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PREDMLUVA

tragédii napsanych v rychlém sledu v prvnich letech 17. stoleti

postavou vyrazné nejstar$i. Hrdl ho dramatikav pfitel a spoleénik
Richard Burbage, pfedni herec souboru, ktery nedlouho pfedtim ztvérnil
Hamleta, Othella a kritce nato Macbetha, tedy postavy, které mu byly
vékoveé vyrazné blizsi. Lze se jen dohadovat, co pfimélo autora, jehoz pro-
tagonisté takiikajic starli s nim, postavit do stfedu hry starce a sledovat jeho
péad z vysin moci do hlubin zkdzy. Zfejmé se tu seslo nékolik okolnosti.
Legendarni piibéh z predhistorické Britdnie souznél s aktudlnimi snahami
krale Jakuba I. spojit Anglii a Skotsko v novodobou Britdnii. Soucasné se
v dramatikové okoli odehraly tfi dochované obdobné ptipady, ve kterych
dcery ze ziskuchtivosti terorizovaly svého otce. Tim nejskanddlnéjsim byl
pfipad sira Williama Allena, byvalého londynského starosty, v jiném pii-
padé se za otce Briana Annesleyho postavila proti zlym sestrdm jeho nej-
mlad$i dcera Cordella. V bfeznu 1605 vysla tiskem stard anonymni hra
o kréli Leirovi, ve které v poloviné 90. let Shakespeare ziejmé sdm hral
v roli Perilla (pfedchtudce Kenta). Dal$im impulsem bylo vydani{ protikato-
lického pamfletu Samuela Harsnetta Odbaleni neslychanych papeZenskych pod-
vodii (1603), obsahujiciho popisy teatrdlniho ,vymitin{ ddbla“ z bezvérca
a jejich vypovédi. (Byli mezi nimi i taci, které autor osobné znal.) Kniha
obohatila dramatika nejen o barvité vyrazivo, ale poskytla mu i kli¢ k ucho-
pen{ latky: odista prostfednictvim utrpeni. Svou roli jisté sehrala i hrizna
zkuSenost z mimofadné silné morové epidemie, kterd v letech 1603 a 1604
vyhubila takika tfetinu londynského obyvatelstva. A tak se Shakespeare,
ktery mél mimotddnou schopnost vstiebdvat riznorodé podnéty a pretvi-
fet je v plnokrevnd dramata, obratil ke staré latce, kterd pfed nim doznala
vice nez padeséti literdrnich zpracovéni.

Ptibéh je zaznamendn jiz v Historii britskych krdli sttedovékého kronika-
fe Geoffreyho z Monmouthu (1135), alzbétincim byl ale zndméjsi ze sou-
dobych Kronik Anglie, Skotska a Irska (1577) Raphaela Holinsheda. Drama-
tik déj rozsifil o paralelni piibéh druhého starce, hrabéte z Glostru, a jeho
dvou synu, jejZ ptevzal z Arcadie Philipa Sidneyho. Nechal se ale inspirovat
1 dal$imi dily, véetné bible, zejména pfibéhem Jobovym.

Kdy pfesné hru napsal, neni dolozeno, mnohé v$ak svéd¢i o tom, Ze to

Krél Lear je ve ¢tvefici titulnich hrdina vrcholnych Shakespearovych



bylo nékdy v druhé poloviné roku 1605. Byla to doba téhotnd chmumymi
pfedzvéstmi a hrozbami, vyvolanymi i fadou piirodnich dkazu, jakymi
bylo i ve hie zminéné zatmén{ Slunce a Mésice. Kdyby v listopadu 1605
nedoslo k odhaleni tzv. ,prachového spiknuti“, chystaného atentitu na
krale a jeho Parlament, byla by tato neblahd o¢ekdvani tragicky naplnéna.

Podnéty, pramenici z politické situace v zemi, z atmosféry doby i lite-
rarnich zdrojt, jez poskytly téma, ptibéh i metodu zpracovani, pfetvofil
dramatik ve svébytné originlni dilo, které svou monumentalnosti dodnes
bere dech. Kral Lear nepatf{ k nejhranéj§im Shakespearovym hrdm, ale jis-
té pati{ k tém nejuzndvanéj$im a nejtajuplnéjsim. Lze jen souhlasit s ndzo-
rem Williama Hazzlita, Ze cokoli o této hie fekneme, bude malo, ba 1 nase
vniman{ tohoto dila bude vzdy nedostate¢né.

Paralelni, na tragickém paradoxu postavené piibéhy dvou posetilych
starct, z nichz prvni az v $ilenstvi zmoudi{, a druhy aZ ve slepoté pro-
hlédne, pfinaseji pohled na ¢lovéka v té nejsirsi mozné $kile (od mocného
krile po nejubozejsiho lidského tvora) a sleduji jejich cestu ke smrti jako
nanejvy$ bolestny proces sebepoznédni a vykoupeni z viny. Hra, kterd je
zbavena berli¢ek kfestanské ideologie (odehrévé se v pohanském bezéasi),
se snazi odhalit zdkladn{ kofeny lidskosti, klade si otdzky po smyslu lidské
existence a cené Zivota. V¥udypfitomné Shakespearovo téma, jimz je konec
staré a vznik nové epochy, je tu pfeneseno do genera¢ntho, rodinného kon-
fliktu a metaforicky ukdzano jako svar dvoji tvdfe ptirody: té, ve které vldd-
ne zdkon dzungle, a té, kterd na misté chaosu nastoluje fdd a lasku. Hra
pozoruhodnym zpusobem atakuje jak rozum, tak i city divdka. Archety-
pélni folklorni pt{béh o ,nahém® kréli a ,soli nad zlato® se tu stykd s hlu-
bokym filozofickym ponorem i se sZiravou kritikou civiliza¢nich ne$vara.
Snad nejvice ma autor spadeno na justici a jeji pfekroucené napltiovani
spravedlnosti. Zaroveii je ale divik podroben silnému citovému nétlaku.
Utrpeni prezentované na scéné nutné proziva sdm, a svym zpusobem se tak
stdvd pfimym ucastnikem mystéria a sebeocistného obfadu.

Snad prévé proto tato hra klade nebyvalé ndroky na inscenaéni ztvar-
néni. Nevime, jak probihala prvni pfedstaveni v divadle Globe ani jak byla
hra ptijata na Stépana 26. prosince 1606, kdy se prokazatelné hréla pred
kralovskym dvorem ve Whitehallu. Kromé ojedinélé zminky z roku 1610
se o nf doviddme aZ v roce 1681, ale to uz byla hra vyrazné jind. Dramatik
restauraéniho obdobi Nahum Tate ji ,vylepsil® podle vlastnitho vkusu
a panujici médy. Dal ji motivovany, pfijatelnéjsi zacatek a vzal ji tragicky
konec. Kral Lear a Cordelie tu Ziji $tastné a spokojené az do smrti. Od-
stranil postavu Saska a vepsal do hry milostny ptibéh Cordelie a Edgara.
Takto se Kral Lear inscenoval takika sto padesdt let, nez se postupné zacal

vracet ke své ptivodn{ podob¢. Je ziejmé, Ze tpravu si vyzddal nejen dobo-
vy literdrni styl, ale pochopitelné tthnuti divdki k ,,poetické spravedlnosti®.
Vrazdu nevinné Cordelie a pohled na zubozeného otce s mrtvou dcerou
v nérudf nedokdzali unést.

