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1606
THE TRAGEDY OF KI NG LEAR
by WIliam Shakespeare

Dramati s Personae

Lear, King of Britain.
Ki ng of France.
Duke of Burgundy.
Duke of Cornwal | .
Duke of Al bany.
Earl of Kent.
Earl of d oucester.
Edgar, son of G oucester.
Ednund, bastard son to d oucester.
Curan, a courtier.
An dd Man, tenant to d oucester.
A Doctor.
Lear's Fool .
Cswal d, steward to Goneril.
A Captain under Edrmund's conmand.
Gent | enen.
A Heral d.
Servants to Cornwal | .
Goneril, daughter to Lear.
Regan, daughter to Lear.
Cordelia, daughter to Lear.
Kni ghts attending on Lear, O ficers, Messengers, Soldiers,

Att endant s.

Scene: --Britain.
ACT I. Scene |.
[King Lear's Pal ace. ]
Enter Kent, d oucester, and Ednmund. [Kent and d ouceste converse.

Ednund st ands back. ]



Kent. | thought the King had nore affected the Duke of Al bany than
Cor nwal | .

Gou. It did always seemso to us; but now, in the division of the
ki ngdom it appears not which of the Dukes he val ues nost, for
equalities are so weigh'd that curiosity in neither can nake
choice of either's noiety.

Kent. Is not this your son, ny |ord?

G ou. H s breeding, sir, hath been at ny charge. | have so often
blush'd to acknow edge himthat now | ambraz'd to't.

Kent. | cannot conceive you.

Aou. Sir, this young fellow s nother coul d; whereupon she grew
round-wonb' d, and had indeed, sir, a son for her cradle ere she
had a husband for her bed. Do you snell a fault?

Kent. | cannot wish the fault undone, the issue of it being so
pr oper .

G ou. But | have, sir, a son by order of law, sone year elder than
this, who yet is no dearer in my account. Though this knave cane
somet hing saucily into the world before he was sent for, yet was
his nother fair, there was good sport at his nmaeking, and the
whor eson must be acknow edged. -Do you know this nobl e gentl eman,
Ednund?

Edm [cones forward] No, ny |ord.

dou. My Lord of Kent. Renmenber him hereafter as mnmy honourabl e
friend.

Edm M services to your |ordship.

Kent. | nust |ove you, and sue to know you better.

Edm Sir, | shall study deserving.

@ ou. He hath been out nine years, and away he shall again.

Sound a sennet.
The King is coning.
Enter one bearing a coronet; then Lear; then the Dukes of
Al bany and Cornwal I ; next, Goneril, Regan, Cordelia, with

Fol | ower s.



Lear. Attend the lords of France and Burgundy, d oucester.
Aou. | shall, ny liege.
Exeunt [d oucester and Edrmund].
Lear. Meantinme we shall express our darker purpose.
Gve me the map there. Know we have divided
In three our kingdom and 'tis our fast intent
To shake all cares and busi ness from our age,
Conferring themon younger strengths while we
Unburthen'd crawl toward death. Qur son of Cornwall,
And you, our no |ess |oving son of Al bany,
We have this hour a constant will to publish
Qur daughters' several dowers, that future strife
May be prevented now. The princes, France and Burgundy,
Great rivals in our youngest daughter's |ove,
Long in our court have made their amorous sojourn,
And here are to be answer'd. Tell ne, ny daughters
(Since now we will divest us both of rule,
Interest of territory, cares of state),
Whi ch of you shall we say doth | ove us nost?
That we our |argest bounty may extend
Where nature doth with nerit chall enge. Goneril,
Qur el dest-born, speak first.
Gon. Sir, | love you nore than words can wield the matter;
Dearer than eyesight, space, and liberty;
Beyond what can be valued, rich or rare;
No less than life, with grace, health, beauty, honour;
As nmuch as child e er lov'd, or father found;
A love that nakes breath poor, and speech unable.
Beyond all manner of so nuch | |ove you.
Cor. [aside] Wiat shall Cordelia speak? Love, and be silent.
Lear. O all these bounds, even fromthis line to this,
Wth shadowy forests and with chanpains rich'd,

