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In 'The Life and Legacy of Harriette Wilson,' the reader delves into the scandalous life of the infamous Regency courtesan, Harriette Wilson. Through a series of witty and candid memoirs, Wilson recounts her captivating adventures and romantic escapades, providing a unique insight into the high society of 19th-century England. Her frank and unapologetic narrative style challenges societal norms and sheds light on the struggles faced by women in her time. The book is a blend of scandalous gossip, cultural critique, and personal reflection, making it an intriguing read for fans of historical literature and feminist studies. Harriette Wilson's bold storytelling and sharp wit resonate with readers, offering a glimpse into the complexities of her era and the enduring legacy she left behind. This book is a must-read for those interested in the intersections of literature, history, and gender studies, as it offers a compelling narrative of a woman who defied expectations and made her mark on the world. In this enriched edition, we have carefully created added value for your reading experience: - A succinct Introduction situates the work's timeless appeal and themes. - The Synopsis outlines the central plot, highlighting key developments without spoiling critical twists. - A detailed Historical Context immerses you in the era's events and influences that shaped the writing. - A thorough Analysis dissects symbols, motifs, and character arcs to unearth underlying meanings. - Reflection questions prompt you to engage personally with the work's messages, connecting them to modern life. - Hand‐picked Memorable Quotes shine a spotlight on moments of literary brilliance. - Interactive footnotes clarify unusual references, historical allusions, and archaic phrases for an effortless, more informed read.
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Frank Harris' 'The Life of Oscar Wilde' is a riveting biography exploring the tumultuous life of the renowned playwright and poet Oscar Wilde. Harris delves deep into Wilde's personal life, his literary works, his public scandals, and his eventual downfall, all presented in a captivating narrative style that keeps the reader engrossed from start to finish. Harris' detailed research and analysis provide valuable insights into the societal norms and literary landscape of the late 19th century, shedding light on Wilde's struggles and triumphs as a prominent figure in the Aesthetic Movement. The book is a testament to Harris' skill as a biographer, combining factual accuracy with compelling storytelling. Frank Harris, a contemporary of Wilde, was uniquely positioned to write about the life of the enigmatic writer, having witnessed firsthand many of the events he describes. Harris' own literary background and sharp wit add depth and perspective to his portrayal of Wilde, making this biography a must-read for anyone interested in the life and works of Oscar Wilde. Harris' intimate knowledge of Wilde's circle of friends and enemies gives readers a comprehensive look into the complexities of Wilde's character and legacy. For readers who appreciate insightful biographies and in-depth explorations of literary figures, 'The Life of Oscar Wilde' by Frank Harris is a compelling read that illuminates the fascinating life of one of the most iconic writers of the Victorian era. Harris' meticulous research, combined with his engaging writing style, makes this book a definitive account of Wilde's life and times, offering a nuanced portrayal of a brilliant yet tragic figure in literary history. In this enriched edition, we have carefully created added value for your reading experience: - A comprehensive Introduction outlines these selected works' unifying features, themes, or stylistic evolutions. - A Historical Context section situates the works in their broader era—social currents, cultural trends, and key events that underpin their creation. - A concise Synopsis (Selection) offers an accessible overview of the included texts, helping readers navigate plotlines and main ideas without revealing critical twists. - A unified Analysis examines recurring motifs and stylistic hallmarks across the collection, tying the stories together while spotlighting the different work's strengths. - Reflection questions inspire deeper contemplation of the author's overarching message, inviting readers to draw connections among different texts and relate them to modern contexts. - Lastly, our hand‐picked Memorable Quotes distill pivotal lines and turning points, serving as touchstones for the collection's central themes.
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Sarah Tytler's 'Life of Her Most Gracious Majesty the Queen Victoria' offers readers a comprehensive look into the life of one of the most influential monarchs in British history. Written in a clear and engaging style, the book delves into Queen Victoria's personal struggles, political reign, and lasting impact on the British empire. Tytler skillfully weaves together historical facts and personal anecdotes to paint a vivid picture of the Queen's life, making this biography both informative and riveting. Set against the backdrop of the Victorian era, the book provides valuable insights into the social and political dynamics of the time. Sarah Tytler's extensive research and nuanced approach to storytelling make this biography a standout piece of historical literature. As a prolific writer and historian, Sarah Tytler brings a wealth of knowledge and expertise to her portrayal of Queen Victoria. Her deep understanding of British history and her ability to humanize historical figures shines through in this compelling biography. Tytler's dedication to presenting an accurate and engaging account of Queen Victoria's life is evident on every page of this meticulously researched book. I highly recommend 'Life of Her Most Gracious Majesty the Queen Victoria' to anyone interested in British history, royal biographies, or the Victorian era. Sarah Tytler's masterful storytelling and insightful analysis make this book a must-read for history enthusiasts and casual readers alike. In this enriched edition, we have carefully created added value for your reading experience: - A succinct Introduction situates the work's timeless appeal and themes. - The Synopsis outlines the central plot, highlighting key developments without spoiling critical twists. - A detailed Historical Context immerses you in the era's events and influences that shaped the writing. - A thorough Analysis dissects symbols, motifs, and character arcs to unearth underlying meanings. - Reflection questions prompt you to engage personally with the work's messages, connecting them to modern life. - Hand‐picked Memorable Quotes shine a spotlight on moments of literary brilliance. - Interactive footnotes clarify unusual references, historical allusions, and archaic phrases for an effortless, more informed read.

Start Reading Now! (Ad)




[image: The cover of the recommended book]


HAMLET



Shakespeare,William

9788027237142

1256

Start Reading Now! (Ad)

William Shakespeare's 'Hamlet' is a tragic play that delves into themes of revenge, betrayal, and the complexities of human nature. Written in the late 16th century, this masterpiece of literature is crafted in Shakespeare's signature iambic pentameter and richly symbolic language. The play is set in the backdrop of the Danish court, where Prince Hamlet grapples with moral dilemmas and the ghostly visitation of his father. 'Hamlet' is a prime example of Elizabethan drama, showcasing the Bard's unparalleled ability to explore the depths of the human psyche. The inclusion of soliloquies and dramatic irony adds layers of complexity to the characters and plot, making it a timeless classic in the literary canon. In this enriched edition, we have carefully created added value for your reading experience: - A succinct Introduction situates the work's timeless appeal and themes. - The Synopsis outlines the central plot, highlighting key developments without spoiling critical twists. - A detailed Historical Context immerses you in the era's events and influences that shaped the writing. - An Author Biography reveals milestones in the author's life, illuminating the personal insights behind the text. - A thorough Analysis dissects symbols, motifs, and character arcs to unearth underlying meanings. - Reflection questions prompt you to engage personally with the work's messages, connecting them to modern life. - Hand‐picked Memorable Quotes shine a spotlight on moments of literary brilliance. - Interactive footnotes clarify unusual references, historical allusions, and archaic phrases for an effortless, more informed read.
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LINCOLN (Vol. 1-7) encapsulates a profound exploration of a pivotal figure in American history through a diversity of literary styles and narrative flights, from eloquent oratory to introspective commentary. This collection, meticulously curated, spans personal correspondence, public speeches, and critical essays, revealing the multifaceted dimensions of Abraham Lincoln's persona and presidency. Highlighting pivotal moments such as the Emancipation Proclamation and the Gettysburg Address, the anthology also brings to light lesser-known yet equally poignant writings, offering a comprehensive view into Lincoln's ideological and moral evolution. The contributors—Abraham Lincoln himself, alongside figures like Theodore Roosevelt, Carl Schurz, Joseph Choate, and Francis F. Browne—bring a riveting multiplicity of perspectives. Each author's unique background, from Roosevelt's Rough Rider vigor to Schurz's immigrant advocacy, converges to enrich this collection, aligning with movements such as Progressivism and the early Civil Rights struggles. Their collective insights provide a panoramic view of Lincoln's influence on American society and political ideology, reflecting both the era's spirit and its challenges. LINCOLN (Vol. 1-7) is an indispensable anthology for anyone seeking a deeper understanding of one of America's most studied figures. This ensemble of essays and speeches, through its scholarly diversity and historical breadth, offers an unparalleled opportunity to witness the evolution of American thought and leadership through the lens of Lincoln's profound legacy. Readers are encouraged to delve into this collection, which serves not only as a scholarly resource but also as a beacon of inspiration, reflecting the enduring relevance of Lincoln's ideals in contemporary discourse.
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    A father misjudges love, and a kingdom shudders. In King Lear, private error ripples outward until it shakes thrones, families, and the very language people use to measure devotion. Shakespeare stages a catastrophe born not from monsters or magic but from the ordinary human urges to be praised, to be certain, and to be obeyed. The world of the play is recognizably human: affection becomes a public test, advice turns risky, and old age exposes both dignity and need. Out of this tension emerges a drama that presses the limits of mercy, endurance, and judgment while never straying from the vivid texture of lived feeling.

This work is regarded as a classic because it enlarges what tragedy can do. Its imaginative reach is vast, yet its conflicts remain intimate and immediate. King Lear has shaped the language of ambition and care, influenced the portrayal of aging and authority, and offered generations of readers and audiences roles of remarkable complexity. Its inexhaustible scenes—royal ceremony, household quarrels, storm-tossed wanderings—continue to challenge actors, critics, and directors. The play’s stark focus on power and vulnerability has resonated across cultures and centuries, inspiring adaptations, translations, and responses that keep its questions urgently alive.

William Shakespeare wrote King Lear in the early seventeenth century, generally dated to around 1605–1606, during the Jacobean era. The tragedy draws on older materials, including the British legend of Leir recorded by chroniclers such as Geoffrey of Monmouth and later retellings in Holinshed’s Chronicles. It first appeared in print in a quarto edition in 1608 and later in the 1623 First Folio, with significant textual differences between the versions. These histories mark a play situated at the height of Shakespeare’s powers, when he was also composing other major tragedies and exploring darker, more searching visions of political and familial life.

