This is a reproduction of a library book that was digitized
by Google as part of an ongoing effort to preserve the
information in books and make it universally accessible.

https://books.google.com

-

GANStVOOK'i - LA.NSlNO
COLLf C TION

THE
i

P

L

A

O

WILLIAM

Vox.. E.

Y

S

F

SHAKESPEARE.

THE

P

L

A

Y

S

O F

WILLIAM

SHAKESPEARE.
(

VOLUME the NINTH,

CONTAINING,

TROILUS and. CRESSIDA.
CYMBELINE.
KING LEAR.

L

ON

DO

N :

Printed for C. Bathurst, J. Betcroft, W. Strahan, J.
andF.RiviNGtON,J.HiN ton, L.Davij, Hawes.Ci arkb
and Collins, R. Horsfield, W. Johnston, W. Owen,
T. Caslon, £. Johnson, S. Crowder, B. White, T.
Lonsman, B. Law, E. and C. Dilly, C. Corbett, W.
Griffin, T. Cadell, W. Woodfall, G. Keith, T.
Lowndes, T. Davies, J. Robson, T. Becket, F. Ntwbery, G. Robinson, T. Payne, J. Williams, M.
Hinoeston, and J- Ri dley,
. '
MDCCLXXIII.

THE NEW YftSK.
•PUBLIC LIBRARY
47173 A
ASTOR. LENOX AND
TILDHN FOUNDATIONS
R
1X22
L

T

R

O

I

L

U

S

AND

C

R

Vol. IX.

E

S

S

A

I

D

A.

PROLOGUE.
JN Troy there lies the scene. From ijles of Greect
The princes 1 orgillous, their high blood chaf'd,
Have to the port of Athens sent their ships.
Fraught with the ministers and instruments
Of cruel war. Sixty and nine, that wore
Their crownets regal, from the Athenian bay
Put forth toward Phrygia ; and their vow is made
To ransack Troy : within whose strong immures,
The ravijh'd Helen, Menelaus' queen,
With wanton Paris steeps ; ana That's the quarrel.
To Tenedos they come ;
And the deep-drawing barks do there disgorge
Their warlike fraughtage. Now on Dardan plains,
The fresh, and yet unbruised, Greeks do pitch
Their brave pavilions. 1 Priam's fix-gated city,
(Dardan, and Thymbria, Ilia, Chetas, Troian,
And Antenoridas) with masty staples,
And
The princes orgillous,] Orgillous, i. e. proud, disdainful.
Orgueilleux, Fr. Steevens.
*
Priam's six-gated city,
{Dardan and Timbria, Helias, Chetas, Trojan,
And Antenonidus) with moffy staples,
And corrtfponsive andfulsilling bolts,
Stir up the sons of Troy.
] This has been a most
miserably mangled passage through all the editions ; corrupted
at once into false concord and false reasoning. Priam's sixgated city siirre up the sons of Troy :—Here's a verb plural
governed of a nominativesingular. But that is easily remedied.
The next question to be asited is, In what fense a city, having
six strong gates, and these well barred and bolted, can be said
to stir up its inhabitants f unless they may be supposed to derive
some spirit from the strength of their fortisications. But this
could not be the poet's thought. He must mean, I take it,
that the Greeks had pitched their tents upon the plain* before
Troy ; and that the Trojans were securely barricaded within
the walls and gates of their city. This fense my correction
t\ i
restores.

PROLOGUEJ
And ccrresponstve and fulfilling bolts.,
Sperrs up the sons of Troy.
New expectation, tickling Jkittish spirits
On one and other fide,. Trojan and Greek,
Sets all on hazard :—And hither am I come
* A prologue arm'd but not in confidence
restores. To sperre, or spar, from the old Teutonic word
(SPEREN) signifies, to Jhul up, defend by bars, Sec.
Theobald.
" Therto his cyte | compassed enuyrowne
" Hadde gates VI to entre into the towne :
" The firste of all | and strengest eke with all,
" Largest also | and moste pryncypall,
'* Of myghty byldyng | alone pereless,
*' Was by the kynge called | Dardanydes ;
" And in storye | lyke as it is founde,
" Tymbria | was named the sceonde ;
" And the thyrde | called Helyas,
" The fourthe gate | hyghte also Cetheas ;
" The fyfthe Trojana, | the fyxth Anthonydes,
i
" Strongc and myghty | both in werre and pes."
Lond. empr. byR. Pynson, 15 13, Fol. b. ii. ch. 11.
The Troye Bate was somewha't modernized, and reduced into
regular stanzas, about the beginning of the last century, under
the name of, The Life and Death of Hector—who fought a
Hundred mayne Battailes in open Field against the Grecians ;
rvherein there were Jlaine on both Sides Fourteene Hundred and
Sixe Thousand, Fourscore and Sixe Men.
Fol. no date.
This werk Dr. Fuller, and several other criticks, have erro
neously quoted as the original ; and observe in consequence,
that " if Chaucer's coin were of greater weight for deeper
" learning, Lydgate's were of a more refined standard for
" purer language : so that one might mistake him for a modern
" writer." Farmer.
On other occasions, in the course of this play, I shall insert
my quotations from the Troye Boke modernized, as being the
most intelligible of the two. St sevens.
1 A prslcgue arm'd;
] I come here to speak the prologue,
and come in armour; not defying the audience, in confidence
of either the author's or actor's abilities, but merely in a
character suited to the subject, in a dress of war, before a
warlike play. Johnson.
Of

PROLOGUE.
Of author's pen, or aflor's voice ; but suited
In like conditions as our argument ;
¥o tell you, fair beholders, that our play
Leaps o'er 3 the vaunt and firstlings of those broils,
'Ginning ? the middle : starting thence away,
To what may be digested in a ploy.
Uke, or find fault,—do, as your pleasures are ;
Now good, or bad, 'tis but the chance of war.
——the vaunt—] i. e. the avaunt, what went before.
Stesveks.
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Persons

Persons Represented
PRIAM,
Hector,
Troilus,
Paris,
Deiphobus,
Helenus,
Æneas,
Pandarus,
Anterior,

\ TROJANS.

Margarelon, a bastard son of Priam.
Agamemnon, •
Achilles,
Ajax,
Menelaus,
«3£

JGREEKS,

Diomedes,
Patroclus,
Therfites,
Calchas,
Helen, wise to Menelaus.
Andromache, wife to Hector.
Cassandra, daughter to Priam, a prophetess.
Cressida, daughter to Calchas.
Alexander, Crejida's servant.
Boy, page to Troilus.
Trojan and Greek Soldiers, with other attendants.
SCENE, Troy, and the Grecian Camp before it.

1 TROILUS and CRESSIDA.

act

I.

SCENE

I.

Priam's palace.
Enter Pandarus and 'Trotlus.
Trouus.
CALL. here my varlet, I'll unarm again :
Why should I war without the walls of Troy,
That find such cruel battle here within ?
Each Trojan; that is master of his heart,
Let him to field ; Troilus, alas ! hath none.
Pan.
* The stOry was originally written by Lollius, an old Lom
bard author, and since by Chaucer. Pope.
Mr. Pope (after Dryden) informs us, that the story of Tio'.hs
and CreJJida was originally the work of one Lollius, a Lombard.
Dryden goes yet further ; declares it to have been written in
Latin verse, and that Chaucer translated it. Lollius was a
historiographer of Urbino in Italy. Shakespeare received tlie
greatest part of his materials for the structure of this play fro:n
Lydgate was not much more than a
translator of Guido of Columpna, who was of Messina in Sicih ,
and wrote his History of Troy in Latin, after Dictys Cmcn/is,
1278. Guido's work was published at Cologncin 1477, again
in 1480, at Strasburgh 1486, and ibidem 1489. This wcrlc
appears to have been translated by Raoul le Feurc, at Colognei
into French, from whom Caxton rendered it into English in 1471,
under the title of his Recuyel, Sec. so that there must have' been
yet some earlier edition of Guido's performance than I have
hitherto seen 'or heard of, unless his sirst translator had recourse
to a manuscript.
Guido of Columpna is referred to as an authority byour own
chronicler Grafton. Chaucer had made the loves of Troilus'
and Creffida famous, which very probably might have been
Shakespeare's inducement to try their fate cn th; stage.
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Pan. 'Will this geer ne'er be mended ?
'Trot. The Greeks are strong, and skilful to their
strength,
Fierce to their skill, and to their fierceness valiant ;
But I am weaker than a woman's tear,
Tamer than sleep, 1 fonder than ignorance ;
Less valiant than the virgin in the night,
3 And skill-less as unpraclis'd infancy.
Pan. Well, I have told you enough of this. For
my part, I'll not meddle nor make no further. He
that will have a cake out of the wheat, must needs
tarry the grinding.
Trot. Have I not tarried ?
Pan. Ay, the grinding ; but you must tarry the
boulting.
¥rci. Have I not tarried ?
Pan. Ay, the boulting ; but you must tarry the
leavening.
Troilui and Crejfida.] Before this play of Troilus and CreJJIda,
printed in 1609, is a bookseller's preface, (hewing that sirst im
pression to have been before the play had been acted, and that
it was published without Shakespeare's knowledge, from a copy
that had fallen into the bookseller's hands. Mr. Dryden thinks
this one of the sirst of our author's plays : but, on the contrary,
it may be judged from the fore-mentioned preface that it was
one < f his last ; and the great number of observations, both
moral and politic (with which this piece is crowded more than
any other of his) seems to consirm my opinion. Pope.
We may rather learn from this preface, that the original
proprietors cf Shakespeare's plays thought it their interest to
keep them imprinted. The author of it adds, at the con
clusion, these words : Thank fortune for the 'scape it hath
" made among you, since, by the grand possessors will, I be" lieve you should rather have prayed for them, than have
" been prayed," Sec. By the grand poffejfors, I suppose, were
meant, Homing and Condell. Steevens.
1
fonder than ignoranct ;] Fonder, for more childish.
Warburton.
3 jfnd still-left, kc.] Mr. Dryden, in his alteration of this
play, has taken this speech as it stands, except that he has
ch. fged still-left ro artUfs, not for the better, because still-left
refers to IkiU aud si. ifal. J 0 h n s o -n .
Troi.
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Trot. Still have I tarried.
Pan. Ay, to the leavening : but here's yet in the
word hereafter, the kneading, the making of the
fake, the heating of the oven, and the baking ; ' nay,
you must stay the cooling too, or you may chance to
burn your lips.
Troi. Patience herself, what goddess ere she be,
Doth lesser blench at sufferance than I do.
At Priam's royal table do I lit;
And when fair Cressid comes into my thoughts,
So, traitor ! —when she comes ! When is she thence ?
Pan. 'Well, me look'd yesternight fairer than ever
I saw her look, or any woman else.
Troi. I was about to tell thee, when my heart,
As wedged with a sights would rive in twain,
Lest Hector or my father should perceive me,
I have (as when the fun doth light a storm)
Buried this sigh in wrinkle of a smile :
But sorrow, that is couch'd in seeming gladness,
Is like that mirth fate turns to sudden sadness.
Pan. An her hair were not somewhat darker than
Helen's—Well, goto, there were no more comparison
between the women.—But, for my parr, she is my
kinswoman ; I would not, as they term it, praise her,
but I would somebody had heard her talk yesterday,
as I did. I will not dispraise your sister Cassandra's
wit; but
Troi. O Pandarus ! I tell thee, Pandarus,
When I do tell thee, there my hopes lie drown'd ;
Reply not in how many fathoms deep
They lie indrench'd. I tell thee, I am mad
In Cressid's love. Thou answer'st, she is fair ;
Pour'st in the open ulcer of my heart
Her eyes., her hair ; her cheek, her gait ; her voice
Handiest in thy discourse :
O that her hand !
In whole comparison all whites are ink ,
Writing their own reproach to whose soft seizure

1o
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The cignet's down is harsh, * and spirit of sense
Hard as the palm* of ploughman ! This thou tejl'st me,
As true thou tell'st me, when I fay, I love her ;
But faying thus, instead of oil and balm,
Thou lay'st, in every gash that love hath given me,
The knife that made it.
Pan. I speak no more than truth.
Trot. Thou dost not speak so much.
Pan. Faith, I'll not meddle in't. Let her be as
she is : if she be fair, 'tis the better for her ; an she
be not, 5 she has the mends in her own hands.
Tret. Good Pandarus ! how now, Pandarus ?
Pan. I have had my labour for my travel ; ill
thought on of her, and ill thought on of you : gone
between and between, but small thanks for my labour.
Troi. What, art thou angry, Pandarus ? what,
with me ?
Pan. Because she is kin to me, therefore she's not
so fair as Helen : an she were not kin to me, she
would be as fair on Friday, as Helen is on Sunday.
But what care I ? I care not, an she were a blacka-moor ; 'tis all one to me.
Trot. Say I, she is not fair ?
4 —— and spirit cf sense
Hard as the palm of ploughman!
] In comparison witb
Crcssid'/ band, fays he, the spirit of sense, the utmost degree,
the most exquisite power of sensibility, which implies a soft
hand, since the fense of touching, as Scaliger fays in his
Exercitaticns, resides chiesly in the singers, is hard as the callous
and insensible palm of the ploughman. Warburton reads,
spite of sense:
Hanker,
to th' spirit of senfe.
It is not proper to make a lover profess to praise his mistress in
spite of sense ; for though he often does it in spite of the fense of
others, his own fenses are subdued to his desires. Johnson.
5 —fie bat the mendi —] She may mend her complexion by
the assistance of cosine.ticks. Johnson.
I believe it rather meant—She ir.fj. make the best cf a Bad
targain. StEEVENs.
Pan.
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Pan. I do not care whether you do or no. She's a
fool to stay behind her father. Let her to the Greeks ;
and so I'll tell her the next time I see her. For my
part, I'll meddle nor make no more in the matter.
Trot. Pandarus
• Past. Not I. •
Troir Sweet Pandarus
Pan. Pray you, speak no more to me. I will leave
all as I found it, and there's an end. [Exit Pandarus.
[Sound alarm.
Trot. Peace, you ungracious clamours ! peace, rude
sounds !
Fools on both sides !
Helen must needs be fair,
When with your blood you daily paint her thus.
I cannot fight upon this argument ;
It is too starv'd a subject for my sword.
But Pandarus
O gods ! how do you plague me ?
I cannot come to Creflid, but by Pandar ;
And he's as teachy to be woo'd to woo,
As she is stubborn chaste against all suit.
' Tell me, Apollo, by thy Daphne's love,
'What Creflid is, what Pandar, and what we :
Her bed is India ; there she lies, a pearl :
Between our Ilium, and where she resides,
Let it be call'd the wild and wandering flood ;
Ourself the merchant ; and this sailing Pandar,
Our doubtful hope, our convoy, and our bark.
[Alarm .]

Enter Æneas.

Æne. How now, prince Troilus ? wherefore not
a field ?
Trot. Because not there. This woman's answer sorts,
For womanish it is to be from thence.
What news, Æneas, from the field to-day ?
Æne. That Paris is returned home, and hurt.
Trot. By whom, Æneas ?
Æne. Troilus, by Menelaus.
. .
Trot. Let Paris bleed : 'tis but a scar to scorn ;
Paris is gofd with Menelaus' horn.
[Alarm.
Æne, ,

ig
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Æne. Hark, what good sport is out of town to
day !
Troi. Better at home, if would I might, were may—m
But to the sport abroad : —Are you bound thither ?
Æne. In all swift haste.
Trot. Come, go we then together.
[Exeunt.
SCENE
A

II.

STREET.

Enter Crejsida, and Alexander her servant.
Cre; Who were those went by ?
Serv. Queen Hecuba and Helen.
Ore. And whither go they ?
Serv. Up to the eastern tower,
. Whose height commands as subject all the vale,
To see the fight. 1 Hector, whole patience
Is, as a virtue, fix'd, to-day was mov'd :
1 Hector, wbvfe patienct
Is, as a virtue, /.vV,] Patience sure was a virtue, and
therefore cannot, in propriety of expression, be said to be like
one. We should read,
Is as the virtue six'd,
i. e.' his patience is as sixed as the goddess Patience itself. Sa
we sind Troilus a little before saying :
. Patience herself, what goddess ere Hie be,
Doth lesser blench at sufferance than I do.
It is remarkable that Dryden, when he alter'd this play, and
found this false reading, altered it with judgment to,
whose patience
Is six'd like that of heaven.
Which he would not have done had he seen the right reading
here given, where his thought is so much better and nobler
expressed. Warburton.
I think the present text may stand. Hector's patience was as
a virtue, not variable and accidental, but sixed and constant.
If I would alter it, it should be thus :
Hector, whose patience
Is all a virtue six'd,
All, in old English, is the intensive or enforcing particle.
Johnson.
He
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He chid Andromache, and struck his armourer i
And, like as there were husbandry in war,
* Before the fun rose, he was harness'd light,
And to the field goes he; where every flower
Did, as a prophet, weep what it foresaw
In Hector's wrath.
Ore. What was his cause of anger ?
1 Before the sun rofe, be isias harnefs'd light,] Dees the poet
mean (says Mr. Theobald) that Ueclor had put on light armour?
mean ! what else could he mean ? He goes to fight on foot ;
and was not that the armour for his purpose ? So Fairfax in
Tafo's Jerusalem :
" The other princes put on harness light
" As footmen use
"
Yet, as if this had been the highest absurdity, he goes on, Or
does he mean that Heclor wes sprightly in his arms even before
sun-rife ? or is a conundrum aimed at, in sun rofe and harnejl
But to get out of this perplexity, he tells us, that a very flight alteration makes all these
constructions unnecessary, and so changes it to harness-dight. Yet
indeed the very slightest alteration will at any time let the poet's
fense through the critic's fingers : and the Oxford Editor very
contentedly takes up with what is left behind, and reads harnessdight too, in order, as Mr. Theobald well expresses it, to make
all construction unnecessary. Warburton.
How does it appear that Hector was to fight on foot rather
to-day than on any other day ? It is to be remembered, that
the ancient heroes never fought on horseback ; nor does their
manner of fighting in chariots seem to require less activity than
on foot. Johnson.
It is true that the heroes of Homer never fought on horse
back ; yet such of them as make a second appearance in the
Æneid, appear to have had cavalry among them, as well as
their antagonists the Rutulians. Little can be inferred from
the manner in which Ascanius and the young nobility of Troy
are introduced at the conclusion of the funeral games, as Virgil
very probably, at the expence of an anachronism, meant to
pay a compliment to the military exercises instituted by Julius
Cæsar, and improved by Augustus. It appears from several
passages in this play, that Hector fights on horseback ; and it
should be remembered, that Shakespeare was indebted for many
of his materials to a book which pronounces both the prophet
Esdras and Pythagoras to have been bastard children of king
Priamus. Steevens
Serv.

14

TROILUS aAd CRESS IDA.

Serv. The noise goes thus : there is among the
Greeks
A lord of Trojan blood, nephew to Hector ;
They call him Aj ax.
Cre. Good ; and what of him ?
Serv. They fay, he is a very man * per fe, and,
stands alone.
Cre. So do all men, unless they are drunk, sick,
or have no legs.
Serv. This man, lady, hath robb'd many beasts of
their particular additions ; he is as valiant as the lion,
churlish as the bear, flow as the elephant : a man into
whom nature hath so crowded humours, + that his
valour is crushed into folly, his folly sauced with dis
cretion : there is no man hath a virtue, that he has not
a glimpse of; nor any man an attaint, but he carries
some stain of it. He is melancholy without cause,
and merry against the hair: he hath the joints of
eveiy thing ; but every thing so out of joint, that he
is a gouty Briareus, many hands and no use ; or pur
blind Argus, all eyes and no sight.
Cre. But how should this man, that makes me smile,
make Hector angry ?
Serv. They say, he yesterday cop'd Hector in the
battle, and struck him down ; the disdain and shame
whereof hath ever since kept Hector fasting and
waking.
Enter Pandarus.
Cre. Who comes here ?
Serv. Madam, your uncle Pandarus.
Cre. Hector's a gallant man.
Serv. As may be in the world, lady,
1 —per se,—] So in Chaucer's Testament cf Crefeide:
" Of faire Cresseide the sloure and a per se
" Ol' Troie and Greece." Steevzns.
* To be crushed into folly, is to be ccnfujld and mingled with
felly, so as that they make one mass together. Johnsos,
Pan.
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Pan. What's that ? what's that ?
Cre. Good morrow, uncle Pandarus.
Pan. 5 Good morrow, cousin Cressid : what do you
talk of? Good morrow, Alexander.— How do you
cousin ? when were you at 6 Ilium ?
Cre. This morning, uncle.
Pan. What were you talking of, when I came ?
Was Hector arm'd and gone, ere you came to Ilium ?
Helen was not up ? was she ?
Cre. Hector was gone, but Helen was not up.
Pan. E'en so ; Hector was stirring early.
Cre. That were we talking of, and of his anger.
Pan. Was he angry ?
Cre. So he says, here.
Pan. True, he was so ; I know the cause too. He'll
lay about him to-day, I can tell them that; and there's
Troilus will not come far behind him : let them take
heed of Troilus I can tell them that too.
Cre. What is he angry too ?
Pan. Who, Troilus ? Troilus is the better man
o' the two.
5 Good morrow cousin, Creffid: what do you talk cf? Good
morrow, Alexander.—Ho*w do you, cousin?—] Good morrow
Alexander, is added in all the ediiions, fays Mr. Pope, very
absurdly, Paris not being on the (lags.—Wonderful acutenefs !
But, with submission, this gentleman's note is much more ab
surd ; for it falls out very unluckily for his remark, that though
Paris is, for the generality, in Homer called Alexander ; yet,
in this play, by any one of the characters introduced, he is
called nothing but Paris. The truth of the fact is this : Pan
darus is of a busy, impertinent, insinuating character; and it
is natural for him, so soon as he has given his cousin the goodmorrow, to pay his civilities too to her attendant. This is
purely iv ijds1, as the grammarians call it ; and gives us an
admirable touch of Pandarus's character. And why might not
Alexander be the name of Cressid's man ? Paris had no patent,
I suppose, for engrossing it to himself. But thr late editcr%
perhaps- because we have had Alexander the Great, Pope
Alexander, and Alexander Pope, would not have so eminent a
name prostituted to a comn on varlct. Theobald.
? —-///'»/» ?] Wat the palace of Troy. Johnson.
Cre.
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Cre. Oh, Jupiter ! there's no comparison.
Pan. What, not between Troilus and Hector ?
Do you know a man, if you fee him ?
Cre. Ay ; if I ever saw him before, and knew him.
Pan. Well, I say, Troilus is Troilus.
Cre. Then you say as I say; for I am sure he is
not Hector.
Pan. No, nor Hector is not Troilus, in some de
grees.
Cre. 'Tis just to each of them. He is himself.
Pan. Himself ? alas, poor Troilus ! I would he
were
Cre. So he is.
Pan. —'Condition, I had gone bare-foot to India.
Cre. He is not Hector.
Pan. Himself? No, he's not himself.—'Would he
were himself ! Well, the gods are above ; time must
friend, or end. Well, Troilus, well, I would my
heart were in her body!
No, Hector is not a better
man than Troilus.
Cre.. Excuse me.
Pan. He is elder.
Cre. Pardon me, pardon me.
Pan. The other's not come to't ; you (hall tell me
another tale, when the other's come to't. Hector shall
not have his wit this year.
Cre. He shall not need it, if he have his own.
Pan. Nor his qualities.
Cre. No matter.
Pan. Nor his beauty.
Cre. 'Twould not become him ; his own's better.
Pan. You have no judgment, niece. Helen her
self swore the other day, that Troilus for a brown
favour (for so 'tis, I must confess)— Not brown
neither
Cre. No, but brown.
Pan. 'Faith, to say truth, brown and not brown.
Cre. To say the truth, true and not true.
Pan.
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Pan. She prais'd his complexion above Paris.
Cre. Why, Paris hath colour enough.
Pan. So he has.
Cre. Then Troilus should have too much : if me
prais'd him above, his complexion is higher than his ;
he having colour enough, and the other higher, is too
flaming a praise for a good complexion. I had as lieve
Helen's golden tongue had commended Troilus for a
copper nose.
Pan. I swear to you, I think, Helen loves him
better than Paris.
Cre. Then (he's a merry Greek, indeedi
Pan. Nay, I am sure she does. She came to him
the other day into the 7 cOmpass-window, and, you
know, he has not past three or four hairs on his chin.
Cre. Indeed a tapster's arithmetick may soon bring
his particulars therein to a total.
Pan. Why, he is very young: and yet will he
within three pound lift as much as his brother Hector.
Cre. Is he so young a man, and 8 so old a lifter ?
Pan. But to prove to you that Helen loves him, she
came and puts me her white hand to his cloven chin.
Cre. Juno, have mercy ! How came it cloven ?
Pan. Why, you know, 'tis dimpled. I think his
smiling becomes him better than any man in all
Phrygia.
Cre. Oh, he smiles valiantly.
Pan. Does he not ?
Cre. O yes ; an 'twere a cloud in autumn.
7
compass-voindow,—] The compafs->windo-w is the fame
if the how-'windcw . Johnson.
*
so old a lister ?] The word lister is used for a thief, by
Green, in his Art os' Coney-ctttcbing, printed 1591 : on this the
humour of the passage may be supposed to turn. We ltill call
a person who robs the shops, a Jhop-lister. Jonson uses the
expression in Cynthia's Revels :
" One other peculiar virtue you possess is, lifting."
Steevens.
' Vol. IX.
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Pan. Why, go to then :
But to prove to you
that Helen loves Troilus
Cre. Troilus will stand to the proof, if you'll prove
it so.
Pan, Troilus ? why he esteems her no more than I
esteem an addle egg.
Cre. If you love an addle egg, as well as you love
an idle head, you would eat chickens i' the shell.
Pan. I cannot chuse but laugh to think how she
tickled his chin ; indeed, she has a marvellous white
hand, I must needs confess.
Cre. Without the rack.
Pan. And she takes upon her to spy a white hair
on his chin.
Cre. Alas, poor chin ! many a wart is richer.
Pan. But there was such laughing. Queen Hecuba
laugh'd, that her eyes ran o'er.
Cre. With mill-stones.
Pan. And Cassandra laugh'd.
Cre. But jhere was more temperate fire under the
pot of her eyes : did her eyes run o'er too ?
Pan. And Hector laught.
Cre. At what was all this laughing ?
Pan. Marry, at the white hair that Helen spied on
Troilus chin.
Cre. An't had been a green hair, I should have
laugh'd too.
Pan. They laugh'd not so much at the hair, as at
his pretty answer.
Cre. What was his answer ?
Pan. Quoth me, here's but one-and-fifty hairs on
your chin, and one of them is white.
*Cre. This is hep question.
Pan. That's true; make no question of that. 9 Oneand-fifty hairs, quoth he, and one white ; that white
9 Tv.o-and-fifty hairs,—] I have ventured to substitute oneand-sifty, I think, with some certainty. How else can the
number make out Priam and his sifty sons ? Theobald.
' hois'
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hair is my father, and all the rest are his sons.
Jupiter ! quoth she, which of these hairs is Paris, my
husband ? The forked one, quoth he ; pluck it out
and give it him. But there was such laughing, and
Helen so blush'd, and Paris so chaf'd, and all the rest
so laugh'd, that it past.
Cre. So let it now ; for it has been a great wlule
going by.
Pan. Well, coufin, I told you a thing yesterday.
Think on'L
Cre. So I do.
Pan. I'll be sworn 'tis true ; he will weep you, an
'twere a man born in April.
[Sound a retreat.
Cre. And I'll spring up in his tears, an 'twere a
nettle against May.
Pan. Hark, they are coming from the field : shall
we stand up here, and fee them, as they pass towards
Ilium ? Good niece, do : sweet niece Cressida.
Cre. At your pleasure.
Pan. Here, here, here's an excellent place; here
we may fee most bravely. I'll tell you them all by
their names as they pass by ; but mark Troilus above
the rest.
Æneas pajfes over the stage.
Cre. Spealcnot so loud.
Pan. That's Æneas ; is not that a brave man ?
he's one of the flowers of Troy, I can tell you ; but
mark Troilus ; you shall see anon.
Cre. .'Who's that ?
Anterior pases over.
Pan. 1 That's A ntenor ; he has a shrewd wit, lean
tell you ; and he's a man good enough : he's one o' the
soundest
1 That's Antenor ; be has a Jhrtnxid wit,—]
" Anthenor was
" Copious in words, and one that much time spent
" To jest, when as he was in companie,
" So drrely, that no man could it espie ;
B2
" An4
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soundest judgment in Troy, whosoever ; and a proper
man of person. When comes Troilus ? I'll shew you
Troilus anon : if he fee me, you shall fee him nod
at me.
Cre. Will he give you the nod ?
Pan. You shall see.
Cre. If he do, * the rich shall have more.
Hector faffes ever.
Pan. That's Hector, that, that, look you, that.
There's a fellow ! Go thy way, Hector; there's a brave
man, niece. O brave Hector ! look, how he looks !
there's a countenance ! is't not a brave man ?
Cre. O a brave man !
Pan. Is he not ? It does a man's heart good—Look
you, what hacks are on his helmet ; look you yonder,
*' And therewith held his countenaance so well,
" That every man received great content
" To heare him speakc, and pretty jests to tell,
" When he was pleasant, and in merriments
" For tho' that he most commonly was fad,
" Yet in his speech some jest he always had."
Lidgale, p. 105.
Steevens.
z
the rich fliall have more.] To give one the nod, was a
phrase signifying to give one a mark of solly. The reply turns
upon this fense alluding to the expression give, and should be
read thus :
the mich fliall have more.
i. e. much. He th;it has much folly already shall then have
more. This was a proverbial speech, implying that benesits
fall upon the rich. The Oxford editor alters it to,
— the rest shall have none. Warburton.
I wonder why the commentator should think any emendation
neceslhry, since his own fense is fully expressed by the present
reading. Ilanmcr .ippears not to have understood the passage.
That to give the nod signifies to set a mark of folly, I do not
know ; the allusion is to the word noddy, which, as now, did,
in our author's time, and long before, signify, a filly fellow,
and may, by its etymology, signify likewise full of nods.
Cressid means, that a noddy flail have more nods. Of such
remarks as these it a comment to consist s • Johnson.
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do you fee ? look you there !, there's no jesting ; there's
laying on, take't osf who will, as they fay: there be
hacks!
Cre. Be those with swords ?
Paris pajses over.
Pan. Swords ? any thing, he cares not.
An the
devil come to him, it's all one. By godfiid, it does
one's heart good. Yonder comes Paris, yonder comes
Paris : look ye yonder, niece, is't not a gallant man
too, is't not ? Why, this is brave now. Who said he
came home hurt to-day ? he's not hurt : why, this
will do Helen's heart good now, ha ? 'Would I could
fee Troilus now ! you shall see Troilus anon.
Cre. Who's that?
Helenas pajses over.
Pan. That's Helenus. I marvel where Troilus is.
That's Helenus :—I think he went not forth to-day.—
That's Helenus.
Cre. Can Helenus fight, uncle ?
Pan. Helenus ! no
yes, he'll fight indifferent
well:—I marvel where Troilus is ! hark ; do you not
hear the people cry Troilus ? Helenus is a priest.
Cre. What sneaking fellow comes yonder ?
Troilus pajses over.
Pan. Where! yonder? that's Deiphobus. 'Tis
Troilus ! there's a man, niece !
Hem !
Brave
Troilus ! the prince of chivalry !
Cre. Peace, for shame, peace !
Pan. Mark him ; note him : O brave Troilus !
look well upon him, niece ; look you, how his sword
is bloodied, and his helm more hack'd than Hector's ;
and how he looks, and how he goes ! O admirable
youth ! he ne'er saw three-and-twenty. Go thy way,
Troilus, go thy way : had I a sister were a grace, or
a daughter a goddess, he should take his choice, O
B 3
admirable
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admirable man ! Paris ? — Paris is dirt to him; and,
I warrant, Heien to change would give 3 an eye to
boot.
Enter soldiers, &c.

—

Cre. Here come more.
Pan. Asses, fools, dolts ! chaff and bran, chaff and
bran ! porridge after meat ! I could live and'die i' the
eyes of Troilus. Ne'er look, ne'er look ; the eagles
are gone ; crows and daws, crows and daws. I had
rather be such a man as Troilus, than Agamemnon
and all Greece..
Cre. There is among the Greeks, Achilles ; a better
man than Troilus.
,
Pan. Achilles ? a dray-man, a porter, a very camel. •
Cre. Well, well.
'Pan. Well, well :—why, have you any discretion ?
have you any eyes ? Do you know what a man is ? is
not birth, beauty, good shape, discourse, manhood,
learning, gentleness, virtue, youth, liberality, and so
forth, the spice and salt that season a man ?
•
Cre. Ay, a minc'd man : and then to be bak'd
with no date in the pye, for then the man's date is
out.
Pan. You are such a woman, one knows not at
what ward you lie.
Cre. Upon my back to defend my belly ; * upon
my wit to defend my wiles ; upon my secrecy to
defend mine honesty ; my mask to defend my beauty \
and you to defend all these. At all these wards I lie,
and at a thousand watches.
3
money to boot.'] So the folio. The old (juarto, with
more force, Give an eye to boot. Johnson.
I have followed the quarto. Ste evens.
* — upon my iwit to defend my wilts ; ] So read both the
copies : yet perhaps the author wrote,
Upon my wit to defend my will.
The terms wit and wilI were, in the language of that time,
put often in opposition. Johnson,
Pan.
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Pan. Say one of your watches.
Cre. Nay, I'll watch you for that, and that's one of
the chiefest of them too : if I cannot ward what I
would not have hit, I can watch you for telling how
I took the blow ; unless it swell past hiding, and then
it is past watching.
Pan. You are such another !
Enter Boy.
Boy. Sir, my lord would instantly Ipeak with you.
Pan. Where?
Boy. 5 At your own house ; there he unarms him.
Pan. Good boy, tell him I come. I doubt he be
hurt.—Fare ye well, good niece.
Cre. Adieu, uncle.
Pan. I'll be with you, niece, by and by.
Cre. To bring, uncle
Pan. Ay, a token from Troilus.
Cre. By the same token, you are a bawd.
[Exit Patidarus,
'Words, vows, gifts, tears, and love's full sacrifice,
JHe offers in another's enterprize :
But more in Troilus thousand-fold I see
Than in the glass of Pandar's praise may be :
Yet hold I off. Women are angels, wooing ;
Things won are done ; 6 joy's foul lies in the doing :
That she belov'd knows nought, that knows not this-*Men prize the thing ungain'd, more than it is.
7 That she was never yet, that ever knew
Love got so sweet, as when desire did sue :
5 At your own house ; there he unarms him.] These necessary
words added from the quarto edition- Pope.
The words added are only, there he unarms him. Johnson.
' ~~j°y's s0"l l'ei the doing ;] So read both the old editions,
for which the later editions have poorly given,
i
the foul's joy lies in doing. Johnson.
7 That Jhc ] Means, that woman. Johnson.
B 4

Therefore
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Therefore this maxim out of love I teach ;
Atchicvement is, command; ungain'd, beseech.
8 Then though 9 my heart's content firm love doth bear,
Nothing of that shall from mine eyes appear. {Exit,
SCENE

IIL

The Grecian camp.
Trumpets.

Enter Agamemnon, Nestor, Vhffes, Menelaus,
with others.
Agam. Princes,
What grief hath set the jaundice on your cheeks ?
The ample preposition, that hope makes
In all designs begun on earth below,
Fails in the promis'd largeness. Checks and disasters
Grow in the veins of actions highest rear'd ;
As knots by the conflux of meeting sap
Infect the sound pine, and divert his grain
Tortive and errant from his course of growth.
Nor, princes, is it matter new to us,
That we come short of our suppose so far,
That, after seven years' siege, yet Troy walls stand ;
Sirh every action that hath gone before,
Whereof we have record, trial did draw
Bias and thwart, not answering the aim,
And that unbodied figure of the thought
That gave't surmised shape. Why then, you princes,
Do you with cheeks abash'd behold our Works ?
And think them shame, which are, indeed, nought
else
But the protractive trials of great Jove,
To find persistive constancy in men ?
The fineness of which metal is not found
In fortune's love : for then, the bold and coward,
* Then though
] The quarto reads then ; the folio and the
podern editions read impropcly, that. Johnson.
9 —my ItJit's content ] Ccr.tent, incapacity. VVarb.
The
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The wife and fool, the artist and unread,
The hard and soft, seem all affin'd and kin :
But in the wind and tempest of her frown,
Distinction with a 1 broad and powerful fan,
Puffing at all, winnows the light away ;
And what hath mass, or matter, by itself,
Lies, rich in virtue, and unmingled.
Nest. * With due observance of thy godlike feat,
Great Agamemnon, 3 Nestor shall apply
Thy latest words. In the reproof of chance
Lies the true proof of men : the sea being smooth,
How many shallow bauble boats dare sail
Upon her + patient breast, making their way
* With those of nobler bulk ?
* Broad, quarto; the folio reads hud. Johnson,
1 With due observance of thy goodly seat,'] Goodly is an epi
thet carries no very great compliment with it j and Nestor
seems here to be paying deference to Agamemnon's .tate and
pre-eminence. The old books have it,— to tby godly seat ;
godlike, as I have reformed the text, seems to me the epithet
designed ; and is very conformable to what Æneas afterwards
fays of Agamemnon ;
Which is that god in ossice guiding men ?
So godlike seat is here, state supreme above all other com
manders. Theobald.
This emendation Theobald might have found in the quarto,
which has,
the godlike feat. Johnson.
3
Nestor stall APPlY
Tby latest words
Nestor applies the words to another
instance. Johnson.
+
patient breast, —— ] The quarto not so well,
—:— ancient breast. Johnson.
s With these of nobler bulk ?] Statius has the fame thought,
•* Sic ubi magna novum Phario de littore puppis
" Solvit iter, jamque innumeros utrinque rudentes
** Lataque veliferi porrexit brachift mali
" Invasitque vias ; it eodem angusta phaselus
" Æquore, et immensi partem sibi vendicat austri."
Pope has imitated the passage. Stkeven*.
But
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But let the ruffian Boreas once enrage
The gentle Thetis, and anon, behold,
The strong-ribb'd bark thro' liquid mountains cut?
Bounding between the two moist elements,
Like Pei feus' horse. Where's then the saucy boat,
Whose weak untimber'd fides but even now
Co-rival'd greatness ? either to harbour fled,
Or made a toast for Neptune. Even so
Doth valour's shew and valour's worth divide
In storms of fortune : for, in her ray and bright
ness,
The herd hath more annoyance by the brize
Than by the tyger : but when splitting winds
Make flexible the knees of knotted oaks,
And flies flee under shade ; why then 6 the thing of
courage,
As rowz'd with rage, with rage doth sympathize ;
And, with an accent tun'd in self-same key,
7 Returns to chiding fortune.
Ulyjs. Agamemnon,
Thou great commander, nerve and bone of Greece,
Heart of our numbers, soul, and only spirit,
Jn whom the tempers and the minds of all
Should be shut up, hear what Ulysses speaks.Besides the applause and approbation
The which—most mighty for thy place and sway—
[To Agamemnon.
And thou, most reverend, for thy stretcht-out life—
[To Nestor.
t
the thing of courage,'] It is soid of the tiger, that
in storms and high winds he rages and roars most furiously.
Hanmer.
1 Returns to eliding fortune.] For returns, Hanmer reads
replies, unnecessarily, the fense being the fame. The folio and
fjuarto have rakes, corruptly. Johnson.
I give
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I give to both your s speeches ; which are such,
As Agamemnon and the hand of Greece
Should hold up high in brass ; and such again,
As venerable Nestor, hatch'd in silver,
Should with a bond of air (strong as the axle-tree
On which heaven rides) knit all the Greekish ears
To his experienc'd tongue : yet let it please both
Thou great, and wise, to hear Ulyucs speak.
9 Agam.
*
.
speeches ; which were such,
As Agamemnon and the hand of Greece
Should hold up high in brass ; andsuch again,
As venerable Nestor, hatch'd in stiver,
Should
knit all Greeks ears
To his experienc'd tongue
] Ulysses begins his oration
with praising those who had spoken before him, and marks the
characteristick excellencies of their different eloquence, strength,
and sweetness, which he expresses by the different metals on
which he recommends them to be engraven for the instruction.
of posterity. The speech of Agamemnon is such that it ought
to be engraven in brass, and the tablet held up by him on the
one side, and Greece on the other, to shew the union of their
opinion. And Nestor ought to be exhibited in silver, uniting
all his audience in one mind by his soft and gentle elocution.
Brass is the common emblem ot strength, and silver of gentle
ness. We call a soft voice a stiver voice, and a persuasive
tongue a stiver tongue. I once read for hand, the band of
Greece, but I think the text right.
To batch is a term of
art for a particular method of engraving. Hatcher, to cut, Fr.
Johnson.
In the description of Agamemnon's speech, there is a plain
allusion to the old custom of engraving laws and publick record*
in brass, and hanging up the tables in temples, and other
places of general resort. Our author has the fame allusion in
Measure for Measure, act v. scene I. The Duke, speaking of
the merit of Angelo and Escalus, fays that
•*
It deserves with charafters of brass
" A sorted residence, 'gainst the tooth of Ume
" And razure of oblivion."
So far therefore I agree with Mr. Johnson. I do not see any
reason for supposing with him, that Nestor's speech, or Nestor
himself (for it is not clear, I think, which he means) was also
to be engraven in stiver. " To hatch, (fays he) is a term of
art tox a particular method of engraving." It is so.
Hatching
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9 Agam. Speak, prince of Ithaca, and be't of less
expect
That matter needless, of importless burden,
Divide thy lips ; than we are confident,
When rank Therfites opes his mastisf jaws,
We shall hear mulick, wit, and oracle.
Ulyjs. Troy, yet upon her basis, had been down,
And the great Hector's sword had lack'd a master,
But for these instances.
1 The specialty of rule hath been neglected ;
Hatching is used in the engraving of plates from which prints
art to be taken, principally, I believe, to express the padows :
but it can be of no use in any other species of engraving, which
could exhibit (to use Mr. Johnson's phrase) either Nestor, or
his speech, in fiver. In short, I believe, we ought to read,—
thatch'd in fiver, alluding to his filver hair. The fame
metaphor is used by Timon (act iv. scene 4.) to Phryne and
Timandra :
"
thatch your poor thin roofs
" With burthens of the dead."
Os the rest cf this passage Mr. Johnson says nothing. If he
has no more conception than I have of
a bond of air (strong as the axle-tree
On which heaven rides)
he will perhaps excuse me for hazarding a conjecture, that the
true reading may possibly be,
,
a bond of awe.
After all, the construction of this passage is very harsh and
irregular; but with that I meddle not, believing it was left so
by the author. Observations and Conjectures, (jfc. printed at
Oxford, 1766.
I find the word hatch'd used by Heywood in the Iron Age, 1632:
**
1 1— his face
" Is hatch'd with impudency three-fold thick."
And again, in Beaumont and Fletcher's Humorous Lieutenant,
" His weapon br.tcb'd in blood."
The voice of Nestor, which on all occasions enforced attention,
might be, I think, not unpoetically called, a bond of air, be
cause its operations were vilible, though his voice, like the air,
was unseen. Steevens.
0 Agam. Speak, &c.] This speech is not in the quarto.
Johnson.
* The specialty of pule—'] The particular rights of supreme
authority. Johnson.
And,

TROILUS and CRESSIDA:

t$

And, look, how many Grecian tents do stand
Hollow upon this plain, so many hollow factions.
* When that the general is not like the hive,
To whom the foragers shall all repair,
What honey is expected ? Degree being vizarded,
The unworthiest shews as fairly in the mask.
3 The heavens themselves, the planets, and this center,
Observe degree, priority, and place,
Insisture, course, proportion, season, form,
Office, and custom, in all line of order :
And therefore is the glorious planet, Sol,
In noble eminence enthron'd and spher'd
Amidst the other ; whose med'cinable eye
Corrects the ill aspects of planets evil,
And posts, like the commandment of a king,
Sans check, to good and bad. + But when tiie planets
In evil mixture, to disorder wander,
1 When that the general is not lIKE the 6ive,] The mean
ing is, When the general is not to the army like the hive to the
bees, the repository of the stock of every individual, that to
which each particular resorts with whatever he has collected for
the good of the whole, what honey is expeded? what hope of
advantage ? The fense is clear, the expression is confused.
t
Johnson.
3 The heavens themselves,
] This illustration was pro
bably derived from a passage in Kooker : " If celestial spheres
" should forget their wonted motion ; if the prince of the
" lights of heaven should begin to stand ; if the moon should
•' wander from her beaten way ; and the seasons of the year
" blend themselves; what would become of man i"
The heavens themselves, the planets, and this center,] i. e.
the center of the earth ; which, according to the Ptolemaic
system then in vogue, is the center of the solar system. Warb.
*
But when the planets
In evil mixture, to disorder wander, &c.] I believe the
poet, according to astrologic-1 opinions, means, when the
planets form malignant configurations, when their aspects are
evil towards one another. This he terms evil mixture. Johns.
The apparent irregular motions of the planets were supposed
to portend some disasters to mankind ; indeed the planets them
selves were not thought formerly to be confined in any fixed
orbits of their own, but to wander about ad libitum, as the
etymology of their names demonstrates. Anonymous.
What
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What plagues, and what portents ? what mutiny ?
What raging of the sea ? shaking of earth ?
Commotion in the winds ? frights, changes, horrors,
Divert and crack, rend and deracinate
The unity and married calm of states
Quite from their fixure ? 5 Oh, when degree is ihak'd,
Which is the ladder to all high defigns,
6 The enterprize is sick ! How could communities,
Degrees in schools, and ' brotherhoods in cities,
Peaceful commerce from dividable shores,
The primogeniture, and due of birth,
Prerogative of age, crowns, scepters, lawrels,
But by degree, stand in authentick place ?
Take but degree away, untune that string,
And hark what discord follows ! each thing meets
In meer oppugnancy : the bounded waters
Should lift their bosoms higher than the shores,
And make a sop of all this solid globe :
Strength should be lord of imbecillity,
And the rude son should strike his father dead :
Force should be right •, or rather, right and wrong,
(Between whose endless jar justice resides) Should lose their names, and so should justice too.
Then every thing includes itself in power,
Power into will, will into appetite ;
And appetite, an universal wolf,
So doubly seconded with will and power,
Must make perforce an universal prey,

S .

Ob, '.Mhen degree is /hak'd,] I would read,
So when degree is shak'd. Johnson.
' The enterprize—.] Perhaps we should read,
Then enterprize is sick f
Johnson*.
7
brotherhoods in cities,} Corporations, companies,
toitfrMernitits. Johkson.
t
I That
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* That by a pace goes backward, 9 with a purpose
It hath to climb. The general's disdain'd
By him one step below ; he, by the next ;
That next, by him beneath : so every step,
Exampled by the first pace that is sick
Of his superior, grows to an envious fever
Of pale and 1 bloodless emulation.
And 'tis this fever that keeps Troy on foot,
Not her own sinews. To end a tale of length,
Troy in our weakness stands, not in her strength.
Neft. Most wisely hath Ulysses here discover'd
The fever, whereof all our power is sick.
Agam. The nature of the sickness found, Ulysses,
What is the remedy ?
Ufyjs. The great Achilles —whom opinion crowns
The sinew and the fore-hand of our host—
Having his ear full of his airy fame,
Grows dainty of his worth, and in his tent
Lies mocking our designs. With him, Patroclus,
Upon a lazy bed, the live-long day
Breaks scurril jests ;
And with ridiculous and aukward action,
(Which, slanderer, he imitation calls)
He pageants us. Sometimes, great Agamemnon,
* Thy topless deputation he puts on ;
And, sike a strutting player—whose conceit
Lies in his ham-string, and doth think it rich
To hear the wooden dialogue and sound
Twixt his stretch'd footing and the scassoldage—
Such to-be-pitied and o'er-wrested seeming
* That by a pact—] That goes backward step by step. Johns.
9 —— miitb a purpese
It hath to climb.
] With a design in each man to
aggrandize himself, by slighting his immediate superior. Johns.
~
bloodless emulations An emulation not vigorous and
active, but malignant and sluggish. Johnson.
1 shy topless deputation
] Topless is that ha9 nothing
tupping or overtopping it; supreme; sovereign. Johnson.
He
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He acts thy greatness in : and when he speaks,
'Tis like a chime a mending ; with terms unsquar'd,
Which, from the tongue of roaring Typhon dropt,
Would seem hyperboles. At this fusty stusf
The large Achilles, on his prest-bed lolling,
From his deep chest laughs out a. loud applause ;
Cries —excellent ! —'tis Agamemnon just.
Now play me Nestor; —hem, and stroke thy beard,
As he, being 'drest to some oration.
That's done ;
* 3 as near as the extremest ends
Of parallels ; as like, as Vulcan and his wife :
Yet god Achilles still cries, excellent !
'Tis Nestor right I now play him me, Patroclus,
Arming to answer in a night alarm.
And, then forsooth, the faint defects of age
Must be the scene of mirth ; to cough and spit,
And with a palsy fumbling on his gorget,
Shake in and out the rivet :
and at this sport,
Sir Valour dies ; cries, " O '.—enough, Patroclus ;—
" Or give me ribs of steel ! I shall split all
" In pleasure os my spleen." And, in this fashion,
* All our abilities, gifts, natures, shapes,
S'-verals and generals of grace exact,
Atchievements, plots, orders, preventions,
Excitements to the field, or speech for truce,
Success, ot loss, what is, or is not, serves
As stusf for these two * to make paradoxes.
Nest. And in the imitation of these twain,
(Whom, as Ulyfies fays, opinion crowns
3
, as near as the extremist ends, &c.] The parallels t<J
which the allusion srems to be made are the parallels on a map.
As like as East to West. Johnson.
4 All our abilities, gifts, natures, fiapcs,
Stvcrals and generals of grace exact,
Atchievements, phts, &c.] The meaning is this, All ous
good grace exaJs, means of excellence irreprebenjible. Johns.
1
to make paradox;s.] Paradoxes may have a meaning-,
but it is not clear and diilinct. I wish the copies had given,
,
to make pandits. Johnson,
With
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With an imperial voice) many are infect.
Ajax is grown self-will'd ; and 6 bears his head
In such a rein, in full as proud a place,
As bread Achilles : keeps his tent like him ;
Makes factious feasts ; rails on our state of war,
Bold as an oracle : and sets Therfites,
(A flave, whose gall coins slanders like a mint)
To match us in comparisons with dirt ;
To weaken and discredit our exposure,
1 How rank soever rounded in with danger.
Vlyjf. They tax our policy, and call it cowardise ;
Count wisdom as no member of the war ;
Forestall prescience, and esteem no act
But that of hand : the still and mental parts—
That do contrive how many hands shall strike,
•When fitness call them on ; 8 and know by measure
Of their observant toil the enemies' weight —
Why this hath not a finger's dignity ;
They call this bed-work, mappery, closet- war :
So that the ram, that batters down the wall,
For the great swing and rudeness of his poize,
They place before his hand that made the engine ;
Or those, that with the fineness of their souls
By reason guide his execution.
Nest. Let this be granted, and Achilles' horse
Makes many Thetis' sons.
[Trumpet sounds.
Agam. What trumpet ! look, Menelaus.
Men. From Troy.
. * —— bears his head
In such a rein,
] That is, holds up his head as
haughtily. We still fay of a girl, /he bridles. Johnson.
? Hoi/j rank soever rounded in witb danger.] A rank weed is
a high weed. The modern editions silently read,
How hard soever
Johnson.
t ,
and kno.iu At measure
Of their observant to'il the enemies' weight ;
] I think it
were better to read,
and know the measure,
By their observant toil, of th' enemies' weight. Johns.
Vol. IX.
C
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Enter Æneas.

Aga. What would you 'fore our tent ?
Æne. Is this great Agamemnon's tent, I pray you ?
Aga. Even this.
Æne. May one, that is a herald and a prince,
Do a fair message to his 9 kingly ears ?
Aga. With surety stronger than 1 Achilles' arm,
'Fore all the Greekish heads, which with one voice
Call Agamemnon head and general.
Æne. Fair leave, and large security. How may
* A stranger to those most imperial looks
Know them from eyes of other mortals ?
Aga. How ?
Æne. I ask, that I might waken reverence,
And 3 bid the cheek be ready with a blush
Modest as morning, when she coldly eyes
The youthful Phœbus :
Which is that God in office, guiding men ?
Which is the high and mighty Agamemnon ?
Aga. This Trojan scorns us ; or the men of Troy
Are ceremonious courtiers.
Æne. Courtiers as free, as debonair, unarm'd,
As bending angels \ that's their fame in peace :
But when they would seem soldiers, they have galls,
Good arms, strong joints, true swords, and, Jove's
accord,
Nothing so full of heart. But peace, Æneas ;
9
*
wrote,

kingly ears ?] The quarto,
kingly eyes. Johnson.
Achilles' arm.] So the copies.

Perhaps the author

Alcides1 arm. Johnson.
• * Astranger to those most imperial looks] And yet this was the
seventh year of the war. Shakespeare, who so wonderfully
preserves character, usually confounds the customs of all nations,
and probably supposed that the ancients (like the heroes of
chivalry) fought with beavers to their helmets. Steevens.
3
hid the cheek ] So the folio. The quarto has,
— on the cheek— Johnson.
Peace,
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Peace, Trojan ; lay thy ringer on thy lips !
The worthiness of praise di stains his worth,
If he, that's prais'd, himself bring the praise forth :
But what the repining enemy commends,
That breath Fame blows > that praise sole pure tran
scends.
Aga. Sir, you of Troy, call you yourself Æneas ?
Æne. Ay, Greek, that is my name.
Aga. What's your asfair, I pray you ?
Æne. Sir, pardon ; 'tis for Agamemnon's ears.
Aga. He hears nought privately that comes from
Troy.
Æne. Nor I from Troy come not to whisper him :
I bring a trumpet to awake his ear ;
To set his sense on the attentive bent,
And then to speak.
Aga. Speak frankly as the wind
It is not Agamemnon's sleeping hour ;
That thou shalt know, Trojan, he is awake,
He tells thee so himself.
Æne. Trumpet, blow loud,
Send thy brass voice thro' all these lazy tents ;—
And every Greek of mettle, let him know
What Troy means fairly, shall be spoke aloud.
[Trumpets founds
We have, great Agamemnon, here in Troy
A prince call'd Hector, Priam is his father ;
Who in this dull and + long continu'd truce
Is s rusty grown ; he bade me take a trumpet,
And to this purpose speak : kings, princes, lords !
If there be one amongst the fair'st of Greece,
That holds his honour higher than his ease ;
That seeks his praise more than he fears his peril ;
That knows his valour, and knows not his fear ;
*
long continu'd truce] Of this long truce there has been
no notice taken ; in this very act it is said, that Ajax cosed
Hector yesterday in the battle. Johnson.
* ——rujly—] Quarto, rejiy. Johnson.
C 2
That
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That loves his mistress 6 more than in confession
(With truant vows 7 to her own lips he loves)
And dare avow her beauty and her worth
In other arms than hers ;—to him this challenge.
Hector, in view of Trojans and of Greeks,
Shall make it good, or do his best to do it ;
He hath a lady, wiser, fairer, truer,
Than ever Greek did compass in his arms ;
And will to-morrow with his trumpet call,
Midway between your tents and walls of Troy,
To rouse a Grecian that is true in love.
If any come, Hector shall honour him ;
If none, he'll say in Troy, when he retires,
The Grecian dames are sun-burn'd, 8 and not worth
The splinter of a lance. Even so much.
Aga. This shall be told our lovers, lord Æneas.
If none of them have soul in such a kind,
We left them all at home : but we are soldiers \
And may that soldier a mere recreant prove,
That means not, hath not, or is not in love !
If then one is, or hath, or means to be,
That one meets Hector ; if none else, I am he.
Nest. Tell him of Nestor ; one, that was a man
When Hector's grandsire suckt : he is old now,
But, if there be not in our Grecian host
One noble man, that hath one spark of fire,
To answer for his love, tell him from me,
I'll hide my silver beard in a gold beaver,
9 And in my vantbrace put this wither'd brawn ;
'

more than in confession,] Confession, for profession.
>
Warburton.
7
to her oim lips he loves,] That is, confession made with
idle vows to and
the lips
not worth
of her •whom he loves. Johnson.
The /p1inter of a lance.
] This is the language of ro
mance. Such a challenge would better have suited the mouth
of Araadis, than Hector or Æneas. Steevens.
9 Aud in my vantbrace—] An armour for the arm, avanthras.
Pope.
. Milton uses the word ia his Sampson dgonijles. Steevens.
And,
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And, meeting him, will tell him, that my lady
Was fairer than his grandam, and as chalte
As may be in the world : his youth in flood,
I'll pawn this truth with my three drops of blood.
Æne. Now heavens forbid such scarcity of youth !
Ulyjs. Amen.
Aga. Fair lord Æneas, let me touch your hand :
To our pavilion shall I lead you, Sir.
Achilles mall have word of this intent,
So shall each lord of Greece, from tent to tent :
Yourself shall feast with us before you go,
And find the welcome of a noble foe.
[Exeunt.
Manent Ufysses and HeSlor.
Ufyss. Nestor
.
Nest. What says Ulysses ?
Ufyss I have a young conception in my brain,
9 Be you my time to bring it to some shape.
Nest. Whatis't?
Ufyss. This 'tis :
Blunt wedges rive hard knots : the seeded pride,
That hath to its maturity blown up
In rank Achilles, must or now be cropt,
Or, shedding, breed a 1 nursery of like evil,
To over-bulk us all.
Nest. Well, and how ?
Ufyss. This challenge that the gallant Hector fends,
However it is spread in general name,
Relates in purpose only to Achilles.
Nest. 1 The purpose is perspicuous even as substance,
Whose grossness little characters sum up :
And,
5 Be you my time, &c] i.e. be you to my present purpose
what time is in respect of all'other schemes, viz. a ripener and
bringer of them to maturity. Steevens.
1
nursery
] Alluding to a plantation called a nursery.
Johnson.
1 The purpose is perspicuous even as substance,
Whose grossness little characters sum up :] That is, the pur
pose is as plain as body or substance ; and though I have col
lected this purpose from many minute particulars, as a gross
r
C 3
body
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3 And, in the publication, make no strain,
But that Achilles, were his brain as barren
As banks of Libya—tho', Apollo knows,
'Tis dry enough—will with great speed of judgment,
Ay, with celerity, find Hector's purpose
Pointing on him.
. •
Ulyjj. And wake him to the answer, think you ?
Nest. Yes, 'tis molt meet whom may you else
oppose,
That can from Hector bring his honour off,
If not Achilles ? Though't be a sportful combat,
Yet in this trial much opinion dwells ;
For here the Trojans taste our dear'st- repute
With their fin'st palate : and trust to me, Ulysses,
Our imputation shall be oddly pois'd
In this wild action :
for the success,
Although particular, shall give a ♦ scantling
Of good or bad unto the general ;
And in such indexes, although s small pricks
To their subsequent volumes, there is seen
The baby figure of the giant mass
Of things to come, at large. It is suppos'd,
He that meets Hector, issues from our choice :
And choice, being mutual act of all our fouls,
Makes merit her election ; and doth boil,
As 'twere, from forth us all, a man distill'd
Out of our virtues ; who miscarrying,
body is made up of small insensible parts, yet the result is as
clear and certain as a body thus made up is palpable aud visible.
This is the thought, though a little obscured in the conciseness
of the expression. Warburton.
' And, in the publication, make no strain,} Nestor goes on to
fay, make no difficulty, no doubt, when this .duel comes to
be proclaimed, but that Achilles, dull as he is, will discover
the drift of it. This is the meaning of the line. So after
wards, in this play, Ulysses fays,
I do not strain at the position,
i. e. I do not hesitate at, I make no difficulty of it. Theob.
*
scantling] That is, a measure, proportion. The carpen'er cuts his wood to a certain scantling. Johnson.
5
small pricks} Small points compaifi with the volumes.
2
What
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What heart from hence receives the conquering part,
To steel a strong opinion to themselves !
6 Which entertain'd, limbs are his instruments,
In no less working, than are swords and bows
Directive by the limbs.
Ulyjs. Give pardon to my speech ;
Therefore 'tis meet Achilles meet not Hector.
Let us, like merchants, shew our foulest wares,
And think, perchance, they'll fell ; if not,
The lustre of the better shall exceed,
By shewing the worst first. Do not then consent
That ever Hector and Achilles meet ;
For both our. honour and our shame, in this
Are dogg'd with two strange followers.
Nest. I fee them not with my old eyes what are
they ?
Ulyfs. What glory our Achilles shares from Hector,
Were he not proud, we all should ? share with him :
But he already is too insolent ;
And we were better parch in Africk sun,
Than in the pride and salt scorn of his eyes,
Should he 'scape Hector fair. If he, were foil'd,
Why then we did our main opinion crush
In taint of our best man. No, make a lottery ;
And, by device, let blockish Ajax draw
The sort 8 to fight with Hector : among ourselves,
Give him allowance as the worthier man,
For that will physick the great Myrmidon,
Who broils in loud applause ; and make him fall
His crest, that prouder than blue Iris bends.
If the dull brainless Ajax come safe off,
We'll dress him up in voices : if he fail,
Yet go we under our opinion still,
That we have, better men. But, hit or miss,
6 Which entertain'd
] These two lines are not in the
quarto. Johnson.
7
.Jhare
] So the quarto. The folio, wear. Johns.
8 The sort——] i.e. the lot. Stekvens.
C 4
Our
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Our project's life this shape of fense assumes,
Ajax, employs, plucks down Achilles' plumes.
Nest. Ulysses,
Now I begin to relish thy advice ;
And I will give a taste of it forthwith
To Agamemnon. Go we to him straight ;
Two curs mail tame each other ; pride alone
9 Must tarre the mastiffs on, as 'twere their bone.
[Exeunt.

'A C T

II.

S C E N E

I.

The Grecian camp.
Enter Ajax and Therjites.
Ajax.
T HERS IT ES
Ther. Agamemnon—how if he had boils—
full, all over, generally ?
[Talking to himself.
Ajax. Therfites
Ther. And those boils did run ?
say so,did
not the general run then ? were not that a botchy
core ?
Ajax. Dog!
Ther. Then there would come some matter from
him ; I fee none now.
Ajax. Thou bitch-wolf's son, canst thou not hear ?
feel then.
[Strikes him.
9 Must tarre the mastiffs on,
] Tarre, an old Englijh word
signifying to provoke or urge on. See King John, Act 4.
Scene 1.
1
like a dog
Snatch at his master that doth tar him on. Pope.
' Act II.] This play is not divided into acts in any of the
original editions. Johnson.
Ther,
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Ther. * The plague of Greece upon thee, thou
mungrel beef-witted lord !
Ajax. 3 Speak then, thou unsalted leaven, speak :
I will beat thee into handsomeness.
Ther. I shall sooner rail thee into wit and holiness :
but, I think, thy horse will sooner con an oration,
than thou learn a prayer without book. Thou canst
strike, canst thou ? a red murrain o' thy jade's tricks !
Ajax. Toads-stool, learn me the proclamation !
Ther. Dost thou think I have no fense, thou strik'st
me thus ?
Ajax. The proclamation——
«Ther. Thou art proclaim'd a fool, I think.
Ajax. Do not, porcupine, do not :—my fingers itch.
* The plague of Greece ] Alluding perhaps to the plague
sent by Apollo on the Grecian army. Johnson.
3 Speak then, thou unsalted leaven, speak j] The reading ob
truded upon us by Mr. Pope, was unsalted leaven, that has no
authority or countenance from any of the copies ; nor that
approaches in any degree to the traces of the old reading, you
whinidyi leaven. This, it is true, is corrupted and unin
telligible; but the emendation, which I have coined out of it,
gives us a fense apt and consonant to what Ajax would say,
unwinnovsdft leaven.
" Thou lump of sour dough, kneaded
" up out of a flower, unpurged and unsifted, with all the
" dross and bran in it."—— Theobald.
Speak then, thou whinid'st leavens] This is the reading of
the old copies: it should be windyest, i.e. most windy;
leaven being made by a great sermentation. This epithet
agrees well with Thersites' character. Warburton.
Hanmer preserves whinid'st, the reading of the folio; but
does not explain it, nor do I understand it. If the folio be
followed, I read, vinevsd, that is mouldy leven. Thou com
position of mustiness and sourness.
Theobald's assertion,
however consident, is false. Unsal,ed leaven is in the old quarto.
It means sour without salt, malignity without wit. Shake
speare wrote sirst unsalted; but recollecting that want of salt
was no fault in leaven, changed it to vinevsd. Johhson.
Unsalted is the reading of both the quartos. Francis Beau
mont, in his letter to Speght on his edition of Chaucer's works,
1602, fays, " Many of Chaucer's words are become as it were
»• yinew'd and hoarie with over long lying," Steevens.
Ther.

42

TROILUS and CRESSIDA.

Ther. I would thou didst itch from head to foot,
and I had the scratching of thee ; I would make thee
the ltxithsomest scab ♦ in Greece, \vhen thou art
forth in the incursions, thou strikest as flow as an
other.
Ajax. I say, the proclamation
Ther. Thou grumbleit and railest every hour on
Achilles, and thou art as full of envy at his greatness,
as Cerberus is at Proserpina's beauty, aye s that thou
bark'st at him.
Ajax. Mistress Therfites !
Ther. Thou shouldst strike him.
Ajax. Cobloaf !
Ther. He would 6 pun- thee into shivers with his
fist, as a sailor breaks a bisket.
Ajax. You whoreson cur !
[Beating him.
Ther. Do, do.
Ajax. 7 Thou stool for a witch !
Ther. Ay, do, do, thou sodden-witted lord ! thou
hast no more brain than I have in my elbows ; 8 an
afiinego may tutor thee. Thou scurvy valiant ass !
thou
*
in Greece.} The quarto adds these words, 'when
thou art forth in the incursions, thou strike]} as stow as another.
Johnson.
5
that thou bark'st at him.] I read, O that thou hark'dst
at him. Johnson.
Aye. I believe, in this place means ever. Thou art, fays
Thersites, as envious of the greatness of Achilles as is Cerberus
of Proserpine's beauty, that thou art barking at him so per
petually. So in the Midsummer Night's Dream,
" For aye to live in shady cloister mew'd." Steevens.
r 6 — pun thee into stivers —] Pun is in the midland counties
tne vulgar and colloquial word for pound. Johnson.
7 Thou stool for a witch .'—] In one way of trying a witch
they used to place her on a chair or stool, with her legs tied
across, that all the weight of her body might rest upon her
seat; and by that means, after some time, the circulation of'
the blood would be much stopped, and her sitting would be as
painful as the wooden horse. Dr. Gray.
8
an astinego
] I am not very certain what the idea
conveyed by this word was meant to be. Astnaio is Italian, fays
Hanmer,
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thou art here put to thrash Trojans ; and thou art
bought and sold among those of any wit, like a
Barbarian slave. If thou use to beat me, I will begin
at thy heel, and tell what thou art by inches, thou
thing of no bowels, thou !
Ajax. You dog !
Ther. You scurvy lord !
Ajax. You cur !
{Beating him.
Ther. Mars his jdeot ! do, rudeness ; do, camel ;
do, do,
Enter Achilles and Patroclus.
Achil. Why, how now, Ajax ? wherefore do you
this ?
How now, Therfites ? what's the matter, man ?
Ther. You fee him there, do you-?
Achil. Ay ; what's the matter ?
Ther. Nay, look upon him.
Achil. So 1 do ; What's the matter ?
Ther. Nay, but regard him well.
Achil. Well, why, I do so.
Ther. But yet you look not well upon him : for
whosoever you take him to be, he is Ajax.
Hanmer, for an aft-driver '. but in Mirza, a tragedy by Rob.
Baron, act 3. the following passage occurs, with a note
annexed to it :
"
the stout trusty blade,
" That at one blow has cut an ajinego
" Asunder like a thread."
" This (says the author) is the usual trial of the Persian
*' shamsheers or cemiters, which are crooked like a. crescent,
" of so good metal that they prefer them before any other, and
M so sharp as any razor."
I hope, for the credit of the prince, that the experiment was
rather made on an ass than an ass-driver. From the following
passage I should suppose it to be merely a cant term for a foolish
fellow, an ideot: " They apparell'd me as you fee, made a
" fool, or an ajinego of me." See The Antiquary, a comedy,
by Si Marmion, 1641. Again, in Beaumont and Fletcher's
Scornful Lady,
** — all this would be forsworn, and I again an ajinego,
f as your sister left me." Steeveks.
, 'Achil.
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Achil. I know that, fool.
Ther. Ay, but that fool knows not himself.
Ajax. Therefore I beat thee.
Ther. Lo, lo, lo, lo, v/hat modicums of wit he
utters ! his evasions have ears thus long.
I have
bobb'd his brain, more than he has beat my bones.
I will buy nine sparrows for a penny, and his pia
mater is not worth the ninth part of a sparrow. This
lord, Achilles, Ajax, who wears his wit in his belly
and his guts in his head
I'll tell you what I sayos him.
Achil. What ?
[Ajax offers to strike him., Achilles interposes.
Ther. I say, this Ajax
'
Achil. Nay, good Ajax.
Ther. Has not so much wit
Achil. Nay, I must hold you.
• Ther. As will stop the eye of Helen's needle, for
whom he comes to fight.
Achil. Peace, fool !
Ther. I would have peace and quietness, but the
fool will not : he there : that he ; look you there.
Ajax. O thou damn'd cur ! I shall
Achil. Will you set your wit to a fool's ?
Ther. No, I warrant you ; for a fool's will shame it.
Patr. Good words, Therfites.
Achil. What's the quarrel ?
Ajax. I bade the vile owl go learn me the tenour
of the proclamation, and he rails upon me.
Ther. I serve thee not.
Ajax, Well, go to, go to.
Ther. I serve here voluntary.
Achil. Your last service was sufferance, 'twas not
voluntary ; no man is beaten voluntary : Ajax was
here the voluntary, and you as under an impress.
Ther. Even so?— a great deal of your wit too lies
in your sinews, or else there be liars. Hector shall have
a great
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a great catch, if he knock out either of your brains ;
he were as good crack a fusty nut with no kernel.
Achil. What, with me too, Therfites ?
. Ther. There's Ulysses and old 9 Nestor (whose wit
was mouldy ere your grandsires had nails on their
toes) yoke you like draft oxen, and make you plough
up the war.
Achil. What! what!
Ther. Yes, good sooth; to, Achilles! to, Ajax !
to
Ajax. I shall cut out your tongue.
'ther. 'Tis no matter, I shall speak as much as thou
afterwards.
Patr. No more words, Therfites : —Peace.
Ther. I will hold my peace, 1 when Achilles' brach
bids me, shall I ?
Achil. There's for you, Patroclus.
Ther. I will fee you hang'd, like clotpoles, ere I
come any more to your tents. I will keep where
there is wit stirring, and leave the faction of fools.
[Exit.
Patr. A good riddance.
Achil. Marry this, Sir, is proclaim'd through all
our host ;
That Hector, by the fifth hour of the fun,
Will, with a trumpet, 'twixt our tents and Troy,
To-morrow morning call some knight to arms,
That hath a stomach ; such a one that dare
Maintain, I know not what. 'Tis trash ; farewell.
9
Nejsor (.whofe -wit tuas mouldy ere their grand/ires had
nails)] This is one of these editors wife riddles. What! was
Nestor's wit mouldy before his grandsire's toes had any nails s
Preposterous nonsense ! and yet so easy a change, as one poor
pronoun for another, sets all right and clear. Theobald.
'
mibex Achilles' brach bids me,—] The folio and quarto
read, Achilles' brooch. Brooch is an appendant ornament.
The meaning may be, equivalent to one of Achilles' hangers
m. Johnson.
Brach I believe to be the true reading. He calls Patroclus,
in contempt, Achilles' dog. Steevens.
Ajax.
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Ajax. Farewell ! who shall answer him ?
Achil. I know not, 'tis put to lottery ; otherwise
He knew his man.
Ajax. O, meaning you : —I'll go learn more of it.
[Exeunt.
SCENE

II.

Priam's palace.
Enter Priam, Heftor, Troilus, Paris, and Helemis.
Pri. After so many hours, lives, speeches spent,
Thus once again says Nestor from the Greeks :
Deliver Helen, and all damage else,
As honour, loss of time, travel, expence,
Wounds, friends, and what else dear that is consumed
In hot digestion of this cormorant war,
Shall be struck off. Hector, what say you to't ?
Heel. Though no man lesser fears the Greeks than I,
As far as touches my particular, yet, dread Priam,
There is no lady of more softer bowels,
More spungy to suck in the sense of fear,
More ready to cry out, Who knows what follows ?
Than Hector is. The wound of peace is surety,
Surety secure ; but modest doubt is call'd
Thy beacon of the wife, the tent that searches
To the bottom of the worst. Let Helen go.
Since the first sword was drawn about this question,
Every tithe foul 'mongst 1 many thousand dismes
Hath been as dear as Helen ; I mean, of ours.
If we have lost so many tenths of ours,
To guard a thing not ours ; not worth to us,
Had it our name, the value of one ten ;
What merit's in that reason which denies
The yielding of her up ?
1
tenth.

many thousand dismcs} Disme, Fr. is the tithe, the
Steevens.
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Troi. Fie, fie, my brother !
Weigh you the worth and honour of a king
So great as our dread father, in a scale
Of common ounces ? will you with counters sum
a The past-proportion of his infinite ?
And buckle in a waist most fathomless,
With spans and inches so diminutive
As fears and reasons ? Fie, for godly shame !
Hel. No marvel, though you bite so sharp at reasons,
You are so empty of them. Should not our father
Bear the great sway of his affairs with reasons,
Because your speech hath none, that tells him so ?
'Trot. You are for dreams and slumbers, brother
priest,
You fur your gloves with reason. Here are your
reasons.
You know, an enemy intends you harm ;
You know, a sword employ'd is p erilous ;
And reason flies the object of all harm.
Who marvels then, when Helenus beholds
A Grecian and his sword, if he do set
The Very wings of reason to his heels ;
3 And fly like chidden Mercury from Jove,
Or like a star dil-orb'd ?
Nay, if we talk of reason,
Let's shut our gates, and sleep : manhood and honour
Should have hare-hearts, would they but fat their
thoughts
With this cramm'd reason : reason and respect
Make livers pale, and lustyhood deject.
He5l. Brother, she is not worth what she doth cost
The holding.
* The pafi-proportion of hit insinite ?] Thus read both the
copies. The meaning is, that greaeness to wbicb no measure
bean any proportion. The modern editors silently give.
The vast proportion
Johnson.
3 Andfly like chidden Mercury from Jove,
Or like astar dif-trb'd f-—J These two lines are misplaced
in all die folio editions. Pots.
Trci.
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Trot. What is aught, but as 'tis valued ?
He3. But value dwells not in particular will ;
It holds his estimate and dignity
As well wherein 'tis precious of itself,
As in the prizer : 'tis mad idolatry,
To make the service greater than the god ;
* And the will dotes that is inclinable
To what infectiously itself affects,
s Without some image of the affected merit.
Trot. I take to-day a wife, and my election
Is led on in the conduct of my will ;
My will enkindled by mine eyes and ears,
Two traded pilots 'twixt the dangerous shores
Of will and judgment; how may I avoid,
Although my will distaste what it elected,
The wife I chose ? there can be no evasion
To blench from this, and to stand firm by honour.
We turn not back the silks upon the merchant,
When we have 6 soil'd them ; nor the remainder viands
We do not throw in 7 unrefpective sieve,
* And the will dotes that is inclinable] Old edition, not so
well, has it, attributive. Pope.
By the old edition Mr. Pope means the old quarto. The
folio has, as it Hands, inclinable.
1 think the first reading
better ; the miill dotes that attributes or gives the qualities which
it affects ; that first causes excellence, and then admires it.
Johnson.
5 Without some image of th' akfected merit.] We should
read,
th' affbcted's merit
i. e. without some mark of merit in the thing affected. Warb.
The present reading is right. The will affects an object for
some supposed merit, whieh Hector says, is uncensurable, unles»
the merit so affected be really there. Johnson.
*
soil'd them;
] So reads the quarto. The folio
spoil'd them.
Johnson.
7 '
unreffecti<ve sieve,] That is, into a common voider.
Sieve is in the quarto. The folio reads,
unrefpectivefame ;
for which the modern editions have silently printed,
unrefpective place. Johnson.
Because
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Because we now are full. It was thought meet,
Paris should do some vengeance on the Greeks :
Your breath, of full consent bellied his fails ;
The seas and winds (old wranglers) took a truce,
And did him service : he rouch'd the ports desir'd,
And, for an old aunt, whom the Greeks held captive*
He brought a Grecian queen, whose youth and freshness
Wrinkles Apollo's, and makes 8 pale the morning.
Why keep we her ? the Grecians keep our aunt.
Is she worth keeping? why, she is a pearl,
Whose price hath launch'd above a thousand ships,
And turn'd crown'd kings to merchants.
If you'll avouch, 'twas wisdom Paris went,
(As you must needs, for you all cry'd, go, go)
If you'll confess he brought home noble prize,
(As you must needs, for you all clapp'd your hands,
And cry'd, inestimable i) why do you now
The issue of your proper wisdoms rate ;
9 And do a deed that fortune never did,
Beggar that estimation which you priz'd
Richer than sea and land ? O theft most base !
That we have stolen what we do fear to keep !
1 But thieves, unworthy of a thing so stolen ;
Who in their country did them that disgrace,
We fear to warrant in our native place !
Cas. [within.'] Cry, Trojans, cry !
Pri. What noise ? what shriek is this ?
Trot. 'Tis our mad sister, I do know her voice.
'
pale the morning.] So the quarto. The folio and
modern editors,
, stale the morning. Jo H n s o ts .
9 And do a deed that fortune never did,) If I understand this
passage, the meaning it, " Why.do you, by censuring thedeter" mination of your own wisdon.s, degrade Helen, whom fortune
" has not yet deprived of her value, or against whom, as the
" wife of Paris, fortune has net in this war so declared, as to make
" us value her less s" This i» very harsh, and much strained.
Johnson.
1 But thieves,——] Ha k mir reads, Base thieves,
Johns.
Vol. IX.
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Cas. [within.] Cry, Trojans !
Heft, It is Cassandra.
Enter Cassandra, raving.
Cas. Cry, Trojans, cry! lend me ten thousand eyes,
And I will fill them with prophetic tears.
Heft. Peace, sister, peace.
Cas. Virgins and boys, mid-age and wrinkled elders,
Soft infancy, that nothing canst but cry,
Add to my clamours ! let us pay betimes
A moiety of that mass of moan to come.
Cry, Trojans, cry ! practise your eyes with tears ;
Troy must not be, nor goodly Ilion stand ;
Our fire-brand brother, Paris, burns us all.
Cry, Trojans, cry ! a Helen and a woe ;
Cry, cry ! Troy burns, or else let Helen go. [Exit.
Heft. Now, youthful Troilus, do not these high
strains
Of divination in our sister work
Some touches of remorse ? Or is your blood
So madly hot that no discourse of reason,
Nor fear of bad success in a bad cause,
Can qualify the same ?
Trot. Why, brother Hector,
We may not think the justness of each act
Such and no other than event doth form it ;
Nor once deject the courage of our minds,
Because Cassandra's mad ; her brain-sick raptures
Cannot 1 distaste the goodness of a quarrel,
Which hath our several honours all engag'd
To make it gracious. For my private part
I am no more touch'd than all Priam's sons ;
And Jove forbid there mould be done amongst us
Such things, as would offend the weakest spleen
To fight for and maintain !
* — distaste —] Corrupt; change to a worse state. Johns.
Par.
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Par. Else might the world convince of levity
As well my undertakings, as your counsels :
But 1 attest the gods, your full consent
Gave wings to my propenfion, and cut off
All fears attending on so dire a project.
For what, alas, can these my single arms ?
What propugnation is in one man's valour,
To stand the push and enmity of those y
This quarrel would excite ? Yet, I protest,
Were I alone to pals the difficulties,
And had as ample power, as I have will,
Paris should ne'er retract what he hath done,
Nor faint in the pursuit.
Pri. Paris, you speak
Like one besotted oh your sweet delights :
You have the honey still, but these the gall ;
So, to be valiant, is no praise at all.
,
Par. Sir, I propose not merely to myself
The pleasures such a beauty brings with it ;
But I would have the soil of her fair rape
Wip'd off, in honourable keeping her.
What treason were it to the ransack'd queen,
Disgrace to your great worths, and shame to me,
Now to deliver her possession up,
On terms of base compulsion ? can it be,
That so degenerate a strain as this,
Should once set footing in your generous bosoms ?
There's not the meanest spirit on our party,
Without a heart to dare, or sword to draw,
"
When Helen is defended; nor none so noble,
Whose life were ill bestow'd, or death unfam'd,
Where Helen is the subject. Then, I say,
Well may we fight for her, whom, we know well,
The world's large spaces cannot parallel.
He5i. Paris and Troilus, you have both said well;
And on the cause and question now in hand
Have gloz'd, but superficially ; not much
D 2
Unlike
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Unlike young men, whom Aristotle thought
Unfit to hear moral philosophy.
The reasons you alledge do more conduce
To the hot passion of distemper'd blood
Than to make up a free determination
'Twixt right and wrong ; for pleasure and revenge
Have ears more deaf than adders to the voice
Of any true decision. Nature craves
All dues be render'd to their owners ; now
What nearer debt in all humanity,
Than wife is to the husband ? If this law
Of nature be corrupted through affection,
And that great minds, of partial indulgence
To their 3 benummed wills, resist the same,
♦ There is a law in each well-ordered nation
To curb those raging appetites that are
Most disobedient and refractory.
If Helen then be wife to Sparta's king
As it is known she is
these moral laws
Of nature, and of nations, speak aloud
To have her back return'd : —thus to persist
In doing wrong, extenuates not wrong,
But makes it much more heavy. Hector's opinion
5 Is this in way of truth ; yet ne'ertheless,
My sprightly brethren, I propend to you
In resolution to keep Helen still ;
For 'tis a cause that hath no mean dependance
Upon our joint and several dignities.
31rot. Why, there you touch'd the life of our defign :
Were it not glory that we more affected
3
benummed wills,
] That is, inflexible, immoveable,
no longer obtdient to superior direction. Johnson.
♦ There is a law .
] What the law does in every nation
between individuals, justice ought to do between nations.
Johnson.
5 // ibis in -waj tf truth ;
] Though considering truth and
justice in this question, this is my opinion ; yet as a question of
honour, I think on it at you. Johnson.
Than
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Than 6 the performance of our heaving spleens,
I would not wish a drop of Trojan blood
Spent more in her defence. But, worthy Hector,
She is a theme of honour and renown ; .
A spur to valiant and magnanimous deeds ;
Whose present courage may beat down our foes,
And fame, in time to come, canonize us.
For, I presume, brave Hector would not lose
So rich advantage of a promis'd glory,
As smiles upon the forehead of this action,
For the wide world's revenue.
Hefl. I am yours,
You valiant offspring of great Priamus.——
I have a roisting challenge sent amongst:
The dull and factious nobles of the Greeks,
Will strike amazement to their drowsy spirits.
I was advertis'd their great general flept,
Whilst 7 emulation in the army crept ;
This, X presume, will wake him.
[Exeunt.
SCENE

HI.

Achilles' tent.
Enter Thersites.
How now, Therfites ? what, lost in the labyrinth
of thy fury ? Shall the elephant Ajax carry it thus ?
he beats me, and I rail at him. O worthy satisfaction !
'would it were otherwise, that I could beat him,
whilst he rail'd at me. 'Sfoot, I'll learn to conjure
and raise devils, but I'll fee some issue of my spiteful
execrations. Then there's Achilles, a rare engineer.
If Troy be not taken till these two undermine it, the
walls will stand till they fall of themselves. O thou
'
the performance of »ur beaming spleens,] The execution
of spite and resentment. Johnson.
7
emulation—] That is, envy, factious contention. Johns.
D 3
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great thunder-darter of Olympus, forget that thou
art Jove the king of gods; and, Mercury, lose all
the serpentine craft of thy Caduceus ; if thou take
not that little, little, less-than-little wit from them
that they have ! which short-arm'd ignorance itself
knows is so abundant scarce, it will not in circum
vention deliver a fly from a spider, 8 without drawing
the massy iron and cutting the web. After this, the
vengeance on the whole camp ! or rather the 9 boneache ! for that, methinks, is the curse dependant on
those that war for a placket. I have said my prayers,
and devil Envy fay Amen. What ho ! my lord
Achilles !
Enter Patroclus.
Patr. Who's there ? Thersites ? Good Thersites,
come in and rail.
Ther. If I could have remember'd a gilt counterfeit,
thou couldst not have slipp'd out of my contempla
tion: but it is no matter, Thyself upon thyself ! The
common curse of mankind, folly and ignorance, be
thine in great revenue ! heaven bless thee from a tutor,
and discipline come not near thee ! Let thy blood be
thy direction 'till thy death, then if me, that lays thee
out, fays — thou art a fair corse, I'll be sworn and
sworn upon't, she never shrowded any but Lazars.
Amen. Where's Achilles ?
Patr. What, art thou devout ? wast thou in prayer?
Ther. Ay ; the heavens hear me \
Enter Achilles, '
Achil. Who's there ?
Patr. Thersites, my lord,
*
without drawing the maffy irons—] That is, without
drawing thrir swords to cut the web. They use no means but
these ot violence. Johnson. .•«.
,
9
the bone-ache! •] In th« quarto, the Neapolitan bontaehe. J o t; k s o k .
AMI.
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AchU. Where, where ? art thou come ? Why, my
cheese, my digestion, why hast thou not served thy
self in to my table so many meals ? Come ; what's
Agamemnon !
Ther. Thy commander, Achilles.— Then tell me,
Patroclus, what's Achilles ?
Patr. Thy lord, Thersites. — Then tell me, I pray
thee, what's thyself ?
Ther. Thy knower, Patroclus.
Then tell me,
Patroclus, what art thou ?
Patr. Thou must tell that know'st.
Achil O tell, tell
Tber. I'll 1 decline the whole question. Agamemnon
commands Achilles ; Achilles is my lord ; I am Patroclus's knower ; and * Patroclus is a fool.
Patr. You rascal !
Tber. Peace, fool, I have not done.
Achil. He is a privileg'd man.— Proceed, Therfites.
Tber. Agamemnon is a fool ; Achilles is a fool ;
Thersites is a fool ; and (as aforesaid) Patroclus is a
fool.
Achil. Derive this ; come.
Ther. Agamemnon is a fool to offer to command
Achilles ; Achilles is a fool to be commanded of
Agamemnon ; Thersites is a fool to serve such a fool ;
and Patroclus is a fool positive.
Patr. Why am I a fool ?
Tber. Make that demand 3 of the prover.
It
suffices me, thou art.
*
decline the wholc question.—] Deduce the question from
the sirst cafe to the last. Johnson.
*
Patroclus is afool.] The four next speeches are not
in the quarto. Johnson.
*
of the prover. ] So the quarto. Johnson. The
folio «ads,—— of tbj creator. Stelvens.

Enter
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Enter Agam:mnon%Ulysfes, Nestor, Diomedes, and Ajax.
Look you, who comes here ? '
Achil. Patroclus, I'll speak with no body.— Come
in with me, Thersites.
[Exit.
Ther. Here is such patchery, such juggling, and
such knavery ! All the argument is, a cuckold, and
a whore : a good quarrel to draw emulous factions,
and bleed to death upon. + Now the dry serpigoon
the subject ! and war and lechery confound all ! [Exit.
A^a. Where is Achilles ?
.
Pair. Within his tent ; but ill dispos'd, my lord.
Aga. Let it be known to him, that we are here. , I
* He shent our messengers ; arid we lay by
Our appertainments, visiting of him :
Let him be told so ; lest, perchance, he think
We dare not move the question of our place, ,
Or know not what we are.
Patr. I shall so say to him.
[Exit.
Ulys. We saw him at the opening of his tent; . '
He is not fick.
Ajc.x. Yes, lion-sick, fick of a proud heart. You
may call it melancholy, if you will favour the man ;
but, by my head, 'ris pride. But why, why?
let
him shew us the cause. A word, my lord.
[To Agamemnon.
Nest'. What moves Ajax thus to bay at him ?
Ulys. Achilles hath inveigled his fool from him.
Nest. Who? Thersites?
Ulys. He.
Nest. Then will Ajax lack matter, if he have lost
his argument.
*

A'mu the dry, Sec ] This is added in the folio.
Johnson,
• He sent aar mejsengers \—] This nonsense should be read,
tie shent our messengers ;
i. e. rebuked, rated.
Warburton.
Ulys.
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Wys. No ; you fee, he is his argument, that has
his argument ;—Achilles.
Nest. All the better ; their fraction is more our wish
than their faction : but it was a strong 6 composure, a
fool could disunite.
Ufys. The amity, that wisdom knits not, folly may
easily untye.
Re-enter Patroclus.
Here comes Patroclus.
Neft. No Achilles with him.
Ufys. The elephant hath joints; but none for
courtesy ;
His legs are for necessity, not for flexure.
Patr. Achilles bids me say, he is much sorry,
If any thing more than your sport and pleasure
Did move your greatness, and this f noble state,
To call on him ; he hopes, it is no other,
But for your health and your digestion-sake,
An after-dinner's breath.
Aga. Hear you, Patroclus !
We are too well acquainted with these answers :
Cut his evasion, wing'd thus swift with scorn,
Cannot outfly our apprehensions.
Much attribute he hath ; and much the reason
Why we ascribe it to him : yet all his virtues—
Not virtuously on his own part beheld—
Do in our eyes begin to lose their gloss ;
Yea, like fair fruit in an unwholsome dish,
Are like to rot untasted. Go and tell him,
We come to speak to him : and you shall not sin
If you do say—we think him over-proud,
6
composure,—] So reads the quarto very properly ; but
the folio,- which the moderns have followed, has, it was a
strong counsel. Johnson.
7
noble states Person of high dignity ; spoken of
Agamemnon. Johnson.
Noble state rather means the stately train of attending nobles
V-'bom you bring witb you. Ste evens.
And
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And under-honest ; in self-assumption greater
Than in the note of judgment : and worthier than
himself,
Here tend the savage strangeness he puts on ;
Disguise the holy strength of their command,
And 8 under-write in an observing kind
His humourous predominance ; yea, watch
9 His pettish lunes, his ebbs, his flows ; as if
The passage and whole carriage of this action
Rode on his tide. Go tell him this ; and add,
That if he over. hold his price so much,
We'll none of him ; but let him, like an engine
Not portable, lie under this report
" Bring action hither, this can't go to war :
" A stirring dwarf we do allowance give
" Before .a sleeping giant —tell him so,
Patr. I shall, and bring his answer presently. [Exit.
Aga. In second voice we'll not be satisfied,
We come to speak with him.—Ulysses, enter you.
Exit Ulyjscs.
Ajax. What is he more than another ? •
Aga. No more than what he thinks he is.
Ajax. Is he so much ?
Do you not think, he
thinks himself
A better man than I am ?
Aga. No question.
Ajax. Will you subscribe his thought, and fay, he is?
Aga. No, noble Ajax; you are as strong, as valiant,
As wife, and no less noble, much more gentle,
And altogether more tractable.
Ajax. Why should a man be proud ?
How doth pride grow ? I know not what it is.
* — uuJcr-write
] To subscribe, in Shakespeare, is to
obey. Johnson.
9 His pettijh lunes, , ] This is Hanmer's emendation of
his pettish lines. The old quarto reads,
His course and time.
This speech is unfaithfully printed iu modern editions. Johns.
2
Aga.
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Aga. Your mind is the clearer, Ajax, and your
, virtues
The fairer. He that's proud eats up himself :
Pride is his own glass, his own trumpet, his
Own chronicle ; and whate'er praises itself,
But in the deed, devours the deed i' the praise.
Re-enter Ulysses.
Ajax. I do hate a proud man, as I hate the en
gendering of toads.
Nest. [Aside.] And yet he loves himself: is it not
strange ?
Ulys. Achilles will not to the field to-morrow.
Aga. What's his excuse ?
Ulys. He doth rely on none ;
But carries on the stream of his dispose,
Without observance or respect of any,
In will peculiar, and in self-admission.
Aga. Why will he not, upon our fair request,
Un-tent his person, and share the air with us ?
Ulys. Things small as nothing, for request fake only,
He makes important : posiest he is with greatness,
And speaks not to himself, but with a pride
That quarrels at self-breath. —Imagin'd worth
Holds in his blood such swoln and hot discourse,
That, 'twixt his mental and his active parts,
Kingdom'd Achilles in commotion rages,
And batters down himself. What should I say ?
He is so plaguy proud, that the death-tokens of it
Cry—no recovery.
Aga. Let Ajax go to him.
Dear lord, go you and greet him in his tent :
'Tis said, he holds you well, and will be led
At your request a little from himself.
Ulys. O, Agamemnon, let it not be so !
We'll consecrate the steps that Ajax makes
When they go from Achilles. Shall the proud lord,
That
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That bastes his arrogance 1 with his own seam,
And never suffers matters of the world
Enter his thoughts (save such as do revolve
And ruminate himself) shall he be worshipp'd
Of that, we hold an idol more than he ?
No, this thrice-worthy and right valiant lord
Must not lo stale his palm, nobly acquir'd ;
Nor, by my will, assubjugate his merit,
As amply titled, as Achilles is,
By going to Achilles :
That were to inlard his fat-already pride,
And add more coals to Cancer, when he burns
With entertaining great Hyperion.
This lord go to him ! Jupiter forbid
And say in thunder—Achilles, go to him !
Nest. O, this is well ; he rubs the vein of him.
[Aside.
Dio. And how his silence drinks up this applause !
[Aside.
Ajax. If I go to him
with my armed fist
I'll pash him o'er the face.
Aga. O no, you shall not go.
Ajax. An he be proud with me, I'll * pheese his
pride :
Let me go to him,
Ulyf. 3 Notfor theworth that hangs upon ourquarrel.
Ajax. A paltry insolent fellow
Nest. How he describes himself!
Ajax. —Can he not be sociable ?
U/vs. The raven chides blackness.
Ajax. I'll let his humours blood.
Aga. He will be the physician that should be the
patient.
1
with his ewn seam,] Seam is grease. Steevens.
*
pbeefl his pride s\ To pheese is to comb or curry. Johns.
3 Not fir the werth
] Not for the value of all for *hich
w< are righting. Johnson.
Ajax.
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Ajax. An all men were o' my mind
Ulys Wit would be out of fashion.
Ajax. —He mould not bear it so, he should eat
swords first :
Shall pride carry it ?
Nest. An 'twould, you'd carry half.
Ufyf. He would have ten mares.
* Ajax. I will knead him, I will make him supple—
Nest. He's not yet thorough warm : 5 force him
with praises :
Pour in, pour in ; his ambition is dry.
Ulys. My lord, you feed too much on this dislike.
Nest. Our noble general, do not do so.
Bio. You must prepare to fight without Achilles.
Ulys. Why, 'tis this naming of him doth him harm.
Here is a man
But 'tis before his face ,
I will be silent.
Nest. Wherefore mould you so ?
He is not emulous, as Achilles is.
Ulys. Know the whole world, he is as valiant.
Ajax. A whoreson dog ! that shall palter thus
with us
'Would he were a Trojan !
Nest. What a vice were it in Ajax now—
Ulys. If he were proud ?
Bio. Or covetous of praise ?
Ulys. Ay, or surly borne ?
Bio. Or strange, or self-affected ?
* Ajax. / will knead him, I will make him supple, he's not
yet thorough warm.
Nest. Force him with praises, &c.] The latter part of
Aj&x's speech is certainly got out of place, and ought to be
assigned to Nestor, as I have ventured to transpose it. Ajax is
feedingon his vanity, and boasting what he will do to Achilles;
he'll pash him o'er the face, he'll make him eat swords', he'll
knead him, he'll fuppie him, Sec. Nestor and Ulysles slily
labour to keep him up in this vein ; and to this end Nestor
craftily hints, that Ajax is not warm yet, but must be crammed
with more flattery. Theobald.
1 —force him —] i.e. stuff him. Farcir, Fr. Steev.
Ulys
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Ulys. Thank the heavens, lord, thou art of sweet
composure ;
Praise him that got thee* she that gave thee suck :
Fam'd be thy tutor ; and thy parts of nature
Thrice fam'd, beyond, beyond all erudition :
But he that disciplin'd thy arms to fight,
Let Mars divide eternity in twain,
And give him half : and for thy vigor,
Bull-bearing Milo his addition yields
To sinewy Ajax. I will not praise thy wisdom,
Which, like a bourn, a pale, a shore, confines
Thy spacious and dilated parts :—Here's Nestor,
Instructed by the antiquary times ;
He must, he is, he cannot but be wife
But pardon, father Nestor, were your days
As green as Ajax, and your brain so temper'd,
You mould not have the eminence of him,
But be as Ajax.
Ajax. Shall I call you father ?
6 Nest. Ay, my good son.
Dio. Be rul'd by him, lord Ajax.
Ulys. There is no tarrying here ; the hart Achilles
Keeps thicket. Please it our great general
To call together all his state of war ;
Fresh kings are come to Troy : to-morrow
We must with all our main of power stand fast :
And here's a lord,— Come knights from East to West,
And cull their flower, Ajax shall cope the best.
Aga. Go we to council, let Achilles sleep :
Light boats fail swift, though greater hulks draw deep.
{Exeunt.
6 Nest. Ay, my good fin.] In the folio and in the modern
editions Ajax desires to give the title of father to Ulysses ; in
the quarto, more naturally, to Nestor. Johnson.

ACT
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ACT

III.
The

SCENE

I.

PAL AC E.

Enter Pandarus and a Servant.
s
Pandarus.

[Mustek •within.

