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PREDMLUVA

Zavrsuje tak prvni historickou tetralogii, ve které Shakespeare vylicil

valky ,dvou razi“, boje mezi Lancastery a Yorky probihajici v letech
1455-1485 a zakonéené vitézstvim Jindficha, hrabéte z Richmondu, ktery
jako kral Jindfich VII. nastolil vladu tudorovské dynastie.

Hra vznikla nékdy mezi lety 1592-1594 a patfi do raného obdobi
Shakespearovy tvorby. Zatimco tfi dily Krale Jindficha VI. jsou psiny
rozméchlym, kronikdiskym zpusobem, Kral Richard III. se soustfeduje na
ptibéh o vzestupu a padu titulntho hrdiny. T{im pfedznamendva nejvétsi
Shakespearovy tragédie, jakymi jsou Julius Caesar, Hamlet, Othello,
Macbeth a Kral Lear.

Obraz Richarda jako fyzicky i dusevné pokfiveného ¢lovéka, jak ho dra-
matik pojima, je z historického hlediska nespravedlivy. Dobovy portrét
ukazuje Richarda jako ¢lovéka veelku pohledného, drobny télesny defekt
pry téméf odstranil usilovnym cvi¢enim. Pro zlo¢iny, které se mu pfipisuji,
neexistuji diikazy. Shakespeare ale nen{ zdimémym mystifikitorem. Pfebird
vyklad postavy ze soudobych pramend, které z propagandistickych divodua
ocerfiyji porazené neptitele a vitaji nastup Tudorovet na trin. Z téchto pra-
menu je nejvyznamnéj$i nedokoncend Historie krdle Richarda IIl. z roku
1513 od humanisty Thomase Mora a dale kroniky Hallova (1569) a Holin-
shedova (1577, 1587), které v podobném duchu sleduji Richardovy osudy
az po jeho pordzku a smrt v bitvé u Bosworthu. Je pravdépodobné, Ze se
autor nechal inspirovat i dal$imi texty, jako byla anonymni{ bésnickd sbirka
Zrcadlo pro viadare, nebo balady tzv. stanleyovského cyklu. Néktet{ badatelé
upozoriiyji i na anonymni hru Pravdivd tragédie Richarda Tfetiho vydanou
tiskem v roce 1594, kterd se sice se Shakespearovym dramatem mnohdy
déjoveé miji, ale Zdnrové se s nim shoduje.

Shakespeartiv Kral Richard III. je vystavén na ptidorysu senekovské
tragédie, ale pfebird i postupy lidového divadla. Zejména titulni postava
mé fadu spoleénych rysi s personifikovanym Hiichem stfedovékych
moralit. V mnohém ovSem pfipomind i titdnské zlosyny z dramat Tamer-
ldn, Doktor Faust a dal$ich, které napsal Christopher Marlowe (1564-1593),
Shakespeariv soucasnik, kolega a rival z konkurenén{ divadelni spole¢nos-
ti. Zatimco ale Marlowovy postavy zlosynu jsou nadlidskd monstra kona-

Krél Richard III. pfimo navazuje na tfi dily Kréale Jindficha VI.



jici s potéchou zlo pro zlo samé, Richard je postavou veskrze lidskou,
a proto mnohem sloZitéj${ a tajemné&jsi. Je sice ve véem vSudy ,darebak®,
ktery se pfes mrtvoly dere k moci bez sebemengsich vycitek svédomi, Shake-
speare ale neopomene ukdzat kofeny a motivaci jeho krutého jednani.
V Morové Historii krdle Richarda III. mohl uz sice dramatik nalerpat fadu
podnétl pro psychologické vykreslen{ postavy, ale prohloubil je a umocnil
pasdzemi podle vlastni invence. Richard je pod svou suverénni maskou
Clovekem sZiranym nejistotou a komplexem ménécennosti ze své fyzické
podoby 1 nedistojného postaveni u dvora. Je v nitru zranénym ditétem
ovlddanym potfebou mstit se svétu za vSechna piikofi, jimiz musel projit.
Je ale i hré¢em, ktery se pousti do pfedem ztracenych akci, a kdyZ v nich
zvitézi, sdm Zasne nad svymi netu$enymi schopnostmi. Dokaze byt
neodolatelnym sviidcem i neohrozenym obrincem zemé pied cizimi
vojsky. Dokaze se smat celému svétu i sdim sobé. Ale jako ¢lovek, ktery
neuzndva ziddnou vy$$i autoritu neZ sim sebe, Zije jen pro pfitomnou
chvili a pfechodné extize z momentilnich triumfua. Ve chvili, kdy se
nejvy$si mérou naplni jeho ambice a on dél nemd, o¢ usilovat, ztrici
z4jem. Tehdy zalind jeho pad. Na prahu smrti se jeho jé tfi$ti do tisice pro-
tichudnych hlast. Zistdvd sdm s védomim, Ze aZ umfe, ,nikdo slzu neu-
roni“. A pfece se umi v zdvéru znovu vzchopit a s vykfikem: ,Kralovstvi za
koné!“ je zas pfipraven vsadit v8e na jedinou kartu.

Vérohodnost titulni postavy je ddna i mordlné zdevastovanym
prostfedim, ve kterém se pohybuje. Kromé déti se v Richardové okoli snad
nenajde postava, kterd by byla bez viny. Richard je vyjimeény pouze v tom,
ze spletf zlo¢inti a kiivd jde za svym cilem pfimo a otevfené.

Zanrem tragédie, tématem nésilného prevzeti krilovské moci i propra-
covanou psychologii titulni postavy, jejimz hnacim motorem je ctizidost,
pfipomind Krél Richard III. o mnoho let pozdéjiho Macbetha. Pfesto jde
o hry jiného druhu. Macbeth je pfedev§im drama lidského svédomi,
ptibéh o zrozeni zla v lidské dusi. Kral Richard III. je v prvn{ fadé drama
politické. Popisuje v sevieném dramatickém tvaru, bez déjovych odbocek,
cestu k uchvaceni trinu a jeji politické i lidské disledky. Pfi rekonstrukci
historickych udélosti ne$lo autorovi o faktografickou pfesnost. Anglické
déjiny mu poslouzily hlavné jako varovini pro soucasnost. Ve své prvni
dramatické tetralogii ukazuje Shakespeare boj o politickou moc jako
kolobéh zlo¢inu a trestu, v némz zlo plod{ zlo a kfivda se msti novymi
kfivdami. Vitézstvi Jindficha Tudora nad Richardem mélo tento fetézec
nésili pfetrhnout a nastolit v Anglii klid a mir. Nicméné jak nejednozna¢ni
byvéd od pocitki Shakespearovy tvorby psychologie jeho postav, stejné
daleko m4 k jednozna¢nému vykladu i ideové vyznéni této hry. Na to, aby

mohla hra vyustit v politicky angaZovanou oslavu pfedka vlddnouci
krdlovny Alzbéty 1., je postava osvoboditele Jindficha pfili§ mélo heroickd,
zpochybnénd jak jeho dvojniky na vale¢ném poli, tak i skute¢nosti, Ze
pfichdzi do Anglie v Cele cizich vojsk. Naopak postava tyranského Richar-
da misty vzbuzuje aZ nepatfi¢né sympatie.

Téma historické spravedlnosti a naplnén{ osudu je ov§em v tomto dra-
matu dosti vyrazné. Jeho zvéstovatelkami i nositelkami jsou pfedev$im
zenské postavy, pojimané zde jako nejzjevnéj$i obéti muzské politické hry,
pfestoZe ani ony nejsou prosty viny. Odstavend krilovna Margaret, kterd
jesté v predchozi &4sti tetralogie ztélestiovala nelitostnou, mocichtivou sar,
v Krali Richardovi IIL vystupuje jako halasnd vycitka utrpéné kfivdy
a svou kletbou pfedurcuje pad vétsiny protagonistll tragédie.

Hra je v mnohém poplatnd klasickym vzorim - je zde motiv msty,
chér lkajicich ¢i klnoucich Zen se stylizovanou dikef plnou rétorickych fig-
ur, titulni postava se spiklenecky svéfuje divikiim se svymi chystanymi
uklady a podobné. Ziroven ale autor svym uménim dokazal hranice Zin-
ru vyrazné prekrocit. Shakespeare objevuje slovo jako hybatele déni. Velk-
ou roli zde hraji kletba, pomluva, lichotka, zatimco vrazdy a nasil{ se cud-
né skryvaji v zakulisi. Urcujicim principem se stdvd divadelnost. Richard
ostentativné stfidé role a vtahuje ostatni do své hry. Jako herec a principél
pak zaZivd nejvét$i pordzku, kdyZ obcané Londyna ¢astuji jeho velkolepou
produkei, néstup na anglicky trin, ml¢enim. Shakespeare objevuje 1 kouz-
lo vyrazové pestrosti. Teatrdln{ vystupy az ritudlntho vzyvani{ stfid4 ve hfe
drsny humor a kousavd ironie, pasiZe uUchvatné obraznosti prechdzeji
v mista prostého a jimavého citu.

Krél Richard III. pfedstavuje v Shakespearové tvorbé prvni vyrazny
meznik. Autor, ktery si uz vyzkousel své uméni v Zdnrech tragédie, kome-
die i historické hry, dokdzal v tomto dramatu naplnit staré formy novym
obsahem a vytvofil nejen Zivouci dustfedni postavu, ale vykreslil
i pochmurny obraz svéta, vydaného napospas dravé moci. Hra, kterd byla
koncipovéna jako souldst SirStho cyklu, se tak osamostatnila a jako
autonomnf dilo dobyv4 dodnes svétovd jevisté.

JIRI JOSEK
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DRAMATIS PERSONAE

KING EDWARD THE FOURTH
EDWARD, PRINCE OF WALES,
afterwards KING EDWARD V } sons to the King
RICHARD, DUKE OF YORK
GEORGE, DUKE OF CLARENCE
RICHARD, DUKE OF GLOUCESTER, } brothers to the King
afterwards KING RICHARD II1
A YOUNG SON OF CLARENCE (Edward, Earl of Warwick)
HENRY, EARL OF RICHMOND, afterwards KING HENRY VII
CARDINAL BOURCHIER, ARCHBISHOP OF CANTERBURY
THOMAS ROTHERHAM, ARCHBISHOP OF YORK
BISHOP OF ELY, John Morton
DUKE OF BUCKINGHAM
DUKE OF NORFOLK
EARL OF SURREY, his son
EARL RIVERS, brother to Elisabeth, King Edward’s Queen
MARQUIS OF DORSET
} her sons
LORD GREY
EARL OF OXFORD
LORD HASTINGS
LORD LOVELL
LORD STANLEY, EARL OF DERBY
SIR THOMAS VAUGHAN
SIR RICHARD RATCLIFFE
SIR WILLIAM CATESBY
SIR JAMES TYRREL
SIR JAMES BLUNT
SIR WALTER HERBERT
SIR WILLIAM BRANDON

OSOBY

KRAL EDWARD 1IV.

EDWARD, PRINC WALESKY,
potom KRAL EDWARD V. } synové Edwarda IV.

RICHARD, VEVODA Z YORKU

GEORGE, VEVODA Z CLARENCE

RICHARD, VEVODA Z GLOUCESTERU, } bratii Edwarda IV.
potom KRAL RICHARD IIL

SYNEK VEVODY Z CLARENCE (Edward, hrabé z Warwicku)

JINDRICH, HRABE Z RICHMONDU, potom KRAL JINDRICH VII.

KARDINAL BOURCHIER, ARCIBISKUP Z CANTERBURY

THOMAS ROTHERHAM, ARCIBISKUP Z YORKU

BISKUP Z ELY, John Morton

VEVODA Z BUCKINGHAMU

VEVODA Z NORFOLKU

HRABE ZE SURREY, jeho syn

HRABE RIVERS, bratr Alzbéty, manzelky krale Edwarda IV.

MARKYZ Z DORSETU .. ,

LORD GREY } JlL synove

HRABE Z OXFORDU

LORD HASTINGS

LORD LOVELL

LORD STANLEY, HRABE Z DERBY

SIR THOMAS VAUGHAN

SIR RICHARD RATCLIFFE

SIR WILLIAM CATESBY

SIR JAMES TYRREL

SIR JAMES BLUNT

SIR WALTER HERBERT

SIR WILLIAM BRANDON
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SIR ROBERT BRAKENBURY, Lieutenant of the Tower

CHRISTOPHER URSWICK, a priest

LORD MAYOR OF LONDON

SHERIFF OF WILTSHIRE

HASTINGS, a pursuivant

TRESSEL

BERKELEY

ELIZABETH, Queen to King Edward IV

MARGARET, widow of King Henry VI

DUCHESS OF YORK, mother to King Edward IV

LADY ANNE, widow of Edward, Prince of Wales, son to King Henry VI;
afterwards married to Richard, the Duke of Gloucester

A YOUNG DAUGHTER OF CLARENCE (Margaret)

PRIEST

SCRIVENER

PAGE

KEEPER

Ghosts of Richard’s victims, lords, gentlemen, and attendants; bishops,
aldermen, citizens, soldiers, messengers, two murderers.

} gentlemen attending on Lady Anne

Scene: England
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SIR ROBERT BRAKENBURY, velitel Toweru

CHRISTOFOR URSWICK, knéz

LONDYNSKY STAROSTA

WILTSHIRSKY SERIF

HASTINGS, herold

TRESSEL

BERKELEY

ALZBETA, manzelka krale Edwarda IV.

MARGARET, vdova po kréli Jindfichovi VI.

VEVODKYNE Z YORKU, matka krale Edwarda IV.

LADY ANNA, vdova po Edwardovi, synovi kréle Jindficha VL;
potom manzelka Richarda, vévody z Gloucesteru

DCERKA VEVODY Z CLARENCE (Margaret)

KNEZ

PISAR

PAZE

STRAZNY

Duchové Richardovych obéti, pdnové, $lechta a druzina, biskupové,
radni, ob¢ané, vojéci, poslové, dva vrahové.

} kavalifi z doprovodu princezny Anny

Scéna: Anglie
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RICHARD

ACT TI.

SCENE 1.
LONDON. A STREET.

Enter Richard, Duke of Gloucester, solus.

Now is the winter of our discontent

Made glorious summer by this sun of York;
And all the clouds that lour’d upon our house
In the deep bosom of the ocean buried.

Now are our brows bound with victorious wreaths;
Our bruised arms hung up for monuments;
Our stern alarums chang’d to merry meetings,
Our dreadful marches to delightful measures.
Grim-visag’d war hath smooth’d his wrinkled front,
And now, instead of mounting barbed steeds
To fright the souls of fearful adversaries,

He capers nimbly in a lady’s chamber

To the lascivious pleasing of a lute.

But I, that am not shap’d for sportive tricks,
Nor made to court an amorous looking-glass,
[, that am rudely stamp’d, and want love’s majesty
To strut before a wanton ambling nymph,

[, that am curtail’d of this fair proportion,
Cheated of feature by dissembling nature,
Deform’d, unfinish’d, sent before my time
Into this breathing world scarce half made up,
And that so lamely and unfashionable

That dogs bark at me as I halt by them -
Why, I, in this weak piping time of peace,
Have no delight to pass away the time,

Unless to spy my shadow in the sun

And descant on mine own deformity.

And therefore, since I cannot prove a lover
To entertain these fair well-spoken days,

[ am determined to prove a villain

And hate the idle pleasures of these days.
Plots have I laid, inductions dangerous,
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RICHARD

JEDNANT I.

SCENA 1.
LoNDYN. NA ULICL

Vystoupi Richard, vévoda z Gloucestern, sdm.

Zavilou zimu zménil v léto York

a jeho slunce z4fi na nebi.

Mracna, co visela nad krdlovstvim,
jsou pohibena hluboko na dné mofe.
Cela si zdobime ted vaviiny,
chlubime se svou pomldcenou zbroji
a misto bitek pordddme pitky.

N&§ fzny krok se zménil v hopsasa.
Zuiivy vojik se ted uculyje,

a misto aby cvdlal do boje

dat na pamétnou svému nepfiteli,

se zapomind v pokoji své sle¢ny

za doprovodu chlipnych popévki.
V3ak j4 na tohle nejsem stavény,

j4 nemuzu se zhlizet v zrcadle.

Jsem hruby, nemdm smysl pro lasku
a chut se pfedvddét hanbatym holkdm.
Jizlivé pfiroda mé o$idila

o puvab téla. Poslali mé na svét
predc¢asné, napul zfufovaného.

Jsem kfivy, znetvofeny osklivec,

tak obludny, Ze i psy bere das

a $tékaji, kdyz kulhdm kolem nich.
A proto tenhle umrnény mir

mi nepfinasi Zddnou potéchu,

leda kdyz sleduju v slunci sviyj stin
a bavim se tim, jaky jsem to mrzdk.
TakZe kdyZ mi ten vSemi velebeny
as nedavi nic, co bych miloval,
nezbyvd mi nez z duse nendvidét
viechny a vechno a byt darebék.

S dklady uZ jsem zacal. Plicnul jsem
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CLARENCE

RICHARD
CLARENCE
RICHARD

CLARENCE

RICHARD

By drunken prophecies, libels, and dreams,

To set my brother Clarence and the King

In deadly hate the one against the other;

And if King Edward be as true and just

As I am subtle, false, and treacherous,

This day should Clarence closely be mew’d up
About a prophecy which says that ‘G’

Of Edward’s heirs the murderer shall be.

35

40

Dive, thoughts, down to my soul. Here Clarence comes.

Enter Clarence, guarded, and Brakenbury.

Brother, good day. What means this armed guard
That waits upon your Grace?

His Majesty,
Tendering my person’s safety, hath appointed
This conduct to convey me to th’ Tower.

Upon what cause?
Because my name is George.

Alack, my lord, that fault is none of yours:

He should, for that, commit your godfathers.
O, belike his Majesty hath some intent

That you should be new-christ’'ned in the Tower.
But what’s the matter, Clarence? May I know?

Yea, Richard, when I know; for I protest

As yet I do not; but, as I can learn,

He hearkens after prophecies and dreams,
And from the cross-row plucks the letter G,
And says a wizard told him that by ‘G’

His issue disinherited should be.

And for my name of George begins with ‘G’,
It follows in his thought that [ am he.

These, as I learn, and such like toys as these
Hath mov’d his Highness to commit me now.

Why, this it is when men are rul’d by women:
"Tis not the King that sends you to the Tower;
My Lady Grey his wife, Clarence, ’tis she

That tempers him to this extremity.

Was it not she and that good man of worship,
Anthony Woodpville, her brother there,

That made him send Lord Hastings to the Tower,
From whence this present day he is delivered?
We are not safe, Clarence; we are not safe!
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CLARENCE

RICHARD
CLARENCE
RICHARD

CLARENCE

RICHARD

v opilosti pér kiivych naféeni,

jez mého bratra krle Edwarda
postvaly proti vévodovi z Clarence,
coz je muj bratr George. Je-li krél stejné
bezelstny jak j4 Istivy, mél by George
byt jesté dneska zatden pro véstbu,

Ze vrahem synt kréle bude ten,

jehoZ jméno zalind pismenem G.
Myslenky, skryjte se. Pfichdzi Clarence.
Vystoupi' Clarence, vedeny strdzi, a Brakenbury.

Dobry den, bratfe. Kdo ti pfidélil
ten doprovod?
Kdo? Jeho Veli¢enstvo.
Boji se 0 mé bezpedi, a proto
mé odvidéji pfimo do Toweru.
A pro¢?
Protoze se jmenuji George.

To nenf tvoje vina. Za to by

méli spi§ pykat tvoji kmotfi, bratfe.
Anebo t¢ snad Jeho Veli¢enstvo
chce v Toweru nechat znovu pokitit lip?
Viézné, Clarenci, povéz, co se stalo?
Povim ti to, Richarde, aZ to zjistim.
J& nevim nic, jenom jsem slysel, Ze
krél ted’ d4 na véstby. Z abecedy
vyhostil G, protoze néjaky

mudrc mu fekl, Ze to pismeno

m4é snad na jeho syny spadeno;

a protoze mé jméno George G m4,
pry vrahem jeho déti mam byt ja.
Pro tohle a pér dal$ich pitomosti
jsem nyni zjevné v jeho nemilosti.

Takhle to je, kdyZ muztim Zena vlidne.
Ona t¢ dala zatknout, a ne kral.

To jeho Zena, lady Greyova,

ta ponoukd ho k témbhle vystfelkam.
To pfece ona a ten vzicny pan
Anthony Woodpville, jeji bratr, dali

do Toweru zavfit lorda Hastingse,
kterého aZ dnes propoustéji domi.
Jsme v nebezpedi, bratfe, v nebezpedi!
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CLARENCE

RICHARD

BRAKENBURY

RICHARD

BRAKENBURY
RICHARD

BRAKENBURY
RICHARD
BRAKENBURY

CLARENCE
RICHARD

By heaven, I think there is no man is secure

But the Queen’s kindred, and night-walking heralds
That trudge betwixt the King and Mistress Shore.
Heard you not what an humble suppliant

Lord Hastings was, for his delivery? 75

Humbly complaining to her deity

Got my Lord Chamberlain his liberty.

Il tell you what: I think it is our way,

If we will keep in favour with the King,

To be her men and wear her livery. 80
The jealous o’er-worn widow, and herself,

Since that our brother dubb’d them gentlewomen,

Are mighty gossips in our monarchy.

[ beseech your Graces both to pardon me:

His Majesty hath straitly given in charge 85
That no man shall have private conference,

Of what degree soever, with his brother.

Even so; and please your worship, Brakenbury,

You may partake of any thing we say.

We speak no treason, man; we say the King 90
Is wise and virtuous, and his noble queen

Well struck in years, fair, and not jealous;

We say that Shore’s wife hath a pretty foot,

A cherry lip, a bonny eye, a passing pleasing tongue;
And that the Queen’s kindred are made gentlefolks. 95
How say you, sir? Can you deny all this?

With this, my lord, myself have naught to do.

Naught to do with Mistress Shore? I tell thee, fellow,
He that doth naught with her, excepting one,

Were best to do it secretly, alone. 100
What one, my lord?

Her husband, knave! Wouldst thou betray me?

I do beseech your Grace to pardon me, and withal
Forbear your conference with the noble Duke.

We know thy charge, Brakenbury, and will obey. 105

We are the Queen’s abjects and must obey.

Brother, farewell. I will unto the King,

And whatso€’er you will employ me in -

Were it to call King Edward’s widow ‘sister’ —

[ will perform it to enfranchise you. 110
Meantime, this deep disgrace in brotherhood

18
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CLARENCE Nikdo si nenf jisty Zivotem,

jen lidé krdlovny a krélovi
posli¢ci k jeho drahé Shoreové.
Slysels, co se ji Hastings naprosil,
nez vymohla mu névrat z vézeni?

RICHARD Komofi padne na zem pfed milenku
krélovu, a je rdzem z basy venku.
Krile bychom si mohli ziskat tim,
kdybychom si oblékli jejf livrej
a §li k ni do sluzby. Co krél ty dv¢,
Zé4rlivou vdovu i svou metresu,
povysil svorné mezi urozené,
v krélovstvi vlddnou Zenské klevety.

BRAKENBURY Omlouvdm se, pdnové, ale kral
mi pfisné nafidil, Ze zatéeny
ma zakdzdno mluvit s kymkoli,
af ma ten ¢lovék jakoukoli hodnost.

RICHARD Tak je to? Brakenbury, neméj strach.

O ¢em mluvime, neni tajemstvi
a z4dnd velezrada. Rikdme, Ze kral
je moudry, vzneseny a kralovna,
byt v letech, neni viibec Zarliva.
Rikédme, Ze ta Shoreovi je kus,
ma hezké nohy, rty a hbity jazyk.
A z krélovnina rodu Ze je slechta.
A to je v8e. Chcete to popfit, pane?

BRAKENBURY Do téchhle véci j4 nos nestrkdm.

RICHARD Hlavné ho nestrkejte do Shoreové.
Do ni ho muze strkat jenom jeden
a ostatni si mus{ dévat pozor.

