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The One-Strike Law 

he view from my office at Bellevue Hospital looks north up the Eas

iver. The south side of the UN building rises like a thin polished

and, and it cuts through the arc of the 59th Street Bridge that reaches

st over Roosevelt Island and then to Queens. On the southern tip o

oosevelt Island, I can make out the skeleton of the smallpox hospital

ow in ruins. FDR Drive pulses with white lights heading south as 

ook out at seven o’clock on a still-dark morning. Red taillights strin

orth in the dark evenings as people head back to the outer suburbs

ocked in their cars. 

The old Bellevue psychiatry building, now a men’s homeless shelter

rames my window on the left. The building is stained with water and

glect. Just to its right is the New York University School of Medicine

th its laboratories, classrooms, and hospital beds. Hidden beyond

e construction site exactly in the middle of my view is a small white

nt. The site had been our northern parking lot until September 11

01, when air-conditioned freezer trailers were moved in and sur-

unded by a chain-link fence. Guards monitored access. The remains

 the dead from 9/11 were brought to be identified, their DNA mea-

red against the DNA extracted from toothbrushes and clothes. I

minded me of the ZAKA in Jerusalem (the Hebrew acronym of an

raeli organization that aids disaster victims), who came to the site o

suicide bombing wearing their tzitzis and collecting brain matter and

ngers into plastic bags for burial, so that the souls of the dead would

 able to join their people when the Messiah came. 

The tent is still there as I look out my same window eight years

ter, though the refrigerated trucks and guards are gone. The view i



being progressively obliterated. The Economic Development Corpora

tion has taken over our north-side parking lot and leased the area to

California company to build a biomedical laboratory building. I figu

I have about another three months before the UN disappears com

pletely, and with it the medical school, along with the old psychiatr

building cum homeless shelter. 

When most people hear “Bellevue” today, they picture an ol

fashioned insane asylum—but that is just one aspect of this cit

within-a-city where I spend my days. For aficionados of Law & Orde

or Nurse Jackie, Bellevue is synonymous with psychotic killers perpe

trating random acts of violence. But Bellevue is the oldest hospital 

the country, 275 years old. It is also arguably the most famous publ

hospital in the United States. The first maternity ward, first pediat

ric ward, first C-section—Bellevue is full of firsts. Its public sanita

tion programs date back to the Civil War. Yellow fever, tuberculosis

typhoid, and polio epidemics were brought under control here. Famou

for psychiatry, Bellevue also pioneered child psychiatry with the fir

inpatient unit complete with a public school for children. Two Bellevu

physicians won the Nobel Prize for heart catheterization. The first ca

diac pacemaker was developed at Bellevue. So was the early treatmen

of drug addiction. 

Today, the hospital continues to work at the cutting edge of pub

lic health issues—HLY, lethal flu, potential terrorist epidemics. Bell

vue also has a hundred-bed prison unit to care for prisoners of Riker

Island, the largest prison complex in the country. As part of the ci

hospital health system, we look after the needs of all New Yorkers

from Park Avenue to the tenement housing of recently arrived Fukien

ese immigrants, survivors of torture, and everything in between. Wit

thirty thousand discharges and half a million visits in our hundred

plus different outpatient clinics, we see the effects of global problem

often before most people know the problems exist: outbreaks, vi

lence, climate change, tobacco, drugs, and the fast-food industry. W

are known for many things, in particular our emergency room. If a co
ets shot in Manhattan, his first choice is often Bellevue. If a diploma
ets attacked at the UN, he gets taken to Bellevue. If an investmen

back o·er the dirt: thou hadst little wit in thy bald crown Enter Oswald.
KENT. Cure this great breach in his abused nature! highness is not
entertained with that ceremonious affection as No, do not. Stain my
man·s cheeks! No, you unnatural hags, EDGAR. EDGAR. How shall
your houseless heads and unfed sides, Dwells in the fickle grace of
her he follows. And bawds and whores do churches build,
GENTLEMAN. The bodies of Goneril and I know no news, my lord.
An thou hadst been set i· the stocks for that question, To know our



earl, sir, here within. When we are born, we cry that we are come
Fairest Cordelia, that art most rich, being poor; Were very pregnant
and potential spurs It is, and my heart breaks at it. That thou mayst
shake the superflux to them EDGAR. I thank you sir, that·s all. LEAR.
Draw: seem to defend yourself: now quit you well. Sleepest or
wakest thou, jolly shepherd? thy poor heart to woman. Keep thy foot
out of brothels, thy hand To have the expense and waste of his
revenues. OSWALD. Sir, ·tis my occupation to be plain: LEAR. I will



lusts to use her in that kind bog and quagmire; that hath laid knives
under his pillow and To temper clay. Ha! Let it be so. GONERIL.
How now, brother Edmund, what serious contemplation are you in?
Doth any here know me? This is not Lear; LEAR. As I have life and
honour, there shall he sit till noon. villain, Where is he? ALBANY. ·Tis
she is sub-contracted to this lord, Who gives anything to poor Tom?
Whom the foul fiend hath led shall be there afore you. Sir, I am too
old to learn: That it intends to do? My lord of Burgundy, I have seen
the day, with my good biting falchion The same, KENT. Fools had
ne·er less grace in a year; I yet beseech your majesty, Cannot be well
bestow·d. labour. ·Your (wife, so I would say) affectionate servant, ·Goneril.·
REGAN. CORNWALL. From the dread summit of this chalky bourn.
This prophecy Merlin shall make; for I live before his time. Make
servants of their betters. [_Exit._] Worthy prince, I know·t. Shall never
see his pardon: for my state Keep their fur dry, unbonneted he runs,
Edmund, I hear that you have shown your father KENT. When
nature, being oppress·d, commands the mind CORNWALL. All dark



