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PREDMLUVA

nout své zemi. Je prvni hrou Shakespearovy druhé historické tetra-

logie, jiz déle tvoti dva dily Kréle Jindficha IV. a Kral Jindfich V.
Zatimco prvni historicka tetralogie (trojdilny Kral Jindfich VI. a Kral Ri-
chard IIL.), napsand v letech 1590 az 1593, sleduje pdd mocné Lancaster-
ské dynastie az po ndstup Tudorovcl v obdobi mezi lety 1422 az 1485,
druhi tetralogie, napsand v letech 1595 az 1599, se vraci hloubéji do minu-
losti a déjové prvni ¢tvefici her pfedchazi. Sleduje naopak vzestup Lancas-
tert mezi lety 1398 az 1420, od sesazeni krdle Richarda II. aZ po triumfal-
ni vitézstvi Jindficha V. v bitvé u Azincourtu a smir s Francii korunovany
krdlovskym statkem.

Napsénim tf{ Zdnrové odlisnych her v rychlém sledu za sebou: tragédie
Romeo a Julie, komedie Sen ¢arovné noci a historie Kral Richard II.,
potvrdil Shakespeare uz v poloviné devadesétych let Sestnictého stoleti své
viestranné mistrovstvi a stal se nejuzndvanéj$im dramatikem své doby.

Hra o mocenském pfevratu v zemi napsand a provozovani v dobé, kdy
Anglii vlddla vice nez Sedesatiletd bezdétnd krilovna Alzbéta 1., vzbuzo-
vala mezi divdky velkou pozornost. O aktudlnosti hry svédéi nejen velky
pocet repriz, ale nade vSe 1 skute¢nost, Ze si jeji uvedeni z propagandistic-
kych duvodia objednal hrabé Essex v pfedvecer spiknuti, pfi némz chtél
kralovnu sesadit. Udajné se AlZbéta v jednom rozhovoru ke krali Richardo-
vi II. sama pfirovnala. Fakt je, Ze snad nejpusobivéjsi scéna hry, v niz se
Richard II. vzdava krdlovské koruny a preddvd ji Jindfichu Bolingbrokovi,
byla z cenzurnich davoda z textu vyskrtnuta a vritila se do hry az po kra-
lovniné smrti.

Uvédi se hned nékolik prament, ze kterych dramatik cerpal. Byly to
zejména Kroniky Anglie, Skotska a Irska (1587) Raphaela Holinsheda a epic-
ka bésert Samuela Daniela Obcanské vdlky (1595). Objevuji se ale odkazy i na
fadu dalsich zdroju. Existuje teorie, Ze misto kompilace moznych éetnych
prament adaptoval dramatik nedochovanou hru o Richardu II., kterd
mohla byt druhou ¢asti hry Woodstock od nezndmého autora. Ta zahrnuje
piedeslé obdobi Richardova zivota od roku 1382, kdy si patnictilety
Richard vzal za 7enu Annu Ceskou, dceru Karla IV., a2 po rok 1397, kdy
Richard s nejvétsi pravdépodobnosti zosnoval smrt svého ambiciézniho

I : ral Richard IL. je pfibéh vlddce, ktery sdm sebe pfipravil o pravo vlad-



stryce a protektora Thomase z Woodstocku, aby tak ziskal a upevnil svou
moc.

Alkoli je Kral Richard II. fazen k hrdm historickym, autor zde nena-
biz{ barvitou historickou fresku jako v Krali Jindfichovi VI. Soustfedénim
pozornosti na titulni postavu navazuje spie na Kréale Richarda III. Ale
zatimco Krél Richard III. je politické drama o mechanismu moci v roz-
vriceném svété, Kral Richard II. je navic i psychologické a basnické drama
o rozvriceném c¢lovéku.

D¢j hry zaéind v roce 1398, kdy krél uz drzi vladu v rukou. Vina z mi-
nulosti je ale neustéle v pozadi pfitomna a vyvoldvd fetézec ndsledki ve-
doucich k jeho sesazen{ a smrti. Jako u jinych autorovych histori{ vel{ tomu
tak nedprosnd logika déjinnych procesu, ve kterych kiivda plodi spravedli-
vou odplatu, odplatu provézi dalsi kiivda a ta zas vold po nové odplaté.

Kral Richard II. je hrou ritudld, nacatych, ale nedokonéenych déja. Do
detailu se pfedvadi ceremonial tivodu rytifského souboje, ale souboj nezad-
ne. Vévoda z Yorku buntuje k odporu proti vojenské intervenci, ale lordové
mu uteou k nepfiteli, krdl Richard shromazdi na svou podporu armadu
wel§skych vojéka, ale Wel$ané ho nechaji na holi¢kdch. V zemi probihd pfe-
vrat proti krdli, ale je jen naznacen v symbolickém obrazu zemé jako zane-
dbané zahrady ve vystupu Zahradnika a jeho druhu. Chysta se vzpoura pro-
ti novému kréli, ale je v zdrodku zmafena. V této historické hie neni ani
jedind bitevni scéna. Dramatickym konfliktem je zde totiZ pfedevsim stiet
povah a postoju. Dulezitym déjovym prvkem je pak vyvoj charakteru obou
hlavnich postav.

Hra je postavena na kontrastu dvou principu. Podle tradi¢niho fidu
kiestanské spole¢nosti je panovnik nedotknutelny a rebelie proti nému je
poru$enim bozich zédkonu. Soucasné m4 ale krél povinnost vlddnout moud-
fe a ku prospéchu zemé. Konflikt nastdvé, kdyz vladce tuto povinnost poru-
$1. Na tomto zdkladé stavi dramatik dva soubéZné ptibéhy o pddu a vzestu-
pu krale. Richard II., poznamenany vinou z minulosti, je $patny vladce:
py$ny, arogantni slaboch, manipulovany svymi pfiznivci. Stévé se skiidcem
Anglie. Kombinaci vlastnich charakterovych vad, nepiizné osudu i odporu
protivnika je zbaven vlidy. Teprve pfipraveny o vSechny krdlovské atributy
nachdz{ sdm sebe. Nakonec svede odvéZny nerovny boj o Zivot. Proti nému
stoji Jindfich Bolingbroke. Jeho pfe je spravedlivd. Krdlovym bezpridvim byl
zbaveny vieho a na oplatku zas vSechno krali vezme. Jako uzurpitor kra-
lovské moci se ale provini proti Bohu a je pouze otdzkou ¢asu, kdy a jakym
zplsobem se mu to vymsti. Pfedzvést budouciho rozvratu v zemi za ,vélky
raz{“ mezi Lancastery a Yorky je ve hie vdudypfitomnd.

Ve stietu odlisnych povah dvou vlddet nastoluje autor téma, které se

bude v jeho hrich objevovat stile ¢astéji. Je jim protiklad mezi schopnosti
vlddnout a lidskosti, mezi politickou moc{ a moralni zodpovédnosti. Uzur-
pator trinu Jindfich neni v Shakespearové podani personifikaci zla, jakou
byl do zna¢né miry jeho krédl Richard III. Kfivdé na pocitku hry ¢eli state¢-
né a v té dobé ma sympatie autora i divdka. Ale jak co muZ ¢inu a rozeny
vlddce krd¢i neodvratné k moci, s nartstajicimi mocenskymi ambicemi své
lidské kvality a na$e sympatie ztrici. Naopak pddem z vy$in moci do nico-
ty se v kréli Richardovi II. ¢lovék rodi a s jeho zmoudienim rostou i divé-
kovy sympatie.

Vedle ptibéhu dvou stéZejnich postav probihd hrou paraleln{ ptibéh
vévody z Yorku a jeho syna Aumerla, ktef{ se ocitaji v soukoli politickych
promén v zemi a laviruji mezi soupeticimi stranami. Otdzka loajality k vlad-
ci a pevnosti morélnich postoju je dalsi velké téma, jimZ tato hra pfekradu-
je hranice své doby.

Hra Kral Richard II. je pozoruhodnd i po formalni strince. Na rozdil
od jinych her, kde lidové postavy mluvi v préze, je celd tato hra ve ver$ich,
z velké &asti rymovanych. Sebestfedny Richard je muz emoci, basnik, jenz
kazdé své hnuti mysli a proménu nélady promitd do slov a tchvatnych bés-
nickych obrazi. Zejména pro jeho monology je toto drama nejlyriétéjsi
historickou hrou v Shakespearové kdnonu a sém Richard jednou z nejpuso-
bivéjsich muZskych postav, jakou dramatik vytvofil.

Shakespeare byl zjevné pozorny k osudim Anglie. V zrcadle jejich déjin
nachdzel pfedev$im memento pro svou dobu a své soucasniky. Hrou Kral
Richard II. poprvé vyraznéji ukizal, Ze nebezpedi pro zemi nemusi spodi-
vat pouze ve vééném kolobéhu boje 0 moc, ale tkvi ¢asto v dusi a povaze
vlddce. Pohledem do nitra postavy a popisem jejiho vyvoje pfedjima histo-
rickd hra Kral Richard II. tragédie Hamlet ¢i Kral Lear.
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DRAMATIS PERSONAE

KING RICHARD THE SECOND

JOHN OF GAUNT, Duke of Lancaster - uncle to the King

EDMUND LANGLEY, Duke of York - uncle to the King

HENRY BOLINGBROKE, Duke of Herford, son of John of Gaunt,
afterwards King Henry IV

DUKE OF AUMERLE, son of the Duke of York

THOMAS MOWBRAY, Duke of Norfolk

QUEEN to King Richard

DUCHESS OF GLOUCESTER

DUCHESS OF YORK

BUSHY

BAGOT followers of King Richard

GREEN

DUKE OF SURREY

EARL OF SALISBURY

LORD BERKELEY

EARL OF NORTHUMBERLAND

HARRY PERCY, his son

LORD ROSS

LORD WILLOUGHBY

LORD FITZWATER

BISHOP OF CARLISLE

ABBOT OF WESTMINSTER

LORD MARSHAL

SIR PIERCE OF EXTON

SIR STEPHEN SCROOP

CAPTAIN of a band of Welshmen

Gardener, Keeper, Groom.

Ladies attending on the Queen, lords, heralds, soldiers, attendants.

SCENE: England and Wales

OSOBY

KRAL RICHARD II.

JOHN Z GAUNTU, vévoda z Lancasteru — kralv stryc

EDMUND LANGLEY, vévoda z Yorku - kralav stryc

]INDRICH BOLINGBROKE, vévoda z Herfordu, syn Johna z Gauntu,
pozdéji krél Jindfich IV.

VEVODA Z AUMERLU, syn vévody z Yorku

THOMAS MOWBRAY, vévoda z Norfolku

KRALOVNA, chot krile Richarda

VEVODKYNE Z GLOSTERU

VEVODKYNE Z YORKU

BUSHY

BAGOT stoupenci kréle Richarda

GREEN

VEVODA ZE SURREY

HRABE ZE SALISBURY

LORD BERKELEY

HRABE Z NORTHUMBERLANDU

HARRY PERCY, jeho syn

LORD ROSS

LORD WILLOUGHBY

LORD FITZWATER

BISKUP Z CARLISLU

OPAT Z WESTMINSTERU

MARSALEK

SIR PIERCE Z EXTONU

SIR STEPHEN SCROOP

KAPITAN welsského vojska

Zahradnik, Zaléinik, Stolba.

Dvorni ddmy, $lechtici, heroldové, vojici, slouzici.

MISTO DEJE: Anglie a Wales
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ACT I.

SCENE 1.
LONDON. KING RICHARD II’S PALACE.

Enter Richard 11, John of Gaunt, with other nobles and attendants.

Old John of Gaunt, time-honour’d Lancaster,
Hast thou, according to thy oath and band,
Brought hither Henry Herford thy bold son,
Here to make good the boisterous late appeal,
Which then our leisure would not let us hear,
Against the Duke of Norfolk, Thomas Mowbray?

[ have, my liege.
Tell me, moreover, hast thou sounded him,
If he appeal the duke on ancient malice;

Or worthily, as a good subject should,
On some known ground of treachery in him?

As near as I could sift him on that argument,
On some apparent danger seen in him
Aimed at your highness, no inveterate malice.

Then call them to our presence; face to face,
And frowning brow to brow, ourselves will hear
The accuser and the accused freely speak:
High-stomached are they both, and full of ire,
In rage deaf as the sea, hasty as fire.

Enter Henry Bolingbroke and Thomas Mowbray.

Many years of happy days befall
My gracious sovereign, my most loving liege!

Each day still better other’s happiness;
Until the heavens, envying earth’s good hap,
Add an immortal title to your crown!

We thank you both: yet one but flatters us,

As well appeareth by the cause you come;
Namely to appeal each other of high treason.
Cousin of Herford, what dost thou object
Against the Duke of Norfolk, Thomas Mowbray?
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JEDNANTI I.

SCENA 1.
LONDYN. V PALACI KRALE RICHARDA I1.

Vystoupi Richard I1., John z Gauntu a dalsi slechtici a druZina.

Johne z Gauntu, ctihodny Lancastere,
pfivedl jsi ndm, jak jsi slibil, svého
chrabrého syna Jindficha, jenz chtél
minule obZalovat ze zrady

Thomase Mowbraye, vévodu z Norfolku,
ale ja na néj tehdy nemél cas?

Pfivedl, Sire.

A povéz, otukal sis ho, zda neni
jen veden z4sti vaci vévodovi,

ale jednd co dbaly poddany,

a bude schopen zradu prokézat?

V té véci jsem ho pfisné vyzpovidal.
Zda se, ze vede ho spi§ obava

o Vase Velienstvo nezli z4st.

Zavolejte je. Chcem je vidét, jak si
tvaii v tvaf, zlobné Celo proti Celu
zalobce s Zalovanym feknou své.
Oba jsou zatvrzeli, plni hnévu,

hlusi jak mofe v boufi k svému fevu.

Vystoupi Jindrich Bolingbroke a Thomas Mowbray.

KéZ mnoho $tastnych dni a let ndm vlddne
néd$ vzdcny panovnik a drahy kral!

Ké7 kazdy den vdm nese vice zdaru,

az nebe zemskym $téstim zahanbené
obdaf{ nesmrtelnost{ v4$ trin!

Dik obéma, v$ak od jednoho z vis
jsou to jen lichotky, kdyz vinite se

navzdjem z velezrady. Bratrance

z Herfordu, co mas proti vévodovi
z Norfolku, Thomasi Mowbrayovi?
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First heaven be the record to my speech! 30
In the devotion of a subject’s love,

Tendering the precious safety of my prince,

And free from other misbegotten hate,

Come [ appellant to this princely presence.

Now, Thomas Mowbray, do I turn to thee, 35
And mark my greeting well; for what I speak

My body shall make good upon this earth,

Or my divine soul answer it in heaven.

Thou art a traitor and a miscreant,

Too good to be so and too bad to live, 40
Since the more fair and crystal is the sky,

The uglier seem the clouds that in it fly.

Once more, the more to aggravate the note,

With a foul traitor’s name stuff I thy throat;

And wish, so please my sovereign, ere I move, 45
What my tongue speaks my right drawn sword
may prove.

Let not my cold words here accuse my zeal.

*Tis not the trial of a woman’s war,

The bitter clamour of two eager tongues,

Can arbitrate this cause betwixt us twain; 50
The blood is hot that must be cooled for this.

Yet can I not of such tame patience boast

As to be hushed and nought at all to say:

First, the fair reverence of your highness curbs me
From giving reins and spurs to my free speech; 55
Which else would post until it had returned

These terms of treason doubled down his throat;
Setting aside his high blood’s royalty,

And let him be no kinsman to my liege,

I do defy him, and I spit at him; 60
Call him a slanderous coward and a villain,

Which to maintain I would allow him odds,

And meet him, were I tied to run afoot

Even to the frozen ridges of the Alps,

Or any other ground inhabitable, 65
Where ever Englishman durst set his foot.

Mean time let this defend my loyalty,

By all my hopes, most falsely doth he lie.

