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Kent. All the pow’r of his wits has given way to his impatience s
the gods reward your kindnefs!

Enter Lear, Edgar, and Fool.

Edg. Fraterreto calls me; and tells me, Vero is an angler in
the lake of darknefs: pray innocent, and beware the foul fiend.

Fool. Pr'ythee, nuncle, tell me, whether a madman’ be a
gentleman, or a yeoman ?

Lear. A king, a king.

Fool. No, he’s a yeoman that has a gentleman to his fon: for
he’s a yeoman that fees his {fon a gentleman before him.

Lear. 'To have a thoufand with red burning {pits
Come hizzing in upon ’em.

Edg. The foul fiend bites my back.

Fool. He’s mad that trufts in the tamenefs of a wolf, the health
of a horfe, the love of a boy, or the oath of a whore.

Lear. It thall be done, I will arraign ’em ftraight.
Come, fit thou here, moft learned jufticer, — [0 the Fool.
Thou, fapient fir, fit here. — [#0 Edgar.] Now, ye fhe foxes! —

Edg. The foul fiend haunts poor Zom in the voice of a
nightingale. ~ Hopdance cries in Tot’s belly for two white
herrings. Croak not, black angel; I have no food for thee.

Lear. T'll fee their trial : bring me in the evidence. —
Thou robed man of juftice, take thy place; —
And thou, his yoke-fellow of equity,
Bench by his fide : — you are of the commiflion,
Sit you too. Arraign her firft, tis Gonerill.

Fool. Come hither, miftrefs, is your name Gonerill 2

Lear. She can’t deny it.

Fool. Cry you mercy, I took you for a jointftool.

Lear. And here’s another whofe warp’d looks proclaim
What ftore her heart is made of. — Stop her there!
Arms, arms, fword, fire! corruption’s in the place | —
Falfe jufticer, why haft thou let her fcape?

Edg. ’Blefs thy five wits | ~

Kent. O pity | — Sir, where is the patience now, :

Vor. III. : I That




