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Prologue  

An inclined platform allows recumbent Lear to be visible. 

In the dark, quiet singing 

 

Cordelia 4.4        

Alack, 'tis he: why, he was met even now  

As mad as the vex'd sea; singing aloud;  

Crown'd with cuckoo-flowers, hemlock, nettles,  

And all the idle weeds that grow  

In our sustaining corn.       Lights up: Lear asleep 

What can man's wisdom  

In the restoring his bereaved sense?  

 

Doctor 4.4       Head to one side 

Our foster nurse of nature is repose. 

 

 Cordelia 4.7 

Cure this great breach in his abused nature!    Hand to hair: mad 

How does the King?        

 

Doctor  

Sleeps still.         

He hath slept long. 

 

4.7 

I am bound         Leonardo’s Vitruvian man 

Upon a wheel of fire, that mine own tears  

Do scald like molten lead.  

 

Kent 2.2 

Fortune, smile once more: turn thy wheel!    Circle gesture → command 
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(1.1) 

 

Attend the lords of France and Burgundy, Gloucester.    

Meantime we shall express our darker purpose.  

Give me the map there. Know that we have divided    

In three our kingdom: and 'tis our fast intent  

To shake all cares and business from our age;  

Conferring them on younger strengths, while we    

Unburthen'd crawl toward death.      Crawl image on stomach 

Tell me, my daughters –  

Since now we will divest us both of rule,  

Interest of territory, cares of state –    Infant image on back 

Which of you shall we say doth love us most?  

That we our largest bounty may extend     Arms wide 

Where nature doth with merit challenge.  

Goneril, our eldest-born, speak first.     Infant onto all fours 

 

Goneril 

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

Dearer than eye-sight,  

No less than life,  

As much as child e'er loved,  

A love that makes breath poor, and speech unable;  

Beyond all manner of so much I love you.  

  

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

forests meadows rivers fields  

Be this perpetual  

What says our second daughter,  

Our dearest Regan. Speak.  



 3 

 

Regan 

[S]he comes too short: I profess      More abject 

Myself an enemy to all other joys,  

I am alone felicitate  

In your dear highness' love.  

 

[T]his ample third of our fair kingdom 

 

Now, our joy,        Rise to kneel erect  

Although the last, not least; to whose young love  

The [King] of France and [Duke] of Burgundy  

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

A third more opulent than your sisters? Speak.  

 

Cordelia       Sits on heels 

Nothing, my lord.  

 

Alternate positions = parallel passions  

Nothing? 

 

Cordelia 

Nothing.  

 

Nothing will come of nothing: speak again.  

 

Cordelia 

Unhappy that I am, I cannot heave  

My heart into my mouth: I love your majesty  

According to my bond; no more nor less. 
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How, how, Cordelia! Mend your speech a little,  

Lest you may mar your fortunes. 

 

Cordelia 

Good my lord,      Both are troubled 

You have begot me, bred me, loved 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? Happily, 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.  

 

But goes thy heart with this?  

 

Cordelia 

Ay, good my lord.  

 

So young, and so untender?  

 

Cordelia 

So young, my lord, and true.     Rises erect on knees 

  

Let it be so; thy truth, then, be thy dower:    Stands in stages 

For, by the sacred radiance of the sun,      

The mysteries of Hecate, and the night;  

By all the operation of the orbs  

From whom we do exist, and cease to be;  

Here I disclaim all my paternal care,  
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Propinquity and property of blood,  

And as a stranger to my heart and me  

Hold thee, from this, forever.      Back out  

 

Kent 

What wouldst thou do, old man?     Turn out: NJ accent 

 

Peace, Kent!        Back out 

Come not between the dragon and his wrath.  

I loved her most, and thought to set my rest    Turn out in stages 

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

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:  

Ourself, by monthly course,  

With reservation of a 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, the revenue, and execution of the rest,  

Beloved sons, be yours.      Turn up 

 

Kent 

Lear is mad.         Out, with hands to hair 

Thy youngest daughter does not love thee least – 

 

Out of my sight!  Turn up 

 

Kent 

See better, Lear –       Turn out 
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thou dost evil.  

 

Hear me, recreant!         

On thine allegiance, hear me!      Turn up 

[T]urn thy hated back upon our kingdom. 

If thy banish'd trunk be found in our dominions,  

The moment is thy death. Away! By Jupiter,   Turn ½ out 

This shall not be revoked.       

 

Kent 

Fare thee well, king: since thus thou wilt appear,   Kent/Lear dismay 

Freedom lives hence, and banishment is here.    

 

 Gloucester       To self: re DR&DL 

Here’s France and Burgundy. 

 

My lord of Burgundy, who with this king     Enthroned 

Hath rivall'd for our daughter: what, in the least,  

Will you require in present dower with her,  

Or cease your quest of love?  

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

But now her price is fall'n. Sir, there she stands:   Look at her DC 

If aught within that little seeming substance,  

Or all of it, with our displeasure pieced,  

And nothing more, may fitly like your grace,  

She's there, and she is yours.  

Will you take her, or leave her?  

I tell you all her wealth.       Nod takes in refusal; move 

For you, great king,  

I would not from your love make such a stray,  

To match you where I hate; therefore beseech you  
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To avert your liking a more worthier way  

Than on a wretch whom nature is ashamed  

Almost to acknowledge hers.  

Better thou hadst not been born  

Than not to have pleased me better.    Move D → France 

 

France       Turn U: as if from audience 

This is most strange.      Accent 

She is herself a dowry.  

Fairest Cordelia, that art most rich, being poor;  

Most choice, forsaken; and most loved, despised!  

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 inflamed respect.  