Pale trembling coward, there I throw my gage,
Disclaiming here the kindred of the king, 70
And lay aside my high blood’s royalty,

16
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Nejprve kéZ mi nebe dosvédei,
ze ptichdzim pted Vase Veli¢enstvo,
nikoli abych hojil vlastni z4sf,
vSak proto abych oddané a s ldskou
ochranil kréle pfed nebezpedim.
Thomasi Mowbrayi, sly3, co ti feknu.
Poslouchej dobfe, nebot za sva slova
ruéim svym télem tady na zemi
a nesmrtelnou dusi v nebesich.
Jsi lump. Moc velky pan pro nizkou zradu,
a ptili§ nizky pro to, abys zil.
Cim jasn&jii je nebe nad nimi,
tim tmavsi je mrak, co ho zacldni.
Znovu a znovu jesté mnohokrit
té budu ostouzet a zrddcem zvit.
A jen si pfeji, aby moji fe¢
ukon¢it mohl v tvé hrudi

muj mec.
Zachovadm klid, i kdyZ mé bere vztek.
N4$ spor se prece nedd vyfesit
$ermovanim dvou ostrych jazyku,
jako kdyz val¢i mezi sebou Zenské.
Tohle je tieba fesit s chladnou hlavou.
Ale tak vzicné trpélivy nejsem,
abych to nechal bez odpovédi:
Jen tcta k vAm mé, kréli, svazuje,
jinak bych pustil jazyk z otéze
a jeho obvinénf{ ze zrady
mu dvakrét nacpal zpitky do chitinu.
Pominul bych, Ze je v43 ptibuzny
a ze ma v zildch panovnickou krev,
ozval bych se a plivl na ného,
ekl mu, Ze je pomlouvac a sketa,
a mecem bych to potom dokazal,
tfeba i kdybych musel vy$plhat
az na ledovce Alp ¢i bit se s nim
v kdejaké jiné pustiné, kam nikdy
se neodvazil Zddny Angli¢an.
Prozatim ale prohlasuji, Ze
pfi vSem, co je mi svaté, ten chlap IZe.
Zbabély lotfe, tady je mé vyzva. (Hod: rukavici)
Na moje ptibuzenstvi s kralem nehled
a neohliZej se na moji krev.
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Which fear, not reverence, makes thee to except.

If guilty dread have left thee so much strength

As to take up mine honour’s pawn, then stoop.

By that and all the rites of knighthood else, 75
Will T make good against thee, arm to arm,

What I have spoke, or thou canst worse devise.

[ take it up; and by that sword 1 swear (Takes up the gage)
Which gently laid my knighthood on my shoulder,

I'll answer thee in any fair degree, 80
Or chivalrous design of knightly trial;

And when I mount, alive may I not light,

If I be traitor or unjustly fight!

What doth our cousin lay to Mowbray’s charge?
[t must be great that can inherit us 85
So much as of a thought of ill in him.

Look what I speak, my life shall prove it true;

That Mowbray hath received eight thousand nobles

In name of lendings for your highness’ soldiers,

The which he hath detained for lewd employments, 90
Like a false traitor and injurious villain.

Besides I say and will in battle prove,

Or here or elsewhere to the furthest verge

That ever was surveyed by English eye,

That all the treasons for these eighteen years 95
Complotted and contrived in this land

Fetch from false Mowbray their first head and spring.
Further I say and further will maintain

Upon his bad life to make all this good,

That he did plot the Duke of Gloucester’s death, 100
Suggest his soon-believing adversaries,

And consequently, like a traitor coward,

Sluiced out his innocent soul through streams of blood,
Which blood, like sacrificing Abel’s, cries,

Even from the tongueless caverns of the earth, 105
To me for justice and rough chastisement;

And, by the glorious worth of my descent,

This arm shall do it, or this life be spent.

How high a pitch his resolution soars!

Thomas of Norfolk, what say’st thou to this? 110
O, let my sovereign turn away his face

And bid his ears a little while be deaf,

Till T have told this slander of his blood,

How God and good men hate so foul a liar.

18

Stejné to délas ze strachu, ne z Ucty.
A jestli strach ti nevzal zbytky sil,
sehni se pro tu zdstavu mé cti.

Pak podle rytifského fddu véem
prokdzu v boji tvoji velezradu

a pfedejdu tak jesté hor§im vécem.

MOWBRAY Prijimdm vyzvu a pii medi, jimz jsem (Zvedne rukavici)

byl kdysi pasovany na rytite,
pfisahdm, Ze se s tebou budu bit

v Cestném souboji podle pravidel.
Af rad$i mrtvy padnu z koné, nez
na sobé nechat takhle sprostou lez.

RICHARD Bratrance, prozrad ndm, co udélal?
Jen velmi vdZny pfe¢in moh by zvratit
vyte¢né minéni, jeZ o ném mime.

JINDRICH Reknu to a sviij Zivot za to d4m.
Mowbray vzal tfi tisice liber, které
byly uréeny vasim vojdkim,
a pouil je pro své podlé zdjmy,
dmz projevil se jako lump a zlodé;.
Navic tu tvrdim a svym medéem stvrdim,
af zde ¢ na té nejvzdalené;si
vyspé, kam Angli¢an kdy dohlédl,
Ze zdrojem vSech téch spiknuti a vzpour,
co osmndct let nds tu suzuji,
je fale$nik a zrddce Thomas Mowbray.
Dél prohlasuji, a to zlo lze smyt
jen smrti toho $pinavce, Ze chtél
dat zabit Woodstocka, vévodu z Glostru.
Pfemlouval k vrazdé jeho nepfatele,
a nakonec té dusi nevinné
zékeiné, zbabéle sdm prolil krev,
ktera se jako obét Abelova
az z némych hlubin zemé dovolévd
k ndm spravedlnosti a odplaty.
Cest veli mi, af zradu potrestim.
Bud' zabiju ho, nebo padnu sam.

RICHARD Jak vzletné mluvi o svém odhodlani!
Thomasi z Norfolku, jak odpovis?

MOWBRAY Prosim vis, Sire, odvratte svij zrak
a zacpéte si usi, nez té skvrné
na vasem slavném rodu vypovim,
jak Bth a dobfi lidé soudi lhifte.
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Mowbray, impartial are our eyes and ears. 115
Were he my brother, nay, my kingdom’s heir,

As he is but my father’s brother’s son,

Now, by my sceptre’s awe, I make a vow,

Such neighbour nearness to our sacred blood

Should nothing privilege him, nor partialize 120
The unstooping firmness of my upright soul.

He is our subject, Mowbray; so art thou.

Free speech and fearless I to thee allow.

Then, Bolingbroke, as low as to thy heart,

Through the false passage of thy throat, thou liest. 125
Three parts of that receipt I had for Calais

Disbursed I duly to his highness’ soldiers;

The other part reserved I by consent,

For that my sovereign liege was in my debt

Upon remainder of a dear account, 130
Since last I went to France to fetch his queen.

Now swallow down that lie. For Gloucester’s death,

I slew him not; but to my own disgrace

Neglected my sworn duty in that case.

For you, my noble Lord of Lancaster, 135
The honourable father to my foe

Once did I lay an ambush for your life,

A trespass that doth vex my grieved soul

But ere I last received the sacrament

[ did confess it, and exactly begged 140
Your grace’s pardon, and I hope I had it.

This is my fault: as for the rest appeal’d,

It issues from the rancour of a villain,

A recreant and most degenerate traitor

Which in myself I boldly will defend; 145
And interchangeably hurl down my gage

Upon this overweening traitor’s foot,

To prove myself a loyal gentleman (Throws down his gage)
Even in the best blood chambered in his bosom.

In haste whereof, most heartily I pray 150
Your highness to assign our trial day.

Wrath-kindled gentlemen, be ruled by me;

Let’s purge this choler without letting blood.

This we prescribe, though no physician;

Deep malice makes too deep incision; 155
Forget, forgive; conclude and be agreed;

Our doctors say this is no month to bleed.
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RICHARD Muj zrak i sluch jsou zcela nestranné.
[ kdyby byl mym bratrem, néslednikem,
nikoli pouze synem mého stryce,
pfi svatém Zezlu krale pfisahdm,
Ze ani takhle blizkd spfiznénost
mu nezaru¢i zddnou protekei
a neohne mé pevné zisady.
Je jak ty, Mowbrayi, mym poddanym.
Bez obav mluv, j4 ti to dovolim.

MOWBRAY Pak, Bolingbroku, fal$i naplnény

od srdce k dstim, fikdm ti, Ze 1Zes.

T ¢tvrtiny téch penéz pro vojsko

jsem v Calais fddné rozdélil, ¢st ¢tvrtou
si s dovolenim kréle ponechal

co tddnou odménu za fddnou préci,
kterou jsem pro néj vykonal, kdyz jsem
mu z Francie pfivezl krilovnu.

Svou IZi se udav. Nezabil jsem Glostra,
i kdyz, jak ke své hanbé pfipoustim,
jsem tehdy zanedbal svou povinnost.
Pokud jde o vés, vzdcny Lancastere,
vam, ctény ot¢e mého nepfitele,

jsem kdysi usiloval o Zivot

a dodnes mi to v dusi hlod4, ale

jesté nez jsem se knézi vyzpovidal,
vam jsem to pfiznal a vis pozadal

o odpusténi, které jste mi dal.

V tom citim vinu. V8echno ostatni
jsou pusté Zvasty toho pomlouvace,
vérolomného biddka a zrddce,

proti nimZ musim se v§{ moc{ brénit.
Oplatkou proto hézim rukavici

tomu nadutci k nohdm, abych mohl
dokazat vzacnou krvi z jeho zil

v souboji kréli svoji oddanost. (Hod: rukavici)
Proto vas prosim, Sire, abyste

rozhodl o ¢ase a o misté.

RICHARD Dost, zufivci! Ted mluvim ji. V4§ neduh
lze vylé¢it 1 bez pousténi Zilou.
J4 nejsem feléar, ale tohle vim.
Kdo zufi, zahrdv4 si se zdravim.
Odpustte, zapomerite, nechte byt.
Doktofi radi: ,Zachovejte klid.”
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Good uncle, let this end where it begun;
We’ll calm the Duke of Norfolk, you your son.

To be a make-peace shall become my age. 160
Throw down, my son, the Duke of Norfolk’s gage.

And, Norfolk, throw down his.

When, Harry, when?
Obedience bids I should not bid again.

Norfolk, throw down, we bid; there is no boot.

Myself I throw, dread sovereign, at thy foot. 165
My life thou shalt command, but not my shame.

The one my duty owes; but my fair name,

Despite of death that lives upon my grave,

To dark dishonour’s use thou shalt not have.

[ am disgraced, impeached and baffled here, 170
Pierced to the soul with slander’s venomed spear,

The which no balm can cure but his heart-blood
Which breathed this poison.

Rage must be withstood.
Give me his gage. Lions make leopards tame.

Yea, but not change his spots. Take but my shame. 175
And I resign my gage. My dear dear lord,

The purest treasure mortal times afford

Is spotless reputation. That away,

Men are but gilded loam or painted clay.

A jewel in a ten-times-barred-up chest 180
Is a bold spirit in a loyal breast.

Mine honour is my life; both grow in one.

Take honour from me, and my life is done.

Then, dear my liege, mine honour let me try;

In that I live and for that will I die. 185
Cousin, throw up your gage; do you begin.

O, God defend my soul from such deep sin!

Shall I seem crestfallen in my father’s sight?

Or with pale beggar-fear impeach my height

Before this out-dared dastard? Ere my tongue 190
Shall wound my honour with such feeble wrong,

Or sound so base a parle, my teeth shall tear

The slavish motive of recanting fear,

And spit it bleeding in his high disgrace,

Where shame doth harbour, even in Mowbray’s face. 195
Exit John of Gaunt.
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Stryci, prestatime pétrat, ¢f je vina.
Jé zkrotim Norfolka, vy svého syna.
Mé stafi si ve smiflivosti hovi.
Vrat, synku, rukavici Norfolkovi.
Norfolku, ty mu vraf tu jeho.

Dost!
Chce$ odpirat snad otci poslusnost?

(K Norfolkovi) Porou¢im ti to. Hod ji k jeho nohdm.

Radéji sdm se k va$im nohdm vrhdm.
Vy smite porucit mi na smrt jit,
v tom poslechnu vis, ale pfipravit
mé o mé dobré jméno nemuzete.
To musi pfezit mé na tomhle svété.
Jsem zneuctény, zhanobeny tou
jedovatou a hnusnou pomluvou
tohohle grizla. Jenom jeho krev
tu rdnu vydisti.

Uti$ svij hnév!
Rukavici! Lev leoparda zkroti.
Vsak skvrny nezmizi. AZ on mi vrati
mou povést, vratim rukavici. Pane,
nad vSechno zlato drazii je, kdyZ méme
neposkvrnénou Cest. Bez ni by byl
lovek jen bléto, pozlaceny jil.
Smély duch v téle stokrat vic ma ceny
nez poklad na sto zimkd uzamceny.
Zivot a Cest se neda oddélit.
Zbavte mé cti a nebudu moct Zit.
Své cti se nedokdzu nikdy vzdat.
Pro ni chci Zit a za ni umirat.
Bratrance, ustup! Norfolk pfili§ zpych.
Chran Buh, abych j4 spichal tenhle htich!
Takhle se ponizit madm pied otcem?
A téhle sketé ukdzat, Ze jsem
hordi nez on? Nez zbavit se své cti
tim, Ze ddm prachod vlastn{ slabosti
smiflivou fedi, rad$i ukousnu si
jazyk za slova, kterd se mi hnusf,
a s proudem krve, kterd zlosti vie,
plivnu ho Norfolkovi do tvéfe.

Odeyde John z Gauntu.
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We were not born to sue, but to command;

Which since we cannot do to make you friends,

Be ready, as your lives shall answer it,

At Coventry, upon Saint Lambert’s day.

There shall your swords and lances arbitrate 200
The swelling difference of your settled hate.

Since we can not atone you, we shall see

Justice design the victor’s chivalry.

Lord marshal, command our officers at arms

Be ready to direct these home alarms. 205

Exeunt.

SCENE 2.
THE DUKE OF LANCASTER’S PALACE.

Enter John of Gaunt with the Duchess of Gloucester.
Alas, the part I had in Woodstock’s blood

Doth more solicit me than your exclaims,

To stir against the butchers of his life!

But since correction lieth in those hands

Which made the fault that we cannot correct, 5
Put we our quarrel to the will of heaven;

Who, when they see the hours ripe on earth,

Will rain hot vengeance on offenders’ heads.

Finds brotherhood in thee no sharper spur?

Hath love in thy old blood no living fire? 10
Edward’s seven sons, whereof thyself art one,

Were as seven vials of his sacred blood,

Or seven fair branches springing from one root:

Some of those seven are dried by nature’s course,

Some of those branches by the Destinies cut; 15
But Thomas, my dear lord, my life, my Gloucester,
One vial full of Edward’s sacred blood,

One flourishing branch of his most royal root,

Is cracked, and all the precious liquor spilt,

Is hacked down, and his summer leaves all faded, 20
By envy’s hand and murder’s bloody axe.

Ah, Gaunt, his blood was thine! That bed, that womb,
That mettle, that self mould, that fashioned thee

Made him a man; and though thou livest and breathest,
Yet art thou slain in him; thou dost consent 25

24
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Krél neprosi, krél pfikazuje, proto

kdyZz nedokédZeme vds usmifit,

na svatého Lamberta v Coventry

vas chceme vidét v souboji se bit.

Meéem a kopim skoncete ten spor, 200
jenz plodi ve vds jenom z4sf a vzdor.

Kdyz jsem vés pfesvédoval k smiru plané,

at tedy o pravdé rozhodnou zbrané.

Marsélku, at heroldi jsou pfichystdni

a spravedlivé Hdi toto kldni. 205
Odejdon.

SCENA 2.
V PALACI VEVODY Z LANCASTERU.

Vystoupi Jobn z Gauntu s Vévodkyni z Glosteru.

Woodstockova bratrskd krev v mych Zilach

mé vic nez tvoje nitky pobizi,

abych se jeho vrahum postavil.

Moc trestat zlo¢in ma viak vinik sdm,

a ten je pro nds nedotknutelny. 5
Rad¢ji svéfme nadi kitvdu nebi.

A7 tam usoudi, Ze ¢as dole dozril,

na hlavy vrahu seslou krutou pomstu.

Bratrsky cit uz v tobé ochladl?

Zivouci Zar tvé krve staffm zhas? 10
Edward mél sedm synt. Patfi§ k nim.

Do sedmi pohéru vlil svoji krev,

do sedmi vétvi vyslal vzicnou mizu.

Nékteré ¢asem uschly, jak to byvd,

nékteré ufal nelitostny osud, 15
v$ak Thomas, m®j muz, muj Zivot, muj Gloster,
nédoba plnd krve krdlovské,

kvetouci odnoz krilovského kmene,

pod krvavou sekerou vraha kles,

z ufaté vétve list{ odlétlo, 20
nédoba praskla, vzicny mok se vylil.