The central premise is stark. An aging monarch resolves to divide his realm among three daughters, turning private affection into a public trial by declarations. The youngest refuses to dress her love in grand speech, and the decision that follows fractures bonds of kinship and governance. Meanwhile, a nobleman misreads his sons, setting a parallel conflict in motion that echoes and complicates the royal drama. From these initial choices unfold journeys across court and countryside, from ceremony into exposure, as companions test fidelity, adversaries maneuver for advantage, and the fragile balance between duty and desire buckles under strain.

Shakespeare’s architecture is daring and meticulous. By interweaving two family stories, he multiplies perspectives on loyalty, self-knowledge, and the costs of error. Each plot reflects the other, so that misjudgment in one household illuminates deception in the other, and acts of courage or cruelty resonate across social ranks. The stage becomes a laboratory of recognition and misrecognition, where messengers, disguises, and overheard plans drive suspense. The result is a tragedy that feels at once inevitable and startling, as if the world itself were testing how far words, titles, and oaths can stretch before they break.

The language of King Lear is both muscular and searching. Shakespeare mixes taut blank verse with jolts of prose, creating rhythms that move from ceremonial stateliness to broken, intimate utterance. Images of eyes, storm, clothing, and animal behavior bind public rule to private sensation, asking what it means to see clearly or to be stripped of borrowed signs of status. The play’s speech oscillates between formal declarations and urgent improvisations, showing how words can console, wound, mislead, or finally reveal. This verbal texture makes every scene a contest of meaning, where speaking rightly becomes an ethical trial.

The play’s performance and publication history deepen its fascination. It was staged for Jacobean audiences, including court performances, and survives in distinct early texts—the 1608 quarto and the 1623 folio—that differ in lines, ordering, and emphases. Modern editors and directors confront this textual plurality, sometimes combining variants or selecting one version to stage. That complexity has encouraged ongoing debates about characterization, pacing, and tone, reminding readers that King Lear is not a fixed monument but a living work with multiple authoritative forms and a long, demanding rehearsal across time.

King Lear’s influence has been extensive. A Restoration-era adaptation by Nahum Tate, with an altered ending, dominated stages for well over a century, showing how each age seeks its own answers to the play’s questions. Later, theatre practitioners returned to Shakespeare’s text, and the tragedy became a touchstone for major performers and directors in the nineteenth and twentieth centuries and beyond. Its scenes have inspired composers, painters, and filmmakers, and its dilemmas echo in novels and poems that probe inheritance, duty, and the cost of truth. Few works have generated such sustained artistic conversation and reimagining.

At its core, the play interrogates authority—where it comes from, how it is shared, and what remains when it is relinquished. It explores the obligations between generations and the danger of confusing performance with sincerity. It weighs the reach of human justice against the accidents of fortune, asking how communities care for the exposed and the powerless. Throughout, Shakespeare measures the distance between the names people bear and the realities they inhabit, suggesting that identity is both bestowed and tested. These inquiries are framed not as abstract theses but as pressing, lived conflicts among relatives, allies, and rivals.

Reading or watching King Lear, one feels the pressure of time: the urgency of succession, the limits of strength, the costs of delay. The early scenes establish courtly ritual and familial expectation; subsequent movements expose characters to the elements, to plain speaking, and to self-scrutiny. Symbols recur and evolve, inviting attentive readers to trace how vision, shelter, and service change meaning as circumstances shift. Without anticipating later developments, it is enough to note that the play invites careful listening to modest claims, guarded refusals, and acts of unheralded courage that illuminate what loyalty actually requires.

The drama’s concerns remain strikingly contemporary. Societies everywhere wrestle with aging leadership, contested transfers of power, and the tension between public image and private truth. Families confront the ethics of caregiving and inheritance. Institutions struggle to distinguish flattery from counsel, spectacle from substance. The play also gives voice to those pushed to the margins, urging attention to the responsibilities that accompany privilege. In an age of volatile climates—political and literal—its storms feel familiar, not as allegory alone but as portraits of strain. King Lear’s questions therefore cross borders of era, culture, and ideology.

King Lear endures because it reveals how fragile order becomes when love is weighed, titles are mistaken for trust, and speech outruns understanding. Shakespeare’s tragic vision is rigorous yet humane, granting everyone on stage a recognizably human stake in the unfolding crisis. The result is a work that challenges and enlarges its audience, offering no easy comforts yet rewarding reflection with clarity. Whether encountered on the page or in performance, it remains a touchstone for thinking about power, responsibility, and care—a story that, in testing the limits of human bonds, renews their urgency for the present.
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    King Lear by William Shakespeare is a tragic drama from the early seventeenth century that examines power, family bonds, and the limits of human judgment. Set in an imagined ancient Britain, it opens with an aging king seeking to prevent future conflict by dividing his realm among his three daughters. He proposes to apportion power according to their public declarations of love for him. This plan turns a private relationship into a political spectacle, placing truth, loyalty, and ambition on display before a court attentive to both ceremony and advantage. From this decision springs the play’s central conflicts and reversals.

At the initial ceremony, the elder daughters, Goneril and Regan, offer lavish praise. The youngest, Cordelia, refuses to exaggerate, insisting on plain truth and proportion. Interpreting her restraint as ingratitude, Lear disinherits and banishes her, despite the counsel of loyal advisors. An outspoken noble, Kent, challenges Lear’s judgment and is also banished. Cordelia nevertheless finds a partner in the King of France, who values her honesty. With the succession abruptly altered and a wise voice silenced, the kingdom’s stability begins to wobble. Lear transfers authority but intends to retain honor and comfort, setting up a painful test of dependency.

Once retired, Lear travels with his retinue between the households of Goneril and Regan. The practical burdens of hosting a former sovereign and his followers quickly surface. The sisters move to curtail his attendants and his influence, arguing necessity and order. Lear experiences the shock of diminished status, struggling to reconcile the title he relinquished with the authority he still expects. The Fool, a companion given license to speak frankly, highlights the king’s misjudgments in pointed, unsettling observations. The gap widens between outward forms of respect and their hollowing reality, and Lear’s household becomes a stage for conflicts over power, dignity, and obligation.

Facing mounting restrictions and insults, Lear leaves his daughters’ protection and ventures into a raging storm. Exposed to the elements, he confronts human frailty stripped of ceremonial shelter. The wild weather mirrors a mind buffeted by remorse and anger, yet also newly alert to suffering beyond his own. In this stark setting, the Fool and a faithful servant who has returned in disguise try to steady him. The storm sequence becomes an ethical crucible, pressing questions of authority, responsibility, and compassion, and suggesting that insight may arise when rank and shelter fall away. Lear’s language and bearing teeter between clarity and breakdown.

Running parallel is the story of the nobleman Gloucester and his two sons, Edgar and Edmund. Edmund, born outside wedlock, resents social stigma and sees opportunity in his father’s credulity. Through calculated manipulation, he persuades Gloucester to doubt Edgar’s loyalty. Edgar, innocent and suddenly hunted, disappears into disguise as a wandering madman, adopting the identity of “Poor Tom.” The subplot echoes the main action: misread appearances, disrupted inheritance, and a father’s perils when judgment falters. As Edmund gains favor and position through cunning, the play probes how systems of legitimacy can be exploited by those skilled at crafting persuasive illusions.

Back in the political sphere, Goneril and Regan act in concert to reduce Lear’s remaining status, while their alliances shift toward figures who can secure their control. Gloucester, moved by sympathy, risks aiding the king and becomes enmeshed in the sisters’ consolidation of power. Edmund attaches himself to this rising faction, advancing by ruthless calculation. A severe punishment inflicted on Gloucester demonstrates how quickly private resentment can harden into public cruelty. The world of the play grows harsher and more lawless, as authority divorced from responsibility turns repressive, and longstanding bonds of kinship or service are tested under extreme pressure.

Amid this turmoil, forces gather around Dover, where sanctuary and confrontation seem equally possible. Lear, shaken and exhausted, is guided toward help that seeks to restore his dignity and health rather than merely his title. Cordelia reenters the action not as a rival claimant but as a daughter intent on care, aligning moral duty with cautious political support. Meanwhile, Edmund’s success draws the attention of both Goneril and Regan, introducing rivalry into their previous unity. Intrigue multiplies as letters, oaths, and whispers travel faster than trust, and personal desire begins to distort strategic judgment on all sides.

The paths of the characters converge near the coast, and the hidden motions of loyalty and treachery surface. Edgar, still concealed, observes the consequences of deception and fear, measuring when and how to act. Lear’s mental state alternates between piercing insight and disorientation, allowing moments of humility and tenderness to appear. Military decisions strain under private motives, and the contest for authority becomes inseparable from the question of justice. Gloucester’s suffering prompts reflections on sight and understanding, while the spectacle of a king reduced to vulnerability compels those around him to confront what political order is meant to protect.

King Lear endures because it presses elemental questions: what makes authority legitimate, what children owe parents and rulers owe subjects, and whether human justice can answer the scale of human suffering. The play’s stark juxtapositions—power and exposure, flattery and truth, blindness and recognition—chart the cost of bad judgment and the possibility of moral clarity found through adversity. Without relying on simple consolation, it suggests that compassion and honesty retain value even when institutions fail. The tragedy’s resonance lies in its unsparing vision and its insistence that personal responsibility remains urgent amid the tempests of public life.
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    King Lear is set in a remotely ancient Britain imagined through early modern eyes, where hereditary monarchy, great households, and a patriarchal social order anchor political life. The narrative unfolds amid competing noble lineages, oaths of loyalty, and the exchange of land as the basis of authority. Household service shapes power, as retinues, stewards, and messengers mediate rule. Though the story’s time precedes Christianity, Shakespeare’s England filters the picture, assuming a hierarchy of king, nobles, and dependents sustained by custom, kinship, and property. The institutional frame is a realm in which stability depends on the monarch’s judgment and the integrity of familial and feudal bonds.

Shakespeare wrote King Lear around 1605–1606, in the early Jacobean period. James VI of Scotland had acceded to the English throne in 1603 as James I, uniting the crowns though not the parliaments. The new regime centralized royal patronage and cultivated a learned image of kingship, while London’s theaters, printers, and courts responded to changed political winds. Shakespeare belonged to the King’s Men, the leading company under royal patronage, performing for both city audiences and the court. The play thus emerges from a milieu where debates over authority, obedience, and the reach of royal power were pressing and highly visible.

