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I have to think fo; if thou wert not glad,
I would divorce me from thy mother’s tomb,
Sepulchring an adult’refs. O, are you free? [70 Kent,
Some other time for that. Beloved Regar,
Thy fifter’s naught: o Regan, fhe hath tied
Sharp-tooth’d unkindnefs, like a vulture, here: [ points to bis heart.
I can {carce fpeak to thee; thou’lt not believe
With how deprav’d a quahty — 0 Regan | —
Reg. 1 pray you, fir, take patience; I have hope,
You lefs know how to value her defert,
Than fhe to {can her duty.
Lear. How is that? —
Reg. 1 cannot think my fifter in the leaft
Would fail her obhgatlon If, perchance,
_ She have reftrain’d the riots of your followers,
"Tis on {uch ground, and to fuch wholefome end,
As clears her from all blame.
Lear. My curfes on her !
Reg. O Sir, you are old,
Nature in you ftands on the very verge
Of her confine; you fhould be rul’d and led
By {fome difcretion, that difcerns your ftate
Better than you yourfelf: therefore I pray you,
‘That to our fifter you do make return
Say, you have wrong’d her, fir.
Lear. Afk her forgivenefs?
Do you but mark how this becometh us:
Dear daughter, I confefs that I am old; [the king kneeling.
Apge is zmneceﬁézr_y on my knees I beg,
- That yoid Il vouchfafe me raiment, bed, and fooa’
Reg. Good fir, no more; thefe are unfightly tricks:
Return you to my fifter.
Lear. Never, Regan :
She hath abated me of half my train;
Look’d black upon me, ftruck me with her tongue

Moft ferpent-like, upon the very heart.
All