Thy dowerless daughter, King, thrown to my chance,   Thrown = pun 

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

Bid them farewell, Cordelia, though unkind:     

Thou losest here, a better where to find.  

 

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

Have no such daughter, nor shall ever see  

That face of hers again. Therefore be gone  

Without our grace, our love, our benison.    Turn U 

 

Cordelia 

Cordelia leaves you: I know you what you are.   As if to himself 

Time shall unfold what cunning hides:     On cusp of revelation 

Who cover faults, at last shame them derides.  

Well may you prosper!      Cordelia is leaving  
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Goneril       Fret: pace → lie down 

You see how full of changes his age is.  

He always loved [Cordelia] most,  

and with what poor judgment he hath now cast her off  

appears too grossly.  

Regan 

'Tis the infirmity of his age:  

yet he hath ever but slenderly known himself.  

Goneril 

unruly waywardness  

infirm and choleric years  

rash 

Regan 

unconstant  

 Goneril 

Now, by my life, old fools are babes again.         (1.3) 

Gloucester            (1.2) 

The noble and true-hearted Kent banished, his offence honesty   

Edmund 

foolish honesty  

Gloucester 

And the King gone tonight! Resigned his power!  

the bond cracked  

father against child  

These late eclipses in the sun and moon  

portend no good to us.       Focus up 

 

Edmund 

This is the excellent folly of the world     Argues with himself 

When we are sick in fortune, often the surfeit  

of our own behavior, we make guilty of our disasters  
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the sun, the moon, and the stars:  

as if we were villains by necessity; fools  

by heavenly compulsion; knaves, thieves, and traitors,  

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! 

 

Regan 

We shall further think on't.  

Goneril 

We must do something.  

 

Edgar         

Some villain hath done me wrong.  L senses something’s wrong 

with him: hunger… 

 

 

(1.4)          

 

Let me not stay a jot for dinner; go get it ready.    Attempt to rebound: move 

Dinner, ho, dinner!  

Where's my knave? my fool?  

Go you, and call my fool hither.      Order to audience person 

I have not seen him these two days. 

 

Knight        Stops 

Since Cordelia's going into France,  

the fool hath much pined away.  
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No more of that. 

Tell my daughter [Goneril] I would speak with her.  

I have perceived a most faint neglect of late. 

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

“My Lady's father”? My lord's knave,  

you whoreson dog, you slave, you cur. 

Do you bandy looks with me, you rascal?   Threaten 

         Confusion: laugh→ fooling 

Fool          

How now, Nuncle!  

Would I had two coxcombs and two daughters.   Fool grin 

 

Why, my boy? 

 

Fool  

If I gave them all my living, I'd keep my coxcombs myself.  Makes hair stand up 

There's mine; beg another of thy daughters.  

 

Take heed, sirrah; the whip.      Straighten hair 

A pestilent gall to me.  

 

Kent 

This is nothing, Fool.  

 

Fool  

Can you make no use of nothing, Nuncle?  

 

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

 

Fool  

Sirrah, you were best take my coxcomb.    Messes hair again 
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Dost thou call me fool, boy?     Hands slowly up to hair 

  

Fool  

All thy other titles thou hast given away;     Fool grin 

that thou wast born with. 

Prithee, nuncle, keep a schoolmaster  

that can teach thy fool to lie:      Staightening L’s hair 

I would fain learn to lie.  

 

If 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.   Gesture at crotch→ cover 

I had rather be any kind o' thing than a fool.   Fool grin → line 

 

How now, daughter? What makes that frontlet on?  

You are too much of late i' the frown.  

          

Fool  

I am better than thou art now; I am a fool, thou art nothing. Under breath, to self, XD 

 

Goneril       At a D corner, angled up 

Not only, sir, this your all-licensed fool,     Hold necklace 

But other of your insolent retinue  

Do hourly carp and quarrel; breaking forth  

In rank and not-to-be endurèd riots.  
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Are you our daughter?       Turn out as if away 

 

Goneril       Turn up again 

I would you would make use of your good wisdom,  

And put away these dispositions, that of late transform you  

From what you rightly are.  

   

Does any here know me? This is not Lear:    Arc to other DS corner 

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

Either his notion weakens, his discernings  

Are lethargied – Ha! Waking? 'Tis not so.    Beat up on self → grin 

Who is it that can tell me who I am?  

 

Fool 

Lear's shadow.        Answers himself  

 

Your name, fair gentlewoman?     Fool grin 

  

Goneril 

This pretense of wonder, sir, is much of the savour   Turns up 

Of other your new pranks.   

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

Here do you keep a hundred knights and squires;  

Men so disorder'd, so debauch'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 graced palace. [B]e then desired  

By her, that else will take the thing she begs,  

A little to disquantity your train –     Turn out: losing nerve 

         = L’s dismay 
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Darkness and devils!       Slow fade 

Saddle my horses; call my train together:  

Degenerate bastard! I'll not trouble thee.    Move center 

Yet have I left a daughter.  

Prepare my horses.  

Detested kite! thou liest.  

My train are men of choice and rarest parts –    Toward her DS place 

O most small fault,  

How ugly didst thou in Cordelia show, 

Which drew from my heart all love,  

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

Beat at this gate, that let thy folly in,  

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

Hear, nature, hear; dear goddess, hear.    Kneel 

Suspend thy purpose, if thou didst intend  

To make this creature fruitful.     Point to her 

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 birth,  

Create her child of spleen; that it may live,  

And be a thwart disnatured torment to her!  

Let it stamp wrinkles in her brow of youth;    Violent gestures to self 

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!     Rise, start U, stop 
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Life and death! I am ashamed      Turn out: himself shook 

That thou hast power to shake my manhood thus;  

That these hot tears, which break from me perforce,  

Should make thee worth them. Old fond eyes,    Sustained blind image 

Beweep this cause again, I'll pluck ye out,  

And cast you, with the waters that you loose,  

To temper clay. Yea, is it come to this?  