The story draws on medieval legendary history recorded by Geoffrey of Monmouth’s twelfth-century account of Leir, filtered for Elizabethan readers through Holinshed’s Chronicles (1587) and the anonymous True Chronicle History of King Leir (printed 1605). The earlier stage version ends happily; Shakespeare’s tragedy refuses that resolution. By darkening the tale, he departs from chronicle comfort to examine political and familial breakdown. The choice to adapt a British myth also allowed sensitive themes—monarchy, succession, rebellion—to be staged at a safer historical distance, a common strategy in a culture vigilant about representing contemporary rulers on the public stage.

Succession concerns haunted England at the turn of the seventeenth century. Elizabeth I died without direct heirs in 1603, and although the transfer to James I was orderly, anxieties about legitimacy, union, and national identity persisted. James advocated closer political union with Scotland (debated in Parliament between 1604 and 1607). King Lear’s division of a single realm and its consequences echoed these discussions in reverse, dramatizing fragmentation where policy aimed at consolidation. The play’s crisis of inheritance and governance mirrors a culture weighing the risks of ambiguity in the line of succession and the dangers of partitioned sovereignty.

Jacobean political theory stressed the sanctity of monarchy. James I’s writings, including The Trew Law of Free Monarchies (circa 1598) and Basilikon Doron (1599), outlined divine-right kingship tempered by prudence and justice. King Lear probes the limits of that doctrine by imagining abdication, the surrender and dispersal of prerogative, and the consequences when royal authority is transferred without the responsibilities that sustain it. The drama’s insistence on counsel, plain speaking, and the hazards of flattery resonates with contemporary advice literature that warned princes against favoritism and urged them to balance grace with governance.

English inheritance customs shaped social reality and the play’s conflict. Primogeniture generally concentrated estates in the eldest male heir, while daughters were positioned through dowries and marriage settlements; jointure and dower law secured widows’ maintenance. Bastardy, a legally stigmatized status, commonly excluded children from inheritance under common law. King Lear places these rules under pressure by distributing portions among daughters and foregrounding a “base” son who challenges the system. The result exposes the fragility of property-based power when legal norms are overridden by personal impulse, a lesson legible to audiences versed in suits over land and lineage.

Court and household politics were vivid public issues. Early in James’s reign, debates arose over the size, cost, and conduct of royal and noble retinues. Grand households signaled authority but strained finances; reformers urged restraint and order. King Lear’s disputes over the number and behavior of attendants address this culture of display and economy. A king’s train was not mere ornament but a living map of patronage ties. In reshaping his household, the monarch reshapes the political landscape, a point the play dramatizes by showing how conflicts over hospitality, service, and the visibility of rank can destabilize an entire realm.

The late Elizabethan and early Jacobean poor laws sought to manage economic distress and mobility. The 1601 Poor Law created parish-based relief for the “impotent” poor while punishing vagrancy, licensing workhouses, and regulating begging. Popular culture also featured the “bedlam beggar,” a figure associated with madness and destitution. Edgar’s “Poor Tom” persona draws on this milieu, even echoing language from Samuel Harsnett’s 1603 A Declaration of Egregious Popish Impostures, which mocked Catholic exorcisms and described feigned possession. The play thus stages a world where poverty, mental disturbance, and religious controversy intertwine at the edges of social order.

Economic pressures exacerbated unrest. The later sixteenth century’s price inflation and waves of enclosure displaced tenants and eroded customary rights. In 1607, the Midland Revolt protested enclosures in several counties, demanding restoration of commons. King Lear’s stark encounters with exposed, hungry people and its critique of hard-heartedness speak to that climate of dispossession. The heath, with its wind and rain, becomes a social as well as natural space where those expelled from household protection must survive. The audience would have recognized the moral urgency of charity and the political volatility born of disrupted customary economies.

Religion remained central and contested. The Church of England, established after the Reformation, coexisted with Catholic recusancy and Protestant conformism under watchful state oversight. The Gunpowder Plot of 1605 provoked intensified suspicion of Catholics and new oaths and statutes in 1606. Meanwhile, polemical literature attacked alleged Catholic miracles and exorcisms; Harsnett’s tract is a notable example. King Lear absorbs this atmosphere in its skepticism toward demonic claims and its attention to conscience, oaths, and judgment. Yet the drama also strips characters to a near pre-theological condition, interrogating moral responsibility beyond confessional polemic.

The state tightened control over the stage. After the Gunpowder Plot, Parliament passed the 1606 Act to Restrain Abuses of Players, curbing profanity and sacred names in performance. Censorship by the Master of the Revels also continued to license plays and cut politically sensitive material. The act’s linguistic constraints affected dramatic diction across the repertory, and King Lear’s textual transmission—especially differences between the 1608 quarto and the 1623 folio—reflects an era attentive to oaths, decorum, and offense. The play’s bold treatment of royal error proceeds within these legal limits, using historical remove and poetic indirection.

Performance and publication anchor the text in time. The 1608 quarto’s title page advertises that King Lear was played before the King’s Majesty at Whitehall on St. Stephen’s night, 26 December 1606, a typical court holiday performance. The quarto prints The History of King Lear; the First Folio of 1623 gives The Tragedy of King Lear, and the versions differ substantially in wording and scene arrangement. Licensing for performance fell under Edmund Tilney, Master of the Revels. Stationers mediated print rights, and the thriving London book trade helped carry the work from privileged court space to a broad reading public.

Shakespeare’s company, the King’s Men, performed at the Globe and, from 1608, at the indoor Blackfriars. The Globe’s open-air stage used minimal scenery, properties, and devices like thunder sheets and drums to evoke storms; Blackfriars offered candlelit intimacy, music, and finer acoustic control. King Lear exploits both possibilities: public theater energy for tempest and tumult, and court or indoor subtlety for music and lament. Casting records are scarce, but the company’s leading tragedian likely created the title role. Professional players’ skill in doubling parts and sustaining complex verse made such an expansive, multigenerational tragedy playable.

Everyday life shaped what audiences saw and felt. England’s households were economic units crowded with kin, apprentices, and servants, where authority was hierarchical and discipline routine. Conduct books and state homilies, such as the Homily on Obedience (from the mid-sixteenth-century Book of Homilies), urged submission to superiors. Sumptuary expectations and the policing of appearance signaled rank. Food scarcity recurred in bad harvest years; severe winters in the first decade of the 1600s heightened hardship. King Lear’s attention to clothing, shelter, and “unaccommodated man” reflects the era’s anxieties about the thin line separating comfort from exposure.

Legal culture normalized harsh remedies for disorder. The stocks, whipping for vagrancy, and public shaming were familiar spectacles intended to correct behavior and reaffirm authority. Litigation over land and inheritance crowded local and central courts, as common law and equity jostled for jurisdiction. The drama’s courtroom parodies and vigilante “justice” critique abuses while acknowledging a world where formal process might be slow or partial. In a society that prized reputation and lineage, slander, bastardy, and questions of legitimacy had tangible legal consequences. The play’s conflicts show how easily personal grievances could metastasize into civic breakdown.

The intellectual climate of London in the early 1600s blended humanist education, rhetorical training, and a widening print culture. Grammar schools emphasized Latin authors and moral philosophy; translators and essayists circulated new ideas. John Florio’s 1603 English translation of Montaigne’s Essays popularized skeptical reflections on custom and nature that resonated with many writers. Without pinning the play to any single source, one can note that King Lear participates in these conversations: it probes what is natural or customary, challenges flattering speech, and exposes the limits of ceremony. Such concerns were common in a city alive with controversy and debate.

Finally, King Lear mirrors and critiques its era by pushing Jacobean questions to an extreme. It shows the costs when sovereignty is treated as divisible property, when household order collapses into faction, and when the needy are ignored. It interrogates the rhetoric of divine-right kingship by insisting on prudence, compassion, and accountability. It absorbs post-Reformation skepticism and poor-law realities into a vision of shared vulnerability. Emerging from court, city, and print shop, the play reflects a society negotiating union, censorship, economic strain, and moral duty—and holds a dark glass to the responsibilities of power and care.
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    Introduction

William Shakespeare (baptized April 1564; died April 1616) was an English playwright, poet, actor, and shareholder whose works reshaped the stage and the English language. Raised in Stratford-upon-Avon, he built his career in London by the early 1590s and became a leading member of the Lord Chamberlain’s Men, later the King’s Men. He wrote comedies, histories, tragedies, and narrative poems, along with a celebrated sonnet sequence. Among his best-known plays are Romeo and Juliet, A Midsummer Night’s Dream, Much Ado About Nothing, Twelfth Night, Hamlet, Othello, King Lear, Macbeth, Richard II, Richard III, and Henry IV and Henry V.

Shakespeare’s achievement rests on the tensile music of his blank verse, his nimble prose, and a dramatic imagination that forged characters of unusual psychological richness. His plays were crafted for the commercial theaters of his day and continued to circulate in print during his lifetime. After his death, colleagues assembled a large collection, the First Folio of 1623, preserving many plays not previously published. Across centuries, his works have been translated, adapted, and performed around the world, shaping theater practice, literary study, and cultural discourse while contributing idioms and coinages that remain embedded in everyday English.

Education and Literary Influences

Biographical records do not confirm Shakespeare’s schooling. The curriculum prevalent in English grammar schools of his youth emphasized Latin language, rhetoric, and classical literature. His plays and poems display sustained engagement with such material, notably Ovid and Seneca, and with the rhetorical exercises that taught argument and persuasion. He grew up in Stratford-upon-Avon, where printed books and educational practice were accessible to ambitious households. While no enrollment record survives, the linguistic agility and classical references embedded in his works attest to extensive reading and training characteristic of the era’s humanist pedagogy.

Beyond formal training, Shakespeare’s sources are well documented in the narratives he adapted. Histories often draw on Raphael Holinshed’s chronicles; Roman plays reflect Thomas North’s translation of Plutarch; comedies rework Italian tales circulated in English. Montaigne’s essays, available in John Florio’s translation, register in passages of later plays. Early in the 1590s, when plague curtailed theatrical activity, he turned to narrative poetry, dedicating Venus and Adonis and The Rape of Lucrece to a noble patron. These sources and circumstances shaped his approach to character, plot architecture, and the interplay of high and colloquial styles on stage.