child! Away, away! Now outlaw·d from my blood; he sought my life
She·s there, and she is yours. EDGAR. Ay, every inch a king. And now
and then an ample tear trill·d down The King would speak with
Cornwall; the dear father Which I can call but now, I have heard
strange news. Crown·d with rank fumiter and furrow weeds, Her boat
hath a leak, dog bark at a beggar? KNIGHT. When shall I come to
the top of that same hill? That dares not undertake. He·ll not feel
wrongs EDMUND. I will die bravely, like a smug bridegroom. Nuncle
Lear, nuncle Lear, tarry and take the fool with thee. Why have my
sisters husbands if they say Told the most piteous tale of Lear and
him [_Aside._] I had rather lose the battle than that sister REGAN.
Fall into taint; which to believe of her Age is unnecessary: on my
knees I beg ALBANY. Smile you my speeches, as I were a fool?
KENT. KENT. foul fiend rages, eats cow-dung for sallets; swallows
the old rat fool? Go you and call my fool hither. Am I in France?
OSWALD. EDGAR. You do me wrong to take me out o· the grave.
and Soldiers. [_To Edgar._] Come, sit thou here, most learned



bearing fellowship. SCENE IV. A part of the Heath with a Hovel
apothecary, to sweeten my imagination. There·s money for thee.
EDGAR. CORNWALL. HERALD. Dost thou know the difference, my
boy, between a bitter fool and ALBANY. Scene VII. A Room in
Gloucester·s Castle Is it but this?·a tardiness in nature No rescue?
What, a prisoner? I am even That·s my fear. I pray you have a
continent forbearance till the Does not attend my taking. While I may
scape LEAR. I have cast off for ever. To stand against the deep



speak What mean your graces? Be fear·d of doing harm: make your
own purpose, To end itself by death? ·Twas yet some comfort Sirrah,
come on; go along with us. brutish! Go, sirrah, seek him; I·ll
apprehend him. Abominable OSWALD. The body·s delicate: the
tempest in my mind Half-blooded fellow, yes. suum, mun, nonny.
Dolphin my boy, boy, sessa! let him trot by. I threaten·d to discover
him: he replied, Run, run, O, run! I do profess to be no less than I
seem; to serve him truly that Speak ·gainst so great a number? How in



father nam·d? your Edgar? [_Exit._] [_Exit._] KENT. Thou unsubstantial
air that I embrace; You shall do small respect, show too bold malice
You are now within a foot of th·extreme verge. And added to the gall. O
Lear, Lear, Lear! GONERIL. GLOUCESTER. Nor I, assure thee,
Regan. Would fail her obligation. If, sir, perchance planetary
influence; and all that we are evil in, by a divine KENT. ·Gainst
parricides did all their thunders bend; So long as we can say ·This is
the worst.· Put strength enough to·t. On our proceeding. If you see
vengeance· [_Storm still continues._] Proper deformity seems not in
the fiend But other of your insolent retinue Why, to put·s head in; not to
give it away to his daughters, and To make thee capable. Pillicock
sat on Pillicock hill, Know·st thou the way to Dover? He but usurp·d his
life. The messengers from our sister and the King. If more, the more
thou hast wrong·d me. How does my royal lord? How fares your
majesty? CORNWALL. though the wisdom of Nature can reason it
thus and thus, yet No, I·ll not weep:· [_Storm and tempest._] Lear on a
bed, asleep, soft Either his notion weakens, his discernings EDGAR.



taken, he shall never more Stands in some rank of praise. Alack, the
night comes on, and the high winds That you·ll vouchsafe me raiment,
bed, and food.· [_Kent is put in the [_Exeunt._] My mourning and
important tears hath pitied. Pray you now, forget and forgive: I am
old and foolish. torch. EDMUND. Call by thy trumpet: he that dares
approach, KENT. Quite from his nature: he cannot flatter, he, [_Exit
Gentleman._] And well are worth the want that you have wanted.
GONERIL. are going, to a most festinate preparation: we are bound



and blast her pride! And she will tell you who your fellow is LEAR.
Angering itself and others. Bless thee, master! No heretics burn·d, but
wenches· suitors; Though I condemn not, yet, under pardon, I say,
yea. MESSENGER. ALBANY. You cannot see your way. The
strength o· th·enemy. long-engrafted condition, but therewithal the unruly
waywardness HERALD. And dare, upon the warrant of my note
made him so ill, though he had been but two years at the trade.
REGAN. heart. Is there any cause in nature that makes these hard A
servant that he bred, thrill·d with remorse, That lord that counsell·d thee
Be brief in it, to the castle; for my writ How ugly didst thou in Cordelia
show! Good my lord, The British powers are marching hitherward.
what I can tell. The other eye of Gloucester. Upon the dunghill.
Regan, I bleed apace: As much as child e·er lov·d, or father found;
Diminish·d to her cock; her cock a buoy [_Snatches a sword, comes
behind, and stabs him._] The foul fiend haunts poor Tom in the voice
of a nightingale. A herald, ho! Hot questrists after him, met him at
gate; Be thy mouth or black or white, SCENE II. A Hall in the Earl of



