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Gon. At your choice, fir.
Lear. 1 priythee, daughter, do not make me mad;
I will not trouble thee, my child. Farewel:
We’'ll no more meet, no more {ee one another :
But yet thou art my fleth, my blood, my daughter;
Or; rather, a difeafe, that’s in my flefh,
Which I muft needs call mine: thou art a bile,
A plague-fore, or embofied carbuncle,
In my corrupted blood : but I'll not chide thee.
Let thame come when it will, I do not call it;
I do not bid the thunder-bearer thoot,
Nor tell tales of thee to high-judging Fove.
Mend, when thou canft; be better at thy leifure:
I can be patient; I can ftay with Regan,
I, and my hundred knights.
Reg. Not all together,
I look’d not for you yet, nof am provided
For your fit welcome: give ear to my fifter;
For thofe that mingle reafon with your paflion,
Muft be content to think you old, and fo —
But {he knows what fhe does.
Lear. Is this well {poken ?
Reg. 1 dare avouch it, fir; what, fifty followers?
Is it not well? what fthould you need of more?
Yea, or {fo many? fince both charge and danger
Speak ’gainft {o great a number: how, in one houfe,
Should many people, under two commands,
Hold amity ? ’tis hard, almoft impoflible.
Gon. Why might not you, my lord, receive attendance
From thofe that fhe calls fervants, or from mine? .
Reg. Why not, my lord? if then they chanc’d to flack ye,
We could control them ; if you’ll come to me,
(For now I {py a danger) I entreat you
"T'o bring but five and twenty; to no more
Will I give place or notice.
Lear. 1 gave you all —

Reg.