BRAKENBURY Jeden, a kdo?
RICHARD Jeji muz, troubo! Chtéls mé nachytat?

BRAKENBURY Mpylorde, omlouvim se, ale prosim,
ukoncete rozhovor s vévodou.

CLARENCE Zndme vé$ tkol, podvolime se.

RICHARD Jak volové pod bi¢em krdlovny.
Sbohem, bratfe. J4 pujdu za krilem
a udéldm vse, i kdybych mél jeho
vdoviéce tikat ,drahi sestfi¢ko®,
aby té pustil na svobodu. Véf mi,
ze tenhle rozkol mezi ndmi bratry
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Touches me deeper than you can imagine.
I know it pleaseth neither of us well.

Well, your imprisonment shall not be long;
I will deliver you, or else lie for you.
Meantime, have patience.

I must, perforce. Farewell.

Exeunt Clarence, Brakenbury, and guard.

Go, tread the path that thou shalt ne’er return.
Simple, plain Clarence, I do love thee so

That I will shortly send thy soul to heaven,

If heaven will take the present at our hands.

But who comes here? The new-delivered Hastings?

Enter Lord Hastings.
Good time of day unto my gracious lord!
As much unto my good Lord Chamberlain!

Well are you welcome to the open air.

How hath your lordship brooked imprisonment?
With patience, noble lord, as prisoners must;
But I shall live, my lord, to give them thanks
That were the cause of my imprisonment.

No doubt, no doubt; and so shall Clarence too;
For they that were your enemies are his,

And have prevail’d as much on him as you.
More pity that the eagles should be mew’d
Whiles kites and buzzards prey at liberty.

What news abroad?

No news so bad abroad as this at home:

The King is sickly, weak, and melancholy,
And his physicians fear him mightily.

Now, by Saint John, that news is bad indeed.
O, he hath kept an evil diet long

And overmuch consum’d his royal person!

"Tis very grievous to be thought upon.
Where is he? In his bed?

He is.
Go you before, and I will follow you.
Exit Hastings.
He cannot live, I hope, and must not die

Till George be pack’d with posthorse up to heaven.
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mé boli vic, nez ddvdm najevo.
Nikdo z nas z toho nemuze mit radost.
Dlouho tam nebudes, to zafidim.
Nebo si pijdu sednout misto tebe.
Bud' trpélivy.

Co mi zbyva? Sbohem.
Odejdon Clarence, Brakenbury a strdz.
Béz cestou, po které se nevratis,
prostinky Clarenci. Mdm té tak rad,
Ze tvoji dusi poslu do nebe,
jestli ji nebe pfijme, ode mne.
Kdo to jde? Privé propustény Hastings?
Vystoupi lord Hastings.
Pfeji vam, vzdcny pane, dobry den!
A ja vdm rovnéZ, drahy komofi.
Vitejte zpétky venku. Jak jste snaSel
ten pobyt ve vézeni, mylorde?
Trpélivé, jak vézni pislusi.
Tém, kterym vdé¢im za tu pohanu,
se ale nélezité odvdé¢im.

Sprévné! Muj bratr Clarence se k vam pfid4.

Mate spole¢né nepftitele, ktefi
mu ubliZili stejné jako vdm.
Je smutné, kdyz jsou v kleci orlové
a krkavci a vrdny maji pré.
Mite néjaké zprivy ze svéta?
Nejhorsi zprdvy jsou ty z domova.
Kril sttiné na téle i na duchu.
Doktofi o néj maji obavy.
Proboha, to je zIé. Nesetfil se
uz hodné dlouho, takze musi byt
prespfili§ vylerpany. Chuddk krél.
To je opravdu smutnd novina.
A kde je? Lezi?

Musel ulehnout.
Jdéte tam napfed, pfijdu za vimi.
Odejde Hastings.

Snad brzy zemfe, ale je$té ne.
Ne dffv, nez George poslu do nebe.
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I'll in to urge his hatred more to Clarence

With lies well steel’d with weighty arguments;

And, if I fail not in my deep intent,

Clarence hath not another day to live;

Which done, God take King Edward to his mercy, 150
And leave the world for me to bustle in!

For then I'll marry Warwick’s youngest daughter.

What though I kill’d her husband and her father?

The readiest way to make the wench amends

Is to become her husband and her father; 155
The which will I, not all so much for love

As for another secret close intent,

By marrying her which I must reach unto.

But yet I run before my horse to market.

Clarence still breathes; Edward still lives and reigns; 160
When they are gone, then must I count my gains.

Exit.

SCENE 2.
LONDON. ANOTHER STREET.

Enter corpse of King Henry the Sixth, with halberds

to guard it; Lady Anne being the mourner, attended
by Tressel and Berkeley.

Set down, set down your honourable load,

If honour may be shrouded in a hearse,

Whilst I awhile obsequiously lament

Th’ untimely fall of virtuous Lancaster.

Poor key-cold figure of a holy king! 5
Pale ashes of the house of Lancaster!

Thou bloodless remnant of that royal blood!

Be it lawful that I invocate thy ghost

To hear the lamentations of poor Anne,

Wife to thy Edward, to thy slaughtered son, 10
Stabb’d by the self-same hand that made these wounds.
Lo, in these windows that let forth thy life

[ pour the helpless balm of my poor eyes.

O, cursed be the hand that made these holes!

Cursed the heart that had the heart to do it! 15
Cursed the blood that let this blood from hence!

More direful hap betide that hated wretch
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Jdu za krdlem a jes$té pfizivim
1Zivymi, v§ak pAdnymi argumenty

v ném zlobu proti Clarencovi. Jestli
to vyjde, George se rdna nedoZije.
Takze az Buh Edwarda povold,

pak mné bude svét leZet u nohou!
Ozenim se s nejmlad$i z Warwicka.
Ze jsem ji zabil manzela i otce,
nejlip se holce od$kodnim tim, Ze se
ji manzelem a otcem stanu j4.

Ne proto, Ze bych ji snad miloval,
ale spif z jistych tajnych zdméry,

pro které je ta svatba nezbytna.

V3ak nefikej hop, dokud nepfeskodis.
Clarence dychd; Edward je dosud krél,
a dokud ziji, nic jsem nevyhrél.
Odejde.

SCENA 2.
LONDYN. JINDE NA ULICIL.

Vystoupi priivod s rakvi Jindricha V1., provdzeny strdZi.
Ve smutecnim privvodu jde lady Anna a s ni
Tressel a Berkeley.

Dolu, dolt s tim vzdcnym nékladem,
muze-li vzicné byt, co ptjde pod zem,
at muZu zaplakat nad pfed¢asnym
odchodem slechetného Lancastera.
Ty na kost ztuhlé télo kréle svétce!
Sinaly ostatku slavného rodu!
Bezkrevni trosko krve kralovské!

Kéz sméla bych tvou dusi pfivolat

k niitkiim nebohé Anny, manzelky
Edwarda, tvého syna, zabitého

touz rukou, kterd tebe probodala.
Okny tvych ran ti Zivot odletél

a j je marné kropim slzami.
Proklindm ruku, jeZ je zasadila,
srdce, jez mélo srdce ten ¢&in spachat,
proklindm krev, jez prolila tvou krev!
Zmijim, pavoukdm, Zabidm, nijaké
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That makes us wretched by the death of thee
Than I can wish to adders, spiders, toads,

Or any creeping venom’d thing that lives!

If ever he have child, abortive be it,
Prodigious, and untimely brought to light,
Whose ugly and unnatural aspect

May fright the hopeful mother at the view,
And that be heir to his unhappiness!

If ever he have wife, let her be made

More miserable by the death of him

Than I am made by my young lord and thee!
Come, now towards Chertsey with your holy load,
Taken from Paul’s to be interred there;

And still, as you are weary of this weight,

Rest you, whiles I lament King Henry’s corpse.

The bearers take up the coffin.
Enter Richard.
Stay, you that bear the corpse, and set it down.

What black magician conjures up this fiend
To stop devoted charitable deeds?

Villains, set down the corpse; or, by Saint Paul,
I’ll make a corpse of him that disobeys!

1.GENTLEMAN My lord, stand back, and let the coffin pass.

RICHARD

ANNE

RICHARD
ANNE

Unmannerd dog! Stand thou, when I command.
Advance thy halberd higher than my breast,

Or, by Saint Paul, I'll strike thee to my foot
And spurn upon thee, beggar, for thy boldness.

The bearers set down the coffin.

What, do you tremble? Are you all afraid?

Alas, I blame you not, for you are mortal,

And mortal eyes cannot endure the devil.
Avaunt, thou dreadful minister of hell!

Thou hadst but power over his mortal body,

His soul thou canst not have; therefore, be gone.

Sweet saint, for charity, be not so curst.

Foul devil, for God’s sake, hence and trouble us not;

For thou hast made the happy earth thy hell
Fill’d it with cursing cries and deep exclaims.
If thou delight to view thy heinous deeds,
Behold this pattern of thy butcheries.

O, gentlemen, see, see! Dead Henry’s wounds
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havéti, co se plaz{ po zemi,
nepfeji vétsi zlo nez zlodéji,

jenz nés o tebe sprosté oloupil.
Jestli bude mit dité, af je to
predcasné narozend zruda, skfet,
tak osklivy a odpudivy, Ze se

i jeho matka hnusem otfese.

Af po ném zdédi jen to nejhorsi!
A bude-li mit Zenu, at je pro ni
horsi to, Ze on Zije, neZ je pro mé
smrt mého manzela a nyni vase!
Jdem do Chertsey s tim svatym ndkladem
a tam ho uloZime do hrobu.
Odpoctivejte cestou a ja vzdy

nad kralem Jindfichem si zaplacu.
Nosici zvednou rakev.

Vystoupi Richard.

Nosidi, stat! Tu rakev polozte.

Kdo vy¢aroval toho satanise,

aby ndm brénil v bohulibém ¢inu?

Pti svatém Pavlu, dolt s mrtvolou,

dfiv nez udéldm mrtvoly ja z vis!

Ustupte, pane, nechte projit privod.

Ty drzy pse! Sttj, kdyZ ti poroudim.

Jestli nesklopi$ zbran, tak, pfi vSech svatych,
srazim té k zemi a za tvoji drzost

té zmlatim tak, Ze uz se nepostavis.

Nosici poloZi rakev na zem.

Ttesete se? Vy se ho bojite?

J& se vdm nedivim, jste jenom lidi

a lidi maji strach, kdyz vidi d'ébla.
Zmiz, pekelniku! Mél jsi nad nim moc,
dokud byl Zivy. Ted je po smrti.

Uz jeho dusi neziskds, tak zmiz!
Svétice, slitovani. Ne tak ptikfe!

Ty dable, pry¢, a uz nés netrap. Ty jsi
proménil $tastnou zemi v peklo, plné
néikt a proklindni. Jestli chces,
podivej se na svoje hnusné skutky.
Vidis, tohle je tvoje dilo kata.
Panové, hled'te! Jindfichovy riny
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Open their congeal’d mouths and bleed aftresh.

Blush, blush, thou lump of foul deformity,

For ’tis thy presence that exhales this blood

From cold and empty veins where no blood dwells;
Thy deeds inhuman and unnatural 60
Provokes this deluge most unnatural.

O God, which this blood mad’st, revenge his death!

O earth, which this blood drink’st, revenge his death!
Either, heav’n, with lightning strike the murd’rer dead;
Or, earth, gape open wide and eat him quick, 65
As thou dost swallow up this good king’s blood,

Which his hell-govern’d arm hath butchered.

Lady, you know no rules of charity,
Which renders good for bad, blessings for curses.

Villain, thou knowest nor law of God nor man: 70
No beast so fierce but knows some touch of pity.

But I know none, and therefore am no beast.
O wonderful, when devils tell the truth!

More wonderful when angels are so angry.

Vouchsafe, divine perfection of a woman, 75
Of these supposed crimes to give me leave

By circumstance but to acquit myself.

Vouchsafe, diffus’d infection of a man,
Of these known evils but to give me leave
By circumstance to accuse thy cursed self. 80

Fairer than tongue can name thee, let me have
Some patient leisure to excuse myself.

Fouler than heart can think thee, thou canst make
No excuse current but to hang thyself.

By such despair I should accuse myself. 85

And by despairing shalt thou stand excused
For doing worthy vengeance on thyself
That didst unworthy slaughter upon others.

Say that I slew them not?

Then say they were not slain.
But dead they are, and, devilish slave, by thee. 90

I did not kill your husband.
Why, then he is alive.
Nay, he is dead, and slain by Edward’s hands.
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uz zaschlé opét Cerstvé krviceji.
Styd se, ty poktivend kreaturo.

To tvoje pfitomnost nuti tu krev
vytékat ze studenych, prazdnych Zil.
Tvé nelidské, zvricené zlociny
pfevracejf pfirozeny fid svéta.

Boze, jenz dals ndm krev, pomsti tu smrt!

Zemé, jiz ddme krev, pomsti tu smrt!
Bud'to mu, nebe, bleskem hlavu sraz,
nebo ho, zemé, pohlt, jako jsi
pohltila krev krdlovskou, jiz on
pekelnou rukou z kréle vycedil.

Nevite, madam, Ze se patii zlo
oplédcet dobrem, hrubost milosti?

NN

Lotfe, ty necti§ zddné zékony.

I zvite nékdy byva soucitné.

Pak nejsem zvife. Ja soucitny nejsem.
Heledme, zdzrak. Débel mluvi pravdu.
Zazrak nad zdzraky. Andél se Certi.
Dovol mi, vzore Zenské libeznosti,
abych se z téch ddajnych pfe¢int
bod po bodu pred tebou odistil.
Dovol mi, vzore muzské $pinavosti,
abych ti bod po bodu dokézala

tvé zlodiny a proklela té za né.

Ty, jez jsi krdsnéjsi nad viechna slova,
dej mi Cas, abych se ti omluvil.

Ty, jenZ jsi podlej$i nad pomyslen,
omluv se mi tim, Ze se obésis.

Tim zoufalym ¢inem bych pfiznal vinu.

Tim zoufalym ¢inem bys vinu smyl.
Cestné se odprav, abys napravil
kiivdy na téch, co bezectné jsi zabil.

A co kdyZ nezabil?

A copak Ziji?
Mrtvi jsou, d'dble, tys je zavrazdil.
Tvého manzela ne.

Pak jesté Zije.
Ne, nezije. Vi§, kdo ho zabil? Edward.
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In thy foul throat thou liest: Queen Margaret saw
Thy murd’rous falchion smoking in his blood;

The which thou once didst bend against her breast,
But that thy brothers beat aside the point.

I was provoked by her sland’rous tongue
That laid their guilt upon my guiltless shoulders.

Thou wast provoked by thy bloody mind,
That never dream’st on aught but butcheries.
Didst thou not kill this king?

I grant ye, yea.

Dost grant me, hedgehog? Then, God grant me too
Thou mayst be damned for that wicked deed!
O, he was gentle, mild, and virtuous!

The better for the King of Heaven, that hath him.
He is in heaven, where thou shalt never come.

Let him thank me that holp to send him thither,
For he was fitter for that place than earth.

And thou unfit for any place but hell.
Yes, one place else, if you will hear me name it.
Some dungeon.
Your bed-chamber.
Il rest betide the chamber where thou liest!
So will it, madam, till I lie with you.
[ hope so.

I know so. But, gentle Lady Anne,
To leave this keen encounter of our wits,
And fall something into a slower method —
Is not the causer of the timeless deaths
Of these Plantagenets, Henry and Edward,
As blameful as the executioner?

Thou wast the cause and most accurs’d effect.
Your beauty was the cause of that effect.
Your beauty that did haunt me in my sleep

To undertake the death of all the world
So I might live one hour in your sweet bosom.

If I thought that, I tell thee, homicide,
These nails should rend that beauty from my cheeks.

These eyes could not endure that beauty’s wreck;
You should not blemish it if I stood by.
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Lzes. Vidéla té krdlovna Margaret
a s meéem pottisnénym jeho krvi
jsi vyrazil i proti ni. Tvi bratfi

té zastavili, jinak bys ji zabil.
Vyprovokovala mé tim, Ze mé
nespravedlivé obvinovala.

Jestli té néco vyprovokovalo,
pak jediné tvd vé¢nd krvela¢nost.
Kriéle jsi nezabil?

To pripoustim.
Pfipoustis, ptiSero? Pak, Boze, spust
na toho lumpa bozi dopusténi!
Jaky byl mirny, ctnostny, vzneseny!
Pak z ného v nebi museji mit radost.
Je v nebi, kam ty nikdy nedojdes.
M¢l by mi podékovat, Ze tam je.
Nebe je pro néj vhodnéj$i nez zemé.
A pro tebe je nejvhodnéjsi peklo.
J& vim o misté jesté vhodnéjsim.
A to je co? Vézeni?

Tvoje postel.

Leda bys do ni leh a nikdy nevstal!

Nikdy bych nevstal, kdybych lezel s tebou.

To doufim.

J4 to vim. V3ak, drah4 Anno,

dost vtipkovan{ a ted mluvme vdZné.
Nesmésujme nésledky s pfi¢inou.
Coz ten, kdo zni¢il Plantagenety,
Jindficha s Edwardem, je bez viny,

a kdo ho potrestal, je sprosty vrah?
Ty jsi pti¢ina straSnych nésledka.

J& ne. Ty. Tvoje krdsa za to muze.
Tva krdsa nedala mi v noci spét,

pro ni jsem touzil znicit cely svét,
abych se mohl ohfét na tvych prsou.
Kdyby to byla pravda, vrahu, svymi
nehty tu krdsu vydrdpu si z tvafi.

Tu zkdzu krdsy moje oci by
nepfezily. Neni¢ ji, dokud Ziji.
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As all the world is cheered by the sun,
So I by that; it is my day, my life. 130

Black night o’ershade thy day, and death thy life!
Curse not thyself, fair creature; thou art both.
[ would I were, to be reveng’d on thee.

It is a quarrel most unnatural,
To be reveng’d on him that loveth thee. 135

It is a quarrel just and reasonable,
To be reveng’d on him that kill’d my husband.

He that bereft thee, lady, of thy husband
Did it to help thee to a better husband.

His better doth not breathe upon the earth. 140
He lives that loves thee better than he could.
Name him.
Plantagenet.
Why, that was he.
The self~same name, but one of better nature.
Where is he?
Here.

She spits at him.

Why dost thou spit at me?
Would it were mortal poison, for thy sake! 145
Never came poison from so sweet a place.

Never hung poison on a fouler toad.
Out of my sight! Thou dost infect mine eyes.

Thine eyes, sweet lady, have infected mine.
Would they were basilisks to strike thee dead! 150

[ would they were, that I might die at once;

For now they kill me with a living death.

Those eyes of thine from mine have drawn salt tears,
Sham’d their aspects with store of childish drops.

These eyes, which never shed remorseful tear, 155
No, when my father York and Edward wept

To hear the piteous moan that Rutland made

When black-fac’d Clifford shook his sword at him;

Nor when thy warlike father, like a child,

Told the sad story of my father’s death, 160
And twenty times made pause to sob and weep
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Tak jako slunce oblaZzuje svét,

z tvé krdsy rodi se muj den, mé Ziti. 130
Cernou noc na tvij den! Na Zit{ smrt!

Obojim jsi mi ty. Proklinas sebe.

Kéz bych tim byla, mohla bych se mstit.

Je proti pfirodé nendvidét

toho, ktery té tolik miluje. 135

Je zcela pfirozené nendvidét
biddka, co mi zabil manzela.

Zbavil t¢ manzela, aby ti tim
pomohl k lep$imu manzelovi.

Lepsi nez on se dosud nenarodil. 140
Lepsi nez on je dosud nazivu.
Kdo?

Plantagenet.

To byl i miyj muz.
M3 stejné jméno, lepsi povahu.
A kde je?
Zde.
Anna na ného plivne.
Tys na mé plivla? Pro¢?

Skoda Ze moje slina nenf jed! 145
Mohl by skanout jed z tak sladkych dst?
Mohl by padnout jed na vétsi hnus?
Jdi pry¢! Nebo mé o¢i nakazis.
Tvé o¢i, drahd, nakazily mé.
Doufdm, Ze smrtelné nakazily! 150

I j4 v to doufim. Touzim zemfit hned,

a neumfrat dlouze zaZiva.

Z tvych odf do mych ol vhrkly slzy

a détsky pla¢ mi zamlZuje svét.

Mné¢, ktery nikdy nebrecel. Ba ani 155
kdyz otec York a Edward plakali

pohnuti hriznym natkem Rutlanda,

kdyZ na néj bésny Clifford tasil me¢.

Nebo kdyz mi tv{yj otec, vale¢nik,

vypravél, jak muj otec zahynul, 160
a sdm se pfitom dusil slzami,
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That all the standers-by had wet their cheeks

Like trees bedash’d with rain. In that sad time

My manly eyes did scorn an humble tear;

And what these sorrows could not thence exhale 165
Thy beauty hath, and made them blind with weeping.

[ never sued to friend nor enemy;

My tongue could never learn sweet smoothing word;
But, now thy beauty is propos’d my fee,

My proud heart sues, and prompts my tongue to speak.
She looks scornfully at him.

Teach not thy lip such scorn; for it was made

For kissing, lady, not for such contempt.

If thy revengeful heart cannot forgive,

Lo here I lend thee this sharp-pointed sword;

Which if thou please to hide in this true breast 175
And let the soul forth that adoreth thee,

[ lay it naked to the deadly stroke,

And humbly beg the death upon my knee.

He lays bis breast open; she offers at it with bis sword.

Nay, do not pause; for I did kill King Henry -

But ’twas thy beauty that provoked me. 180
Nay, now dispatch; ’twas I that stabb’d young Edward -
But ’twas thy heavenly face that set me on.

She falls the sword.

Take up the sword again, or take up me.

Arise, dissembler; though I wish thy death,
[ will not be thy executioner. 185

Then bid me kill myself, and I will do it;
[ have already.

That was in thy rage.
Speak it again, and even with the word
This hand, which for thy love did kill thy love,
Shall for thy love kill a far truer love; 190
To both their deaths shalt thou be accessary.

[ would I knew thy heart.

*Tis figur’d in my tongue.

I fear me both are false.

Then never was man true. 195
Well, well put up your sword.
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Ze vSichni kolem byli uplakani

jak stromy za desté. V téch smutnych chvilich
jsem j4 byl chlap a slzu neuronil.
Kdejaky zal mé o¢i nechal suché,
tvé krasa je vak plic¢em oslepila.
Neprosil jsem se nikdy nikoho

a neudil sviyj jazyk lichotkdm,

ale tvd krdsa vybird si dan

a poroudi srdci i jazyku.

Anna na ného pohrdavé hledi.
Neusklibej se, dévce, tvoje rty

by mély libat a ne pohrdat.

Jestli se tvoje srdce neustrne,

vem si ten ostry me¢, zabodni ho,
budes-li chtit, do této ¢estné hrudi,
kterou tu pfed tebou ted odhaluji,
a vykroj z téla milujici dusi.

Na kolenou té prosim, zabij mé.

Odhali brud; Anna na ni zamifi jeho mecem.
Ne, nevéhej. J4 zabil Jindficha.

Ruku mi ale vedla tvoje krésa.

Tak bodej. J4 jsem zabil Edwarda.
Zavelela mi vSak tvd bozskd tvar.

Anna upusti mec.

Vem si ten me¢, nebo si vezmi mne.
Vstani, pokrytle. Pfeji si tvoji smirt,
ale tvym katem se stit nehodlam.
Tak porud, a ja sdm se zabiju.

To uz jsem udélala.

5 Ve vzteku.
Rekni to znovu. A j4 rukou, kterd
z lasky zabila tvoji lasku, hned

z ldsky zabiju jesté véts{ lasku.

A z tebe bude dvojndsobny vrah.
Chtéla bych znét tvé srdce.
Nosim ho na jazyku.

Jazyk 1Ze a srdce je fale$né.

Je-li to tak, pak viichni muzi [Zou.
Vem si ten me¢ a jdi.
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Say, then, my peace is made.

That shalt thou know hereafter.