Pfestoze 19. stoleti pfijalo v roce 1838 zasluhou divadelniho principé-
la a herce W. Ch. Macreadyho tuto tragédii opét tak, jak ji autor napsal,
stile existovalo jisté napéti mezi vysokym hodnocenim hry jako ,vrcholu
dramatické poetiky“ (Coleridge) a jejimi nevalnymi a nepocetnymi insce-
nacemi. Hra byla oznadena jako ,pfili§ velkd pro divadlo® (Bradley). Né-
kteti vyznaéni umélci vyznavajici realismus v uméni jako L. N. Tolstoj ¢i
W. M. Thackeray ji zcela zavrhli s tim, Ze jde o hru $patnou, plnou nelo-
gi¢nosti. Svym zpusobem se na jeji slabsi inscenacni odezvé podepsaly
dobové zptsoby inscenovéini i prostiedky herectvi. Je jisté, Ze naptiklad
deklamativni herecky projev ¢i realistické dekorace zbavuji hru jejiho kouz-
la. AZ rtznd rezijni pojeti ve 20. stoleti, nabizejici ndvrat k magii slova &
k opros$téné alzbétinské scéné, nachizeji cestu, jak hru inscenovat tak, aby
se odhalily jeji ptivodn{ i nové moznosti. Ukazuje se napfiklad, jak autor
jasnozfivé piedznamenal cesty, ke kterym divadlo dospélo az v modern{
dobg, jako jsou prostupy brechtovského zcizovani ¢i absurdniho dramatu
Samuela Becketta a jinych. Jako pielomova je v tomto smyslu zmirfiovdna
inscenace ve Stratfordu nad Avonou z roku 1962 v rezii Petera Brooka
s Paulem Scofieldem v tituln{ roli.

20. stoleti ale ,pomohlo” hfe i jinak. Vize konce svéta, ktera se tu vykres-
luje a kterd pfipadala mnoha kritikim 1 divikim az nespravedlivé kruta,
dostala po dvou svétovych vélkdch zcela redlnou podobu. Absurdnost se
stala realitou viedniho dne a $fastny konec a poetickd spravedlnost naopak
falesnou iluzi a pohadkou.

V Krili Learovi, podobné jako v dalsich tfech velkych tragédiich té
doby, vytvofil Shakespeare obraz ¢lovéka svddéjictho osamély boj s bésy
v sobé i mimo sebe. Katarze, kterou tragicky konec hrdiny pfindsi, neni zde
ale osvobozenim ani ulevou ¢ nadéji. Po apokalyptickém zazitku zustdvd
jen hotké memento.

Je tfeba nést, co cas ndm naloZi,

spis horké pravdé prit neZ sladké I71.
Nejstarsi trpél nejvic. KéZ ndm se zdari
bud’ trpét mini, ¢ nedoZit se stdfi.

JIRT JOSEK
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DRAMATIS PERSONAE

LEAR, King of Britain

KING OF FRANCE

DUKE OF BURGUNDY

DUKE OF CORNWALL

DUKE OF ALBANY

EARL OF KENT

EARL OF GLOUCESTER

EDGAR, Son to Gloucester
EDMUND, Bastard Son to Gloucester
CURAN, a Courtier

OSWALD, Steward to Goneril

OLD MAN, Tenant to Gloucester
DOCTOR

FOOL

AN OFFICER, employed by Edmund
A GENTLEMAN, Attendant on Cordelia
A HERALD

GONERIL

REGAN } daughters to Lear
CORDELIA

Knights of Lear's train, officers, messengers, soldiers, and attendants.

Scene: Britain.

OSOBY

LEAR, Kral Britinie

KRAL FRANCIE

VEVODA Z BURGUNDSKA
VEVODA Z CORNWALLU
VEVODA Z ALBANY

HRABE Z KENTU

HRABE Z GLOSTRU

EDGAR, Glostrav syn

EDMUND, Glostrav levobocek
CURAN, dvotan

OSWALD, Gonerilin sluha
STAREC, v Glostrovych sluzbich
DOKTOR

SASEK

DUSTOJNIK, v Edmundovych sluzbich
SLECHTIC, v Cordeliinych sluzbach
HEROLD

GONERIL

REGAN } Learovy dcery
CORDELIE

Rytifi Learovy druziny, dastojnici, poslové, vojici a slouzici.

Misto déje: Britdnie.
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GLOUCESTER

EDMUND
KENT

ACT TI.

SCENE 1.
KING LEAR’S PALACE.

Enter Kent, Gloucester, and Edmund.

I thought the king had more affected the Duke of
Albany than Cornwall.

It did always seem so to us. But now, in the division

of the kingdom, it appears not which of the dukes he
values most; for equalities are so weighed, that 5
curiosity in neither can make choice of either’s moiety.

Is not this your son, my lord?

His breeding, sir, hath been at my charge. I have

so often blushed to acknowledge him, that now I am
brazed to it. 10
I cannot conceive you.

Sir, this young fellow’s mother could. Whereupon

she grew round-wombed, and had, indeed, sir, a son

for her cradle ere she had a husband for her bed.

Do you smell a fault? 15
I cannot wish the fault undone, the issue of it

being so proper.

But I have, sir, a son by order of law, some year elder
than this, who yet is no dearer in my account.

Though this knave came something saucily into 20
the world before he was sent for, yet was his mother
fair; there was good sport at his making, and the
whoreson must be acknowledged. Do you know this
noble gentleman, Edmund?

No, my lord. 25

My lord of Kent. Remember him hereafter as my
honourable friend.

My services to your lordship.
I must love you, and sue to know you better.

12
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KENT

GLOSTER

EDMUND
GLOSTER

EDMUND
KENT

JEDNANT I.

SCENA 1.
V PALACI KRALE LEARA.

Vystoupi Kent, Gloster a Edmund.

J& myslel, Ze krdl m4 radsi spi§ vévodu z Albany
nez Cornwalla.

To jsme si mysleli v§ichni, ale ted kdyZ se ma
krélovstvi rozdélit, tézko fict, kterého vévody

si kral cen{ vic. Jejich podily jsou tak vyrovnané,
Ze, méf jak méf, jsou na tom oba stejné.

To je vas syn?

Vyristal u mé na mé néklady. Dlouho jsem se
kvtli nému studem &ervenal, ale dneska uz mi
ani nepfijde, jak jsem k nému pfisel.

Jaksi mi to nedochézi.

S jeho méti k tomu ovSem doslo a tohle z toho
poslo. Nez se nadéla, narostlo ji bficho a méla dfiv
mimino v kolibce nez manzela v posteli. Pfipadd
vam to ode mne jako o$klivost?

Jaképak o$klivost, kdyz z toho vznikl takovy

fesdk.

Mam jesté pravoplatného syna, ktery je

o rok star$i nez tenhle, ale nemim ho o nic radsi.
I kdyz tenhle pacholek vtrhl na svét nechténé

a bez pozvéni, jeho mdma byla hezk4 kurvicka

a bylo moc pifjemné ho s ni délat. Tak co bych se
k nému neznal? Edmunde, zn4§ tohohle vzicného
pana?

Nezndm, otce.

To je pan hrabé z Kentu. Muyj ctény a vizeny
pfitel.

K va$im sluzbdm, pane.

Moc mé té§i. Urcité se jesté uvidime.

13
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EDMUND
GLOUCESTER

KING LEAR
GLOUCESTER

KING LEAR

GONERIL

CORDELIA

KING LEAR

Sit, I shall study deserving. 30
He hath been out nine years, and away he shall

again. (Sennet) The king is coming.

