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King Lear

Cast

Actor 1) Lear / Edmund / Torturer / Chorus

Actor 2) Goneril / Cordelia / Gloucester / Fool

Actor 3) Regan / King of France / Edgar

PROLOGUE

As the Chorus speaks, his story is acted out by puppets who represent at least the nine principal characters of the play – we could even have puppets for Albany, Cornwall etc, possibly.  The Chorus’s simple, fairy-tale introduction could be given in French or English, by the actor, or using taped VO.  The Chorus himself could be the puppeteer, or the other actors could.  

CHORUS

Once, there was a King of England called Lear, who had three daughters.  He loved them all very much.  His oldest daughter, Goneril, was clever and cunning.  She was married to the rich Duke of Albany.  His second daughter, Regan, was fearless and bold.   She was married to the strong Duke of Cornwall.  The King’s third daughter, Cordelia, was kind and loving, and she was her father’s favourite.  He wanted her to make the best marriage of all – to the King of France!  

Now, King Lear was an old man, and ruling England was hard work.  He wanted to retire, and let somebody else do the work whilst he enjoyed all the good things about being a King.  But who would have his crown?  How could he choose between his beautiful daughters?

Goneril thought that she should be Queen of England, because she was King Lear’s oldest daughter.  She thought that the people would respect her.  

Regan thought that she should be Queen of England, because she and her husband Cornwall were strong and cruel.  She thought that the people would fear her.

Cordelia wasn’t sure she wanted to be Queen.  She didn’t want her father to retire.  She worried that her sisters would quarrel, and that England would be divided.  She was afraid that the people would be unhappy.

Then, one momentous day, the King called all of his court together.  Everybody came, to find out who would rule England after King Lear.  And that is where our story begins.

1) KING LEAR’S PALACE

(King Lear speaks to each of his daughters in turn, formally asking them to make their case.  In this scene, the audience are addressed as if they are the court.)

KING LEAR 

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
Unburdened crawl toward death. 

We have this hour a constant will to publish
Our daughters' several dowers, that future strife
May be prevented now.  Tell me, my daughters,
Which of you shall we say does love us most?
Goneril, our eldest-born, speak first.

Goneril enters.

GONERIL 

Sir, I love you more than words can wield the matter;
Dearer than eye-sight, space, and liberty;
Beyond what can be valued, rich or rare;
No less than life, with grace, health, beauty, honour;
As much as child e'er loved, or father found;
A love that makes breath poor, and speech unable;
Beyond all manner of so much I love you.

LEAR 

Of all these bounds, even from this line to this,
We make you lady: to your and Albany's issue
Be this perpetual. 

Goneril leaves.

What says our second daughter,
Our dearest Regan, wife to Cornwall? Speak.

Regan enters.

REGAN 

Sir, I am made
Of the self-same 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,
And find I am alone felicitate
In your dear highness' love.

KING LEAR 

To you and your hereditary ever
Remain this ample third of our fair kingdom;
No less in space, validity, and pleasure,
Than that conferred on Goneril. 

Regan leaves.  Cordelia enters.

CORDELIA

(ASIDE) What shall Cordelia do?  Love, and be silent.

KING LEAR

Now, our joy,
Although the last, not least; what can you say to draw
A third more opulent than your sisters’? Speak.

CORDELIA 

Nothing, my lord.

KING LEAR 

Nothing!

CORDELIA 

Nothing.

KING LEAR 

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; nor more nor less.

KING LEAR 

How, how, Cordelia! mend your speech a little,
Lest it may mar your fortunes.

CORDELIA 

Good my lord,
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? 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.

KING LEAR 

But goes your heart with this?

CORDELIA 

Ay, good my lord.

KING LEAR 

So young, and so untender?

CORDELIA 

So young, my lord, and true.

KING LEAR 

Let it be so; your truth, then, be your dower.
Here I disclaim all my paternal care,
And as a stranger to my heart and me
Hold you, from this, for ever. 

Hence, and avoid my sight!
So be my grave my peace, as here I give
Her father's heart from her! Call France.
(The KING OF FRANCE enters.)

Great king of France, for my youngest daughter’s sake,

Long in our court have you made your amorous sojourn. 
What, in the least,
Will you require in present dower with her,
Or cease your quest of love?

KING OF FRANCE
Most royal majesty,
I crave no more than what your highness offered,
Nor will you tender less.

KING LEAR 

Right noble France,
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 pieced,
And nothing more, may fitly like your grace,
She's there, and she is yours.

Will you, with these infirmities she owes, 

Unfriended, new adopted to our hate,

Dowered with our curse, and strangered with our oath,

Take her, or leave her?

KING OF FRANCE 

This is most strange. 

CORDELIA 

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 dishonoured step,
That hath deprived 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.

KING LEAR 

Better you
Had not been born than not to have pleased me better.

KING OF FRANCE 

Fairest Cordelia, that art most rich, being poor;
Most choice, forsaken; and most loved, despised!
You and your virtues here I seize upon: 
Your dowerless daughter, king, thrown to my chance,
Is queen of us, of ours, and our fair France.

KING LEAR 

You have her, France: let her be yours; for we
Have no such daughter, nor shall ever see
That face of hers again. Therefore be gone.

CORDELIA

Time shall unfold what plighted cunning hides;

Who covers faults, at last shame them derides.

Well may you prosper!

KING OF FRANCE 

Bid farewell to your sisters.

SONG: “Be Kind” (Cordelia and then Lear)

CORDELIA

(sings)

The jewels of our Father,

I bid you both farewell.

I know your cruel nature

But I will never tell.

I know you do not love him.

Your promises are lies.

To leave him to your mercies

Brings tears to my eyes.

Be kind to our Father,

Sisters, be kind.

Be kind to our Father,

Sisters, be kind.

I’d like to save you from him

But I don’t have the chance.

I beg you, treat him kindly

When I’m away in France.

Be kind to our Father,

Sisters, be kind.

Be kind to our Father,

Sisters, be kind.
The King of France escorts Cordelia off.

LEAR 

(sings)

You thing, no longer daughter,

Pray take your long farewell.

Your cruel words have hurt me

More than I’ll ever tell.

I know you do not love me 

And all your words are lies.

I only have two daughters –

The sisters you despise.

Be kind to your father,

Daughters, be kind.

Be kind to your father,

Daughters, be kind.

I cast you off entirely.

I strike you from my will.

My kingdom will be shared by

Regan and Goneril.

Be kind to your father,

Daughters, be kind.

Be kind to your father,

Daughters, be kind.

