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Reg. Give me thy fword. A peafant ftand up thus! [£ills him.
Serfu O, I am {lain —my lord, you have one eye left

To fee fome mifchief on him. O ' — [ dies.
Corn. Left it {ee more, prevent it: out, vile gelly!
Where is thy luftre now ? : [ 2reads out the other eye.

Gl. All dark and comfortlefls — where’s my fon Edwmund &
Edmund, enkindle all the {parks of nature
To quit this horrid aé.

Reg. Out, treacherous villain !
Thou call’ft on him that hates thee: it was he
That made the overture of thy treafons to us:
Who is too good to pity thee.

G/lo. O my follies !
Then Edgar was abus’d. Kind gods, forgive
Me that, and profper him.

Reg. Go, thruft him out
At th’ gates, and let him fmell his way to Dover.

[Ex. with Glo'fter.

How is’t, my lord? how look you ?

Corn. 1 have receiv’d a hurt: follow me, lady. —
Turn out that eyelefs villain ; throw this {lave
Upon the dunghill. — Regan, 1 bleed apace:
Untimely comes this hurt. Give me your arm. [ Exeunt.

ACT IV. . SCENZE L

An open country.
Enter Edgar.

EbDcaRr.

ET better thus, and known to be contemn’d,
Than ftill contemn’d and flatter’d. To be wor/i,
(The loweft, moft dejected thing of fortune) ;
. Stands