Let it be so: yet have I left a daughter,  

Who, I am sure, is kind and comfortable:  

When she shall hear this of thee, with her nails    Violent approach 

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.      Lost  

 

Goneril       In same beat 

Dotage.  

I know his heart.        Gesture heart: Down! 

 

Albany 

Well, well; we shall see –       Eyes covered → next bit  

 

 (1.5) 

 

Fool 

Thou canst tell why one's nose stands in the middle of his face?  

Why, to keep one's eyes on either side of his nose;  

that what a man cannot smell out, he may spy into.  

 

I did her wrong –       Uncovers eyes to see 

         Hands on head 
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Fool 

Canst tell why a snail has a house? 

Why, to put his head in, not to give it away to his daughters –  

 

I will forget my nature. So kind a father!     One hand up = ! 

 

Fool 

The reason why the seven stars are no more than seven  Pointing up 

is a pretty reason.  

 

Because they are not eight.      Nodding grimace 

           

Fool         Moving 

Yes, indeed: thou wouldst make a good fool.  

 

To take my knights from me perforce! Monster ingratitude!  

 

Fool 

If thou wert my fool, nuncle, I'd have thee beaten  

for being old before thy time.  

 

How's that?         Still 

 

Fool 

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

 

O, let me not be mad, not mad, sweet heaven.    Sit 

Keep me in temper: I would not be mad.    Fading → self-accusation 

 

 



 16 

(2.2) 

 

Kent 

I know thee for a base, proud, shallow, filthy knave;  

a beggar, coward, rascal, rogue, slave.  

Stand, you coward son of a of a mongrel bitch.    → Stand → Laugh 

Smile you at my speeches, as I were a fool?    → Audience 

I have seen better faces in my time  

Than stands on any shoulder that I see  

Before me at this instant.  

 

Cornwall        

Fetch forth the stocks!       The choleric in himself 

          

Kent 

Sir, I am too old to learn.       Honest re self 

Call not your stocks for me: 

the King must take it ill,        

That he, so slightly valued in his messenger,      

Should have him thus restrain'd.  

 

Cornwall 

Fetch forth the stocks.  

There shall he sit till noon.  

 

Regan 

Till noon! till night, and all night too.    Scarf flourish 

 

Kent 

You should not use me so.      Sitting into stocks 
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Cornwall 

Put in his legs.  

 

(2.4)         Still arguing with himself 

 

What's he that hath so much thy place mistook    Head side to side 

To set thee here?  

 

Kent 

It is both he and she:       Shows scarf = she 

Your son and daughter.  

 

No.  

 

Yes.  

 

No, I say.  

 

I say, yea.  

 

No, no, they would not.  

 

Yes, they have.  

 

By Jupiter, I swear, no.  

 

By Juno, I swear, ay.  

 

They durst not do 't;  

They could not, would not do 't; 'tis worse than murder,  

To do upon respect such violent outrage:  
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O, how this mother swells up toward my heart!  

Hysterica passio, down, thou climbing sorrow,  

Thy element's below! Where is this daughter?  

Follow me not, stay here.      Can’t stand, throw hands up 

         His fool kicks in: grin 

Fool 

All are led by their eyes but blind men.  

Let go thy hold when a great wheel runs down a hill,  

lest it break thy neck with following it:     Collapse on back ~ falling 

but the great one that goes up the hill,  

let him draw thee after.  

 

Kent 

Where learned you this, fool?      In sleep mode 

 

Fool 

Not in the stocks, fool.  

 

Deny to speak with me? They are sick? They are weary?  Nightmare → wake 

They have travell'd all the night?  

The images of revolt and flying off.  

Vengeance! plague! death! confusion!  

I'ld speak with the Duke of Cornwall and his wife.  

The King would speak with Cornwall; the dear father  

Would with his daughter speak, commands her service:  

My breath and blood!       Wakes 

No, but not yet: may be he is not well: I'll forbear,   On one elbow 

And am fall'n out with my more headier will,  

To take the indisposed and sickly fit      

For the sound man. Death on my state!     Sits up in stocks: No! 

Go tell the duke and 's wife I'd speak with them,  
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Now, presently: bid them come forth and hear me,   Standing 

Or at their chamber-door I'll beat the drum  

Till it cry sleep to death.  

O me, my heart, my rising heart! But, down!  

Good morrow to you.       From his condition 

 

Regan 

I am glad to see your highness.      Scarf 

 

Regan, I think you are; I know what reason    Take in skeptically 

I have to think so: if thou shouldst not be glad,  

I would divorce me from thy mother's tomb,  

The sepulcher of an adultress. 

Beloved Regan,  

Thy sister's naught: O Regan, she hath tied  

Sharp-tooth'd unkindness, like a vulture, here:    Gesture heart … 

I can scarce speak to thee; thou'lt not believe  

With how depraved a quality – O Regan!    … and head. XD corner 

 

 Regan        

I cannot think my sister in the least     Frozen in heart/head 

Would fail her obligation: if, sir, perchance    Lear turns up, fades into her 

She have restrain'd the riots of your followers,  

'Tis on such ground, and to such wholesome end,  

As clears her from all blame.  

 

My curses on her!  

 

 Regan 

O, sir, you are old. You should be ruled and led   Scarf taut between hands 

By some discretion, that discerns your state  
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Better than you yourself. Therefore, I pray you,  

That to our sister you do make return;  

Say you have wrong'd her. 