KING LEAR

Daughters!

(Regan and Goneril enter.)

Ourself, by monthly course,
With reservation of an hundred knights,
By you to be sustained, shall our abode
Make with you by due turns.

Regan and Goneril exchange glances, unseen by Lear.  King Lear exits.  

Goneril takes Regan aside.

GONERIL 

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

REGAN 

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

GONERIL 

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 judgement 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 

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.

REGAN 

We shall further think on't.

GONERIL 

We must do something, and i' the heat.

2) GLOUCESTER’S CASTLE

Again, the Chorus’s speech is illustrated by puppets.

CHORUS

King Lear had a good friend and ally, the Duke of Gloucester.  The Duke was a good man in every way except one – he had been unfaithful to his wife.  He had two sons – Edgar and Edmund.  

Edgar, the elder, was the son of Gloucester’s wife, so that, when Gloucester died, Edgar would inherit all his money, his lands, and his title.  

Edmund, the younger, was the son of Gloucester’s mistress.  He was illegitimate.  So people called him a “bastard”.  When Gloucester died, Edmund would get nothing.  Edmund was unhappy about this, and so, he plotted to turn his father against his brother.  As you shall soon see.

Enter EDMUND, with a letter 

EDMUND 

You, nature, are my goddess; to your 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 moon-shines
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 creating a whole tribe of fops,
Got between sleep 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 GLOUCESTER.

GLOUCESTER 

Edmund, how now! what news?

EDMUND 

(“Hiding” the letter) So please your lordship, none.

GLOUCESTER 

Why so earnestly seek you to put up that letter?

EDMUND 

I know no news, my lord.

GLOUCESTER 

What paper were you reading?

EDMUND 

Nothing, my lord.

GLOUCESTER 

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

EDMUND 

I beseech you, sir, pardon me: it is a letter from my brother, and I find it not
fit for your o'er-looking.

GLOUCESTER 

Give me the letter, sir.  (Grabs the letter) Let's see, let's see.  (Reads)  “I begin to find an idle bondage in the oppression of aged tyranny.  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.”  Conspiracy!  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?

EDMUND 

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

GLOUCESTER 

You know the character to be your brother's?

EDMUND 

It is his hand, my lord.

GLOUCESTER 

O villain, villain!  Abhorred villain! Unnatural, detested, brutish villain! worse than brutish!  Where is he?

EDMUND 

I do not well know, my lord. 

GLOUCESTER 

Heaven and earth! Edmund, seek him out.

EDMUND 

I will seek him, sir, presently.

GLOUCESTER 

Find out this villain, Edmund; do it carefully.  There's son against father: the king falls from bias of nature; there's father against child… These late eclipses in the sun and moon portend no good to us.  

Gloucester exits.

EDMUND 

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 by necessity; fools by heavenly compulsion!  

Edgar enters.

EDGAR 

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

EDMUND 

When saw you my father last?

EDGAR 

Why, the night gone by.

EDMUND 

Spoke you with him?

EDGAR 

Ay, two hours together.

EDMUND 

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

EDGAR 

None at all.

EDMUND 

Bethink yourself wherein you may have offended him.  Displeasure so rages in him that with the mischief of your person it would scarcely allay.

EDGAR 

Some villain hath done me wrong?

EDMUND 

That's my fear. I pray you, retire with me to my lodging, from whence I will fitly bring you to hear my lord speak: pray ye, go; there's my key: if you do stir abroad, go armed.

Edmund gives Edgar a knife.  Edgar looks at it in horror.

EDGAR 

Armed, brother!

EDMUND 

Brother, I advise you to the best; go armed: I have told you what I have seen and heard; but faintly, nothing like the image and horror of it: pray you, away.

EDGAR 

Shall I hear from you anon?

EDMUND 

I do serve you in this business.

(He pushes EDGAR off.)

A credulous father! and a brother noble,
Whose nature is so far from doing harms,
That he suspects none: on whose foolish honesty
My practises 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.

(Edmund exits.)

3) ALBANY AND GONERIL’S PALCE

Noise of drunken partying – loud music, etc.  GONERIL enters. 

GONERIL 

My father struck my gentleman for chiding of his fool!

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 he dislike it, let him to our sister,
Whose mind and mine, I know, in that are one,
Not to be over-ruled. Idle old man,
That still would manage those authorities
That he has given away! Now, by my life,
Old fools are babes again; and must be used
With checks as flatteries - when they are seen abused.

Goneril exits.  The loud music and partying sounds continue.  King Lear enters.

KING LEAR 

How now, daughter! what makes that frontlet on?
Methinks you are too much of late i' the frown.

GONERIL 

Sir, 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!

KING LEAR 

Are you our daughter?

GONERIL 

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.

KING LEAR 

Doth any here know me? This is not Lear:
Doth Lear walk thus? speak thus? Where are his eyes?
Who is it that can tell me who I am? 

I would learn that; for, by the marks of sovereignty, knowledge, and reason,
I should be false persuaded I had daughters.  Your name, fair gentlewoman?

GONERIL 

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 disordered, so debauched 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. The shame itself doth speak
For instant remedy: be then desired
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,
And know themselves and you.

KING LEAR 

Darkness and devils!
Saddle my horses; call my train together:
Degenerate bastard! I'll not trouble you.
Yet have I left a daughter.

GONERIL 

You strike my people; and your disordered rabble
Make servants of their betters -

KING LEAR 

Detested kite!  You lie.  O most small fault,
How ugly did you in Cordelia show!
O Lear, Lear, Lear! (STRIKES HIS HEAD)
Beat at this gate, that let your folly in,

And your dear judgement out! Go, go, my people.

Hear, nature, hear; dear goddess, hear!
Suspend your purpose, if you did 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 disnatured 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! Yet have I left a daughter,
Who, I am sure, is kind and comfortable:
When she shall hear this of you, with her nails
She'll flay your wolvish visage. 

King Lear  exits.

GONERIL 

This man has 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.  I know his heart.

What he hath uttered I have writ my sister.
If she sustain him and his hundred knights
When I have showed the unfitness…

Goneril laughs, shakes her head, and exits.  Music.

4) REGAN AND CORNWALL’S PALACE

Regan enters with the  letter.

REGAN

I have this present evening from my sister

Been well informed of them, and with such cautions

That if they come to sojourn at my house

I’ll not be there.

She exits.

5) OUTSIDE GONERIL AND ALBANY’S PALACE

The King enters, ready for travelling.

KING LEAR

Where’s my knave – my fool?

The FOOL enters.