FRIEND! you ! Pray you, a word. Do not
you follow the young lord Paris ?
Serv. Ay, Sir, when he goes before me.
Pan. You do depend upon him, I mean ?
Serv. Sir, I do depend upon the Lord.
Pan. You do depend upon a noble gentleman : 1
must needs praise him.
Serv. The Lord be praised !
Pan. You know me, do you not ?
Serv. Faith, Sir, superficially.
Pan. Friend, know me better ; I am the lord
Pandarus.
Serv. I hope I shall know your honour better.
Pan. I do desire it.
Serv. You are in the state of grace ?
Pan. Grace ! not so, friend : honour and lordship
are my titles.—What musick is this ?
Serv. I do but partly know, Sir ; it is musick in
parts.
Pan. You know the musicians ?
Serv. Wholly, Sir.
Pan. Who play they to ?
Serv. To the hearers, Sir.
Pan. At whose pleasure, friend ?
Pan. At mine, Sir, and theirs that love musick.
Pan. Command, I mean, friend.
Serv. Who shall I command, Sir ?
Pan.
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Pan. Friend, we understand not one another ; I arst
too courtly, and thou art too cunning. At whose
request do these men play ?
Serv. That's to't, indeed, Sir. Marry, Sir, at the
request of Paris my lord, who is there in person; with
him the mortal Venus, the heart-blood of beauty,
1 love's invisible soul. <
u
Pan. Who, my coufin Cressida ?
Serv. No, Sir, Helen. Could you not find out
that by her attributes ?
Pan. It mould seem, fellow, that thou hast not seen
the lady Cressida. I come to speak with Paris from
the prince Troilus : I will make a complimental assault
upon him, for my bufiness seeths.
Serv. Sodden bufiness ! there's a stew'd phrase in
deed !
Enter Paris and Helen, attended.
Pan. Fair be to you, my lord, and to all this fair
company ! fair desires in all fair measure fairly guide
them ! especially to you, fair queen ! fair thoughts be
your fair pillow !
Helen. Dear lord, you are full of fair words.
Pan. You speak your fair pleasure, sweet queen.—
Fair prince, here is good broken musick.
Par. You have broken it, coufin ; and, by my life,
you shall make it whole again : you shall piece it out
with a piece of your performance. — Nell, he is full
of harmony.
Pan. Truly, lady, no.
Helen. O, Sir
Pan. Rude, in sooth ; in good sooth, very rude.
Par. Well said, my lord ! well, you say so * in fits.
1
love's visible foul.] So Hanmer. The other editions
have invisible, which perhaps may be right, and may mean the
soul os !ove invisible every where else. Johnson.
*
in ///.j i. e. now and then, by sifs. Steevkns.
Pan.
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Pan. I have business to' my lord, dear queen. My
lord, will you vouchsafe me a word ?
Helen. Nay, this shall not hedge us out ; we'll hear
you sing, certainly.
,
Pan. Well, sweet queen, you are pleasant with
me; but (marry) thus, my lord.
My dear lord,
and most esteemed friend, your brother Trcilus
Helen. My lord Pandarus ; honey-sweet lord
Pan. Go to, sweet queen, go to ; ,
Commends himself most affectionately to you.
Helen. You shall not bob us out of our melody ;
If you do, our melancholy upon your head !
Pan. Sweet queen, sweet queen ; that's a sweet
queen, I'faith
Helen. And to make a sweet lady sad, is a sour
osfence.
Pan. Nay ; that shall not serve your turn ; that
shall it not in truth, la. Nay, I care not for such
words ; no, no. 3 And, my lord, he desires you,
that if the king call for him at supper, you will make
his excuse.
Helen. My lord Pandarus
Pan. What fays my sweet queen ; my very, very
sweet queen.
Par. What exploit's in hand ? Where sups he to
night ?
Helen. Nay, but my lord—r—
Pan. What fays my sweet queen ? My cousin will
fall out with you.
Helen. You must not know where he sups.
Par. I'll lay my life, + with my disposer Cressida.
Pan.'
5 And, my lord, he desires you,
] Here T think the speech
of Pandarus should bsgin, and the reft of it should be added
to that of Helen, but I have followed .the copies. Johnson.
♦
miitb my disposer. Creffida.] I think dispofer should,
in these places, be read dispouser ; she that would separate
Helen from him. Warburton.
Vol. IX.
E
Ida
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Pan. No, no, no such matter ; you are wide: come,
your disposer is sick.
P-ar. Well, I'll make excuse.
Pan. Ay, good my lord. Why should you say,
Creffida ? No, your poor disposer's sick.
Par. I spy
Pan. You spy ! what do you spy ? Come, give
me an instrument. — Now, sweet queen.
Helen. Why, this is kindly done.
Pan. My niece is horribly in love with a thing you
have, sweet queen.
Helen. She shall have it, my lord, if it be not my
lord Paris.
Pan. He ? no, she'll none of him ; they two are
twain.
Helen. Falling in after falling out, may make them
three.
Pan. Come, come, I'll hear no more of this. I'll
sing you a song now.
Helen. Ay, ay, pr'ythee now. By my troth * sweet
lord, thou hast a fine fore- head.
Pan. Ay, you may, you may.
Helen. Iiet thy song be love : this love will undo
us all. Oh, Cupid, Cupid, Cupid !
I do not understand the-word disposer, nor know what to sub
stitute in its place. There is no variation in the copies. Johns.
I suspect that, You must not kno-xv 'where he sups, should be
added to the speech of Pandarus ; and that the following one
of Paris should be given to Helen. That Creffida wanted to
separate Paris from Helen, or that the beauty of Creffida had any
power over Paris, are circumstances not evident from the play.
The one is the opinion of Dr. Warburton, the other a con
jecture offered by the author of The Revised. By giving, how
ever, this line, I'll lay my life, ivith my disposer Cressida, to
Helen, ar.d by changing the we rd disposer into depeser, some
meaning may be obtained. She addresses herself, I suppose, to
Pandarus, and, by .her deposer, means—she who thinks her
beauty (or, whose beauty you suppose) to be superior to mine.
Steevess.
S
sweet lord, ] In ;he quarto swut lad. Johns. .
Pen.
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Pan. Love !
ay, that it shall, i'faith.
Par. Ay, good now, love, love, nothing but love.
Pan. In good troth, it begins so :
Love, love, nothing but love, still more f
For oh, love's bow
Shoots buck and doe :
The Jhaft confounds,
Not that it wounds,
But tickles still the fore.
These lovers cry,. oh! oh ! they die !
6 Yet that which seems the wound to kill,
Doth turn oh ! oh ! to ha ! ha ! he !
So dying love lives still:
Oh ! oh I a while, but ha ! ha ! ha !
Oh I oh ! groans out for ha ! ha I ha !
Hey ho !
Helen. In love, i'faith, to the very tip of the nose.
Par. He eats nothing but doves, love ; and that
breeds hot blood, and hot blood begets hot thoughts,
and hot thoughts beget hot deeds, and hot deeds are
love.
Pan. Is this the generation of love ? hot blood, hot
thoughts, and hot deeds ?—Why, they are vipers :
is love a generation of vipers ?,
Sweet lord, who's
afield to-day ?
6 Tet that, which seems the wound to kills'] To kill the wound
is no very intelligible expression, nor is the measure preserved.
We might read,
These levers cry,
Oh! oh! they die!
But that which seems to kill,
Doth turn, Sec.
So dying lome lives fill.
Yet as the wound to kill may mean the wound that seems mortal,
I alter nothing. Johnson. ,
E 2
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Par. Hector, Deiphobus, Helenus, Antenof, and
all the gallantry of Troy. I would fain have arm'd
to-day, but my Nell would not have it so. How
chance my brother Troilus went not ?
Helen. He hangs the lip at something. You know
all, lord Pandarus.
Pan. Not I, honey-sweet queen.
1 long to hear
how they sped to-day. You'll remember your brother's
excuse ?
Par. To a hair.
Pan. Farewell, sweet queen.
Helen. Commend me to your niece.
Pan. I will, sweet queen.
[Exit. Sound a retreat.
Par. They are come from field : let us to Priam's
hall,
To greet the warriors. Sweet Helen, I must woo you
To help unarm our Hector : his 'stubborn buckles,
With these your white enchanting fingers touch'd,
Shall more obey, than to the edge of steel,
Or force of Greekish sinews you shall do more
Than all the island kings ; disarm great Hector.
Helen. 'Twill make us proud to be his servant,
Paris:
Yea, what he shall receive of us in duty.
Gives us more palm in beauty than we have ;
Yea, over-shines ourselves:
Par. Sweet. Above thought I love thee. [Exeunt.

SCENE

II.

Pandarus''s garden.
Enter Pandarus and Troilus's Man.
Pan. How now ? where's thy master ? at my cousin
Cressida's ?
Serv. No, Sir ; he stays for you to conduct him
thither.
Enter
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Enter Troilus.
Pan. O, here he comes. How now, how now ?
Troi. Sirrah, walk off.
Pan. Have you seen my cousin ?
Tret. No, Pandarus : I stalk about her door,
Like a strange soul upon the Stygian banks
Staying for wastage. O, be thou my Charon,
And give me swist transportance to those fields,
Where I may wallow in the lily beds
Propos'd for the deserver ! O gentle Pandarus,
From Cupid's shoulder pluck his painted wings,
And fly with me to Cressid !
Pan. Walk here i' the orchard ; I will bring her
straight.
[Exit Pandarus.
Trot. I am giddy, expectation whirls me round.
The imaginary relish is so. sweet
That it enchants my fense ; what will it be,
When that the watry palate tastes, indeed,
Love's thrice-reputed nectar ? death, I fear me;
Swooning destruction ; or some joy too fine,
Too subtle-potent, 1 tun'd too sharp in sweetness,
For the capacity of my ruder powers :
I fear it much ; and I do fear besides,
That I shall lose distinction in my joys ;
As doth a battle, when they charge on heaps
The enemy flying.
Re-enter Pandarus.
Pan. She's making her ready, she'll come straight :
you must be witty now.
She does so blush, and
fetches her wind so short, as if she were fraid with a
1
and too /harp in sweetnefs,'] So the folio and all
modern editions ; but the quarto more accurately,
tun'd too sharp in sweetness. Johnson.
E 3

sprite.
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sprite. I'll fetch her. It is the prettiest villain. She
fetches her -breath as short as a new-ta'en sparrow.
[Exit Pandarus.
Tirot. Even such a passion doth embrace my bosom :
My heart beats thicker than a feverous pulse ;
And all my powers do their bestowing lose,
Like vassalage at unawares encountring
The eye of majesty.
SCENE

III.

Enter Pandarus and Crefftda.
Pan. Come, come, what need you blush ? Shame's
a baby. Here she is now. Swear the oaths now to
her, that you have sworn to me. What, are you gone
again ? you must be watch'd ere you be made tame,
must you ? Come your ways, come your ways ; if you
draw backward, 1 we'll put you i' the files.—Why do
you not speak to her ? Come, draw this curtain, and
let's fee your picture. Alas the day, how loath you
are to offend day-light ! an 'twere dark you'd close
sooner. So, so; rub on, and kiss the mistress. How
now, a kiss in fee-farm ! Build there, carpenter the
air is sweet. Nay, you shall fight your hearts out,
ere I part you. 3 The faulcon as the tercel, for all
the ducks i' the river. Go to, go to. .
Trot. You have bereft me of all words, lady.
*
we'll put you i' the files.
] Alluding to the custom
of putting men suspected of cowardice in the middle places.
Hammer,
' — The faulcon as the tercel, for all the ducks i' th' river. —] •
Pandarus means, that he'll match his niece against her lover for
any bett. The tercel is the male hawk ; by the faulcon we
generally understand the female. Theobald.
I think we should rather read,
" *
at the tercel,"
T. T.
Pan,
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Pan. Words. pay no debts, give her deeds : but
she'll bereave you of the deeds too, if she call your
activity in question. What, billing again ! Here's, In
witness whereof the parties interchangeably
Come in,
come in ; I'll go get a fire.
[Exit Pandarus.
Cre. Will you walk in, my lord ?
Troi. O Crefllda, how often have I wish'd me thus ?
Cre. Wish'd, my lord ! the gods grant—O my lord !
Troi. What should they grant ? what makes this
pretty abruption ? what too curious dreg espies my
sweet lady in the fountain of our love ?
Cre. More dregs than water, if my fears have eyes.
Troi. Fears make devils of cherubins ; they never
fee truly.
Cre. Blind fear, that seeing reason leads, finds safer
footing than blind reason stumbling without fear. To
fear the worst, oft cures the worst.
Troi. O, let my lady apprehend no fear: in all
Cupid's pageant there is presented no monster.
Cre. Nor nothing monstrous neither ?
Troi. Nothing, but our undertakings; when we
vow to weep seas, live in fire, eat.rocks, tame tygers ;
thinking it harder for our mistress to devise impolition
enough, than for us to undergo any difficulty imposed.
This is the monstruofity in love, lady, that the will is
infinite, and the execution confin'd ; that the desire is
boundless, and the act a slave to limit.
Cre. They say, all lovers swear more performance
than they are able ; and yet reserve an ability, that
they never perform : vowing more than the perfection
of ten, and discharging less than the tenth part of one.
They that have the voice of lions, and the act of
hares, are they not monsters ?
Troi. Are there such ? such are not we. Praise us
as we are tasted ; allow us as we prove : ♦ our head shall
g°
our lead Jhall go bare, 'till merit crcwn it:
] I
cannot forbear to observe, that the quarto rcutls thus : Our
E 4
bead
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go bare, 'till merit crown it : no perfection in reversion,
shall have a praise in present : we will not name
desert before his birth; and, being born, J his addition
shall be humble. Few words to fair faith. Troilus
shall be such to Cressida, as what envy can fay worst,
shall be a mock for his truth ; and what truth can
speak truest, not truer than Troilus.
Cre, . Will you walk in, my lord ?
Re-enter Pandarus.
Pan. What, blushing still ? Have you not done
talking yet ?
Cre. Well, uncle, what folly I commit, I dedicate
to you.
Pan. I thank you for that ; if my lord get a boy I
of ycu, you'll give him me. Be true to my lord ;
if he flinch, chide me for it.
Troi. You know now your hostages ; your uncle's
word, end my firm faith.
Pan. Nay, I'll give you my word for her too : our
kindred, though they be long ere they are woo'd, they
are constant, being won. They are burrs, I can tell
you, they'll stick where they are thrown.
Cre. Boldness comes to me now, and brings me
heart :
•
Prince Troilus, I have lov'd you night and day,
For many weary months.
Trot. Why was my Cressid then so hard to win ?
Cre. Hard to seem won % but I was won, my lord,
With the first glance that ever
Pardon me—
If I confess much, you will play the tyrant.
head JkaU go bare, 'till merit lower part no asfection, in reversion,
&c. Hud there been no other copy, how could this have been
corrected ? The true reading is in the folio. Johnson.
5
his addition Jkall be bumble.—] We will give him no
hjgh erpompeas titles. Johnson,
2
I love
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I love you now , but not, till now, so much
But I might master it :
in faith, I lye ;
My thoughts were, like unbridled children, grown
Too headstrong for their mother. See, we fools !
Why have I blabb'd ? who shall be true to us,
When we are so unsecret to ourselves ?
But though I lov'd you well, I woo'd you not ;
And yet, good faith, I wish'd myself a man
Or that we women had men's privilege,
Of speaking first. Sweet, bid me hold my tongue ;
For, in this rapture I shall surely speak
The thing I shall repent. See, see, your silence
Cunning in dumbness, from my weakness draws
My very soul of counsel. Stop my mouth.
Trot. And shall, albeit sweet musick issues thence.
Pan. Pretty, i'faith.
Cre. My lord, I do beseech you, pardon me ;
'Twas not my purpose thus to beg a kiss :
I am asham'd : —O heavens ! what have I done ?— '
For this time will I take my leave, my lord.
Trot. Your leave, sweet Cressid ?
Pan. Leave ! an you take leave till to-morrow
morning——
Cre. Pray you, content you.
Trot. What offends you, lady ?
Cre. Sir, mine own company.
Trot. You cannot shun yourself.
Cre. Let me go and try :
I have a kind of self resides with you ;
But an unkind self, that itself will leave,
To be another's fool. I would be gone :
Where is my wit ? I speak, I know not what.
Trot. Well know they what they speak, that speak
so wisely.
Cre. Perchance, my lord, I shew more craft than
love ;
And fell so roundly to a large confession,
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To angle for your thonghts : 6 but you are wise,
Or else you love nor ; v to be wise and love,
Exceeds man's might ; that dwells with gods above.
¥rot. O, that I thought it could be in a woman,
(As, if it can, I will presume in you)
To feed for aye her lamp and flames of love ;
To keep her constancy in plight and youth
Out-living beauties outward, with a mind
That doth renew swifter than blood decays !
Or, that persuasion could but thus convince me,
That my integrity and truth to you
* Might be affronted with the match and weight
Of such a winnow'd purity in love ;
How were I then up-lifted ! but alas,
I am as true as truth's simplicity,
' And simpler than the infancy of truth.
Cre. In that I'll war with you.
Trot. O virtuous fight,
When right with right wars who shall be most right !
6 —— but you are moife,
Or else you love not ; to be wise and lo ve,
Exceeds man's might, &c.] I read,
1
but we're not wise,
Or else we love not ; to be wise and love,
Exceeds man's might ;
Creffida, in return to the praise given by Troilus to her wisdom,
. replies, " That lovers are never wife ; that it is beyond the
power of man to bring love and wisdom to an union." Joh ns.
7
to be fivi/e and low,
Exceeds man's might ;
] This is from Spenser,
Sh. Cal. March.
" To be wise, and eke to love,
" Is granted scarce to gods above." T. T.
* Might be affronted with the match—] I wish " my integrity
*' might be met and matched with such equality and force of
*' pure unmingled love." Johnson.
9 And fimpler than the infancy of truth.] This is fine ; and
means, " Ere truth, to defend itself against deceit in the cora/* merce of the world, had, out of necessity, learned worldly
»' policy." Warburton,
0
True
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1 True swains in love shall in the world to come
Approve their truths by Troilus : when their rhymes,
Full of protest, of oath, and big compare,
Want similies : truth, tir'd with iteration,
As true as steel, as * plantage to the moon,
* True /wains in love Jhall in the world to come
Approve their truths by Trcitus : -when their rhymes.
Full of protest, of oath, and big compare,
Want fimilies ; truth, tir'd -with iteration,
] The metre,
as well as the fense, of the lall verse will be improved, I think,
by reading,
Want similies of truth, tir'd with iteration.
So, a little lower in the fame speech,
Yet after all comparisons of truth. Observations and Coi
jectures, tiff, printed at Cxfcrd, 1766.
1
plantage to the moon,] I formerly made a silly con
jecture, that she tr e reading was,
—— planets to their moons.
But I did not retted that it was wrote before Galileo had dis
covered the Satellites of Jupiter: so that plantage to the moon is
right, and alludes to the common opinion of the influence the
moon has over what is planted or sown, which was therefore
done in the increase.
" Rire Latonæ puerum canentes,
" Rite crescentem face noctilucam,
" Prosperam frugum"
Hor. lib. 4. od. 6.
Warburton.
Plantage is not, I believe, a general term, but the herb which
we now call plantain, in Latin, plantago, which was, I suppose,
imagined to be under the peculiar inlluence of the moon.
Johnson.
It is to be considered, that Shakespeare might think he had
a right to form or new create a word as well as others had
done before him. The termination of words in age was very
common in the time of our poet. In Holland's translation of
Pliny, torn. ii. p. 12. we meet with the word gardenage for the
htrbs of the garden ; and page 96. he fays, " Here an end of
" gardens and gardenage." Shakespeare uses guardage for
guardianjhip. Holland uses guardenage in the fame sense ; and
bojpitage is a word we meet with in Spenser. Tollet.
Shakespeare speaks ofplantain by its common appellation in
Rcmeo and Juliet : and from a book entitled, The prostable Art
of Gardening, Sec. by Tho. Hill, Londoner, the third edition,
printed in 1579, I learn, that neither sowing, planting, nor
graffing, were ever undertaken without a scrupulous attention
to
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As fun to day, as turtle to her mate,
As iron to adamant, as earth to the 'center——
Yet after all comparisons of truth,
3 As truth's authentic author to be cited
As true as Troilus, shall crown up the verse,
And sanctify the numbers.
Cre. Prophet may you be !
If I be false, or swerve a hair from truth,
When time is old and hath forgot itself,
When water-drops have worn the stones of Troy,
And blind oblivion swallow'd cities up,
And mighty states characterless are grated
To dusty jiothing ; yet let memory
From false to false, among false maids in love,
Upbraid my falshood ! when they have said—as false
As air, as water, wind, or sandy earth,
As fox to lamb, as wolf to heifer's calf,
Pard to the hind, or step-dame to her son ;
Yea, let them fay, to stick the heart of falshood,
As false as Cressid.
■
Pan. Go to, a bargain made. Seal it, seal it ; I'll
be the witness..
Here I hold your hand ; here, my
cousin's. If ever you prove false to one another,
since I have taken such pains to bring you together,
let all pitiful goers-between be called to the world's
end after my name ; call them all Pandars. Let
all + inconstant men be Troilus's, all false women
Creflid's, and all brokers-between Pandars !
Say,
Amen.
to the encrease or waning of the moon.
Drydcn docs not
appear to have understood the passage, and has therefore altered
it thus :
" As true as stowing tides are to the moon." Steev.
3 As truth's authentic author to be cited] Troilus
shall cre-jjn the verse, as a man to be cited as the authentic author
of truth; as one whose p;otellations were true to a proverb.
Johnson.
*
inconstant men —] So Hanmer. In the copies it is
constant. Johnson.
Troi.
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Tret. Amen !
Cre. Amen!
Pan. Amen ! Whereupon I will shew you a bed
chamber ; which bed, because it mail not speak of
your pretty encounters, press it to death. Away.
And Cupid grant all tongue-ty'd maidens here,
Bed, chamber, Pandar to provide this geer !
[Exeunt.
SCENE

IV.

Tbe Grecian camp.
Enter Agamemnon, Ulyjses, Diomed, Nestor, Ajax,
Menelaus, and Cakbas.
Cal. Now, princes, for the service I have done you,
The advantage of the time prompts me aloud
To call for recompence. 5 Appear it to your mind
That,
5 —————— Appear it to you,
That, through the fight I bear in things to come,
I bavc abandon'd Troy.
] This reasoning perplexes
Mr. Theobald ; " He foresaw his country was undone ; he ran
" over to the Greeks ; and this he makes a merit of (fays the
" editor). I own (continues he) the motives of his oratory
" seem to me somewhat perverse and unnatural. Nor do I
" know how to reconcile it, unless our poet purposely intended
" to make Chalcas act the part of a true priest, and so from
" motives of self-interest insinuate the merit of service." The
editor did not know how to reconcile this. Nor I neither.
For I do not know what he means by " the motives of his
" oratory," or, " from motives of self-interest to insinuate
" merit." But if he would insinuate, that it was the poet's
design to make his priest self-interelted, and to represent
to the Greeks tkat what he did for his own preservation
was done for their service, he is mistaken. Shakespeare
thought of nothing so silly, as it would be to draw his priest a
knave, in order to make him talk like a fool. Though that
be the fate which generally attends their abuscrs. Eu,t Shake
speare was no such ; and consequently wanted not this cover
for dulness. The perverjeness is all the editor's own, who
interprets,
through the. sight I have in things to come,
I have abandon'd Troy
To
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That, 6 through the fight I bear in things, to Jove
I have abandon'd Troy, left my possession,
Incurr'd
To signify, " by my power os prescience finding my country
" must be ruined, I have therefore abandoned it to seek refuge
*' with you ;" whereas the true fense is, " Be it known unto
" you, that on account of a gift or faculty I have of seeing
" things to come, which faculty I suppose would be esteemed
*' by you as acceptable and useful, I have abandoned Troy my
" native country." That he could not mean what the editor
supposes, appears from these considerations, First, If he had
represented himself as running from a falling city, he could
never have faid, ,
I have
expos'd myself,
From certain and possess 'd conveniences,
To doubtful fortunes ;
Secondly, The absolute knowledge of the fall of Troy was a
secret hid from the inferior gods themselves ; as appears from
the poetical history of that war. It depended on many contingences whose existence they did not foresee. All that they
knew was, that if such and such things happened Troy would
fall. And this secret they communicated to Cassandra only,
but along with it, the fate not to be believed. Several others
knew each a several part of the secret ; one, that Troy could
not be taken unless Achilles went to the war; another, that it
could not fall while it had the palladium ; and so on. But the
secret, that it was absolutely to fall, was known to none.
The sense here given will admit of no dispute amongst those
who know how acceptable a seer was amongst the Greeks. So
that this Calchas, like a true priest, if it must needs be so, went
where he could exercise his profeslion with most advantage. For
it being much less common amongst the Greeks than the
Asiatics, there would be a greater demand for it. Warb.
I am afraid, that after all the learned commentator's efforts
to clear the argument of Calchas, it will still appear liable to
objection ; nor do I discover more to be urged in his desence,
than that though his skill in divination determined him to leave
Troy, yet that he joined himself to Agamemnon and his army
by unconstrained good-will ; and though he came as a fugitive
escaping from destruction, yet his services after his reception,
being voluntary and important, deserved reward. This argu
ment is not regularly and distinctly deduced, but this is, I
think, the best explication that it will yet admit. Johnson.
6
through the fight I bear in things, to Jove] This
passage in all the modern editions is silently depraved, and
printed thus :
through the sight I bear in things to come.
The
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Incurr'd a traitor's name ; expos'd myself,
From certain and possest conveniencies,
To doubtful fortunes ; sequestring from me all
That time, acquaintance, custom, and condition,
Made tame and most familiar to my nature ;
And here, to do you service, am become
As new into the world, strange, unacquainted.
I do beseech you, as in way of taste,
To give me now a little benefit,
Out of those many registrcd in promise,
Which, you say, live to come in my behalf.
Aga. What wouldst thou of us, Trojan ? make
demand.
Cal. You have a Trojan prisoner, call'd Antenor,
Yesterday took : Troy holds him very dear.
Oft have you (often have you thanks therefore)
DesiYd my Cressid in right great exchange,
Whom Troy hath still deny'd : but this Antenor,
I know, is such a wrest in their affairs,
That their negotiations all must flack,
Wanting his manage ; and they will almost
Give us a prince o' the blood, a son of Priam,
In change of him. Let him be sent, great princes,
And he shall buy my daughter ; and her presence
Shall quite strike off all service I have done,
7 In most accepted pain.
Aga. Let Diomedes bear him,
And bring us Cressid hither ; Calchas fliall have
The word is.so printed that nothing but the fense can determine
whether it be love or Jove. I believe that the editors read it
as -sew, and therefore made the alteration to obtain some
meaning. Johnson.
7 In most accepted pain.] Sir T. Hanmer, and Dr. War
burton after him, read,
t
In most accepted pay.
They do not seem to understand the construction of the passage.
Her presence, fays Calchas, stall strike off, or recompe-nce the
service I have done, even in these labours which were most
accepted. Johnson.
What
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What he requests of us. Good Diomed,
Furnish you fairly for this enterchange :
Withal, bring word, if Hector will to-morrow
Be answer'd in his challenge :—Ajax is ready.
Diom. This shall I undertake, and 'tis a burden
Which I am proud to bear. [Exit Diomed and Calchas.
Enter Achilles and Patrodus, before their tent.
Ulys. Achilles stands i' the entrance of his tent,
Please it our general to pass strangely by him,
As if he were forgot ; and, princes all,
Lay negligent and loose regard upon him :
I will come last ; 'tis like he'll question me,
Why such unplaufive eyes are bent, why turn'd on
him :
If so, I have 8 derision med'cinable
To use between your strangeness and his pride,
Which his own will shall have desire to drink ;
It may do good : pride hath no other glass
To mew itself, but pride ; for supple knees
Feed arrogance, and are the proud man's fees.
Aga. We'll execute your purpose, and put on
A form of strangeness as we pais along ;
So do each lord ; and either greet him not,
Or else disdainfully, which shall shake him more
Than if not look'd on. I will lead the way.
Achil. What, comes the general to speak with me ?
You know my mind, I'll fight no more 'gainst Troy.
Aga. What says Achilles ? Would he aught with us ?
Nest. Would you, my lord, aught with the general ?
Achil. No.
Nest. Nothing, my lord. .
Aga. The better.
8
derifion muT cinablc\ All the modern editions have
decifion. The old copies are apparently right. The folio in
this place agrees with the quarto, so that the corruption was
at first merely accidental. Johnson.
Achil.
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Achil.
Men.
Acbil.
Ajax.
Achil.
Ajcx.
Achil.
Ajax.
Achil.
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Good day, good day.
How do you ? how do you ?
What, does the cuckold scorn me ?
How now, Patroclus ?
Good-morrow, Ajax.
Ha ?
Good-morrow.
Ay, and good next day too.
[Exeunt.
What mean these fellows ? Know they not
Achilles ?
Pair. They pass by strangely. They were us'd to
bend,
To fend their smiles before them to Achilles ;
To come as humbly as they us'd to creep
To holy altars.
Achil. What, am I poor of late ?
Tis certain, greatness, once fallen out with fortune,
Must fall out with men tco : what the declin'd is
He shall as soon read in the eyes of others,
As feel in his own fall : for men, like butterflies,
Shew not their mealy wings, but to the summer ;
And not a man, for being simply man,
Hath any honour ; but's honour'd for those honours
That are without him, as place, riches, favour,
Prizes of accident as oft as merit :
Which, when they fall (as being slippery standers)
The love that lean'd on them, as slippery too,
Doth one pluck down another, and together
Die in the fall. But 'tis not so with me :
Fortune and I are friends ; I do enjoy
At ample point all that I did possess,
Save these men's looks ; who do, methinks, find out
Something in me not worth that rich beholding,
As they have often given. Here is Ulysses :
I'll interrupt his reading.
How now, Ulysses ?
Ulyjs. Now, great Thetis' son !
Achil. What are you reading ?
Vol. IX.
F
UlyjJ.
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Vlyff. A strange fellow here
Writes me, that man, 9 how dearly ever parted,
How much in having, or without, or in,
Cannot make boast to have that which he hath,
Nor feels not what he owes, but by reflection ;
As when his virtues shining upon others
Heat them, and they retort that heat again
To the first giver.
Achil. This is not strange, Ulysses.
The beauty that is borne here in the face
The bearer knows not, but commends itself
1 To others' eyes : nor doth the eye itself,
(That most pure spirit of sense) behold itself
Not going from itself; but eye to eye oppos'd,
Salutes each other with each other's form.
For speculation turns not to itself,
Till it hath travell'd, and is marry'd there
Where it may fee its self. This is not strange at alL
Vlyff. I do not strain at the position,
It is familiar, but the author's drift :
Who, % in his circumstance, expressly proves
That no man is the lord of any thing,
(Tho' in and of him there be much consisting)
Till he communicate his parts to others :
Nor doth he of himself know them for aught
' —— how dearly ever parted,] i. e- how exquisitely soever
his virtues be divided and balanced in him. So in Romeo and
Juliet, " SturPi', as they fay, with hcnourable/am, proportiontd
" as one's thoughts would wiih a man." Warburton.
I do not thiiik that in the word parted is included any idea
of diiiisten ; it means, however excellently endowed, with however
dear or precious parts enriched or adorned. Johnson
' To others'' eyes, &c.
(That most pttre spirit, &o] These two lines are totally
omitted in all the editions but the sirst quarto. Pope.
1
in his circumstance,—] In the detail or circumductkm
•f his argument. Johnson.
Till

.
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Till he behold them form'd in the applause
Where they are extended; which, like an arch, re
verberates
The voice again ; or, like a gate of steel
Fronting the fun, receives and renders back
His sigure and his heat. I was much wrapt in this ;
And apprehended here immediately
3 The unknown Ajax.
Heavens ! what a man is there ! a very horse,
That has he knows not what. Nature, what things
there are,
Most abject in regard, and dear in use !
What things again most dear in the esteem, .
And poor in worth ! Now shall we fee to-morrow
An act, that very chance doth throw upon him,
Ajax renown'd ! Oh heavens, what some men do,
While some men leave to do !
4 How some men creep in skittish Fortune's hall,
While others play the idiots in her eyes !
How one man eats into another's pride,
While pride is s feasting in his wantonness !
To fee these Grecian lords ! why even already
They clap the lubber Ajax on the shoulder ;
As if his foot were on brave Hector's breast,
And great Troy shrinking.
AMI. I do believe it :
For they pass'd by me, as misers do by beggars,
Neither gave to me good word, nor good look.
What ! are my deeds forgot ?
3 The unknown Jjax.] Ajax, who has abilities which were
never brought into view or use. Johnson.
* Hew some men creep in Jkittijh Fortune's hall,"] To creep is
to keep out of fight from whatever motive. . Some men keep out
of notice in tie hall of Fortune, while others, though they but
flay the idiot, are always in her eye, in the way of distinction.
Johnson.
5
feasting
] Folio. The quarto has fasting. Either
word may bear a good fense. Johnson.
F 2

Ulyss.
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Ulyjs. 6 Time hath, my lord, a wallet at his back,
Wherein he puts alms for oblivion,
A great fiz'd monster of ingratitudes.
Those scraps are good deeds past ; which are devour'd
As fast as they are made, forgot as soon
As done : 7 perseverance, dear my lord,
Keeps honour bright : to have done, is to hang
Quite out of fashion, like a rusty mail
In monumental mockery. Take the instant way,
For honour travels in a streight so narrow,
Where one but goes abreast : keep then the path ;
For emulation hath a thousand sons,
That one by one pursue ; if you give way,
Or hedge aside from the direct: forth-right,
Like to an entred tide, they all rush by,
And leave you hindmost 8 :
Or like a gallant horse fallen in first rank,
Lie there for pavement 9 to the abject: rear,
* O'er run and trampled on : then what they do in
present,
5 Time bath, my lord, a wallet at his back,'] This speech is
printed in all the modern editions with such deviations from
the old copy, as exceed the lawful power of an editor. Johns.
7
perseverance, dear my lord,
Keeps honour bright : to have done, is to hang
Shiite out of fajhion, like a rujly mail
In monumental mockery. Take the instant way,
For honour, Sro] Thus the old copy. Dr. Johnson's
former edition reads,
perseverance keeps honour bright :
To have done, is to hang quite out ol fashion,
Like rusty nail in monumental mockery. Stkfvens.
* — and there you lie:] These words are notin the fol. John.
Nor in any other copy that I have seen. I have given the
passage as I found it in the foiio. Steevens.
9
to the abjeel rear,] SoHanmer. All the editors
before him read,
,
to the abject, near. Johnson.
1 O'er-run, &c.] The quai to wholly omits the simile of the
horse, and reads thus :
And leave you hindmost, then what they do in present.
The folio seems to have some omission, for the limile begins,
Cr like a gallant horse ,
Johnson.
2
Tho'
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Tho' less than yours in past, must o'er-top yours.
For time is like a fashionable host,
That slightly shakes his parting guest by the hand*
But with his arms out-stretch'd, as he would fly,
Grasps in the comer. Welcome ever smiles,
And farewell goes out sighing. O, let not virtue seek
Remuneration for the thing it was; * for beauty, wit,
High birth, vigour of bone, desert in service,
Love, friendship, charity, are subjects all
To envious and calumniating time.
One touch of nature makes the whole world kin—That all, with one consent, praise new-born gawds,
Tho' they are made arid moulded of things past ; '
3 And shew to dust, that is a little gilt,
More laud than gilt o'er-dusted.
The present eye praises the present object :
Then marvel not, thou great and complete man,
That all the Greeks begin to worship Ajax;
Since things in motion sooner catch the eye,
1 The modern editors read,
For beauty, wit, high birth, desert in service, ic.
I do not deny but the changes produce a more easy lapse of
numbers, but they do not exhibit the work of Shakespeare.
Johnson.
3 And go to dust, that is a little gilt,
More land than gilt o'er-dusted.] In this mangled condition
do we sind this truly sine observation transmitted in the old
/olios. Mr. Pope saw it was corrupt, and therefore, as I pre
sume, threw it out of the text ; because he would not indulge
his private fense in attempting to make sense of it. I owe
the foundation of the amendment, which I have given to the
text, to the sag.icity of the ingenious Dr. Thirlby. I read,
And give to dust, that is a little gilt,
More laud than they will give to gold o'er-dusted.
TheobaldThis emendation has been received by the succeeding editors,
but recedes too far from the copy. There is no other corruption
than such as Shakespeare's incorrectness often resembli s. He
has emitted the article to in the second line : he should have
written,
,
More laud than to gilt o'er-dusted. Johnson.
Than
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Than what not stirs. The cry went once on thee,
And still it might, and yet it may again,
If thou wouldst not entomb thyself alive,
And case thy reputation in thy tent ;
Whose glorious deeds, but in these fields of late,
+ Made emulous missions 'mongst the gods themselves,
And drave exeat Mars to faction.
Ackil. Of this my privacy
I have strong reasons.
Ulyjs. 'Gainst your privacy
The reasons are more potent and heroical.
'Tis known, Achilles, that you are in love
With one of Priam's daughters.
Achil. Ha ! known !
Ulyjs. Is that a wonder ?
The providence, that's in a watchful state,
5 Knows almost every grain of Pluto's gold ;
Finds bottom in the uncomprehensive deeps ;
6 Keeps place with thought ; and almost, like the gods,
Does thoughts unveil in their dumb cradles.
There is a mystery (7 with which relation
Durst never meddle) in the soul of state ;
* Made emulous missions
] MiJJions, for divifions, i. e.
goings out, on one fide and the other. Warburton.
The meaning of mijjion seems to be dispatchss of the gods
from heaven about mortal business, such as often happened at
the sie^e of Troy. Johnson.
5 Kr.o^vs altr.rst, &c] For this elegant line the quarto has only.
Knows almost every thing. Johnson.
I think we should read, of Ptutus' gold. So Beaumont and
Fletcher's Philastcr, act 4.
" 'Tis not the wealth of Tlutus, nor the gold
" I.ock'd in the heart of earth"—
Steevfns.
6 Kerfs place ixiith thought ;
] i. e. there is in the provi
dence ot a iiatc, as in the providence of the universe, a kind
of ubiquity. The expression is exquisitely fine: yet the Oxford
editor alters it to tee/t face, and so destroys all its beauty.
Warburton.
7
(with which relation
Durst never meddle)
] There is a secret administration
of aiiaiis, which no history was ever able to discover. Johns.
Which
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Which hath an operation more divine,
Than breath, or pen, can give exprefiure to.
All the commerce that you have had with Troy.
As perfectly is ours, as yours, my lord ;
And better would it fit Achilles much,
To throw down Hector, than Polyxena.
But it must grieve young Pyrrhus now at home,
When fame shall in our islands sound her trump ;
And all the Greekish girls shall tripping fing,
Great Hector's Jtster did Achilles win ;
But cur great Ajax bravely beat down him.
Farewell, my lord. I, as your lover, speak ;
The fool slides o'er the ice that you should break.
{Exit.
Pair. To this effect, Achilles, have I mov'd you :
A woman, impudent and mannish grown,
Is not more loath'd than an effeminate man
In time of action
1 stand condemn'd for this ;
They think my little stomach to the war,
And your great love to me, restrains you thus.
Sweet, rouse yourself ; and the weak wanton Cupid
Shall from your neck unloose his amorous fold,
And, like a dew-drop from the lion's mane,
Be snook 8 to air.
Achil. Shall Ajax fight with Hector ?
Patr. Ay, and, perhaps, receive much honour by
him.
Achil. I fee my reputation is at stake ;
My fame is shrewdly gor'd.
Patr. O then beware ;
Those wounds heal ill that men do give themselves.
' Omission to do what is necessary
*

to air.] So the quarto. The folio,
to airy air. Johnson.
' Omission to do, tec.] By neglecting our duty we commission or
enable that danger os dishonour, which could not reach us,
before, to lay hold upon us. Johnson.
F 4
Seals
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Seals a commission to a blank of danger;
And danger, like an ague, subtly taints
Even then, when we sit idly in the sun.
Achil. Go call Therfites hither, sweet Patroclus :
I'll fend the fool to Ajax, and desire him
To invite the Trojan lords, after the combat,
To fee us here unarm'd. I have a woman's longing,
An appetite that I am sick withal,
To fee grer.t Hector in the weeds of peace ;
To talk with him, and to behold his visage,
Enter Thersites.
Even to my full of view.
A labour sav'd !
Tier. A wonder !
Achil. What?
They. Ajax goes up and down the field, asking
for himself.
Achil. How so?
Ther. He must fight fingly to-morrow with Hector,
and is so prophetically proud of an heroical cudgelling,
that he raves in saying nothing.
Achil. How can that be ?
Ther. Why, he stalks up and down like a peacock,
a stride, and a stand : ruminates like an hostess that
hath no arithmetic but her brain to set down her
reckoning : bites his lip 1 with a politic regard, as
who should say, there were wit in his head, an 'twould
out ; and so there is, but it lies as coldly in him as
fire in a stint, which will not shew without knocking.
The man's undone for ever : for if Hector break not
his neck i' the combat, he'll break it himself in vain
glory. He knows not me : I said, Good-morrow,
Ajax ; and he replies, Thanks, Agamemnon. What
think you of this man, that takes me for the general ?
He's grown a very land-sish, language-less, a monster.
' — with a J'clitic regard, ——] With aJly lank.

jc::NS.
A plague
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A plague of opinion ! a man may wear it on both
fides, like a leather jerkin.
Achil. Thou must be my embassador to him,
Thersites.
Tber. Who, I ? — why, he'll answer no body ; he
professes not answering; speaking is for beggars.
He wears his tongue in his arms.
I will put on his
presence ; let Patroclus make his demands to me, you
shall fee the pageant of Ajax.
Achil. To him, Patroclus. Tell him, I humbly
desire the valiant Ajax to invite the most valorous
Hector to come unarm'd to my tent ; and to procure
safe conduct for his person of the magnanimous and
most illustrious, six-or-seven-times-honour'd, captaingeneral, of the Grecian army, Agamemnon, &c.
Do this.
Patr. Jove bless great Ajax !
Tber. Hum!
Patr. I come from the worthy Achilles.
Tber. Ha!
Patr. Who most humbly desires you to invite
Hector to his tent.
Tber. Hum!
Patr. And to procure safe conduct from Aga
memnon.
Tber. Agamemnon!
Patr. Ay, my lord.
Tber: Ha!
Patr. What say you to't ?
Tber. God be wi' you, with all my heart.
Patr. Your answer, Sir.
Tber. If to-morrow be a fair day, by eleven o'clock
it will go one way or other ; howsoever, he mall pay
for me ere he has me.
Patr. Your answer, Sir.
Tber. Fare ye well, with all my heart.
Achil. Why, but he is not in this tune, is he ?
Ther. No, but he's out o'tune thus. What musick
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will be in him, when Hector has knock'd out his
brains, I know not : but, I am sure, none ; unlese
the sidler Apollo get his sinews to make catlings on.
Achil. Come, thou malt bear a letter to him straight.
Ther. Let me bear another to his horse ; for that's
the more capable creature.
Achil. My mind is troubled like a fountain stirr'd ;
And I myself see not the bottom of it.
[Exit.
Ther. 'Would the fountain of your mind were clear
again, that I might water an ass at it ! I had rather be
a tick in a sheep, than such a valiant ignorance.
[Exeunt.

A C T

IV.

S C E N E

I.

A street in Troy.
Enter at one door Æneas and Servant with a torch ; at
another, Paris, Deiphobus, Antenor, andDiomed, &c.
with torches.
Paris.
SEE, ho ! who is that there ?
Dei. It is the lord Æneas.
Æne. Is the prince there in person ?
Had I so good occasion to lie long,
As you, prince Paris, nought but heavenly business
Should rob my bed-mate of my company.
Dio. That's my mind too.
Good morrow, lord
Æneas.
Par. A valiant Greek, Æneas ; take his hand.
Witness the process of your speech, wherein
You told, how Diomed a whole week, by days,
Did haunt you in the field,
Æne.
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Æne. Health to you, valiant Sir,
1 During all question of the gentle truce :
But when I meet you arm'd, as black defiance
As heart can think, or courage execute.
Dio. The one and the other, Diomed embraces.
Our bloods are now in calm ; and, so long, health :
But when contention and occasion meet,
By Jove, I'll play the hunter for thy life,
With all my force, pursuit, and policy.
Æne. *. And thou shalt hunt a lion that will fly
With his face backward. In humane gentleness,
Welcome to Troy ! Now, by Anchises' life,
Welcome, indeed ! 3 By Venus' hand I swear,
No man alive can love, in such a sort,
The thing he means to kill, more excellendy.
1 During all question of the gentle truce:'] I once thought
to read,
During all quiet of the gentle truce.
But I think quejlion means intercourse, interchange of conver
sation. Johnson.
1 And tbou Jhalt hunt a lion that iuill fly
With his face hack in humane gentleness.] Thus Mr. Pope in
his great sagacity pointed this passage in his sirst edition, not
deviating from the error of the old copies. What conception
he had to himself of a lion flying in humane gentleness, I will
not pretend to affirm : I suppose he had the idea of as gently as
a lamb, or, as what our vulgar call an Essex lion, a calf. If
any other lion fly with his face turned backward, it is sighting
all the way as he retreats : and in this manner it is Æneas
professes that he shall sly when he's hunted. But where then
are the symptoms of humane gentleness ? My correction of the
pointing restores good fense, and a proper behaviour in Æneas.
As soon as ever he has returned Diomedes's brave, he stops
short, and corrects himself for expressing so much fury in a
time of truce ; from the sierce soldier becomes the courtier at
once ; and, remembring his enemy to be a guest and an am
bassador, welcomes him as such to the Trojan camp. Theob.
3
By Venus' hand I swear,] This oath was used to
insinuate his resentment for Diomedes wounding his mother in
the hand. Warburton.
I believe Shakespeare had no such allusion in his thoughts.
He woulld hardly have made Æneas civil and uncivil in the
(ame breath. Steevens.
Dio.
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Bio. We sympathize.
Jove, let Æneas live
If to my sword his fate be not the glory,
A thousand complete courses of the fun!
But, in mine emulous honour let him die,
With every joint a wound ; and that to-morrow !
Æne. We know each other well.
Bio. We do ; and long to know each other worse.
Par. This is the most despighrfui, gentle greeting,
The noblest hateful love, that e'er I heard of.
What business, lord, so early ?
Æne. I was sent for to the king; but why, I know
not.
Par. * His purpose meets you ; 'twas to bring this
Greek
To Calchas' house ; and there to render him
For the enfreed Antenor, the fair Cressid.
Let's have your company ; or, if you please,
Haste there before us. I constantly do think,
(Or rather call my thought a certain knowledge)
My brother Troilus lodges there to-night :
Rouse him, and give him note of our approach,
With the whole quality wherefore : —I fear,
We shall be much unwelcome.
Æne. That I assure you :
Troilus had rather Troy were borne to Greece,
Than Cressid borne from Troy.
Par. There is no help ;
The bitter disposition of the time
Will have it so. On, lord, we'll follow you.
Æne. Good morrow, all.
{Exit.
Par. And tell me, noble Diomed, tell me true,
Even in the soul of good sound fellowship,
Who in your thoughts merits fair Helen most ;
Myself, or Menelaus ?
Bio. Both alike,
* His purpofe meets you ;
his orders. Johnson'.

] I bring you his meaning and
He
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He merits well to have her, that doth seek her,
(Not making any scruple of her soiiure)
With such a hell of pain, and world of charge ;
And you as well to keep her, that defend her,
(Not palating the taste of her dishonour)
With such a costly loss of wealth and friends.
He, like a puling cuckold, would drink up
The lees and dregs of 5 a flat tamed piece ;
You, like a letcher, out of whorish loins
Are pleas'd to breed out your inheritors.
6 Both merits pois'd, each weighs no less nor more,
But he as he, the heavier for a whore.
Par. You are too bitter to your country woman.
Dio. She's bitter to her country. Hear me, Paris—
For every false drop in her bawdy veins
A Grecian's life hath funk ; for every scruple
Of her contaminated carrion weight,
A Trojan hath been slain. Since she could speak,
She hath not given so many good words breath,
As, for her, Greeks and Trojans susser'd death.
Pr.r. Fair Diomed, you do as chapmen do,
Dispraise the thing that you desire to buy :
5
a flat tam'd piece;] i. e. a piece of wine out of
which the spirit is all flown. Warburton.
* Both merits pois'd, each weighs no less tier mere,
But he as he, .which heavier for a whore.] I read,
But he as he, each heavier for a whore.
Heavy is taken both for <weighty, and for sad or miserable. The
quarto reads,
But he ns he, the heavier for a whore.
I know not whether the thought is not that of a wager. It
must then be read thus :
But he as h,\ Which heavier for a whore ?
That is, for a whore linked down, which is the heavier.
Johnson.
At the quarto reads,
1— the heavier for a whore,
I think all new pointing or alteration unnecessary. The fense
appears to be this : the merits of either are funk in value,
because the contest between them is only for a strumpet. Steev.
But
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But we in silence hold this virtue well ;
,
7 We'll not commend what we intend to fell.
Here lies our way.
[Exeunt.
SCENE

II.

Pandarus's house.
Enter Troilus and Creffida.
Troi. Dear, trouble not yourself ; the morn is cold.
Cre. Then, sweet my lord, I'll call my uncle down ;
He mail unbolt the gates.
troi. Trouble him not :
To bed, to bed. 1 Sleep kill those pretty eyes,
And give as soft attachment to thy lenses,
As infants empty of all thought !
Cre. Good-morrow then.
Troi. I pr'ythee now, to bed.
Cre. Are you a weary of me ?
troi. O Cressida ! but that the busy day,
Wak'd by the lark, has rouz'd the ribald crows,
And dreaming night will hide our joys no longer,
I would not from thee.
Cre. Night hath been too brief.
troi. Beshrew the witch! with venomous wights
me stays,
* As tediously as hell ; but flies the grasps of love,
7 We'll not commend what .we intend to sell.] I believe the
meaning is only this : though you practise the buyer's art, we
will not practise the seller's. We intend to fell Helen dear,
yet will not commend her. Johnson.
Dr. Warburton would read, not fell. Steevens.
The fense, I think, requires we should read condemn. T. T,
1
Sleep kill —] So the old copies. The moderns have,
1 As tediouJly
] The folio has,
As hideously as bell. Johnson.
With
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With wings more momentary-swift than thought.
You will catch cold, and curse me.
Cre. Pr'ythee, tarry
you men will never tarry.
0 Foolish Cressida ! I might have still held off,
And then you would have tarried. Hark ! there's
one up.
Pan. [within.] What's all the doors open here ?
Trot. It is your uncle.
Enter Pandarus.
Cre. A pestilence on him ! now will he be mocking.
1 shall have such a life—
Pan. How now, how now ? How go maiden-heads ?
Hear you ! maid ! Where's my cousin Cressida ?
Cre. Go hang yourself, you naughty mocking uncle t
You bring me to do, and then you flout me too.
Pan. To do what ? to do what ? Let her say what.
What have I brought you to do ?
Cre. Come, come, beshrew your heart! you'll never
be good, nor suffer others.
Pan. Ha ! ha ! alas, poor wretch ! 3 a poor Capocchia !— hast not slept to-night ? Would he not, a
naughty man let it sleep ? a bugbear take him !
. [One knocks.
Cre. Did not I tell you ?—'would he were knock'd
o' the head !
Who's that at door ?— Good uncle, go and fee.
My lord, come you again into my chamber.
You smile and mock me, as if I meant naughtily.
3
a poor Chipochia /] This word, I am afraid, has
suffered under the ignorance of the editors ; for it is a word in
no living language that I can find. Pandarus soys it to his
niece, in a jeering fort of tenderness. He would fay, I think,
in English
Poor innocent ! Poor fool ! haft not ftept to-nigbt ?
These appellations are very well answered by the Italian word
tapocchio : for capocebio signifies the thick head of a club ; and
thence metaphorically, ahead of not much brain, a set, dullard,
heavy gull. Theobald.
Trot.
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Trot. Ha, ha'
Gre. Come, you are deceiv'd, I think of no such
thing.
How earnestly they knock !
Pray you, come in ;
[Knock.
I would not for half Troy have you seen here. [Exeunt.
Pan. Who's there ? what's the matter ? will you
beat down the door ? how now ? what's the matter ?
Enter Æneas.
Æne. Good-morrow, lord, good-morrow.
Pan. 'Who's there? my lord Æneas ? By my troth
I knew you not ; what news with you so early ?
Æne. Is not prince Troilus here ?
Pan. Here ! what mould he do here ?
Æne. Come, he is here, my lord, do not deny him.
. It cloth import him much to speak with me.
Pan. Is he here, say you ? 'tis more than I know,
I'll be sworn. For my own part, 1 came in late.
What mould he do here ?
Æne. Who !
nay, then
Come, come, you'll do him wrong ere you are aware:
You'll be so true to him, to be false to him.
Do not you know of him, but yet fetch him hither ;
Go.
As Pandarus is going out, enter Troilus.
Troi. How now ? what's the matter ?
Æne. My Lord, I scarce have leisure to salute you,
My * matter is so rash. There is at hand
Paris your brother, and Deiphobus,
The Grecian Diomed, and our Antenor
s Deliver'd to us ; and for him forthwith,
* — matter is so rap.
] My business is so hasty and s»
abrupt. Johnson.
5 Deliver'd to us, &c.] So the folio. The quarto thus,
Delivered to him, and forthwith. Johnson.
Ere
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Ere the first sacrifice, within this hour,
We must give up to Diomedes' hand
The lady Creslida.
Trot. Is it concluded so ?
Æne. By Priam, and the general state of Troy.
They are at hand, and ready to effect it.
Trot. How my achievements mock me !
I will go meet them : and, my lord Æneas,
We met by chance ; you did not find me here.
Æne. Good, good, my lord; 6 the secrets of
neighbour Pandar
Have not more gift in taciturnity.
[Exeunt.
Enter Crejsida.
Pan. Is't possible ? no sooner got, but lost ? The
devil take Antenor ! the young Prince will go mad.
A plague upon Antenor ! I would they had brake's
neck!
Cre. How now ? what is the matter ? Who was
here?
Pan. Ah, ah!
Cre. Why figh you so profoundly ? where's my
lord ? gone ?
Tell me, sweet uncle, what's the
matter ?
6

the secrets of nature,
Have not more gift in taciturnity.} This is the reading of
both the elder folio's : but the sirst verse manisestly halts, and
betrays its being defective. Mr. Pope substitutes
the secrets of neighbour Pandar.
If this be a reading ex side codicum (as he prosesses all his
various readings to be) it is founded on the credit of such
copies, as it has not been my fortune to meet with. I have
ventured to make out the verse thus :
The feerei'ft things of nature, &c.
i. e. the arcana nature, the mysteries of nature, of occult
philosophy, or of religious ceremonies. Our poet has allusions
of this fort in several other passages. Theobald.
Mr. Pope's reading is in the old quarto. So great is the
necessity of collation. Johnson.
Vol. IX.
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Pan. 'Would I were as deep under the earth, as I
am above !
Cre. O the gods ! what's the matter ?
\
Pan. Pr'ythee, get thee in ; 'would thou hadst ne'er
been born !
I knew thou wouldst be his death.
0 poor gentleman ! a plague upon Antenor !
Cre. Good uncle, I beseech you, on my knees
'Beseech you, what's the matter ?
Pan. Thou must be gone, wench ; thou must be
gone ; thou art chang'd for Antenor : thou must go
to thy father, and be gone from Troilus. 'Twill be
his death ; 'twill be his bane ; he cannot bear it.
Cre. O you immortal gods ! 1 will not go.
Pan. Thou must.
Cre. I will not, uncle. I have forgot my father,
1 know no touch of consanguinity;
No kin, no love, no blood, no soul so near me,
As the sweet Troilus. O you gods divine !
Make Creflid's name the very crown of falshood,
If ever she leave Troilus ! Time, force, and death,
Do to this body what extremes you can ;
But the strong base and building of my love
Is as the very center of the earth,
Drawing all things to it.—I'll go in and weep.
Pan. Do, do.
Cre. Tear my bright hair, and scratch my praised
cheeks ;
Crack my clear voice with sobs, and break my heart
With sounding Troilus. I will not go from Troy.
[Exeunt.
SCENE

III.

PandarvJs house.
Enter Parts, Troilus, Æneas, Diomedes, &c.
Par. It is great morning ; and the hour prefix'd
Of her delivery to this valiant Greek
2
Comes
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Comes fast upon : good my brother Troilus,
Tell you the lady what she is to do,
And haste her to the purpose.
Trot. Walk into her house :
I'll bring her to the Grecian presently :
And to his hand when I deliver her,
Think it an altar ; and thy brother Troilus
A priest, there offering to it his own heart.
Par. I know what 'tis to love ;
And Please
'would,you,
as I walk
shall in,
pity,myI lords.
could help ! [Exeunt.
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IV.

An apartment in Pandarus's house.
Enter Pandarus and Creffida.
Pan. Be moderate, be moderate.
Cre. Why tell you me of moderation ?
1 The grief is fine, full, perfect that I taste,
And violenteth in a sense as strong
As that which causeth it. How can I moderate it ?
If I could temporize with my affection,
Or brew it to a weak and colder palate,
1 The grief, &c.] The folio reads,
The grief is sine, full perfect, that I taste,
And no^ less in a fense as strong
J
As that which causeth it.
The quarto otherwise,
The grief is fine, full, perfect, that I taste,
And violenteth in a fense as strong
As that which causeth it.
fhlenteth is a word with which I am not acquainted, yet perhaps
it may be right. The reading of the text is without authority.
Johnson.
I have followed the quarto. The modern reading was,
And in its fense is no less strong, than that
Which causeth it.
Steevens.
G 2
The
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The like allayment could I give my grief :
My love admits no qualifying dross ;
Enter Troilus.
No more my grief, in such a precious loss.
Pan. Here, here, here he comes ! —ah sweet ducks !
Cre. O Troilus ! Troilus !
Pan. What a pair of spectacles is here! let me
embrace too :
Ob hears ! (as the goodly saying is)
O heart ! 0 heavy heart f
Why Jigb'ft thou without breaking ?
j.^iere he answers again;
Because thou canji not ease thy smart,
By friendship, ncr by speaking.
There was never a truer rhyme. Let us cast away
nothing, for we may live to have need of such a verse.
We see it, we see it. How now, lambs ?
Troi. Cressid, I love thee in so 2 strain'd a purity,
That the blest gods—as angry with my fancy,
More bright in zeal than the devotion which
Cold lips blow to their deities—take thee from me.
Cre. Have the gods envy ?
Pan. Ay, ay ; ay, ay, it is too plain a case.
Cre. And is it true that I must go from Troy ?
Troi. A hateful truth.
Cre. What, and from Troilus too ?
Troi. From Troy, and Troilus.
Cre. Is it possible ?
Troi. And suddenly ; where injury of chance
Puts back leave-taking, justles roughly by
All time of pause, rudely beguiles our lips
Of all rejoindure, forcibly prevents
Our lock'd embrasures, strangles our dear vows,
Even in the birth of our own labouring breath.
*
firain'd
] So the quarto.
moderns have strange. Johnson.

The folio and all the
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We two, that with so many thousand sighs
Did buy each other, must poorly fell ourselves
With the rude brevity and discharge of one.
Injurious time now, with a robber's haste,
Crams his rich thievery up, he knows not how.
As many farewells as be stars in heaven,
With distinct breath and confign'd kisses to them,
He fumbles up into a loose adieu ;
And scants us with a single famish'd kiss,
Distasted with the salt of broken tears.
Æneas within.] My lord ! is the lady ready ?
Troi. Hark ! you are call'd. Some fay the genius so
Cries, come! to him that instantly must die.
,
Bid them have patience ; she shall come anon.
Pan. Where are my tears ? rain, to lay this wind,
Or my heart will be blown up by the root. [Exit Pan.
Cre. I must then to the Grecians ?
fret. No remedy.
Cre. A woeful Creflid 'mongst the merry Greeks !—
When mall we fee again ?
Trot. Hear me, my love
Be thou but true of
heart
Cre. I true ! how now ? what wicked deem is this ?
Trot. Nay, we must use expostulation kindly,
For it is parting from us :
I speak not, be thou true, as fearing thee ;
' For I will throw my glove to death himself,
That there's no maculation in thy heart ;
But, be thou true, fay I, to fashion in
My sequent protestation : be thou true,
And I will see thee.
Cre. O, you shall be expos'd, my lord, to dangers
As infinite, as imminent ! But, I'll be true.
Troi. And I'll grow friend with danger. Wear
this sleeve.
3 For l will throiu my glov$ to death
] That is, I will
thallengi death himself in desence of thy fidelity, Johnson,
G 3
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Cre. And you this glove. When shall I fee you ?
Troi. I will corrupt the Grecian centinels
To give thee nightly visitation.
But yet, be true.
Cre. O heavens ! —be true again ?
Troi. Hear why I speak it, love.
The Grecian youths are full of quality,
*
They are loving, well compos'd, with gifts of nature
Flowing, and swelling o'er with arts and exercise ;
How novelties may move, and parts * with person,
Alas, a kind of godly jealousy,
(Which, I beseech you, call a virtuous sin)
Makes me affeard.
Cre. O heavens, you love me not !
Troi. Die I a villain then !
In this, I do not call your faith in question
So mainly as my merit. I cannot sing,
Nor heel the high lavolt, nor sweeten talk,
Nor play .at subtle games ; fair virtues all,
To which the Grecians are most prompt and pregnant.
But I can tell, that in each grace of these
There lurks a still and dumb-discoursive devil,
That tempts most cunningly. But be not tempted,
Cre. Do you think I will ?
Troi. No.
But something may be done, that we will not :
And sometimes we are devils to ourselves,
When we will tempt the frailty of our powers,
Presuming on4 their changeful potency.
Æneas within.] Nay, good my lord !
w
Trai. Come, kiss, and let us part.
Paris within.] Brother Troilus !
,
Troi. Good brother,* come you hither ;
And bring Æneas, and the Grecian, with you.
Cre. My lord, will you be true ?
*
with person,] Thus the folio.
Kuitb portion. Steevsns.

The quarto reads,
Trot,
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Troi. Who I ? alas, it is my vice, my fault ;
While others fish, with craft, for great opinion,
I, with great truth, 5 catch mere simplicity.
While some with cunning gild their copper crowns,
With truth and plainnels I do wear mine bare.
Fear not my truth ; 6 the moral of my wit
Is, plain and true, there's all the reach of it.
Enter Æneas, Paris, and ~Diomed.
Welcome, Sir Diomed ! here is the lady,
Whom for Antenor we deliver you :
At the port, lord, I'll give her to thy hand,
And by the way 7 possess thee what she is.
Entreat her fair ; and by my foul, fair Greek,
If e'er thou stand at mercy of my sword,
Name Cressid, and thy life shall be as safe
As Priam is in Ilion.
Bio. Fair lady Cresfid,
So please you, save the thanks this prince expects :
The lustre in your eye, heaven in your cheek,
Pleads your fair usage ; and to Diomed
You shall be mistress, and command him wholly.
Troi. Grecian, thou dost not use me courteously,
1 To shame the zeal of my petition to thee,
In praising her. I tell thee, lord of Greece,
She
5 .
catch mere simplicity .] The meaning, I think, is,
•nubile others, by their art, gain high estimation, I, by honesty,
obtain a plain simple approbation. Johnson.
6
— the moral of my u.it
Is, slain and true,
] That is, the governing principle of
my understanding ; but I rather think we should read,
the motto of my wit
Is, plain and true,
Johnson.
7
P°Jsess thee what ste is.] I will make thee fully under
stand. This fense os the word possess is frequent in our author.
Johnson.
1 To stame the seal of my petition towards thee,
By praising her.
] To Jhame the steal of a petition is
nonsense. Shakespeare wrote,
To shame the zeal
G 4
and
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She is as far high-soaring o'er thy praises,
As thou unworthy to be call'd her servant.
I charge thee, use her well, even for my charge :
For, by the dreadful Pluto, if thou dost not,
Tho' the great bulk Achilles be thy guard,
I'll cut thy throat.
Dio. Oh, be not mov'd, prince Troilus.
Let me be privileg'd by my place and message,
To be a speaker free ; when I am hence,
I'll answer to 9 my list ; and know, my lord,
I'll nothing do on charge : to her own worth
She shall be priz'd ; but that you say, be't so ;
I'll speak it in my spirit and honour—no.
Trci. Come—To the port.—I'll tell thee, Diomed,
This brave shall oft make thee to hide thy head.
Lady, give me your hand ;
and, as we walk,
To our own selves bend we our needful talk.
[Exeunt. Sound trumpet*
Par. Hark ! Hector's trumpet !
Æne. How have we spent this morning ?
The prince must think me tardy and remiss,
That swore to ride before him in the field. Tar. 'Tis Troilus' fault. Come, come, to field
with him.
Dio. Let us make ready strait,
10 Æne. Yea, with a bridegroom's fresh alacrity
Let us address to tend on Hector's heels :
The glory of our Troy doth this day lie
On his fair worth, and fingle chivalry.
[Exeunt,
and the fense is this : Grecian, you use me discourteously ; you
see, I am a pajstonate lover, by my petition to you ; and there
fore you should not shame the zeal of it? by promising to do
what I require of you, for the slice of her beauty : when, if
you hr.d goed manners, or a fense of a lover's delicacy, you
would have promised to do it, in compassion to his pangs and
sufferings. Warburton.
0
my list —] This, I think, is right; though both the
pld copies read last. Johnson.
1 0 Æneas.] These four lines are not in the quarto, being
j>robably added at the revision. Johnson.
SCEN^
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V.

The Grecian camp.
Enter Ajax armed, Agamemnon, Achilles, Patroclus,
Menelaus, Ulyfes, Nestor, &V.
Aga. Here art thou in appointment fresh and fair,
Anticipating time with starting courage.
Giye with thy trumpet a loud note to Troy,
Thou dreadful Ajax ; that the appalled air
May pierce the head of the great combatant,
And hale him hither.
Ajax. Thou trumpet, there's my purse.
Now crack thy lungs, and split thy brazen pipe :
Blow, villain, till thy sphered 1 bias cheek
Out-swell the cholic of pufPd Aquilon :
Come, stretch thy chest, and let thy eyes spout blood :
T'hou blow'st for Hector.
Ulyjf. No trumpet answers.
Achil. 'Tis but early day.
Aga. Is not yond' Diomed, with Calchas' daughter ?
Ulyjf. 'Tis he, I ken the manner of his gait ;
He rises on his toe ; that spirit of his
In aspiration lifts him from the earth.
JLnter 'Diomed, with Crejsida.
Aga. Is this the lady Cressida ?
Dio. Even she.
Aga. Most dearly welcome to the Greeks, sweet
lady.
Nest. Our general doth salute you with a kiss.
Ulyjf. Yet is the kindness but particular ;
•Twere better she were kus'd in general.
f

Has cheek] Swelling out like the bias of a bowl.
Johnson.
Nest,
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Nest. And very courtly counsel. I'll begin.
So much for Nestor.
Achil. I'll take that winter from your lips, fair lady :
Achilles bids you welcome.
Men. I had good argument for kissing once.
Patr. But that's no argument for kissing now :
For thus popp'd Paris in his hardiment,
And parted, thus, you and your argument.
Ulyjs. O deadly gall, and theme of all our scorns,
For -which we lose our heads to gild his horns !
Patr. The first was Menelaus kiss ;
this mine—
Patroclus kisses you.
Men. O, this is trim !
Patr. Paris, and I, kiss evermore for him.
Men. I'll have my kiss, Sir.
Lady, by your
leave
Cre. In kissing do you render or receive ?
Patr. 1 Both take and give.
Cre. 3 I'll make my match to live.
The kiss you take is better than you give ;
Therefore no kiss.'
- Men. I'll give you boot, I'll give you three for one.
Cre. You are an odd man ; give even, or give none.
Men. An odd man, lady ? every man is odd.
Cre. No, Paris is not ; for you know, 'tis true,
That you are odd, and he is even with you.
Men. You fillip me o' the head.
Cre. No, I'll be sworn.
Ulyjs. It were no match, your nail against his horn.—
May I, sweet lady, beg a kiss of you ?
Cre. You may.
Ulyjs. I do desire it.
1 Both take and give.] This speech should rather be given to
Menelaus. T. T.
3 I'll make my match to live.] I will make such bargains as I
may live by, such as may bring me prosit, therefore will not take
a worse kiis than I give. Johnson.
Cre.
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Cre. ♦ Why, beg then.
Ulyjs. Why then, for Venus' sake, give me a kiss,
When Helen is a maid again, and his
Cre. I am your debtor, claim it when 'tis due.
Ulyjs. 5 Never's my day, and then a kiss of you.
Dio. Lady, a word : —I'll bring you to your father.
[Diomed leads out Crejpda.
Nest. A woman of quick fense !
Ufyjf. Fie, fie, upon her !
There's language in her eye, her cheek, her lip :
Nay, her foot speaks ; her wanton spirits look out
At every joint, and 6 motive of her body.
Oh, these encounterers, so glib of tongue,
They give 7 a coasting welcome ere it comes,
And wide unclasp the tables of their thoughts
To every ticklish reader ! set them down
For 8 sluttish spoils of opportunity,
And daughters of the game.
[7*rumpet within.
Enter Heftor, Æneas, Troilus, t&c. and attendants.
All. The Trojans' trumpet !
Aga. Yonder comes the troop.
* Why, beg then.] For the fake of rhime we should read,
Why beg t-wo.
If you think kisses worth begging, beg more than one. Johns.
5 Never's my day, and then a kiss of you.] I once gave both
these lines to Creffida. She bids Ulysses beg a kiss ; he asks
that he may have it,
.When Helen is a maid again
She tells him that then he shall have it :
When Helen is a maid again
Cre. I am your debtor, claim it when 'tis due;
Never's my day, and then a kiss for you.
But I rather think that Ulysses means to flight her, and that
the present reading is right. Johnson.
6
motive of her body.] Motive for part that contributes
to motion. Johnson.
7 — a coasting —] An amorous address ; courtship. Johns.
8
Jluttijh spoils cf opportunity,] Corrupt wenches, of
whose chastity every opportunity may make a prey. Johnson.
Æne.
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Æne. Hail, all the state of Greece ! What shall
be done
To him that victory commands ? Or do you purpose,
A victor shall be known ? will you the knights
Shall to the edge of all extremity
Pursue each other ; or shall be divided
By any voice, or order of the field ?
Hector bade ask.
Aga. Which way would Hector have it ?
Æne. He cares not ; he'll obey conditions.
Aga. 9 'Tis done like Hector, but securely done,
A little proudly, and great deal misprizing
The knight oppos'd.
Æne. If not Achilles, Sir,
What is your name ?
Acini. If not Achilles, nothing.
Æne. Therefore, Achilles : but whate'er, know this ;
In the extremity of great and little
1 Valour and pride excel themselves in Hector ;
The one almost as infinite as all,
The other blank as nothing. Weigh him well ;
9 'Til done like HcBor, but securely done,'] In the fense of the
Latin, scurus*—-ficurus admodum de hello, animi Jecuri homo.
A negligent security arising from a contempt of the object
opposed. Warburton.
Aga. 'Tis done like Ileclor, and securely donc,] It seems absurd
tome, that Agamemnon should make a remark to the disparage
ment os Hector for pride, and that Æneas should immediately
fay, If not Achilles, Sir, 'what is your name ? To Achilles I
have ventured to place it; and consulting Mr. Dryden's alteration
of this play, I was not a little pleased to find, that I had but
seconded the opinion of that great man in this point. Theob.
As the old copies agree, I have made no change. Johns.
1 Valour and fride excel themselves in Hctior ;] Shake
speare's thought is not exactly deduced. Nicety of expression
is not his character. The meaning is plain, " Valour (fays
" Æneas) is in Hector greater than valour in other men, and
" pride in Hector is less than pride in other men. So that
" Hector is distinguished by the excellence of having pride less
" than other pride, and valour more than other valour."
Johnson.
And
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And that, which looks like pride, is courtesy.
This Ajax is half made of Hector's blood
In love whereof, half Hector stays at home ;
Half heart, half hand, half Hector, come to seek
This blended knight, half Trojan and half Greek.
Achil. A maiden-battle then ?—O, I perceive you.
Re-enter Diomed.
Aga. Here is Sir Diomed. Go, gentle knight,
Stand by our Ajax : as you and lord Æneas
Consent upon the order of their fight,
So be it ; either to the uttermost,
Or else a breath. The combatants being kin
Half stints their strife before their strokes begin.
Ulyjs. They are oppos'd already.
Aga. What Trojan is that same that looks so heavy ?
Ulyjs. The youngest son of Priam, a true knight ;
Not yet mature, yet matchless ; firm of word ;
Speaking in deeds, and deedlefs in his tongue ;
Not soon provok'd, nor, being provok'd, soon calm'd ;
His heart and hand both open, and both free ;
For what he has, he gives ; what thinks, he shews ;
Yet gives he not till judgment guide his bounty ;
Nor dignifies 9 an impair thought with breath :
Manly as Hector, but more dangerous ;
For Hector in his blaze of wrath 3 subscribes
To tender objects ; but he, in heat of action,
Is more vindicative than jealous love.
They call him Troilus ; and on him erect
A second hope, as fairly built as Hector.
Thus says Æneas ; one that knows the youth
* — an impair thought —] A thought suitable to the dignity
of his character. This word I should have changed to impure,
were I not over-powered by the unanimity of the editors, and
concurrence of the old copies. Johnson.
3
Heclor
subscribes
To tender objetls; —] That is, yields, gives way. Johns.
Even
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Even to his inches ; and with private soul,
Did in great Ilion + thus translate him to me.
. [Alarm. Heclor and Ajax fight.
Aga. They are in action.
Nest. Now, Ajax, hold thine own !
Troi. Hector, thou sleep'st, awalce thee !
Aga. His blows are well dispos'd. —There, Ajax !
[Trumpets cease.
X)io. You must no more.
Æne. Princes, enough, so please you.
Ajax. I am not warm yet, let us fight again.
Dio. As Hector pleases.
Heel. Why then, will I no more :
Thou art, great lord, my father's sister's son,
A coufin-german to great Priam's feed :
The obligation of our blood forbids
A gory emulation 'tvvixt us twain.
Were thy commixtion Greek and Trojan so,
That thou could fay, This hand is Grecian all,
And this is Trojan ; the sinews of this leg
All Greek, and this all Troy ; my mother's blood
Runs on the dexter cheek, and this Jinister
Bounds-in my father's ; by Jove multipotent,
Thou shouldst not bear from me a Greekish member
Wherein my sword had not impressure made
Of our rank feud : but the just gods gainsay,
That any drop thou borrow'st from thy mother,
My sacred aunt, should by my mortal sword
Be drain'd ! Let me embrace thee, Ajax :
By him that thunders, thou hast lusty arms ;
Hector would have them fall upon him thus. '
Cousin, all honour to thee !
Ajax. I thank thee, Hector :
Thou art too gentle, and too free a man :
*
tharalter.

1
thus tranJlatt him to me.] Thus explain bis
Johnson.
I came
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I came to kill thee, cousin, and bear hence
A great addition earned in thy death.
Heft. 5 Not Neoptolemus so mirable,
(On whose bright crest, Fame, with her loud'st O yes,
Cries, this is he) could promise to himself
A thought of added honour torn from Hector.
Æne.
5 Not Neoptolemus so mirable,
(On whofe bright crest, Fame, <with her loud'st 0 yes,
Cries, this is he;) could promise to himself, &c.] That is to
fay, " You, an old veteran warrior, threaten to kill me, when
" not the young son of Achilles (who is yet to serve his appren" tifage in war, •cnder the Grecian generals, and on that
" account called Njo'tJo*?/*©') dare himself entertain such a
" thought." But Shakespeare meant another sort of man, as
is evident from,
On whose bright crest, &c.
Which characterises one who goes foremost and alone : and can
therefore suit only one, which one was Achilles ; as Shakespeare
himself has drawn him,
The great Achilles, whom opinion crowns
The finew and the forehand cf our host.
And again,
Whose glorious deeds but in these fields of late
Made emulous missions 'mongst the gods themselves,
And drove great Mars to faction.
And indeed the fense and spirit of Hector's speech requires that
the most celebrated of his adversaries should be picked out to
be defied ; and this was Achilles, with whom Hector had his
final affair. We must conclude then that Shakespeare wrote,
Not Neoptolemus's sire irascible,
On whose bright crest
Irafcible is an old school term, and is an epithet suiting his
character, and the circumstances he was then in :
" Impiger, iracundus, inexorabilis, acer."
But our editor Mr. Theobald, by his obscure, diligence, had
found out that Wynken de Worde, in the old chronicle of The
three Destruliions if Troy, introduces one Neoptolemus into the
ten years quarrel, a person distinct from the son os Achilles ;
and therefore will have it, that Shakespeare here means no
other than the Neoptolemus of this worthy chronicler. He was
told, to no purpose, that this fancy was absurd. For first,
Wynken's Neoptolemus is a common-rate warrior, and so de
scribed as not to fit the character here given. Secondly, it is
not
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Æne. There is expectance here from both the sides,
What further you will do.
Hect. 6 We'll answer it.
The issue is embracement.
Ajax, farewell.
Ajax. If I might in entreaties find success,
(As seld I have the chance) I would desire
My famous cousin to our Grecian tents.
not to be imagined that the poet should on this occasion make
Hector refer to a character not in the play, and never so much
as mentioned on any other occasion. Thirdly, Wynken's
Neoptolemus is a warrior on the Trojan side, and slain by
Achilles. But Hector must needs mean by one " who could
" promise a thought of added honour torn from him," a
warrior amongst his enemies on the Grecian side. Warbcrton.
After asl this contention it is dissicult to imagine that the
critic believes mirable to have been changed to irascible. I
should sooner read,
Not Neoptolemus th* admirable ;
as I know not whether mirable can be found in any other place.
The correction which the learned commentator gave to Hannier,
Not Neoptolemus' Jtre so mirable,
as it was modesterthan this, was preferable to it. But nothing
is more remote from justness of sentiment, than for Hector to
characterise Achilles as the father of Neoptolemus, a youth that
had not yet appeared in arms, and whose name was therefore
much less known than his father's. My opinion is, that by
Neoptolemus the author meant Achilles himself ; and remem
bering that the son was Pyrrhus Neoptolemus, considered Neop
tolemus as the nomen gentilitium, and thought the father was
likewise Achilles Neoptolemus. Johnson.
Shakespeare certainly uses Neoptolemus for Achilles. Wilfride Holme, the author of a poem called The Fall and evil
Succejse of Rebellion, &c. 1537, had made the fame mistake
before him, as the following stanza will shew :
" Also the triumphant Troyans victorious,
" By Anthenor and Æneas false confederacie,
" Sending Polidamus to Neoptolemus,
" Who was vanquished and subdued by their conspiracie.
" O dolorous fortune, and fatal miserie !
" For multitude of people was there mortificate
" With condigne Priamus, and all his progenie,
" And flagrant Polixene, that lady delicate." Steev.
• Will answer <>.] That is, answer the expectance. Johns.
Dio.
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Bio. 'Tis Agamemnon's wish ; and grcp.t Achilles
Doth long to fee unarm'd the valiant Hector.
HeS. Æneas, call my brother Troilus to me :
And signify this loving interview
To the expectors of our Trojan part ;
Desire them home.—Give me thy hand, my cousin ;
I will go eat with thee, and fee ' your knights.
Ajax. Great Agamemnon comes to meet us here.
Heff. The worthiest of them tell me, name byname;
But for Achilles, mine own searching eyes
Shall find him by his large and portly size.
Aga. 8 Worthy of arms ! as welcome as to one
That would be rid of such an enemy ;
But that's no welcome : understand more clear
What's past and what's to come is strew'd with husks
And formless ruin of oblivion,
But in this extant moment, faith and troth,
Strain'd purely from all hollow bias-drawing,
Bids thee, with most divine integrity,
From heart of very heart, great Hector, welcome.
Heel. I thank thee, most imperious Agamemnon.
Aga. My well-fam'd lord of Troy, no less to you.
[Tc Troilus.
Men. Let me confirm my princely brother's greeting :
You brace of warlike brothers, welcome hither.
7 ,
y our knights.] The word knight as often as it occurs
is sure to bring with it the idea of chivalry, and revives the
menVry of Amadis and his followers, rather than that of the
night}' confederates who fought on cither side in the Trojan
war. Some apology may be found indeed for the word knight;
but when Mr. Pope, in his translation of the Iliad, says,
" All bright in heavenly arms above his squire
" Achilles mounts, and sets the sield on sire :"
And again,
" All mount their chariots, combatants and squires:'"
I own I cannot reconcile myself to the expression. Steevens.
1 Worthy of arms'.
] Folio. Worthy all arms!
Quarto. The quarto has only the two first and the last line of
this salutation ; the intermediate verses seem added on a re
vision. Johnson.
Vol. IX.
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Heft. Whom must we answer ?
Æne. The noble Menelaus.
Heft. O—you, my lord ? —by Mars his gauntlet,
thanks !
» Mock not that I asfect the untraded oath ,
Your quondam wife swears still by Venus' glove :
She's well, but bade me not commend her to you.
Men. Name her not now, Sir; she's a deadly theme.
Heft. O, pardon.
1 offend.
Nest. I have, thou gallant Trojan, seen thee oft,
Labouring for destiny, make cruel way
,
Through ranks ofGreekish youth: and I have seen thee,
As hot as Perseus, spur thy Phrygian steed,
' And leen thee scorning forfeits and subduements,
When thou hast hung thy advanc'd sword i' the air,
Not letting it decline on the declin'd ;
That I have said unto my standers-by,
Lo, Jupiter is yonder, dealing life !
And I have seen thee pause, and take thy breath,
When that a ring of Greeks have hemm'd thee in,
Like an Olympian wrestling. This have I seen :
But' this thy countenance, still lock'd in steel,
I never saw till now. I knew thy grandsire,
And once fought with him : he was a soldier good >
But, by great Mars, the captain of us all,
Never like thee. Let an old man embrace thee ;
And, worthy warrior, welcome to our tents.
Æne.. 'Tis the old Nestor.
Heft. Let me embrace thee, good old chronicle,
That hast so long walk'd hand in hand with time.—
Most reverend Nestor, I am glad to clasp thee.
Nest. I would my arms could match thee in con
tention,
* As they contend with thee in courtesy,
* Mock not, &c.] The quarto has here a strange corruption:
Mock not thy affcS, the untraded earth. Johnson.
1 Aud seen thee scorning forfeits
] Folio. The quarto has,
, despising many forfeits
Johnson.
* As they contend——} This line is uot in the quarto. Johns.
Heft.
.
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Heft. I would they could.
Nest. Ha ! by this white beard, I'd fight with thee
to-morrow.
Well, welcome, welcome ! I have seen the time
Ulyjs. I wonder now how yonder city stands,
When we have here the base and pillar by us.
Heft. I know your favour, lord Ulysses, well.
Ah, Sir, there's many a Greek and Trojan dead,
Since first I saw yourself and Diomed
In Ilion, on your Greekish embassy.
Uhjs. Sir, I foretold you then what would ensue :
My prophecy is but half his journey yet ;
For yonder walls, that pertly front your town,
Yon towers, whose wanton tops do buss the clouds,
Must kiss their own feet.
Hell. I must not believe you :
There they stand yet ; and, modestly I think,
The fall of every Phrygian stone will cost
A drop of Grecian blood : the end crowns all ;
And that old common arbitrator, Time,
Will one day end it.
Ulyjs. So to him we leave it.——
Most gentle, and most valiant Hector, welcome :
Aster the general, I beseech you next
To feast with me, and see me at my tent.
AMI. 3 1 shall forestal thee, lord Ulysses—Thou! —
4 Now, Hector, I have fed mine eyes on thee ;
I have with exact view perus'd thee, Hector,
And quoted joint by joint.
Heft. Is this Achilles ?
Achil. I am Achilles.
3 / /hall forestal thee, lord Vlysses Thou!—] Should we
not read—though ? Notwithstanding you have invited Hector
to your tent, I snail draw him first into mine. T. T.
* Nowj, Hector, I have fid mine eyes on thee;] The hint for
this scene of altercation between Achilles and Hector is taken
from Lidgate. Seepage 178. Steevens.
H 2

fftO,

t16

TROILUS and CRESSIDA.

Heel. Stand fair, I pr'ythee. Let me look on thee.
Achil. Behold thy fill.
Heel. Nay, I have done already.
Achil. Thou art too brief. I will the second time,
As I would buy thee, view thee, limb by limb.
Heel. O, like a book of sport thou'lt read me o'er :
But there's more in me than thou understand'st.
Why dost thoa so oppress me with thine eye ?
Achil. Tell me, you heavens, in which part of his
body
Shall I destroy him ? whether there, or there ?
That I may give the local wound a name ;
And make distinct: the very breach, whereout
Hector's great spirit flew. Answer me, heavens !
Heel. It would discredit the blest gods, proud man,
To answer such a question. Stand again :
Think'st thou to catch my life so pleasantly,
As to prenominate, in nice conjecture,
Where thou wilt hit me dead ?
Achil. I tell thee, yea.
Heel. Wert thou the oracle to tell me so,
I'd not believe thee. Henceforth guard thee .well;
For I'll not kill thee there, nor there, nor there ;
But, by the forge that stithied Mars his helm,
I'll kill thee every where, yea, o'er and o'er.
You wisest Grecians, pardon me this brag,
His insolence draws folly from my lips :
But I'll endeavour deeds to match these words,
Or may I never
Ajax. Do not chafe thee, cousin :
And you, Achilles, let these threats alone,
Till accident or purpose bring you to't.
You may have every day enough of Hector,
If you have stomach. The general state, I fear,
Can scarce intreat you to be odd with him.
Heel. I pray you, let us see you in the fields :
We have had pelting wars since you refus'd
The Grecians' cause.
2
Achil
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Achil. Dost thou intreat me, Hector ?
To-morrow do I meet thee, fell as death;
To-night, all friends.
Heft. Thy hand upon that match.
,
Aga. First, all you peers of Greece, go to my tent ;
There in the full convive we : afterwards,
As Hector's leisure and your bounties shall
Concur together, severally intreat him.
J Beat loud the tabourincs ; let the trumpets blow ;
That this great soldier may his welcome know.
[Exeunt.
Manent Troilus and Ulyjfes.
Trot. My lord Ulysses, tell me, I beseech you,
In what place of the field doth Calchas keep ?
Uhjf. At Menelaus' tent, most princely Troilus :
There Diomed doth feast with him to-night ;
Who neither looks on heaven, nor on the earth,
But gives all gaze and bent of amorous view
On the fair Cressid.
Troi. Shall I, sweet lord, be bound to thee so much,
After you part from Agamemnon's tent,
To bring me thither ?
Uhjf. You shall command me, Sir
But, gentle, tell me, of what honour was
This Cressida in Troy ? Had she no lover there
That wails her absence ?
Troi. O, Sir, to such as boasting shew their scars,
A mock is due. Will you walk on, my lord ?
She was belov'd, she lov'd she is, and doth :
But, still, sweet love is food for fortune's tooth.
[Exeunt.
5 Beat loud the tabourlnes ;
] For this the quarto and the
latter editions have,
To taste your bounties.
The reading which I have given from the folio seems chosen at
tie revision, to avoid the repetition of the word bounties.
Johnson.
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I.

Achilles's tent.
Enter Achilles and Patroclus.
Achilles.
I'LL heat his blood with Greekish wine to-night,
Which with my scimitar I'll cool to-morrow.
Patroclus, let us feast him to the height.
Patr. Here comes Therfites.
Enter Thersites.
Achil. How now, thou core of envy ?
• Thou crusty batch of nature, what's the news ?
Ther. Why, thou picture of what thou scem'st, and
idol of idiot-worshippers, here's a letter for thee.
Achil. From whence, fragment ?
Ther. Why, thou full dim of fool, from Troy.
Patr. Who keeps the tent now ?
Ther. % The surgeon's box, or the patient's wound.
Patr. Well said, adversity ! and what need these
tricks ?
Ther. Pr'ythee be silent, boy, I profit not by thy
talk. Thou art thought to be Achilles's male-varlet.
1 Thcu crusty latch of nature,
] Batch is changed by
Theobald to botch, and the change is justisied by a pompous
note, which discovers that he did not know the word batch.
What is more strange, Hanmer has followed him. Batch is any
thing baked. Johnson.
batch does not signify any thing baked, but all that is baked
at one time, without heating the oven afresh. So Ben Jonfou
in his Cataline ;
v,
" Except he were of the fame meal and hatch."
Steevins.
* 'The surgeon's box,—] In this answer Thersites only quibbles
upon the word tent. Hanmer.
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Pair. 3 Male-varlet, you rogue ! what's that ?
Tber. Why, his masculine whore. Now the rotten
diseases of the south, the guts-griping, ruptures,
catarrhs, loads o' gravel i' the back, lethargies, + cold
palsies, raw eyes, dirt-rotten livers, wheezing lungs,
bladders full of imposthume, sciatica's, lime-kilns
i' the palm, incurable bone-ach, and the rivell'd feesimple of the tetter, take and take again such pre
posterous discoveries !
Pair. Why, thou damnable box of envy, thou,
what meanest thou to curse thus ? •
Ther. Do I curse thee ?
Patr. Why, no, J you ruinous butt ; you whoreson
indistinguishable cur, no.
Ther. No ? why art thou then exasperate, 6 thou
idle immaterial skeyn of sley'd silk, thou green sarcenet
flap for a sore eye, thou tassel of a prodigal's purse,
thou ? Ah, how the poor world is pester'd with such
water flies ; diminutives of nature !
Patr. » Out, gall !
' Male-varlet,
] Han m er reads male .harlot, plausibly
enough, except that it seems too plain to require the explanation
which Patroclus demands. Johnson.
*
coldpalfies,
] This catalogue osloathsome maladies
ends in the folio at cold palfies. This passage, as it stands, is
in the quarto : the retrenchment was in my opinion judicious.
It may be remarked, though it proves nothing, that, of the
few alterations made by Milton in the second edition of his
wonderful poem, one was, an enlargement of the enumeration
of diseases. Johnson.
5
you ruinous, Sec.] Patroclus reproaches Thersites
with deformity, with having one part crowded into another.
Johnson.
*
thou.idle immaterial stain of fie/d filk,
] All the
terms used by Thersites of Patroclus, are emblematically ex
pressive of flexibility, compliance, and mean ossiciousness.
Johnson.
7 Out, galls] Hanmer reads nut-gall, which answers well
enough to finch-egg ; it has already appeared, that oar author
thought the nut-gall the bitter gall. He is called nut, from
the conglobation of his form ; but both the copies read, Out,
{all! Johnson.
*
H 4
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Ther. 8 Finch egg ! .
Achil. My sweet Fatroclus, I am thwarted quite
Frcm my great purpose in to-morrow's battle.
Here is a letter from queen Hecuba ;
9 A token from her daughter, my fair love,
Both taxing me, and gaging me to keep
An oath that I have sworn. I will not break it :
Fall Greeks; fail fame; honour, or go, or stay,
My major vow lies here, this I'll obey.
Come, come, Therfites, help to trim my tent,
This night in banquetting must all be spent.
Away, Fatroclus.
[Exeunt.
Ther. With too much blood, and too little brain,
these two may run mad ; but if' with too much brain,
and too little blood, they do, Fll be a curer of mad
men. Here's Agamemnon, an honest fellow enough,
and one that loves quails ; but he hath not so much
brain as ear-wax : 1 and the goodly transformation of
Jupiter there, his brother, the bull,—the primitive,
statue, and oblique memorial of suckolds ;. a thrifty
shooing* Finch egg !] Of this reproach I do not know the exact
meaning. I suppose he means to call him finging bird, as im
plying an useless favourite, and yet more, something more
worthless, a singing bird in the egg, or generally, a ilight
thing easily crushed. Johnson.
»
A sinch's egg is remarkably gaudy ; but of terms of reproach
it is dissicult always to pronounce the exact meaning. Steev.
* A teken from her daughter, &c.] This is a circumstance
taken from the story bcok of the three destructions of Troy.
Hanmer.
'
andthe goodly transformation of Jupiter there, his brother,
the bull, the primitive statue, and obli cuj e memorial of cuckolds ; ]
He calls Mcnclaus the transformation of Jupiter, that is, as
himself explains it, the bull, on account of his horns, which
he had as a cuckold. This cuckold he calls the primitivestatue
cf cuckolds ; i. e. his story had made him so famous, that he
flood as the great archetype of his character. But how was he
an oblique memorial cf cuckolds? caH any thing be a more direct
memorial of cuckolds, than a cuckold ? and so the foregoing
character of his being the primitive statue of tliem plainly im
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shooing-horn in a chain, hanging at his brother's leer .
to what form, but that he is, mould wit larded with
malice, and malice 2 forced with wit, turn him ? To
an ass were nothing, he is both ass and ox. To an
ox were nothing, he is both ox and ass. To be a dog,
a mule, a cat, a fitchew, a toad, a lizzard, an owl, a
puttock, or a herring without a roe, I would not care :
but to be a' Menelaus
I would conspire against
destiny. Ask me not what I would be, if I were not
Therfites ; for I care not, to be the louse of a lazar,
so I were not Menelaus.
Hey-day, 3 spirits
and fires !
plies. To reconcile these two contradictory epithets therefore
we should read,
an obelisque memorial of cuckolds.
He is represented as one who would remain an eternal monu
ment of his wise's insidelity. And how could this be better
done than by calling him an obelisque memorial? of all human
edisices the moil durable. And the sentence rises gradually,
and properly from a statue to an obelisque. To this the editor Mr.
Theobald replies, that the bull is called the primitive statue:
by which he only giveth us to understand, that he knoweth not
the difference between the English articles a and the. But by
the bull is meant Menelaus ; which title Thersites gives him
again afterwards
The cuckold and the cuckold maker are at it.
the bull has the game
But the Oxford editor makes
quicker work with the term oblique, and alters it lo antique, and
so all the difsiculty's evaded. Warburton.
The author of The Revised observes (after having controverted
every other part of Dr. Warburton's note, and justisied Theobald)
that " the memorial is called oblique, becauie it was only in" directly such, upon the common supposition that both bulls
" and cuckolds were furnished with horns." Steevens.
1
forced iaitb wit,
] Stuffed with wit. A term of
cookery.
In this speech I do not well understand what is
meant by loving quails. Johnson.
t
By loving quails the poet may mean loving the company of
harlots. A quail is a bird remarkably salacious. Mr. Upton
fays that Xcncphon, in his memoirs of Socrates, has taken
notice of this quality in the bird. Steevens.
3
spirits andfres !] This Thersites speaks upon the sirst
Æght of the distant lights. Johnson.
Enter
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Enter Hector, Troths, Ajax, Agamemnon, Ulyjses,
Nestor, and Diomed, with lights.
Aga. We go wrong, we go wrong.
Ajax. No, yonder 'tis
there, where we fee the
light.
Heft. I trouble you.
Ajax. No, not a whit.
Enter .Achilles.
Ulyjf. Here comes himself to guide you.
Achil. Welcome, brave Hector. Welcome, princes
all.
Aga. So, now fair prince of Troy, I bid good night.
Ajax commands the guard to tend on you.
Heft. Thanks, and good night, to the Greeks*
general.
Men. Good night, my lord.
Heel. Good night, sweet lord Menelaus.
Ther. Sweet drought. Sweet, quoth a. Sweet fink !
Sweet fewer !
Achil. Good night, and welcome, both at once,
to those
That go or tarry.
Aga. Good night.
Achil.. Old Nestor tarries, and you too, Diomed ;
Keep Hector company an hour or two.
Dio. I cannot, lord ; I have important business,
The tide whereof is now. Good night, great Hector.
Heft. Give me your hand.
Ulyjf. Follow his torch, he goes to Calchas' tent.
I'll keep you company.
[To Troilus.
Troi. Sweet Sir, you honour me.
Heft. And so, good night.
Achil. Come, come, enter my tent.
[Exeunt.
Ther. That fame Diomed's a false-hearted rogue, a
most unjust knave. I will no more trust him when
he
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he leers, than I will a serpent when he hisies. * He
will spend his mouth and promise, like Brabler the
hound ; but when he performs, astronomers foretel
it ; it is prodigious, there will come some change :
the sun borrows of the moon, when Diomed keeps
his word. I will rather leave to fee Hector, than not
dog him : * they say he keeps a Trojan drab, and
uses the traitor Calchas his tent. I'll after—Nothing
but letchery ! all incontinent varlets !
[Exeunt.
SCENE

H.