Wth plenteous rivers and w de-skirted neads,



We nake thee lady. To thine and Al bany's issue
Be this perpetual. -Wat says our second daughter,
Qur dearest Regan, wife to Cornwal | ? Speak
Reg. Sir, | am nade
O the selfsanme nmetal that ny sister is,
And prize nme at her worth. In my true heart
I find she nanes ny very deed of |ove;
Only she comes too short, that | profess
Mysel f an eneny to all other joys
Whi ch the nost precious square of sense possesses,
And find | amalone felicitate
In your dear Hi ghness' |ove.
Cor. [aside] Then poor Cordelia!
And yet not so; since | amsure ny love's
More richer than ny tongue.
Lear. To thee and thine hereditary ever
Remain this anple third of our fair kingdom
No | ess in space, validity, and pl easure
Than that conferr'd on Goneril. --Now, our joy,
Al t hough the last, not |least; to whose young | ove
The vines of France and m | k of Burgundy
Strive to be interest; what can you say to draw
A third nore opul ent than your sisters? Speak
Cor. Nothing, ny lord.
Lear. Not hi ng?
Cor. Not hi ng.
Lear. Not hing can conme of nothing. Speak again.
Cor. Unhappy that I am | cannot heave
My heart into my nouth. | |ove your Mjesty
According to ny bond; no nore nor |ess.
Lear. How, how, Cordelia? Mend your speech a little,
Lest it may mar your fortunes.

Cor. Good ny |ord,



You have begot nme, bred nme, lov'd ne; |
Return those duties back as are right fit,
Cbey you, |ove you, and nost honour you
Why have ny sisters husbands, if they say
They | ove you all? Haply, when | shall wed,
That | ord whose hand nust take nmy plight shall carry
Half ny love with him half ny care and duty.
Sure | shall never marry like ny sisters,
To love ny father all.

Lear. But goes thy heart with this?

Cor. Ay, good ny |ord.

Lear. So young, and so untender?

Cor. So young, ny lord, and true.

Lear. Let it be so! thy truth then be thy dower!
For, by the sacred radi ance of the sun,
The mysteries of Hecate and the night;
By all the operation of the orbs
From whom we do exi st and cease to be;
Here | disclaimall ny paternal care,
Propi nquity and property of bl ood,
And as a stranger to ny heart and ne
Hold thee fromthis for ever. The barbarous Scyt hian,
O he that makes his generation nmesses
To gorge his appetite, shall to ny bosom
Be as well neighbour'd, pitied, and reliev'd,
As thou ny sonetinme daughter

Kent. Good ny |iege-

Lear. Peace, Kent!
Cone not between the dragon and his wrath.
I lov'd her nost, and thought to set my rest
On her kind nursery.-Hence and avoid ny sight!-
So be ny grave ny peace as here | give

Her father's heart fromher! Call France! Who stirs?



Cal | Burgundy! Cornwall and Al bany,
Wth nmy two daughters' dowers digest this third;
Let pride, which she calls plainness, marry her
I do invest you jointly in nmy power,
Preemi nence, and all the large effects
That troop with majesty. Qurself, by nonthly course
Wth reservation of an hundred kni ghts,
By you to be sustain'd, shall our abode
Make with you by due turns. Only we still retain
The nane, and all th' additions to a king. The sway,
Revenue, execution of the rest,
Bel oved sons, be yours; which to confirm
This coronet part betw xt you
Kent. Royal Lear,
Whom | have ever honour'd as ny king,
Lov'd as ny father, as ny naster follow d,
As ny great patron thought on in ny prayers-
Lear. The bow is bent and drawn; make fromthe shaft.
Kent. Let it fall rather, though the fork invade
The region of nmy heart! Be Kent unnmannerly
When Lear is nmad. What woul dst thou do, old man?
Think' st thou that duty shall have dread to speak
When power to flattery bows? To plai nness honour's bound
When majesty falls to folly. Reverse thy doom
And in thy best consideration check
Thi s hideous rashness. Answer my life my judgnent,
Thy youngest daughter does not |ove thee |east,
Nor are those enpty-hearted whose | ow sound
Rever bs no hol | owness.
Lear. Kent, on thy life, no nore!
Kent. My life | never held but as a pawn
To wage agai nst thine enemnmies; nor fear to lose it,

Thy safety being the notive.