Enter King Lear, Cornwall, Albany, Goneril, Regan,

Cordelia, and attendants.

Attend the lords of France and Burgundy, Gloucester.
I shall, my liege.
Exeunt Gloucester and Edmund.

Meantime we shall express our darker purpose. 35
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;
Conferring them on younger strengths, while we
Unburthened crawl toward death. Our son of Cornwall,
And you, our no less loving son of Albany,
We have this hour a constant will to publish
Our daughters’ several dowers, that future strife
May be prevented now. The princes,

France and Burgundy,
Great rivals in our youngest daughter’s love, 45
Long in our court have made their amorous sojourn,
And here are to be answered. 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? 50
That we our largest bounty may extend
Where nature doth with merit challenge. Goneril,
Our eldest-born, speak first.

Sir, I love you more than words can wield the matter;
Dearer than eye-sight, space, and liberty; 55
Beyond what can be valued, rich or rare;

No less than life, with grace, health, beauty, honour;
As much as child e’er loved, or father found;

A love that makes breath poor, and speech unable;
Beyond all manner of so much I love you. 60
(Aside) What shall Cordelia do?

Love, and be silent.

Of all these bounds, even from this line to this,

With shadowy forests and with champains riched,

With plenteous rivers and wide-skirted meads, 65
We make thee lady. To thine and Albany’s issue

14

KRAL LEAR

EDMUND Bude mi velkou cti, pane.

GLOSTER Byl devét let z domu a brzy zas odjede.
(Znélka) Krél uz jde!
Vystoupi krdl Lear, Cornwall, Albany, Goneril, Regan,
Cordelie a slouZici.

GLOSTER Jak poroudite, Veli¢enstvo.
Odejdou Gloster a Edmund.

KRAL LEAR Mezitim vyjevim svijj tajny plan.

Dejte sem mapu. Nase kralovstvi

rozdélim na tfi ¢4sti. Setfesu

ze starych beder tihu povinnosti,

preddm je mlads$im a jen nalehko

se budu sunout k hrobu. Cornwalle,

Albany, drazi moji zetové,

prozradim vam, jak rozhodl jsem stran

véna svych dcer, abych tak zamezil

budoucim problémum.

Vladafim Francie

a Burgundska, co drahny ¢as tu spolu

soupefi o ruku mé nejmladsi,

ddm dnes téZ odpovéd. Povézte, deery,

kdyz vzdévime se pro vis krélovstvi,

vlddy 1 celé zemé, kterd z vés

miluje svého otce nejvice,

aby ji otec po zdsluze poctil

nejvétsim dilem. Ty jsi, Goneril,

nejstarsi, promluv proto jako prvni.
GONERIL J4 miluji vés vic, neZ umim fict,

drazii jste mi neZ zrak, svét, svoboda,

cenim si vas nad viechny poklady,

nad Zivot, krasu, zdravi, §tésti, Cest.

Nikdo jak ja tatinka nemiloval,

ldskou, jiz chybi dech a schézi slova.

Miluji vés nade v$e na svété.

CORDELIE  (Stranon) Cordelie, co k tomu mutize§ dodat?

Mné zbyv4 pouze milovat a mlcet.

KRAL LEAR Tato ¢st zemé odtud potud, véetné

hlubokych lesu, zirnych poli, fek,
ve kterych se to hem?z{ rybami,
jsou od nynéjska tvé a Albanyho.

15

Glostre, pfivedte pany z Francie a Burgundska.
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KING LEAR

CORDELIA

Be this perpetual. What says our second daughter,
Our dearest Regan, wife to Cornwall? Speak.

Sir, I am made

Of the self-same metal that my sister is,

And prize me at her worth. In my true heart

I find she names my very deed of love;

Only she comes too short: that 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.

(Aside) Then poor Cordelia!
And yet not so; since, I am sure, my love’s
More richer than my tongue.

To thee and thine hereditary ever

Remain this ample third of our fair kingdom;

No less in space, validity, and pleasure,

Than that conferred on Goneril. Now, our joy,
Although the last, not least; to whose young love
The vines of France and milk of Burgundy

Strive to be interessed; what can you say to draw
A third more opulent than your sisters? Speak.

Nothing, my lord.

Nothing?

Nothing.

Nothing will come of nothing. Speak again.

Unhappy that I am, I cannot heave
My heart into my mouth. I love your majesty
According to my bond; nor more nor less.

How, how, Cordelia! mend your speech a little,
Lest it may mar your fortunes.

Good my lord,
You have begot me, bred me, loved me. I
Return those duties back as are right fit,
Obey you, love you, and most honour you.
Why have my sisters husbands, if they say
They love you all? Haply, when I shall wed,

70

75

80

85

90

95

100

That lord whose hand must take my plight shall carry

Half my love with him, half my care and duty.
Sure, I shall never marry like my sisters,
To love my father all.

16
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KRAL LEAR

CORDELIE

Na véky vékd. Co mé druhd dcera,
ma drahd Regan, Zena Cornwallova? Mluv.
Otce, ja jsem

stejnd jak sestra, vyrovnam se ji

i v lasce k vdm. Jako by mluvila

1 z mého srdce. Mdm vis stejné rdda,
a vlastné jesté vic, vzdyf na svété

mé nemuze udélat $tastnéjsi
prazddnd radost, zddné potésent,

nez co mi d4vd moje laska k vdm,
muj nejdrazsi krdlovsky tatinku.
(Stranon) Na né jsi kritkd, Cordelie!
Ale ne. Moje laska ptece stoji

za mnohem vic neZ jejich sladké fedi.

Tobé a tvému rodu navzdy patii

ta druhd tfetina mé krisné zemé,

jez rozmeéry, bohatstvim, vyznamem
se rovnd prvni. A ted, $tésti moje,

mé nejmlads$i a nejmilejsi, o niz
francouzskd réva s mlékem Burgundska
se pretahuji, co mi feknes, abys
ziskala vic nez tvoje sestry? Mluv!
Neieknu, otée, nic.

Nic?

Nic.

Z ni¢eho neni nic. Tak to zkus znova.

J4 nestastnd bohuzel neum{m
mit srdce na jazyku. Miluji vés
tak, jak se patii. Nic min, a nic vic.
Cordelie! Rekni to trochu lip,
nebo si ugkodis.
Muj drahy otce,
dal jste mi Zivot, vychovu a ldsku.
Mou povinnosti je vim vSechno splatit:
poslouchat vés a milovat a ctit.
Jestli mé sestry miluj{ jen vis,
pro¢ maji muze? Az se jednou vddm,
polovinu své ldsky, oddanosti
a péle chci dét svému manzelovi.
Ne jako sestry, jez 1 po svatbé
miluji déle pouze svého otce.

17
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KENT

But goes thy heart with this?

Ay, good my lord.
So young, and so untender?
So young, my lord, and true.

Let it be so; thy truth, then, be thy dower. 110
For, by the sacred radiance of the sun,
The mysteries of Hecate, and the night;
By all the operation of the orbs
From whom we do exist, and cease to be;
Here 1 disclaim all my paternal care, 115
Propinquity and property of blood,
And as a stranger to my heart and me
Hold thee, from this, for ever. The barbarous Scythian,
Or he that makes his generation messes
To gorge his appetite, shall to my bosom 120
Be as well neighboured, pitied, and relieved,
As thou my sometime daughter.
Good my liege -

Peace, Kent!
Come not between the dragon and his wrath.
I loved her most, and thought to set my rest 125
On her kind nursery.