KING LEAR
How now, my pretty knave!

FOOL
Sirrah, I'll teach you a speech.

KING LEAR 

Do.

FOOL
Mark it, nuncle:
(Sings)

Have more than you showest,
Speak less than you knowest,
Lend less than you owest,
Ride more than you goest,
Leave your drink and your whore,
And keep in-a-door,
And you shall have more
Than two tens to a score.

KING LEAR:
This is nothing, fool.

FOOL
Then 'tis like the breath of an unfee'd lawyer; you gave me nothing for it. Can you make no use of nothing, nuncle?

KING LEAR 

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

FOOL
Shalt see your other daughter will use you kindly.  Can you tell why a snail has a house?

KING LEAR 

Why?

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

KING LEAR 

Be my horses ready?

FOOL
Your asses are gone about 'em. The reason why the seven stars are no more than seven is a pretty reason.

KING LEAR 

Because they are not eight?

FOOL
Yes, indeed: you would make a good fool.

KING LEAR 

Monster ingratitude!

FOOL
If you were my fool, nuncle, I'd have you beaten for being old before your time.

KING LEAR 

How's that?

FOOL
You should not have been old till you had been wise.

KING LEAR 

O, let me not be mad, not mad, sweet heaven
Keep me in temper: I would not be mad!

The King and Fool exit.

6) GLOUCESTER’S CASTLE

Enter Edgar, stealthily, looking around.  He hides on stage.  Thinks he hears something, starts, realises it’s nothing.  Hides somewhere else.  EDMUND enters.

EDMUND 

(ASIDE, to the audience)

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!

(He drags Edgar from his hiding place)
My father watches: O sir, fly this place;
Intelligence is given where you are hid;
You have now the good advantage of the night:
(Edgar panics. Edmund hears Gloucester coming.)

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.

(Edmund “fights” with a confused Edgar.)
Yield: come before my father. Light, ho, here!
Fly, brother. Torches, torches!  So, farewell.

(EDGAR flees in panic.  Edmund addresses the audience.)

Some blood drawn on me would beget opinion.

(wounds his arm)
I have seen drunkards
Do more than this in sport.  

(GLOUCESTER enters.)

Father, father!
Stop, stop! No help?

Look, sir, I bleed.

GLOUCESTER 

Now, Edmund, where's the villain?

EDMUND 

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

GLOUCESTER 

(TO SERVANTS) Pursue him, ho! Go after – (TO EDMUND) By no means what?

EDMUND 

Persuade me to the murder of your lordship!
With his prepared sword, he charges home
My unprovided body, lanced mine arm:
But when he saw my best alarum'd spirits,
Full suddenly he fled.

GLOUCESTER 

Let him fly far!
Not in this land shall he remain uncaught;
And he which finds him shall deserve our thanks,
Bringing the murderous coward to the stake;
He that conceals him, death!

EDMUND 

I threatened to discover him: he replied,

“You unpossessing bastard! Do you think,
If I would stand against you, would the reposal
Of any trust, virtue, or worth in you
Make your words faithed?  No: I would turn it all
To your suggestion, plot, and damned practice!”

GLOUCESTER 

Strong and fastened villain!
Would he deny his letter? I never got him.

All ports I'll bar; the villain shall not 'scape;
Regan 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 you capable.

Enter REGAN.

REGAN:
How now, my noble friend!  I’ve heard strange news.

If it be true, all vengeance comes too short
Which can pursue the offender.  How dost, my lord?

GLOUCESTER 

O, madam, my old heart is cracked, it's cracked!

REGAN 

What, did my father's godson seek your life?
He whom my father named?  Your Edgar?

GLOUCESTER 

O, lady, lady, shame would have it hid!

REGAN 

Was he not companion with the riotous knights
That tend upon my father?

GLOUCESTER 

I know not, madam: 'tis too bad, too bad.

EDMUND 

Yes, madam, he was of that consort.

REGAN 

No marvel, then, though he were ill affected.
Edmund, I hear that you have shown your father
A child-like office.

EDMUND 

It was my duty, Madam.

GLOUCESTER

He received

This hurt you see, striving to apprehend him.

Edmund shows Regan his wound.  She admires his muscular arm.

REGAN:
For you, Edmund,
Whose virtue and obedience does this instant
So much commend itself, you shall be ours:
Natures of such deep trust we shall much need;
You we first seize on.

EDMUND 

I shall serve you, lady,
Truly, however else.

Edmund exits.  Regan turns to Gloucester.

REGAN
You know not why we came to visit you.
Occasions, noble Gloucester, of some poise,
Wherein we must have use of your advice:
My father he hath writ, so has my sister,
Of differences, which I least thought it fit
To answer from my home.  Old friend, bestow
Your needful counsel to my business.

GLOUCESTER 

I serve you, madam:
Your grace is right welcome.

Regan exits.  

7.  GLOUCESTER’S PALACE, LATER.

King Lear joins Gloucester.

KING LEAR 

Deny to speak with me?  She is sick? She is weary?
The king would speak with Regan; the dear father
Would with his daughter speak, commands her service:

GLOUCESTER 

Well, my good lord, I have informed her so.

KING LEAR
Is she informed of this? My breath and blood!
Now, presently: bid her come forth and hear me,
Or at her chamber-door I'll beat the drum
Till it cry sleep to death.

GLOUCESTER 

I would have all well betwixt you.

Gloucester exits.

KING LEAR 

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

Enter REGAN.

REGAN 

I am glad to see your highness.

KING LEAR 

Regan, I think you are; Beloved Regan,
Your sister's naught: O Regan, she hath tied
Sharp-toothed unkindness, like a vulture, here:

(Points to his heart)
I can scarce speak to you; you’ll not believe
With how depraved a quality - O Regan!

REGAN 

I cannot think my sister in the least
Would fail her obligation: if, sir, perchance
She have restrained the riots of your followers,
'Tis on such ground, and to such wholesome end,
As clears her from all blame.

KING LEAR 

My curses on her!

REGAN 

O, sir, you are old.  You should be ruled and led
By some discretion, that discerns your state
Better than you yourself. Therefore, I pray you,
That to our sister you do make return;
Say you have wronged her, sir.

KING LEAR 

Ask her forgiveness?
Do you but mark how this becomes the house:
“Dear daughter, I confess that I am old;

(Kneeling) 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:
Return you to my sister.

KING LEAR 

(Rising) Never, Regan!
She hath abated me of half my train;
Looked 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,
You taking airs, with lameness!

You nimble lightnings, dart your blinding flames
Into her scornful eyes! 