But shall I live in hope?

All men, I hope, live so.

Vouchsafe to wear this ring.

To take is not to give. (Puts on the ring)

Look how my ring encompasseth thy finger,
Even so thy breast encloseth my poor heart;
Wear both of them, for both of them are thine.
And if thy poor devoted servant may

But beg one favour at thy gracious hand,
Thou dost confirm his happiness for ever.
What is it?

That it may please you leave these sad designs
To him that hath most cause to be a mourner,
And presently repair to Crosby Place;

Where, after I have solemnly interr’d

At Chertsey Monast’ry this noble king,

And wet his grave with my repentant tears,

[ will with all expedient duty see you.

For divers unknown reasons, I beseech you,
Grant me this boon.

With all my heart; and much it joys me too
To see you are become so penitent.
Tressel and Berkeley, go along with me.

Bid me farewell.

"Tis more than you deserve;
But since you teach me how to flatter you,
Imagine I have said farewell already.

Exeunt Tressel and Berkeley with Lady Anne.

Sirs, take up the corpse.

Towards Chertsey, noble lord?

No, to White Friars; there attend my coming,.
Exeunt all but Richard.

Was ever woman in this humour woo’d?

Was ever woman in this humour won?

I’ll have her; but I will not keep her long.
What! I that kill’d her husband and his father,

To take her in her heart’s extremest hate,
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Dozvi se, dozvi§. Casem.

Miém tedy nadéji?

Vsichni na svété ziji v nadéji.

Prosim té, pfijmi ode mne ten prsten.
Kdo pfijima, jesté nic nedava. (Navickne si prsten)
Tak jak muj prsten objima tvij prst,
tak pevné vézi mé srdce v tvé hrudi.
Davém ti oboje. Prsten i srdce.

A jestli té tviyj bidny sluha smfi
pozédat o jedinou laskavost,

na véky véka bude pfeitastny.

Co by sis pral?

Abys ten smutny obfad svéfila

tomu, kdo md nejvétsi davod k Zalu,
a odebrala se do mého domu;

kde vyckas, nez v Chertseyském kléstere
vzécného kréle pohibim, jeho hrob
slzami kajicnika pokropim

a poslusné se vritim k tobé. Mdm

k tomu, co déldm, vdZzné divody.
Split mi mé pféni, prosim.

Rida to udéldm a t&§ mé,

kdyz vidim, Ze se taky umis$ kat.
Tressele, Berkeley, doprovod'te mé.
Rozlu¢ se se mnou.

To si nezaslouZis.
Ale Ze ty se chovas mile ke mné,
predstavuj si, Ze j4 se chovdm stejné.
Odejdou Tressel, Berkeley a lady Anna.
P4dnové, zvednéte tu mrtvolu.
Mime jit do klastera, vzicny pane?
Ne, na hibitov. A pockejte, nez pfijdu.
Odejdon vSichni kromé Richarda.

Dobyval nékdy nékdo takhle Zenu?
A dobyl nékdy nékdo takhle Zenu?
Budu ji mit, ale ne nadlouho.
Zabil jsem ji muZe a jeho otce.

A dostal ji! Ted, kdyZz mé nendvidi
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With curses in her mouth, tears in her eyes,

The bleeding witness of my hatred by;

Having God, her conscience, and these bars against me,
And I, no friends to back my suit at all

But the plain devil and dissembling looks,

And yet to win her, all the world to nothing!

Hal!

Hath she forgot already that brave prince, 240
Edward, her lord, whom I, some three months since,
Stabb’d in my angry mood at Tewkesbury?

A sweeter and a lovelier gentleman,

Fram’d in the prodigality of nature,

Young, valiant, wise, and no doubt right royal, 245
The spacious world cannot again afford;

And will she yet abase her eyes on me,

That cropp’d the golden prime of this sweet prince
And made her widow to a woeful bed?

On me, whose all not equals Edward’s moiety? 250
On me, that halts and am misshapen thus?

My dukedom to a beggarly denier,

I do mistake my person all this while.

Upon my life, she finds, although I cannot,

Mpyself to be a marv’llous proper man. 255
Il be at charges for a looking-glass,

And entertain a score or two of tailors

To study fashions to adorn my body.

Since I am crept in favour with myself,

[ will maintain it with some little cost. 260
But first I'll turn yon fellow in his grave,

And then return lamenting to my love.

Shine out, fair sun, till I have bought a glass,

That I may see my shadow as I pass.

Exit.

SCENE 3.
LONDON. THE PALACE.

Enter Queen Elizabeth, Lord Rivers, and Lord Grey,
and Marquis of Dorset.

Have patience, madam; there’s no doubt his Majesty
Will soon recover his accustom’d health.
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a se slzami v o¢ich prokling,

zde, pfed krvavym dtikazem mé zasti,
kdyz Buh i jeji svédom{ a ve

je proti mné a na mé strané nic

nez zlotfilost a pokryteckd hra!

A j4 ji dostal! Za nic cely svét!

Hal!

Copak uz zapomnéla na prince
Edwarda, kterého jsem pfed ¢tvrt rokem
ve vzteku zapichl u Tewkesbury?

Byl to tak libezny a mily ¢loveék,
kterému pféla pfiroda. Tak mlady,
chrabry a moudry, vskutku kralovsky,
Ze na svété se lep$i nenajde.

A ona si ted vybere mé, jenz
princatko v kvétu mlddi poslal pod dm
a z ni udélal ubredenou vdovu?

Mg, ktery mu nesahd po paty?

M¢, kulhavého, o$klivého chlapa?
Své vévodstvi ddm za zldmany gros,
jestli se stra$né nepodcertiuju.

Z dtivodu, ktery je mi neznamy,

mé povazuje za skvélého muze.
Nejspis si ted potidim zrcadlo

a zaméstndm dva tucty krejéika,

aby mé télo bylo v azuru.

KdyZ uz jsem nasel v sobé zalibeni,
pustim chlup, abych si ho udrzel.
Nejdfiv tohohle $oupnu do hrobu,

a pak se s pla¢em vritim ke své ldsce.
Svit, slunce. Difv neZ v zrcadle se zt{m,
chei obdivovat alespori sviyj stin.

Odeyde.

SCENA 3.
LONDYN. KRALOVSKY PALAC.

Vystoupi krdlovna Alzbéta, lord Rivers, lord Grey
a Markyz z Dorsetu.

Sestfi¢ko, neméj strach. Veli¢enstvo
se jisté brzy zplna uzdravi.
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In that you brook it ill, it makes him worse;
Therefore, for God’s sake, entertain good comfort,
And cheer his Grace with quick and merry eyes.

If he were dead, what would betide on me?
No other harm but loss of such a lord.
The loss of such a lord includes all harms.

The heavens have bless’d you with a goodly son
To be your comforter when he is gone.

Ah, he is young; and his minority

[s put unto the trust of Richard Gloucester,

A man that loves not me, nor none of you.

Is it concluded he shall be Protector?

[t is determin’d, not concluded yet;
But so it must be, if the King miscarry.

Enter Buckingham and Derby.

Here come the Lords of Buckingham and Derby.
Good time of day unto your royal Grace!

God make your Majesty joyful as you have been.
The Countess Richmond, good my Lord of Derby,
To your good prayer will scarcely say amen.

Yet, Derby, notwithstanding she’s your wife

And loves not me, be you, good lord, assur’d

I hate not you for her proud arrogance.

I do beseech you, either not believe

The envious slanders of her false accusers;

Or, if she be accus’d on true report,

Bear with her weakness, which I think proceeds
From wayward sickness and no grounded malice.
Saw you the King today, my Lord of Derby?

But now the Duke of Buckingham and I

Are come from visiting his Majesty.

What likelihood of his amendment, Lords?
Madam, good hope; his Grace speaks cheerfully.
God grant him health! Did you confer with him?
Ay, madam; he desires to make atonement
Between the Duke of Gloucester and your brothers,

And between them and my Lord Chamberlain;
And sent to warn them to his royal presence.
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Tvoje obavy krdli pfitéZuji,

a proto, prosim té, zachovej klid

a chovej se mile a vesele.

Jestlize zemfe, co se se mnou stane?
Nic horiitho neZ to, Ze ztrati§ muZe.
Kdy?z ztratim jeho, pfijdu o v§echno.
Nebe ti zanechdva po ném syna,
ktery ti bude dobrou dtéchou.

Je jesté maly. A nez dospéje,

bude mu poru¢nikem Richard z Gloucesteru,
ktery mé nemd rad, tak jako viés.

Gloucester byl uz jmenovén protektorem?

Byl navrzen, jmenovén jesté ne.

Jestli krdl ale zemfe, stane se jim.

Vystoupi Buckingham a Stanley, brabé z Derby.
Jdou sem panové Buckingham a Stanley.
Pfeji vam, Velic¢enstvo, dobry den!

KéZ Biih vdm pieje, madam, jako dfiv.
Hrabénka z Richmondu, mtj drahy Stanley,
by s va$im pfdnim sotva souhlasila.

[ kdyZ je ke mné arogantni, na vas

se kvuli vasi Zené nezlobim.

Tim si, muj pane, muzete byt jist.
Prosim v4s, madam, nevéfte hned viemu,
co o ni pomlouvadi roztrusuji.

A jestli vés opravdu urazila,

pak nedopatfenim, ve slabé chvilce,

v nemoci, a ne z nepfatelstvi k vim.

Vidél jste dneska kréle, pane Stanley?

S vévodou z Buckinghamu jdeme prévé
od lazka Jeho Veli¢enstva, madam.

A jak vypadéd? Uzdravi se, pani?

Byl vesely, takze je nadéje.

Ké2 mu Buh vrat{ zdravi! Rikal néco?
Moc rid by udobtfil vévodu z Gloucesteru
s va$§imi bratry, madam, které chce

zas usmifit 1 s lordem komofim,
proto je viechny k sobé pfivolal.
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Would all were well! But that will never be.
[ fear our happiness is at the height.

Enter Richard, and Hastings.

They do me wrong, and I will not endure it.
Who is it that complains unto the King

That I, forsooth, am stern and love them not?
By holy Paul, they love his Grace but lightly
That fill his ears with such dissentious rumours.
Because I cannot flatter and look fair,

Smile in men’s faces, smooth, deceive, and cog,
Duck with French nods and apish courtesy,

I must be held a rancorous enemy.

Cannot a plain man live and think no harm
But thus his simple truth must be abus’d

With silken, sly, insinuating Jacks?

To who in all this presence speaks your Grace?

To thee, that hast nor honesty nor grace.

When have I injur’d thee? When done thee wrong,
Or thee, or thee, or any of your faction?

A plague upon you all! His royal Grace -

Whom God preserve better than you would wish! -
Cannot be quiet searce a breathing while

But you must trouble him with lewd complaints.

Brother of Gloucester, you mistake the matter.
The King, on his own royal disposition

And not provok’d by any suitor else,

Aiming, belike, at your interior hatred

That in your outward action shows itself
Against my children, brothers, and myself,
Makes him to send that he may learn the ground
Of your ill will, and thereby to remove it.

[ cannot tell; the world is grown so bad

That wrens make prey where eagles dare not perch.
Since every Jack became a gentleman,

There’s many a gentle person made a Jack.

Come, come, we know your meaning,

brother Gloucester.

You envy my advancement and my friends’;
God grant we never may have need of you!

Meantime, God grants that I have need of you.
Our brother is imprison’d by your means,
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Biih s nimi, ale tohle nevyjde.

M4ém strach, Ze v§echno bude uzZ jen horsi.

Vystoupi Richard a Hastings.
Kfivd{ mi a j4 to uz nestrpim.
Kdo na mé krdli donds, Ze jsem
bezcitny, zly a nemdm lidi rdd?
Takovi krali jenom $kodi, kdyZ mu
naeptavaji hnusné pomluvy.
A pro¢ to? Ze neumim lichotit,
pfetvafovat se, uculovat, klamat,
ukldnét se a na viecko jim kyvat?
Proto mé majf za nepfitele?
Jsem prosty ¢lovék, fkidm, co si myslim,
nikomu negkodim, a proto mé
ti Istivi, slizci lotfi obvinui?
O kom z pfitomnych Vase Milost mluvi?
O tob¢, jemuz schazi ctnost a slusnost.
Kdy jsem ti ubliZil? A ¢im? Cim tobé?
Anebo tobé? Komukoli z vés?
Vy bando, jdéte k ¢ertu! Chuddk krél -
kéZ mu Buth pfeje vic nez vy - mé se
ted' v klidu zotavovat, ale vy
ho mudite podlymi stiZnostmi.
Vévodo, §vagfte, to se mylite.
Kril ze své vlastni vile, nikoli
naveden nékym jinym, pro vés poslal,
protoze vidi, jak jste plny z4sti,
kterou déavite dosti najevo
vypady proti mné, mym détem, bratriim,
a chtél by zjistit pficiny té zloby,
aby vds mohl s ndmi usmifit.
Co mu mém vysvétlovat? Svét je dnes
tak zly, Ze vridny klovou o¢i orlam.
Kdyz kazdy buran je dnes $lechticem,
lecktery $lechtic chova se jak buran.
No ovsem, §vagte, vim,

co chcete fict.
Mite zlost, Ze se ma rodina zmohla.
Chran Buh byt na vas nékdy zédvisl4!
Zatim jsem, béda, zavisly jd na vis.
Muy bratr je kvtili vim ve vézend,
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Myself disgrac’d, and the nobility
Held in contempt; while great promotions
Are daily given to ennoble those

That scarce some two days since were worth a noble.

By Him that rais’d me to this careful height
From that contented hap which I enjoy’d,

[ never did incense his Majesty

Against the Duke of Clarence, but have been
An earnest advocate to plead for him.

My lord, you do me shameful injury

Falsely to draw me in these vile suspects.

You may deny that you were not the mean
Of my Lord Hastings’ late imprisonment.

She may, my lord; for -

She may, Lord Rivers? Why, who knows not so?
She may do more, sir, than denying that:

She may help you to many fair preferments
And then deny her aiding hand therein,

And lay those honours on your high desert.

What may she not? She may - ay, marry, may she -

What, marry, may she?

What, marry, may she? Marry with a king,
A bachelor, and a handsome stripling too.
Iwis your grandam had a worser match.

My Lord of Gloucester, I have too long borne
Your blunt upbraidings and your bitter scoffs.
By heaven, I will acquaint his Majesty

Of those gross taunts that oft I have endur’d.

Enter old Queen Margaret, bebind.

[ had rather be a country servant-maid

Than a great queen with this condition,

To be so baited, scorn’d, and stormed at.

Small joy have I in being England’s Queen.
(Aside)

And lessen’d be that small, God, I beseech Him!
Thy honour, state, and seat, is due to me.

What! Threat you me with telling of the King?
Tell him and spare not. Look what I have said
[ will avouch’t in presence of the King.

I dare adventure to be sent to th’ Tower.

"Tis time to speak — my pains are quite forgot.
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j4 odstaven a viechna $lechta v zemi
zhanobena, zatimco dennodenné

se kupi pocty na ty, kterym véera
¢ouhala je$té slama z bot.

Ptisahdm pfi tom, kdo mé pozvedl

z poklidnych niZin sem na vratky vrchol,
nikdy jsem kréli proti vévodovi

z Clarence nefekla slovo, spise jsem
ho héjila, pfimlouvala se za néj.
Hrubé mi, pane, kfivdite, kdyZz mné
pfisuzujete podlé tumysly.

Trouféte si mi popfit, Ze lord Hastings
snad nebyl uvéznény kvtli vdm?

To jisté troufd, pane, nebot —

To jisté troufd, pane Riversi.

Troufd si na vic neZ jen tohle popfit.
Troufa si dohodit vdm prebendy,
zapfit svou pomoc a namluvit vSem,
Ze jste byl po zasluze odménén.

Je troufala. Trouf4 si dél a d4l.

A na co, pane?

To by vdm fekl krél. Troufla si na néj

a vzala si ho, Ze byl zrovna volny.
Vase baba dopadla jisté huf.

Pane vévodo, mdm uZ dost téch vadich
jizlivych pozndmek a posméski.

A jsem nucena svému choti fict,

jak nestoudné mé urdzite. Radsi

V pozadi vystoupi stard krdlovna Margaret.

bych byla sluzka nékde na statku

nez krélovna, kdyZ musim od vés snéset
to neustdlé poniZzovini.

Byt krédlovnou v Anglii je spi§ za trest.

(Stranoun)

Kéz Buh té jesté vice potresta!

Tvy stav, tvlyj trin, tvd koruna jsou mé!
Vy na mé chcete krdli Zalovat?

Jen do toho, a neSetfete mé.

J4 vdm to klidné pfed nim zopakuju.
At mé d4 zaviit, ale musim mluvit,
kdyz na mé ¢iny se uz zapomnélo.
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(Aside) Out, devil! I do remember them to well:
Thou kill’dst my husband Henry in the Tower,
And Edward, my poor son, at Tewkesbury.

Ere you were queen, ay, or your husband King,
I was a pack-horse in his great affairs,

A weeder-out of his proud adversaries,

A liberal rewarder of his friends;

To royalize his blood I spent mine own.

(Aside) Ay, and much better blood than his or thine.

In all which time you and your husband Grey
Were factious for the house of Lancaster;

And, Rivers, so were you. Was not your husband
In Margaret’s battle at Saint Albans slain?

Let me put in your minds, if you forget,

What you have been ere this, and what you are;
Withal, what I have been, and what I am.

(Aside) A murd’rous villain, and so still thou art.

Poor Clarence did forsake his father Warwick,
Ay, and forswore himself — which Jesu pardon! -

(Aside) Which God revenge!

To fight on Edward’s party for the crown;

And for his meed, poor lord, he is mewed up.

[ would to God my heart were flint like Edward’s,
Or Edward’s soft and pitiful like mine.

[ am too childish-foolish for this world.
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(Aside) Hie thee to hell for shame and leave this world,

Thou cacodemon; there thy kingdom is.

My Lord of Gloucester, in those busy days
Which here you urge to prove us enemies,

We follow’d then our lord, our sovereign king.
So should we you, if you should be our king.

If I should be! I had rather be a pedlar.

Far be it from my heart, the thought thereof!
As little joy, my lord, as you suppose

You should enjoy were you this country’s king,
As little joy you may suppose in me

That I enjoy, being the Queen thereof.

(Aside) As little joy enjoys the Queen thereof;
For I am she, and altogether joyless.
I can no longer hold me patient. (Advancing)

44

145

150

155

1/3

MARGARET

RICHARD

MARGARET
RICHARD

MARGARET
RICHARD

MARGARET
RICHARD

MARGARET

RIVERS

RICHARD

ALZBETA

MARGARET

(Stranou) J& na né nezapomnéla, ty d'dble.
Mého muze Jindficha zabils v Toweru
a syna Edwarda u Tewkesbury.

Nez z ného byl kral a z vés krélovna,

byl jsem mu dobry na $pinavou prici.
Odklizel jsem mu z cesty neptitele

a odménoval vérné, proléval

pro néj svou krev, aby mél on krev krale.
(Stranou) Prolil jsi lep$i krev nez svou a jeho.
Cely ten Cas jste vy a va§ muz Grey

byli na strané Lancastert; a vy,

Riversi, taky. Nepadl va$ prvni

muz za Margaret v bitvé u Albany?
Pfipomenu viam, co uz nevite.

Jac jste byli dfiv, a co jste ted,

a co jsem byval j4, a co jsem nyni.

(Stranon) Byls vsivy vrah a zustal jsi jim doted.

Ubohy Clarence tchdna Warwicka
zradil - af mu to Pdnbth odpusti! -

(Stranou) Ne, af ho za to ztresta!

- aby pomohl Edwardovi k triinu,

a odménou za to ma vézeni.

Chtél bych mit srdce tvrdé, jak md Edward,
kdyZ on ho nemi soucitné jak j4.

Pro tenhle svét jsem dosud nedozrél.
(Stranou) Tak se z néj ztrat a tdhni do pekel,
satanasi, protoZe tam jsi doma.

Jestli ndm chcete pfedhazovat, Ze jsme

v té ru$né dobé byli nepfritelé,

pak jediné z vérnosti ke kréli.

Kdybyste byl kril vy, slouzili bychom vim.
J4, a krl? To jsou ale népady!

Radgji bych byl ponocny nez krél!

Tusite spravné, Ze byt u nds krdlem
opravdu neni diivod k radosti.

Mohu vdm dosvéd¢it, Ze ani j4,

krdlovna, z toho Z4dnou radost nemam.
(Stranou) Skute¢na kralovna, a to jsem j4,
uZ ani nevi, co to radost je.

Vic ml¢et nebudu. (Vystoupi do popredi) Poslouchejte,
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Hear me, you wrangling pirates, that fall out

In sharing that which you have pill’d from me.

Which of you trembles not that looks on me? 160
If not that, [ am Queen, you bow like subjects,

Yet that, by you depos’d, you quake like rebels?

Ah, gentle villain, do not turn away!

Foul wrinkled witch, what mak’st thou in my sight?

But repetition of what thou hast marr’d, 165
That will I make before I let thee go.

Wert thou not banished on pain of death?

[ was; but I do find more pain in banishment

Than death can yield me here by my abode.

A husband and a son thou ow’st to me; 170
And thou a kingdom; all of you, allegiance.

This sorrow that I have by right is yours;

And all the pleasures you usurp are mine.

The curse my noble father laid on thee,

When thou didst crown his warlike brows with paper
And with thy scorns drew’st rivers from his eyes,

And then to dry them gav’st the Duke a clout

Steep’d in the faultless blood of pretty Rutland -

His curses then from bitterness of soul

Denounc’d against thee are all fall’n upon thee; 180
And God, not we, hath plagu’d thy bloody deed.

So just is God to right the innocent.

O, ’twas the foulest deed to slay that babe,
And the most merciless that e’er was heard of!

Tyrants themselves wept when it was reported. 185
No man but prophesied revenge for it.
Northumberland, then present, wept to see it.

What, were you snarling all before I came,

Ready to catch each other by the throat,

And turn you all your hatred now on me? 190
Did York’s dread curse prevail so much with heaven
That Henry’s death, my lovely Edward’s death,

Their kingdom’s loss, my woeful banishment,

Should all but answer for that peevish brat?

Can curses pierce the clouds and enter heaven? 195
Why then, give way, dull clouds, to my quick curses!
Though not by war, by surfeit die your king,

As ours by murder, to make him a king!

46

1/3

RICHARD
MARGARET

RICHARD
MARGARET

RICHARD

ALZBETA
HASTINGS

RIVERS
DORSET
BUCKINGH.
MARGARET

vy lupiéi, ktefi se hidate

0 to, o co jste oloupili mne.

Kdo z vis se netfese, kdyZ na mé hledi?
Af z tUcty pfed svou pravou krilovnou,
anebo hanbou, Ze mé zradil? Kdo?
Neodvracej se, lumpe z rodu krala!

Ty jezibabo, co ty tady chces?
Pfipomenout ti tvoje zlo¢iny.

To udéldm, a pak té nechdm jit.
Bylas vyhosténa pod trestem smrti!

Byla. V3ak lepsi pro mé bude smrt
tady nez Zivofeni ve vyhnanstvi.

Tys pfipravil mé o syna a muze,

ty o mou zem, vy vSichni o dustojnost.
Muj zal jste zavinili. Vemte si ho.

A $tésti, které jste mi vzali, vratte.

Muj otec proklel té, kdyzZ jsi mu na skrén
nasadila korunu z papiru

a sméla se mu tak, Ze ronil slzy.

Dalas mu hadtik, aby si je setfel,

hadftik nasdkly krvi jeho syna,

malého Rutlanda. Z duse té proklel.
Kletba se naplnila. To ne my,

to Buh té trestd za tvé zlociny.

Biih spravedlivé msti se za nevinné!

To dité zavrazdit byl odporny

a nevidané nelitostny ¢in!

I zlodince ta krutost rozplakala.

A po odplaté volali snad vichni.