(To Cordelia) Hence, and avoid my sight!
So be my grave my peace, as here I give
Her father’s heart from her! - Call France; who stirs?
Call Burgundy.

- Comwall and Albany,

With my two daughters’ dowers digest this third. 130
Let pride, which she calls plainness, marry her.
I do invest you jointly with my power,
Pre-eminence, and all the large effects
That troop with majesty. Ourself, by monthly course,
With reservation of an hundred knights, 135
By you to be sustained, shall our abode
Make with you by due turns. Only we still retain
The name, and all the addition to a king;
The sway, revenue, execution of the rest,
Beloved sons, be yours, which to confirm, 140
This coronet part betwixt you. (Giving the coronet)

Royal Lear,
Whom I have ever honoured as my king,
Loved as my father, as my master followed,
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To 1ik4s ze srdce?
Ano.

Tak mlad4 a tak chladnd?
Mlad4 a upt{mna.
Pak za véno méj svoji upfimnost.
Pti svaté z4f1 slunce na nebi,
pii tajnych spadech, jimiz vladne noc,
pfi hvézdnych drahich, které urcuyji,
zda budeme ¢ nebudeme Zit,
tady a ted se timto odiikdm
otcovské péée a pokrevnich pout
k tobé, jez bude$ mné 1 mému srdci
odted az navzdy cizi. Kazdy barbar,
i kanibal, co spravuje si chuf
masem svych vlastnich rodi¢d, mi bude
ted’ blizs{, milejsi a vitanéjsi
nez ty, mé druhdy dcera.

Veli¢enstvo —

MI¢, Kente!
Jdi z cesty sopticimu drakovi.
Miloval jsem ji nejvic, chtél jsem u nf
stravit své stari.

(Ke Cordelii) Zmiz mi z o¢{! Pry¢!
Az v hrobé zapomenu, Ze jsem se

ziekl své dcerky! — At sem pfijde Francouz!

A Burgundan! Tak hnéte sebou!

(Ke Cornwallovi a Albanymu) Pani,
k vénu dvou dcer si vemte tfeti véno.
Ji zbude pycha, které tikd pfimost.
Vy pfevezmete muj kralovsky ufad,
mou vaznost 1 ve§kerou druzinu,
co pattf ke dvoru. J4 stridavé
se stovkou rytifa mné danou k sluzbdm
pobyvat budu s va$im dovolenim
vzdy mésic u vds a pak zase u vés.
Nechdm si pouze est a titul krale.
Vam, drazi zefové, pteddvam vladu,
kralovskou pokladnu i korunku,
o niz se podélte. (Odevzdd jim korunkn)

Vzneseny Leare,
jehoz jsem vzdycky ctil co svého kréle,
jak otce miloval, za néj se bil
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As my great patron thought on in my prayers —
The bow is bent and drawn, make from the shaft. 145

Let it fall rather, though the fork invade
The region of my heart. Be Kent unmannerly,
When Lear is mad. What wilt thou do, old man?
Think’st thou that duty shall have dread to speak,
When power to flattery bows?

To plainness honour’s bound, 150
When majesty stoops to folly. Reserve thy state;
And, in thy best consideration, cheque
This hideous rashness. Answer my life my judgment,
Thy youngest daughter does not love thee least;
Nor are those empty-hearted whose low sounds 155
Reverb no hollowness.

Kent, on thy life, no more.

My life I never held but as a pawn
To wage against thy enemies; nor fear to lose it,
Thy safety being the motive.

Out of my sight!

See better, Lear; and let me still remain 160
The true blank of thine eye.

Now, by Apollo -
Now, by Apollo, king,
Thou swear’st thy gods in vain.

O, vassal! Miscreant!
Laying bis hand on his sword.

Dear sir, forbear.

Do.
Kill thy physician, and the fee bestow 165
Upon thy foul disease. Revoke thy doom;
Or, whilst I can vent clamour from my throat,
I’ll tell thee thou dost evil.

Hear me, recreant!
On thine allegiance, hear me!
Since thou hast sought to make us break our vow, 170
Which we durst never yet, and with strained pride
To come between our sentence and our power,
Which nor our nature nor our place can bear,
Our potency made good, take thy reward.
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a k nému vysilal své modlitby -

Luk uZ je napjat, ddvej pozor na $ip.

At vyleti a prostfeli mi srdce.

Kent nedbd na zpusoby, kdyz krél blizni.
Do ¢eho se to poustis, starée? Mdm
mlcet, kdyZ vidim, jak se skldni moc
pred pokrytectvim?

Cest mi velf mluvit,
kdyzZ krél se pométl. Ponech si vlddu.
Dobfe si vechno rozvaz, nejednej
tak stra$né zbrkle. Vsadim krk, Ze té
nejmlads$i dcera nemiluje nejmin.

Jak zndmo, nejvic dun{ prizdny sud,
ne pravy cit.
Je-li ti Zivot mily -
O zivot nemdm strach. Byl mi vzdy k tomu,
abych ho kvuli tobé d4val v§anc
proti tvym nepfitelam.
Jdi mi z o¢i!
Prohlédni, Leare! Dovol, abych byl
tim, kdo t1 o&i otevfe.
Bohové!
Krali, bohy nevzyvej!
V tomhle ti nepomizou.
Drzy chlape!

Chopi se mec.

Prestante, pane!

No tak, do toho!
Zab doktora a kruté chorobé
odevzdej dluznou dan. Zastav svou zk4zu!
Jinak ti budu, co mi stali dech,
tikat, Ze délas $patné.

Zridce, ml¢!

A poslouchej, co fikd ti tvly krél.
Za to, ze nut{§ mé vzit zpét mé slovo,
coz bychom nikdy neudélali,
a drze vmésujes se do mych védi,
coz se ndm pri¢i a coZ nelze strpét,
té z moci krale takto trestime.
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Five days we do allot thee, for provision 175
To shield thee from disasters of the world;

And on the sixth to turn thy hated back

Upon our kingdom. If, on the tenth day following,
Thy banished trunk be found in our dominions,

The moment is thy death. Away! by Jupiter, 180
This shall not be revoked.

Fare thee well, king. Sith thus thou wilt appear,
Freedom lives hence, and banishment is here.

(To Cordelia)

The gods to their dear shelter take thee, maid,

That justly think’st, and hast most rightly said! 185
(To Regan and Goneril)

And your large speeches may your deeds approve,

That good effects may spring from words of love.

Thus Kent, O princes, bids you all adieu;

He’ll shape his old course in a country new.

Exit.

Flourish. Enter Gloucester, with King of France, Burgundy,
and attendants.

Here’s France and Burgundy, my noble lord. 190

My lord of Burgundy.

We first address towards you, who with this king
Hath rivalled for our daughter. What, in the least,
Will you require in present dower with her,

Or cease your quest of love?

Most royal majesty, 195
I crave no more than what your highness offered,
Nor will you tender less.

Right noble Burgundy,
When she was dear to us, we did hold her so;
But now her price is fall’n. Sir, there she stands.
If aught within that little-seeming substance, 200
Or all of it, with our displeasure pieced,
And nothing more, may fitly like your grace,
She’s there, and she is yours.

I know no answer.

Will you, with those infirmities she owes,

Unfriended, new-adopted to our hate, 205
Dowered with our curse, and strangered with our oath,
Take her, or leave her?
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Ma4s pét dni na to, aby vybavil ses 175
proti v§em ndstrahdm a strdznim svéta,

$esty den musi§ mému krélovstvi

ukdzat zdda. Pokud najdou té

deset dnf nato na mém tzemi,

jsi synem smrti. Pry¢! Pfi nebesich, 180
mé rozhodnuti nikdo nezvrati.