  

Ask her forgiveness?       Crush carf 

Do you but mark how this becomes the house:    X other corner 

“Dear daughter, I confess that I am old;  

Age is unnecessary: on my knees I beg  

That you'll vouchsafe me raiment, bed, and food.” 

 

 Regan 

Good sir, no more; these are unsightly tricks:    Arms up as if lifted 

Return you to my sister. 

  

Never, Regan:        Pulls arms down 

She hath abated me of half my train;  

Look'd black upon me; struck me with her tongue,  

Most serpent-like, upon the very heart:  

All the stored vengeances of heaven fall  

On her ingrateful top. 

Strike her young bones, infectious airs, with lameness.  

  

 Regan        Scarf to bosom 

O the blest gods! So will you wish on me,    To self re his outburst 

When the rash mood is on. 

  

No, Regan, thou shalt never have my curse:    Struggles with himself 

Thy tender-hearted nature shall not give  

Thee o'er to harshness: her eyes are fierce, but thine  

Do comfort and not burn. 'Tis not in thee  

To grudge my pleasures, to cut off my train,  
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To bandy hasty words,  

And in conclusion to oppose the bolt  

Against my coming in: thou better know'st  

The offices of nature, bond of childhood,  

Effects of courtesy, dues of gratitude.  

Thy half o' the kingdom hast thou not forgot,  

Wherein I thee endow'd.  

 

 Regan        Twist scarf 

Good sir, to the purpose.       To self: flattery! avoidance! 

 

Who put my man in the stocks?      To stocks position 

Who stock'd my servant?       Emphatic sit 

Who comes here? O heavens,      Daughters at two corners 

If you do love old men, if you yourselves are old,  

Make it your cause; send down, and take my part.  

Art not ashamed to look upon this beard?    X → Goneril, DS corner 

     

 Goneril       Necklace 

How have I offended?  

All's not offence that indiscretion finds  

And dotage terms so. 

  

O sides, you are too tough;      X → Regan 

Will you yet hold?  

How came my man i' the stocks? 

 

 Regan 

I pray you, father, being weak, seem so.  

If, till the expiration of your month,  

You will return and sojourn with my sister,  
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Dismissing half your train, come then to me. 

 

Return to her, and fifty men dismiss'd?     Arc U&X&D → Goneril 

No, rather I abjure all roofs, and choose  

To wage against the enmity o' the air;  

To be a comrade with the wolf and owl, 

Necessity's sharp pinch. Return with her?  

Why, the hot-blooded France, that dowerless took  

Our youngest born, I could as well be brought  

To knee his throne, and, squire-like, pension beg  

To keep base life afoot. Return with her?  

 

Goneril 

At your choice, sir.  

 

I prithee, daughter, do not make me mad.  

I will not trouble thee, my child; farewell:  

We'll no more meet, no more see one another. 

But yet thou art my flesh, my blood, my daughter;  

Or rather a disease that's in my flesh,  

Which I must needs call mine: thou art a boil,  

A plague-sore. But I'll not chide thee;  

Let shame come when it will, I do not call it.  

Mend when thou canst; be better at thy leisure:  

I can be patient; I can stay with Regan,  

I and my hundred knights.      X → Regan 

  

 Regan        Scarf open flat as flag 

Not altogether so:  

I look'd not for you yet, nor am provided  

For your fit welcome. Give ear, sir, to my sister;  
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For those that mingle reason with your passion  

Must be content to think you old, and so – 

But she knows what she does.     Turning out 

  

Is this well spoken?        Confusion 

         Double pov: L&… 

 Regan        Scarf; L backs off 

I dare avouch it, sir. What, fifty followers?     

Is it not well? What should you need of more?  

Yea, or so many, since both cost and danger   

Speak 'gainst so great a number?      

          

Goneril   

Why might not you, my lord, receive attendance   Turn to Goneril: necklace 

From those that she calls servants, or from mine?  

 

 Regan 

Why not, my lord?       Turn to Regan: scarf 

If you will come to me I entreat you  

To bring but five and twenty. 

 

I gave you all –        

 

 Regan 

And in good time you gave it.  

 

What, must I come to you      

With five and twenty, Regan? Said you so?    Toward Regan 

Those wicked creatures yet do look well-favour'd,  

When others are more wicked: not being the worst  

Stands in some rank of praise. I'll go with thee:    X toward Goneril 
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Thy fifty yet doth double five and twenty,  

And thou art twice her love.  

 

 Goneril 

Hear me, my lord;  

What need you five and twenty, ten, or five,  

To follow in a house where twice so many  

Have a command to tend you?      Backing away 

 

 

Regan        Spin toward Regan 

What need one?  

 

O, reason not the need. Our basest beggars  

Are in the poorest thing superfluous.  

Allow not nature more than nature needs,  

Man's life's as cheap as beast's. Thou art a lady;  

If only to go warm were gorgeous,     Action with scarf 

Why, nature needs not what thou gorgeous wear'st,  

Which scarcely keeps thee warm. But for true need –  

You heavens, give me that patience, patience I need.  

You see me here, you gods, a poor old man,  

As full of grief as age, wretched in both!  

If it be you that stir these daughters' hearts  

Against their father, fool me not so much  

To bear it tamely; touch me with noble anger,  

And let not women's weapons, water-drops,  

Stain my man's cheeks! No, you unnatural hags,  

I will have such revenges on you both,  

That all the world shall – I will do such things –  

What they are, yet I know not: but they shall be  
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The terrors of the earth. You think I'll weep;  

No, I'll not weep.  

I have full cause of weeping; but this heart  

Shall break into a hundred thousand flaws, 

Or ere I'll weep.  

O Fool, I shall go mad. 