Calchas's tent.
Enter Diomed.
Dio. What are you up here, ho ? speak.
Cal. Who calls ?
Dio. Diomed.—Calchas, I think. Where is your
daughter ?
Cal. She comes to you.
Enter Troilus and Ulysses (undiscovered by Diomed);
aster them Therfites (unseen by Troilus and Ulysses).
Ulyss. Stand where the torch may not discover us.
Enter Cressida.
Troi. Cressid, come forth to him !
Dio. How now, my charge ?
Cre. Now, my sweet guardian ! Hark, a word
with you.
[Whispers.Troi. Yea, so familiar !
Ulyss. She will sing any man at first fight.
4 —He will spend bis mouth and promise, like Brabler tbt
biund ;——] If a hound gives bis mouth, and is not upon the
scent of the game, he is by sportsmen called a babler or brabler.
The proverb says, Brabling curs never want fore ears. Anon.
5
they fay, he keeps a Trojan drab,—\ This character
of Komed is likewise taken from Lidgate. Steevini.
Tber.
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Thtr. And any man may sing her, if he can take'
1 her clisf. She's noted.
Dio. Will you remember ?
Cre. Remember? yes.
Dio. Nay, but do then :
And let your mind be coupled with your words.
Troi. What should she remember ?
U/yff. List!
Cre. Sweet honey Greek, tempt me no more to folly.
Ther. Roguery !
.
Dio. Nay, then
Cre. I'll tell you what.
Dio. Pho ! pho ! Come. Tell a pin. You are
forsworn.
t
Cre. In faith, I cannot. What would you have
me do ?
.
Tber. A juggling trick, to be secretly open.
Dio. What did you swear you would bestow on me ?
Cre. I pr'ythee, do not hold me to mine oath ;
Bid me do any thing but that, sweet Greek.
Dio. Good night.
Trot. Hold ! patience !
Ulyjs. How now, Trojan?
Cre. Diomed
Dio. No, no, good night: I'll be your fool no
,more.
Troi. Thy better must.
Cre. Hark, one word in your ear.
'
Troi. O plague, and madness !
UlyJf. You are mov'd, prince. Let us depart, I
pray you,
Lest your displeasure should enlarge itself
To wrathful terms. This place is dangerous ;
The time right deadly. I beseech you, go.
Troi. Behold, I pray you !
■ — her cliff.] That is, her key. Clef, French. Johnson.
See The Chances, by Beaumont and Fletcher, where Antonio,
employing musical terms, fays,
" — Will none but my Q, cliff serve your turn." Stebv.
Ulyf.
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Ufyjs. Nay, good my lord, go off.
* You flow to great distraction. Come, my lord.
Trot. I pr'ythee, stay.
Ulyjs. You have not patience.—Come !
Trot. I pray you, stay. By hell, and by hell's
torments,
I will not speak a word.
Dio. And so, good night.
Cre. Nay, but you part in anger ?
Trot. Doth that grieve thee ? O wither'd truth !
Ufyjs. Why, how now, lord ?
Troi. By Jove, I will be patient.
Cre. Guardian !-—Why, Greek !
Dio. Pho, pho, adieu ! You palter.
Cre. In faith, I do not. Come hither once again.
Ufyjs. You shake, my lord, at something. Will
you go ?
You will break out.
Troi. She strokes his cheek !
•Ulyjs. Come, come.
Troi. Nay, stay. By Jove, 1 will not speak a word.
There is between my will and all offences
A guard of patience : —stay a little while.
Ther. How the devil luxury with his fat rump and
potatoe finger tickles these together ! Fry, letchery,
sry! .
Dio. But will you then ?
Cre. In faith I will la ; never trust me else.
1 You fleui to great distraction.
] So the moderns. The
folio has,
You flow to great distraction.
The quarto,
You flow to great destruction.
I read,
You Jho-w too great distraction.
Johnson.
I would adhere to the old reading.
You flow to great
diftruction, or distraction, means, the tide of your imagination
will hurry you either to noble death from the hand of Diomed,
or to the height of madnest from the predominance of your own
passions. StE EVENs.
Dio.
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Dio. Give me some token for the surety of it.
Cre. I'll fetch you one.
[Exit.
Ulyjs. You have sworn patience.
Troi. Fear me not, my lord.
I will not be myself, nor have cognition
Of what I feel : I am all patience.
Re-enter CreJJida.
"Tber. Now the pledge ; now, now, now !
Cre. Here, Diomed, 3 keep this sleeve.
Troi. O beauty ! where's thy faith ?
Uhjs. My lord
Trot. I will be patient : —outwardly, I will.
Cre. You look upon that sleeve : behold it well.—
He lov'd me.—O false wench ! —Give it me again.
Dio. Whose was't ?
Cre. It is no matter, now I have't again.
I will not meet with you to-morrow night :
I pr'ythee, Diomed, vifit me no more.
Ther. Now she sharpens.—Well said, whetstone.
Dio. I shall have it.
Cre. What, this?
Dio. Ay, that.
Cre. O, all ye gods !—O pretty, pretty pledge !
Thy master now lies thinking in his bed
Of thee, and me and fighs, and takes my glove,
And gives memorial dainty kisses to' it,
♦ As I kiss thee.
[Diomed snatches the Jleeve.
Nay, do not snatch it from me ;
He that takes that, must take my heart withal.
3
keep this Jiteve. 1 The custom of wearing a lady's
Jleeve for a favour, is mentioned in Hall's Chronicle, fol. 12.—
" One ware on his head-piece his lady's Jleevi, and another
*' bare on his helme the glove of his deareling." Steeveks.
* In old editions,
As I kiss thee.
Dio. Nay, do not snatch it from me.
Cre. He that takes that, must take my heart withal.
Dr. Thirlby thinks this should be all placed to Cressida. She
had the steeve, and was kissing it rapturously: and Diomed
snatches it back from her. Theobald.
Die.
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Die. I had your heart before, this follows it
*Troi. I did swear patience.
Cre. You shall not have it, Diomed ; 'faith you
shall not,
I'll give you something else.
Dio. I will have this. Whose was it ?
Cre. 'Tis no matter.
Dio. Come, tell me whose it was ?
Cre. 'Twas one's that lov'd me better than you wilt
But, now you have it, take it.
Dio. Whose was it ?
Cre. 5 By all Diana's waiting- women yonder,
And by herself, I will not tell you whose.
Dio. To-morrow will I wear it on my helm,
And grieve his spirit, that dares not challenge it.
Troi. Wer't thou the devil, and wor'st it on thy
horn,
It should be challeng'd.
Ore. Well, well, 'tis done, 'tis past ; and yet it
is not ;
I will not keep my word.
Dio. Why then, farewell.
Thou never shalt mock Diomed again.
Cre. You shall not go. —One cannot speak a word,
But it straight starts you.
Dio. I do not like this fooling.
Ther. Nor I, by Pluto : but that that likes not you,
Pleases me best.
Dio. What, shall 1 come ? The hour ?
Cre. Ay, come :
O Jove !.
Do. Come.—
I shall be plagu'd.
Dio. Farewell 'till then.
[Exit.
Cre. Good night. I pr'ythee, come.
5 By all Diana's waiting-u omen yondtr,\ i. e. the stars which
Hie points to. Warburton.
« TroikS,
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6 Troilus, farewell ! one eye yet looks on thee ;
7 But with my heart the other eye doth fee.
Ah ! poor our sex ! this fault in us I find,
The error of our eye directs our mind.
'What error leads, must err ; O then conclude,
Minds, sway'd by eyes, are full of turpitude. [Exit.
Tber. 8 A proof of strength she could not publish
more,
Unless she fay, my mind is now turn'd whore.
Ufyjs. All's done, my lord.
Trot. It is.
Ulyjs Why stay we then ?
Trot. To make a recordation to my soul
Of every syllable that here was spoke.
But if I tell how these two did co-act,
Shall I not lye in publishing a truth ?
Sith yet there is a credence in my heart,
An esperance so obstinately strong,
9 That doth invert the attest of eyes and ears
As
6 The characters of Cressrda and Pandarus are more im
mediately formed from Chaucer than from Lidgate ; for though
the latter mentions them both characteristically, he does not
iulHciently dwell on the.'infamy of the latter, to have furnished
Shakespeare with many circumstances to be found in this tragedy.
Lidgate, speaking os Cressida, says only,
" She gave her heart and love to Diomede,
~ "'To shew what trust there is in woman kind;
" For she of her new love no sooner sped,
" But Troilus was clean out of her mind,
" As if she never had him never known or seen,
" Wherein I cannot guess what she did mean."
StE EVENs.
7 But itiitb my heart, &c.] I think it should be read thus,
But my heart with the other eye doth fee. Johnson.
Perhaps rather,
But uith the other eye my heart doth see. T. T.
1 A proof os strength jhe could not publijh more,] She ecu 1>1
not publish a stronger proof. Johnson.
9 That doth invert that test of eyes and cars;] What test?
Troilus had been particularizing none in his foregoing words,
to
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As if those organs had deceptious functions,
Created only to calumniate.
'Was Cressid here ?
Ufyjs. 1 I cannot conjure, Trojan.
Trot. She was nor, lure ?
Ulyjs. Most sure stte was.
Troi. Why, my negation hath no taste of madness.
Ulyjs. Nor mine, my lord. Crefiid was here but
now.
Troi. Let it not be believ'd for woman-hood !
Think we had mothers ; do not give advantage
To stubborn critics—apt, without a theme
For depravation —to square the general sex
By Cressid's rule : rather think this not Cresiid.
Ulyjs. What hath she done, prince, that can foil
our mothers ?
Troi. Nothing at all, unless that this were she.'
Tber. Will he swagger himself out of his own eyes ?
Troi. This she ? no, this is Diomed's Cressida.
If beauty have a foul, this is not she :
If fouls guide vows, if vows be sanctimony,
If sanctimony be the Gods' delight,
1 If there be rule in unity itself,
This is not she. O madness of discourse !
That
to govern cr require the relative here. I rather think, the
words are to be thus split ;
That doth invert the attest of eyes and ears.
i. e. That turns the very testimony of seeing and hearing
against themselves. Theobald.
This is the reading of the quarto. Johkson.
1 I cannot conjure, Trojan.] That is, I cannot raise spirits in
the form of Creslida. Johnson.
1 Is there be rule in unity itself,] I do not well understand
^hat is meant by rule in unity. By rule our author, in this
place as in others, intends virtucus restraint, regularity osmanners,
command as passions and appetites. In Macbeth,
He cannot buckle his distemper'd cause
Within the belt of rule.
Vol. IX.
I
But
- -**
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That cause sets up with and against itself!
3 Bi-fold authority ! ♦ where reason can revolt
Without perdition, and loss assume all reason
Without revolt ; this is, and is not Cressid !
Within my foul there doth commence a fight
Of this strange nature, that a thing inseparate
Divides far wider than the iky and earth ;
And yet the spacious breadth of this division
Admits no orifice for a point, as subtle
* As Arachne's broken woof to enter.
But I know not how to apply the word in this fense to unity.
I read,
If there be rule in purity itself,
Or, If there be rule in verity itself.
Such alterations would not offend the reader, who saw the state
of the old editions, in which, for instance, a sew lines lower,
the almighty sun is called the almighty fenne.
Yet the words
may at last mean, If there be certainty in unity, if it be a rule
that one is one. Johnson.
3 Bi-fold authority !
] This is the reading of the
quarto. The folio gives us,
By foul authority !
There is madness in that disquijition in which a man reafons at
once for and against himself upon authority which he knows not
to he valid. The quarto is right. Johnson.
*
where reason edit re-volt
Without perdition, and loss assume all reason
Without revolt ;
] The words loss and perdition are
used in their common fense, but they mean the loss or perdition
of reason. Johnson.
5 As Arachne's broken -woof to enter.'] The syllable wanting
in this verse the modern editors have hitherto supplied. I hope
the mistake was r.ot originally the poet's own ; but one of the
quarto's reads with the folio, Ariacbna'% broken woof, and the;
other Ariathuas. It is not impossible that Shakespeare might
have written Ariadne's broken woof, having confounded the
two.names or the stories, in his imagination ; or alluding to
the clue of thread, by the assistance of w hich Theseus escaped
from the Cretan labyrinth. I do not remember that Ariadne's
loom is mentioned by any of the Greek or Roman poets, though
1 sind an allusion to it in Humour cut ofBreath, a comedy, 1607.
" .
instead of these poor weeds, in robes
" Richer than that which Ariadne wrought,
" Or Cythcrea's airy-moving vest." Sisbvens.
3
Instance,
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Instance, O instance ! strong as Pluto's gates !
Cressid is mine, tied with the bonds of "heaven ;
Instance, O instance ! strong as heaven itself !
The bonds of heaven are flipp'd, dislblv'd, and loos'd :
And with another 6 knot siVe-finser- tied,
The fractions of her faith, orts of her love,
The fragments, scraps, the bits, and greasy reliques
Of her 1 o'er-eaten faith, are given to Diomed.
Ufyjs. 8 May worthy Troilus be half attach'd
With that which here his passion doth express !
Trot. Ay, Greek ; and that shall be divulged well
In characters as red as Mars his heart
Inflam'd with Venus. Never did young man fancy
With so eternal, and so fix'd a soul.
Hark, Greek ; as much as I do Cressid love,
So much by weight hate I her Diomed.
That sleeve is mine that he'll bear in his helm ;
Were it a cask compos'd by Vulcan's skill,
My sword should bite it : not the dreadful spout,
Which ship-men do the hurricano call,
Constring'd in mass by the almighty fun,
Shall dizzy with more clamour Neptune's ear
In his descent, than shall my prompted sword
Falling on Diomed.
Tber. He'll tickle it for his concupy.
Trot. O Cressid ! O false Cressid ! false, false, false !
Let all untruths stand by thy stained name,
And they'll seem glorious.
' ,
Ulyjs. O, contain yourself ;
Your passion draws ears hither.
•
knot sive-finger-ticd,] A knot tied by giving her
hand to Diomed. Johnson.
7
o'er-eaten faith,
] Vows which she has already
swallowed once over. We still say of a faithless man, that he
has eaten his words. Johnson.
8 May worthy Troilus
] Can Troilus really feel on
this occasion half of what he utters ? A question suitable to
the calm Ulysses. Johnsow.
I 2

•
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Enter Æneas.

Æne. I have been seeking you this hour, my lord :
Hector, by this, is arming him in Troy.
Ajax, your guard, stays to conduct you home.
Trot. Have with you, prince. My courteous lord,
adieu.
Farewell, revolted fair ! And, Diomed,
Stand fast, 9 and wear a castle on thy head I
Ulyff. I*11 bring you to the gates.
Troi. Accept distrafted thanks.
[Exeunt Troilus, Æneas, and Ulysses.
They. 'Would I could meet that rogue Diomed, I
would croak like a raven ; I would bode, I would
bode, Patroclus would give me any thing for the in
telligence of this whore : the parrot will do no more
for an almond, than he for a commodious drab.
Letchery, letchcry ; still wars and letchery ; nothing
else holds fashion : a burning devil take them !
[Exit.
SCENE

III.

The palace of Troy.
Enter Heelor and Andromache.
And. When was my lord so much ungently temper'd
To stop his ears against admonishment ?
Unarm, unarm, and do not fight to-day.
'
aniwlar a castle on thy bead7] i. e. desend thy head
with armour cf more than common proof. The same thought
occurs in Henry IV. page I.
" We steal as in a castle cock-sure."
Agair, in The little French Lawyer of Beaumont and Fletcher,
"
;
but use
*' That noble courage I have seen, and we
" Shall sight as in a castle."Steevens.
Ht8.
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Hcfl. You train me to offend you : get you in.
Uy all the everlasting gods, I'll go!
• And. ' My dreams will, sure, prove ominous to-day.
Hett. No more, I say.
Enter Cassandra.
Cas. Where is my brother Hector ?
And. Here, sister ; arm'd, and bloody in intent.
Consort with me in loud and dear petition ;
Puriue we him on knees ; for I have dreamt
Of bloody turbulence, and this whole night
Hath nothing been but shapes and forms of slaughter.
Cas. O, it is true.
Heft. Ho ! bid my trumpet found!
Cas. No notes of sally, for the heavens, sweet
brother.
He8. Be gone, I fay : the gods have heard me swear.
Cas. The gods are deaf to hot and peevish vows ;
They are polluted offerings, more abhorr'd
Than spotted livers in the sacrifice.
And. O ! be persuaded : do not count it holy
To hurt by being just : it we're as lawful
* For us to count we give what's gain'd by thefts,
And rob in the behalf of charity.
Cas. 3 It is the purpose that makes strong the vow,
But vows to every purpose must not hold.
Unarm, sweet Hector.
1 The hint for this dream of Andromache, is taken from
Lidgate. Stekvens.
1 For us to count
] This is so oddly confused in the folio,
that I transcribe it as a specimen of incorrectness :
- do not count it holy,
To hurt by being just ; it were as lawful
For ave would count give much to as violent thesis,
And rob in the behalf of charity. Johnson.
1 It is the purpose—.
] The mad prophetess speaks here with
all the coolness and judgment of a fcilful casuift. " The
" essence of a lawful vow, is a lawful purpose, and the vow of
" which the end is wrong must not be regarded as cogent."
Johnson.
I 3
HeZ.
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Heft. Hold you still, I fay;
Mine honour keeps the weather of my fate :
Life every man holds dear ; but the + dear man
Holds honour far more precious dear than life.
Enter Troihts.
How now, young man ? mean'st thou to fight to
day ?
And. Cassandra, call my father to persuade.
[Exit Cassandra,
Heft. No, 'faith, young Troilus ; doff thy harness,
youth ;
I am to-day i' the vein of chivalry.
Let grow thy sinews till their knots be strong,
And tempt not yet the brushes of the war.
Unarm thee, go ; and doubt thou not, brave boy,
I'D stand, to-day, for thee, and me, and Troy.
Trot. Brother, you have a vice of mercy in you,
5 Which better fits a lion, than a man.
1 Heft, What vice is that, good Troilus ? chide me
for it.
Trot. When many times the captive Grecians fall,
Even in the fan and wind of your fair sword,
You bid them rise, and live.
Heft. O, 'tis fair play.
Trci. Fool's play, by heaven, Hector.
Heft. How now ? how how ?
91rot. For love of all the gods,
Let's leave the hermit Pity with our mother :
*

dear man] Valuable man. The modern editions read,
. brave man.
The repetition of the word is in oor author's manner. Johns.
5 Which better Jits a lion, ] The traditions and stories of
the darker ages abounded with examples of the lion's generosity.
Upon the supposition that these acts of • clemency were true,
Troilus reasons not improperly, that to spare against reason,
by mere instinct of pity, became rather a generous beast than a
wife man. Johnson.
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And when we have our armour buckled on,
The venom'd vengeance ride upon our swords ;
Spur them to rueful work, rein them from ruth.
Heft. Fie, savage, fie!
Trot. Hector, thus 'tis in wars.
Heft. Troilus, I would not have you fight to-day.
Trci. Who should with-hold me ?
Not fate, obedience, nor the hand of Mars
Beckoning with fiery truncheon my retire ; ,
Not Priamus and Hecuba on knees,
Their eyes o'er-galled 6 with recourse of tears ;
Nor you, my brother, with your true sword drawn
Oppos'd to hinder me, should stop my way,
But by my ruin.
Re-enter Cajsandra and Priam.
Cas. Lay hold upon him, Priam, hold him fastt
He is thy crutch ; now if thou lose thy stay,
Thou on him leaning, and all Troy on thee,
Fall all together.
Priam. Come, Hector, come, go back :
Thy wife hath dreamt, thy mother hath had visions ;
Cassandra doth foresee ; and I myself
Am, like a prophet, suddenly enrapt
To tell thee, that this day is ominous :
Therefore come back.
Heft. Æneas is a-field ;
And X do stand engag'd to many Greeks,
Even in the faith of valour, to appear
This morning to them.
Priam. But thou shalt not go.
Heft. I must not break my faith.
You know me dutiful ; therefore, dear Sir,
Let me not shame respect ; but give me leave
'
with recourse of tears ;] i. e. tears that continue to
course one another down the face. Warburton.
I 4
To
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To take that course by your consent and voice,
Which you do here forbid me, royal Priam.
Cas. O, Priam, yield not to him.
4nd. Do not, dear father.
Heft. A ndromache, I am offended with you :
Upon the love you bear me, get you in.
[Exit Andrcmacbt,
Trot. This -foolish, dreaming, superstitious girl
Makes all these bodemcnts.
Cas. 7 O farewell, dear Hector !
Look, how thou dy'st ! look, how thy eye turns pale !
Look, how thy wounds do bleed at many vents !
Hark, how Troy roars ! how Hecuba cries out !
How poor Andromache shrills her dolours forth !
Behold distraction, frenzy, and amazement,
Like witless anticks, one another meet,
And all cry,— Hector ! Hector's dead ! O Hector !
Tret. Away !
Away !
.
Cc.s Farewell. Yet, soft.- Hector, I take my leave:
Thou dost thyself and all our Troy deceive.
[Exit.
Heft. You are amaz'd, my liege, at her exclaim:
Go in and cheer the town : we'll forth and fight ;
Do deeds worth praise, and tell you them at night.
Priam. Farewell.
The gods with safety stand
about thee !
[Alarm.
Trci. They are at it-, hark ! Proud Diomed, believe,
I come to lose my arm, or win my sleeve 8,
Enter
7 Osareiiell, acur Iletlor .'] The interposition and clamorous
sorrow of Cassandra was copied by the author from Lidgate.
Steevens.
8 According to the.old editions, this scene is succeeded by
the following one between Pandarus and Troilus, which the
poet certainly meant to have been inserted at the end os the
play, 'as the two concluding lines of it are repeated in the copies
a'ready mentioned. There can be no doubt but that the players
stiufticd the parts backward and forward, ad libitum ; fer the
poet would hardly have ^jiven us an unnecessary repetition pf
tht saw words, nor have dismissed Pandarus twice in the fame
manner?
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Enter Pandarus.
Pan. Do you hear, my lord ? do you hear ?
Trot. What now ?
Pan. Here's a letter come from yon' poor girl.
Trot. Let me read.
Pan. A whoreson phthisic, a whoreson rascally
phthisic so troubles me, and the foolish fortune of this
girl ; and what one thing and what another, that I
shall kave you one o' these days : and I have a rheum
in mine eyes too, and such an ach in my bones that
unless a man were curst, I cannot tell what to think
on't. What fays she, there ?
Trci. Words, words, mere words ! no matter from
the heart.
[Tearing ibe. letter.
The effect doth operate another way.
Go, wind to wind ; there turn and change together.'
My love with words and errors still she feeds ;
But edines another with her deeds.
Pan. Why, but hear you
Trot. ' Hence, broker lacquey ! ignominy and shame
Pursue thy life, and live aye with thy name ! [Exeunt. •
manner. The conclusion of the play will fully justify the
liberty which any future commentator may take in omitting
the scene here and placing it at the end, where at present only
the two lines already mentioned, are to be found. Steevens.
9 Hence, brothel, Ir.qucy !
] For brothel, the folio reads
brother, erroneously for broker, as it stands at the end of the
play where the lines are repeated. Of brother the following
fditors made brothel. Johnson,

SCENE
•
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SCENE

IV.

Between Troy and the camp.
[Alarm.]

Enter Thersttes.

Ther. Now they are clapper-clawing one another ;
I'll go look on. That dissembling abominable varies,
Diomed, has got that same scurvy, doating, foolish
young knave's sleeve of Troy, there, in his helm : I
would fain fee them meet; that, that same young
Trojan ass, that loves the whore there, might fend
that Greekish whore-masterly villain with the sleeve
back to the dissembling luxurious drab on a sleeveless
errand. 1 O' the other fide, the policy of those crafty
swearing rascals, that stale old mouse-eaten dry cheese
Nestor ; and that same dog-fox Ulysses, is not prov'd
worth a black-berry :
they set me up in policy
that mungril cur Ajax, against that dog of as bad a
kind, Achilles. And now is the cur Ajax prouder
than the cur Achilles, and will not arm to-day;
whereupon the Grecians begin 1 to proclaim barbarism,
and policy grows into an ill opinion.
Enter Dicmed and Trollus.
Soft !
here comes sleeve, and t'other.
. Troi. Fly not; for shouldst thou take the river Styx,
I would swim after.
1 0' the otherside, the policy of tbo/e crafty swearing rascals,&c] But in what sense are Nestor and Ulysses accused of being
/wearing rascals ? What, or to whom, did they swear } lam
positive that Jneering is the true reading. They had collogued
with Ajax, and trimmed him up with insincere praises, only in
order to have stirred Achilles's emulation. In this, they were
the true sneerers ; betraying the sirst, to gain their ends on the
latter by that artisice. Theobald.
1 .
to proclaim barbarism,
] To set up the authority
of ignorance to declare that they will be governed by policy
no longer. Johnson.
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Dio. Thou dost miscall retire :
I do not fly ; but advantageous care
Withdrew me from the odds of multitude.
Have at thee !
[They go off, sighting,
Ther. Hold thy whore, Grecian !
Now for thy
whore, Trojan ! Now the sleeve, now the sleeve i
Enter Heftor.

k ,

He£i. What art thou, Greek ? art, thou for Hector's
match ?
3 Art thou of blood and honour ?
Ther. No, no : —I am a rascal ; a scurvy railing
knave; a very filthy rogue.
Heel. I do believe thee : —Live.
[Exit.
. Ther. God a' mercy, that thou wilt believe me; but
a plague break thy neck for frighting me ! What's
become of the wenching rogues ? I think they have
swallowed one another : I would laugh at that miracle.
Yet, in a sort, letchery eats itself. I'D seek them.
• •
[Exit.
SCENE

V.

The same.
Enter Dionted and Servant.
Dio. Go, go, my servant, take thou Troilus' horse,
Present the fair steed to my lady Cressid :
Fellow, commend my service to her beauty :
Tell her, I have chastis'd the amorous Trojan,
And am her knight by proof,
Strv. I go, my lord,
3 Art thou of blood and honour ?'] This is an idea taken from
the ancient books of romantic chivalry, as is the following one
in the speech of Diomed :
And am her knight by proof. Steevens.
Enter
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Enter Agamemnon.

Aga. Renew, renew ! The fierce Polydamas
Hath beat down Menon ; 1 bastard Margarelon
Hath Doreus prisoner ;
And stands Colossus-wife, waving his beam
Upon the pashed coarses of the kings,
Epistrophus and Cedus. Polyxenus is fiain ;
Amphimachus and Thoas deadly hurt ;
Patroclus ta'en or flain ; and Palamedes
Sore hurt and bruis'd : 1 the dreadful sagittary
Appals our numbers : haste we, Diomed,
To reinforcement, or we perish all.
Enter Nestor.
Nest. Go, bear Patroclus' body to Achilles ;
And bid the fhail-pac'd Ajax arm for shame.
There are a thousand Hectors in the field :

-

1
bastard Margarelon] The introduction of a bastard son
of Priam, under the name of Margarelon, is one of the circum
stances taken from the story book of The Three Destructions of
Troy. Theobald.
The circumstance was taken from Lit/gate, page 194.
" Which when the valiant knight, Margarelon,
" One of king Priam's bastard children," &c.
Steevens.
1
— the dreadful sagittary
Appals our numbers :
] " Beyonde the royalme of
" Amalbnnc came an auneyent kynge, wyse and dyscreete,
" named Epystrophus, and brought a M. knyghtes, and a
" mervaylloule beste that was called sagitt ary e, that be" hynde the myddes was an horse, and to fore, a man : this
" beste was heery lyke an horse, and had his eyen rede as a
" cole, and shotte well with a bowe : this beste made the Gr:kn
" fore aferde, and ste-we many of them with his bowe." The
Three Dtstructions of Troy, printed by Cnxton. Theobald.
the dreadful sagittary] A very circumstantial account
of this sagittary is likewise to be found in Lidgate, page 174.
Steevens.
Now,
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Now, here he fights 3 on Galathe his horse,
And there lacks work ; anon, he's there a-foot,
And there they fly or die, like * scaled sculls
Before the belching whales ; then is he yonder,
And there s the strawy Greeks, ripe for his edge,
Fall down before him, like the mower's swath :
Here, there, and every where, he leaves and takes ;
Dexterity so obeying appetite
That what he will, he .does ; and does so much,
That proof is call'd impossibility.
Enter Ulyjses.
Ulyjf. Oh, courage, courage, princes! great Achilles
Is arming, weeping, cursing, vowing vengeance :
Patroclus' wounds have rouz'd his drowsy blood,
Together with his mangled Myrmidons,
That noseless, handless, hackt and chipt, come to him,
Crying on Hector. Ajax hath lost a friend,
And foams at mouth, and he is arm'd and at it,
Roaring for Troilus, who, hath done to-day
Mad and fantastic execution ;
Engaging and redeeming of himself,
With such a careless force, and forceless care,
As if that luck in very spite of cunning
Bade him win all.
3
on .Galathe bit horfe,] From The Three BeJlrutTions of
Troy is taken this name given to Hector's horse. Theobald.
" Cal'd Galathe (the which is said to have been
" The goodliest horse," &c. Litigate, page 142.
Again, page 175.
" And sought, by all the means he could, to take
" Galathe, Hector's horse," &c. Stef.vens.
. *
scaled sculls] Sculls are great numbers of fishes
swimming together. The modern editors not being acquainted
with the term, changed it into Jhcals. My knowledge of this
word is derived from a little book called The Englijh Expofitor,
London, printed by John Legatt, 1616. Steevens.
1
the strawy Greeks,
] In the folio it is,
the straying Greeks,
Johnson.
Enter
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Enter Ajax.
Ajax. Troilus ! thou coward Troilus !
Dio. Ay, there, there.
Nest. So, so, we draw together.

[Exit.
[Exeunt.

Enter AcbiUes.
Achil. Where is this Hector ?
Come, come, thou boy-queller, mew me thy face ;
Know, what it is to meet Achilles angry.
Hector ! Where's Hector ? I will none but Hector.
[Exit.
S

C

E
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VI.

Re-enter Ajax.
Ajax. Troilus, thou coward Troilus, shew thy head!
Enter Diomed.
Bio. Troilus, I say ! where's Troilus ?
Ajax. What wouldst thou ?
Dio. I would correct him.
Ajax. Were I the general, thou shouldst have my
office,
Ere that correction. Troilus, I say! what, Troilus!
Enter Troilus.
I'roi. Oh, traitor, Diomed! turn thy false face,
thou traitor,
And pay thy life, thou owest me for my horse !
Dio. Ha ! art thou there ?
Ajax. I'll fight with him alone : stand, Diomed.
Dio. He is my prize, I will not look upon.
Trot. Come both, 1 you cogging Greeks, have at
you both.
[Exeunt, fighting.
*
you cogging Greeks, ] This epithet has no particular
propriety in this place, but the author had heard of Grteci*
Mendax. Johnson.
Surely the epithet had propriety in respect os Diomed at least,
who had defrauded him of his mistress. Troilus bestows it on
both, uniut »b ajpam. Stesvjsns.
Enter
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Enter HeBor.
Heel. Yea, Troilus ? O well fought I my youngest
brother !
*
Enter Achilles.
Achil. Now do 1 fee thee ! ha ! have at thee,
Hector.
Hell. Pause, if thou wilt.
[Fight.
Achil. I do disdain thy courtesy, proud Trojan.
Be happy that my arms are out of use :
My rest and negligence befriend thee now,
But thou anon shall hear of me again ;
Till when, go leek thy fortune.
Heel. Fare thee well :
I would have been much more a fresher man,
Had I expected thee. How now, my brother ?
Re-enter Troilus.
Troi. Ajax hath ta'en Æneas. Shall it be ?
No, by the flame of yonder glorious heaven,
He shall not carry him : I'll be taken too,
Or bring him osf. Fate, hear me what I say !
I reck not, though thou end my life to-day. [Exit.
Enter one in armour.
Heel. Stand, stand, thou Greek, thou
art a goodly
t
mark
No ? wilt thou not ? * I like thy armour well ;
I'll
* —-I like tby armour ixitl! ;] This circumstance is taken
from Lidgate's poem, page 196.
" — Guido in this bistorie doth shew
** By worthy Hector's fall, who coveting
" To have the sumptuous armor of that king, Sec.
*, So
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3 I'll frush it, and unlock the rivets all,
But I'll be master of it. Wilt thou not, beast, abide ?
Why then, fly on, I'll hunt thee for thy hide. [Exit.
SCENE

VII.

The same.
Enter Achilles with Myrmidons.
Achil. Come here about me, you my Myrmidons.
Mark what I fay. Attend me where I wheel :
Strike not a stroke, but keep yourselves in breath ;
And when I have the bloody Hector found,
Empale him with your weapons round about ;
In sellest manner execute your arms.
Follow me, Sirs, and my proceedings eye :
It is decreed, Hector the great must die.
[Exeunt.
" So greedy was thereof, that when he had
" The body up, and on his horse it bare,
" To have the spoil thereof such haste he made
" That he did hang his shield without all care
" Behind him at his back, the easier
" To pull the armour off at his desire,
" And by that means his breast clean open lay," &c.
This furnished Shakespeare with the hint for the following line :
I am unarm'd, forego this vantage, Greek. Steev.
3 I'll frujh it,
] The word frujh I never found else
where, nor understand it. Han me r explains it, to break or
bruise. Johnson.
To frujh a chicken, is a term in carving. I am indebted
for this information to E. Smith's Compleat Huswife, published
in 1 74 1. Holinshed, describing the soldiers of Richmond,
making themselves ready, fays, " they bent their bows, and
" srufied their feathers." Of .the word frujh in this last
instance, I know not the exact meaning. Steevens.
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VIII.

Enter Tbersites., Menelaus, and Paris.
Tber. The cuckold, and the cuckold-maker are at
it : now bull ! now dog ! 'Loo, Paris, 'loo ! My
double-hen'd sparrow ! 'Loo, Paris, loo ! The bull
has the game : 'ware horns, ho !
[Exeunt Paris and Menelaus.
Enter Margarelon.
Mar, Turn, slave, and fight.
Tber. What art thou ?
Mar. A bastard son of Priam's.
Tber. I am a bastard too ; I love bastards. I am a
bastard begot, bastard instructed, bastard in mind,
bastard in valour, in every thing illegitimate. One
bear will not bite another, and wherefore should one
bastard ? Take heed, the quarrel's most ominous to
us : if the son of a whore fight for a whore, he
tempts judgment : farewell, bastard.
Mar. The devil take thee, coward !
[Exeunt.

SCENE

IX.

Enter Heftor.
Heft. Most putrefied core, so fair without !
Thy goodly armour, thus hath cost thy life.
Now is my day's work done ; I'll take my breath :
Rest, sword ; thou hast thy fill of blood and death !
Enter Achilles and his Myrmidons.
Achil. Look, Hector, how the sun begins to set ;
How ugly night comes breathing at his heels :
Vol. IX.
K
Even
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1 Even with the vail and darkening of the fun,
To close the day up, Hector's life is done.
Hell. 2 1 am unarm'd. Forego this vantage, Greek.
Achil. 3 Strike, fellows, strike; this is the man I seek.
Hector falls.
So, Ilion, fall thou next ! Now, Troy, sink down ;
Here lies thy heart, thy sinews, and thy bone.
On, Myrmidons, and cry you all amain,
Achilles hath the mighty Hector slain.
Hark ! a retreat upon our Grecian part.
Msr. The Trojan trumpets sound the like, my lord.
Achil. The dragon wing of night o'erfpreads the
earth,
+ And, stickler-like, the armies separates.
My
^ Even vsifb the vail
] The vail is, I think, the Jinking
of the fun ; not veil or cover. Johnson. 1
1 I am unarmd. Forego this vantage, Greek.] Hector, in
Lidgate's poem, falls by the hand of Achilles ; but it is Troilus
who, having been inclosed round by the Myrmidons, is killed
after his armour had been hewn from his body, which was after
wards drawn through the field at the horse's tail. The Oxford
Editor, I believe, was misinformed ; for in the old story-book of
The Three Pcstructions of Troy, I sind likewise the same account
given of the death of Troilus. There may, however, be
variation in the copies, of which there are very many.
Heywood, in his Rape of Lucrece, 1638, seems to have been in
debted to some such book as Hanmer mentions.
•* Had puissant Hector by Achilles' hand
" Dy'd in a single monomachie, Achilles
" Had been the worthy ; but being stain by odds,
" The poorest Myrmidon had as much honour
" As faint Achilles in the Trojan's death." Steetens.
3 Strike, fellows, strike ;
] This particular of Achilles over
powering Hedor by numbers, and without armour, is taken
from the old story-book. Oxford Editor.
* And, stickler-like,
] A stickler was one who stood by to
part the combatants when victory could be determined without
blocdshcd. They are often mentioned by Sidney. "Anthony
** (fays SItTho. North in his tranliatipn of Plutarch) was
" himscii in person a stickler to part the young men when they
" had fought enough." They were called sticklers, from car
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My half-supt sword, that frankly would have fed,
Pleas'd with this dainty bit, thus goes to-bed.
:
Come, tie his body to my horse's tail :
Along the field I will the Trojan trail.
[Exeunt.
Sound retreat. Shout.
SCENE

X.

Enter Agamemnon, Ajax, Menelaus, Nestor, Diomedes,
and the reft marching.
Aga. Hark ! hark! what shout is that ?
Nest. Peace, drums.
Sol. Achilles! Achilles! Hector's slain! Achilles!
Dio. The bruit is, Hector's slain, and by Achilles.
Ajax. If it is so, yet bragless let it be ;
Great Hector was as good a man as he.
Aga. March hastily along : let one be sent
To pray Achilles fee us at our tent.
If in his death the gods have us befriended,
Great Troy is ours, and our sharp wars are ended.
[Exeunt!
SCENE

XL

Enter Æneas and Trojans.
Æne. Stand, ho ! yet are we masters of the field :
1 Never go home ; here starve we out the night.
Enter Troilus.
Troi. Hector is slain.
All. Hector !
the gods forbid !
rying sticks or staves in their hands, with which they interposed
between the combatants. We now call thtin Jtdcsmen. So
again, in a comedy called, Fortune by Land and Sea, by Hey
wood and Rowley, " *tis not sit that every apprentice should
" with his shop-club play between us the stickler." Stkevens.
1 Never go bome, Sec] This line is in the quarto given t*
Troilus. Johnson.
K 2
Troi.
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Troi. He's dead, and at the murderer's horse's tail
In beastly fort dragg'd through the shameful field.—
Frown on, you heavens, effect: your rage with speed t
Sit, gods, upon your thrones, and smile at Troy !
I say, at once, let your brief plagues be mercy,
And linger not our lure destructions on I
Æne. My lord, you do discomfort all the host.
Troi. You understand me not, that tell me so :
I do not speak of flight, of fear, of death ;
But dare all imminence, that gods and men
Address their dangers in. Hector is gone !
Who shall tell Priam so ? or Hecuba ?
Let him that will a screech owl aye be call'd,
Go into Troy, and say there—Hector's dead :
There is a word will Priam turn to stone ;
Make wells and Niobes of the maids and wives ;
Cold statues of the youth ; and, in a word,
Scare Troy out of itself. But march, away,
Hector is dead ; there is no more to say.
Stay yet:
you vile abominable tents,
Thus proudly pight upon our Phrygian plains,
Let Titan rife as early as he dare,
I'll through and through you f And thou, great-liz'd
coward !
No space of earth shall sunder our two hates ;
I'll haunt thee, like a wicked conscience still,
That mouldeth goblins swift as phrenzy's thoughts.—
Strike a free march to Troy !
With comfort go ;
Hope of revenge shall hide our inward woe.
{Exit Æneas, &V.
Enter Paudertts,
Pan. But hear you, hear you ?
Trci. * Hence, broker lacquey ! ignominy and shame
[Strikes bim.
Pursue thy life, and live aye with thy name ! [Exeunt.
1 Hence, broker lacquey !
Las brother. Johnson.

] So the quarto. The folio
Pan.
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Tan. A goodly med'cine for my aching bones ! Oh
•world! world! world! thus is the poor agent despis'd 1
Oh, traitors and bawds, how earnestly are you set a
work, and how ill requited ! why should our endea
vour be sb 3 lov'd, and the performance so loath'd ?
what verse for it ? what instance for it ? —let me see—
4 Full merrily the humble-bee doth sing,
* Till he hath lost his honey and his sting:
* But being once subdu'd in armed tail,
' Sweet honey and sweet notes together fail.'
Good traders in the flesh, set this in your painted cloths.
As many as be here of Pandar's hall,
Your eyes, half out, weep out at Pandar's fall
Or if you cannot weep, yet give some groans,
Though not for me, yet for your aching bones.
Brethren and sisters of the hokj-door trade, *
Some two months hence my will shall here be made :
It mould be now, but that my fear is this—
* Some galled goose of Winchester would hiss :
Till then, I'll 5 sweat, and seek about for eases ;
And, at that time, bequeath you my diseases. [Exit.
3 Loved,
] Quarto; de/ired, folio. Johnson.
* Some galled goese of Winchester ] The public stews wert
anciently under the jurisdiction of the bisKop of Winchester.
Pope.
A particular symptom in the hits -venerea was called a Win
chester goese. So in Chapman's comedy of Monficur D'Olive,
1606.
"
the famous school of England call'd
" Winchester, famous I mean for the gon/e," Sec.
Again, Ben Jonfon, in a poem called, An Execration on Vulcan:
"
this a sparkle of that sire let loose,
". That was lock'd up in the Winchcftrian goise,
" Bred on the back in time of popery,
" When Venus there maintain'd a mystery." Steev.
5
sweat,
] Quarto; Jkuear, folio. Johnson.
THIS play is more correctly written than most of Shake
speare's compositions, but it is not one of those in which either
the extent of his views or elevation of his fancy is fully dis
played. As the story abounded with materials, he has exerted
little invention ; but he has diversisied his characters with great
variety^ and preserved them with great exactness. His vicious
K 3
_ character*
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characters sometimes disgust, but cannot corrupt, for both
Creilida and Pandarus are detested and contemned. -The comic
characters seem to have been the favourites of the writer ; they
are of the superficial kind, and exhibit more of manners than
nature ; but they are copiously filled and powerfully impressed.
Shakespeare has in his story followed, for the greater part, the
old book of Caxton, which was then very popular ; but the
character of Therfites, of which it makes no mention, is a
proof that this play was written after Chapman had published
his version of Homer. Johnson.
The first seven books of Chapman's Homer were published in
the year 1596, and again in 1598. They were dedicated a$
follows : To the most honored new living instance of the Achilleian
'virtues eternized by divine Homerc, the Earle of EJscxe, Earl
fdarjhall, l£c. Ste evens.

CYMBELINE.

A

TRAGEDY.

' Persons Represented

CYMBELINE, king es Britain.
Cloten, son to the queen by a former husband.
LeonatusPosthumus, a gentleman married to theprincess.
Belarius, a banified lord, disguised under the name os
Morgan.
Guiderius, \ disguised under the names os Polydore and
Arviragus, j
Cadzval, supposed sons to Belarius.
Philario, an Italian, friend to Pojibumus.
lachimo, friend to Philario.
,
Caius Lucius, ambassador from Rome.
Pisanio, servant to Pofthumus.
A French Gentleman.
Cornelius, a doftor.
'Two Gentlemen.
Queen, wife to Cymbeline.
Imogen, daughter to Cymbeline by a former queen.
Helen, woman to Imogen.
' Lords, Ladies, Roman Senators, Tribunes, Apparitions,
a Soothsayer, Captains, Soldiers, Messengers, and other
Attendants.

SCENF, sometimes in Britain; sometimes in Italy.

'CYMBELINE

ACT

I.

SCENE

I.

Cyntbeline's palace in Britain.
Enter tivo Gentlemen.
1 Gentleman.
2
~T O U do not meet a man, but frowns : our
j[
bloods
JL No more obey the heavens, than our courtiers*
Still seem, as does the king's.
2 Cent. But what's the matter ?
i Gent.
1 Mr. Pope supposed the story of this play to have boen taken
from a novel of Boccace ; but he was mistaken, as an imitation
of it is found in an old story-book entitled, Westward for
Smelts. This imitation differs in as many particulars from the
Italian novellist, as from Shakespeare, though they concur in
the mere considerable parts of the fable. It was published in a
a quarto pamphlet 1603. This is the only copy of it which I
have hitherto seen. Steevens.
1 You do not meet a man, but frowns : our bloods
No more obey the heavens, than cur courtiers
Still seem, as does the king's.] The thought is this : we are
not now (as we were wont) influenced by the weather, but.by
the king's looks. We no more obey the heavens [the skyl than our
courtiers obey the heavens [God]. By which it appears that the
reading—our bloods, is wrong. For though the blood may be
affected with the weather, yet that affection is discovered not
by change of colour, but by change of countenance. And it is'
the outward not the intuard change that is here talked of, a*
appears from the word seem. We should read therefore,
:
our brows
No more obey the heavens, Sec.
Which is evident from the preceding words,
You do not meet a man but frowns.
And
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1 Gent. His daughter, and the heir of his kingdom,
whom
He purpos'd to his wife's sole son (a widow,
That late he married) hash referr'd herself
Unto a poor, but worthy, gentleman.
She's wedded ;
.
Her husband banish'd ; she imprison'd : all
Is outward sorrow ; though, I think, the king
Be touch'd at very heart.
2 Gent. None but the king ?
i Gent. He, that hath lost her, too: so is the queen,
That most desir'd the match. But not a courtier,
Although they wear their faces to the bent
Of the king's look, hath a heart that is not
Glad at the thing they scoul at.
And from the following,
But not a courtier,
Altho' they wear their faces to the bent
Of the king's look, but hath a heart that is
Glad at the thing they scoul at.The Oxford Editor improves upon this emendation, and reads,
;— our looks
No more obey the heart ev'n than our courtiers.
But by venturing too far, at a second emendation, he has stript
it of all thought and sentiment. Warburton.
This passage is so difficult, that commentators may differ
concerning it without animosity or shame. Of the two emenda
tions proposed, Hanmer's is the more licentious ; buthemakes
the sense clear, and leaves the reader an easy passage. Dr.
Warburton has corrected with more caution, but less improve
ment : his reasoning upon his own reading is so obscure and
perplexed, that I suspect some injury of the press.
I am now
to tell my opinion, which is, that the lines itand as they were
originally written, and that a paraphrase, such as the licentious
and abrupt expressions of our author too frequently require, will
make emendation unnecessary. We do not meet a man but
frowns ; our bloods—our countenances, which, in popular speech,
are said to be regulated by the temper of the blood,
no mere
ebey the laws of heaven,
which direct us to appear what we
really arc,—than our courtiers ;
that is, than the bloods of our
courtiers ; but our bloods, like theirs,—y?/// seem, as doth dt
king's. Johnson.
2 Gent.
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2 Gent, And why so ?
1 Gent. ' He that hath miss'd the princess, is a thing
Too bad for bad report : and he that hath her,
( I mean that •marry'd her ; alack, good man !
And therefore banish'd) is a creature such
As, to seek through the regions of the earth
For one his like, there would be something failing
In him that mould compare. I do not think
So fair an outward, and such stuff within,
Endows a man but him.
2 Gent. You speak him far.
1 Gent. 3 I do extend him, Sir, within himself;
Crush him together, rather than unfold
His measure duly.
2 Gent. What's his name, and birth ?
i Gent. I cannot delve him to the root : his fatlier
Was call'd Sicilius, who did join his honour
Against: the Remans, with Cassibclan ;
But had his titles by Tenantius, whom
•Heserv'd with glory and admir'd success ;
So gain'd the liar-addition, Leonatus :
And had, besides this gentleman in question,
Two other sons ; who, in the wars o'the time,
Dy'd with their swords in hand : for which their father,
(Then old and fond of issue) took such sorrow,
That he quit being ; and his gentle lady,
Big of this gentleman, our theme, deceas'd
As he was born. The king, he takes the babe
To his prott&ion ; calls him Posthumus ;
5 / do extend him, Sir, within himself;] I extend him
within himself : my praise, however extensive, is within his
merit. Johnson.
Perhaps this pasi'age may he somewhat illustrated by the
following lines in Troilus and CreJJida, act iii.
"
no man is the lord of any thing
" Till he communicate his parts to others:
" Nor doth he of himself know them for aught
" Till he behold them form'd in the applause
ff Where they arc extended" Sec. Steevens.
Breeds
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Breeds him, and makes him of his bed-chamber :
Puts to him all the learnings that his time
Could make him the receiver of; which he took
As we do air, fast as 'twas ministred, and
In his spring became a harvest : * liv'd in court,
(Which rare it is to do) most prais'd, most lov'd :
A sample to the youngest ; to the more mature,
5 A glasi that seated them ; and to the graver,
A child that guided dotards. To his mistress,
For whom he now is banished, her own price
Proclaims, how she esteem'd him and his virtue.
By her election may be truly read
'What kind of man he is.
2 Gent. I honour him,
Even out of your report. But pray you tell me,
Is she sole child to the king ?
4

livd in court,
(Which rare it is to do) most prais'd, mest loi>d :] This
encomium is high and artful. To be at once in any great
degree loved and praised is truly rare. Johnson.
5 A glass that featurd them ;
] Such is the reading in all
the modern editions, I know not by whom sirst substituted, for
A glass that seared them ;
I .have displaced satur'd, though it can plead long prescription,
because I am inclined to think that seared has the better title.
Mirrour was a favourite word in that age for an example, or a
pattern, by noting which the manners were to be formed, as
dress is regulated by looking in a glass. When Don Bclliania
is stiled The Mirrour os Knighthood, the idea given is not that
of a glass in which every knight may behold his own resem
blance, but an example to be viewed by knights as often as a
glass is looked upon by girls, to be viewed, that they may
Know, not what they are, but what they ought to be. Such a
glass may sear the more mature, as displaying excellencies which
they have arrived at maturity without attaining.' To scar, is
liere, as in other places, to fright. Johnson.
1 believe Dr. Johnson is mistaken as to the reading of the
folio, which is seated.. The page of the copy which he con
sulted is very faintly printed ; but I have seen another since,
which plainly gives this reading. Steevens.
If seated be the right word, it must, I think, be explained
thus ; a glass that formed them ; a model, by the contemplation
and inspection of which they formed their manners. Johnson.
i Gent.
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1 Gent. His only child.
He had two sons (if this be worth your hearing,
Mark it) the eldest of them at three years old,
I' the swathing clothes the other, from their nursery
Were stolen ; and to this hour, no guess in knowledge
'Which way they went.
2 Gent. How long is this ago ?
1 Gent. Some twenty years.
2 Gent. That a king's children mould be so convey'd !
So flackly guarded ! and the search so flow
That could not trace them ! •
1 Gent. Howsoe'er 'tis strange,
Or that the negligence may well be laugh'd at,
Yet is it true, Sir.
2 Gent. I do well believe you.
i Gent. We must forbear. Here comes the gentle
man,
The queen, and princess.
[Exeunt.

SCENE

II.

Enter the Queen, P,osthumus, Imogen, and attendants.
Queen. Np, be aslur'd, you shall not find me,
daughter,
After the slander of most step-mothers,
Evil-ey'd unto you. You are my prisoner, but
Your gaoler shall deliver you the keys
That lock up your restraint. For you, Posthumus,
So soon as I can win the osfended king,
I will be known your advocate : marry, yet
The fire of rage is in. him ; and 'twere good,
You lean'd unto his sentence with what patience
Your wisdom may inform you.
Post. Please your highness,
I will from hence to-day.
Queen. You know the peril
I'llfetch a turn about the garden, pitying
The
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The pangs of barr'd affections ; though the king
Hath charged, you should not speak together. [Exit.
Imo. O dissembling courtesy ! How fine this tyrant
Can tickle, where she wounds ! My dearest husband,
I something fear my father's wrath ; but nothing
(» Always reserv'd my holy duty) what
His rage can do on me. You must be gone,
And I shall here abide the hourly shot
•Of angry eyes ; not comforted to live,
But that there is this jewel in the world
That I may fee again.
Post. My queen ! my mistress !
O lady, weep no more, lest I give cause
To be suspected of more tenderness
Than doth become a man ! I will remain
The loyal'st husband that did e'er plight troth.
•My residence in Rome, at one Philario's ;
Who to my father was a friend, to me
.Known but by letter. Thither write, my queen,
And with mine eyes I'll drink the words you fend,
* Though ink be made of gall.
Re-enter Queen.
Queen. Be brief, I pray you :
If the king come, I shall incur I know not
How much of his displeasure. Yet I'll move him
{Aside.
To walk this way : I never do him wrong,
But he does buy my injuries, to be friends
.
Pays dear for my offences.
[Exit.
1 (Always rescrv'd my holy duly)
] I fay I do not sear my
father, so far as I may fay it without breach of duty. Johns.
1 Though ink be made cj'gall.] Shakespeare, even in this poor
conceit, has confounded the vegetable galls used in ink, with
the animals//, supposed to be bitter. Johnson.
The peet might mean either the vegetable or the animal galls
with equal propriety, as the vegetable gall is bitter; and I have
seen an ancient receipt for making ink beginning, " Take of
" the blick juice As the gall of oxeu two ounces," &c. Steev.
. -
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Post. Should we be taking leave
As long a term as yet we have to live,
.The lothnels to depart would grow.
Adieu !
Imo. Nay, stay a little :
Were you but riding forth to air yourself,
Such parting were too petty. Look here, love ;
This diamond was my mother's : take it, heart ;
But keep it till you woo another wife,
When Imogen is dead.
Tost. How ! how ! another !
You gentle gods, give me but this I have,
And sear up my embracements from a next
With bonds of death ! Remain, remain thou here
[Putting on the ring.
3 While fense can keep thee on ! and sweetest, fairest,
As I my poor self did exchange for you,
To your so infinite loss ; so in our trifles
I still win of you. For my fake wear this ;
It is a manacle of love ; I'll place it
[Putting a bracelet on her arm.
Upon this fairest prisoner.
Imo. O, the gods !
When shall we fee again ?
Enter Cymbeline, and lords.
Post. Alack, the king !
Cym. Thou basest thing, avoid ! hence ! from my
sight !
If, after this command, thou fraught the court
With thy unworthiness, thou dy'st. Away !
Thou art poison to my blood.
3 While fenfe can keep thee on !
] The folio (the only
ancient and authentic copy of this play) reads,
While fense can keep it on !
which I believe to be right. The expression means, while sense
tan maintain its operations ; while sense continues to have paver.
Steevens.
Post.
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Post. The gods protect you,
And bless the good remainders of the court !
I am gone.
Imo. There cannot be a pinch in death
More sharp than this is.
Cym. O disloyal thing !
That mouldst repair my youth, * thou heapest
A year's age on me.
Imo. I beseech you, Sir,
Harm not yourself with your vexation ; I
Am senseless of your wrath ; s a touch more rare
Subdues all pangs, all fears.
v * ————— thou heapefi
A year's age on me.] Dr. Waiburtos reads,
A yare age on me.
It seems to me, even from Skinner, whom he cites, ihztyan
is used only as a personal quality. Nor is the authority of
Skinner sufficient, without some example, to justify the altera
tion. Hanmer's reading is better, but rather too far from
the original copy :
.
thou heapest many
A year's age on me.
I read,
thou heap'st Years, ages on me. Johnson.
I would receive Dr. Johnson's emendation : he is however
mistaken when he fays that yare is used only as a personal
quality. See Anthony and Cleopatra :
Their ships are yare, yours heavy.
Yare, however, will by no means apply to Dr. Warburton'i
sense. Steevens.
5 ——— a touch more rare
Subdues all pangs, all fears.] Rare is used often for
tminently good ; but I do not remember any passage in which it
stands for eminently
a touch
bad. more
Maynear.
we read,
Cura deam propior luctufque domesticus angit. Ovid.
Shall we try again,
—— a touch more rear.
Crudum vulnus. But of this I know not any example. Ther»
is yet another interpretation, which perhaps will remove the
difficulty. A touch more rare, may mean a nobler pajfion. Johns.
Cym.
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Cym. Past grace ? obedience ?
Imo. Past hope, and in despair; that way, past
grace.
Cym. Thou might'st have had the sole son of my
queen.
Imo. O, blest, that I might not ! I chose an eagle,
And did avoid a 6 puttock.
Cym. Thou took'st a beggar; wouldst have made
my Juone
A seat for baseness.
Imo. No ; I rather added
A lustre to it.
Cym. O thou vile one !
Imo. Sir.
It is your fault that I have lov'd Posthumus :
You bred him as my play-fellow ; and he ia
A man worth any woman ; over-buys me
Almost the sum he pays.
Cym. What ! — art thou mad ?
Imo. Almost, Sir : heaven restore me ! Would I
were
A neat-herd's daughter, and my Leonatus
Our neighbour-shepherd's son !
Re-enter Queen.
Cym. Thou foolish thing !
They were again together : you have done
[To the queen.
Not after our command. Away with her,
And pen her up.
Queen. Beseech your patience.—Peace,
Dear lady daughter, peace. Sweet sovereign,
Leave us to ourselves, and make yourself some comfort
Out of your best advice.
6 —
Vol. IX.

a puttock.] A kite.

Johnson.
L

Cym.
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Cym. Nay, let her languish
A drop of blood a-day ; and, being aged.
Die of this folly !

[ExiL

Enter Pisanio.
Queen. Fie ! you must give way :
Here is your servant. How now, Sir ? What news i
Pis. My lord your son drew on my master.
Queen. Ha!
No harm, I trust, is done ?
Pis. There might have been*
But that my master rather play'd, than fought^
And had no help of anger. They were parted
' By gentlemen at hand.
Queen. I am very glad on't.
Imo. Your son's my father's friend ; he takes his
part.
To draw upon an exile ! O brave Sir !
I would they were in Africk both together,
Myself by with a needle, that I might prick
The goer back. Why came you from your master ?
. Pis. On his command. He would not susfer me
' To bring him to the haven ; left these notes
Of what commands I should be subject to,
When it pleas'd you to employ me.
Queen. This hath been
Your faithful servant : I dare lay mine honour
He will remain so.
Pis. I humbly thank your highness.
Queen. Pray, walk a while.

SCENE
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in.

Enter Clokn and two Lords.
1 Lord. Sir, I would advise you to shift a shirt; the
violence of action hath made you reek as a sacrifice.
Where air comes out, air comes in : there's none abroad
so wholesome as that you vent.
Clot. If my shirt were bloody, then to shift it——
Have I hurt him ?
2 Lord. No, faith : not so much as his patience.
[Aside.
1 Lord. Hurt him ? his body's a passable carcass, if
he be not hurt. It is a thorough-fare for steel, if it
be not hurt.
2 Lord. His steel was in debt, it went o' the back
side the town.
[Aside.
Clot. The villain would not stand me.
2 Lord. No, but he fled forward, still toward your
face.
[Aside.
I'Lord. Stand you ? you have land enough of your
own ; but he added to your having ; gave you some
ground.
2 Lord. As many inches as you have oceans, pup
pies !
[Aside.
Clot. I would they had not come between us.
2 Lord. So would I, till you had measur'd how
long a fool you were upon the ground.
[Aside.
Clot. And that she should love this fellow, and
refuse me !
2 Lord. If it be a sin to make a true election, she's
damn'd.
- [Aside.
1 Lord. Sir, as I told you always, 1 her beauty and
*
her beauty and her brain, &c.] I believe the lord meant
to speak a sentence, " Sir, as I told you always, beauty and
" brain go not together." Johnson.
L 2
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her brain go not together. * She's a good fign, but
I have seen small reflection of her wit.
2 Lord. She shines not upon fools, lest the reflection
should hurt her.
[Astdt.
Clot. Come, I'll to my chamber. 'Would there
had been some hurt done !
2 Lord. I wish not so ; unless it had been the fall
of an ass, which is no great hurt.
[Aside.
Clot. You'll go with us ?
1 Lord. Ill attend your lordship.
Clot. Nay, come, let's go together,
2 Lord. Well, my lord.
[Exeunt.
SCENE

IV.

Imogen's apartments.
Enter Imogen and Pisanio.
Imo. I would thou grew'st unto the shores o' the
haven,
And question'dst every sail : if he should write,
And I not have it, 1 'twere a paper lost
As ofFer'd mercy is. What was the last
That he spake with thee ?
1
ShSs a good sign,
] Ifstgn be the true reading, the
poet means by it constellation, and by ref.ctJion is meant influence.
But I rather think,. from the answer, that he wrote Jhine. So
in his Venus and Adonis,
" As if, ixom thence, they borrowed all their Jhine."
Warbu rtok.
There is acuteness enough in this note, yet I believe the poet
meant nothing by sign, but fair outward mew. Johnson.
*
''twere a paper lost
As cfscr'd mercy is.
] i.e. " Should one of his letters
" miscarry, the l.ss would be as great as that of offer'd
" mercy." But the Oxford Editor amends it thus,
'twere a paper lort,
With ofFer'd mercy in it. Warburton.
I believe the poet's meaning is, that the loss of that paptr
would prove as fatal to me, a* the loss of a pardon to a condejmn'a criminal. Steevens.
2
Pis.
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Pis. 'Twas, " His queen, his queen !"
Into. Then wav'd his handkerchief?
Pis. And kiss'd it, madam.
Imo. Senseless linen, happier therein than I !
And that was all ?
Pis. No, madam ; * for so long
As he could make me with this eye, or ear,
Distinguish him from others, he did keep
The deck, with glove, or hat, or handkerchief,
Still waving, as the fits and stirs of his mind
Could best express how flow his soul sail'd on,
How swift his ship.
Imo. Thou shouldst have made him
As little as a crow, or less, ere left
To after-eye him.
Pis. Madam, so I did.
Imo. I would have broke mine eye-strings ; crack'd
'em, but
To look upon him ; 3 till the diminution
Of space had pointed him sharp as my needle :
5

for so long
As he could make me with his eye, or enr,
Distinguifo him from others, ] But how could Posthumus
make himself distinguished by his ear to Pifanio ? By his
tongue he might to the other's ear : and this was certainly
Shakespeare's intention. We must therefore read,
As he could make me with this eye, or ear,
Distinguish him from others.
The expression is S'tiKttM.mc, as the Greeks term it: the party
speaking points to that part spoken of. Warburton.
Sir T. Han m er alters it thus :
,
for so long
As he could mark me with his eye, or /
Distinguish
—
The reason ot Hanmer's reading was, that Pisanio describes no
address made to the ear. Johnson.
3
'till the diminution
Op space bad pointed him Jliarp as my needle ;] The diminu
tion of space, is the diminution of which space is the cause. Trees
are killed by a blast of lightning, that is, by blasting, not
blasted lightning. Johnson.
L 3
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Nay, follow'd him, till he had melted from
The smallness of a gnat to air ; and then
Have turn'd mine eye, and wept.—But, good Pisanio,
When shall we hear from him ?
Pis. Be assur'd, madam,
With his * next vantage.
Imo. I did not take my leave of him, but had
Most pretty things to fay : ere I could tell him,
How I would think on him at certain hours,
Such thoughts, and such ; or, I could make him
swear
The she's of Italy should not betray
Mine interest, and his honour ; or have charg'd him.
At the sixth hour of morn, at noon, at midnight,
To encounter me with orisons, for then
I am in heaven for him ; 5 or ere I could
Give him that parting kiss, which I had set
Betwixt two charming words ; comes in my father ;
And, like the tyrannous breathing of the North,
' Shakes all our buds from growing.
Enter a Lady.
Lady. The queen, madam,
Des.res your highness' company.
*
next vantage] Next opportunity. Johnson.
or ere I could
Gi-ve him that parting kiss, which I had set
Betwixt two charming words;
] Dr. Warburton pro
nounces as absolutely as if he had been present at their parting,
that these two charming words were, adieu Posthumus;
but as Mr. Edwards has observed, " she must have understood
" the language of love very little, if she could sind no tenderer
*' expression of it, than the name by which every one called
" her husband." Steevens.
6 Shakes all cur buds from growing.] A bud, without any
distinct idea, whether of flower or fruit, is a natural represen
tation of any thing incipient or immature; and the buds of
flow ers, if flowers are meant, grew to flowiers, as the buds of
fruits grow to fruits. Johnson..
*
5

Imo.
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Imo. Those things I bid you do, get them dis
patch'^
I will attend the queen.
Pis. Madam, I shall.
[Exeunt.
SCENE

V.

Changes to Rome.
Enter Philario, Iachimo, and a Frenchman.
Iach. Believe it, Sir, I have seen him in Britain .%
he was then of a crescent note ; expected to prove so
worthy, as since he has been allowed the name of.
But I could then have look'd on him without the help
of admiration ; though the catalogue of his endow
ments had been tabled by his side, and I to peruse
him by items.
Phil. You speak of him when he was less furnish'd,
than now he is, with that which 1 makes him botli
without and within.
French. I have seen him in France : we had very
many there could behold the sun with as firm eyes
as he.
.
Iach, This matter of marrying his king's daughter,
(wherein he must be weigh'd rather by her value,
than his own) 1 words him, I doubt not, a great deal
from the matter.
French. And then his banishment.
Iach. Ay, and the approbations of those, that weep
this lamentable divorce 3 under her colours, are won
derfully to extend her ; be it but td fortify her judg
ment, which else an easy battery might lay flat, for
1
makes him
] In the sense in which we say, This
will make or mar you. Johnson.
* — <words him
a treat deal from the matter.} Make*
the description of him very distant from the. truth. Johnson.
3
under her colours, ] Under her banner ; by her in
fluence. Johnson.
L 4
taking
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taking a beggar ♦ without more quality. But how
comes it, he is to sojourn with you ? How creeps
acquaintance ?
Phil. His father and I were soldiers together ; to
whom I have been oiten bound tor no less than my
life.
Enter Pcsthumus.
Here comes the Briton. Let him be so entertained
amongst you, as suits with gentlemen of your know
ing to a stranger of his quality. I beseech you all,
be better known to this gentleman, whom I commend
to you as' a noble friend of mine. How worthy he
is, I will leave to appear hereafter, rather than story
him in his own hearing.
French. Sir, we have known together in Orleans.
Tost. Since when I have been debtor to you for
curtefies, which I will be ever to pay, and yet pay
still.
French. Sir, you o'er-rate my poor kindness. I was
glad * I did atone my countryman and you ; it had
been pity you should have been put together with so
mortal a purpose, as then each bore, upon importance
of so slight and trivial a nature.
Pest. By your pardon, Sir, I was then a young
traveller ; 6 rather Ihunn'd to go even with what I heard,
than in my every action to be guided by others' expe
riences : but upon my mended judgment (if I offend
* —without mere quality.
] The folio reads less quality.
Mr. Rowe sirst made the alteration. Steevens.
5
I did etene, &c.] To atone signisies in this place to
reconcile. So Jonfon, in The Silent Womanx
" There had beer. lbme hope to attone you." Steev.
6
rather Jhunnd to go even with what I heard, &c.]
This is e> pressed with a kind of fantastical perplexity. He
means, I was then willing to take for my direction the
experience of others, more than such intelligence as I had
gathered myself. Johnson.
not
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not to say it is mended) my quarrel was not altoge
ther flight.
French. 'Faith, yes, to be put to the arbitrement of
swords ; and by such two, that would by all likelihood
have confounded one the other, or have fallen both.
Iach. Can we with manners ask, what was the
disference ?
French, Safely, I think. 'Twas a contention in
publick, 7 which may, without contradiction, susfer
the report, It was much like, an argument that fell
out last night, where each of us fell in praise of our
country mistresses : this gentleman at that time vouch
ing (and upon warrant of bloody affirmation) his to
be more fair, virtuous, wife, chaste, constant, qualified,
and less attemptible, than any the rarest of our ladies
in France.
Iach. That lady is not now living ; or this gentle
man's opinion, by this, worn out.
Post. She holds her virtue still, and I my mind.
Iach. You must not so far prefer her, 'fore ours of
Italy.
Post. Being so far provok'd, as I was in France, I
would abate her nothing ; 8 tho' I profess myself her
adorer, not her friend.
Iach. As fa:r and as good (a kind of hand-in-hand
comparison) had been something too fair and too good
for any lady in Britain. 9 If she went before others I
have seen, as that diamond of yours out-lustres many
I have beheld, I could not believe she excelled many ;
but
7
i. which may, without contradiction,
] Which, un
doubtedly, may be publickly told. Johnson.
*
tho' I profess, &c.] Though I have not the common
obligations of a lover to his millrefis, and regard her not with
the fondness of a friend, but the reverence of an adorer.
Johnson.
' — If Jhe went before others I have seen, as that diamond
of yours out-lufires many I have beheld, I could not believe Jhe
excelled many,
] What f if she did really excel others,
.
could
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but I have not seen the most precious diamond that is,
nor you the lady.
Pest, I prais'd her, as I rated her : so do I my stone.
Iaeh. What do you esteem it at ?
Post. More than the world enjoys,
loci. Either your unparagon'd mistress is dead, or
lbe's out-priz'd by a trifle.
Post. You are mistaken : the one may be sold or
given, if there were wealth enough for the purchase,
or merit for the gift. The other is not a thing for
£ile, and only the gift of the gods.
Iach. Which the gods hath given you ?
Post. Which, by their graces, I' will keep.
lach. You may wear her in title yours : but, you
know, strange fowl light upon neighbouring ponds.
Your ring may be stolen too : so, of your brace of
could he not believe (he did excel them ? . Nonsense. We must
strike out the negative, and the sense will be this, " I «n
easily believe your mistress excels many, tho' (he be not the
" most excellent; just as I see that diamond of yours is of more
value than many I have beheld, though I know there are
" other diamonds of much greater value." Warburton.
The old reading, I think, may very well stand ; and I have?
therefore replaced it. " If (says Iachimo) your mistress went
before fome others I have seen, only in the fame degree your
" diamond outjustres many I have likewise seen, I should not
*' admit on that account that (he excelled many : but I ought
" not to make myself the judge of who is the fairest lady, or
" which is the brightest diamond, till I have beheld the sinest
" of either kind which nature has hitherto produced." The
passage is not nonsense. It was the business of Iachimo to
appear on this occasion as as insidel to beauty, in order to spirit
Posthumus to lay the wager, and therefore will not admit of
her excellence on any comparison.
The author of The Revisal would read,
" I could but believe."
Steeveks.
I mould explain the sentence thus : " Though your lady
" excelled as much as your diamond, I could not believe jhe" excelled many ; that is, I too could yet believe that there are
" many whom (he did not excel." But I yet think Dr. War
burton right. Johnson.
unprizeable
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unprizeable estimations, the one is but frail, and the
other casual. A cunning thief, or a that-way accomplish'd courtier, would hazard the winning both of
first and last.
Post. Your Italy contains none so accomplished a
courtier 1 to convince the honour of my mistress ; if
in the holding, or loss of that, you term her frail.
I do nothing doubt, you have store of thieves ; not
withstanding, I fear not my ring.
Phil. Let us leave here, gentlemen.
Post. Sir, with all my heart. This worthy signior,
I thank him, makes no stranger of me; we are
familiar at first.
Iach. With five times so much conversation, I should
get ground of your fair mistress : make her go back,
even to the yielding ; had I admittance, and oppor-.
tunity to friend.
Post. No, no
>
Iach. I dare thereupon pawn the moiety of my
estate to your ring; which, in my opinion, o'er-values
it something. But I make my wager rather against
your confidence, than her reputation ; and to bar your
offence herein too, I durst attempt it against any lady
in the world.
Post. You are a great deal * abus'd in too bold a
persuasion; and, I doubt not, you'd sustain what
you're worthy of, by your attempt.
Iach. What's that ?
Post. A repulse : though your attempt, as you call
it, deserves more ; a punishment too.
Phil. Gentlemen, enough of this : it came in too
1
to convince the honour os my mistress ; ] Convince, for
Overcome. Warburton.
So in Macheth,
"
their malady convinces
" The great essay of art." Johnson.
a — abus'd—] Dcceiv'd. Johnson.
suddenly j
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suddenly ; let it die as it was born, and I pray you,~
be better acquainted.
Iach. 'Would I had put my estate and mv neigh
bour's on the 3 approbation of what I have spok e.
Post. What lady would you chuse to assail ?
Iach. Yours ; who in const.. ..cy, you think, stands
so safe. I will lay you ten tsi.ous..nd ducats to your
ring, that, commend me to the court where your
lady is, with no more advantage than the opportunity
of a second conference, I will bring from thence that
honour of hers, which you imagine so rcserv'd.
Pest. I will wage against your gold, gold to it:
my ring I hold dear as my finger, 'tis part of it.
Iach, «.You are a friend, and therein the wiser. If you
buy ladies' flesh at a million a dram, you cannot pre
serve it from tainting. But, I see, you have some
religion in you, that you fear.
Post. This is but a custom in your tongue : you
bear a graver purpose, I hope.
Iach. I am the master of my speeches ; and would
undergo what's spoken, I swear.
Post. Will you ? I shall but lend my diamond till
your return : let there be covenants drawn between
us. My mistress exceeds in goodness the hugeness of
your unworthy thinking. I dare you to this match .,
here's my ring.
Phil. I will have it no lay.
3
approbation
] Proof. Johnson.
* You are a friend, and therein the wiser.——] I correct it,
You are a/raid, and therein the wiser.
What Iachimo says, in the close of his speech, determines this
to have been our poet's reading :
But, I fee, you have some religion in you, that
you sear. Warburton.
You are a friend to the lady, and therein the tvifir, as yoa
will not expose her to hazard ; and that you fear, is a proof of'
your religious fidelity. Johnson.
Iach,
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lach. By the gods it is one. * If I bring you no
sufficient testimony that I have enjoy'd the dearest
bodily part of your mistress, my ten thousand ducats
are yours, so is my diamond too : if I come off, and
leave her in such honour as you have trust in, she your
jewel, this your jewel, and my gold are yours ; pro
vided I have your commendation for my more free
entertainment.
Post. I embrace these conditions ; let us have articles
betwixt us : only thus far you shall answer. If you
make your voyage upon her, and give me directly to
understand you have prevail'd, I am no further your
enemy ; me is not worth our debate : if she remain
unsedue'd (you not making it appear otherwise) for
your ill opinion, and the assault you have made to her
chastity, you shall answer me with your sword.
5 lach. —— If I bring you NO sufficient testimony that I have
tnjoy'd the dearest bodily part of yjur mistress, my ten thousand
ducat$ are yours; so it your diamond too : is I come off, and
leave ho in such honour as you have trust in, jhe your je wel, this
yourjen.cl, u,,d my gold arc yours, &c.
Post. I embrace these conditions, &c.] This was a wager be
tween the :v/o speakers, lachimo declares the conditions of it ;
and Posthumus e j. 1 1 • ' ^os them : as well he might ; for lachimo
mentious only that ot the two ccr. '.lions which was favourable
to Posthumu., namely, that if his wife preserved her honour
he should win : concerning the other, in case she preserved it
not, lachimo, the accurate expounder of the wager, is silent.
To r..ake him talk more in character, for we find him sharp
enough in the prosecution of his bet, we should strike out the
negative, and read the rest thus : If I bring you sffdenl testi
mony that I have enjey'd, &C. my ten thousand ducat: are mine ;
so is your diamond too. If I come off, and leave her in such
honour, &c. Jhe your jewel, &C. and my gold are your's.
Warburton.
I once thought this emendation right, but am now ofopinion,
that Shakespeare intended that lachimo, having g.iined his
purpose, should designedly drop the invidious and osfensive part
of the wager, and to flatter Polihumus, dwell long upon the
more pleasing part of the representation. One condition of a
wager implies the other, and there is no need to mention
both. Johnson.
Iach.
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Jacht. Your hand ; a covenant. We will have these
things set down by lawful counsel, and straight away
for Britain ; lest the bargain should catch cold, and
starve. I will fetch my gold, and have our two
wagers recorded.
Post. Agreed.
[Exit Posthumus and Iachimo*
French. Will this hold, think you ?
Phil. Signior Iachimo will not from it.
Pray, let us follow 'em.
[Exeunt.
S

C

E

N

E •

VL

Cymbeline's palace.
Enter §)ueen, Ladies, and Cornelius.
Queen. While yet the dew's on ground, gather
those flowers :
Make haste.
Who has the note of them ?
i Lady. I, madam.
Queen. Dispatch.
[Exeunt ladies.
Now, master doctor ; you have brought those drugs ?
Cor. Pleaseth your highness, ay : here they are,
madam.
But I beseech your grace (without offence
My conscience bids me ask) wherefore you have
Commanded of me these most poisonous compounds
Which are the movers of a languishing death ;
But, though flow, deadly?
Queen. I wonder, doctor,
Thou ask'st me such a quelUon : have I not been
Thy pupil long ? hast thou not learn'd me how
To make perfumes ? distil? preserve ?. yea, so,
That our great king himself doth woo me oft
For my confections ? Having thus far proceeded,
(Unless thou think'st me devilish) is't not meet
That I did amplify my judgment in
Other

CYMBELINE.
1 Other concluDons ? I will try the forces
Of these thy compounds on such creatures as
'We count not worth the hanging (but none human)
To try the vigour of them, and apply
Allayments to their act ; and by them gather
Their several virtues and effects.
Cor. * Your highness
Shall from this practice but make hard your heart :
Besides, the seeing these effects will be
Both noisome and infectious.
Queen. O, content thee.
.
Enter Pisanio.
Here comes a flattering rascal, upon him
\Afide*
'Will I first work : he's for his master,
And enemy to my son.—How now, Pisanio ?—
Doctor, your service for this time is ended ;
Take your own way.
Cor. I do suspect you, madam ;
But you shall do no harm.
\Aside.
Queen: Hark thee, a word.
•
{To Pisamo.
Cor. [Solus.] 3 I do not like her. She doth think,
she has
Strange lingering poisons : I do know her spirit,
And
* Other conclusions ?
] Other experiment!. I commend., {ay*
Walton, an angler that tr'ict conclusions, and improves hi*
art. Johnson..
1 Your highness
Shall from this pratlice bat make hard your heart :] There
is in this passage nothing that much requires a note, yet I can
not forbear to push it forward into observation. The thought
would probably have been more amplisied, had our author lived
to be shocked with such experiments as have been published in
later times, by a race of men that have practised tortures without
pity, and related them without shame, and are yet suffered to
•rect their heads among human beings.
" Cape faxa manu, cape robora, pastor." Johnson.
1 I do not tike her.
] This soliloquy is very inartisicial.
The speaker is under no strong pressure of thought ; he is
neither
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And will not trust one of her malice with
A drug of such damn'd nature. Those she has
Will stupefy and dull the fense a while :
Which sirst, perchance, she'll prove on cats and dogs^
Then afterwards up higher : but there is
No danger in what shew of death it makes,
More than the locking up the spirits a time,
To be more fresh, reviving. She is fool'd
With a most false effect ; and I the truer,
So to be false with her.
Queen. No further service, doctor,
Until I send for thee.
Cor. I humbly take my leave.
[Exit.
Queen. Weeps she still, say'st thou ? dost thou
think in time
She will not quench, and let instructions enter
Where folly now possesses ? Do thou work ;
When thou shalt bring me word she loves my son,
I'll tell thee, on the instant, thou art then
As great as is thy master : greater for
His fortunes all lie speechless, and his name
Is at last gasp. Return he cannot, nor
Continue where he is : * to shift his being,
Is to exchange one misery with another ;
And every day that comes, comes to decay
A day's work in him. What shalt thou expect,
To be depender on a thing s that leans ?
neither resolving, repenting, suspecting, nor deliberating, and
yet makes a long speech to tell himself what himself knows.
Johnson.
I do not Hke her.
] This soliloquy, however inartificial
in respect of the speaker, is yet necessary to prevent that un
easiness which would naturally arise in the mind os the audience
on the recollection that the queen had mischievous ingredients
jn her pofl'eiiion, unless they had been undeceiv'd as to their
quality ; and is no left useful to prepare them for the return of
Imegen to life. Stebvens.
♦ .
to Jhist his beings To change his abode. Johns.
3
tbut Ifnus r] That iiuliuts to.vards its fall. Johns.
Who
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Who cannot be new built, nor has no friends,
So much as but to prop him ?—Thou tak'st up
[Pisanio takes up the phial.
Thou know'st not what ; but take it for thy labour :
It is a thing I make, which hath the king
Five times redeem'd from death ; I do not knowWhat is more cordial. Nay, I pr'ythee, take it *,
It is an earnest of a further good
That I mean to thee. Tell thy mistress how
The case stands with her ; do't as from thyself :
6 Think what a chance thou changest on ; but think—
Thou hast thy mistress still to boot, my son,
Who shall take notice of thee. I'll move the king
To any shape of thy preferment, such
As thoul't desire ; and then myself, I chiefly
That set thee on to this desert, am bound
To load thy merit richly. Call my women.
[Exit Pifanio.
Think on my words.
A fly, and constant knave,
Not to be shak'd : the agent for his master ;
And the remembrancer of her, to hold
The hand fast to her lord. —I have given him that,
Which, if he take, shall quite unpeople her
7 Of leigers for her sweet ; and which she, after,
Except she bend her humour, shall be assur'd
To taste of too.
' Think what a chance thou changest on ;—'—] Such is the
reading of the old copy, which by succeeding editors has been
altered into,
Think what a chance thou chance/7 on ;
and
Think what a change thou chancest on ;
but unnecessarily. The meaning is, " think with whr.t a fair
" prospect of mending your fortunes you now change your
" present service." Steevens.
7 Of leigers for her sweet ;
] A higer ambassador, is one
that resides at a foreign court to promote his master's interest.
Johnson.
Vol. IX.
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Re-enter Pisanio, and Ladies.

So, so ; well done, well done.
The violets, cowslips, and the primroses,
Bear to my closet. Fare thee well, Pisank) ;
Think on my words.
[Exeunt queen and ladies.
Pis. And shall do :
But when to my good lord I prove untrue,
I'll choke myself : there's all I'll do for you, [Exit.

SCENE

VII.

Imogen's apartment.
Enter Imogen.
Imo. A father cruel, and a step-dame false ;
A foolish suitor to a wedded lady,
That hath her husband banish'd;
O that husband!
My supreme crown of grief! and those repeated
Vexations of it ! —Had I been thief-stolen,
As my two brothers, happy ! 8 but most miserable
Is the desire that's glorious. • Bless'd be those,
How mean soe'er, that have their honest wills,
Which seasons comfort. Who may this be ? fie !
Enter
*
but mest miserable
Is the defire tLat's glorious.
] Her husband, she says,
proves her supreme grief. She had been happy had she been
stolen as her brothers were, but now she is miserable, as all
those are who have a sense of worth and honour superior to the
vulgar, which occasions them infinite vexations from the envious
and worthless part of mankind. Had she not so refined a taste
as to be content only with the superior merit of Posthumus, but
could have taken up with Cloten, she might have escaped these
persecutions. This elegance of taste, which always discovers
an excellence and chuses it, she calls with great sublimity os
expression, The defire that's glorious; which the Oxford Editor
not understanding, alters to, The degree that's glorious. Warb.
»
Blest*i be these,
Hoiti mean soe'er, that have their honejl wills,
Which seasons comfort.
] The last words are equivocal ;
but
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Enter Pisanio and Iacbimo.
Pis. Madam, a noble gentleman of Rome
Comes from my lord with letters.
Iccb. Change you, madam ?
The worthy Leonatus is in safety,
And greets your highness dearly.
[Gives a letter,
Imo. Thanks, good Sir ;
You are kindly welcome.
lach. Ail of her, that is out of door, most rich !
If she be furnish 'd with a mind so rare,
[Aside.
She is alone the Arabian bird ; and I
Have lost the wager. Boldness be my friend !
Arm me, audacity, from head to foot !
Or, like the Parthian, I shall flying fight
Rather directly fly.
but the meaning is this : Who are beholden only to the season*
for their support and nourishment ; so that, if those be kindly,
such have no more to care for or desire. Warburton.
I am willing to comply with any meaning that can be ex
torted from the present text, rather than change it, yet will
propose, but with great difsidence, a flight alteration :
Bless'd be those,
How mean soe'er, that have their honest wills,
With reason's comfort.
Who gratify their innocent wishes with reasonable enjoyments.
Johnson.
I shall venture at another explanation, which, as the last
words are admitted to be equivocal, may be proposed. " To
" be able to resine on calamity (says she) is the miserable pri" vilege of those who are educated with aspiring thoughts and
" elegant desires. Blessed are they, however mean their con" dition, who have the power of gratifying their honest in" dinations, which circumstance bestows an additional relish
" on comfort itself."
" You lack the season of all natures, sleep." Macb.
Stbevenj.

Imogen
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Imogen reads.

—— He is one of the noblest note, to whose kindnesses
I am most infinitely tied. Refleft upon him accordingly,
as you value your trust.
Leonatus.
So far I read aloud :
But even the very middle of my heart
Is warm'd by the rest, and takes it thankfully.
You are as welcome, worthy Sir, as I
Have words to bid you ; and shall find it so,
In all that I can do.
Iach. Thanks, fairest lady.
What ! are men mad ? hath nature given them
eyes
[Jstde.
To fee this vaulted arch, 1 and the rich crop
Of sea and land ? which can distinguish 'twixt
The fiery orbs above, 1 and the twinn'd stones
Upon the number'd beach ? and can we not
Partition make with spectacles so precious
'Twixt fair and foul ?
Imo.
'

and the rich CrOP
Of sea and lend;
1 He is here speaking of the covering
os sea and land. Shakespeare therefore wrote,
and the rich cope. Warburton.
Surely no emendation is necessary. The 'vaulted arch is alike
the cope or covering of sea and land. When the poet had spoken
of it once, could he have thought this second introduction of it
necessary ? The crop os sea and land means only the productions
of either clement. Steevens.
*
and the tviinnd stones
Upen the number'd beach ?
] I have no idea in what
sense the beach, or shore, should be called number'd. I have
ventured, against all the copies, to substitute,
Upon th' unnumber'd beach ?
i. e. the insinite ex en sive beach, if we arc to understand the
epithet as coupled to that word. But, I rather think, the poet
intended an hjpallage, like that in the beginning of Ovid"t
Meleine rphoses ;
" (In nova sert animus mutatas dicere form as
«' Corpora.)"
And
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Imo. What makes your admiration ?
Iach. It cannot be i' the eye; for ape^ and monkeys,
'Twixt two such she's, would chatter this way, and
Contemn with mowes the other : nor i' the judgment;
For idiots, in this cafe of favour, would
Be wifely definite : nor i' the appetite :
Sluttery, to such neat excellence oppos'd,
3 Should make desire vomit emptiness,
Not so allur'd to feed.
hno.
And then we are to understand the passage thus ; and the infinite
number of fwinn d stones upon the beach. Theobald.
Upon th' unnumber'd beach? ] Scuse and the antithesis
oblige us to read this nonsense thus,
Upon the humbled beach?
i. e. because daily insulted with the flow of the tide. Warb.
I know not well how to regulate this passage. Kumber'd is
perhaps numerous. Tiuina'dstones I do not understand. Twinn'd
Jhells, or pairs of Jhells, are very common. For tviinnd, we
might read pwin'd ; that is, twisted, convolved: but this fense
is more applicable to shells than to stones. Johnson.
The author of The Revifal conjectures the poet might have
written spurn'd stones. He might possibly have written that
or any other word.
In Coriolanus a different epithet is
bellowed on the beach :
" Then let the pebbles on the hungry beach
" Fillop the stars."
Steevens.
3 Should make deftre vomit emptiness.
Not fo allur'd to secd.] i. e. that appetite, which is not
allured to feed on such excellence, can have no stomach at all ;
but, though empty, must nauseate every thing. Warb,
I explain this passage in a fense almost contrary. Iachimo,
in this counterfeited rapture, has shewn how the eyes and the
judgment would determine in favour of Imogen, comparing her
with the present mistress of Poitliumus, and proceeds to fay,
that appetite too would give the fame suffrage. Defire, says he,
when it approached flattery, and considered it in comparison
with such veat excellence, would not Only be not so allured to feed,
but, seized with a sit of loathing, miould vomit emptiness, would
seel the convulsions of disgult, though, being unfed, it had
nething to. eject. Johnson.
Dr. Warburton and Dr. Johnson have both taken the
pains to give their different fenses of this passige ; but I am still
unable to comprehend how desire, or any other tiling, can be
M 3
made
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Imo. What is the matter, trow?
lack The cloyed will,
(That satiate yet unsatissyM desire,
That tub, both fiil'd and running) ravening first
The lamb, longs after for the garbage
Imo. What,
Dear Sir, thus raps you ? are you well ?
lack Thanks, madam, well.
'Beseech you, Sir,
[To Pisamo.
Desire my man's abode, where I did leave him ;
* He's strange, and peevish.
Pis. I was going, Sir,
To give him welcome.
Imo. Continues well my lord his health, 'beseech
you ?
lack Well, madam.
Imo. Is he dispos'd to mirth ? I hope he is,
lack Exceeding pleasant ; none a stranger there
So merry, and so gamesome : he is call'd
The Britain reveller.
Imo. When he was here,
He did incline to sadness ; and oft times
Not knowing why.
lach. I never Lw him sad.
There is a Frenchman his companion, one,
An eminent Monsieur, that, it seems, much loves
made to •vomit emptiness. I rather believe the passage should
be read thus :
Sluttery, to such neat excellence oppos'd,
Should make desire vomit, emptiness
Net so allure to seed.
That is. Should not so, [in such circumstances] allure [even]
emptiness to feed.—Observations and Conjectures, &c. printed at
Oxford, 1766.
This is not ill conceived ; but I think my own explanation
right. To 'vomit emptiness is, in the language of poetry, to seel
the convulsions of eructation without plenitude. Johnson.
♦ Hi's strange, and peevijh.] He is a foreigner, and easily
fretted. Johnson.
A Gallian
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A Gallian girl at home : he furnaces
The thick fighs from him ; whiles the jolly Briton,
(Your lord, I mean) laughs from's his free lungs,
cries Oh !
Can my fides hold, to think, that man, who knows
By history, report, or his own proof,
What woman is, yea, what she cannot chuse
But must be,.
Will his free hours languish for assured bondage ?
Imo. Will my lord say so ?
Iach. Ay, madam, with his eyes in flood with
laughter.
It is a recreation to be by,
And hear him mock the Frenchman : but heaven
knows
Some men are much to blame.
Imo. Not he, I hope.
Iach. Not he. But yet heaven's bounty towards
him, might
Be us'd more thankfully. In himself, 'tis much ;
In you, whom I account his, beyond all talents ;
Whilst I am bound to wonder, I am bound
To pity too.
Imo. What do you pity, Sir ?
Iach. Two creatures, heartily.
'Imo. Am I one, Sir ?
You look on me ; what wreck discern you in me
Deserves your pity ?
Iach. Lamentable! what!
To hide me from the radiant sun, and solace
F the dungeon by a snuff ?
Imo. I pray you, Sir,
Deliver with more openness your answers
To my demands. Why do you pity me ?
Iach. That others do,
I was about to say, enjoy your
but
It is an office of the gods to venge it,
Not mine to speak on't.
M 4
Imo.
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bno. You do seem to know
Something of me, or what concerns me. Pray you,
(Since doubting things go ill, often hurts more
Than to be sure they do : for certainties
Either are past remedies ; or s timely knowing,
The remedy's then born) discover to me
6 What both you spur and stop.
Iach. Had I this cheek
To bathe my lips upon ; this hand, whose touch,
' 'Whose every touch would force the feeler's soul
To the oath of loyalty ; this object, which
Takes prisoner the wild motion of mine eye,
Fixing it only here : should I (damn'd then)
Slaver with lips, as common as the stairs
That mount the capitol ; 7 join gripes with hands
Made hard with hourly falshood (falshood as
With labour) then lye peeping in an eye,
5
1— timely knowing,] Rather timely known. Johns.
6 What both you spur andstop.] What it is that at once incites
you to speak, and restrains you from it. Johnson.
What both you spur and stop.] I think Imogen means to en
quire what is that news, that intelligence, or information, you
prefess to bring, and yet with-hold : at least, I think Dr.
Johnson's explanation a mistaken one, fer Imogen's request
supposes Iachimo an agent, not a patient. Hawkins,
1 think my explanation true. Johnson.
7
join gripes witb hands, Sec.] The old edition reads^
join gripes with hands
Made hard with hourly falshood (faljhood as
With labour) then by peeping in an eye, Sec.
I read,
1- then lye peeping
The author of the present regulation of the text I do not know,
but have susfered it to stand, though not right. Hard iuitb
falfliood is, hard by being often griped with frequent change
of hands. Johnson.
.
join gripes with hands
Made hourly hard by j~aljhood, as by labour ;
Then glad myself wilh peeping in an eye,] Mr. Rowe first
regulated the passage thus, and it has been handed down by
succeeding editors; but the repetition which they wished to
av.iid, is now restored, for if it is not absolute nonsense, why
sliould we refuse to follow the eld copy? Steevens.
2
Base
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Base and unlustrous as the smoaky light
That's fed with stinking tallow ; it were fit,
That all the plagues of hell should at one time
Encounter such revolt.
Imo. My lord, I fear,
Has forgot Britain.
Iach. And himself.
Not I,
Inclin'd to this intelligence, pronounce
The beggary of his change ; but 'tis your graces,
That from my mutest conscience, to my tongue,
Charms this report out.
Imo. Let me hear no more.
Iach. O dearest foul ! your cause doth strike my heart
With pity, that doth make me sick. A lady
So fair, and fasten'd to an empery,
Would make the greatest king double ! to be partner'd
W7ith tomboys, 8 hir'd with that self-exhibition
Which your own coffers yield ! —with difeas'd ventures,
That play with all infirmities for gold,
Which rottenness can lend nature ! such boil'd stuff,
As well might poison poison ! Be reveng'd ;
Or she that bore you was no queen, and you
Recoil from your great stock.
Imo. Reveng'd !
How should I be reveng'd, if this be true ?
As I have such a heart, that both mine ears
Must not in haste abuse ; if it be true,
How should I be reveng'd ?
Iach. Should he make me
Live like Diana's priest, betwixt cold sheets ;
Whiles he is vaulting variable ramps
In your despight, upon your purse ? Revenge it !
I dedicate myself to your sweet pleasure ;
More noble than that runagate to your bed ;
5
hir'd with that sels-exbrbitieii} Grcsi ftrumfett,
hired with the very pension which you allow your husband.
Johnson.
And
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And will continue fast to your affection,
Still close, as sure.
Imo. What ho, Pisanio!
■
Iach. Let me my service tender on your lips.
Imo. Away ! —I do condemn mine ears, that have
So long attended thee.—If thou wert honourable,
Thou wouldst have told this tale for virtue, not
For such an end thou seek'st ; as base, as strange.
Thou wrong'st a gentleman, who is as far
From thy report, as thou from honour ; and
Solicit'st here a lady, that disdains
Thee, and the devil alike.
What ho, Pisanio!——
The king my father shall be made acquainted
Of thy assault : if he shall think it fit,
A saucy stranger in his court to mart
9 As in a Romisti stew, and to expound
His beastly mind to us, he hath a court
He little cares for, and a daughter whom
He not respects at all.
What ho, Pisanio!
Iach. O happy Leonatus ! I may say ;
The credit that thy lady hath of thee
Deserves thy trust and thy most perfect goodness
Her assured credit ! Blefled live you long,
A lady to the worthiest Sir, that ever
Country called his ! and you his mistress, only
For the most worthiest fit ! Give me your pardon.
I have spoke this, to know if your affiance
Were deeply rooted ; and shall make your lord,
That which he is, new o'er : and he is one
The truest-manner'd ; such a holy witch,
That he enchants societies unto him :
Half all mens' hearts are his.
Imo. You make amends.
0 At in a Romijh flnv,—] The stews of Rome are deservedly
censured by the reformed. This is one of many instances in
which Shakespeare has mingled in the manners of distant ages
in this play. John son.
lack.
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Iach. He fits 'mong men, Kke a descended god :
He hath a kind of honour sets him off',
More than a mortal ieeming. Be not angry,
Most mighty princess, that I have adventur'd
To try your taking of a false report ; which hath
Honoured with confirmation your great j udgment,
In the election of a Sir, so rare,
Which, you know, cannot err. The love I bear him,
Made me to fan you thus ; but the gods made you,
Unlike all others, chafHess. Pray, your pardon.
Imo. All's well, Sir. Take my power f the court
for yours.
Iach. My humble thanks. I had almost forgot
To intreat your grace but in a small request,
And yet of moment too, for it concerns
Your lord ; myself and other noble friendsAre partners in the business.
Imo. Pray, what is't ?
Iach. Some dozen Romans of us, and your lord,
(The best feather of our wing) have mingled sums
To buy a present for the emperor ;
Which I, the factor for the rest, have done
In France : 'tis plate of rare device, and jewels
Of rich and exquisite form, their values great ;
And I am something curious, 10 being strange,
To have them in safe stowage : may it please you
To take them in protection.
Imo. Willingly ;
And pawn mine honour for their safety. Since
My lord hath interest in them, I will keep them
In my bed-chamber.
Iach. They are in a trunk,
Attended by my men : I will make bold
To send them to you, only for this night ;
I must a-board to-morrow.
Imo. O no, no.
— being strange^ i.e. being a stranger.

Steevens.
Iach.
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Iach. Yes, I beseech ; or I shall short my word,
By length'ning my return. From Gallia,
I cross'd the seas on purpose, and on promise
To see your grace.
Imo. I thank you for your pains ;
But not away to-morrow ?
Iach. O, I must, madam.
Therefore I shall beseech you, if you please
To greet your lord with writing, do't to-night.
I have outstood my time ; which is material
To the tender of our present.
Imo. I will write.Send your trunk to me, it shall safe be kept,
And truly yielded you. You are very welcome.
[Exeunt.

A C T

II.

S C E N E

I.

Cymbeline's palace.
Enter Cloten, and two Lords.
C L O T E N.
WA S there ever man had such luck ! when I
1 kiss'd the jack upon an up-cast, to be hit
away! I had an hundred pound on't. And then a
whoreson jack-an-apes must take me up for swearing,
1
kifi'd thejack upon an up-cast,
] He is describing
his fate at bowls. The jack is the small bowl at which the
others are aimed. He who is nearest to it wins. To kiss ibt
jack is a state of great advantage. Johnson,
This ex pression frequently occurs in the old comedies. So
in A Woman never vex'd, a comedy, by Rowley, 1632.
" This city bowler has kiJi'd the mistress at the sirst cast."
Steevens.
as
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as if I borrowed mine oaths of him, and might not
spend them at my pleasure.
1 Lord. What got he by that ? you have broke
his pate with your bowl.
2 Lord. If his wit had been like him that broke it,
it would have run all out.
[Aside.
Clot. When a gentleman is dispos'd to swear, it is
not for any standers-by to curtail his oaths. Ha ?
2 Lord. * No, my lord; nor crop the ears of them.
[Aside.
Clot. Whoreson dog ! I give him satisfaction ?
'Would he had been one of my rank !
2 Lord. To have smelt like a fool.
[Aside.
Clot. I am not vex'd more at any thing in the earth
a pox on't ! I had rather not be so noble as I am ;
they dare not fight with me, because of the queen my
mother : every jack-slave hath his belly full of fight
ing, and I must go up and down like a cock that no
body can match.
2 Lord. You are a cock and a capon too ; and you
crow, cock, 3 with your comb on.
[Aside.
Clot. Say'stthou?
1 Lord. It is not fit your lordship should undertake
+ every companion that you give offence to.
Clot. No, I know that : but it is fit I should com
mit offence to my inferiors.
2 Lord. Ay, it is fit for your lordship only.
Clot. Why, so I say.
1 Lord. Did you hear of a stranger that's come to
court to-night ?
Clot. A stranger ! and I not know on't !
* No, my lord, &c.] This, I believe, should stand thus :
1 Lord. No, my lord.
2 Lord. Nor crop the ears of them. [4/ide. Johnson.
1 —
rwithyour comb on.] The allusion is to a fool's cap,
which hath a comb like a cock's. Johnson.
*
every companion,—] The use of companion was the fame
as offellow now. It was a word of contempt. Johnson.
2 Lord.