Lear. Qut of ny sight!
Kent. See better, Lear, and let ne still remain
The true blank of thine eye.
Lear. Now by Apol |l o-
Kent. Now by Apollo, King,
Thou swear'st thy gods in vain.
Lear. O vassal! niscreant!
[ Lays his hand on his sword.]
Al'b., Corn. Dear sir, forbear!
Kent. Do!
Kill thy physician, and the fee bestow
Upon the foul disease. Revoke thy gift,
O, whilst | can vent clanour fromny throat,
I"1l tell thee thou dost evil
Lear. Hear me, recreant!
On thine allegiance, hear ne!
Si nce thou hast sought to make us break our vow
Whi ch we durst never yet-and with strain'd pride
To conme between our sentence and our power, -
Whi ch nor our nature nor our place can bear, -
Qur potency nade good, take thy reward.
Five days we do allot thee for provision
To shield thee from di seases of the world,
And on the sixth to turn thy hated back
Upon our kingdom If, on the tenth day foll ow ng,
Thy bani sh'd trunk be found in our doni nions,
The monent is thy death. Away! By Jupiter
This shall not be revok'd.
Kent. Fare thee well, King. Since thus thou wilt appear,
Freedom | i ves hence, and bani shment is here.
[To Cordelia] The gods to their dear shelter take thee, maid,
That justly think'st and hast nmost rightly said!

[ To Regan and Coneril] And your |arge speeches may your deeds



approve,
That good effects may spring fromwords of |ove
Thus Kent, O princes, bids you all adieu
He' Il shape his old course in a country new.
Exit.
Fl ouri sh. Enter d oucester, with France and Burgundy; Attendants.
A ou. Here's France and Burgundy, my noble |ord.
Lear. My Lord of Burgundy,
We first address toward you, who with this king
Hath rivall'd for our daughter. Wat in the |east
WIl you require in present dower with her,
O cease your quest of |ove?
Bur. Mbst royal Majesty,
I crave no nore than hath your Hi ghness offer'd,
Nor will you tender |ess.
Lear. Right nobl e 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 seem ng substance,
O all of it, with our displeasure piec'd,
And nothing nore, may fitly like your G ace,
She's there, and she is yours.
Bur. | know no answer.
Lear. WIIl you, with those infirmties she owes,
Unfriended, new adopted to our hate,
Dow r'd with our curse, and stranger'd with our oath,
Take her, or |eave her?
Bur. Pardon ne, royal sir.
El ecti on makes not up on such conditions.
Lear. Then | eave her, sir; for, by the powr that made ne,
I tell you all her wealth. [To France] For you, great King,
I would not fromyour |ove nmake such a stray

To match you where | hate; therefore beseech you



T avert your liking a nore worthier way
Than on a wretch whomnature is ashanid
Al nost t' acknow edge hers.
France. This is nobst strange,
That she that even but now was your best object,
The argunent of your praise, balmof your age,
Mbst best, nost dearest, should in this trice of tine
Conmit a thing so nonstrous to dismantle
So many folds of favour. Sure her offence
Must be of such unnatural degree
That nmonsters it, or your fore-vouch'd affection
Fall'n into taint; which to believe of her
Must be a faith that reason w thout mracle
Shoul d never plant in ne.
Cor. | yet beseech your Mjesty,
If for | want that glib and oily art
To speak and purpose not, since what | well intend,
I"ll do't before | speak-that you make known
It is no vicious blot, murther, or foul ness,
No unchaste action or di shonoured step
That hath depriv'd ne of your grace and favour
But even for want of that for which | amricher-
A still-soliciting eye, and such a tongue
As | amglad | have not, though not to have it
Hath lost ne in your IiKking.
Lear. Better thou
Hadst not been born than not t' have pleas'd nme better
France. Is it but this-a tardiness in nature
Whi ch often | eaves the history unspoke
That it intends to do? My Lord of Burgundy,
What say you to the lady? Love's not |ove
When it is nmingled with regards that stands

Al oof fromth' entire point. WIIl you have her?