 

Cornwall   

‘Twill be a storm.        Choleric 

 

 

(2.3) 

         As Lear flees to heath 

Edgar 

I heard myself proclaim'd;  

And by the happy hollow of a tree  

Escaped the hunt. No port is free; no place,    Hide by platform 

That guard, and most unusual vigilance,  

Does not attend my taking. Whiles I may 'scape,  

I will preserve myself: and am bethought  

To take the basest and most poorest shape  

That ever penury, in contempt of man,  

Brought near to beast: my face I'll grime with filth;  

Blanket my loins: elf all my hair in knots;  

And with presented nakedness out-face     Action with clothes 

The winds and persecutions of the sky.  

The country gives me proof and precedent  

Of Bedlam beggars, who, with roaring voices,  

Strike in their numb'd and mortified bare arms  

Pins, wooden pricks, nails, sprigs of rosemary;  

And with this horrible semblance, from low farms,  
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Poor pelting villages, sheep-cotes, and mills,  

Sometime with lunatic curses, sometime with prayers,  

Enforce their charity. Poor Turlygod! poor Tom!  

That's something yet: [King Lear] I nothing am.  

 

(3.1) 

         As Lear fights the storm 

 Kent 

Where's the king?       Re himself 

Knight 

Contending with the fretful element.  

 Kent 

But who is with him?  

Knight 

None but the Fool.  

  

(3.2) 

 

Blow, winds, and crack your cheeks! Rage! Blow!  

You cataracts and hurricanoes, spout  

Till you have drench'd our steeples, drown'd the cocks!  

You sulphurous and thought-executing fires,  

Vaunt-couriers to oak-cleaving thunderbolts,  

Singe my white head. And thou, all-shaking thunder,  

Strike flat the thick rotundity o' the world.  

Crack nature's moulds, all germens spill at once,  

That make ingrateful man!  

 

Fool 

Good nuncle, in, and ask thy daughters' blessing:   This is foolish! 

here's a night pities neither wise man nor fool.  
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Rumble thy bellyful! Spit, fire! Spout, rain!  

Nor rain, wind, thunder, fire, are my daughters:  

I tax not you, you elements, with unkindness;  

I never gave you kingdom, call'd you children,  

You owe me no allegiance: then let fall  

Your horrible pleasure. Here I stand, your slave,  

A poor, infirm, weak, and despised old man.  

But yet I call you servile ministers,  

That have with two pernicious daughters join'd  

Your high engender'd battles 'gainst a head  

So old and white as this. O ho, 'tis foul.   

No, I will be the pattern of all patience;  

I will say nothing. 

 

Kent  

Alas, are you here? Things that love night  

Love not such nights as these.  

 

Let the great gods,  

That keep this dreadful turmoil o'er our heads,  

Find out their enemies now. Tremble, thou wretch,  

That hast within thee undivulged crimes,  

Unwhipp'd of justice. Hide thee, thou bloody hand,  

Thou perjured, and thou pretending virtue  

That art incestuous. Villain, to pieces shake,  

That under covert and convenient seeming  

Hast plotted on man's life. Close pent-up guilts,   Begin stripping: outer top off 

Rend your concealing garments, and cry  

These dreadful summoners grace. I am a man    Hold top vs. self to conceal 

More sinn'd against than sinning.      
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Kent 

Gracious my lord, hard by here is a hovel;    Distractedly 

Some friendship will it lend you 'gainst the tempest.  

  

My wits begin to turn.       Sit on floor, cold 

How dost, my boy? Art cold?      Discovery of other 

I am cold myself.  

Poor fool and knave, I have one part in my heart     

That's sorry yet for thee.      Offer top 

 

Fool 

He that has and a little tiny wit,     Top over shoulders 

With hey, ho, the wind and the rain,  

Must make content with his fortunes fit,  

For the rain it raineth every day.  

 

True, my good boy.  

Come, bring us to this hovel.      Arms up like child 

 

 

(3.3) 

        Traveling 

Gloucester   

[T]his unnatural dealing 

Edmund 

Most savage and unnatural!  

Gloucester   

There is strange things ahead.  

Edmund 

The younger rises when the old doth fall.  
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(3.4/3.6) 

 

Kent  

Here is the place,        At platform 

The tyranny of the open night's too rough  

For nature to endure.  

 

Thou think'st 'tis much that this contentious storm   Argues with himself 

Invades us to the skin: so 'tis to thee;  

But where the greater malady is fix'd,  

The lesser is scarce felt. The tempest in my mind  

Doth from my senses take all feeling else  

Save what beats there. Filial ingratitude!   

No, I will weep no more. In such a night  

To shut me out! Pour on; I will endure.  

In such a night as this! O Regan, Goneril!  

Your old kind father, whose frank heart gave all – 

O, that way madness lies; let me shun that;  

No more of that.  

In, boy; go first. You houseless poverty – 

Poor naked wretches, whereso'er you are,  

That bide the pelting of this pitiless storm,  

How shall your houseless heads and unfed sides,  

Your loop'd and window'd raggedness, defend you  

From seasons such as these? O, I have taken  

Too little care of this! Take physic, pomp;  

Expose thyself to feel what wretches feel,    Undershirt off  

That thou mayst shake the superflux to them,    Shake undershirt at heavens 

And show the heavens more just.  
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         Kneel v. sit back convention 

Edgar 

Fathom and half, fathom and half! Poor Tom!    Sudden. Voice=begging  

 

Fool 

Help me, help me!        Foolish panic 

A spirit, a spirit: he says his name's poor Tom.  

 

Hast thou given all to thy two daughters?     

And art thou come to this?       Reference own bare chest 

 

Edgar 

Who gives any thing to poor Tom? Tom's a-cold.    

 

What, have his daughters brought him to this pass?  