REGAN 

O the blessed gods! So will you wish on me,
When the rash mood is on.

KING LEAR 

No, Regan, you shall never have my curse:
Your tender-hearted nature shall not give
You o'er to harshness: her eyes are fierce; but yours
Do comfort and not burn.  You better know
The offices of nature, bond of childhood,
Effects of courtesy, dues of gratitude. 

(Enter GONERIL)
Who comes here? O heavens!

 (To GONERIL)
Art not ashamed to look upon this beard?

(Regan takes Goneril’s hand)
O Regan, will you take her by the hand?

GONERIL 

Why not by the hand, sir? How have I offended?


KING LEAR 

O sides, you are too tough;
Will you yet hold?

REGAN 

I pray you, father, being weak, seem so.
If, till the expiration of your month,
You will return and sojourn with my sister,
Dismissing half your train, come then to me.

KING LEAR 

Return to her, and fifty men dismissed?
Why, the hot-blooded France, that dowerless took
Our youngest born, I could as well be brought
To knee his throne, squire-like!  Return with her? 

I prithee, daughter, do not make me mad.
I will not trouble you, my child; farewell:
We'll no more meet, no more see one another:
But yet you are my flesh, my blood, my daughter;
Or rather a disease that's in my flesh,
Which I must needs call mine: you are a boil,
A plague-sore, an embossed carbuncle,
In my corrupted blood.  But I'll not chide you;
Let shame come when it will, I do not call it.

Mend when you can; be better at your leisure:
I can be patient; I can stay with Regan,
I and my hundred knights.

REGAN 

Not altogether so.

KING LEAR 

Is this well spoken?

REGAN 

I dare avouch it, sir: what, fifty followers?
What should you need of more?  How, in one house,
Should many people, under two commands,
Hold amity?  ‘Tis hard; almost impossible.

GONERIL 

Why might not you, my lord, receive attendance
From those that she calls servants or from mine?

REGAN 

Why not, my lord? If then they chanced to slack you,
We could control them. If you will come to me -
For now I spy a danger - I entreat you
To bring but five and twenty: to no more
Will I give place or notice.

KING LEAR 

I gave you all -

REGAN 

And in good time you gave it.

KING LEAR 

Made you my guardians, my depositaries;
But kept a reservation to be followed
With such a number.  What, must I come to you
With five and twenty, Regan?  Said you so?

REGAN 

And speak't again, my lord; no more with me.

KING LEAR 

Those wicked creatures yet do look well-favoured,
When others are more wicked: not being the worst
Stands in some rank of praise.

(To GONERIL)
I'll go with you:
Your fifty yet doth double five and twenty,
And you are 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?

REGAN 

What need one?

KING LEAR 

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.  You are a lady;
If only to go warm were gorgeous,
Why, nature needs not what you gorgeous wear,
Which scarcely keeps you 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
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!


Lear exits.  Storm sounds.

GONERIL
Let us withdraw; 'twill be a storm.

REGAN 

This house is little: the old man and his people
Cannot be well bestowed.

GONERIL 

'Tis his own blame; has put himself from rest,
And must needs taste his folly.

REGAN 

For his particular, I'll receive him gladly,
But not one follower.

GONERIL 

So am I purposed.

REGAN
The king is in high rage.  Whither is he going?

GONERIL 

We should entreat him by no means to stay.

Sister, the night comes on, and the bleak winds
Do sorely ruffle; for many miles a bout
There's scarce a bush.

Goneril exits.

REGAN 

To wilful men,
The injuries that they themselves procure
Must be their schoolmasters. 

(CALLING TO SERVANTS) Shut up the doors!

Regan exits.  The storm builds.  Dramatic storm effects.

8.  A HEATH DURING A STORM

Enter KING LEAR .
KING LEAR 

Blow, winds, and crack your cheeks! rage! blow!
You cataracts and hurricanoes, spout
Till you have drenched our steeples, drowned the cocks!
You sulphurous and thought-executing fires,
Vaunt-couriers to oak-cleaving thunderbolts,
Singe my white head! And you, all-shaking thunder,
Smite flat the thick rotundity o' the world!
Crack nature's moulds, an germens spill at once,
That make ingrateful man!

The Fool enters, braced against the cold and rain.

FOOL
Good nuncle, in, and ask your daughters' blessing: here's a night pities neither wise man nor fool.

KING LEAR 

Rumble your 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, called you children,
You owe me no subscription: 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 joined
Your high engendered battles 'gainst a head
So old and white as this. O! O!  'tis foul!

FOOL
He that has a house to put his head in has a good head-piece.
 

KING LEAR 

No, I will be the pattern of all patience;
I will say nothing.  Let the great gods,
That keep this dreadful bother o'er our heads,
Find out their enemies now.  I am a man
More sinned against than sinning.

FOOL:
Nuncle, hard by here is a hovel; some friendship will it lend you against the tempest.

KING LEAR 

My wits begin to turn.
Come on, my boy: how dost, my boy? art cold?
I am cold myself. Where is this straw, my fellow?
The art of our necessities is strange,
That can make vile things precious. Come, your hovel.
Poor fool and knave, I have one part in my heart
That's sorry yet for you.  Come, bring us to this hovel.

FOOL
This is a brave night to cool a courtezan.

They exit, the Fool leading Lear to the hovel.

9.  THE HOVEL

EDGAR emerges from the hovel.
EDGAR 

I heard myself proclaimed;
And by the happy hollow of a tree
Escaped the hunt.  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: (DISGUISING HIMSELF) my face I'll grime with filth;
Blanket my loins: elf all my hair in knots.
The country gives me proof and precedent
Of Bedlam beggars, who, with roaring voices,
Sometime with lunatic bans, sometime with prayers,
Enforce their charity. Poor Tom!  Poor Tom!
That's something yet: Edgar I nothing am.

Edgar goes back into the hovel and hides.

10. GLOUCESTER’S CASTLE

Enter GLOUCESTER and EDMUND 

GLOUCESTER 

Alack, alack, Edmund, I like not this unnatural dealing. When I desired their leave that I might pity King Lear, Goneril and Regan took from me the use of my own house; charged me, on pain of their perpetual displeasure, neither to speak of the King, entreat for him, nor any way sustain him.

EDMUND 

Most savage and unnatural!

GLOUCESTER 

Go to; say you nothing.  (SECRETIVE) I have received a letter this night.

EDMUND

From Cordelia in France?