CYMBELINE.
2 Lord. He's a strange fellow himself, and knows
it not.
[Aside
i Lord. There's an Italian come; and, 'tis thought,
one of Leonatus's friends.
Clot. Leonatus ! a banish'd rascal ; and he's another,
whatsoever he be. Who told you of this stranger ?
i Lord. One of your lordship's pages.
Clot. Is it fit I went to look upon him ? Is there
no derogation in't ?
1 Lord. You cannot derogate, my lord.
Clot. Not easily, I think.
2 Lord. You are a fool granted ; therefore your
issues being foolish, do not derogate.
[Aside.
Clot. Come, I'll go fee this Italian : what I have lost
to-day at bowls, I'll win to-night of him. Come, go.
2 Lord. I'll attend your lordship.
[Exit Cloten.
That such a crafty devil as his mother
Should yield the world this ass !
a woman, that
Bears all down with her brain ; and this her son
Cannot take two from twenty for his heart,
And leave eighteen.—Alas, poor princess,
Thou divine Imogen, what thou endur'st !
Betwixt a father by thy step-dame govern'd ;
A mother hourly coining plots ; a woer,
More hateful than the foul expulsion is
Of thy dear husband, than that horrid act
Of the divorce * he'd make! —The heavens hold firm
The walls of thy dear honour ; keep unshak'd
That temple, thy fair mind ; that thou may'st stand
To enjoy thy banish'd lord, and this great land!
[Exeunt.
5

te'/ make !
] In the old editions,
he'ld maki.

Han MS r,
hell made.
In which he is followed by Dr. Warburton.

Johnson.

SCENE
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SCENE

IL

A magnificent bed-chamber ; in one part of it a large
trunk.
Imogen reading in her bed, a lady attending.
Imo. Who's there ? my woman Helen ?
Lady. Please you, madam.
Imo. 'What hour is it ?
Lady. Almost midnight, madam.
Imo. I have read three hours then : mine eyes are
weak ;
Fold down the leaf where I have left. To bed.
Take not away the taper, leave it burning ;
And if thou canst awake by four o' the clock,
I pr'ythee call me. Sleep hath sciz'd me wholly.
[Exit lady.
To your protection I commend me, gods :
From fairies, and the tempters of the night,
Guard me, beseech ye !
[Sleeps.
[Iachimo rises from the trunk.
Iach. The crickets fing, and man's o'er-labour'd
fense
Repairs itself by rest : 1 our Tarquin thus
* Did softly press the rushes, ere he waken'd
The chastity he wounded. Cytherea,
How bravely thou becom'st thy bed ! fresh lilly,
And whiter than the sheets ! That I might touch 4
But kiss ; one kiss ! —rubies unparagon'd,
How dearly they do't ! —'tis her breathing that
Perfumes the chamber thus : the flame o' the taper
Bows toward her, and would under-peep her lids,
'
our Tarquin —] The speaker is an Italian. Johns.
1 Did softly press the rustics,
] It was the custom in the
time of our author to strew chambers with rusties, as we now
cover th"m with carpets. The practice is msntioned in Caius
4e Ephemera Britannica. Johnson.
To
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To see the inclosed lights, now canopy'd
Under these windows : 3 white and azure ! lac'd
With blue of heaven's own tinct.—But my design
To note the chamber :—I will write all down :
Such, and such pictures ;—there the window ; —such
The adornment of her bed ; — the arras, figures ?
Why, such and such :— and the contents o' the story—
Ah, but some natural notes about her body,
(Above ten thousand meaner moveables
Would testify) to enrich my inventory.
O sleep, thou ape of death, lie dull upon her !
And be her sense but as a monument,
Thus in a chapel lying !
Come off, come off,—
[Taking off her bracelet.
As slippery, as the Gordian knot was hard !
•
'Tis mine ; and this will witness outwardly,
As strongly as the conscience does within,
To the madding of her lord. On her left breast
A mole cinque-spotted, * like the crimson drops
F the bottom of a cowslip : here's a voucher,
Stronger than ever law could make : this secret
Will force him think, I have pick'd the lock, and ta'en
The treasure of her honour. No more—to what end ?
Why should I write this down, that's rivetted,
Screw'd to my memory ? She hath been reading, late,
. The tale of Tereus ; here the leaf's turn'd down,
Where Philomel gave up
1 have enough :
To the trunk again, and shut the spring of it.
3

wbite and azure ! lac'd
With blue of leaven's own tinSt.
] We should read,
white with azure lac'd,
The blue of heaven's own tinct.
] i. e. the white
Ikin l?.ced with blue veins. Warburton.
*
like the crimson drops
I' the bottom of a coixijlip :
] This simile contains the
smallest out of a thousand proofs that Shakespeare was a molt
accurate observer of nature. Steevens.
Swift,
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Swift, swift, * you dragons of the night ! 6 that
dawning
May bare the raven's eye : I lodge in fear ;
Though this a heavenly angel, hell is here.
[Clock pikes.
One, two, three : time, time !
[Goes into the trunk, the scene closes,
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III.

Another room in the palace.
Enter Clotcn and Lords.
1 Lord. Your lordship is the most patient man in
losi, the most coldest that ever turn'd up ace.
*
you dragons of the night ! ] The task of drawing
the chariot of night was assigned to dragons, on account of
their supposed watchfulness. Milton mentions the dragon yokt
of night in one of his smaller pieces. Steevens.
6 ————— that dawning
May bear the raven's eye : ] Some copies read bare, or
make hare ; others ope. But the true reading is bear, a term
taken from heraldry, and very sublimely applied. The mean
ing is, that morning may assume the colour of the raven's eye,
which is grey. Hence it is so cemmonly called the grey-ey'd
morning. And Romeo and Juliet,
" I'll fay yon grey is not the morning's eye."
Had Shakespeare meant to bare or open the eye, that is, to
awake, he had instanced rather in the lark than raven, as the
earlier riser. Besides, whether the morning bared or opened the
raven's eye was of no advantage to the speaker, but it was of
much advantage that it should bear it, that is, become lighr.
Yet the Oxford Editor judiciously alters it to,
May bare its raven-eye.
Warburton.
I have received
thatHanmer's
dawning emendation. Johnson.
May bare the raven's eye:
] The old reading is bcare.
The colour of the raven s eye is not grey, but totally black.
This I affirm on repeated inspection ; therefore the poet means
no more than that the light might wake the raven ; or, as it is
poetically expressed, bare his eye. St£fcVENS.
Vol. IX.
N
Clot.

C Y M B E L I N E.
Clot. It would make any man cold to lose.
i Lord. But not every man patient, after the nobletemper of your lordship : you are most hot, and
furious, when you win.
Clot. Winning will put any man into courage. If
I could get this foolish Imogen, I should have gold
enough. It's almost morning, is't not ?
i Lord. Day, my lord.
Clot. I would this music would come : I am advis'd
to give her music o' mornings; they say, it will
penetrate.
Enter Musicians.
Come on : tune. If you can penetrate her with your
fingering, so ; we'll try with tongue too : if none will
do, let her remain; but I'll ne'er give o'er. First, a
very excellent good conceited thing ; after, a wonder
ful sweet air with admirable rich words to it ; and
then let her consider.
SONG.

*

1 Hark! hark! the lark at heaven's gate swgst
And Phœbus 'gins arise,
* His steeds to water at those springs
On chalic'd flowers that lies :
' Hark! bark! the lark at heaven s gate sings,] The fame
hyperbole occurs in Milton's Paradise Lost, book v.
"
ye birds
«* That singing up to heaven's gate ascend." Steev.
* His steeds to water at those springs
On chalic'dflowers that lies ;] 1. e. the morning son dries'
up the dtw which lies in the cups of flowers. Warburton.
Hanm. r r.ads,
Each chalic'd flower supplies ;
to escape a false concord : but correctness must not be obtained
by such icentious alterations. It may be noted, that the atp
of a sic\ er is called calix, whence chalice. Johnson.
Ad
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And winking Mary-buds begin
To ope their golden eyes ;
With every thing that 3 pretty hin,
My lady sweet, arise ;
Arise, arise.
So, get you gone : —if this penetrate, I will consider
your music the better : if it do not, it is a vice in
her ears, which horse-hairs, and cats-guts, nor the
voice of unpaved eunuch to boot, can never amend.
[Exeunt Musicians,
Enter Queen and Cymbeline.
2 Lord. Here comes the king.
Clot. I am glad I was up so late ; for that's the
reason I was up so early : he cannot chuse but take
this service I have done fatherly.
Good morrow to
you majesty, and to my gracious mother.
Cym. Attend you here the door of our stern
daughter ?
Will she not forth ?
Clot. I have assail'd her with musics, but she vouch
safes no notice.
Cym. The exile of her minion is too new :
She hath not yet forgot him ; some more time
Must wear the print of his remembrance out,
And then she's yours.
Queen. You are most bound to the king,
Who lets go by no vantages that may
Prefer you to his daughter. Frame yourself
To orderly sollicits ; and be friended
With aptness of the season : make denials
Encrease your services : so seem, as if
You were inspir'd to do those duties which
5
pretty Hit,] is very properly restored by Hanmer, for
pretty is ; but he too grammatically reads,
With ell the things that pretty bin. Johnson.
N 4
You
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You tender to her ; that you in all obey her,
Save when command to your dismission tends,
And therein you are senseless.
Clot. Senseless ? not so.
Enter a Messenger.
Mes. So like you, Sir, ambassadors from Rome ;
The one is Caius Lucius.
Cym. A worthy fellow,
Albeit he comes on angry purpose now ;
But that's no fault of his : we must receive him
According to the honour of his sender ;
And towards himself, + his goodness forespent on us,
We must extend our notice.—Our dear son,
When you have given good morning to your mistress,
Attend the queen and us ; we shall have need
To employ you towards this Roman. Come, our
queen.
[Exeunt.
Get. If she be up, I'll speak with her ; if not,
Let her lie still, and dream.—By your leave, ho !
[Knocks.
I know her women are about her. What,
If I do line one of their hands ? 'Tis gold
Which buys admittance ; oft it doth ; yea, makes
Diana's rangers, false themselves, yield up
Their deer to the stand o' the stealer : and 'tis gold
Which makes the true-man kill'd, and saves the thief;
Nay, sometimes, hangs both thief and true-man. What
Can it not do, and undo ? I will make
One of her women lawyer to me ; for
I yet not understand the case myself.
By your leave
[Knocks.
*
his goodness forespent on us,] i. c. The good
offices done by him to us heretofore. Warburton.
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Enter a Lady.
Lady. Who's there, that knocks ?
Clot. A gentleman.
Lady. No more ?
Clot. Yes, and a gentlewoman's son.
Lady. That's more
Than some, whose taylors are as dear as yours,
Can justly boast of. What's your lordship's pleasure?
Clot. Your lady's person. Is she ready ?
Lady. Ay, to keep her chamber.
Clot. There is gold for you ; sell me your good
report.
Lady. How ! my good name ? or to report of you
What I shall think is good ? The princess——
Enter.Imogen.
Clot. Good-morrow, fairest.
Sister, your sweet
hand.
Imo. Good-morrow, Sir: you lay out too much
pains
For purchasing but trouble : the thanks I give,
Is telling you that I am poor of thanks,
And scarce can spare them.
Clct. Still, I swear, I love you.
Imo. If you but said so, 'twere as deep with me :
If, you swear still, your recompence is still
That I regard it not.
Clot. This is no answer.
Imo. But that you shall not say I yield, being
silent,
I would not speak. I pray you, spare me : —'faith
I shall unfold equal discourtesy
To your best kindness : s one of your great knowing
Should learn, being taught, forbearance.
3

one of your great knowing
Should learn ( being t au ght) .forbearance.] i. e. A man
nvhv is taught forbearance Jhould learn it. Johnson.
N 3
Clot.
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Clot. 6 To leave you in your madness, 'twere my fin.
I will not.
Imo. Fools are not mad folks.
Clot. Do you call me fool ?
Imo. As I am mad, I do :
If you'll be patient, I'll no more be mad ;
That cures us both. I am much sorry, Sir,
You put me to forget a lady's manners
By being i so verbal : and learn now for all,
That I, who know my heart, do here pronounce,
By the very truth of it, I care not for you ;
And am so near the lack of charity
(To accuse myself) I hate you : which I had rather
You felt, than make't my boast.
Clot. You sin against
Obedience, which you owe your father. For
6 To leaveyou in your madness, 'twere my Jin.
I will not.
Imo. Fools are not madfolks.
Clot. Do you call me fool?
Imo. As I am mad, I do :] But does she really call him
fool s The acutest critic would be puzzled to find it out, as
the text stands. The reasoning is perplexed by a slight cor
ruption ; and we must restore it thus :
Fools cure not mad folks.
You are mad, fays he, and it would be a crime in me to leave
you to yourself. Nay, says she, why should you stay ? A fool
never cured madness. Do you call me fool ? replies he, &c.
All this is easy and natural. And that cure was certainly the
poet's word, I think, is very evident from what Imogen im
mediately subjoins :
if you'll be patient, I'll no more be mad ;
That cures us both.
i. c. If you'll cease to torture me with your foolish solicitations,
I'll cease to shew towards you any thing like madness ; so a
double cure will be effected of your folly, and my supposed
frenzy, Warburton,
Fools are not mad folks.] This, as Cloten very well under
stands it, is a covert mode of calling him fool. The meaning
implied is this : If I am mad, as you tell me, I am what you
pan never be, Fools are not mad folks. Steevens.
7 *—so <verbal ;
J Is, so •verbofe, so full of talk. Johns.
*
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* The contract you pretend with that base wretch,
(One, bred of alms, and foster'd with. cold dishes,
With scraps o' the court) it is no contrast, none :
And though it be allow'd in meaner parties,
(Yet who than he, more mean ?) to knit their fouls
(On whom there is no more dependency
But brats and beggary) 9 in selt-figur'd knot;
Yet you are curb'd from that enlargement by
The consequence o' the crown ; and must not foil
The precious note of it with a base slave,
A hilding for a livery, a squire's cloth ;
A pantler ; not so eminent.
Imo. Prophane fellow !
Wert thou the son of Jupiter, and no more
But what thou art besides, thou wert too base
To be his groom : thou wert dignify'd enough,
Even to the point of envy, if 'twere made
Comparative for your virtues, to be stil'd
The under-hangman of his kingdom ; and hated
For being preferr'd so well.
Clot. The south fog rot him !
Imo. He never can meet more mischance, than come
To be but nam'd of thee. His meanest garment,
That ever hath but dipt his body, is dearer
1 The contract, &c.] Here Shakespeare has not preserved,
with his common nicety, the uniformity of character. The
speech of Cloten is rough and harm, but certainly not the
talk of one,
Who can't take two from twenty, for his heart,
And leave eighteen.
His argument is just and well enforced, and its prevalence is
allowed throughout all civil nations : as for rudeness, he seems
not to be much undermatched. Johnson.
»
in self-figur'd knot ;] This is nonsense. We
should read,
self-fincer'd knot ;] i.e. A knot solely os
their own tying, without any regard to parents, or other more
publick considerations. Warburton.
But why nonsense ? A stlf-fgured knot is a knot formed by
yourself. Johnson.
N 4
In
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In my reipect, than all the hairs above thee,
Were they all made such men.— 1 How now, Pisanio!
Enter Pisanio.
Clot. His garment ? now, the devil
Imo. To Dorothy, my woman, hie thee presently—
Clot. His garment ?
Imo. I am sprighted with a fool ;
Frighted, and angred worse
Go, bid my woman
Search for 2 a jewel, that too casually
Hath left mine arm ;— it was thy matter's. 'Shrew me,
If I would lose it for a revenue
Of any king in Europe. I do think
I saw't this morning : confident I am,
Last night 'twas on my arm I kissed it.
I hope it be not gone to tell my lord
That I kiss aught but him.
Pis. 'Twill not be loft.
Imo. I hope so. Go, and search.
Clct. You have abus'd me.
His meanest garment ?
Imo. Ay, I said so, Sir :
If you will make't an action, call witness to't.
Clot. I will inform your father.
Imo. Your mother too :
She's my good lady ; and will conceive, I hope,
But the worst of me. So I leave you, Sir,
To the worst of discontent.
[Exit.
Clot. I will be reveng'd.
His meanest garment ?
-well,
[Exit.
1 Sjr T. Hanmer regulates this line thus :
———— all made such men.
,
Clot. How now ?
Imo. Pisanio! Johnson.
1
a jewel, that too casually
Hath lest mine arm ;
] i. e. Too many chances of losing
it have arisen from my carelesness. Warbvrton.
SCENE
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SCENE

IV.

ROME.
Enter Poflhumus and Philarie.
Post. Fear it not, Sir. I would I were so sure
To win the king, as I am bold her honour
Will remain hers.
Phil. What means do you make to him ?
Post. Not any ; but abide the change of time ;
Quake in the present winter's state, and wish
That warmer days would come : in these fear'd hopes
I barely gratify your love ; they failing,
I mult die much your debtor.
Phil. Your very goodness, and your company,
O'erpays all I can do. By this, your king
Hath heard of great Augustus : Caius Lucius
Will do his commission throughly : and, I think,
He'll grant the tribute, fend the arrearages,
1 Or look upon our Romans, whose remembrance
Is yet fresh in their grief.
Pest. I do believe,
(Statist though I am none, nor like to be)
That this will prove a war ; and you shall hear
The legions now in Gallia, sooner landed
In our not-fearing Britain, than have tidings
Of any penny tribute paid. Our countrymen
Are men more order'd, than when Julius Cæsar
Smil'd at their lack of skill, but found their courage
Worthy his frowning at. Their discipline
1 Or lock
] This the modern editors had changed into
t'er look. Or is used for e'er. So Douglas, in his translation
pf Virgil,
"
suffer it he also,
U Or he is goddes brocht in Latio." Steevens.
(Now
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(Now * wing-led with their courages) will make known
3 To their approvers, they are people such
That mend upon the world.
Enter Iachimo.
Phil. See, Iachimo!
Post. Sure, the swift harts have posted you by land,
And winds of all the corners kiss'd your fails,
To make your veflel nimble.
Phil. Welcome, Sir.
Post. I hope the briefness of your answer made
The speediness of your return.
Iack Your lady
Is of the fairest that I have look'd upon.
Post. And therewithal the best ; or let her beauty
Look through a casement to allure false hearts,
And be false with them.
Jach. Here are letters for you.
Post. Their tenour good, I trust.
Jach. 'Tis very like.
Post. Was Caius Lucius in the Britain court
When you were there ?
Iach. He was expected then,
But not approach'd.
Post. All is well yet.
Sparkles this stone as it was wont ? or is't not
Too. dull for your good wearing ?
1 —— mingled with their courages" "] The old folio hat
this odd reading :
———— Their discipline,
(Now wing-led with their cournges) will make known.
Johnson.
—
Their discipline.
Now wing-led .with their courages] May mean their disci—
Elbe borrowing wings from their courage ; i. e. their military
nowledge being animated by their natural bravery. Steev.
' To their approvers,—] i. c. To those who try them. Warb.
Iack
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lack If I have lost it,
I should have lost the worth of it in gold.
I'll make a journey twice as far, to enjoy
A second night of such sweet Inertness, which
Was mine in Britain ; for the ring is won.
Post. The stone's too hard to come by.
Iach. Not a whit,
Your lady being so easy.
Post. Make not, Sir,
Your loss your sport : I hope, you know, that we
Must not continue friends.
lach. Good Sir, we must,
•
If you keep covenant. Had I not brought
The knowledge of your mistress home, I grant,
We were to question further : but I now
Profess myself the winner of her honour,
Together with your ring ; and not the wronger
Of her, or you, having proceeded but
By both your wills.
Post. If you can make it apparent
That you have tasted her in bed, my hand
And ring is yours : if not, the foul opinion
You had of her pure honour, gains or loses,
Your sword or mine ; or masterless leaves both
To who shall find them.
Iach. Sir, my circumstances
Being so near the truth, as I will make them,
Must first induce you to believe : whose strength
I will confirm with oath ; which, I doubt not,
You'll give me leave to spare, when you shall find
You need it not.
Post. Proceed.
lach. First, her bed-chamber—
(Where, I confess, I slept not, but profess,
Had that was well worth watching) it was hang'd
With tapestry of silk and silver ; the story
Proud Cleopatra when me met her Roman,
And
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* And Cydnus svvell'd above the banks, or for
The press of boats, or pride.
A piece of work
So bravely done, so rich, that it did strive
In workmanship and value ; which I wonder'd
Could be so rarely and exactly wrought,
Since the true life on't was
,
* And Cydnus fvjtlPd a&ove the banks, or for
The press of boats, or pride.
] This is an agreeable
ridicule on poetical exaggeration, which gives human passions
to inanimate things : and particularly, upon what he himself
writes in the foregoing play on this very subject :
"
And made
" The water, which they beat, to follow faster,
" As amorous of their strokes ."
But the satire is not only agreeably turned, but very artfully
employed ; as it is a plain indication, that the speaker is
secretly mocking the credulity of his hearer, while he is en
deavouring to persuade him of his wife's falshood. The very
fame kind of satire we have again, on much the same occasion,,
in The Two Gentlemen of Verona, where the false Proteus fays to
his friend, of his friend's mistress,
"
and she hath offer'd to the doom,
" Which unrevers'd stands in effectual force,
" A sea of melting pearl, which some call tears."
A certain gaiety of heart, which the speaker strives to conceal,
breaking out under a satire, by which he would insinuate to his
friendHhe trifling worth of woman's tears. Warburton.
It is easy to sit down and give our author meanings which he
never had. Shakespeare has no great right to censure poetical
exaggeration, .of which no pQet is more frequently guilty.
That he intended to ridicule his own lines is very uncertain,
when there are no means of knowing which of the two plays
was written first. The commentator has contented himself to
suppose, that the foregoing play in his book was the play of
earlier composition. Nor is the reasoning better than the
assertion. If the lanjruase of lachimo be such as shews him
to be mocking the credibility of his hearer, his language is
very improper, when his business was to deceive. But the
truth is, that his language is such as a skilful villain would
naturally use, a mixture of airy triumph and serious deposition.
His gaiety shews his seriousness to be without anxiety, and his
seriousness proves his gaiety to be without art. Johnson.
Post,
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Post. This is true ;
And this you might have heard of here, by me3
Or by some other.
Iach. More particulars
Must justify my knowledge.
Post. So they must,
Or do your honour injury.
Iach. The chimney
Is south the chamber ; and the chimney-piece,
Chast Dian, bathing : never saw I figures
s So likely to report themselves: the cutter
6 Was as another nature, dumb, out-went her ;
Motion and breath left out.
Post. This is a thing
Which you might from relation likewise reap ;
Being, as it is, much spoke of.
lacks. The roof o' the chamber
With golden cherubims is fretted : her andirons,
(I had forgot them) were two winking Cupids
Of stiver, each on one foot standing, nicely
Depending on their brands.
Post. 7 This is her honour !
Let it be granted you have seen all this (and praise
Be
5 So likely to report themselves :
] So near to speech. The
Italians call a portrait, when the likeness is remarkable, a
/peaking piBure. Johnson.
6 Was as another nature, dumb,
] This nonsense should
without question be read and pointed thus :
Has as another nature done ; out-went her,
Motion and breath left out.
i. e. Has worked as exquisitely, nay has exceeded her, if you
will put motion and breath out of the question. Warb.
This emendation I think needless. The meaning is this,
The sculptor was as nature, but as nature dumb ; he gave every
thing that nature gives, but breath and motion. In breath is
included speech. Johnson.
7 This is her honour !
Let it be granted you have seen all this, fcc.] Iachimo im
pudently pretends to have carried his point ; and, in consir
mation, is very minute in describing to the huiband all the
furniture
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Be given to your remembrance) the description
Of what is in her chamber nothing saves
The wager you have laid.
lath. Then, 8 if you can [Pulling out the bracelet.
Be pale ; I beg but leave to air this jewel : Sec !——
And now 'tis up again. It must be married
To that your diamond. Ill keep them.
Post. Jove!
Once more let me behold it. Is it that
Which I left with her ?
Iach. Sir (I thank her) that.
She stripp'd it from her arm : I fee her yet,
,
Her pretty action did out-fell her gift,
And yet enrich'd it too : (he gave it me,
And said, me priz'd it once.
Post. May be, she pluck'd it off
To send it me.
lack She writes so to you ? Doth she ?
furniture and adornments of his wise's bed-chamber. But how
is sine furniture any ways a princess's honours It is an
apparatus suitable to her dignity, but certainly makes no part
of her character. It might have been called hex father's
honour, that her allotments were proportioned to her rank and
quality. I am persuaded the poet intended Posthumus should
fay : " This particular description, which you make, cannot
«' convince me that I have lost my wager : your memory is
" good; and some of these things you may have learned from
" a third hand, or seen yourself; yet I expect proofs more
'* direct and authentic." I think there is little question but
we ought to restore the place as I have done :
What's this /' her honour ? Theobald.
This emendation has been followed by both the succeeding
editors, but I think it must be rejected. The expression is
ironical. lachimo relates many particulars, to which Posthumus
answers with impatience,
This is her honour !
N
That is, And the attainment of this knowledge is to pas* for
the corruption of her honour. Johnson.
8
if you tan
Be pale ;
] If you can forbear to flush your cheek
with rage. Johkson.
Post.
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Post. O, no, no, no ! "Tis true. Here, take this
too :
{Gives the ring.
It is a basilisk unto mine eye,
Kills me to look on't : let there be no honour,
'Where there is beauty ; truth, where semblance; love,
Where there's another man. 9 The vows of women
Of no more bondage be, to where they are made,
Than they are to their virtues : which is nothing.—
O, above measure false !
.
Phil. Have patience, Sir,
And take your ring again ; 'tis not yet won :
It may be probable she lost it ; or,
Who knows, if one of her women, being corrupted,
Hath stolen it from her.
Post. Very true ;
And so, I hope, he came by't :—back my ring ;—
Render to me some corporal sign about her,
IVlore evident than this ; for this was stolen.
Iach. By Jupiter, I had it from her arm.
Post. Hark you, he swears ; by Jupiter he swears.
'Tis true;— nay, keep the ring—'tis true: 1 I'm sure
She could not lose it : her attendants are
All sworn and honourable.—They induc'd to steal it !
And by a stranger ! —no, he hath enjoy'd her.
1 The cognizance of her incontinency
9
The ncmjs of women, Sec.] The love vowed by women
no more abides with htm to whom it is vowed, than women
adhere to their virtue. Johnson.
«
I'm sure
She could not lose it : her attendants are
All sworn and honourable.—They indue'd to steal it !
And by a stranger ! no,
] The absurd conclusions of
jealousy are here admirably painted and exposed. Posthumus,
on the credit of a bracelet, and an oath ofthe party concerned,
judges against all appearances from the intimate knowledge of
his wife's honour, that she was false to his bed ; and grounds
that judgment, at last, upon much less appearances of dishonour
of her attendants. Warburton.
* The cognisance • ] The badge ; the token ; the visible
proof. Johnson.
Is
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Is this; she hath bought the name of whore thus
dearly.
There, take thy hire ; and all the fiends of hell
Divide themselves between you !
Phil. Sir, be patient :
This is not strong enough to be believ'd
Of one persuaded well of—
Post.
Never talk on't :
She hath been coked by him.
Iach. If you seek
For further satisfying, under her breast,
3 (Wortjiy the pressing) lies a mole, right proud
Of that most delicate lodging :—by my life,
I kiss'd it ; and it gave me present hunger
To feed again, though full. You do remember
This stain upon her ?
Post. Ay, and it doth confirm
Another stain, as big as hell can hold,
Were there no more but it.
Iach. Will you hear more ?
Post. Spare your arithmetic!.
Ne'er count the turns : once, and a million !
Iach. I'll be sworn
Post. No swearing :
If you will swear you have not done't, you lye ;
And I will kill thee, if thou dost deny
Thou hast made me cuckold.
Iach. I will deny nothing.
Post. O, that I had her here, to tear her limb-meal !
I will go there, and do't ; i' the court ; before
'Her father :
I'll do something
[Exit.
Phil. Quite besides
The government of patience ! You have won :
5 (Worthy the prejstng)—] Thus the modern editions. The
old folio reads,
(Wort! y her pressing) — Joh nson.
Let's
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Let's follow him, and pervert the present wrath
He hath against himself.
Iach. With all my heart.
[Exeunt.
SCENE

V.

Enter Postbumus.
Post. 1 Is there no way for men to be, but women
Must be half-workers ? We ate bastards all ;
And that most venerable man, which I
Did call my father, was I know not where
When I was stamp'd. Some coiner with his tools
Made me a counterfeit : yet my mother scem'd
The Dian of that time : so doth my wife
The non-pareil of this. —Oh vengeance, vengeance !
Me of my lawful pleasure she restrain'd,
And pray'd me oft forbearance : did it with
A pudency so rosy, the sweet view on't
Might well have warm'd old Saturn ;—that I thought
her
As chaste as unsunn'd snow.—Oh, all the deyils !
This yellow Iachimo, in an hour,
was't not ? . —
Or less—at first ? Perchance he spoke not ; but
Like a full-acorn'd boar, a German one,
Cry'd oh ! and mounted : found no oppofition
But what he look'd for should oppose, and she
Should from encounter guard. Could I find out
The woman's part in me I for there's no motion
That tends to vice in man, but, I affirm,
It is the woman's part : be't lying, note it,
The woman's ; flattering, hers ; deceiving, hers ;
Lust, and rank thoughts, hers, hers; revenges, hersj
Ambitions, covetings, change of prides, disdain,
Nice longings, slanders, mutability :
All faults that may be nam'd, nay, that hell knows,
Why, hers, in part, or all ; but rather all :
1 // there no way, &c.] Milton was very probably indebted
to this speech for the sentiments which he has given to Adam..
fapaJist Lost, book x. Ste evens.
Vol. IX.
O
For
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For even to vice
They are not constant, but are changing still ;
One vice, but of a minute old, for one
Not half so old as that. I'll write against them,
Detest them, curse them :
yet 'tis greater skill,
In a true hate, to pray they have their will :
The very devils cannot plague them better.
[Exit.

ACT

III.

SCENE

I.

Cymbeline's palace. .
Enttr, in state, CymbeUne, Queen, Cloten, and Lords at
one door and at another Caius Lucius and Attendants.
C Y M B E L I N E.
NOW say, what would Augustus Cæsar with us ?
Luc. When Julius Cæsar (whose remembrance
Lives in mens' eyes, and will to ears and tongues
Be theme, and hearing ever) was in this Britain,
And conquer'd it, Cassibelan, thine uncle,
(Famous in Cæsar's praises, no whit less
Than in his feats deserving it) for him,
And his succession, granted Rome a tribute,
Yearly three thousand pounds ; which by thee lately
Is left untender'd.
Queen. And, to kill the marvel,
Shall be so ever.
Clot. There be many Cæsars,
Ere such another Julius. Britain is
A world by itself; and we will nothing pay
For wearing our own noses.
Queen. That opportunity,
Which then they had to take from us, to resume
We have again. Remember, Sir, my liege,
The kings your ancestors, together with
2
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The natural bravery of your isle, which stands,
As Neptune's park, ribbed and paled in
* With rocks unscalable, and roaring waters ;
With sands, that will not bear your enemies' boats,
But fuck them up to the top-mast.
A kind of
conquest
Cæsar made here ; but made not here his brag
Of, came, and saw, and overcame. With shame,
(The first that ever touch'd him) he was carried
From off our coast, twice beaten ; and his shipping,
* (Poor ignorant baubles !) on our terrible seas,
Like egg-shells mov'd upon their surges, crack'd
As easily 'gainst our rocks. For joy whereof,
The fam'd Cassibelan, who was once at point
(Oh, giglet fortune ! ) to master Cæsar's sword,
Made Lud's town with rejoicing-fires bright,
And Britons strut with courage.
Clot. Come, there's no more tribute to' be paid.
Our kingdom is stronger than it was at that time ;
and, as 1 said, there is no more such Cæsars : other of
them may have crook'd noses , but, to own such strait
arms, none.
Cym. Son, let your mother end.
Clot. We have yet many among us can gripe as
hard as Cassibelan : I do not fay, I am one ; but I
have a hand.—Why, tribute ? Why should we pay
tribute ? If Cæsar can hide the sun from us with a
blanket, or put the moon in his pocket, we will pay
him tribute for light ; elie, Sir, no more tribute,
pray you now.
Cym. You must know
Till the injurious Roman did extort
1 With rocks unscalable,
] This reading is Hanmer's.
The old editions have,
With oaks unscalable,
Johnson.
1 (Poor ignorant baubles ! )—] Ignorant, for of no use. WarB.
Rather, unacquainted with the nature of our boisterous seas.
Johnson.
O 2
This
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This tribute from us, we were free. Cæsar's ambition,
(Which swell'd so much, that it did almost stretch
The fides o' the world) 3 against all colour, here
Did put the yoke upon us ; which to shake off,
Becomes a warlike people, which we reckon
Ourselves to be —we do.
Say then to Cæsar,
Our ancestor was that Mulmutius, which
Ordain'd our laws ; whose use the sword of Cæsar
Hath too much mangled ; whose repair and franchise
Shall, by the power we hold, be our good deed,
Though Rome be therefore angry. Mulmutius made
our laws,
Who was the first of Britain which did put
His brows within a golden crown, and call'd
Himself a king.
Luc. I am sorry, Cymbeline,
That I am to pronounce Augustus Cæsar
(Cæsar, that hath more kings' his servants, than
Thyself domestic officers) thine enemy.
Receive it from me then :
war and confusion
In Cæsar's name pronounce I 'gainst thee : look
For fury not to be resisted.-—Thus defy'd,
I thank thee for myself.
Cym. 4 Thou art welcome, Caius :
Thy Cæsar knighted me my youth I spent
Much under him : of him I gather'd honour ;
Which
1
against all colour,
] Without any pretence of
right. Johnson.
* Thou art wrlcome, Caius :
Thy Cx/ar knighted me ; my youth I spent
Much under him :
] Some sew hints for this part of the
play, relating to Cymliel;ne, are taken from Holinjhead :
" Kynibcline, fays he, (as some write) was brought up at
" Rome, and there was made knight by Augustus Cæsar, under
'« whom he served in the wars, and was in such favour with
" him, that he was at liberty to pay his tribute or not."
*'
Yet we sind in the Roman writers, that after Juliut
" Cæsar's death, when Augustus had taken upon him the rule
" of the empire, the Britains refused to pay that tribute."
*«
But
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Which he, to seek of me again, perforce
Behoves me s keep at utterance. 6 I am perfect,
That the Pannonians and Dalmatians, for
Their liberties, are now in arms : a precedent
'Which, not to read, would shew the Britons cold :
So Cæsar shall not find them.
Luc. Let proof speak.
Clot. His majesty bids you welcome. Make pastime
with us a day or two, or longer : if you seek us after
wards on other terms, you shall find us in our salt
water girdle : if you beat us out of it, it is yours ;
if you fall in the adventure, our crows shall fare the
better for you ; and there's an end.
Luc. So, Sir.
Cym. I know your master's pleasure, and he mine :
All the remain is, welcome. •
[Exeunt.

SCENE

II.

Another room.
Enter Pisanlo.
Pis. How ? of adultery ? wherefore write you not
1 What monsters her accuse ? Leonatus !
Oh master ! what a strange infection „
"
Bat whether the controversy, which appeareth to
" fall forth betwixt the Britains and Augustus, was occasioned
" by Kimbeline, I have not a vouch."
"
Kymbeline reigned thirty-sive years, leaving behind
" him two sons, Guiderius and Arviragus." Steevens.
5
keep at utterance.—] i. e. At extreme distance. Wars.
More properly, in a state of hostile desiance, and deadly
opposition. Johnson.
'
I am perfect,] I am well informed. So, in Macbeth,
"
in your stater of honour / am persefl." Johns.
1 What monsters her accuse ?
] Might we not safely read,
What monster's her accusers
Steevens.
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Is fallen into thy ear ? 1 What false Italian
(As poisonous tongu'd as handed) hath prevail'd
On thy too ready hearing ? —Disloyal ? no,
She's punish'd for her truth ; and undergoes
More goddess-like, than wife-like, such assaults
As would 3 take in some virtue. Oh, my master!
Thy mind to her is now as low, as were
Thy fortunes. —How ! that I should murder her ?
Upon the love and truth and vows, which I
Have made to thy command ? — I, her ? —her blood ?
If it be so to do good service, never
Let me be counted serviceable.
How look I,
That I should seem to lack humanity,
So much as this fact comes to? Do't. — The letter,
[Reading,
That I have sent her, by her own command
Shall give thee opportunity.
O damn'd paper!
Black as the ink that's on thee ! senseless bauble !
Art thou a febdaiy for this act, and look'st
So virgin-like without ? Lo ! here she comes.
Enter Imogen,
* I am ignorant in what I am commanded.
Imo. How now, Pisanio ?
Pis. Madam, here is a letter from my lord.
Imo. Who? thy lord? that is my lord ? Leonatus?
J Oh, learn'd, indeed were that astrologer,
That
*
What false Italian,
(As pois'nous tongu'd as handed)
] About Shakespeare's
time the practice cf poisoning was very common in Italy, and
the suspicion os Italian poisons yet more common. Johnson.
3
take in some virtue.
] To take in a town, is to
conquer it. Johnson
Kather cheat, beguile. This expression is at present used only
jn burlesque language. Steevens.
* / am ignorant in what J am commanded,.] i. e. I am un
practised in the arts of murder. Steevens.
5 Ob, learn'J, indeed, were that astrologer, &c.] This was a
»ery natural thought. §he mult needs be supposed, in her
circumstances,
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That knew the stars, as I his characters ;
He'd lay the future open.
rYou good gods,
JLet what is here contain'd relish of love,
Of my lord's health, of his content ;
yet not,
That we two are asunder ;—let that grieve him !
Some griefs are medicinable ; that is one of them,
* For it doth physic love ;—of his content,
All but in that ! Good wax, thy leave. 7 Blest be
You bees, that make these locks of counsel ! Lovers,
And men in dangerous bonds, pray not alike.
Though forfeitcrs you cast in prison, yet
You clasp young Cupid's tables. Good news, gods !
[Reading.
7USTICE, and ycur father's wrath, should he take
me in his dominion, could not be so cruel to me ; as
you, oh the dearest of creatures, would even renew me
with your eyes. Take notice, that I am in Cambria, at
Milford-Haven : what ycur own love will, out of this,
advise you, follow. So, he wifies you all happiness, that
nmains 8 loyal to his vow, and your increasing in love.
Leonatus i.1osthumus.
circumstances, to be extremely solicitous about thefuture ; and
desirous of coming to it by the assistance of that siperilition.
Warburton.
8 For it deth phyfic love ;
] That is, grief for absence,
keeps love in health and vigour. Johnson.
So in Macbeth,
" The labour we delight in physics pain." Steevens.
*
Blest be
sou bees, that make these locks of counsel ! Lovers, .
And men in dangerous bends, pray not alike.
Though forffitures you cast in prison, yet
You clalp young Cupid's tabhs.
] The meaning of this,
which had been obscured by printing ferfeitures for forfeiters,
is no more than that the bees are not blest by the man who
forfeiting a bond is sent to prison, as they are by the lover for
whom they perform the more pleasing ossice of sealing letters.
Stekvkns.
*
loyal to his vciv, and ycur increafing in love] I read,
Loyal to his vow and you, increasing in love. Johns.
O 4
Oh,

ti6
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Oh, for a horse with wings ! Hear'st thou, Pisanio ?
He is at Milford-Haven. Read, and tell me
.How far 'tis thither. If one of mean asfairs
May plod it in a week, why may not I
Glide thither in a day ? Then, true Pisanio,
(Who long'st like me to see thy lord ; who long'st—»
O let me 'bate—but not like me—yet long'st
But in a fainter kind
oh, not like me ;
For mine's beyond, beyond) lay, and speak thick ;
(Love's counsellor should fill the bores of hearing
To the smothering of the sense) how far it is ,
To this fame blessed Milford : and, by the way, •
Tell me how Wales was made so happy, as
To inherit such a haven. But, first of all,
How may we steal from hence ? and for the gap
That we shall make in rime, from our hence going
Till our return, to excuse ? — but first, how get hence ?
Why should excuse be born or ere begot ?
We'll talk of that hereafter. Pr'ythee; speak,
How many score of miles may we well ride
'Twixt hour and hour ?
Pis. One score 'twixt sun and sun,
Madam,'s enough for you ; and too much too.
Imo. Why, one that rode to his execution, man,
Could never go so slow. I have heard of riding wagers,
Where horses have been nimbler than the sands
9 That run i' the clock's behalf. But this is foolery,
Go, bid my woman feign a sickness ; fay,
She'll home to her father : and provide me presently
A riding suit ; no costlier than would fit
' A frankiin's housewife.
Pis. Madam, you'd best consider.
» That run i' the clock's Mais.
] This fantastical ex
pression means no more than yind in an hour-glass, used tq
measure time. Warburton.
' A franklins -wife.\ A franklin is literally a freeholder,
with a small estate, neither villain nor <jajsal. Johnsow.
Imo,
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Imo. 1 1 see before me, man, nor here, nor here,
Nor what ensues ; but have a fog in them,
That I cannot look thro'. Away, I pr'ythee,
Do as I bid thee : there's no more to fay ;
Accessible is none but Milford way.
[Exeunt.
* / see before me, man, nor here, nor here,
Nor what ensues ; but have a fcg in them,
That I cannot look thro.'——] Where is the substantive
to which this relative plural, them, can possibly have any
reference i There is none ; and the fense, as well as grammar,
is desective. 1 have ventured to restore, against the authority
of the printed copies,
— but have a fog in ken,
That I cannot look thro.'
Imogen would fay, " Don't talk of considering, man ; I
" neither fee present events, nor consequences; but am in a
" mill of fortune, and resolved to proceed on the project
" determined." In ken, means, in prospect, within sight, be
fore my eyes. Theobald.
I see before me, man ; nor here nor there,
Nor ixibat ensues, but haw a fog in them,
. That I cannot look thro'.
] Shakespeare says she can
fee before her, yet on which side soever she looks there is a
fog which she cannot fee thro'. This nonsense is occasioned
by the corrupt reading of but have a fog, for, that have
a fog ; and then all is plain.
I fee before me (fays she)
" for there is no fog on any fide of me which I cannot fee
" thro." Mr. Theobald objects to a fog in them, and asks
for the substantive to which the relative plural (them) relates.
The substantive is places, implied in the words here, there, and
•what ensues: for not to know that Shakespeare perpetually takes
these liberties of grammar, is knowing nothing of his author.
So that there is no need for his strange stuff of a fog in ken.
Warburton.
This passage may, in my opinion, be very easily understood,
without any emendation. The lady fays, " I can fee neither
" one way nor other, before me nor behind me, but all the
" ways are covered with an impenetrable fog." There are
objections insuperable to all that I can propose, and since reason
can give me no counsel, I will resolve at once to follow my
inclination. Johnson,

SCENE

118

C Y M B E L I N E.

SCENE

III.

Changes to aforest with a cave, in Wales.
Enter Bellarius, Guiderius, and Arviragus.
Bel. A goodly day not to keep house, with such
Whose roofs as low as ours. 1 See, boys ! this gate
Instructs you how to adore the heavens ; and bows you
To morning's holy osfice. The gates of monarchs
Are arch'd so high, that giants may jet through
And keep 1 their impious turbants on, without
Good-morrow to the fun. Hail thou fair heaven !
We house i' the rock, yet use thee not so hardly
As prouder livers do.
Quid. Hail, heaven !
Arv. Hail, heaven !
Bel. Now for our mountain sport : up to yon' hill.
Your legs are young: I'll tread these flats. Consider,
When you, above, perceive me like a crow,
That it is place, which lessens, and sets osf.
And you may then revolve what tales I told you,
Of courts, of princes, of the tricks in war :
3 This service is not service, so being done,
But being so allow'd. To apprehend thus,
Draws us a prosit from all things we see :
'
See, hoys !
] The old copy reads—-Jleep, boys
from whence I conjecture that the poet wrote fioop, boys
as that word asfords a good, introduction to what follows. Mr.
Rowe first made the exchange, which (as usual) has been
silently followed. Steevens.
1
their impious turbants on,
] The idea of a giant
was, among the readers of romances, who were almost all the
readers of those times, always confounded with that of a
Saracen. Johnson.
3 This service is not service, &c.] In war it is not sussicient
to do duty well ; the advantage rises not from the act, but the
acceptance of the act. Johnson.
And
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And often, to our comfort, shall we find
+ The fliarded beetle in a safer hold,
Than is the full-wing'd eagle. Oh, this life
Is nobler than attending for a check ;
Richer, s than doing nothing for a babe ;
Prouder, than rustling in unpaid-for silk :
Such gain the cap of him, that makes them fine,
Yet keeps his book uncross'd. No life to ours.
Guid. Out of your proof you speak : we, poor,
unfledg'd,
Have never wing'd from view o' the nest ; nor know
not
What air's from home. Haply, this life is best,
If quiet life be best ; sweeter to you,
That have a sharper known ; well corresponding
With your stiff age : but unto us, it is
A cell of ignorance ; travelling a-bed ;
A prison, for a debtor that not dares
6 To stride a limit.
* Tie Jharded beetle
] i. e. The beetle hatched among
jbards, or broken tiles. Steevens.
!
than doing nothing for a bauble;] i. e. Vain titles
of Honour gained by an idle attendance at court. But the Oxford
Editor reads, for a bribe. Warburton.
The Oxford Editor knew the reason of this alteration, though
his censurer knew it not. The old edition reads,
Richer, than doing nothing for a babe.
Of babe some corrector made bauble ; and Hammer thought
himself equally authorised to make bribe. I think babe cannot
be right. Steevens.
I have always suspected that the right reading of this paflage
is what I had not in my former euition the confidence to
propose :
Richer, than doing nothing for a brabe.
Brabium is a badge of honour, or the ensign of an honour, or
any thing worn as a mask of dignity. The word was strange
to the editors as it will be to the reader : they therefore changed
it to babe ; and I am forced to propose it without the support
<?f any authority. Brabium is a word found in Holyoak's
Pictionary, who terms it a reward. Cooper, in his Thejaurui,
defines it to be a prize, or reward for any game. Johnson.
' To ftride a limit.] To overpass his bound, Johnson.
Arv.
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Arv. 7 What should we speak of
When we are as old as you ? when we shall hear
The rain and wind beat dark December, how,
In this our pinching cave, shall we discourse
The freezing hours away ? We have seen nothing :
We are beastly subtle as the fox for prey ;
Like warlike as the wolf, for what we eat :
Our valour is, to chace what flies ; cur cage
We make a quire, as doth the prifon'd bird,
And fing our bondage freely.
Bel. 8 How you speak !
Did you but know the city's usuries,
And felt them knowingly ; the art o' the court,
As hard to leave as keep ; whose top to climb,
Is certain falling, or so flipp'ry, that
The fear's as bad as falling : the toil of the war,
A pain, that only seems to seek out danger
V the name of fame and honour ; which dies i' the
search,
And hath as oft a slanderous epitaph,
As record of fair act ; nay, many times
Doth ill deserve by doing well : what's worse,
Must curt'sy at the censure.—Oh, boys, this story
The world may read in me : my body's mark'd
With Roman swords ; and my report was once
First with the best of note : Cymbeline lov'd me ;
And when a soldier was the theme, my name
Was not far off: then was I as a tree,
Whose boughs did bend with fruit: but, in one night,
A storm, or robbery, call it what you will,
T What Jhould ™< speak os] This dread of an old age, nnsupplied with matter for discourse and meditation, is a senti
ment natural and noble. No state can be more destitute than
that of him who, when the delights of sense forsake him, hai>
no pleasures of the mind. Johnson.
/
• How you speak .'] Otway seems to have taken many hints
for the conversation that passes between Acasto and his sons,
from the scene before us. Stpevjns,
Shook
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Shook down my mellow hangings, nay, my leaves,
And left me bare to weather.
Guid. Uncertain favour !
Bel. My fault being nothing (as I have told you oft)
But that two villains, whose false oaths prevail'd
Before my perfect honour, swore to Cymbeline,
I was confederate with the Romans : so
Followed my banishment ; and, these twenty years,
This rock and these demesnes have been my world :
Where I have liv'd at honest freedom ; paid
More pious debts to heaven, than in all
The fore-end of my time.—But, up to the mountain .'
This is not hunters' language : he, that strikes
The venison sirst, shall be the lord o' the feast ;
To him the other two shall minister ;
And we will fear no poison, which attends
In place of greater state.
I'll meet you in the valleys.
[Exeunt Guid. and Arv.
How hard it is to hide the sparks of nature !
These boys know little they are sons to the king •
Nor Cymbeline dreams that they are alive.
They think they are mine : and tho' train'd up thus
meanly
» F the cave, wherein they bow, their thoughts do hit
The roof of palaces ; and nature prompts them,
In
* r the cave, &c.] Mr. Pope reads,
Here in the cave, wherein their thoughts do hit
The roof of palaces ;
but the sentence breaks off imperfectly. The old editions read,
P the cave, whereon the bow their thoughts do hit, &c.
Mr. Rows saw this likewise was faulty ; and therefore amended
it thus :
I' the cave, where, on the bow, their thoughts do hit, kc.
I think it should be only with the alteration of one letter, and
the addition of another;
1' the cave, there, on the brow,
And so the grammar and syntax of the sentence is complete.
We calf the arching of a cavern, or overhanging of a bill,
metaphorically.
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In simple and low things, to prince it much
Beyond the trick of others. 1 This Polydore,
The heir of Cymbeline and Britain, whom
The king his father call'd Guiderius—Jove !.
'When on my three-foot stool I fit, and tell
The warlike feats I have done, his spirits fly out
Into my story : fay, " thus mine enemy fell,
" And thus I set my foot on his neck
even then
The princely blood flows in his cheek, he sweats,
metaphorically, the bro.w ; and in like manner the Greeks and
Latins used otpat, and supercilium. Theobald.
■
tho' train d up thus meanly,
r the cave, there on the brow,
] The old
editions read,
I' the cave nxhtreon the irow ;
which, though very corrupt, will direct us to the true reading ;
which, when rightly pointed, is thus,
though train'd up thus meanly
I' the cave <wherein they hew
x. e. Thus meanly brought up. Yet in this very cave, which
is so low that they must bow or bend in entering it, yet are
their thoughts so exalted, &c. This is the antithesis. Belarius,
had spoken before of the lowness of this cave :
A goodly day ! not to keep house with such
Whose roof's as low as ours. See, boys ! this gate
Instructs you how to adore the heaven's ; and bows you
To morning's holy oilice. Warburton.
Hanmer reads,
I' the cave, here in this hrow.
I think the reading is this :
I' the cave, wherein the bow, &c.
That is, they are trained Dp in the cave, where their thoughts
an hitting the hew, or arch of their habitation, hit the roofs of
palaces. In other words, though their condition is low, their
thoughts afe high. The sentence is at last, as Theobald re
marks, abrupt, but perhaps no less suitable to Shakespeare. I
know not whether Dr. Warburton's conjecture be not better
than mine. Johnson.
,
1
This Polydore,] The old copy of this play (except in,
this first instance, where it can be only a blunder of the printer)
calls this eldest son of Cymbeline, Polidore, as often as the
name occurs. I have therefore replaced it. Steeve^s.
Strains
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Strains his young nerves, and puts himself in posture
That acts my words. The younger brother Cadwal,
(Once Arviragus) in as like a figure,
Strikes life into my speech, and shews much more
His own conceiving. Hark ! the game is rouz'd !—
Oh Cymbeline ! heaven and my conscience know,
Thou didst unjustly banish me ; whereon,
At three and two years old 1 I stole these babes ;
Thinking to bar thee of succession, as
Thou reft'st me of my lands. Euriphile,
Thou wast their nurse ; they took thee for their
mother,
And every day do honour to her grave :
Myself Belarius, that am Morgan call'd,
They take for natural father. The game's up, [Exit.

SCENE

IV.

Near Milsord-Haven.
Enter Pisanio and Imogen.
Imo. Thou told'st me, when we came from horse,
the plactf
Was near at hand. Ne'er long'd my mother so
To see me first, as I have now. Pisanio ! man !
1 Where is Posthumus ? What is in thy mind,
1
I stole these babes ;] Shakespeare seems to intend
Belarius for a good character, yet he makes him forget the
injury which he has done to the young princes, whom he has
robbed of a kingdom only to rob their father of heirs.
The
latter part of this soliloquy is very inartificial, there being no
particular reason why Belarius should now tell to himself what
he could not know better by telling it. Johnson.
1 IVbere is Posthumus ? ] Shakespeare's apparent ignorance
of quantity is not the least, among many, proofs of his want
of learning. Throughout this play he calls Posthumus,
Posthumus ; and Arviragus, Arviragus. S riitvENs.
That
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That makes thee stare thus ? wherefore breaks that sigh
From the inward of thee ? one, but painted thus,
Would be interpreted a thing perplex'd
.Beyond self-explication. Put thyself
Into a 'haviour of less fear, ere wildness
Vanquish my staider senses. 'What's the matter ?
Why tender'st thou that paper to me with
A look untender ? If it be summer news,
Smile to't before : if winterly, thou need'st
But keep that countenance still. My husband's hand !
That 3 drug-damn'd Italy hath out-crafted him,
And he's at some hard point.
Speak, man ; thy
tongue
May take off some extremity, which to read
Would be e'en mortal to me.
Pis. Please you, read ;
And you shall sind me, wretched man, a thing
The most disdain'd of fortune.
Imogen reads.
CJ'HY mistress, Pifanio, hath play'd the strumpet in
my bed ; the testimonies whereof lie bleeding in me.
Ispeak not out ofweak surmises ; hit from proof as strong
as my grief and as certain as I expect my revenge. That
part thou, Pisanio, must atl for me. If thy faith be
not tainted with the breach of hers, let thine hands take
away her life : I shall give thee opportunity at MilfordHaven. She hath my letter for the purpose ; where, is
thou fear to strike, and to make me certain it is done,
thou art the pander to her dishonour, and equally ti
me disloyal.
Pis. What shall I need to draw my sword ? the
paper
Hath cut her throat already.
No, 'tis slander ;
1
drug-damn'd—] This is another allusion to Italian
poisons. Johnson.
Whose
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'Whose edge is sharper than the sword ; whose tongue
Out-venoms all 3 the worms of Nile ; whose breath
Rides on the posting winds, and doth belye
All corners of the world. Kings, queens, and + states,
Maids, matrons, nay, the secrets of the grave,
This viperous slander enters. What cheer, madam ?
Imo. False to his bed ! what is to be false ?
To lie in watch there, and to think on him ?
To weep 'twixt clock and clock ? if sleep charge
nature
To break it with a fearful dream of him,
And cry myself awake ? That's false to his bed ?
Is it ?
Pis. Alas, good lady !
Tmo. I false ? thy conscience witness, Iachimo -3
Thou didst accuse him of incontinency :
Thou then lookd'st like a villain ; now, methinks,
Thy favour's good enough. s Some jay of Italy,
6 Whose mother was her painting, hath betray'd him:
Poor I am stale, a garment out of fashion ;
And,
3
the worms of Nile ;
] Serpents and dragons by
the old writers were called worms. An old translator ofOvid's
Metamorphoses, speaking of Medea, says,
" Then to her chariot strait her winged worms (hcjoin'd."
Steevens.
*
states,] Persons of highest rank. Johnson.
5
Some jay of Italy,] There is a prettiness in this ex
pression ; putta, in Italian, signifying both a jay and a whore ;
I suppose from the gay seathers of that bird. Warburton.
6 IVhofe mother was her painting,
] This puzzles Mr.
Theobald much : he thinks it may signify whose mother wai
a bird of the fame feather; . or that it should be read, whose
aether was her p/anting. What all this means I know not. In
Mr. Rowe's edition the M in mother happening to be reversed
at the press, it came out Wothcr. And what was very ridiculous,
Gildon employed himself (properly enough indeed) in sinding
a meaning for it. In short, the true word is meether, a north
country word, signifying beauty. So that the sense of, her
neither washer painting, is, that she had only an appearance of
beauty, for which she was beholden to her paint. Warb.
Vol. IX.
P
Semi
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And, for I am richer than to hang by the walls,
I must be ript. —To pieces with me !—Oh,
Mens' vows are womens' traitors ! All good seeming
By thy revolt, oh, husband, shall be thought
Put on for villainy ; not born where't grows y
But worn, a bait for ladies.
Pis. Good madam, hear me
Imo. True honest men being heard, like false Æneas,
Were, in his time, thought false: and Sinon's
weeping
Did scandal many a holy tear; took pity
From most true wretchedness. 7 So thou, Posthumus,
Wilt lay the leaven on all proper men :
Goodly, and gallant, shall be false and perjur'd,
from thy great fail. Come, fellow, be thou honest :
Do thou thy master's bidding : when thou seest him,
A little witness my obedience. Look !
I draw the sword myself: take it, and hit
Some jay of Italy, made by art the creature, not of nature,
but of painting. In this fense painting may be not improperly
termed her mother. Johnson.
I met with a similar expression in one of the old comedies,
but forgot to note the name of the piece :
"
a parcel of conceited feather-caps, -whose
" falters were their garments." Stef.vens.
7
So thou, Pojihumus,
Wilt lay the leaven to all proper men :] When Posthumus
thought his wife false, he unjustly scandalized the whole sex.
His wife here, under she fame impressions of his infidelity,
attended with more provoking circumstances, acquits his sex,
and lays the fault where it was due. The poet paints from
n;iture. This is life and manners. The man thinks it a dis
honour to the superiority of his understanding to be jilted, and
therefore flatters his vanity into a conceit that the disgrace was
inevitable from the general infidelity of the sex. The woman,
on the contrary, not imagining her credit to be at all affected
in the matter, never seeks out for so extravagant a consolation ;
but at once eases her malice and her grief, by laying the crime
and damage at the door of some obnoxious coquet. Warb.
Hanmer reads,
Iny the level
~
without any necessity. Jxihnson.
The
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The innocent mansion of my love, my heart :
Fear not ; 'tis empty of all things, but grief :
Thy master is not there who was, indeed,
The riches of it.
Do his bidding strike.
Thou may'st be valiant in a better cause,
But now thou seem'st a coward.
Pis. Hence, vile instrument !
Thcu shak not damn my hand.
Imo. Why, I must die ;
And if I do not by thy hand, thou art
No servant of thy master's. 'Gainst self-slaughter
There is a prohibition so divine,
That cravens my weak hand.
Come, here's my
heart ;
*
* Something's afore't—soft, soft, we'll no defence j
Obedient as the scabbard !
What is here ?
•9 The scriptures of the loyal Leonatus
All turn'd to heresy ? away, away,
[Pulling his letters out of her bosom.
Corrupters of my faith ! you shall no more
Be stomachers to my heart ! Thus may poor fools
Believe false teachers : tho' those that are betray'd,
Do feel the treason sharply, yet the traitor
Stands in worse case of woe. And thou, Posthumus^
That did'st set up my disobedience 'gainst the king
My father, mad'st me put into contempt the suits
Of princely fellows, shalt hereafter find,
It is no act of common passage, but
A strain of rareness : and I grieve myself,
To think, when thou shalt be dis-edg'd by her
* Something's afore't ] The old copy reads,
Something's afoot
• . Johnson.
9 Tie scriptures
] So Ben Jonson, in The fad Shepherd,
" The lover's scriptures, Heliodore's, or Tatius'."
Shakespeare, however, means in this place, an opposition be
tween scripture, in its common signilication, and heres1.
Steevens.
P 2
That
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' That now thou tir'st on, how thy memory
'Will then be pang'd by me.
Pr'ythee, dispatch :
The lamb entreats the butcher. Where's thy knife ?
Thou art too flow to do thy master's bidding,
When I desire it too.
Pis. O gracious lady !
Since I receiv'd command to do this business
I have not slept one wink.
Imo. Do't, and to bed then.
Pis. 2 I'll wake mine eye-balls blind first.
Imo. Wherefore then
Didst undertake it ? Why hast thou abUs'd
So many miles with a pretence ? this place ?
Mine action and thine own ? our horses' labour ?
The time inviting thee ? the perturb'd court,
For my being absent ? whereunto I never
Purpose return ! Why hast thou gone so far,
3 To be unbent, when thou hast ta'en thy stand,
The elected deer before thee ?
Pis. But to win time
To lose so bad employment : in the which
I have consider'd of a course.—Good lady,
Hear me with patience.
Imo. Talk thy tongue weary ; speak :
I have heard, I am a strumpet ; and mine ear,
Therein false struck, can take no greater wound,
Nor tent to bottom that. But, speak.
Pis. Then, madam,
I thought you would not back again.
1 That now thou tir'J} on,
] A hawk is said to tire upon
that which he pecks ; from tirer, French. Johnson.
1 I'll miake mine tye-balh first.
Imo. Wherefore tben] This is the old reading. The
modtrn editions for wake read break, and supply the deficient
ij liable by ab, wherefore. I read,
I'll wake mine eye-balls cut sirst, or, blind first. Johns.
5 To be unbent,
] To have thy bow unbent, alluding to
a hunter. Johnson.
Imo.
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Into. Most like ;
Bringing me here to kill me.
Pis Not so, neither:
But if I were as wife as honest, then
My purpose would prove well. It cannot be,
But that my master is abus'd ; some villain,
Ay, and singular in his art, hath done you both
This cursed injury.
Into. Some Roman courtezan.
Pis. No, on my life.
I'll give him notice you are dead, and send him
Some bloody sign of it ; for 'tis commanded,
I should do so. You shall be miss'd at court,
And that will well confirm it.
Imo. Why, good fellow,
What shall I do the while ? Where bide ? How live ?
Or in my life what comfort, when I am
Dead to my husband ?
Pis. If you'll back to the court
Imo. No court, no father ; nor no more ado
With that harsh, noble, simple, nothing ;
That Cloten, whose love-suit hath been to me
As fearful as a siege.
Pis. If not at court,
Then not in Britain must you 'bide.
Imo. Where then ?
Hath Britain all the fun that shines ? Day, night,
Are they not but in Britain ? P the world's volume
Our Britain seems as of it, but not in it ;
In a great pool, a swan's nest. Pr'ythee, think,
There's livers out of Britain.
Pis. I am most glad
You think of other place. The ambassador,
Lucius the Roman, conies to Milford-Haven
To-morrow. + Now, if you could wear a mind
Dark
*

No.iv, ifyou could wear a mind
Dark as yourfortune is,
] What had the darkness of her
P 3
mind
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Dark as your fortune is, and but disguise
That, which, to appear itlelf, must not yet be,
But by seif-danger ; you shall tread a course
Pretty, and 5 full of view; yea, haply, near
The residence of Posthutnus ; so nigh, at least,
That though his actions were not visible,
Report should render him hourly to your ear,
As truly as he moves.
Into. Oh, for such means !
6 Though peril to my modesty, not death on't,
I would adventure.
Pis. Well then, here's the point :
You must forget to be a woman ; change
Command into obedience fear and niceness
(The handmaids of all women, or, more truly,
Woman its pretty self) to waggish courage ;
Ready in gybes, quick-answer'd, saucy, and
As quarrellcus as the weazel : 7 nay, you must
Forget
mind to do with the concealment of person, which is here ad
vised ? On the contrary, her mind was to continue unchanged,
in order to support her change of fortune. Shakespeare wrote,
Now, if you could wear a mtin.
Or according to the French orthography, from whence I pre
sume arose the corruption :
<— Now, if you could wear a mine. Warburton.
To wear a dark mind, is to carry a mind impenetrable to
the search of others. Darkness applied to the mind is secrecy,
applied to the fortune is objcurity. The next lines arc obscure.
You must, says Pi fan ie, disguise that greatness, which, to appear
hereaster in its proper sorm, cannot yet appear without great
danger lo i'Jflf. Johnson.
5
full of vie.ui ;
] With opportunities of examining
your alfairs with your own eyes. Johnson.
6 Though peril to my modify,
] I read,
Through peril
/ would for jucb means adventure through peril of my modejty ; I
would risque every thing but real dishonour. Johnson.
7
nay, you must
Forget thai rarest treasure of your cheek $
Expofing it (but, oh, the harder heart !
jfiack, no remedy) J think it . very natural to reflect in thi»
distress
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Forget that rarest treasure of your cheek ;
Exposing it (but, oh, the harder heart !
Alack, no remedy) to the greedy touch
Of common-kissing Titan ; and forget
Your laboursome and dainty trims, wherein
You made great Juno angry.
Into. Nay, be brief :
I fee into thy end, and am almost
A man already.
Pis. First, make yourself but like one.
Fore-thinking this, 1 have already sit
('Tis in my cloak-bag) doublet, hat, hose, all
That answer to them. Would you in their serving,
And with what imitation you can borrow
From youth of such a season, 'fore noble Lucius
Present yourself, desire his service, tell him
Wherein you are happy (8 which you'll make him
know,
If that his head have ear in music) doubtless,
With joy he will embrace you ; for he's honourable,
And, doubling that, most holy. Your means abroad,
You have me, rich ; and I will never fail
Beginning, nor supplyment.
Imo. Thou art all the comfort
The gods will diet me with. Pr'ythee, away.
There's more to be consider'd ; but 9 we'll even
distress on the cruelty of Posthumus. Dr. Warburton
proposes to read,
the harder hap !
Johnson.
8
which you'll make him knew,] This is Hanmer's
reading. The common books have it,
which ••will make him know.
Mr. Theobald, in one of his long notes, endeavours to
prove, that it mould be,
which will make him so.
He is followed by Dr. Warburton. Johnsov.
9
we'll even
All that good time <will give us.
] We'll make our
work even with our time; we'll do what time will allow.
Johnson.
P 4
All
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All that good time will give us. 1 This attempt
I am soldier to, and will abide it with
A prince's courage. Away, I pr'ythee.
Pis. Well, madam, we must take a short farewell ;
Lest, being miss'd, I be suspected of
Your carriage from the court. My noble mistress,
Here is a box ; I had it from the queen ;
What's in't is precious : if you are sick at sea,
Or stomach-qualm'd at land, a dram of this
Will drive away distemper.
To some made,
And fit you to your manhood. —May the gods
Direct you to the belt !
Ima. Amen : I thank thee.
[Exeunt, severally.

SCENE

V.

The palace os Cymbeline.
Enter Cymbeline, Queen, Cloten, Lucius, and Lords.
Cym. Thus far ; and so farewell.
Luc. Thanks, royal Sir.
My emperor hath wrote ; I must from hence;
And am right sorry, that I must report you
My master's enemy.
Cym. Our subjects, Sir,
Will not endure his yoke; and for ourself
To mew less sovereignty than they, must needs
Appear un-kinglike.
Luc. So, Sir : I desire of you
A conduct over land to Milford-Haven.
Madr.m, all joy befal your grace, and you !
Cym. My lords, you are appointed for that office ;
» —This attempt
J am fcldier to,
] \, e. I have inlisted and bound
myself to it. Warburton.
The
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The due of honour in no point omit :
So farewell, noble Lucius.
Luc. Your hand, my lord.
Clot. Receive it friendly : but from this time forth
I wear it as your enemy.
Luc. The event
Is yet to name the winner. Fare you well.
Cym. Leave not the worthy Lucius, good my lords,
Till he have crost the Severn.
Happiness !
[Exit Lucius, &c.
Queen. He goes hence frowning : but it honours us,
That we have given him cause.
Clot. Tis all the better ;
Your valiant Britons have their wislies in it.
Cym. Lucius hath wrote already to the emperor
How it goes here. It fits us therefore, ripely,
Our chariots and our horsemen be in readiness ;
The powers, that he already hath in Gallia,
WiLl soon be drawn to head, from whence he moves
His war for Britain.
Queen. 'Tis not sleepy 'business ;
But must be look'd to speedily, and strongly,
Cym. Our expectation that it should be thus,
Hath made us forward. But, my gentle queen,
Where is our daughter ? She hath not appear'd
Before the Roman, nor to us hath tender'd
The duty of the day. She looks us like
A thing more made of malice, than of duty ;
We have noted it.—Call her before us ; for
We have been too light in sufferance. [Exit a servant.
Queen. Royal Sir,
Since the exile of Posthumus, most retir'd
Hath her life been ; the cure whereof, my lord,
'Tis time must do. 'Beseech your majesty,
Forbear sharp speeches to her. She's a lady
So tender of rebukes, that words are strokes,
And strokes death to her.
Re-enter

*34

C Y M B E L I N E,
Re-enter the Servant.

Cym. Where is she, Sir ? How
Can her contempt be answer'd ?
Serv. Please you, Sir,
Her chambers are all lock'd and there's no answer
That will be given to the loud noise we make.
Queen. My lord, when last I went to visit her,
She pray'd me to excuse her keeping close ;
Whereto constrain'd by her infirmity,
She should that duty leave unpaid to you,
Which daily she was bound to prosfer : this
She wish'd me to make known ; but our great court
Made me to blame in memory.
Cym. Her doors lock'd ?
Not seen of late ? grant heavens, that, which I fear,
Prove false !
[Exit.
Queen. Son, I say, follow the king.
Clot. That man of hers, Pisanio, her old servant,
I have not seen these two days.
[Exit.
Queen. Go, look after
Pisanio, that stands so for Posthumus !
He hath a drug of mine : I pray, his absence
Proceed by swallowing that ; for he believes
It is a thing most precious. But for her,
Where is she gone ? Haply, despair hath seiz'd her ;
Or, wing'd with fervor of her love, she's flown
To her desir'd Posthumus : gone she is
To death, or to dishonour ; and my end
Can make good use of either. She being down,
I have the placing of the British crown.
Re-enter Cloten.
How now, my son ?
Clot. 'Tis certain, she is fled.
Go in, and cheer the king : he rages ; none
Dare come about him.
Queen.
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Queen. All the better.—May
This night fore-stall him of the coming day !
[Exit Queen.
Clot. I love, and hate her :
for she's fair and
royal,
* And that she hath all courtly parts more exquisite
Than lady, ladies, woman ; from every one
The best she hath, and she, of all compounded,
Outsells them all : I love her therefore :
But,
Disdaining me, and throwing favours on
The low Posthumus, slanders so her judgment,
That what's else rare, is choak'd ; . and in that point
I will conclude to hate her, nay, indeed,
To be reveng'd upon her. For when fools
Shall
Enter Pisanio.
Who is here ? what ! are you packing, sirrah ?
Come hither. Ah ! you precious pandar ! villain,
Where is thy lady ? In a word, or else
Thou art straightway with the fiends.
[Drawing bis sword.
Pis. Oh, my good lord !
Clot. Where is thy lady ? or, by Jupiter,
I will not ask again. Close villain,
* And that Jhe batb all courtly parts more exquijite
Than lady ladies woman ; from each one
The best Jhe batb,
] The second line is intolerable
nonsense. It should be read and pointed thus,
Than lady ladies ; winning from each one.
The fense of the whole is this, I love her because she has, in a
more exquisite degree, all those courtly parts that ennoble [lady]
women of quality [ladies] winning from each of them the belt
of their good qualities, &c. Lady is a plural verb, and ladies
a noun governed of it ; a quaint expression in Shakespeare's
way, and suiting the folly of the character. Warburton.
I cannot perceive the second line to be intolerable, or to be
nonsense. The speaker only rises in his ideas. She has all
courtly parts, fays he, more exquisite than any lady, than all
ladies, than all womankind. Is this nonsense ? Johnson.
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I'll have this secret from thy heart, or rip
Thy heart to find it. Is she with Posthumus ?
From whose so many weights of baseness cannot
A dram of worth be drawn.
Pis. Alas, my lord,
How can she be with him ? When was she miss'd ?
He is in Rome.
Clot. Where is she, Sir ? Come nearer ;
No further halting. Satisfy me home,
What is become of her ?
Pis. Oh, my all-worthy lord !
Clot. All-worthy villain !
Discover where thy mistress is
at once,
At the next word
No more of worthy lord
Speak, or thy silence on the instant is
Thy condemnation and thy death.
Pis. Then, Sir,
This paper is the history of my knowledge
Touching her flight.
Clot. Let's see't : I will pursue her
Even to Augustus' throne.
Pis. 3 Or this, or perish.
~i
She's far enotigh ; and what he learns by this, > [sf/ide.
May prove his travel, not her danger.
}
Clot. Humh!
3 Or this, or perish.'] These words, I think, belong to
Cloten, who, requiring the paper, fays,
Let's see't : I will pursue her
Even to Augustus' throne. Or this, or perist).
Then Pisanio giving the paper, says to himself,
She's far enough, &c. Johnson.
I own I am of a different opinion. Or this, or perijh, pro
perly belongs to Pisanio, who says, as he gives the paper into
the hands of Cloten, I must either give it him freely, or perijh
in my attempt to keep it : or else may be considered as a reply to
his boast or following her to the throne of Augustus, and is
added flily. You will either do what you say, or perist.', wbicb
is the mote likely of the t.wo. Steevens.
2

Pis.
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Pis. I'll write to my lord, she's dead. Oh,")
Imogen,
> [Aside.
Safe may'st thou wander, safe return again ! j
Clot. Sirrah, Is this letter true ?
Pis. Sir, as I think.
Clot. It is Posthumus's hand ; I know't. Sirrah, if
thou wouldst not be a villain, but do me true service,
undergo those employments, wherein I mould have
cause to use thee, with a serious industry; that is, what
villany soe'er I bid thee do, to perform it directly and
truly, I would think thee an honest man : thou shouldst
neither want my means for thy relief, nor my voice
for thy preferment.
Pis. Well, my good lord.
Clot. 'Wilt thou serve me ? for since patiently and
constantly thou hast stuck to the bare fortune of that
beggar Posthumus, thou can'st not in the course of
gratitude but be a diligent follower of mine. Wilt
thou serve me ?
Pis. Sir, I will.
Clot. Give me thy hand ; here's my purse. Hast
any of thy late master's garments in thy possession ?
Pis. I have, my lord, at my lodging, the same
suit he wore when he took leave of my lady and
mistress.
Clot. The first service thou dost me, fetch that suit
hither. Let it be thy first service.—Go.
Pis. I shall, my lord.
[Exit.
Clot. Meet thee at Milford-Haven ?
I forgot to
ask him one thing ; I'll remember't anon.
Even
there, thou villain Posthumus, will I kill thee.
I
would these garments were come. She said upon a
time (the bitterness of it I now belch from my heart)
that she held the very garment of Posthumus in more
respect than my noble and natural person, together
with the adornment of my qualities. With that suit
upon my back, will I ravish her : first kill him, and

238

C Y M B E L I N E.

in her eyes. There shall she see my valour, which
will then be a torment to her contempt. He on the
ground, my speech of insultment ended on his dead
body, and when my lust hath dined which (as I say,
to vex her, I will execute in the clothes that she ib
prais'd) to the court til knock her back, foot her
home again. She hath despis'd me rejoicingly, and
I'll be merry in my revenge.
Enter Pisanio, with a suit of clothes.
Be those the garments ?
Pis. Ay, my noble lord.
Clot. How long is't fince she went to Milf-rdHaven ?
Pis. She can scarce be there yet.
Clot. Bring this apparel to my chamber ; that is
the second thing that I have commanded thee. The
third is, that thou wilt be a voluntary mute to my
defign. Be but duteous, and true preferment shall
tender itself to thee. My revenge is now at Milford;
would I had wings to follow it ! Come and be true.
[Exit.
Pis. Thou bidd'st me to my loss: for, true to thee,
Were to prove false, which I will never be
To him that is most true. To Milford go,
And find not her whom thou pursu'st. Flow, flow,
You heavenly blessings on her ! This fool's speed
Be crost with slowness..
. Labour be his meed !
[Exit.

SCENE
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SCENE

VI.

Changes to the sorest and cave.
Enter Imogen in boy's clothes.
Imo. I see, a man's life is a tedious one :
I have tir'd myself ; and for two nights together
Have made the ground my bed. I should be sick.,
But that my resolution helps me. Milford,
When from the mountain top Pisanio ihew'd thee,
Thou wast within a ken. O Jove, I think,
Foundations fly the wretched ; such, 1 mean,
Where they should be reliev'd. Two beggars told me
I could not miss my way. Will poor folk lye
That have asflictions on them ; knowing 'tis
A punishment, or trial ? yes: no wonder,
When rich ones scarce tell true. To lapse in fullness
1 Is sorer, than to lye for need \ and falihood
Is worse in kings than beggars. My dear lord !
Thour't one o' the false ones : now I think on thee,
My hunger's gone ; but even before, I was
At point to fink for food. But what is this ?
[Seeing the cave.
Here is a path to it : ——'tis some savage hold :
' It were best not call ; I dare not call : yet famine,
Ere clean it o'er-throw nature, makes it valiant :
Plenty and peace breeds cowards hardness ever
Of hardiness is mother. Ho ! .who's here ?
1 If any thing that's civil, speak ; if savage,
Take, or lend—Ho !— No answer ? Then I'll enter.
Best
1 Is sorer,
] Is a greater, or heavier crime. Johnson.
* If any thing that's civil,
] Civil, for human creature.
Warburton.
If any thing that's civil, speak ; if savage,
Take ok lend.
] She is in doubt, whether this cave
be the habitation of a man or beast. If it be the former, she
bids
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Best draw my sword ; and if mine enemy
But fear the sword like me, he'll scarcely look on't.
Such a foe, good heavens !
[Sbe goes info ibe cave.
Enter Belarius, Guiderius, and Arviragus.
Bel. You, Polydore, have prov'd best woodman, and
Are master of the feast. Cadwal and I
Will play the cook and servant ; 'tis our match :
The sweat of industry would dry, and die,
But for the end it works to. Come ; our stomachs
Will make what's homely, savoury : weariness
Can snore upon the flint, when resty sloth
Finds the down pillow hard. Now peace be here,
Poorhouse, that keep'st thyself !
bids him speak ; if the latter, that is, the den of a savage beast,
what then ? Take or lend—We should read,
Take 'or 't end.
V e. Take my life ere famine end it. Or was commonly used
for ere : this agrees to all that went before. But the Oxford
Editor cuts the knot;
Take, or yield food,
fays he ; as if it was possible so plain a sentence should, ever
have been blundered into Take or lend. Warburton.
I suppose the emendation proposed will not easily be received ;
it is strained and obscure, and the objection against HaDmer's
reading is likewise very strong. I question whether, after the
.words, is savage, a line be not lost. I can offer nothing
better than to read,
Ho ! who's here ?
If any thing that's civil, take or lend,
If savage, speak.
Is you arc civilised and peaceable, take a price for what I want,
or lend it for a future recompence; if you are rough inhospitable
inhabitants of the mountain, speak, that I may know my
state, Johnson.
Is any thing that's civil, speak ; if savage,
Take, or lend Ho !—
-] It is by no means necessary
to suppose that savage hold signifies the habitation of a beast.
It may as well be used for the cave of a savage, or miild man,
who, in the romances of the time, were represented as residing
in the woods like the famous Orson, or Bremo the vjild man in
the play of Mucedorus. Sr E evens.
Cuid.
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Guid. I am thoroughly weary.
Arv. I am weak with toil, yet strong in appetite.
Guid. There is cold meat i' the cave, we'll brouze
on that,
Whilst what we have kill'd be cook'd.
Bel. Stay ; come not in :
{Looking in.
But that it eats our victuals, I should think
Here were a fairy.
Guid. What's the matter, Sir ?
Bel. By Jupiter, an angel ! or, if not,
An earthly paragon ! Behold divineness
No elder than a boy !
,
Enter Imogen.
Into. Good masters, harm me not :
Before I enter'd here, I call'd ; and thought
To have begg'd, or bought, what I have took : good
troth,
I have stolen nought ; nor would not, though I had
found
Gold strew'd o' the floor. Here's money for my meat :
I would have left it on the board, so soon
As I had made my meal and parted
With prayers for the provider.
Guid. Money, youth ?
Arv. All gold and silver rather turn to dirt !
As 'tis no better reckon'd, but of those
Who worship dirty gods.
Imo. I fee you are angry :
Know, if you kill me for my fault, I should
Have dy'd had I not made it.
Bel. Whither bound ?
Imo. To Milford-Haven.
Bel. What's your name ?
Imo. Fidele, Sir. I have a kinsman, who
Is bound for Italy ; he embark'd at Milford^
To whom being going, almost spent with hunger,
I am fallen in this offence.
Vol. IX.
Q_
Bel.
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Bel. Pr'ythee, fair youth,
Think us no churls ; nor measure our good minds
By this rude place we live in. Well encounter'd !
'Tis almost night : you shall have better cheer
Ere Boys,
you depart
bid him
; and
welcome.
thanks to stay and eat.
Guid. Were you a woman, youth,
I mould woo hard, but be your groom in honesty ;
3 I'd bid for you, as Pd buy.
Arv. I'll make't my comfort
He is a man ; I'll love him as my brother :
And such a welcome as I'd give to him,
After long absence, such is yours : —Most welcome !
Be sprightly, for you fall 'mongst friends.
Imo. 'Mong'st friends !
If brothers, would it had been so, that they 1
Had been my father's sons! +then had my prize >[A/ide.
Been less ; and so more equal ballasting
J
To thee, Posthumus.
Bel. He wrings at some distress.
Guid. Would I could free't !
Arv. Or I, whate'er it be,
What pain it cost, what danger ! Gods !
Bel. Hark, boys.
[fVhispering.
Imo. Great men,
That had a court no bigger than this cave,
That did attend themselves, and had the virtue
Which their own conscience seal'd them (laying by
3 I'd bid for you, as I'd buy.] This is Hanmer's reading.
The other copies,
I bid for you, as I do buy. Johnson.
*
— then had my prize
Been less; and so more equal ballasting] HanmeR. reads
plausibly, but without necessity, price, for prize, and balancing,
for ballasting. He is followed by Dr. Warburton. The
meaning is, Had 1 been a less prize, I should not have been too
heavy for Posthumus. Johnson.
a
That
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5 That nothing-gift of differing multitudes)
Could not out-peer these main. Pardon me, gods !
I'd change my sex to be companion with them,
Since Leonatus false
.
Bel. It shall be so.
Boys, we'll go dress oiir hunt. Fair youth, come in :
Discourse is heavy, fasting ; when we have supp'd,
We'll mannerly demand thee of thy story,
So far as thou wilt speak it.
Guid. I pray, draw near.
Arv. Tfxe night to the owl, and mOrn to the lark,
less welcome !
smb. Thanks, Sir.
Arv. I pray draw near.
[Exeunt^
SCENE

VII.

ROME.
Enter two Roman Senators, and Tribunes.
1 Sen. This is the tenor of the emperor's writ ;
1 That fince the common men are now in action
'Gainst the Pannonians and Dalmatians,
5 That nothing-gift of differing multitudes)] The poet must
irtean, that court, that obsequious adoration, which the (lusting
vulgar pay to the great, is a tribute of no price or value. I
am persuaded therefore our poet coined this participle from the
French verb, and wrote,
That nothing-gift of defering multitudes,
i. e. obsequious, paying deference.
Deferer, Cedir par
refpec? a quelcun, obeir, condtfeendere, &C.
Deferent, civil,
rejpetlueux, Sec. Richelet. Theobald.
He is followed by Sir T. Hanmer and Dr. Warburton ;
but I do not fee why differing may not be a general epithet, and
the expression equivalent to the many-headed rabble. Johns.
1 That since the common men are now in aSlion
'Gainjl the Pannonians and Dalmatians,
And that, &C.] These facts are historically true. Stfev.
O 2

And
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And that the legions now in Gallia are
Full weak to undertake our wars against
The fallen-off Britons ; that we do incite
The gentry to this business. He creates
Lucius pro-consul : 1 and to you, the tribunes,
For this immediate levy, he commands
His absolute commission. Long live Cæsar !
Tiri. Is Lucius general of the forces ?
2 Sen. Ay.
Tri. Remaining now in Gallia ?
i Sen. With those legions
'Which I have spoke of, whereunto your levy
Must be supplyant : the words of your commission
Will tie you to the numbers and the time
Of their dispatch.
Tri. We will discharge our duty.
[Exeunt.

*

and to you, the tribunes,
For tbii immediate levy, he commands
His absolute commijjion.
] Commands his commijjion is
such a phrase as Shakespeare would hardly have used. I have
ventur'd to substitute ;
he commends
His absolute commission.
i. e. He recommends the care of making this levy to you ; and
gives you an absolute commission for so doing. Warb.
The plain meaning is, he commands the commission to be
given to you. So we fay, I ordered the materials to the
workmen. Johnson,

A

C

T

CYMBELINE.

ACT

IV.

S C E N E

245

I.

The forest, near the cave.
Enter Clot en.
I A M near to the place where they should meet, if
Pisanio have mapp'd it truly. How fit his gar
ments serve me ! Why mould his mistress, who was
made by him that made the taylor, not be fit too ?
the rather (saving reverence of the word) because, 'tis
said, a woman's fitnels comes by fits. Therein I must
play the workman. I dare speak it to myself (for it is
not vain-glory for a man and his glass to confer, in his
own chamber I mean) the lines cf my body are as
well drawn as his ; no less young, more strong, not
beneath him in fortunes, beyond him in the advantage
of the time, above him in birth, alike conversant in
general services, and more remarkable in fingle oppo
sitions : yet this • ill-perseverant thing loves him in my
despight. What mortality is ! Posthumus, thy head,
which is now growing upon thy shoulders, siiall within
this hour be off; thy mistress enfore'd ; thy garments
cut to pieces a before her face : and all this done, spurn
her home to her father ; who may, haply, be a little
angry for my so rough usage ; but my mother,
having power of his testiness, shall turn all into my
commendations.
My horse is ty'd up safe. Out,
sword, and to a sore purpose ! Fortune, put them
1
ill-perscverant
] Hanmer. The former editions
have impcrjhvcrant. Johnson.
1
before thy face :
] Posthumus was to have his
head struck'off, and then his garments cut to pieces before his
sace; we should read,
her face, i.e. Imogen's, done to
despite her, who had said, she esteemed Posthumus's garment
above the person of Cloten. Warburton.
3
into
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into my hand ! This is the very description of their
meeting-place ; and the fellow dares not deceive me.
[Exit.
SCENE

H.

the cave.
Enter Belarius, Guiderius, Arviragus, and Imogen.
Bel. You are not well : remain here in the cave ;
We'll come to you after hunting.
Arv. Brother, stay here :
[To Imogen.
Are we not brothers ?———
Imo. So man and man should be ;
But clay and clay differs in dignity,
'Whose dust is both alike. I am very sick.
Guid. Go you to hunting, I'll abide with him.
Imo. So sick I am not, yet I am not well ;
But not so citizen a wanton, as
To seem to die ere sick : so please you, leave me ;
1 Stick to your journal course : the breach of custom
Is breach of all. I am ill ; but your being by me
Cannot amend me. Society is no comfort
To one not sociable. 1 am not very sick,
Since I can reason of it. Pray you, trust me here :
I'll rob none but myself : and let me die,
Stealing so poorly.
Guid. I love thee ; I have spoke it :
* How much the quantity, the weight as much,
As I do love my father.
Bel. What? how? how?
1 Stick to your journal course : the breach of custom
Is breach of all.—] Keep, yow daily course uninterrupted ;
if the stated plan of life is once broken, nothing follows but
confusion. Johnson.
1 How much the quantity,
] I read,
As much the quantity.
Johnson.
Arv.
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Arv. If it be fin to say so, Sir, I yoke me
In my good brother's fault : —I know not why
I love this youth ; and. I have heard you say,
Love's reason's without reason. The bier at door,
And a demand who is't shall die, I'd say,
*« My father, not this youth."
Bel. O noble strain !
0 worthiness of nature, breed of greatness !
Cowards father cowards, and base things fire bast* :
Nature hath meal and bran ; contempt and grace.
1 am not their father ; yet who this should be,
Doth miracle itself, lov'd before me !
■
'Tis the ninth hour 0' the morn.
Arv. Brother, farewell.
Into. I wish ye sport.
Arv. You health.
So please you, Sir.
Imo. [Aside.] These are kind creatures.
Gods,
what lies I have heard !
Our courtiers say, all's savage, but at court :
Experience, oh, thou disprov'll report !
The imperious seas breed monsters ; for the dish
Poor tributary rivers as sweet fish.
I arn sick still ; heart-sick :
Pisanio,
I will now taste of thy drug. [Drinks cut of the phial.
Guid. 3 I could not stir him :
He said he was * gentle, but unfortunate ;
Dishonestly afflicted, but yet honest.
Arv. Thus did he answer me ; yet said, hereafter
I might know more.
Bel. To the field," to the field.
—.—We'll leave you for this time ; go in, and rest.
Arv. We'll not be long away.
Bel. Pray, be not fick,
For you must be cur housewife.
* I could not siirhim:\ Not move him to tell his story. Johns.
*
gentle, but unfortunate ;] Gentle, is well born, oi birth
above the vulgar. Johnson.
Q^4
Imo.
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Imo. Well or ill,
I am bound to you.
[Exit Imogen to the cave.
Bel. And shalt be ever.
This youth, howe'er distress'd, appears to have had
Good ancestors.
Arv. How angel-like he sings !
Guid. But his neat cookery !
Arv. He cut our roots in characters*,
And saue'd our broth, as Juno had been sick,
And he her dieter.
Arv. Nobly he yokes
A smiling with a sigh ; as if the sigh
Was that it was, for not being such a smile ;
The smile moc king the sigh, that it would fly
From so divine a temple, to commix
With winds that sailors rail at.
Guid. 1 do note,
That grief and patience, rooted in him both,
$ Mingle their spurs together.
Arv. Grow, patience!
And let the 6 stinking elder, Grief, untwine
His perishing root, with the encreasing vine !
Bel. 1 It is great morning.
Come ; away.
Who's there?
Enter Cloten.
Clot. I cannot find those runagates : that villain
Hath mock'd me :
1 am faint.
5 Mingle their spurs together.] Spurs, an old word ser the
fibres of a tree. Pope.
6
stinking elder, ] Shakespeare had only seen Enilijh
tvines which grow ng?in;l walls, and therefore may be sometimes
entangled with the elder. Perhaps we should read untwine
from the vine. o H N s o k .
Mr. Hawkins proposes to read entwinc. He fays, " Let the
" stinking elder [Grief] entzvine his root with the vine
«* [Patience] and in the end Patience must outgrow Grief."
Steevens.
. ' U is great morning.—] A Gallicism. Grandjour. Steev.
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Bel. Those runagates!
Means he not us ? I partly know him ; 'tis
Cloten, the son o' the queen. I fear some ambush.
I saw him not these many years, and yet
I know 'tis he.—We are held as out-laws.—Hence.
Guid. He is but one you and my brother search
What companies are near : pray you, away ;
Let me alone with him.
[Exeunt Belarius and Arviragus.
Clot. Soft ! what are you,
That fly me thus ? some villain-mountaineers ?
I have heard of such. What stave art thou ?
Guid. A thing
More slavish did I ne'er, than answering
A slave without a knock.
Clot. Thou art a robber,
A law-breaker, a villain : yield thee, thief.
Guid. To whom ? to thee ? What art thou ? Have
not I
An arm as big as thine ? a heart as big ?
Thy words, I grant, are bigger ; for I wear not
My dagger in my mouth. Say, what thou art ;
Why I should yield to thee ?
Clot. Thou villain base,
Know'st me not by my clothes ?
Guid. No, nor thy taylor, rascal,
Who is thy grandfather he made those clothes,
Which, as it seems, make thee.
Clot. Thou precious varlet,
My taylor made them not.
Guid. Hence then, and thank
The man that gave them thee. Thou art some fool ;
I am loth to beat thee.
Clot. Thou injurious thief,
Hear but my name, and tremble.
Guid. What's thy name ?
Clot. Cloten, thou villain.
Guid. Cloten, thou double villain, be thy name,
I cannot
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I cannot tremble at it ; were it toad, adder, spider,"
'Twould move me sooner.
Clot. To thy further fear,
Nay, to thy mere confusion, thou shalt know
I am son to the queen.
Guid. I am sorry for't ; not seeming
So worthy as thy birth.
Clot. Art not afraid ?
Guid. Those that I reverence, those I fear; the wise :
At fools I laugh, not fear them.
Clot. Die the death :
When I have slain thee with my proper hand,
I'll follow those that even now fled hence,
And on the gates of Lud's town set your heads.
8 Yield, rustic mountaineer.
[Fight, and exeunt.
8 Yield, rustic mountaineer.] I believe, upon examination, the
character of Cloten will not prove a very consistent one. Act i.
scene 4. the lords who are conversing with him on the subject of
his rencontre with Polthumus, represent the latter as having
neither put forth his strength or courage, but still advancing for
wards to the prince, who retired before him; yet at this his last
appearance, we fee him fighting gallantly, and falling by the
hand of Arviragus. The same persons afterwards speak of him
as of a mere ass or idiot; and yet, act iii. scene 1. he re
turns one of the noblest and most reasonable answers to the_
Roman envoy: and the rest of his conversation on the same
subject, though it may lack form a little, by no mean? resembles
the language of folly. He behaves with proper dignity and
civility at parting with Luqius, and yet is ridiculous and brutal
in his treatment of Imogen. Belarius describes him as not
having fense enough to know what fear is (which he defines as
being sometimes the effect of judgment) ; and yet he forms very .
artful schemes for gaining the affection of his mistress, by
means of her attendants ; to get. her person into his power
afterwards ; and seems to be no less acquainted with the character
of his father, and the ascendancy the queen maintained over
his uxorious weakness. We find him, in stxort, represented at
once as brave and dastardly, civil and brutal, sagacious and
foolish, without that subtilty of distinction which constitutes
the excellence of such mixed characters as the Nurse in Romeo
and Juliet, and Polonius in the tragedy of Hamlet. Steevens.
Enter
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Enter Belarius and Arviragus.
Bel. No company's abroad.
Arv. None in the world : you did mistake him,
sure.
Bel. I cannot tell : long is it since I saw him,
But time hath nothing blurr'd those lines of favour
Which r.hen he wore ; 9 the snatches in his voice,
And burst of speaking, were as his ; I am absolute
'Twas very Cloten.
Arv. In this place we left them ;
I wish my brother make good time with him,
You say he is so fell.
Bel. 1 Being scarce made up,
I mean, to man, he had not apprehension
Of roaring terrors : for the effect of judgment,
Is oft the cause of fear. But see, thy brother.
Enter
9

the snatches in his voice,
And burst of speaking,
] This is one of our author's
strokes of observation. An abrupt aud tumultuous utterance
very frequently accompanies a confused arid cloudy under
standing. Johnson.
1 In the old editions,
Being scarce made up,
I mean, to man, he had not apprehenfion
Of roaring terrors : for defect ofjudgment.
Is oft the cause of fear.
] If I understand this
passage, it is mock reasoning as it stands, and the text must
have been slightly corrupted. Belarius is giving a description
of what Cloten formerly was ; and in answer to what Arviragus
fays of his being so fell. " Ay, fays Belarius, he was so fell ;
" and being scarce then at man's estate, he had no apprehension
" of roaring terrors, i. e. of any thing that could check him
" with fears." But then, how does the inference come in,
built upon this ? For defect of judgment is oft the cause of
sear. I think, the poet meant to have said the mere contrary.
Cloten was defective in judgment, and therefore did not fear.
Apprehensions of fear grow from a judgment in weighing
dangers. And a very easy change, from the traces of the
letters,
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Enter Guiderius, with CloterCs bead.

Guid. This Cloten was a fool; an empty purse,
There was no money in't : not Hercules
Could have knock'd out his brains, for he had none.
Yet I not doing this, the fool had borne
My head, as I do his.
Bel. What hast thou done ?
Guid. 2 I am perfect, what : cut osf one Cloten's
head,
Son to the queen, after his own report ;
Who call'd me traitor, mountaineer ; and swore
With his own single hand he'd 3 take us in ;
Displace our heads, where, thank the gods, they grow,
And set them on Lud's town.
Bel. We are all undone !
Guid. Why, worthy father, what have we to lose
But what he swore to take, our lives ? The law
Protects not us ; then why should we be tender,
To let an arrogant piece of flesh threat us ?•
Play judge, and executioner, all himself,
For we do fear the law ? What company '
Discover you abroad ?
Bel. No single soul
Can we set eye on ; but, in all safe reason,
letters, gives us this fense, and reconciles the reasoning of the
whole passage :
for th' effetl of judgment
Is oft the cause of scar.
Theobald.
Hanmer reads, with equal jullness of sentiment,
.
for defect of judgment
Is oft the cure of sear.
But, I think, the play of effetl and cause more resembling the
manner of our author. Johnson.
1 I'm perfect, <what :
] I am w. 11 informed, what. So
in this play,
I'm perfeQ, the Pannonians are in arms. Johnson.
1
take ui in ;] To lake in, was the phrase in use for to
apprehend an our-law, or to make him amenable to public
justice. Johnson,
He
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He must have some attendants. * Though his honour
Was nothing but mutation ; ay, and that
From one bad thing to worse ; not frenzy, not
Absolute madness, could so far have rav'd,
To bring him here alone : although, perhaps,
It may be heard at court, that such as we
Cave here, hunt here, are out-laws, and in time
May make some stronger head ; the which he hearing,
(As it is like him) might break out, and swear,
He'd fetch us in ; yet is't not probable
To come alone, nor he so undertaking,
Nor they so suffering : then on good ground we fear,
If we do fear this body hath a tail
More perilous than the head.
Arv. Let ordinance
Come, as the gods foresiiy it : howsoe'er,
My brother hath done well. Bel. I had no mind
To hunt this day : the boy Fidele's sickness
s Did make my way long forth.
Guid. With his own sword,
Which he did wave against my throat, I have ta'en
*

. Though his honour
Was nothing but mutation, &C.J What hss his honour to do
here, in his being changeable in this fort ? in his acting as a
madman, or not ? I have ventured to substitute humour, against
the authority of the printed copies ; and the meaning Teems
plainly this : " Though he was always sickle to th; last degree,
" and governed by humour, not found sense; yet not madness
" itself could make him so hardy to attempt an enterprize of
" this nature alone, and unfeconded." Theobald.
Though his honour
Was nothing but mutation;—] Mr. Theobald, as usual,
not understanding this, turns honour to humour. But the text
is right, and means, that the only notion he had of honour,
was the fashion, which was perpetually changing. A sine stroke
of satire, well expressed : yet the Oxford Editor follows Mr.
Theobald. Warburton.
5 Did make my -way long forth.] Fidele's sickness made my
walk forth from the cave ttdious. Johnson.

254

C Y M fe E L I

E.