Couldst thou save nothing? Didst thou give them all?  

 

Fool 

Nay, he reserved a blanket, else we had been all shamed.  Undershirt to loins  

 

Death, traitor! nothing could have subdued nature  

To such a lowness but his unkind daughters.  

Is it the fashion, that discarded fathers     fashion: reference shirt 

Should have thus little mercy on their flesh?  

   

Fool 

This cold night will turn us all to fools and madmen.  

 

Edgar 

Set not thy sweet heart on proud array. Tom's a-cold. 
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Thou wert better in thy grave than to answer with thy uncovered body  

this extremity of the skies. Is man no more than this?  

Consider him well. Thou owest the worm no silk, the beast no hide, 

the sheep no wool, the cat no perfume.  

Ha! here's three of us are sophisticated!  

Thou art the thing itself: unaccommodated man is no more  

but such a poor bare, forked animal as thou art.  

Off, off, you lendings! Come, unbutton here.    Pants off  

 

Fool 

Prithee, nuncle, be contented; 'tis a naughty night to swim in. 

 

It shall be done; I will arraign them straight.    Tie legs of pants on neck 

Bring in the evidence.       Sit edge of platform 

Arraign her first: 'tis Goneril.      G & R at same DS corners 

I here take my oath before this honourable assembly,  

she kicked the poor king her father.  

And here's another, whose warp'd looks proclaim   XD to Regan 

What stuff her heart is made of. Stop her there!  

False justicer, why hast thou let her 'scape?   Audience person 

Let them anatomize Regan; see what breeds about her heart.  

Is there any cause in nature that makes these hard hearts?  

Noble philosopher, your company.     Kneel 

Come, good Athenian. What is your study?    Under shirt 

 

Edgar 

How to prevent the fiend, and to kill vermin.    Voice from under shirt 

 

You, sir, I entertain for one of my hundred; only  

I do not like the fashion of your garments:  

let them be changed. Make no noise, make no noise;  
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draw the curtains: so, so, so.  

We'll go to supper in the morning. 

 

Fool 

And I'll go to bed at noon.  

 

Edgar 

How light and portable my pain seems now.    Cover face with shirt 

 

 

(3.5) (incorporating 3.7)   

         A nightmare 

Cornwall 

Who's there? The traitor? 

  

Regan   

Ingrateful fox! 'Tis he.  

 

Cornwall 

Bind fast his corky arms.  

 

Gloucester 

Do me no foul play, friends.  

 

Regan   

So old, and such a traitor!  

 

Cornwall 

Where hast thou sent the king? 
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Gloucester 

To Dover.  

 

Regan   

Wherefore to Dover?  

  

Cornwall 

Wherefore to Dover?  

 

Regan   

Wherefore to Dover? 

  

Gloucester 

Because I would not see thy cruel nails  

Pluck out his poor old eyes.  

 

Cornwall 

See't shalt thou never.  

Upon these eyes of thine I'll set my foot.  

 

Gloucester       Screams 

Give me some help! O cruel! O you gods!    Hand to one eye 

 

Regan   

One side will mock another; the other too.  

  

Cornwall 

Out, vile jelly!        Another scream 

Where is thy luster now?      Hands to both eyes 

  

Gloucester 
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All dark and comfortless.  

 

Regan   

Go thrust him out at gates, and let him smell    As if roughly raised 

His way to Dover. 

 

 

(4.1) 

         Sleepwalking, hands to eyes 

 Edgar 

World, world, O world!       Hushed exclamation 

   

Gloucester 

I stumbled when I saw.       Hands echo: “did her wrong” 

As flies to wanton boys, are we to the gods.  

They kill us for their sport. 

Know'st thou the way to Dover?     L must journey 

Dost thou know Dover? 

There is a cliff looks fearfully on the sea:    L’s despair 

Bring me but to the very brim of it. 

From that place I shall no leading need. 

 

(4.6)  

 

Edgar 

[H]ere's the place: stand still. How fearful  

And dizzy 'tis, to cast one's eyes so low!    Lear seeing in nightmare 

[Y]ou are now within a foot  

Of the extreme verge. 

 

Gloucester 
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O you mighty gods!  

This world I do renounce, and, in your sights,  

Shake patiently my great affliction off:  

If I could bear it longer, and not fall  

To quarrel with your great opposeless wills –   

[F]are thee well.       Goodbye to all 

 

(4.2), (4.4) 

 

Albany       Struggling to get up 

What have you done?  

Tigers, not daughters, what have you perform'd?  

A father, and a gracious aged man – 

Most barbarous, most degenerate! – have you made mad.   

 

 Cordelia 

As mad as the vex'd sea; singing aloud;     Crown 

Crown'd with cuckoo-flowers, hemlock, nettles,  

And all the idle weeds that grow  

In our sustaining corn.  

 

No; I am the King himself. There's your money, soldier.  On knees: the wronged child 

That fellow handles his bow like a scarecrow:  

draw me a clothier's yard. Look, look, a mouse!  

Peace, peace; this piece of toasted cheese will do 't.  

Ha! They flattered me like a dog;  

and told me I had white hairs in my beard  

before the black ones were there.  

To say “ay” and “no” to every thing that I said!  

“Ay” and “no” too was no good theology.  

When the rain came to wet me once,  
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and the wind to make me chatter;  

when the thunder would not peace at my bidding;  

there I found 'em, there I smelt 'em out.  

Go to, they are not men o' their words:  

they told me I was everything;  

'tis a lie, I am not ague-proof.  

         Close v. open eyes   

Gloucester 

The trick of that voice I do well remember:     

Is 't not the king?  

 

Ay, every inch a king:     Rise as child king 

When I do stare, see how the subject quakes.  