To byla, Gaunte, tvé krev. Stejné loZe

i lino, ze kterého vysels ty,

zrodily jeho. I kdyz dychds, Zijes,

s nim jsi byl zabit. Smrt vlastniho otce 25

25
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In some large measure to thy father’s death,

In that thou seest thy wretched brother die,
Who was the model of thy father’s life.

Call it not patience, Gaunt; it is despair.

In suffering thus thy brother to be slaughtered,
Thou showest the naked pathway to thy life,
Teaching stern murder how to butcher thee.
That which in mean men we intitle patience

Is pale cold cowardice in noble breasts.

What shall I say? To safeguard thine own life,

The best way is to venge my Gloucester’s death.

God’s is the quarrel; for God’s substitute,

His deputy anointed in His sight,

Hath caused his death: the which if wrongfully,
Let heaven revenge; for I may never lift

An angry arm against His minister.

Where then, alas, may I complain myself?
To God, the widow’s champion and defence.

Why, then, I will. Farewell, old Gaunt.

Thou goest to Coventry, there to behold

Our cousin Herford and fell Mowbray fight.

O, sit my husband’s wrongs on Herford’s spear,
That it may enter butcher Mowbray’s breast!
Or, if misfortune miss the first career,

Be Mowbray’s sins so heavy in his bosom,
They may break his foaming courser’s back,
And throw the rider headlong in the lists,

A caitiff recreant to my cousin Herford!

Farewell, old Gaunt. Thy sometimes brother’s wife

With her companion grief must end her life.

Sister, farewell; I must to Coventry.
As much good stay with thee as go with me!

Yet one word more: grief boundeth where it falls,

Not with the empty hollowness, but weight.

I take my leave before I have begun,

For sorrow ends not when it seemeth done.
Commend me to thy brother, Edmund York.
Lo, this is all: nay, yet depart not so;

Though this be all, do not so quickly go;

I shall remember more. Bid him - ah, what? -
With all good speed at Plashy visit me.

Alack, and what shall good old York there see
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v podstaté schvalujes, kdyzZ se jen divés,
jak jeho pravy odlitek, tvij bratr,

byl zbaven Zivota. To neni, Gaunte,
trpélivost. Ne, to je ubohost.

Kdyz strpi§ vrazdu svého bratra, pak
odkryvés cestu k svému Zivotu

a udis vrahy, jak té podfiznout.

Co kméni maji za opatrnost,

je pro vznesené lidi zbabélost.

Co ti mdm jesté fict? Sdm sebe spasis
jen tak, Ze pomsti§ vrazdu mého Glostra!
Svéfim to Bohu. BozZi zéstupce

a Bohem pomazany panovnik

tou smrti zhfesil. Pokud to byl htich,
nebe ho ztrestd. Pfece nemuzu

bojovat proti sluzebniku Pané.

U koho mam pak hledat zastin{?
Buh vdovim pomdha. K nému se obrat!

Nic vic mi nezbyvd. Bud' sbohem, Gaunte.

Jdes jisté do Coventry na souboyj

syna Jindficha s lumpem Mowbrayem.
Kéz7 kfivda na mém muzi vede kopi
synovce ptimo do hrudi té stviry!
Nebo kdyz prvni rinu Mowbray precka,
kéZ pod ndkladem jeho tézkych hricha
se zpénénému koni zlomf{ hibet,

a jezdec padne Jindfichovi k nohdm,
kde bude v prachu $kemrat o milost!
Sbohem, $vagte, az do konce mych dnf
mym spole¢nikem bude souzeni.

Musim do Coventry. Kéz $tésti ndm
obéma pteje. Tobé zde, mné tam!

Jen jesté slovo. Cim je smutek &3,
tim obtiznéji d4 se setfdst z duse.
Sbohem ti ddm dffv, neZ se rozlou¢im,
vyileny zal vyicenim nekondi.
Pozdravuj, prosim, svého bratra Yorka.
A to je vSe. Ne, jesté néco. Styj!

Uz nevim, co jsem chtéla. Boze mij!
Nespéchej tolik! Rekni mu - Co ale?
At za mnou do Plashy pfijede. Thned.
Co by tam chudik York tak mohl vidét?
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But empty lodgings and unfurnished walls,

Unpeopled offices, untrodden stones?

And what hear there for welcome but my groans? 70
Therefore commend me; let him not come there,

To seek out sorrow that dwells every where.

Desolate, desolate, will I hence and die:

The last leave of thee takes my weeping eye.

Exeunt.

SCENE 3.
THE LISTS AT COVENTRY.

Enter the Lord Marshal and the Duke of Aumerle.
My Lord Aumerle, is Harry Herford armed?
Yea, at all points; and longs to enter in.

The Duke of Norfolk, sprightfully and bold,
Stays but the summons of the appellant’s trumpet.

Why, then, the champions are prepared, and stay 5
For nothing but his majesty’s approach.

The trumpets sound, and King Richard II enters with his nobles,
John of Gaunt, Bushy, Bagot, Green, and others. When they are set,
enter Thomas Mowbray in arms, defendant, with a Herald.

Marshal, demand of yonder champion

The cause of his arrival here in arms.

Ask him his name and orderly proceed

To swear him in the justice of his cause. 10

In God’s name and the king’s, say who thou art

And why thou comest thus knightly clad in arms,
Against what man thou comest, and what thy quarrel.
Speak truly, on thy knighthood and thy oath;

As so defend thee heaven and thy valour! 15

My name is Thomas Mowbray, Duke of Norfolk;

Who hither come engaged by my oath -

Which God defend a knight should violate! -

Both to defend my loyalty and truth

To God, my king and my succeeding issue, 20
Against the Duke of Herford that appeals me

And, by the grace of God and this mine arm,

To prove him, in defending of myself,

28
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Jen dlazbu neslapanou, holé stény,

dum bez slouzicich, prizdny, opustény.

A uvital by ho muj hotky plac. 70
Jen pozdravyj ho, a af nejezdi.

Vsechen 7al svéta vstoupil do mych zdi.

Zoufald, zoufald se zaviu tam

a v pléddi s Zivotem se rozzehndm.

Odejdou.

SCENA 3.
NA KOLBISTI vV COVENTRY.

Vystoupi Marsdlek a Vévoda z Aumerln.

Vévodo z Aumerlu, je Herford ve zbroji?

Od hlavy k paté a uz touz{ zadit.

Vévoda z Norfolku téZ dychtivé

vyckavd, az se ozve signal k boji.

Takze jsou zchysténi a Cekd se 5
pouze na ptichod Jeho Veli¢enstva.

Hilas polnic. Vystoupi krdl Richard I1. s druzinou,

John z Gauntu, Bushy, Bagot, Green a dalsi. KdyZ se vSichni usadi,
vystoupit Zalovany Thomas Mowbray ve zbroji a Herold.
Marsélku, ptej se toho rytite,

pro¢ pfidel ve zbroji. Pak vyzvi ho,

aby se predstavil a odpfiséhl,

ze prichazi ve spravedlivé véci. 10
Jménem Boha a kréle, ptim se, kdo jsi

a pro¢ ptichdzi§ odén ve zbroji?

Proti komu a pro¢ chces$ bojovat?

Dle rytifského fddu mluv nez pravdu.

V tom chran té Buh a tvoje odvaha! 15

Jsem Thomas Mowbray, vévoda z Norfolku.

Jak kdze Buh a mé rytifska Cest,

pfichdzim, abych splnil pfisahu

a v boji obhdjil svou oddanost

Bohu i krdli 1 svym potomkim 20
pfed Zalobcem, vévodou z Herfordu.

Bude-li Bith mi pfit, pak dokdzu,

Ze on je zrddce, ktery urazil
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A traitor to my God, my king, and me:
And as I truly fight, defend me heaven! 25

The trumpets sound. Enter Henry Bolingbroke, appellant, in armour,
with a Herald.

Marshal, ask yonder knight in arms,

Both who he is and why he cometh hither

Thus plated in habiliments of war,

And formally, according to our law,

Depose him in the justice of his cause. 30

What is thy name? And wherefore comest thou hither,
Before King Richard in his royal lists?

Against whom comest thou? And what’s thy quarrel?
Speak like a true knight, so defend thee heaven!

Harry of Herford, Lancaster and Derby 35
Am [; who ready here do stand in arms,

To prove, by God’s grace and my body’s valour,

In lists, on Thomas Mowbray, Duke of Norfolk,

That he is a traitor, foul and dangerous,

To God of heaven, King Richard and to me; 40
And as I truly fight, defend me heaven!

On pain of death, no person be so bold

Or daring-hardy as to touch the lists,

Except the marshal and such officers

Appointed to direct these fair designs. 45

Lord marshal, let me kiss my sovereign’s hand,

And bow my knee before his majesty.

For Mowbray and myself are like two men

That vow a long and weary pilgrimage;

Then let us take a ceremonious leave 50
And loving farewell of our several friends.

The appellant in all duty greets your highness,
And craves to kiss your hand and take his leave.

We will descend and fold him in our arms.

Cousin of Herford, as thy cause is right, 55
So be thy fortune in this royal fight!

Farewell, my blood; which if today thou shed,

Lament we may, but not revenge thee dead.

O let no noble eye profane a tear

For me, if I be gored with Mowbray’s spear. 60
As confident as is the falcon’s flight

Against a bird, do I with Mowbray fight.

My loving lord, I take my leave of you;
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Boha i krdle i mne samého.

Nebe mé chratt v mé spravedlivé pfi!

Hilas polnic. Vystoupi Zalobce Jindfich Bolingbroke ve zbroji
a s nim prichdzi Herold.

Marsélku, ptej se toho druhého,

kdo je a pro¢ sem pfidel vystrojen

jak vale¢nik. Dle rytifského fadu

pak vyzvéd na ném, je-li jeho spor

vedeny zdjmem o spravedlnost.

Kdo jsi a z jaké pficiny jsi pfisel

se v Srarikdch bit pfed krilem Richardem?
Kdo je tvly sok? A z ¢eho plyne svar?

Mluv pravdu, v tom ti dopoméhej Biih!
Jsem Jindfich z Herfordu, Lancastru a Derby
a pfisel jsem oblelen ve zbroji

dokézat s bozi milost{ svou pazi,

Ze Thomas Mowbray, vévoda z Norfolku,

je vérolomny zrddce, nebezpeény

Bohu i krali 1 mné samému.

Nebe mne chrari v mé spravedlivé pfi!

Smrt kazdému, kdo by ted svévolné
¢ z nedbalosti vstoupil do kolbisté
krom marsélka ¢i jeho heroldu,
dohliZejicich na pravidla kléni.
Marsélku, rdd bych ruku polibil
Jeho Veli¢enstvu a klekl pfed nim.
Mowbray i ja se prdvé chystime

na dalekou a strastiplnou cestu,
proto ndm dovolte dit pfitelam
naposled nase milujici sbohem.

Zalobce by rad ruku polibil
Veli¢enstvu a rozloudil se s nim.

Sestoupime a obejmeme ho.

Bratrande, je-li pravda na tvé strané,
kéz bude $tésti drzet se tvé zbrané!
Sbohem, a jestli smrt té nemine,
budem té oplakdvat, mstit vSak ne.
Jestli mé Mowbray kopim prokleje,
neprolévejte vzicné krupéje.

Jak jisté sokol padd na kofist,

tak tim, Ze zvitézim, jsem ja si jist.

Muyj vzécny kréli, lou¢im se ted' s vami,
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Of you, my noble cousin, Lord Aumerle;

Not sick, although I have to do with death,
But lusty, young, and cheerly drawing breath.
(1o Gaunt) Lo, as at English feasts, so I regreet
The daintiest last, to make the end most sweet:
O thou, the earthly author of my blood,
Whose youthful spirit, in me regenerate,

Doth with a twofold vigour lift me up

To reach at victory above my head,

Add proof unto mine armour with thy prayers;
And with thy blessings steel my lance’s point,
That it may enter Mowbray’s waxen coat,

And furbish new the name of John a Gaunt,
Even in the lusty haviour of his son.

God in thy good cause make thee prosperous!
Be swift like lightning in the execution;

And let thy blows, doubly redoubled,

Fall like amazing thunder on the casque

Of thy adverse pernicious enemy.

Rouse up thy youthful blood, be valiant and live.

Mine innocency and Saint George to thrive!

However God or fortune cast my lot,

There lives or dies, true to King Richard’s throne,
A loyal, just and upright gentleman.

Never did captive with a freer heart

Cast off his chains of bondage and embrace
His golden uncontrolled enfranchisement,
More than my dancing soul doth celebrate
This feast of battle with mine adversary.

Most mighty liege, and my companion peers,
Take from my mouth the wish of happy years.
As gentle and as jocund as to jest

Go I to fight: truth hath a quiet breast.

Farewell, my lord: securely I espy
Virtue with valour couched in thine eye.
Order the trial, marshal, and begin.

Harry of Herford, Lancaster and Derby,
Receive thy lance; and God defend the right!

Strong as a tower in hope, I cry amen.
Go bear this lance to Thomas, Duke of Norfolk.
Harry of Herford, Lancaster and Derby,
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1 s tebou, Aumerle, mijj bratrance.

Jsem mlady, silny, dychdm z plnych plic,
a pfece uz jdu mozna smrti vstic.

(Ke Gauntovi) Hostina kon¢iva tim nejslad$im,
tak nakonec se s tebou rozlou¢im.

Z tebe jsem vzal svou krev, a ve mné zase
tvly mladistvy duch zéerstva rozléva se,
aby mé dvojndsobné podpotil

a k vitézstvi mi dvojndsob dal sil.
Modlitbou zakal moje brnéni

a pozehnanim nabrus moje kopi,

Ze pancif protne mu, jak by byl z vosku!
At slavné jméno Johna Gaunta ziskd
zésluhou jeho syna novy lesk.

KézZ pfeje Buh tvé spravedlivé véci!

Bud v boji rychly jako blesk a bij ho,

af tvoje dvakrit zndsobené riny

jak ohlusujici hfmot hromobit

padajf na pfilbici toho lotra.

Odvaha d4 ti prezit! Drz se, synu!

Pfi svatém Jifi, ztrestdm jeho vinu!
Jakkoli Buh ¢i osud rozhodne,

zit budu nebo zemfu jako muz

oddany cti a kréli Richardovi.

Jak zajatec, jenz setfdsl sva pouta

a se srdcem kypicim radosti

se vrhé vsttic kyZené svobodé,

tak moje duse blaZené¢ jde vstfic

zépasu s nepfitelem. Vzicny krali

a urozeni pani, hodné $tést

kéZ na vds usmiva se v budoucnosti.

J& s Cistym svédomim jdu bojovat,

a proto nemusim se smrti bat.

Bud sbohem. Vidim, Ze uZ nem4s stdni,
zZene t€ odvaha a odhodlédni.

Mar$alku, mtze$ vydat pokyn k boji.
Jindfichu z Herfordu, Lancastru a Derby,
Zde je tvé kopi. Buh tvé pravo chrari!

S virou pevnou jak Zula fikim: Amen.
Vévoda z Norfolku m4 toto kopi.

Jindfich z Herfordu, Lancastru a Derby
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Stands here for God, his sovereign and himself, 105
On pain to be found false and recreant,

To prove the Duke of Norfolk, Thomas Mowbray,

A traitor to his God, his king and him;

And dares him to set forward to the fight.

2. HERALD Here standeth Thomas Mowbray, Duke of Norfolk, 110
On pain to be found false and recreant,
Both to defend himself and to approve
Henry of Herford, Lancaster, and Derby,
To God, his sovereign and to him disloyal;
Courageously and with a free desire 115
Attending but the signal to begin.

MARSHAL Sound, trumpets; and set forward, combatants.
A charge sounded.
Stay, the king hath thrown his warder down.

RICHARD Let them lay by their helmets and their spears,
And both return back to their chairs again. 120
Withdraw with us: and let the trumpets sound
While we return these dukes what we decree.

A long flourish.

Draw near,

And list what with our council we have done.

For that our kingdom’s earth should not be soiled 125
With that dear blood which it hath fostered;

And for our eyes do hate the dire aspect

Of civil wounds ploughed up with neighbours’ sword;
And for we think the eagle-winged pride

Of sky-aspiring and ambitious thoughts, 130
With rival-hating envy, set on you

To wake our peace, which in our country’s cradle

Draws the sweet infant breath of gentle sleep;

Which so roused up with boisterous untuned drums,
With harsh resounding trumpets’ dreadful bray, 135
And grating shock of wrathful iron arms,

Might from our quiet confines fright fair peace

And make us wade even in our kindred’s blood,
Therefore, we banish you our territories:

You, cousin Herford, upon pain of life, 140
Till twice five summers have enriched our fields

Shall not regreet our fair dominions,

But tread the stranger paths of banishment.