His head from him ; I'll throw it into the creek
Behind our rock ; and let it to the sea,
And tell the fifties, he's the queen's son, Cloteri :
That's all I reck.
[Exit.
Bel. I fear 'twill be revehg'd.
'Would, Polydore, thou hadst not dofte't! though
valour
Becomes thee well enough.
Arv. Would I had dohe't,
So the revenge alone pursu'd me ! Polydore,
I love thee bfotherly, but envy much,
Thou'st rbbb'd me of this deed : I would, 6 revenges
That possible strength might meet, would seek us thro,'
And put us to our answer.
Bel. Well, 'tis done.
We'll hunt rio more to-day, hor seek for danger
Where there's no profit. I ppythee, to our rock ;
You and Fidek play the cooks : Pll stay
Till hasty Polydore return, and bring him
To dinner presently.
Arv. Poor sick Fidele !
Pll willingly to him ; to gain his colour,
7 I'd let a parish of such Clotens blood,
And praise myself for charity.
[Exit.
6

'— revenges
That possible strength might meet,—
] Such pursuit of
vengeance as sell within any possibility of opposition. Johns.
7 I'd let a parish of such Clotens Hood',] This nonsense
should be corrected thus ;
I'd let a marifo of filch Clotens blood,
i. e. a marsh or lake. So Smith, in his account of Virginia,
" Yea Venice, at this time the admiration of the earth, was
•* at sirst but a mdrijh, inhabited by poor sishermen." In the
first book of Maccabees, chap. ix. vet. 24. the translators uft
the word in the same fense. Warburton.
The learned commentator has dealt the reproach of nonsense
very liberally through this play. Why this is nonsense, I can
not discover. I would, says the young prince, to recover
Fidele, kill as many Clotens as would sill a parijh. Johnson.
Bel
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Bel. O thou goddess,
Thou divine Nature, thou thyself thou blazon'st
In these two princely boys ! They are as gentle
As zephyrs, blowing below the violet,
Not wagging his sweet head ; and yet as rough,
Their royal blood enchaf'd, as the rudest wind,
That by the top doth take the mountain pine,
And make him stoop to the vale. Tis wonderful,
That an invisible instinct should frame them
To royalty unlearn'd ; honour untaught ;
Civility not seen from other ; valour
That wildly grows in them, but yields a crop
As if it had been sow'd ! Yet still it's strange
What Cloten's being here to us portends,
Or what his death will bring us.
Re-enter Guiderius.
Guid. Where's my brother ?
I have sent Cloten's clot-pole down the stream
In embassy to his mother : his body's hostage
For his return.
Bel. My ingenious instrument !
Hark, Polydore ! it sounds ! but what occasion
Hath Cadwal now to give it motion ? Hark !
Guid. Is he at home ?
Bel. He went hence even now.
Guid. What does he mean ? Since death o:
dearest mother
It did not speak before. AH solemn things
Should answer solemn accidents. The matter ?.
Triumphs for nothing, and lamenting toys,
Is jollity for apes, and grief for boys.
Is Cadwal mad ?

Enter
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Enter Arviragus, with Imogen dead, bearing her in
bis arms.
Bel. Look, here he comes !
And brings the dire occasion, in his arms,
Of what we blame him for.
Arv. The bird is dead
That we have made so much on. I had rather
Have skipt from sixteen years of age to sixty ;
And turn'd my leaping time into a crutch,
Than have seen this.
Guid. Oh sweetest, fairest lilly !
My brother wears thee not the one half so well,
As when thou grew'st thyself.
Bel. 8 O melancholy !
Who ever yet could sound thy bottom ? find
The ooze, to shew what coast thy siuggish crare
Might easiliest harbour in ?—Thou blessed thing !
Jove knows, what man thou might'st have made*
but ah
Thou dy'st, a most rare boy, of melancholy! —
How found you him ?
Arv. Stark, as you fee ;
Thus smiling, as some fly had tickled slumber,
* O, melancholy !
Who everyet could found tby bottom ? sind
The ooze, to Jheto what coajl thy fluggijh crare
Might easilicst harbour in ?
] The folio reads,
thy sluggish care :
which Dr. Warburton allows to be a plausible reading, bat
substitutes carrack it its room; and with this Dr. Johnson
tacitly acquiesces, and inserts it in the text. Mr. Sympson,
in his notes on Beaumont and Fletcher, vol. vi. page 441. has
retrieved the true reading, which is,
thy sluggish crare.
See The Captain, page 10.
let him venture
" In some decay'd crare of his own."
A crare, fays the author of The Revisal, is a small trading
vessel, called in the Latin of the middle ages crayera. Steev.
Not
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Not as death's dart, being laugh'd at : his right cheek
Reposing on a cushion,
Guid. Where ?
Arv. O' the floor^
His arms thus leagu'd. I thought he slept; and put
My clouted brogues from off my feet, whose rudeness
Answer'd my steps too loud.
Guid. Why, he but sleeps :
If he be gone, he'll make his grave a bed ;
With female fairies will his tomb be haunted,
And worms will not come to thee.
Arv. With fairest flowers,
Whilst summer lasts, and I live here, Fidele,
I'll sweeten thy sad grave. Thou shalt not lack
The flower, that's like thy face, pale primrose ; nor
The azur'd hair-bell, like thy veins ; no, nor
The leaf of eglantine, whom, not to slander,
Out-sweeten'd not thy breath. 9 The ruddock would,
With charitable bill (oh bill, fore-shaming
Those rich-left heirs, that let their fathers lie
Without a monument !) bring thee all this ;
9

The ruddock would,
With charitable bill, bring thee all this ;
Yea, and furr'd moss besides, whenstow'rs arc none,
To winter-grcund thy corse.—] Here again, the metaphor
is strangely mangled. What fense is there in winter-grounding
a corse with most. A corse might indeed be said to be wintergrounded in good thick clay. But the epithet furr'd to moss
directs us plainly to another reading,
To winter-rows thy corse :
>i. e. the summer habit shall be a light gown of sewers, thy
winter habit a good warm furr'd gown of most. Warb.
I have no doubt but that the rejected word was Shakespeare's,
since the protection of the dead, and not their ornament, was
what he meant to express. To winter-ground a plant, is to
protect it from the inclemency of the winter-season, by straw,
dung- &c. laid over it. This precaution is commonly taken in
respect of tender trees or flowers, such as Arviragus, who loved
Fidele, represents her to be.
The ruddock is the red-breast, and is so called by Chaucer
and Spenser :
" The tame ruddock, and the coward kite." Steev.
Vol. IX.
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Yea, snd furr'd moss besides, when flowers are none,
To winter-ground thy corse.——
Guid. Pr'ythee have done ;
And do not play in wench-like words with that
Which is so serious. Let us bury him,
And not protract with admiration what
Is now due debt.—To the grave.
Arv. Say, where shall's lay him ?
Guid. By good Euriphile, our mother.
Arv. Be't so :
And let us, Polydore, though now our voices
Have got the mannish crack, fing him to the ground,
As, once, our mother ; use like note, and words,
Save that Euriphile must be Fidele.
Guid. Cadwal,
I cannot fing : I'll weep, and word it with thee :
For notes ot sorrow, out of tune, are worse
Than priests and fanes that lie.
Ami. We'll speak it then.
Bel. Great griefs, I fee, medicine the less : for
Cloten
Is quite forgot. He was a queen's son, boys ;
And though he came our enemy, remember,
1 He was paid for that : tho' mean and mighty, rotting
Together, have one dust ; yet 1 reverence,
(That angel of the world) doth make distinction
Of place 'twixt high and low. Our foe was princelyj
And though you took his life, as being our foe,
Yet bury him as a prince.
1 He wai paid for that :
] Hanmer reads,
He bus paid for that:
rather plausibly than lightly. Paid ib for punified. So Jossoft,
" Twenty things more, my friend, which you know due,
" For which, or pay me quickly, or I'll pey you."
Johnson.
re-verence,
(That angel of the 'world)
] Reverence, or due regard
to subordination, is the power that keeps peace and order in
the world. Johnson.
..
2
Gma.
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Guid. Pray you, fetch him hither.
Therfites' body is as good as Ajax,
When neither are alive.
Arv. If you'll go fetch him,
We'll fay our song the whilst. Brother, begin.
[Exit Belarius.
Guid. Nay, Cadwal, we must lay his head to the
East ;
My father hath a reason fort.
Arv. 'Tis true.
Guid. Come on then, and remove him.
Arv. So, begin.
S

O

N

G.

Guid. Fear no more the beat 0' the sun,
Nor the furious winter's rages ;
'Thou thy worldly task hast done,
Home art come, and ta'en thy wages.
Both golden lads and girls all must,
As chimney sweepers, come to dust.
Arv. 3 Fear no more the frown d1 the great,
Thou art past the tyrant's stroke ;
Care no more to cloath and eat ;
To thee the reed is as the oak :
+ Tbe scepter, learning, physic, must

' Fear no more, Sec.] This is the topic of consolation that
nature dictates to all men on these occasions. The fame farewell,
we have over the dead body in Lucian. TUrar ofiKtoit *k..ti
J'i.^nfdt, iitSTt irimurtif, iSc. Warburton.
* The scepter, learning, &c.] The poet's sentiment seems to
have been this. All human excellence is equally subject to tho
stroke of death : neither the power of kings, nor the science of
scholars, nor the art of those whose immediate study is the
prolongation of life, can protect them from the final destiny of
au. Johnson.
Guidr
R 2
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Guid. Fear. no more the lightning-flash.
Arv. Nor the all-dreaded thunder-stone.
Guid. 5 Fear not jlander, censure rajh.
Arv. Thou hast finish djoy and moan.
Both. All lovers young, all lovers must
6 Consign to thee, and come to dust.
Guid. No exorcifer harm thee !
Arv. Nor no witchcraft charm thee I
Guid. Ghost, unlaid, forbear thee !
Arv. Nothing ill come neat thee !
Both. Quiet consummation have ;
And renowned be thy grave ! 7
Re-enter Belarius, with the body of Cloten.

Guid. We have done our obsequies : come, lay
him down.
Bel. Here's a few flowers, but about midnight,
more :
The herbs, that have on them cold dew o' the night,
Are strewings fitt'st for graves.—Upon their faces \—
You were as flowers, now wither'd : even so .
These herb'lets shall, which we upon you strow.—
Come on, away. Apart upon our knees.
—The ground, that gave them first, has them again:
Their pleasure here is past, so is their pain. [Exeunt.
1 Fear not Jlander, &.C.] Perhaps,
Fear not jlander's censure rash. Johnson.
6 Consign to thee,
] Perhaps,
Consign to this.
And in the former stanza, for all fellow this, we might read,
all follow thee. Johnson.
7 For the obsequies of Fidele, a song was written by my
unhappy friend, Mr. William Collins of Chichester, a man of
uncommon learning and abilities. I shall give it a place at the
end in honour of his memory. Johnson.
Imogen.
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- Imogen, awaking.
Imo. Yes, Sir, to Milford-Haven ; which is the
way ?
I thank you.
By yon' bush ?
Pray, how far
thither ?
* 'Ods pittikins !
can it be fix mile yet ?
I have gone all night : —'Faith I'll lie down and sleep.
But, soft ! no bedfellow :
Oh gods, and goddefies !
[Seeing the body.
These flowers are like the pleasures of the world ;
This bloody man, the care on't.—I hope, I dream ;
For so I thought, I was a cave-keeper,
And cook to honest creatures. But 'tis not so :
'Twas but a bolt of nothing, shot at nothing,
Which the brain makes of fumes. Our very eyes
Are sometimes like our judgments, blind. Good faith,
I tremble still with fear : but if there be
Yet left in heaven as small a drop of pity
As a wren's eye, fearM gods ! a part of it !
The dream's here still : even when I wake, it is
Without me, as within me ; not imagin'd, felt.
A headless man !
The garments of Posthumus !
I know the shape of his leg ; this is his hand,
His. foot Mercurial, his Martial thigh;
The brawns of Hercules : but ' his Jovial face
.
Murder in heaven?
how!
'tis gone ! . ■
Pisanio !
AU curses madded Hecuba gave the Greeks,
• *Ods pittikins !
] This diminutive adjuration is used
by Decker and Webster in Westward Hoe, 1607. Steevens.
.] Jovial face signisies in this
ive. It is frequently used in
the same sense by other old dramatic writers. So Heywood,
in The Silver Age,
"
Alcides here will stand,
" To plague you all with his high jovial hand."
Stef.vens.
R3
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And mine to boot, be darted on thee ! Thou
1 Conspir'd with that irregulous devil, Cloten,
Hast here cut off my lord. To write, and read,
Be henceforth treach'rous !
Damn'd Pisanio,
Hath with his forged letters
damn'd Pisanio !
.
From this the bravest vessel of the world
Struck the main-top ! Oh, Posthumus, alas,
Where is thy head ? where's that ? ah me, where's
that ?
Pisanio might have kill'd thee at the heart,
And left this head on.
How should this be?
Pisanio ?
'Tis he and Cloten. Malice and lucre in them
Have laid this woe here. Oh, 'tis pregnant, pregnant!
The drug he gave me, which, he laid, was precious
And cordial to me, have I not found it
Murd'rous to the senses ? That confirms it home :
This is Pisanio's deed, and Cloten's : oh !
Give colour to my pale cheek with thy blood,
That we the horrider may seem to those
Which chance to find us : oh, my lord ! my lord !
Enter Lucius, Captains, and a Soothsayer.
Cap. To them, the legions garrison'd in Gallia,
After your will, have cross'd the sea, attending
You here at Milford-Haven, with your ships :
They are in readiness.
Luc. But what from Rome ?
Cap. The senate hath stirr'd up the confiners,
• And gentlemen of Italy ; most willing spirits,
That promise noble service ; and they come
' Conspir'd wi/h, Sec.] The old copy reads thus,
:
thou
Conspir'd with that irregulous divel, Cloten.
I suppose it should be,
Conspir'd with t'j' irreligious devil, Cloten. Johns.
Under
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Under the conduct of bold Iachimo,
Syenna's brother.
Luc. When expect you them ?
Cap. With the next benefit o' the wind.
Luc. This forwardness
Makes our hopes fair.
Command, our present
numbers
Be muster'd ; bid the captains look to't. Now, Sir,
What have you dream'd, of late, of this war's pur
pose ?
Sooth. * Last night the very gods shew'd me a
vision :
(I fast, and pray'd for their intelligence.) Thus : —
I saw Jove's bird, the Roman eagle, wing'd
From the spungy South to this part of the West,
There vanish'd in the sun-beams : which portends,
(Unless my fins abuse my divination)
Success to the Roman host.
Luc. Dream often so,
And never false !
Soft, ho ! what trunk is here
Without his top ? The ruin speaks, that sometime
It was a worthy building.— How ! a page !
Or dead, or sleeping on him ? but dead, rather :
For nature doth abhor to make his couch
With the defunct, or sleep upon the dead.Let's see the boy's face.
Cap. He is alive, my lord.
1 Last night the very gods Jhew'd mt a vision:} The very
gods may, indeed, signify the gods themselves immediately,
and not by the intervention of other agents or instruments ;
yet I am persuaded the reading is corrupt, and that Shake
speare wrote,
La.l night, the warey gods
Warey here signifying, animadverting, forewarning, ready to
give notice ; not, as in its more usual meaning, cautious,
reserved. Warburton.
Of this meaning I know not any example, nor do I sec any
need of alteration. It was no common dream, but sent from
the very gods, or the gods themselves. Johnson.
R 4

Luc.
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Luc. He'll then instruct us of this body.—Young
one,
Inform us of thy fortunes ; for, it seems,
They crave to be demanded : who is this,
Thou mak'st thy bloody pillow ? Or, 3 who was he,
That, otherwise than noble nature did,
Hath alter'd that good figure ? What's thy interest
In this fad wreck ? How came it ? Who is it ?
What art thou ?
5 .
wbo was be.
That, otherwise than noble nature did,
Hatb alter'd that good piffurc?
] The editor, Mr.
Theobald, cavils at this paflage. He soys, it is far from
being stri3ly grammatical ; and yet, what is strange, he sub
joins a paraphrase cf his own, which shews it to be firiclly
grammatical. " For, soys he, the construction of these words
*' is this : who hath alter'd that good picture otherwise than
" nature alter'd it?" I suppose then this editor's meaning
was, that the grammatical construction would not conform to
the fense ; for a bad writer, like a bad man, generally says one
thing and means another. He subjoining, " Shakespeare de" signed to say (if the text be genuine) Who hath alter'd that
" good picture from what noble nature at first made it." Here
again lie is mistaken ; Shakespeare meant, like a plain man,
just as he spoke ; and as our editor first paraphrased him, Who
hath aha.d that good picture otherwise than nature alter d it ?
And the solution of the dissiculty in this sentiment, which so
much perplexed him, is this : the speaker sees a young man
without a head, and consequently much Jhorten'd in stature; on
which he breaks out into this exclamation : Who hath alter'd
this good form, by making it shorter ; so contrary to the practice
of nature, which by yearly accession of growth alters it by
making it taller. No occasion then for the editor to change did
into bid, with an allusion to the command against murder j
which then should have been forbid instead of bid. Warb.
Here are many words upon a very flight debate. The fense
is not much cleared by either critic. The question is asked,
not about a body, but a picture, which is not very apt to grow
shorter or longer. To do a picture, and a picture is well done,
tre standing phrases ; the question therefore is, Who has altered
fhis picture, so as to make it otherwise than nature did it.
Johnson.
Imo.
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Itno. I am nothing : or if not,
Nothing to be were better. This was my master,
A very valiant Briton, and a good,
That here by mountaineers lies flain : alas !
There are no more such masters : I may wander
From East to Occident, cry out for service,
Try many, all good, serve truly, never
Find such another master.
Luc. 'Lack, good youth !
Thou mov'st no less with thy complaining, than
Thy master in bleeding : say his name, good friend.
Imo. ♦ Richard du Champ. If I do lye, and do
No harm by it, though the gods hear, I hope, [Aside.
They'll pardon it. Say you, Sir ?
Luc. Thy name ?
Imo. Fidele, Sir.
Luc. Thou dost approve thyself the very same ;
Thy name well fits thy faith ; thy faith, thy name.
Wilt take thy chance with me ? I will not say
Thou shalt be so well masters ; but, be sure,
No less belov'd. The Roman emperor's letters,
Sent by a consul to me, should not sooner
Than thine own worth prefer thee. Go with me.
Imo. I'll follow, Sir. But first, an't please the gods,
I'll hide my master from the flies, as deep
* Richard du Champ.
] Shakespeare may be fairly sup
posed to have been indebted for his modern names (which
sometimes are mixed with ancient ones) as well as his anachro
nisms, to the falhionable novels of his time. In a collection of
stories entitled, A Petite Palace of Pettie bis Pleasure, 1 608, I
sind the following circumstances of ignorance and absurdity.
In the story of the Horatii and the Curiatii, the roaring of
cannons is mentioned. Cephalus and Procris are said to be of
the court of Venice, and " that her father virought so with
" the duke, that this Cephalus -was Jent post in ambaffage to the
" Turte.—1
Eriphile, after the death of her husband
" Amphiaraus, calling to mind the affection wherein Don
(I Infortunio was drowned towards her," &c. &c.
Steevens,
As
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As s these poor pickaxes can dig : and when
With wild wood-leaves and weeds I have strew'd his
grave,
And on it said a century of prayers,
Such as I can, twice o'er, I'll weep and sigh ;
And, leaving so his service, follow you»
So please you entertain me.
Luc. Ay, good youth ;
And rather father thee, than master thee.
My friends,
The boy hath taught us manly duties. Let us
Find out the prettiest daizied plot we can,
And make him with our pikes and partizans
A grave. Come, 6 arm him. Boy, he is preferrM
By thee to us, and he shall be interr'd
As soldiers can. Be cheerful ; wipe thine eyes :
Some falls are means the happier to arise.
[Exeunt.

SCENE

III.

1 Cymbeline's palace.
Enter Cymbeline, Lords, and Pisanio.
Cym. Again ; and bring me word, how 'tis with
her.
A fever with the absence of her son ;
A madness, of which her life's in danger : heavens !
How deeply you at once do touch me ! Imogen,
The great part of my comfort, gone : my queen
Upon a desperate bed ; and in a time
5
0

these poor pickaxes
] Meaning her fingers. Johns.
arm him.—*] That is, Take him up in your armi.
Hak.ver.
* Cymbeline's palace.] This scene is omitted against ail
authority by Sir T. Ha km er. It is indeed of no great use in
the progress of the fable, yet it makes a regular preparation for
the next act. Johnson.
When
,
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When fearful wars point at me : her son gone,
So needful for this present. It strikes me past
The hope of comfort. But for thee, fellow,
Who needs must know of her departure, and
Dost seem so ignorant, we'll enforce it from thee
By a sharp torture.
Pis. Sir, my life is yours,
I humbly set it at your will : but, for my mistress,
I nothing know where (he remains, why gone,
Nor when (he purposes return. 'Beseech your high
ness,
Hold me your loyal servant.
Lord. Good my liege,
The day that she was missing he was here :
1 dare be bound he's true, and shall perform
All parts of his subjection loyally. For Cloten,
There wants no diligence in seeking him,
2 And will no doubt be found.
Cym. The time is troublesome ;
We'll flip you for a season ; but * our jealousy [To Pis.
Does yet depend.
Lord. So please your majesty,
The Roman legions, all from Gallia drawn,
Are landed on your coast with a supply
Of Roman gentlemen, by the senate sent.
Cym. Now for the counsel of my son and queen ! —
I am amaz'd with matter.
Lord. Good my liege,
* Your preparation can affront no less
Than what you hear of. Come more, for more you're
ready ;
1 And •will
] I think it should read,
And he'll
Steevens.
3
our jealousy
Does yet depend.} My suspicion is yet undetermined ; if I
do not condemn you, I likewise have not acquitted you. We
now say, the cause is depending. Johnson.
* Your preparation, &c.] Your forces are able to fate such
a» army as we hear the enemy will bring against us. Johns.
The
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The want is, but to put these powers in motion
That long to move.
Cym. I thank you. Let's withdraw,
And meet the time, as it seeks us. We fear not
What can from Italy annoy us ; but
We grieve at chances here.
Away.
[Exeunt.
Pis. * I heard no letter from my master, since
I wrote him, Imogen was slain. 'Tis strange :
Nor hear I from my mistress, who did promise
To yield me often tidings. Neither know I,
What is betid to Cloten ; but remain
Perplex'd in all. The heavens still must work.
Wherein I am false, I am honest not true, to be true.
These present wars shall find I love my country,
Even 6 to the note o' the king, or I'll fall in them.
All other doubts, by time let them be clear'd :
Fortune brings in some boats, that are not steer'd.
[Exit.
SCENE

IV.

Before the cave.
Enter Belarius, Guiderius, and Arviragus.
Guid. The noise is round about us.
Bel. Let us from it.
Arv. What pleasure, Sir, find we in life, to lock it
From action and adventure ?
Guid. Nay, what hope
Have we in hiding us ? this way, the Romans
Must or for Britons slay us, or receive us
For barbarous and unnatural revolts
During their use, and slay us after.
5 / beard no letter—] I suppose we should read with Hanmk *,
I've Lad no letter.
Steevens.
e
to the note o' the king,
] I will so distinguish myself,
the king siiail remark my valour. Johnson.
Be!.
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Bel. Sons,
'We'll higher to the mountains ; there secure us.
To the king's party there's no going : newness
Of Cloten's death (we being not known, nor muster'd
Among the bands) may drive us to 1 a render
Where we have liv'd ; and so extort from us
That which we have done, * whose answer would be
death
Drawn on with torture.
Guid. This isj, Sir, a doubt,
In such a time, nothing becoming you,
Nor satisfying us.
Arv. It is not likely,
That when they hear the Roman horses neigh,
Behold 3 their quarter'd fires, have both their eyes
And ears so cloy'd importantly as now,
That they will waste their time upon our note
To know from whence we are.
Bel. Oh, I am known
Of many in the army : many years,
Though Cloten then but young, you see, not wore
him
From my remembrance. And, besides, the king
Hath not deserv'd my service, nor your loves,
Who find in my exile the want of breeding,
The certainty of this hard life, aye hopeless
To have the courtesy your cradle promis'd -3
But to be still hot summer's tanlings, and
The shrinking;: staves of winter.
1

a rentier
Where ixie ha.ve liv'd ;
] An account of our phcc of
abode. This dialogue is a just representation of the superfluous
caution of an old man. Johnson.
1
whese answer
] The retaliation of the death of
Cloten would be death, ice. Johnson.
3
their quarter'd fires,
] Their fires regularly dis
posed. Johnson.
Guid.
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Guid. Than be so,
Better to cease to be. Pray, Sir, to the army ;
I and my brother are not known ; yourself
So out of thought, and thereto so o'er-grown,
Cannot be question'd.
Arv. By this fun that shines,
I'll thither : what thing is it, that I never
Did fee man die ? scarce ever look'd on blood,
But that of coward hares, hot goats, and venison ?
Never bestrid a horse save one, that had
A rider like myself, who ne'er wore rowel,
Nor iron on his heel ? I am asham'd
To look upon the holy fun, to have
The benefit of his West beams, remaining
So long a poor unknown.
Guid. By heavens, 1*11 go : •
If you will bless me, Sir, and give me leave,
I'll take the better care; but if you will not,
The hazard therefore due fall on me, by
The hands of Romans \
Arv. So fay I Amen.
Bel. No reason I, since of your lives you set
So slight a valuation, should reserve
My crack'd one to more care. Have with you, boys :
If in your country wars you chance to die,
That is my bed too, lads ; and there I'll lie.
Lead, lead.—The time seems long : their blood thinks
seem
[Aside.
Till it fly out, and shew them princes born.
[Exeunt.

ACT
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ACT

V.

SCENE

L

Afield between the BritiJh and Roman camps.
Enter Pojlhumus, with a 1 bloody handkerchief.
POSTHVMUS.
1 TTEA, bloody cloth, I'll keep thee ; for I wish'd
j[ Thou shouldst be colour'd thus. You married
ones,
If each of you would take this course, how many
Must murder wives much better than themselves
For wrying but a little ? Oh, Pisanio !
Every good servant does not all commands :
No bond, but to do just ones. —Gods ! if you
Should have ta'en vengeance on my faults, I never
Had liv'd 3 to put on this : so had you sav'd
The noble Imogen to repent ; and struck
Me, wretch, more worth your vengeance. But, alack,
bloody handkerchies'.] The bloody token of Imogen's
death, which Pisanio in the foregoing act determined to send.
Johnson.
1 Tea, bloody cloth, &c.] This is a soliloquy of nature,
uttered when the effervescence of a mind agitated and perturbed
spontaneously and inadvertently discharges itself in words. The
speech, throughout all its tenor, if the last conceit be excepted,
leems to issue warm from the heart. He first condemns his own
violence ; then tries to disburden himself, by imputing part of
the crime to Pisanio ; he next sooths his mind to an artificial
and momentary tranquillity, by trying to think that he has
been only an instrument of the gods for the happiness of Imogen.
He is now grown reasonable enough to determine, that having
done so much evil he will do no more ; that he will not fight
against the country which he has already injured; but as life
is not longer supportable, he will die in a just cause, and die
with the obscurity of a man who does not think himself worthy
to be remembered. Johnson.
•
to put on
] Is to incite, to instigate. Johnson.
You
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You snatch some hence for little faults ; that's love,
To have them fall no more ; you some permit
To second ills with ills, * each elder worse ;
5 And make them dread it, to the doers' thrift.
But
*
each elder worse ;] For this reading all the later
editors have contentedly taken,
—'
each worse than other,
without enquiries whence they have received it. Yet they
know, or might know, that it has no authority. The original
copy reads,
each elder worle,
The last deed is certainly not the oldest, but Shakespeare calls
the deed of an elder man an elder deed. Johnson.
5 And make them dread it, to the doers' thrift.] The divinityschools have not furnished juster observations on the conduct of
Providence, than Posthumus gives us here in his private re
flections. You gods, fays he, act in a disferent manner with
your different creatures ;
You snatch some hence for little faults ; that's love,
To have them fall no more.
Others, fays our poet, you permit to live on, to multiply and
increase in' crimes,
And make them dread it, to the doers' thrift.
Here is a relative without an antecedent substantive ; which is
a breach of grammar. We must certainly read,
And make them dreaded, to the doers' thrift,
i.e. others you permit to aggravate one crime with more;
which enormities not only make them revered and dreaded, but
turn in other kinds to their advantage. Dignity, respect, and
prosit, accrue to them from crimes committed with impunity.
Theobald.
This emendation is followed by Hanmer. Dr. War
burton reads, 1 know not whether by the printer's negligence,
And make them dread, to the doers' thrift.
There seems to be no very satisfactory fense yet offered. I
read, but with hesitation,
And make them deeded, to the doers' thrift.
The word deeded I know not indeed where to find ; but Shake
speare ha?, in another sense undeeded, in Macheth:
*'
my sword
" I sheath again undeeded."
I will try again, and read thus,
others you permit
To second ills with ills, each other worse,
And make them trade it, to the doers' thrift.
Trade
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But Imogen's your own. 9 Do your best wills,
And make me blest to obey ! —
am brought hither
Among the Italian gentry, and to fight
Against my lady's kingdom. 'Tis enough*
That, Britain, I have kill'd thy mistress. Peace !
I'll give no wound to thee. Therefore, good heavens,
Hear patiently my purpose : I'll disrobe me
Of these Italian weeds, and suit myself
As does a Briton peasant : so I'll fight
Against the part I come with ; so I'll did
For thee, O Imogen, even for whom my life
Is, every breath, a death : and thus unknownj
Pitied nor hated, to the face of peril
Myself I'll dedicate. Let me make men know'
More valour in me, than my habits shew.
Gods, put the strength o' the Leonati in me !
To shame the guise o' the world, I will begin
The fashion, less without, and more within.
[Exit.
SCENE

IIi

Enter Lucius, Iachimo, and the Roman army at one
door ; and the British army at another ; Leondtus
Pojlhumus following it like a poor soldier. They
march over^ and go out. Then enter again in Pcirmijh
Iachimo and Pojlhumus : he vanquishetb and disarmetb
Iachimo, and then leaves him.
lach. The heaviness, and guilt, within my bosom,
Takes off my manhood. I have bely'd a lady,
Trade and ihrift correspond. Our author plays with trade, as
It signisies a lucrative vocation, or a frequent practice. So
Isabella says,
" Thy sins, not accidental, but a trade." Johnson.
9
Do your best wills,
And make me blest t' obey !
] So the copies^ It ifis mort
in the manner of our author to have written,
—**
Do your blest wills*
And make me blest t' obey.
Johnson.
Vol. IX.
S
The
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The princess of this country ; and the air on't
Revengingly enfeebles me ; or could this carle,
A very drudge of nature, have subdu'd me
In my profeflion ? Knighthoods and honours borne
As I wear mine, are titles but of scorn.
If that thy gentry, Britain, go before
This lout, as he exceeds our lords, the odds
Is, that we scarce are men, and you arc gods. [Exit.
The battle continues ; the. Britons fly ; Cymbeline is taken :
then enter to his rescue, Belarius, Guiderius, and
Arviragus.
Bel. Stand, stand ! We have the advantage of the
ground ;
That lane is guarded : nothing routs us, but
The villainy of our fears.
Guid. Arv. Stand ; stand and fight !
Enter Posthumus, and seconds the Britons. They rescue
Cymbeline., and exeunt.
Then enter Lucius, Iachimo, and Imogen.
Luc. Away, boy, from the troops, and save thy
self:
For friends kill friends, and the disorder's such
As war were hood-wink'd.
Iach. 'Tis their fresh supplies.
Luc. It is a day turn'd strangely : or betimes
Let's re-inforce, or fly.
[Exeunt.
SCENE
III.
Another part of the field.
Enter Posthumus and a BritiJh Lord.
Lord. Cam'st thou from where they made the stand ?
Post. I did.
Though you, it seems, come from the fliers.
Lord.
.
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Lord. I did.
Post. No blame be to you, Sir for all was lost,
But that the heavens fought. The king himself
Of his wings destitute, the army broken,
And but the backs of Britons seen ; all flying
Through a strait lane ; the enemy full-hearted,
Lolling the tongue with slaughtering, having work
More plentiful than tools to do't, struck down
Some mortally, some slightly touch'd, some falling
Merely through fear ; that the strait pass was dam'd
With dead men, hurt behind, and cowards living
To die with lengthen'd shame.
Lord. Where was this lane ?
Post. Close by the battle, ditch'd, and wall'd with
turf,
Which gave advantage to an ancient soldier,
An honest one, I warrant, who deserv'd
So long a breeding as his white beard came to,
In doing this for's his country. Athwart the lan«,
He, with two striplings (lads, more like to run
1 The country base, than to commit such slaughter j
With faces fit for masks, or rather fairer
Than those * for preservation cas'd, or shame)
Made good the passage ; cry'd to those that fled,
" Our Britain's harts die flying, not our men :
" To darkness fleet, fouls that fly backwards! Stand;
" Or we are Romans, and will give you that
" Like beasts, which you Jhun beastly ; and may save
1 The country base,—] i. e. A rustic game called prison-bars,
Tulgarly prison-base. Steevens.
1 ——— for preservation cas'd, or JhameJ] . Shame, for
modesty. Warburton.
Sir T. Han m er reads the passage thus :
Than some for preservation cas'd.
For Jhame,
Make good the passage, cry'd to those that fled,
Our Britain's harts die flying, &c.
Theobald's reading is right. Johnson.
Sa
« But
r;
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" But to look back in frown. Stand, stand."—These
three,
Three thousand confident (in act as many ;
For three performers are the file, when all
The rest do nothing) with this word, " Stand, stand"
Accommodated by the place, more charming
With their own nobleness (which could have turn'd
A distaff to a lance) gilded pale looks ;
Part shame, part spirit renew'd ; that some, turn'd
coward
But by example (oh, a sin in war!,
Damn'd in the first beginners ! ) 'gan to look
The way that they did, and to grin like lions
Upon the pikes o' the hunters. Then began
A stop i' the chaser, a retire ; anon,
3 A rout, confusion thick. Forthwith they fly
Chickens, the way which they stoop'd eagles ; staves,
The strides they victors made : and now our cowards,
(Like fragments in hard voyages, became
The life o' the need) having found the back door open
Of the unguarded hearts, heavens, how they wound !
Some stain before, some dying ; some their friends
O'er-borne i' the former wave : ten, chac'd by one,
Are now each one the staughter-man of twenty :
Those, that would die or ere resist, are grown
The mortal + bugs o' the field.
3 A rout, confufion thick.
] This is read as if it was a thick
tonfujion, and only another term for rout : wherdas confufion-thick
should be read thus, with an hyphen, and is a very beautiful
compound epithet to rout. But Shakespeare's sine diction is not
a little obscured throughout by thus disfiguring his compound
adjectives. Warburton.
i
I do not fee what great addition is made to fine diction by this
compound. Is it not as natural to enforce the principal event
in a story by repetition, as to enlarge the principal sigure in a
sigure? Johnson.
+
hugs
] Terrors. Johnson.
So in The Spanijh Tragedy, 1605,
" Where nought but furies, bugs, and tortures dwell."
Steeveni .
Lord.
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Lord. This was strange chance.
A narrow lane ! an old man, and two boys !
Poft. 5 Nay, do not wonder at it : you are made
Rather to wonder at the things you hear,
Than to work any. Will you rhime upon't ?
And vent it for a mockery ? Here is one :
" Two boys, an old man twice a boy, a lane,
" Preferv'd the Britons, was the Romans' bane."
Lord. Nay be not angry, Sir.
Post. 'Lack ! to what end ?
Who dares not stand his foe, I'll be his friend :
For if he'll do, as he is made to do,
I know, he'll quickly fly my friendship too.
You have put me into rhimes.
Lord. Farewell ; you are angry.
[Exit.
Post. Still going ? This is a lord ! oh noble misery !
To be i' the field, and ask what news of me !
To-day, how many would have given their honours
To have sav'd their carcasses ? took heel to do't,
And yet died too ? 6 I, in mine own woe charm'd,
Could not find death, where I did hear him groan ;
Nor feel him, where he struck.
Being an ugly
monster,
5 Nay, do not wonder at it :—J Sure, this is mock reasoning •
with a vengeance. What ! because he was made sitter to wonder
at great actions, than to perform any, is he therefore forbid to
wonder ? Not and but are perpetually mistaken for one another
in the old editions. Theobald.
There is no need of alteration. Posthumus sirst bids him
not wonder, then tells him in another mode of reproach, that
wonder is all that he was made for. Johnson.
6
7, in mine own woe charm'd,] Alluding to the
common superstition of charms being powerful enough to keep
men unhurt in battle. It was derived from our Saxon ancestors,
and so is common to us with the Germans, who are above all
other people given to this superstition ; which made Erasmus,
where, in his Moria Encomium, he gives to each nation its pro
per characteristic, fay, " Germani corporum proceritate 8c
" magiæ cognitione sibi placent." And Prior, in his Alma,
" North Britons hence have second sight ;
" And Germans frit from gun-jhot sight" Wars.
S 3
Tis

>iy$
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'Tis strange he hides him in fresh cups, soft beds,
Sweet words ; or hath more ministers than we,
That draw his knives i' the war
Well, I will find
him :
For, being now a 7 favourer to the Roman,
No more a Briton, I have resum'd again
The part I came in. Fight I will no more,
But yield me to the 'veriest hind, that shall
Once touch my shoulder. Great the slaughter is
Here made by the Roman ; 8 great the answer be
Britons must take. For me, my ransom's death ;
•On either fide I come to spend my breath ;
Which neither here I'll keep, nor bear again,
But end it by some means for Imogen.
Enter two BritiJh Cap'tains, and Soldiers.
1 Cap. Great Jupiter be prais'd ! Lucius is taken :
'Tis thought the old man and his sons were angels.
2 Cap. There was a fourth man, in a silly habit,
9 That gave the asfront with them.
1 Cap. So 'tis reported ;
But none of them can be found.—Stand ! Who's there ?
Post. A Roman ;
Who had not now been drooping here, if seconds
Had answer'd him.
2 Cap. Lay hands on him ; a dog !
A leg of Rome shall not return to tell
What crows have peck'd them here. He brags his
service,
As if he were of note : bring him to the king.
7
favourer to the Roman,'] The editions before
Hanmer's for Roman read Briton ; and Dr. Warburton readi
Briton still. Johnson.
8
great the answer bc] Jnfwer, as once in this play
before, is retaliation. Johnson.
• That gave the affront moith them.] That is, that turned
their faces to the enemy. Johnson.
Enter
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Enter Cymbeline, Belarius, Guiderius, Arviragus, Pisamo,
and Roman captives. The captains present Posthumus
to Cymbeline, who delivers him over to a gaoler.
After which, all go out.
SCENE

IV.

A prison.
Enter Postbumus, and two Gaolers.
1 Gaol. 1 You shall not now be stolen, you have
locks upon you ;
So, graze, as you find pasture.
2 Gaol. Ay, or stomach.
[Exeunt Gaolers.
Post. Most welcome, bondage ! for thou art a way,
I think, to liberty : yet am I better
Than one that's sick o' the gout ; fince he had rather
Groan so in perpetuity, than be cur'd
By the sure physician, death ; who is the key
To unbar these locks. My conscience ! thou art fetter'd
More than my shanks and wrists : you, good gods,
give me
The penitent instrument to pick that bolt,
Then, free for ever ! Is't enough, I am sorry ?
So children temporal fathers do appease
Gods are more full of mercy. Must I repent ?
I cannot do it better than in gyves,
Desired, more than constrain'd : 2 to satisfy,
I doff my freedom ; 'tis the main part ; take
No stricter render of me, than my all.
I know
1 Yon Jhall not now be stolen,
] This wit of the gaoler
alludes to the custom of putting a lock on a horse's leg, when
he is turned to pasture. Johnson.
k 1
to satisfy,
If of my freedom 'tit the main part, take
No striker render of me, than my all.] What we can dis
cover from the nonsense of these lines is, that the speaker, in
a sit of penitency, compares his circumstances with a debtor's,
S 4
who
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I know you are more clement than vile men,
Who of their broken debtors take a third,
A. fixth, a tenth, letting them thrive again
On their abatement ; that's not my desire :
For Imogen's dear life, take mine ; and though
'Tis not so dear, yet 'tis a life ; you coin'd it.
'Tween man and man they weigh not every stamp ;
Though light, take pieces for the figure's fake ;
You rather, mine, being yours: and To, great powers,
If you will take this audit, take this life,
And cancel those 3 cold bonds. Oh Imogen !
I'll speak to thee in silence.
[He steeps.
+ Solemn mufic.
Enter, as in an apparition, Sicilius
Leonatus, father to Postbumits, an old man, attired
tiki
who is willing to surrender up al] to appease his creditor. This
being the ser.fe in general, I may venture to fay, the true
reading must have been this,
to satisfy,
/ d'eff my freedom ; 'tis the main part ; take
No stricter render of me than my all.
The verb d'off is too frequently used by our author to need any
instances ; and is here employed with peculiar elegance, i. e.
To give all the satisfaction I am able to your offended god
heads, I voluntarily divest myself of my freedom : 'tis the only
thing I have to atone with,
,
take
No stricter render of me, than my all. Warburton.
• — cold bonds.
] This equivocal use of bonds is another
instance of our author's infelicity in pathetic speeches. Johns.
* Solemn mufic, &c.] Here follow a vijton, a masque, and a
prophesy, which interrupt the fable without the least necessity,
and unmeafurably lengthen this act. I think it plainly foisted
in afterwards for mere show, and apparently not of Shake
speare. Pope.
Evei7 reader must be of the same opinion. The following
passage from Mr. Farmer's Ejsay will shew that it was no un,r
usual thing for the players to indulge themselves in making
additions equally unjustifiable.
" We have a sussicient
M instance of the liberties taken by the actors, in an old
U pamphlet, by Nash, called Lenten Stuffe, witb the Prayse of
V. the red Herring, 410, 1 599, where h,e assures us, that in a
** play
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like a warrior ; leading in his band an ancient matron,
his wife, and mother to Posthumus, with music before
them. Then, after other music, follow the two young
Leonati, brothers to Posthumus, with wounds as they
died in the wars. They circle Posthumus round, as
be lies sleeping.
Sici. No more, thou thunder-master, (hew
Thy spite on mortal flies :
With Mars fail out, with Juno chide,
That thy adulteries
Rates and revenges.
Hath my poor boy done aught but well,
Whose face I never saw ?
I dy'd, whilst in the womb he stay'd,
Attending Nature's law,
Whose father, Jove ! (as men report
Thou orphans' father art)
Thou shouldst have been, and shielded him
From his earth-vexing smart.
Moth. Lucina lent not me her aid,
But took me in my throes ;
* That from me my Posthumus ript,
Came crying 'mongst his foes,
A thing of pity !
Sici. Great Nature, like his ancestry,
Moulded the stuff so fair ;
That he deserv'd the praise o' the world,
As great Sicilius' heir.
« play of his, called The IJle of Dogs, feure aBs, without hii
*' consent, or the least guess of his drift or scope, were supplied
" by the players." Steevens.
5 That from me my Posthumus rift,] The old copy reads,
That from me was Posthumus ript.
Perhaps we should read,
That from my womb Posthumus ript,
Came crying 'mongst his foes. Johnson.
I Brs,
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1 Bro. When once he was mature for man,
In Britain where was he,
That could stand up his parallel,
Or fruitful object be
In eye of Imogen, that best
Could deem his dignity ?
Moth. With marriage wherefore was he mock'd,
To be exil'd and thrown
From Leonatus' feat, and cast
From her his dearest one ?
Sweet Imogen !
Ski. Why did you susfer Iachimo,
Slight thing of Italy,'
To taint his nobler heart and brain
With needless jealousy,
And to become the geek and scorn
O' the other's villainy ?
2 Bro. For this, from (tiller feats we came,
Our parents, and us twain,
That, striking in our country's cause,
Fell bravely, and were slain ;
Our fealty, and Tenantius' right,
With honour to maintain,
i Bro. Like hardiment Posthumus hath
To Cymbeline perform'd ;
Then, Jupiter, thou king of gods,
Why hast thou thus adjourn'd
The graces for his merits due ;
Being all to dolours turn'd ?
Ski. Thy crystal window ope ; look out ;
No longer exercise,
Upon a valiant race thy harsh
And potent injuries.
Moth. Since, Jupiter, our son is good,
Take off his miseries.
Ski. Peep through thy marble mansion, help !
Or we poor ghosts will cry
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To the shining synod of the rest:
Against thy deity.
2 Both. Help, Jupiter, or we appeal,
And from thy justice fly.
Jupiter descends in thunder and lightning, fitting upon
an eagle : he throws a thunder-bolt. The ghosts fall
on their knees.
Jupit. No more, you petty spirits of region low,
Offend our hearing : hum! —How dare you, ghosts,
Accuse the thunderer, whose bolt you know,
Sky-planted, batters all rebelling coasts ?
Poor shadows of Elyfium, hence ; and rest
Upon your never-withering banks of flowers :
Be not with mortal accidents opprest,
No care of yours it is ; you know, 'tis ours.
Whom best I love, I croft ; to make my gift,
The more delay'd, delighted. Be content,
Your low-laid son our godhead will uplift ;
His comforts thrive, his trials well are spent ;
Our Jovial star reign'd at his birth, and in
Our temple was he married. Rife, and fade !
He shall be lord of lady Imogen,
And happier much by his affliction made.
This tablet lay upon his breast, wherein
Our pleasure his full fortune doth confine ;
And so, away. No farther with your din
Express impatience, lest you stir up mine.
Mount, eagle, to my palace crystalline.
[Ascends,
Sici. He came in thunder, his cœlestial breath
Was sulphurous to smell ; the holy eagle
Stoop'd, as to foot us. His ascension is
More sweet than our blest fields ; his royal bird
Prunes the immortal wtig, and 6 cloys his beak,
As when his god is pleas'd.
6
cloys bis heak,] What cloys means in this instance, I
do not exactly know. Steevens.
Perhaps we should read,
clatut his beak. T. T.
AU.
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All. Thanks, Jupiter!
Sici. The marble pavement closes, he is enter'd
His radiant roof. Away ! and to be blest
Let us with care perform his great behest.
[VaniJh.
Post. [<Waking.] Sleep, thou hast been a grandsire,
and begot
A father to me : and thou hast created
A mother and two brothers. But (oh scorn !)
Gone ! —they went hence so soon as they were born.
And so I am awake.
Poor wretches, that depend
On greatness' favour, dream as I have done ;
Wake, and find nothing.
But, alas, I swerve :
Many dream not to find, neither deserve,
And yet are steep'd in favours ; so am I
That have this golden chance, and know not why.
What fairies haunt this ground ? a book ! oh rare one !
Be not, as in our fangled world, a garment
Nobler than that it covers. Let thy effects
So follow, to be most unlike our courtiers,
As good as promise.
[Reads.]
JJ/'H EN as a lion's whelp Jhall, to himself unknown,
without seeking find, and be embraed by a piece os
tender air ; and when from a stately cedar shall be lopt
branches, which, being dead many years, Jhall aster re
vive, bejointed to the old stock, and freshly grow ; then
shall Posthumus end his miseries, Britain be fortunate,
and flourish in peace and plenty.
* 'Tis still a dream ; or else such stuff, as madmen
Tongue, and brain not : either both or nothing :
Or senseless speaking, or a speaking such
As sense cannot untie. Be what it is,
The
7 'Til still a dream ; or else fuch stuff, as madmen
Tangut, and brain not—do either both, or nothing
Or senseless speaking, or a speaking such
As sense cannot untie.
] The obscurity of this passage
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The action of my life is like it, which
I'll keep if but for sympathy.
Enter Gaoler.
Gaol. Come, Sir, are you ready for death ?
Post. Over-roasted rather : ready long ago.
- Gaol. Hanging is the word, Sir ; if you be ready
For that, you are well cook'd.
' .
Post. So, if I prove a good repast to the spectators,
the dish pays the shot.
Gaol A heavy reckoning for you, Sir: but the
comfort is, you mall be call'd to no more payments,
fear no more tavern bills which are often the sadness
of parting, as the procuring of mirth : you come in
faint for want of meat, depart reeling with too much
drink; sorry that you have paid too much, 8 and sorry
that you are paid too much ; purse and brain, both
arises from part of it being spoke of the prophesy, and part t»
it. This writing on the tablet (fays he) is still a dream, or
else the raving of madness. Do thou, O tablet, either both, or
nothing; either let thy words and sense go together, or be thy
bosom a rasa tabula. As the words now stand they are nonsense,
or at least involve in them a sense which I cannot develope.
Warburton.
' The meaning, which is too thin to be easily caught, I take
to be this : This is a dream or madness, or both or nothing—
but whether it be a speech without consciousness, as in a dream, or
a speech unintelligible, as* in madness, be it as it is, it is like my
course os life. We might perhaps read,
Whether both, or nothing
Johnson.
*
and sorry that you are paid too much ;—] Tavern bills,
fays the gaoler, are the fadnejs of parting, as the procuring of
mirth -you depart reeling with too much drink ; sorry that you
have paid too much, and—what ? sorry that you are paid too much.
Where is the opposition ? I read, And mt rry that you are paid
so much. I take the fecoiid paid to be 'paid, for appaid, filed,
satiated. Johnson.
sorry that you ha've paid too much, and sorry that you
are paid too much;
] i. e. sorry that you have paid
too much out of your pocket, and sorry that you are subdued
too much by the liquor. So Falstaff,
«« „
seven of the eleven I pa/d." Steevkns.
empty ;
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empty ; the brain the heavier, for being too light :
the purse too light, being drawn of heaviness. Oht
of this contradiction you shall now be .quit : oh, the
charity of a penny cord ! it sums up thousands in a
trice; you have no true 9 debtor and creditor but it ;
of ghat's past, is, and to come, the discharge : your
neck, Sir, is pen, book, and counters ; so the ac
quittance follows.
Post. I am merrier to die, than thou art to live.
Gaol. Indeed, Sir, he that steeps, feels not the
tooth-ach : but a man that were to sleep your sleep,
and a hangman to help him to bed, I think, he would
change places with his officer : for look you, Sir, you
know not which way you shall go.
Post. Yes, indeed, do I, fellow.
Gaol. Your death has eyes in's head then ; I have
not seen him so pictur'd. You must either be directed
by some that take upon them to know ; or take upon
yourself that, which, I am sure, you do not know ;
or 1 jump the after-enquiry on your own peril : and
how you shall speed in your, journey's end, I think,
you'll never return to tell one.
Post. I tell thee, fellow, there are none want eyes
to direct them the way I am going, but such as wink,
and will not use them.
Gaol. What an infinite mock is this, that a man
should have the best use of eyes, to fee thee way of
blindness ! I am sure, hanging's the way of winking.
Enter a Messenger.
Mrs. Knock osf his manacles.
to the king.
9

i;

Bring your prisoner

debtor and creditor

] For an accounting book.
Johnson.
*
jump the after-enquiry
] That is, venture at it
without thought. So Macheth,
" We'd jump the life to come." Johnson.
.Post.
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Post. Thou bring'st good news ; I am called to bo
made free.
Gaol. I'll be hang'd then.
Post. Thou malt be then freer than a gaoler ; no
bolts for the dead.
[Exeunt Pofthumus and Mejsenger.
Gaol. Unless a man would marry a gallows, and
beget young gibbets, * I never saw one so prone.
Yet, on my conscience, there are verier knaves desire;
to live, for all he be a Roman : and there be some of
them too that die against their wills ; so should I,' if
I were one. I would we were all of one mind, and
one mind good ; O, there were desolation of gaolers
and gallowses ! I speak against my present profit ; but
my wish hath a preferment in't.
\ExiU
SCENE

V.

CymbeUne's tent.
Enter Cymbeline, Belarius, Guiderius., Arviragus, Pisanio,
and Lords.
Cym. Stand by my side, you, whom the gods have
made
Preservers of my throne. Woe is my heart,
That the poor soldier, that so richly fought,
Whose rags sham'd gilded arms, whose naked breast
Stept before targes of proof, cannot be found ;
He shall be happy that can find him, if
Our grace can make him so.
Bel. I never saw
Such noble fury in so poor a thing :
1
I never saw our so prone.
] i. e. forward. In this.
fense the word is used in Wilfridc Holme's poem, entitled The
Fall and evil Success of Rebellion, Sec. 1537.
" Thus lay they in Doncalter, with curtal and serpentine.
With bombard and baiiliflt, with men prone and vigor" ous." Stesvens.
Such
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Such precious deeds in 1 one that promis'd nought
But beggary and poor looks.
Cym. No tidings of him ?
Pis He hath been search'd among the dead and
living,
But no trace of him;
Cym. To my grief, I arri
The heir of his reward ; which I will add
To you, the liver, heart, and brain of Britain,
[To Belarius, Guiderius, and Arviragusi
By whom, I grant, she lives. 'Tis now the time
To ask of whence you are :—Report it.
Bel. Sir,
In Cambria are we born, and gentlemen i
Farther to boast, were neither true nor modest,
Unless I add, we are honest.
Cym. Bow your knees*
[They kneeh
Arise my knights o' the battle ; I create you
Companions to our person, and will fit you
\Vith dignities becoming your estates.
Enter Cornelius and Ladies.
There's business in these faces :—Why so sadly
Greet you our victory ? you look like Romans,
And not o' the court of Britain.
Cor. Hail, great king !
1

one that promis'd nought
But beggary and poor looks..] But how can it be said, that
one, whose poor looks promise beggary, promised poor locks tool
It was not the poor look which was promised ; that was viiiblei
We must read,
But beggary and poor luck.
This sets the matter right, and makes Belarius speak sense and
to the purpose. For there was the extraordinary thing ; he
promised nothing but poor luck, and yet performed all theft
wonders. Warburton.
To promise nothing but poor looks, may be, to give no pro*
mise of courageous behaviour. Johnson.
2
To
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To sour your happiness, I must report
The queen is dead.
Cym. Whom worse than a physician
Would this report become ? But I consider,
By medicine life may be prolong'd, yet death
Will seize the doctor too.
How ended she ?
Cor. With horror, madly dying ; like her life ;
Which, being cruel to the world, concluded
Most cruel to herself. What she confess'd,
I will report, so please you : these her women
Can trip me, if I err ; who, with wet cheeks,
Were present when she finish'd.
Cym. Pr'ythee, say.
Cor. First, she confess'd, she never lov'd you ; only
Affected greatness got by you, not you :
Married your royalty ; was wife to your place }
Abhorr'd your person.
Cym. She alone knew this :
And, but she spoke it dying, I would not
Believe her lips in opening it. Proceed.
Cor. Your daughter, whom she bore in hand to love
With such integrity, she did confess,
Was as a scorpion to her sight ; whose life,
But that her flight prevented it, she had
Ta'en off by poison.
Cym. O most delicate fiend !
Who is't can read a woman ? Is there more ?
Cor. More, Sir, and worse. She did confess, she
had
For you a mortal mineral ; which, being took,
Should by the minute feed on life, and ling'ring
By inches waste you. In which time she purpos'd,
By watching, weeping, tendance, kissing, to
O'ercome you with her shew : yes, and in time,
(When she had fitted you with her craft) to work
Her son into the adoption of the crown.
But failing of her end by his strange absence,
Grew shameless-desperate ; open'd, in despight
Vol. IX.
T
Of
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Of heaven and men, her purposes ; repented,
The ills me hatch'd were not effected; so,
Despairing, dy'd.
Cym. Heard you all this, her women ?
Lady. We did, so please your highness.
Cym. Mine eyes
Were not in fault, for she was beautiful ;
Mine ears, that heard her flattery ; nor my heart,
That thought her like her seeming. It had been
vicious
To have mistrusted her : yet, oh my daughter !
That it was folly in me, thou may'st say,
And prove it in thy feeling. Heaven mend all !
Enter Lucius, Iachimo, and other Roman prisoners;
Pojlhumus behind., and Imogen.
Thou com'st not, Caius, now for tribute ; that
The Britons have raz'd out, though with the loss
Of many a bold one ; whose kinsmen have made suit,
That their good souls may be appeas'd with slaughter
Of you their captives, which ourself have granted;
So, think of your estate.
Luc. Consider, Sir, the chance of war : the dayWas yours by accident ; had it gone with us,
We should not, when the blood was cold, have
threatned
Our prisoners with the sword. But, fince the gods
Will have it thus, that nothing but our lives
May be call'd ransom, let it come. Sufliceth,
A Roman with a Roman's heart can suffer :
Augustus lives to think on't ; and so much
For my peculiar care. This one thing only
I will entreat : my boy, a Briton born,
Let him be ransom'd : never master had
A page so kind, so duteous, diligent,
So tender over his occasions, true,
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a So feat, so nurse-like. Let his virtue join
'With my request, which, I'll make bold, your high
ness
Cannot deny he hath done no Briton harm,
Though he hath ierv'd a Roman.—Save him, Sir,
And spare no blood beside.
Cym. I have surely seen him ;
His 3 favour is familiar to me.—Boy,
Thou hast look'd thyself into my grace, and art
Mine own, I know not why, nor wherefore I say,
" Live, boy :" ne'er thank thy master ; live,
And ask of Cymbeline what boon thou wilt,
Fitting my bounty, and thy state, I'll give it :
Yea, though thou do demand a prisoner,
The noblest ta'en.
Imo. I humbly thank your highness.
Luc. I do not bid thee beg my Use, good lad ;
And yet, I know, thou wilt.
Imo. No, no; alack,
There's other work in hand ; I fee a thing
Bitter to me, as death : your life, good master,
Must shuffle for itself.
Luc. The boy disdains me,
He leaves me, scorns me : briefly die their joys,
That place them on the truth of girls and boys.——
Why stands he so perplex'd ?
Cym. What wouldst thou, boy ?
I love thee more and more ; think more and more,
What's best to ask. Know'st him thou look'st on ?
speak,
Wilt have him live ? Is he thy kin ? thy friend ?
Imo. He is a Roman ; no more kin to me,
Than I to your highness; who, being born your
vassal,
Am something nearer.
a So feat,
] So ready; so dextrous in waiting. Johns.
3
favour is familiar
] I am acquainted with his
countenance. Johnson.
,
T 2
Cym.
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Cym. Wherefore eye'st him so ?
Imo. I'll tell you, Sir, in private, if you please
To give me hearing.
Cym. Ay, with all my heart,
And lend my best attention. What's thy name ?
Imo. Fidele, Sir.
Cym. Thou art my good youth, my page ;
I'll be thy master. Walk with me, speak freely.
[Cymbeline and Imogen walk aside.
Bel. Is not this boy reviv'd from death ?
Arv. * One sand another
Not more resembles. That sweet rosy lad,
Who dy'd and was Fidele—what think you ?
Guid. The same dead thing alive.
Bel. Peace, peace! fee further; he eyes us not;
forbear;
Creatures may be alike : were't he, I am sure
He would have spoke to us.
Guid. But we saw him dead.
Bel. Be silent ; let's fee further.
Pis. 'Tis my mistress :
[Afidt.
. Since she is living, let the time run on,
To good or bad.
[Cymb. and Imogen come forward.
Cym. Come, stand thou by our side ;
Make thy demand aloud.—Sir, step you forth ;
To Iachimo.
Give answer to this boy, and do it freely ;
Or, by our greatness and the grace of it,
Which is our honour, bitter torture shall
Winnow the truth from falshood.
On, speak to
him.
4 O.ie sand another
hot more resembles that sweet rosy lad,] A flight corruption
. has made nonsense of this passage. One grain might resemble
another, but none a human form. We should read,
Not more resembles, than he th' sweet rosy lad. Ward.
There was no great difficulty in the line, which, when pro
perly pointed, needs no alteration. Johnson.
Imo.
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Imo. My boon is, that this gentleman may render
Of whom he had this ring.
Post. What's that to him ?
Cym. That diamond upon your finger, say,
How came it yours ?
Iach. Thoul't torture me to leave unspoken that,
Which, to be spoke, would torture thee.
Cym. How ? me ?
Iach. I am glad to be constrain'd to utter that
Which torments me to conceal. By villainy
I got this ring 'twas Leonatus' jewel,
Whom thou didst banish; and (which more may
grieve thee,
As it doth me) a nobler sir ne'er liv'd
'Twixt sky and ground. Wilt thou hear more, my
lord ?
Cyrn. All that belongs to this.
Iach. That paragon, thy daughter,
.
For whom my heart drops blood, and my false spirits
5 Quail to remember,—give me leave ; I faint.
Cym. My daughter ! what of her ? renew thy
strength :
I had rather thou shouldst live, while nature will,
Than die ere I hear more. Strive, man, and speak.
Iach. Upon a time (unhappy was the clock
That struck the hour!) it was in Rome (accurs'd
The mansion where!) 'twas at a feast (oh, 'would
Our viands had been poison'd ! or at least,
Those which I heav'd to head ! ) the good Posthumus—
(What should I say? he was too good to be
Where ill men were ; and was the best of all
Amongst the rar'st of good ones) fitting sadly,
5 Quail to renumber,
] To quail is to sink into dejection.
The word is common to many authors ; among the rest, to
Sta nyhurst, in his translation of the second book of the
Ær.eid:
"' With nightly silence was I quaiTd, and greatly with .
" horror." Steevens.
T 3
Hearing
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Hearing us praise our loves of Italy
For beauty, that made barren the iwell'd boast
Of him that best could speak : 6 for feature, laming
The stirine of Venus, or straight-pight Minerva,
Postures, beyond brief nature ; for condition,
A shop
6
for feature, laming] Feature for proportion of parts,
which Mr. Theobald not understanding, would alter to Jiatire.
■
for se.iture, laming
The shrine of Venus, or straight-pight Minerva,
Postures beyond brief nature ;
i. e. The ancient statues of Venus and Minerva, which exceeded,
in beauty of exact proportion, any living bodies, the work of
brief nature ; i'. e. of hasty, unelaboxate nature. He gives the
fame character of the beauty of the antique in Antony and
Cleopatra :
" O'er picturing that Venus where we fee
" The fancy out-viork nature"
It appears, nom a number of such passages as these, that our
author was not ignorant of the sine arts. A passage in De Piles'
Cours de Peinture par Principes will give great light to the beauty
of the text.
" Peu de fentimens ont été partagez fur la beauté
" de Funtique. Les gens d'esprit qui aiment les beaux arts ont
" estimé dans tous les tems ces merveilleux ouvrages. Nets
" voyons dans les anciens auteurs quantité de passages ou pour
" louer les beautez vivantes on les comparoit aux ifatnës."—
" Ne vous imaginez (dit Maxime de Tyr) de powvoir jamais
" trouver une beauté naturelle, qui le dispute aux Jiatucs. Ovid,
" cù il fait la description de Cyllare, le plus beau de Centaures,
" dit, Qu'il avoit une si grande vivacité dans le visage, que
" le col, les épaules, les maihs, & l'estomac en etoient si
" beaux qu'on pouvoit asinrer qu'en tout ce qu'il avoit de 1'
" homme c'etoit la même beauté que l'on remarque dans les
" statues les plus parfaites."
Et Philostrate, parlant de la
beauté de Neoptoleme, & de la resemblance qu'il avoit avec
son pere Achille, dit, *' Qu'en beauté son pere avoit autant
«« d'avantage sur lui que les statues en ont fur les beaux
" hommes. Les auteurs modernes ont suivi ces mêmes senti" mens fur la beauté de FAntique."—]c reporterai seulement
celui de Scaliger. " Le Moyen (dit il) que nous puissions rien
.«* voir qui aproche de la perfection des belles statues, puisqu'il
" est permis à l'art de choisir, de retrancher, d'adjoûter,
" de diriger, & qu'au contrarie, la nature s'est toujours
" altérée depuis la creation du premier homme en qui Dieu
" joignit la beauté de la forme à celle de V innocence." This
lai
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A mop of all the qualities that man
Loves woman for ; besides, that hook of wiving,
Fairness, which strikes the eye..
,
Cym. I stand on fire.
Come to the matter.
Iach. All too soon I shall,
Unless thou wouldst grieve quickly.—This Pbsthumus,
(Most like a noble lord in love, and one
That had a royal lover) took his hint ;
And, not dispraising whom we prais'd (therein
He was as calm as virtue) he began
His mistress' picture
which by his tongue being
made,
And then a mind put in't, either our brags
Were crack'd of kitchen-trulls, or his description
Prov'd us unspeaking sots.
Cym. Nay, nay, to the purpose.
Iach. Your daughter's chastity—there it begins.
He spake of her, as Dian had hot dreams,
And she alone were cold: whereat, I, wretch !
Made scruple of his praise ; and wag'd with him
Pieces of gold, 'gainst this which then he wore
last quotation from Scaliger well explains what Shakespeare
meant by
brief nature;—i.e. inelaborate, hasty, and care
less as to the elegance of form, in respect of art, which uses
the peculiar address, above explained, to arrive at persection.
Warburton.
I cannot help adding, that passages of this kind are but weak
proofs that the poet was conversant with what we call at present
the fine arts. " The pantheons of his own age (several of which
I have seen) give a most minute and particular account of the
different degrees of beauty imputed to the different deities ;
and as Shakespeare had at least an opportunity of reading
Chapman's trailation of Homer, the sirst part of which was ,
published in 1596, and with additions in 1598, he might have
taken these ideas from thence, without being at all indebted to
his own particular observation or knowledge of the fine arts.
It is surely more for the. honour of our poet to remark how well
he has employed the little knowledge he appears to have had of
statuary or mythology, than from his frequent allusions to them
to suppose he was intimately acquainted with either. Stekv.
T 4
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Upon his honour'd finger, to attain
In suit the place of his bed, and win this ring
By hers and mine adultery : he, true knight,
No lesser of her honour confident
Than I did truly find her, stakes this ring ;
And would so, had it been a carbuncle 7
Of Phœbus' wheel ; and might so safely, had it
Been all the worth of his car. Away to Britain
Post I in this design : well may you, Sir,
Remember me at court, where I was taught
Of your chaste daughter, the wide disference
*Twixt amorous, and villainous. Being thus quench'd
Of hope, not longing, mine Italian brain
Gan in your duller Britain operate
Most vilely ; for my 'vantage, excellent :
And, to be brief, my practice so prevail'd,
That I return'd with simular proof enough
To make the noble Leonatus mad,
By wounding his belief in her renown,
With tokens thus, and thus ; 8 averring notes
Of chamber-hanging, pictures, this her bracelet,
(Oh, cunning ! how I got it ! ) nay, some marks
Of secret on her person, that he could not
But think her bond of chastity quite crack'd,
I having ta'en the forfeit: whereupon-*—Methinks, I fee him now—:——
Post, Ay, so thou do'st,
[Coming forward,
Italian fiend ! —Ah me, most credulous fool,
Egregious murderer, thief, any thing
That's due to all the villains past, in being,
To come! —Oh, give me cord, or knife, or poison,
Some upright justicer ! Thou, king, send out
For torturers ingenious : it is I
1 So in Antony and Cleopatra i
" He has deserv'd it, were it carbuncled
J' Like Phœbus car."
Steevens.
t—s
averring notes\ Such marks of the chamber and
ures, as averred or confirmed my report. Johnson.
That
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That all the abhorred things o' the earth amend,
By being worse than they. I am Posthumus
That kill'd thy daughter: —villain-like, I lie;
That caus'd a lesser villain than myself,
A sacrilegious thief, to do't : the temple
Of virtue was she ; yea, 9 and she herself.
Spit, and throw stones, cast mire upon me, set
The dogs o' the street to bay me : every villain
Be call'd Posthumus Leonatus ; and
Be villainy less than 'twas ! —Oh Imogen !
My queen, my life, my wife ! oh Imogen,
Imogen, Imogen !
Imo. Peace, my lord ; hear, hear ,
Post. Shall's have a play of this ?
Thou scornful page, there lie thy part.
[Striking her, she falls.
Pis. Oh, gentlemen, help,
Mine, and your mistress—Oh, my lord Posthumus !
You ne'er kill'd Imogen till now.
Help, help!
Mine honour'd lady !
Cym. Does the world go round ?
Post. How come 1 these staggers on me ?
Pis. Wake, my mistress !
Cym. If this be so, the gods do mean to strike me
To death with mortal joy.
Pis. How fares my mistress ?
Imo. O, get thee from my sight;
Thou gav'st me poison : dangerous fellow, hence !
Breathe not, where princes are.
Cym. The tune of Imogen !
Pis. Lady, the gods throw stones of sulphur on
me, if
That box I gave you was not thought by me
A precious thing ; I had it from the queen.
Cym. New matter still ?
9
and Jhe herself.] That is, She was not only the temple
as virtue, but virtue hersels. Johnson.
1
these staggers—] This wild and delirious perturbation.
. Staggers is the horse's apoplexy. Johnson.
Imo,
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Imo. It poison'd me.
Cor. Oh gods !
I left out one thing which the queen confess'd,
'Which must approve thee honest. If Pisanio
Have, said she, given his mistress that confection,
'Which I gave him for cordial, she is serv'd
As I would serve a rat.
Cym. What's this, Cornelius ?
Cor. The queen, Sir, very oft importun'd me
To temper poisons for her ; still pretending
The satisfaction of her knowledge, only
In killing creatures vile, as cats and dogs
Of no esteem : 1, dreading that her purpose
'Was of more danger, did compound for her
A certain stusf, which, being ta'en, would cease
The present power of life ; but, in short time,
All offices of nature should again
Do their due functions. Have you ta'en of it ?
Imo. Most like I did, for I was dead.
Bel. My boys, there was our error.
Cuid. This is sure Fidele.
Imo. Why did you throw your wedded lady from
you ?
* Think, that you are upon a rock 5 and now
Throw me again.
* Think, that you are upon a rock ; , ] In this speech, or
in the answer, there is little meaning. I suppose, she would
say, Consider such another act as equally fatal to me with pre
cipitation from a rock, and now let me fee whether you will
repeat it. Johnson.
Perhaps only a stage direction is wanting to clear this passage
from obscurity. Imogen first upbraids her husband for the
violent treatment she had just experienced ; then confident of
the return of passion which she knew must succeed to the dis
covery of her innocence, the poet might have meant her to rush
into his arms, and while she clung about him fast, to dare him
to throw her off a second time, lest that precipitation mould
prove as fatal to them both as if the situation where they stood
bad been a rock. To which he replies, bang there, i.e. round my
neck, till the frame that now supports you shallperish. Steev.
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Post. Hang there like fruit, my soul,
Till the tree die !
Cym. How now, my flesh ? my child ?
'What, mak'st thou me a dullard in this act ?
Wilt thou not speak to me ?
Imo. Your blessing, Sir.
[Kneeling.
Bel. Tho' you did love this youth, I blame you not;
You had a motive for't. [T0 Guiderius and Arviragus.
Cym. My tears,. that fall,
Prove holy water on thee ! Imogen,
Thy mother's dead.
Imo. I am sorry for't, my lord.
Cym. Oh, she was naught ; and 'long of her it was,
That we meet here so strangely ; but her son
Is gone, we know not how, nor where.
Pis. My lord,
Now fear is from me, I'll speak truth. Lord Cloten,
Upon my lady's mifling, came to me
'W ith his sword drawn ; foam'd at the mouth, and swore,
If I discover'd not which way she was gone,
It was my instant death. By accident
I had a feigned letter of my master's
Then in my pocket ; which directed him
To seek him on the mountains near to Milford ; '
Where, in a frenzy, in my master's garments,
Which he inforc'd from me, away he posts
With unchaste purpose, and with oath to violate
My lady's honour. What became of him,
I further know not.
Guid. Let me end the story :
I flew him there.
Cym. Marry, the gods forefend !
I would not, thy good deeds should from my lips
Pluck a hard sentence ; pr'ythee, valiant youth,
Den/t again.
Guid. I have spoke it, and I did it.
Cym. He was a prince.
Guid. A most incivil one. The wrongs he did me
Were nothing prince-like ; for he did provoke me
With

CYMBELINE.
With language that would make me spurn the sea,
If it could so roar to me. I cut osF's head ;
And am right glad, he is not standing here
To tell this tale of mine.
Cynt. I am sorry for thee :
By thine own tongue thou art condemn'd, and must
Endure our law : thou art dead.
Jmo. That headless man
I thought had been my lord.
Cym. Bind the offender,
And take him from our presence.
Bel. Stay, Sir King:
This man is better than the man he flew,
As well descended as thyself ; and hath
More of thee merited, than a band of Clotens
Had ever scar for.
Let his arms alone ;
[To the guard.
They were not born for bondage.
Cym. Why, old soldier,
Wilt thou undo the worth thou art unpaid for,
3 By tasting of our wrath ? How of descent
As good as we ?
Arv. In that he spake too far.
Cym. And thou sliall die for't.
Bel We will die all three :
But I will prove that two of us are as good
As I have given out of him. My sons, I must,
For my own part unfold a dangerous speech, .
Though, haply, well for you.
3 By tasting of our ixjrath?
] But how did Belarius
undo or forfeit his merit by tasting or feeling the king's wrath ?
We should read,
By hasting of our wrath ?——
i. e. by hastening, provoking ; and as such a provocation is
undutiful, the demerit, consequently, undoes or makes void
his former worth, and all pretensions to reward. Warb.
There is no need of change ; the consequence is taken for
the whole action ; by tasting is by forcing us to make thee taste.
Johnson.
Arv,
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Art. Your danger's ours.
Guid. And our good his.
Bel. Have at it then
by leave ;
Thou hadst, great king, a subject, who was call'd
Belarius.
Cym. What of him ? he is a banish'd traitor.
Bel. He it is, that hath
* Affum'd this age : indeed, a banish'd man ;
I know not how a traitor.
Cym. Take him hence;
The whole world shall not save him.
Bel. Not too hot.
First pay me for the nurfing of thy sons ;
And let it be confiscate all, so soon
As I have receiv'd it.
Cym. Nurfing of my sons ?
Bel. I am too blunt, and saucy : here's my knee :
Ere I arise, I will prefer my sons ;
Then, spare not the old father. Mighty Sir,
These two young gentlemen, that call me father,
And think they are my sons, are none of mine ;
They are the issue of your loins, my liege,
And blood of your begetting.
Cym. How ! my issue ?
Bel. So sure as you, your father's. I, old Morgan,
Am that Belarius whom you sometime banish'd :
5 Your pleasure was my near offence, my punishment
Itself, and all my treason ; that I suffer'd,
Was all the harm I did. These gentle princes,
(For
* Assumd this age : ] 'I believe is the fame as attain'J this
agt. Stbevens.
5 Your pleasure -was my near offence,
] I think this passage
may better be read thus,
Your pleasure was my dear offence, my punishment
Itself was all my treason ; that I suffer'd,
Was all the harm I did.
The offence which cost me so dear was only your caprice. Mjr
bufferings have been all my Crime. Johnson.
The
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(For such, and so they are) these twenty years
Have I train'd up : those arts they have, as I
Could put into them. My breeding was, Sir, as
Your highness knows. Their nurse, Euriphile,
Whom for the theft I wedded, stole these children,
Upon my banishment : I mov'd her to't ;
Having receiv'd the punishment before,
For that which I did then. Beaten for loyalty,
Excited me to treason. .Their dear loss,
The more of you 'twas felt, the more it shap'd
Unto my end of stealing them. But, Sir,
Here are your sons again ; and I must lose
Two of the sweet'st companions in the world :
The benediction of these covering heavens
Fall on their heads like dew ! for they are worthy
To in-lay heaven with stars.
Cym. 6 Thou weep'st, and speak'st.
The service that you three have done is more
Unlike than this thou tell'st. I lost my children
If these be they, I know not how to wish
A pair of worthier sons.
Bel. Be pleas'd a while
,
This gentleman, whom I call Polydore,
Most worthy prince, as yours, is true Guiderius :
The reading of the old copies, though corrupt, is generally
nearer to the truth than that of the later editions, which, for
the most part, adopt the orthography of their respective ages.
An instance occurs in the play of Cymbeline, in the last scene.
Belarius fays to the king,
Your pleasure was my near offence, my punishment
Itself, and all my treason.
Mr. Johnson would read dear offence. In the folio it is neeri',
which plainly points out to us the true reading, me ere, as the
word was then spelt. Observations and Conjectures,
. printed
at Oxford, 1766.
6 Thou weep'J}, and /peat'/.] " Thy tears give testimony to
" the sincerity of thy relation ; and I have the less reason to be
" incredulous, because the actions which you have done within
" my knowledge are more incredible than the story which you
"relate." The king reasons very justly. Johnson.
2
This
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This gentleman, my Cadwal, Arviragus,
Your younger princely son ; he, Sir, was lap'd
In a molt curious mantle, wrought by the hand
Of his queen-mother, which, for more probation,
I can with ease produce.
Cym. Guiderius had
Upon his neck a mole, a sanguine star ;
It was a mark of wonder.
Bel. This is he ;
Who hath upon him still that natural stamp :
It was wife Nature's end, in the donation,
To be his evidence now.
Cym. Oh, what am I
A mother to the byth of three ! Ne'er mother
Rejoic'd deliverance more : blest may you be,
That, after this strange starting from your orbs,
You may reign in them now ! Oh Imogen,
Thou hast lost by this a kingdom.
Imo. No, my lord ;
I have got two worlds by't. Oh, my gentle brothers.
Have we thus met ? oh, never say hereafter,
But I am truest speaker. You call'd me brother,
When I was but your sister ; I, you brothers ;
1 When ye were so, indeed.
Cym. Did you e'er meet ?
Arv. Ay, my good lord.
Guid. And at first meeting lov'd ;
Continued so, until we thought he died.
Cor. By the queen's dram she swallow'd.
Cym. O rare instinct !
When shall I hear all through? this 8 fierce abridgment
Hath to it circumstantial branches, which
1 When ye wert so, indeed.~\ The folio gives,
When we were so, indeed.
If this be right, we must read,
Imo. I, you brothers.
Arv. When we were so, indeed. Johnson.
•
sierce abridgments Fierce, is vehement, rapid. Johns.
Distinction
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Distinction should be rich in.—Where ? how liv'dyoo ?
And when came you to serve our Roman captive ?
How parted with your brothers ? how first met them ?
9 Why fled you from the court ? and whither ?—These,
And your three motives to the battle, with
I know not how much more, should be demanded ;
And all the other by-dependancies
From chance to chance : but nor the time, nor place,
Will serve loi
Posthumus anchors upon Imogen ;
And she, like harmless lightning, throws her eye
On him, her brothers, me, her master ; hitting
Each object with a joy ; the counter-change
Is severally in all. Let's quit this ground,
And smoke the temple with our sacrifices.——
Thou art my brother ; so we'll hold thee ever.
[To Belarius.
Imo. You are my father too ; and did relieve me,
To fee this gracious season !
. Cym. All o'er-joy'd,
Save these in bonds : let them be joyful too,
For they shall taste our comfort.
Imo. My good master,
I will yet do you service.
Luc. Happy be you !
Cym. The forlorn soldier, that so nobly fought,
He would have well become this place, and grac'd
The thankings of a king.
Post. I am, Sir,
The soldier that did company these three
In poor beseeming : 'twas a fitment for
The purpose I then follow'd ;—that I was he»
9 Why fed ycu from the court, and whether theft ?] It must
be rectisied thus ;
Why fled you from the court ? and whither? These, &c.
The king is asking his daughter, how Ihe has lived ; why (he
fled from the court, and to what pi ce : and having enumerated
so many particulars, he stops slioit. Theobald.
Speak,
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Speak, Iachimo I had you down, and might
Have made you finish.
lach. I am down again :
But now my heavy conscience finks my knee, [Kneels.
As then your force did. Take that life, 'beseech you,
Which I so often owe : but, your ring first ;
And here the bracelet of the truest princess,
That ever swore her faith.
Post. Kneel not to me :
The power that I have on you, is to spare you ;
The malice towards you, to forgive you : live,
And deal with others better !
Cym. Nobly doom'd :
We'll learn our freeness of a son-in-law ;
Pardon's the word to all.
Arv. You holp us, Sir,
As you did mean, indeed, to be our brother ;
Joy^d are we, that you are.
Post. Your servant, princes. — Good my lord of Rome,
Call forth your soothsayer. As I flept, methought,
Great Jupiter, upon his eagle back'd,
Appear'd to me, with other sprightly shews
Of mine own kindred. When I wak'd, I found
This label on my bosom ; whose containing
Is so from sense in hardness, that I can
Make no collection of it. Let him (hew
His skill in the construction.
Luc. Philarmonus,
Sooth. Here, my good lord.
Luc. Read, and declare the meaning.
[Reads.]
JffH EN as a lion's whelp stall, to himself unknown,
without seeking find, and be embrac d by a piece os
tender air ; and when from a stately cedar shall be lopt
branches, which, being dead many years, shall after re
vive, be jointed to the old stock, and freshly grow ; then
stall Posthumus end his miseries, Britain be fortunate,
and flourish in peace and plevty.
Vol. IX.
U
Thou,
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Thou, Leonatus, art the lion's whelp ;
The fit and apt construction of thy name,
Being Leo-natus, doth import so much.
The piece of tender air, thy virtuous daughter,
[Ts Cymbeline.
Which we call mollis aer ; and mollis aer
We term it mulier : which mulier, I divine,
Is this most constant wife ; who, even now,
Answering the letter of the oracle,
Unknown to you, unsought, were clip'd about
With this most tender air.
Cym. This has some seeming.
Sooth. The lofty cedar, royal Cymbeline,
Personates thee : and thy lopt branches point
Thy two sons forth ; who, by Belarius stolen,
For many years thought dead, are now reviv'd,
To the majestic cedar join'd ; whose issue
Promises Britain peace and plenty.
Cym. 1 My peace we will begin : and, Caius Lucius,
Although the victor, we submit to Cæsar,
And to the Roman empire ; promising
To pay our wonted tribute ; from the which
We were dissuaded by our wicked queen ;
On whom heaven's justice, both on her and hers,
Hath laid most heavy hand.
Sooth. The fingers of the powers above do tune
The harmony of this peace. The vision,
Which I made known to Lucius ere the stroke
Of this yet scarce-cold battle, at this instant
Is full accomplish'd. For the Roman eagle,
From South to West on wing soaring aloft,
Lessen'd herself, and in the beams o' the fun
So vanish'd : which fore-shew'd our princely eagle,.
The imperial Cælar, should again unite
His favour with the radiant Cymbeline,
Which shines here in the West.
My peace we will be
tegm .
I think it better to read,
Bj p-'ace we will begin. —r—- Johnson.
Cym.
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Cym. Laud we the gods 1
And Jet the crooked smokes climb to their nostrils
From our blest altars ! Publish we this peace
To all our subjects. Set we forward : let
A Roman and a British ensign wave
Friendly together : so through Lud's town march,
And in the temple of great Jupiter
Our peace we'll ratify ; seal it with feasts..
Set on, there : never was a war did cease,
Ere bloody hands were wash'd, with such a peace.
{Exeunt omnes.
THIS play has many just sentiments, some natural dialogues,
and some pleasing scenes, but they are obtained at the expence
of much incongruity. To remark the folly of the siction, the
absurdity of the conduct, the confusion of the names, and
manners of different times, and the impossibility of the events
in any system of life, were to waste criticism upon unresisting
imbecility, upon faults too evident for detection, and too gross
for aggravation. Johnson.

A SONG, fung by Guiderius and Arviragus over
Fidele, supposed to be dead.
By Mr. William Collins.
i.
To fair Fidele's grassy tomb
Soft maids, and village binds shall bring
Each opening sweet, of earliest bloom,
And rifle all the breathing spring.
2.
No wailing ghost shall dare appear
To vex with shrieks this quiet grove :
But shepherd lads assemble here,
And melting virgins own their love.
U 2
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3.
No wither*d witch shall here be seen.
No goblins lead their nightly crew :
The female Fays shall haunt the green,
And dress thy grave with yearly dew.
4.
The red-breast oft at ev'ning hours
Shall kindly lend his little aid,
With hoary moss, and gathered flowers,
To deck the ground where thou art laid.
5.
When howling winds, and beating rain,
In tempests shake the Sylvan cell :
Or midst the chace on ev'ry plain,
The tender thought on thee shall dwell.
6.
Each lonely scene Jhall thee restore ;
For thee the tear be duly shed :
Belov'd, till life could charm no more ;
And mourrid ,till pity's self be dead.
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Persons Represented

LEAR, King of Britain.
King of France.
Duke of Burgundy.
Duke of Cornwall.
Duke of Albany.
Earl of Glo'ster.
Earl of Kent.
Edgar, Son to Glo'ster.
Edmund, Bastard Son to Glo'ster.
Curan, a Courtier.
Doftor.
Fool.
Oswald, Steward to Gonerill.
A Captain, employed by Edmund.
Gentleman, attendant on Cordelia.
A Herald.
Old Man, tenant to Glo'ster.
Servant to Cornwall.
Yj j Servants to Glo'ster.

Gonerill, 'J
Regan, > Daughters to Lear.
Cordelia, J
Knights attending on the King, Officers, Messengers,
Soldiers, and Attendants.
SCENE lies in Britain.

'KING

ACT

I.
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SCENE

I.

The king's palace.
Enter Kent, Glo'Jter, and Edmund the bastard.
Kent.
1 THOUGHT the king had more affected the
duke of Albany than Cornwall.
Clo. It did always seem so to us : but now,
* in the division of the kingdom, it appears not which
of the dukes he values most ; for 3 equalities are so
* The story of this tragedy had found its way into many
ballads and other metrical pieces; yet Shakespeare seems to have
been more indebted to the True Chronicle History of King Leir
and his Three Daughters, Gonorill, Rago.n, und Cordelia, 1605,
(which I have already published at the end of my collection of
the quarto copies) than to all the other performances together.
Prom The Mirror of Magistrates, 1 586, he has however taken
the hint for the behaviour of the Steward, and the reply of
Cordelia to her father concerning her future marriage. The
episode of Glo'ster and his sons must have been borrowed
from Sidney's Arcadia, as I have not found the least trace of
it in any other work. I have referred to these pieces, whenever
Shakespeare seems more immediately to have followed them, in
•the course of my notes on the play. Steevens.
* —— in the divifion of the kingdom,—'] There is something
.of obscurity or inaccuracy in this preparatory scene. The king
has already divided his kingdom, and yet when he enters he
examines his daughters, to discover in what proportions he
should divide it. Perhaps Kent and Gloucester only were privy
to his delign, which he still kept in his own hands, to be
changed or performed as subsequent reasons should determine
him. Johnson.
► 3
equalities,—] So the first quarto's : the folio reads
Qualities. Johnson.
U 4
weigh'd,
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weigh'd, + that curiosity in neither can 5 make choice
of cither's moiety.
Kent. Is not this your son, my lord ?
Glo. His breeding, Sir, has been at my charge. I
have so often blush'd to acknowledge him, that now
I am braz'd to't.
Kent. I cannot conceive you.
Glo. Sir, this young fellow's mother could : where
upon she grew round-womb'd ; and had, indeed, Sir,
a son for her cradle, ere she had a husband for her bed.
Do you smell a fault ?
Kent. I cannot wish the fault undone, the issue of
it being so proper.
Glo. But I have a son, Sir, by order of law, 6 some
year elder t/ian this, who yet is no dearer in my ac
count. Though this knave came somewhat saucily
into the world before he was sent for, yet was his
mother fair ; there was good sport at his making, and
the whoreson must be acknowledged, Do you know
this noble gentleman, Edmund ?
* — that curiofify in neither—,] Curiofity, for exacted scrutiny.
The sense of the whole sentence is, The qualities and properties
of the several divisions are so weighed and balanced against one
another, that the exactest scrutiny could not determine in pre
ferring one share to the other. Warhurton.
5
make choice of either 's moiety.] The strict sense of the
word moiety is half, one of two equal parts ; but Shakespeare
commonly uses it for any part or divifion.
Meth'inks my moiety north from Burton here
In quantity equals not one of yours :
and here the divifion was ir.to three parts. Had Shakespeare
been aware of the precise meaning, he probably would not
have anticipated the determination os the king, who in the next
scene divides the kingdom in this manner. Steevens.
6 —rfeme year elder than this,
] The Oxford Editor, not
understanding the common phrase, alters year to years. He
did not consider, the Bastard fays,
For that I am some twelve or fourteen moon-shines
Lagos a brother.
.— Warburton.
JW» is an expression used when we speak indefinitely.
Steevens.
Edm,
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Edm. No, my lord.
Glo. My lord of Kent :
Remember him hereafter as my honourable friend.
Edm. My services to your lordship.
Kent. I must love you, and sue to know you better.
Edm. Sir, I shall study deserving.
Glo. He hath been out nine years, and away he shall
again :
[Trumpets found within,
—The king is coming.
Enter king Lear, Cornwall, Albany, Gonerill, Regan,
Cordelia, and attendants.
Lear. Attend the lords of France and Burgundy,
Glo'ster.
Glo. I shall, my liege. [Exeunt Glojler and Edmund.
Lear. Mean time we shall 1 express our darker
purpose.
The m«p there. Know, that we have divided,
In three, our kingdom : 8 and 'tis our fast intent,
7
express our darker purposes Darker, for more secret ;
not for indirect, oblique. Warburton.
This word may admit a further explication. We Jhall exprefs
cur darker purpofe : that is, we have already made known in
some measure our design of parting the kingdom ; we will now
discover what has not been told before, the reasons by which we
shall regulate the partition. This interpretation will justify or
palliate the exordial dialogue. Johnson.
!
and 'tis our fast intent,] This is an interpolation of
Mr. Lewis Theobald, for want of knowing the meaning of the
old reading in the quarto of 1608, and first folio of 1623; where
we find it,
. and 'tis our first intent ;
which is as Shakespeare wrote it ; who makes Lear declare his
purpose with a dignity becoming his character : that the first
reason of his abdication was the love of his people, that they
might be protected by such as were better able to discharge
the trust ; and his natural affection for his daughters, only the
second. Warburton.
Fast is the reading of the first folio, and, I think, the true
reading. Johns.on,
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To shake all cares and business from our age ;
Conferring them on' younger strengths, while we
Unburden'd crawl toward death. Our son of Corn
wall,
And you, our no less loving son of Albany,
We have this hour a 9 constant will to publish
Our daughters several dowers, that future strife
May be prevented now. The princes, France and
Burgundy,
Great rivals in our youngest daughter's love,
Long in our court have made their amorous sojourn,
And here are to be answer'd.—Tell me, my daughters,
(Since now we will divest us, both of rule,
Interest of territory, cares of state)
Which of you, shall we say, doth love us most ?
That we our largest bounty may extend,
1 Where nature doth with merit challenge. Gonerill,
Our eldest born, speak first.
Gon. Sir, I
Do 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, heakh, beauty, honour:
As much as child e'er lov'd, or father found.
A love that makes breath poor, and speech unable j
* Beyond all manner of so much I love you.
Cor. What shall Cordelia 3 do ? Love and be silent.
[Aside.
Lear. Of all these bounds, even from this line to
this,
9 —constant will seems a confirmation offust intent. Johns.
1 Where nature doth witb merit challenge.
] Where the
claim of merit is superadded to that of nature. Stesvens.
1 Beyond all manner, &c.] i. e. beyond all expression. Waub.
Beyond all manner of so much] Beyond all assignable
quantity. I love you beyond limits, and cannot fay it is so
much, for how much soever I should name, it would yet be
more. Johnson.
3 —— do?
, ] So the quarto; the folio has fptak. Johns.
With
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With shadowy forests and .with champains rich'd,
With plenteous rivers and wide-skirted meads,
We make thee lady. To thine and Albany's issue
Be this perpetual.—What fays our second daughter,
Our dearest Regan, wife of Cornwall ? speak.
Reg. I am made of that felf-metal as my sister,
And prize me at her worth. In my true heart,
I find, she names my very deed of love,
Only she comes too short ; * that I profess
Myself an enemy to all other joys,
* Which the most precious square of sense poslesies ;
And find, I am alone felicitate
In your dear highness' love.
Cor. Then poor Cordelia !
[Aside.
And yet not so ; since, I am sure, my love's
* More pond'rous than my tongue.
Lear. To thee, and thine, hereditary ever,
Remain this ample third of our fair kingdom ;
1 No less in space, validity, and pleasure,
*
that I profefs] That seems to stand without relation,
tut is referred to find, the first conjunction being inaccurately
suppressed. I find that she names my deed, I find that I pro
fess, &c. Johnson.
5 Which the most precious square of sensepossesses ;] By the square
of sense, we are, here, to understand the four nobler senses,
viz. the fight, hearing, taste, and smell. For a young lady
could not, with decency, insinuate that she knew of any plea
sures which the fifth afforded. This is imagined and expressed
with great propriety and delicacy. But the Oxford Editor,
for square, reads spirit. Warburton.
This is acute; but perhaps square means only compass, cent'
prehenfion. Johnson.
6 More pond'rous than my tongue.] We lhould read, their
tongue, meaning her sisters. Warburton.
I think the present reading right. Johnson.
More pond'rous than my tongue?] Thus the folio : the quarto
reads, more richer. Ste evens.
* No less in space, validity,
] Validity, for worth, value ;
not for integrity, or good title. Warburton.
Than
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Than that confirm'd on Gonerill. — 8 Now our joy,
9 Although our last, not least, to whose young love
The vines of France, and milk of Burgundy,
Strive to be int'ress'd ; what say you, 1 to draw
A third, more opulent than your sisters ? Speak.
Cor. Nothing, my lord.
Lear. Nothing ?
Cor. Nothing.
Lear. Nothing can come of nothing : speak again.
Cor. Unhappy that I am, I cannot heave
My heart into my mouth : I love your majesty
According to my bond; nor more, nor less.
Lear. How now, Cordelia ? mend your speech a
little,
Lest you may mar your fortunes.
Cor. Good, my lord,
You have begot, bred me, lov'd me : I
Return those duties back, as are right fit;
Obey you, love you, and most honour you.
'Why have my sisters husbands, if they say
They love you all ? a Haply, when I shall wed,
That
* —- Now ourjoy,] Here the true reading is picked out of
two copies. Butter's quarto reads,
But now our joy,
Although the last, not least in our dear love,
What can you fay to win a third, &c.
The folio,
Now our joy,
Although our last, and least ; to whose young love
The vines of France, and milk of Burgundy,
Strive to be int'ress'd. What can you fay ? Johnson.
' Although our last, not least, tec.] So in the old anonymous
play, King Leir speaking to Mumford,
"
to thee last of all ;
*' Not greeted last, 'cause thy desert was small." Steev.
1
to draw] The quarto reads,
to 'win. Steevens.
1
Haply, when I stall wed, &c.] So in The Mirror
»s Magistrates, 1586, Cordila fays,
« Ta
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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,
3 To love my father all.
Lear. But goes thy heart with this ?
Cor. Ay, my good lord.
Lear. So young, and so untender ?
Cor. So young, my lord, and true.
Lear. Let it be so—thy truth then be thy dower :
For, by the sacred radiance of the sun,
The mysteries of Hecat, and the night ;
By all the operations of the orbs,
From whom we do exist, and cease to be ;
Here I disclaim all my paternal care,
Propinquity and property of blood,
And as a stranger to my heart and me
♦ Hold thee, from this, for ever. The barbarous
Scythian,
Or he that makes his generation messes
To gorge his appetite, shall to my bosom
Be as well neighbour'd, pitied, and reliev'd,
As thou, my sometime daughter.
Kent. Good, my liege
Lear. Peace, Kent!
Come not between the dragon and his wrath :
I lov'd her most, and thought to set my rest
On her kind nursery.— Hence, and avoid my fight !
[To Cordelia.
So be my grave my peace, as here I give
" To love you as I ought, my father, well ;
" Yet shortly I may chance, if fortune will,
" To sind in heart to beare another more good will :
" Thus much I said of nuptial loves that meant."
Steevens.
5 To low my father all. —] These words arc restored from the
sirst edition, without which the sense was not complete. Pope.
* Hold tbet, from this,
] i. e. from this* time. Steev.
Her
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Her father's heart from her!
Call France.
'Who
stirs?
Call Burgundy.
Cornwall and Albany,
With my two daughters' dowers digest this third :
Let pride, which she calls plainness, marry her.
I do invest you jointly with my power,
Preheminence, and all the large esfects
That troop with majesty. Ourself, by monthly course,
With reservation of an hundred knights,
By you to be suftain'd, shall our abode
Make with you by due turns. * Only we still retain
The name and all the addition to a king ;
The sway, revenue, execution of the rest,
Beloved sons, be yours : which to confirm,
This coronet part between you.
[Giving the crown.
Kent. Royal Lear,
Whom I have ever honour'd as my king,
Lov'd as my father, as my master follow'd,
As my great patron thought on in my prayers.'
5

,
Only retain
The name, and all the addition to a king :
The sway, revenue, execution,
Beloved sons, he yours ;
] The old books lead the
lines thus ;
The sway, revenue, execution of the rest,
Beloved sons, be yours.
This is evidently corrupt ; and the editors not knowing what
to make of—of the rest , left it out. The true readiag,
without doubt, was,
The sway, revenue, execution of tb' hest,
Beloved sons, be yours. ,
Hest is an old word for regal command; so that the fense of the
whole is,—I will only retain the name and all the ceremonious
observances that belong to a king.; the essentials, as sway, re
venue, administration of the laws, be yours. Warburton.
execution of the rest,] I do not fee any great difficulty in
the words, execution of the rest, which are in both the old
copies. The execution of the rest is, I suppose, all the other
bufiness. Dr. Warburton's awn explanation of his amendment
confutes it ; if hest be a regal command, they were, by the grant
oi Lear, to have rather the best than the execution. Johnson.
Lear.
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Lear. The bow is bent and drawn, make from the
shaft.
Kent. Let it fall rather, though the fork invade
The region of my heart : be Kent unmannerly,
When Lear is mad. What wouldst thou do, old man ?
6 Think'st thou, that duty shall have dread to speak,
When power to flattery bows ? To plainness honour's
bound,
When majesty stoops to folly. Reverse thy doom,
And in thy best consideration check
This hideous rashness : answer my life my judgment,
Thy youngest daughter does not love thee least ;
Nor are those empty hearted, whose low sound
? Reverbs no hollowness.
Lear. Kent, on thy life, no- more.
6 Think'Jl thou, that duty Jhall have dread to speaks Diavffgiven this passage according to the old folio, from which the
modern editions have silently departed, for the fake of better
numbers, with a degree of insincerity, which, if not fometimeidetected and censured, must impair the credit of ancient books.
One of the editors, and perhaps only one, knew how much;
mischief may be done by such clandestine alterations. The
quarto agrees with the folio, except that for reserve thy state*
it gives, reverse thy doom, and has stoops instead offalls to folly.
The meaning of answer my life my judgment, is, Let my life beanswerable for mf judgment, or, / will staki my life on my
opinion.
The reading which* without any right, has possessed.
all the modern copies is this ;
to plainness honour
1$ bound, when majesty to folly falls.
Reserve thy state ; with better judgment check
This hideous rashness ; with my life I answer,
Thy youngest daughter, &c.
I am inclined to think that reverse thy doom was Shakespeare's
sirst reading, as more apposite to the present occasion, and that
he changed it afterwards to reserve thy state, which conduces
more to the progress of the action. Johnson.
Reserve thy state, is the reading of the folio. Sttevens.
7 Reverbs
] This I presume to be a word of the poet'*
own making, meaning the same as reverberates. Sthevens.
Kent.
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Kent. My life I never held but as 8 a pawn
To wage against thine enemies ; nor fear to lose it,
Thy safety being the motive.
Lear. Out of my fight !
Kent. See better, Lear ; and let me still remain
9 The true blank of thine eye.
*
Lear. Now by Apollo
Kent. Now by Apollo, king,
Thou swear'st thy gods in vain.
Lear. O vassal! miscreant!
[Laying his band on his sword.
Alb. Corn. Dear Sir, forbear.
Kent. Kill thy physician, and thy fee bestow
Upon the foul disease. Revoke thy gift,
Or whilst I can vent clamour from my throat,
I'll tell thee, thou dost evil.
Lear. Hear me, recreant !
On thine allegiance hear me !
Since thou hast sought to make us break our vow,
Which we durst never yet, and with 1 strain'd pride
a To come betwixt our sentence and our power ;
3 Which nor our nature, nor our place, can bear ;
Our potency made good, take thy reward.
Five
8
■— a pawn
To wage against thine enemies ;
] i. e. I never regarded
my life as my own, but merely as a thing of which I had the
possession, not the property ; and which was entrusted to me to
be employed in waging war against your enemies. Steevens.
9 The true blank of thine eye.] The blank is the white or exact
mark at which the arrow is shot. See better, fays Kent, and
keep me always in your view. Johnson.
*
strain d pride'] The oldest copy reads strayed pride ;
that is, pride exorbitant ; pride passing due bounds. Johnson.
1 To come betwixt our sentence aud our power ; ] Power, for
execution of the sentence. Warburton.
Rather, as Mr. Edwards observes, our power to execute that
sentence. Steevens.
3 Which nor our nature, nor our place, can bear,
Our potency make good ;
] Mr. 1 hcobald, by putting the
first
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Five days we do allot thee, for provision
To shield thee from disasters of the world ;
And, on the sixth, to turn thy hated back
first line into a parenthesis, and altering make to made in the
second line, had destroyed the sense of the whole ; which, as
it stood before he corrupted the words, was this : " You have
" endeavoured, fays Lear, to make me break my oath ; you
" have presumed to stop the execution of my sentence : the
" latter of these attempts neither my temper nor high station
*' will suffer me to bear ; and the other, had I yielded to it,
" my power could not make good, or excuse."
Which, in
the first line, referring to both attempts : but the ambiguity of
it, as it might refer only to the latter, has occasioned all the
obscurity of the passage. Warburton.
Theobald only inserted the parenthesis ; he found made good
in the best copy of 1623. Dr. Warburton has very acutely ex
plained and defended the reading that he has chosen, but I am
not certain that he has chosen right. If we take the reading of
the folio, our potency made good, the sense will be less profound
indeed, but less intricate, and equally commodious. As thou
haft come with unreasonable pride between the sentence which I
had paffed, and the power by which I Jhall execute it, take thy
reward in another sentence which Jhall make good, Jhall cstablijh,
jhall maintain, that power. If Dr. Warburton's explanation
be chosen, and every reader will wish to choose it, we may
better read,
Which nor our nature, nor our state can bear,
Or potency make good.
Mr. Davies thinks, that our potency made good relates only to
our place.—.Which our nature cannot bear, nor our place, with
out departure from the potency of that place. This is easy and
dear. Lear, who is characterized as hot, heady, and violent,
is, with very just observation of life, made to entangle himself
with vows, upon any sudden provocation to vow revenge, and
then to plead the obligation of a vow in defence of implaca
bility. Johnson.
In my opinion, made, the reading of all the editions, but
the quarto, which reads make good, is right. Lear had just
delegated his power to Albany and Cornwall, contenting him
self with only the name and all the additions of a king : he
could therefore have no power to inflict on Kent the punishment
which he thought he deserved. Ourpotency madegood seems to me
only this : They to ixihom I have yielded my power and authority,
yielding me the ability to dispense it in this instance, take thy reWard. Steevens.
Vol. IX.
X
Upon
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Upon our kingdom : if, the tenth day following,
Thy banish'd trunk be found in our dominions,
The moment is thy death. Away ! ♦ By Jupiter,
This shall not be revok'd.
Kent. Fare thee well, king : fith thus thou wilt
appear,.
5 Freedom lives hence, and banishment is here.
The gods to their dear shelter take thee, maid,
[To Cordelia.
That justly think'st, and hast most rightly said !
And, your large speeches may your deeds approve,
[To Regan and GonoriU.
That good effects may spring from words of love.—
Thus Kent, O princes, bids you all adieu ;
* He'll shape his old course in a Country new. [Exit.
Re-enter G/o'Jler, with France and Burgundy., and
attendants.
Glo. Here's France and Burgundy, my noble lord.
Lear. My lord of Burgundy,
We first address toward you, who with this king
Have rivall'd for our daughter : what in the least
Will you require in present dower with her,
Or cease your quest of love ?
Bur. Most royal majesty,
I crave no more than hath your highness offer'd,
Nor will you tender less.
Lear. Right noble Burgundy,
When she was dear to us, we did hold her so ;
But now her price is fall'n. Sir, there she stands ;
*
By Jupiter,] Shakespeare makes his Lear too much a
mytholegilt : he had Hecate and Apollo before. Johnson.
5 Freedom lives hence,
] So the folio : both the quartos
concur in reading Friendjhip lives hence. Steevens.
6 He'll Jhape bis old courje—] He will follow his old maxims;
he will continue to act upon the fame principles. Johnson.
2
If
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If aught within that little, 7 seeming, substance,
Or all of it, with our displeasure piec'd,
And nothing more, may fitly like your grace,
She's there, and she is yours.
Bur. I know no answer.
Lear. Will you with those infirmities stie 8 owes,
Unfriended, new-adopted to our hate,
Dower'd wiih our curse, and stranger'd with our oath,
Take her, or leave her ?
Bur. Pardon me, royal Sir ;
' Election makes not up on such conditions.
Lear. Then leave her, Sir ; for, by the power that
made me,
I tell you all her wealth. —For you, great king,
[To France.
I would not from your love make such a stray,
To match you where I hate therefore beseech you
To avert your liking a more worthier way
Than on a wretch, whom nature is asham'd
Almost to acknowledge hers.
France. This is most strange!
That she, who even but now was your best object,
The argument of your praise, balm of your age,
1 The best, the dearest ; should in this trice of time
Commit a thing so monstrous, to dismantle
So many folds of favour ! Sure her offence
Must be of such unnatural degree,
7 Seeming is beautiful. Johnson.
Seeming rather means specious. Steevens.
8 .
owes,] i.e. Possessed of. Steevens.
9 Election makes not up on such conditions.] To make up sig
nifies to complete, to conclude ; as, they made up the bargain ;
but in this fense it has, I think, always the subject noun after
it. To make up, in familiar language, is, neutrally, to comt
forward, to make advances, which, I think, is meant here.
Johnson.
1 The best, the dearest ;
] Best is added from the first
copy. Johnson.
X 2
That

KING

LEAR.