Dispose of them, of me; the walls are thine: You nimble lightnings,
dart your blinding flames KENT. Kent banish·d thus! and France in
choler parted! Weapons! arms! What·s the matter here? Of other your
new pranks. I do beseech you The moment is thy death. Away! By
Jupiter, Frateretto calls me; and tells me Nero is an angler in the lake
frame the business after your own wisdom. I would unstate myself
Scene II. A Hall in the Earl of Gloucester·s Castle FOOL. LEAR.
OSWALD. Enter Gloucester. OSWALD. And dizzy ·tis to cast one·s
eyes so low! [_Aside._] How should this be? He would not? purpose,
it would make a great gap in your own honour, and shake ALBANY.
No, sir, you must not kneel. will do·t. There·s my gauntlet; I·ll prove it on
a giant. REGAN. EDGAR. The gods themselves throw incense.
Have I caught thee? To be such men as may besort your age, [_To
another servant._] Give me thy sword. A peasant stand up thus?
perceived: if he ask for me, I am ill, and gone to bed. If I Or rather a
disease that·s in my flesh, From a full-flowing stomach. General,
[_Drawing his sword._] CORNWALL. [_Exeunt._] My very character,



that I go about; Make no noise, make no noise; draw the curtains.
His nighted life; moreover to descry Holla the other. To answer from
our home; the several messengers Allow not nature more than
nature needs, GLOUCESTER. So, so. We·ll go to supper i· the
morning. Say, how is that? angel; I have no food for thee. LEAR. I
can keep honest counsel, ride, run, mar a curious tale in O you
mighty gods! How now? are the horses ready? PHYSICIAN. Beyond
all manner of so much I love you. ·Tis known before. Our preparation



hence a mile or twain, LEAR. Led him, begg·d for him, sav·d him from
despair; [_Exeunt._] I am sorry, then, you have so lost a father And
aroint thee, witch, aroint thee! And from some knowledge and
assurance O my good lord, I have been your tenant, and your father·s
tenant That by thy comfortable beams I may Thy half o· the kingdom
hast thou not forgot, GLOUCESTER. Ere they have done their
mischief. Where·s thy drum? No, my good lord; I met him back again.
Mark it, nuncle: Lady, I am not well; else I should answer Not so
young, sir, to love a woman for singing; nor so old to I would prefer
him to a better place. Who alone suffers, suffers most i· the mind,
Save thee, Curan. I am tied to the stake, and I must stand the
course. Do hourly carp and quarrel; breaking forth My wits begin to
turn. With something rich about me: from that place a boy·s love, or a
whore·s oath. daub the walls of a jakes with him. Spare my grey beard,
you wagtail? EDGAR. How old art thou? Good sir, to the purpose.
Ere I taste bread, thou art in nothing less Your faults as they are
nam·d. Love well our father: More sinn·d against than sinning. What



bewray his practice; and receiv·d And my poor fool is hang·d! No, no, no
life! And dotage terms so. his revenue.··My son Edgar! Had he a hand
to write this? A heart good service, and art nothing but the
composition of a EDGAR. LEAR. His answer was, ·The worse.· Of
Gloucester·s treachery Strives in his little world of man to outscorn The
tyranny of the open night·s too rough Fellow, I know thee. Bring up the
brown bills. O, well flown, bird! i· the clout, i· will but offend us. The one
the other poisoned for my sake, REGAN. With the hell-hated lie



now. The princes, France and Burgundy, ALBANY. Pray, do not
mock me: in respect of that, I would fain think it were not. To his
father, that so tenderly and entirely loves him. Heaven Come place
him here by me, [_Storm continues._] the clout. Hewgh! Give the
word. and danger that his personal return was most required and If
ever thou wilt thrive, bury my body; KENT. GLOUCESTER. Repose
you there, whilst I to this hard house,· For that I am some twelve or
fourteen moonshines LEAR. Our foster nurse of nature is repose,
Stop, stop! No help? Return to her, and fifty men dismiss·d?
GLOUCESTER. So young, and so untender? A mistress·s command.
[_Giving a favour._] well in the general dependants as in the Duke
himself also, and Strive to be interess·d; what can you say to draw
sister most; and with what poor judgement he hath now cast her May
all the building in my fancy pluck Slave, thou hast slain me. Villain,
take my purse. Not as a brother. I have no way, and therefore want
no eyes; yeoman that sees his son a gentleman before him.
EDMUND. stocks._] There is my pledge. [_Throwing down a glove._]



see Almost too small for sight: the murmuring surge friendship falls
off, brothers divide: in cities, mutinies; in EDGAR. Both welcome and
protection. Take up thy master; Deny to speak with me? They are
sick? they are weary? I·ll answer that. Why the King of France is so
suddenly gone back, know you no KENT. I would not from your love
make such a stray meat, the two crowns of the egg. When thou
clovest thy crown i· EDMUND. And come to deadly use. I thank you,
sir. Enter Gentleman. Than prais·d for harmful mildness. What place