HENRY Your will be done: this must my comfort be,
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chce jménem Boha, vladafe i sebe

dét v sdzku svoji Cest a dokdzat,

Ze vévoda z Norfolku, Thomas Mowbray,
je zrddce proti Bohu, kréli, jemu,

a proto vyzyva ho na souboj.

Thomas Mowbray, vévoda z Norfolku,
chce v sdzku dit svou &est a dokdzat,

Ze Jindfich z Herfordu, Lancastru a Derby

jej obviriuje neprdvem a tim

Boha, kréle i jeho urdzi.

Proto ted' s odvahou a odhodldnim
¢ekd na pokyn, Ze boj mtize zadit.
Trubadi, trubte. Pani, pfipravte se.

Zazni polnice.

Pockejte, krdl odhodil svoji hual.

At oba odlozi pfilby a kopi

a posadi se zpatky na svd mista.

Vy pojdte s ndmi. NeZ se poradime,
at zatim hlaholi tu polnice.

Dloubé troubeni polnic.

Pfistupte bliz

a poslyste, jak jsme se rozhodli.

Ze nasi zemi nesmi potfisnit

drahd krev z rodu jejich praotctt

a nae o¢i vidét nechtéji

rany, jez blizni ryji do tél bliznim,
a Ze jsme plni obav, aby pycha,

jiz na svych ktidlech nese ctizddost,
a zarliva z4$f ve vis nevytrhly

ze spanku mir, jenz dosud sladce spi
v kolébce nasi zemé jako décko,

a aby bésné buriceni bubn,

za usi tahajici viiskot trub

a harasen{ rozkacenych zbrani

klid nasi zemé nerozvritilo

a nevypuk boj bratra proti bratru,
proto jsme rozhodli, Ze budete

oba dva vyhosténi. Bratrance
Jindfichu z Herfordu, pod trestem smrti
do nasf krdsné zemé nevkrodis,

nez dvakrit pét let d4 ndm drodu.

Jak ra¢te. Utéchou mi budiZ snad,
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Sun that warms you here shall shine on me;
And those his golden beams to you here lent
Shall point on me and gild my banishment.

Norfolk, for thee remains a heavier doom,
Which I with some unwillingness pronounce.
The sly slow hours shall not determinate

The dateless limit of thy dear exile;

The hopeless word of ‘never to return’
Breathe I against thee, upon pain of life.

A heavy sentence, my most sovereign liege,

And all unlooked for from your highness’ mouth.

A dearer merit, not so deep a maim

As to be cast forth in the common air,

Have I deserved at your highness’ hands.

The language I have learned these forty years,
My native English, now I must forego.

And now my tongue’s use is to me no more
Than an unstringed viol or a harp,

Or like a cunning instrument cased up,

Or, being open, put into his hands

That knows no touch to tune the harmony.
Within my mouth you have enjailed my tongue,
Doubly portcullised with my teeth and lips;
And dull unfeeling barren ignorance

Is made my jailer to attend on me.

[ am too old to fawn upon a nurse,

Too far in years to be a pupil now.

What is thy sentence then but speechless death,
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Which robs my tongue from breathing native breath?

It boots thee not to be compassionate.
After our sentence plaining comes too late.

Then thus I turn me from my country’s light,

175

To dwell in solemn shades of endless night. (Turns to go)

Return again, and take an oath with thee.
Lay on our royal sword your banished hands;
Swear by the duty that you owe to God -
Our part therein we banish with yourselves —
To keep the oath that we administer.

You never shall, so help you truth and God!
Embrace each other’s love in banishment;
Nor never look upon each other’s face;

Nor never write, regreet, nor reconcile
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Ze nas dva bude stejné slunce hrit,
ze zlatd z4f, v niZ zde se skvite vy,
pozlati v ciziné mé vyhnanstvi.

Norfolku, pro tebe mdm horsi zvést,
kterd mi pfili§ nejde ptes jazyk.
Vlekouci se dny tvého vyhnanstvi
nebude odméfovat pevny Cas.

Musim ti $pitnout beznadéjny ortel:
Pod trestem smrti nikdy nesmis zpét.
My krdli, to je ptilis tézky trest,

jaky bych od vés nikdy necekal.

Za viechno, co jsem pro vés udélal,

si zaslouzim snad lepsi odménu,

nez abyste mé vyhnal jako psa.
Matefské angli¢tiné ué¢im se

Ctyficet let, a ted se j{ mdm vzdat?
Jazyk mi bude uZiteény asi

jak housle nebo harfa beze strun,

jak vzacny ndstroj uzamdceny v pouzdfe
anebo v rukou neumétela,

jenz nedokaze vyloudit z néj tén.

Do kobky dst mi uvéznite jazyk

za dvoji zdvoru zubt a rtd

a tam ho pfisnéji nez zalarnik

v podrudi bude drZet neznalost.

Jsem pfili§ stary na to mit zas chavu,
jsem prili§ v letech na to byt zas zak.
Ten hrdeln{ trest jazyk z hrdla rve mi
a odsuzuje k smrti v cizi zemi.

M¢é nedojimd tvoje tiesténi,

mé rozhodnuti pranic nezméni.

Pak svit mé zemé pro mé navzdy zhas
a vydany jsem noci napospas. (Odchdzi)
Vrat se a vezmi s sebou pfisahu.
PoloZte oba ruce na muj mec

a pfisahejte z oddanosti Bohu -
oddanost krali vyhostuji s vami -,

ze dodrzite, co vim natidim.

Nikdy, a v tom vaim dopoméhej Buh!,
se ve vyhnanstvi neusmifite,

ba ani se tam nikdy nepotkite.
Nebudete si psét, stykat se, snazit
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This louring tempest of your home-bred hate;
Nor never by advised purpose meet
To plot, contrive, or complot any ill
’Gainst us, our state, our subjects, or our land.

I swear.
And 1, to keep all this.

Norfolk, so far as to mine enemy:

By this time, had the king permitted us,
One of our souls had wandered in the air.
Banished this frail sepulchre of our flesh,

As now our flesh is banished from this land.
Confess thy treasons ere thou fly the realm;
Since thou hast far to go, bear not along
The clogging burthen of a guilty soul.

No, Bolingbroke: if ever I were traitor,

My name be blotted from the book of life,
And I from heaven banished as from hence!
But what thou art, God, thou, and I do know;
And all too soon, I fear, the king shall rue.
Farewell, my liege. Now no way can I stray;
Save back to England, all the world’s my way.

Exit.

Uncle, even in the glasses of thine eyes

[ see thy grieved heart: thy sad aspect

Hath from the number of his banished years
Plucked four away.

(1o Henry Bolingbroke) Six frozen winter spent,
Return with welcome home from banishment.

How long a time lies in one little word!
Four lagging winters and four wanton springs
End in a word: such is the breath of kings.

I thank my liege, that in regard of me

He shortens four years of my son’s exile.
But little vantage shall I reap thereby;

For, ere the six years that he hath to spend

Can change their moons and bring their times about

My oil-dried lamp and time-bewasted light
Shall be extinct with age and endless night;
My inch of taper will be burnt and done,
And blindfold death not let me see my son.

Why uncle, thou hast many years to live.
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se usmifovat ve své nendvisti,
¢i dokonce se spoléovat, kout pikle
a spiklenecky néco podnikat
proti ndm, na$i zemi, na$im lidem.
Tak piisahdm.

I j4 to dodrzim.
Norfolku, nepfiteli, kdyby krél
to byval dovolil, uz nyni by
se jedna z nasich dus${ nesla k nebi
vyhnand z kiehké schrinky téla, jak
jsou téla vyhndna ted ze zemé.
Pfiznej svou zradu, neZ zem opustis.
Neber si s sebou na tak dlouhou pout
néklad obtizeného svédomi.

Ne, Bolingbroku, jestli j4 jsem zrddce,
af vymazou mé z knihy Zivota

a k vyhnanstvi mé odsoudi i nebe!
Vsak co jsi ty, vi Bah, vi§ ty, vim j4,

a mam strach, Ze to brzy zvi i krél.
Louéim se, Sire. Neni-li cesty zpét,
nesejdu z ni, kdyZ je ji cely svét.

Odejde.

Stryc¢ku, tvé odi jsou jak zrcadlo,

v némz odrdzi se usouzené srdce.

Ten smutny pohled mu z let vyhosténi
ubird Ctyfi.

(K Jindfichu Bolingbrokovi) Za $est krutych zim
rad té zas zpatky doma uvidim.

Jak dlouhy ¢as obsdhne slovo kréle!
Ctvero dlouhych zim, ¢tvero bujnych jar
mi jednim dechem krél dal jako dar.
Deékuji, Sire, Ze jste kvali mé

o Ctyfi roky zkratil synuv exil.

I kdyZ ja z toho nebudu nic mit.
Nez se za téch Sest let, co bude pry¢,
na nebi vystiidaji uplnky,

ma skomiravd lampa Zivota

zhasne a pohlti mé temnota.

Knutek mé svice zvolna dohasind

a j4 uz neuvidim svého syna.
Strycku, ty budes jesté dlouho Ziv.
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But not a minute, king, that thou canst give.
Shorten my days thou canst with sullen sorrow,
And pluck nights from me, but not lend a morrow;
Thou canst help time to furrow me with age,

But stop no wrinkle in his pilgrimage;

Thy word is current with him for my death,

But dead, thy kingdom cannot buy my breath.

Thy son is banished upon good advice,
Whereto thy tongue a party-verdict gave:
Why at our justice seem’st thou then to lour?

Things sweet to taste prove in digestion sour.
You urged me as a judge; but I had rather
You would have bid me argue like a father.
O, had it been a stranger, not my child,

To smooth his fault I should have been more mild.
A partial slander sought I to avoid,

And in the sentence my own life destroyed.
Alas, I looked when some of you should say,
[ was too strict to make mine own away;

But you gave leave to my unwilling tongue
Against my will to do myself this wrong.

Cousin, farewell; and, uncle, bid him so.
Six years we banish him, and he shall go.

Flourish. Exeunt King Richard 11 and train.

Cousin, farewell. What presence must not know,
From where you do remain let paper show.

My lord, no leave take I; for I will ride,
As far as land will let me, by your side.

O, to what purpose dost thou hoard thy words,
That thou return’st no greeting to thy friends?

[ have too few to take my leave of you,
When the tongue’s office should be prodigal
To breathe the abundant dolour of the heart.

Thy grief is but thy absence for a time.

Joy absent, grief is present for that time.
What is six winters? They are quickly gone.
To men in joy; but grief makes one hour ten.
Call it a travel that thou takest for pleasure.

My heart will sigh when I miscall it so,
Which finds it an inforced pilgrimage.
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Let nepfidd$ mi, krali, ale d¥fv

mé poslat do hrobu, to svedes lehce.
Kdo Zalem strdd4, tomu Zit se nechce.
Muze§ mi pfidat hodné vrasek v tvifi,
vymazat je se ti v8ak stéz{ zdari.

M3 smirt je splatnd, kréli. Tfeba hned.
Ten obchod ale nelze vratit zpét.

Z vézné ptitiny byl tvij syn vyhostén.
Pfi poradé jsi tomu dal svij hlas.

Pro¢ najednou jsi takhle odmitavy?

Co ¢lovek spolkne, nékdy tézko strévi.
Ptal jste se mne co nestranného soudce,
mél jste se mne vSak zeptat jako otce.
Kdyby byl cizi a nebyl muyj syn,

pak byl bych k nému soudcem laskavym.
Nechtél jsem z protekce byt obvinén,

a ted’ sdm sebou odsouzeny jsem.

VEfil jsem tomu, ze nékdo z vés, pani,
mé bude pfemlouvat ke slitovani.
Mluvil jsem proti sobé a vy mlcky

jste vehnali mé do mé vlastni 1écky.
Bratrance, sbohem. Stryci, rozlulte se.
Téch Sest let vyhnanstvi bratrdnek snese.

Fanfdra. Odejdou krdl Richard I1. a druzina.

Sbohem, bratrance. Na fe¢ ted ¢as neni.
Tak alespori si brzy poslem psani.

MARSALEK J4 jesté nelou¢im se. Doprovodit

GAUNT

JINDRICH

GAUNT
JINDRICH
GAUNT
JINDRICH
GAUNT
JINDRICH

vas mdm az do pfistavu k vasi lodi.
Copak ti jazyk zamrz, Ze jsi némy
a nevraci§ pfatelim rozlouceni?
Miém jazyk svizany, protoZe vim,
ze nikdy vypovédét nestatim,

jak bolestné je rozloudit se s vimi.
Tva nepfitomnost bude docasnd.
Zato mlj smutek bude trvaly.

Co je $est zim? Ty rychle ute¢ou.
V radosti jisté. Stesk je prodluzuje.
Rekni si, Ze ses vydal na vylet.

Miém srdci lhét, kdyZ velmi dobfe vi,
Ze je ten vylet kruté vyhnanstvi?
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The sullen passage of thy weary steps
Esteem as foil wherein thou art to set 265
The precious jewel of thy home return.

Nay, rather, every tedious stride I make

Will but remember me what a deal of world

I wander from the jewels that I love.

Must I not serve a long apprenticehood 270
To foreign passages, and in the end,

Having my freedom, boast of nothing else

But that [ was a journeyman to grief?

All places that the eye of heaven visits

Are to a wise man ports and happy havens. 275
Teach thy necessity to reason thus;

There is no virtue like necessity.

Think not the king did banish thee,

But thou the king. Woe doth the heavier sit,

Where it perceives it is but faintly borne. 280
Go, say I sent thee forth to purchase honour

And not the king exiled thee; or suppose

Devouring pestilence hangs in our air

And thou art flying to a fresher clime.

Look what thy soul holds dear, imagine it 285
To lie that way thou go’st, not whence thou comest:
Suppose the singing birds musicians,

The grass whereon thou tread’st the presence strewed,
The flowers fair ladies, and thy steps no more

Than a delightful measure or a dance; 290
For gnarling sorrow hath less power to bite

The man that mocks at it and sets it light.

O, who can hold a fire in his hand

By thinking on the frosty Caucasus?

Or cloy the hungry edge of appetite 295
By bare imagination of a feast?

Or wallow naked in December snow

By thinking on fantastic summer’s heat?

O, no! The apprehension of the good

Gives but the greater feeling to the worse. 300
Fell sorrow’s tooth doth never rankle more

Than when he bites, but lanceth not the sore.

Come, come, my son, I’ll bring thee on thy way:
Had I thy youth and cause, I would not stay.

Then, England’s ground, farewell; sweet soil, adieu; 305
My mother, and my nurse, that bears me yet!
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Potom to smutné putovan{ ber
za pozadi, na kterém zazat{
jak drahokam tv(j slavny névrat zpét.

Ne, to spi§ kazdym krokem budu si
pfipominat, jak daleko jsem zbloudil
od milovanych drahokamt doma.
U¢novskd 1éta mam si odslouzit
venku a pak se doma chlubit tim,

Ze jel jsem na zkuSenou do svéta

a vyudil jsem se tam leda zalu?

Viude, kam bozi slunko dohlédne,
se moudry ¢lovék muzZe citit $tastny.
To nejlepsi, co muzes si kdy pfit,

je schopen byt si nepfat vibec nic.
Ber to tak, Ze kral tebe nevyhnal,

ale tys vyhnal krale. Budes-li
vzdorovat bolu, bolest pfeboli.

Ber to tak, Ze jd jsem té poslal pry¢,
a ne Ze krél té vyhostil, a nebo

si pfedstavuj, Ze na zem padl mor

a ty jde$ za zdravéj$im podnebim.
Pfedstavuyj si, Ze vSechno, co m4s rad,
je tam, kam jdes, ne odkud pfichizis.

Zpév ptaka méj za nejkrdsnéj$i hudbu,

trdvu za nejskvélejsi koberec,

kvéty za vnadné ddmy a své kroky
za sladkou polonézu nebo pochod.
KdyZ vysméje§ se tomu, co té trdpi,
trapen{ utne§ drésajici drapy.

Kdo umél by udrzet v dlani ohen,
kdyz bude myslet na ledovy Kavkaz?
Kdo umi zahnat nedprosny hlad
pfedstavou nevidané hostiny?

Kdo muZe chodit nahy ve snéhu,
kdyz ptedstavi si Cervencové parno?
Ne, ne! RiZové malovat si svét

je horsi nez ho viibec nevidét.