GLOUCESTER

Ssh!  ‘Tis dangerous to be spoken!  These injuries the king now bears will be revenged home; there's part of a power already footed: I have locked the letter in my closet: we must incline to the king. I will seek him, and privily relieve him.  Edmund; pray you, be careful.

Gloucester exits.

EDMUND 

This courtesy, forbid you, shall Regan
Instantly know; and of that letter too.

SONG: “Old Men Deserve to Die” (Edmund)

EDMUND

(sings)

Now gods, stand up for bastards!

He’s played into my hands.

When Regan learns his treachery

I shall have all his lands.

My father’s time is over.

My time is drawing nigh

The world belongs to young men -

Old men deserve to die.

My father’s time is over

And I am flying high.

The world will soon belong to me -

Old men deserve to die.

11. GLOUCESTER’S CASTLE – LATER

Regan joins Edmund.  Edmund gives her a letter.  She reads it avidly.

EDMUND 

This is the letter he spoke of, which approves him an intelligent party to the advantages
of France.  

REGAN 

(reading) But true it is, from France there comes a power into this scattered kingdom; who already have secret feet in Dover port, and are at point to show their open banner… (Tearing the letter in fury)

I will have my revenge ere I depart his house!

EDMUND

O heavens! That this treason were not, or not I the detector!  If the matter of this paper be certain, you have mighty business in hand.

REGAN
True or false, it has made you earl of Gloucester. Seek out where your father is, that he may be ready for our apprehension.

EDMUND 

(Aside) If I find him comforting the king, it will stuff her suspicion more fully.  (To Regan) I will persever in my course of loyalty, though the conflict be sore between that and my blood.

REGAN
I will lay trust upon you, and you shall find a dearer love here than in your father.

Regan looks meaningfully at Edmund.  They exit together. 

12. THE HOVEL

The Fool enters. 

SONG: “Sweet and Bitter Fool” (Fool)

FOOL

(Sings)
That lord that counselled 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.

King Lear enters.

FOOL
Here is the place, Nuncle; good Nuncle, enter.

KING LEAR 

Let me alone.

You think 'tis much that this contentious storm
Invades us to the skin: so 'tis to you;
But where the greater malady is fix'd,
The lesser is scarce felt.  When the mind's free,
The body's delicate: the tempest in my mind
Does from my senses take all feeling else
Save what beats there.  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.

FOOL
Come Nuncle, enter here.

KING LEAR 

In, boy; go first. 

(Fool goes in)
Poor naked wretches, whereso'er you are,
That bide the pelting of this pitiless storm,
How shall your houseless heads and unfed sides,
Your looped and window'd raggedness, defend you
From seasons such as these? O, I have taken
Too little care of this! 

The Fool runs out from the hovel, scared, followed by Edgar as Poor Tom.

FOOL 

Help me, help me!

LEAR
Who's there?

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

Enter EDGAR disguised as Poor Tom, carrying a stool which he uses to defend himself against the imaginary devils.

EDGAR 

Away! the foul fiend follows me!  Through fire and through flame, and through ford and whirlpool, over bog and quagmire, to course his own shadow for a traitor. Bless your five wits! Tom's a-cold, O, do de, do de, do de. Do poor Tom some charity, whom the foul fiend vexes: there could I have him now - and there - and there again, and there.

KING LEAR 

What, have his daughters brought him to this pass?


FOOL
He has no daughters, Nuncle.

KING LEAR 

Death, traitor!  Nothing could have subdued nature
To such a lowness but his unkind daughters.
Is it the fashion, that discarded fathers
Should have thus little mercy on their flesh?
Judicious punishment!  'Twas this flesh begot
Those pelican daughters.

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

EDGAR 

Take heed o' the foul fiend: obey your parents; keep your word justly; swear not; commit not with man's sworn spouse; set not your sweet heart on proud array. Tom's a-cold.

KING LEAR 

Why, you were better in your grave than to answer with your uncovered body this extremity of the skies.  Is man no more than this? Consider him well.  You owe the worm no silk, the beast no hide, the sheep no wool, the cat no perfume.  You are the thing itself: unaccommodated man is no more but such a poor bare, forked animal as you are. Off, off, you lendings! come unbutton here.

(He tears off his clothes)

FOOL

Prithee Nuncle, be contented, ‘tis a naughty night to swim in.  In Nuncle, there in the hovel; keep you warm!

KING LEAR 

I'll see their trial first. Bring in their evidence.

(To EDGAR)

You robed man of justice, take your place;

(To the FOOL)

And you, bench by his side.

EDGAR 

Let us deal justly.
(Places the stool, and sings to it.)

Sleep or wake you, jolly shepherd?
Your sheep are in the corn,

And for one blast of your minikin mouth

Your sheep shall take no harm.
Purr! the cat is gray.

KING LEAR 

(Referring to the stool)

Arraign her first; 'tis Goneril. I here take my oath before this honourable assembly, she kicked the poor king her father.

FOOL
Come hither, mistress. Is your name Goneril?

KING LEAR 

She cannot deny it.

FOOL
Cry you mercy, I took you for a joint-stool.

The Fool exits into the hovel.

KING LEAR 

(Using another prop as “Regan”)

And here's another, whose warped looks proclaim
What store her heart is made on. Stop her there!
Arms, arms, sword, fire! Corruption in the place!
False justicer, why have you let her 'scape?

EDGAR

Bless your five wits!

KING LEAR 

(Examining “Regan”) Let them anatomise Regan; see what breeds about her heart. Is there any cause in nature that makes these hard hearts?

EDGAR 

 (Aside) My tears begin to take his part so much,
They'll mar my counterfeiting.

How light and portable my pain seems now,
When that which makes me bend makes the king bow,
He childed as I fathered! 

Enter GLOUCESTER, with a torch.

GLOUCESTER 

What are you there?  Your names?

EDGAR 

(Hiding his face from his father) Poor Tom; who is whipped from tithing to tithing, and stock- punished, and imprisoned. Beware my follower. Peace, Smulkin; peace, you fiend!

GLOUCESTER 

Where is the king my master?

(Edgar indicates Lear and goes.)
I have o'erheard a plot of death upon you:
Drive towards Dover, friend, where you shall meet
Both welcome and protection. Take up, take up;
And follow me, that will to some provision

Give you quick conduct.  Come, come, away!

GLOUCESTER helps KING LEAR out. 

13.  GLOUCESTER’S CASTLE

Enter REGAN.  She has a letter, and is furious.
REGAN
(Calling to servants / audience)

Go seek the traitor Gloucester!
Pinion him like a thief, bring him before us!