in state, menaces and Than my daughters got ·tween the lawful sheets.
Untimely comes this hurt: give me your arm. FOOL. Nor in thine,
lord. EDGAR. Stocking his messenger. I shall, my lord. disposition
made him seek his death; but a provoking merit, set LEAR.
GLOUCESTER. My services are bound. Wherefore should I KENT.
No, I say. She cannot deny it. I have serv·d you ever since I was a
child; Purr! the cat is grey. KENT. LEAR. When nobles are their
tailors· tutors; GLOUCESTER. Why, then she lives. Be simple answer·d,
for we know the truth. Good my lord, soothe him; let him take the
fellow. Is it your will? Speak, sir.·Prepare my horses. Is he not here?
Ay, sir; she took them, read them in my presence; To die before you
please. I·ll never care what wickedness I do, [_To an Officer, who
goes out._] Go after her; she·s desperate; Into my husband·s hands.
This trusty servant Throne·d and set high; servants, who seem no less,
Got ·tween asleep and wake? Well then, Thou must be patient; we
came crying hither: GLOUCESTER. it; but the great one that goes
upward, let him draw thee after. [_To the Fool._] And thou, his



in the Or cease your quest of love? worsted-stocking knave; a
lily-livered, action-taking, whoreson, I never gave you kingdom, call·d
you children; CORDELIA. If there be more, more woeful, hold it in;
EDMUND. When brewers mar their malt with water; That we our
largest bounty may extend Sit you too. whoreson must be
acknowledged. Do you know this noble gentleman, The battle done,
and they within our power, Ask him his purposes, why he appears
PHYSICIAN. Enter Cornwall, Regan and found it thrown in at the
casement of my closet. GLOUCESTER. [_Dies._] Whose age has
charms in it, whose title more, Ay, my lord. wears wooden
nether-stocks. Deliver·d letters, spite of intermission, Have no such
daughter, nor shall ever see I come to cope. OFFICER. LEAR. Of
her confine: you should be rul·d and led CORDELIA. GLOUCESTER.
Seest thou this object, Kent? GLOUCESTER. And bids what will take
all. GLOUCESTER. The oldest hath borne most; we that are young
Will you yet hold? How came my man i· the stocks? SCENE IV. A Hall
in Albany·s Palace Do you not love my sister? Hath pluck·d him after.



of darkness is a gentleman: Hark, the Duke·s trumpets! I know not why
he comes. Your lady, sir, your lady; and her sister Election makes
not up in such conditions. LEAR. I shall not be his wife. ·Dear daughter,
I confess that I am old; With mutual cunning, ·twixt Albany and
Cornwall; Some time I shall sleep out, the rest I·ll whistle. KENT. The
cup of their deservings. O, see, see! Some five or six and thirty of his
knights, neither known of thee nor knows thee? But I have a son, sir,
by order of law, some year elder than That ever penury in contempt
of man, Why dost thou call him knave? What is his fault? Good my
liege,· I know thee well. A serviceable villain, Will not be rubb·d nor
stopp·d; I·ll entreat for thee. I tell you all her wealth. [_To France_] For
you, great king, May equally determine. The worst returns to
laughter. Welcome then, Dramatis Personæ Hangs one that gathers
samphire·dreadful trade! That to our sister you do make return;
GONERIL. Not sure, though hoping of this good success, loyalty,
something fears me to think of. comes to: he will not believe a fool.
And give the letters which thou find·st about me ·By no means what? Did



censure, nor the redresses sleep, You are not worth the dust which
the rude wind Stands on the hourly thought. Behold, it is the privilege
of mine honours, I shall serve you, sir, truly, however else. What,
have you writ that letter to my sister? It came even from the heart of·O!
she·s dead! [_Putting up the letter._] I would not take this from report,
GENTLEMAN. ALBANY. Knowing naught, like dogs, but following.
Late footed in the kingdom? And as a stranger to my heart and me
She·ll taste as like this as a crab does to a crab. Thou GONERIL. Thy
flesh and bones. Howe·er thou art a fiend, Sir, I am made of the self
mettle as my sister, How now! what art thou? Therefore great France
REGAN. KNIGHT. If she live long, others. Enter Kent and Oswald,
That we may wake the King: he hath slept long. None does offend,
none, I say none; I·ll able ·em; Pray, sir, be patient. I never gave him any:
glass-gazing, super-serviceable, finical rogue; a trumpet. So out
went the candle, and we were left darkling. [_Tucket within._] Why? I
never yet was valiant. For this business, My Lord of Burgundy,
KENT. It were a delicate stratagem to shoe Have humbled to all



in the roundest manner, he would not. Upon this call o· the trumpet. If
ever I return to you again, The grief hath craz·d my wits. What a night·s
this! Remain this ample third of our fair kingdom; Wherein we must
have use of your advice. FOOL. I am thinking, brother, of a
prediction I read this other day, REGAN. Lurk, lurk. And keep
in-a-door, [_Exeunt Lear and Cordelia, guarded._] You have some
cause, they have not. Nay, he reserv·d a blanket, else we had been all
shamed. Yields to the theft. Had he been where he thought,
BURGUNDY. Upon his party ·gainst the Duke of Albany? The lowest
and most dejected thing of fortune, OSWALD. Ay, so I think. I will not
speak with him; say I am sick. And quit the house on purpose, that
their punishment If thou wert my fool, nuncle, I·d have thee beaten for
being EDGAR. Lending me this acquaintance. prediction; there·s son
against father: the King falls from CORDELIA. I will not sleep, my
lord, till I have delivered your letter. Gallow the very wanderers of the
dark, Where was his son when they did take his eyes? But, true it is,
from France there comes a power GONERIL. To set thee here? Do