Zub 7alu totiz hlod4 nejkrutéji,
kdyZ dusSe pléce a tista se sméji.
Doprovodim té. Kdybych j4 mél let
tolik co ty, pak $el bych rdd a hned.
Anglie, sbohem. Pati{ ti mé chvila.
Tys zrodila mé, tys mé vychovala!
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Where’er I wander, boast of this I can,
Though banished, yet a trueborn Englishman.

Exeunt.

SCENE 4.
THE COURT.

Enter King Richard 11, with Bagot and Green at one door;
and the Duke of Aumerle at another.

We did observe. — Cousin Aumerle,
How far brought you high Herford on his way?

[ brought high Herford, if you call him so,
But to the next highway, and there I left him.

And say, what store of parting tears were shed? 5

Faith, none for me; except the north-east wind,
Which then blew bitterly against our faces,
Awaked the sleeping rheum, and so by chance
Did grace our hollow parting with a tear.

What said our cousin when you parted with him? 10

‘Farewell’

And, for my heart disdained that my tongue

Should so profane the word, that taught me craft

To counterfeit oppression of such grief

That words seemed buried in my sorrow’s grave. 15
Marry, would the word ‘farewell’ have lengthened hours
And added years to his short banishment,

He should have had a volume of farewells;

But since it would not, he had none of me.

He is our cousin, cousin; but ’tis doubt, 20
When time shall call him home from banishment,
Whether our kinsman come to see his friends.

Ourself and Bushy, Bagot here and Green

Observed his courtship to the common people;

How he did seem to dive into their hearts 25
With humble and familiar courtesy,

What reverence he did throw away on slaves,

Wooing poor craftsmen with the craft of smiles

And patient underbearing of his fortune,

As ’twere to banish their affects with him. 30
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Kamkoli ptjdu, odtud odehnén,
budu vzdy hrdy, Ze jsem Anglic¢an.
Odejdou.

SCENA 4.
U DVORA.

Vystoupi z jedné strany krdl Richard I1., Bagot a Green
a z drubé strany Vévoda z Aumerlu.

To vime. — Bratran¢e Aumerle, kam jsi
doprovodil néfuku Herforda?

S tim nafukou, jak fikdte, jsem dojel
az na kraj mésta, a tam jsem mu fouk.

A kolik prolilo se hotkych slz?

Z mé strany zadna. I kdyz od severu
to hodné foukalo, aZ se mi z nosu
spustila ryma, a tak pfece jen

jsem néco vldhy pfi louceni prolil.
Co fekl bratranec na rozlou¢enou?

»Spanembohem.“

A jelikoZ muj jazyk nemél chuf

to slovo znesvétit, tak pokrytecky

jsem nasadil si masku trpitele

a utopil to slovo v némém zalu.

Kdybych tim slovem ,spdnembohem® mohl
prodlouZit 1éta jeho vyhnanstvi,

mluvil bych o sto $est, vSak Ze to nejde,
beze slova jsem od néj odesel.

Je to nds bratranec, bratrance, ale
kdo vi, aZ se ndm vriti z vyhnanstvi,
zda bude pfitelem svych pfibuznych?
J4 s Bushym, Bagotem a Greenem jsme
vidéli, jak si namlouvd muyj lid,

jak se jim kof{ s hranou pokorou,

a aby se jim vetfel do srdce,

své srdce nabizi jak na trhu.

Culi se na mistry a mistrné

déld, Ze smifeny je s osudem,

jen aby lidi postval proti ndm.
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Off goes his bonnet to an oyster-wench;

A brace of draymen bid God speed him well

And had the tribute of his supple knee,

With ‘Thanks, my countrymen, my loving friends;’
As were our England in reversion his,

And he our subjects’ next degree in hope.

Well, he is gone; and with him go these thoughts.
Now for the rebels which stand out in Ireland,
Expedient manage must be made, my liege,

Ere further leisure yield them further means

For their advantage and your highness’ loss.

We will ourself in person to this war.

And, for our coffers, with too great a court

And liberal largess, are grown somewhat light,

We are inforced to farm our royal realm;

The revenue whereof shall furnish us

For our affairs in hand. If that come short,

Our substitutes at home shall have blank charters;
Whereto, when they shall know what men are rich,
They shall subscribe them for large sums of gold
And send them after to supply our wants;

For we will make for Ireland presently.

Enter Bushy.
Bushy, what news?

Old John of Gaunt is grievous sick, my lord,
Suddenly taken; and hath sent post haste
To entreat your majesty to visit him.
Where lies he?

At Ely House.
Now put it, God, in the physician’s mind
To help him to his grave immediately!
The lining of his coffers shall make coats
To deck our soldiers for these Irish wars.
Come, gentlemen, let’s all go visit him.
Pray God we may make haste, and come too late!

Amen.

Exeunt.
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Pfed hokyndtkou smek a pfede dvéma
povozniky, co pfi§li mu pfat, klek
na kolena a uctivé jim fek:
»Dékuji, moji drazi krajané!“
Jako by md Anglie byla jeho
a on, poddany, mél byt pfisti kral.
Je pry¢, tak na néj nebudeme myslet.
Ted ale bude tfeba potlacit
to irské povstini. Cim rychleji,
tim 1épe, Sire. Nase otaleni
je posiluje a ndm velmi Skodi.
My osobné tu vilku povedeme.
Prilisna stédrost k vam a velky dvir
nés ale hodné staly. Proto jsme
nuceni v zdstavu dét nasi zem
a ziskané prostiedky pouZit
pro to, co hofi. KdyZ to bude malo,
svym zdstupcim vystavim bianko glejty,
ti zjisti, kdo m4 u nds hodné zlata,
penizky od nich na ty glejty zkdsnou
a ndm je rovnou poslou do Irska.
Co nejdfiv vyrazime na cestu.
Vystoupi Bushy.
Bushy, déje se néco?
John z Gauntu, Sire, ndhle ochotel
a moc vés prosi, jestli byste ho
co nejdfive nepfisel navstivit.
Kde je?

U sebe, ve svém paldci.
Dej Boze, aby nasi 1ékafti
mu pomohli co nejdfiv do hrobu!
Pak z jeho mé$ct budeme moct nasit
munddry pro mé irské tazeni.
Pojdme, piatelé, navitivime ho.

Dejz Buih, at pfijdem s kiizkem po funuse!

Amen.
Odejdou.
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ACT II.

SCENE 1.
LONDON. ELY HOUSE.

Enter Jobn of Gaunt sick, with the Duke of York etc.

Will the king come, that I may breathe my last
In wholesome counsel to his unstaid youth?

Vex not yourself, nor strive not with your breath;
For all in vain comes counsel to his ear.

O, but they say the tongues of dying men 5
Enforce attention like deep harmony.

Where words are scarce, they are seldom spent in vain,
For they breathe truth that breathe their words in pain.
He that no more must say is listened more

Than they whom youth and ease have taught to glose; 10
More are men’s ends marked than their lives before.
The setting sun, and music at the close,

As the last taste of sweets, is sweetest last,

Writ in remembrance more than things long past.
Though Richard my life’s counsel would not hear, 15
My death’s sad tale may yet undeaf his ear.

No; it is stopped with other flattering sounds,

As praises, of whose taste the wise are fond,

Lascivious metres, to whose venom sound

The open ear of youth doth always listen; 20
Report of fashions in proud Italy,

Whose manners still our tardy apish nation

Limps after in base imitation.

Where doth the world thrust forth a vanity -

So it be new, there’s no respect how vile - 25
That is not quickly buzzed into his ears?

Then all too late comes counsel to be heard,

Where will doth mutiny with wit’s regard.

Direct not him whose way himself will choose.

*Tis breath thou lack’st, and that breath wilt thou lose.

Methinks I am a prophet new inspired
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JEDNANTI ITI.

SCENA 1.
LONDYN. ELYSKY PALAC.

Vystoupi chory John z Gauntu, Vévoda z Yorku a dalsi.

Ptijde krdl? Chtél bych predat mladikovi

s poslednim dechem svou posledni radu.

Neroz¢iluj se, bratfe, Setfi dechem.
Vis, Ze si stejné neda poradit.

Re¢ umirajicich pry umf k lidem
promluvit naléhavé jako hudba.

Nelze si do kapsy, kdo ztraci dech.
Pravdivé mluvi, kdo je v bolestech.
Kdo mluvi naposled, m4 posluchace
pozornéjsi nez ten, kdo jen tak Zvani.
Az pted smrti je Zivot hoden pldce.

Po slunci prahnem, kdy? je za horami,
posledn{ sladkost nejvic vychutni se,
co bylo dobré dfiv, je ddvno pasé.

V zivoté Richard nechtél dbat mych rad,
snad pfed smrti mé bude poslouchat.

Ten posloucha jen lichotky a chvalu -
pro néz i moudi majf slabost — nebo
oplzlé verSovanky, jakymi

se mladf rddi daji zpitomét,

posledni zprévy o italské méde,

po niZ se elegdni shéni, &

se neobratné po nf opidi.

Kdejaké hlouposti, co zrovna fréi,

i kdyZ je to jen hnus a ohavnost,
vénuje milerdd svou pozornost.

Je velmi tézké radit mladikam,

co rozmar povy$uji nad rozum.
Nerad' mu, vi$, Ze je to pali¢dk.
Neplytvej dechem, més ho jen tak tak.
Kdyz nadechnu se, budu ho mit dost,
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And thus expiring do foretell of him. abych s poslednim dechem vydech véstbu.
His rash fierce blaze of riot cannot last, To jeho bésnénf se vycerpd
For violent fires soon burn out themselves; jak prudky pozér, jenz sim sebe stravi.
Small showers last long, but sudden storms are short; 35 Dést trvd déle nezli pritrZz mralen,
He tires betimes that spurs too fast betimes; moc rychly béh ma piili§ krétky dech,
With eager feeding food doth choke the feeder. hltoun se brzy jidlem zahlti,
Light vanity, insatiate cormorant, marnivost jako kormoran vse zhltne
Consuming means, soon preys upon itself. a nakonec se sama seZere.
This royal throne of kings, this sceptered isle, 40 Ten krélovsky triin, Zezlo ostrovni,
This earth of majesty, this seat of Mars, ta zemé vladafu a bojovnika,
This other Eden, demi-paradise, ten druhy Eden, ten pozemsky réj,
This fortress built by Nature for herself ta tvrz, kam ukryla nds Pfiroda
Against infection and the hand of war, pfed hrozbami vélek a nemocdi,
This happy breed of men, this little world, 45 ten maly svét, rodisté $tastnych lidi,
This precious stone set in the silver sea, ten drahokam uprostted stiibra vod,
Which serves it in the office of a wall, které nam slouzi jako pevna hréz
Or as a moat defensive to a house, ¢ jako vodni ptikop chrini nés
Against the envy of less happier lands, pred z4$ti méné $tastnych ndrodu,
This blessed plot, this earth, this realm, this England, 50 ta pozehnand zemé Anglie,
This nurse, this teeming womb of royal kings, to plodné ltino krélu stejné slavnych
Feared by their breed and famous by their birth, jak obdvanych pro svij vzicny rod,
Renowned for their deeds as far from home, ktefi se jako pravi rytifi
For Christian service and true chivalry, vyznamenali kiestanskymi skutky
As is the sepulchre in stubborn Jewry, 55 az v zemi zidovské, kde lez{ hrob
Of the world’s ransom, blessed Mary’s Son, Jezise Krista, Vykupitele,
This land of such dear souls, this dear dear land, tahle tak drah4, pfedrahd ndm zem,
Dear for her reputation through the world, zndmd a uzndvani v celém svété,
Is now leased out, I die pronouncing it, se pronajimé — uz to slovo vrazdi -
Like to a tenement or pelting farm. 60 jak pole nebo vybydleny dum.
England, bound in with the triumphant sea Anglie, tycici se nad mofem,
Whose rocky shore beats back the envious siege odrazejici svymi ttesy
Of watery Neptune, is now bound in with shame, utoky vln, ted pouhou ¢drou pera
With inky blots and rotten parchment bonds. na bidném pergamenu klesla ke dnu.
That England, that was wont to conquer others, 65 Anglie, kterd chtéla dobyt svét,
Hath made a shameful conquest of itself. ostudné pokofila sama sebe.
Ah, would the scandal vanish with my life, Ké7Z by ta hanba skontila mou smrti.
How happy then were my ensuing death! Jak pfestastné bych potom umiral!
Enter King Richard II and Queen, Duke of Aumerle, Bushy, Green, Vystoupi krdl Richard I1., Krdlovna, Vévoda z Aumerlu, Bushy,
Bagot, Lord Ross, and Lord Willoughby. Green, Bagot, lord Ross a lord Willoughby.
YORK The king is come: deal mildly with his youth; YORK Kril jde. Nedrézdi ho. Splasené hiibé
For young hot colts being raged do rage the more. 70 tim vice kope, ¢im vice ho krotis.
QUEEN How fares our noble uncle, Lancaster? KRALOVNA Jak se vam dafi, stry¢ku Lancastere?
RICHARD What comfort, man? How is’t with aged Gaunt? RICHARD N4§ stary Gaunt je hubeny jak lunt!
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O how that name befits my composition!

Old Gaunt indeed, and gaunt in being old.
Within me grief hath kept a tedious fast;

And who abstains from meat that is not gaunt?
For sleeping England long time have I watched;
Watching breeds leanness, leanness is all gaunt.
The pleasure that some fathers feed upon,

Is my strict fast; I mean, my children’s looks;
And therein fasting, hast thou made me gaunt.
Gaunt am I for the grave, gaunt as a grave,

Whose hollow womb inherits nought but bones.

Can sick men play so nicely with their names?

No, misery makes sport to mock itself.
Since thou dost seek to kill my name in me,
I mock my name, great king, to flatter thee.

Should dying men flatter with those that live?
No, no, men living flatter those that die.
Thou, now a-dying, say’st thou flatterest me.
O, no! Thou diest, though I the sicker be.

I am in health, I breathe, and see thee ill.

Now He that made me knows I see thee ill;
Ill in myself to see, and in thee seeing ill.
Thy death-bed is no lesser than thy land
Wherein thou liest in reputation sick;

And thou, too careless patient as thou art,
Commit’st thy anointed body to the cure
Of those physicians that first wounded thee.
A thousand flatterers sit within thy crown,
Whose compass is no bigger than thy head;
And yet, incaged in so small a verge,

The waste is no whit lesser than thy land.
O, had thy grandsire with a prophet’s eye
Seen how his son’s son should destroy his sons,

From forth thy reach he would have laid thy shame,

Deposing thee before thou wert possessed,
Which art possessed now to depose thyself.
Why, cousin, wert thou regent of the world,
It were a shame to let this land by lease;

But for thy world enjoying but this land,

[s it not more than shame to shame it so?
Landlord of England art thou now, not king.
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GAUNT Gaunt hubeny jak lunt! Tos fekl dobfe.
Jsem stary, hubeny a jsem jak lunt.
Zal v sobé krmim a sim drzim pust,
a Gaunt, jenz neji, ten je jako lunt.

Nad Anglii jsem dlouho bdél a bdénim

se hubne, proto Gaunt je jako lunt.
Rodiée syti radost z jejich déti.

Tu nemdm - syna jsi mi vyhnal pry¢ -
a pro ten pust je stary Gaunt jak lunt.
Az Gaunta jako lunt pohlti hrob,

z Gaunta jak lunt hrob zhltne jen par kosti.
RICHARD Chory, a jak si hraje se slovy!

GAUNT To si ma bida se mnou zahrava.
KdyzZ ty mé jméno hodlds zahubit,
stfilim si z néj a tim ti lichotim.

RICHARD Umirajici zivym lichoti?

GAUNT Ne, Zivy tomu umirajicimu.

RICHARD Ty umirés a feks, Ze lichot{§ mné.

GAUNT Ne! Ty umiras, i kdyz ja jsem chory.

RICHARD J4, zdravy, vidim, jak jsi na tom zle.