[ Northumberland zjihnul, kdyZ to vidél.
Co? Nez jsem pfisla, $tékali jste se

a jeden druhému $li po krku,

a ted’ jste svorni v nendvisti ke mné?
Mohla ta kletba pohnout nebem tak,
aby za Zivot mizerného fracka

mi vzalo Jindficha a Edwarda,

mé krélovstvi a vyhnalo mé pry¢?

Ma kletba silu nebi porudit?

Pak, mraky, ustupte i kletbAm mym!

Ne v boji, ale pfezranim at zemfe

va$ krél, jenz vrazdou mého ziskal triin.
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Edward thy son, that now is Prince of Wales,

For Edward our son, that was Prince of Wales,

Die in his youth by like untimely violence!
Thyself a queen, for me that was a queen,

Outlive thy glory, like my wretched self!

Long mayest thou live to wail thy children’s death,
And see another, as I see thee now,

Deck’d in thy rights, as thou art stall’d in mine!
Long die thy happy days before thy death;

And, after many length’ned hours of grief,

Die neither mother, wife, nor England’s Queen!
Rivers and Dorset, you were standers by,

And so wast thou, Lord Hastings, when my son
Was stabb’d with bloody daggers. God, I pray him,
That none of you may live his natural age,

But by some unlook’d accident cut off!

Have done thy charm, thou hateful wither'd hag.

200

205

210

215

And leave out thee? Stay, dog, for thou shalt hear me.

If heaven have any grievous plague in store
Exceeding those that I can wish upon thee,

O, let them keep it till thy sins be ripe,

And then hurl down their indignation

On thee, the troubler of the poor world’s peace!
The worm of conscience still begnaw thy soul!
Thy friends suspect for traitors while thou liv’st,
And take deep traitors for thy dearest friends!
No sleep close up that deadly eye of thine,
Unless it be while some tormenting dream
Affrights thee with a hell of ugly devils!

Thou elvish-mark’d, abortive, rooting hog,
Thou that wast seal’d in thy nativity

The slave of nature and the son of hell,

Thou slander of thy heavy mother’s womb,
Thou loathed issue of thy father’s loins,

Thou rag of honour, thou detested -

Margaret!
Richard!
Ha?
I call thee not.

I cry thee mercy then, for I did think
That thou hadst call’d me all these bitter names.
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Af tviij syn Edward, jenZ je princem z Walesu,
zahyne nisilné a pfedéasné
jak muj syn Edward, jenz byl princem z Walesu!
Ty krélovna jako ja krdlovna
pfezij pad z tranu jak jd neboha
a jako j4 své déti s pld¢em pohibi!
Hled na jinou, jak nosi tvoje pocty,
jak j4 ted vidim tebe nést ty mé.
Smrt svého $tésti o mnoho let pfezij,
a az po letech strizni zemfes$, nebud
nikomu matkou, Zenou, krilovnou.
Riversi, Dorsete, piihliZeli jste,
i vy, Hastingsi, tomu, jak mi syna
dykami probodali. Dejz to Biih,
af Zadny z vés se stdfi nedozije
pro stradlivy a ne¢ekany uraz!
Nech toho ¢arovani, babizno.
Mam tebe vynechat? Stlj, pse, a slys!
Jestli méd nebe v z4dsobé trest horsi,
nez bych ti pféla j4, af si ho schovi,
a az ty spachas sviy posledni hfich,
at boZ{ hnév t& smete ze svéta,
na kterém ty jen pfekdzis a skodis.
At svédomi t1 dusi uZira,
nejlepsi pritele méj za zrddce
a nejpodlejsi zrddce za prétele!
Krhavym o¢im spanek nedopfej,
leda by prepadl té hrazny sen
a v ném houf Serednych désivych d'dbla!
Ty nedomrly svinsky netvore,
nesouci uz od narozeni cejch
zpotvoteného pekelného dila,
ty hanbo ltina vlastni matky, ty
nechtény vejskrabku z otcovych beder,
ty, jenz jsi terCem nendvisti, ty —
Margareto!
Richarde!
Co chces?
Nic.

A j4 si myslel, Zes mi chtéla pfitknout
viechny ty svoje drsné nadavky.
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Why, so I did, but look’d for no reply.
O, let me make the period to my curse!

’Tis done by me, and ends in — Margaret.
Thus have you breath’d your curse against yourself. 240

Poor painted queen, vain flourish of my fortune!

Why strew’st thou sugar on that bottled spider

Whose deadly web ensnareth thee about?

Fool, fool! Thou whet’st a knife to kill thyself.

The day will come that thou shalt wish for me 245
To help thee curse this poisonous bunch-back’d toad.

False-boding woman, end thy frantic curse,
Lest to thy harm thou move our patience.

Foul shame upon you! You have all mov’d mine.
Were you well serv’d, you would be taught your duty.

To serve me well you all should do me duty,
Teach me to be your queen and you my subjects.
O, serve me well, and teach yourselves that duty!

Dispute not with her; she is lunatic.

Peace, Master Marquis, you are malapert; 255
Your fire-new stamp of honour is scarce current.

O, that your young nobility could judge

What ’twere to lose it and be miserable!

They that stand high have many blasts to shake them,
And if they fall they dash themselves to pieces. 260

Good counsel, marry; learn it, learn it, Marquis.
[t touches you, my lord, as much as me.

Ay, and much more; but I was born so high,
Our aery buildeth in the cedar’s top,
And dallies with the wind, and scorns the sun. 265

And turns the sun to shade, alas, alas!

Witness my son, now in the shade of death,

Whose bright out-shining beams thy cloudy wrath
Hath in eternal darkness folded up.

Your aery buildeth in our aery’s nest. 270
O God that seest it, do not suffer it;

As it is won with blood, lost be it so!

Peace, peace, for shame, if not for charity!

Urge neither charity nor shame to me.
Uncharitably with me have you dealt, 275
And shamefully my hopes by you are butcher’d.
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Ano, to chci. A proto dovol, abych
dofekla, kdo je adresdt mé kletby!

Dofteknu to za tebe — Margaret.
No vida, proklela jste sama sebe.

Ubohd papirové krélovno!

Ten pavouk kfizdk m4 té ve své siti,

a ty mu jesté brnkas do noty.

Sama na sebe brousi$ nuz, ty hloupd.
Ptijde den, kdy ty budes jako j4
proklinat tuhle jedovatou zmiji.

Dost tfesténi a planych vésteb, Zenskd,
nez s tebou ztratime svou trpélivost.
Jé jsem ji s vdmi ztratila uz dévno.
Naudte se koneéné znit své misto.

Vy naucte se moje misto znat.
Jsem krdlovna a vy jste poddani.
Tak naucte se podle toho chovat.
Nehddejte se s ni. Je $ilend.

Pane markyzi, klid! Nebudte drzy.
Vs erb je v obéhu teprve kratce.
Co kdy? je to platidlo fale$né,

a nez se nadéjete, ztrati cenu?
Nahote foukd, a ¢im je kdo vys,
tim spi$ si pfi pddu poldme vaz.
Sprévné. Markyzi, to si pamatujte.
ME se to tykd, pane, jako vis.

Mé vic. Narodil jsem se vy$ nez vy.
Mé orli hnizdo je az v koruné,

na vitr nedbdm, sluncem pohrddm.

A proméniuje§ jeho svétlo v tmu.

Jak zéfivy byval muj syn, nez tvd

zIl4, zamracend zloba zakryla

ho navéky zdvojem cerné smrti.

Své hnizdo si stavite v naSem hnizdé.
Bih to vSak vidi, ale nestrpi.

Co krvi ziskali, to v krvi ztrati.

Neni vdm hanba? Slitovani, ml&te.

Pro¢ bych méla mit s vidmi slitovéni{?
Vy jste ho se mnou nikdy neméli
a hanebné jste pobili mé blizké.
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My charity is outrage, life my shame;
And in that shame still live my sorrow’s rage!

Have done, have done.

O princely Buckingham, I'll kiss thy hand

In sign of league and amity with thee.

Now fair befall thee and thy noble house!
Thy garments are not spotted with our blood,
Nor thou within the compass of my curse.

Nor no one here; for curses never pass
The lips of those that breathe them in the air.

[ will not think but they ascend the sky

And there awake God’s gentle sleeping peace.

O Buckingham, take heed of yonder dog!

Look when he fawns, he bites; and when he bites,
His venom tooth will rankle to the death:

Have not to do with him, beware of him;

Sin, death, and hell, have set their marks on him,
And all their ministers attend on him.

What doth she say, my Lord of Buckingham?
Nothing that I respect, my gracious lord.

What, dost thou scorn me for my gentle counsel,
And soothe the devil that I warn thee from?

O, but remember this another day,

When he shall split thy very heart with sorrow,
And say poor Margaret was a prophetess!

Live each of you the subjects to his hate,

And he to yours, and all of you to God’s!

Exit.
My hair doth stand on end to hear her curses.
And so doth mine. [ muse why she’s at liberty.

I cannot blame her; by God’s holy Mother,
She hath had too much wrong; and I repent
My part thereof that I have done to her.

[ never did her any to my knowledge.

Yet you have all the vantage of her wrong.

[ was too hot to do somebody good

That is too cold in thinking of it now.
Marry, as for Clarence, he is well repaid;

He is frank’d up to fatting for his pains;
God pardon them that are the cause thereof!
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Z mych ohledu zbyl hnév, z Zivota hanba

a tato hanba Zivi d4l muj hnév!
Tak dost uz, dost uz!

Buckinghame, tvou ruku polibim

na dukaz pfitelstvi a spojenectvi.

Af mir tebe i tvllj dam provézi!

Ty nejsi potfisnény nasi krvi

a moje kletba se té netyka.

Tak jako nikoho z nds, nebot kletby
pusténé jen tak do vzduchu jsou plané.

Vsak ony dostoupaji k nebestim

a Pdnaboha vzbudi ze spinku.
Buckinghame, pozor na toho psa!

Ten kdyz se lis4, kousne, a kdyZ kousne,
ustkne té jedem a ty zemfes. Nic

na ného nedej. DrZ se od néj stranou.
V ném hftich a smrt a peklo spojily se

a slouzi jeho podlym zdmértim.

Rikala néco, lorde Buckinghame?

Nic, co bych mél brit vazné, mylorde.
Mou dobrou radou pohrdés a s ddblem,
pred nimz té varuji, se bratfic¢kujes?

Na tento den si jednou vzpomenes.

Az jeho vinou Zal ti urve srdce,

sam prohldsis: ,Margaret méla pravdu!®
Bojte se jeho zasti, ty zas jejich

a vsichni bojte se boziho hnévu!

Odejde.

Z téch jejich kleteb se mi jezi vlasy.

I mné. Jak to, Ze si tu volné chodi?

J4 ji to nemém za zlé. Kristepane,
zakusila dost zlého, a j4 toho,

co jsem ji provedl, moc lituji.

J4 jsem ji ni¢im neublizila.

Tyjete ale ze vSech jejich ztrit.

To mé ten, jemuz jsem byl cely Zhavy
pomdhat, nyn{ chladné odbyva.

Clarence je na tom lip. Ten za svou pomoc

se v cele cpe na stitni utraty.
Btih odpust tém, ktef{ to zavinili.
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A virtuous and a Christian-like conclusion,
To pray for them that have done scathe to us!

So do I ever - (Aside) being well advis’d;
For had I curs’d now, I had curs’d myself.

Enter Cateshy.
Madam, his Majesty doth can for you,

And for your Grace, and you, my gracious lords.

Catesby, I come. Lords, will you go with me?
We wait upon your Grace.
Exeunt all but Richard.

I do the wrong, and first begin to brawl.

The secret mischiefs that I set abroach

[ lay unto the grievous charge of others.
Clarence, whom I indeed have cast in darkness,
I do beweep to many simple gulls;

Namely, to Derby, Hastings, Buckingham;

And tell them ’tis the Queen and her allies
That stir the King against the Duke my brother.
Now they believe it, and withal whet me

To be reveng’d on Rivers, Dorset, Grey;

But then I sigh and, with a piece of Scripture,
Tell them that God bids us do good for evil.
And thus I clothe my naked villainy

With odd old ends stol’n forth of Holy Writ,
And seem a saint when most I play the devil.

Enter two murderers.

But, soft, here come my executioners.

How now, my hardy stout resolved mates!

Are you now going to dispatch this thing?

We are, my lord, and come to have the warrant,
That we may be admitted where he is.

Well thought upon; I have it here about me.
Gives the warrant.

When you have done, repair to Crosby Place.
But, sirs, be sudden in the execution,

Withal obdurate, do not hear him plead;

For Clarence is well-spoken, and perhaps

May move your hearts to pity, if you mark him.

Tut, tut, my lord, we will not stand to prate;
Talkers are no good doers. Be assur’d
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Takhle se modli sprévny kiestan, kdyz

i na ty, co mu $kodi, mysli v dobrém!

Tak to ja ano. (Stranon) Hlavné myslim na to,
co dobrého by mi to mohlo pfinést.

Vystoupi’ Cateshy.

Madam, Vase Milosti, pdnové,

Jeho Veli¢enstvo vas ocekdva.

Uz jdu, Catesby. Pinové, ptjdeme?
Jak poroudite, Vase Jasnosti.

Odejdou vsichni kromé Richarda.

Udélam $pinavost, a prvnf fvu

a ze svych tklad obvinim druhé.
Clarence do chlddku jsem poslal j4,

a ted ho pfed témihle pitomci

naoko oplakdvim; myslim tim

pfed Stanleym, Hastingsem a Buckinghamem.
Kii¢im, ze krdlovna a jeji blizci
postvali krale proti mému bratru.
Uvéfi mi a hodlajf se mstit

Riversi, Greyovi a Dorsetovi.

J4 ale vzdychnu a pfe¢tu jim z bible,
Ze zlo je tfeba opléceti dobrem,

a holé bid4ctv{ zaobalim

do prupovidek vykradenych z Pisma.
Mou ddbelskou hru maji za zboZnost.

Vystoupi dva vrazi.

Tise. Jdou sem mi mistfi popravei.
Tak jak je, chlapi. Nebojite se

a vyfidite tu véc, jak se patii?
Urcité, pane. Potfebujeme jen
povolenf se dostat tam, kde je.
Vyborny népad. Povoleni mam.
Dd jim povoleni.

Az bude po viem, pfijd'te ke mné domu.
Udélejte to ale hned, rdz na riz.
Nedopustte, aby vis pfemlouval.
Clarence je vyie¢ny a mohl by
vyvolat ve vds soucit, pinové.

Klid, pane, klid. Nejdem tam na besedu.
Vzdyt hodné fedi, malo muziky.
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We go to use our hands and not our tongues.

Your eyes drop millstones when fools’ eyes fall tears.
[ like you, lads; about your business straight;
Go, go, dispatch.
We will, my noble lord. 355

Exeunt.

SCENE 4.
LoNDON. THE TOWER.

Enter Clarence a Keeper.

Why looks your Grace so heavily today?

O, I have pass’d a miserable night,

So full of fearful dreams, of ugly sights,

That, as I am a Christian faithful man,

I would not spend another such a night 5
Though ’twere to buy a world of happy days,

So full of dismal terror was the time!

What was your dream, my lord? I pray you tell me.

Methoughts that I had broken from the Tower

And was embark’d to cross to Burgundy; 10
And in my company my brother Gloucester,

Who from my cabin tempted me to walk

Upon the hatches. Thence we look’d toward England,
And cited up a thousand heavy times,

During the wars of York and Lancaster, 15
That had befall’n us. As we pac’d along

Upon the giddy footing of the hatches,

Methought that Gloucester stumbled, and in falling
Struck me, that thought to stay him, overboard

Into the tumbling billows of the main. 20
O Lord! Methought what pain it was to drown,

What dreadful noise of waters in my ears,

What sights of ugly death within my eyes!

Methoughts I saw a thousand fearful wrecks,

A thousand men that fishes gnaw’d upon, 25
Wedges of gold, great anchors, heaps of pearl,
Inestimable stones, unvalued jewels,

All scatt’red in the bottom of the sea;
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Jdem pracovat a ne se vybavovat.
Vidim, Ze nejste Zddné mékkoty.
Libite se mi. Jdéte na to, chlapi.
A nepirejte se s tim.

Bez starosti.
Odejdou.

SCENA 4.
LONDYN. TOWER.

Vystoupi Clarence a Zaldinik.

7y

Milosti, pro¢ se tvafite tak smutné?

Mél jsem dnes $patnou noc. Zdély se mi

tak strasidelné sny, zZe — jako Ze jsem
véfici kiestan — takovouhle noc
bych podruhé uz zaZit nechtél, ani
opldtkou za milion §fastnych dn.
Byla to hriiza, hriza hrizouci!

Co se vdm zdalo, pane? Vyprivéjte.

Zdélo se mi, Ze utekl jsem z Toweru

a plavil se pfes mote do Burgundska.
Byl se mnou i muj bratr Richard, ktery
mé vyvedl z kajuty na palubu.

Odtud jsme hledéli zpét k Anglii

a vzpominali na Zalostné dny,

kdy Yorkové vél¢ili s Lancastery.

Jak jsme tak piechazeli po kluzké
palubé, bratr, myslim, zakopl,

ja se ho snazil zachytit a on

mé v padu strhnul pfes palubu do vin,
které se vzdouvaly a pénily.

Boze, je hrozné, kdyz se ¢lovék topi.
V uich mi dunél stra$ny hukot mofte,
na oc¢ich mél jsem zriadny obraz smrti.
V tom snu jsem vidél tisic trosek lodli,
tisic tél, ohlodanych rybami,

a zlaté pruty, mince, hory perel,
pfevzécné klenoty a diamanty,
rozeseté po moiském dné, par z nich
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CLARENCE

Some lay in dead men’s skulls, and in the holes
Where eyes did once inhabit there were crept,
As ’twere in scorn of eyes, reflecting gems,

That woo’d the slimy bottom of the deep

And mock’d the dead bones that lay scatt’red by.

Had you such leisure in the time of death
To gaze upon these secrets of the deep?

Methought I had; and often did I strive

To yield the ghost, but still the envious flood
Stopp’d in my soul and would not let it forth
To find the empty, vast, and wand’ring air;
But smother’d it within my panting bulk,
Who almost burst to belch it in the sea.

Awak’d you not in this sore agony?

No, no, my dream was lengthen’d after life.

O, then began the tempest to my soul!

[ pass’d, methought, the melancholy flood
With that sour ferryman which poets write of,
Unto the kingdom of perpetual night.

The first that there did greet my stranger soul
Was my great father-in-law, renowned Warwick,
Who spake aloud “What scourge for perjury
Can this dark monarchy afford false Clarence?’
And so he vanish’d. Then came wand’ring by
A shadow like an angel, with bright hair
Dabbled in blood, and he shriek’d out aloud

‘Clarence is come - false, fleeting, perjur’d Clarence,

That stabb’d me in the field by Tewkesbury.
Seize on him, Furies, take him unto torment!’
With that, methoughts, a legion of foul fiends
Environ’d me, and howled in mine ears

Such hideous cries that, with the very noise,

I trembling wak’d, and for a season after
Could not believe but that I was in hell,

Such terrible impression made my dream.

No marvel, lord, though it affrighted you;
[ am afraid, methinks, to hear you tell it.

Ah, Keeper, Keeper, I have done these things
That now give evidence against my soul

For Edward’s sake, and see how he requites me!
O God! If my deep prayers cannot appease Thee,
But Thou wilt be aveng’d on my misdeeds,
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se usadilo v lebkich, dokonce

v otvorech po oéich se posmésné
blyskaly, jako by v téch bahnitych

a slizkych hlubindch se vysmivaly
kostlivctim, leZicim tam vSude kolem.
Umiral jste, a jesté jste mél Cas
zkoumat, co ukryva se na dné mofe?
Myslim, Ze ano. Chtél jsem kolikrét
uz dusi vypustit, v§ak ndraz vlny

ji zahnal zpét a nedovolil ji

vznést se do $iré, vzdu$né prizdnoty.
Dusila se v mém téle, které malem
puklo, nez vyvrhlo ji do mofe.

Copak vés tahle muka nevzbudila?

Ne, sen pokracoval i po smrti,

kdy moje duse prosla pravou boufi!
Pfevoznik, o némz pisi basnici,

mé, tusim, prevezl pres feku Zalu

na druhy bfeh do fise vé¢né tmy.
Prvni, kdo moji dusi uvital,

byl Warwick, muj tchdn, ktery na mé kiikl:
4Jaky trest mlize nase temnd fiSe
pfichystat pro zrddného Clarence?”

a nato zmizel. Pak se objevil

stin andéla s plavymi vlasy, jez mél
smacené krvi, a ten zaburicel:
»Clarence je tu. Proradny, zrddny Clarence,
ktery mé probodl u Tewkesbury.

Furie, vemte si ho! Mudte ho!“

A na ta slova obklopil mé houf
rarachd, litic, a ti do usi

mi vydavali tak pfiSerny skfek,

Ze jsem se hrizou roztfeseny vzbudil,
pfesvédcéeny, ze jsem byl pravé v pekle,
tak mocné na mé ten sen zapusobil.
Zadny div, pane. Ttesu se i ja,

i kdyZ mi o tom jenom vyprévite.
Zalainiku, viechny ty zlo¢iny,

jez nedaji mi klid, jsem vykonal

pro Edwarda, a to mdm za odménu!
Boze, pokud té moje modlitby
neoblomi, pak, prosim, potrestej
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2.MURDERER
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Yet execute Thy wrath in me alone;

O, spare my guiltless wife and my poor children!
Keeper, I prithee sit by me awhile;

My soul is heavy, and I fain would sleep.

I will, my lord. God give your Grace good rest. 75
Clarence sleeps.

Enter Brakenbury.

Sorrow breaks seasons and reposing hours,

Makes the night morning and the noontide night.
Princes have but their titles for their glories,

An outward honour for an inward toil;

And for unfelt imaginations 80
They often feel a world of restless cares,

So that between their tides and low name

There’s nothing differs but the outward fame.

Enter the two murderers.
Ho! Who’s here?
What wouldst thou, fellow, and how cam’st thou hither?

[ would speak with Clarence, and I came
hither on my legs.

What, so brief?

"Tis better, sir, than to be tedious. Let
him see our commission and talk no more. 90

Brakenbury reads it.

I am, in this, commanded to deliver

The noble Duke of Clarence to your hands.

[ will not reason what is meant hereby,

Because I will be guiltless from the meaning.

There lies the Duke asleep; and there the keys. 95
[ll to the King and signify to him

That thus I have resign’d to you my charge.

You may, sir; ’tis a point of wisdom. Fare you well.

Exeunt Brakenbury and Keeper.
What, shall I stab him as he sleeps?

No; he’ll say ’twas done cowardly, when 100
he wakes.

Why, he shall never wake until the great judgment-day.
Why, then he’ll say we stabb’d him sleeping.
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za hfichy, jeZ jsem spéchal, pouze mne.

Mou Zenu a mé déti usetfi!

Zalarniku, sedni si chvili ke mné.

Duse mé tiz{ a chci zase spat.

Jak raéte, pane. Biith vdm dopfej klid. 75
Clarence usne.

Vystoupi’ Brakenbury.

Zal rozvraci kolobéh ¢asu. Noc

proméni v rdno a poledne v noc.

Pro vlidce sldva tkvi jen v titulu,

navrch jsou samy skvost a uvnitf bida.

Lidé sni o jejich radostech, 80
a oni zatim pro starosti nespi.

Ti nahote se od téch dole li$f

jen jménem, na néz ten ¢&i onen slysi.

Wystoupi dva vrazi.

Halé! Je tam nékdo?

Ty, co tu chces? Jak ses dostal az sem? 85
Chci mluvit s Clarencem, a sem jsem se dostal

pésky.

Netekne$ mi vic?

Lepsi je mlcet neZ nudné Zvanit. Ukaz mu to

povoleni. 90
Brakenbury cte dokument.

Ten list mi nafizuje odevzdat

vévodu z Clarence do vasich rukou.

Nehodldm domyglet se, o co jde,

neb nevédomost hfichu nedini.

Tady spi vévoda a zde jsou klice. 95
Jdu za krilem a feknu mu, Ze jsem

vam predal ukol, ktery jsem zde mél.