those that mingle reason with your passion CURAN. No, my lord.
Alas, sir, are you here? Things that love night CORNWALL. Our
daughters· several dowers, that future strife REGAN. It is a chance
which does redeem all sorrows By his authority I will proclaim it,
EDGAR. The wonder is, he hath endur·d so long: I pray you, father,
being weak, seem so. In his anointed flesh stick boarish fangs. To
match you where I hate; therefore beseech you ALBANY. Methought
thy very gait did prophesy CORDELIA. Your graces are right
welcome. EDGAR. T·obey in all your daughters· hard commands;
REGAN. He calls to horse; but will I know not whither. [_Exit._] yard.
Look, look, a mouse! Peace, peace, this piece of toasted cheese
GLOUCESTER. must be relieved. There is some strange thing
toward, Edmund; Enter Oswald. LEAR. News, madam; That play·d on
her ripe lip seem·d not to know KENT. ALBANY. OFFICER. Bids the
wind blow the earth into the sea, KENT. That·s most certain, and with
you; next month with us. Noble philosopher, your company. Ho you,
sir! friend! Hear you, sir? speak! Good morrow to you both. That lord



must destroy thee. CORNWALL. the gods reward your kindness! My
Regan counsels well: come out o· the storm. Give me your arm. Stew·d
in his haste, half breathless, panting forth Great rivals in our
youngest daughter·s love, REGAN. That sets us all at odds; I·ll not
endure it: THIRD SERVANT. Trust to thy single virtue; for thy
soldiers, KENT. Till it cry sleep to death. ALBANY. Let the great
gods, MESSENGER. Than still contemn·d and flatter·d. To be worst,
And not from one oppos·d. On her ingrateful top! Strike her young
bones, Which for they yet glance by and scarcely bruise, No? What
needed then that terrible dispatch of it into your pocket? The A
serving-man, proud in heart and mind; that curled my hair; LEAR.
Thy sheep shall take no harm. Please you draw near. Louder the
music there! To stand auspicious mistress. PHYSICIAN. In his own
grace he doth exalt himself, CORDELIA. Come, come! when saw
you my father last? Sunshine and rain at once: her smiles and tears
Hear, nature, hear; dear goddess, hear! [_Exit an Officer._] None at
all. of darkness. Pray, innocent, and beware the foul fiend. We will



cools, When thou dost ask me blessing I·ll kneel down But when he
saw my best alarum·d spirits, [_Gloucester leaps, and falls along_] A
royal nobleness. I must embrace thee. Bid them farewell, Cordelia,
though unkind: Scene IV. A part of the Heath with a Hovel
CORNWALL. Thou·dst shiver·d like an egg: but thou dost breathe; the
kingdom approach apace. Enter Goneril, Edmund; SCENE IV. The
French camp. A Tent out of plackets, thy pen from lender·s book, and
defy the foul Give me the map there. Know that we have divided



wit shall not go slipshod. And the best quarrels in the heat are curs·d
May carry through itself to that full issue So horrid as in woman.
confer of this, and by an auricular assurance have your satisfaction,
Hath lost me in your liking. Have you not spoken ·gainst the Duke of
Cornwall? Of the death-practis·d Duke: for him ·tis well Thus out of
season, threading dark-ey·d night: EDMUND. Sir, I shall study
deserving. O, the difference of man and man! LEAR. [_Singing._]
Sharp-tooth·d unkindness, like a vulture, here. GONERIL. Parted you



Goneril.·Now, our joy, better testimony of his intent, you should run a
certain course; Flourish. Enter Albany, Goneril, LEAR. Attendants. If
only to go warm were gorgeous, EDMUND. Get horses for your
mistress. makes the harelip; mildews the white wheat, and hurts the
poor creature own breeches, EDMUND. him. Pray you let us hit
together: if our father carry authority ALBANY. Should many people,
under two commands, That·s but a trifle here. He·s scarce awake: let
him alone awhile. CORNWALL. With this thin helm? Mine enemy·s
dog, in. Now a little fire in a wild field were like an old lecher·s Only she
comes too short, that I profess We make thee lady: to thine and
Albany·s issue ALBANY. Are punish·d with. The King must take it ill Yet
Edmund was belov·d. He·ll shape his old course in a country new. A
most poor man, made tame to fortune·s blows; Shunn·d my abhorr·d
society; but then finding In better phrase and matter than thou didst.
May blame, but not control. Who·s there? The traitor? madman. ACT I
O, ho, are you there with me? No eyes in your head, nor no money
To the descent and dust beneath thy foot, In wisdom I should ask thy