GAUNT Buth vi, Ze ty jsi na tom jesté huf,
a nejhorsi je na tom, Ze to nevis.
Smrtelnym laZkem je ti tvoje zem
a kazdy vi, Ze uZz mas namile,
ale ty, bezstarostny pacient,
své pomazané télo divas v plen
fel¢artim, ktefi nemoc zpusobili.
Tisice lichotnikti pousti si
pod zlatou pokryvku krélovské hlavy
a ti v tom malém krouzku napédchaji
$kodu, jez znehodnoti celou zem.
Kdyby tviy déd byl schopen véstit, ze
syn jeho syna zni¢{ jeho syny,
byl by té uchrénil pfed pohromou.
Nedovolil by, aby Anglii
vl4dl ten, kdo sdm sebe neovlid4.
Synov¢e, i1 kdybys byl pinem svéta,
byla by hanba prodavat svou zem,
ale Ze je tvym svétem jen ta zem,
takhle ji hanobit je hanebnost.
Jsi kramdt Anglie, ne jeji krdl.
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Thy state of law is bondslave to the law; Tvé zdkony jsou protizdkonné,
And thou - ale ty -
RICHARD A lunatic lean-witted fool, 115 RICHARD Silence s vyhlidlym mozkem, 115
Presuming on an ague’s privilege, myslis si, Ze ti nemoc ddvé prévo
Darest with thy frozen admonition tak chorobné tu na nds latefit,
Make pale our cheek, chasing the royal blood az zlost a vztek ndm z tvai{ vyhdni
With fury from his native residence. kralovskou krev a pobledli jsme z toho.
Now, by my seat’s right royal majesty, 120 Pti moci kréle, kdybys nebyl bratr 120
Wert thou not brother to great Edward’s son, syna velkého kréle Edwarda,
This tongue that runs so roundly in thy head za tyhle urdzlivé fe¢i bych ti
Should run thy head from thy unreverent shoulders. usekl jazyk spole¢né s tvou hlavou.
GAUNT O, spare me not, my brother Edward’s son, GAUNT O, nehled, synu Edwardova syna,
For that I was his father Edward’s son; 125 na to, ze jsem i ja Edwardav syn. 125
That blood already, like the pelican, Svou krev jsi prolil a jak pelikdn
Hast thou tapped out and drunkenly caroused. ses vlastni rodnou krvi opajel.
My brother Gloucester, plain well-meaning soul Myyj bratr Gloster, duse pfedobrd,
— Whom fair befal in heaven *mongst happy souls! - kterd ted’ pokojné si hovi v nebi,
May be a precedent and witness good 130 je dltikazem a svédkem toho, Ze 130
That thou respect’st not spilling Edward’s blood. nevahas prolit Edwardovu krev.
Join with the present sickness that I have; Spoj se s mou chorobou a doraz mé.
And thy unkindness be like crooked age, Svou zlobou nabrousenou jako kosa
To crop at once a too long withered flower. setni uz kone¢né ten uschly kvét.
Live in thy shame, but die not shame with thee! 135 Tv4 hanba bude Zit i po tvé smrti. 135
These words hereafter thy tormentors be! Nedopfeje ti klidné spocinuti!
Convey me to my bed, then to my grave. Jdu spét na loZe, pak mé vrafte zemi.
Love they to live that love and honour have. Na tomhle svété Zit uz nechce se mi.
Exit, borne off by his attendants. Odejde odvddeén slouzicimi.
RICHARD And let them die that age and sullens have; RICHARD At umird stifi a mrzutost!
For both hast thou, and both become the grave. 140 Jdi na hibitov. Zludi i let méas$ dost. 140
YORK I do beseech your majesty, impute his words YORK Prosim vis, Sire, nezlobte se na néj.
To wayward sickliness and age in him. Mluvi z néj nemoc a mrzuté stafi.
He loves you, on my life, and holds you dear Vs$ak mé vés rdd. A jak! To dobie vim.
As Harry Duke of Herford, were he here. Moh by to potvrdit i jeho syn.
RICHARD Right, you say true: as Herford’s love, so his; 145 RICHARD Maji mé rddi. Oba. Ale jak! 145
As theirs, so mine; and all be as it is. To vim zas jd. Mdm je rdd zrovna tak.
Enter Northumberland. Vystoupi Northumberland.
NORTHUMB. My liege, old Gaunt commends him to your majesty. NORTHUMB. Stary Gaunt, Sire, se vim poroudi.
RICHARD What says he? RICHARD A fiké néco?
NORTHUMB. Nay, nothing; all is said NORTHUMB. Ne, uz domluvil.
His tongue is now a stringless instrument; Jazyk uz nemd, co by vice fek,
Words, life and all, old Lancaster hath spent. 150 kdyz Zivot vyhldsil mu dpadek. 150
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Be York the next that must be bankrupt so!
Though death be poor, it ends a mortal woe.

The ripest fruit first falls, and so doth he;

His time is spent, our pilgrimage must be.

So much for that. Now for our Irish wars.

We must supplant those rough rug-headed kerns,
Which live like venom where no venom else
But only they have privilege to live.

And for these great affairs do ask some charge,
Towards our assistance we do seize to us

The plate, coin, revenues and moveables,
Whereof our uncle Gaunt did stand possessed.

How long shall I be patient? Ah, how long
Shall tender duty make me suffer wrong?

Not Gloucester’s death, nor Herford’s banishment
Not Gaunt’s rebukes, nor England’s private wrongs,

Nor the prevention of poor Bolingbroke
About his marriage, nor my own disgrace,
Have ever made me sour my patient cheek,
Or bend one wrinkle on my sovereign’s face.
I am the last of noble Edward’s sons,
Of whom thy father, Prince of Wales, was first.
In war was never lion raged more fierce,
In peace was never gentle lamb more mild,
Than was that young and princely gentleman.
His face thou hast, for even so looked he,
Accomplished with the number of thy hours;
But when he frowned, it was against the French
And not against his friends; his noble hand
Did win what he did spend and spent not that
Which his triumphant father’s hand had won;
His hands were guilty of no kindred blood,
But bloody with the enemies of his kin.
O Richard! York is too far gone with grief,
Or else he never would compare between.
Why, uncle, what’s the matter?

O my liege,
Pardon me, if you please; if not, I, pleased
Not to be pardoned, am content withal.
Seek you to seize and gripe into your hands
The royalties and rights of banished Herford?
Is not Gaunt dead, and doth not Herford live?
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Na Yorka nynf stejny bankrot ¢eka!
Smrt vysvobozenim je pro ¢lovéka.
Ptezraly plod dffv pad4. On byl zraly.
Skon¢il sviy ¢as, my cestu zapocali.
Tolik 0 ném. Ted k irské vypravé.
Musime zkifsnout tu jeZatou sbéf,
ten plevel, ktery zamofuje zemi,

Ze v ni nic jiného uz neroste.

Tak velkd véc je ale ndkladna.

A proto v stitnim zdjmu zabavujem
penize, stiibro, diichody a vie
cenné, co tady zanechal stryc Gaunt.
Miém mlcet? Nefict na ty kfivdy dost?
Tak bezmeznd je moje oddanost?
Glostrovu smrt, vyhndn{ Jindficha,
urdzky Gaunta, plundrovani zemé,
ptikaz, Ze Bolingbroke si nesmél vzit
francouzskou Zenu, svoje poniZeni,
to vSe jsem snasel bez mrknuti oka,
jen abych nepopudil vladate.

Jsem posledn{ ze synt Edwardovych,

z nichZ nejstar$i byl welSsky princ, tviyj otec.

Ve vélkich byval zufivy jak lev
a v miru mimy jako berdnek.
Byl po vSech strdnkdch dokonaly rytit.
M4s jeho tvéf, vypadal jako ty,
kdyz byl v tvém véku, ale kdyZz se mrail,
potom se mracil jenom na Francouze,
ne na své blizké. Ten, co utratil,
zas ziskal zpét a nerozhazoval,
co nahromadil jeho slavny otec.
Nepospinil si ruce vlastni krvi,
na rukou mél jen krev svych nepfétel.
Ach, Richarde! Jen ¢iré zoufalstvi
mé nuti porovnavat tebe s nim.
Strycku, no tak. O co ti jde?

Muyj krali,
ra¢te mi odpustit, a pokud ne,
j4 obejdu se bez odpusténi.
To chcete vyhnanému Jindfichovi
vzit v§echna préva, v§echen majetek?
Neni Gaunt mrtev? Neni Herford Ziv?
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Was not Gaunt just, and is not Harry true?

Did not the one deserve to have an heir?

Is not his heir a well-deserving son?

Take Herford’s rights away, and take from Time
His charters and his customary rights;

Let not tomorrow then ensue today;

Be not thyself; for how art thou a king

But by fair sequence and succession?

Now, afore God - God forbid I say true! -

If you do wrongfully seize Herford’s rights,
Call in the letters patent that he hath

By his attorneys-general to sue

His livery, and deny his offered homage,

You pluck a thousand dangers on your head,
You lose a thousand well-disposed hearts

And prick my tender patience, to those thoughts
Which honour and allegiance cannot think.

Think what you will, we seize into our hands
His plate, his goods, his money and his lands.

I'll not be by the while. My liege, farewell.
What will ensue hereof, there’s none can tell;
But by bad courses may be understood

That their events can never fall out good.

Exit.

Go, Bushy, to the Earl of Wiltshire straight.
Bid him repair to us to Ely House

To see this business. Tomorrow next

We will for Ireland; and ’tis time, I trow.

And we create, in absence of ourself,

Our uncle York lord governor of England;

For he is just and always loved us well.

Come on, our queen. Tomorrow must we part;
Be merry, for our time of stay is short

Flourish. Exeunt King Richard II, Queen, Duke of Aumerle,
Bushy, Green a Bagot.

Well, lords, the Duke of Lancaster is dead.
And living too; for now his son is duke.
Barely in title, not in revenue.

Richly in both, if justice had her right.

My heart is great; but it must break with silence,
Ere’t be disburdened with a liberal tongue.

58

195

200

205

210

215

220

225

II/1

RICHARD

YORK

RICHARD

NORTHUMB.
ROSS
WILLOUGHBY
NORTHUMB.
ROSS

Nebyl Gaunt Cestny, Jindfich poslusny?
NezaslouZ{ si otec dédice,

kdyz dédicem je jeho fddny syn?

KdyZ mu to prédvo upfes, zrusis rad

a pravidla, co fidi tenhle svét.

Po dnesku mé byt zitiek. KdyZ to popfes,
popfe$ sam sebe! Kdyby nebylo
néslednictvi, pak ty bys nebyl krél.
Chran Buh, aby to takhle dopadlo!
Jestlize vezmes Jindfichovi prava,
odejmes jeho lidem plné moci

pro ptipad dédického fizen{

a zfeknes se ho, potom na svou hlavu
pfivoldvés tisice nebezpedi.

Tisice vérnych srdci ztratis. Mne
pfivede$ k myS$lenkdm, jimZ se ma Cest
a oddanost dost dpénlivé brini.

Mysli si, co chces. Vsechno, co mél, ale
je ted, i s pozemky, majetkem kréle.

U toho nechci byt. Lou¢im se, pane.
Jen Panbth vi, co se s mou zemf stane.
Kdo ale jednou sejde z dobré cesty,

po kiivych stezkdch stézi dojde $tésti.
Odeyde.

Jdi, Bushy, za hrabétem z Wiltshiru,
at pfijde sem do Lancastrova domu
a véechno sepiSe. My odjedem

uz zitra do Irska. Cas na nds tladi.
V mé nepfitomnosti tu v Anglii
povlddne jako regent strycek York.
Je poctivy a nds mél vzdycky rad.

(Ke Krdlovné) Zbyva ndm uz jen noc. Bud veseld,

pfece bys ten las neprobrecela.
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Fanfdra. Odejdou krdl Richard I1., Krdlovna, Vévoda z Aumerlu,

Bushy, Green a Bagot.

Vévoda Lancaster je mrtev, pani.

Zije. Vévodou z Lancastru je syn.
Titul m4, ale to je asi ve.

Viechno by mél, kdyby tu Zilo privo.

Srdce mi pukd, ale musim mlcet.
KézZ bych si mohl slovy ulevit!
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Nay, speak thy mind; and let him ne’er speak more 230
That speaks thy words again to do thee harm!

Tends that thou wouldst speak to the Duke of Herford?
If it be so, out with it boldly, man;
Quick is mine ear to hear of good towards him.

No good at all that I can do for him; 235
Unless you call it good to pity him,
Bereft and gelded of his patrimony.

Now, afore God, ’tis shame such wrongs are borne

In him, a royal prince, and many more

Of noble blood in this declining land. 240
The king is not himself, but basely led

By flatterers; and what they will inform,

Merely in hate, *gainst any of us all,

That will the king severely prosecute

’Gainst us, our lives, our children, and our heirs. 245

The commons hath he pilled with grievous taxes,
And quite lost their hearts. The nobles hath he fined
For ancient quarrels, and quite lost their hearts.

And daily new exactions are devised,
As blanks, benevolences, and I wot not what. 250
But what, o’ God’s name, doth become of this?

Wars have not wasted it, for warred he hath not,

But basely yielded upon compromise

That which his noble ancestors achieved with blows.
More hath he spent in peace than they in wars. 255

The Earl of Wiltshire hath the realm in farm.
The king’s grown bankrupt, like a broken man.
Reproach and dissolution hangeth over him.

He hath not money for these Irish wars,
His burthenous taxations notwithstanding, 260
But by the robbing of the banished duke.

His noble kinsman! Most degenerate king!

But, lords, we hear this fearful tempest sing,

Yet see no shelter to avoid the storm;

We see the wind sit sore upon our sails, 265
And yet we strike not, but securely perish.

We see the very wreck that we must suffer;
And unavoided is the danger now,
For suffering so the causes of our wreck.
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Jen klidné mluv, a jestli nékdo nékde
iekne, cos fek, pak navzdy domluvil!

Chces mluvit o Jindfichu z Herfordu?
Jen sméle do toho. Cokoli o ném
dobrého feknes, mé to potési.

Radsi bych pro néj dobré véci délal.
Ted ho jen lituju, jak $patné skondil,
okraden o dédictvi, o vSechno.

Buh ale vidi, jaké strasné hanbé

je kralovsky princ vystaven, i jini
péni, v té nasi zplundrované zemi.
Kral ztratil soudnost. Nechdvd se klamat
lichotniky, co z nendvisti k ndm

nds u néj pro nic za nic olernuji.

A krél pak broji proti ndm a nage
Zivoty, déti, statky ohroZuje.

Z lidi ted zdima hrozitinské dané,

a ti ho nendvidi. Slechtice

pokutuyje, a ti ho nendvidi.

Denné si vymysli, jak vic nds $kubat.
Upisy, dluhopisy a tak dale.

Snad jenom Buh vi, kam to vSecko jde!
Do viélek sotva. Doted neval¢il.
Sjednéval jen potupnd piiméfi.

Co jeho piedkové ziskali bojem,
dokézal on sdm v miru rozhézet.
Hrabé Wiltshire dal zemi do zdstavy.
Kril zbankrotoval. UZ je na miziné.
Kazdy je zklamany a roztrpceny.

Na irskou valku nemél penize,

a ze nevydiel v danich, kolik chtél,
okradl vyhnaného vévodu.

Vlastniho bratrance! Kril, a tak klesnout!
Sly$ime, Ze se bliZi strand bourka,

a prece nehledidme pristfesi.

Vitr uz plachty cupuje a my

nic nedéldme, plujem smrti vstfic.

Jen divdme se na to, jak jdem ke dnu.

Ta zéhuba je jist4, protozZe

strpeni mdme s nasim utrpenim.
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Not so; even through the hollow eyes of death 270
[ spy life peering; but I dare not say
How near the tidings of our comfort is.

Nay, let us share thy thoughts, as thou dost ours.

Be confident to speak, Northumberland.
We three are but thyself; and, speaking so, 275
Thy words are but as thoughts; therefore, be bold.

Then thus: I have from Port le Blanc, a bay

In Brittany, received intelligence

That Harry Duke of Herford, Rainold Lord Cobham,

The son of Richard Earl of Arundel, 280

That late broke from the Duke of Exeter,

His brother, Archbishop late of Canterbury,

Sir Thomas Erpingham, Sir John Ramston,

Sir John Norbery, Sir Robert Waterton and Francis
Quoint,

All these well furnished by the Duke of Bretagne 285

With eight tall ships, three thousand men of war,

Are making hither with all due expedience

And shortly mean to touch our northern shore.

Perhaps they had ere this, but that they stay

The first departing of the king for Ireland. 290

If then we shall shake off our slavish yoke,

Imp out our drooping country’s broken wing,

Redeem from broking pawn the blemished crown,

Wipe off the dust that hides our sceptre’s gilt

And make high majesty look like itself, 295

Away with me in post to Ravenspurgh;

But if you faint, as fearing to do so,

Stay and be secret, and myself will go.

To horse, to horse! Urge doubts to them that fear.
Hold out my horse, and I will first be there. 300

Exeunt.
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Ne, ne! I z dutych dalka smrti vidim 270

vyhlizet Zivot. Ale téZko fict,

kdy mtizeme se dockat ttéchy.

Rekni, co vi§, a nenapinej nis.