That monsters it : * or your fore-vouch'd asfection
Fall into taint : which to believe of her,.
Must be a faith, that reason without miracle
Should never plant in me.
Cor. I yet beseech your majesty,
(If—for I want that glib and oily art,
To speak and purpose not ; since what I well intend,
I'll do't before I speak) —that you make known
It is no vicious blot, murder, or foulness,
No unchaste action, or dishonour'd step,
That hath depriv'd me of your grace and favour :
1 The common books read,
or your fore-vouch'd affection
Fall'n into taint :
This line has no clear or strong fense, nor is this reading
authorized by any copy, though it has crept into all the late
editions. The early quarto reads,
or you for vouch'd affections
Fall'n into taint.
The folio,
or your fore-vouch'd affection
Fall into taint.'
Taint is used for corruption and for disgrace. If therefore we
take the oldest reading it may be reformed thus :
—— fare her offence
Must be of such unnatural degree,
That monsters it ; or you for vouch'd affection
Fall into taint.
Her offence must be prodigious, or you must fall into reproach
for having <vouched affection which you did not feel. If the
reading of the folio be preferred, we may with a very flight
change produce the fame fense :
sure her offence
Must be of such unnatural degree,
That monsters it, or your fore-vouch'd affection
Falls into taint.
That is, falls into reproach or censure. But there is another
possible fense. Or signifies before, and or ever is before ever ;
the meaning in the folio may therefore be, Sure her crime must
be monstrous before your affection can be affeUed miitb hatred. lit
the reader determine.
As I am not much a friend to con
jectural emendation, I mould prefer the latter fense, which re
quires no change of reading. Johnson.
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But even for want of that, for which I am richer,
A still-soliciting eye, and such a tongue,
That I am glad I have not, though, not to have it,
Hath lost me in your liking.
Lear. Better thou
Hadst not been born, than not to have pleas'd me
better.
France. Is it but this ? a tardiness in nature,
Which often leaves the history unspoke
That it intends to do ?—My lord of Burgundy,
What say you to the lady ? Love's not love,
When it is mingled with regards that stand
Aloof 3 from the intire point. Will you have her ?
She is herself a dowry.
Bur. + Royal Lear,
Give me but that portion which yourself propos'd,
And here I take Cordelia by the hand,
Dutchefs of Burgundy.
Lear. Nothing :
I have sworn ; I am firm.
Bur. I am sorry then, you have so lost a father,
That you must lose a husband.
Cor. Peace be with Burgundy !
Since that respects of fortune are his love,
I shall not be his wife.
France. Fairest Cordelia, that art most rich, being
poor;
Most choice, forsaken ; and most lov'd, despis'd !
Thee and thy virtues here I seize upon :
Be it lawful, I take up what's cast away.
Gods, gods ! 'tis strange, that from their cold'st neglect
My love should kindle to inflam'd respect.
5
from the intire point.—] Intire, for right, true. Wars.
Rather, single, unmixed with other considerations. Johns.
Dr. Johnson is right. The meaning of the passage is, '.hat
his love wants something to mark its sincerity :
" Who seeks for aught in love but love alone ?" Steev.
* Royal Lear,] So the quarto : the folio has Royal king.
Stebvfns.
X 3
Thy
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Thy dow'rless daughter, king, thrown to my chance,
Is queen of us, of ours, and our fair France :
Noc ail the dukes of watrish Burgundy
Can buy this unpriz'd, precious maid of me.
Bid them farewell, Cordelia, tho' unkind
5 Thou lostst here, a better where to sind.
Lear. Thou hast her, France : let her be thine; forwe
Have no such daughter, nor shall ever see
That face of hers ag^in : therefore be gone
Without our grace, our love, our benizon.
Come, noble Burgundy.
[FlouriJh. Exeunt hear and Burgundy,
France. Bid farewell to your sisters.
Cor. Ye jewels of our father, with wash'd eyes
Cordelia leaves you ; I know you what you are ;
And, like a sister, am most loth to call
Your faults, as they are nam'd. Love well our father :
To your professing bosoms I commit him :
But yet, alas ! stood I within his grace,
I would prefer him to a better place,
So farewell to you both.
Reg. Prescribe not us our duties.
Con. Let your study
Be, to content your lord ; who hath receiv'd you
At fortune's alms : you have obedience scanted,
6 And well are worth the want that you have wanted.
Cor.
S Thou lofest here,
] Here and where have the power of
nouns. Thou lofest this residence to find a better residence in
an1ither place. Johnson.
' And well are worth the want that you have watted.] This
is a very obscure expression, and must be pieced out with an
implied sense to be undcritood. This I take to be the poet's
meaning, stript of the jingle which makes it dark : " You
" well deserve to meet with that want of love from your huf
s' band, which you have professed lo want for our father."
Theobald,
And well are worth the want that you have wanted.] This
nonsense must be corrected thus,
And well are worth the want that you have vaunted.
i. e. that disherison, which you so much glory in, you deserve.
Warburton.
I think
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Cor. Time shall unfold what 7 plaited cunning hides,
• Who cover faults, shame them at last derides.
Well may you prosper !
France. Come, my fair Cordelia.
[Exeunt France and Cordelia.
Gon. 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.
Reg. That's most certain, and with you ; next
month with us.
Gon. You fee how full of changes his age is ; the
observation we have made of it hath not been little :
he always lov'd our sister most ; and with what poor
judgment he hath now cast her off, appears too
grossly.
Reg. 'Tis the infirmity of his age : yet he hath ever
but siendcrly known himself.
Gon. The best and soundest of his time hath been
but rash ; then must we look to receive from his age,
not alone the imperfections of long-engrafted con
dition, but, therewithal, the unruly waywardness that
infirm and choleric years bring with them.
Reg. Such unconstant starts are we like to have
from him, as this of Kent's banishment.
Gon. There is further compliment of leave-taking
1 think the common reading very suitable to the manner of
our author, and well enough explained by Theobald. Johns.
The meaning may be this.You are well worthy to deserve the
•want (i. e. poverty) which, in my opinion, you have vault*?
(i. e. solicited or desired to have) from our father. The difficulty
is only in the ambiguity of the words want and wanted, which
are used in the different fenses of egere and carere. Both the
quarto's read,
And well are worth the worth that you have wanted.
Steevens.
*
plaited cunning—] i. e. complicated, involved cunning.
Johnson.
* Who cover faults, &c.] The quarto's read.
Who cover faults, Jhame them at last derides.
This I have replaced. The former editors read with the folio,
Who covers faults at last with stiame derides. Steev.
X 4
between
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between France and him. Pray you, 9 let us hit
together. If our father carry authority with such dis
position as he bears, this last surrender of his, will
but osfend us.
Reg. We shall further think of it.
Gon. We must do something, and IO i' the heat.
[Exeunt,
SCENE

II.

Changes to a castle belonging to the earl of Glo'sler,
Enter Edmund, with a letter.
Edm. ' Thou, Nature, art my goddess ; to thy law
My services are bound : wherefore mould I
• Stand in the plague of custom, and permit
The
0 i
let us bit
] So the old quarto. The folio, let ut
fit. Johnson.
let us bit
] i.e. agree. Steevens.
1°
/" the beat] i. e. We must strike while the iron's bet.
Steevens.
1 Thou, Nature, art my goddess ;
] He makes his bastard
an atheist. Italian atheism had much infected the English court,
as we learn from the best writers of that time. But this was
the general title those atheists in their works gave to Nature :
thus Vanini calls one of his books, De admirandistiat tinÆ
Reginæ DE.squE mortalium Arcanis. So that the title here
js emphatiral. Warburton.
Dr. Warburton fays that Shakespeare has made his bastard
an atheist ; when it is very plain that Edmund only speaks of
nature in opposition to custom, and not (as he supposes) to the
existence of a God. Edmund means only as he came not into
the world as custom or law had prescribed, so he had nothing
to do but to follow Nature and her laws, which make no
difference between legitimacy and illegitimacy, between tie
eldest and the youngest. Steevens.
1 Stand in the plague of custom,
1 The Word plague \i
in all the old copies : I can scarcely think it right, nor can I
yet reconcile myself to the emendation proposed, though I
have nothing better to offer. Johnson.
Shakespeare seems to mean by the plague of custom. Wherefore
should I remain in a situation where I Hull be plagued and
tormented
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3 The curiosity of nations + to deprive me,
For that I am some twelve or fourteen moon-shines
5 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 ? bale, base ?
6 Who, in the lusty stealth of nature, take
More
tormented only in consequence of the contempt with which
custom regards those who are not the ifl'ue of a lawful bod i
Dr. Warburton proposes plage, which he defines to be the fine,
the ccuntry, the boundary as custom ; which definition he mi^ht
have spared, as there is no such word as that which he would
introduce. Ste evens.
3 The courtesi of nations
] Mr. Pope reads nicety. The
copies give,—{he curiofity of nations ;
but our author's word
was, curtejy. In our lawj some lands are held by the curtesy os
England. Theobald.
Curiofity, in 'he time of Shakespeare, was a word that sig
nified an over nice scrupulousness in manners, dress, &c. In this
fense it is used in Timon. " When thou wast (says /ipemantus)
" in thy gilt and thy perfume, they mock'd thee for too much
" curiofity." Curiofuy is the old reading, which Mr. Theobald
changed into courtesy, though the word occurs a second time in
this act, and is uied by Beaumont and Fletcher in the fame
fense. Ste evens.
*
to deprive me,] To deprive was, in our author's time,
synonymous to difinherit. The old dictionary renders exh/eredo
by this word : and Holinshed speaks of the line of Henry before
deprived. Ste evens.
3 Edmund inveighs against the tyranny of custom, in two
instances, with respect to younger brothers, and to bastards. In
the former he must not be understood to mean himself, but the
argument becomes general by implying more than is said,
Wherefore Jhould I or any man. Han .:er.
6 Who, in the lusty stealth of nature, &c.] These sine lines
are an instance of our author's admirable art in giving proper
sentiments to his characters. The bastard's is that of a con
firmed atheist ; and his being made to ridicule judicial astrology
was designed as one mark of such a character. For this im
pious juggle had a religious reverence paid to it at that time.
And therefore the best characters in this play acknowledge the
force of the stars' influence. But how much the lines following
jhis? are in character, may be seen by that monstrous wish of
Vapini,
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More compofition and fierce quality,
Than doth, within a dull, stale, tired bed,
Go to the creating a whole tribe of fops,
Got 'tween a-fleep 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,
legithnate.
Well, my legitimate, if this letter speed,
And my invention thrive, Edmund the base
7 Shall be the legitimate. I grow ; I prosper :
3 Now, gods, stand up for bastards !
Vanini, the Italian atheist, in his tract De admirandis Natur•e,
&c. printed at Paris, 1616, the very year our poet died. " 0
" utinam extra legitimum £5* connubialem thorum effem procreatus !
" Jta cnim progenitores mei in venerem incaluilscnt ardentius,
*' ac cumulatim affatimque generosa semina contulissent, t
" quibu- ego forma blanditiam et elegantiam - robustas csrporis
" vires, mentemque iiinubilem conftquuens fuisfevt. At quia con" jugatorum sum soboles, his orbatus sum bonis." Had the
book been published but ten or twenty years sooner, who
would not have believed that Shakespeare alluded to this pas
sage? But the divinity os his genius foretold, as it were, what
such an atheist as Vanini would fay, when he wrote upon such
a subject. Warburton.
7 Shall be the legitimate.
j Here the Oxford Editor would
(hew us that he is as good at coining phrases as his author, and
so alters the text thus,
Shall toe th' legitimate.
i. e. fays he, stand on e-ven ground niith him, as he would do
with his author. Warburton.
Hanmer's emendation will appear very plausible to him that
lhall consult the original reading. Butter's quarto reads,
Edmund the base
Shall tooth' legitimate.—
The folio,
Edmund the base
Shall to th' legitimate.
Hanmer, therefore, could hardly be charged with coining a
word, though his explanation may be doubted. To toe him, is
perhaps to kick him out, a phrase yet in vulgar use ; or, to toe,
may be literally to supplant. The word be has no authority.
Johnson.
Mr. Edwards would read,—Shall top the legitimate. Steev.
* Now, gods, stand up far bastards .'] For what reason? He
does not tell us; but the poet alludes to the debaucheries of the
Pagan gods, who made heroes of all their bastards. Ware.
To
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To him enter Glo'ster.
Glo. Kent banish'd thus! and France in choler
parted !
And the king gone to-night ! 1 subscrib'd his power !
Confin'd to ' exhibition ! 3 AH this done
Upon the gad ! —Edmund ! how now ? what news ?
Edm. So please your lordship, none.
[Putting up the letter.
Glo, Why so earnestly seek you to put up that letter ?
Edm. I know no news, my lord.
Glo. What paper were you reading ?
Edm. Nothing, my lord.
Glo. No ! What needed then that terrible dispatch
of it into your pocket ? the quality of nothing hath
not such need to hide itself. Let's fee : come. If it
be nothing, I shall not need spectacles.
Edm. I beseech you, Sir, pardon me : it is a letter
from my brother, that I have not all o'er read ; for
so much as I have perus'd, I find it not fit for your
over-looking.
Glo. Give me the letter, Sir.
Edm. I shall offend, either to detain, or give it.
The contents, as in part I understand them, are to
blame.
1
subscrib'd bil power .'] Subscribed, for transferred,
alienated. Warburton.
To subscribe, is, to transser by signing or subscribing a
writing of testimony. We now life the term, He subscribed
forty pounds to the new building. Johnsok.
1
exhibition ! ] Is allowance. The term is yet used
in the universities. Johnson.
' —
al! this dene
Upon the gad !
] So the old copies : the later
editions read,
All is gone
Upon the gad !
which, besides that it is unauthorized, is less proper. To do
upon the gad, is, to act by the sudden stimulation of caprice,
as cattle run madding when they are stung by the gad fly.
Johnson.
Glo.*
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Glo. Let's fee, let's fee.
Edm. I hope, for my brother's justification, he wrote
this but as an essay, or * taste of my virtue.
Glo. reads.] 5 This policy, and reverence of age makes
the world hitter to the best of our times ; keeps our for
tunes from us, till ouroldnefs cannot relish them. I begin
to find an 6 idle and fond bondage in the oppression of
aged tyranny ; which sways, not as it hath power, but
as it is suffered. Come to me, that of this J may speak
more. If our father would Jleep till I wak'd him, you
Jhould enjoy half his revenue for ever, and live the be
loved of your\brother, Edgar.—Hum—Conspiracy !—
steep, till I wake him—you ,Jhould enjoy half his revenue.
—My son Edgar ! Had he a hand to write this ? a
heart and brain to breed it in ?—When came this to
you ? Who brought it ?
Edm. It was not brought me, my lord, there's the
cunning of it. I found it thrown in at the casement
of my closet.
Glo. You know the character to be your brother's ?
Edm. If the matter were good, my lord, I durst
swear it were his ., but, in respect of that, I would fain
think it were not.
Glo. It is his.
Edm. It is his hand, my lord ; but, I hope, his
heart is not in the contents.
Glo. Hath he never before sounded you in this
business ?
Edm. Never, my lord. But I have heard him oft
maintain it to be sit, that, sons at perfect age, and
*
taste of my virtue.] Though taste may stand in this
place, yet I believe we should read, ajfay or test of my virtue :
they are both metallurgical terms, and properly joined. So
in Hamlet,
Bring me to the test. Johnson.
5 This policy and reverence of ages
] Age is the reading of
both the copies of authority. Butter's quarto has, this policy
of ages ; the folio, this policy and reverence of age. Johnson.
9
idle andfond
] Weak and foolish. Johnson.
fathers
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fathers declining, the father should be as a ward to
the son, and the son manage his revenue.
Glo. O villain, villain ! —His very opinion in the
letter !
Abhorred villain ! Unnatural, detested,
brutish villain ! worse than brutish !
Go, sirrah,
seek him I'll apprehend him :
abominable villain !
where is he ?
Edm. I do not well know, my lord. If it shall
please you to suspend your indignation against my
brother, till you can derive from him better testimony
of his intent,, you should run a certain course ; where,
if you violently proceed against him, mistaking his
purpose, it would make a great gap in your own
honour, and shake in pieces the heart of his obedience.
I dare pawn down my life for him, that he hath writ
this to feel my affection to your honour, and to no
other 7 pretence of danger.
Glo. Think you so ?
Edm. If your honour judge it meet, I will place
you where you shall hear us confer of this, and by an
auricular assurance have your satisfaction ; and that
without any further delay than this very evening.
Glo. He cannot be such a monster.
Edm. Nor is not, sure.
Glo. To his father, that so tenderly and entirely
loves him
Heaven and earth ! Edmund, seek him
out ; 8 wind me into him, I pray you. Frame the
business after your own wisdom : 9 I would unstate
myself to be in a due resolution.
Edm.
»
pretence
] Pretence is design, purpose. So after
wards in this play,
Pretence and purpose of unkindness. Johnson.
•
wind me inta him,
] I once thought it should be
read, you into him ; hut, perhaps, it is a familiar phrase, like
do me this. Johnson.
9
/ would unstate myself to be in a due resolution.] 1. e. I
will throw aside all consideration of my relation to him, that I
may act as justice requires. Warburton.
Such
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Edm. I will seek him, Sir, presently, 1 convey
the business as I shall find means, and acquaint you
withal.
Glo. These late eclipses in the fun and moon por
tend no good to us : tho5 * the wisdom of nature can
reason it thus and thus, yet nature finds itself scourged
by the sequent effects. Love cools ; friendship falls
off brothers divide. In cities, mutinies ; in countries,
discord ; in palaces, treason ; and the bond crack'd
'twixt son and father. This villain of mine comes
under the prediction ; there's son against father : the
king falls from bias of nature ; there's father against
.child. We have seen the best of our time. Machi
nations, hollownefs, treachery, and all ruinous dis
orders follow us disquietly to our graves !
Find
out this villain, Edmund ; it shall lose thee nothing;
do it carefully:
and the noble and true-hearted
Kent banish'd! his offence, honesty!.
Strange!
strange !
[Exit.
Such is this learned man's explanation. I take the meaning
to be rather this, Do yon frame the business, who can act with
less emotion ; / vuould unstate myself; it would in me be a de
parture from the paternal character, lo be in a due resolution, to
be fettled and composed on such an occasion. The words
would and Jhculd are in old language often confounded. Johns.
The fame word occurs in Antony and Cleopatra,
«' Yes, like enough, high-battled Cæsar will
" Unstate bis happiness, and be stag'd to shew
" Against a fworder."
Steevens.
1 •
convey the business
] Convey, for introduce : but
convey is a sine word, as alluding to the practice of clandestine
conveying goods, so as not to be found upon the felon. Warb.
To convey is rather to carry through than to introduce; in this
place it is to manage artfully : we fay of a juggler, that he has
a clean conveyance. Johnson.
1
the .wisdom of nature
] That is, though
natural philosophy can give account of eclipses, yet we feel
their consequences. Johnson.
Edm.
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Edm. 3 This is the excellent foppery of the world !
that, when we are sick in fortune (often the surfeit of
our
3 This is the excellent foppery cf the world, &c.] In Shake
speare's best plays, besides the vices that arise from the subject,
there is generally some peculiar prevailing folly, principally
ridiculed, that runs through the whole piece. Thus, in The
Tempest, ths lying disposition of travelers, and, in As you like
it, the fantastic humour of courtiers, is exposed and satirized
with infinite pleasantry. In like manner, in this play of Lear,
the dotages of judicial astrology are severely ridiculed. I fancy,
was the date of its sirst performance well considered, it wouid
be found that something or other happened at that time which
gave a more than ordinary run to this deceit, as these words
seem to intimate; I am thinking, brother, of a prediction I read
this other day, -what jhould follow these eclipses. However this
be, an impious cheat, which had so little foundation in nature
or reason, so detestable an original, and such fatal consequences
on the manners of the people, who were at that time strangely
besotted with it, certainly deserved the severest lash of satire.
It was a fundamental in this noble science, that whatever seeds
of good dispositions the infant unborn mi^ht be endowed with*
either from nature, or traductively from its parents, yet if, at
the time of its birth, the delivery was by any casualty so
accelerated or retarded, as to fall in with the predominancy of
a malignant constellation, that momentary influence would en
tirely change its nature, and bias it to all the contrary iTT qua
lities : so wretched and monstrous an opinion did it set out with.
But the Italians, to whom we owe this, as well as most other
unnatural crimes and follies of these latter ages, fomented its
original impiety to the most detestable height of extravagance.
Petrus Apcnensis, an Italian physician cf the 13th century,
assures us that those prayers which ure made to God when the
moon is in conjunction with jupiter in the Dragon's tail, are
infallibly heard. Tht great Milton, with a just indignation of
this impiety, hath, in his Paradise Regained, satirized it in a
very beautiful manner, by putting these reveries into the mouth
of the devil. Nor could the licentious Rabelais himself forbear
to ridicule this impious dotage, which he docs with exquisite
address and humour, where, in the fable which he so agreeably
tells from Æsop, of the man who applied to Jupiter for the loss'
of his hatchet, he makes those who, on the poor man's good
success, had projected to trick Jupiter by the fame petition, a
kind of allrologic atheists, who ascribed this good fortune, that
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our own behaviour) we make guilty of our disasters,
the fun, the moon, and the stars, as if we were
villains on necessity ; fools by heavenly compulsion ;
knaves, thieves, + and treachers, by spherical predo
minance ; drunkards, lyars, and adulterers, by an inforc'd obedience of planetary influence ; and all that
they imagined they werj now all going to partake of, to the
influence of some rare conjunction and configuration of the
stars. " Hen, hen, discnt ils—Et doncques, telle est au temps
" present la revolution des Cieulx, la constellation des Astres,
" Sc aspect des planetes, que quiconque coignee perdra, soub•* dain deviendra ainsi riches"—Nou. Prol. du IV. Livre.
But to return to Shakespeare. So blasphemous a delusion,
therefore, it became the honesty of our poet to expose. But it
was a tender point, and required managing. For this impious
juggle had in his time a kind of religious reverence paid to it.
It was therefore to be done obliquely ; and the circumstances of
the scene furnished him with as good an opportunity as he could
wish. The persons in the drama are all Pagans, so that as, in
compliance to custom, his good characters were not to speak ill of
judicial astrology, they could on account of their religion give
no reputation to it. But in order to expose it the more, he,
with great judgment, makes these Pagans fatalists ; as appears
by these words of Lear,
By all the operations of the orbs,
From whom we do exist and cease to be.
For the doctrine of fate is the true foundation of judicial astro
logy. Having thus discredited it by the very commendations
given to it, he was in no danger of having his direct satire
against it mistaken, by its being put (as he was obliged, both
in paying regard to custom, and in following nature) into the
mouth of the villain and atheist, especially when he has added
such force of reason to his ridicule, in the words referred to in
the beginning of the note. Warburton.
♦
and trenchers, —] The modern editors read treacherous ;
but the reading of the old copies, which I have restored to the
text, may be supported from most of the old contemporary
writers. So in Dorfor Dcdypile, a comedy, 1600,
" How smooth the cunning trcacher look'd upon it."
Again, in Every Man in his Humour,
"
Oh, you treachour?"
Again, in Robert Earl of Huntington, 1 601,
"
- Hence, trecher as thou art !" Steevens.
we
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we are evil in, by a divine thrusting on. 5 An admi
rable evasion of whore-master man, to lay his goatish
disposition to the charge of a star ! My father com
pounded with my mother under the Dragon's tail; and
my nativity was under Ursa major ., ib that it follows,
I am rough and lecherous. Tut, I should have been
what I am, had the maidenliest star in the firmament
twinkled on my bastardizing. Edgar
Enter Edgar.
6 Pat !
? he comes, like the catastrophe of the
old comedy : my cue is villainous melancholy, with a
sigh
5 An admirable evafion—lo lay his—disposttion on the charge
of a star .'——] We should read, chance of a star!
which both the sense and grammar require. It was the opinion
of astrologers (fee what is said just above) that the momentary
influence did all ; and we do not fay, Lay a thing on the charge,
but to the charge. Besides, change answering to evrston just
above, gives additional elegance to the expression. Warb.
6 Pat !
he comes.
] The quarto reads,
and out he comes.
Steevens.
7
he comes, like the catastrophe of the eld comedy :
J
This we are to understand, as a compliment intended by the
author, on the natural winding up of the plot in the comedy
of the ancients ; which as it was owing to the artful and yet
natural introduction of the persons of the drama into the scene,
just in the nick of time, or pat, as our author fays, makes the
similitude very proper. This, without doubt, is the supreme
beauty os comedy, considered as an aclion. And as it depends
solely on a strict observance of the unities, it shews that these
unities are in nature, and in the reason of things, and not in a
mere arbitrary invention of the Greeks, as some of our own
country critics, of a low mechanic genius, have, by their
works, persuaded our wits to believe. For common sense re
quiring that the subject of one comedy should be one aclion, and
that that action should be contained nearly within the period of
time which the representation of it takes up ; hence we have
the unities of time and aclion ; and, from these, unavoidably
arises the third, which is that of place. For when the whole
of one action is included within a proportionable small space of
time, there is no room to change the scene, but all must be done
upon one spot os ground. Now from this last unity (the nece.sary
Vol. IX.
Y
issue
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sigh like Tom o' Bedlam—O, these eclipses portend
these divisions ! fa, sol, la, me———
Edg. How now, brother Edmund? what serious
contemplation are you in ?
\
Edrn. I am thinking, brother, of a prediction I read
this other day, what mould follow these eclipses.
Edg. Do you busy yourself with that ?
• Edm. 8 I promise you, the esfects he writes of,
succeed unhappily ; as of unnaturalness between the
issue of the two other, which derive immediately from nature)
proceeds all that beauty of the catastrophe, or the winding up
the plot in the ancient comedy. For all the persons of the
drama being to appear and act on one limited spot, and being
by their several interests to embarras, and at length to conduct
the action to its deitin'd period, there is need of consummate
skill to bring them on, and take them off, naturally and necessarily ;
for the grace of action requires the one, and the perfection of
it the other. Which conduct of the action must needs pro
duce a beauty that will give a judicious mind the highest
pleasure. On the other hand, when a comic writer has a
whole country to r.mge in, nothing is easier than to find the
persons of the drama just where he would have them ; and this
requiring no art, the beauty we speak of is not to be found.
Consequently a violation of the unities deprives the drama of
one of its greatest beauties ; which proves what I asserted, that
the three unities are no arbitrary, mechanic invention, but
sounded in reason and the nature of things. The Tempest of
Shakespeare sussiciently proves him to be well acquainted with
these unities ; and the passage in question shews him to have
been struck with the beauty that results from them. Warb.
This supposition will not at all suit with the character of
Edmund, nor with the comic turn of his whole speech ; and I
am more apt to thihk it satire than panegyric, and intended to
ridicule the very aukward conclusions of our old comedies,
where the persons of the scene made their entry inartificially,
and just when the poet wanted them on the stage. Warner.
" Ipromise you,
] The folio edition commonly differs from
the sirst quarto, by augmentations or insertions, but in this
p!ice it varies by omission, and by the omission of something
which naturally introduces the following dialogue. It is easy
to remark, that in this speech, which ought, I think, to be
inserted as it now is in the text, Edmund, with the common
enft of fortune-tellers, mingles the past and future, and tell*
of the future only what he already soreknows by confederacy,
or can attain by probabie conjecture. Johnson.
2
.
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child and the parent, death, dearth, dissolutions of
ancient amities, divisions in state, menaces and male
dictions against king and nobles, needless diffidences,
banishment of friends, dissipation of courts, nuptial
breaches, and I know not what.
Edg. 9 How long have you been . a sectary astro
nomical ?
Edm. Come, come, when saw you my father last ?
Edg. The night gone by.
Edm. Spake you with him ?
Edg. Ay, two hours together.
Edm. Parted you in good terms ? Found you no
displeasure in him, by word or countenance ?
Edg. None at all.
Edm. Bethink yourself, wherein you may have
offended him : and, at my intreaty, forbear his pre
sence, until some little time hath qualified the heat of
his displeasure which at this instant so rageth in him,
1 that with the mischief of your person it would
scarcely allay.
Edg. Some villain hath done me wrong.
Edm. That's my fear. I pray you, have a continent
forbearance till the speed of his rage goes flower; and,
as I fay, retire with me to my lodging, from whence
I will fitly bring you to hear my lord speak. Pray
you, go ; there's my key. If you do stir abroad,
go arm'd.
Edg. Arm'd, brother'
Edm. Brother, I advise you to the best; go arm'd :
I am no honest man, if there be any good meaning
toward you : I have told you what I have seen and
heard, but faintly ; nothing like the image and horror
of it. Pray you, away.
9 Hew long have you.
] This line I have restored from
the two eldest quartos, and have regulated the following speech
according the same copies. Steevens.
1
that with the mifchief ofyour person
] This reading
is in both copies ; yet I believe the author gave it, that but
with the mischief of your person it would scarce allay. Johns.
Y 2
'
Edg.
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Edg. Shall I hear from you anon ?
Edm. I do serve you in this business. [Exit Edgar.
A credulous father, and a brother noble,
Whose nature is so far from doing harms,
That he suspects none ; on whose foolish honesty
My practices ride easy ! I see the business.
Let me, if not by birth, have lands by wit :
All with me's meet that I can fashion fit.
[Exit.
SCENE

in.

The duke os Albany's palace.
Enter Gcnerill and Steward.
Gon. Did my father strike my gentleman
For chiding of his fool ?
Stew. Ay, madam.
Gon. By day and night he wrongs me ; every hour
He flashes into one gross crime or other,
That sets us all at odds : I'll not endure it.
His knights grow riotous, and himself upbraids us
On every trifle. When he returns from hunting,
I will not speak with him ; say, I am sick.
If you come slack of former services,
You shall do well ; the fault of it I'll answer.
Stew. He's coming, madam, I hear him.
[Horns within.
Gon. Put on what weary negligence you please,
You and your fellows ; I'd have it come to question.
If he dislike it, let him to my sister,
Whose mind and mine, I know, in that are one,
Not to be over-rul'd. 1 Idle old man,
1
Idle eld men,] The following lines, as they are sine
in themselves, anil very much in character for Gonerill, J have
restored from the old quarto. The last verse, which I have
ventui'd to amend, is there printed thus :
W ith checks, like flatt'rics when they are seen abus'd.
Theobald.
That
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That still would manage those authorities,
That he hath given away ! — Now, by my life,
* Old fools are babes again ; and must be us'd
With checks, as flatteries when they are seen abus'd.
Remember what I have said.
Stew.
1 Old fools are babes again ; and mufl be used
With checks lIKE fiatsries wben they are seen abus'd.^ Thus
the old quarto reads these lines. It is plain they are corrupt.
But they have been made worse by a fruitless attempt to correct
them. And sirst, for
Old foots are babes again ;———
A proverbial expression is here plainly alluded to ; but it is a
strange proverb which only informs us that fools are innocents.
We should read,
Old folks are babes again ;——
Thus speaks the proverb, and with the usual good sense of
one. The next line is jumbled out of all meaning:
With checks like flatt'ries when they're seen abus'd.
Mr. Theobald restores it thus,
With checks like flatt'rers when they're seen to abuse us.
Let us consider the sense a little. Old folks, says the speaker,
are babes again; well, and what then ? Why then they must
be used like flatterers. But when Shakespeare quoted the
proverb, we may be assured his purpose was to draw some in
ference from it, and not run rambling after a similitude. And
that inference was not dissicult to find, had common fense been
attended to, which tells us Shakespeare must have wrote,
Old folks are babes again ; and must be used
With checks, not flatt'ries, when they're seen abus'd.
i. e. Old folks being grown children again, they should be used
as we. use children, with checks, when we find that the little
flatt'ries we employed to quiet them are abused, by their be
coming mere peevish and perverse by indulgence,
when they're seen abus'd.
i. e. When we sind that those flatt'ries are abus'd. Warb.
These lines hardly deserve a note, though Mr. Theobald
thinks them very sne. Whether fools or folks should be read
is not worth enquiry. The controverted line is yet in the old
quarto, not as the editors represent it, but thus:
With checks as flatteries when they are seen abus'd.
I am in doubt whether there is any error of transcription. The
sense seems to be this : Old men must be treated with checks, when
as they are seen to be deceived with flatteries : or, when they are
•weak enough to be seen abused by flatteries they are then weak
enough
is a play of the words
" to be used
■ with checks.y 'There
3
used
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Stew. Very well, madam.
Gon. And let his knights have colder looks among
you
What grows of it, no matter ; advise your fellows so:
I would breed from hence occasions, and I shall,
That I may speak : —I'll write strait to my sister,
To hold my very course : —Prepare for dinner.
[Exeunt.
SCENE

IV.

Changes to an open place before the palace.
Enter Kent disguised.
Kent. 1 If but (as will I other accents borrow,
That can my speech disfuse) my good intent
May carry thro' itself to that full issue,
used and abused. To abuse is, in our author, very frequently the
same as to deceive. This construction is harm and ungrammatica.1 ; Shakespeare perhaps thought it vicious, and chose to
throw away the lines rather than correct them, nor would now
thank the officiousness of his editors, who restore what they do
not understand. Johnson.
If but as well I other accents borrow,
And can my speech disuse,
] The sirst folio reads the
whole passage thus :
If but as will I other accents borrow,
That can my speech defuse, my good intent
May carry thro', &c.
Mr. Rowe originally made the alteration ; but, printed in the
manner I have inserted them in the text, I believe the former
words will convey as forcible a meaning. To diffuse speech,
signisies to disorder it, and so to disguise it ; as Merry Wi-vu,
tec. act iv. scene 7.
"
rush at once
" With some disused song."-.
So in a book entitled, A Grccu Forest, or A Natural History, &c.
by John Maplet, 1567. " In this stone is apparently seene
«' verie often the verie forme of a tode, with bespotted and
" coloured seete, but those uglye and desusedly."
To
diffusespeech may however mean to speak broad, with a downist)
accent.—The two eldest quarto's concur with the folio, except
that they read well instead of will. Steevens,
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For which I raz'd my likeness.—Now, banish'd Kent,
If thou can'st serve where thou dost stand condemn'd,
So may it come ! thy master, whom thou lov'st,
Shall find thee full of labours.
Horns within.

Enter Lear, Knights, and Attendants.

Lear. Let me not stay a jot for dinner : go, get
it ready.
How now, what art thou ?
[To Kent.
Kent. A man, Sir.
Lear. What dost thou profess ? What wouldst thou
with us ?
Kent. I do profess to be no less than I seem; to
serve him truly that will put me in trust ; to love
him that is honest ; to converse with 1 him that is wife
and fays little; to fear judgment; to fight when I
cannot chuse ; 3 and to eat no fish.
Lear.
1
him that is wise and says little ;
] Though faying
little may be the character of wisdom, it was not a quality to
chuse a companion by for his conversation. We should read,
to say little ; which was prudent when he chose a wise com
panion to prosit by. So that it was as much as to fay, I profeis to talk little myself, that I may profit the more by the con
versation of the wise.
To converse signifies immediately and properly to keep company,
not to discourse or talk. His meaning is, that he chuses for his
companions men of reserve and caution ; men who are no
tattlers nor tale-bearers. The old reading is the true. Johns.
* ——r» and to eat no Ji/h.] In queen Elizabeth's time the
Papists were esteemed, and with good reason, enemies to the
government. Hence the proverbial phrase of, He's an bonest
man, and eats no fjh; to signify he's a friend to the government
and a Protestant. The eating fish, on a religious account,
being then esteemed such a badge of popery, that when it was
cnjoin'd for a season by act of parliament, for the encourage
ment of the fish-towns, it was thought necessary to declare the
reason ; hence it was called Cecil's fast. To this disgraceful
badge of popery Fletcher alludes in his Woman-hater, who
makes the courtezan fay, when Lazarillo, in search of the
Umbrano's head, was seized at her house by the intelligencers
Y 4
for
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Lear. What art thou ?
Kent. A very honest-hearted fellow, and as poor as
the king.
Lear. If thou be'st as poor for a subject, as he is for
a king, thou art poor enough. What wouldst thou?
Kent. Service.
Lear. Whom wouldst thou serve ?
Kent. You.
Lear. Dost thou know me, fellow ?
Kent.. No, Sir ; but you have that in your counte
nance which I would fain call master.
Lear. What's that ?
Kent. Authority.
Lear. What services canst thou do ?
Kent. I can keep honest counsel, ride, run, mar a
curious tale in telling it, and deliver a plain message
bluntly. That which ordinary men are fit for, I am
qualify'd in ; and the best of me is diligence.
Lear. How old art thou ?
Kent. Not so young, Sir, to love a woman for sing
ing ; nor so old, to doat on her for any thing. I have
years on my back forty-eight.
Leer. Follow me ; thou (halt serve me : if I like
thee no worse after dinner, I will not part from thee
yet. Dinner, ho, dinner! —Where's my knave ? my
fool?
Enter Steward.
Go you, and call my fool hither. You, you, firrah,
where's my daughter ?
Stewi So please you
.
[Exit.
Lear- What says the fellow there ? Call the clot*
for a traytor; " Gentlemen, I am glad you have discovered
" him. Ke should not have eaten under my roof for twenty
f pounds. And fare I did not like him, when he called for
" fjh." And M.nstcn's Dutch Courtezan: " I trust I am none
" of the wicked that eat Jifi a Frjday." Warburton.
poje
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pole back.—Where's my fool, ho ?
1 think, the
world's asleep. How now ? where's that mungrel ?
Knight. He fays, my lord, your daughter is not
well.
Lear. Why came not the slave back to me when I
call'd him ?
Knight. Sir, he answer'd me in the roundest manner,
he would not.
Lear. He would not !
Knight. My lord, I know not what the matter is,
but, to my judgment, your highness is not entertain'd
with that ceremonious affection as you were wont;
there's a great abatement of kindness appears as well
in the general dependants, as in the duke himself also,
and your daughter.
Lear. Ha ! say'st thou so ?
Knight. I beseech you, pardon me, my lord, if I
be mistaken ; for my duty cannot be silent, when I
think your highness is wrong'd.
Lear. Thou but remember'st me of my own con
ception. I have perceived a most faint neglect of late,
which I have ratherblamed as myown jealous curiofity'
than as a very pretence and purpose of unkindness :
I will look further into't. But where's my fool ? I
have not seen him these two days.
Knight. Since my young lady's going into France,
Sir, the fool hath much pin'd away.
Lear. No more of that ; I have noted it well. Go
you and tell my daughter I would speak with her.
Go you, call hither my fool.
Re-enter Steward.
O, you Sir, you Sir, come you hither : who am I,
Sir?
Stew. My lady's father.
Lear. My lady's father ! my lord's knave ! you
whoreson dog, you slave, you cur !
Stew.
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Stew. I am none of these, my lord ; I beseech you
pardon me.
Lear. Do you bandy looks with me, you rascal ?
[Striking him.
Stew. I'll not be struck, my lord.
Kent. Nor tript neither, you base foot-ball player.
[Tripping up his heels.
hear. I thank thee, fellow. Thou serv'st me, and
I'll love thee.
Kent. Come, Sir, arise, away. I'll teach ydu disfe
rences. Away, away : if you will measure your lub
ber's length again, tarry ; but away : go to ; have
you wisdom ? so.
[Pushes the Steward out.
Lear. Now, my friendly knave, I thank thee :
there's earnest of thy service.
[Giving money.
Enter Fool.
Fcol. Let me hire him too.—Here's my coxcomb'
Giving Kent his cap.
Lear, how now, my pretty knave? howdo'st thou ?
Fool. Sirrah, you were best take my coxcomb.
Kent. 'Why, my boy ?
Fool. Why ? For taking one's part, that is out of
favour. Nay, an thou canst not smile as the wind fits,
thou'lt catch cold shortly. There, + take my coxcomb.
Why,
*. — take my coxcomb.
] Meaning his cap, called so, be
cause on the top of the fool or jester's cap was sewed a piece of
red cloth, resembling the comb of a cock. The word, aster
wards, used to denote a vain, conceited, meddling fellow.
Warburton!
Another part of the furniture of a fool was a bauble, which,
though it is generally taken to signify any thing of small
value, has a precise and determinable meaning. It is, in short,
a kind of truncheon with a head carved on it, which the fool
anciently carried in his hand. There is a representation of it
in a picture of Watteau, formerly in the collection of Dr. Mead,
which is engraven by Baron, and called ComcAittu Italiens. A
faint
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Why, this fellow has banish'd two of his daughters,
and did the third a blessing against his will ; if thou
follow him, thou must needs wear my coxcomb.—
How now, nuncle ? Would I had 5 two coxcombs,
and two daughters.
Lear. Why, my boy ?
Fool. If I gave them all my living, I'd keep my
coxcombs myself. There's mine; beg another of thy
daughters.
Lear. Take heed, sirrah ., the whip.
Fool. Truth's a dog must to kennel ; he must be
whipp'd out, when the 6 lady brach may stand by the
fire and stink.
Lear. A pestilent gall to me !
Fool. Sirrah, I'll teach thee a speech.
[To Kent.
Lear. Do.
Fool. Mark, nuncle.————
Have more than thou showest,
Speak less than thou knowest,
7 Lend less than thou owest,
Ride more than thou goest,
faint resemblance of it may be found in a frontispiece of L. de
Guernier to this play in Mr. Pope's edition. Hawkins.
This explanation, which I did not receive till it was too late
to insert it more appositely, is confirmed by a passage in All's
Well, &c. act iv. where the clown fays,
" I would give his wife my bauble, Sir." Steevens.
5
two coxcombs,—'] Two fools caps, intended, as it
seems, to mark double folly in the man that gives all to his
daughters. Johnson.
6
lady brach —] Brach is a bitch of the hunting kind.
Dr. Letherland, on the margin of Dr. Warburton's edition,
proposed lady's brach, i. e. favoured animal. The old quarto
has a much more unmannerly reading, which I would not wish
to establish : but all the other editions concur in reading lady
brach. Lady is still a common name for a hound.
So Hotspur :
" I had rather hear/Wy, my brach, howl in Irish." Steev,
' Lend less than thou o<weflA That is, do not lend all that thou
baft. To mf, in old English, is to possess. If o-we be taken
for to be in debt, the more prudent precept would be,
Lend mort than thou owest. Johnson.
Learn
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8 Learn more than thou trowest,
Set less than thou throwest ;
Leave thy drink and thy whore,
And keep in-a-door,
And thou shalt have more
Than two tens to a score.
Kent. This is nothing, fool.
Fool. Then it is like the breath of an unfee'd
lawyer ; you gave me nothing for't. Can you make
no use of nothing, nuncle ? •
Lear. Why, no, boy ; nothing can be made out
of nothing.
Fool. Pr'ythee tell him, so much the rent of his land
comes to. He will not believe a fool.
[To Kent.
Lear. A bitter fool !
Fool. Dost thou know the disference, my boy, be
tween a bitter fool and a sweet one ?
Lear. 9 No, lad, teach me.
Fool. 'That lord that counfeTd thee
lo give away tloy land,
Come, place him here by me
Or do thou for him stand :
The sweet and bitter fool
Will presently appear,
The one in motley here,
The other found out there.

.

Lear. Dost thou call me fool, boy ?
Fool. All thy other titles thou hast given away;
that thou wast born with,
Kent. This is not altogether fool, my lord.
Fool. No, faith, lords and great men will not let
8 Learn more than thou trmuests\ To trcw, is an old word
which signisies to believe. The precept is admirable. Warb.
' This' dialogue, from No, lad, teach me, down to, Give me
an egg, was restored from the sirst edition by Mr. Theobald.
It is omitted in the folio, perhaps for political reasons, as it
seemed to censure monopolies. Johnson.
me;
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me ; 1 if I had a monopoly on't, they would have
part on't : and the ladies too, they'll not let me have
all fool to myself; they'll be snatching.
Give me an egg, nuncle, and I'll give thee two crowns.
Lear. What two crowns shall they be ?
Fool. Why, after I have cut the egg i' the middle,
and eat up the meat, the two crowns of the egg.
When thou clovest thy crown i' the middle, and
gavest away both parts, thou borelt thine ass on thy
back over the dirt. Thou hadst little wit in thy bald
crown, when thou gavest thy golden one away. If I
speak like myself in this, let him be whipp'd that
first finds it so.
2 Fools ne'er had 3 less grace in a year, [Singing.
For wife men are grown foppiJh ;
And know not how their wits to wear,
Their manners are so apiJh.
hear. When were you wont to be so full of songs,
sirrah ?
Fool. I have used it, nuncle, e'er since thou mad'st
thy daughters thy mothers : for when thou gav'st them
the rod, and put'st down thy own breeches,
Then they for sudden joy did weep,
And I for sorrow sung,
That such a king Jhould play bo-peep,
And go the fools among.

[Singing.

' — if I had a minopoh on't, they <would have a part on't :—1
A satire on the gross abuses of monopolies at that time ; and
the corruption and avarice of the courtiers, who cxoinonly
went shares with the patentee. Warburton.
1 Fools ne'er had lefs grace in a yea:.,'] There never was a
time when fools were less in favour ; and the reason is, that
they were never so iittle wanted, for wife men now supply their
place. Such I think is the meaning. The old edition has
•toit {or grace. Johnson.
'
less grace
] So the folio. Both the quarto's read—
U/twit. Steevens.
Pr'ythee,

$5o

KING

LEAR.

Pr'ythce, nuncle, keep a school-master that can teach
thy fool to lye ; I would fain learn to lye.
Lear. If you lye, sirrah, we'll have you whipt.
Fool. I marvel, what kin thou and thy daughters
are : they'll have me whipt for speaking true, thou'lt
have me whipt for lying; and, sometimes, I am whipt
for holding my peace. I had rather be any kind
o'thing than a fool : and yet I would not be thee,
nuncle ; thou hast pared thy wit o'both sides, and left
nothing i' the middle ; here comes one o' th' parings.
Enter Gonerill.
Lear. How now, daughter, what makes * that
frontlet ? Methinks you are too much of late i' the
frown.
Fool. Thou wast a pretty fellow, when thou hadst
no need to care for her frowning ; now thou art an O
without a figure : I am better than thou art now : I
am a fool, thou art nothing..—.Yes, forsooth, I wiH
hold my tongue [To Gonerils\ ; so your face bids me,
tho' you say nothing. Mum, mum,
He that keeps nor crust nor crum,
Weary of all, Jball want some.

[Singing.

5 That's a sheal'd peascod.
[Pointing to Lear.
Gon. Not only, Sir, this your all-licens'd fool,
But others of your insolent retinue,
4
that frontlet ?
] A frontlet was anciently one of
the ornaments of an altar ; I suppose of the front of it. Ia
the inventory of the wardrobe belonging to Salisbury cathedral,
in 1536, are the following particulars : " A red cloth of gold,
" and a frontlet of the same suit." Again,—" A purpure
" cloth, with a divers frontlet." Again,—"A cloth white
" with trefoils, &c. and a frontlet of the fame." The word
is here used siguratively. Steevens.
5 That's a Jheal'd peascod.] i. e. Now a mere hulk, which
contains nothing. The outside of a king remains, but all the
intrinsic parts of royalty are gone : he has nothing to give.
Johnson.
Do
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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 his course, and 6 put it on
By your allowance ; if you should, the fault
Would not 'scape censure, nor the redresses sleep ;
Which, in the tender of a wholesome weal,
Might in their working do you that offence,
Which else were shame, that then necessity
Will call discreet proceeding.
Fool. For you know, nuncle,
The hedge sparrow fed the cuckoo so long,
That it had its head bit off by its young.
So, out went the candle, and we t were left darkling.
Lear. Are you our daughter ?
Gon. Come, Sir,
I would you would make use of that good wisdom,
Whereof I know you are fraught and put away
These dispositions, which of late transform you
From what you rightly are.
Fool. May not an ass know when the cart draws
the horse ? 8 Whoop, Jug, I love thee.
Lear. Does any here know me ? Why this is not
Lear.
Does Lear walk thus? speak thus? Where are his eyes ?
Either his notion weakens, his discernings
6

put it on] i.e. promote, push it forward. So Macbeth,
" ——
the pow'rs
" Put on their instruments."
Steevens.
7
were left darkling.'] This word is used by Milton,
Paradise Lost, book i.
"
as the wakeful bird
" Sings darkling."
Steevens.
8
H'hoop, Jug, &c.] There arc in the fooi's speeches
several passages which seem to be proverbial allusions, perhaps
not now to be understood. Johns.on.
.
H'hoop, Jug, Hove thee.] This, as I am informed, is a
quotation from the burthen of an old long. Steevens.
Arc
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Are lethargy'd—Ha ! waking ?—'tis not so.
Who is it that can tell me who I am ?
Fool. Lear's shadow.
« Lear. I would learn that ; 9for by the marks
Of sov'reignty, of knowledge, and reason,
I should be false persuaded I had daughters.—
Fool. 1 Which they will make an obedient father.
Lear. Your name, fair gentlewoman.
Con.
»
1
for by the markt
Of sovereignty, of knowledge, and of reason.} His daughters
prove so unnatural, that, if he were only to judge by the reason
of things, he must conclude, they cannot he his daughters.
This is the thought. But how does his kingship or sovereignty
enable him to judge of this matter? The line, by being false
pointed, has lost its fense. We should read,
Of sovereignty of knowledge.
i.e. the understanding. He calls it, by an equally sine phrnse,
in Hamlet,
Sovereignty os reason. And it is remarkable that
the editors had depraved it there too. See note, act i. scene 7.
of that play. WaUburtost.
1 Which they will make an obedient father..] This line I have
restored from the quarto. Which, in the fool's answer, is used
with two deviations from the present language. It is referred,
contrary to the rules of grammarians, to the particle 7, and is
used, according to a mode now obsolete, for the personal pro
noun whom. To this note I have subjoined the following
remark from the Observations and Conjeclures on some Passages
in Shakespeare, printed at Oxford, 1766.
" The difsiculty, which must occur to every reader, is, to
conceive how the marks of sovereignty, ofknowledge, and of reason,
should be of any use to persuade Lear that be had, or had not,
daughters. No logic, I apprehend, could draw such a con
clusion from such premises. This difsiculty, however, may be
entirely removed, by only pointing the passage thus :
for by the marks
Of sovereignty, of knowledge, and of reason,
I should be false persuaded. I had daughters.
Your name, fair gentlewoman ?
The chain of Lear's speech being thus untangled, we can clearly
trace the succession and connection of his ideas. The undutiful
behaviour of rus daughter so disconcerts him, that he doubts,
by turns, whether (lie is Gonerill, and whether he himself is
Lear. Upon her sirst speech, he only exclaims,
Are your our daughter ?
Upon
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Gon. This admiration, Sir, is much o' the favour
Of other your new pranks. I do beseech you
To understand my purposes aright.
As you are old and reverend, you should be wife.
Here do you keep a hundred knights and squires;
Men so disordered, so debauch'd, and bold,
That this our court, infected with their manners,
Shews like a riotous inn : epicurism and lust
Make it more like a tavern or a brothel,
Than * a grae'd palace. The shame itself doth speak
For instant remedy. Be then desiYd
By her, that else will take the thing she begs,
3 A little to disquantity your train ;
And
Upon her going on in the same style, he begins to question his
own sanity of mind, and even his personal identity. He ap
peals to the by-standers,
Who is it that can tell me who I am ?
I should be glad to be told. For (if I was to judge myself) ly
the marks of sovereignty, of knowledge, and of reason, which
once distinguished Lear, but which I have now lost) / jhould be
false (against my own consciousness) persuaded (that I am not
Lear). He then Aides to the examination of another distinguish
ing mark of Lear :
N
I had daughters.
But not able, as it mould seem, to dwell upon so tender a sub
ject, he hastily recurs to his sirst doubt concerning Gonerill,—
Your name, fair gentlewomah. Steevens.
This note is written with considence disproportionate to the
conviction which it can bring. Lear might as well know by
the marks and tokens arising from sovereignty, knowledge, and
reason, that he had or had not daughters, as he could know by
any thing else. But, says he, if I judge by these tokens, I
sind the persuasion false by which I long thought myself the
father of daughters. Johnson.
x —— a grae'd palace.—] A palace grae'd by the presence
of a sovereign. Warburton.
3 A little to disquantiti your train ;] A little is the reading;
hut if appears, from what Lear fays in the next scene, that this
number sifty was required to be cut oft', which (as the editions
stood) is no where specisied by Gonerill. Pope.
Ofsifty to disquantity your train ;] If Mr. Pope had examined
the old copies as accurately as he pretended to have done, he
Vol. IX.
Z
would
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And the remainder, * that shall still depend,
To be such men as may bffort your age,
And know themselves and you.
Lear. Darkness and devils !
i
Saddle my horses ; call my train together.
Degenerate bastard ! I'll not trouble thee ;
Yet have I left a daughter.
Gon. You strike my people, and your diforder'd
rabble
Make servants of their betters.
Enter Albany.
Lear. Woe ! that too late repents—O, Sir, are you
come ?
Is it your will ? Speak, Sir.—Prepare my horses.—
[To Many.
Ingratitude ! thou marble-hearted fiend,
More hideous, when thou sliew'st thee in a child,
5 Than the sea-monster !
Alb. Pray, Sir, be patient.
would have found, in the first folio, that Lear had an exit
marked for him after these words,
To have a thankless child go, go, my people ;
and goes out while Albany andGonenll have a short conference
of two speeches ; and then returns in a still greater passion,
having been informed (as it should seem) of the express number
without.
What ? fifty of my followers at a clap !
This renders all change needless ; and aiuay, away, being re
stored, prevents the repetition of go, go, my people; which, as
the text stood before this regulation, concluded both that and
the foregoing speech. Gonerill, with great art, is made to
avoid mentioning the limited number i and leaves her father to
be informed of it by accident, which she knew would be the
cafe as soon as he left her presence. Steevens.
*
that Jhall still dcpend,] Depend, for continue in
service. Warburton.
1 Thau the fta-monster /] Mr. Upton observes, that the seamonster is the Hippopotamus, the hieroglyphical symbol of im
piety and ingratitude. Sandys, in his travels, fays—" that he
" killeth his sire, and raviiheth his own dam." Steevens.
Lear.
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Lear. Detested kite ! thou liest :
[To QontriU.
My train are men of choice and rarest parts,
That all particulars of duty know ;
And in the most exact regard support
The worships of their names.—O most small fault !
How ugly didst thou in Cordelia shew ?
Which, 6 like an engine, wrencht my frame of nature
From the fixt place $ drew from my heart all love,
And added to the gall. O Lear, Lear, Lear !
Beat at this gate that let thy folly in, [Striking bis bead.
And thy dear judgment out! —Go, go, my people.
Alb. My lord, I am guiltless, as I am ignorant
Of what hath mov'd you.
Lear. It may be so, my lord.
Hear,, Nature ! hear ; dear goddess, hear !
Suspend thy purpose, if thou didst intend
To make this creature fruitful !
Into her womb convey sterility ;
Dry up in her the organs of increase ;
And 7 from her derogate body never spring
A babe to honour her ! If she must teem,
Create her child of spleen, that it may live,
And be a thwart disnatur'd torment to her!
Let it stamp wrinkles in her brow of youth ;
With * cadent tears fret channels in her cheeks ;
Turn all her mother's pains, and benefits,
To laughter and contempt ; that she may feel,
How sharper than a serpent's tooth it is,
To have a thankless child ! Away, away !
[Exit.
Alb. Now, gods, that we adore, whereof comes
this ?
•
" like an engine, ] Mr. Edwards conjectures that an
engine is the rack. He is right. To engine is, in Chaucer, to
strain upon the rack. Steevens.
' —from her derogate body—] DerogateTor unnatural. Warb.
Rather, I think, degraded; blasted. Johnson.
8 — cadent tears
] i.e. Falling tears. Df. Warburton
would read candent. Stsevens.
Z 2
Gon-

356

KING

LEAR.

Gon. Never afflict yourself to know the cause,
But let his disposition have that scope
That dotage gives it.
Re-enter Lear.
Lear. What, fifty of my followers at a clap ?
Within a fortnight!
Jib. What's the matter, Sir?
Lear. I'll tell thee—Life and death ! I am asham'd
That thou hast power to shake my manhood thus :
[To Gonerill
9 That these hot tears, which break from me perforce,
Should make thee worth them.—Blasts and fogs upon
thee!
1 The untented woundings of a father's curse
Pierce every sense about thee !
Old fond eyes,
Beweep this cause again, I'll pluck ye out ;
And cast you, with the waters that you lose,
To temper clay. Ha ! is it come to this ?
* Let it be so : I have another daughter,
Who, I am sure, is kind and comfortable ;
When she shall hear this of thee, with her nails
She'll flea thy wolfish visage. Thou shalt find,
That I'll resume the shape, which thou dost think
I have cast off for ever ; thou shalt, I warrant thee.
[Exeunt Lear and attendants.
9 I will transcribe this passage from the sirst edition, that it
may appear to those who are unacquainted with old books, what
is the difficulty of revision, and what indulgence is due to those
that endeavour to restore corrupted passages.
That theft hot
tears, that hreake from me perforce, jhould make the wuorsi blasts
and fogs upon the untender 'wounding: of a father s curse, peruse
every Jenfe about the old fond eyes, beweep this cause again, Sec.
Johnson.
* The untented woundings .
1 Untented wounds, means
wounds in their worst state, not having a tent in them to digest
them, and may possibly mean here such as will not admit of
having a tent put into them for that purpose. One of the
quarto's reads, untender. Stbkvens.
1 Let it be so, &c.] The reading is here gleaned up, part
from the sirst, and part from the second edition. Johnson.
Gon.
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Gon.
Alb.
To the
Gon.
—You

Do you mark that, my lord ?
I cannot be so partial, Gonerill,
great love I bear you
Pray you, be content. —What, Oswald, ho !
Sir, more knave than fool, after your master.
[To the Fool.
Fool. Nuncle Lear, nuncle Lear, tarry, take the
fool with thee.
A fox, when one has caught her,
And such a daughter,
Should sure to the slaughter,
If my cap would buy a halter ;
So the fool follows after.
[Exit.
Gon. This man hath had good counsel. — A hundred
knights !
'Tis politic, and safe, to let him keep
3 At point, a hundred knights. Yes, that on every
dream,
Each buz, each fancy, each complaint, dislike,
He may enguard his dotage with their powers,
And hold our lives at mercy.~Oswald, I fay !
Alb. Well, you may fear too far.
Gon. Safer than trust too far :
Let me still take away the harms I fear,
Not fear still to be taken. I know his heart :
What he hath utter'd, I have writ my lister ;
If she'll sustain him and his hundred knights,
When I have sliew'd the unfitness
How now,
Oswald ?
Enter Steward.
What, have you writ that letter to my sister ?
Stew. Ay, madam.
Gop. Take you some company, and away to horse :
Inform her full of my particular fear ;
And thereto add such reasons of your own,
3 Jt point, I believe, means completely armed, and con
sequently ready at appointment or command on the slightest
notice. Steevens.
Z 3
As

358

KING

LEAR.

As may 3 compact it more. Get you, gone,
And hasten your return. No, no, my lord ;
[Exit Steward. .
This milky gentleness, and course of yours,
Though I condemn it not, yet, under pardon,
You are much * more at task for want of wisdom,
Than prais'd for harmful mildness.
Alb. How far your eyes may pierce, I cannot tell ;
Striving to better, oft we mar what's welL
Gon. Nay, then————
Alb. Well, well; the event.
[Exeunt.
SCENE

V.

A aourt-yard belonging to the duke of Albany's palace.
Enter Lear, Kent, Gentleman, and Fool.
Lear. Go you before to Glo'ster with these letters.
Acquaint my daughter no further with any thing you
know, than comes from her demand out of the letter:
If your diligence be not speedy, I shall be 1 there
afore you.
Kent. I will not sleep, my lord, till I have deli
vered your letter.
[Exit.
Fool. If a man's brain were in his heels, wer't not
in danger of kibes ?
Lear. Ay, boy.
Fool. Then, I pr'ythee, be merry; thy wit shall
not go flip-shod.
3
compact it mare.• ] Unite one circumstance with
another, sp as tq make a conlistent account. Johnson.
*
more at task ] It is a common phrase now with
parents and governesses. I'It take you to talk, i.e. I mill repre
hend and correct you. To be at tajk, therefore, is to be liable to
refrehenfion and correction. Johnson.
* ,
there afore you.] He seems to intend tp go to, hi»
daughter, but it appears afterwards that he is going to the
hopif of Glo'ster, Johnson,
Lear,
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Lear. Ha, ha, ha!
Fool. Shalt sec, thy other daughter will use thee
kindly : for though she's as like this as a crab is like
an apple, yet I can tell what I can tell.
Lear. What canst tell, boy ?
Fool. She will taste as like this, as a crab does to a
crab. Canst thou tell, why one's nose stands i* the
middle of one's face.
Lear. No.
Fool. Why to keep one's eyes of either fide one's
nose ; that what a man cannot smell out, be may spy
into.
Lear. * I did her wrongFool. Canst tell how an oyster makes his shell ?
Lear. No.
Fool. Nor I neither ; but I can tell why a snail has
a house.
«
Lear. Why?
Fool. Why, to put's head in ; not to give it away
to his daughters, and leave his horns without a case.
Lear. I will forget my nature.—So kind a father! —
Be my horses ready ?
Fool. Thy asses are gone about 'em. The reason,
why the seven stars are no more than seven, is a pretty
reason.
Lear. Because they are not eight ?
Fool. Yes, indeed. Thou wouldst make a good fool.
Lear. 3 To take it again perforce !
Monster, in
gratitude !
Fool. If thou wert my fool, nuncle, I'd have thee
beaten for being old before thy time.
Lear. How's that ?
* J did her wrong
] He is musing on Cordelia. Johns.
3 To take it again perforce !
] He is meditating on the
reTumption of his royalty. Johnson'.
He is rather meditating on his daughter's having in so violent
a manner deprived him of those privUeges whish before she had
agreed to grant him. Stesveus.
Z 4
Fool.
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Fool. Thou shouldst not have been old, till thou
hadst been wise.
Lear. O, let me not be mad, not mad, sweet heaven!
Keep me in temper ; I would not be mad !
Enter Gentleman.
How now ! are the horses ready ?
Gent. Ready, my lord.
Lear. Come, boy.
Fool. She that's a maid now, and laughs at my de
parture,
Shall not be a maid long, unless things be-cut shorter.
[Exeunt.

ACT

II.

SCENE

I.

A castle belonging to the earl of Gloster.
Enter Edmund and Curan, severally.
Edmund.
SAVE thee, Curan.
Cur. And you, Sir. I have been with your
father, and given him notice that the duke of Corn
wall and Regan his dutchess will be here with him
to-night.
Edm. I low comes that ?
Cur. Nay, I know not : you have heard of the news
abroad ; I mean the whisper'd ones, for they are yet
but 1 ear-kiflir.g arguments.
Edm. Not I ; pray you, what are they ?
* ear-kijjing arguments.] Subjects of discourse;
topics. Johnson.
Eaiwkijpng arguments means no more than that they are yet in
reality only Viltsfer'd ones. Steevens,
Cur,
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Cur. Have you heard of no likely wars toward,
'twixt the dukes of Cornwall and Albany ?
Edm. Not a word.
• Car. You may do then in time. Fare you well,
Sir.
[Exit.
Edm. The duke be here to-night ! The better ! best !
This weaves itself perforce into my business ;
My father hath set guard to take my brother,
And I have one thing, of a 1 queazy question,
Which I must act. —Briefness, and fortune work ! —
Brother, a word : —descend.—Brother, 1 say——
Enter Edgar.
My father watches : O Sir, fly this place,
Intelligence is given where you are hid ;
You have now the good advantage of the night
Have you not spoken 'gainst the duke of Cornwall ? .
He's coming hither ; now, i' the night, 3 i' the haste,
And Regan with him ; 4 have you nothing said
Upon his party 'gainst the duke of Albany ?
Advise yourself.
. .'
1 — queazy question,'] Something os a suspicious, questionable,
and uncertain nature. This is, I think, the meaning. Johns.
Queazy, I believe, rather means delicate, what requires to be
handled nicely. So Ben Jonson in Sejanus,
. . " Those times are somewhat queasy to be touch'd.
" Have you not seen or read part of his book?"
So in Ben Jonson 's New Inn,
" Notes of a queajy and sick stomach, labouring
" With want of a true injury."
Steevens.
3 *
/' the haste,] I should suppose we ought to read only
in haste; i' the being repeated accidentally by the press-setter.
Steevens:
*
"
have you nothing said
Upon his party 'gainst the duke of Albany P] The meaning
is, have you said nothing upon the party formed by him against
the duke of Albany ? Hanuer.
I cannot but think the line corrupted, and would read,
Against his party, for the duke of Albany ? Johnson.
Edg.
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Edg. I am sure on't, not a word.
Edm. I hear my father coming.—Pardon me :
In cunning, I must draw my sword upon you :
Draw., seem to defend yourself: now quit youwelL
Yield : —come before my father; —light ho, here !—
Fly, brother—Torches ! torches ! —So farewell
[Exit Edgar.
Some blood, drawn ort me, would beget opinion
[Wounds his arm.
Of my more fierce endeavour. I have seen drunkards
Do more than this in sport. . Father ! father !
Stop, stop ! No help ?
Enter Glo'Jler, and Servants with torches*
Glo. Now, Edmund, where's the villain ?
Edm. Here stood he in the dark, his sharp sword
out,
5 Mumbling of wicked charms, conjuring the moon
To stand his auspicious mistress.
Glo. But where is he ?
Edm. Look, Sir, I bleed.
Glo. Where is the villain, Edmund ?
Edm. Fled this way, Sir. When by no means he
could
Glo. Pursue him, ho.—Go after.——By nom^ans,
what r
Edm. Persuade me to the murther of your lordship ;
But that, I told him, the revenging gods
'Gainst parricides did all 6 their thunder bend,
Spoke, with how manisold and strong, a bond
The child was bound to the father.
Sir, in sine,
5 Mumbling of wicked charntr, confuting the. men] This was
sr. proper circumstance to urge to Gto'ster; who appears, by
what pasted between him and his bastard son in a foregoiflg
scene, to be very superstitious with rega»d to this matter.
WABrtntTdN.
• -— their thmtder ,
]. Fhst quarto ; the reft have it, the
thunder. Johnson.
Seeing
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Seeing how lothly opposite I stood
To his unnatural purpose, in fell motion
With his prepared sword, he charges home
My unprovided body, lanc'd my arm :
And when he saw my best alarmed spirits,
Bold in the quarrel's right, rous'd to the encounter,
Or whether 7 gasted by the noise I made,
But suddenly he fled.
Glo. Let him fly far :
1 Not in this land shall he remain uncaught ;
And found—Dispatch.— The noble duke my master,
My worthy 9 arch and patron, comes to-night ;
By his authority I will proclaim it,
That he, who finds him, shall deserve our thanks,
Bringing the 1 murtherous coward to the stake ;
He that conceals him, death.
Edm. When I diflwaded him from his intent,
* And found him pight to do it, with curst speech
I threaten'd to discover him : he replied,
* Thou unpossessing bastard ! dost thou think,
7 . . gasted
]F righted. Johnson.
So in Beaumont and Fletcher's Wit at several Weapons,
" — either the sight of the lady has gasted him, or
" else he's drunk." Steevens.
* Not in this land Jhall be remain uncaught %
And found dispatch the noble duke, &c.] This nonsense
should be read and pointed thus,
Not in this land shall he remain uncaught ;
And found, dispatch'd.
Warburton.
I do not see how this change mends the fense : I think it
may be better regulated as in the page above. The sense is
interrupted. He shall be caught and found, he Jhall he
punijhed. Dispatch. Johkson.
* —<-arcb-—] i. e. Chief ; a word now used only in com
position, as arch-angel, arch-duke. Steevens.
1
murtherous coward
] The sirst edition reads,
taitiff. Johnson.
1 And found him pigbt to do it, with curst speech'] Pight it
pitched, sixed, settled. Curst is severe, harsli, vehemently
Mgry. Johnson.
•If

364

KING

LEAR.

'
*
*
*
'
■
'
*
'
*

If I would stand against thee, 3 would the reposal
Of any trust, virtue, or worth in thee
Make thy words faith'd ? no : what I should deny,
(As this I would, ay, though thou didst produce
My very character) I'd turn it all
To thy suggestion, plot, and damned practice :
And thou must make a dullard of the world,
If they not thought the profits of my death
Were very pregnant and potential spurs
To make thee seek it.'
[Trumpets within.
Glo. O * strange, fasten'd villain !
Would he deny his letter, said he ? — I never got him,
Hark, the duke's trumpets !
I know not why he
comes.——
All ports I'll bar ; the villain shall not 'scape ;
The duke must grant me that : besides, his picture
I will fend far and near, that all the kingdom
May have due note of him : and of my land,
Loyal and natural boy, I'll work the means
To make thee capable.
Enter Cornwall, Regan, and Attendants.
Corn. How now, my noble friend ? Since I came
hither,
(Which I can call but now) I have heard strange news.
Reg. If it be true, all vengeance comes too short,
Which can pursue the offender. How does my lord ?
Glo. O madam, my old heart is crack'd, is crack'd !
Reg. What, did my father's godson seek your life ?
He whom my father nam'd ? Your Edgar ?
Glo. O lady, lady, shame would have it hid !
1
would the reposal] i.e. Would any opinion that men
have reposed in thy trust, virtue, &c. Warburton.
The old quarto reads, could the reposure. Ste evens.
* Strong andfastened. Quarto. Johnson.
Reg.
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Reg. Was he not companion with the riotous
knights
That tend upon my father ?
Glo. I know not, madam. It is too bad, too bad.
Edm. Yes, madam, he was of that consort.
Reg. No marvel then, though he were ill affected;
'Tis they have put him on the old man's death,
To have the expence and waste of his revenues.
I have this present evening from my sister
Been well inform'd of them ; and with such cautions,
That, if they come to sojourn at my house,
I'll not be there.
Corn. Nor I, assure thee, Regan..
Edmund, I hear that you have shewn your father
A child-like office.
Edm. 'Twas my duty, Sir.
Glo. s He did bewray his practice ; and receiv'd
This hurt you see, striving to apprehend him.
Com. Is he pursu'd ?
Glo. Ay, my good lord.
Corn. If he be taken, he shall never more
Be feaPd of doing harm. Make your own purpose,
How in my strength you please.—For you, Edmund,
Whose virtue and obedience doth this instant
So much commend itself, you shall be ours ;
Natures of such deep trust we shall much need ;
You we first seize on.
Edm. I shall serve you, Sir,
Truly, however else.
Glo. For him,. I thank your grace.
Corn. You know not why we came to visit you
' He did bewray bis praSlice; ] i.e. Discover, letraj.
in The Do-v.nfa/i of Robert Earl os Huntingson, 1 60 1,
" We were be-jjray'd, beset, and forc'J to yield."
Again, in The Devil's Charier, 1607,
" Thy solitary passions should bewray
" Some discontent."—— Steevens.

So
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Reg. Thus out of season ; 6 threading dark-ey'd
night.
7 Occasions, noble Glo'ster, of some prize,
Wherein we must have use of your advices , ,
Our father he hath writ, so hath our sister,
Of differences, which I best thought it fit
To answer 8 from our home : the several messengers
From hence attend dispatch. Our good old friend,
' Lay comforts to your bosom ; and bestow
Your needful counsel to our businesses,
'Which crave the instant use.
Glo. I serve you, madam :
Your graces are right welcome.
[Exeunt.
SCENE

XL

Enter Kent and Steward, severally.
Stew. Good dawning to thee, friend. Art of this
house ?
Kent. Ay.
Stew. Where may we set our horses ?
Kent. In the mire.
Stew. Pr'ythee, if thou love me, tell me.
Kent. 1 love thee not.
Stew. Why, then I care not for thee.
6 — threading dark-ey'd night] I have not Tentur'd to dis
place this reading, though I have great suspicion that the poet
wrote,
treading dark-ey'd night,
i. e. travelling in it. The other carries tflo obscure and mean
an allusion. It must either be borrow'd from the cant-phrase
os threading of alleys, i. e. going through bye passages to avoid
the high streets ; or to threading a needle in the dark. Thiob.
The quarto reads,
threat'ning dark-ey'd night Johnson.
7 Occafions, noble Glo'ster, of some priise,] We should read,
poize, i. e. weight. Warburton.
Prize, or price, for value. Johnson.
8
from our home i
] Not at home, but at some other
place. Johnson.
Stew..
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Kent. If I had thee in 1 Lipsbury pinfold, I would
make thee care for me.
Stew. Why dost thou use me thus ? I know thee
not.
Kent. Fellow, I know thee.
Stew. What dost thou know me for ?
Kent. A knave, a rascal, an eater of broken meats ;
a base, proud, shallow, beggarly, three-suited, » hun
dred-pound, filthy, worsted-stocking knave ; a lillyljver'd, action-taking knave ; a whorson, glass-gazing,
ftiper-serviceable, finical rogue ; a one-trunk-inheriting
stave ; one that wouldst be a bawd in way of good
1
Lipfiury pinfold,
] The allusion which seems to
be contained in this line I do not understand. In the violent
eruption of reproaches which bursts from Kent in this dialogue,
there are some epithets which the commentators have left unexpounded, and which I am not very able to make clear. Of
a thrct-suited knave I know not the meaning, unless it be that
he has different dresses for different occupations. Lilly-liver1d
is cowardly ; •white-blooded and white-liver'd are still in vulgar
use. An one-trunk-inheritingstave, I take to be a wearer of old
cast-off cloaths, an inheritor of torn breeches. Johnson.
Three-suited knave might mean, in an age of ostentatious
sinery like that of Shakespeare, one who had no greater change/
of cloaths than three suits would furnish him with : and a onetrunk-inheriting stave may be used to signify a fellow, the whole
of whose possessions are consined to one coffer, and that too in
herited from his father, who was no better provided, or had
nothing more to bequeath to his successor in poverty. A ixiorstedfiocking knave is another reproach of the fame kind. The
stockings in England, in the reign of Queen Elizabeth (as I
learn from Stubbs's Anatomic os Abuses, printed in 1595) were
remarkably expensive, and scarce any other kind than silk were
worn, even (as this author fays) by those who had not above
forty shillings a year wages.—-So in an old comedy, called The
Hog bath loft his Pearl, 1611, byR. Taylor,
" — good parts are no more set by in these times,
" than a good leg in a wocllen stocking."
Again, in The Captain, by Beaumont and Fletcher,
" Green sicknesses and serving men light on you,
" With greasy breeches, and in -woollen stockings."
* —— hundred-pound,—] A hundred-pound gentleman is a term
of reproach used in Middletoa's Phœnix, 1607. Steevens.
fervice ;
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service; and art nothing but the compofition of a
knave, beggar, coward, pander, and the son and heir
of a mungril bitch ; one whom I will beat into cla
morous whining, if thou deny'st the least syllable of
thy addition.
Stew. Why, what a monstrous fellow art thou, thus
to rail on one, that is neither known of thee, nor
knows thee ?
Kent. What a brazen-fac'd varlet art thou, to deny
thou know'st me ? Is it two days ago, fince I tript up
thy heels, and beat thee, before the king ? Draw,
you rogue : for tho' it be night, yet the moon shines ;
3 I'll make a sop o' the moonshine of you. You
whoreson, cullionly * barber-monger, draw.
[Drawing bis sword.
Stew. Away ; I have nothing to do with thee.
Kent. Draw, you rascal. You come with letters
against the king; and take * Vanity the puppet's part,
against the royalty of her father. Draw, you rogue,
. or I'll so carbonado your shanks :—Draw, you rascal.
Come your ways.
Stew. Help, ho! murder! help !
3
Til make a sop o' the moonjhine ofyou.
] This is
equivalent to our modern phrase os making the sun Jhint thro'
any one. But, alluding to the natural philosophy of that time,
k is obscure. The Peripatetics thought, though falsly, that
the rays of the moon were cold and moilh The speaker there
fore says, he would make a fop of his antagonist, which Ihould
absorb the humidity of the moon's rays, by letting them into
his guts. For this reason Shakespeare, in Romeo and Juliet, says,
"
the moonshine's it1atry beams."
And, in Midsummer Sight's Dream,
" Quench'd in the chast beams of the watry moon."
Warbu rton.
*
barber-monger,
] Of this word I do not clearly fee
the force. Johnson.
5
sanity the puppet's
] Alluding to the mysteries
or allegoricalshews, in which vanity, iniquity, and other vices,
were personisied. Johnson.
2
Kent.

KING

LEAR.

369

Kent. Strike, you slave : stand, rogue ; stand, you
6 neat slave, strike.
[Beating him.
Stew. Help ho ! murder ! murder !
Enter Edmunds Cornwall, Regan, Glo'ster, and Servants.
Edm. How now, what's the matter ? Part
Kent. With you, goodman boy, if you please.
Come, I'll flesh you : come on, young master.
Glo. Weapons ? arms ? what's the matter here ?
Corn. Keep peace, upon your lives :
He dies that strikes again. What is the matter ?
Reg% The messengers from our sister and the king.
Corn. What is your disference ? Speak.
Stew. I am scarce in breath, my lord.
Kent. No marvel, you have so bestirr'd your valour ;
You cowardly rascal. 7 Nature disclaims in thee :
A tailor made thee.
#
Corn. Thou art a strange fellow :
A tailor make a man ?
Kent. Ay, a tailor, Sir ; a stone-cutter, or a painter
could not have made him so ill, tho' they had been
but two hours o' the trade.
Corn. Speak yet, how grew your quarrel ?
Stew. This ancient ruffian, Sir:, whose life I have
spai^d,
At suit of his grey beard,
Kent. 8 Thou whoreson zed ! thou unnecessary let
ter ! —My lord, if you will give me leave, I will tread
this
6 — neat save,—] You mere slave, you very slave. Johns.
You neat JIave, I believe, means no more than you finical
rascal, you who are an assemblage of pride and poverty. Ben
Jonson uses the fame epithet in his Poetaster :
" By thy leave, my neat scoundrel." Steevens.
7
Nature disclaims in thee.] So the quartos and the folio.
The modern editors read, without authority,
Nature disclaims her Jhare in thee. Steevens.
8 Thou mihorson zed ! thou unnecessary letter !
] I do not
well understand how a man is reproached by being called zed,
Vol. IX.
Aa
nor
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8 this unbolted villain ' into mortar, and daub the wall
of a jakes with him. Spare my grey beard ? you
wagtail !
Corn. Peace, Sirrah !
You beastly knave, know you no reverence ?
Kent. Yes, Sir ; but anger hath a privilege.
Corn. Why art thou angry ?
Kent. That such a stave as this should wear a sword,
Who wears no honesty. Such smiling rogues as these,
1 Like rats, oft bite the holy cords in twain
Too 'intrinficate t'unloosc : sooth every passion,
That
nor how Z is an unnecessary letter. Scarron compares his de
formity to the shape of Z, and it may be a proper word of
insult to a crook-backed man ; but why should Gonerill's
steward be crooked, unless the allusion be to his bending or
cringing polture in the presence of his superiors. Perhaps it
was written, thou whoreson C (for cuckold) thou unnecessary
letter. C is a letter unnecessary in our alphabet, one of its
two sounds being represented by S, and one by K. But all the
copies concur in the common reading. Johnson.
Thou <whoreson zed ! thou unnecessary letter! ] Zed is here
probably used as a term of contempt, because it is the last letter
in the English alphabet, and as its place may be supplied by S,
and the Roman alphabet has it not. C cannot be the un
necessary letter, as there are many words in which its place
will not be supplied by any other, as charity, chastity, Sec.
Steevens.
*
this unbolted villain—] i.e. unresined by education,
the bran yet in him. Metaphor from the bakehouse. Warb.
*
into mortar,] This expression was much in use
in our author's time. So Massenger, in New Way to pay old
Debts, act i. scene I.
" ,
I will help your memory,
" And tread thee into mortar" Steevens.
Like rats, oft bite the holy cords afwaine,
Which are t'intrince, t'unloesc;
] Thus the first editors
blundered this passage into unintelligible nonsense. Mr. Pope
so far has disengaged it, as to give us plain sense ; but by
throwing out the epithet holy, it is evident that he was not
aware ol the poet's fine meaning. I will first establish and prove
the reading, then explain the allusion. Thus the poet gave it :
Like rats, oft bite the holy cords in twain,
Too intrinficate t'unloosc :———
This
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That in the nature of their lords rebels ;
Bring oil to fire, snow to their colder moods,
Renege, affirm, * and turn their halcyon beaks
With every gale and vary of their masters ;
As knowing nought, like dogs, but following.
A plague upon your 3 epileptic visage !
Smile you my speeches, as I were a fool ?
Goose, if I had you upon Sarum-plain,
I'd drive ye cackling home to * Camelot.
Corn.
This word again occurs in our author's Antony and Cleopatra,
where (he is speaking to the Aspick :
" —
Come, mortal wretch ;
•* With thy sharp teeth this knot intrinsicate
" Of lise at once untie."
And we meet with it in Cynthia's Revels, by Ben Jonson.—
Tet there are certain punctilios, or, as I may mere nakedly in
sinuate them, certain intrinsicate sirokes and words, to whicb your
aBivity is not yet amounted, Sec. It means inward, hidden,
perplext; as a knot, hard to be unravelled : it is derived from
the Latin adverb intrinfecus ; from which the Italians have coined
a very beautiful phrase, intrinsicarsi col une, i. e. to grow inti
mate with, to wind one self into another. And now to our
author's sense. Kent is rating the steward, as a parasite of
Gonerill's ; and supposes very justly, that he has fomented the
quarrel betwixt that princess and hef father : in which office he
compares him to a sacrilegious rat : and by a sine metaphor, as
Mr. Warburton observed to me, stiles the union between parents
and children the holy cords. Theobald.
Like rats, oft bite the holy cords in twain
Too intrinsicate t'unloose :
] By these holy cords the poet
means the natural union between parents and children. The
metaphor is taken from the cords of the sancluary ; and the
semen ters of family differences are compared to tiiese sacrilegious
rats. The expression is sine and noble. Warburton.
2 —— and turn their halcyon becks
With ev'ry gale and vary cf their masiers ;] The halcyon
is the bird otherwise called the king-sifier. The vulgar opinion
was, that this bird, if hung up by the bill, would vary with
the wind, and by that means shew horn what point it blew.
Steevens.
3
epileptic visage /] The frighted countenance of a man
ready to fall in a sit. Johnson.
* Camelot.'] Was the place where the romances fay
Aa 2
king
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Corn. What art thou mad, old fellow ?
Glo. How fell you out) Say that.
Kent. No contraries hold more antipathy,
Than I and such a knave.
Corn. Why dost thou call him knave ? What is his
fault?
Kent. His countenance likes me not.
Corn. No more, perchance, does mine, nor his,
nor hers.
Kent. Sir, 'tis my occupation to be plain ;
I have seen better faces in my time,
Than stand on any shoulder that I fee
Before me at this instant.
Corn. This is some fellow,
Who, having been prais'd for bluntness, doth affect
A saucy roughness ; and 5 constrains the garb
Qiiitc from his nature. He can't flatter, he !
An honest mind and plain, he must speak truth :
An they will take it, so if not, he's plain.
These kind of knaves I know, which in this plainness
Harbour more craft, and more corrupter ends,
6 Than twenty filly ducking observants,
That stretch their duties nicely.
Kent.
king Arthur kept his court in the West ; so this alludes to some
proverbial speech in those romances. Warburton.
In Somersetshire, near Camelot, are many large moors, where
are bred great quantities of geese, so that many other places
are from hence supplied with quills and feathers. Hanmer.
5
conjlrains the garb
Quite from his nature.
') Forces his outfide or his ap
pearance to something totally different from his natural dis
position. Johnson.
6 Than twenty silly ducking observants,] The epithet filly
cannct be right. lft, Because Cornwall, in this beautiful
speech, is not talking of the different success of these two kind
of parasites, but of their different corruption of heart, zd, Be
cause he says these ducking observants know bow to stretch their
duties nicely. I am persuaded we should read,
Than twenty fiUty ducking observants,
which not only alludes to the garb of a court sycophant, but
admirably
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Kent. Sir, in good faith, in sincere verity,
Under the allowance of your grand aspect,
Whose influence, like the wreath of radiant fire
7 On flickering Phœbus' front
Corn. What mean'st by this ?
Kent. To go out of my dialect, which you discom
mend so much. I know, Sir, I am no flatterer : he
that beguil'd you in a plain accent, was a plain knave ;
which, for my part, I will not be, 8 though I should
win your displeasure to intreat me to't.
Corn. What was the offence you gave him ?
Stew. I never gave him any :
It pleas'd the king his master very lately
To strike at me upon his misconstruction,
When he, 9 conjunct, and flattering his displeasure,
admirably well denotes the smoothness of his charaeler. But
what is more, the poet generally gives them this epithet in other
places. So in Richard III. he cails them,
."
Silly, sly, insinuating Jacks."
And in Coriolanus,
"
when steel grows
" Soft as the parasite's silk,"
Warburton.
The alteration is more ingenious than the arguments by which
it is supported. Johnson.
7 Onflickering Phœbus'front—] Dr. Johnson in his Dictionary
fays this word means to flutter. I meet with it in The History
cf Clyomon, Knight of the Golden Shield, 1599,
" By flying force of flickering fame your grace shall
" understand."
So in The Pilgrim of Beaumont and Fletcher,
"
some Castrel
" That hovers over her, and dares her daily ;
" Some flickring slave."
Sir Thomas North, in his traslation of Plutarch, talks of the
flickering enticements of Cleopatra.
Stanyhnrst, in his trans
lation of the fourth book of Virgil's Æneid, 15132, describes Iris,
" From the iky Ao^a flickering," &c. Steevens.
8
though I Jhould w/a your diJpLafure lo intreat me '«'••]
Though I should win you, displeased as you now are, 10 liice
me so well as to intreat me to be a knave. Johnson.
* Conjuna is the reading of the old quarto ; coms<a3 <>: me
folio. Steevens.
Aa 3
T:ipt
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Tript me behind ; being down, insulted, rail'd,
And put upon him such a deal of man,
That worthied him ; got praises of the king,
For him attempting who was sclf-subdu'd ;
And, in the fieshment of this dread exploit,
Drew on me here again.
Kent. None of these rogues and cowards,
1 But Ajax is their fool.
Corn. Fetch forth the stocks.
You stubborn ancient knave, you unreverend braggart,
We'll teach you
Kent. Sir, I am too old to learn.
Call not your stocks for me : I serve the king ;
On whose employment I was sent to you.
You shall do linall respect, shew too bold malice
Against the grace and person of my master,
Stocking his messenger.
Corn. Fetch forth the stocks :
As I have life and honour, there shall he fit till noon,
Regan. Till noon ! till night, my lord, and all
night too.
• .
Kent. Why, madam, if I were your father's dog,
You could not use me so.
Reg. Sir, being his knave, I will. .
[Stocks brought out.
Corn. This is a fellow of the self-fame colour
Our sister speaks of. — Come, bring away the stocks,
Glo. Let me beseech your grace not to do so :
His fault is much, and the good king his master
Will check him for't. Your purpos'd low correction
Is such, as basest and the meanest wretches
For pilferings, and most common trespasses,
Are punisti'd with ; the king must take it ill,
1 But 4jax is their fooL] " There are none of these rogues
** and cowards but have the subtlety to bring a man, as much
** above their match as Ajax, into disgrace." Or, perhaps,
these rogues and cowards speak of themselves as if Ajax was a
fool to them. Ste evens.
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That he, so slightly valu'd in his messenger,
Should have him thus restrain'd.
Corn. I'll answer that.
Reg. My sister may receive it much more worse,
To have her gentleman abus'd, assaulted,
For following her affairs. —Put in his legs.
[Kent is put in the flocks.
Come, my lord away.
[Exeunt Regan and Cornwall.
Glo. I am sorry for thee, friend. 'Tis the duke's
pleasure,
Whose disposition, all the world well knows,
1 Will not be rubb'd, nor stopp'd. I'll intreat for thee.
Kent. Pray, do not, Sir.
I have watch'd and
travelPd hard ;
Sometime I shall sleep out, the rest I'll whistle.
A good man's fortune may grow out at heels :
Give you good morrow !
Glo. The duke's to blame in this ; 'twill be ill taken.
Exit.
Kent. * Good king, that must approve the common
saw !
Thou out of heaven's benediction com'st
To the warm lun !
Approach, thou beacon to this under-globe,
[Looking up to the moon.
1 Will not be rubb'd, nor stopped.
] Metaphor from
bowling. Warburton.
3 Good king, that must approve the common saw /] That art
now to exemplify the common proverb, Ibat out of, &c.
That changed better for worse-. Hanmer observes, that it is a
proverbial faying, applied to those who are turned out of house
and home to the open weather. It was perhaps sirst used of
' men dismissed from an hospital, or house of charity, such as
was erected formerly in many places for travellers. Those
houses had names properly enough alluded to by heaven's bene
diction. Johnson.
The saw alluded to, is in Heywood's Dialogues on Proverbs,
book ii. chap. 5.
" In your renning from him to me, ye runne
" Out of God's blcsting into the warme funnt." T. T.
A a 4
That

376

KING

LEAR.

That by thy comfortable beams I may
Peruse this letter. Nothing almost fees miracles,
But misery
+ I know 'tis from Cordelia ;
[Reading the letter.
Who hath most fortunately been inform'd
Of my obscur'd course, 5 and shall find time
From this enormous state, seeking to give
Losses their remedies. All weary and o'er watch'd,
Take 'vantage, heavy eyes, not to behold
This shameful lodging.
Fortune, good night ; smile once more ; turn thy wheel !
[He Jleeps.
*
I know 'tis from Cordelia, &c.] This passage, which
some of the editors have degraded, as spurious, to the margin,
and others have silently altered, I have faithfully printed ac
cording to the quarto, from which the folio disfers only in
punctuation. The passage is very obscure, if not corrupt.
Perhaps it may be read thus :
—— Cordelia——has been
informed.
Of my obscur'd course, and shall find time
From this enormous state-seeking, to give
Losses their remedies.
—
Cordelia is informed of our affairs, and when the enormous care
of seeking her fortune will allow her time, she will employ it in
remedying losses. This is harsh ; perhaps something better may
be found. I have at least supplied the genuine reading of the
old copies. Enormous is unwonted, out of rule, out of the
ordinary course of things. Johnson.
5 ,
andfijall find time
From this enormous state, seeking to give
Losses their remedies.
] I confess I do not understand
this passage, unless it may be considered as a part of Cordelia's
Utter, which he is reading to himself by moonlight : it cer
tainly conveys the fense of what she would have said. In reading
a letter ic is natural enough to dwell on that part of it which
promises the change in our affairs which we most wish for; and
Kent having read Cordelia's assurances that she will find a time
to free the injured from the enormous misrule of Regan, is
willing to go to sleep with that pleasing reflection uppermost in
his mind. But this is mere conjecture. Steevens.
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SCENE

III.