I pardon that man's life. What was thy crime?  

Adultery? Thou shalt not de: die for adultery?    Childish naughtiness 

No: the wren goes to 't, and the small gilded fly  

Does lecher in my sight. Let copulation thrive,     

For Gloucester's bastard son was kinder to his father  

Than my daughters got 'tween the lawful sheets.  

Go to 't, lust, make haste, for I lack soldiers.  

Behold yond simpering dame,  

That minces virtue, and does shake the head  

To hear of pleasure's name;  

The [polecat] nor the [lusty] horse goes to 't  

With a more riotous appetite.  

Down from the waist they are Centaurs,  

Though women all above:  

But to the girdle do the gods inherit,  

Beneath is all the fiend's; there's hell, there's darkness,  

There's the sulphurous pit, burning, scalding,  

Stench, consumption; fie, fie, fie! pah, pah!  



 37 

Give me an ounce of civet, good apothecary,  

To sweeten my imagination:  

There's money for thee.  

 

Gloucester 

O, let me kiss that hand!     L in part loves kingship 

 

Let me wipe it first; it smells of mortality.     And in part disgusted  

 

Gloucester 

O ruin'd piece of nature. 

Dost thou know me? 

  

I remember thine eyes well enough. Dost thou squint at me?  

No, do thy worst, blind Cupid! I'll not love.  

Read thou this challenge; mark but the penning of it.  

 

Gloucester 

Were all the letters suns, I could not see.  

  

Yet you see how this world goes.  

 

Gloucester 

I see it feelingly.  

 

What, art mad? A man may see  

how this world goes with no eyes.  

Look with thine ears: see how yond justice  

rails upon yond simple thief.  

Hark, in thine ear: change places; and, handy-dandy,  

which is the justice, which is the thief?     Eyes closed: shrug 
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Thou hast seen a farmer's dog bark at a beggar?   Self-accusation is upsetting 

And the creature run from the cur?  

There thou mightst behold the great image of authority:  

a dog's obeyed in office.  

Thou rascal sheriff, hold thy bloody hand.  

Why dost thou lash that whore? Beat thine own back;  

Thou hotly lusts to use her in that kind  

For which thou whipp'st her.       

Through tatter'd clothes small vices do appear;  

Robes and furr'd gowns hide all. Plate sin with gold,  

And the strong lance of justice hurtless breaks:  

Arm it in rags, a pigmy's straw does pierce it.  

None does offend, none, I say, none. 

Take that of me, my friend, who have the power  

To seal the accuser's lips. Get thee glass eyes, 

And like a scurvy politician, seem  

To see the things thou dost not.  

 

Edgar 

O matter and impertinency mixed:    To self: sane? mad? 

Reason in madness. 

         Gloucester: hands to eyes 

Now, now, now, now.  

If thou wilt weep my fortunes, take my eyes.  

I know thee well enough; thy name is Gloucester:  

Thou must be patient; we came crying hither:  

Thou know'st, the first time that we smell the air,  

We wawl and cry.  

When we are born, we cry that we are come  

To this great stage of fools. 

It were a delicate stratagem, to shoe  
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A troop of horse with felt:  

And when I have stolen upon these sons-in-law,  

Then kill, kill, kill, kill, kill, kill!      About and toward audience 

 

Cordelia Officer 

O, here he is.     With energy of climax 

Lay hand upon him.  

  

No rescue? What, a prisoner? I am     Back away from audience 

The natural fool of fortune. Use me well,  

You shall have ransom. Let me have surgeons, 

I am cut to the brains.       Two hands to head 

No soldiers? All myself?  

I will die bravely, like a bridegroom. What?    Fool grin 

I will be jovial. Come, come; I am a king,  

My masters, know you that? 

 

Cordelia Officer 

You are a royal one, and we obey you.     Kneel with Fool energy 

 

Then there's life in't. Nay, if you get it,     Rise → run 

you shall get it with running.  

 

Gloucester       Stop with eyes shut 

The king is mad: how stiff is my vile sense,  

That I stand up, and have ingenious feeling  

Of my huge sorrows! Better I were distract.    Sleepwalk to sleep  
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(4.7) 

 

Cordelia 

How does the king?       As lie down 

 

Doctor   

Madam, sleeps still.  

 

Cordelia 

O you kind gods,  

Cure this great breach in his abused nature!  

 

Doctor   

So please your majesty  

That we may wake the king? He hath slept long. 

 

Cordelia 

O my dear father! Restoration hang  

Thy medicine on my lips; and let this kiss  

Repair those violent harms that my two sisters    Register the kiss 

Have in thy reverence made! Was this a face  

To be opposed against the warring winds?    Disturbed by her distress 

To stand against the deep dread-bolted thunder?  

Alack, alack!         Fading into Lear 

'Tis wonder that thy life and wits at once      

Had not concluded all. He wakes.     

 

You do me wrong to take me out of the grave:  

Thou art a soul in bliss; but I am bound  

Upon a wheel of fire, that mine own tears  

Do scald like molten lead.       Onto one elbow: stare! 
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Cordelia 

Sir, do you know me?    On two hands 

  

You are a spirit, I know: when did you die?    Point 

 

Cordelia 

Still, still, far wide!        Hand to head 

 

Where have I been? Where am I? Fair daylight?   Sitting up 

I am mightily abused. I know not what to say.  

I will not swear these are my hands: let's see;  

I feel this pin prick. Would I were assured  

Of my condition! 

  

Cordelia 

O, look upon me, sir,     Kneels, on heels 

And hold your hands in benediction o'er me:  

No, sir, you must not kneel.      Rising on knees 

 

Pray, do not mock me:      

I am a very foolish fond old man,  

Fourscore and upward, not an hour more nor less;  

And, to deal plainly,  

I fear I am not in my perfect mind.  