Mluv bez obav, Northumberlande.

My tfi smyslime stejné, takZe pro nis 275

jsou slova némé myslenky. Tak mluv.

Tak dobfe. Slysel jsem, Ze z Port le Blanc

v Bretani Jindfich z Herfordu, lord Cobham,

hrabé z Arundelu, syn hrabéte

Richarda, ktery zbéhl neddvno 280

od vévody z Exetru, jeho bratr,

nékdejsi arcibiskup canterbursky,

pan Thomas Erpingham i pan John Ramston,

panové John Norbery, Robert Waterton a Francis
Quoint

s podporou bretatiského vévody 285

se v osmi lodich s tfemi tisici

muzi pfes mofe bliZi k ndm a brzy

by méli doplout k severnimu bfehu.

Mozné by tu uz byli, chtéli jen

vyckat, nez krédl odjede do Irska. 290

Chceme-li vyvléknout se z okovu,

napiimit zdda v porobené zemi,

korunu vzit zpét od vete$nika

a setfit prach z pohanéného zezla,

aby zas majestit byl v plném lesku, 295

pojedme vsichni do Ravenspurghu.

Viak vihite-li kvtli obavdm,

pomléte o tom, pojedu tam sdm.

ROSS Jedem! Kdo vdhd, patii k zbabélcum!

WILLOUGHBY

Budu tam prvni, nepadne-li kari. 300
Odejdou.
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SCENE 2.
THE PALACE.

Enter Queen, Bushy, and Bagot.

Madam, your majesty is too much sad.

You promised, when you parted with the king,
To lay aside life-harming heaviness

And entertain a cheerful disposition.

To please the king I did; to please myself 5
[ cannot do it; yet I know no cause

Why I should welcome such a guest as grief,

Save bidding farewell to so sweet a guest

As my sweet Richard. Yet again, methinks,

Some unborn sorrow, ripe in fortune’s womb, 10
Is coming towards me, and my inward soul

With nothing trembles. At some thing it grieves,

More than with parting from my lord the king.

Each substance of a grief hath twenty shadows,

Which shows like grief itself, but is not so; 15

For sorrow’s eye, glazed with blinding tears,

Divides one thing entire to many objects;

Like perspectives, which rightly gazed upon

Show nothing but confusion, eyed awry

Distinguish form. So your sweet majesty, 20

Looking awry upon your lord’s departure,

Find shapes of grief, more than himself, to wail;

Which, looked on as it is, is nought but shadows

Of what it is not. Then, thrice-gracious queen,

More than your lord’s departure weep not: more’s not
seen;

Or if it be, ’tis with false sorrow’s eye,

Which for things true weeps things imaginary.

It may be so; but yet my inward soul

Persuades me it is otherwise. Howe’er it be,

[ cannot but be sad; so heavy sad 30
As, though on thinking on no thought I think,

Makes me with heavy nothing faint and shrink.

"Tis nothing but conceit, my gracious lady.

*Tis nothing less: conceit is still derived

From some forefather grief; mine is not so, 35
For nothing had begot my something grief;

Or something hath the nothing that I grieve.
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SCENA 2.
V PALACI.

Vystoupi Krdlowna, Bushy a Bagot.

Madam, jste smutna vice, nez je zdrévo.
Pfi loucent jste kréli slibila,
Ze nebudete klesat na mysli
a neztratite dobrou néladu.

Pfed nim jsem smutek pfemdhala. Bez néj

ho nepfemizu. Nemdm jiny dévod
si v domé drZet nezvaného hosta,

sviyj Zal, neZ pouze ten, Ze drahy manzel

dum opustil. A pfece zd4 se mi,
e Stésténa mi nese trapen{
doposud nezrozené, a to nic,
co jeSté neni, suzuje mé vic
nez to, ze manzel tady neni se mnou.
Zal vrhi stiny na vie, aZ se zd4,
Ze vie je temné. Je to v8ak jen zdani.
Odi zalité plac¢em vidi svét
jak spoustu stfipkd, chaos beze smyslu,
kdyz ale divime se koutkem oka,
zménime perspektivu, hned se obraz
vyjasni. Veli¢enstvo, hledte jinak
na odjezd kréle, a hned poznite,
Ze vic vas trdpi zdéni trapeni
nez opravdovy zal, a nebudete
pak délat néco z ni¢eho. V4s zal
neni nic vic,

neZ Ze tu nenf kral.
Ten Zal je skute¢ny, a Zddny jiny.
To ostatni jsou pouze jeho stiny.
Snad ano. Pfesto vnitini hlas mi tika,
Ze je to jinak. V kazdém piipadé
jind nez smutnd nebudu. I kdyz
mam plnou hlavu toho, co nic neni,
to nic mé nidi, trdpi k zesileni.

BUSHY Jsou to jen plané strachy, krilovno.

KRALOVNA

[ plany strach ma v sobé pfedstavu
skute¢né hrizy. J ji nepoznala,

tak sama nevim, ¢eho bych se béla.

To nezndmé vsak ve mné vzbouzi strach
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"Tis in reversion that I do possess;
But what it is, that is not yet known; what
I cannot name; ’tis nameless woe, I wot.

Enter Green.

God save your majesty! And well met, gentlemen.
I hope the king is not yet shipped for Ireland.

Why hopest thou so? "Tis better hope he is;
For his designs crave haste, his haste good hope.
Then wherefore dost thou hope he is not shipped?

That he, our hope, might have retired his power,
And driven into despair an enemy’s hope,

Who strongly hath set footing in this land.

The banished Bolingbroke repeals himself,

And with uplifted arms is safe arrived

At Ravenspurgh.

Now God in heaven forbid!
Ah, madam, ’tis too true. And that is worse,

40

45

50

The Lord Northumberland, his son young Harry Percy,

The Lords of Ross, Beaumond, and Willoughby,
With all their powerful friends, are fled to him.

Why have you not proclaimed Northumberland
And all the rest revolted faction traitors?

We have. Whereupon the Earl of Worcester
Hath broke his staff, resigned his stewardship,
And all the household servants fled with him
To Bolingbroke.

So, Green, thou art the midwife to my woe,
And Bolingbroke my sorrow’s dismal heir.
Now hath my soul brought forth her prodigy,
And 1, a gasping new-delivered mother,

Have woe to woe, sorrow to sorrow joined.

Despair not, madam.
Who shall hinder me?
[ will despair, and be at enmity
With cozening hope. He is a flatterer,
A parasite, a keeper back of death,
Who gently would dissolve the bands of life,
Which false hope lingers in extremity.
Enter Duke of York.

Here comes the Duke of York.
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tim horsi, Ze je pouze v pfedstavach.
Chci védét, co zIé je mi pfisouzeno,
abych mohla dat svému strachu jméno.

Vystoupi Green.

Btih krélovnu chrai! Dobry den, panové.

Krél jesté neodjel do Irska, doufdm.
Douf3s, Ze neodjel? To doufas $patné.
Krél doufal, Ze co nejdifv stihne odjet.
Pro¢ doufss ty, Ze jesté neodjel?

Byla by nadéje, ze dokdze

prekazit nadéje nepfitele,

jenz nasi zemi pravé prepadl
Vyhnany Jindfich Bolingbroke se vritil
a bezpelné se s vojskem vylodil

u Ravenspurghu.

Boze chran, to ne!

Ba, je to pravda, madam. A co huf,
Northumberland, jeho syn Harry Percy,
pénové Ross, Beaumond a Willoughby
i dal§{ pani k nému ptebéhli.

Tys neprohlasil Northumberlanda

a dal3i zbéhy za velezrddce?

Prohlésil. A hned nato hrabé Worcester
zlomil svou berlu, vzdal se fadu
a spole¢né s dal$imi sluzebniky
z krdlova domu utek k Jindfichovi.
Strach, ktery ve mné zrdl, je porozen
a dostal jméno Jindfich Bolingbroke.
Z nitra mé duse pfiSel na svét netvor
a ja, rodicka, na zal vr$im zal
a prebijim svou bolest bolesti.
Ne, nezoufejte, madam.

A pro¢ ne?
Jen zoufalstvim se miZu ubrdnit
fale$né nadéji, jez se mé drzi
jak parazit a nedovoli smrti
pfijit a kone¢né mé vysvobodit
z pout zivofeni, jez uz nenf k Ziti.
Vystoupi’ Vévoda z Yorkn.
Ptichazi vévoda z Yorku.
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With signs of war about his aged neck.
O, full of careful business are his looks!
Uncle, for God’s sake, speak comfortable words.

Should I do so, I should belie my thoughts.
Comfort’s in heaven; and we are on the earth,
Where nothing lives but crosses, cares and grief.
Your husband, he is gone to save far off,

Whilst others come to make him lose at home.
Here am I left to underprop his land,

Who, weak with age, cannot support myself.
Now comes the sick hour that his surfeit made;
Now shall he try his friends that flattered him.

Enter a Servant.
My lord, your son was gone before I came.
He was? Why, so! Go all which way it will!
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The nobles they are fled, the commons they are cold,

And will, I fear, revolt on Herford’s side.

Sirrah, get thee to Plashy, to my sister Gloucester;

Bid her send me presently a thousand pound.
Hold, take my ring.

My lord, I had forgot to tell your lordship,
Today, as I came by, I called there;

But I shall grieve you to report the rest.
What is’t, knave?

An hour before I came, the duchess died.
God for his mercy! What a tide of woes
Comes rushing on this woeful land at once!
I know not what to do. I would to God,

So my untruth had not provoked him to it,

The king had cut off my head with my brother’s.

What, are there no posts dispatched for Ireland?
How shall we do for money for these wars?

90
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100

Come, sister — cousin, [ would say - pray, pardon me.

Go, fellow, get thee home, provide some carts
And bring away the armour that is there.

Exit Servant.
Gentlemen, will you go muster men?

If I know how or which way to order these affairs

Thus thrust disorderly into my hands,
Never believe me. Both are my kinsmen.
The one is my sovereign, whom both my oath
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M4 kolem krku odznak véle¢nika
a tvafi se tak ustarané. Strycku,
mluvte a utéste mé svymi slovy.

Kéz7 bych tak mohl! Ale to bych lhal.
Utéchu najdem v nebi, ne zde dole.
Tady jsou samé strasti, starosti.

Tviyj manzel odjel hasit pozar venku,
a jini mu ted' zapaluj{ dum.

Mné, starému, jenz sotva postard se
o sebe, nechal na starost svou zem.
To bude pro néj vysttizlivéni.

Ukaze se, jaké ma piitele.

Vystoupi Slouzici.

Pane, v4$ syn uz z domu odesel.

Odesel? Kam? Kazdy si jde, kam chce!
Slechta se ztraci. Lidé ochladli.
Miém strach, Ze pfidaji se k Herfordovi.

(Ke Slouzicimu) Jed' do Plashy za moji $vagrovou.

Rekni ji, af mi posle tisic liber.

Pockej, prokaz se timhle prstenem.
Zapomnél jsem vim, pane, fict, Ze jsem se
dnes cestou u ni zastavil. Mdm strach,

Ze vas md zprdva velmi zarmouti.

O co jde, chlape?
Hodinu pfede mnou k nf pfisla smrt.

Proboha! Réna za ranou se sype

na nasi zbédovanou zemi! Nevim,

co ted mam délat. Skoda ze ma slova
nepopudila kréle k tomu, aby

mi usek hlavu jako bratrovi.

Do Irska jesté nikdo neodjel?

Z ¢eho mam platit vélku? Svagrova -

promiri, chtél jsem fict netefi -, pojd se mnou.

A ty jdi ke mné domu. SeZen vozy

a naloZ vSechny zbrané, co tam najdes.
Odeyde SlouZici.

Svolite, pani, sviyj lid do zbrané?
Kdybych vam tekl, Ze vim, co si podit
s tim nenaddlym zmatkem, nevéfte mi.
Oba jsou pfece moji piibuzni.
Prvnimu, kréli, dal jsem svaty slib,
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And duty bids defend; the other again

Is my kinsman, whom the king hath wronged,

Whom conscience and my kindred bids to right. 115
Well, somewhat we must do. Come, cousin,

Il dispose of you. Gentlemen, go, muster up your men,
And meet me presently at Berkeley.

I should to Plashy too;

But time will not permit. All is uneven, 120
And every thing is left at six and seven.

Exeunt Duke of York and Queen.

The wind sits fair for news to go to Ireland,

But none returns. For us to levy power

Proportionable to the enemy

Is all unpossible. 125

Besides, our nearness to the king in love
Is near the hate of those love not the king.

And that’s the wavering commons: for their love
Lies in their purses, and whoso empties them
By so much fills their hearts with deadly hate. 130

Wherein the king stands generally condemned.

If judgement lie in them, then so do we,

Because we ever have been near the king.

Well, I will for refuge straight to Bristol castle.

The Earl of Wiltshire is already there. 135

Thither will I with you; for little office

The hateful commons will perform for us,

Except like curs to tear us all to pieces.

Will you go along with us?

No; I will to Ireland to his majesty. 140
Farewell. If heart’s presages be not vain,

We three here art that ne’er shall meet again.

That’s as York thrives to beat back Bolingbroke.

Alas, poor duke! The task he undertakes

Is numbering sands and drinking oceans dry. 145
Where one on his side fights, thousands will fly.
Farewell at once, for once, for all, and ever.

Well, we may meet again.
I fear me, never.

Exeunt.
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ze budu ho vzdy chranit. Druhy je
muj synovec, a krdl mu ubliZil,

takze mi veli svédomi mu pomoct.
Musime néco délat! Pojdme, dévce.

J4 té v tom nenechdm. Zverbujte, pani,
viechny, co mite, a pak pfijedte

na Berkeley. Mél bych taky do Plashy.

Ne, na to neni ¢as. Ach, to jsou zmatky.

KézZ by se dalo v8echno zas vzit zpatky!
Odejdoun Vévoda z Yorku a Krdlovna.
Pro cestu do Irska je dobry vitr,
nazpétek ale ne. Shromazdit vojsko,
co by se silou mohlo méfit s nimi,
je nemozné.
Za to, ze kral nds mival tolik rad,
nds nepfiatelé krale nendvidi.
Léska lidu je vrtkavé a lidé
ji nosi v kapse. Kdo jim z kapsy bere,
ten naplriuje jejich srdce zlobou.
Taky uz kréle vSichni odepsali.
A dal3i na fadé budeme my,
protoze my jsme byli krdli nejbliz.
Odjedu ihned na Bristolsky hrad.
Pry uZ tam je i hrabé z Wiltshiru.
Pojedu s tebou. Od té vzteklé chétry
muzeme ¢ekat jediné. Ti psi
nés radi roztrhajf na kusy.
Vy pojedete s ndmi?
Ne. Odjedu do Irska za krilem.
Sbohem. Jestli mé srdce neklame,
sotva se my tfi jesté setkdme.
Leda by York porazil Bolingbroka.
Chudik vévoda! To by spise zvladl
spocitat zrnka pisku na pousti.
Zustane sam. Kazdy ho opousti.
Sbohem, nyni a navzdy. Sbohem, péni.
Tteba se jesté sejdem.

Marné ptfani.
Odejdou.
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SCENE 3.
WILDS IN GLOUCESTERSHIRE.

Enter Henry Bolingbroke and Northumberland, with forces.
How far is it, my lord, to Berkeley now?

Believe me, noble lord,

I am a stranger here in Gloucestershire.

These high wild hills and rough uneven ways

Draws out our miles, and makes them wearisome, 5
And yet your fair discourse hath been as sugar,

Making the hard way sweet and delectable.

But I bethink me what a weary way

From Ravenspurgh to Cotswold will be found

In Ross and Willoughby, wanting your company, 10
Which, I protest, hath very much beguiled

The tediousness and process of my travel.

But theirs is sweetened with the hope to have

The present benefit which I possess;

And hope to joy is little less in joy 15
Than hope enjoyed. By this the weary lords

Shall make their way seem short, as mine hath done

By sight of what I have, your noble company.

Of much less value is my company
Than your good words. But who comes here? 20
Enter Harry Percy.

It is my son, young Harry Percy,
Sent from my brother Worcester, whencesoever.
Harry, how fares your uncle?

[ had thought, my lord, to have learned his health of you.
Why, is he not with the queen? 25
No, my good Lord; he hath forsook the court,

Broken his staff of office and dispersed
The household of the king.

What was his reason?
He was not so resolved when last we spake together.

Because your lordship was proclaimed traitor. 30
But he, my lord, is gone to Ravenspurgh,

To offer service to the Duke of Herford,

And sent me over by Berkeley, to discover

What power the Duke of York had levied there;

Then with directions to repair to Ravenspurgh. 35
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SCENA 3.
V KRAJINE GLOSTERSKEHO HRABSTVI.