The army of France is landed!  As for the King,
Gloucester the traitor has conveyed him hence.
Some five or six and thirty of his knights 
Are gone with him towards Dover, where they boast
To have well-armed friends.

GLOUCESTER, is dragged onstage by a masked TORTURER. 

REGAN

Ah!  The traitor! (To the Torturer) Bind fast his corky arms!

GLOUCESTER 

What means your grace?  Good my friend, consider,

You are my guest; do me no foul play, friend.

REGAN

Bind him, I say.  Hard, hard, O filthy traitor!

GLOUCESTER

Unmerciful lady, as you are, I’m none.

REGAN
Come, sir, what letters had you late from France?

Be simple answerer, for we know the truth.

GLOUCESTER 

I have a letter guessingly set down,
Which came from one that's of a neutral heart,
And not from one opposed.

REGAN
Cunning, and false.  Where have you sent the king?

GLOUCESTER 

To Dover.

REGAN 

Wherefore to Dover, sir?

GLOUCESTER 

Because I would not see your cruel nails
Pluck out his poor old eyes; nor your fierce sister
In his anointed flesh stick boarish fangs.
If wolves had at your gate howl'd that stern time,
You should have said “Good porter, turn the key”,
All cruels else subscribed: but I shall see
The winged vengeance overtake such children.

REGAN
See it shall you never. 

Upon those eyes of yours I’ll set my foot.

(She tears out GLOUCESTER’s eye.  He screams in agony.)

One side will mock another; the other, too.

(She tears out Gloucester’s other eye.)

Out, vile jelly!   Where is your lustre now?

GLOUCESTER 

All dark and comfortless.  Where's my son Edmund?
Edmund, enkindle all the sparks of nature,
To quit this horrid act.

REGAN 

Out, treacherous villain!
You call on him that hates you: it was he
That made the overture of your treasons to us;
Who is too good to pity you.

(To the Torturer) Go thrust him out at gates, and let him smell
His way to Dover.

Regan storms out.  

GLOUCESTER 

O my follies! then Edgar was abused.
Kind gods, forgive me that, and prosper him!

(The Torturer unties Gloucester, torments him roughly, throws him out of the gates.)

14.  OUTSIDE GLOUCESTER’S CASTLE

GLOUCESTER stumbles around, blind. 
GLOUCESTER 

O dear son Edgar,
The food of your abused father's wrath!
Might I but live to see you in my touch,
I'd say I had eyes again!

Edgar enters and overhears.

EDGAR 

(ASIDE) My father? 

O gods! Who is't can say, “I am at the worst”? 

I am worse than e'er I was.  

And worse I may be yet: the worst is not 

So long as we can say, “This is the worst”.

GLOUCESTER 

As flies to wanton boys, are we to the gods.
They kill us for their sport.

EDGAR 

Bless thee, master!  Bless thy sweet eyes, they bleed.

GLOUCESTER

Is it a beggar man?

EDGAR
Aye, Sir – ‘Tis poor Tom.  

GLOUCESTER 

Come hither, fellow.  Know'st thou the way to Dover?

EDGAR 

Ay, master.

GLOUCESTER 

There is a cliff, whose high and bending head
Looks fearfully in the confined deep:
Bring me but to the very brim of it,
And I'll repair the misery thou dost bear
With something rich about me: from that place
I shall no leading need.

EDGAR 

Give me thy arm:
Poor Tom shall lead thee.

Edgar guides Gloucester around in circles.  

“Travelling” music indicates passage of time.

GLOUCESTER 

When shall we come to the top of that same hill?

EDGAR 

You do climb up it now: look, how we labour.

GLOUCESTER 

Methinks the ground is even.

EDGAR 

Horrible steep.
Hark, do you hear the sea?

GLOUCESTER 

No, truly.

EDGAR 

Come on, sir; here's the place: stand still. How fearful
And dizzy 'tis, to cast one's eyes so low!

GLOUCESTER 

Set me where you stand.

EDGAR 

Give me your hand: you are now within a foot
Of the extreme verge.

GLOUCESTER 

Go thou farther off;
Bid me farewell, and let me hear thee going.

EDGAR 

Now fare you well, good sir.

GLOUCESTER 

With all my heart.

EDGAR 

(ASIDE)Why I do trifle thus with his despair
Is done to cure it.

GLOUCESTER 

O you mighty gods!
This world I do renounce! If Edgar live, O, bless him!
 

He falls forward.

EDGAR 

(Changes his persona to that of his usual self)

Ho, you sir! friend! Hear you, sir! speak!

GLOUCESTER 

Away, and let me die.

EDGAR 

Give me your arm:
Up: so. How is it?  Feel you your legs? You stand.

GLOUCESTER 

(Standing) Now, good sir, what are you?

EDGAR 

Do you know me, Father?

GLOUCESTER

Can it be my son Edgar?

EDGAR
Yes, Father. (They embrace.  Battle drums.)

Far off, methinks, I hear the battle begin:
Come, father, I'll bestow you with a friend.

Edgar guides Gloucester off.

15. THE FRENCH CAMP, NEAR DOVER

Enter KING LEAR, mad, wearing a fantastic crown made from wild flowers and weeds.

KING LEAR 

No, they cannot touch me for coining; I am the king himself.  Ay, every inch a king:
When I do stare, see how the subject quakes;
I pardon that man's life. 

They flattered me like a dog; and told me I had white hairs in my beard ere the black ones were there. To say “ay” and “no” to every thing that I said!  “Ay” and “no” too was no good divinity.  When the rain came to wet me once 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 of their words.  They told me I was everything; ‘tis a lie.

He exits.

Enter Cordelia, with a letter. 

CORDELIA
Oh, father!  Sisters! sisters! Shame of ladies! sisters!
Father! sisters! What, i' the storm? i' the night?
Let pity not be believed! Why, he was seen even now,
As mad as the vexed sea; singing aloud;
Crowned with rank fumiter and furrow-weeds,
Darnel, and all the idle weeds that grow
In our sustaining corn.  Seek, seek for him;
Lest his ungoverned rage dissolve the life
That wants the means to lead it.

The British powers are marching hitherward.

'Tis known before; our preparation stands
In expectation of them. O dear father,
It is your business that I go about;
No blown ambition doth our arms incite,
But love, dear love, and our aged father's right:
Soon may I hear and see him!

SONG: “The French are Coming” (Cordelia)

(An uptempo number where Cordelia really shows some spirit.)

CORDELIA

(Sings)

Father, I’ll find you

Wherever you are.

Sorry I let things

Get this far.