Literary Career

By the early 1590s Shakespeare was working in London’s professional theaters as an actor and playwright. He quickly became associated with a leading playing company, the Lord Chamberlain’s Men, in which he held a financial stake. Writing for a resident ensemble encouraged roles tailored to specific performers and facilitated repertory built for public amphitheaters. Early successes included comedies and histories that showcased his dexterity with verse and scenecraft. Surviving records, including title pages and contemporary testimonies, confirm his growing prominence, and his name began to appear on printed playbooks as authorial attribution became a marker of appeal.

His comedies, among them A Midsummer Night’s Dream, The Merchant of Venice, Much Ado About Nothing, As You Like It, and Twelfth Night, blend wit, music, and intricate plotting with explorations of social harmony and desire. Disguise, mistaken identity, and the transformative energies of festivity recur, while language moves fluidly between polished repartee and earthy banter. The plays often stage debates about gender, friendship, and civic obligation without settling into simple resolutions, a flexibility that has sustained fresh interpretations. Their dramaturgy—interlaced subplots, dynamic ensembles, and metatheatrical play—helped set a standard for comic structure in the commercial theater.

His histories—such as Richard II, Richard III, Henry IV Parts One and Two, and Henry V—reimagine England’s past to examine legitimacy, leadership, and national identity. Drawing on chronicles, they juxtapose court and tavern, spectacle and intimate reflection, to consider how public authority is made and unmade. The character of Prince Hal, evolving from prodigal to king, provided a serial arc attractive to audiences and readers. These plays demonstrate Shakespeare’s control of blank verse for statecraft and ceremony, while also expanding the comic register through figures associated with popular life, thereby broadening the social canvas of the stage.

From the turn of the century onward, Shakespeare wrote tragedies that probe ambition, jealousy, grief, and moral fracture. Romeo and Juliet, Hamlet, Othello, King Lear, Macbeth, and Antony and Cleopatra place protagonists under intense pressures that unsettle families and states. Soliloquies and densely patterned imagery trace shifting motives and perceptions, while scenes hinge on choices whose consequences feel both intimate and monumental. The tragedies’ blend of philosophical inquiry and theatrical immediacy established an influential model for dramatic character and conflict, ensuring their prominence in performance and criticism from the seventeenth century through contemporary theater.

Periods of plague-related theater closures in the early 1590s pushed Shakespeare toward print. Venus and Adonis and The Rape of Lucrece circulated widely and show his command of narrative verse and rhetorical ornament. The Sonnets, published in 1609, explore themes of time, desire, betrayal, artistic legacy, and mortality through a sequence of compact, intricately argued poems. Their language and structure demonstrate techniques that echo across his plays, including extended metaphors and paradox. The poems’ reception has varied with cultural tastes, yet they remain central to assessments of his artistry and his engagement with the possibilities of English verse.

Shakespeare’s company received royal patronage in 1603, becoming the King’s Men and securing a privileged position at court and in public playhouses. The troupe performed at outdoor venues and, later, at an indoor theater that encouraged subtler sound and light effects and refined musical textures. He is recorded among the company’s actors and appears on cast lists for plays by contemporaries. Financially successful, he invested in property in Stratford. Colleagues later commemorated him by preparing the First Folio, which gathered many of his plays and affirmed his standing as a principal dramatist of the Elizabethan and Jacobean stage.

Beliefs and Advocacy

Direct evidence of Shakespeare’s personal beliefs is sparse. Surviving documents chiefly record business transactions, legal matters, property holdings, and professional affiliations. His plays register vigorous interest in law, monarchy, conscience, social hierarchy, and religious ritual, yet they avoid explicit alignment with a single party or faction. Working under systems of patronage and censorship, he wrote for diverse audiences that included the court and the public theaters, balancing topical sensitivity with enduring themes. Dedications to a noble patron for his early poems show conventional deference rather than a declared platform. His works seldom function as public advocacy in a modern sense.

Final Years & Legacy

In later years, Shakespeare’s writing turned toward romances that mingle trial and reconciliation, notably Cymbeline, The Winter’s Tale, and The Tempest. Evidence suggests he spent increasing time in Stratford while retaining ties to his company. He made his will in early 1616 and died in Stratford that April; he was buried at Holy Trinity Church. After his death, fellow actors published the First Folio, preserving a substantial portion of his dramatic canon. His legacy endures through continuous performance, scholarship, and adaptation across media and languages, influencing playwrights, poets, and actors and shaping the study of literature worldwide.
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ACT I.
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SCENE I. A Room of State in King Lear’s Palace.



  [Enter Kent, Gloster, and Edmund.]





  Kent.

  I thought the King had more affected the Duke of Albany than

  Cornwall.

  Glou. It did always seem so to us; but now, in the division of the kingdom, it appears not which of the Dukes he values most, for equalities are so weighed that curiosity in neither can make choice of either’s moiety.





  Kent.

  Is not this your son, my lord?

  Glou. His breeding, sir, hath been at my charge: I have so often blush’d to acknowledge him that now I am braz’d to’t.





  Kent.

  I cannot conceive you.

  Glou. Sir, this young fellow’s mother could: whereupon she grew round-wombed, and had indeed, sir, a son for her cradle ere she had a husband for her bed. Do you smell a fault?





  Kent.

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

  Glou. But I have, sir, a son by order of law, some year elder than this, who yet is no dearer in my account: though this knave came something saucily into the world before he was sent for, yet was his mother fair; there was good sport at his making, and the whoreson must be acknowledged.—Do you know this noble gentleman, Edmund?





  Edm.

  No, my lord.

  Glou.

  My Lord of Kent: remember him hereafter as my honourable friend.

  Edm.

  My services to your lordship.

  Kent.

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

  Edm.

  Sir, I shall study deserving.

  Glou. He hath been out nine years, and away he shall again.—The king is coming.





  [Sennet within.]





  [Enter Lear, Cornwall, Albany, Goneril, Regan, Cordelia, and

  Attendants.]

  Lear.

  Attend the lords of France and Burgundy,

  Gloster.

  Glou.

  I shall, my liege.

  [Exeunt Gloster and Edmund.]





  Lear.

  Meantime we shall express our darker purpose.—

  Give me the map there.—Know that we have divided

  In three our kingdom: and ‘tis our fast intent

  To shake all cares and business from our age;

  Conferring them on younger strengths, while we

  Unburden’d crawl toward death.—Our son of Cornwall,

  And you, our no less loving son of Albany,

  We have this hour a constant will to publish

  Our daughters’ several dowers, that future strife

  May be prevented now. The princes, France and Burgundy,

  Great rivals in our youngest daughter’s love,

  Long in our court have made their amorous sojourn,

  And here are to be answer’d.—Tell me, my daughters,—

  Since now we will divest us both of rule,

  Interest of territory, cares of state,—

  Which of you shall we say doth love us most?

  That we our largest bounty may extend

  Where nature doth with merit challenge.—Goneril,

  Our eldest-born, speak first.

  Gon.

  Sir, I love you more than words can wield the matter;

  Dearer than eyesight, space, and liberty;

  Beyond what can be valu’d, rich or rare;

  No less than life, with grace, health, beauty, honour;

  As much as child e’er lov’d, or father found;

  A love that makes breath poor and speech unable;

  Beyond all manner of so much I love you.

  Cor.

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

  Lear.

  Of all these bounds, even from this line to this,

  With shadowy forests and with champains rich’d,

  With plenteous rivers and wide-skirted meads,

  We make thee lady: to thine and Albany’s issue

  Be this perpetual.—What says our second daughter,

  Our dearest Regan, wife to Cornwall? Speak.

  Reg.

  Sir, I am made of the selfsame metal that my sister is,

  And prize me at her worth. In my true heart

  I find she names my very deed of love;

  Only she comes too short,—that I profess

  Myself an enemy to all other joys

  Which the most precious square of sense possesses,

  And find I am alone felicitate

  In your dear highness’ love.

  Cor.

  [Aside.] Then poor Cordelia!

  And yet not so; since, I am sure, my love’s

  More richer than my tongue.

  Lear.

  To thee and thine hereditary ever

  Remain this ample third of our fair kingdom;

  No less in space, validity, and pleasure

  Than that conferr’d on Goneril.—Now, our joy,

  Although the last, not least; to whose young love

  The vines of France and milk of Burgundy

  Strive to be interess’d; what can you say to draw

  A third more opulent than your sisters? Speak.

  Cor.

  Nothing, my lord.

  Lear.

  Nothing!

  Cor.

  Nothing.

  Lear.

  Nothing can come of nothing: speak again[1q].

  Cor.

  Unhappy that I am, I cannot heave

  My heart into my mouth: I love your majesty

  According to my bond; no more nor less.

  Lear.

  How, how, Cordelia? mend your speech a little,

  Lest you may mar your fortunes.

  Cor.

  Good my lord,

  You have begot me, bred me, lov’d me: I

  Return those duties back as are right fit,

  Obey you, love you, and most honour you.

  Why have my sisters husbands if they say

  They love you all? Haply, when I shall wed,

  That lord whose hand must take my plight shall carry

  Half my love with him, half my care and duty:

  Sure I shall never marry like my sisters,

  To love my father all.

  Lear.

  But goes thy heart with this?

  Cor.

  Ay, good my lord.

  Lear.

  So young, and so untender?

  Cor.

  So young, my lord, and true.

  Lear.

  Let it be so,—thy truth then be thy dower:

  For, by the sacred radiance of the sun,

  The mysteries of Hecate[1], and the night;

  By all the operation of the orbs[2],

  From whom we do exist and cease to be;

  Here I disclaim all my paternal care,

  Propinquity, and property of blood,

  And as a stranger to my heart and me

  Hold thee, from this for ever. The barbarous Scythian[3],

  Or he that makes his generation messes

  To gorge his appetite, shall to my bosom

  Be as well neighbour’d, pitied, and reliev’d,

  As thou my sometime daughter.

  Kent.

  Good my liege,—

  Lear.

  Peace, Kent!

  Come not between the dragon and his wrath.