She is herself a dowy.
Bur. Royal Lear,
G ve but that portion which yourself propos'd,
And here | take Cordelia by the hand,
Duchess of Burgundy.
Lear. Nothing! | have sworn; | amfirm
Bur. | amsorry then you have so |l ost a father
That you must | ose a husband.
Cor. Peace be with Burgundy!
Since that respects of fortune are his |ove,
| shall not be his wife.
France. Fairest Cordelia, that art nost rich, being poor
Most choi ce, forsaken; and nost |ov'd, despis'd!
Thee and thy virtues here | seize upon.
Be it lawful | take up what's cast away.
CGods, gods! 'tis strange that fromtheir cold' st neglect
My love should kindle to inflanm d respect.
Thy dow rl ess daughter, King, thrown to ny chance,
I's queen of us, of ours, and our fair France.
Not all the dukes in wat'rish Burgundy
Can buy this unpriz'd precious maid of ne.
Bid themfarewel |, Cordelia, though unkind.
Thou | osest 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
Wt hout our grace, our |ove, our benison.
Cone, nobl e Burgundy.
Fl ouri sh. Exeunt Lear, Burgundy, [Cornwall, Al bany,
G oucester, and Attendants].
France. Bid farewell to your sisters.
Cor. The jewels of our father, with wash'd eyes

Cordelia | eaves you. | know you what you are;



And, like a sister, amnost loath to cal

Your faults as they are namid. Use well our father
To your professed bosons | conmit him

But yet, alas, stood | within his grace,

| would prefer himto a better place!

So farewell to you both.

Gon. Prescribe not us our duties.

Reg. Let your study
Be to content your lord, who hath receiv'd you
At fortune's alnms. You have obedi ence scanted,

And well are worth the want that you have want ed
Cor. Tine shall unfold what plighted cunning hides.
Who cover faults, at |ast shame them derides

Well may you prosper

France. Cone, ny fair Cordelia.

Exeunt France and Cordeli a.

Gon. Sister, it is not little | have to say of what nost nearly
appertains to us both. | think our father will hence to-night.

Reg. That's nobst certain, and with you; next nonth 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 lov'd our
sister nost, and with what poor judgnment he hath now cast her
of f appears too grossly.

Reg. 'Tis the infirmty of his age; yet he hath ever but slenderly
known hi nsel f.

Gon. The best and soundest of his time hath been but rash; then
must we | ook to receive fromhis age, not alone the
i mperfections of long-ingraffed condition, but therewtha
the unruly waywardnes that infirmand choleric years bring with
t hem

Reg. Such unconstant starts are we like to have fromhimas this
of Kent's bani shrent.

Gon. There is further conplinent of |eave-taking between France and



him Pray you let's hit together. If our father carry authority
with such dispositions as he bears, this last surrender of his
will but offend us.
Reg. W shall further think on't.
Gon. We must do sonething, and i' th' heat.
Exeunt .
Scene |1
The Earl of d oucester's Castle.
Enter [Ednmund the] Bastard solus, [with a letter].
Edm Thou, Nature, art ny goddess; to thy | aw
My services are bound. Werefore shoul d
Stand in the plague of custom and permt
The curiosity of nations to deprive ne,
For that | am sone twelve or fourteen noonshines
Lag of a brother? Why bastard? wherefore base?
When ny dinensions are as well conpact,
My nmind as generous, and ny shape as true,
As honest madam s issue? Wiy brand they us
Wth base? with baseness? bastardy? base, base?
Who, in the lusty stealth of nature, take
More conposition and fierce quality
Than doth, within a dull, stale, tired bed
Go to th' creating a whole tribe of fops
CGot 'tween asleep and wake? Well then
Legiti mate Edgar, | nust have your |and.
Qur father's love is to the bastard Ednund
As to th' legitimte. Fine word-'legitinmate'
Well, ny legitimate, if this letter speed,
And ny invention thrive, Ednund the base
Shall top th' legitimate. | grow, | prosper
Now, gods, stand up for bastards!
Enter G oucester

G ou. Kent banish'd thus? and France in chol er parted?



And the King gone to-night? subscrib'd his pow r?
Confin'd to exhibition? All this done
Upon the gad? Ednund, how now? VWWhat news?

Edm So pl ease your |ordship, none.

[Puts up the letter.]