I’ve brought my army

Over from France.

We’re here to save you.

We’ll seize the chance.

(chorus)

The French are coming

Father, we’ll not fail

The French will help you

And we’ll prevail!
My cruel sisters,

You hurt him so.

And now it’s your turn.

You’ve got to go!

The French are coming!

Get out of our way.

Your reign of evil

Ends today.

The French are coming

To turn the tide.

We’ll win the battle

With right on our side.

Cordelia exits.  

Lear enters, still mad and crowned with weeds.

KING LEAR 

You must be patient; we came crying hither:
You know, the first time that we smell the air,
We wawl and cry. I will preach to you: mark.

When we are born, we cry that we are come
To this great stage of fools: this a good block;
It were a delicate stratagem, to shoe
A troop of horse with felt: I'll put 't in proof;
And when I have stol'n upon these sons-in-law,
Then, kill, kill, kill, kill, kill, kill!

Cordelia enters and discovers him.

CORDELIA 

O my dear father! Restoration hang
Your medicine on my lips; and let this kiss
Repair those violent harms that my two sisters
Have in your reverence made!

( kisses Lear)

Was this a face
To be opposed against the warring winds?
To stand against the deep dread-bolted thunder?
In the most terrible and nimble stroke
Of quick, cross lightning? to watch - poor perdu! -
With this thin helm? Mine enemy's dog,
Though he had bit me, should have stood that night
Against my fire.  Alack, alack, alack!
'Tis wonder that your life and wits at once
Had not concluded all.
How does my royal lord? How fares your majesty?

KING LEAR 

You do me wrong to take me out o' the grave.

CORDELIA 

Sir, do you know me?

KING LEAR 

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

CORDELIA 

Still, still, far wide!

KING LEAR 

Where have I been?  Where am I?  Fair daylight?
I am mightily abused.  I should e'en die with pity,
To see another thus. I know not what to say.
 

CORDELIA 

O, look upon me, sir,
And hold your hands in benediction o'er me:
No, sir, you must not kneel.

KING LEAR 

Pray, do not mock me:
I am a very foolish fond old man,
And, to deal plainly,
I fear I am not in my perfect mind.
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.

CORDELIA 

And so I am, I am.

KING LEAR 

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.

CORDELIA 

No cause, no cause.

KING LEAR 

Am I in France?

CORDELIA
In your own kingdom, sir.

KING LEAR 

Do not abuse me.

CORDELIA 

Will’t please your highness walk?

KING LEAR 

You must bear with me:
Pray you now, forget and forgive: I am old and foolish.

They exit, Cordelia helping Lear. 

16. THE BRITISH CAMP, NEAR DOVER

Regan enters, writing to Edmund.

SONG: “Old Men Deserve to Die” (Regan)

REGAN

My dearest Edmund, I have news -

It comes as a surprise!

My servants blamed my husband

When I put out Gloucester’s eyes.

And so they killed my husband.

I’m very shocked, of course.

But now that I’m a widow

I’ll finally be yours!

My servants killed my husband

But I won’t weep and cry.

The world belongs to young men.

Old men deserve to die.

And, dearest darling Edmund

My father will soon die too.

You’ll defeat him in battle,

I know I can count on you.

There’s no-one like you, Edmund.

You’re the finest man I’ve seen,

Soon you will rule the kingdom

And I shall be your Queen.

My father’s days are numbered

But I won’t weep and cry.

The world belongs to young men -

Old men deserve to die.

I made my father homeless.

I plucked out Gloucester’s eye.  So?…

The world belongs to young men -

Old men deserve to die.

Regan finishes her letter with a grand flourish and exits.

17. THE BRITISH CAMP, NEAR DOVER - LATER

Edmund enters, putting on armour / cleaning sword / doing something manly.  Goneril enters and watches.  She lusts after him.

GONERIL 

 (aside)

O, the difference of man and man!

To you a woman’s services are due;

A fool usurps my bed. (To Edmund) Welcome, my lord.  

Decline your head: this kiss, if it durst speak

Would stretch your spirits up into the air:
Conceive, and fare you well.

EDMUND 

Yours in the ranks of death.

GONERIL 

My most dear Edmund!

Goneril exits.  She passes Regan as she leaves.  A look of jealousy between them.
REGAN 

Now, sweet lord,
You know the goodness I intend upon you:
Tell me - but truly - but then speak the truth,
Do you not love my sister?

EDMUND 

In honoured love.

REGAN 

But have you never found my brother's way
To the forbidden place?

EDMUND 

That thought abuses you.

REGAN 

I am doubtful that you have been conjunct
And bosomed with her, as far as we call hers.

EDMUND 

No, by mine honour, madam.

REGAN 

I never shall endure her: dear my lord,
Be not familiar with her.

EDMUND 

Fear me not.

Regan kisses Edmund.  Goneril returns and sees.

GONERIL 

(Aside) I had rather lose the battle than that sister
Should loosen him and me.

Sound of battle-trumpets and drums.

EDMUND 

The enemy's in view; draw up your powers.
Here is the guess of their true strength and forces
By diligent discovery; but your haste
Is now urged on you.

GONERIL / REGAN
We will greet the time.

Goneril and Regan exit.

EDMUND 

To both these sisters have I sworn my love;
Each jealous of the other, as the stung
Are of the adder. Which of them shall I take?
Both? one? or neither? Neither can be enjoyed,
If both remain alive. As for Lear and Cordelia,
The battle done, and they within our power,
Shall never see our pardon; for my state
Stands on me to defend, not to debate.

SONG: “Old Men Deserve to Die” (Edmund)

EDMUND
(Sings)

There’s no-one like me, Edmund,

I’m the finest man I’ve seen.

Soon I will rule the kingdom.

I don’t care who’s my Queen.

Win battle – that is top of

My list of “things to do”.

Next item - have Lear murdered.

Oh, and Cordelia too.

Of course I’ll have to kill them.

And there’s no need to cry.

The world belongs to young men - 

Old men deserve to die.

My father’s time is over

And I am flying high.

The world belongs to me, me, ME! -

Old men deserve to die.

He exits.  Sounds of battle grow louder.

18. THE BATTLE

Sounds, etc, of battle. EDGAR is fighting on the King’s side.

Movement sequence depicting the battle, the King’s side losing, and the capture and imprisonment of King Lear and Cordelia.

EDGAR
(to the audience)

King Lear has lost, he and his daughter are taken!

Edgar exits.  

19. LEAR AND CORDELIA IN PRISON


Cordelia and Lear are in prison.