Spravné, pane. To bude od vds moudry. Sbohem.
Odejdou Brakenbury a Zaldrnik.

Mam ho bodnout, kdyz spi?

Ne, to by fek, Ze to byla od nds zbabélost, az se100
probudi.

No jo, jenZe on se probudi az na onom svété.

No pravé, a co si tam o nds pomyslej, aZ to tam fekne?
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The urging of that word Judgment’ hath
bred a kind of remorse in me. 105

What, art thou afraid?

Not to kill him, having a warrant; but to be damn’d
for killing him, from the which no warrant can
defend me.

[ thought thou hadst been resolute. 110
So I am, to let him live.

Il back to the Duke of Gloucester and tell him so.
Nay, I prithee, stay a little. I hope this passionate
humour of mine will change; it was wont to hold me
but while one tells twenty. 115
How dost thou feel thyself now?

Faith, some certain dregs of conscience
are yet within me.

Remember our reward, when the deed’s
done. 120

Zounds, he dies! I had forgot the reward.
Where’s thy conscience now?
O, in the Duke of Gloucester’s purse!

When he opens his purse to give us our
reward, thy conscience flies out. 125

*Tis no matter; let it go; there’s few or
none will entertain it.

What if it come to thee again?

I’ll not meddle with it; it makes a man coward: a man
cannot steal, but it accuseth him; a man cannot 130
swear, but it checks him; a man cannot lie with his
neighbour’s wife, but it detects him. *Tis a blushing
shamefac’d spirit that mutinies in a man’s bosom;

it fills a man full of obstacles: it made me once restore
a purse of gold that by chance I found. It beggars 135
any man that keeps it. It is turn’d out of towns

and cities for a dangerous thing; and every man that
means to live well endeavours to trust to himself and
live without it.

Zounds, ’tis even now at my elbow, 140
persuading me not to kill the Duke.
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Jak jsem fek to ,na onom svéte“, néjak mé ti to tam
uvnitt dloublo. 105

Co, ty se bojis?

Nebojim se ho zabit, protoze na to mim povoleni,

ale bojim se, Ze mé za to Pdnbtih potrestd. Protoze
Jemu je to povoleni $umafuk.

Mpyslel jsem, Ze jse$ odhodlane;j. 110
Jsem odhodlanej ho nechat Zit.

Pockej, az to feknu vévodovi z Gloucesteru.

Ne tak hr, prosim té. J4 doufdm, Ze mé

tahle litostivost brzo pfejde. Zkusim napoditat

do dvaceti. 115
Tak co? Je to lepsi?

No, krapet svédomi ve mné pfece

jenom jesté je.

Vzpomen si na tu odménu, co dostanem, aZ to
udéldme. 120
Kruci, no jo. Umfe. J4 na tu odménu dplné zapomnél.
A kde je ted to tvoje svédomi?

Ve $rajtofli pana vévody z Gloucesteru!

Takze az tu $rajtofli otevte, aby nds vyplatil, tvy
svédomi frnkne pry¢? 125
No co, af si jde. Ono, popravdé feeno,

neni o co stat.

A co kdy?z si té zase nékdy nékde najde?

Ne, ne, pry¢ od ného! Takovy svédomi déld z ¢lovéka
vola. Krades, a hned ti nad4v4, zanad4v4s si, a hned 130
ti zavird hubu, za$pdsujes si se sousedkou, a hned

ho més za zadkem. Je to nestoudnej kazisvét,

co se ti uhnizdi v téle a vymejsli si, co vSecko nesmis.
Jednou jsem nasel na ulici méSec zlatdka a on mé ho
donutil vratit. Svédom{ dél4 z ¢lovéka Zebraka. 135
Taky ho uZ ze spousty obci a mést vykdzali jako
nebezpecnej Zivel. Zkrétka, kdo chce Zit $fastné

a spokojené, at se spolihd sdm na sebe a svédomi

posle k Certu.

Kristepane, zrovna mi tady tukd do ruky 140
a presvédcuje mé, abych vévodu nezabijel.
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2.MURDERER Take the devil in thy mind and believe him not; he 2. VRAH VyzZeil ho, zmetka, z hlavy a nevéf mu, nez ti vymyje
would insinuate with thee but to make the sigh. mozek a ty budes jen cituplné vzdychat.

1.MURDERER

[ am strong-fram’d; he cannot prevail with me.

1. VRAH

Jsem tvrdej chlap. Mé hned tak nezlomi.

2.MURDERER  Spoke like a tall man that respects thy 145 2. VRAH Vidim, Ze m43 kurdZ a dbad§ na dobrou povést. 145
reputation. Come, shall we fall to work? Tak co, pustime se do toho?
1L.MURDERER Take him on the costard with the hilts of thy sword, 1. VRAH Majzni ho jilcem mecde pfes hlavu a pak ho
and then chop him in the malmsey-butt in the next utopime v soudku madeirskyho malvazu vedle
room. v mistnosti.
2.MURDERER O excellent device! And make a sop of him. 150 2. VRAH To je népad! Udéldme z ného marinddu. 150
1.MURDERER Soft! He wakes. 1. VRAH Tise! Probouzi se.
2.MURDERER Strike! 2. VRAH Bac ho!
1.MURDERER No, we’ll reason with him. 1. VRAH Ne, promluvime si s nim.
CLARENCE Where art thou, Keeper? Give me a cup of wine. CLARENCE Kde jsi, zaldfniku? Pfines mi vino.
2.MURDERER You shall have wine enough, my lord, anon. 155 2. VRAH Vina budete mit plnej sud, pane. 155
CLARENCE In God’s name, what art thou? CLARENCE Proboha, kdo jste?
1.MURDERER A man, as you are. 1. VRAH Clovék jako vy.
CLARENCE But not as I am, royal. CLARENCE Jsem lep$i, nez jste vy, jsem kraltv bratr.
2.MURDERER Nor you as we are, loyal. 2. VRAH Jste sice lep$i nez jd, ale jste na tom huf nez ja.
CLARENCE Thy voice is thunder, but thy looks are humble. 160 CLARENCE Mluvi§ troufaleji, nez vypadas. 160
1.MURDERER My voice is now the King’s, my looks mine own. 1. VRAH Mluvim za kréle, ty hadry jsou moje.
CLARENCE How darkly and how deadly dost thou speak! CLARENCE V tvém hlase sly$im smrt a tvoje odi
Your eyes do menace me. Why look you pale? mé stra$i. Proc¢ jsi najednou tak bledy?
Who sent you hither? Wherefore do you come? Kdo vis sem poslal? S jakym ukolem?
2.MURDERER To, to, to - 2. VRAH Vis, vis, vas —
CLARENCE To murder me? CLARENCE Zabit?
MURDERERS Ay, ay. 165 VRAHOVE Ano. 165
CLARENCE You scarcely have the hearts to tell me so, CLARENCE Nemite ani kurdZ mi to fict,
And therefore cannot have the hearts to do it. natoz to doopravdy vykonat.
Wherein, my friends, have I offended you? Ptételé, prosim, co proti mné mite?
1.MURDERER Offended us you have not, but the King. 1. VRAH Nig, ale néco m4 proti vdm krél.
CLARENCE I shall be reconcil’d to him again. 170 CLARENCE S krélem se zase brzy usmifim. 170
2.MURDERER Never, my lord; therefore prepare to die. 2. VRAH Ted uZ ne, pane. Pfipravte se na smrt.
CLARENCE Are you drawn forth among a world of men CLARENCE Pro¢ ze vSech lidi, co jsou na svété,
To slay the innocent? What is my offence? zrovna vy chcete zabit nevinného?
Where is the evidence that doth accuse me? Mite obvinujici dtkazy?
What lawful quest have given their verdict up 175 Kdo prozkoumal muj pfipad a svij nilez 175

Unto the frowning judge, or who pronounc’d
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The bitter sentence of poor Clarence’ death?
Before I be convict by course of law,

To threaten me with death is most unlawful.

I charge you, as you hope to have redemption
By Christ’s dear blood shed for our grievous sins,
That you depart and lay no hands on me.

The deed you undertake is damnable.

What we will do, we do upon command.
And he that hath commanded is our King.

Erroneous vassals! The great King of kings
Hath in the tables of his law commanded

That thou shalt do no murder. Will you then
Spurn at his edict and fulfil a man’s?

Take heed! For he holds vengeance in his hand
To hurl upon their heads that break his law.
And that same vengeance doth he hurtl on thee
For false forswearing, and for murder too;
Thou didst receive the sacrament to fight

In quarrel of the house of Lancaster.

And like a traitor to the name of God

180

185

190

195

Didst break that vow; and with thy treacherous blade

Unripp’dst the bowels of thy sov’reign’s son.
Whom thou wast sworn to cherish and defend.

How canst thou urge God’s dreadful law to us,
When thou hast broke it in such dear degree?

Alas! For whose sake did I that ill deed?

For Edward, for my brother, for his sake.
He sends you not to murder me for this,
For in that sin he is as deep as L.

If God will be avenged for the deed,

O, know you yet He doth it publicly.

Take not the quarrel from His pow’rful arm;
He needs no indirect or lawless course

To cut off those that have offended Him.

Who made thee then a bloody minister
When gallant-springing brave Plantagenet,
That princely novice, was struck dead by thee?

My brother’s love, the devil, and my rage.

Thy brother’s love, our duty, and thy faults,
Provoke us hither now to slaughter thee.
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hotky rozsudek smrti nad Clarencem?
Nez budu préavoplatné odsouzen,
hrozit mi smrti odporuje pravu.
Chcete-li dojit spdsy, prosim vds,

pii krvi, kterou za nds prolil Kiristus,
odejdéte a nezabijejte mé.

Tim ¢inem zatratite sami sebe.
Déldme jen to, co ndm porudili.
Déldme, co ndm piikdzal nas kral.
Myslete trochu. Nejvys§i kral krdla
ndm v jednom ze svych pfikdzanf fikd:
»Nezabije§!“ Chcete se protivit

Bohu a poslouchat ¢lovéka?

Chcete vyvolat bozi hnév? Buh trestd
ty, ktefi porusuji jeho zdkon.

[ vas potresta za to, Ze jste kfivé
pfisahal a pak vrazdil. Pfed oltafem
jste sliboval, Ze budete vzdy stit

v bojich na strané rodu Lancasteru.

A pak jste svatej slib bezbozné zrusil
a zrddné medem bficho rozpéral
synovi svyho krale Jindficha.
Kteryho jste mél milovat a branit.

Pro¢ na nis svoldvite boZi hnév,
kdyz sdm jste ho rozhnéval jesté vic?
A pro koho jsem tohle v§echno délal?
Pro bratra Edwarda. Jisté vas ted
neposlal, abyste mé zavrazdili

za hfich, jenZ na ném leZ{ jako na mné.

Chce-li mé Buh za moje ¢iny trestat,
pak, uvidite, udéld to sdm.
Nemusite to délat za ného.

On neuziva nezdkonnych cest

k zni¢eni téch, kdo se mu protivi.

A co vis vedlo k tomu, abyste
zavrazdil toho mladi¢kého prince,
nadéji rodu Plantagenet(?

Liska k bratrovi, nendvist a d'dbel.

Pak my z ldsky k vaSemu bratrovi
mdme povinnost zabit zase vés.
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If you do love my brother, hate not me;

I am his brother, and I love him well.

If you are hir'd for meed, go back again,

And I will send you to my brother Gloucester,
Who shall reward you better for my life

Than Edward will for tidings of my death.

You are deceiv’d: your brother Gloucester hates you.

O, no, he loves me, and he holds me dear.
Go you to him from me.

Ay, so we will.
Tell him when that our princely father York
Bless’d his three sons with his victorious arm
And charg’d us from his soul to love each other,
He little thought of this divided friendship.
Bid Gloucester think of this, and he will weep.

Ay, millstones; as he lesson’d us to weep.
O, do not slander him, for he is kind.
Right, as snow in harvest.

Come, you deceive yourself:
*Tis he that sends us to destroy you here.

It cannot be; for he bewept my fortune
And hugg’d me in his arms, and swore with sobs
That he would labour my delivery.

Why, so he doth, when he delivers you
From this earth’s thraldom to the joys of heaven.

Make peace with God, for you must die, my lord.

Have you that holy feeling in your souls

To counsel me to make my peace with God,
And are you yet to your own souls so blind
That you will war with God by murd’ring me?
O, sirs, consider: they that set you on

To do this deed will hate you for the deed.

What shall we do?
Relent, and save your souls.
Relent! No, ’tis cowardly and womanish.

Not to relent is beastly, savage, devilish.

Which of you, if you were a prince’s son,

Being pent from liberty as I am now,

If two such murderers as yourselves came to you,
Would not entreat for life?
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Pro lasku k bratrovi mé méjte rddi,
nebot ja svého bratra miluji.

A jestli vim jde o odménu, poslu

vas za svym bratrem Richardem a ten
vam zaplati vic za m{j Zivot, nez
vadm Edward zaplati za moji smrt.
V4§ bratr Richard? Ten vds nendvidji.

Ne, ne, ten mé m4 rdd a vazi si mé.
Jen jdéte za nim.
V3ak my za nim ptjdem.
Reknéte mu, Ze kdyz ndm, svym tfem synim,
otec York Zehnal po svém vitézstvi
a nabddal nds ke vzdjemné lasce,
netusil, jak se rozhdddme. Stadi
mu tohle fict a bude namékko.

On neni mékkota, je jako my.
Nepomlouvejte ho. Je mirny, vlidny.
Ano, mimy jak pfi Znich vénice.
Jste vedle, pane. On nds posild

za vdma, abysme vas vodkrouhli.

To jisté ne! Vzdyt mé tak litoval,
objimal mé a duSoval se, Ze

udéla vse, aby mé dostal ven.

Dostane vés z tohohle slzavyho
udoli ven, rovnou az do nebe.

Smiite se s Bohem. Zemiit musite.
Jste-li tak zbozni, Ze mi radite,

abych se smifil s Bohem, jak je mozné,
ze chcete spichat tak bezbozny ¢in

a zabit mé? Pdnové, uvazte,

ten, ktery si vds pro tu prici najal,

vas za ni bude stra$né nendvidét.

Co méme délat?

Se mnou se slitovat a sebe spasit.
Slitovan{ znaji jenom srabové a Zensky.

Nezna ho jenom divoch, zvéf a peklo.
Kdybyste na tom byli jako j4,

synové krile uvéznéni v kobce,

kdyby za vami pfisli vrahové,

vy byste neprosili o Zivot?
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2.MURDERER
1.MURDERER

2.MURDERER

1.MURDERER

2.MURDERER

1.MURDERER

(16 2. murderer) My friend, 1 spy some pity in thy looks;

O, if thine eye be not a flatterer,

Come thou on my side and entreat for me,
As you would beg were you in my distress.
A begging prince what beggar pities not?

Look behind you, my lord.

260

(Stabbing him) Take that, and that. If all this will not do,

I’ll drown you in the malmsey-butt within.
Exit with the body.
A bloody deed, and desperately dispatch’d!

How fain, like Pilate, would I wash my hands
Of this most grievous murder!

Re-enter 1. murderer.

How now, what mean’st thou that

thou help’st me not? By heavens, the Duke
shall know how slack you have been!

I would he knew that I had sav’d his brother!
Take thou the fee, and tell him what I say;
For I repent me that the Duke is slain.

Exit.

So do not I. Go, coward as thou art.

Well, T’ll go hide the body in some hole,

Till that the Duke give order for his burial;
And when I have my meed, I will away;

For this will out, and then I must not stay.

Exit.

70

265

270

275

2. VRAH
1. VRAH

2. VRAH

1. VRAH

2. VRAH

1. VRAH

(K 2. vrahovi) Piiteli, pokud si to nenamlouvdm,
vidim v tvych o¢ich zndmky soucitu.

Pfidej se ke mné a pros o milost,

jako bys orodoval za sebe.

Kdyz Zebrd princ, ustrne se i Zebrédk.

Pozor, je za vami.

(Probodne Clarence) Tumas. A jestli ti to nestadi,
utopim té v tom sudu s malvazem.
Odejde s télem.

Takovd fezni¢ina! To je hnus.

Kéz bych si nad tou vrazdou jako Pilat
moh umyt ruce!

Vrdti se 1. vrab.

Tak co je?

Nehodlds se namédhat?

Reknu vévodovi, jak jsi mi pomoh.
Meél jsem spi§ pomoct jeho bratrovi!
Vem si mij podil a maze$ mu fict,

Ze lituju, Ze vévoda je mrtvej.

Odejde.

To ja zas ne. Tak béZ si, zbabélce.

To télo schovdm do néjaky diry,

nez mi vévoda fekne, kam ho pohibit.

Az shribnu prachy, Londynu ddm kvinde,
az tohle praskne, chci byt radsi jinde.

Odeyde.
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K. EDWARD

RIVERS

HASTINGS
K. EDWARD

HASTINGS
RIVERS
K. EDWARD

ELIZABETH

EDWARD
DORSET

HASTINGS

ACT IT1.

SCENE 1.
LONDON. THE PALACE.

Flourish. Enter King Edward, sick, Queen Elizabeth, Dorset, Rivers,

Hastings, Buckinghm, Grey, and others.

Why, so. Now have I done a good day’s work.
You peers, continue this united league.

[ every day expect an embassage

From my Redeemer to redeem me hence;

And more at peace my soul shall part to heaven,
Since I have made my friends at peace on earth.
Hastings and Rivers, take each other’s hand;
Dissemble not your hatred, swear your love.

By heaven, my soul is purg’d from grudging hate;
And with my hand I seal my true heart’s love.
So thrive 1, as I truly swear the like!

Take heed you dally not before your king;
Lest He that is the supreme King of kings
Confound your hidden falsehood and award
Either of you to be the other’s end.

So prosper 1, as I swear perfect love!

And 1, as I love Hastings with my heart!
Madam, yourself is not exempt from this;
Nor you, son Dorset; Buckingham, nor you:
You have been factious one against the other.

Wife, love Lord Hastings, let him kiss your hand;
And what you do, do it unfeignedly.

There, Hastings; I will never more remember
Our former hatred, so thrive I and mine!

Dorset, embrace him; Hastings, love Lord Marquis.

This interchange of love, I here protest,
Upon my part shall be inviolable.

And so swear L. (They embrace)
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RIVERS

HASTINGS
K. EDWARD

HASTINGS
RIVERS
K. EDWARD

ALZBETA

EDWARD
DORSET

HASTINGS

JEDNANT IT.

SCENA 1.
LONDYN. KRALOVSKY PALAC.

Fanfdra. Vystoupi nemocny krdl Edward, krdalovna AlZbéta,
Dorset, Rivers, Hastings, Buckingham, Grey a dalsi.

Dnesni den vykonal jsem dobrou praci.
Panové, af vdm svornost vydrzi.

Mé Spasitel si muze povolat

co nevidét k vé¢nému spaseni,

vSak Ze jsem smifil na zemi své drahé,
smifena vzlétne k nebi i mé duse.
Hastingsi, Riversi, dost nendvisti

a rukouddnim pfislibte si lasku.

Jsem ze své z4sti vyléCen a s touto
rukou nabizim svoje piatelstvi.

J4 rovnéz tak a stejnym opldcim!
Kral doufd, Ze se nepfetvatujete.
Ten, kdo je krdlem kréla, by vas jinak
za fale$ potrestal tim, Ze byste

si navzdjem ptivodili svij konec.
Davdm svuyj zivot jako zdruku!

Jé téz! Hastingse mdm opravdu rad.
Ani vds, madam, z toho nevyjimim,
ani vés, Dorsete a Buckinghame.
Viichni jste proti sobé brojili.

Zeno, méj rdda Hastingse. Af ti
polibi ruku. Ale upfimné!

Hastingsi, naSe nepfitelstvi kondi,
jinak at skon¢i vSechno moje §tésti!
Dorsete, Hastingsi, obejméte se.

J4 ptisahdm, Ze alesporl z mé strany
prételstvi k vAm uz bude nezlomné.
Mohu vém slibit totéz. (Obejmou se)
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K. EDWARD Now, princely Buckingham, seal thou this league

BUCKINGH.

K. EDWARD

BUCKINGH.

RICHARD

K. EDWARD

RICHARD

With thy embracements to my wife’s allies,
And make me happy in your unity.

30

(16 the Queen) Whenever Buckingham doth turn his hate

Upon your Grace, but with all duteous love
Doth cherish you and yours, God punish me
With hate in those where I expect most love!
When I have most need to employ a friend
And most assured that he is a friend,

Deep, hollow, treacherous, and full of guile,
Be he unto me! This do I beg of God

When I am cold in love to you or yours.

They embrace.

A pleasing cordial, princely Buckingham,

Is this thy vow unto my sickly heart.

There wanteth now our brother Gloucester here
To make the blessed period of this peace.

Enter Ratcliffe, and Richard.

And, in good time,

Here comes Sir Richard Ratcliffe and the Duke.

Good morrow to my sovereign king and Queen;

And, princely peers, a happy time of day!

Happy, indeed, as we have spent the day.
Gloucester, we have done deeds of charity,
Made peace of enmity, fair love of hate,
Between these swelling wrong-incensed peers.

A blessed labour, my most sovereign lord.
Among this princely heap, if any here,

By false intelligence or wrong surmise,

Hold me a foe -

If T unwittingly, or in my rage,

Have aught committed that is hardly borne
To any in this presence, I desire

To reconcile me to his friendly peace:

"Tis death to me to be at enmity;

[ hate it, and desire all good men’s love.
First, madam, I entreat true peace of you,
Which I will purchase with my duteous service;
Of you, my noble cousin Buckingham,

If ever any grudge were lodg’d between us;
Of you, and you, Lord Rivers, and of Dorset,
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K. EDWARD

BUCKINGH.

K. EDWARD

BUCKINGH.

RICHARD

K. EDWARD

RICHARD

A ted ty, Buckinghame, obejmi se
na usmifenou s pfiteli mé Zeny,

af mi svym svazkem udéldte radost.
(K Alzbete) Kdyby Buckmgham nékdy pojal zast
k vdm, Jasnosti, a vasim pratelum
jez madm povinnost milovat, af mé
mi nejblizi s odporem odvrhnou,
at pﬁ'tel na néjz nejvic spoléhdm,

v ne]vy551 nouzi odmitne mi pomoc
a projevi se jako zrddny lotr.

Takovy trest af na mé sesle Biih,
jestli se proti vdm kdy provinim.

Obejmou se.

Buckinghame, ta slova byla 1ék,

po némz mé choré srdce pookfélo.
Uz chybi jen muj bratr Richard, aby
zavr$il nase $tastné smifeni.

Vystoupi' Ratcliffe a Richard.

Vy jste ho ptivolal! Vévoda je tu

a s nim pfichdzi i sir Richard Ratcliffe.

Dobrého rina, Vase Veli¢enstva,

1 vdm, vzne$eni pani, dobry den.

Je dobry, bratfe. Vskutku dobry den.
Hodné dobrého se dnes podafilo:
urovnat spory, hnév proménit v ldsku
a usmifit ty rozhddané pény.

Tak tomu Zehndm, Sire. Jestli snad
nékdo ze vzicnych lid{ zde mé md
na zakladé nejasnych domnének

¢i fale$nych zprav za nepfitele,

pokud jsem omylem ¢ ve vzteku
nékomu z pfitomn}'rch kdy ublizil,

na tomto misté chci ho pozéddat,

aby mi pokud mozno odpustll

Zit v nepfételstvi, to je pro mé smrt.
Jé touzim po lésce vech dobrych lidi.
Nejdfiv vds, madam, prosim, smifme se,
a ja vdm za to budu vémé slouzit.
Vam rovnéz, Buckinghame, bratrance,
se omlouvdm za viechno zlé, co bylo.
I vam, Riversi, vdm téz, Dorsete,
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ELIZABETH

RICHARD

K. EDWARD

ELIZABETH

BUCKINGH.
DORSET

K. EDWARD
RICHARD

STANLEY
K. EDWARD
STANLEY
K. EDWARD
STANLEY

K. EDWARD

That all without desert have frown’d on me;
Dukes, eatls, lords, gentlemen - indeed, of all.
I do not know that Englishman alive

With whom my soul is any jot at odds

More than the infant that is born tonight.