Changes to a fart of the heath.
Enter Edgar.
Edg. I heard myself proclaim'd ;
And, by the happy hollow of a tree,
Escap'd the hunt. No port is free ; no place,
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 ; 1 elf all my hair in knots ;
And with presented nakedness out-face
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 mortify'd bare arms
Pins, wooden pricks, nails, sprigs of rosemary,
And with this horrible object, from low farms,
* Poor pelting villages, sheep-cotes and mills,
Sometime
•
i
elf all my hair lit knots ;] Hair thus knotted was
vulgarly supposed to be the work of elves and fairies in the
night. So in Romeo and Juliet ;
"
plats the manes of horses in the night,
" And cakes the elf-locks in foul sluttish hairs,
" Which, once untangled, much misfortune bodes."
Steevens.
* Poor pelting villages,—-] Pelting is used by Shakespeare in
the sense of beggarly: I suppose from pelt a flein. The poor
being generally cloathed in leather. Warburton.
Pelting is, I believe, only an accidental depravation of petty.
Shakespeare uses it in the Midsummer- Night's Dream of small
brooks. Johnson.
Beaumont and Fletcher often use the word in the same sense
as Shakespeare. King and no King, act iv.
" This felting, prating peace is good for nothing."
Spanljb
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Sometime with lunatic bans, sometime with prayers,
Inforce their charity. 3 Poor Turlygood ! poor Tom !
That's something yet : —* Edgar I nothing am. [Exit.
SCENE

IV.

Changes again to the 1 earl of Glister's castle.
Enter Lear, Fool, and Gentleman.
Lear. 'Tis strange that they should so depart from
home,
And not fend back my messenger.
Gent. As I learn'd,
Spanijh Curate, act ii. fe. ult.
" To learn the pelting law."
Shakespeare's Midsummer-Night1s Dream,—" every pelf.i;g river."
Measure for Meajure, act ii. scene 7.
" And every pelting, petty ossicer."
From this last instance it appears not to be a corruption of pitty,
which is used the next word to it. And if it comes from pelt,
asldn, as Dr. Warburton seys, the poets have furnished villages,
peace, law, rivers, and cjficers ofjustice, all cut of one wardrobe.
Steevens.
3
poor Turlygood ! poor Tom .'] We Ciould read
Turlupin. In the fourteenth century there was a new species
of gipsies, called Turlupins, a fraternity of naked beggars, which
ran up and down Europe. However the church of Rome hath
dignified them with the name of heretics, and actual!)' burned
some of them at Paris. But what fort of religionists they were,
appears from Genebrard's account of them. " Turlupin
" Cynicorum sectam suscitantes, de nuditate pudendorum, Sc
" publico coitu." Plainly, nothing but a band of Tom-o'Bedlams. Warburton.
Hanrr.er reads, poor Turlurii. It is probable the word Turly
good was the common corrupt pronunciation. Johnson.
+
Edgar I nothing am.] As Edgar I am out-lawed,
dead in law; I have no longer any political existence. Johns.
1 — earl of Glo j!er's castle.] It is not very clearly discovered
why Lear comes hither. In the Joregoing part he sent a letter
to Glo'ster ; but no hint is given of its contents. He seems to
have gone to visit Glo'ster while Cornwall and Regan might
prepare to entertain him. Johnson.
The
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The night before, there was no purpose in them
Of this remove.
Kent. Hail to thee, noble master !
Lear. Ha ! makes thou this shame thy pastime ?
Kent. No, my lord.
Fool, Ha, ha ; 1 he wears cruel garters. Horses
are ty'd by the heads ; dogs and bears by the neck ;
monkeys by the loins ; and men by the legs. When
a man is over-lusty at legs, 3 then he wears wooden
nether-stocks.
Lear. What's he that hath so much thy place mistook,
To set thee here ?
Kent. It is both he and me,
Your son and daughter.
Lear. No.
Kent. Yes.
Lear. No, I say.
Kent. I say, yea.
Lear. By Jupiter, I swear, no.
Kent. By Juno, I swear, ay.
Lear. They durst not do't:
They could not, would not do't; 'tis worse than murder,
1
be wears cruel garters.—] I believe a quibble was
here intended. Crewel signisies worsted, of which stockings,
farters, night-caps, &c. are made ; and is used in that sense in,
eaumont and Fletcher's Scornful Lady, act ii.
•* For who that had but half hi6 wits about him
" Would commit the counsel of a serious sin
" To such a crewel night-cap."
So again in the comedy of Tie Two angry Women of Abington,
printed 1599,
"
I'll warrant you he'll have
" His cruell garters cross about the knee." Steev.
3
then be wears wooden nether-stocks .] Nether-stocks Is
is the old word for stockings. Stubbs, in his Anatomie of Abuses,
has a whole chapter on The Di-vcrsttie of Nether-Stockes worn in
England, 1 595. Heywood among his Epigrams, 1562, has the
following :
«< Thy upper stocks, be they I'.uft with silke or flocks,
" Never become thee like a nether paire of stocks."
Steevens.
To
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* To do upon respect such violent outrage :
Resolve me with all modest haste, which wayThou might'st deserve, or they impose, this usage,
Coming from us ?
Kent. My lord, when at their home
I did commend your highness' letters to them,
Ere I was risen from the place, that shew'd
My duty kneeling, came there a reeking post,
Stew'd in his haste, half breathless, panting forth
From Gonerill his mistress, salutation ;
s Deliver'd letters, spight of intermission,
'Which presently they read ; on whose contents
6 They summon'd up their meiny, strait took horse;
Commanded me to follow, and attend
The leisure of their answer ; gave me cold looks :
And meeting here the other messenger,
Whose welcome, I perceiv'd, had poison'd mine,
(Being the very fellow, which of late
Display'd so saucily against your highness)
Having more man than wit about me, I drew ;
He rais'd the house with loud and coward cries :
Your son and daughter found this trespass worth
The shame which here it suffers.
Fool, * Winter's not gone yet, if the wild geese fly
that way.
Fathers, that wear rags,
Do make their children blind ;
But fathers, that bear bags,
Shall fee their children kind.
* To Jo upon refpect such 'violent outrage :] To violate the
public and venerable character of a messenger from the king.
Johnson.
5 Ueliver'd letters, fpight of intermissions Intermission, for
another messenger which they had then before them, to consider
of; called intermission, because it came between their leisure
and the steward's message. Warburton.
6 They summon'd up their meiny,
] Meiny, i. e. People.
Pope.
_ 7 Winter's not gone yet, &c.] If this be their behaviour, the
king's troubles are not yet at an end. Johnson.
Fortune,
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Fortune, that arrant whore,
Ne'er turns the key to the poor.
But, for all this, thou shalt have as many 8 dolours
for thy daughters, as thou canst tell in a year.
Lear. Oh, how this mother swells up toward my
heart !
Hysterica pajsw ! Down, thou climbing sorrow,
Thy element's below ! Where is this daughter ?
Kent. With the earl, Sir, here within.
Lear. Follow me not ; stay here.
[Exit.
Gent. Made you no more offence, but what you
speak of ?
Kent. None.
How chance the king comes with so small a number ?
Fool. An thou hadst been set i' the stocks for that
question, thou hadst well deserv'd it.
Kent. Why, fool?
Fool. We'll set thee to school to an ant, to teach
thee there's no labouring in the winter. 9 All that fol
low their noses are led by their eyes, but blind men ;
and there's not a nose among twenty, but can smell
him that's stinking. Let go thy hold, when a great
wheel runs down a hill, lest it break thy neck with
following it ; but the great one that goes upward, let
*
dolours] Quibble intended between dolours and
dollars. Hanmer.
5 All thatscllow their noses are led by their eyes, hut blind men;
and there's not a nose among twenty, but can smell. See.j There
is in this sentence no clear series of thought. If he that follows
his nose is led or guided by his eyes, he wants no information
from his nose. I persuade myself, but know not whether I can
persuade others, that our author wrote thus :
" All men are
" led by their eyes, but blind men, and they follow their noses ;
" and there's not a nose among twenty but can smell him that's
" stinking."
Here is a succession of reasoning. You ask,
why the king has no more in his train ? why, because men who
are led by their eyes fee that he is ruined ; and if there were
any blind among them, who, for want of eyes, followed their
lioscs, they might by their noses discover that it was no longer
fit to follow the king. Johnson.
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him draw thee after. 1 When a wise man gives thee
better counsel, give me mine again : I would have
none but knaves follow it, since a fool gives it.
That, Sir, which serves for gain,
And follows but for form,
Will pack, when it 'gins to rain,
And leave thee in the storm.
* But I will tarry ; the fool will stay,
And let the wife man fly ;
The knave turns fool, that runs away ;
The fool no knave, perdy.
Kent. Where learn'd you this, fool ?
' Fool. Not i' the stocks, fool.
Re-enter Lear and Glossier.
Lear. Deny to speak with me ? They are sick ?
They are weary ?
They have travell'd hard to-night ? Mere fetches ;
The images of revolt and flying off!
Fetch me a better answer.
Glo. My dear lord,
1
When a wisc man gives thee, &c.] One cannot too
much commend the caution which our moral poet uses, on all
occasions, to prevent his sentiments from being perverfly taken.
So here, having given an ironical precept in commendation
of persidy and base desertion of the unfortunate, for sear it
should be understood seriously, though delivered by his buffoon
or jester, he has the precaution to add this beautiful corrective,
full of sine fense :—" I would have none but knaves follow it,
** since a fool gives it." Warburton.
1 But I will tarry ; the fool will stay,
Axd Ut, &c.] I think this passage erroneous, though both
the copies concur. The fense will be mended if we read,
But I will tarry ; the fool will stay,
And let the wise man fly ;
The fool turns knave, that runs away ;
The knave no fool,
That I stay with the king is a proof that I am a fool, the wife
men are deserting him. There is knavery in this desertion, .
but there is no folly. Johnson,
You
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You know the fiery quality of the duke ;
How unremovable, and fixt he is
In his own course.
Lear. Vengeance ! plague ! death ! confusion !
Fiery ? what quality ? Why Glo'ster, Glo'ster,
I'd speak with the duke of Cornwall and his wife.
Glo. Well, my good lord, I have inform'd them so.
Lear. Inform'd them ? Dost thou understand me,
man ?
Glo. Ay, my good lord.
Lear. The king would speak with Cornwall : the
dear father
Would with his daughter speak, commands her service :
Are they inform'd of this ?—My breath and blood ! —
Fiery ? The fiery duke ? Tell the hot duke, that
[Glo'ster offers to go.
No, but not yet :
may be he is not well ;
Infirmity doth still neglect all office,
Whereto our health is bound ; we are not ourselves,
When nature, being oppress'd, commands the mind
To susfer with the body. I'll forbear :
And am fallen out with my more headier will,
To take the indispos'd and sickly sit
For the sound man. Death on my state ! Wherefore
[Locking on Kent.
Should he fit here ? This act perf .ades me,
That this remotion of the duke and her
3 Is practice only. Give me my servant forth.
Go, tell the duke and his wife, I'd speak with them,.
Now ! presently ! Bid them come forth and hear me,
Or at their chamber-door I'll beat the drum,
Till it cry, steep to death.
Glo. I would have all well betwixt you.
[Exit.
Lear. Oh me, my heart, my rising heart ! but down.
3 Is practice only.
] Practice is in Shakespeare, and
other old writers, used commonly in an ill sense for unlawful
artifice. Johnson.
Fool,
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Fool. Cry to it, nuncle, as the cockney did to * the
eels, when she put them i' the paste alive : she rapt
'em o' the coxcombs with a stick, and cry'd, Down,
wantons, down.
'Twas her brother, that, in pure
kindness to his horse, butter'd his hay.
Enter Cornwall, Regan, Glo'Jler, and Servants.
Lear. Good morrow to you both.
Corn. Hail to your grace ! [Kent is set at liberty.
Regan. I am glad to fee your highness.
Lear. Regan, I think you are ; I know what reason
I have to think so ; if thou shouldst not be glad,
I would divorce me from thy mother's tomb,
Sepulch'ring an adultress.— O, are you free ? [To Kent.
Some other time for that.—Beloved Regan,
Thy sister's naught. Oh Regan, 5 she hath tied
Sharp-tooth'd unkindness, like a vulture, here :
[Points to his heart.
I can scarce speak to thee ; thou'lt not believe,
6 Of how deprav'd a quality—Oh Regan !
Reg. I pray you, Sir, take patience ; I have hope,
You less know how to value her desert,
7 Than she to scant her duty.
Lear.
*
the eels, when Jhe put them f the paste ] Hinting
that the eel and Lear are in the same danger. Johnson.
5
Jhe hath tied
Sharp-tooth'd unkindness, like a vulture, here :] Alluding to
the fable of Prometheus. Warburton.
6 Of bc-w deprav'd a quality
] Thus the quarto. The
folio reads,
With how deprav'd a quality
Johnson.
7 Than Jhe to scant her duty.] The word scant is directly
contrary to the fense intended. The quarto reads,
stack her duty,
which is no better. May we not change it thus :
You less know how to value her desert,
Than she to scan her duty.
To scan my be to measure or proportion. Yet our author uses
Jiis negatives with such licentiousness, that it is hardly safe to
make
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Lear. Say ? How is that ?
Reg. I cannot think my sister in the least
Would fail her obligation. If, Sir, perchance, .
She have restrain'd the riots of your followers,
'Tis on such ground, and to such wholesome end,
As clears her from all blame.
Lear. My curses on her!
•
Reg. O Sir, you are old ;
Nature in you stands on the very verge
Of her confine : you should be rul'd, 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 wrong'd her, Sir.
Lear. Ask her forgiveness ?
1 Do you but mark how this becomes the house ?
Dear
make any alteration.-—Scant may mean to adapt, to Jit, to
proportion ; which sense seems still to be retained in the me
chanical term scantling. Johnson.
* Do you but mark boixi this becomes the house ?] This phrase
to me is unintelligible, and seems to fay nothing to the purpose :
neither can it mean, how this becomes the order of families.
Lear would certainly intend to reply, how does asking my
daughter's forgiveness agree with common fashion, the esta
blished rule and custom of nature ? No doubt, but the poet
wrote, becomes the use. And that Shakespeare employs use in
this signification, is too obvious to want a proof. Theobald.
Do you but mark bo.iv this becomes the house P] Mr. Theobald
fays, " This phrase seems to fay little to the purpose;" and
therefore alters it to,
becomes the use, —which signifies less.
The Oxford Editor makes him still more familiar—becometh us.
All this chopping and changing proceeds from an utter ignorance
of a great, a noble, and a most expressive phrase,
becomes
the house ;
which signifies the orders of families, duties of
relation. Warburton.
With this most exprejJive phrafe I believe no reader is satisfied.
I suspect that it has been written originally,
Ask her forgiveness i
Do you but mark how this becometh thus.
Dear daughter, I confess, &c.
Becomes the houfe, and becometh thus, mi jht be easily confounded
by readers so unskilful as the original printers. Johnson.
Vol. IX.
B '*
Dr.

^86

KING

LEAR.

Dear daughter, I confess that I am old,
1 Age is unnecessary : on my knees I beg,
[Kneeling..
That you'll vouchsafe me raiment, bed, and food.
Reg. Good Sir, no more. These are unsightly tricks:
Return you to my fister.
Lear. Never, Regan :
She hath abated me of half my train :
3 Look'd black upon me ; struck me with her tonguev
Most serpent-like, upon the very heart.
All the stor'd vengeances of heaven fall
On her ingrateful top ! Strike her young bones,
You taking airs, with lameness !
•
Corn. Fie, Sir, sie!
Lear. You nimble lightnings, dart your blinding
flames
Into her scornful eyes ! Infect her beauty,
You fen-suck'd fogs, drawn by the powerful fun
+ To fall, and blast her pride !
Reg. O the blest gods !
So will you wish on me, 5 when the rash mood is on.
Lear. No, Regan, thou shalt never have my curse;
Dr.Warburton's explanation may be supported by the follow
ing passage in Miheu on Divorce, book ii. ch. 12. " How
•' hurtful, how destructive it is to the bouse, the church, and
" commonwealth!" Tollet.
2 Age is unnecessary :—] i. e. Old age has sew wants. Johns.
3 Looted black upon me;
] To look blacky may easily be ex
plained to look cloudy or gloomy. See Milton :
. " So frown'd the mighty combatants, that hell
" Grew darker at their frown."—— Johnson.
So Ilolinshed, vol. iii. p. 1157;
" The bishops thereat
" repined, and looked black." ToltEt.
* To fall, and blast her pride .'] Thus the quarto : the folio
reads not so well, to fall and blister. I think there is still *.
fault, which may be easily mended by changing a letter :
Infect her beauty,
Ye fen-suck'd fogs, drawn by the powerful fun,
Do, fall, and blast her pride ! Johnson.
5
when the rajh mood is on.] Thus the folio. The
quarto reads only.
when the rajh mood— perhaps leaving th«
teuteucc purposL.ly unsinished. Steevens;
'
Thy
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Thy 6 tender-hefted nature shall not give
Thee o'er to harshness ; her eyes are fierce, but th'ne
Do comfort, and not burn. Tis not in thee
To grudge my pleasures, to cut off my train,
To bandy hasty, words, f to scant my sizes,
And, in conclusion, to oppose the bolt
Against my coming in. Thou better know'st
The osfices of nature, bond of childhood,
Effects of courtesy, dues of gratitude :
Thy half o' the kingdom thou hast not forgot,
Wherein I thee endow'd.
Reg. Good Sir, to the purpose. [Trumpets within.
Lear, Who put my man i' the stocks ?
Enter Steward.
Corn. What trumpet's that ?
Reg. I know't, my sister's. This approves her letter,
That she would soon be here. Is your lady come ?
Lear. This is a slave, whose easy-borrow'd pride
Dwells in the fickle grace of her he follows.
Out, varlet, from my sight !
Corn. What means your grace !
Lear. Who stockt my servant ? Regan, I have good
hope
Thou didst not know on't.
Who comes here ? Q
heavens,
v
' ——tender-bested ] This word, though its general mean
ing be plain, I do not critically understand. Johnson.
Thy tender-hefted nature—] Hefted seems to mean the fame as
heaved. Teisder-befted, i. e. whose bosom is heaved by tender
passions. The formation of such a participle, I believe, cannot
be grammatically accounted for. Shakespeare uses bests for
headings in The Winter's Tale, act ii. Both the quartos how
ever read, " xcaiet-bested nature ;" which may mean a nature
which is governed by gentle passions. Hest is an old word signi
fying command. Hefted is the readingof the folio. Steevens.
7 ———ti scant my fixes,] To contract my allowances or
proportions settled. Johnson.
A fixer is one of the lowest ranks of students at Cambridge,
. and lives on a stated allowance. Steevens.
.. B b 2
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Enter Gonerill.

7 If you do love old men, if your sweet sway
Allow obedience, if yourselves are old,
Make it your cause ; send down, and take my part I—
Art not asham'd to look upon this beard ? [To Gon.
O, Regan, will you take her by the hand ?
Gon. Why not by the hand, Sir ? How have t
offended ?
All's not offence s that indiscretion finds.
And dotage. terms so.
Lear. O, sides, you are too tough !
Will you yet hold ? —How came my man i' the'stocks ?
Corn. I set him there, Sir : but his own disorders
Deserv'd 9 much less advancement.
Lear. You ! did you ?
Reg. ' I pray you, father, being weak, seem so.
Jf, till the expiration of your month,
». You
7 Is you do love old men, is your sweet sway
Allow obedience, ifyourselves are old,] Mr. Upton hat
proved~by irresistible authority, that to allow signifies not only
to permit, but to approve, and has deservedly replaced the old
reading, which Dr. Warburton had changed into halltvi obe
dience, not recollecting the scripture expreifion, The Lord alloweth the righteous, Psalm xi. ver. 6. Dr. Warburton might
have found the emendation which he proposed, in l ate's alte
ration of King Lear, which was first published in 1687. Steev.
8
that indiscretion finds,] Finds is here used in the
fame sense as when a jury is said to find a bil., to which it is
an allusion. Our author again uses the fame word in the fame
fense in Hamlet, act v. fe. 1 .
" Why 'tis found so." Edwards.
To find is little more than to think. The French* use their
word treuver in the fame fense ; and we still fay I find time
tedious, or I find company troublesome, without thinking on
a jury. Steevens.
9
■ much less advancement.^ The word advancement is
ironically used here for conspicuoufness of punishment ; as we
now fay, a man is advanced 10 the pillory. We should read,
but his own disorders
Deserv'd much more advancement. Johnson.
Cornwall seems to mean, that his own disorders had intitlcd
him even a post of less honour than the stocks. Steevens.
* Ifray you, sather, being weak, seem so.] This isa very
odd

KING

LEAP.

3S9

You will return and sojourn with my sister,
Dismissing half your train, come then to me :
I am now from home, and out of that provision
Which shall be needful for your entertainment.
Lear. Return to her, and fifty men dismjss'd ?
■ No, rather I abjure all roofs, and chuie
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 3 base life afoot.
Return with her?
odd request.
should read,

She surely asked something more reasonable. We

being weak, desm't so.
i. e. believe that my hulbnnd tells you true, that Kent's disorders
deserved a more ignominious puniihmcnt. War nuns on.
The meaning is, since you are -wcak, be content to think
yourself weak. No change is needed. Johnson.
1 No, rather I abjure all roofs, and chuje
To wage againif tbt enmity o' the air ;
To be a comrade with the wolf and owl,
Necessity's Jharp pinch.
—] Thus should these lines (in
the order they were read, in all the editions till Mr. Theobald's)
be pointed : the want of which pointing contributed, perhaps,
to mislead him in transposing the second and third lines ; on
which imaginary regulation he thus descants. " The breach
" of the fense here is a manifest proof that these lines were
" transposed by the first editors. Neither can there be any
" syntax or grammatical coherence, unless we suppose (necessity s
" Jharp pinch) to be the accusative to swage./' But this is
supposing the verb wage, to want an accusative, which ic does
not. To wage, or wager against any one, was a common ex
pression ; and, being a species of acting (namely, acting in
opposition) was as proper as to fay, ad against any one. So,
to wage against the enmity o' the air, was to strive or fight against
it. Necessity's jharp pinch, therefore, is not th« accusative to
wage, but declarative of the condition of him who is a comrade
of the wolf and owl; in which the verb (is) is understood.
The consequence of all this is, that it was the last editors, and
and not the first, who transposed the lines from the order the
poet gave them : for the Oxford Editor follows Mr. Theobald.
Warburton.
1 —— base lift —] i. e. In a servile state. Johsson.
B b 3
Persuade
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Persuade me rather to be slave, + and sumpter,
To this detested groom.
[Looking on the Steward,
Gon. At your choice, Sir.
Lear. I pr'ythee, daughter, do not make me mad ;
I will not trouble thee, my child ; farewell :
We'll no more meet, no more fee 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 bile,
A plague-sore, an * embossed carbuncle
In my corrupted blood. But I'll not chide thee;
Let shame come when it will, I do not call it :
I do not bid the thunder-bearer shoot,
Nor tell tales of thee to high-judging Jove.
Mend when thou canst ; be better at thy leisure.
I can be patient ; I can stay with Regan ;
I, and my hundred knights.
Reg. Not altogether so, Sir ;
I look'd not for you yet, nor am provided
For your fit welcome : give ear, Sir, to my sister ;
For those that mingle reason with your passion,
Must be content to think you old, and so
But she knows what she does.
Lear. Is this well spoken ?
Reg. I dare avouch it, Sir. What, fifty followers ?
Is it not well ? What should you need of more ?
Yea, or so many ? fith that both charge and danger
Specie 'gainst so great a number? How, in one house
Should many people, under two commands,
Hold amity ? 'Tis hard ; almost impossible.
Gon. Why might not you, my lord, receive attendance
From those that she calls servants, or from mine ?
* — and sumpter,] Sumpter is a horse that carries necessaries
pn a journey, though sometimes used for the case to carry them
in.— Vide Tuo Noble Gentlemen, note 35. and Cupid's Revenue,
"
I'll have a horse to leap thee,
" And thy b.^.se issue shall carry sumpters." Steev.
5 .—
rill.fed carbuncle] Embcjjed is swelling, prettr
herant. JohnsOn.
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Reg. Why not, my lord ?
If then they chane'd
to slack you,
We could controul them. If you'll come to me,
(For now I spy a danger) I intreat you
To bring but five-and-twenty ; to no more
Will I give place or notice.
Lear. I gave you all
Reg. And in good time you gave it.
Lear. —Made you my guardians, my depositaries ;
But kept a reservation to be follow'd
With such a number : what must I come to you '
With five-and-twenty ? Regan ? said you so ?
Reg. And speak it again, my lord, no more with me.
Lear. 6 Those wicked creatures yet do look wellfavour'd :
When others are more wicked, not being worst,
Stands in some rank of praise. — I'll go with thee;
{To Gonerill.
Thy fifty yet doth double five-and-twenty;
And thou art twice her love.
Gon. 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 ?
Reg. What need one ?
Lear. O, reason not the need : our basest beggars
Are in the poorest thing superfluous.
• Thofe wicked creatures yet do look well-favour1'dt
When others are more wicked,
] Dr. Warburton would
exchange the repeated epithet wuted into mirinkled in both
places. The commentator's only objection to the lines as they
now stand, is the discrepancy of the metaphor, the want of
opposition between wicked and iuell-f'a'vcured. But he might
have remembered what he says in his own preface concerning
mixed modes. Shakespeare, whose rind was more intent upon
notions than words, had in his thoughts the pulchritude of
virtue, and the deformity of wickedness; and though he had
mentioned -vuid:ednejs, made the correlative answer to deformity.
Johnson.
Bb 4
Allow
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Allow not nature more than nature needs,
Man's life is cheap as beasts'. Thou art a lady ;
If only to go warm were gorgeous,
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 fee me here, you gods, a f 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 ; K touch me with noble anger !
O, let not womens' 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
1 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 thousand flaws,
Or ere I'll weep. —O fool, I shall go mad !
[Exeunt Lear, Glo'ster, Kent, and Fool.
Corn. Let us withdraw, 'twill be a storm.
[Storm and tempest.
t — p^fff old man,"] The quarto has, poor old fettoiu. Johns.
* -i
touch me with noble anger .'] It would puzzle one at
first tp find the fense, the drift, and the coherence of this pe
tition. For if the gods sent this evil for his punishment, how
could he expect that they should defeat their own design, and
assist him to revenge his injuries? The solution 15, that
Shakespeare here makes his speaker allude to what the ancient
poets tell us of the misfortunes of particular families : namely,
that when the anger of the gods, for an act of impiety, was
raised against an offending house, their method of punishment
was, first to inflame the breasts of the children to unnatural acts
against their parents ; and then, of the parents against their
children, in Order to destroy one another ; and that both these
outrages were the instigation of the gods. To consider Lear as
alluding to this divinity, makes his prayer exceeding pertinent
and fine. Warburton.
Reg.
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Reg. This house is little the old man and his people
Cannot be well bestow'd.
Gon. 'Tis his own blame hath put himself from rest,
And must needs taste his folly.
Reg. For his particular, I'll receive him gladly ;
But not one follower.
Gon. So am I purpos'd.—<—
Where is my lord of Glo'ster ?
Enter GWster.
Corn. Follow'd the old man forth.—He is return'd.
Glo. The king is in high rage.
Corn. Whither is he going ?
Glo. He calls to horse, but will I know not
whither.
Corn. 'Tis best to give him way ; he leads himself.
Gon. My lord, intreat him by no means to stay.
Glo. Alack, the night comes on, and the bleak
winds
9 Do sorely ruffle, for many miles about
There's scarce a bush.
Reg. O, Sir, to wilful men,
The injuries that they themselves procure
Must be their school-masters. Shut up your doors ;
He is attended with a desperate train ;
And what they may incense him to, being apt
To have his ear abus'd, wisdom bids fear.
Corn. Shut up your doors, my lord ; 'tis a wild
night.
My Regan counsels well : come out o' the storm.
[Exeunf.
9 Do sortly ruffle,

] Thus the folio.

The quartos read,

ACT
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III.

LEAR.

SCENE

I.

A Heatb.
A storm is beard., with thunder and lightning.
Kent and a Gentleman., meeting.

Enter

Kent.
WHAT's here, beside foul weather ?
Gent. One minded like the weather, most
unquietly.
Kent. I know you : where's the king ?
Gent. Contending with the fretful elements :
Bids the wind blow the earth into the sea;
Or swell the curled waters 'bove the main,
That things might change, or cease : 1 tears his white
hair,
Which the impetuous blasts with eyeless rage
Catch in their fury, and make nothing of :
Strives in his little world of man to outscorn
The to-and-fro-confiicting wind and rain.
1 This night, wherein the cub-drawn bear would couch,
The lion and the belly-pinched wolf
Keep their fur dry, unbonneted he runs,
And bids what will take all.
Kent. But who is with him ?
'
tears his white hair,'] The fix following verses were
emitted in all the late editions : I have replaced them from the
first, for they are certainly Shakespeare's. Pops.
The first folio ends the speech at change, tr cense, and begins
again with Kent's question, But who is with him? The whole
speech is forcible, but too long for the occasion, and properly
retrenched. Johnson.
1 This night, wherein the cub-drawn bear would couch,] Cubdrawn has been explained to signify, drawn by. nature t» its
young ; whereas it means, whose dugs are drawn dry by its young.
For no animals leave their dens by night but for prey. So that
the meaning is, " that even hunger, and the support of its
f young, would not force the bear to leave his den in such *
" night." Warburton.
Gent.
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Gent. None but the fool, who labours to out-jest
His heart-struck injuries.
' Kent. Sir, I do know you ;
And dare, upon the warrant of 3 my note,
Commend a dear thing to you. There is division,
Although as yet the face of it is coverM
With mutual cunning, 'twixt Albany and Cornwall j
* Who have (as who have not, whom their great stars
Throne and set high ?) servants, who seem no less ;
Which are to France the spies and speculations
Intelligent of our state. What hath been seen,
5 Either in snuffs and packings of the dukes ;
Or the hard rein, which both of them have borne
Against the old kind king ; or something deeper,
Whereof, perchance, these 6 are but furnishings,
[7 But, true it is, 8 from France there comes a power
Into
3
my note,] My observation' osjour character. Johns.
The quartos read,
upon the warrant of my art,
i. e. perhaps, on thestrength of my Jkill'vtx phisiognomy. Steev,
* Who have (as viho have not,
] The eight subsequent
verses were degraded by Mr. Pope, as unintelligible, and to no
purpose. For my part, I see nothing in them but what is very
easy to be underitood; and the lines seem absolutely necessary
to clear up the motives upon which France prepared his in
vasion : nor without them is the fense of the context com
plete. Theobald.
5 Either in snuffs or packings
] Snuffs are dislikes, and
packings underhand contrivances. Steivens.
6
are hut furni/hings.] Furnijjhings are what we now
call colours, external pretences. Johnson.
" 7 But, true it is, &c.] In the old editions are the sive follow
ing lines which I have inserted in the text, which seem necessary
to the plot, as a preparatory to the arrival of the French army
with Cordelia in act iy. How both these, and a whole scene
between Kent and this gentleman in the fourth act, came
to be left out in all the later editions, I cannot tell; they de
pend upon each other, and very much contribute to clear that
incident Pope.
8
from France there comes a power
Into this scatter'd kingdom ; who already,
Wife in our negligence, have secret sea
In some os our best ports.
] Scatter 'd kingdom, if it have
any fense, gives us the idea of a kingdom fallen into an
anarchy :
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Into this scatter'd kingdom ; who already,
Wife in our negligence, have secret fee
In
anarchy : but that was not the cafe. It submitted quietly to the
government of Lear's two sons-in-law. It was divided, indeed,
by this means, and so hurt, and weaken'd. And this was what
Shakespeare meant to say, who, without doubt, wrote,
scathed kingdom ;
i. e. hurt, wounded, impaired. And so he frequently uses
scaih for hurt or damage. Again, what a strange phrase is,
having^a in a port, to signify a fleet's lying at anchor? which
is all it can signify. And what is stranger still, a secret sea,
that is, lying incognito, like the army at Knight's-Bridge in
ThcR.hiarsal. Without doubt the'poct wrote,
i ' have secret seize
In some of our best ports ;
i. e. they are secretly secure of some of the b*st ports, by
having a party in the garrison reedy to second any attempt of
their friends, &c. The exactness of the expression is remark
able ; he fays, secret seize in some, notes some. For the first
implies a conspiracy ready to seize a place on warning, the
other, a place already seized. Warburton.
The true state of this speech cannot from all these notes be
discovered. As it now stands it is collected from two editions :
the lines which I have distinguished by Italics are found in the
folio, not in the quarto ; the following lines inclosed in crotchets
are in the quarto, not in the folio. So that if the speech be
read with omissions of the Ital'cs, it will stand according to
the first edition ; and if the Italics are read, and the lines that
follow them omitted, it will then stand according to the second.
The speech is now tedious, because it is formed by a coalition
of both. The second edition is generally best, and was probably
nearest to Shakespeare's last copy, but in this passage the first
is preferable; for in the folio, the messenger is sent, he knows
not why, he knows not whither. I suppose Shakespeare thought
his plot opened rather too early, and made the alteration to veil
the event from the audience ; but trusting too much to himself,
and full of a single purpose, he did not accommodate his new
lines to the rest of the scene. —The learned critic's emendation*
arc now to be examined. Scattered he has changed to scathed;
for scattered, he fays, gives the idea of an anarchy, -wbich was
not the cafe. It may be replied that fcathed gives the idea of
ruin, waste and desolation, which .was not the case. It is un
worthy a lover of truth, in questions of great or little moment,
to exaggerate or extenuate for mere convenience, or for vanity
yet less than convenience. Scattered naturally means divided,
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In some of our best ports, and are at point
To mew their open banner.
Now to you :]
If on my credit you dare build so far
To make your speed to Dover, you shall find
Some that will thank you, making just report,
Of how unnatural and bemadding sorrow
The king hath cause to plain.
I am a gentleman of blood and breeding,
And from some knowledge and assurance, offer
This office to you.
Gent. I will talk further with you.
Kent. No, do not.
For confirmation that I am much more
Than my out-wall, open this purse, and take
What it contains. It you shall see Cordelia,
(As, fear not, but you shall) shew her this ring,
And she will tell you who this fellow is,
That yet you do not know. Fie on this storm !
I will go seek the king.
Gent. Give me your hand ; have you no more to fay ?
Kent. Few words, but, to effect, more than all yet ;
That when we have found 9 the king. I'll this way,
You that : he that first lights on him,
Halloo the other.
[Exeunt severalk.
SCENE
unsettled, disunited.—Next is offered with great pomp a change
of sea to seize; but in the sirst edition the word is see, for hire,
in the fense of having any one in see, that is, at devotion for
money. Fee is in the second quarto changed to see, from which
one made sea and another fixe. Johnson.
One of the quarto's (for there are two different ones, though
printed in the fame year, and for the fame printer) reads secret
feet. Perhaps the author wroteseiret soor, i.e. footing. Sisev.
9
the king. I'll this way,
You that,
] The folio reads,
the king, in which your pain.
That way, I'll this : he that sirst, &c.
So that the late rending,
—
for which you take
That way, I this,
was not genuine. The meaning of the passage seems to he
this: " Have you. any tiling more to say?" " Vei," reclies
z
Kent,
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SCENE
Storm still.

II.

Enter Lear and Fool.

Lear. Blow winds, and crack your cheeks ! rage*
blow !
You cataracts, and hurricanoes, spout
Till you have drench'dour steeples, drown'd the cocks!
You sulphurous and 1 thought-executing fires,.
Vaunt-couriers of oak-cleaving thunder-bolts,
Singe my white head ! And thou all-shaking thunderj
* Strike flat the thick rotundity o' the world !
J Crack nature's mould, all germins spill at once
That make ingrateful man !
Fool. O nuncle, court-holy-water in a dry house is
better than the rain water out o' door. Good nuncle,
in, and ask thy daughters blessing; here's a night
pities neither wife men nor fools. '
Lear. Rumble thy belly full ! spitfire! 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,
Kent, " a few words, which are of greater consequence than.
*' any thing I have hitherto said. That secret, however, yoa
" shall not hear till we have found the king." Steevens.
1
thought-executing
] Doing execution with rapidity
equal to thought. Johnson.
1 Strike flat, Sec.] The quarto reads,—Smite flat. Steev.
3 Crack nature1s mould, all oer mains spill at once] Thus all
the editions have given us this passage; and Mr. Pope has ex
plained germains to mean relations, or kindred elements. But
the poet means here, " Crack nature's mould, and spill all the
" seeds of matter, that are hoarded within it." To retrieve
which sense we must write germins, from germen. Our author
not only uses the fame thought again, but the word that ascer
tains my explication. In The Winter's Tale ;
" Let nature crush the sides o' the earth together,
" And mar the seeds within." Theobald.
Theobald is right. So in Macheth,
"
and the sum
" Of nature's germins tumble altogether." Steevens.
You
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3 You owe me no subscription ; then let fall
Your horrible pleasure. ♦ Here I stand, your flave,
A poor, infirm, weak, and despis'd old man.
But yet I call you servile ministers,
That have with two pernicious daughters join'd
Your high engendered battles, 'gainst a head
So old and white as this. Oh ! oh ! 5 'tis foul.
Fool. He that has a house to put's head in,. has *
good head-piece.
The cod-piece that will house,
Before the head has any,
The head and he mail lowse :
e So beggars marry many.
The man that makes his toe,
What he his heart should make,
Shall of a corn cry, woe,
And turn his sleep to wake.
—For there was never yet fair woman, but me made
mouths in a glass.
' ' 1 sou owe me no subscription ;—] Subscription, for obedienceWarburton.
*
Here Istand your slavz,] But why so ? It is true,.
he fays, that they o wed him no subscription ; yet sure he owed
them none. We should read,
Here I stand your brave ;
t. e. I defy your worst rage, as he had said just before. What
led the editors into this blunder was what should have kept
them out of it, namely, the following line,
A poor, insirm, weak, and despis'd old man.
And this was the wonder, that such a one should brave them
all. Warburton.
The meaning is plain enough, he was not their stave by right
or compact, but by necessity and compulsion. Why mould a
passage be darkened for the sake of changing it ? Besides, of
brave in that fense 1 remember no example. Johnson.
5
'tie soul.] Shameful ; dishonourable. Johnson.
* So beggars marry many.] i. e. A beggar marries a wise and
lice. Johnson.

Evttr
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Enter Kent.
Lear. ' No, I will be the pattern of all patience',
I will say nothing.
Kent. Who's there ?
Fool. Marry, here's grace and a cod-piece ; that's
a wife man and a fool.
Kent. Alas, Sir, 8 are you here ? Things that love
night,
Love not such nights as these ; the wrathful skies
9 Gallow the very wanderers of the dark,
And make them keep their- caves. Since I was man,
Such sheets of fire, such bursts of horrid thunder,
Such groans of roaring wind and rain, I never
Remember to have heard. Man's nature cannot carry .
The affliction, nor the 4 fear.
Leer. Let the great gods,
That keep 4 this dreadful pother o'er our heads,
Find out their enemies now. Tremble, thou wretch,
That hast within thee undivulged crimes,
Unwhipt of justice. Hide thee, thou bloody hand ;
Thou perjur'd, and 3 thou simular man of virtue,
That art incestuous. Caitiff, in pieces shake
That
7 No, I will be the pattern es all patience,
I will say nothing.] So Perillus, in the old anonymous
play, speaking of Leir,
" But he, the myrrour of mild patience,
" Puts up all wrongs, and never gives reply." Steev.
*
are you here?—] The quarto reads,—-Jit you here?
Stee veks.
5 Gallow the very ixiandereri of the dark,] Gallo-w, a westcountry word, signisies to scare or frighten. Warburton.
So the Somersetshire proverb, " The dunder do gaily the
«• beans." Beans are supposed to shoot up faster after thunder
storms. SrtEVKNS.
'
/ear.] So the folio: the later editions read, with the
quarto, scree {otfear, ltss elegantly. Johnson.
1 —i- this dreadful pother
] Thus one of the quartos and
the f lio. The other quarto reads thand'ring. Steevens.
3 — thou simular man cf virtue,] Shakespeare has here kept
exactly to the Latin- propriety of the term. I will only observe,
riia<
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3 That under covert and convenient seeming,
Hast practis'd on man's life ! —Close pent-up guilts
Rive your ♦ concealing continents, 5 and ask
These dreadful summoners grace.—I am a man,
More finn'd against, than finning.
Kent. Alack, bare-headed!
Gracious my lord, hard by here is a hovel
Some friendship will it lend you 'gainst the tempest ;
Repose you there : while I to this hard house,
(More hard than is the stone whereof 'tis rais'd,
Which even but now, demanding after you,
Deny'd me to come in) return, and force
Their scanted courtesy.
Lear. My wits begin to turn.
' Come on, my boy. How dost, my boy ? Art cold ?
I am cold myself.—Where is the 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 6 one part in my heart,
That's sorry yet for thee.
that our author seems to have imitated Slcelton in making a
substantive of fimular, as the other did of dijffimular,
" With other foure of theyr assynyte,
" Dysdayne, ryotte, dissymuler, subtylte." The Bougt
os Courte. Warburton.
1 That under covert and convenient seeming,'] Convenient needs
not be understood in any other than its usual and proper sense;
accommodate to the present purpose; suitable to a design. Con
venient sreming is appearance such as may promote his purpose to
destroy. Johnson.
* — concealing continents,
] Continent stands for that which
contains ox incloses. Johnson.
s
—— and ask
These dreadful summoners grace. ] Summoners is here the
same as sompners, apparitors, officers that summon offenders be
fore a proper tribunal. Steevens.
6
one part in my heart ;J Some editions read,
thing in my heart ;
from which Hanmer, and Dr. Warburton after him, have made
string, very unnecessarily ; both the copies have part. Johns.
The old quarto reads,
That sorrows yet for thee. Steevens.
Vol. IX.
C c
Fool.
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Fool, i He that has a little tiny wit,—
With heigh ho, the wind and the rain ;
Must make content with his fortunes fit.
Though the rain it raineth every day.
Lear. True, my good boy. Come, bring us to this
hovel.
[Exit.
Fool. This is a brave night to cool a courtezan.
8 I'll speak a prophecy ere I go :
'When priests are more in word than matter ;
When brewers marr their malt with water ;
When

-

* He that has but a little tiny iuit,—] I fancy that the second
line of this stanza had once a termination that rhymed with the
fourth ; but I can only fancy it ; for both the copies agree. It
was once perhaps written,
With heigh ho, the wind and the rain in bis way.
The meaning seems likewise to require this insertion. " He
" that has wit, however small, and finds wind and rain in his
" way, must content himself by thinking, that somewhere or
" other it raineth every day, and others are therefore suffering
*' like himself." Yet I am afraid that all this is chimerical, sor
the burthen appears again in the song at the end of Twelfth
Night, and seems to have been an arbitrary supplement, without
any reference to the sense of the song. Johnson.
8 /'// speak a prophesi or ere 1 go :
When priests are more in words than matter ;
Whin brewers marr their malt with iuater ;
When nobles are their tailors' tutors ;
No heretics burn'd, but wenches' suitors ;
When every case in law is right ;
No squire in debt, nor no poor knight ;
M'ben jlanders do mt live in tongues,
And cut-purses come not to throngs ;
When usurers tell their gold i' the field,
And bawds and whores do churches build ;
Then Jhall the realm of Albion
Come to great confufion.
Then comes the time, who lives to see's,
That going Jhall be us'd with feet.] The judicious reader
will observe through this heap of nonsense and confusion, that
this is not one but two prophecies. The first, a satyrical de
scription of the present manners as future : and the second, a
fatyrical description of future manners, which the corruption if
the present would pre vent from ever happening. Each of thele
prophecie*
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* When nobles are their tailors' tutors ;
* No heretics burnt, but wenches' suitors ;
Then comes the time, who lives to see't,
That going mail be us'd with feet.
'When every case in law is right ;
No squire in debt, and no poor knight j
When slanders do not live in tongues,
And cut-purses come not to throngs ;
When usurers tell their gold i' the field,
And bawds and whores do churches build ;•
Then shall the realm of Albion
Come to great confusion.

,

1

prophecies has its proper inference or deduction : yet, by an
unaccountable stupidity, the first editors took the whole to be
all one prophecy, and so jumbled the two contrary inferences
together. The whole then should be read as follows, only pre
mising that the first line is corrupted by the loss of a word—or
ere I go, is not English, and should be helped thus :
1. I'll speak a prophecy or two ere I go :
When priests are more in words than matter;
When brewers marr their malt with water ;
When nobles are their tailors' tutors ;
No heretics burnt, but wenches' suitors ;
Then comes the time, who lives to see't,
That going shall be us'd with feet. /. e. Now.
2. When every cafe in law is right ;
No squire in debt, and no poor knight;
When slanders do not live in tongues,
And cut-purses come not to throngs ;
When usurers tell their gold i' the field,
And bawds and whores do churches build ;
Then shall the realm of Albion
Come to great confusion. /'. e. Never. Warburton.
The sagacity and acuteness of Dr. Warburton are very con
spicuous in this note. He has disentangled the confusion of
the passage, and I have inserted his emendation in the text. Or
t'er is proved by Mr. Upton to be good English, but the con
troversy was not necessary, for or is not in the old copies.
Johnson.
9 When nobles are their tailors' tutors ;] i. e. Invent fashions
for them. Warburton.
1 No heretics burnt, but wenches' suitors ;] The disease to
which wenches suitors are particularly exposed, was Called in,
Shakespeare's time the brenning or burning, Johnson.
C c 2
~ This
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1 This prophecy Merlin shall make, for I live before
his time.
[Exit.
SCENE

III.

An apartment in Glo'Jler's castle.
Enter Glo'Jler and Edmund.
Glo. Alack, alack, Edmund, I like not this un
natural dealing: when I desir'd their leave that I
might pity him, they took from me the use of mine
own house ; charg'd me, on pain of perpetual dis
pleasure, neither to speak of him, entreat for him,
nor any way sustain him.
Edm. Most savage and urtnatural !
Glo. Go to ; say you nothing. There is division
between the dukes ; and a worse matter than that. I
have receiv'd a letter this night. 'Tis dangerous to be
' spoken. I have lock'd the letter in my closet. These
injuries, the king now bears, will be revenged home ;
there is part of a power already footed : we must
incline to the king.
I will seek him, and privily
relieve him ; go you, and maintain talk with the duke,
that my charity be not of him perceiv'd. If he ask
for me, I am ill, and gone to bed. If I die for it, as
no less is threaten'd me, the king my old master must
be reliev'd.
There is some strange thing toward,
Edmund ; pray you be careful.
[Exit.
Edm. This courtesy, forbid thee, shall the duke
Instantly know ; and of that letter too.
* This prophecy 1 This prophecy is not to be found in any
copy of Kinsr Lear published in the author's life-time.
Then Jhall the realm of Albion
Come to great confufion.] These two lines are taken from
Chaucer. Puttenham, in his Art us Putty, 1589, quotes then
«s follows :
" When faith fails in priestes saws,
" And lords hests are holdeu for laws,
" And robbery is tane for purchase,
" And letchery for solace,
" Then Jhall the realm of Albion
*' Be brought to great con/'ujton." Stkev b K s.
This
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This seems a fair deserving, and must draw me
That which my father loses ; no less than all :
The younger riles, when the old doth fall.
[Exit.
SCENE

IV.

Changes to a fart of the heath with a hovel.
■
Enter Lear, Kent, and Fool.
Kent. Here is the place, my lord ; good my lord,
enter.
The tyranny of the open night's too rough
For nature to endure.
[Storm still.
Lear. Let me alone.
Kent. Good my lord, enter here.
Lear. Let me alone.
Kent. Good my lord, enter here.
Lear. Wilt break my heart ?
Kent. I'd rather break mine own : good my lord,
enter.
Lear. Thou think'st 'tis much, that this contentious
storm
Invades us to the skin : so 'tis to thee ;
But where the greater malady is fix'd,
The lesser is scarce felt. Thou'dst shun a bear ;
But if thy flight lay toward the 3 raging sea,
Thou'dst meet the bear i' the mouth.
When the
mind's free,
The body's delicate : the tempest in my mind
Doth from my senses take all feeling else,
Save what beats there.
Filial ingratitude !
Is it not, as this mouth should tear this hand
For lifting food to't ? — But I will punish home ;
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, Gonerill ! —
3
raging /in,] Such is the reading of that which
appears to be the elder of the two quartos. The other, with
the folio, reads,—roaring sea. Stbevens.
Cc 3
Your
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Your old kind father, whose frank heart gave all,—
O, that way, madness lies ; let me shun that ;
No more of that.
Kent. Good my lord, enter here!
Lear. Pr'ythee, go in thyself ; seek thine own ease ;
This tempest will not give me leave to ponder
On things would hurt me more.—But I'll go in :
1 In, boy ; go first. [To the Fool.] You houseless
poverty
Nay, get thee in. I'll pray, and then I'll fleep.—
[Fool goes in.
Poor naked wretches, wheresoe'er you are,
That 'bide the pelting of this pitiless storm,
How mall your houseless heads, and unfed sides,
Your loop'd and window'd raggedness, defend you.
From seasons such as these ? O, I have ta'en
Too little care of this ! Take physic, pomp j
Expose thyself to feel what wretches feel ;
That thou may'st shake the superflux to them,
And shew the heavens more just.
Edg. [within.'] Fathom and half, fathom and half!
poor Tom.
Fool. Come not in here, nuncle, here's a spirit.
Help me, help me ! [The Fool runs out from the hovel.
Kent. Give me thy hand. -Who's there ?
Fool. A spirit, a spirit ! he says his name's poor Tom.
Kent. What art thou, that dost grumble there i' the
straw ?
Come forth.
Enter Edgar, disguised like a madman.
Edg. Away ! the foul fiend follows me !
Through the sharp hawthorn blows the cold wind.—
I Humph ! go to thy cold bed and warm thee.
* In, boy ; go sirst.
.] These two lines were added in the
author's revision, and are only in the folio. They are very
judiciously intended to represent that humility, or tenderness,
ipr neglect of forms, which affliction forces on the mind. Johss.
' 1 flumpbf go to thy bed ] So the folio. The quarto,
Go to thy cold bed and warm thee. JoHNsoy.
Lt«r.
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Lear. Didst thou give all to thy daughters ? And
art thou come to this ?
Edg. Who gives any thing to poor Tom ? whom
the foul fiend hath 3 led through fire and through flame,
through ford and whirlpool, o'er bog and quagmire ;
that hath + laid knives under his pillow, and halters
in his pew ; set ratsbane by his porridge ; made him
proud of heart, to ride on a bay trotting horse over
rour-inch'd bridges, to course his own shadow for a
traitor. Bless thy five wits ! Tom's a-cold. O do
de, do de, do de. Bless thee from whirlwinds, starblasting, and s taking ! Do poor Tom some charity,
whom the foul fiend vexes.
There could I have
him now,—and there,—and there,—and there again,
and there.
[Storm still.
Lear. What, have his daughters brought him to
this pass ?
-—Couldst thou save nothing ? Didst thou give 'em all ?
Fool. Nay, he reserv'd a blanket, else we had been
all shamed.
Lear. Now, all the plagues that in the pendulous air
Hang fated o'er men's faults, light on thy daughters !
Kent. He hath no daughters, Sir.
Lear. Death ! traitor : nothing could have subdued
nature
To such a lowness, but his unkind daughters.'
5
led through fire and through flame,—] Alluding to the
ignis fatuus, supposed to be lights kindled by mischievous be
ings to lead travellers into deduction. Johnson.
♦ —laid knives under his pillow,
] He recounts the temp
tations by which he was prompt. J to suicide; the opportunities
of d" stroying himself, which often occurred to him in his melan
choly moods; Johnson.
Shakespeare found this charge against the fiend, with many
others of the fame nature, in Harsenet's Detcilion, and has used
the very words of it. The book was printed in 1603. Steev.
5
taking!—] To take is to blast, or strike with malig
nant influence :
strike her young limbs,
Ye taking airs, with lameness. Johnson.
C c 4
Is
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Is it the fashion, that discarded fathers
, Should have thus little mercy on their flesh ?
Judicious punishment ! 'twas this flesh begot
Those 6 pelican daughters.
Edg. Pillicock fat on pillicock-hill*
Halloo, halloo, loo, loo !
Fool. This cold night will turn us all to fools and
madmen.
Edg. Take heed o* the foul fiend. Obey thy parents.
Keep thy word justly. Swear not. Commit not with
man's sworn spouse. Set not thy sweet heart on proud
array. Tom's ,a-cold.
Lear. What hast thou been ?
Edg. A serving-man, proud in heart and mind ;
that curl'd my hair, 7 wore gloves in my cap, feiVd the
lust of my mistress's heart, and did the act of darkness
with her ; swore as many oaths as I spake words, and
broke them in the sweet face of heaven. One that slept
in the contriving lust, and wak'd to do it. Wine lov'd
I deeply, dice dearly ; and in woman, out-paramour'd
the Turk. False of heart, 8 light of ear, bloody of
—— pelican daughters.] The young pelican is fabled to
fuck the mother's blood. Johnson.
7 — wore glo-vcs in my cap,—J i. e. His mistress's favours :
which was the fashion of that time. So in the play called
Campaspe, " Thy men turned to women, thy soldiers to lexers,
" gloves ixwrn in velvet caps, instead of plumes in graven
" nelmets." Warburton.
It was the custom to wear gloves in the hat on three distinct
occasions, viz. as the favour of a mistress, the memorial of a
friend, and as a mark to be challenged by an enemy. Prince
Henry boasts that he will pluck a glove from the commonest
creature, and fix it in his helmet. Portia, in her assumed
character, ask* Bassanio for his gloves, which she fays she will
wearfer bis Jake : and King Henry V. gives the pretended glow
of Alenson toFluellen, which alterwards occasions his quarrel
with the English soldier. Steevens.
*
light of ear, ] i.e. Credulous. Warburtok.
Not merely credulous, but credulous of evil, ready to receive
malicious reports. Johnson.
hand;
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hand ; 9 hog in sloth, fox in stealth, wolf in greediness,
dog in madness, lion in prey. Let not the creaking of
slioes, nor the rustling of silks, betray thy poor heart
to woman. Keep thy foot out of brothels, thy hand
out of plackets, thy pen from, lenders' books, and
defy the foul fiend. Still through the hawthorn blows
the cold wind : 1 fays suum, mun, ha no nonny, dol
phin my boy, boy, Sessy : let him trot by. [Stormstill.
Lear.
9
beg. in Jloth, fox in stealth, <wolf in greediness, Sec.] The
Jesuits pretended to call the seven deadly sins out of Mainy in
the shape of those animals that represented them; and before
each was cast out; Mainy by gestures acted that particular sin ;
curling his hair to shew pride, vomiting for gluttony, gaping
and snoring for stoth, &c.
Harsenet's book, pp. 279, 280,
226. To this probably our author alludes. Steevens.
1
fays suum, mun, nonny, &o] Of this passage I can
make nothing. I believe it corrupt : fox wildness, not non
sense, is the effect of a disordered imagination. The quarto
reads, hay no on ny, dolphins, my boy, cease, let him trot by. Of
interpreting this there is not much hope or much need. But
any thing may be tried. The madman, now counterfeiting a
proud fit, supposes himself met on the road by some one that
disputes the way, and cries Hey !—No—but altering hit mind,
condescends to let him pass, and calls to his boy Dolphin
(Rodolph) not te contend with him. On Dolphin, my boy,
tease. Let him trot by. Johnson. .
The reading of the quarto is right. Hey no nonny is the
burthen of a song in TheTwo Noble Kinsmen (said to be written,
by Shakespeare in conjunction with Fletcher) and was probably
common to many others.
Dolphin, my boy, my boy,
<
Cease, Ut him trot by ;
. .
It feemeth not that such a foe
From me or you would fly.
This is a stanza from a very old ballad written on some
battle fought in France, during which the king, unwilling to.
put the suspected valour of his son the Dauphin, . i. e. Dolphin
(so called and spelt at those times) to the trial, is represented
as wishing to restrain him from any attempt to establish an
opinion of his courage on an adversary who wears the least
appearance of strength ; and at last assists in propping up a
dead body against a tree for him to try his manhood upon.
Therefore as different champions are supposed crossing the field,
she king always discovers some objection to his attacking each
of
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Lear. Thou were better in thy grave, than to answer
with thy uncover'd 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; unaccom
modated man is no more but such a poor, bare, forked,
animal as thou art. Off, off, you lendings. Come.
Unbutton here.
[Tearing off his clothes.
Fool. Pr'ythee, nuncle, be contented ; 'tis a naughty
night to swim in. Now a little sire in a wild field were
like an old lecher's heart, a small spark, and all the
rest of his body cold. Look, here comes a walking
fire.
Edg. This is the foul * Flibbertigibbet ; he begins
at curfew, and walks till the sirst cock. He gives
the 3 web and the pin, squints the eye, and makes
• the hare-lip ; mildews the white wheat, and hurts the
poor creature of the earth.
of them, and repeats these two lines as every fresh one is in
troduced :
Dolphin, my boy, my boy, Sec.
The song I have never seen, but had this account from an
old gentleman, who was only able to repeat part of it, and
died before I could have supposed the discovery would have
been of the least use to me.
As for the words, fays Juum,
nun, they are only to be found in the first folio, and were
probably added by the players, who, together with the pressfetters, were likely enough to corrupt what they did not under
stand, or to add more of their own to what they already con
cluded to be nonsense. Steevens.
*
Flibbertigibbet ;
-] We are not much acquainted
with this fiend. Latimer in his sermons mentions him ; and
Heywood, among his sixte hundred of Epigram, edit. 1 576, has
the following, Of calling one Flebergibet.
** Thou Flebergibet, Flebergibet, thou wretch !
" Woltest thou whereto lait part of that word doth stretch t
" Leave that word, or I!le bast theii with a libet ;
" Of all woords I hate woords that end with gibet."
Stiiveni.
3
wfi and the pin,—] Diseases of the eye. Johnson.
- Saint
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♦ Saint Withold footed thrice the wold;
He met the night-mare, and her nine-sold ;
Bid her alight, and her troth flight,
And aroynt thee, witch, aroynt thee I
Kent. How fares your grace ?
+ Switbeld footed thrice the old-;] The old, my ingenious
friend Mr. Bishop fays, must be avoid, which signisies a down,
or ground, hilly and void of wood. Theobald.
Saint Withold foottd thrice the wold,
He met the night-mare, and her NIHE-FOLD,
Bid her alight, and her troth plight,
And aroynt thee, witch, aroynt thee /] We should read it
thus :
Saint Withold footed thrice the wold,
He met the r.ight-mare, and her name told,
Bid her alight, and her troth plight,
And aroynt thee, witch, aroynt thee right.
1. e. Saint Withold traversing the wold or downs, met tho
night-marc ; who having told her name, he obliged her to alight
from those persons whom she rides, and plight her troth to do
no more mischief. This is taken from a llory of him in his
legend. Hence he was invoked as the patron faint against that
distemper.* And these verses were no other than a popular
charm, or night spell against the Epialtes. The last line is the
formal execration or apostrophe of the speaker of the charm to
the witch, aroynt the right, i. e. depart forthwith. Bedlams,
gipsies, and such like vagabonds, used to sell these kind os spells
or charms to the people. They were of' various kinds for
various disorders. We have another of them in the Monsieur
Thomas of Fletcher, which he exprefly calls a night spell, and
is in these words :
" Saint George, Saint George, our lady's knight,
" He walks by day, so he does by night ;
" And when he had her found,
" He her beat and her bound ;
" Until to him her troth jhe plight,
" She would not stir from him that night." Ware.
In the old quarto the corruption is such as may deserve to be
noted. " Swithold footed thrice the old another night moore
«' and her nine sold bid her, O light, and her troth plight,
" and arint thee, with arint thee." Johnson.
Her nine sold is the fame as her nine foals ; i. e. her nine
imps. I cannot sind this adventure in the common legend of
§t, Vitalis, whoj I suppose, is here called St. Withold. s. T.
Enter
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Enter Cluster., with a torch.

Lear. What's he ?
Kent. Who's there ? What is't you seek ?
Glo. What are you there ? Your names ?
Edg. Poor Tom ; that eats the swimming frog, the
toad, the tadpole, the wall-newt, and the waternewt ; that in the fury of his heart, when the foul
fiend rages, eats cow-dung for sallets, swallows the
old rat, and the ditch-dog, drinks the green mantle
of the standing pool ; who is 5 whipt from tything to
tything, and stock-punish'd, and imprison'd : who
hath had three suits to his back, six shirts to his body ;
horse to ride, and weapon to wear,
But mice, and rats, and such 6 small deer
Have been Tom's food for seven long year.
Beware my follower :—peace, Smolkin, peace, thou
fiend!
Glo. What, hath your grace no better company ?
Edg. The Prince of Darkness is a gentleman ;
7 Modo he's called, and Mahu.
Glo. Our flesh and blood, my lord, is grown so vile,
That it doth hate what gets it.
Edg. Poor Tom's a-cold.
! — wbipt from tytbing to tything,
] A tything is a
division of a place, a district ; the same in the country, as a
ward in the city. In the Saxon times every hundred was divided
into tythings. Ste evens.
6
jmall deer] Sir Thomas Hanmer reads geer, and is
followed by Dr. Warburton. But deer in old language is a
general word for wild animals. Johnson.
These two lines are taken from an old black, letter'd romanre
of Sir Betyt of Hampton, quarto, printed for William Copland,
in which occurs this passage. Percy.
7 Modo he's calPd, and Mahu.] These names are all taken
from Harsenet's Declaration, Sec. as are Hopdance, Fratterrttto,
Purre, Haherdicut or Obidicut, Smclkin, Sec. These last were
the devils that possessed Sarah Williams. Harstnet, page 181.
Steeveks.
Gk.
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Glo. Go in with me ; my duty cannot suffer
To obey in all your daughters' hard commands :
Though their injunction Be to bar my doors,
And let this tyrannous night take hold upon you \
Yet have I ventur'd to come seek you out,
And bring you, where both fire and food is ready.
Lear. First, let me talk with this philosopher.
What is the cause of thunder ?
Kent. My good lord, take his offer :
Go into the house.
Lear. I'll talk a word with this fame learned Theban.
What is your study ?
Edg. How to prevent the fiend, and to kill vermin.
Lear. Let me ask you one word in private.
Kent. Importune him once more to go, my lord.
His wits begin to unsettle.
Glo. Canst thou blame him ?
[Storm still.
His daughters seek his death.— Ah, that good Kent ! —
He said it would be thus.—Poor banish'd man !
Thou say'st, the king grows mad : I'll tell thee, friend,
I am almost mad myself : I had a son,
Now out-law'd from my blood ; he sought my life,
But lately, very late; I lov'd him, friend,
No father his son dearer. True to tell thee,
The grief hath craz'd my wits. What a night's this?
I do beseech your grace.
Lear. O cry you mercy, Sir.
Noble philosopher, your company.
Edg. Tom's a-cold.
Glo. In, fellow, into the hovel ; keep thee warm.
Lear. Come, let's in all.
Kent. This way, my lord.
Lear. With him ?
I will keep still with my philosopher.
Kent. Good my lord, sooth him ; let him take the
fellow.
Glo. Take him you on.
Kent. Sirrah, come on ; along with us.
Lear.
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Lear. Come, good Athenian.
Glo. No words ; no words hush.
Edg. 8 Child Rowland to the dark tower came,
His word was still,
fie, fob, and sum,
J smell the blood of a British man.
SCENE

V.

Changes to Glo'sler's castle.
Enter Cornwall and Edmund.
Corn. I will have my revenge, ere I depart his house.
Edm. How, my lord ; I may be censurM that nature
thus gives way to loyalty, something fears me to
think of.
Corn. I now perceive it was not altogether your
brother's evil disposition made him seek his death.-,
1 but a provoking merit, set a-work by a reprovabk
badness in himself.
Edm. How malicious is my fortune, that I must
repent to be just! This is the letter which he spoke
of, which approves him an intelligent party to the
8 Child Rowland
] In the old times of chivalry, the
noble youth who were candidates for knighthood, during the
season of their probation, were calk.d Infans, Varlets, DamojfeU,
Bacheliers. The moll noble of the youth particularly, Infans.
Here a story is told, in some old ballad, of the,famous hero
and giant-killer Roland, before he was knighted, who is,
therefore, called Infans ; which the ballad-maker translated,
Child Roland. Warburton.
This word is in some of our ballads. There is a song of
Child Walter, and a Lady. Johnson.
Beaumont and Fletcher, in The Woman's Prize, refer also
to this :
"
a mere hobby-horse
" She made the Child Rowland." Steevens.
*
hut a provoking merit, ] i. e. A merit which being
neglected by the father, was provoked to an extravagant act.
The Oxford Editor, not understanding this, alters it to j
spirit. Warburton.
advantages
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advantages of France. Oh heavens ! that this treason
were not ; or not I the detector !
Corn. Go with me to the dutchess.
Edm. If the matter of this paper be certain, you
have mighty bufiness in hand.
Corn. True or false, it hath made thee earl of
Glo'ster. Seek out where thy father is, that he may
be ready for our apprehension.
Edm. [Aside.] If I find him 2 comforting the king,
it will stuff his suspicion more fully.—I will persevere
in my course of loyalty, though the conflict be sore
between that and my blood,
Corn. I will lay trust upon thee ; and thou shalt
find a dearer father in my love.
[Exeunt.
SCENE

VI.

A chamber in a farm-house.
Enter Gtister, Lear, Kent, Fool, and Edgar.
Glo. Here is better than the open air; take it thank
fully. I will piece out the comfort with what addition
I can : I will not be long from you.
[Exit.
Kent. All the power of his wits has given way to
his impatience.—The gods reward your kindness !
Edg. Fraterretto calls me; and tells me, Nero is an
angler in the lake of darkness. Pray, Innocent, and
beware the foul fiend.
. Fool. Pr'ythee, nuncle, tell me whether a mad
man be a gentleman or a yeoman ?
Lear. A king, a king!
Fool. No ; he's a yeoman, that has a gentleman to
his son : for he's a mad yeoman, that fees his son a
gentleman before him.
*
comforting
] He uses the word in the juridical
fense for supporting, helping, according to its derivation ; salvia
Wifortat nt vqi. Scbol. Sal. Johnson.
Lear.
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Lear. To have a thousand with red burning spits
1 Come hizzing in upon 'em..
[Edg. The foul fiend bites my back.
Fool. He's mad that trusts in the tameness of a wolf,
* a horse's health, a boy's love, or a whore's oath.
Lear. It shall be done, I will arraign them strait :—
Come, fit thou here, most learned justicer ;——
Thou sapient Sir, fit here.—Now, ye she foxes !,—>
Edg. Look, where he stands and glares ! Wantest
thou eyes 3 at trial, madam ?]
1 Come hixxing in upon ''em.
] Then follow in the old
edition several speeches in the mad way, which probably were
left out by the players, or by Shakespeare himself : I shall how
ever insert them here, and leave them to the reader's mercy.
Po PH.
As Mr. Pope had begun to insert several speeches in the mad
way, in this scene, from the old edition, I have ventured to
replace several others, which stand upon the fame footing, and
had an equal right of being restored. Theobald.
What is omitted in the folio, and inserted from the older
copy, I have enclosed in crotchets. Johnson.
1
the health of a horse,—] Without doubt we mould
read heels, i.e. to stand behind him. Warburton.
Shakespeare is here speaking not of things maliciously
treacherous, but of things uncertain and not durable. A horse
is above all other animals subject to diseases. Johnson.
3 I am not confident that I understand the meaning of this
desultory speech. When Edgar says, Look where he stands and
glares! he seems to be speaking in the character of a madman,
who thinks he sees the fiend. Wantest thou eyes at trial, madams
is a question which appears to be addressed to the visionary
Gonerill, and may signify, Do you want to attrad admiration,
even while you stand at the bar of justice? Steevens.
At trial, madam ?] It may be observed that Edgar, being
supposed to be found by chance, and therefore to have no
knowledge of the rest, connects not his ideas with those of
Lear, but pursues his own train of delirious or fantastic thought.
To these words, At trial, madam ? I think therefore that the
name of Lear should be put. The process of the dialogue will
support this conjecture. Johnson.
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KING

LEAR.

417

* Come oe'er the broom, Bejfy, to me :
Fool. Her boat bath a leak, and she must not speak,
Why she dares not come over to thee.
[Edg. The foul fiend haunts poor Tom in the voice
of a nightingale. * Hcpdance cries in Tom's belly for
two white herrings. Croak not, black angel ; I have
no food for thee.
Kent. How do you, Sir ? Stand you not so amaz'd :
Will you lie down and rest upon the cushions ?
Lear. I'll fee their trial first.
Bring in the
evidence.
Thou robed man of justice, take thy place;
.
And thou his yoke-fellow of equity,
Bench by his side.—You are o' the commission, fit
you too.
Edg. Let us deal justly.
6 Sleepeft. or wakest thou, jolly shepherd ?
Thy sheep be in the corn ;
And for one blast of thy minikin mouth,
Thy sheep shall take no harm.
Purre ! the Cat is grey.
Lear. Arraign her first ; 'tis Gonerill. I here take
my oath before this honourable aslembly, she kick'd
the poor king her father.
* Come o'er the broom, BeJJy, to me:] As there is no relation
between broom and a boat, we may better read,
Come o'er the brook, Bessy, tome. Johnson.
5
Hopdance cries in Tom's belly ] Sarah Williams con
sessed (fee Harsenet's book, p. 195.) that when she was troubled
with a croaking in her stomach from emptiness, the priests
persuaded her it was thesiend within her. Ste evens.
6 Sleepest, or wakejl, Sec.] This seems to be a stanza of some
pastoral song. A shepherd is desired to pipe, and the requeit is
enforced by a promise, that though his sheep be in the corn,
3. e. committing a trespass by his negligence, implied in the
question, Sleepest thou or waktst ? Yet a single tune upon his
pipe shall secure them from the pound. Johnsok.
Vol. IX.
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Fool. Come hither, mistress ; is your name GonerilI?
Lear. She cannot deny it.
Fool. Cry you mercy, I took you for a joint-stool.
Lear. And here's another, whose warpt looks pro
claim
What store her heart is made of.—^Stop her there !
Arms, arms, sword, fire! — Corruption1 in the place!
False justker, why hast thou let her 'scape ?
Edg. Bless thy five wits.]
Kent. O pity !
Sir, where is the patience now,
That you so oft have boasted to retain ?
Edg. My tears begin to take his part fo much,
They'll mar my counterfeiting.
[Afidt.
Lear. The little dogs and all,
Tray, Blanch, and Sweet-heart, fee, they bark at me.
Edg. Tom will throw his head at them.—Avaunt,
you curs !
Be thy mouth or black or white,
Tooth that poisons if it bite ;
Mastisf, grey-hound, mungril grim*
Hound or spaniel, 7 brache or hym ;
Or bobtail tike, or trundle-tair;
Tom will make him weep and wail :
For, with throwing thus my head,
Dogs leap the hatch, and all are fled.
7
brache or hym, &e.] Names of particular sort* of
digs. Pope.
Sir T. Hanmer for hym reads lym, Johnson.
In Ben jonson'VBartholomew Fair, Quarlous fays,—" all the
" /.W-hounds of the city should have drawn after you by the
" scent."
A limmer or leamer, a dog of the chace, was fo
called from the leam or leash in which he was held till he was
1st slip. I have this information from Caius de Can.bus Britannicis.
So in the book of Ancient Tenures, by T. B. 1679,
the words, " canes domini regis le/os," are translated " Lcafli
" hounds, such as draw after a hurt deer in a leajh, or Ham."
Again, in Massenger's Bajhj'ul Lover,
" •
smell out
" Her footing like a limz-bcund" Stekveks.
D.
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Do de, de de. 8 Sessy, come, march to wakes and
fairs,
And market towns. Poor Tom, 9 thy horn is dry.
Lear. Then let them anatomize Regan. See what
breeds about her heart. Is there any cause in nature
that makes these hard hearts ?—You, Sir, I entertain
you for one of my hundred only, I do not like the
fashion of your garments. 1 You will fay they are
Persian ; but let them be changed.
Kent. Now, good my lord, lie here and rest
awhile.
Lear. Make no noise, make no noise ; draw the
curtains.
So, so, so, we'll go to supper i' the morning.
Fool. And I'll go to bed at noon.
Re-enter Glo'Jier.
Glo. Come hither, friend? Where is the king,
my master ?
* — Sesiy, come, &c.] Here is sefty again, which I take to be
the French word cessex pronounced cessey, which was, I suppose,
like some others in common use among us. It is an interjection
enforcing cessation of any action, like, be quiet, have done. It
seems to have been gradually corrupted into, so, jo. Johns.
This word is wanting in the quarto : in the folio it is printed
sefe. It is dissicult in this place to fay what is meant by it.
It should be remembered, that just before Edgar had been call
ing on Beffy to come to him ; and he may now with equal pro
priety invite Sessy (perhaps a female name corrupted from
Cecilia) to attend him xoiuakes and fairs. It is not impossible
that this may be a part of some old song, and originally
stood thus :
Cissy, come march to wakes
And fairs, and market towns.
There is another line in the character of Edgar which I am
very confident I have seen in an old ballad, viz.
Thro' the sharp haw-thorn blows the cold wind. Steev.
9
thy born is dry.] Men that begged under pretence
of lunacy used formerly to carry a horn,. and blow it through
the streets. Johnson.
'
I'ouwill fay they are Perfian;
] Alluding perhaps
to Clytus refusing the Persian robes offered him by Alexander.
Steevens:
D d 2
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Kent. Here, Sir ; but trouble him not, his wits are
gone.
GIo. Good friend, I pr'ythee, take him in thy arms;
I have o'er-heard a plot of death upon him.
There is a litter ready ; lay him in't,
And drive toward Dover, friend, where thou malt
meet
Both welcome and protection. Take up thy master:
If thou sliould'st dally half an hour, his life,
With thine, and all that offer to defend him,
Stand in assured loss. Take up, take up,
And follow me, that will to some provision
Give thee quick conduct.
[Kent. 2 Opprest nature sleeps.
This rest might yet have balm'd 3 thy broken fenses,
Which, if convenience will not allow,
, Stand in hard cure. Come, help to bear thy master;
Thou must not stay behind.
[To the Fool.
. . Glo. Come, come, away.
[Exeunt, hearing off the king.
Manet Edgar.
Edg. When we our betters fee bearing our woes,
• We scarcely think our miseries our foes.
1
Opfnst nature steeps.—] These two concluding
speeches by Kent and Edgar, and which by no means ought to
hiivc been cut off, I have restored from the old quarto. The
soliloquy of Edgar is extremely fine ; and the sentiments of it
are drawn equally from nature and the subject. Besides, with
regard to the stage, it is absolutely necessary : for as Edgar is
• not designed, in the constitution of the play, to attend the
king to Dover; how absurd would it look for a character of his
importance to quit the scene without one word said, or the least
• intimation what we are to expect from him? Theobald.
The lines inserted from the quarto are in crotchets. The
cmisiion of them in the folio is certainly faulty : yet I believe
the folio is printed from Shakespeare's last revision, carelesly
and hastily performed, with more thought of shortening the
se res, than of continuing the action. Johnson.
1
thy broken senses,] The quarto, from whence this
speech is taken, rcadc, — thy broken finews. Stebvens.
Who

KING

LEAR.

421

Who alone suffers, suffers most i' the mind ;
Leaving * free things, and happy shows, behind :
But then the mind much sufferance doth o'erskip,
When grief hath mates, and bearing, fellowship.
How light, and portable, my pain seems now,
When that, which makes me bend, makes the king bow ;
He childed, as I father'd !
Tom, away :
5 Mark the high noises ! and thyself bewray,
When false opinion, whose wrong thought defiles thee,
In thy just proof, repeals, and reconciles thee.
What will hap more to-night ; safe scape the king!
Lurk, Lurk.]
[Exit Edgar.
SCENE

VII.

Changes to Gloster's castle.
Enter Cornwall, Regan, Goneriil, Edmund, and Servants.
Corn. Post speedily to my lord your husband ; shew
him this letter. — The army of France is landed.
Seek out the traitor Glo'ster.
- [Exeunt servants.
Reg. Hang him instantly.
Gon. Pluck out his eyes'.
Corn. Leave him to my displeasure. —Edmund, keep
you our sister company : the revenges we are bound to
take upon your traiterous father are not fit for your
beholding. Advise the duke, where you are going,
to a most festinate preparation ; we are bound to the
like. Our posts shall be swift, and intelligent betwixt
us. Farewell, dear sister. Farewell, 6 my lord of
Glo'ster.
*
free things,—] States dear from distress. Johnson.
5 Mark the high noises !
] Attend to the great events that
are approaching, and make thyself known when that false
opinion now prevailing against thee shall, in consequence of just
praef of thy integrity, revoke its erroneous sentence, and recall
thec to honour and reconciliation. Johnson.
6
my lord of Glo'ster.] Meaning Edmund, newly in
vested with his sather's titles. The steward, speaking imme
diately after, mentions the old duke by the fame- trrtcr- Johns.
D d 3
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Enter Steward.
How now ? Where's the king ?
Stew. My lord of Glo'ster hath costvey'd him hence :
Some five or fix and thirty of his knights,
* Hot questrists after him, met him at gate,
Who, with some others of the lords dependants,
Are gone with him toward Dover; where they boast
To have well armed friends.
Corn. Get horses for your mistress.
Gon. Farewell, sweet lord, and sister.
[Exeunt Gonerill and Edmund.
Corn. Edmund, farewell.—.— Go, seek the traitor
Glo'ster,
Pinion him like a thief, bring him before us : ■ . ■
3 Though well we may not pass upon his life
Without the form of justice; yet our power
Shall do a courtesy to our wrath, which men
May blame, but not controul.
Enter Glo'ster, brought in by servants.
Who's there ? the traitor ?
Reg. Ingrateful fox ! 'tis he.
Corn. Bind fall his + corky arms.
Glo. What mean your graces ?—Good my friends,
consider,
You are my guests : do me no foul play, friends.
1 Hot questrists after him, ] A qutstrist is one who goes in
search or quest of another. Mr. Pope and Sir T. Hanmer read
clusters. Sthsvens.
Tnough well -vuc may not pass upon bis life,
yet our ptrw'r
Shall do a courtesi tp our wrath,
] To do a courtesy is to
gratify, to comply with. Ta pass, is to pass a judicial sen
tence. Johnson,
The original of the expression, to pafs on any one may be
triced from magna chart* :
" —— nec fuper eum ihimus, nisi per Iegale judicinm
" parium fuorum." Steevens.
*
corky ar/ps.] Dry, withej'd, hnlky arms. Johks.
Certs
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Corn. Bind him, I say,
[They hind him.
Reg. Hard, hard.—O filthy traitor !
Clo'. Unmerciful lady as you are ! I am none.
Corn. To this chair bind him. —Villain, thou shalt
find;
[Regan plucks his beard.
Glp. 5 By the kind gods, 'tis most ignobly done
To pluck me by the beard.
Reg. So white, and such a traitor !
Glo. Naughty lady,
These hairs, which thou dost ravish from my chin,
'Will quicken, and accuse thee : I am your host ;
5 By the kindgods,
] We are not to understand by this
the gods in general, who are beneficent and kind to men ; but
that particular species of them called by the ancients dii hospitales, kind gods. So Plautus in Panulo,
" Deum. bo/pilakm ac tesseram mecum fero."
This was a beautiful exclamation, as those who insulted the
speaker were his guesis, whom he had hespitably received into
his house. But to say the truth, Shakespeare never makes his
people swear at random. Of his propriety in this mattet take
the following instances. In Troilus and Crcjsida, Æneas, in an
expostulation with Diomede, swears by the hand of his mother
Fentts, as a covert reproof forDiomede's brutality in wounding
the goddess of beauty in the hand, and a secret intimation that
he would revenge her injuries. In Coriolanus, when that hero
is exasperated at the sickle inconstant temper of the multitude,
he swears by the clouds : and again, when he meets his wife
after a lone absence, by the jealous queen of heaven ; for Juno
was supposed the aveng'ress of conjugal infidelity. In Othello,
the double Iago is made to swear by Janus. And in this very
play of Lear, a Pagan, much given to judicial astrology, very
consonantly to his character, swe;:rs
By all the operations of the orbs,
By whom ive do exi/l, and cease to be. Warburton.
By the kind gods,
] Shakespeare hardly received any
assistance from mythology to furnish out a proper oath for
Glo'lter. People always invoke their deities as they would have
them shew themselves at that time in their favour ; and he ac
cordingly calls those kind gods whom he would wish to find so
on this occasion. Our own liturgy will sufiiciently evince the
truth of this supposition. Steevens,
D d 4
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With robbers' hands, 6 my hospitable favour
You should not ruffle thus. What will you do ?
Corn. Come, Sir, what letters had you late from
France ?
Reg. 7 Be simple answer'd, for we know the truth.
Com. And what confederacy have you with the
traitors,
Late footed in the kingdom ?
Reg. To whose hands
Have you sent the lunatic king ? Speak.
Glo. I have a letter guesfingly set down,
Which came from one that's of a neutral heart,
And not from one oppos'd.
Corn. Cunning
,
Reg. And false.
Corn. Where hast thou sent the king ?
Glo. To Dover,
Reg. Wherefore to Dover ?
Wast thou not charg'd, at peril
Corn. Wherefore to Dover ? Let him first answer
that.
Glo. 8 1 am ty'd to the stake, and I must stand 9 the
course.
Reg. Wherefore to Dover ?
Glo. Because I would not see thy cruel nails
Pluck out his poor old eyes ; nor thy fierce sister .
In his anointed flesh stick boarish fangs.
The sea, with such a storm as his bare head
•
6
my hcspitallc favours] It is nonsense to understand it of gifts, kindnesses, Sec. We should read favour,
j. e. visage. For they pluck'd him by the heard. Warburton.
7 Be Jtmple answer j,-. ] The old quarto reads, Be fimple
ftnjhverer.—Either is good fense: femple means plain, Steev.
* I am ty'd to the pake,
] So in Macheth,
t' They have chain d me to a stake: I cannot fly,
*' But, bear-like, I must stand the course." Steev,
9 we the courje.] The running of the degs upon me. Johns,
In
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In hell-black night indur'd, would have buoy'd up,
And quench'd the stelled fires :
Yet, poor old heart, he help'd the heavens to rain.
If wolves had at thy gate howl'd 1 that stern time,
Thou shouldst have said, " Good porter, turn the
" key;"
All cruels else * subscrib'd : but I shall see
The winged vengeance overtake such children.
Corn. See't shalt thou never :
fellows, hold the
chair.
Upon these eyes of thine I'll set my foot.
[Glojier is held down, while Cornwall treads cut
one of his eyes.
Glo. He that will think to live 'till he be old
Give me some help.
O cruel ! O you gods !
Reg. One side will mock another ; the other too.
Corn. It you fee vengeance
Serv. Hold your hand, my lord.
I have scrv'd you ever since I was a child,
But better service have I never done you,
Than now to bid you hold.
Reg. How now, you dog ?
Serv. If you did wear a beard upon your chin,
I'd shake it on this quarrel : what do you mean ?
Corn. My villain !
Serv. Nay then come on, and take the chance of
anger.
[Fight ; Cornwall is wounded.
Reg. [To another servant. \ Give me thy sword.—A
peasant stand up thus ?
[Comes behind and kills him.
Serv. Oh, I am slain! —My lord, you have one.
eye left
To see some mischief on him : —oh I
.
[Dies.
1
that stern time,] Thus the folio. Both the quartos
read, that dearn time.
Dearn is a north-country word,
signifying lonely, solitary, far from neighbours. Steevens.
1
sub/crib'd :—] Yielded, submitted to the necessity of
jhe occasion. Johnson,
Corn,
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Com. Lest it see more, prevent it:—out, vilegelly!
Where is thy lustre now ?
[Treads the other cut.
Clo. All dark and comfortless.
Where's my son
Edmund ?
Edmund, enkindle all the sparks of nature
To quit this horrid act.
Reg. Out ! Treacherous villain,
Thou call'st on him that hates thee : it was he
That made the overture of thy treasons to us,
Who is too good to pity thee.
Glo. O my follies !
Then Edgar was abus'd. Kind gods, forgive
Me that, and prosper him !
Reg. Go thrust him out
At gates, and let him smell his way to Dover.
[Gk'ster is led out.
How is't, my lord, how look you ?
Corn. I have receiv'd a hurt. —Follow me, lady.—
Turn out that eyelets villain. — Throw this slave
Upon the dunghill.—Regan, I bleed apace :
Untimely comes this hurt. Give me your arm.
[Exit Cornwall, led by Regan
[ijl Serv. 3 I'll never care what wickedness I do,
If this man come to good.
2d Serv. If she live long,
And, in the end, meet the old course of death,
Women will all turn monsters.
ijl Serv. Let's follow the old earl, and get the
Bedlam
1 I'll never care .what wickednefs I do,'] This short dialogue
I have inserted from the old quarto, because I think it full of
nature. Servants could hardly fee such a barbarity committed
on their master, without pity ; and the vengeance that they
presume must overtake the actors cf it, is a sentiment and
doctrine well worthy os the stage. Theojiald.
It is not necessary to suppose them the servants of Glo'ster;
for Cornwall was opposed to extremity by hjs own servant.
Johnson.
To
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To lead him where he would ; his roguish madness
Allows itself to any thing. •
2dServ. Go thou I'll fetch + some flax and whites
of eggs
T' apply to his bleeding face. Now, heaven help him ! ]
[.Exeunt severally.

A C T

IV.

S C E N E

I.

An open country.
Enter Edgar.
* TT E T better thus, and known to be contemn'd,
JL Than still contemn'd and flatter'd. To be
worst,
The lowest, and most dejected thing of fortune,
Stands still in esperance ; lives not in fear.
The lamentable change is from the best ;
The worst returns to laughter. Welcome then,
Thou unsubstantial air that I embrace !
*
some flax, &c.] This passage is ridiculed by Ben
Jon son, in 7be Case is alter''d, 1609.
" —i
go get a itibite of an egg, and a littleflax, and
close the breaches of the head, it is the molt ccn" ducible thing that can be." Steevens.
* yet better thus, and known to be contemn'd,] The meaning
is, '77/ better to be thus contemned, and known to yourself to be
contemned. Or perhaps thfcre is an error, which may be
rectified thus :
Yet better thus unknown to be contemn'd.
When a man divests himself of his real character he feels no
pain from contempt, because he supposes it incurred only by a
Voluntary disguise which he can throw off at pleasure. I do not
think any correction necessary. Johnson.
I cannot help thinking that this passage should be written
fhus :
Yet better thus unknown to be contemn'd,
Than still contemn'd and flatter'd to be worse.
TJ»c lowest, &c. T. Tf
The
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The wretch, that thou hast blown unto the worst,
Owes nothing to thy blasts.—But who comes here ?
Enter Glo'Jler, led by an old man.
My father poorly led ? 1 World, world, O world !
But that thy strange mutations makes us hate thee,
Life would not yield to age.
Old Man. O my good lord,
I have been your tenant, and your father's tenant,
These fourscore years.
Glo. Away, get thee away. Good friend, be gone :
Thy comforts can do me no good at all,
Thee they may hurt.
*

World, world, O world!
But that thy strange mutations makes us hate tbee,] The
reading of this passage has been explained, but not satisfactorily.
My explanation of the poet's sentiment was, " If the number
" of changes and vicissitudes, which happen in life, did not
" make us wait, and hope for some turn of fortune for the
" better, we could never support the thought of living to be
" old, on any other terms." And our duty, as human crea
tures, is piously inculcated in this reflection of tlie author. I
read therefore, make us wait thee. Theobald.
——————
O world !
.
But that thy strange mutations makes us hate thee.
Life would not yield to age.] The fense of this obscure passage
is-, O world! so much are human minds captivated with thy
pleasures, that were ir. not for those successive miseries, each
worse than the other, which overload the scenes of life, we
should never be willing to submit to death, tho' the insirmities
of old age would teach us to chuse it as a proper asylum. Be
sides, by uninterrupted prosperity, which leaves tie mind at
ease, the boily would generally preserve such a state of vigour
as to bear up long against the decays of time. These are the
two reasons, I suppose, why he said,
Life would not yield to age.
And how much the pleasures of the body pervert the mind's
judgment, and the perturbr.tions of the mind disorder the body's
frame, is known to all. Warburton'.
Yield to signifies no more than give way to. Jink under, in
opposition to the struggling with, bearing up against the infirmities
of age. Hanmer. .
-.
Old
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Old Man. You cannot see your way.
Glo. I have no way, and therefore want no eyes :
I stumbled when I saw. Full oft 'tis seen,
3 Our mean secures us ; and our meer defects
Prove our commodities.
O dear son Edgar,
The food of thy abused father's wrath !
Might I but live to fee thee in my touch,
I'd fay, I had eyes again !
Old Man. How now ? Who's there ?
Edg. [Aside.] O gods ! + who is't can fay, / am at
the worst ?
I am worse than e'er I was.
Old Man. 'Tis poor mad Tom.
Edg. [Aside.] And worse I may be yet : the worst
is not,
So long as we can fay, This is the worst.
, 3 Our mean secures us ;
] i. e. Moderate, mediocre con
dition. Warburton.
Hanmer writes, by an easy change, meanness secures us. The
two original editions have,
Our meanes secures us.
I do not remember that mean is ever used as a substantive for
low fortune, which is the fense here required, nor for mediocrity,
except in the phrase, the golden mean. I suspect the passage of
corruption, and would either read,
Our means seduce us :
Our powers of body or fortune draw us into evils. Or,
Our maims secure us.
That hurt or deprivation which makes us defenceless, proves our
safeguard. This is very proper in Glo'stcr, newly maimed by
the evulsion of his eyts. Johnson.
,
*
miho is't can fay, I cm at the worst ?
——
the worjl is not,
So long as ave can fay. This is the worft.] i. e. While we
live ; for while we yet continue to have a fense of seeling, some
thing worse than the present may still happen. What occa
sioned this reflection was his rashly faying in the beginning of
this scene,
To be worst,
The lowest, most dejected thing of fortune, &c.
The wretch, that thou hast blown unto the worst.
Warburton.
Old
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Old Man. Fellow, where.goest ?
, Glo. Is it a beggar-man ?
Old Man. Madman and beggar too.
Glo. -He has some reason, else he could not beg.
I' the last night's storm I such a fellow saw ;
'Which made me think a man a worm: my son
Came then into my mind ; and yet my mind
Was then scarce friends with him. I have heard
more since.
5 As flies to wanton boys, are we to the gods ;
They kill us for their sport.
Edg. How mould this be ?
Bad is the trade, that must play the fool to sorrow,
6 Ang'ring itself and others. '[Aside.]
-Bless thee,
master !
Glo. Is that the naked fellow ?
Old Man. Ay, my lord.
Glo. Then pr^ythee, get thee gone. If, for my fake,
Thou wilt o'ertake us, hence a mile or twain
I' the way toward Dover, do it for ancient love ;
And bring some covering for this naked soul,
Whom I'll intreat to lead me.
Old Man. Alack, Sir, he is mad.
Glo. 'Tis the time's plague, when madmen lead the
blind :
Do as I bid thee, or rather do thy pleasure ;
Above the rest, be gone.
Old Man. I'll bring him the best 'parrel that I have,
Come on't what will.
[Exit.
Glo. Sirrah, naked felsow.
Edg. Poor Tom's a-cold.—7 I cannot daub it further.
{Aside.
* As flies to iuanton boys, art -we to the gods ;
They kill us for their sport.,]
" Dii nos quasi pilas homines habent."—Plaut. Captsv.
Prol. 1. 22. Steevens.
6 Ang'Jhing ] Oxford Editor and Dr. Warburton.—Vulg.
Ang'ring, rightly. Johnson.
7
/ cannot daub it
] i. e. Disguise. Warb.
Glo.
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Glo. Come hither, fellow.
Edg. [Aside.] And yet I must.
••
Bless thy sweet eyes, they bleed.
Glo. Know'st thou the way to Dover ?
Edg. Both stile and gate, horse-way and foot-path.
Poor Tom hath been scar'd out of his good wits. Bless
thee, good man's son, from the foul fiend. [Five
fiends have been in poor Tom at once ; of lust, as
Obidicut Hobbididance, prince of dumbness Mahu,
of stealing; Mode, of murder; and Flibbertigibbets
of mopping and mowing ; who since 8 possesses cham
ber-maids and waiting-women. So bless thee, master !]
Glo.
8
possesses chamber-maids and waiting-women.—] Shake" speare has made Edgar, in his feigned distraction, frequently
allude to a vile imposture of some English jesuits, at that time
much the subject of conversation ; the history of it having been
just then composed with great art and vigour of stile and com
position by Dr. S. Harsenet, afterwards archbishop of York,
• by order of the privy-council, in a work intitled, A Declaration
as egregious Popijh Impostures to withdraw her Majesty's Subjeils
from their Allegiance, &C praSlised by Edmunds, alias Weston, a
Jesuit, and divers Romijh Priests his wicked Associates : printed
1603. The imposture was in substance this. While the Spa
niards were preparing their armado against England, the jesuits.
were here busy at work to promote it, by making converts : one
method they employed was to dispossess pretended demoniacs,
by which artifice they made several hundred converts amongst the
common people. The principal scene of this farce was laid in
the family of one Mr. Edmund Peckham, a Roman-catholic,
where Marwood, a servant of Anthony Babington's (who was
afterwards executed for treason) Trayford, an attendant upon
Mr. Peckham, and Sarah and Friswood Williams, and Anne
Smith, three chamber-maids in that family, came into the priest's
hands for cure. But the discipline of the patients was sb long
and severe, and the priests so elate and careless with their success,
that the plot was discovered on the confession of the parties
concerned, and the contrivers of it deservedly punished. The
five devils here mentioned, are the names of five of those who
were made to act in this farce upon the chamber-maids and
waiting-women; and they were generally so ridiculously nick
named, that Harsenet has one chapter on the strange names of
their devils \ lest, fays he, meeting them otherwise by chance, you
mistake them for the name of tapsters or jugglers Warburton.
The
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Glo. Here, take this purse, thou whom the heavens
plagues
,
Have humbled to all strokes. That I am wretched,
Makes thee the happier : —heavens deal so still !
1 Let the superfluous and lust-dieted man,
* That slaves your ordinance, that will not fee
Because he does not feel, feel your power quickly : So distribution should undo excess,
And each man have enough. Dost thou know Dover ?
Edg. Ay, master.
Glo. There is a cliff', whose high and bending head
Looks fearfully on 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.
Edg. Give me thy arm ;
Poor Tom shall lead thee.
[Exeunt.
The passage in crotchets is omitted in the folio, because I
suppose as the story was forgotten, the jest was lost. Johxsoit.
1 Let the superfluous,
] Lear has before uttered the fame
sentiment, which indeed cannot be too strongly impressed, tho*
it may be too often repeated. Johnson. .
1 That slAVEs. your ordinance,
] Superfluous is here used
for one living in abundance. But the next line is corrupt. The
only fense I know of, in which flwves your ordinance can be
understood, is when men employ the form or semblance of re
ligion to compass their ill designs. But this will not do here.
Glo'ster is speaking of such who by an uninterrupted course of
prosperity arc grown wanton, and callous to the misfortunes of
others ; such as those who fearing no reverse, flight and neglect,
and therefore may be said to brave the ordinance of heaven :
which is certainly the right reading. And this is thesecond time
in which flaws has, in this play, been read for braves. Warb.
The emendation is plausible, yet I doubt whether it be right.
The language of Shakespeare is very licentious, and his words
have often meanings remote from the proper and original ufc.
To flave or befla.ve another is to treat him viitb terms of indig
nity : in a kindred fense, to flave the ordinance, may be, to
flight or ridicule it. Johnson.
To flave an ordinance, is to treat it as a flave, to make it sub
ject to us, instead of acting in obedience to it. Stekveks.
SCENE
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II.

