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KING  LEARKING  LEAR  

Act I, Scene 1: Cordelia Soliloquy 
 

After hearing her two sisters falsely flatter their father to ensure themselves large 
dowries, Cordelia professes her love for him simply and truthfully… 
 
 

 

Unhappy	that	I	am,	I	cannot	heave	

My	heart	into	my	mouth:		I	love	your	majesty		

According	to	my	bond;	nor	more	nor	less.	

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,	

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.	
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I	heard	myself	proclaim'd,	
And	by	the	happy	hollow	of	a	tree	
Escap'd	the	hunt.	No	port	is	free,	no	place	
That	guard	and	most	unusual	vigilance		
Does	not	attend	my	taking.	Whiles	I	may	scape,	
I	will	preserve	myself;		

My	face	I'll	grime	with	filth,		
Blanket	my	loins,	elf	all	my	hair	in	knots,	
And	with	presented	nakedness	outface	
The	winds	and	persecutions	of	the	sky…		

'Poor	Turlygod!	poor	Tom!'	
That's	something	yet!	Edgar	I	nothing	am.	
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This	is	the	excellent	foppery	of	the	world,	that,	when	we	are	
sick	in	fortune,	often	the	surfeit	of	our	own	behaviour,	we	
make	guilty	of	our	disasters	the	sun,	the	moon,	and	the	stars;	
as	if	we	were	villains	on	necessity;	fools	by	heavenly	
compulsion;	knaves,	thieves,	and	treachers	by	spherical	pre-
dominance;	drunkards,	liars,	and	adulterers	by	an	enforc'd	
obedience	of	planetary	influence;	and	all	that	we	are	evil	in,	by	
a	divine	thrusting	on.	An	admirable	evasion	of	whore-master	
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.	

Now	gods,	stand	up	for	bastards!	
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Thou,	nature,	art	my	goddess;	to	thy	law	
My	services	are	bound.	Wherefore	should	I	
Stand	in	the	plague	of	custom,	and	permit	
The	curiosity	of	nations	to	deprive	me,	
For	that	I	am	some	twelve	or	fourteen	moon-shines	
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!	
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