
IN PERSON SIDE 1 
 
GONERIL 
Sister, it is not little I have to say of what most nearly appertains to us both. I think our father 
will hence tonight, next month with us. 
REGAN 
That's most certain, and with you. 
GONERIL 
You see how full of changes his age is. The observation we have made of it hath been little. He 
always loved our sister most, and with what poor judgment he hath now cast her off appears too 
grossly. 
REGAN 
'Tis the infirmity of his age. Yet he hath ever but slenderly known himself. 
GONERIL 
The best and soundest of his time hath been but rash. Then must we look from his age to receive 
not alone the imperfections of long-engrafted condition, but therewithal the unruly waywardness 
that infirm and choleric years bring with them. 
REGAN 
Such unconstant starts are we like to have from him as this of Kent's banishment. 
GONERIL 
There is further compliment of leave-taking between France and him. Pray you let 
us sit together. If our father carry authority with such disposition as he bears, 330this last surrender 
of his will but offend us. 
REGAN 
We shall further think of it. 
GONERIL 
We must do something, and i'th'heat. 
 
  



IN PERSON SIDE 2 
 
CORNWALL 
I will have my revenge ere I depart his house. 
BASTARD 
How, my lord, I may be censured, that nature thus gives way to loyalty, something fears me 
to think of. 
CORNWALL 
I now perceive it was not altogether your brother's evil disposition made him seek his death, 
but a provoking merit set a-work by a reprovable badness in himself. 
BASTARD 
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 advantages of France. O heavens, that this 
treason were not, or not I the detector! 
CORNWALL 
Go with me to the duchess. 
BASTARD 
If the matter of this paper be certain, you have mighty business in hand. 
CORNWALL 
True or false, it hath made thee Earl of Gloucester. Seek out where thy father is, that he may 
be ready for our apprehension. 
BASTARD 
If I find him comforting the King, it will stuff his suspicion more fully. [Aloud] I will persevere 
in my course of loyalty, though the conflict be sore between that and my blood. 
CORNWALL 
I will lay trust upon thee, and thou shalt find 1995a dear father in my love. 
 
 
  



IN PERSON SIDE 3 
GLOUCESTER 
Sirrah, naked fellow. 
EDGAR 
Poor Tom's a cold. I cannot daub it further. 
GLOUCESTER 
Come hither, fellow. 
EDGAR 
And yet I must. Bless thy sweet eyes, they bleed. 
GLOUCESTER 
Know'st thou the way to Dover? 
EDGAR 
Both stile, and gate, horse-way, and footpath, poor Tom hath been scared 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; Hobbididence, Prince of darkness; Mahu of stealing, Modo of murder, 
Flibbertigibbet, of mocking and mowing, who since possesses chambermaids and waiting 
women. So bless thee master. 
GLOUCESTER 
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. 
Let the superfluous and lust-dieted man 
That slaves your ordinance, that will not see 
Because he does not feel, feel your power quickly; 
So distribution should undo excess, 
And each man have enough. Dost thou know Dover? 
EDGAR 
Ay, master. 
GLOUCESTER 
There is a cliff, whose high and bending head 
Looks fearfully in the confinèd deep. 
Bring me but to the very brim of it, 
And I'll repair the misery thou dost bear 
With something rich about me. From that place 
I shall no leading need. 
EDGAR 
 Give me thy arm. 
Poor Tom shall lead thee. 
  



IN PERSON SIDE 4 
CORDELIA 
O thou good Kent, how shall I live and work 
To match thy goodness? My life will be too short, 
And every measure fail me. 
KENT 
To be acknowledged, madam, is o'er-paid. 
All my reports go with the modest truth, 
Nor more, nor clipped, but so. 
CORDELIA 
 Be better suited. 
These weeds are memories of those worser hours. 
I prithee put them off. 
KENT 
 Pardon, dear madam; 
Yet to be known shortens my made intent. 
My boon I make it that you know me not 
Till time and I think meet. 
CORDELIA 
Then be't so, my good lord.  How does the King? 
[KENT] 
Madam, sleeps still. 
CORDELIA 
O you kind gods, 
Cure this great breach in his abusèd nature; 
Th'untuned and jarring senses, O wind up, 
Of this child-changed father. 
[KENT] 
 So please your majesty 
That we may wake the King. He hath slept long. 
CORDELIA 
Be governed by your knowledge and proceed 
I'th'sway of your own will. Is he arrayed? 
[KENT] 
Ay, madam. In the heaviness of sleep 
We put fresh garments on him. 
Be by, good madam, when we do awake him. 
I doubt of his temperance. 
  



ONLINE SUBMISSION SIDE 1 
 
EDGAR 
I heard myself proclaimed, 
And by the happy hollow of a tree 
Escaped 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, elf all my hairs in knots, 
And with presented nakedness outface 
The winds and persecutions of the sky. 
The country gives me proof and precedent 
Of Bedlam beggars, who, with roaring voices, 
Strike in their numbed and mortified arms 
Pins, wooden pricks, nails, sprigs of rosemary, 
And with this horrible object, from low farms, 
Poor pelting villages, sheepcotes and mills, 
Sometimes with lunatic bans, sometimes with prayers, 
Enforce their charity. "Poor Turlygod, poor Tom." 
That's something yet. Edgar I nothing am. 
 
  



ONLINE SUBMISSION SIDE 2 
GONERIL 
Not only, sir, this, your all-licensed fool, 
But other of your insolent retinue 
Do hourly carp and quarrel, breaking forth 
In rank and not-to-be-endurèd riots. Sir, 
I had thought by making this well known unto you 
To have found a safe redress, but now grow fearful 
By what yourself too late have spoke and done 
That you protect this course, and put it on 
By your allowance; which if you should, the fault 
Would not scape censure, 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. 
 
  



ONLINE SUBMISSION SIDE 3 
FOOL 
This is a brave night to cool a courtesan. I'll speak a prophecy ere I go. 
When priests are more in word than matter, 
When brewers mar their malt with water, 
When nobles are their tailors' tutors, 
No heretics burned but wenches' suitors; 
When every case in law is right, 
No squire in debt, nor no poor knight; 
When slanders do not live in tongues, 
Nor cut-purses come not to throngs; 
When usurers tell their gold i'th'field, 
And bawds and whores do churches build; 
Then shall the realm of Albion 
Come to great confusion. 
Then comes the time, who lives to see't, 
That going shall be used with feet. 
This prophecy Merlin shall make, for I live before his time. 
 


