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PREDMLUVA

Zavriuje tak prvni historickou tetralogii, ve které Shakespeare vyli¢il

valky ,,dvou rtzi“, boje mezi Lancastery a Yorky probihajici v letech
1455-1485 a zakoncené vitézstvim Jindficha, hrabéte z Richmondu, ktery
jako kral Jindfich VIL nastolil vlidu tudorovské dynastie.

Hra vznikla nékdy mezi lety 1592-1594 a patii do raného obdobi
Shakespearovy tvorby. Zatimco tfi dily Krale Jindficha VI jsou psiny
rozméchlym, kronikafskym zptusobem, Kral Richard III. se soustfeduje na
ptibéh o vzestupu a pddu titulniho hrdiny. Tim pfedznamendva nejvétsi
Shakespearovy tragédie, jakymi jsou Julius Caesar, Hamlet, Othello,
Macbeth a Krél Lear.

Obraz Richarda jako fyzicky i dusevné pokfiveného ¢lovéka, jak ho dra-
matik pojimé, je z historického hlediska nespravedlivy. Dobovy portrét
ukazuje Richarda jako ¢lovéka veelku pohledného, drobny télesny defekt
pry téméf odstranil usilovnym cvicenim. Pro zlo¢iny, které se mu pfipisuji,
neexistuji diikazy. Shakespeare ale neni zimémym mystifikdtorem. Prebird
vyklad postavy ze soudobych pramend, které z propagandistickych duvodi
olertiuji poraZené nepiitele a vitaji ndstup Tudorovci na triin. Z téchto pra-
menu je nejvyznamnéj${ nedokoncend Historie krdle Richarda IIl. z roku
1513 od humanisty Thomase Mora a déle kroniky Hallova (1569) a Holin-
shedova (1577, 1587), které v podobném duchu sleduji Richardovy osudy
az po jeho pordzku a smrt v bitvé u Bosworthu. Je pravdépodobné, Ze se
autor nechal inspirovat i dal$imi texty, jako byla anonymn{ basnicka sbirka
Zrcadlo pro viadare, nebo balady tzv. stanleyovského cyklu. Néktei{ badatelé
upozoriyji 1 na anonymni hru Pravdivd tragédie Richarda Tretiho vydanou
tiskem v roce 1594, kterd se sice se Shakespearovym dramatem mnohdy
dé&jové miji, ale Zanrové se s nim shoduje.

Shakespeartiv Kral Richard IIL je vystavén na pudorysu senekovské
tragédie, ale pfebird i postupy lidového divadla. Zejména titulni postava
mé fadu spole¢nych rysi s personifikovanym Hiichem stfedovékych
moralit. V mnohém ov§em pfipomind i titdnské zlosyny z dramat Tamer-
ldn, Doktor Faust a dalsich, které napsal Christopher Marlowe (1564-1593),
Shakespeartiv soucasnik, kolega a rival z konkuren¢ni divadeln{ spole¢nos-
ti. Zatimco ale Marlowovy postavy zlosynu jsou nadlidskd monstra kona-

