OSWALD O, untimely death!
Death!
[He dies.]
EDGAR
I know thee well. A serviceable villain,
As duteous to the vices of thy mistress
As badness would desire.
GLOUCESTER
EDGAR
Sit you down, father ; rest you.

What, is he dead ?

Let’s see these pockets ; the letters that he speaks of

May be my friends. He’s dead ; Tam only sorry
He had no other deathsman. Let us see. .
Leave, gentle wax and manners : blame us not

To know our enemies’ minds. We rip their hearts;
Their papers is more lawful.

(Ti: 246 -257)

ALBANY

Where have you hid yourself ?

How have you known the miseries of your father ?
|EDGAR
By nursing them, my lord. List a brief tale ;
And when ’tis told, O that my heart would burst !
The bloody proclamation to escape
That followed me so near (O our lives’ sweetness,
That we the pain of death would hourly die
Rather than dieat once!) taught me to shift
Intoa madman’s rags, t’ assume a semblance
That very dogs disdained ; and in this habit
Met I my father with his bleeding rings,
Their precious stones new lost ; became his guide,
Led him, begged for him, saved him from despair ;
Never — O fault! - revealed myself unto him
Until some half hour past, when I was armed,
Not sure, though hoping of this good success,
I asked his blessing, and from first to last
Told him our pilgrimage. But his flawed heart -
Alack, too weak the conflict to support —
T'wixt two extremes of passion, joy and grief,
Burst smilingly.

CORDELIA Weare not the first
Who with best meaning have incurred the worst.
For thee, oppressed king, I am castdown ;
Myself could else outfrown false Fortune’s frown.

Shall we not see these daughters and these sisters ?

LEAR ‘
No, no, no, no! Come, let’s away to prison.

We two alone will sing like birds 1’ th’ cage.
When thou dost ask me blessing, I’ll kneel down
And ask of thee forgiveness. So we’ll live,

And pray, and sing, and tell old tales, and laugh
At gilded butterflies, and hear poor rogues

Talk of court news ; and we’ll talk with them too -
Who loses and who wins ; who’s in, who’s out —
And take upon’s the mystery of things

Asif we were God’s spies ; and we’ll wear out,
In a walled prison, packs and sects of great ones
That ebb and flow by th’ moon.
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