Vystoupi Jindrich Bolingbroke a Northumberland s vojskem.
Berkeleysky hrad je jesté daleko?

Muyj vzacny pane, pfizndm se vam, Ze
krajinu tady v Glostru viibec nezndm.

V téch strmych kopcich po nesjizdnych stezkich
se jede pomalu a obtizné,

a pfece mi to pfi hovoru s vimi

moc piijemné a rychle ubéhlo.

Myslim si, Ze se Ross a Willoughby

z Ravenspurghu do Cotswoldu dost tézko
probijeji, kdyz nemaji to Stésti

jet s vami jako ja. Unavné pouf

diky vdm byla pro mé radosti.

Je ale muze tésit nadéje,

Ze brzy na tom budou podobné.

T&sit se na néco je skoro stejné

potéseni jako to zazit, takze

jim cestu kréti védomi, Ze brzy

budou jak ja ve vasi spole¢nosti.

M3 spole¢nost je mnohem méné vzicnd
nez va$e mild fe¢. Kdo to sem jde?

Vystoupi Harry Percy.

Harry Percy, muj syn. Nejspi$ ho poslal

za mnou muj bratr Worcester. Povéz, Harry,
jak se m4 strycek?

Nevim, otle. To jsem chtél slySet od vis.
On neni s krdlovnou?

Ale kdepak. Uz neni u dvora.
Zlomil svou berlu, ziek se tfadu
a lidi ode dvora propustil.

A pro¢?
Minule byl jiného minéni.
Tehdy vam jesté nefikali zradce.
Odjel do Ravenspurghu nabidnout
své sluzby vévodovi z Herfordu,
a mé poslal na Berkeley, abych zjistil,
jak velké vojsko md na hradé York,
a pak s tou zprévou mam jet zase za nim.
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Have you forgot the Duke of Herford, boy?

No, my good lord, for that is not forgot
Which ne’er I did remember. To my knowledge,
[ never in my life did look on him.

Then learn to know him now; this is the duke. 40

My gracious lord, I tender you my service,
Such as it is, being tender, raw and young.
Which elder days shall ripen and confirm

To more approved service and desert.

[ thank thee, gentle Percy; and be sure 45
[ count myself in nothing else so happy

As in a soul remembering my good friends;

And, as my fortune ripens with thy love,

It shall be still thy true love’s recompense.

My heart this covenant makes, my hand thus seals it. 50

How far is it to Berkeley? And what stir
Keeps good old York there with his men of war?

There stands the castle, by yon tuft of trees,

Manned with three hundred men, as I have heard;

And in it are the Lords of York, Berkeley, and Seymour;
None else of name and noble estimate.

Enter Lord Ross and Lord Willoughby.

Here come the Lords of Ross and Willoughby,
Bloody with spurring, fiery-red with haste.

Welcome, my lords. I wot your love pursues

A banished traitor. All my treasury 60
Is yet but unfelt thanks, which more enriched

Shall be your love and labour’s recompense.

Your presence makes us rich, most noble lord.

And far surmounts our labour to attain it.

Evermore thanks, the exchequer of the poor; 65

Which, till my infant fortune comes to years,
Stands for my bounty. But who comes here?

Enter Lord Berkeley.
It is my Lord of Berkeley, as I guess.
My Lord of Herford, my message is to you.

My lord, my answer is - to Lancaster; 70
And I am come to seek that name in England;

And I must find that title in your tongue,

Before I make reply to aught you say.
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Poznal bys vévodu z Herfordu?

Nepoznal, otce. Jak bych ho moh poznat,
kdyz jsem ho, aspoti co si pamatuju,
v Zivoté nevidél.

Tak ted ho vidis. Zde je vévoda.
Milosti, vezméte mé do sluzby.
Jsem sice mlady, nezku$eny, ale
urcité ¢asem dozraju a pak

vam, doufim, budu vice k uzitku.
Dékuji, mily Percy. VEf mi, Ze

nic nedéld mi vétsi radost nez

mit kolem sebe dobré pfatele.

A az mi osud dopfeje vic Stést,

lip se ti za tvé sluzby odménim.

Ten slib ze srdce zpeceti ma ruka.

Jak daleko je Berkeley? A co chystd
dobrék York se svou zbrojnou posiadkou?

Hrad je hned tamhle za stromy a v ném
na tfi sta ozbrojenct, jak jsem slysel.

S Yorkem jsou tam pan Berkeley a pan Seymour.

Jinak uZ nikdo z vyzna¢néjsich pana.
Vystoupi lord Ross a lord Willoughby.

Pinové Ross a Willoughby jsou tady.
Krev na ostruhéch. Ri¢ni ve tvéfi.
Vitdm vas, pdni. Co vés pfivadi

za vyhosténym zrddcem? Mohu spldcet
jen pouhym vdékem. AZ se vzmuzu, pak
vam vynahradim va$i ndklonnost.
Nejvétsi odménou jste ndm vy sdm.
Jakou si ani nezaslouzime.

Jsem chuddk, mohu ustédfit jen dik.
Stédiejsi budu, jestli moje $tésti

vyroste z détskych bot. Kdo to sem jde?
Vystoupi lord Berkeley.

To bude lord Berkeley, fekl bych.
Vévodo z Herfordu, nesu vim vzkaz.

M¢é jméno je vévoda z Lancastru.
Pro to jméno si do Anglie jdu.

A jestli se mnou chcete hovofit,
tak mé tim jménem taky oslovujte.
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Mistake me not, my lord; ’tis not my meaning

To raze one title of your honour out. 75
To you, my lord, I come, what lord you will,

From the most gracious regent of this land,

The Duke of York, to know what pricks you on

To take advantage of the absent time

And fright our native peace with self-born arms. 80

Enter Duke of York attended.

[ shall not need transport my words by you;
Here comes his grace in person. My noble uncle!

Kneels.

Show me thy humble heart, and not thy knee,
Whose duty is deceiveable and false.

My gracious uncle - 85

Tut, tut!

Grace me no grace, nor uncle me no uncle.

I am no traitor’s uncle; and that word ‘grace’.

In an ungracious mouth is but profane.

Why have those banished and forbidden legs 90
Dared once to touch a dust of England’s ground?

But then more ‘why?’ — why have they dared to march
So many miles upon her peaceful bosom,

Frighting her pale-faced villages with war

And ostentation of despised arms? 95
Comest thou because the anointed king is hence?

Why, foolish boy, the king is left behind,

And in my loyal bosom lies his power.

Were I but now the lord of such hot youth

As when brave Gaunt, thy father, and myself 100
Rescued the Black Prince, that young Mars of men,
From forth the ranks of many thousand French,

O, then how quickly should this arm of mine.

Now prisoner to the palsy, chastise thee

And minister correction to thy fault! 105

My gracious uncle, let me know my fault.
On what condition stands it and wherein?

Even in condition of the worst degree,

In gross rebellion and detested treason.

Thou art a banished man, and here art come 110
Before the expiration of thy time,

In braving arms against thy sovereign.
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Nemyslete si, pane, Ze bych chtél

vam upirat néjaké tituly.

Af jste vévoda ten a nebo onen,
vévoda z Yorku, regent Anglie,

se vds mym prostfednictvim tdze, pro¢
jste zneuzil nepiitomnosti krale

a vojensky pfepadl nasi zem.

Vystoupi Vévoda z Yorku s doprovodem.

Na vzkazy uz té nepotfebuju.
Vévoda je tu osobné. Muj strycku!

Poklekne.

Ukaz pokorné srdce, pokrytce,

a ne jen, jak ohybds kolena.

Muj vzicny strycku -

Ale, ale!

Vzécnost si nech pro strycka pfihodu.
J4 nejsem strycek zrddct a z tvych dst
zni slovo ,vzicny® jak laciny $mejd.

Jak sis moh troufnout nohou vyhnance
se vibec dotknout pudy Anglie?

A hlavné pro¢ mirumilovné zemi

po prsou masirujes sem a tam

a désis vyplasené vesnicany

fincenim zbrani, hrozbou vil&eni?
Ptisel jsi, protoze krél tady neni?

Ty hloupy kluku, tviij krél tady je.

V mé vérné hrudi lezi jeho moc.
Kdybych mél v sobé mladou horkou krev
jak tehdy, kdyZ jsme s tvym tatinkem Gauntem
pfesile Francouzu vyrvali z drdpt
Cerného prince, toho boha vilky,

pak bych té touhle rukou, kterd mi
vypovédéla sluzbu, rovnou ztrestal

a napravil tvé velké provinéni!

Muj vzdcny strycku, prosim, feknéte mi,
jak, v ¢em a ¢im jsem se tak provinil?
Tim nejhor$im, co viibec muze byt:
rebelii a hnusnou vlastizradou.

Jsi vyhnanec a do zemé se vraci§
pfedlasné jako vetfelec, jenz zvedd
uto¢né zbrané proti svému krali.
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As I was banished, I was banished Herford;
But as I come, I come for Lancaster.

And, noble uncle, I beseech your grace

Look on my wrongs with an indifferent eye.
You are my father, for methinks in you

I see old Gaunt alive; O, then, my father,

Will you permit that I shall stand condemned
A wandering vagabond; my rights and royalties
Plucked from my arms perforce and given away
To upstart unthrifts? Wherefore was I born?

If that my cousin king be King of England,

It must be granted I am Duke of Lancaster.
You have a son, Aumerle, my noble cousin;
Had you first died, and he been thus trod down,
He should have found his uncle Gaunt a father,
To rouse his wrongs and chase them to the bay.
[ am denied to sue my livery here,

And yet my letters-patents give me leave.

My father’s goods are all distrained and sold,
And these and all are all amiss employed.
What would you have me do? [ am a subject,
And I challenge law. Attorneys are denied me;
And therefore, personally I lay my claim

To my inheritance of free descent.

The noble duke hath been too much abused.
[t stands your grace upon to do him right.
Base men by his endowments are made great.

My lords of England, let me tell you this.

[ have had feeling of my cousin’s wrongs
And laboured all I could to do him right;
But in this kind to come, in braving arms,
Be his own carver and cut out his way,

To find out right with wrong, it may not be;
And you that do abet him in this kind
Cherish rebellion and are rebels all.

The noble duke hath sworn his coming is

But for his own; and for the right of that

We all have strongly sworn to give him aid;
And let him né’er see joy that breaks that oath!

Well, well, I see the issue of these arms.
I cannot mend it, I must needs confess,
Because my power is weak and all ill left.
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JINDRICH Vyhnany odtud byl jsem jako Herford,

dom: se vracim jako Lancaster.
Snazné vas prosim, strycku, zkuste se
podivat na mou vinu nestranné.

V mych o¢ich jste muj otec, protoze
Gaunt ve vés zije dal. A proto, otce,
vy dovolite, abych j4 byl psanec
zbaveny prév a vysad, okradeny

o véechno ve prospéch téch $plhounu
a krys? To si svym rodem zaslouzim?
Je-li muy bratranec kral Anglie,

j& musim byt vévodou z Lancastru.

Muyj daldi bratranec je v4$ syn Aumerle.

Kdybyste zemfel dfiv nez Gaunt a on
dopad jak j4, za Gauntem $el by, aby
mu pomohl a vypréskal ty lumpy.

J4 nesmim pfihldsit se o majetek,
ktery mdm zaruceny zdkonem?
Vsechno, co zbylo po otci, je pry¢,
rozproddno a zajantroceno.

Co mutzu délat? Doméhat se svého
u soudu? Advokita nedostanu.

A proto jsem si pfisel osobné

vzit dédictvi, které mi pravem patti.

NORTHUMB. Vévodovi moc ukfivdili, pane.

ROSS Milosti, mél byste to napravit.

WILLOUGHBY Ti vyZirkové na ném zbohatli.

YORK Angli¢ti lordi, j4 vam néco povim.
Vim, Ze mu ublizili. Snazil jsem se
v${ moci, abych tomu zabranil.
Ale vojensky zemi pfepadnout
a bezpravim si vynucovat pravo,
to prosté nejde. To se nedéld.

A jestli ho v tom podporujete,
jste sami vzboufenci a rozvratnici.

NORTHUMB. Vévoda pfisahal, Ze si jde vzit

jen, co mu patfi. Slibili jsme mu

podporu v jeho spravedlivé véci.

Porusit tenhle slib by byla hanba!
YORK Dobte. Ja vim, co zbrané dovedou.

A musim pfiznat, nic s tim nenadélim

s chabymi zbytky vojék{, co mdm.
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But if T could, by Him that gave me life,

[ would attach you all and make you stoop
Unto the sovereign mercy of the king;

But since I cannot, be it known to you

I do remain as neuter. So, fare you well;
Unless you please to enter in the castle
And there repose you for this night.

An offer, uncle, that we will accept.

But we must win your grace to go with us

To Bristol castle, which they say is held

By Bushy, Bagot and their complices,

The caterpillars of the commonwealth,
Which I have sworn to weed and pluck away.

[t may be I will go with you. But yet I’ll pause

For I am loath to break our country’s laws.

Nor friends nor foes, to me welcome you are.
Things past redress are now with me past care.

Exeunt.

SCENE 4.
A cAMP IN WALES.

Enter Earl of Salisbury and a Welsh Captain.

My lord of Salisbury, we have stayed ten days,

And hardly kept our countrymen together,
And yet we hear no tidings from the king;

Therefore we will disperse ourselves. Farewell.

Stay yet another day, thou trusty Welshman.
The king reposeth all his confidence in thee.

"Tis thought the king is dead; we will not stay.

The bay-trees in our country are all withered
And meteors fright the fixed stars of heaven;

The pale-faced moon looks bloody on the earth
And lean-looked prophets whisper fearful change;
Rich men look sad and ruffians dance and leap,

The one in fear to lose what they enjoy,
The other to enjoy by rage and war.

These signs forerun the death or fall of kings.

Farewell. Our countrymen are gone and fled,
As well assured Richard their king is dead.

Exit.
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Mit k tomu prostfedky, pak pfisahdm,
ze bych vés viechny zaviel do vézeni
a predhodil krdlové milosti.

Vsak Ze je nemdm, vézte tedy, Ze
zUstdvdm neutrdlni. Budte sbohem.
Pokud nechcete zajit do hradu

a tuhle noc si tady odpocinout.

Tu nabidku moc rddi pfijiméme.
Budeme vés vSak muset presvéd(it,
abyste s ndmi zajel na Bristol,

kde jsou ted Bushy, Bagot a par dalsich
pijavic, co ndm vysdvaji zem.

Pfisahal jsem, Ze s nimi zato¢im.

Snad ano, ale nespéchejte na mé.
Vzdy jsem ctil zdkony své drahé zemé.
Jste vitdni, at jdete v zIém ¢& dobrém.
Ni4s nezlomite, sta¢i, kdyZ se ohnem.

Odejdou.

SCENA 4.
VOJENSKE LEZENI VE WALESU.

Vystoupi Hrabé ze Salisbury a welssky Kapitdn.
Salisbury, uz deset dni jsme tady.

V& moci drzim vojsko pohromadé,

od kréle ale ani slovo. Proto

Wel$any rozpoustim a lou¢im se.

Zustante asponi jesté jeden den.
Kril se na vés velice spoléhd.

Kridl je pry mrtvy. Nezistaneme.
Vavfiny v nas{ zemi povadly

a meteory désf no¢ni nebe.

Mésic se divd na zem krvavé

a bledi véstci vésti hrtizné zmény.
Boh4c¢i chiadnou, ltiza tanéi v kole,
prvni ze strachu, Ze o vSechno pfijdou,
druzi se té$f na vzpoury a boje.

Ta znamen{ pfedchazeji pad krala.
Wel$ané prchli. Vydésilo je,

ze Richard, jejich krdl, uz nezije.
Odejde.
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I1/4

SALISBURY Ah, Richard, with the eyes of heavy mind
[ see thy glory like a shooting star
Fall to the base earth from the firmament. 20
Thy sun sets weeping in the lowly west,
Witnessing storms to come, woe and unrest.
Thy friends are fled to wait upon thy foes,
And crossly to thy good all fortune goes.

Exit.
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SALISBURY Ach, Richarde, mdm smutné tuseni,
Ze se jak padajici hvézda fiti
tva sldva z vysky nebe dolt na zem.
Tvé slunce klesd za zdpadni horu
a vichfice se zved4 na obzoru.
K nepfiteli ti zbéhli vojici,
v nestésti se tvé §tésti obraci.
Odejde.
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