  I lov’d her most, and thought to set my rest

  On her kind nursery.—Hence, and avoid my sight!—[To Cordelia.]

  So be my grave my peace, as here I give

  Her father’s heart from her!—Call France;—who stirs?

  Call Burgundy!—Cornwall and Albany,

  With my two daughters’ dowers digest this third:

  Let pride, which she calls plainness, marry her.

  I do invest you jointly in my power,

  Pre-eminence, and all the large effects

  That troop with majesty.—Ourself, by monthly course,

  With reservation of an hundred knights,

  By you to be sustain’d, shall our abode

  Make with you by due turns. Only we still retain

  The name, and all the additions to a king;

  The sway,

  Revenue, execution of the rest,

  Beloved sons, be yours; which to confirm,

  This coronet part betwixt you.

  [Giving the crown.]

  Kent.

  Royal Lear,

  Whom I have ever honour’d as my king,

  Lov’d as my father, as my master follow’d,

  As my great patron thought on in my prayers.—

  Lear.

  The bow is bent and drawn; make from the shaft.

  Kent.

  Let it fall rather, though the fork invade

  The region of my heart: be Kent unmannerly

  When Lear is mad. What wouldst thou do, old man?

  Think’st thou that duty shall have dread to speak

  When power to flattery bows? To plainness honour’s bound

  When majesty falls to folly. Reverse thy state;

  And in thy best consideration check

  This hideous rashness: answer my life my judgment,

  Thy youngest daughter does not love thee least;

  Nor are those empty-hearted whose low sound

  Reverbs no hollowness.

  Lear.

  Kent, on thy life, no more.

  Kent.

  My life I never held but as a pawn

  To wage against thine enemies; nor fear to lose it,

  Thy safety being the motive.

  Lear.

  Out of my sight!

  Kent.

  See better, Lear; and let me still remain

  The true blank of thine eye.

  Lear.

  Now, by Apollo,—

  Kent.

  Now by Apollo, king,

  Thou swear’st thy gods in vain.

  Lear.

  O vassal! miscreant!

  [Laying his hand on his sword.]





  Alb. and Corn.

  Dear sir, forbear!

  Kent.

  Do;

  Kill thy physician, and the fee bestow

  Upon the foul disease. Revoke thy gift,

  Or, whilst I can vent clamour from my throat,

  I’ll tell thee thou dost evil.

  Lear.

  Hear me, recreant!

  On thine allegiance, hear me!—

  Since thou hast sought to make us break our vow,—

  Which we durst never yet,—and with strain’d pride

  To come between our sentence and our power,—

  Which nor our nature nor our place can bear,—

  Our potency made good, take thy reward.

  Five days we do allot thee for provision

  To shield thee from diseases of the world;

  And on the sixth to turn thy hated back

  Upon our kingdom: if, on the tenth day following,

  Thy banish’d trunk be found in our dominions,

  The moment is thy death. Away! by Jupiter,

  This shall not be revok’d.

  Kent.

  Fare thee well, king: sith thus thou wilt appear,

  Freedom lives hence, and banishment is here.—

  [To Cordelia.] The gods to their dear shelter take thee, maid,

  That justly think’st and hast most rightly said!

  [To Regan and Goneril.]

  And your large speeches may your deeds approve,

  That good effects may spring from words of love.—

  Thus Kent, O princes, bids you all adieu;

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

  [Exit.]





  [Flourish. Re-enter Gloster, with France, Burgundy, and

  Attendants.]

  Glou.

  Here’s France and Burgundy, my noble lord.

  Lear.

  My Lord of Burgundy,

  We first address toward you, who with this king

  Hath rivall’d for our daughter: what in the least

  Will you require in present dower with her,

  Or cease your quest of love?

  Bur.

  Most royal majesty,

  I crave no more than hath your highness offer’d,

  Nor will you tender less.

  Lear.

  Right noble Burgundy,

  When she was dear to us, we did hold her so;

  But now her price is fall’n. Sir, there she stands:

  If aught within that little seeming substance,

  Or all of it, with our displeasure piec’d,

  And nothing more, may fitly like your grace,

  She’s there, and she is yours.

  Bur.

  I know no answer.

  Lear.

  Will you, with those infirmities she owes,

  Unfriended, new-adopted to our hate,

  Dower’d with our curse, and stranger’d with our oath,

  Take her, or leave her?

  Bur.

  Pardon me, royal sir;

  Election makes not up on such conditions.

  Lear.

  Then leave her, sir; for, by the power that made me,

  I tell you all her wealth.—[To France] For you, great king,

  I would not from your love make such a stray

  To match you where I hate; therefore beseech you

  To avert your liking a more worthier way

  Than on a wretch whom nature is asham’d

  Almost to acknowledge hers.

  France.

  This is most strange,

  That she, who even but now was your best object,

  The argument of your praise, balm of your age,

  Most best, most dearest, should in this trice of time

  Commit a thing so monstrous, to dismantle

  So many folds of favour. Sure her offence

  Must be of such unnatural degree

  That monsters it, or your fore-vouch’d affection

  Fall’n into taint; which to believe of her

  Must be a faith that reason without miracle

  Should never plant in me.

  Cor.

  I yet beseech your majesty,—

  If for I want that glib and oily art

  To speak and purpose not; since what I well intend,

  I’ll do’t before I speak,—that you make known

  It is no vicious blot, murder, or foulness,

  No unchaste action or dishonour’d step,

  That hath depriv’d me of your grace and favour;

  But even for want of that for which I am richer,—

  A still-soliciting eye, and such a tongue

  As I am glad I have not, though not to have it

  Hath lost me in your liking.

  Lear.

  Better thou

  Hadst not been born than not to have pleas’d me better.

  France.

  Is it but this,—a tardiness in nature

  Which often leaves the history unspoke

  That it intends to do?—My lord of Burgundy,

  What say you to the lady? Love’s not love

  When it is mingled with regards that stands

  Aloof from the entire point. Will you have her?

  She is herself a dowry.

  Bur.

  Royal king,

  Give but that portion which yourself propos’d,

  And here I take Cordelia by the hand,

  Duchess of Burgundy.

  Lear.

  Nothing: I have sworn; I am firm.

  Bur.

  I am sorry, then, you have so lost a father

  That you must lose a husband.

  Cor.

  Peace be with Burgundy!

  Since that respects of fortune are his love,

  I shall not be his wife.

  France.

  Fairest Cordelia, that art most rich, being poor;

  Most choice, forsaken; and most lov’d, despis’d!

  Thee and thy virtues here I seize upon:

  Be it lawful, I take up what’s cast away.

  Gods, gods! ‘tis strange that from their cold’st neglect

  My love should kindle to inflam’d respect.—

  Thy dowerless daughter, king, thrown to my chance,

  Is queen of us, of ours, and our fair France:

  Not all the dukes of waterish Burgundy

  Can buy this unpriz’d precious maid of me.—

  Bid them farewell, Cordelia, though unkind:

  Thou losest here, a better where to find.

  Lear.

  Thou hast her, France: let her be thine; for we

  Have no such daughter, nor shall ever see

  That face of hers again.—Therefore be gone

  Without our grace, our love, our benison.—

  Come, noble Burgundy.

  [Flourish. Exeunt Lear, Burgundy, Cornwall, Albany, Gloster, and Attendants.]





  France.

  Bid farewell to your sisters.

  Cor.

  The jewels of our father, with wash’d eyes

  Cordelia leaves you: I know you what you are;

  And, like a sister, am most loath to call

  Your faults as they are nam’d. Love well our father:

  To your professed bosoms I commit him:

  But yet, alas, stood I within his grace,

  I would prefer him to a better place.

  So, farewell to you both.

  Reg.

  Prescribe not us our duties.

  Gon.

  Let your study

  Be to content your lord, who hath receiv’d you

  At fortune’s alms. You have obedience scanted,

  And well are worth the want that you have wanted.

  Cor.

  Time shall unfold what plighted cunning hides:

  Who cover faults, at last shame them derides.

  Well may you prosper!

  France.

  Come, my fair Cordelia.

  [Exeunt France and Cordelia.]





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





  Reg.

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

  Gon. You see how full of changes his age is; the observation we have made of it hath not been little: he always loved our sister most; and with what poor judgment he hath now cast her off appears too grossly.





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





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





  Reg.

  Such unconstant starts are we like to have from him as this of

  Kent’s banishment.

  Gon. There is further compliment of leave-taking between France and him. Pray you let us hit together: if our father carry authority with such dispositions as he bears, this last surrender of his will but offend us.





  Reg.

  We shall further think of it.

  Gon.

  We must do something, and i’ th’ heat.

  [Exeunt.]






  SCENE II. A Hall in the Earl of Gloster’s Castle.



  [Enter Edmund with a letter.]





  Edm.

  Thou, nature, art my goddess; to thy law

  My services are bound. Wherefore should I

  Stand in the plague of custom, and permit

  The curiosity of nations to deprive me,

  For that I am some twelve or fourteen moonshines

  Lag of a brother? Why bastard? wherefore base?

  When my dimensions are as well compact,

  My mind as generous, and my shape as true

  As honest madam’s issue? Why brand they us

  With base? with baseness? bastardy? base, base?

  Who, in the lusty stealth of nature, take

  More composition and fierce quality

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

  Go to the creating a whole tribe of fops

  Got ‘tween asleep and wake?—Well then,

  Legitimate Edgar, I must have your land:

  Our father’s love is to the bastard Edmund

  As to the legitimate: fine word—legitimate!

  Well, my legitimate, if this letter speed,

  And my invention thrive, Edmund the base

  Shall top the legitimate. I grow; I prosper.—

  Now, gods, stand up for bastards!

  [Enter Gloster.]





  Glou.

  Kent banish’d thus! and France in choler parted!

  And the king gone tonight! subscrib’d his pow’r!

  Confin’d to exhibition! All this done

  Upon the gad!—Edmund, how now! What news?

  Edm.

  So please your lordship, none.

  [Putting up the letter.]





  Glou.

  Why so earnestly seek you to put up that letter?

  Edm.

  I know no news, my lord.

  Glou.

  What paper were you reading?

  Edm.

  Nothing, my lord.

  Glou.