I thank my God for my humility.

A holy day shall this be kept hereafter.

I would to God all strifes were well compounded.
My sovereign lord, I do beseech your Highness
To take our brother Clarence to your grace.

Why, madam, have I off’red love for this,
To be so flouted in this royal presence?
Who knows not that the gentle Duke is dead?

They all start.

You do him injury to scorn his corpse.

Who knows not he is dead! Who knows he is?
All-seeing heaven, what a world is this!

Look I so pale, Lord Dorset, as the rest?

Ay, my good lord; and no man in the presence
But his red colour hath forsook his cheeks.

Is Clarence dead? The order was revers’d.

But he, poor man, by your first order died,
And that a winged Mercury did bear;

Some tardy cripple bare the countermand
That came too lag to see him buried.

God grant that some, less noble and less loyal,
Nearer in bloody thoughts, an not in blood,
Deserve not worse than wretched Clarence did,
And yet go current from suspicion!

Enter Stanley.

A boon, my sovereign, for my service done!

[ prithee, peace; my soul is full of sorrow.

I will not rise unless your Highness hear me.
Then say at once what is it thou requests.

The forfeit, sovereign, of my servant’s life;
Who slew today a riotous gentleman

Lately attendant on the Duke of Norfolk.

Have I a tongue to doom my brother’s death,
And shall that tongue give pardon to a slave?
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ALZBETA

RICHARD

K. EDWARD
ALZBETA
BUCKINGH.
DORSET

K. EDWARD
RICHARD

STANLEY
K. EDWARD
STANLEY
K. EDWARD
STANLEY

K. EDWARD

vam viem, kdo jste se na mne bezdivodné
mradili, vévodové, lordi, viichni.

V Anglii neni nikdo, k némuz bych

ted’ citil vice hnévu, nezli citi

dnes vecer narozené détatko.

A chviéla Bohu za mou pokoru.

Na dnesek budem s ldskou vzpominat.
Véfim, Ze vie se v dobré obritilo.

MUy pane, jesté, prosim, vezméte

na milost svého bratra Clarence.

Madam, pro¢ sotva jsme se usmifili,
mé pied krilem hned chcete rozzlobit?
Kdo tady nevi, Ze je Clarence mrtev?

Vsichni se vydési.

Je nesluiné se mrtvym vysmivat.
Kdo nevi, Ze je mrtev! Kdo to vi?
Ach, Boze vS§emohoucdi, to je svét!
Dorsete, jsem tak bledy jako vy?

Jste, pane, nenfi tady kolem nikdo,
komu by nezmizela barva z tvafi.

Clarence je mrtev? Ten rozkaz jsem zrusil.
Jenze on, chudék, na néj stacil zemfit.
Nesl ho zfejmé okfidleny posel

a ten, ktery $el s milosti, se loudal

a sotva stihl dojit na pohfeb.

Buh vi, Ze méné oddani a blizci,

spi$ krvela¢ni nezli pokrevni,

si bratriv osud nezaslouzi min,

a pfitom maji plnou davéru!

Vystoupi Stanley.

Spliite mi prosbu, Sire, za mé sluzby!
Ted mé nech byt. Jsem stra$né nestastny.
Vyslechnéte mé, jinak nevstanu.

Tak rychle vyklop, co ode mé chces.
Milost, muj kréli, milost pro mého
sluhu, jenz dneska zabil ve rvadce
sluzebnika vévody z Norfolku.

Miém stejnym jazykem, kterym jsem k smrti

odsoudil bratra, omilostnit sluhu?
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RICHARD

BUCKINGH.

My brother killed no man - his fault was thought, 105
And yet his punishment was bitter death.
Who sued to me for him? Who, in my wrath,
Kneel’d at my feet, and bid me be advis’d?
Who spoke of brotherhood? Who spoke of love?
Who told me how the poor soul did forsake 110
The mighty Warwick and did fight for me?
Who told me, in the field at Tewkesbury
When Oxford had me down, he rescued me
And said ‘Dear Brother, live, and be a king”?
Who told me, when we both lay in the field 115
Frozen almost to death, how he did lap me
Even in his garments, and did give himself,
All thin and naked, to the numb cold night?
All this from my remembrance brutish wrath
Sinfully pluck’d, and not a man of you 120
Had so much race to put it in my mind.
But when your carters or your waiting-vassals
Have done a drunken slaughter and defac’d
The precious image of our dear Redeemer,
You straight are on your knees for pardon, pardon; 125
And I, unjustly too, must grant it you. (Stanley rises)
But for my brother not a man would speak;
Nor I, ungracious, speak unto myself
For him, poor soul. The proudest of you all
Have been beholding to him in his life; 130
Yet none of you would once beg for his life.
O God, I fear thy justice will take hold
On me, and you, and mine, and yours, for this!
Come, Hastings, help me to my closet.
Ah, poor Clarence!

Exeunt some with King and Queen.

This is the fruits of rashness. Mark’d you not 135
How that the guilty kindred of the Queen

Look’d pale when they did hear of Clarence’ death?

O, they did urge it still unto the King!

God will revenge it. Come, lords, will you go

To comfort Edward with our company? 140
We wait upon your Grace.

Exeunt.
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RICHARD

My bratr provinil se myslenkou,

ne vrazdou, a byl za to popraven.

Kdo prosil za néj? Kdo mi k nohdm pad
a snazil se uchldcholit m®j hnév?

Kdo mluvil o bratrstvi? O l4sce?

Kdo pfipomnél mi, Ze muj dobrak bratr
zradil Warwicka, aby pomoh mné?

Kdo vzpomnél na to, jak u Tewkesbury
mé zachranil zpod Oxfordova mece,

a fek mi: ,Bratfe, Zij a stan se krdlem!*?
Kdo vyprévél mi o tom, jak my dva
leZeli v poli, k smrti promrzli,

viak on mé do svych $atl1 zahalil

a mrazivou noc pieckal téméf nahy?

To v8e mi z hlavy vyhnal sprosty hnév
a mezi vdmi nenasel se nikdo

tak Cestny, aby mi to pfipomnél.

JenzZe kdyz pak vds$ ko¢i nebo sluha

se provin{ tak proti Spasiteli,

ze v opilosti spachd hnusnou vrazdu,
na kolenou prosite o milost

aja ji, 1 kdyz nechci, udélim. (Stanley vstane)
Za mého bratra nikdo neprosil,

ani ja, nevdéénik, ho pied sebou
neumél brinit. I nejvy$s{ z vas

mu zustali v Zivoté hodné dluZni,

v8ak nikomu z vds nestdl za pfimluvu.
BoZe, mim strach, Ze za to stthne m¢,

1 vés a v8echny, spravedlivy trest.
Hastingsi, pomoz mi na loze.

Chud4k Clarence!

Odejdou krdl Edward a krdlovna AlZbéta s idsti druziny.

Sem vede zbrklost. Nevsimli jste si,
jak krdlovna a jeji lidé zbledli,

kdyz slyseli o Clarencové smrti?
Vzdyt oni k tomu kréle dohnali!
Boz{ pomsta je nemine. Jdem, pani,
utésit krale v jeho nestésti.

BUCKINGH. Jsme k va$im sluzbdm, pane.

Odejdou.

79

105

110

115

120

125

130

135

140



I1/2

I1/2

SON
DUCHESS
DAUGHTER

SON

DUCHESS

SON

DAUGHTER
DUCHESS

SON

DUCHESS

SON
DUCHESS
SON

SCENE 2.
LoNDON. THE PALACE

Enter the old Duchess of York, with the Son and Danghter of Clarence.

Good grandam, tell us, is our father dead?
No, boy.

Why do you weep so oft, and beat your breast,
And cry ‘O Clarence, my unhappy son!’?

Why do you look on us, and shake your head,
And call us orphans, wretches, castaways,
If that our noble father were alive?

My pretty cousins, you mistake me both;

[ do lament the sickness of the King,

As loath to lose him, not your father’s death;
It were lost sorrow to wail one that’s lost.

Then you conclude, my grandam, he is dead.
The King mine uncle is to blame for it.

God will revenge it; whom I will importune
With earnest prayers all to that effect.

And so will L.

Peace, children, peace! The King doth love you well.

Incapable and shallow innocents,
You cannot guess who caus’d your father’s death.

Grandam, we can; for my good uncle Gloucester
Told me the King, provok’d to it by the Queen,
Devis’d impeachments to imprison him.

And when my uncle told me so, he wept,

And pitied me, and kindly kiss’d my cheek;
Bade me rely on him as on my father,

And he would love me dearly as a child.

Ah, that deceit should steal such gentle shape,
And with a virtuous vizor hide deep vice!
He is my son; ay, and therein my shame;
Yet from my dugs he drew not this deceit.

Think you my uncle did dissemble, grandam?
Ay, boy.
I cannot think it. Hark! What noise is this?

Enter Queen Elizabeth, with ber hair about her ears;
Rivers and Dorset afier ber.
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SYNEK
VEVODKYNE
DCERKA

SYNEK

VEVODKYNE

SYNEK

DCERKA
VEVODKYNE

SYNEK

VEVODKYNE

SYNEK
VEVODKYNE
SYNEK

SCENA 2.
LONDYN. KRALOVSKY PALAC.

Vystoupi stard Vévodkyné z Yorku s Clarencovym Synkem a

Dcerkou.

Povéz ndm, babicko, tita je mrtvy?
Ne, nenf, chlapce.

Pro¢ tedy places, lomis rukama

a kfi¢is: ,Clarenci, nestastny synu!“?
Pro¢ na nds koukds, hlavou potfds4s
a 1ikd$ ndm: ,sirote¢kové drazi*?

To neznamend, Ze je otec mrtvy?
Ubozédcci mi, to se pletete,

j& natikdm, Ze krdl je nemocny,

a pld¢u nad nim, ne nad va$im otcem.
Nad tim, kdo odesel, je marné plakat.
Ted jsi se prozradila. A je mrtvy.

A muze za to strycek krdl. Pdnbuh
ho za to potrestd. Budu se moc
modlit, aby ho za to potrestal.

A ja taky.

Klid, déti, klid! Krdl vds ma rad. Jak byste,
hlupé¢ci mali, nevinni, vy mohli
védét, kdo muze za smrt tatinka?
Vime to, babi. Stry¢ek Richard fikal,
7e krile donutila krilovna,

aby tatinka zaviel do vézeni.

A kdy? to strycek fikal, strasné plakal
a litoval mé, pusinkoval, a pak

mi fekl, Ze on bude jak muyj tita

a bude mé mit rdd jak vlastniho.
Ptetvarka vzdycky hezky vypada,
nectnost si nasazuje masku cti!

Je to muj syn a mé nejvétsi hanba,
ale tu fale$ po mné nepodédil.
Myslis si, babi, Ze nés strycek klame?
Ano, zlati¢ko.

To se mi nezd4. Tise! Kdo to breéi?

Vystoupi krdlovna Alzbéta, celd rozcuchand; a za ni

Rivers a Dorset.
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ELIZABETH

DUCHESS
ELIZABETH

DUCHESS

SON

DAUGHTER

ELIZABETH

CHILDREN.
DUCHESS
ELIZABETH

Ah, who shall hinder me to wail and weep,

To chide my fortune, and torment myself? 35
Il join with black despair against my soul

And to myself become an enemy.

What means this scene of rude impatience?

To make an act of tragic violence.

Edward, my lord, thy son, our king, is dead. 40
Why grow the branches when the root is gone?

Why wither not the leaves that want their sap?

If you will live, lament; if die, be brief,

That our swift-winged souls may catch the King’s,

Or like obedient subjects follow him 45
To his new kingdom of ne’er-changing night.

Ah, so much interest have I in thy sorrow

As T had title in thy noble husband!

I have bewept a worthy husband’s death,

And liv’d with looking on his images; 50
But now two mirrors of his princely semblance

Are crack’d in pieces by malignant death,

And I for comfort have but one false glass,

That grieves me when I see my shame in him.

Thou art a widow, yet thou art a mother 55
And hast the comfort of thy children left;

But death hath snatch’d my husband from mine arms
And pluck’d two crutches from my feeble hands,
Clarence and Edward. O, what cause have I,

Thine being but a moiety of my moan, 60
To overgo thy woes and drown thy cries?

Ah, aunt, you wept not for our father’s death!

How can we aid you with our kindred tears?

Our fatherless distress was left unmoan’d;

Your widow-dolour likewise be unwept! 65

Give me no help in lamentation;

[ am not barren to bring forth complaints.

All springs reduce their currents to mine eyes

That I, being govern’d by the watery moon,

May send forth plenteous tears to drown the world! 70
Ah for my husband, for my dear Lord Edward!

Ah for our father, for our dear Lord Clarence!
Alas for both, both mine, Edward and Clarence!
What stay had I but Edward? And he’s gone.
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ALZBETA

VEVODKYNE
ALZBETA

VEVODKYNE

SYNEK
DCERKA

ALZBETA

DETI
VEVODKYNE
ALZBETA

Uz navzdy budu jenom nafikat,
mucit se, osud proklinat a plakat.
Cernému Zalu dusi odevzddm

a sama sobé budu nepfitelem.
Ovlédej se. Co znamen4 ten vystup?

Je prologem krutého jedndni.

Edward, mtj pan, tvyj syn, nds krdl, je mrtev.

Jak mohou vétve rust bez kofene?
Pro¢ listi nevadne, kdyZ miza vyschla?
Nez dlouze plakat, lip je rychle zemfit,
at duse jako vérni poddani

poslusné nésleduji svého kréle

do nové fiSe nekonéici noci.

Miém prévo trpét stejné jako ty,

tvlj vzédcny manzel byl pfece mé dité!
J4 muze oplakala, ale mohla

se t&it z jeho Zivych podobizen.

Dvé zrcadla, zradici muZovu
vzne$enou podobu, jsou napadrt,

a jako utécha mi zbyl ten stfep,

na néjz je, béda, hanba pohledét.

Jsi vdova, ale zustala jsi matkou
a muze$ radovat se ze svych déti;
mné ale smrt ukradla manzela

a z chabych rukou vyrvala dvé berly,
Clarence s Edwardem. Ja mohla bych
dvakrat vic nafikat nez ty, kdyZ mim
dvakrit vic davodu byt zoufald!

KdyZ ndm tatinek umfel, teticko,
neplakala jste, a my mdme plakat?
Netrépilo vés, Ze jsme osifeli,

tak my nebudem plakat, Ze jste vdova!
Mné nemusite s pli¢em pomahat,

j4 nevyschla a natk rodim dost.

V mych odich slévaji se prameny,

a az Luna zaveli k odlivu,

slzami budu s to zavodnit svét!

Pro svého nejdrazsiho Edwardal

My pro drahého otce Clarence.
J4 pro syny: Edwarda s Clarencem!
Edward byl moje vS§echno! A je mrtev!
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CHILDREN.
DUCHESS
ELIZABETH
CHILDREN.
DUCHESS

DORSET

RIVERS

RICHARD

DUCHESS

RICHARD

BUCKINGH.

What stay had we but Clarence? And he’s gone. 75
What stays had I but they? And they are gone.

Was never widow had so dear a loss.

Were never orphans had so dear a loss.

Was never mother had so dear a loss.

Alas, I am the mother of these griefs! 80
Their woes are parcell’d, mine is general.

She for an Edward weeps, and so do I:

I for a Clarence weep, so doth not she.

These babes for Clarence weep, and so do I:

[ for an Edward weep, so do not they. 85
Alas, you three on me, threefold distress’d,

Pour all your tears! [ am your sorrow’s nurse,

And I will pamper it with lamentation.

Comfort, dear mother. God is much displeas’d

That you take with unthankfulness his doing. 90
In common worldly things ’tis called ungrateful

With dull unwillingness to repay a debt

Which with a bounteous hand was kindly lent;

Much more to be thus opposite with heaven,

For it requires the royal debt it lent you. 95

Madam, bethink you, like a careful mother,

Of the young prince your son. Send straight for him;
Let him be crown’d; in him your comfort lives.

Drown desperate sorrow in dead Edward’s grave,

And plant your joys in living Edward’s throne. 100

Enter Richard, Buckingham, Stanley, Hastings, and Ratcliffe.

Sister, have comfort. All of us have cause

To wail the dimming of our shining star;

But none can help our harms by wailing them.

Madam, my mother, I do cry you mercy;

I did not see your Grace. Humbly on my knee 105
I crave your blessing. (Kneels)

God bless thee; and put meekness in thy breast,
Love, charity, obedience, and true duty!

Amen! (Aside) And make me die a good old man!
That is the butt end of a mother’s blessing; 110
I marvel that her Grace did leave it out.

You cloudy princes and heart-sorrowing peers,
That bear this heavy mutual load of moan,
Now cheer each other in each other’s love.
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DETI
VEVODKYNE
ALZBETA
DETI
VEVODKYNE

DORSET

RIVERS

RICHARD

VEVODKYNE

RICHARD

BUCKINGH.

Clarence byl na$e vSechno! A je mrtev! 75
Oba mi byli v§im! A ted jsou mrtvi!

Zazila nékdy vdova vétsi zal?

Zazili sirotci kdy vétsi Zal?

A zazila kdy matka vét${ zal?

Vzdyt matkou jejich trdpeni jsem jd. 80
Jejich tryzné se ve mné nésobi.

Ta pldce pro Edwarda, a j4 téz.

Ja plé¢u pro Clarence, ona ne.

Ty placou pro Clarence, a ji téz.

J& pro Edwarda placu, oni ne. 85
Tak na mé, tfikrat zoufalou, vy tfi

svlyj smutek naloZte a j4 ho vSechen

jak chtva Zalu pli¢em nakojim.

Upokojte se, matko. Bozi vili

se nen{ radno protivit. A Buh 90
by mohl povazovat za nevdék,

kdyz vy to, co vam $tédfe proptj¢il,

se neochotné brinite mu vratit.

A je$té k tomu nebi spiléte,

jez od vas chce jen zpét krdlovsky dluh. 95
Madam, myslete jako sprdvnd matka

na svého syna. Dejte pro néj poslat

a co nejdifv ho korunujme krilem.

Pohibéte smutek s krilem Edwardem,

a radujte se s krdlem Edwardem. 100

Vystoupi Richard, Buckingham, Stanley, Hastings a Ratcliffe.

Klid, sestro. V3ichni midme ddvod k Zalu,

ze padla nade nejjasnéjsi hvézda.

Niikem s tim ale nezmtiZeme nic.

Matko, odpustte, nevidél jsem vis.

Pokorné kleknu si a poprosim 105
o vaSe pozehndni. (Klekne si)

Biih s tebou. Kéz ti dusi naplni

mirnosti, liskou, pokorou a vdékem!

Amen! (Stranon) A zemfi jako dobry ¢lovék!

Tim viechny matky poZehndni kondi. 110
Nechipu, pro¢ ta mé to nedéla.

Zachmufend a smutnd spole¢nosti,

vsichni, kdo sdilime bolest a zal,

poméhejme si navzjem svou laskou.
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RIVERS
BUCKINGH.

RICHARD

RIVERS

HASTINGS
RICHARD

BUCKINGH.

RICHARD

Though we have spent our harvest of this king, 115
We are to reap the harvest of his son.

The broken rancour of your high-swol’n hearts,

But lately splinter’d, knit, and join’d together,

Must gently be preserv’d, cherish’d, and kept.

Me seemeth good that, with some little train, 120
Forthwith from Ludlow the young prince be fet

Hither to London, to be crown’d our King.

Why with some little train, my Lord of Buckingham?

Marry, my lord, lest by a multitude

The new-heal’d wound of malice should break out, 125
Which would be so much the more dangerous

By how much the estate is green and yet ungovern’d;
Where every horse bears his commanding rein

And may direct his course as please himself,

As well the fear of harm as harm apparent, 130
In my opinion, ought to be prevented.

I hope the King made peace with all of us;
And the compact is firm and true in me.

And so in me; and so, I think, in an.

Yet, since it is but green, it should be put 135
To no apparent likelihood of breach,

Which haply by much company might be urg’d;
Therefore I say with noble Buckingham

That it is meet so few should fetch the Prince.

And so say L. 140

Then be it so; and go we to determine

Who they shall be that straight shall post to Ludlow.
Madam, and you, my sister, will you go

To give your censures in this business?

Exeunt all but Buckinghamand Richard.

My lord, whoever journeys to the Prince, 145
For God sake, let not us two stay at home;

For by the way I'll sort occasion,

As index to the story we late talk’d of,

To part the Queen’s proud kindred from the Prince.

My other self, my counsel’s consistory, 150
My oracle, my prophet, my dear cousin,

I, as a child, will go by thy direction.

Toward Ludlow then, for we’ll not stay behind.

Exeunt.
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Zeti jednoho krile je sklizena,

viak jeho syn d4 novou urodu.

Réna, z niz vyhtezlo nepfitelstvi,
ned4vno zasiti a oSetfend,

se musi opatrovat, a ne jitfit,

a proto navrhuji, aby princ

s malou druZinou pfisel z Ludlow sem
do Londyna, kde bude korunovén.

RIVERS Pro¢ s malou druZinou, Buckinghame?

BUCKINGH. Veliky privod by moh ¢erstvou rdnu
nepfitelstvi zas oteviit, a to by
bylo moc nebezpedné, zvldsté kdyz
jsou pomeéry ted neuspotidané
a kazdy kan, zbaveny pevné ruky,
si mize bézet po svém, po libosti,
coz, obavdm se, muze zpusobit
problémy, kterym radno piedejit.
RICHARD Ja véfim, ze krél vSechny usmifil;
muj postoj zustiva v té véci pevny.
RIVERS My rovnéz, a jak doufdm, i nds viech.
Pfesto ten smir je pfili§ Cerstvd véc
a nic ho nesmi ohrozit, coZ by
veliky priivod s krdlem asi mohl.
Proto souhlasim s Buckinghamem, aby
pfivezlo prince co nejméné lidi.
HASTINGS Moje fel.

RICHARD Tak budiz, je v$ak tfeba rozhodnout,
kdo do Ludlow pro prince pojede.
Madam, 1 vy, sestro, piydete s ndmi
poradit ndm v té zdleZitosti?
Odejdou vSichni kromé Buckinghama a Richarda.
BUCKINGH. Pane, at uz tam jede kdokoli,
my dva nesmime zlstat pozadu.
Naskyta se tu $ance udélat,
co jsme si fekli: nedovolit, aby
se krdlovnina banda spféhla s princem.
RICHARD Mé druhé ji, muy pfiteli, miy radce,
muj vérozvéste, moje ordkulum,
ve viem jak dité ddm se fidit tebou.
Tak jedem. Stranou nezistaneme.

Odejdou.
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. CITIZEN

. CITIZEN

SCENE 3.
LONDON. A STREET.

Enter 1. citizen at one door, and 2. citizen at the other.
Good morrow, neighbour. Whither away so fast?
I promise you, I scarcely know myself.
Hear you the news abroad?
Yes, that the King is dead.

Ill news, by’r lady; seldom comes the better.
I fear, I fear ’twill prove a giddy world. 5
Enter 3. citizen.
Neighbours, God speed!

Give you good morrow, sir.
Doth the news hold of good King Edward’s death?
Ay, sir, it is too true; God help the while!
Then, masters, look to see a troublous world.
No, no; by God’s good grace, his son shall reign. 10
Woe to that land that’s govern’d by a child.
In him there is a hope of government,
Which, in his nonage, council under him,

And, in his full and ripened years, himself,
No doubt, shall then, and till then, govern well. 15

So stood the state when Henry the Sixth
Was crown’d in Paris but at nine months old.

Stood the state so? No, no, good friends, God wot;

For then this land was famously enrich’d

With politic grave counsel; then the King 20
Had virtuous uncles to protect his Grace.

Why, so hath this, both by his father and mother.

Better it were they all came by his father,

Or by his father there were none at all;

For emulation who shall now be nearest 25
Will touch us all too near, if God prevent not.