Sbohem. KdyZ nesvoboda vliddne v zemi,

domov je venku, doma vyhosténi.

(Ke Cordeliz)

KéZ bohové té chridni, Cordelie,

kdo pravdu fikd, pravdivé i Zije! 185
(K Regan a Goneril)

Ké7 k vasim ldskyplnym vyzninim

se od slov ke slovu dostane ¢in.

Louc¢im se, panstvo, opoustim svou zem,

ale i jinde budu tim, kdo jsem.

Odejde.

Fanfdra. Vystoupi Gloster, Krdl Francie, Vévoda burgundsky
a slouZici.
Vzneseni cizinci jsou tady, Sire. 190
Vévodo burgundsky, jenz soupefite
zde s timto krdlem o ruku mé dcery,
vas prvniho se ptdm, s jak malym vénem
byste byl ochoten se spokojit
a vzit si ji?

Krilovské Veli¢enstvo, 195
nez4ddm o nic mifl a o nic vic,
nez co jste slibil.

Drahy vévodo,
kdyz jsem to slibil, byla mi moc drah4,
ted ale klesla v cené. Tady je.
Chodici pravda! Jestli se vim libi 200
a chcete ji, 1 kdyZ si ode mé
neodnese nic vic nez nelibost,
je, pane, vase.
Co na to mdm fict?

KRAL LEAR Jestli tu nami zavrzenou sle¢nu,

kterd md vénem ode mé jen kletbu 205
a nendvist a nikde zastdni,
berete, nebo ne?

23



I/1

BURGUNDY

KING LEAR

FRANCE

CORDELIA

KING LEAR

FRANCE

Pardon me, royal sir;
Election makes not up on such conditions.

Then leave her, sir; for, by the power that made me,

I tell you all her wealth.

(To King of France) For you, great king, 210
I would not from your love make such a stray,

To match you where I hate; therefore beseech you

To avert your liking a more worthier way

Than on a wretch whom nature is ashamed

Almost to acknowledge hers.

This is most strange, 215
That she, that even but now was your best object,
The argument of your praise, balm of your age,
Most best, most dearest, should in this trice of time
Commit a thing so monstrous, to dismantle
So many folds of favour. Sure, her offence 220
Must be of such unnatural degree,
That monsters it, or your fore-vouched affection
Fall into taint, which to believe of her,
Must be a faith that reason without miracle
Could never plant in me.

I yet beseech your majesty, 225
If for I want that glib and oily art,
To speak and purpose not; since what I well intend,
I’ll do’t before I speak, that you make known
It is no vicious blot, murder, or foulness,
No unchaste action, or dishonoured step, 230
That hath deprived me of your grace and favour;
But even for want of that for which I am richer,
A still-soliciting eye, and such a tongue
As T am glad I have not, though not to have it
Hath lost me in your liking.

Better thou 235
Hadst not been born than not to have pleased me
better.

Is it but this - a tardiness in nature

Which often leaves the history unspoke

That it intends to do? My lord of Burgundy,

What say you to the lady? Love’s not love 240
When it is mingled with regards that stand

Aloof from the entire point. Will you have her?

She is herself a dowry.
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Promirite, Sire,
ale tak pfece volit nemohu.
Pak na ni zapomerite, jiné véno
ode mé nedostane.
(Ke Krdli Francie) Vzicny krali,
vam bych se zdrdhal dohazovat tu,
kterou sdm nendvidim. Proto, prosim,
hledejte jinde lepsi nevéstu
nez tuhle stviiru, za kterou i vlastni
se musi stydét.

Je dost podivné,
Ze ta, jez pied chvili vdm byla v§im,
utéchou ve stafi, radosti, pychou,
spachala v mziku zlo¢in, ktery byl
tak hrozny, Ze z nf rdzem strhl roucho
nejdraz$i dcerky a odhalil stviiru.
Bud jste si lasku k nf jen nalhdval,
nebo byl jeji ¢in tak zvriceny,
Ze se to pri¢i mému rozumu,
a mohl by mé o tom presvédcit
jediné zdzrak.
Sire, vadi vim
na mné, Ze neumim se slovy lisat
a radsi jedndm, neZli slibuji.
Pfiznejte ale, prosim, Ze jsem se
ve vasi nemilosti neocitla
pro Zadnou $patnost, nepoctivost, nectnost,
Ze nejsem vrazedkyné ani lhéika,
jen Ze mi chybi to, o¢ nestojim:
vypoditavost a dar lichotit.
Jsem rada, Ze to nemam, i kdyZ vy
mé proto mite nerad.
Byl bych radsi,
abys nebyla, neZli abys byla,
jakd jsi.

A to vam vadi? Ze jen z ostychu
se zdrdhd vytrubovat do svéta,
co citi? Drahy pane vévodo,
co sle¢né feknete? Liska je laska
a nemuze se nikdy ohlizet
na véci kolem. Vezmete si ji?
Ona sama je véno.
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Royal Lear,
Give but that portion which yourself proposed,
And here I take Cordelia by the hand, 245
Duchess of Burgundy.

Nothing. I have sworn; I am firm.

I am sorry, then, you have so lost a father
That you must lose a husband.

Peace be with Burgundy!
Since that respects of fortune are his love, 250
I shall not be his wife.

Fairest Cordelia, that art most rich, being poor;

Most choice, forsaken; and most loved, despised!

Thee and thy virtues here I seize upon.

Be it lawful I take up what’s cast away. 255
Gods, gods! "Tis strange that from their cold’st neglect
My love should kindle to inflamed respect.

Thy dowerless daughter, king, thrown to my chance,

Is queen of us, of ours, and our fair France.

Not all the dukes of waterish Burgundy 260
Can buy this unprized precious maid of me.

Bid them farewell, Cordelia, though unkind,

Thou losest here, a better where to find.

Thou hast her, France. Let her be thine; for we

Have no such daughter, nor shall ever see 265
That face of hers again. Therefore be gone

Without our grace, our love, our benison.

- Come, noble Burgundy.

Flourish. Exeunt all but King of France, Goneril, Regan,
and Cordelia.

Bid farewell to your sisters.

The jewels of our father, with washed eyes 270
Cordelia leaves you. I know you what you are;

And like a sister am most loath to call

Your faults as they are named. Use well our father.

To your professed bosoms I commit him

But yet, alas, stood I within his grace, 275
I would prefer him to a better place.

So, farewell to you both.

Prescribe not us our duties.

Let your study
Be to content your lord, who hath received you
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Krili Leare,
kdyz date Cordelii, co jste slibil,
ja budu ochoten z ni udélat
burgundskou vévodkyni.

Nic neddm. Trvdm na svém. Jak jsem fek.

BURGUNDSKY Pak je mi lito, ale ztratila jste

CORDELIE

FRANCIE

KRAL LEAR
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REGAN
GONERIL

s otcem 1 muze.

Sbohem, Burgundsko!
Tomu, kdo ldsku méti bohatstvim,
j& manzelkou byt nechci.

Ty nejbohatsi ve své chudobé!

M4 nejmilej$i nemilovand!

Smim-li si po pravu vzit zavrZenou,

pak stan se, ctnostnd krésko, moj{ Zenou.
Citi-li oni k tobé nendvist,

tim vic jsem si jd ldskou k tobé jist.
Krili, véz, ze z tvé dcery bez véna

bude mi chot, francouzska krdlovna.