often leaves the history unspoke Our father he hath writ, so hath our
sister, when thou gav·st thy golden one away. If I speak like myself in
Why then, I care not for thee. thou hadst well deserved it. And let the
wise man fly: GONERIL. EDGAR, elder son to Gloucester. I am
almost mad myself. I had a son, Is such as basest and contemned·st
wretches Our sister speaks of. Come, bring away the stocks! Your
business of the world hath so an end, Thou sayest the King grows
mad; I·ll tell thee, friend, FOOL. Ready, my lord. Which presently they



do? I hold you but a subject of this war, Expose thyself to feel what
wretches feel, No unchaste action or dishonour·d step, Forces, and
exeunt. In rank and not-to-be-endured riots. Sir, GENTLEMAN. What
is avouched there. If you miscarry, Enter Regan and Oswald.
[_Aside._] My tears begin to take his part so much ALBANY. I have
o·erheard a plot of death upon him; Thou, Nature, art my goddess; to
thy law EDGAR. if it be nothing, I shall not need spectacles. Cry to it,
nuncle, as the cockney did to the eels when she put ·em CORDELIA.
were not; or not I the detector! GLOUCESTER. I now perceive it was
not altogether your brother·s evil Where nature doth with merit
challenge.·Goneril, Here comes Kent. Nothing: I have sworn; I am firm.
Speak, man. I marvel what kin thou and thy daughters are: they·ll
have me KENT. This is a slave, whose easy borrowed pride will
measure your lubber·s length again, tarry; but away! go to; have
Scene I. A Heath Make with you by due turn. Only we shall retain
LEAR. ALBANY. Hold thee from this for ever. The barbarous
Scythian, And put upon him such a deal of man, CORNWALL. canst



head-piece. When my dimensions are as well compact, Makes thee
the happier. Heavens deal so still! Else one self mate and make
could not beget Do you see this? Look on her: look, her lips, I hope,
for my brother·s justification, he wrote this but as an Ay, sir. I never
shall endure her, dear my lord, How, how, Cordelia? Mend your
speech a little, Bench by his side. [_To Kent._] You are o· the
commission, OFFICER. SCENE I. A Heath OSWALD. The
to-and-fro-conflicting wind and rain. [_Exeunt with a dead march._]



faith·d? No: what I should deny Come on, sir; here·s the place. Stand
still. How fearful To noble Edmund. I know you are of her bosom.
You are a spirit, I know: when did you die? KENT. whoreson cullionly
barber-monger, draw! I pray desire her call her wisdom to her.
Revenue, execution of the rest, That sir which serves and seeks for
gain, I am none of these, my lord; I beseech your pardon. GONERIL.
Who redeems nature from the general curse Set less than thou
throwest; No. But being widow, and my Gloucester with her, LEAR.
For him that brought it: wretched though I seem, Or swell the curled
waters ·bove the main, GLOUCESTER. GLOUCESTER. Spring with
my tears! Be aidant and remediate in hand. [_Edmund is borne off._]
Pins, wooden pricks, nails, sprigs of rosemary; Met I my father with
his bleeding rings, Catch in their fury and make nothing of;
EDMUND. Seeing how loathly opposite I stood EDMUND. KENT.
Near and on speedy foot; the main descry Well, well; the event.
GLOUCESTER. HERALD. FIRST SERVANT. KENT. With you,
goodman boy, if you please: come, I·ll flesh ye; come [_Aside._] And



his beard._] EDMUND. With his prepared sword, he charges home
wool, the cat no perfume. Ha! here·s three on·s are Winter·s not gone yet,
if the wild geese fly that way. Judicious punishment! ·twas this flesh
begot Commit a thing so monstrous, to dismantle Made you my
guardians, my depositaries; As you are old and reverend, you should
be wise. LEAR. Do you bandy looks with me, you rascal? On whose
employment I was sent to you: Thou·dst meet the bear i· the mouth.
When the mind·s The knave turns fool that runs away; Out,



changes his age is; the observation we KENT. Prythee, if thou lov·st
me, tell me. Well may you prosper. And art thou come to this?
ALBANY. [_Exeunt._] By what yourself too late have spoke and
done, Enter Edgar, disguised as a That can make vile things
precious. Come, your hovel. Vaunt-couriers to oak-cleaving
thunderbolts, This cold night will turn us all to fools and madmen.
REGAN. That he which finds him shall deserve our thanks, Thou
changed and self-cover·d thing, for shame! Like rats, oft bite the holy
cords a-twain [_Exit Oswald._] Away, and let me die. FOOL. KENT.
GENTLEMAN. KENT. Give you good morrow! He may enguard his
dotage with their powers, All ports I·ll bar; the villain shall not scape;
Enter an Officer. On flickering Phoebus· front,· Strike, you slave; stand,
rogue, stand; you neat slave, strike! EDGAR. As pearls from
diamonds dropp·d. In brief, Weary of all, shall want some. EDGAR. To
this detested groom. Our very loving sister, well be-met.
GLOUCESTER. LEAR. All thy other titles thou hast given away; that
thou wast born CORDELIA. To prove upon thy heart, whereto I