O, full of danger is the Duke of Gloucester!

And the Queen’s sons and brothers haught and proud;
And were they to be rul’d, and not to rule,

This sickly land might solace as before. 30

Come, come, we fear the worst; all will be well.
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SCENA 3.
LONDYN. NA ULICL

Vystoupi 1. obéan z jedné a 2. obcan z drubé strany.
Dobrytro, sousede. Kam se tak Zenete?
Prosim vis. J4 jsem cely bez sebe.
Vite to uz?

A co? Ze zemfel kral?
No prévé. Hraza. Stra$nd novina.
Bojim se, Ze ted pfijdou $patny &asy.
Vystoupi' 3. obcan.
Sousedé, bud'te zdrivi!

Dobry den.

Uz se to potvrdilo, Ze kral zemfel?
Je to tak, pane. Bith ndm pomahe;!
Bojim se, piatelé, Ze zaéne mela.
Proboha ne, povlddne mlady princ.
Ubohi zemé, které vlddne dité.
Ale on je nadéji do budoucna.
Na za¢dtku mu bude poméhat
pfi vladé rada, a az dospéje,
povlddne sdm, a ja véfim, Zze dobfe.
Jak Jindfich Sesty, ten byl korunovan
v PatiZi uz v deviti mésicich.
Vsak v jakych podminkach! Ne, pfatelé.
Anglie byla tehdy bohatd
a stitni rada moudra. Tehdy krél
mél kolem sebe tictyhodné stryce.
To md, z otcovy 1 z matéiny strany.
Bylo by lip, kdyby je mél jen z jedné.
Z otcovy strany, nebo z matciny.
Jestli se totiZ za¢nou hédat o to,
kdo stoji bliz, PAnbih ndm poméhe;j.
Z vévody z Gloucesteru, Richarda, jde strach!
A z krdlovninych pfibuznych jde hriza.
Jenom az témhle nékdo vezme moc,
bude si Anglie moct oddechnout.

Zbytelné strachy. Nic se nestane.

89

10

15

20

25

30



11/3,4

3. CITIZEN

2. CITIZEN

3. CITIZEN

2. CITIZEN
3. CITIZEN

ARCHBISHOP

DUCHESS

ELIZABETH

YORK
DUCHESS
YORK

When clouds are seen, wise men put on their cloaks;
When great leaves fall, then winter is at hand;
When the sun sets, who doth not look for night?

Untimely storms make men expect a dearth.
All may be well; but, if God sort it so,
"Tis more than we deserve or I expect.

Truly, the hearts of men are full of fear.
You cannot reason almost with a man
That looks not heavily and full of dread.

Before the days of change, still is it so;
By a divine instinct men’s minds mistrust
Ensuing danger; as by proof we see

The water swell before a boist’rous storm.
But leave it all to God. Whither away?

Marry, we were sent for to the justices.
And so was I; I'll bear you company.

Exeunt.

SCENE 4.
LONDON. THE PALACE.

Enter the Archbishop of York, the young Duke of York,
Queen Elizabeth, and the Duchess of York.

Last night, I hear, they lay at Stony Stratford,

And at Northampton they do rest tonight;
Tomorrow or next day they will be here.

I long with all my heart to see the Prince.

I hope he is much grown since last I saw him.

But I hear no; they say my son of York
Has almost overta’en him in his growth.

Ay, mother; but I would not have it so.
Why, my good cousin? It is good to grow.

Grandam, one night as we did sit at supper,
My uncle Rivers talk’d how I did grow

40

45

10

More than my brother. ‘Ay,” quoth my uncle Gloucester

‘Small herbs have grace: great weeds do grow apace.’
And since, methinks, I would not grow so fast,

Because sweet flow’rs are slow and weeds make haste. 15
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3. OBCAN

2. OBCAN

3. OBCAN

2. OBCAN

KdyZ za¢ne himit, je rozumné se schovat.
KdyzZ Zloutne listf, brzy bude zima.
Kdy?z slunce zapadi, Ize ¢ekat noc.
Ptivaly desté hrozi povodni.

Nemusi se stit nic, v tom pfipadé

nés ale Pinbuh bude mit moc rad.
Pravda je, Ze jsou lidi vyplaseni.
Nepotkds na ulici ¢lovéka,

ktery by dneska nemél nahnéno.

Tak je to vZdycky, kdyz m4 pfijit zména.
Néjaky instinkt lidem napovi,

ze hrozi nebezpedi, jako kdyz

pfed boutkou zalne foukat prudky vitr.
Nechme to Panubohu. Kampak jdete?

K soudu. Jsem pfedvolany jako svédek.

3. OBCAN J4 taky. Miizu se k vim ptipojit?

ARCIBISKUP

VEVODKYNE
ALZBETA

YORK
VEVODKYNE

Odejdou.

SCENA 4.
LONDYN. KRALOVSKY PALAC.

Wystoupi Arcibiskup z Yorku, mlady Vévoda z Yorku,
krdlovna Alzbéta a Vévodkyné z Yorku.

Véera ptespali v Stony Stratfordu
a dneska dojedou do Northamptonu.
Zitra & pozitt uz budou zde.

Tésim se, Ze zas prince uvidim.

Uz bude, doufdm, pékné veliky.

Pry ne. Rikaji, Ze mtj mladsf syn

uz pomalu star$iho prerostl.

Pterostl jsem ho, ale nejsem rad.

A pro¢ ne, chlapce? Byt velky je dobré.

YORK Jednou jsem, babi, u velefe slysel

stry¢ka Riverse vyprévét, Ze jsem
vy$$i neZ bratr. Na to stry¢ek Richard
povida: ,Malé kvit{ voni sladce,
velké je bejli na mocavce.” Takze
nechci rust rychle, abych nebyl bejli.
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DUCHESS

ARCHBISHOP
DUCHESS
YORK

DUCHESS
YORK

DUCHESS
YORK
DUCHESS
YORK
ELIZABETH
ARCHBISHOP
ELIZABETH

ARCHBISHOP
MESSENGER
ELIZABETH
MESSENGER
DUCHESS
MESSENGER

DUCHESS

MESSENGER

ARCHBISHOP
MESSENGER

Good faith, good faith, the saying did not hold
In him that did object the same to thee.

He was the wretched’st thing when he was young,
So long a-growing and so leisurely

That, if his rule were true, he should be gracious.
And so no doubt he is, my gracious madam.

I hope he is; but yet let mothers doubt.

Now, by my troth, if I had been rememb’red,
I could have given my uncle’s Grace a flout

To touch his growth nearer than he touch’d mine.

How, my young York? I prithee let me hear it.

Marry, they say my uncle grew so fast

That he could gnaw a crust at two hours old.
"Twas full two years ere I could get a tooth.
Grandam, this would have been a biting jest.

[ prithee, pretty York, who told thee this?
Grandam, his nurse.

His nurse? Why she was dead ere thou wast born.
If *twere not she, I cannot tell who told me.
A parlous boy! Go to, you are too shrewd.
Good madam, be not angry with the child.
Pitchers have ears.

Enter a Messenger.

Here comes a messenger. What news?

Such news, my lord, as grieves me to report.
How doth the Prince?

Well, madam, and in health.

What is thy news?

Lord Rivers and Lord Grey
Are sent to Pomfret, and with them
Sir Thomas Vaughan, prisoners.

Who hath committed them?

The mighty Dukes,
Gloucester and Buckingham.

For what offence?

The sum of all I can, I have disclos’d.
Why or for what the nobles were committed
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VEVODKYNE

ARCIBISKUP
VEVODKYNE
YORK

VEVODKYNE
YORK

VEVODKYNE
YORK
VEVODKYNE
YORK
ALZBETA
ARCIBISKUP
ALZBETA

ARCIBISKUP
POSEL
ALZBETA
POSEL
VEVODKYNE
POSEL

VEVODKYNE
POSEL

ARCIBISKUP
POSEL

Ze vieho nejmin hodi se to réeni

na toho, ktery t€ s nim $ké4dlil. Co to
trvalo, nez ten chlapec vyrostl.

Byl jako za gro$ kudla. Kdyby mélo
platit, co fekl, byl by lepsi, nez je.

On prece nenf $patny, drahd pani.

Snad. I kdyz o tom silné pochybuji.
Kdybych st vzpomnél, moh jsem stry¢kovi
ten vtip o rychlém rtstu hezky vritit

a zprazit ho kousavou poznimkou.

A jakou, chlapée? Povéz. Chcem ji slySet.
Stry¢ek mi fikal, Ze moh do dvou hodin
po narozen{ kousat kurky chleba.

Jenze j& zuby mél aZ ve dvou letech.
Tuhle kousavost bych si neodpustil.

Kdo ti to o ném fikal, prosim té?
No ptece jeho chiiva.
Ta zemfela, neZ ty ses narodil!
Tak mozna mi to fekl nékdo jiny.
Moc mluvis, ml¢! Pfestan si vymyslet!
Nezlobte se na dité, vzdcna pani.
Kdo vi, co plicne. Stény maji usi.
Vystoupi Posel.
Je tady posel. Co ndm nesete?
Zprévy, které se zdrdhdm vyslovit.
Princ je nemocny?

Ne, je zdravy, madam.
Tak co se dégje?

Lord Rivers a lord
Gray se sirem Thomasem Vaughanem jsou
ve vézen{ na hradé Pomfretu.

Kdo je tam zavtel?

Vzicni vévodové,
Gloucester a Buckingham.

Co provedli?

Povédél jsem vdm vse, co vim. Pro¢ byli
ti vzdcni pdnové uvéznéni,
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ELIZABETH

DUCHESS

ELIZABETH

DUCHESS
ELIZABETH
ARCHBISHOP

Is all unknown to me, my gracious lord.

Ay me, I see the ruin of my house!

The tiger now hath seiz’d the gentle hind;
Insulting tyranny begins to jut

Upon the innocent and aweless throne.
Welcome, destruction, blood, and massacre!
[ see, as in a map, the end of all.

Accursed and unquiet wrangling days,

How many of you have mine eyes beheld!

My husband lost his life to get the crown;
And often up and down my sons were toss’d
For me to joy and weep their gain and loss;
And being seated, and domestic broils

Clean over-blown, themselves the conquerors
Make war upon themselves, brother to brother,
Blood to blood, self against self. O, preposterous
And frantic outrage, end thy damned spleen,
Or let me die, to look on death no more!

Come, come, my boy; we will to sanctuary.
Madam, farewell.
Stay, I will go with you.
You have no cause.
(To the Queen) My gracious lady, go.
And thither bear your treasure and your goods.
For my part, I'll resign unto your Grace
The seal I keep; and so betide to me
As well I tender you and all of yours!
Go, I'll conduct you to the sanctuary.

Exeunt.
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VEVODKYNE

ALZBETA

VEVODKYNE
ALZBETA
ARCIBISKUP

mi, milostpane, nenf znidmo.

Boze! Zkaza se fiti na nés rod.

Tygr uz polapil mé jehndtko

a nelitostny tyran dere se

na uprizdnény vydéSeny tran.
Masakr, rozvrat, krev nds ¢ekaji!

A konec je a7 pfili§ zfetelny.

Kolik uz musely mé o¢i vidét
krutosti, zla a ndsili! Mj muz

chtél ziskat korunu a ztratil Zivot,
synové vynesli mé na $tit $tésti

a srazili zas do propasti strasti.

A kdyZ zavladl v zemi mir a oni
dobyli vSe, co chtéli, rozpoutali
vrazednou vélku bratra proti bratru,
krev proti krvi jako $ilenci.

Désivd zlobo, dost uz, nebo mé
nech v klidu zemfit, smrt uz vidét nechci!

Pojd, chlapée, ukryjem se v kostele.
Spdnembohem.

Jdu s vdmi, pockej na mé.

Nemate duvod.

(K Alzbére) Jdéte, vzacnd pani.

A vemte s sebou vSechny cennosti.
Tady vdm pfeddm stitni pelef, kterou
jsem opatroval. Co ted’ se mnou bude,
sam nevim. KézZ to vSichni pfeZijeme!
Doprovodim vés do kostela. Pojdme.
Odejdou.
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POZNAMKY

TEXT A DOBA VZNIKU HRY

Hra byla napsdna nékdy v letech 1592-1594, zfejmé nedlouho poté, co Shake-
speare dokondil treti dil Krale Jindficha VI., na ktery Kral Richard III. déjové
navazuje a zavrSuje Shakespearovu prvni historickou tetralogii. Tiskem vy$la Tra-
gédie krdle Richarda T7etibo a smrt vévody z Clarence (The tragedie of kinge Richard the
Third with the death of the Duke of Clarence), jak zni pivodni nezkriceny ndzev,
poprvé anonymné v roce 1597 v kvartovém vyddni (zhruba formit A5). Toto
»Spatné kvarto®, obsahujici hru udajné zrekonstruovanou podle vzpominek herci,
se dockalo dal$ich sedmi vyddni (1598, 1602, 1605, 1612, 1622, 1629, 1634).
Foliové vydani souboru viech Shakespearovych her z roku 1623 pfinasi obs4hlej-
$1 verzi ¢itajici 3619 fadka. V této podobé je Kral Richard III. po Hamletovi dra-
matikovou druhou nejdel$i hrou. Foliové vydéni (zhruba formét A4) obsahuje
oproti kvartovému vydani o 200 1idka navic, ale protoze kvartové vydani obsa-
huje dvacet sedm kritkych pasdzi chybéjicich ve foliovém vyddni, rozdil mezi
témito dvéma texty je pouze 177 ridku. Je pravdépodobné, ze kvartové vydani je
historicky mladsi, je bliz§{ divadelné provozované verzi s nutnymi inscena¢nimi
$krty, nicméné pro svou délku bylo sotva kdy hrdno v dplnosti. Foliové vydéni je
celkové blizsi puvodni autorské verzi, pficemz dodate¢né kriceni padd na vrub
literdrni redakci pied tiskem, vypadkam pfi sazbé i urditym cenzurnim & auto-
cenzurnim zésahtim. (Udajné snad bylo vyti§téno podle tfetiho a $estého kvarto-
vého vydani s korekcemi podle autorského rukopisu.) Kvartové vyddni obsahuje
oviem takové mnozstvi chyb, Ze jde zjevné o text nehotovy, ktery byl vydén pirét-
sky, bez dukladné revize. VétSina modernich kritickych vydani proto vychazi
z autoritativnéj$iho foliového vydéni, které editofi dopliiuji o dulezité pasize
z ptedchozich kvartovych vydéni.

Neni znidmo, kdy a kde se Kral Richard III. poprvé uvidél, odhady se rovnéz
pohybuji mezi lety 1592 a 1594.

VLASTNI JMENA

Podle piekladatelské tradice jsou jména krdlt i krdloven (a nékterd dal3{) uvadéna
v Ceské podobé (Jindfich, Alzbéta), ostatni jména nepiekldddme. Dubletni tvary
vlastnich jmen, jejichz podoba se v riznych kritickych vydénich lisi, sjednocujeme
podle ardenského vydéni. Vzhledem k tomu, Ze fada jednajicich postav byva v ori-
gindle podle dobového zvyku oznatovana stiidavé vlastnimi jmény a $lechtickymi
tituly, se s ohledem na ¢eské ¢tendfe a divaky snazime pro vét$i prehlednost drzet
jednoho oznaleni, pfipadné si tam, kde to jde, vypomahdme vnitini vysvétlivkou.
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I/1

2. slunce: Slunce bylo vysostnym znakem na erbu krle Edwarda IV. V origind-
le je zvukové shoda slova ,sun“ (slunce) se slovem ,son® (syn), kterym nékterd kri-
tickd vydani slovo ,sun® nahrazuji.

21. kiivy... osklivec: Ve skute¢nosti mél Richard v dusledku téZzkého porodu
pouze jedno rameno vy$ nez druhé.

32. S dklady uz jsem zacal: Uvadéci ¢ expozi¢ni monolog, ve kterém postava
vystupuje z role a seznamuje publikum se svymi pldny, je v tradici jak senekovské
tragédie, tak 1 pozdéjsich stfedovékych mystérii a moralit.

35. vévodovi z Clarence, / coz je muj bratr George: V originile stoji pouze
sbrother Clarence®. Misen{ jmen a $lechtickych titult v origindle by mohlo znes-
nadnit divdkovi identifikaci postav, proto volime cestu vnitfni vysvétlivky.

56. to pismeno: Proroctvi v této hie nabyvaji vyznamu redlnych fakt. Véstba se
naplni a vrahem synt Edwarda IV. vskutku bude ,ten, jehoZ jméno za¢ind pisme-
nem G“. Nebude to ale George, vévoda z Clarence, ale vévoda z Gloucesteru, tedy
Richard.

64. lady Greyova: Richard s pohrddnim nazyvé krdlovnu AlZzbétu, bratrovu Zenu,
jménem jejiho prvniho manzela, sira lorda Greye, ktery ve vélkich raz{ bojoval na
strané Lancasterii a byl zabit v boji. S prvnim muZem méla tfi déti. Jeji tajny stia-
tek s Edwardem IV. néktef{ v¢etné Richarda zpochybiiovali, nebot svatba s vdovou
byla povazovana za bigamii. Podobny problém vyvstiva v tragédii Hamlet.

67. Anthony Woodyville, jeji bratr: V seznamu jednajicich osob je uvddén jako
hrabé Rivers.

73. Shoreové: Krilova milenka Elizabeth Shoreovd, dcera londynského $erifa,
byla s prvnim manzelem, zlatnikem Williamem Shorem, rozvedena pro jeho impo-
tenci. Byla pak provdéna za krdlovského prokurdtora. Po smrti krale Edwarda IV. se
ji ujal Hastings (I11/1/185), po jeho smrti se stala milenkou markyze z Dorsetu.
Zemfela v bidé asi v roce 1527. Ve hfe nevystupuje.

82. urozené: Krilovna ve skute¢nosti uz $lechti¢nou byla, Shoreovou kril do
$lechtického stavu nepovysil.

115. o to se postaram: Dvojznacné véta v sobé skryva ironii. Dvojzna¢né vyro-
ky byly charakteristické pro postavu Hfichu ze stfedovékych moralit.

153. manzela i otce: Anna Nevilleov4 (1456-1485) byla druhou dcerou hrabé-
te z Warwicku. Za prince Edwarda, syna Jindficha VL, ve skute¢nosti nebyla vdan4,
ale byla s nim pouze zasnoubena. Richardova vina na smrti téchto dvou je z histo-
rického hlediska pochybnd. Titul ,otec” pouzivd Richard ironicky namisto vyrazu
,tchan®.

1/2

27. horsi to, Ze on zije: Zde se pfeklad zimérné odlisuje od originalu, jehoz zné-
ni je i podle jinych komentitord pochybné. V origindle je vyraz ,death® (smrt)
av pfesném prekladu by méla replika Anny znit: ,af je pro ni (jeho Zenu) horsi jeho
smrt, neZ je pro mne smrt mého manzela...“ KdyZ si ale Anna toto své prorocké
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vzyvani pozdéji pfipomind a sama sebe parafrizuje, véta zni: ,at je / vic nestastna,
ze zijes, nez jsem ja / ted zoufald, Ze jsi mi zabil muze (IV/1/74).
Ztotoziiujeme se zde s ndzorem komentdtort z vydani hry v New Cambridge
Shakespeare (1954), ktefi se oproti (moznd chybnému) znéni origindlu drzi jak
vnitin{ logiky textu, tak i psychologické logiky postavy.

29. Chertsey: Méstetko u Londyna na jiznim biehu Temze, kde byval klaster.

56. Cerstvé krvaceji: Podle dobové povéry se rdny zavrazdénych v piitomnosti
vraha otviraly. V Holinshedové kronice se piSe, Ze mrtvola kréle Jindficha VI.,
vystavend v katedréle svatého Pavla, krvicela.

134. proti pfirodé: V metaforice hry se nékolikrét objevuje kontrast mezi ¢istou
a neporuenou piirodou a lidskou zkaZenosti.

142. Plantagenet: Richard pfipomind rod, jenz se potomky krile Edwarda III.
(1327-1377) rozvétvil na rod Lancasterti (Jan z Gentu, vévoda z Lancasteru) a Yor-
ki (Edmund z Langley, vévoda z Yorku).

150. smrtelné nakazily: V originile si Anna pfeje, aby jeji o¢i byly ,bazilisko-
vé“ a Richarda zabily. Bazili§ek je myticky had, jehoz ustknut{ je smrtelné.

154. détsky pla¢: AZ ndpadné ¢asto o sobé Richard mluvi jako o ditéti. Je to jis-
té soucdsti jeho pokrytecké hry, ale neni vyloucené, Ze do jeho fe¢i pronikaji i léty
zasutd piikot{ z détstvi, a Richard tak nevédomky odhaluje své skute¢né nitro.

201. Kdo ptijima, jesté nic neddva: Richard napliiyje cil, ktery si dal (1/1/152)
a v jehoZ Uspéch zfejmé ani sdm nevéfil. Ziska si Annu nejen svou inteligenci
a vymluvnosti, ale koupi si ji 1 drahym dédrkem.

212. do mého domu: V originéle je pojmenovino Richardovo londynské sidlo
Crosby Place v ulici Bishopsgate.

227. na hibitov: V originéle jako cil cesty uveden karmelitansky klaster Bilych
bratfi, k némuz pfiléhal hibitov.

241. pted ¢tvrt rokem: Jindfich VI. byl ve skute¢nosti pohiben 23. 5. 1471, pou-
hé ti1 tydny po smrti jeho syna Edwarda u Tewksbury.

Celé 2. scéna, o niz F. X. Salda ve svém eseji Genins Shakespeariv a jeho tvorba pro-
hlasil, Ze je ,tak sméld, tak odvdzna, tak genidlné drz4 jako nic v dramatické tvor-
bé“, je piirozené Shakespearem zcela vymyslend.

1/3

1. Sestti¢ko: V origindle je neutrdlni osloveni ,madam®. Osloveni zde konkreti-
zujeme jako pomiicku ¢tendfi a divdkovi, aby se mohl orientovat ve vztazich mezi
postavami hry.

14. protektorem: Richard byl jmenovidn protektorem 4. kvétna 1483, téméf
meésic po smrti krdle Edwarda IV.

20. Hrabénka z Richmondu: Lady Margaret, ve hte se neobjevuje. Lord Stan-
ley je jeji tfeti muz. Prvnim byl Edmund Tudor, s nimZ méla syna, hrabéte
z Richmondu, pozdégjsiho kréle Jindficha VIL

37. vas$imi bratry: Pfestoze Alzbéta méla bratrii vic, ve hie vystupuje pouze
jeden z nich, hrabé Rivers. Markyz z Dorsetu je jeji syn z prvniho manzelstvi.
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Dramatik zfejmé omylem povazuje i jejiho dalsiho syna z prvnfho manzelstvi lorda
Greye za jejtho bratra. Stejny omyl je i v anonymni Pravdivé tragédii Richarda Treti-
ho.

41. v§echno bude uz jen horsi: V této hfe maji vdzné pfedtuchy, s lehkym srd-
cem pronesend proroctvi i pokrytecké ptisahy (II/1/32) platnost ortelu.

62. §vagte: V origindle je vyraz ,brother” (bratr), ktery mohl oznacovat i $vagra,
podobné jako ,otec” mohlo znamenat ,tchan“ (I/1/153).

135. tchana Warwicka / zradil: Clarence se oZenil s Warwickovou dcerou Isabel-
lou, sestrou lady Anny, a podporoval Lancastery. Pak se ale zas vritil k Yorkam.

148. slouzili bychom vam: Nikdo v Richardové okoli neni morélné bezihonny.
Dramatik zobrazuje spole¢nost zrddct, pokrytcl a oportunistd.

167. Bylas vyhosténa: Po bitvé u Tewksbury (1471) byla Margaret pét let vézné-
na v Anglii a poté vyhosténa do Francie, kde Zila do roku 1482. Jeji role v této hfe
je zcela smyslena.

183. dité: Podle Hallovy kroniky byl Rutland zabit ve dvandcti letech. Ve
skute¢nosti vSak zemfel v sedmnicti.