Za celé Burgundsko bych neprodal

tak vzécny poklad, jehoZ jste se vzdal.
Rozlu¢ se, Cordelie, fekni jim,

Ze pro né $patnd jde ted za lepSim.
Ztratil jsem dceru. Francouzi, je tva.

Af mi jde z odi, kdyzZ je takova!

Jdéte a odvedte si svoji pani

bez nasi lasky, bez poZzehnani.

- Pojdme, vévodo.

Fanfdra. Odejdon vsichni kromé Krdle Francie, Goneril, Regan
a Cordelie.

Dej sbohem svym sestram.

Otcovy perly, rozlou¢im se s vami
bez pléce, protoze vim, co jste za,
viak jako sestfe pficilo by se mi

to pojmenovat. Budte k otci vlidné.
Svét{m ho vasi pfislibené péci.
Kdyby mé ale nepfestal mit rad,

lip bych se o néj chtéla postarat.
Tak na shledanou.

N4s nepoucuj!
Hled si manzela!
S tebou moc velké $tésti nevyhral.
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At fortune’s alms. You have obedience scanted, 280
And well are worth the want that you have wanted.

Time shall unfold what plaited cunning hides.
Who cover faults, at last shame them derides.
Well may you prosper!

Come, my fair Cordelia.
Exeunt King of France and Cordelia.
Sister, it is not a little I have to say of what 285
most nearly appertains to us both. I think our
father will hence to-night.
That’s most certain, and with you; next month with us.
You see how full of changes his age is; the observation
we have made of it hath not been little. He always 290
loved our sister most; and with what poor judgment
he hath now cast her off appears too grossly.

"Tis the infirmity of his age. Yet he hath ever
but slenderly known himself.

The best and soundest of his time hath been but 295
rash; then must we look to receive from his age,

not alone the imperfections of long-engraffed
condition, but therewithal the unruly waywardness

that infirm and choleric years bring with them.

Such unconstant starts are we like to have from 300
him as this of Kent’s banishment.

There is further compliment of leavetaking between
France and him. Pray you, let’s hit together. If our
father carry authority with such dispositions as he
bears, this last surrender of his will but offend us. 305

We shall further think on’t.
We must do something, and i’ the heat.

Exeunt.

SCENE 2.
THE EARL OF GLOUCESTER’S CASTLE.

Enter Edmund, with a letter.

Thou, nature, art my goddess; to thy law
My services are bound. Wherefore should I
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Od Zeny, kterd otce nevédZi si,
jeji muz Casto pravé peklo zkusi.
Jste o$klivé a ¢as to odhali,
Ze jste se hezké jenom délaly.
Af se vam dafi!

Pojdme, Cordelie.
Odejdou Krdl Francie a Cordelie.

Sestro, musime se poradit o nécem, co se

tykd nds obou. Podle vieho otec dnes veder
odjizdi.

Jisté. Jede k vAm. A piisti mésic bude zase u nds.
Je ke stéru hrozné naladovy. Viak se ted

ukdzal. Sestru mival z nds tff vzdycky nejradsi,

a najednou ji takhle bezdtvodné zapudi.

To je pfece neslychané.

Co bys od ného ¢ekala? V jeho véku? Ale on se
nikdy neumél ovlddat.

I v nejlepsich letech byval stra§né
nevypocitatelny. A bude to ¢im dal horsi.

Ty jeho zlozvyky se jenom prohloubi.

Cim bude starsi, tim bude zarputilejsi, vzteklejsi
a nesnesitelnéjsi.

To vyhostén{ Kenta byla otfesnd zéleZitost.

A takovych patalif si jesté uzijeme.

Ten rozkol s francouzskym krilem bude mit jisté
dohru. Nemtizeme ho takhle nechat. Jestli bude
chtit do vSeho strkat nos timhle zptsobem, pak
to pieddni vlidy byla jenom blaméz.

Musime to promyslet.

A co nejrychleji néco udélat.

Odejdon.

SCENA 2.
NA HRADE HRABETE Z GLOSTRU.

Vystoupi Edmund s dopisem.

Pfirodo, k tobé modlim se, jen tobé
slouzim. Tak pro¢ bych se mél podtizovat
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Stand in the plague of custom, and permit

The curiosity of nations to deprive me,

For that I am some twelve or fourteen moonshines
Lag of a brother? Why bastard? Wherefore base?
When my dimensions are as well compact,

My mind as generous, and my shape as true,

As honest madam’s issue? Why brand they us
With base? With baseness? Bastardy? Base, base?
Who, in the lusty stealth of nature, take

More composition and fierce quality

Than doth, within a dull, stale, tired bed,

Go to the creating a whole tribe of fops,

Got ’tween asleep and wake? Well, then,
Legitimate Edgar, I must have your land.

Our father’s love is to the bastard Edmund

As to the legitimate. Fine word - legitimate!
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!

Enter Gloucester.

Kent banished thus! And France in choler parted!
And the king gone tonight! Subscribed his power!
Confined to exhibition! All this done

Upon the gad! Edmund, how now! What news?

So please your lordship, none.

Putting up the letter.

Why so earnestly seek you to put up that letter?
I know no news, my lord.

What paper were you reading?

Nothing, my lord.

No? What needed, then, that terrible dispatch of
it into your pocket? The quality of nothing hath
not such need to hide itself. Let’s see. Come,

if it be nothing, I shall not need spectacles.

I beseech you, sir, pardon me. It is a letter
from my brother, that I have not all o’er-read;
and for so much as I have perused, I find it not
fit for your o’er-looking.

Give me the letter, sir.
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vy¢pélym zvyklostem a zdkonim,
které jen proto, Ze jsem o rok mlads
nez bratr a jsem bastard, stavi mé

az za ného? Jsem levobocek? Pro¢?
KdyZ v8e na mné je pravé, opravdové,
rozum mi slouzi, ba i vypaddm

jak pravoplatny syn. Pro¢ spilaji ndm
do sprostych, nizkych, podlych parchant?
Copak ti, ktefi byli zplozeni

v nefestné vasni, nemaji vic zdru

nez houfy fracki z nudy pocatych
na prolezelych ztuchlych matracich
mezi spinkem a procitnutim? Bratfe,
manzelsky Edgare, chci, co mé$ ty.
Otec mé bastarda mé rdd jak tebe,
manzelsky bratfe. Manzelsky! To zni!
Tak tedy, manZelskej, jestli ten list
nemine cil, pak levobo¢ek Edmund
dd manzelskému flek. A povysim.
Bohové, chrarite viechny parchanty!
Vystoupi Gloster.

Kent vyhos$tén! Francouz odesel ve zIém!

Kral Lear odjizdi pry¢! Vlady se vzdal!

A chce zit z milodart! Tohle vse

pfislo réz nardz! Edmunde, co je?

Nic, otce, nic.

Schovdvd dopis.

Pro¢ schovédvés ten papir pfede mnou?

Ne, to nic neni.

Co jsi to Cetl?

Nic.

Nic? A prod jsi to ,nic” stréil tak rychle do kapsy?
Jestli to nic neni, nemusi§ to schovévat. Ukaz!
Kdyz to nic nebude, nebudu ani potfebovat
bryle.

Prosim viés, otce, nezlobte se. Je to jen dopis

od bratra. Ani jsem ho nestacil do¢ist, ale podle
toho, co jsem vidél, soudim, Ze byste ho vy

st nemél.