  No? What needed, then, that terrible dispatch of it into your

  pocket? the quality of nothing hath not such need to hide itself.

  Let’s see.

  Come, if it be nothing, I shall not need spectacles.

  Edm.

  I beseech you, sir, pardon me. It is a letter from my brother

  that I have not all o’er-read; and for so much as I have perus’d,

  I find it not fit for your o’erlooking.

  Glou.

  Give me the letter, sir.

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





  Glou.

  Let’s see, let’s see!

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





  Glou. [Reads.] ‘This policy and reverence of age makes the world bitter to the best of our times; keeps our fortunes from us till our oldness cannot relish them. I begin to find an idle and fond bondage in the oppression of aged tyranny; who sways, not as it hath power, but as it is suffered. Come to me, that of this I may speak more. If our father would sleep till I waked him, you should enjoy half his revenue for ever, and live the beloved of your brother, ‘EDGAR.’ Hum! Conspiracy?—‘Sleep till I waked him,—you should enjoy half his revenue.’—My son Edgar! Had he a hand to write this? a heart and brain to breed it in? When came this to you? who brought it?





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





  Glou.

  You know the character to be your brother’s?

  Edm. If the matter were good, my lord, I durst swear it were his; but in respect of that, I would fain think it were not.





  Glou.

  It is his.

  Edm. It is his hand, my lord; but I hope his heart is not in the contents.





  Glou.

  Hath he never before sounded you in this business?

  Edm. Never, my lord: but I have heard him oft maintain it to be fit that, sons at perfect age, and fathers declined, the father should be as ward to the son, and the son manage his revenue.





  Glou. O villain, villain!—His very opinion in the letter! Abhorred villain!—Unnatural, detested, brutish villain! worse than brutish!—Go, sirrah, seek him; I’ll apprehend him. Abominable villain!—Where is he?





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





  Glou.

  Think you so?

  Edm. If your honour judge it meet, I will place you where you shall hear us confer of this, and by an auricular assurance have your satisfaction; and that without any further delay than this very evening.





  Glou.

  He cannot be such a monster.

  Edm.

  Nor is not, sure.

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





  Edm. I will seek him, sir, presently; convey the business as I shall find means, and acquaint you withal.





  Glou. These late eclipses in the sun and moon portend no good to us: though the wisdom of nature can reason it thus and thus, yet nature finds itself scourged by the sequent effects: love cools, friendship falls off, brothers divide: in cities, mutinies; in countries, discord; in palaces, treason; and the bond cracked ‘twixt son and father. This villain of mine comes under the prediction; there’s son against father: the king falls from bias of nature; there’s father against child. We have seen the best of our time: machinations, hollowness, treachery, and all ruinous disorders follow us disquietly to our graves.—Find out this villain, Edmund; it shall lose thee nothing; do it carefully.—And the noble and true-hearted Kent banished! his offence, honesty!—‘Tis strange.





  [Exit.]





  Edm. This is the excellent foppery of the world, that, when we are sick in fortune,—often the surfeit of our own behaviour,—we make guilty of our disasters the sun, the moon, and the stars; as if we were villains on necessity; fools by heavenly compulsion; knaves, thieves, and treachers by spherical predominance; drunkards, liars, and adulterers by an enforced obedience of planetary influence; and all that we are evil in, by a divine thrusting on: an admirable evasion of whoremaster man, to lay his goatish disposition to the charge of a star! My father compounded with my mother under the dragon’s tail[10], and my nativity was under ursa major; so that it follows I am rough and lecherous.—Tut! I should have been that I am, had the maidenliest star in the firmament twinkled on my bastardizing.





  [Enter Edgar.]





  Pat!—he comes, like the catastrophe of the old comedy: my cue is villainous melancholy, with a sigh like Tom o’ Bedlam[4].—O, these eclipses do portend these divisions! fa, sol, la, mi.





  Edg.

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

  Edm. I am thinking, brother, of a prediction I read this other day, what should follow these eclipses.





  Edg.

  Do you busy yourself with that?

  Edm. I promise you, the effects he writes of succeed unhappily: as of unnaturalness between the child and the parent; death, dearth, dissolutions of ancient amities; divisions in state, menaces and maledictions against king and nobles; needless diffidences, banishment of friends, dissipation of cohorts, nuptial breaches, and I know not what.





  Edg.

  How long have you been a sectary astronomical?

  Edm.

  Come, come! when saw you my father last?

  Edg.

  The night gone by.

  Edm.

  Spake you with him?

  Edg.

  Ay, two hours together.

  Edm. Parted you in good terms? Found you no displeasure in him by word or countenance?





  Edg.

  None at all.

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





  Edg.

  Some villain hath done me wrong.

  Edm. That’s my fear. I pray you have a continent forbearance till the speed of his rage goes slower; and, as I say, retire with me to my lodging, from whence I will fitly bring you to hear my lord speak: pray you, go; there’s my key.—If you do stir abroad, go armed.





  Edg.

  Armed, brother!

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





  Edg.

  Shall I hear from you anon?

  Edm.

  I do serve you in this business.

  [Exit Edgar.]





  A credulous father! and a brother noble,

  Whose nature is so far from doing harms

  That he suspects none; on whose foolish honesty

  My practices ride easy!—I see the business.

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

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

  [Exit.]






  SCENE III. A Room in the Duke of Albany’s Palace.



  [Enter Goneril and Oswald.]





  Gon.

  Did my father strike my gentleman for chiding of his fool?

  Osw. Ay, madam.





  Gon.

  By day and night, he wrongs me; every hour

  He flashes into one gross crime or other,

  That sets us all at odds; I’ll not endure it:

  His knights grow riotous, and himself upbraids us

  On every trifle.—When he returns from hunting,

  I will not speak with him; say I am sick.—

  If you come slack of former services,

  You shall do well; the fault of it I’ll answer.

  Osw.

  He’s coming, madam; I hear him.

  [Horns within.]





  Gon.

  Put on what weary negligence you please,

  You and your fellows; I’d have it come to question:

  If he distaste it, let him to our sister,

  Whose mind and mine, I know, in that are one,

  Not to be overruled. Idle old man,

  That still would manage those authorities

  That he hath given away!—Now, by my life,

  Old fools are babes again; and must be us’d

  With checks as flatteries,—when they are seen abus’d.

  Remember what I have said.

  Osw.

  Very well, madam.

  Gon.

  And let his knights have colder looks among you;

  What grows of it, no matter; advise your fellows so;

  I would breed from hence occasions, and I shall,

  That I may speak.—I’ll write straight to my sister

  To hold my very course.—Prepare for dinner.

  [Exeunt.]






  SCENE IV. A Hall in Albany’s Palace.



  [Enter Kent, disguised.]





  Kent.

  If but as well I other accents borrow,

  That can my speech defuse, my good intent

  May carry through itself to that full issue

  For which I rais’d my likeness.—Now, banish’d Kent,

  If thou canst serve where thou dost stand condemn’d,

  So may it come, thy master, whom thou lov’st,

  Shall find thee full of labours.

  [Horns within. Enter King Lear, Knights, and Attendants.]





  Lear.

  Let me not stay a jot for dinner; go get it ready.

  [Exit an Attendant.]





  How now! what art thou?





  Kent.

  A man, sir.

  Lear.

  What dost thou profess? What wouldst thou with us?

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





  Lear.

  What art thou?

  Kent.

  A very honest-hearted fellow, and as poor as the king.

  Lear. If thou be’st as poor for a subject as he’s for a king, thou art poor enough. What wouldst thou?





  Kent.

  Service.

  Lear.

  Who wouldst thou serve?

  Kent.

  You.

  Lear.

  Dost thou know me, fellow?

  Kent. No, sir; but you have that in your countenance which I would fain call master.





  Lear.

  What’s that?

  Kent.

  Authority.

  Lear.

  What services canst thou do?

  Kent. I can keep honest counsel, ride, run, mar a curious tale in telling it and deliver a plain message bluntly. That which ordinary men are fit for, I am qualified in, and the best of me is diligence.





  Lear.

  How old art thou?

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





  Lear.

  Follow me; thou shalt serve me. If I like thee no worse after

  dinner, I will not part from thee yet.—Dinner, ho, dinner!—

  Where’s my knave? my fool?—Go you and call my fool hither.

  [Exit an attendant.]





  [Enter Oswald.]





  You, you, sirrah, where’s my daughter?





  Osw.

  So please you,—

  [Exit.]





  Lear.

  What says the fellow there? Call the clotpoll back.—

  [Exit a Knight.]





  Where’s my fool, ho?—I think the world’s asleep.





  [Re-enter Knight.]





  How now! where’s that mongrel?





  Knight.

  He says, my lord, your daughter is not well.

  Lear.

  Why came not the slave back to me when I called him?

  Knight.

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

  Lear.

  He would not!

  Knight. My lord, I know not what the matter is; but to my judgment your highness is not entertained with that ceremonious affection as you were wont; there’s a great abatement of kindness appears as well in the general dependants as in the duke himself also and your daughter.





  Lear.

  Ha! say’st thou so?

  Knight. I beseech you pardon me, my lord, if I be mistaken; for my duty cannot be silent when I think your highness wronged.





  Lear. Thou but rememberest me of mine own conception: I have perceived a most faint neglect of late; which I have rather blamed as mine own jealous curiosity than as a very pretence and purpose of unkindness: I will look further into’t.—But where’s my fool? I have not seen him this two days.





  Knight. Since my young lady’s going into France, sir, the fool hath much pined away.





  Lear. No more of that; I have noted it well.—Go you and tell my daughter I would speak with her.—





  [Exit Attendant.]





  Go you, call hither my fool.





  [Exit another Attendant.]





  [Re-enter Oswald.]





  O, you, sir, you, come you hither, sir: who am I, sir?





  Osw.

  My lady’s father.

  Lear. My lady’s father! my lord’s knave: you whoreson dog! you slave! you cur!





  Osw.

  I am none of these, my lord; I beseech your pardon.

  Lear.

  Do you bandy looks with me, you rascal?

  [Striking him.]

  Osw.

  I’ll not be struck, my lord.

  Kent.

  Nor tripp’d neither, you base football player.