228. svinsky netvore: V prubéhu hry je Richard nelichotivé oznacovén rizny-
mi zvifecimi jmény. Vzhledem ke kategorii rodu u ¢eskych substantiv, vyraz ,toad”
(ropucha) piekliddme jinymi naddvkami. Vyrazy ,kanec, ,vept”, ,svinsky“ jsou
odvozeny od Richardova $lechtického erbu, na némz byl zobrazen bily kanec.

1/4

19. mé v padu strhnul... do vIn: Ve svém véteckém snu Clarence predvidd, Ze
pfi¢inou jeho smrti bude Richard, ale vinu pfisuzuje ne$tastné ndhodé.

26. mince: V origindle je uprostfed vyctu podmotskych pokladii nesourody
vyraz ,great anchors® (velké kotvy). Nékteii komentitofi poukazuji na moznou
chybu tiskafe, ktery vysdzel ,anchors namisto ,ingowes®, vyraz ze Spenserovy Krd-
lovny vil, znatici ,hory zlata®. Pfiklinime se k tomuto vykladu.

45. Pievoznik... / mé... pfevezl pies feku Zalu: Mini se feka Styx, pies niz
Charon dopravoval duse zemfelych do podsvéti.

53. stin andéla s plavymi vlasy: Minf{ se princ Edward, syn Jindficha VI.

147. pak ho utopime... v... malvazu: Podivny zpusob Clarencovy smrti
utopenim v sudu malvazu je dalsi ze zddnlivé vymyslenych, ale pfitom historicky
dolozenych detailt v pasdzi, kterd je jinak z valné ¢asti fiktivni.

262. Tumés: Clarence je sice na jevisti proboden, ale vrazda je dokondna az
v zékulisi, kam autor umistuje vétSinu nésilnych ¢int spichanych v této hfe.

Prvni jednan{ je snad nejvice z celé hry svézéno s formdlnimi postupy tradi¢niho
divadla, na které Shakespeare navazuje. Po obsahové strince ale mnohem vice
Cerpd z dramatikovy vlastni invence neZ z literdrnich prament. Hra zaéind tzv.
expozi¢nim monologem titulni postavy, ve kterém Richard odhali svou povahu
a zasvéti divdky do svych pldnt. V pribéhu prvniho jedndni své pliny postupné
naplni: ziskd lady Annu Nevilleovou a odstran{ bratra Clarence co prvni piekdzku
na cest¢ k tranu. Dramatik zde pfedstavi hlavni postavy. Margaretina kletba
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pfedznamend dal${ prabéh déje.

I1/1

82. Kdo to vi?: V kvartovém vyddni tuto repliku fikd Rivers, ve foliovém kral
Edward IV. Ruzn4 kritickd vyddni se v tomto bodé lisi. Priklinime se k varianté
foliového vyddni. Kral je smutnym protagonistou celé této scény a je dramaticky
nosné, zZe v nastalé euforii smifeni na svij rozkaz, byt mezitim odvolany (87),
zapomnél.

89. okfidleny posel: V origindle je pojmenovén. Je to Merkur, fimsky posel
bohu.

11/2

40. kral... mrtev: Shakespeare charakteristicky zhus$tuje dé&j. Ve skute¢nosti
zemfel Clarence v roce 1478, tedy pét let pfed smrti Edwarda IV.

121. Ludlow: Hrad ve Shropshiru, na hranicich Walesu, sidlo waleského prince
Edwarda.

148. co jsme si fekli: Buckingham se tu poprvé projevuje jako Richarduv spo-
jenec. Navic se divak dozvid4 o tajném, konspirativnim jednédni.

I1/3

2.Jsem cely bez sebe: Repliku lze chépat i ve vyznamu: ,Sdm nevim, kam jdu.”
V tomto smyslu ale, jak néktefi komentdtofi podotykaji, je v rozporu s replikou stej-
né postavy na konci scény: ,(Jdu) k soudu. Jsem pfedvolany jako svédek.”

I1/4

1. Stony Stratfordu... / Northamptonu: Pfeklad pfebird znéni foliového vydé-
ni. V kvartovém vydéni jsou mista pfehozena a Northampton jako misto vzdale-
néj$f od Londyna je zddnlivé logictéji pfedfazeno Stony Stratfordu, které je k Lon-
dynu bliz. Nékteri komentitofi ale upfednostiiuji znéni foliového vydani, které
muZe naznaovat, Ze Richard zafidil, aby cesta prince Edwarda do Londyna trvala
déle, nez bylo nutné. Tento vyklad podporuje i stiznost prince Edwarda na klopot-
nou cestu (II1/1/5).

28. kousat kirky chleba: Princ zde nardZi na tradovanou povést o Richardové
narozeni, podle niZ se Richard po dvouletém mat¢iné téhotenstvi dostal na svét
nohama napted a mél uz zuby a dlouhé vlasy.

43. na hradé Pomfretu: Hrad Pomfret v hrabstvi Yorkshire je zlovéstné misto,
kde byl v roce 1400 pravdépodobné zavrazdén kral Richard II. (viz I11/3/11).

66. ukryjem se v kostele: Podle Hallovy kroniky se kralovna AlZbéta s mlad$im
synem a dcerami odebrala do Westminsterského opatstvi, kde vyhledala azyl.

70. statni pecet: Arcibiskupovi Rotherhamovi svéfil stétni pecet krdl Edward IV.
More ve své Historii poukazuje na to, Zze odevzdat ji krdlovné byl z jeho strany
odvazny protistdtni ¢in.

Smrt{ krale Edwarda IV. nastdvd ve struktufe hry fize kolize. Trin je uprizdnén
a otevird se otdzka, kdo na néj usedne. Postava Richarda sice fyzicky na scéné ustu-
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puje do pozadi, ale v myslich lid{ je stdle pfitomné&jsi.

I11/1

54. neporusite zadnou vysadu: Buckingham jako Richarduv spojenec pfebird
iniciativu a projevuje se jako velice schopny demagog.

57. udélam vyjimku: Z repliky i jedndn{ postav je patrny nartstajici strach.

69. Julius Caesar: Povést neni doloZena. Tower zacal budovat ziejmé az Vilém
Dobyvatel (1066-1087).

79. v jeteli: Origindl cituje dobové réent, které zhruba fikd: ,Kdo je v mlddi moc
chytry, ten se stdif nedoZije.”

81. slava polni trava: Original obsahuje dvojznaény vyrok: ,Bez zdznamu nebo
moralnich kvalit (characters) Zije sldva dlouho.”

82. A mnozi skon¢i pod drnem...: V origindle se Richard pfirovndva k Nefesti,
postaveé ze stfedovékych moralit, kterd rdda pouzivala dvojznaénych vyrazi. Pieklad
volné pfevadi dvojsmysl.

86. moudfe o ni psal: Princ mé asi na mysli Caesarovy Zdpisky (Commentarii).

179. sejdem jesté zvlast: Podle Morovy Historie Richard zafidil, aby se vsichni
ti, kterym nevéfil, se$li na poradé o korunovaci prince Edwarda, zatimco on se
zv1ast tajné s hrstkou vérnych dohodl na tom, Ze se stane krélem.

185. pusinku: Viz pozn. k 1/1/73.

I11/2

69. hlavu na mosté: Utaté hlavy zrédci, nabodnuté na kulech, byly vystavova-
ny na londynském mosté.

94. Hastingsi!: Na rozdil od kvartového vydan{ nen{ ve foliovém vydéni herold
osloven jménem. Editofi folia zfejmé povazovali pouziti jména za chybu a nepfi-
klddali mu Zddny smysl. Nékteti komentitofi ale vidi ve zdvojen{ jmen autorsky
zdmér. Jména 1 lidé jsou v Richardové svété zaménitelni a konfrontace dvou jme-
novcl s odlisnym postavenim 1 riznymi osudy nepostrddd vzhledem k danému
kontextu jistou ironii.

I11/3
15. Margaretina kletba: Margaret oviem do své kletby Greye a Vaughana neza-
hrnula.

I11/4

32. v Holbornu: Londynskd ¢tvrt, kde byval paléc biskupt z Ely.

70. dévkou Shoreovou: Viz pozn. k 1/1/73.

98. zpity plavcik na $pici: Volnd parafrize podle Knihy prislovi (23.34).

I11/5

1. Umis se tfast: Richard nenf jen herec stfidajici role, ale i principél ¢&i reZisér,
ktery pro své pfedstaveni angaZuje a fid{ jiné. Zd4 se, Ze jedinym protivnikem, pted
kterym md uchvatitel trinu respekt a ktery mu stoji za takto ndroéné zinscenova-
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nou komedii, jsou ob&ané mésta.

22. hlava zradce Hastingse: V piikrém kontrastu s komicky odlehéenym vystu-
pem kolem zinscenovaného prepadenti je tato morbidni rekvizita. Richardiv mono-
log nad Hastingsovou hlavou mané pfipomind monolog Hamleta nad Yorickovou
lebkou.

29. umné zdinim ctnosti halil nectnost: Richard obvifiuje Hastingse z toho,
co pravé sam dél4.

68. ptisel trochu pozdé: Tento detail ukazuje Shakespeariv genidlni smysl pro
dokresleni dramatické situace. VystraSeny starosta, ktery oportunisticky pfistoupi na
Richardovu intriku, je nakonec je$té jemné pokdran za svou nedochvilnost.

98. Baynardova zamku: Richardovo dalii londynské sidlo. Shofelo za velkého
poZaru v Londyné v roce 1666.

I11/7

5. Lucyovou: Edward IV. byl domnéle jesté pted snatkem s Alzbétou Greyovou
tajné oddan s Elizabeth Lucyovou a mél s ni dité.

6. na dilku se Zenil ve Francii: Diplomaticky se jednalo mezi Angli{ a Francif
i 0 mozném stiatku krile Edwarda IV. s Bonou Savojskou. O tom o chvili pozdéji
mluvi i Buckingham (180). Na podkladé téchto domnének se zaklddalo naicent, Ze
Edwardovy déti nebyly legitimni.

15. skotskych vitézstvich: Richard byl v ¢ele vojska, které v roce 1482 dobylo
skotské pohrani¢ni mésto Berwick.

30. proslovy tak vzacnych lidi: V origindle se starosta vymlouvd na to, Ze ob¢a-
né jsou zvykli poslouchat pouze projevy méstského syndika, coZ byl pravnik
ustanoveny méstskou radou, jehoz tkolem bylo dohlizet na dodrZzovéni prévnich
pfedpisti. Ten pak v origindle pouze mechanicky opakuje Buckinghamovu fe¢. Pro-
tozZe jde o redlii u nds nezndmou a doslovny pfevod by mohl zatemnit vyznén{ scé-
ny, v ptekladu je onim mechanickym tlumo¢nikem Buckinghamovych slov starosta.

36. par jich kiiklo: V originéle se neur¢ité mluvi asi o deseti lidech.

184. za zenitem: Ve skuteCnosti bylo Alzbété Greyové v dobé svatby dvacet
sedm let a méla z prvniho manzelstvi i déti. S Edwardem jich pak méla jesté sedm.

219. Neklejte: Okazalou zboznosti pfipomind Richard puritiny. Je pfiznaéné, Ze si
pravé zboznost oblékl jako tu nejptipadnéjs$i masku v ,komedii“ pfed ob¢any mésta.

Treti jedndni vypravi o Richardové cesté k moci a ukazuje prostredky, kterych
vévoda pouzil k tomu, aby se zbavil svych protivnikd. Je to jednan{ plné kontrast
a paradox, ve kterém se stfidaj{ kabinetni intriky se zjevnym nésilim, demagogie
s komedif, tragika s komikou. Zatimco zbavit se hloupého, domyslivého Hastingse
byla pro Richarda hra¢ka, ml¢enlivy dav londynskych obcant pro ného predstavuje
skute¢nou hrozbu. Za podstatné pomoci Buckinghama ale Richard dosdhne svého.
Vitézstvim 171 a nésili ve zkorumpované spole¢nosti vstupuje hra do fize krize.

Iv/1
1. Clarencova dcerka: Oznaceni ,netef z rodu Plantagenetii”, které je uvedeno
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v originéle, s ohledem na ¢tendfe konkretizujeme.

30. tchyni dvou anglickych kraloven: Tedy AlZzbéty, manzelky syna Edwarda,
a Anny, nastdvajici Zeny syna Richarda.

42. za Richmondem: Jindfich Tudor, hrabé z Richmondu (pozdési Jindfich VIL.),
byl po celou dobu vlddy Edwarda IV. v emigraci v Bretani.

49. synovi: Min{ syna George, o kterém se mluvi pozdéji (IV/4/494).

73. az se ozenis: Viz pozn. k 1/2/26.

95. osmdesat let: Vévodkyni z Yorku bylo v té dobé ve skute¢nosti Sedesit osm
let.

Iv/2

24. Ptejte mi oddech: V tuto chvili se hra lomi. Dosud vérny a poslusny vyko-
navatel Richardovy vile se za¢ind ,cukat® (31). Richard dosdhl nejvy$si mety, stal
se za cenu vrazd krélem, ale aby si své postaveni pojistil, musi vrazdit dal (62). Pro
Buckinghama, ktery dosud jednal z prospéchu a koneckoncti pomdhal sice sporné-
mu, ale moznému néslednikovi trinu, je tento krok obtizné piijatelny. Od této
chvile Richard zistdvd sdm a mus{ spoléhat pouze na sebe a na lidi jiného druhu:
~Lep$i je obracet se na blbce anebo na Silence” (28), pro které ,penize jsou argu-
ment” (37).

59. Musim se ozenit s bratrovou dcerou: Tedy s AlZbétou, dcerou Edwarda IV.
a Alzbéty.

86. synem vasi Zeny: Zde je minén Richmond. Viz pozn. 1/3/20.

97. Kralem?... / rozdavaci naladu: PasdZ od verSe 97. aZ po ver§ 115. ve folio-
vém vydén{ chybi, a to zfejmé z cenzurnich davodu. Jakub I. Stuart (1603-1625)
zahrnoval svého tehdej$iho oblibence, vévodu z Buckinghamu, dary a statky.

103. Rugemount: Historka je historicky doloZena.

111. Co ma byt, bude: V originélu je na tomto misté Richardova dvojsmyslna
pozndmka zaloZena na dvojim vyznamu slova ,jack“. Buckingham je neodbytny
jako pand¢ek na hodindch, ktery rozeznivd zvonec. ,Jack” ale oznaluje i nevycho-
vaného hrubce.

118. do Brecknocku: Brecknock bylo sidlo rodiny Buckinghamu ve Walesu.

Iv/3

7. propadli litosti: Richardova vina na smrti mladych princ nebyla nikdy pro-
kézéna. Najaty vrah si na praci najal je$té otrlej$i vrahy a o vrazdé nepiimo referu-
je divékam. Dals{ z hroznych Richardovych zlo¢ina se tak opét odehrdvd mimo
zraky divéku.

39. Anna dala svétu vale: Pfi¢ina smrti Anny Nevilleové neni jasna. Podle Hal-
lovy kroniky dal Richard rozhlésit, Ze zemfela (srov. IV/2/56), a ona se bud’ utri-
pila Zalem, nebo byla otrdvena. Zemfela v bfeznu 1485, rok po smrti jediného syna,
kterého s Richardem méla.

56. Jdi svolat vojsko: Shakespeare navrsil v rychlém sledu sérii Richardovych
zlo¢int. Richard musi &elit rostouci hrozbé. V dramatické struktuie hry postupné
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graduje faze krize.

IvV/4

78. ,Ten pes je mrtev.“: Vysoce stylizovand litanie tif Zen ma charakter chéric-
kého vystupu.

176. beze mé: V origindle je vyraz Humphrey Hour, které Zddny z komentito-
i uspokojivé nevysvétlil. Vétdinou se shoduji v tom, Ze zde jde o néjakou kon-
krétni nardzku, jiz tehdej$i divaci rozuméli. Pfekliddme podle kontextu.

204. Vy mite dceru jménem Alzbéta: Dialog s Alzbétou je pozoruhodnou
obdobou ,svadéci scény” (1/2). Je zfejmé, Ze Richard hraje o vSechno, a stejné jako
jeho presvédéivosti podlehne Alzbéta, mize ji alespoti na chvili podlehnout 1 divik.
Komentitofi se pfou o to, zda Alzbéta souhlasi pouze naoko, ¢i uptimné. Zd4 se,
ze pravé takto nejednoznaéné vyznéni mél dramatik v dmyslu. Scéna md ve hte
zcela specifickou dramatickou funkei peripetie.

312. protlouka... cizinou: Dorset uprchl nejprve do Yorkshiru, pak se zdcastnil
Buckinghamova nedspé$ného povstini a nakonec odplul do Bretané a piidal se
k Richmondovi. V bitvé u Bosworthu ve skute¢nosti nebyl. Do Anglie se vratil az
v roce 1484.

366. Pii svatém Jifi...: V origindle Richard ptisahd pii podvazkovém fddu. Sub-
stituce je nutnd vzhledem k omezenému poctu slabik v pétistopém blankversu.

444. Salisbury: Mésto v hrabstvi Wiltshire.

456. Zménil jsem néazor: Po brilantnim vykonu v dialogu s Alzbétou je Richard
jako proménény. Zapomind, co fekl, je roztrzity. Jako by ztricel o dalsi déni zdjem.
Postupné sili pocit konce a zmaru, za¢ind dramatickd féze katastrofy.

475. Vel$an: Richmond byl vnuk Vel§ana Owena Tudora, jemuz vdova po Jin-
dfichu V. Katefina z Valois porodila tfi syny a dceru. Nen{ zndmo, zda se kdy vza-
li.

518. Sir Thomas Lovel: Jde o jinou osobu, nez je Richarduv kaplan lord Fran-
cis Lovell, ktery ve hte kritce vystupuje (III/5/21).

Iv/5

1. otée: Podle komentath z kritickych vyddni je osloveni v origindle ,,Sir Chris-
topher” pouze zdvofilostni. Otec Christofor Urswick byl kaplanem hrabénky
z Richmondu, Stanleyovy Zeny.

15. Rice ap Thomas: ,Ap“ se vyvinulo z ,mab“ a znamend ,syn“.

Ve ¢tvrtém jedndni dochdzi ve hie k zdsadnimu zvratu. Richard naplni své ambi-
ce a stiva se krdlem. Snaha upevnit si své postaveni ho ale Zene k dal$im krutostem,
pro které ovSem uZz nenachdzi pochopeni u svého dosud vémého pomocnika
Buckinghama. Zavrazdénim dvou princt v dramatické struktufe hry vrcholi krize.
Od této chvile nastévd Richarduv strmy pdd. Jen nakritko se pfi rozhovoru Richar-
da s Alzbétou zd4, Ze je pdd mozno odvritit, ale Richard ted musi ¢elit nejen vnéj-
$imu nebezped, ale i své ochabujici vili.

v/
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10. svatek Vsech svatych: Vévoda z Buckinghamu byl popraven 2. 11. 1483 sté-
tim sekyrou.

V/3

19. Znavené slunce: Metaforika slunce, kterd se objevila v Richardové
monologu na za¢itku, se obloukem vraci zpdtky pfed kone¢nou bitvou jako
Richmondovo §tastné znameni.

64. bélouse Surreyho: Podle kronik mél Richard bilého koné, ale jeho jméno si
zfejmé dramatik vymyslel.

179. Svicka prska: Véta v originéle zni: ,Svitka hoti modie.” To bylo povazovino
za znameni, Ze jsou pfitomni duchové.

192. tisic hlast: Pfitomnost duchti ve hfe je rovnéz prvek pifevzaty z klasické
senekovské tragédie. Richardiv monolog svou psychologickou vérohodnosti i
bésnickym vyrazem tradi¢ni schémata prekracuje. Odrazi rozboufenou mysl ¢lovéka,
ktery prochazi rozpadem osobnosti a z{istdvé na to zcela sdm: ,Nikdo mé nema4 rad,
/ az umtu, nikdo slzu neuroni.“ (200)

277. podle kalendafe: Podle kronik v den bitvy svitilo slunce.

322. mym $vagrem: Nékterd kritickd vydéni opravuji tiskovou chybu pfevzatou
Shakespearem uz z druhého vyddni Holinshedovy kroniky, kde misto ,,brother” stoji
ymother”. Richmonda v Bretani podporoval burgundsky vévoda, manzel Richardovy
sestry Margaret.

V/4

11. $est Richmondii: Hrabé z Richmondu mél v poli vojéky, ktefi se za ného
vydévali. Byla to béZznd vojenska strategie, ale i jisty projev zbabélosti.

13. Dam kralovstvi za koné!: Hrd¢ Richard ze sebe shodil strach a letargii a nasel
v sobé znovu odvahu ,vsadit vie na jedinou kartu®.

V/5

19. spojime bilou riZi s Cervenou: Bild riiZe byl heraldicky symbol Yorky,
Cervend Lancastertl. Stiatkem Jindficha Tudora, syna Edmunda Tudora a Margaret z
rodu Lancastert, s Alzbétou, dcerou krale Edwarda IV. z rodu Yorka a Alzbéty, lady
Greyové, dochdzi ke spojeni obou znepfitelenych rodi. S krilem Jindfichem VIL se
vlddy nad Anglif ujima tudorovskd dynastie.
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Lancastefi Yorkové
Jan z Gentu (1340-1399), vév. z Lancasteru, Edmund z Langley (+1402), vév. z Yorku,
étvrty syn Edwarda I11. (1327-1377) péty syn Edwarda III. (1327-1377)

1. m. Blanche z Lancasteru Catherine Swynfordovd,
+1369 milenka, 2. m. od 1396
+1403 )
Edward, Richard,
| vév. z Yorku hr. z Cambridge
% Aumerle) +1415
JINDRICH IV. John Beaufort, Henry, Thomas, ( . ;
1399-1413 hr. ze Somersetu bis. winchestersky vév. z Exeteru +1415 m. Anne Mortimerovd
+1444 +1447 +1427 |
| Richard,
vév. z Yorku
+1460
N . Cecily Nevilleové
JINDRICH V. Thomas, John, Humpbhrey, m. Lealy fevitieovd
1413-1422 vév. z Clarence vév. z Bedfordu  vév. z Gloucesteru |
+1471 +1421 +1435 +1447
s . [ EDWARD IV. Edmund, George, RICHARD III.
m. Katiriri% ; Valois m. Eleonor Cobhamové 1461-1483 hr. z Rutlandu vév. z Clarence 1483-1485
m. Alzbéta Woodvilleovd, +1460 +1478 m. Anna Nevilleov4
dt. lady Greyova m. Isabella Nevilleovd +1485
+1492 +1476
i John Beaufort, Jana Edmund,
J H\LI‘)Z%E?A&HVI' hr. ze Somersetu  m. JAKUB L, vév. ze Somersetu L .
a7 +1410 kral skotsky +1455 Alzbéta EDWARD V. Richard,
m. Mar t z Anj 1406-1437 +1§03 +1483 vév. z Yorku
- viargaret z Anjou m. JINDRICH VIL +1483
+1482 1485-1509
viz konec vétve
Margaret lancasterské
+1509
E_Ifllvz‘:;rld m. Edmund Tudor,
A Nevilleova hr. z Richmondu
sn. Anna Nevilleovi 1456
(syn Owena Tudora
- popr. 1461 - Edward Margaret Edward
a Katefiny, vdovy +1499 +1541 +1484
po Jindfichu V)
JINDRICH VII. Pozn. Jména osob, které se vyskytuji ve hie Krdl Richard III. nebo se tu o nich
1485-1509 mluvi, jsou vyti§téna tu¢né.

Jména krdlu a kraloven jsou v Ceskych tvarech.

Sedmym, nejmlad$im synem Edwarda III. byl Thomas Woodstock, vévoda
z Gloucesteru (1355-1397), ptedek vévodu z Buckinghamu.

Rodokmen nenfi dplny, ale pouze informativni.

m. = manZel/ka; sn. = snoubenka; hr. = hrab¢; vév. = vévoda; bis. = biskup