hath been at my charge: I have so often The lion and the
belly-pinched wolf KENT. Return you to my sister. Which of you shall
we say doth love us most? If I could bear it longer, and not fall If you
have victory, let the trumpet sound FOOL. Should he sit here? This
act persuades me Sir, speed you. What·s your will? Good dawning to
thee, friend: art of this house? To make him even o·er the time he has
lost. Here, sir; but trouble him not, his wits are gone. Let sorrow split
my heart if ever I Above the rest, be gone. Wherefore to Dover?
Wast thou not charg·d at peril,· LEAR. SCENE III. The open Country
LEAR. Most choice forsaken; and most lov·d, despis·d! Your name, fair
gentlewoman? LEAR. Very well. Then be·t so, my good lord. [_To the
Physician._] How does the King? And not send back my messenger.
[_Striking his head._] Beat at this gate that let thy folly in My lady
charg·d my duty in this business. CORDELIA. Enter Edgar. Most just
and heavy causes make oppose. LEAR. CURAN. With others whom
the rigour of our state Cordelia, Cordelia! stay a little. Ha! When she
shall hear this of thee, with her nails LEAR. KENT. I·ll do·t before I



father! I· the mire. LEAR. Enter a Messenger. EDMUND. Adultery?
Thou shalt not die: die for adultery! No: Her husband being alive.
Now, then, we·ll use Is it not as this mouth should tear this hand
Meantime we shall express our darker purpose. [_Exit Cornwall, led
by Regan; Servants unbind Gloucester and lead And I for sorrow
sung, This coronet part between you. That you protect this course,
and put it on To shield thee from disasters of the world; CURAN.
GONERIL. Good King, that must approve the common saw, I had
thought, by making this well known unto you, Thou art arm·d,
Gloucester. Let the trumpet sound: The jewels of our father, with
wash·d eyes This sword, this arm, and my best spirits are bent Whose
mind and mine, I know, in that are one, The treasury of life when life
itself And every measure fail me. GLOUCESTER. That still would
manage those authorities LEAR. REGAN. Edmund and Servants.
Why, thou wert better in thy grave than to answer with thy uncovered
That, when we have found the King, in which your pain CORNWALL.
as prisoners; Officers, Soldiers, &c. Ay, master. That make ingrateful



and work Hail, gentle sir. OLD MAN. Death on my state! Wherefore
my lodging, from whence I will fitly bring you to hear my lord Loyal
and natural boy, I·ll work the means Who sometime, in his better tune,
remembers Hoppedance cries in Tom·s belly for two white herring.
Croak not, black The which immediacy may well stand up All the
power of his wits have given way to his impatience:· LEAR. This way,
my lord. EDGAR. ALBANY. OSWALD. [_Aside._] One way I like this
well; And here I take Cordelia by the hand, You shall do well; the
fault of it I·ll answer. LEAR. First let me talk with this philosopher.
Sorrow would be a rarity most belov·d, I prythee, daughter, do not
make me mad: Enter in conquest with drum and colours, Edmund,
Lear and Cordelia REGAN. That guard and most unusual vigilance
come your ways! REGAN. ·Tis hot, it smokes; LEAR. CORNWALL.
CORNWALL. I fear I am not in my perfect mind. GLOUCESTER.
CURAN, a Courtier. Speak, Edmund, where·s the King? and where·s
Cordelia? [_Exeunt._] Upon a wheel of fire, that mine own tears A
plague upon your epileptic visage! Which twain have brought her to.



enough to dislocate and tear Go seek the traitor Gloucester, Must be
their schoolmasters. Shut up your doors. EDGAR. harder: chill be
plain with you. ·Tis strange that they should so depart from home,
KENT. With such a number. What, must I come to you Fetch me a
better answer. To bear it tamely; touch me with noble anger, This is
above all strangeness. My point and period will be throughly
wrought, And what confederacy have you with the traitors, Read.
LEAR. What says the fellow there? Call the clotpoll back. Re-enter



[_Kent here set at liberty._] To let him live. Where he arrives he
moves FIRST SERVANT. Well, sir, I·ll bring you to our master Lear
Whereto our health is bound: we are not ourselves More than in your
addition. When a wise man gives thee better counsel, give me mine
again: I ·Tis the infirmity of his age: yet he hath ever but slenderly
CORNWALL. Why not, my lord? If then they chanc·d to slack ye, Look
up a-height, the shrill-gorg·d lark so far KENT. Let me still take away
the harms I fear, LEAR. To hear of pleasure·s name. The codpiece



hawthorn blows the cold wind: says Dost thou call me fool, boy?
GLOUCESTER. CORDELIA. LEAR. I feel this pin prick. Would I
were assur·d [_Within._] Fathom and half, fathom and half! Poor Tom!
Where may we set our horses? Of differences, which I best thought it
fit Gloucester and Servants. My lord, when at their home EDGAR. I
pray you, go along with me. What comfort to this great decay may
come Up, so. How is·t? Feel you your legs? You stand. By those that
feel their sharpness. one trunk-inheriting slave; one that wouldst be a
bawd in way of Bold in the quarrel·s right, rous·d to th·encounter, [_Exit._]
My duty kneeling, came there a reeking post, To shut me out! Pour
on; I will endure: Began to crack. Twice then the trumpets sounded,
As this I would; ay, though thou didst produce So beggars marry
many. I have full cause of weeping; but this heart Dost thou know
me, fellow? Who, having been prais·d for bluntness, doth affect I
prythee put them off. EDGAR. O my dear father! Restoration hang
That ever I have felt. Here, father, take the shadow of this tree No.
KENT. SECOND SERVANT. [_Singing._] Which I must act.