G ou. Wiy so earnestly seek you to put up that letter?

Edm | know no news, ny |ord.

A ou. What paper were you readi ng?

Edm Not hing, my |lord.

A ou. 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
spect acl es.

Edm | beseech you, sir, pardon ne. It is a letter frommy brother
that | have not all o'er-read; and for so nuch as | have
perus'd, | find it not fit for your o'erlooking.

Aou. Gve ne the letter, sir

Edm | shall offend, either to detain or give it. The contents, as
in part | understand them are to bl ane.

G ou. Let's see, let's see!

Edm | hope, for ny brother's justification, he wote this but as
an essay or taste of ny virtue.

G ou. (reads) 'This policy and reverence of age makes the world
bitter to the best of our tines; keeps our fortunes from us
till our oldness cannot relish them | 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 suffer'd. Come to ne, that
of this | may speak nore. |If our father would sleep till |
wak' d him you should enjoy half his revenue for ever, and live
t he bel oved of your brother

" EDGAR.
Huml Conspiracy? 'Sleep till | wak'd him you should enjoy half

his revenue.' My son Edgar! Had he a hand to wite this? a heart



and brain to breed it in? Wien cane this to you? Who brought it?

Edm It was not brought me, ny lord: there's the cunning of it. |
found it thrown in at the casenment of ny closet.

A ou. You know the character to be your brother's?

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

Gou. It is his.

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

A ou. Hath he never before sounded you in this business?

Edm Never, ny lord. But | have heard himoft maintain it to be fit
that, sons at perfect age, and fathers declining, the father
shoul d be as ward to the son, and the son manage his revenue.

Aou. Ovillain, villain! His very opinion in the letter! Abhorred
villain! Unnatural, detested, brutish villain! worse than
brutish! Go, sirrah, seek him 1'll apprehend him Aboni nabl e
villain! Were is he?

Edm | do not well know, ny lord. If it shall please you to suspend
your indignation against nmy brother till you can derive fromhim
better testinony of his intent, you should run a certain course;
where, if you violently proceed against him m staking his
purpose, it would nmake a great gap in your own honour and shake
in pieces the heart of his obedience. | dare pawn down ny life
for himthat he hath wit this to feel ny affection to your
honour, and to no other pretence of danger

d ou. Think you so?

Edm If your honour judge it neet, | will place you where you shal
hear us confer of this and by an auricul ar assurance have your
satisfaction, and that w thout any further delay than this very
eveni ng.

G ou. He cannot be such a nonster.

Edm Nor is not, sure.

G ou. To his father, that so tenderly and entirely loves him



Heaven and earth! Ednund, seek himout; wind nme into him | pray
you; frane the business after your own wisdom | would unstate
myself to be in a due resol ution.

Edm | will seek him sir, presently; convey the business as
shall find means, and acquai nt you withal

G ou. These late eclipses in the sun and noon portend no good to
us. Though the wi sdom of nature can reason it thus and thus, yet
nature finds itself scourg' d by the sequent effects. Love cools,
friendship falls off, brothers divide. In cities, nutinies; in
countries, discord; in palaces, treason; and the bond crack'd
"twixt son and father. This villain of mne conmes under the
prediction; there's son against father: the King falls from bi as
of nature; there's father against child. W have seen the best
of our time. Machinations, hollowness, treachery, and all
rui nous disorders follow us disquietly to our graves. Find out
this villain, Ednmund; it shall |lose thee nothing; do it
carefully. And the noble and true-hearted Kent banish'd! his
of fence, 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 noon, and the stars; as if
we were villains on necessity; fools by heavenly conpul sion;
knaves, thieves, and treachers by spherical pre-dom nance;
drunkards, liars, and adulterers by an enforc'd obedi ence of
pl anetary influence; and all that we are evil in, by a divine
thrusting on. An adnirable evasion of whore-master man, to |ay
hi s goatish disposition to the charge of a star! M father
conmpounded with nmy nother under the Dragon's Tail, and ny
nativity was under Ursa Major, so that it follows |I amrough and
| echerous. Fut! | should have been that I am had the
mai denliest star in the firmanment twi nkled on ny bastardizi ng.
Edgar -

Ent er Edgar.