Methinks I should know you, 

Yet I am doubtful: for I am mainly ignorant  

What place this is, and all the skill I have  

Remembers not these garments, nor I know not  

Where I did lodge last night. Do not laugh at me;  

For, as I am a man, I think this lady  

To be my child Cordelia.  
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Cordelia 

And so I am, I am.      Back on heels: take in 

 

Be your tears wet? Yes, 'faith. I pray, weep not:  

If you have poison for me, I will drink it.  

I know you do not love me; for your sisters  

Have, as I do remember, done me wrong:  

You have some cause, they have not.  

Am I in France?        Look about → sudden Q 

You must bear with me:  

Pray you now, forget and forgive: I am old and foolish.  Begin traveling 

 

 

(5.2)  

 

Edgar   

Away, old man; away!       Accelerating 

King Lear hath lost, he and his daughter taken:  

[C]ome on.  

 

Gloucester 

No farther; a man may rot even here.     Stop on “here” 

 

Edgar 

What, in ill thoughts again? Men must endure     

Their going hence, even as their coming hither:  

Ripeness is all.        → Nod agreement 

 

 

 



 43 

(5.3)  

          

Come, let's away to prison:  

We two alone will sing like birds i' the cage:  

When thou dost ask me blessing, I'll kneel down,  

And ask of thee forgiveness: so we'll live,  

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

At gilded butterflies, and hear poor rogues  

Talk of court news; and we'll talk with them too:  

Who loses and who wins, who's in, who's out;  

And take upon's the mystery of things,  

As if we were God's spies: and we'll wear out,    To platform, lie down 

In a wall'd prison, packs and sects of great ones,  

That ebb and flow by the moon. 

         Nightmare fragments build 

Violent energy = fight 

 Regan 

Jesters do oft prove prophets. … 

Sick, O, sick. … My sickness grows upon me. 

Albany Officer 1 

What are you? Your name, your quality?  

Edgar 

Know, my name is lost. 

Yet am I noble. 

Thou liest. 

Edmund 

Back do I toss these treasons to thy head.  

Trumpets, speak! 

 Regan 

This is trickery.  

Thou art cheated and beguiled. 
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Edmund 

What you have charged me with, that have I done;  

And more, much more; the time will bring it out.  

 Albany Officer 

Help, help! O, help! 

 

Albany 

Where's the king? And where's Cordelia?    Cutback 

 

Edmund 

Quickly send,  

Be brief in it, to the castle.  

[T]ake my sword,  

Give it the captain.  

He hath commission …  

To hang Cordelia in the prison, and  

To lay the blame upon her own despair,  

That she hath killed herself. 

Nay, send in time! 

 

Albany 

Run, run, O run.  

 

Howl, howl, howl, howl! O, you are men of stones:  

Had I your tongues and eyes, I'ld use them so  

That heaven's vault should crack. She's gone for ever. 

I know when one is dead, and when one lives:  

She's dead as earth. Lend me a looking-glass:  

If that her breath will mist or stain the stone,  

Why, then she lives.  

This feather stirs; she lives! if it be so,  
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It is a chance which does redeem all sorrows  

That ever I have felt.  

Prithee, away! 

A plague upon you, murderers, traitors all!  

I might have saved her, now she's gone for ever.  

Cordelia, Cordelia! stay a little. Ha? 

What is't thou say'st? Her voice was ever soft,  

Gentle, and low, an excellent thing in woman.  

I kill'd the slave that was a-hanging thee.    

I have seen the day, with my good biting broadsword,  Nodding: it’s true 

I would have made them skip. I am old now,  

And these same crosses spoil me. Who are you?  

Mine eyes are not o' the best: I'll tell you straight.    

This is a dull sight.       < Cordelia > eyes > scene  

 

Kent 

All's cheerless, dark, and deadly.       

 

Ay, so I think.  

And my poor fool is hang'd. No, no, no life?  

Why should a dog, a horse, a rat, have life,  

And thou no breath at all? Thou'lt come no more,  

Never, never, never, never, never.  

Pray you, undo this button: thank you, sir.  

Do you see this? Look on her, look, her lips,  

Look there, look there.       Dying 

 

Kent   

Break, heart; I prithee, break.     What he hears as he expires 

He hates him much  

That would upon the rack of this tough world  
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Stretch him out longer.  

 

 Edgar 

his flaw'd heart  

'Twixt two extremes of passion, joy and grief,  

Burst smilingly. … 

He is gone, indeed.  

 

Kent   

The wonder is, he hath endured so long.  

 

 Edgar 

The oldest hath borne most: we that are young  

Shall never see so much, nor live so long.  
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	Gloucester       Stop with eyes shut
	Cordelia
	Doctor
	Cordelia
	Doctor
	Cordelia
	Cordelia
	You are a spirit, I know: when did you die?    Point
	Cordelia
	Where have I been? Where am I? Fair daylight?   Sitting up
	Cordelia
	Cordelia
	Am I in France?        Look about ( sudden Q
	You must bear with me:
	Edgar
	Gloucester
	Edgar
	Albany Officer 1
	What are you? Your name, your quality?
	Edgar
	Edmund
	Back do I toss these treasons to thy head.
	Trumpets, speak!  Regan
	This is trickery.
	Thou art cheated and beguiled.
	Albany
	Edmund
	He hath commission …
	Albany
	Run, run, O run.
	Kent
	Ay, so I think.
	And my poor fool is hang'd. No, no, no life?
	Kent
	Break, heart; I prithee, break.     What he hears as he expires
	He hates him much
	He is gone, indeed.
	Kent