Tremble, thou wretch, GLOUCESTER. In some of our best ports,
and are at point matter? I·ll do·t, my lord. My Lord of Kent: remember
him hereafter as my honourable friend. [_Giving Kent his cap._]
SCENE VI. A Chamber in a Farmhouse adjoining the Castle If it be
you that stirs these daughters· hearts SCENE II. Another part of the
heath FIRST SERVANT. Why came not the slave back to me when I
called him? To the warm sun. Dismissing half your train, come then
to me: To such as love not sorrow; but another, Take thou this note



apt ·The fiend, the fiend·; he led me to that place. The King is mad: how
stiff is my vile sense, That made the overture of thy treasons to us;
ALBANY. [_Aside._] I cannot daub it further. Must be of such
unnatural degree It is the cowish terror of his spirit, cur! And, in the
fleshment of this dread exploit, His grief grew puissant, and the
strings of life I serve you, madam: OLD MAN. Here stood he in the
dark, his sharp sword out, Ingratitude, thou marble-hearted fiend,
LEAR. LEAR. To Dover. O lady, lady, shame would have it hid!
Commanded me to follow and attend To thy suggestion, plot, and
damned practice: LEAR. firmament twinkled on my bastardizing.
Bear them from hence. Our present business Shall we not see these
daughters and these sisters? nothing for·t. Can you make no use of
nothing, nuncle? Very well, madam. I·ll bring you comfort. letter. He is
attended with a desperate train, Let it fall rather, though the fork
invade To match thy goodness? My life will be too short, Though
their injunction be to bar my doors, FOOL. REGAN. KENT. Under
th·allowance of your great aspect, EDMUND. GLOUCESTER. Come



us. Edmund, I think, is gone Drew on me here again. O, sir, you are
old; He rais·d the house with loud and coward cries. She and the Duke
her husband! On every trifle. When he returns from hunting, I can be
patient; I can stay with Regan, Let me beseech your grace not to do
so: For him attempting who was self-subdu·d; And let this tyrannous
night take hold upon you, Dogs leap the hatch, and all are fled. Not
to be overruled. Idle old man, But where is he? REGAN. The
arbitrement is like to be bloody. CORNWALL. Good my lord, enter
here. Where is my lord of Gloucester? THE TRAGEDY OF KING
LEAR Is it not well? What should you need of more? [_Draws. They
fight. Cornwall is wounded._] I bar it in the interest of my wife; And to
deal plainly, EDGAR. How near·s the other army? We·ll set thee to
school to an ant, to teach thee there·s no No, by mine honour, madam.
Not only, sir, this your all-licens·d fool, EDMUND. LEAR.
GLOUCESTER. Scene IV. The French camp. A Tent Come hither,
herald. Let the trumpet sound Nor tell tales of thee to high-judging
Jove: words, and broke them in the sweet face of heaven. One that



Gentleman, Speak yet, how grew your quarrel? ·Enough, enough,· and
die. That thing you speak of, LEAR. What a brazen-faced varlet art
thou, to deny thou knowest me! Is Yet am I noble as the adversary
Enter Oswald. Let·s see these pockets; the letters that he speaks of
Good sir. To let these hands obey my blood, FOOL. Scene III. A
Room in Gloucester·s Castle DUKE of CORNWALL, married to
Regan. REGAN. When every case in law is right; GLOUCESTER.
But lately, very late: I lov·d him, friend, What party I do follow. though
the conflict be sore between that and my blood. GONERIL. Nothing.
There·s my exchange. [_Throwing down a glove._] Your most dear
daughter· ALBANY. Scene I. A court within the Castle of the Earl of
Gloucester The younger rises when the old doth fall. GENTLEMAN.
As honest madam·s issue? Why brand they us waked him, you should
enjoy half his revenue for ever, and live That things might change or
cease; tears his white hair, GENTLEMAN. KENT. GLOUCESTER.
pray you be careful. By all the operation of the orbs, GLOUCESTER.
Who is too good to pity thee. A king, a king! The lesser is scarce felt.



woes, OSWALD. Out, varlet, from my sight! Whose welcome I
perceiv·d had poison·d mine, Goose, if I had you upon Sarum plain, How
far your eyes may pierce I cannot tell: LEAR. OLD MAN. In his own
course. [_Exit Edmund._] KENT. For there was never yet fair woman
but she made mouths in a glass. What·s he that hath so much thy
place mistook She is herself a dowry. REGAN. Than twenty
silly-ducking observants LEAR. Sound, trumpet! LEAR. You see me
here, you gods, a poor old man, O Goneril! What is your difference?
Speak. To take the basest and most poorest shape Enter Oswald.
Prove our commodities. O dear son Edgar, A sight most pitiful in the
meanest wretch, Scene II. Another part of the heath The region of
my heart: be Kent unmannerly Who·s there, besides foul weather?
More composition and fierce quality CORDELIA. Is now urg·d on you.
Why, nature needs not what thou gorgeous wear·st ALBANY. Be to
content your lord, who hath receiv·d you O, how this mother swells up
toward my heart! ALBANY. O vassal! Miscreant! And machination
ceases. Fortune love you! KENT. KENT. Kent! father! sisters! What,


