lookeon her2 Looke her lips,
Looke thete,looke there, H esis,
£dg. He faints,my Lord,my Lord.
Kenf breﬁl\ehmxt ,I prythee breake,
&dg. Looke vpmy Lord
Kent. Vexnothis ghot,0 let him paffe,he hates him,
That would vpon thc wracke ofthis tovgh world |
Strerch him out longer,
Edg. Heis gon indeed.
Kent. The wonder is, he hath endurd fo long,
He but vfurpt his life,
Aib, Bearethem from hence,our prefent bufinefle
Is generall woe : Friends of my foule, you twaine,
Rule in this Realme,and the gor’d ftace fuftaine.
Kent. Thauea iourney Sir,fhortly to go,
My Mafter calls me,I muft not fay no.
Ed;. The wmuht of this fad time we muft obcy,
l Spcalu. what we tcekjnot what we oughttofay :
]

rd

Aldg

e o e

The oldeft hath berne moft,we thatareyong,
Shall neuer fee fo much, nor live {o long,

Exenvt with & dead March., |
{3
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