Dej to sem!
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I shall offend, either to detain or give it. The
contents, as in part [ understand them, are to blame.

Let’s see, let’s see.

I hope, for my brother’s justification, he wrote
this but as an essay or taste of my virtue. 45

(Reads)

“This policy and reverence of age makes

the world bitter to the best of our times; keeps

our fortunes from us till our oldness cannot relish
them. I begin to find an idle and fond bondage

in the oppression of aged tyranny; who sways, not 50
as it hath power, but as it is suffered. Come to

me, that of this I may speak more. If our father

would sleep till I waked him, you should half his
revenue for ever, and live the beloved of your

brother, Edgar.’ 55

Hum! Conspiracy! - ‘Sleep till I waked him - you
should enjoy half his revenue,” - My son Edgar!

Had he a hand to write this! A heart and brain

to breed it in? - When came this to you? Who

brought it? 60
It was not brought me, my lord; there’s the

cunning of it; I found it thrown in at the

casement of my closet.

You know the character to be your brother’s?

If the matter were good, my lord, I durst swear 65
it were his; but, in respect of that, I would

fain think it were not.

It is his.

It is his hand, my lord; but I hope his heart is
not in the contents. 70

Hath he never heretofore sounded you in this business?

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. 75
O villain, villain! His very opinion in the

letter! Abhorred villain! Unnatural, detested,

brutish villain! Worse than brutish! Go, sirrah,

seek him; I'll apprehend him, abominable villain!
Where is he? 80
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Udéldm chybu, af vdim to ddm nebo ne. Obsah toho
dopisu, pokud ho dobie chdpu, neni pékny.

Uvidime, uvidime.

Jak zndm bratra, je to bud jen jakési jeho

slohové cviceni, nebo zkousel muj charakter. 45
(Cte)

»Ohledy a tcta ke stafi jsou piezitky, které ndm
mladym ztrpéuji Zivot. Nuti nds ¢ekat na vlastni
majetek az do pokrocilého véku, kdy uz si ho sotva
dokédZeme uzit. Za¢indm si uvédomovat, Ze Zijeme

v podrud{ starctl, kteff ndm vlddnou ne diky syym 50
schopnostem, ale protoZe to strpime. Pfijd’ za mnou,
abychom si o tom pohovotili. Kdyby bylo v mé moci
rozhodovat o bdéni ¢i spanku naseho otce,

pripadla by ti okam?zité celd polovina jeho majetku,

coz bych ti ze srdce pfal, tvly bratr Edgar.” 55
Ne! Pikle! - ,Kdyby bylo v mé moci rozhodovat

o bdéni & spanku naseho otce!” ,Polovina jeho
majetku!“ Muj syn Edgar! Jak tohle mohl napsat?

Ze ho néco takového viibec mohlo napadnout?

- Jak ses k tomu dostal? Kdo to pfinesl? 60
Nikdo mi to nepfinesl, otée. To je pravé to podivné.
Nasel jsem to na zemi u sebe v pokoji. Nékdo

mi to tam musel nechat.

Poznavas to pismo? Psal to tvij bratr?

Kdyby byl obsah toho listu jiny, nez je, 65
nepochyboval bych o tom, ale takhle mi pfipad4,

Ze to nemZe byt jeho pismo.

Ale je.

Psal to on, ale jsem si naprosto jisty, Ze to tak
nemyslel. 70

Uz se o nééem takovém s tebou nékdy bavil?

Nikdy. Jen se dost ¢asto zmifioval o tom, Ze

by nebylo marné, kdyby synové, ktef{ jsou v plné

sile, pasobili jako spravci majetku otctl, kterym uz

sily schézeji. 75
Darebak! Pfesné tohle piSe v tom dopise!

Nestoudny lump! Zvrhly, zvriceny, surovy lotr!

Hnus! Jdi za nim a pfived ho!

Nechdm ho vsadit do Zelez, darebdka.

Vi§ vibec, kde ted’ je? 80
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I do not well know, my lord. If it shall please

you to suspend your indignation against my

brother till you can derive from him better

testimony of his intent, you shall run a certain

course; where, if you violently proceed against 85
him, mistaking his purpose, it would make a great

gap in your own honour, and shake in pieces the

heart of his obedience. I dare pawn down my life

for him, that he hath wrote this to feel my

affection to your honout, and to no further 90
pretence of danger.

Think you so?

If your honour judge it meet, I will place you

where you shall hear us confer of this, and by

an auricular assurance have your satisfaction; and 95
that without any further delay than this very evening.

He cannot be such a monster —
Nor is not, sure.

To his father, that so tenderly and entirely

loves him. Heaven and earth! Edmund, seek him 100
out. Wind me into him, I pray you. Frame the

business after your own wisdom. I would unstate
myself, to be in a due resolution.

I will seek him, sir, presently. Convey the
business as I shall find means and acquaint you withal.

These late eclipses in the sun and moon portend

no good to us. Though the wisdom of nature can
reason it thus and thus, yet nature finds itself

scourged by the sequent effects: love cools,

friendship falls off, brothers divide; in 110
cities, mutinies; in countries, discord; in

palaces, treason; and the bond cracked ’twixt son

and father. This villain of mine comes under the
prediction; there’s son against father; the king

falls from bias of nature; there’s father against 115
child. We have seen the best of our time.

Machinations, hollowness, treachery, and all

ruinous disorders, follow us disquietly to our

graves. Find out this villain, Edmund; it shall

lose thee nothing; do it carefully. And the 120
noble and true-hearted Kent banished! His

offence, honesty! "Tis strange.
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Nemdm zddni, otée. Ale moc vds prosim,

potlacte svou zlobu, dokud se pfimo

od ného nedovite, co chysta. Pak budete

védét, na Cem jste. Kdybyste na ného

$el moc tvrdé a ukézalo se, Ze je to 85
jen néjaky omyl, mohlo by to velice

poskodit vasi Cest a otfést jeho tdctou k vam.

Dal bych za ného ruku do ohné, a tak

si myslim, Ze tim dopisem jen zkousel mou

synovskou oddanost a Ze vii¢i vim nemd zddné 90
$patné umysly.

Mysli§?

Jestli vim to bude vhod, najdu vim ukryt,

odkud uslysite, jak se o té véci bavime,

takZe se presvédéite na vlastn{ usi. MiZeme 95
to udélat tieba jes$té dneska vecer.

Ur¢ité nenf tak $patny —

Tim jsem st jist.

- kdyz vi, Ze ho md jeho otec vroucné a nade

vSechno rdd. Pfi nebesich nad ndmi, Edmunde, 100
najdi ho, prosim. Zjisti mi, jak smysli. V8ak ty pfijdes
na to, jak to udélat. V8echno, co mam, bych za to dal,
abych se dozvédél pravdu.

Jdu ho najit, otée. Splnim vase pfani, jak nejlépe to
svedu, a pak vim dam védét. 105
Ta ned4dvnd zatmén{ Slunce a Mésice nevést{ nic
dobrého. Véda sice mize hledat vselijaké

pfirozené pficiny, ale pro¢ to md tak hrozny

dopad na ¢lovéka, to nikdo nevi. Liska ochladne,
prételé se rozhddajf, bratfi si jdou po krku. 110
V méstech jsou rozbroje, na venkové rebelie,

v paldcich vzpoury. Pouta mezi otci a syny se
zptetrhaji. Ten darebdk mj syn je toho

dukazem. Buntuje proti otci. I kral se chovd

proti ptirodé, kdyz jako otec zavrhne vlastni dité. 115
Nejlepsi 1éta uz mdm za sebou, a proto mé odted

az do hrobu mus{ provézet jen samé uklady,
pokrytectvi, zrada a Zivot ztrpujici Gstrky.

