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King Lear - Act 1

His breeding, sir, hath been at my charge: I have
so often blushed to acknowledge him, that now I am
brazed to it. (I.i)
Meantime we shall express our darker purpose.
Give me the map there. Know that we have divided
In three our kingdom: and 'tis our fast intent
To shake all cares and business from our age (I.i)

Tell me, my daughters
(Since now we will divest us both of rule,
Interest of territory, cares of state),
Which of you shall we say doth love us most? (I.i)

I profess
Myself an enemy to all other joys,
Which the most precious square of sense possesses,
And find I am alone felicitate
In your dear highness' love. (I.i)

Unhappy that I am, I cannot heave
My heart into my mouth: I love your Majesty
According to my bond; no more nor less. (I.i)

See better, Lear; and let me still remain
The true blank of thine eye. (I.i)

'Tis the infirmity of his age: yet he hath ever
but slenderly known himself. (I.i)

Well, my legitimate, if this letter speed,
And my invention thrive, Edmund the base
Shall top the legitimate. I grow; I prosper:
Now, gods, stand up for bastards! (I.ii)

Never, my lord: but I have heard him oft
maintain it to be fit, that, sons at perfect age,
and fathers declining, the father should be as
ward to the son, and the son manage his revenue. (I.ii)
Put on what weary negligence you please,
You and your fellows; I'll have it come to question:
If he dislike it, let him to our sister,
Whose mind and mine, I know, in that are one,
Not to be over-ruled. (I.iii)
Why, after I have cut the egg i' the middle, and eat
up the meat, the two crowns of the egg. When thou
clovest thy crown i' the middle, and gavest away
both parts, thou borest thy ass on thy back o'er
the dirt (I.iv)

Doth any here know me? This is not Lear:
Doth Lear walk thus? speak thus? Where are his eyes? (I.iv)

How sharper than a serpent's tooth it is
To have a thankless child! (I.iv)

If thou wert my fool, nuncle, I'ld have thee beaten
for being old before thy time. Thou shouldst not have been old till thou hadst
been wise. (I.iv)

O, let me not be mad, not mad, sweet heaven
Keep me in temper: I would not be mad! (I.iv)