CORDELIA 

We are not the first

Who with best meaning have incurred the worst.

For you, oppressed king, am I cast down.

KING LEAR 

No, no, no, no!

We two alone will sing like birds i' the cage:
When you do ask me blessing, I'll kneel down,
And ask of you 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;
As if we were God's spies.  Have I caught you?
He that parts us shall bring a brand from heaven,
And fire us hence like foxes. Wipe your eyes;
The good-years shall devour them, flesh and fell,
Ere they shall make us weep: we'll see 'em starve first. Come.

KING LEAR embraces CORDELIA.

Music.

20. THE BRITISH CAMP, NEAR DOVER

Flourish. Enter REGAN, scheming.

REGAN

I know my sister does not love her husband.

I am sure of that.  And at her late being here,

She gave strange oeillades and most speaking looks

To noble Edmund.  Edmund and I have talked,

And more convenient is he for my hand

Than for my sister’s.

Goneril and Edmund enter, triumphant.  Goneril hands Regan a goblet and all three toast their success.

GONERIL

(to Edmund) Sir, you have shown to-day your valiant strain,
And fortune led you well: you have the captives
That were the opposites of this day's strife:
We do require them of you.

EDMUND 

Madam, I thought it fit
To send the old and miserable king
To some retention and appointed guard;
Whose age has charms in it, whose title more,
To pluck the common bosom on his side. 

With him I sent Cordelia; they are ready
To-morrow, or at further space, to appear
Where you shall hold your session. 

The sisters nod, approving.  Regan fawns over Edmund.

REGAN 

Sir, you led our powers;
Bore the commission of my place and person;
The which immediacy may well stand up,
And call itself (at GONERIL) - your brother.

GONERIL 

Not so hot:
In his own grace he does exalt himself,
More than in your addition.

REGAN 

In my rights,
By me invested, he compeers the best.

GONERIL 

That were the most, if he should husband you.

REGAN 

Jesters do oft prove prophets.

GONERIL 

Holla, holla!
That eye that told you so looked but a-squint.

REGAN 

Lady, I am not well; else I should answer
From a full-flowing stomach. (TO EDMUND) General,
Take you my soldiers, prisoners, patrimony;
Dispose of them, of me; the walls are yours:
Witness the world, that I create you here
My lord and master.

GONERIL 

Mean you to enjoy him?

Regan tries to answer, but instead stumbles.

REGAN 

Sick, O, sick!

GONERIL

(Of Regan) She is not well; convey her to my tent.

REGAN

(As she goes) My sickness grows upon me.

GONERIL 

(Aside)  If not, I'll ne'er trust poison.

Goneril moves in triumph towards Edmund.  She embraces him.
A trumpet sounds.

EDMUND

A herald!  

GONERIL

(Dismissive) Let the trumpet sound!

EDMUND

(breaking away from her) A herald, ho!  Who comes?

Enter EDGAR, armed.

EDGAR 

Who's he that speaks for Edmund Earl of Gloucester?

EDMUND 

Himself: what say you to him?

EDGAR 

Draw your sword! You are a traitor;
False to your gods, your brother, and your father;
A most toad-spotted traitor.  Say you “No”,
This sword, this arm, and my best spirits, are bent
To prove upon your heart, whereto I speak,
You lie.

EDMUND 

Back do I toss these treasons to your head;
This sword of mine shall give them instant way,
Where they shall rest for ever.  Trumpets, speak!

Trumpets sound.  They fight. EDMUND falls.

GONERIL 
Save him, save him!

This is practice, Edmund!
By the law of arms you were not bound to answer
An unknown opposite; you are not vanquish'd,
But cozened and beguiled.

EDGAR
Shut your mouth, dame.

Edgar gives Edmund a final wound.  Goneril screams.  She takes the poisoned goblet, walks up to Edgar and defiantly drinks it at him.  (OR could take his dagger and stab herself.)

EDMUND 

(TO EDGAR) What you have charged me with, that have I done;
And more, much more; the time will bring it out:
'Tis past, and so am I.  But what are you

That have this fortune on me? 

EDGAR 

My name is Edgar, and your father's son.
The dark and vicious place where you he got
Cost him his eyes.

EDMUND 

You have spoken right, 'tis true;
The wheel is come full circle: I am here.

EDGAR 

List a brief tale;
And when 'tis told, O, that my heart would burst!
The bloody proclamation to escape,
That followed me so near, taught me to shift
Into a madman's rags; and in this habit
Met I my father with his bleeding rings,
Led him, begged for him, saved him from despair.
I asked his blessing: but his flawed heart,
'Twixt two extremes of passion, joy and grief,
Burst smilingly.

EDMUND 

This speech of yours has moved me. 

I pant for life: some good I mean to do,
Despite of mine own nature. Quickly send,
Be brief in it, to the castle; for my writ
Is on the life of Lear and on Cordelia!

Edgar runs off; Edmund calls after him.

EDMUND
Nay, send in time!

Goneril collapses, dead.  Edmund sees.

EDMUND 

I was contracted to them both: all three
Now marry in an instant.

Edmund dies.  Blackout.  

21. LEAR IN PRISON

Movement sequence.  Edgar rushes around the stage, desperately trying to save Lear and Cordelia. 

EDGAR

Guards!  Guards!  I have token of reprieve for Lear and for Cordelia!  Who has the office? Help!  Captain?  Guards, ho! 
Edgar finds Cordelia hanging, with Lear trying to save her, and cuts her down – but it’s too late.  Lear desperately tries to revive Cordelia.

KING LEAR 

Howl, howl, howl, howl! O, you are men of stones:
Had I your tongues and eyes, I'd 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,
It is a chance which does redeem all sorrows
That ever I have felt.

I might have saved her; now she's gone for ever!
Cordelia, Cordelia! stay a little. Ha!
What is't you say? Her voice was ever soft,
Gentle, and low, an excellent thing in woman.
And my poor fool is hanged!  No, no, no life!
Why should a dog, a horse, a rat, have life,
And you no breath at all?  You’ll 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! 

(He dies of a broken heart.)

EDGAR 

He faints!  My lord, my lord!  Look up, my lord…

(Edgar tries to help Lear, but realises: )

Vex not his ghost.  O, let him pass! He hates him

That would upon the rack of this tough world

Stretch him out longer.  He is gone, indeed.  

Break, heart, I prithee, break!

The weight of this sad time we must obey;
Speak what we feel, not what we ought to say.
The oldest hath borne most: we that are young
Shall never see so much, nor live so long.
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