Usvéde toho grazla, Edmunde, a nebudes litovat.
Dokonce i ten vzécny a vzne$eny Kent byl posldn 120
do vyhnanstvi! A za co? Za svou poctivost!

Zvlastni doba.
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Exit.

This is the excellent foppery of the world, that,
when we are sick in fortune — often the surfeits
of our own behaviour - we make guilty of our
disasters the sun, the moon, and the stars. As

if we were villains by necessity; fools by
heavenly compulsion; knaves, thieves, and
treachers, by spherical predominance; drunkards,
liars, and adulterers, by an enforced obedience of
planetary influence; and all that we are evil in,
by a divine thrusting on; an admirable evasion
of whoremaster man, to lay his goatish
disposition to the charge of a star! My

father compounded with my mother under the
dragon’s tail; and my nativity was under Ursa
major; so that it follows, I am rough and
lecherous. Fut, I should have been that I am,
had the maidenliest star in the firmament
twinkled on my bastardizing. Edgar.

Enter Edgar.

And pat he comes like the catastrophe of the old
comedy. My cue is villanous melancholy, with a
sigh like Tom o’ Bedlam. O, these eclipses do
portend these divisions! (Sings) Fa, sol, la, mi.
How now, brother Edmund! What serious
contemplation are you in?

I am thinking, brother, of a prediction I read
this other day, what should follow these eclipses.

Do you busy yourself about that?

I promise you, the effects he writes of succeed
unhappily; as of unnaturalness between the child
and the parent; death, dearth, dissolutions of
ancient amities; divisions in state, menaces and
maledictions against king and nobles; needless
diffidences, banishment of friends, dissipation

of cohorts, nuptial breaches, and I know not what.

How long have you been a sectary astronomical?
Come, come; when saw you my father last?
Why, the night gone by.

Spake you with him?
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Odejde.

Je vdzné strasnd pitomost, kdyz lidi, kterym

se — vét§inou vlastni vinou — v Zivoté nedati,

svadéji viechny své trable na Slunce nebo Mésic 125
nebo hvézdy, jako by ¢lovék mohl byt lotrem

z povinnosti nebo bldznem z viile nebes,

jako by konstelace hvézd pfi poceti urcovala,

jestli ze mé bude zlodéj, zrddce nebo vrah,

a postaveni planet pfi narozeni mélo vliv na to, 130
jestli budu opilec, 1héf nebo cizoloznik.

Takze veskerd nase $patnost je vlastné bozi dopusténi.
Kazdy kurevnik mé skvélou vymluvu, kdyz za

jeho prasdctvi mize néjakd hvézda! Myj tita

si to rozddval s mdmou pod ocasem Draka 135
a zrodil jsem se pod Velkou medvédici, z ¢ehoz
vyplyvd, Ze jsem hrubidn a dévkat. Hm? Blbost.

Byl bych, co jsem, i kdyby z nebe na to moje
parchantské poceti mrkala ta nejnevinnéjsi hvézdicka
na nebeské béni. Edgar. 140
Vystoupi Edgar.

Ptichdz{ v pravou chvili jako deus ex machina ve

staré komedii. J4 mdm ted v textu zlotfilé hudrovéni

a pfiblblé bozekini. Ojoj, tahle zatméni pfinaseji

samé neplechy! (Zpivd) Tra la la la.

Edmunde! Bratfe! Nad ¢im tady tak Gporné 145
hloubés?

Ptemyslim, bratfe, o proroctvich, co jsem tuhle Cetl,
tykajicich se téchhle poslednich zatméni.

Ty na to veris?

Bohuzel se ty chmurné piedpovédi uz napliiuji. 150
Rozhlédni se kolem sebe. Nepfirozené sviry mezi
rodidi a détmi, katastrofy, Zivelni pohromy, rozkol
mezi ddvnymi pfételi, rozvrat stdtu, Utoky na kréle

a Slechtu, bezdivodné osocovani, vyhdnéni

pfétel ze zemé, anarchie v armadé, rozpad 155
manzelskych svazk a podobné véci.

Netusil jsem, Ze se zabyvas hvézdopravectvim.

Jen nemluv. Kdys vidél naposled otce?

WVeera veler.

Mluvil jsi s nim? 160
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Ay, two hours together.

Parted you in good terms? Found you no
displeasure in him by word or countenance?

None at all.

Bethink yourself wherein you may have offended
him, and at my entreaty forbear his presence
till some little time hath qualified the heat of
his displeasure; which at this instant so rageth
in him, that with the mischief of your person it
would scarcely allay.

Some villain hath done me wrong.

That’s my fear. I pray you, have a continent
forbearance till the spied of his rage goes
slower; and, as I say, retire with me to my
lodging, from whence I will fitly bring you to
hear my lord speak. Pray ye, go; there’s my key.
If you do stir abroad, go armed.

Armed, brother!

Brother, I advise you to the best; go armed. I

am no honest man if there be any good meaning
towards you. I have told you what I have seen
and heard; but faintly, nothing like the image
and horror of it. Pray you, away.

Shall T hear from you anon?
I do serve you in this business.
Exit Edgar.

A credulous father! And a brother noble,

Whose nature is so far from doing harms,

That he suspects none, on whose foolish honesty
My practices ride easy! I see the business.

Let me, if not by birth, have lands by wit.

All with me’s meet that I can fashion fit.

Exit.

SCENE 3.
THE DUKE OF ALBANY’S PALACE.

Enter Goneril, and Oswald, ber steward.

Did my father strike my gentleman for chiding
of his fool?
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Asi dvé hodiny.

A rozesli jste se v dobrém? Nezlobil se?
Netvafil se na$tvané?

Viibec ne.

Vzpomen si, ¢im jsi ho mohl rozzlobit.
Radim ti, ted’ mu radsi nechod na o¢i,

dokud ho ta zufivost nepiejde.

M4 totiZ na tebe takovy vztek, Ze by ti byl
schopen i néco zlého udélat, a stejné by ho to
neuklidnilo.

Néjaky biddk mé u ného pomluvil.

Pfesné toho se obidvam. Prosim té€, nelez mu
do rény, nez ta jeho zlost trochu vy$umi. A vi§ co?
BéZ ke mné do pokoje, j4 té pak odvedu nékam,
kde sdm uslysis, jak otec bésni. Prosim té, béz!
Tady mas klice. Jo, a kdybys $el ven, nechod
beze zbrané.

Proc?

Radim ti dobfe, bricho. Vem si zbrarl.

Pti mé cti, néco osklivého se tady na tebe
chystd. Zatim jsou to jenom feéi a ndznaky,
ale skute¢nost vypada opravdu dost zle

a hrozivé. Prosim té, jdi uz.

Pfijde$ za mnou?

Stojim pfi tobé.

Odejde Edgar.

Otec je naivni a bratr Cestny.

Nem4 sklon k hanebnostem, a tak z nich
nepodezira jiné. Coz mi dost

usnadni praci! A uz vim jak na to.

Co ptivod upird mi, ziskdm Isti.

[ kiivé cesty vedou ke Stésti.

Odejde.

SCENA 3.
V PALACI VEVODY Z ALBANY.

Vystoupi Goneril a Oswald, jeji sluba.

Otec dal facku mému $lechtici za to, Ze ten
nebozik pokdral jeho $agka?
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