  [Tripping up his heels.]

  Lear.

  I thank thee, fellow; thou servest me, and I’ll love thee.

  Kent.

  Come, sir, arise, away! I’ll teach you differences: away, away!

  If you will measure your lubber’s length again, tarry; but away!

  go to; have you wisdom? so.

  [Pushes Oswald out.]

  Lear.

  Now, my friendly knave, I thank thee: there’s earnest of thy

  service.

  [Giving Kent money.]

  [Enter Fool.]





  Fool. Let me hire him too; here’s my coxcomb[7].

  [Giving Kent his cap.]

  Lear.

  How now, my pretty knave! how dost thou?

  Fool.

  Sirrah, you were best take my coxcomb.

  Kent.

  Why, fool?

  Fool. Why, for taking one’s part that’s out of favour. Nay, an thou canst not smile as the wind sits, thou’lt catch cold shortly: there, take my coxcomb: why, this fellow hath banish’d two on’s daughters, and did the third a blessing against his will; if thou follow him, thou must needs wear my coxcomb.—How now, nuncle! Would I had two coxcombs and two daughters!





  Lear.

  Why, my boy?

  Fool.

  If I gave them all my living, I’d keep my coxcombs myself.

  There’s mine; beg another of thy daughters.

  Lear.

  Take heed, sirrah,—the whip.

  Fool. Truth’s a dog must to kennel; he must be whipped out, when the lady brach may stand by the fire and stink.





  Lear.

  A pestilent gall to me!

  Fool.

  Sirrah, I’ll teach thee a speech.

  Lear.

  Do.

  Fool.

  Mark it, nuncle:—

  Have more than thou showest,

  Speak less than thou knowest,

  Lend less than thou owest,

  Ride more than thou goest,

  Learn more than thou trowest,

  Set less than thou throwest;

  Leave thy drink and thy whore,

  And keep in-a-door,

  And thou shalt have more

  Than two tens to a score.

  Kent.

  This is nothing, fool.

  Fool. Then ‘tis like the breath of an unfee’d lawyer,—you gave me nothing for’t.—Can you make no use of nothing, nuncle?





  Lear.

  Why, no, boy; nothing can be made out of nothing.

  Fool. [to Kent] Pr’ythee tell him, so much the rent of his land comes to: he will not believe a fool.





  Lear.

  A bitter fool!

  Fool. Dost thou know the difference, my boy, between a bitter fool and a sweet one?





  Lear.

  No, lad; teach me.

  Fool.

  That lord that counsell’d thee

  To give away thy land,

  Come place him here by me,—

  Do thou for him stand:

  The sweet and bitter fool

  Will presently appear;

  The one in motley here,

  The other found out there.

  Lear.

  Dost thou call me fool, boy?

  Fool. All thy other titles thou hast given away; that thou wast born with.





  Kent.

  This is not altogether fool, my lord.

  Fool. No, faith; lords and great men will not let me: if I had a monopoly out, they would have part on’t and loads too: they will not let me have all the fool to myself; they’ll be snatching.—Nuncle, give me an egg, and I’ll give thee two crowns.





  Lear.

  What two crowns shall they be?

  Fool. Why, after I have cut the egg i’ the middle and eat up the meat, the two crowns of the egg. When thou clovest thy crown i’ the middle and gav’st away both parts, thou borest thine ass on thy back o’er the dirt: thou hadst little wit in thy bald crown when thou gavest thy golden one away. If I speak like myself in this, let him be whipped that first finds it so. [Singing.] Fools had ne’er less grace in a year; For wise men are grown foppish, And know not how their wits to wear, Their manners are so apish.





  Lear.

  When were you wont to be so full of songs, sirrah?

  Fool.

  I have used it, nuncle, e’er since thou mad’st thy daughters thy

  mothers; for when thou gav’st them the rod, and puttest down

  thine own breeches,

  [Singing.]

  Then they for sudden joy did weep,

  And I for sorrow sung,

  That such a king should play bo-peep

  And go the fools among.

  Pr’ythee, nuncle, keep a schoolmaster that can teach thy fool to lie; I would fain learn to lie.





  Lear.

  An you lie, sirrah, we’ll have you whipped.

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





  [Enter Goneril.]





  Lear. How now, daughter? What makes that frontlet on? Methinks you are too much of late i’ the frown.





  Fool. Thou wast a pretty fellow when thou hadst no need to care for her frowning. Now thou art an O without a figure: I am better than thou art; I am a fool, thou art nothing.—Yes, forsooth, I will hold my tongue. So your face [To Goneril.] bids me, though you say nothing. Mum, mum, He that keeps nor crust nor crum, Weary of all, shall want some.— [Pointing to Lear.] That’s a shealed peascod.





  Gon.

  Not only, sir, this your all-licens’d fool,

  But other of your insolent retinue

  Do hourly carp and quarrel; breaking forth

  In rank and not-to-be-endured riots. Sir,

  I had thought, by making this well known unto you,

  To have found a safe redress; but now grow fearful,

  By what yourself too late have spoke and done,

  That you protect this course, and put it on

  By your allowance; which if you should, the fault

  Would not scape censure, nor the redresses sleep,

  Which, in the tender of a wholesome weal,

  Might in their working do you that offence

  Which else were shame, that then necessity

  Will call discreet proceeding.

  Fool.

  For you know, nuncle,

  The hedge-sparrow fed the cuckoo so long

  That it had it head bit off by it young.

  So out went the candle, and we were left darkling.

  Lear.

  Are you our daughter?

  Gon.

  Come, sir,

  I would you would make use of that good wisdom,

  Whereof I know you are fraught; and put away

  These dispositions, that of late transform you

  From what you rightly are.

  Fool. May not an ass know when the cart draws the horse?—Whoop, Jug! I love thee!





  Lear.

  Doth any here know me?—This is not Lear;

  Doth Lear walk thus? speak thus? Where are his eyes?

  Either his notion weakens, his discernings

  Are lethargied.—Ha! waking? ‘Tis not so!—

  Who is it that can tell me who I am?

  Fool.

  Lear’s shadow.

  Lear.

  I would learn that; for, by the marks of sovereignty,

  Knowledge, and reason,

  I should be false persuaded I had daughters.

  Fool.

  Which they will make an obedient father.

  Lear.

  Your name, fair gentlewoman?

  Gon.

  This admiration, sir, is much o’ the favour

  Of other your new pranks. I do beseech you

  To understand my purposes aright:

  As you are old and reverend, you should be wise.

  Here do you keep a hundred knights and squires;

  Men so disorder’d, so debosh’d, and bold

  That this our court, infected with their manners,

  Shows like a riotous inn: epicurism and lust

  Make it more like a tavern or a brothel

  Than a grac’d palace. The shame itself doth speak

  For instant remedy: be, then, desir’d

  By her that else will take the thing she begs

  A little to disquantity your train;

  And the remainder, that shall still depend,

  To be such men as may besort your age,

  Which know themselves, and you.

  Lear.

  Darkness and devils!—

  Saddle my horses; call my train together.—

  Degenerate bastard! I’ll not trouble thee:

  Yet have I left a daughter.

  Gon.

  You strike my people; and your disorder’d rabble

  Make servants of their betters.

  [Enter Albany.]





  Lear.

  Woe that too late repents!—

  [To Albany.] O, sir, are you come?

  Is it your will? Speak, sir.—Prepare my horses.—

  Ingratitude, thou marble-hearted fiend,

  More hideous when thou show’st thee in a child

  Than the sea-monster!

  Alb.

  Pray, sir, be patient.

  Lear.

  [to Goneril] Detested kite, thou liest!:

  My train are men of choice and rarest parts,

  That all particulars of duty know;

  And in the most exact regard support

  The worships of their name.—O most small fault,

  How ugly didst thou in Cordelia show!

  Which, like an engine, wrench’d my frame of nature

  From the fix’d place; drew from my heart all love,

  And added to the gall. O Lear, Lear, Lear!

  Beat at this gate that let thy folly in [Striking his head.]

  And thy dear judgment out!—Go, go, my people.

  Alb.

  My lord, I am guiltless, as I am ignorant

  Of what hath mov’d you.

  Lear.

  It may be so, my lord.

  Hear, nature, hear; dear goddess, hear

  Suspend thy purpose, if thou didst intend

  To make this creature fruitful!

  Into her womb convey sterility!

  Dry up in her the organs of increase;

  And from her derogate body never spring

  A babe to honour her! If she must teem,

  Create her child of spleen, that it may live

  And be a thwart disnatur’d torment to her!

  Let it stamp wrinkles in her brow of youth;

  With cadent tears fret channels in her cheeks;

  Turn all her mother’s pains and benefits

  To laughter and contempt; that she may feel

  How sharper than a serpent’s tooth it is

  To have a thankless child!—Away, away!

  [Exit.]





  Alb.

  Now, gods that we adore, whereof comes this?

  Gon.

  Never afflict yourself to know more of it;

  But let his disposition have that scope

  That dotage gives it.

  [Re-enter Lear.]





  Lear.

  What, fifty of my followers at a clap!

  Within a fortnight!

  Alb.

  What’s the matter, sir?

  Lear.

  I’ll tell thee.—Life and death!—[To Goneril] I am asham’d

  That thou hast power to shake my manhood thus;

  That these hot tears, which break from me perforce,

  Should make thee worth them.—Blasts and fogs upon thee!

  Th’ untented woundings of a father’s curse

  Pierce every sense about thee!—Old fond eyes,

  Beweep this cause again, I’ll pluck you out,

  And cast you, with the waters that you lose,

  To temper clay. Ha!

  Let it be so: I have another daughter,

  Who, I am sure, is kind and comfortable:

  When she shall hear this of thee, with her nails

  She’ll flay thy wolvish visage. Thou shalt find

  That I’ll resume the shape which thou dost think

  I have cast off for ever.

  [Exeunt Lear, Kent, and Attendants.]





  Gon.

  Do you mark that?

  Alb.

  I cannot be so partial, Goneril,

  To the great love I bear you,—

  Gon.

  Pray you, content.—What, Oswald, ho!

  [To the Fool] You, sir, more knave than fool, after your master.

  Fool.