The duke of Albany's palace.
Enter Gonerill and Edmund.
-Gon. Welcome, my lord. I marvel, 1 our mild
husband
•Not met us on the way. Now where's your master ?
Enter Steward.
Stew. Madam, within ; but never man so chang'd.
I told him of the army that was landed ;
He smil'd at it : I told him, you were coming ;
His answer was, The worse. Of Glo'ster's treachery,
And of the loyal service of his son,
'When I inform'd him, then he call'd me sot ;
And told me, I had turn'd the wrong side out :
What most he should dislike, seems pleasant to him ;
What like, offensive.
Gon. Then shall you go no further.
[To Edmund.
It is the cowish terror of his spirit,
That dares not undertake : he'll not feel wrongs,
Which tie him to an answer. 1 Our wishes, on the way,
May prove effects. Back, Edmund, to my brother ;
Hasten his musters, and conduct his powers.
I must change arms at home, and give the distaff
Into my husband's hands. This trusty servant
Shall pass between us : ere long you are like to hear,
1 ..
our mild bujband] It must be remembered that
Albany, the husband of Gonerill, disliked, in the end of the
sirst act, the scheme of oppression and ingratitude. Johnson.
2
.
Our wijhes, on the way,
May prove effcSls.
] I believe the meaning os the
passage to be this : " What we wish, before our march is at an
" end, may be brought to happen," i. e. the murder or dis
patch of her husband.
On the way, however, may be equi
valent to the expression we now use, viz. By the way, or By
the by, i. e. en pajsant. Steevhns.
Vol. IX.
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If you dare venture in your own behalf,
A mistress's command. Wear this spare speech ;
[Giving a favour.
3 Decline your head. This kisi, if it durst speak,
Would stretch thy spirits up into the air.
Conceive, and fare thee well.
Edm. Yours in the ranks of death.
Gon. My most dear Glo'ster !
[Exit Edmund.
Oh, the disference of man, and man !
To thee a woman's services are due,
+ My fool usurps my body.
Stew. Madam, here comes my lord.
Enter Æbany.
Gon. * I have been worth the whistle.
Æ. Oh Gonerill !
You are not worth the dust which the rude wind
Blows in your face.—[6 I fear your disposition :
That nature, which contemns its origin,
7 Cannot be border'd certain in itself ;
3 Decline your bead. This kiss, if it durst speak.
Would stretch thy spirits up into the air.] She bids him de
cline his head, that she might give him a kiss (the steward bang
present) and that it might appear only to him as a whisper.
Stieveks.
* My fool usurps my body.] The quarto reads,
My foot usurps my head. Steevens.
5 / have been -wortb the whistle.] This expression i» a re
proach to Albany for having neglected her ; though you disregard
me tbui, I have been worth the whistle, / have found one that
thinks me worth calling. Johnson.
This expression is a proverbial one. Heywood in one of
his dialogues, consisting entirely of proverbs, fays,
" It is a poor dog that is not worth the -whistling."
Stebveks.
"
— / fear your disposition :] These and the speech en
suing are in the edition of 1608, and are but necessary to ex
plain the reasons of the detestation which Albany here expresses
to his wise. Pope.
1 Cannot be border'd certain
] Certain, for within the
bounds that nature prescribes, Warburton.
She
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8 She that herself will sliver, and disbranch,
9 From her maternal sap, perforce must wither,
And
* She that herself -will shiver, and distranch,') Thus all the
editions, but the old quarto, that reads sliver, which is
right. Shiver means to shake or fly a-pieces into splinters.
As he fays afterwards,
Thou'd'ft Jhiver'd like an egg.
Butstiver signifies to tear osf or disbranch. So in Macheth,
Sliver'd in the moon's eclipse. Warburton.
9 From her material sap,
] Thus the old quarto; but
material sap is a phrase that I do not underltand. The mothertree is the true technical term ; and considering our author has
said but just before, That nature, mihich contemns its origin,
there is little room to question but he wrote,
From her maternal sap.
Theobald.
From her material sap,
] Thus all the editions till Mr.
Theobald's, who alters material to maternal ; and for these wife
reasons : Material sap (fays he) / own is a phrase that I do not
understand. The mother-tree is the true technical term, and con
fidering our author hadsaid just before, That nature, which con
temns its origin, there is no room to question but he wrote, From
her maternal sap. And to prove that we may fay maternal sap,
he gives many authorities from the classics, and fays he could
produce more, where words equivalent to maternal stock are used ;
which is quite another thing, as we shall now see. In making
his emendation, the editor did not consider the difference be
tween material sap and material body, or trunk or stock : the
latter expression being.indeed not so well; material being a properer epithet for body. But the first is right ; and we should say,
material sap, not maternal. For material sap signifies, that
whereby a branch is nourished, and increases in bulk by fresh
accession of matter. On which account material is elegant.
Indeed sap, when applied to the whole tree, might be called •
maternal, but could not be so when applied to a branch only.
For though sap might, in some fense, be said to be maternal to
the tree, yet it is the tree that is maternal to the branch, and
not the sap : but hrre the epithet is applied to the branch.
From all this we conclude, that the old reading is the true. But
what if, after all, material was used by the writers of these
times in the very fense of maternal ? It would seem so by the
title of an old English translation of Froissart's Chronicle, which
runs in these words, Syr John Froiffart's Chronicle, transtated
tut of Frenche into our material Enplijh Tongue by Jjhn
Beuchier, printed 1525. Warburton.
I suppose
Ee 2
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1 And come to deadly use.
Gon. No more ; the text is foolish.
Alb. Wisdom and goodness to the vile seem vile :
Filths savour but themselves. What have you done?
Tygers, not daughters, what have you perform'd ?
A father, and a gracious aged man,
Whose reverence the head-lugg'd bear would lick,
Most barbarous, most degenerate ! have you madded.
Could my good brother suffer you to do it ?
* A man, a prince by him so benefited ?
If that the heavens do not their visible spirits
Send quickly down to tame the vile offences,
Humanity must perforce prey on itself,
3 Like monsters of the deep.]
I suppose no reader doubts but the word should be maternal.
Dr. Warburton has taken great pains without much success, and
indeed without much exactness of attention, to prove that material
has a more proper fense than maternal, and yet seemed glad at
last to infer from an apparent error of another press that material
and maternal meant the fame. Johnson.
1 And come to deadly use.] Alluding to the use that witches
and inchanters are said to make of wither d branches in their
charms. A fine insinuation in the speaker, that she was ready
for the most unnatural mischief, and a preparative of the poet
to her plotting with the bastard against her hulband's life.WarB.
1 A man, a prince by him Jo benefited?] After this line I
suspect a line or two to be wanting, which upbraids her for her
sister's cruelty to Clo'ster. And my reason is, that in her an
swer we find these words,
Fools do these villains pity, who are puni/h'd
Ere they have done their mischief
which evidently allude to Glo'stcr's case. Now I cannot con
ceive that she would here apologize for what was not objected
to her. But I suppose the players thought the speech too long ;
which has occasioned throughout, and more particularly in this
play, the retrenchment of numerous lines and speeches; many
of which have been restored by the care and discernment of
Mr. Pope. Warburton.
Here it a pompous note to support a conjecture apparently
erroneous, and confuted by the next scene, in which the ac
count is given for the first time to Albany of Glo'ster's sufierings. Johnson.
' Like monjUrs of the deep.} Fishes are the only animals thai
Are known to prey upon their own species. Johnson.
Cort*
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Con. Milk-liver'd man !
That bear'st a cheek for blows, a head for wrongs ;
Who hast not in thy brows an eye discerning
Thine honour from thy suffering ; [that not know'st,
Fools do those villains pity, who are punisiYd
Ere they have done their mischief. Where's thy drum ?
France spreads his banners in our noiseless land,
With plumed helm thy slayer begins his threats ;
Whilst thou, a moral fool, fit'st still, and cry'st,
" Alack ! why does he so ?"]
Alb. See thyself, devil !
+ Proper deformity seems not in the fiend
So horrid, as in woman.
Gon. O vain fool !
Alb. [s Thou changed, and self-cover'd thing, for
shame,
Be-monster not thy feature. Were it my fitness
To let these hands obey my blood,
They're apt enough to dislocate and tear .
Thy flesh and bones. —Howe'er thou art a siend,
A woman's shape doth shield thee.
Gon. Marry, your manhood now!]——
Enter Messenger.
Alb. What news ?
Mes. Oh, my good lord, the duke of Cornwall's
dead ;
Slain by his servant, going to put out
The other eye of Glo'ster. .
* Proper deformity
] i. e. Diabolic qualities appear not
so horrid in the devil to whom they belong, as in woman who
unnaturally assumes them. Wariiurton.
5 Thou changed, andself-cover d thing,—] Of these lines there
is but one copy, and the editors are forced upon conjecture.
They have published this line thus ;
Thou chang'd, and self-converted thing ;
but I cannot but think that by self-cover'd the author meant,
thou that hast disguised nature by wickedness ; thou that hast
bid the woman under the fiend. Johnson.
E e 3
Alb.
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Alb. Glo'ster's eyes !
Mes. A servant, that he bred, thrill'd with remorse,
Oppos'd against the act, bending his sword
To his great master ; who, thereat enraged,
Flew on him, and amongst them fell'd him dead :
But not without that harmful stroke, which since
Hath pluck'd him after.
Alb. This shews you are above,
You justices, that these our nether crimes
So speedily can 'venge. —But O poor Glo'ster !
Lost he his other eye ?
Mes. Both, both, my lord.
This letter, madam, craves a speedy answer ;
'Tis from your sister.
Gon. [Aside.] 6 One way, I like this well ;
But being widow, and my Glo'ster with her,
May all the building in my fancy pluck
Upon my hateful life : another way,
The news is not so tart. — I'll read, and answer. [Exit.
Alb. Where was his son, when they did take his
eyes ?
Mes. Come with my lady hither.
Alb. He's not here.
Mes. No, my good lord ; I met him back again.
Alb. Knows he the wickedness ?
Mes. Ay, my good lord ; 'twas he inform'd against
him;
And quit the house of purpose, that their punishment
Might have the freer course.
Alb. [Aside.] Glo'ster, I live
To thank thee for the love thou shew'dst the king,
And to revenge thine eyes.—Come hither, friend,
Tell me what more thou know'st,
[Exeunt,
6 One -way, J Hke this -well{\ Gonerjll is well pleased that
Cornwall is destroyed, who was preparing war against her and
her husband, but is afraid of losing Edmund to the widow,
Johnson,
SCENE
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III.

The French camp, near Dover.
Enter Kent, and * a Gentleman.
Kent. Why is the king of France so suddenly
Gone back ? Know you the reason ?
Gent. Something he left imperfect in the state,
'Which since his coming forth is thought of ; which
Imports to the kingdom fo much fear and danger,
That his personal return was most requir'd and
necessary.
Kent. Whom hath he left behind him, general ?
Gent. The mareschal of France, Monsieur le Fer. .
Kent. Did your letters pierce the queen to any
demonstration of grief?
Gent. Ay, Sir; she took 'em, read 'em in my
presence ;
And now-and-then an ample tear trill'd down
Her delicate cheek : it seem'd, she was a queen
Over her passion, which, most rebel-like,
Sought to be king o'er her.
Kent. O, then it mov'd her.
Gent. Not to a rage. Patience and sorrow strove
Which should express her goodliest. You have seen
Sun-shine and rain at once : 3 her smiles and tears
Were like a better day. Those happy smiles,
That
* Scene III.] This scene, left out in all the common books,
is restored from the old edition ; it being manifestly of Shake
speare's writing, and necessary to continue the story of Cordelia,
whose behaviour is here most beautifully painted. Pope.
This scene seems to have been left out only to shorten the.
play, and is necessary to continue the action. It is extant only
in the quarto, being omitted in the first folio. I have there
fore put it between crotchets. Johnson.
1
a Gentleman.} The gentleman whom he sent in the
foregoing act with letters to Cordelia. Johnson.
3
her smiles and tears
Were like a better day. ] It is plain, we mould read,
.
a wetter May.
i. e. A spring season wetter than ordinary. Warburton.
6
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That play'd on her ripe lip, seem'd not to know
What guests were in her eyes ; which parted thence,
As pearls from diamonds dropt.—In brief,
Sorrow would be a rarity most belov'd,
If all could so become it.
Kent. * Made she no verbal question ?
Gent. Yes, once or twice she heav'd the name of
father
Pantingly forth, as if it press'd her heart.
Cry'd, " Sisters ! sisters ! —Shame of ladies ! sisters !
" Kent! father! sisters! What? i' the storm? i*
" the night ?
" s Let pity not be believed !"—There she shook
The holy water from her heavenly eyes,
6 And clamour-moisten'd her ; then away {he started
To deal with grief alone,
Kent,
The thought is taken from Sidney's Arcadia, p. 244. " Her
*' tears came dropping down like rain in sunshine." Cordelia's
behaviour on this occasion is apparently copied from Pbiloclea's.
The fame book, in another place, fays,
" that her tears
" followed one another like a precious rope of pearl." The
old copy reads,—a better way,—which is as unintelligible as
the other. Steevens,
* Made foe no <verbal question ?] Dr. Warburton would sub
stitute quest, from the Latin questus, i. e. complaint : because,
says he, what kind of question could she make but verbal?
•
Steevens.
I do not fee the impropriety of verbal question : such pleonasms
are common. So we fay, my ears have beard, my eyes have be
held. Besides, where is the word quest to be found ? Johnson.
Made Jke no verbal questions] Means only, Did she enter into
no conversation with you ? In this fense our poet frequently
uses the word question, and not simply as the act of interrogation.
Did siie give you to understand her meaning by werds as well
as by the toregoing external testimonies of sorrow? Steev.
5 Let pity not be believ'd /] i. e. Let not such a thing as
pity be supposed to exist ! Thus the old copies ; but the modera
editors have hitherto read,
Let pity ne'er believe it !—— Steevens.
0 Aud elamour-mvisten'a ] It is not impossible but Shake..
fpeare might have fqrmcd this fine picture of Cordelia's agony
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Kent. »
It is the stars,
The stars above us, govern our conditions ;
Else i one self-mate and mate could not beget
Such different issues. You spoke not with her fince ?
Gent. No.
Kent. Was this before the king return'd ?
Gent. No, fince.
Kent. Well, Sir; the poor distressed Lear is i' the
town,
Who sometimes, in his better tune, remembers
What we are come about, and by no means
Will yield to fee his daughter.
Gent. Why, good Sir ?
Kent. A sovereign shame so elbows him. His own
unkindness,
That stripp'd her from his benediction, turn'd her
To foreign casualties, gave her dear rights
To his dog-hearted daughters
8 These things sting
His mind so venomously, that burning shame
Detains him from Cordelia.
Gent. Alack, poor gentleman !
Kent. Of Albany's and Cornwall's powers, you
heard not ?
Gent. 9 'Tis so they are a-foot.
from holy writ, in the conduct of Joseph ; who, being no longer
able to restrain the vehemence of his affection, commanded all
his retinue from his presence; and then wept aloud, and dis
covered himself to his brethren. Theobald.
Clamour moisten''d her ; that is, her out-cries were accompanied
with tears. Johnson.
7
one /elf-mate and mate] The same husband and the
fame wise. Johnson.
8
» theft things sting him
So ijenomousty, that burning shame] The metaphor is
here preserved with great knowledge of nature. The venom of
poisonous animals being a high caustic salt, that has all the
effect of sire upon the part. Warburton.
9 'tisso they are onfoot.] Dr. Warburton thinks it necessary
so read, 'tis said ; but the sense is plain, So it is that they are
en foot. Johnson,
Kent.
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Kent. Well, Sir ; I'll bring you to our master Lear,
And leave you to attend him. Some dear cause
Will in concealment wrap me up awhile :
When I am known aright, you shall not grieve
Lending me this acquaintance. I pray you, go along
with me.]
[Exeunt.
SCENE

IV.

A tent in the camp at Dover.
Enter Cordelia, Physician, and Soldiers.
Cor. Alack, 'tis he ; why, he was met even now
As mad as the vex'd sea : singing aloud ;
Crown'd with rank fumiter, and furrow-weeds,
1 With bur-docks, hemlock, nettles, cuckoo-flowers,
Darnel, and all the idle weeds that grow
In our sustaining corn. A century send forth ;
Search every acre in the high-grown field,
And bring him to our eye. What can man's wis
dom do
In the restoring his bereaved fense ?
He, that helps him, take all my outward worth.
Phy. There is means, madam.
Our foster nurse of nature is repose,
The which he lacks ; that to provoke in him,
Are many simples operative, whose power
Will close the eye of anguish.
Cor. All blest secrets,
AH you unpublish'd virtues of the earth,
1 With bardocks, hemlock, &c.] I do not remember any such
plant as a bardock, but one of the most common weeds is a
burdock, which I believe should be read here ; and so Hanmer
reads. Johnson.
I do not recollect any author of the age of Shakespeare who
uses the word burdock. Shakespeare has this line in K. Henry V.
" But hatefol decks, rough thistles, kecksies, burrs."
Which tempts me to believe he wrote on the present occasion,
W1th burn, docks, Sec. Steeven?.
Spring
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Spring with my tears ! be aidant, and remediate
In the good man's distress ! Seek, seek for him ;
Lest his ungovern'd rage dissolve the life
That wants * the means to lead it.
Enter a Messenger.
Mes. News, madam !The British powers are marching hitherward.
Cor. 'Tis known. before. Our preparation stands
In expectation of them.—O dear father,
It is thy bufiness that I go about ;
Therefore great France
My mourning and 3 important tears hath pitied.
* No blown ambition doth our arms incite,
But love, dear love, and our ag'd father's right.
Soon may I hear, and fee him I
[Exeunt.
SCENE

V.

Regan's palace.
Enter Regan and Steward.
Reg. But are my brother's powers set forth ?
Stew. Ay, madam.
Reg. Himself in person there ?
Stew. Madam, with much ado :
Your sister is the better soldier.
*
— the meant to had it.] The reason which should guide
it. Johnson.
5 —.
important
] In other places of this author for
importunate. Johnson.
The folio reads, importuned. Steevehs* No blown ambition
] No inflated, no swelling pride,
Beza on the Spanish Armada :
" Quam bene te ambitio mersit vanislima, ventus,
•* Et tumidos tumidse vos superastja aquæ." Johns,
Reg,
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Reg. Lord Edmund spake not with 1 your lady at
home ?
Stew. No, madam.
Reg. What might import my sister's letter to him ?
Stew. I know not, lady.
Reg. 'Faith, he is posted hence on serious matter.
It was great ignorance, Glo'ster's eyes being out,
To let him live where he arrives, he moves
All hearts aginst us. Edmund, I think, is gone,
In pity of his misery, to dispatch
* His nighted life ; moreover, to descry
The strength o' the enemy.
Stew. I must needs after him, madam, with my
letter.
Reg. Our troops set forth to-morrow ; stay with us ;
The ways are dangerous.
Stew. I may not, madam ;
My lady charg'd my duty in this business.
Reg. Why should she write to Edmund ? Might
not you
Transport her purposes by word ? Belike,
Something— I know not what—I'll love thee much—
3 Let me unseal the letter.
Stew. Madam, I had ratherReg. I know your lady does not love her husband :
I am sure of that ; and, at her late being here,
* She gave strange ceiliads, and most speaking looks
To noble Edmund. I know you are of her bosom.
1
your lady
] The folio reads, your lord ; but lady is
the first and better reading. Johnson.
1 His nighted life ; ] 1. e. His life made dark as night by
the loss of his eyes. Steevens.
3 Let me unseal, &c.] I know not well why Shakespeare gives
the steward, who is a mere factor of wickedness, so much fidelity.
He now refuses the letter ; and afterwards, when he is dying,
thinks only how it may be safely delivered. Johnson.
* She gave strange ttiliads,
] OeiUp.de, Ft. A cast, Or
significant glance of the eye. Steevens.
Stew.
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Stew. I, madam ?
Reg. I speak in understanding : you are ; I know it :
Therefore, 5 I do advise you, take this note :
My lord is dead ; Edmund and I have talk'd ;
And more convenient is he for my hand,
Than
5 / do adviseyou, take this note :] Note means in this
place not a letter but a remark. Therefore observe what I am
faying. Johnson.
Therefore, I do advise you, take this note :
My lord is dead ; Edmund and I have talk'd ;
And more convenient is he for my hand,
Than for your lady's. You may gather more.
Ifyou do find him, fray you, give him this ;
And when your mistress hears thus much from you,
I pray, desire her call her viisdom to her.] This passage, by
a word's being left out, and a word misplaced, and a full stop
put where there should be but a comma, has led all our editors
into a very great mistake ; as will, I hope, appear, when we
proceed a little further in the fame play. The emendation is
as follows :
Therefore I do advise you, * take note of this ;
My lord is dead, &c.
If you so find him, pray you give him this :
i. e. This answer by word of mouth. The editors, not so re
gardful of consistency as they ought to have been, ran away
with the thought that Regan delivered a letter to the steward ;
whereas she only desired him to give or deliver so much by word
of mouth. And by this means another blunder, as egregious
as the former, and arising out of it, presents itself to view in
the same act, scene 9. page 121.
And give the letters, which thou find'st about me,
To Edmund earl of Glo'fter, &c.
Edg. Let's fee these pockets : the letters, that he speaks of,
May be my frieeds.
[Reads the letter.]
Observe, that here is but one letter produced and read, which
is Gonerill's. Had there been one of Regan's too, the audience
no doubt mould have heard it as well as Gonerill's. But it
is plain, from what is amended and explained above, that the
Steward had no letter from Regan, but only a message to be
a The like expression, Ttvtl/tt Night, act ii. sc. 4.—" Sir 7„hy. Challenpe
** mt: tiie duke's youths to st^ht with him j hurt him in eleven plact'3 ; my
" niece stiall take note of it."
delivered
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Than for your lady's. 6 You may gather more.
If you do find him, pray you, give him this ;
And when your mistress hears thus much from you,
I pray, desire her call her wisdom to her.
So fare you well.
If you do chance to hear of that blind traitor,
Preferment falls on him that cuts him osf~.
Stew. 'Would I could meet him, madam ! I should
shew
1 What party I do follow.
Reg. Fare thee well.
•SCENE

VI.

The country near Dover.
Enter Glower, and Edgar as a peasant.
Glo. When shall I come to the top of that same
hill?
Edg. You do climb up it now.
Look, how we
labour.
Glo. Methinks the ground is even.
Edg. Horrible steep :,
Hark, do you hear the sea ?
Glo. No, truly.
Edg. Why then your other senses grow imperfect
By your eyes' anguish.
delivered by word of mouth to Edmund earl of Glo'Jler. So that
it is not to be doubted, but the test passage mould be read thus :
And give the letter, which thou sind'st about me,
To Edmund earl of Glo'fter.
Edg. Let's fee these pockets : the Utter, that he speaks of,
May be my friend.
Thus theAvhole is connected, clear, and consistent. Dr. Grat.
'
You may gather more.] You may infer more than I
have directly told you. Johnson.
7 What party—~\ Quarto, What lady. Johnson.
1 Scene VI.] This scene, and the stratagem by which
Glo'ster is cured of his desperation, are wholly borrowed from
Sidney's Arcadia. Johnson.
Glo:
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Glo. So may it be, indeed.
Methinks, * thy voice is alter'd ; and thou speak'st
In better phrase and matter than thou didst.
Edg. You are much deceiv*d: in nothing am I
chcngM,
But in my garments.
Glo. Methinks, you are better spoken.
Edg. Come on, Sir ; here's the place :—-stand still—
3 How fearful
And dizzy 'tis, to cast one's eyes so low T
The crows and choughs, that wing the midway air,
Shew scarce so gross as beetles : half way down
Hangs one that gathers samphire ; dreadful trade !
Methinks, he seems no bigger than his head.
The fishermen, that walk upon the beach,
Appear like mice ; and yon' tall anchoring bark,
Diminish'd to + her cock ; her cock, a buoy
Almost too small for sight. The murmuring surge,
That on the unnumber'd idle pebbles chafes,
Cannot be heard so high :—I'll look no more ;
Lest my brain turn, and the deficient sight
Topple down headlong.
*
thy voice is alter'd, &c.] Edgar alters his voice la
order to pass afterwards for a malignant spirit. Johnson.
5 ———
Ho.iv fearful
And dizzy 'tis, to cast one's eyes so low .'] This description
has been much admired since the time of Addison, who has re
marked, with a poor attempt at pleasantry, that " he who can
" read it without being giddy, has a very good head, or a
" very bad one." The description is certainly not mean, but
I am far from thinking it wrought to the utmost excellence of
poetry. He that looks from a precipice finds himself assailed
by one great and dreadful image of irresistible destruction. But
this overwhelming idea is dissipated and enfeebled from the in
stant that the mind can restore itself to the observation of par
ticulars, and diffuse its attention to distinct objects. The enu
meration of the choughs and crows, the samphire-man, and the
fishers, counteracts the great effect of the prospect, as it peoples
the desert of intermediate vacuity, and stops the mind in the
rapidity of its descent through emptiness and horror. Johns.
♦
her cock —] Her cock-boat. Johnson.
Gk.
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Glo. Set me where you stand.
Edg. Give me your hand : you are now within a foot
Of the extreme verge : 5 for all beneath the moon
Would I not leap upright.
Glo. Let go my hand.
Here, friend, is another purse ; in it, a jewel
Well worth a poor man's taking. Fairies, and gods,
Prosper it with thee ! Go thou further off;
Bid me farewell, and let me hear thee going.
Edg. Now fare ye well, good Sir.
[Seems to go.
Glo. With all my heart.
Edg. Why do I trifle thus with his despair ?
'Tis done to cure it.
Glo. 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 oppofeless wills,
My snuff, and loathed part of nature, should
Burn itself out. If Edgar live, O bless him !
,
Now, fellow, fare thee well.
[He leaps, and falls along.
Edg. Good Sir, farewell.
,
And yet I know not how conceit may rob
The treasury of life, 6 when life itself
Yields to the theft. Had he been where he thought,
By this, thought had been past.—Alive or dead ?
Ho, you, Sir ! friend ! —Hear you, Sir ?—Speak !
3

far all beneath the moon
Would I not leap upright.] But what danger is in leaping
upright or upwards f He who leaps thus must needs fall again
on his feet upon the place from whence he rose. We should
read,
Would I not leap outright ;
i. e. forward : and then being on the verge of a precipice he
must needs fall headlong. Warburton.
6
when life itself
Yields to the theft.
J When life is willing to be
destroyed. Johnson.
Thus
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1 Thus might he pass, indeed :
yet he revives.
What arc you, Sir ?
Glo. Away, and let me die.
Edg. 8 Hadst thou been aught but gossomer, fea
thers, air,
So many fathom down precipitating,
Thou hadst shiver'd like an egg : but thou dost breathe,
Hast heavy substance; bleed'st not ; speak'st; art sound.
9 Ten masts at each make not the altitude,
Which thou hast perpendicularly fallen.
Thy life's a miracle. Speak yet again.
Glo. But have I fallen, or no ?
Edg. From the dread summit of this 1 chalky bourn :
Look up a-height : —the shrill- gorg'd lark so far
Cannot be seen or heard. Do but look up.
Glo. Alack, I have no eyes.
Is wretchedness depriv'd that benefit,
To end itself by death ? 'Twas yet some comfort,
7 Thus might hi pass, indeed'.—] Thus he might die in reality.
We still use the word pasting bell. Johnson.
8 Hadst thou been aught but c o s s o M E r , feathers, air,] Gojsofnere, the white and cobweb-like exhalations that fly about iu
hot funny weather- Skinner fays, in a book called The French
Gardiner, it signisies the down of the sow-thistle, which is
driven to and fro by the wind :
" As sure some wonder on the cause of thunder,
" On ebb and flood, on goffomer and mist,
" And on all things, till that the cause is wist."
Dr. Gray.
" Ten masts AT EACh make uts the altitude,] So Mr. Pope
found it in the old editions ; and feeing it corrupt, judiciously
corrected it to attacht. But Mr. Theobald restores again the old
nonsense, at each. Warburton.
Mr. Pope's conjecture may stnnd if the word which he use9
were known in our author's time, but I think it is of later in
troduction. We may fay,
Ten masts on end
Johnson.
In Mr. Rowe's edition it is, Ten masts at least. St sevens.
*
. chalky bourn :] Bourn kerns here to signify a hill.
Its common signisication is a brook. Milton in Comus uses
bvsty bourn in the fame fense perhaps with Shakespeare. But in
both authors it may mean only a boundary. Johnson.
Vol. IX.
F f
When
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When misery could beguile the tyrant's rage,
And frustrate his proud will.
Edg. Give me your arm.
Up.—So.—How is't ? Feel you your legs ? You stand.
Glo. Too well, too well.
Edg. This is above all strangeness.
Upon the crown o' the clisf, wnat thing was that
Which parted from you ?
Glo. A poor unfortunate beggar.
Edg. As I stood here below, methought his eyes
Were two full moons ; he had a thousand noses,
Horns welk'd, and wav'd like the enridged sea :
It was some fiend. Therefore, thou happy father,
Think, that 1 the clearest gods, who make them honours
Of mens' impossibilities, have preserved thee.
Glo. I do remember now. Henceforth I'll bear
Affliction, till it do cry out itself,
Enough, enough, and die. That thing you speak of,
I took it for a man ; often 'twould say,
'The fiend, the fiend—He led me to that place.
Edg. 3 Bear free and patient thoughts.
Enter Lear, mad.
But who comes here ?
* The safer sense will ne'er accommodate
His master thus.
Lear.
"
the clearest gods,
] The purest ; the most free from
evil. Johnson.
3 Bear free and patient thoughts.—J To be melancholy is to
have the mind chained down to one painful idea j there is there
fore great propriety in exhorting Glo'ster to fret thoughts, to an
emancipation of his soul from grief and despair. Johnson.
4 The safer sense will ne'er accommodate
His master thus.] Without doubt Shakespeare wrote,
The sober sense,
i. e. while the understanding is in a right frame it will never
thus accommodate its owner ; alluding to Lear's extravagant
dress. Thence he concludes him to be mad. Warburton.
I read
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Lear. No, they cannot touch me for coining : I am
the king himself.
Edg. O thou fide-piercing fight !
Lear. Nature's above art in that respect.—There's
your press-money. * That fellow handles his bow like
a crow-keeper. ' Draw me a clothier's yard. —Look,
look, a mouse ! Peace, peace ;—this piece of toasted
cheese will do't.
There's my gauntlet ; I'll prove it
on a giant.
Bring up the brown bills. 1 O, well
flown, bird ! i' the clout, i' the clout : hewgh.——* Give the word.
Edg. Sweet marjoram.
Lear. Pass.
I read rather, '
The saner fense will ne'er accommodate
His master thus.
" Here is Lear, but he must be mad : his sound or sane fenses
" would never suffer him to be thus disguised." Johnson.
5 That fellow handles his bow like a crow-keeper.] Mr. Pope
in his last edition reads cow-keeper. It is certain we must read
trow-keeper. In several counties to this day, they call a stuffed
sigure, representing a man, and armed with a bow and arrow,
set up to fright the crows from the fruit and corn, a crowkeeper, as well as a scare-crow. Theobald.
This crow-keeper was so common in the author's time, that
it is one of the few peculiarities mentioned by Ortelius in his
account of our island. Johnson.
6 Draw me a clothier's yard.] Perhaps the poet had in his
mind a stanza of the old ballad of Chevy Chace ;
" An arrow of a cloth-yard long,
" Up to the head drew he," &c. Steevens.
7 O, well sown, bird s] Lear is here raving of archery, and
shooting at buts, as is plain by the words f the clout, that is,
the white mark they set up and aim at : hence the phrase, to
hit the white. So that we must read, O, well-sown, Barb ! i.e.
the barbed, or bearded arrow. Warburton.
The author of TheRcvisal thinks there can be no impropriety
in calling an arrow a bird, from the swiftness of its night,
especially when immediately preceded by the words well-sown.
Steevens.
*
Give the word.'] Lear supposes himself in a garrison,
and before he lets Edgar pass, requires the watch-word. Johns.
Ff 2
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Glo. I know that voice.
Lear. 7 Ha! Gonerill! —with a white beard! —*
8 They flattered rrie 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. 9 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 o' their words : they told me
I was every thing ; 'tis a lie, I am not ague-proof.
Glo. 1 The trick of that voice I do well remember :
Is't not the king ?
Lear. Ay, every inch a king.
When I do stare, fee, how the subject quakes.
I pardon that man's life : what was the cause ?
Adultery.
Thou (halt not die. Die for adultery ! No :
The wren goes to't, and the small gilded fly
Does lecher in my fight.
Let copulation thrive, for Glo'ster's bastard son
Was kinder to his father, than my daughters
' — Ha! Gonerill!—wiith a white beard7 ] So reads the
folio, properly ; the quarto, whom the later editors have fol
lowed, has, Ha! Gonerill, ha! Regan! they flattered me, &c.
which is not so forcible. Johnson.
8 — They flattered me like a dog ;—] They played the spaniel
to me. Joh nson.
s
When the'rain came to itiet me, &c.] This seems to be
an allusion to king Canute's behaviour when his courtiers
flattered him as lord of the sea. Steevens.
1 The trick of that 'voice ] Trick (fays Sir Tho. Hanmer)
is a word frequently used for the air, or that peculiarity in a
face, 'voice, or gesture, which distinguijhes it from ethers.
1
believe that the meaning of the word trick has hitherto been
misunderstood. To trick means the fame as to trace lightly ; and
'is a phrase peculiar to drawing. The tricking is the sirst light
out-line.—He hath the trick (i. e. faint out-line) of Cœur de
Lion's face, is a very proper expression; 'but I am afraid it
wants something of that propriety when it is applied to a voice.
Steevens.
Got
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Cot 'tween the lawful sheets.
To't, luxury, pell-mell ; for I lack soldiers.
Behold yond simpering dame,
* Whose face between her forks presages snow ;
That minces virtue, and does shake the head
To hear of pleasure's name.
3 The sitchew, + nor the soyled 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 is the sulphurous pit, burning, scalding, stench,
consumption. Fie, fie, fie ! pah, pah !
Give me an ounce of civet, good apothecary,
To sweeten my imagination ! there's money for thee.
Glo. O, let me kiss that hand !
Lear. Let me wipe it first ; it smells of mortality.
Glo. O ruin'd piece of nature ! This great world
Shall so wear out to nought. —Dost thou know me ?
Lear. I remember thine eyes well enough. Dost
thou squiny at me ? No, do thy worst, blind Cupid ;
I'll not love. Read thou this challenge ; mark but
the penning of it.
Glo. Were all the letters funs, I could not fee one.
* Whese face between her forks—] i. e. Her hand held before
her face in sign of modesty, with the fingers spread out, forky.
Warburton.
I believe that the forks were two prominences of the ruff
rising on each side of the face. Johnson.
3 The fitchew,
] A polecat. Pope.
*
nor the soyled horse,—] I read sailed horse. Warb.
Soiled horse is probably the fame as pampered horle, un cheval
faiilc. Johnson.
Soyled horse is a term used for a horse that has been fed with
hay and corn in the stable during the winter, and is turned out
in the spring to take the first fluth of grass, or has it cut and
carried in to him. This at once cleanses the animal, and sills
him with blood. Steevens.
Ff 3
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Edg. I would not take this from report: —it is,
And my heart breaks at it.
Lear. Read.
Glo. What, with this case of eyes ?
Lear. Oh, ho, are you there with me ? No eyes
in your head, nor no money in your purse ? Your
eyes are in a heavy case, your purse in a light : yet
you see how this world goes.
Glo. I lee it feelingly.
Lear. What, art mad ? A man may see how this
worid goes, with no eyes. Look with thine ears : see,
how yon justice rails upon yon simple thief. Hark
in thine ear, Change places, and handy-dandy, which
is the justice, which is the thief? Thou hast seen a
farmer's dog bark at a beggar.
Glo. Ay, Sir,
Lear. And the creature run from the cur. There
thou might'st behold the great image of authority : a
dog's obey'd in office.-.
Thou rascal beadle, hold thy bloody hand :
Why dost thou lash that whore ? strip thy own back ;
Thou hotly lust'st to use her in that kind,
For which thou whipp'st her. The usurer hangs the
cozener.
Through tatter'd cloaths small vices do appear ;
s 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 doth pierce it.
None does offend, none, I fay, none ; 6 I'll able 'em :
5 Robes and furr'd gowns bide all.
] From tide all to
accuser's lips, the whole passage is wanting in the first edition,
being added, I suppose, at his revisal. Johnson.
' —.— /'// abfe 'em :] Au old phrase signifying to qualify, or
uphold them. So Scogan, contemporary with Chaucer, fays,
M Set all my life after thyne ordinance,
*f And able me to mercie or thou deme."
But the Oxford Editor alters it to absolve. Warburton.
So Chapman, in his comedy of The Widow 'j Tears, 1612.
ff Admitted! ay, into her heart, and I'11able it" Steevens.
Take
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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.
Now, now, now, now. Pull off my boots : —harder,
harder.—So.
Edg. O matter and impertinency mixt :
Reason in madness !
Lear. If thou wilt weep my fortunes, take my eyes.
I know thee well enough ; thy name is Glo'ster :
Thou must be patient ; we came crying hither :
7 Thou know'st, the first time that we smell the air,
We wawle and cry.—I will preach to thee ; — mark—
Glo. Alack, alack the day !
Lear. When we are born, we cry, that we are come
To this great stage of fools.—8 This a good block ! —It were a delicate stratagem to shoe
A troop of horse with felt : I'll put it in proof >
And
7 Thou kxo-iv'st, thesirst time that ixie smell the air,
We vuawle and cry.
" Vagituq; locum lugubri complet, ut æquum est
*' Cui tanturn in vita restat tranlire malorum." Lucrttius.
Steevens.
*
This a good block !} I do not see how this block corre
sponds either with his foregoing or following train of thoughts.
Madmen think not wholly at random. I would read thus, a
good stock. Flocks are wool moulded together. The sentence
then follows properly :
It were a delicate stratagem to Jhoe
A troop of horse with felt ;
i, e. with flocks kneaded to a mass, a practice I believe some
times used in former ages, for it is mentioned in Ariosto;
" — Fece nel cader strepito quanto
** Avesse avuto sotto i piedi il feltro."
It is very common for madmen to catch an accidental hint,
and strain it to the purpose predominant in their minds. Lear
picks up a stock, and immediately thinks to surprize his enemies
by a troop of horse (hod with stocks orfelt. Yet block may Hand,
if we suppose that the sight of a block put him in mind of
mounting his horse. Johnson.
This a good block ?— ] Dr. Johnson's explanation of
this passage is very ingenious; but, I believe, there is no
Ff4
occasion
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And when I have stolen upon these sons-in-law,
Then kill, kill, kill, kill, kill, kill.
Enter a Gentleman., with attendants.
Gent. O, here he is ; lay hand upon him.—Sir,
Your most dear daughter
Lear. No rescue P What, a prisoner ? I am even
The natural fool of fortune.
Use me well,
You mall have ransom. Let me have a surgeon,
I am cut to the brains.
occasion to adopt it, as the speech itself, or at least the action
which should accompany it, will furnish all the connection which
he has sought from an extraneous circumstance. Upon the
king's saying, / .will preach to thee, the poet seems to have
meant him to pull osf his hat, and keep turning it and feeling
Jt, in the attitude of one of the preachers of those times (whom
I have seen so represented in old prints) till the idea of felt,
which the good hat or block was made of, raises the stratagem
in his brain of shoeing a troop of horse with a substance soft as
that which he held and moulded between his hands. This
makes him start from his preachment.
Block anciently signi
fied the head part of the hat, or the thing on which a hat is
formed, and sometimes the hat itself.
See Much ado, &c.
" He weares his faith but as the fashion of his bat ; it
" changes with the next bled."
See Beaumo.it and Fletcher's Wit at several Weapons;
" I am so haunted with this broad-brim'd hat
" Of the last progress block, with the young hatband."
Greene, in his Defence of Conny-catching, 1592, describing a
neat companion, says, " he weareth a hat of a high block:, and
♦* a broad brimme.'
So in The Revenger's Tragedy, 1609.
" His head will be made serve a bigger block."
So in Decker's Honest Whore, 1 63 5.
"
we have blocks for all heads,"
Again, in Green's Tu ^uoque, 1599.
"
Where did you buy your felt ?
" Nay, never laugh, for you're in the fame block."
Again, in Laiv Tricks, Sec. 1 608, " I cannot keep a block
** private, but every citizen's son thrusts his head into it."
Again, in Hstriomastix, 16 10.
" Your hat is of a better block than mine."
Again, in The Martial Maid of Beaumont and Fletcher,
" Tho' now your block-head be cover'd with a Spanish
f Hock." Stebvens.
Gent,
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Gent. You shall have any thing.
Lear. No seconds? All myself?
Why, this would make a man, 1 a man of salt,
To use his eyes for garden water-pots,
And laying autumn's dust. —I will die bravely,
Like a smug bridegroom. What? I will be jovial.
Come, come, I am a king, my masters ; know you
that ?
Gent. You are a royal one, and we obey you.
Lear. * Then there's life in't. Nay, come, an*
you get it,
You shall get it by running. Sa, sa, sa, sa.
[Exit.
Gent. A sight most pitisul in the meanest wretch ;
Past speaking of in a king ! Thou hast one daughter,
Who redeems nature from the general curse
Which twain have brought her to.
Edg. Hail, gentle Sir.
Gent. Sir, speed you. What's your will ?
Edg. Do you hear aught, Sir, of a battle toward ?
Gent. Most sure, and vulgar : every one hears that,
Which can distinguish sound.
Edg. But by your favour,
How near's the other army ?
Gent. Near, and on speedy foot : 3 the main descry
Stands on the hourly thought.
Edg. I thank you, Sir : that's all.
Gent. Though that the queen on special cause is
here,
Her army is mov'd on.
Edg. I thank you, Sir.
[Exit Gent.
Glo. You ever gentle gods, take my breath from me;
1
, a man of salt,'] Would make a man melt away
like salt in wet weather. Johnson.
1 Then there's life in't.
} The case is not yet desperate.
Johnson.
> —— the main descry
Stands on the hourly thought. ] The main body is expefied to
be defersd every hour. The expression is harsh. Johnson.
Let
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Let not my worser spirit tempt me again
To die before you please !
Edg. Well pray you, father.
Glo. Now, good Sir, what are you ?
Edg. A most poor man, made tame to fortune's
blows ;
4 Who, by the art of known and feeling sorrows,
Am pregnant to good pity. Give me your hand,
I'll lead you to some biding.
Glo. Hearty thanks :
The bounty and the benizon of heaven
To boot, and boot U
—
Enter Steward.
Stew. A proclaim'd prize I Most happy !
That eyeless head of thine was first fram'd flesh,
To raise my fortunes.^—Thou old unhappy traitor,
5 Briefly thyself remember.---The sword is out
That must destroy thee.
Glo. Now let thy friendly hand
Put strength enough to it.
[Edgar opposes.
Stew. Wherefore, bold peasant,
Dar'st thou support a pnblish'd traitor ? Hence,
Lest that the infection of his fortune take
Like hold on thee. Let go his arm.
Edg. Chill not let go, Zir, without vurthur 'casion.
Stew. Let go, slave, or thou dy'st.
Edg. Good gentleman, 6 go your gait, and let poor
* Who, by the art of known and feeling sorrows,] i. e. Sor
rows past and present ; but the Oxford Editor loses all this fense
by altering it to,
knowing and feeling. Warburton.
5 Briefly thyself remember.. ] i. e. Quickly recollect the past
offences of thy life, and recommend thyself to heaven. Warb.
6
go your gait, ——] Gang your gate is a common ex
pression in the North. In the last rebellion, when the Scotch
soldiers had finished their exercise, instead of our word of dismilsion, their term was, gang your gaits. Stl evens.
volk
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volk pass. And 'chud ha' been zwagger'd out of my
life, 'twould not ha' been zo long as 'tis by a vortnight.
Nay, come not near the old man ; keep out, i' che
vor^ye, or ise try whether 8 your costard or my bat be
the harder : chill be plain with you.
Stew. Out, dunghill!
Edg. Chill pick your teeth, Zir. Come, » no matter
vor your foyns.
[Edgar knocks him down.
Stew, Slave, thou hast slab me :—villain, take my
purse,
If ever thou wilt thrive, bury my body ;
And give the letter, which thou find'st about me,
To Edmund earl of Glo'ster ; seek him out
Upon the English party :—-^Oh, untimely death,
death !——
[Dies.
Edg. I know thee well : a serviceable villain ;
As duteous to the vices of thy mjstress,
As badness would desire.
Glo. What, is he dead ?
Edg. Sit you down, father rest you.
Let's fee these pockets : the letters, that he speaks of,
May be my friend.
He's dead : I am only sorry
He had no other death's-man
Let us fee —
Leave, gentle wax ; and, manners, blame us not :
f To know our enemies' minds, we'd rip their hearts ;
Their papers are more lawful.
7
ehe -vor'ye, ] / <warn you. Edgar counterfeits the
western dialect. Johnson.
' —-jour costard.—] Costard, i.e. Head. Steevens.
9
no matter nor your Joins.
«.] To foyn, is to make what we
call a feint in fencing. Shakefp
speare often uses the word.
Steevens.
1 7« know our enemies minds, tue rip their hearts ;
Their papers are more lawful.] T.his is darkly expressed :
the meaning is, Our enemies are put upon the rack, and torn
jn pieces to extort confession of their secrets; to tear open their
letters is more lawful. Warburton.
The quarto reads, we'd rip their hearts, and so I have printed
it. Steevens.
Reads
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Reads the letter.
J^ E T our reciprocal vows be remembered. You have
many opportunities to cut him off: if your will
want not, time and place will be fruitfully offered. There
is nothing done, if be return the conqueror. Then am
I the prisoner; and his bed my gaol; from the loathed
warmth whereof deliver me, and supply the place for
your labour.
Tour (wife, so I would say) affectionate servant,
Gonerill.
■ Oh, undistinguish'd space of woman's will !
A plot upon her virtuous husband's life ;
And the exchange my brother ! Here, in the sands
3 Thee I'll rake up, the post unsanctified
Of murd'rous lechers : and, in the mature time,
With this ungracious paper strike the fight
Of * the death-practis'd duke. For him 'tis well
That of thy death and business I can tell.
[Exit Edgar, removing the body.
Glo. The king is mad : how stisf is my vile fense,
That I stand up, J and have ingenious feeling
* Ob, undiftinguijh'dspace of woman's wit !] So the first quarto
reads, but the first folio better, will. I have no idea of the
meaning of the first reading, but the other is extremely satirical ;
the variant W mutabile semper, of Virgil, more strongly and
happily expressed the mutability of a woman's will, which is
so sudden, that there is no space or distance between the present
will and the next. Honest Sancho explains this thought with
infinite humour, Entre el si y el no de la muger, no me atreveria
yo a poncr una punla a"Alfiler, Between a woman's yes and no /
would not undertake to tbrujs a pin's point. Warburton.
3 Tbte I'll rake up,
] I'll cover thee. In Staffordshire, to
rake the fire, is to cover it with fuel for the night. Johnson.
♦ — the dcatb-praais'd duke.—] The duke of Albany, whose
death is machinated by practice or treason. Johnson.
5
and have ingenious feeling'] Ingenious seeling signifies a
feeling from an understanding not disturbed or disordered, but
which, representing things as they are, makes the fense of pain
the more exquisite. Warburton,
Of
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Of my huge sorrows ! Better I were distract,
So should my thoughts be 6 severM from my griefs,
[Drum afar off.
And woes, by wrong imaginations, lose ' •
The knowledge of themselves.
Re-enter Edgar.
Edg. Give me your hand.
Far off, methinks, I hear the beaten drum.
Come, father, I'll bestow you with a friend. [Exeunt.
SCENE

VII.

A tent in the French camp.
Enter Cordelia, Kent, and Physician.
Cor. O, thou good Kent, how (hall I live, and work,
To match thy goodness ? My life will be too short,
And 1 every measure fail me.
Kent. To be acknowledg'd, madam, is o'erpaid.
All my reports go with the modest truth ;
Nor more, nor dipt, but so.
Cor. 1 Be better suited :
3 These weeds are memories of those worser hours ;
I pr'ythee, put them off.
Kent. Pardon, dear madam ;
Yet to be known, ♦ shortens my made intent ;
My
6
sever'*/ —] The quartos read fenced. Steevens.
'
. every measure fail me..] All good wliich I shall allot
thee, or measure out to thee, will be scanty. Johnson.
1 Be belter suited :] i. e. Be better drest, put on a better suit
of cloaths. Steevens.
3 These weeds are memories cf those worser hours ;J Memories,
i. e. Memorials, remembrancers. Shakespeare uses the words
in the fame fense, As you like it, act ii. scene 3.
" Oh, my sweet master ! O you mtmory
" Of old Sir Rowland!"
Steevens.
* —1
jhortens my made intent ;] There is a dissonancy of
terms in made intent ; one implying the idea of a thing done,
the
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My boon I make it, that you know me not,
Till time and I think meet.
Cor. Then be it so, my good lord.
How does the king ?
[To the Physician.
Ptys. Madam, sleeps still.
Cor. O you kind gods !
Cure this great breach in his abused nature !
The untun'd and jarring senses, O, wind up
5 Of this child-changed father !
Pbys. So please your majesty,
That we may wake the king ? he hath slept long.
Cor. Be govern'd by your knowledge, and proceed
I' the sway of your own will. Is he array'd ?
Lear is brought in in a chair.
Gent. 6 Ay, madam ; in the heavinesi of sleep,
We put fresh garments on him.
Pbys. Be by, good madam, when we do awake him .t
I doubt not of his temperance.
Cor. 7 Very well.
Pbys. Please you draw near.—Louder the music
there !
the other, undone. I suppose Shakespeare wrote laid intent,
i. e. projected. Warhurton.
An intent made, is an intent formed. So we fay in common
language, to make a defign, and to make a resolution. Johns.
5 Of this child-changed father!] i.e. Changed to a child bjr
his years and wrongs ; or perhaps, reduced to this condition by
his children. Steevb*'«.
6 Ay, madam, &c.J The folio gives these four lines to a
Gentleman. One of the quartos (they were both printed in the
fame year, and for the fame printer) gives the two first to the
Doctor, and the two next to Kent. The other quarto appro
priates the two first to the Doctor, and the two following ones
to a Gentleman. I have given the two first, which best belong
to an attendant, to the Gentleman in waiting, and the other
two to the Phyfician, on account of the caution contained in
them, which is more suitable to his profession. Steevens.
7 Very well.] This and the following line I have restored
from the quartos. Steevens.
Cor.
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Cor. O my dear father ! 8 Restoration, hang
Thy medicine on my lips ; and let this kiss
Repair those violent harms that my two sisters
Have in thy reverence made !
[Kijses him.
Kent. Kind and dear princess !
Cor. Had you not been their father, these white
flakes
Had challeng'd pity of them. Was this a face,
To be expos'd against the warring winds ?
To stand against the deep dread-bolted thunder ?
In the most terrible and nimble stroke
Of quick, cross lightning ? 9 To watch (poor perdu)
With this thin helm ? 1 Mine enemy's dog,
Though he had bit me, should have stood that night
* ————— Restoration, hang
Thy medicine on my lips ;.———] This is fine. She invokes
the goddess of health, Hygieia, under the name of Restauration,
to make her the minister of her rites, in this holy ossice of re
covering her father's lost fenses. Warburton.
Restoration is no more than recovery personified. Steevens.
9
, To -watch poor perdue :
With this thin helm ?] It ought to be readand pointed thus,
' To watch, poor perdu !
With this thin helm ?——
The allusion is to the forlorn-hope, in an army, which are put
upon desperate adventures, and called in French enfant perdus ;
slie therefore calls her father poor perdu ; perdue, which is the
common reading, being the feminine. These enfant perdue
being always slightly and badly armed, is the reason that lhe
adds, With this thin helm ? i.e. bareheaded. Warburton.
Dr. Warburton's explanation of the word perdu is just, tho*
the latter part of his assertion has not the least foundation.
Paulus Jovms, speaking of the body of men who were anciently
sent on this desperate au venture, says, " Hos ab immoderate
" fortitudine perditos vocant, et in summo honore atque admi*• ratione habent." It is not likely that those who deserved so
well of their country for exposing themselves to certain danger,
fliould be sent out, summa admiratione, and yet slightly and
badly armed. Stbevens.
1
Mine enemy 't dog,'] Thus the folio. Both the quartos
read, Mine injurious dog. Possibly the pact wrote, Mine
injurtr's dog. Stekvens.
Against
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Against my fire. And wast thou fain, poor father,
To hovel thee with swine, and rogues forlorn,
In short and musty straw ? Alack, alack !
'Tis wonder, that thy life and wits, at once,
* Had not concluded all.— He wakes ; speak to him.
Pbys. Madam, do you ; 'tis fittest.
Cor. How does my royal lord ? How fares your
majesty ?
Lear. You do me wrong to take me out o' 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.
Cor. Sir, do you know me ?
Lear. You are a spirit, I know.—When did you die ?
Cor. Still, still, far wide! —
Phys. He's scarce awake ; let him alone awhile.
Lear. Where have I been ? Where am I ? Fair
day-light ?
3 I am mightily abus'd.—I should even die with pity,
To see another thus.—I know not what to fay.
I will not swear these are my hands : —let's fee,
I feel this pin prick. 'Would I were assur'd
Of my condition.
Cor. O look upon me, Sir,
And hold your hand in benediction o'er me.—
* No, Sir, you must not kneel.
Lear.
1 Had not concluded all.
] All what? we should read
and point it thus :
Had not concluded.—Ah !
An exclamation on perceiving her father wake. Warb.
The plain construction is this : It is wonder that the wits and
life had not all ended. Johnson.
3 I am mightily abus'd.
] I am strangely imposed on by
appearances ; I am in a strange mist of uncertainty. Johnson.
♦ No, Sir, you must not kneel.] This circumstance I find in
the old play on the fame subject, apparently written by another
hand, and published before any edition of Shakespeare's tragedy
had made its appearance. As it is always dissicult to fay
whether
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Lear. Pray, do not mock me :
I am a very foolish fond old man,
Fourscore and upward ;
Not an hour more or less : and, to deal plainly,
5 I fear, I am not in my perfect mind.
Methinks, I should know you, and know this man ;
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.
Cor. And so I am ; I am.
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.
Cor. No cause, no cause.
Lear. Am I in France ?
Kent. In vour own kingdom, Sir.
Lear. Do not abuse me.
Phys. Be comforted, good madam : the great rage,
You see, 6 is cur'd in him. [7 And yet 'tis danger
8 To make him even o'er the time he has lost.]
whether these accidental resemblances proceed from imitation,
or a similarity of thinking on the fame occasion, I can only
point out this to the reader, to whose determination I leave the
question. Steevens.
3 I fear, / am not in my perfect mind.] The quarto reads,
I fear, I am not perfect in my mind. Johnson.
So one of the quartos. The other reads according to the
present text. Steevers.
6 .
is cur'd ] Thus the quartos. The folio reads,
•
is kill'd.
Steevens.
7 And, yet, &c.] This is not in the folio. Johnson.
* To make him even o'er the time ] i. e. To reconcile it
to his apprehension. Warburton.
Vol. IX.
Gg
Desire
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Desire him to go in ; trouble him no more,
Till further settling.
• Cor. WiH't please your highness walk ?
Lear. You muit bear with me.;
Pray you now, forget and. forgive : I am old and
foolish.
[Exeunt Lear, Cordelia, Physician, and Attendants.
[Gent. 9 Holds it true, Sir, * ; .
That the duke of Cornwall was so slain ?
Kent. Most certain, Sir.
Gent. Who is conductor of his people ?
Kent. As it is said, the bastard son of Glo'stcr.
Gent. They say Edgar,
His banish'd son, is with the earl of Kent
In Germany.
Kent. Report is changeable.
'Tis time to look about ; the powers o' the kingdom
Approach apace.
Gent. The arbitrement is like to be bloody.
Fare you well, Sir.
{Exit.
Kent. My point and period will be throughly
wrought,
Or well, or ill, as this day's battle's fought.] [Exit.

9 What is printed in crotchets is not in the folio. It is
at least proper, if not necessary ; and was omitted by the
author, I suppose, for no other reason than to shorten the re
presentation. Jo>JfJsON.
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I.

The camp of the BritiJh forces, near Dover.
Enter, with drums and colours, Edmund, Regan,
Gentlemen, and Soldiers.
Edmund.
KNOW of the duke, if his last purpose hold;
Or whether since he is advis'd by aught
To change the course. He's full 1 of alteration,
And self-reproving: — bring 1 his constant pleasure.
Reg. Our sister's man is certainly miscarry'd.
Edm. 'Tis to be doubted, madam.
Reg. 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 ?
Edm. In honour'd love.
[Reg. 3 But have you never found my brother's way
To the + fore-fended place ?
Edm. That thought abuses you.
'

of alteration,] One of the quartos reads,
of abdication. Ste evens.
1
his constant pleasure.] His settled resolution. Johns.
3 But have you never, &c.] The first and last of these speeches,
.printed in .crotchets, are inserted in Sir Thomas Hanmer's,
Theobald's, and Dr. Warburton's editions ; the two inter
mediate ones, which were omitted in all others, I have restored
from the old quartos, 1608. Whether they were left out
thro' negligence, or because the imagery contained in them might
be thought too luxuriant, I cannot determine ; but sure a material
injury is done to the character of the Bastard by the omission ;
for he is made to deny that flatly at first, which the poet only
meant to make him evade, or return flight answers to, till he
is urged so far as to be obliged to shelter himself under an im
mediate falshood. Steevens.
*
fore-fended place?] .Fore-fended means prohibited,
forbidden. Steevens.
G g 2
Reg.
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Reg. I am doubtful, that you have been conjunct;
And + bosom'd with her, as far as we call hers.
Edm. No, by mine honour, madam.]
Reg. I never shall endure her : dear my lord,
Be not familiar with her.
Edm. Fear me not.
She, and the duke her husband
Enter Albany, Gonertll, and Soldiers.
Gon. I had rather lose the battle, than that sister
Should loosen him and me.
[Aside.
Alb. Our very loving sister, well be-met.
5 Sir, this I hear; the king is come to his daughter,
With others, whom the rigour of our state
Forc'd to cry out. [Where I could not be honest,
I never yet was valiant : for this business,
It toucheth us, as France invades our land,
Not
*
lofom'd with her,—] Bofom'd is used in this fense by
Heywood, in The Fair Maid of the West, 1631 ;
" We'll crown our hopes and wishes with more pomp
" And sumptuous cost, than Priam did his son
" That night he besom'd Helen." Steevens.
5 Sir, this I bear,—to—make oppese,—] This is a very plain
speech, and the meaning is, The king and others whom we
have opposed are come to Cordelia. I could never be valiant
but in a just quarrel. We must distinguish; it is just in one
fense and unjust in another. As France invades our land I am
concerned to repel him, but as he holds, entertains, aud sup
ports the king, and others whom I fear many just and heavy
causes make, or compel, as it were, to oppofe us, I esteem it un
just to engage against them. This speech, thus interpreted ac
cording to the common reading, is likewise very necessary ; for
otherwise Albany, who is characterised as a man of honour and
observer of justice, gives no reason for going to war with those,
whom he owns had been much injured under the countenance
of his power. Notwithstanding this, Mr. Theobald, by an uaaccoun table turn of thought, reads the fourth line thus,
I never yet was valiant: fore this business, &c.
puts the two last lines in a parenthesis, and then paraphrases the
whole in this manner. " Sir, it concerns me (tho' not the
" king
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6 Not holds the king ; with others, -whom, I fear,
Most just and heavy causes make oppose.
Edm. Sir, you speak nobly.]
Reg. Why is this reason'd ?
Gon. Combine together 'gainst the enemy :
7 For these domestic and particular broils
8 Are not to question here.
Alb. Let us then determine
With the ancient of war on our proceeding.
[Edm. I shall attend you presently at your tent.]
Reg. Sister, you'll go with us ?
Gon. No.
Reg. 'Tis most convenient : pray you, go with us.
Gon. [Aside.] Oh, ho, I know the riddle : I will go.
As they are going out, enter Edgar disguised.
Edg. If e'er your grace had speech with man so
poor,
Hear me one word.
Alb. I'll overtake you.
Speak.
[Exeunt Edm. Reg. Gon. and Attendants.
Edg. Before you fight the battle, ope this letter.
If you have victory, let the trumpet found
For him that brought it. Wretched though I seem,
" king and the discontented party) to question about your
" interest in our sister, and the event of the war." What he
means by this I am not able to sind out; but he gives a reason
why his reading and fense should be preferred. And Regan and
Gonerill in their replies seem both apprehensive that this subject
vuas coming into debate. Now all that we can collect from their
replies is, that they were apprehensive he was going to blame
their cruelty to Lear, Glo'Iter, and others ; which it is plain,
from the common reading and the fense of the last line, he was.
Most just and heavy causes make oppose.
Wars.
* Not holds the king ;
] The quartos read holds. Steev.
7 For the domeflie and particular broils'] This is the reading
of the folio. The quartos have it,
For these domestic doore particulars. Steevens.
* Are not to question here.] Thus the quartos. The folio read*,
Are not the question here. Steevens.
G g 1
I can
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I can produce a champion, that will prove
What is avouched there. If you miscarry,
Your business of the world hath so an end,
And machination ceases. Fortune love you !
Alb. Stay till I have read the letter.
Edg. I was forbid it.
When time shall serve, let but the herald cry,
And I'll appear again.
[Exit.
Alb. Why, fare thee well : I will o'erlook thy paper.
Re-enter Edmund.
Edm. 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 urg'd on you.
Alb. 7 We will greet the time.
[Exit.
Edm. 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 enjoy'd,
If both remain alive. To take the widow,
Exasperates, makes mad her sister Gonerill ;
And hardly shall I 8 carry out my side,
Her husband being alive. Now then, we'll use
His countenance for the battle ; which being done,
Let her, who would be rid of him, devise
His speedy taking off. As for the mercy
Which he intends to Lear and to Cordelia,—
The battle done, and they within our power,
6 Here is the guess, &c.] The modern editors read, Hard is
the guess. So the quartos. But had the discovery been diligent,
the guess could not have proved so dissicult. I have given the
true reading from the folio. Steevens.
7 We will greet the time.] We will be ready to meet the.
occasion. Johnson.
8
carry out my fide,] Bring my purpose to a successful
issue, to completion. Side seems here to have the fense of the
French word partie, in frendre portie, to take his resolution.
Johnson.
They
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They shall never see his pardon : » for my state
Stands on me to defend, not to debate.
[Exit.
SCENE

II.

A field between the two camps.
Alarum within. Enter, with drum and colours, Lear,
Cordelia, and Soldiers over the stage, and exeunt.
* Enter Edgar and Glo'ster.
Edg. Here, father, take the shadow of this tree
For your good host ; pray, that the right may thrive.
If ever I return to you again,
I'll bring you comfort.
Glo. Grace go with you, Sir !
[Exit Edgar.
[Alarum, and retread within.
Re-enter Edgar.
Edg. Away, old man, give me thy hand, away :
King Lear hath lost, he and his daughter ta'en :
Give me thy hand. Come on.
Glo. No further, Sir : a man may rot even here.
Edg. What, in ill thoughts again ?
Men must
endure
Their going hence, even as their coming hither.
» Ripeness is all. Come on.
Glo. And that's true too.
[Exeunt.
9

for my state
Stands on me, &c.] I do not think that for stands in this
place as a word of inference or causality. The meaning is
rather : Such is my determination concerning Lear ; as for my state
it requires now, not deliberation, but defence and support.
Johnson.
1 The reader, who is carious to know how far Shakespeare
was indebted to the Arcadia, will find a chapter entitled,
" The pitifull State and.Storie of the Paphlagonian unkinde
" King, and his kinde So,nne ; first related by the Sonne, then
" by the blind father." P. 141. edit. 1590. quarto. Steev.
* Ripeness ifall.-—] L e. To be ready, prepared, is all. Stekv.
Gg4
SCENE
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Enter in conquest, with drum and colours, Edmund ;
Lear and Cordelia, as prisoners ; Soldiers, Captain.
Edm. Some officers take them away. Good guard,
Until their greater pleasures first be known
That are to censure them.
Cor. We are not the first,
Who, with best meaning, have incurr'd the worst.
For thee, oppressed king, am I cast down ;
Myself could else out-frown false fortune's frown.
—Shall we not fee these daughters, and these sisters ?
Lear. NOj no, no, no ! Come, let's away to prison :
We two alone will sing, like birds i' the cage.
When thou dost aslc 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 ;
1 And take upon us the mystery of things,
As if we were God's spies. And we'll wear out,
In a wall'd prison, 1 packs and sects of great ones,
That ebb and flow by the moon.
Edm. Take them away.
Lear. 3 Upon such sacrifices, my Cordelia,
The gods themselves throw incense. Have I caught
thee ?
He
1 Aud take upon's ibe mystery of things,
s.s if we were God's spies.—] As if we were angels commissicned to survey and report the lives of men, and were coniequently endowed with the power of prying into the original
motives of action and the mylleries of conduct. Johnson.
1
packs and seels
] Packs is used for combinations or
collection, as is a pack of cards. For seels I think sets might be
more commodioufly read. So we fay, affairs are nav managed
by a new set. Seff, however, may well itand. Johnson.
3 Upon such sacrifices, my Cordelia,
'The gods themselves tbrcw incense.
] The thought is
exti emely noble, and expressed in a sublime of imagery that
Seneca
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He that parts us, shall bring a brand from heaven,
* And fire us hence, like foxes. Wipe thine eyes ;
5 The goujeers shall devour them, 6 flesh and fell,
Ere they shall make us weep : we'll fee them stared first.
Come.
[Exeunt Lear and Cordelia guarded.
Edm. Come hither, captain. Hark.
Take thou this note ; go, follow them to prison :
One step I have advanc'd thee ; if thou dolt
As this instructs thee, thou dost make thy way
To noble fortunes. Know thou this
that men
Are as the time is : to be tender-minded
Seneca sell short of on the like occasion. " Ecce spectaculum
" dignum ad quod respiciat, intentus operi fuo deus : ecce par
" deo dignum, vir fortis cum mala fortuna compositus."
*
Warburton.
* Andsire us hence, like foxes.
] There is, I believe, some
allusion in this passage which I do not clearly understand. A
thought not unlike it, occurs in Webster's Dutches1 of Malfj,
1623:
" Some falling out among the cardinals.
" These factions among great men, they are like
" Foxes, when their heads are divided
" They carry sir»-in their tails, and all the country
" About them goes to wreck for't."
I have been since informed that it is usual to smoke foxes out of
their holes. Steevbns.
5 The goujeers Jhall devour them,
] The goujeret, L e.
Morhus Gallicus. Gouge, Fr. signisies one of the common
women attending a camp ; and as that disease was sirst dispersed
over Europe by the French army, and the women who followed
it, the sirst name it obtained among us was the gougeriet, i. c
the disease of the gouges. Hanmer.
6
siejh and fell,] Flesh and skin. Johnson.
siejh and fell,] So Skelton's works, page 257.
" Nakyd asyde
" Neither siejh nor fill."
Chaucer uses fell and bones for Jkin and bones :
" And said that he and all his kinne at once,
" Were worthy to be brent with fell and bone."
Troilus and Creffeide.
Dr. Grat.
Does
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Does .not become a sword. ?Thy great employment
Wjll not bear question ; either say thou'lt do't,
Or thrive by other means.
a. Capt. I'll do't, my lord.
Edtn. About it, and write happy, when thou'st
done.
Mark, I fay, instantly ; and carry it so,
As I have set it down.
Capt. % I cannot draw a cart, nor eat dry'd oats ;
If itr be man's work, I will do it.
[Exit Capt.
Flourish.

Enter Albany, Gonerill, Regan, and Soldiers.

AH. Sir, you have (hewn to-day your valiant strain,
And fortune led you well : you have the captives,
Who were the opposites of this day's strife :
We do require them of you ;. so to use them,
As we shall find their merits and our safety
May equally determine.
Edm. Sir, 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 bosoms on his side,
9 And turn our imprest lances in our eyes,
7

Thy great employment
Will not bear question ;
] Mr. Theobald could not let
this alone, but would alter it to
.— My great employment,
Because (he says) the person spoken to was of no higher degree
than a captain. But he mistakes the meaning of the words.
By great employment was meant the eommistion given him for the
murder; and this, the Bastard tells us afterwards, was signed
by Gonerill and himself. Which was sussicient to make this
captain unaccountable for the execution. Warburton.
8 / cannot draw, &c.] These two lines 1 have restored from
the old quarto. Steevews.
9 And turn our imprest lances in our eyes,] i. e. Turn the
lattnce-mai which are prej's'dimo our service, against us.
Steevens.
'
Which
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Which do command them. With him I sent the
queen ;
My reason all the same ; and they are ready
To-morrow, or at further space, to appear
Where you shall hold your session.
[1 At this time
We sweat and bleed : the friend hath lost his friend ;
And the best quarrels, in the heat, are curs'd
By those that feel their sharpness :
The question of Cordelia, and her father,
1 Requires a fitter place.]
Alb. Sir, by your patience,
I hold you but a subject of this war,
Not as a brother.
Reg. That's as we list to grace him.
Methinks, our pleasure might have been demanded,
Ere you had spoke so far. He led our powers ;
3 Bore the commission of my place and person ;
* The which immediacy may well stand up,
And call itself your brother.
Gon. Not so hot :
1 In his own grace he doth exalt himself,
More than in your advancement.
Reg. In my rights,
By me invested, he compeers the best.
Alb. That were the most, if he should husband you.
Reg. Jesters do oft prove prophets.
Gon. Holla, holla f
That eye, that told you so, look'd but a-squint.
Reg. Lady, I am not well ; else I should answer
1 At this time, Sec.] This passage, well worthy of restoration,
is omitted in the folio. Johnson.
1 Requires a sitter place.] i. e. The determination of the
question, what fhall.be done with Cordelia and her father,
fiiould be reserved for greater privacy. Steevens.
1 Bore the commijjion of—] Commission, for authority. Warb.
* The which immediacy
] Immediacy, for representa
tion. Warburton.
Immediacy is rather supremacy in opposition to subordination,
which has quiddam medium between itself and power. Johnson.
5 In his own grace
] Grace here means accomplijhptents, or honours. Steevens,
From
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From a full-flowing stomach.— General,
Take thou my soldiers, prisoners, patrimony ;
Dispose of them, of me ; 6 the walls are thine :
Witness the world, that I create thee here
My lord and master.
Gon. Mean you to enjoy him ?
Alb. ~> The lett alone lies not in your good will.
Edm. Nor in thine, lord.
Alb. Half-blooded fellow, yes.
Reg. Let the drum strike, and prove my title thine.
Alb. Stay yet ; hear reason :—Edmund, I arrest thee
On capital treason ; and, in thy arrest, [Pointing to Gon.
This gilded serpent.—For your claim, fair sister,
I bar it in the interest of my wife ;
'Tis she is sub-contracted to this lord,
And I, her husband, contradict your banes.
If you will marry, make your loves to me,
My lady is bespoke.
Gon. 8 An interlude !
Alb. Thou art arm'd, Glo'ster : let the trumpet sound;
If none appear to prove upon thy person
Thy heinous, manifest, and many treasons,
There is my pledge ; I'll prove it on thy heart,
Ere I taste bread, thou art in r.othing less
Than I have here proclaim'd thee.
Reg. Sick, O sick !
Gon. If not, I'll ne'er trust 9 poison.
[Aside.
Edm. There's my exchange. What in theworld he is,
That names me traitor, villain-like he lies.
"
the walls are thine :] A metaphorical phrase taken
from the camp, and signifying, to surrender at discretion. Bat
the Oxford Editor,theyforalla are
plainthine.
reason,Warburton.
alters it to,
7 The lett alone lies not in your good will..] Whether he shall
not or shall depends not on your choice. Johnson.
e An interlude! J This short exclamation of Gonerill is
added in the folio edition, I suppose, only to break the speech
of Albany, that the exhibition on the stage might be more
distinct and intelligible. Johnson.
$e~
3 •
poison.] The folio reads medicine. Steevens.
CajI
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Call by thy trumpet : he that dares approach,
On him, on you, (who not ?) I will maintain
My truth and honour firmly.
Alb. A herald, ho !
Edm. A herald, ho, a herald !
Enter a Herald.
Alb. Trust to thy single virtue ; for thy soldiers,
All levied in my name, have in my name
Took their discharge.
Reg. This sickness grows upon me.
Alb. She is not well, convey her to my tent.
[Exit Regan led.
Come hither, herald. Let the trumpet sound,
And read out this.
[A trumpet sounds.
Herald reads.
JF any man of quality, or degree, 1 within the lists of
the army, will maintain upon Edmund supposed earl
of Glo'ster, that be is a manifold traitor, let him ap
pear by the third found of the trumpet. He is bold in
his defence.
Edm. Sound.
i trumpet.
Her. Again.
2 trumpet.
Her. Agaih.
3 trumpet.
[Trumpet answers, within.
Enter Edgar, armed.
Alb. Ask him his purposes ; why he appears
Upon this call o' the trumpet.
Her. What are you ?
Your name, your quality ? and why you answer
This present summons ?
Edg. Know, my name is lost ;
By treason's tooth bare-gnawn, and canker-bit :
' .

within the lists of the army,. ] The quartos read,
—— within the host of the army.
Steevens.
Yet
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Yet am I noble as the adversary
I come to cope withal.
Alb. Which is that adversary ?
Edg. What's he, that speaks for Edmund earl of
Gloster ?
Edm. Himself :—what say'st thou to him ?
Edg. Draw thy sword ;
That, if my speech osfend a noble heart,
Thy arm may do thee justice : here is mine;
1 Behold, it is the privilege .of mine honours,
My oath, and my profession. I protest,
Maugre thy strength, youth, place, and eminence,
Despight thy victor sword, and fire-new fortune,
Thy valour, and thy heart, thou art a traitor ;
False to thy gods, thy brother, and thy father ;
2 Conspirant 'gainst this high illustrious prince,
And from the extremest upward of thy head,
To the descent and dust below thy foot,
A most toad-spotted traitor. Say thou, no,
This sword, this arm, and my best spirits are bent
To prove upon thy heart whereto I speak,
Thou liest.
Edm. In wisdom I should ask thy name ;
But, since thy out-side looks so fair and warlike,
' Beheld, it is the privilege of mine honours.
My oath, and. my prufeffion.
] The charge he is here
going to bring against the Bastard, he calls the privilege, &c.
To understand which phraseology, we must consider that the old
rites of knighthood are here alluded to ; whose oath and pro
fession required him to discover all treasons, and whose privilege
it was to have his challenge accepted, or otherwise to have his
charge taken pro confejso. For if one who was no knight ac
cused another who was, that other was under no obligation to
ncccpt the challenge. On this account it .was necessary, as
Edgar came disguised, to tell the Bastard he was a knight..
Warburton.
The privilege of this oath means the privilege gained by
taking the oath administered in the regular initiation of a
knight professed. Johnson.
The quartos read, — it is the privilege of my tongue. Steev.
1 Con/pirant 'gainst
] The quartos read,
Conspicuutt 'gttinst
S*EEVENs.
And
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* And that thy tongue some 'say of breeding. breathes ;
'What safe and nicely. I might well delay . ,
By rule of knight-hood, . I disdain and spurn.
Back do I toss these treasons to thy head ;
With the helli-hated lie o'erwhelm thy heart }
Which, for they yet glance by, and scarcely bruise,
This sword of mine shall give them instant way,
Where they shall rest for ever. —Trumpets, speak.
[Alarm. Fight. Edmund falls.
3 Alb. Save him, save him !
Gon. This is mere practice,. Glo'ster :
By the law of +.arms thou wast, not bound to answer
An unknown opposite * thou art' not vanquish 'd,
But cozen'd and beguil'd.
Alb. S Shut your mouth, dame,
Or with this paper shall I stop it :
hold, Sir
Thou worse than any name, read thine own evil :
No tearing, lady ; 1 perceive you know it.
[Gives the letter to Edmund.
Gon. Say, if I do ; the laws are mine, not thine :
Who shall arraign me for't ?
Alb. 6 Monster, know'st thou this paper ?
1 And that thy tongue some ~'say of breeding breathes ;] 'Say,
for essay, some shew or probability. Pope.
3 Alb. Save him, save him!
Gon. This is mere pra&ice, Glo'ster :] Thus all the copies ;
but I have ventured to place the two hemistichs to Goncrill. 'Tis
absurd that Albany, who knew Edmund's treasons, and his own
wife's passion for him, should be solicitous to have his life
saved. Theobald.
He desired that Edmund's life might be spared at present,
only to obtain his confession, and to convict him openly by his
own letter. Johnsow.
* — thou waft
thou
not art
bound
nottobound
answer]
to One
offer,t)fSec.
the quartos
Ste evens.
reads,.
5 Shut your mouth, dame,] *' Knowest thou these letters?"
fays Leir to Ragan, in the old anonymous play, when he shews
her both her own and her sister's letters, which were written to
procure his death. Upon which she snatches the letters and
tears them. Steevens.
6 Monster, know'ft theu this faser P] Sq the quarto; tmt
the folio,
Mo.1 monstrous, 0, know'st thou, Sec. Johi.son.
Gon,
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Gon. Ask me not, what I know.
[Exit Gon.
Alb. Go after her.—She's desperate ; govern her.
Edm. What you have charg'd me with, that I have
done ;
And more, much more : the time will bring it out.
'Tis past, and so am I. But what art thou,
That hast this fortune on me ? If thou art noble,
I do forgive thee.
Edg. 6 Let us exchange charity.
I am no less in blood than thou art, Edmund ;
If more, the more thou hast wrong'd me.
My name is Edgar, and thy father's son.
The gods are just, and of our pleasant vices
Make instruments 7 to scourge us :
The dark and vicious place, where thee he got,
Cost him his eyes.
Edm. Thou hast spoken right ; 'tis true ;
The wheel is come 8 full circle ; I am here.
Alb. Methought, thy very gait did prophesy
A royal nobleness :—I must embrace thee :
Let sorrow split my heart, if ever I
Did hate thee, or thy father !
Edg. Worthy prince, I know it.
Alb. Where have you hid yourself?
How have you known the miseries of your father ?
Edg. By nursing them, my lord. List a brief tale i—
And, when 'tis told, O, that my heart would burst ! —
The bloody proclamation to escape,
That follow'd me so near (O our lives' sweetness !
6 Let us exchange charity.] Our author by negligence givei
his heathens the sentiments and practices of Christianity. In
Hamlet there is the fame solemn act of final reconciliation, but
with exact propriety, for the personages are Christians :
Exchange forgiveness with me, noble Hamlet, Sec.
Johnson.
7 — to scourge us :] Thus the qnartos. The folio reads,
to plague us. Steevens.
• —-full circle;— ] Quarto, full circled. Johnson.
That
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* That we the pain of death would hourly bear,
Rather than die at once) taught me to shift
Into a mad-man's rags ; to assume a semblance
That very dogs diidain'd : and in this habit
Met I my father with his bleeding rings,
Their precious stones new lost ; became his guide
Led him, begg'd for him, sav'd him from despair ;
Never (O fault!) reveal'd myself unto him,
Until some half hour past, when I was arm'd,
Not sure, though hoping, of this good success,
I alk'd his blessing, and from first to last
Told him my pilgrimage. But his flaw'd heart,
(Alack, too weak the conflict to support)
'Twixt two extremes of passion, joy and grief,
Burst smilingly.
Edm. This speech of yours hath mov'd me,
And shall, perchance, do good : but speak you on j
You look as you had something mbre to say.
Alb. If there be more, more woeful, hold it in ;
For I am almost ready to dissolve,
Hearing of this.
[* Edg. 3 —This would have seem'd a period
To such as love not sorrow ; but—another,
To amplify too much, to make much, more,
And top extremity.
Whilst
* That -we the pain of death would hourly hear,
Rather than die at once)
] The folio reads,
That .we the pain of death would hourly die.
Mr. Pope made the necessary alteration, and reads,
,
would hourly bear.
The quartos give the passage thus :
That with the pain of death would hourly die,
Rather than die at once)
Steevens.
* The lines between crotchets are not in the folio. Johns.
3
This would haveseem'd a period
Tosuch as lome not sorrow : out another,
To amplisy too much, would make much more,
And top extremity ! ] The reader easily fees that this re
flection refers to the Bastard's desiring to hear more ; and to
Vol. IX.
P h
Albany's
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Whilst I was big in clamour, came there a man,
Who having seen me in my worst estate,
Shunn'd my abhorr'd society ; but then finding
Who 'twas, had so endurM, with his strong arms
He fasten'd on my neck, and bellow'd out,
As he'd burst heaven ; 3 threw him on my father ;
Told the most piteous tale of Lear and him,
That ever ear receiv'd ; which in recounting
His grief grew puissant, and the strings of life
Began to crack. Twice then the trumpet sounded,
And there I left him tranc'd.
Alb. But who was this ?
Edg. Kent, Sir, the banish'd Kent ; who in disguise
Tollow'd his enemy king, and did him service
Improper for a slave.]
Enter a Gentleman hastily, with a bloody knife.
Gent. Help! help! Ohelp!
Edg. What kind of help ?
Alb. Speak, man,'
Edg, What means this bloody knife ?
Albany's thinking he had said enough. But it is corrupted
into miserable nonsense. We should read it thus :
This would have seem'd a period. But such
As love to amplify another's sorrow,
To much, would make much more, and top extremity,
i. e. This to a common humanity would have been thought
utmost of my sufferings ; but such as love cruelty are always
for adding much to more, till they reach the extremity of
misery. Warburton.
The sense may probably be this. This 'would have seemed
* period to such as love not sorrow ; but,—another ; i. e. but J
must add another, i. e. another period, another kind of con
clusion to my story, such as will increase the horrors of what
has been already told. Steevens.
*
threw him on my father ;] The quartos read,
"
threw me on my father."
The modern editors have corrected the passage, as it is now
printed, Stexvens.
Gent*
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Gent. 'Tis hot, it smoaks ;
It came even from the heart of
»
Alb. Who, man ? speak.
,
Gent. Your lady, Sir, your lady : and her sister
By her is poison'd she confesses it.
Edm. I was contracted to them both : all three
Now marry in an instant.
Enter Kent.
Alb. Produce the bodies, be they alive or dead.—
[Gonerill and Regan's bodies brought out.
This judgment of the heavens, that makes us tremble,
Touches us not with pity.
Edg. + Here comes Kent, Sir.
Alb. O ! it is he ! The time will not allow
The compliment which very manners urge.
Kent. I am come
To bid my king and master aye good night :
Is he not here ?
Alb. Great thing of us forgot !
Speak, Edmund, where's the king ? and where's
Cordelia ?
See'st thou this object, Kent ?
Kent. Alack, why thus ?
Edm. Yet Edmund was belov'd :
The one the other poison'd for my sake,
And after flew herself.
Alb. Even so. — Cover their faces.
Edm. I pant for life ;
some good I mean to do,
Despight 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 :
——Nay, send in time.
Alb. Run, run, O run
4 Here comes Kent, Sir.] The manner in which Edgar here
mentions Kent, seems to require the lines which are inserted
from the first edition in the foregoing scene. Johnson.
H h 2
Edg.
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Edg. To whom, my lord ? Who has the office ? Send
Thy token of reprieve.
Edm. Well thought on. Take my sword,
* Give it the captain.
•
Edg. Haste thee for thy life.
[Exit Messenger.
Edm. He hath commission from thy wife and me
To hang Cordelia in the prison, and
To lay the blame upon her own despair,
5 That she foredid herself.
Alb. The gods defend her ! Bear him hence awhile.
[Edmund is borne off.
Enter Lear, •with 6 Cordelia dead in his arms.
Lear. Howl, howl, howl, howl! —O, you are men
of stone ;
Had I your tongues and eyes, I'd use them so,
That heaven's vault should crack.
O, she is gone
for ever !
I know, when one is dead, and when one lives ;
She's dead as earth :—lend me a looking-glass ;
* Give it the captain.—] The quartos read,
Take my sword, the captain,
Give it the captain.
] Steevens.
5 That Jhc foredid herself.] To foredo, signisies to diftroy
by suicide. It is used again in Hamlet, act v.
"
. did, with desperate hand,
" Foredo its own lise."
Steevens.
6
Cordelia dead in his arms.] This princess, according
to the old historians, retired with victory from the battle which
she conducted in her father's cause, and thereby replaced him
on the throne j but in a subsequent one fought against her
(after the death of the old king) by the sons of Gonerill and
Regan, she was taken and died miserably in prison. The poet
found this in history, and was therefore willing to precipitate
her death, which he knew had happened but a few years after.
The dramatic writers of this age suffered as small a number of
their heroes and heroines to escape as poflible ; nor could the
silial piety of this lady, any more than the innocence of Ophelia,
prevail on Shakespeare to permit her to cutlive.the time allotted
her in the construction of his play. Steevens.
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If that her breath will mist or stain the stone,
Why then she lives.
Kent. Is this the promis'd end ?
Edg. 7 Or image of that horror ?
Alb. 8 Fall, and cease !
Lear. This feather stirs, she lives ! if it be so,
It is a chance which does redeem all sorrows
That ever I have felt.
Kent. O my good master !
[Kneeling.
Lear. Pr'ythee, away.'
Edg. 'Tis noble Kent, your friend.
Lear. A plague upon you, murderers, traitors all !
I might have sav'd 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.
Gent. 'Tis true, my lords, he did.
7 These two exclamations are given to Edgar and Albany in
the folio, to animate the dialogue, and employ all the persons
on the st3ge ; but they are very obscure. Johnson.
Or image of that horror P] 'In the first folio this short speech
of Edgar (which seems to be only an addition to the preceding
one of Kent) has a full stop at the end. It this conclufion, fays
Kent, Juch as the present turn of affairs feemed to promise ? Or
is it only, replies Edgar, a representation of that horror which
we suppese to be real? A similar expu.llion occurs at the
.beginning of the play.
/ have told you what I ha.ve seen and
beard, but faintly ; nothing like the image and horror of it.
Steevens.
8 Fall, and cease !1 This exclamation of Albany, like tha
other, may have a meaning assixed to it. He is looking with
attention on the pains employed by Lear to recover his child,
and knows to what miseries he must survive, when he finds
them to be inesfectual. Having these inmges present to his
eyes and imagination, he cries out, Rather fall, and cense to Le,
at once, than continue in exigence to be wretched. So, in All's
Well, &c. to cease is used for to die :
" Both susfer under this complaint you bring,
" And bothshall cease, without your remedy." Steev.
H h 3
Lear.
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Lear. Did I not, fellow ?
I've seen the day, with my good biting faulchion
I would have made them skip : 1 am old now,
And these same crosles spoil me. — Who are you ?
Mine eyes are none o' the best.—I'll tell you strait.
Kent. If fortune brag of two she lov'd and hated,
One of them we behold.
Lear. 9 This is a dull sight. Are you not Kent ?
Kent. The fame ; your servant Kent :
'Where is your servant Caius ?
Lear. He's a good fellow, I can tell you that,
He'll strike, and quickly too : —he's dead and rotten.
Kent. No, my good lord ; I am the very man :—
Lear. I'll fee that strait.
Kent. That, from your first 1 of difference and decay,
Have foilow'd your fad steps
Lear. You're welcome hither.
Kent. Nor no man else.—All's cheerless, dark, and
deadly.
Your eldest daughters have 1 fore-doom'd themselves,
And desperately are dead.
Lear. Ay, so I think.
Alb. He knows not what he fays ; and vain it is
That we present us to him.
Edg. Very bootless.
Enter a Mejfenger.
Mes. Edmund is dead, my lord.
Alb. That's but a trifle here.
You lords and noble friends, know our intent.
9 This is a dull fight.
] This passage is wanting in ths
quartos. Steevens.
1
of difference and decays Decay, for misfortunes.
Warburton.
The quartos read,
That from your life of difference and decay. Steev.
* '
fore-dcomd themselves,] Thus the quartos. The
folio reads, ——fore-done. Steevens.
What
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* What comfort to this great decay may come,
Shall be apply'd. For us, we will refign,
During the life of this old majesty,
To him our absolute power ; to you, your rights,
[To Edgar.
4 With boot, and such addition as your honours
Have more than merited.—All friends shall taste
The wages of their virtue, and all foes
The cup of their deservings.— O fee, see !
Lear. 5 And my poor fool is hang'd ! No, no,
no life :
Why mould a dog, a horse, a rat have life,
And thou no breath at all ? O thou wilt come no
more,
Never, never, never, never, never!——
6 Pray you, undo this button. Thank you, Sir.—
Do you see this ? Look on her, look on her lips ;
Look there, look there !
[He dies.
Edg. He faints :—my lord, my lord
Kent. Break, heart I pr'ythee, break !
Edg. Look up, my lord,
Kent. Vex not his ghost : O, let him pass ! He
hates him,
That would upon the rack of this rough world
Stretch him out longer.
3 What comfort to this great decay may comc,] Decay, for
desolation. Warburton.
What comfort to this great decay may come.] This great decay
is Lear, whom Shakespeare poetically calls so ; and means the
fame as if he had said, this piece of decay'd royalty, this ruin'd
majesty. Steevens.
* With boot,—] With advantage, with increase. Johnson.
5 And my poor foal is hangd! —] This is an expression of
tenderness for his dead Cordelia (not his fool, as some have
thought) on whose lips he is still intent, and dies away while
he is searching for lise there. Steevens.
6 Pray you, undo this button.
] The Rev. Dr. J. Warton
judiciously observes, that the swelling and heaving of the heart
is described by this most expressive circumstance. Steevens.
H h 4
Edg.
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Edg. He is gone, indeed.
Kent. The wonder is, he hath endur'd so long :
He but usurpt his life.
Æb. Bear them from hence. Our present business
Is general woe. 7 Friends of my soul, you twain
[To Kent and Edgar.
Rule in this realm, and the gor'd state sustain.
Kent. I have a journey, Sir, shortly to go ;
My master calls me ; 8 I must not fay, no.
Alb. 9 The weight of this fad time we must obey ;
Speak what we feel, not what we ought to fay.
The oldest hath borne most : we, that are young,
Shall never fee so much, nor live so long.
[Exeunt with a dead march,
7 — Friends of my soul,—'] A Spanish phrase. Amigo de
mi alma. Warburton.
'
/ must not fay, no.] The modem editors have
supposed that Kent expire* aster he has repeated these two last
lines ; but the speech rather appears to be meant for a
despairing than a dying man; and as the old editions give
no marginal direction forhjs death, I have forebore to insert
any.
I take this opportunity of retracting a declaration which I had
formerly made on the faifh of another person, viz. that the
quartos, 1608, were exactly alike. I have since discovered that
they vary one from another in many instances. Steevens.
9 l<he weight of this sad time, &c.] This speech from the
authority of the old quarto is rightly placed to Albany : in the
edition by the players, it is given to Edgar, by whom, I doubt
not, it was of custom spoken. And the case was this : he who
played Edgar, being a more favourite actor than he who per
sonated Albany, in spite of decorum it was thought proper he
should have the last word. Theobald.
THE tragedy of Lear is deservedly celebrated among the
dramas of Shakespeare. There is perhaps no play which
keeps the attention so strongly fixed ; which so much agitates
our passions and interests our curiosity. The artful involutions
of distinct interests, the striking opposition of contrary charac
ters, the sudden changes of sortune, and the quick succession
of events, £11 the mind with a perpetual tumult of indignation,
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pity, and hope. There is no scene which does not contribute
to the aggravation of the distress or conduct of the action, and
scarce a line which does not conduce to the progress of the
scene. So powerful is the current of the poet's imagination,
that the mind, which once ventures within it, is hurried irresistibly along.
On the seeming improbability of Lear's conduct it may be
observed, that he is represented according to histories at that
time vulgarly received as true. And, perhaps, if we turn our
thoughts upon the barbarity and ignorance of the age to which
this story is referred, it will appear not so unlikely as while we
estimate Lear's manners by our own. Such preference of one
daughter to another, or resignation of dominion on such con
ditions, would be yet credible, if told of a petty prince of
Guinea or Madagascar. Shakespeare, indeed, by the mention
of his earls and dukes, has given us the idea of times more
civilized, and of life regulated by softer manners ; and the
truth is, that though he so nicely discriminates, and so minutely
describes the characters of men, he commonly neglects and
confounds the characters of ages, by mingling customs ancient
and modern, English and foreign.
My learned friend Mr. Warton, who has in the Adventurer
very minutely criticised this play, remarks, that the instances
of cruelty are too savage and shocking, and that the interven
tion of Edmund destroys the simplicity of the story. These
objections may, I think, be answered, by repeating, that the
cruelty of the daughters is an historical fact, to which the
poet has added little, having only drawn it into a series by
dialogue and action. But I am not able to apologize with equal
plausibility for the extrusion os Glo'ster's eyes, which seems an
act too horrid to be endured in dramatic exhibition, and such
as must always compel the mind to relieve its distress by in
credulity. Yet let it be remembered that our author well knew
what would please the audience for which he wrote.
The injury done by Edmund to the simplicity of the action
is abundantly recompensed by the addition of variety, by the
art with which he is made to co-operate with the chief design,
and the opportunity which he gives the poet of combining
persidy with persidy, and connecting the wicked son with the
wicked daughters, to impress this important moral, that villainy
is never at a stop, that crimes lead to crimes, and at last ter
minate in ruin.
But though this moral be incidentally enforced, Shakespeare
has suffered the virtue of Cordelia to perish in a just cause,
contrary to the natural ideas of justice, to the hope of the
reader, and, what is yet more strange, to the faith of chronicles.
Yet this conduct is justisied by The Spectator, who blames Tate
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for giving Cordelia success and happiness in his alteration, and
declares, that, in his opinion, the tragedy bat loft half its beauty.
Dennis has remarked, whether justly or not, that, to secure
the favourable reception of Cato, the town was poisoned <with
much falfe and abominable criticism, and that endeavours had
been used to discredit and decry poetical justice. A play in
which the wicked prosper, and the virtuous miscarry, may
doubtless be good, because it is a just representation of the
common events of human life : but since all reasonable beings
naturally love justice, I cannot easily be persuaded, that the
observation of justice makes a play worse ; or, that if other
excellencies are equal, the audience will not always rife better
pleased from the final triumph of persecuted virtue.
In the present case the public has decided. Cordelia, from
the time of Tate, has always retired with victory and selicity.
And, if my sensations could add any thing to the general
suffrage, I might relate, I was many years ago so {hocked
by Cordelia's death, that I know not whether I ever endured to
read again the last scenes of the play till I undertook to revise
them as an editor.
There is another controversy among the critics concerning
this play. It is disputed whether the predominant image in
Lear's disordered mind be the loss of his kingdom or the cruelty
of his daughters. Mr. Murphy, a very judicious critic, has
evinced by induction of particular passages, that the cruelty of
his daughters is the primary source of his distress, and that the
loss of royalty affects him only as a secondary and subordinate
evil. He observes with great justness, that Lear would move
our compassion but little, did we not rather consider the injured
father than the degraded king.
The story of this play, except the episode of Edmund,
which is derived, I think, from Sidney, is taken originally
from Geoffry of Monmouth, whom Hollinshed generally
copied ; but perhaps immediately from an old historical ballad.
My reason for believing that the play was posterior to the ballad,
rather than the ballad to the play, is, that the ballad has
nothing of Shakespeare's nocturnal tempest, which is too striking
to have been omitted, and that it follows the chronicle; it has
the rudiments of the play, but none of its amplifications : it
first hinted Lear's madness, but did not array it in circum
stances. The writer of the ballad added something to the
history, which is a proof that he would have added more, if
pore had occurred to his mind, and more must have occurred
if he had seen Shake,soeare.
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A lamentable SONG of the Death of King heir and
his 'three Daughters.
1 'X7" I N G Leir once ruled in this land
J^, With princely power and peace,
And had all things, with heart's content,
That might his joys increase.
Amongst those things that nature gave
Three daughters fair had he,
So princely seeming beautiful,
As fairer could not be.
So on a time it pleas'd the king
A question thus to move,
Which of his daughters to his grace
Could shew the dearest love :
For to my age you bring content,
Quoth he, then let me hear
Which of you three in plighted troth
The kindest will appear.
To whom the eldest thus began ;
Dear father, mind, quoth she,
Before your face, to do you good,
My bio, d shall render'd be :
And for your sake my bleeding heart
Shall here be cut in twain,
Ere that I see your reverend age
The smallest grief sustain.
And so will I, the second said ;
Dear father, for your sake,
The worst of all extremities
I'll gently undertake :
And serve your highness night and day
With diligence and love ;
That sweet content and quietness
Discomforts may remove.

* King Lar, &c] This ballad is given from an ancient copy in Thl
Vilien Garland, black letter. To the tune of, When fying Famt.
In
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In doing so, you glad my soul,
The aged king reply'd ;
But what sayst thou, my youngest girl,
How is thy love ally'd ?
My love (quoth young Cordelia then)
Which to your grace I owe,
Shall be the duty of a child,
And that is all I'll show.
And wilt thou shew no more, quoth he,
Than doth thy duty bind ?
I well perceive thy love is small,
When as no more I find :
Henceforth I banish thee my court,
Thou art no child of mine ;
Nor any part of this my realm
By favour shall be thine.
Thy elder sisters loves are more
Than well I can demand,
To whom I equally bestow
My kingdome and my land,
My pompal state and all my goods,
That lovingly I may
With those thy sisters be maintain'd
Until my dying day.
Thus flatt'ring speeches won renown
By these two sisters here.
The third had causeless banishment,
Yet was her love more dear :
For poor Cordelia patiently
Went wand'ring up and down ;
Unhelp'd, unpity'd, gentle maid,
Through many an English town.
Until at last in famous France
She gentler fortunes found :
Though poor and bare, yet she was deerr
The fairest on the ground :
Where when the king her virtues heard,
And this fair lady seen,
With full consent of all his court,
He made his wife and queen.
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Her father, old king Leir, this while
With his two daughters staid :
Forgetful of their promis'd loves,
Full soon the fame decayd ;
And living in queen Ragan's court,
The eldest of the twain,
She took from him his chiesest means,
And most of all his train.
For whereas twenty men were wont
To wait with bended knee :
She gave allowance but to ten,
And after scarce to three :
Nav one she thought too much for him :
So took she all away,
In hope that in her court, good king,
He would no longer stay.
Am I rewarded thus, quoth he,
In giving all I have
Unto my children, and to beg
For what I lately gave ?
I'll go unto my Gonerill ;
My second child, I know,
Will be more kind and pitiful,
And will relieve my woe.
Full fast he hies then to her court ;
Where when she hears his moan,
Return'd him answer, that she griev'd
That all his means were gone,
But no way could relieve his wants :
Yet if that he would stay
Within her kitchen, he should have
What scullions gave away.
When he had heard with bitter tears,
He made his answer then ;
In what I did let me be made
Example to all men.
I will return again, quoth he,
Unto my Ragan's court :
She will n<5t use me thus I hope,
But in a kinder fort.
Where
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Where when he came she gave command
To drive him thence away :
When he was well within her court,
She said, he would not stay.
Then back again to Gonorell
The woeful king did hie,
That in her kitchen he might have
What scullion boys set by.
But there of that he was deny'd,
Which she had promised late :
For once refusing, he should not
Come after to her gate.
Thus 'twixt his daughters, for relies
He wandcr'd up and down ;
Being glad to feed on beggars' food
That lately wore a crown.
And calling to remembrance then
His youngest daughter's words ;
That said, the duty of a child
Was all that love affords.
But doubting to repair to her,
Whom he had banish 'd so,
Grew frantic mad; for in his mind
He bore the wounds of woe.
Which made him rend his milk-white locks
And tresses from his head,
And all with blood bestain his cheeks,
With age and honour spread.
To hills and woods, and wat'ry founts,
He made his hourly moan,
Till hills and woods, and senseless things,
Did seem to sigh and groan.
Even thus possess'd with discontents,
He passed o'er to France,
In hop^. from fair Cordelia there
To find some gentler chance.
Ifoil virtuous dame ! which when she heard
Of this her father's grief,
As duty bound, she quickly sent
Him comfort and relief.
And
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And by a train of noble peers,
In brave and gallant sort,
She gave in charge he should be brought
Tc Aganippus' court ;
Whose royal king, whose noble mind,
So freely gave consent,
To muster up his knights at arms,
To fame and courage bent.
And so to England came with speed
To repossess king Leir,
And drive his daughters from their thronet
By his Cordelia dear :
Where she, true hearted noble queen,
Was in the battle slain ;
Yet he, good king, in his old days
Possess'd his crown again.
But when he heard Cordelia's death,
Who dy'd indeed for love
Of her dear father, in whose cause
She did this battle move,
He swooning sell upon her breast,
From whence he never parted ;
But on her bosom left his life,
That was so truly hearted.
The lords and nobles when they saw
The ends of these events,
The other sisters unto death
They doomed by consents.
And being dead their crowns they left
Unto the next of kin.
Thus have you seen the fall of pride
And disobedient sin.
Johnsoh.
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