  Nuncle Lear, nuncle Lear, tarry,—take the fool with thee.—

  A fox when one has caught her,

  And such a daughter,

  Should sure to the slaughter,

  If my cap would buy a halter;

  So the fool follows after.

  [Exit.]





  Gon.

  This man hath had good counsel.—A hundred knights!

  ‘Tis politic and safe to let him keep

  At point a hundred knights: yes, that on every dream,

  Each buzz, each fancy, each complaint, dislike,

  He may enguard his dotage with their powers,

  And hold our lives in mercy.—Oswald, I say!—

  Alb.

  Well, you may fear too far.

  Gon.

  Safer than trust too far:

  Let me still take away the harms I fear,

  Not fear still to be taken: I know his heart.

  What he hath utter’d I have writ my sister:

  If she sustain him and his hundred knights,

  When I have show’d th’ unfitness,—

  [Re-enter Oswald.]





  How now, Oswald!

  What, have you writ that letter to my sister?

  Osw.

  Ay, madam.

  Gon.

  Take you some company, and away to horse:

  Inform her full of my particular fear;

  And thereto add such reasons of your own

  As may compact it more. Get you gone;

  And hasten your return.

  [Exit Oswald.]





  No, no, my lord!

  This milky gentleness and course of yours,

  Though I condemn it not, yet, under pardon,

  You are much more attask’d for want of wisdom

  Than prais’d for harmful mildness.

  Alb.

  How far your eyes may pierce I cannot tell:

  Striving to better, oft we mar what’s well.

  Gon.

  Nay then,—

  Alb.

  Well, well; the event.

  [Exeunt.]






  SCENE V. Court before the Duke of Albany’s Palace.



  [Enter Lear, Kent, and Fool.]





  Lear. Go you before to Gloster with these letters: acquaint my daughter no further with anything you know than comes from her demand out of the letter. If your diligence be not speedy, I shall be there afore you.





  Kent.

  I will not sleep, my lord, till I have delivered your letter.

  [Exit.]





  Fool.

  If a man’s brains were in’s heels, were’t not in danger of kibes[8]?

  Lear.

  Ay, boy.

  Fool.

  Then I pr’ythee be merry; thy wit shall not go slipshod.

  Lear.

  Ha, ha, ha!

  Fool. Shalt see thy other daughter will use thee kindly; for though she’s as like this as a crab’s like an apple, yet I can tell what I can tell.





  Lear.

  What canst tell, boy?

  Fool. She’ll taste as like this as a crab does to a crab. Thou canst tell why one’s nose stands i’ the middle on’s face?





  Lear.

  No.

  Fool. Why, to keep one’s eyes of either side’s nose, that what a man cannot smell out, he may spy into.





  Lear.

  I did her wrong,—

  Fool.

  Canst tell how an oyster makes his shell?

  Lear.

  No.

  Fool.

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

  Lear.

  Why?

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





  Lear.

  I will forget my nature. So kind a father!—Be my horses ready?

  Fool. Thy asses are gone about ‘em. The reason why the seven stars are no more than seven is a pretty reason.





  Lear.

  Because they are not eight?

  Fool.

  Yes indeed: thou wouldst make a good fool.

  Lear.

  To tak’t again perforce!—Monster ingratitude!

  Fool. If thou wert my fool, nuncle, I’ld have thee beaten for being old before thy time.





  Lear.

  How’s that?

  Fool.

  Thou shouldst not have been old till thou hadst been wise.

  Lear.

  O, let me not be mad, not mad, sweet heaven!

  Keep me in temper; I would not be mad!—

  [Enter Gentleman.]





  How now? are the horses ready?





  Gent.

  Ready, my lord.

  Lear.

  Come, boy.

  Fool.

  She that’s a maid now, and laughs at my departure,

  Shall not be a maid long, unless things be cut shorter.

  [Exeunt.]















ACT II.
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SCENE I. A court within the Castle of the Earl of Gloster.



  [Enter Edmund and Curan, meeting.]





  Edm.

  Save thee, Curan.

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





  Edm.

  How comes that?

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





  Edm.

  Not I: pray you, what are they?

  Cur. Have you heard of no likely wars toward, ‘twixt the two dukes of Cornwall and Albany?





  Edm.

  Not a word.

  Cur.

  You may do, then, in time. Fare you well, sir.

  [Exit.]





  Edm.

  The Duke be here tonight? The better! best!

  This weaves itself perforce into my business.

  My father hath set guard to take my brother;

  And I have one thing, of a queasy question,

  Which I must act:—briefness and fortune work!—

  Brother, a word!—descend:—brother, I say!

  [Enter Edgar.]





  My father watches:—sir, fly this place;

  Intelligence is given where you are hid;

  You have now the good advantage of the night.—

  Have you not spoken ‘gainst the Duke of Cornwall?

  He’s coming hither; now, i’ the night, i’ the haste,

  And Regan with him: have you nothing said

  Upon his party ‘gainst the Duke of Albany?

  Advise yourself.

  Edg.

  I am sure on’t, not a word.

  Edm.

  I hear my father coming:—pardon me;

  In cunning I must draw my sword upon you:—

  Draw: seem to defend yourself: now quit you well.—

  Yield:—come before my father.—Light, ho, here!

  Fly, brother.—Torches, torches!—So farewell.

  [Exit Edgar.]





  Some blood drawn on me would beget opinion

  Of my more fierce endeavour: [Wounds his arm.]

  I have seen drunkards

  Do more than this in sport.—Father, father!

  Stop, stop! No help?

  [Enter Gloster, and Servants with torches.]





  Glou.

  Now, Edmund, where’s the villain?

  Edm.

  Here stood he in the dark, his sharp sword out,

  Mumbling of wicked charms, conjuring the moon

  To stand auspicious mistress,—

  Glou.

  But where is he?

  Edm.

  Look, sir, I bleed.

  Glou.

  Where is the villain, Edmund?

  Edm.

  Fled this way, sir. When by no means he could,—

  Glou.

  Pursue him, ho!—Go after.

  [Exeunt Servants.]





  —By no means what?





  Edm.

  Persuade me to the murder of your lordship;

  But that I told him the revenging gods

  ‘Gainst parricides did all their thunders bend;

  Spoke with how manifold and strong a bond

  The child was bound to the father;—sir, in fine,

  Seeing how loathly opposite I stood

  To his unnatural purpose, in fell motion

  With his prepared sword, he charges home

  My unprovided body, lanc’d mine arm;

  But when he saw my best alarum’d spirits,

  Bold in the quarrel’s right, rous’d to the encounter,

  Or whether gasted by the noise I made,

  Full suddenly he fled.

  Glou.

  Let him fly far;

  Not in this land shall he remain uncaught;

  And found—dispatch’d.—The noble duke my master,

  My worthy arch and patron, comes tonight:

  By his authority I will proclaim it,

  That he which finds him shall deserve our thanks,

  Bringing the murderous coward to the stake;

  He that conceals him, death.

  Edm.

  When I dissuaded him from his intent,

  And found him pight to do it, with curst speech

  I threaten’d to discover him: he replied,

  ‘Thou unpossessing bastard! dost thou think,

  If I would stand against thee, would the reposal

  Of any trust, virtue, or worth in thee

  Make thy words faith’d? No: what I should deny

  As this I would; ay, though thou didst produce

  My very character, I’d turn it all

  To thy suggestion, plot, and damned practice:

  And thou must make a dullard of the world,

  If they not thought the profits of my death

  Were very pregnant and potential spurs

  To make thee seek it.

  Glou.

  Strong and fast’ned villain!

  Would he deny his letter?—I never got him.

  [Trumpets within.]





  Hark, the duke’s trumpets! I know not why he comes.—

  All ports I’ll bar; the villain shall not scape;

  The duke must grant me that: besides, his picture

  I will send far and near, that all the kingdom

  May have due note of him; and of my land,

  Loyal and natural boy, I’ll work the means

  To make thee capable.

  [Enter Cornwall, Regan, and Attendants.]





  Corn.

  How now, my noble friend! since I came hither,—

  Which I can call but now,—I have heard strange news.

  Reg.

  If it be true, all vengeance comes too short

  Which can pursue the offender. How dost, my lord?

  Glou.

  O madam, my old heart is crack’d,—it’s crack’d!

  Reg.

  What, did my father’s godson seek your life?

  He whom my father nam’d? your Edgar?

  Glou.

  O lady, lady, shame would have it hid!

  Reg.

  Was he not companion with the riotous knights

  That tend upon my father?

  Glou.

  I know not, madam:—

  It is too bad, too bad.

  Edm.

  Yes, madam, he was of that consort.

  Reg.

  No marvel then though he were ill affected:

  ‘Tis they have put him on the old man’s death,

  To have the expense and waste of his revenues.

  I have this present evening from my sister

  Been well inform’d of them; and with such cautions

  That if they come to sojourn at my house,

  I’ll not be there.

  Corn.

  Nor I, assure thee, Regan.—

  Edmund, I hear that you have shown your father

  A childlike office.

  Edm.

  ‘Twas my duty, sir.

  Glou.

  He did bewray his practice; and receiv’d

  This hurt you see, striving to apprehend him.

  Corn.

  Is he pursu’d?

  Glou.

  Ay, my good lord.

  Corn.

  If he be taken, he shall never more

  Be fear’d of doing harm: make your own purpose,

  How in my strength you please.—For you, Edmund,

  Whose virtue and obedience doth this instant

  So much commend itself, you shall be ours:

  Natures of such deep trust we shall much need;

  You we first seize on.

  Edm.

  I shall serve you, sir,

  Truly, however else.

  Glou.

  For him I thank your grace.

  Corn.

  You know not why we came to visit you,—

  Reg.

  Thus out of season, threading dark-ey’d night:

  Occasions, noble Gloster, of some poise,

  Wherein we must have use of your advice:—

  Our father he hath writ, so hath our sister,

  Of differences, which I best thought it fit

  To answer from our home; the several messengers

  From hence attend despatch. Our good old friend,

  Lay comforts to your bosom; and bestow

  Your needful counsel to our business,

  Which craves the instant use.

  Glou.

  I serve you, madam:

  Your graces are right welcome.

  [Exeunt.]
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