Krél Richard III. piimo navazuje na tfi dily Kréle Jindficha VI



jici s potéchou zlo pro zlo samé, Richard je postavou veskrze lidskou,
a proto mnohem sloZitéj$i a tajemnéjsi. Je sice ve viem viudy ,darebdk®,
ktery se pfes mrtvoly dere k moci bez sebemensich vycitek svédomi, Shake-
speare ale neopomene ukazat kofeny a motivaci jeho krutého jednani.
V Morové Historii krdle Richarda III. mohl uZ sice dramatik nacerpat fadu
podnétt pro psychologické vykresleni postavy, ale prohloubil je a umocnil
pasdzemi podle vlastni invence. Richard je pod svou suverénni maskou
¢lovékem sziranym nejistotou a komplexem ménécennosti ze své fyzické
podoby 1 nedlistojného postaveni u dvora. Je v nitru zranénym ditétem
ovlddanym potfebou mstit se svétu za vSechna piikoti, jimiZz musel projit.
Je ale i hré¢em, ktery se pousti do pifedem ztracenych akci, a kdyZ v nich
zvitézi, sim Zasne nad svymi netu$enymi schopnostmi. DokdZe byt
neodolatelnym sviidcem i neohroZenym obrdncem zemé pfed cizimi
vojsky. DokdZe se smét celému svétu i sdim sobé&. Ale jako ¢lovék, ktery
neuzndvd Zddnou vys$$i autoritu nez sdm sebe, Zije jen pro pfitomnou
chvili a pfechodné extize z momentdlnich triumfa. Ve chvili, kdy se
nejvy$$i mérou naplni jeho ambice a on dél nemd, ol usilovat, ztrici
z4jem. Tehdy zadind jeho pdd. Na prahu smrti se jeho j4 tfit{ do tisice pro-
tichidnych hlast. Zustivd sdm s védomim, Ze az umfe, ,nikdo slzu neu-
roni“. A pfece se umi v zdvéru znovu vzchopit a s vykiikem: ,Krélovstvi za
koné!“ je zas pfipraven vsadit ve na jedinou kartu.

Vérohodnost titulni postavy je ddna i mordlné zdevastovanym
prostfedim, ve kterém se pohybuje. Kromé déti se v Richardové okoli snad
nenajde postava, kterd by byla bez viny. Richard je vyjime¢ny pouze v tom,
Ze spleti zlo¢inu a kiivd jde za svym cilem pfimo a oteviené.

Zainrem tragédie, tématem ndsilného prevzeti krilovské moci i propra-
covanou psychologii titulni postavy, jejimz hnacim motorem je ctizddost,
pfipomind Kral Richard III. o mnoho let pozdéjsiho Macbetha. Pfesto jde
o hry jiného druhu. Macbeth je piedev§im drama lidského svédomi,
piibéh o zrozeni zla v lidské dusi. Kral Richard III. je v prvni fadé drama
politické. Popisuje v sevieném dramatickém tvaru, bez déjovych odboéek,
cestu k uchvicen{ trunu a jeji politické i lidské dtsledky. Pfi rekonstrukei
historickych uddlosti neslo autorovi o faktografickou presnost. Anglické
déjiny mu poslouzily hlavné jako varovéni pro soucasnost. Ve své prvni
dramatické tetralogii ukazuje Shakespeare boj o politickou moc jako
kolobéh zlo¢inu a trestu, v némz zlo plodi zlo a kfivda se msti novymi
kiivdami. Vitézstvi Jindficha Tudora nad Richardem mélo tento fetézec
nésili pretrhnout a nastolit v Anglii klid a mir. Nicméné jak nejednozna¢nd
byvé od pocitka Shakespearovy tvorby psychologie jeho postav, stejné
daleko m4 k jednoznaénému vykladu i ideové vyznéni této hry. Na to, aby

mohla hra vyustit v politicky angaZovanou oslavu piedkd vlddnouci
krdlovny Alzbéty L., je postava osvoboditele Jindficha pfili§ malo heroicka,
zpochybnénd jak jeho dvojniky na véle¢ném poli, tak i skute¢nosti, Ze
prichizi do Anglie v Cele cizich vojsk. Naopak postava tyranského Richar-
da misty vzbuzuje aZ nepatfi¢né sympatie.

Téma historické spravedlnosti a naplnén{ osudu je ovem v tomto dra-
matu dosti vyrazné. Jeho zvéstovatelkami i nositelkami jsou pfedevsim
zenské postavy, pojimané zde jako nejzjevnéj$i obéti muzské politické hry,
pfestoZe ani ony nejsou prosty viny. Odstavend krdlovna Margaret, kterd
jesté v predchozi ¢asti tetralogie ztélestiovala nelitostnou, mocichtivou san,
v Krali Richardovi III. vystupuje jako halasnd vycitka utrpéné kiivdy
a svou kletbou pfeduréuje pad vétsiny protagonist tragédie.

Hra je v mnohém poplatnd klasickym vzorim - je zde motiv msty,
chér lkajicich & klnoucich Zen se stylizovanou dikef plnou rétorickych fig-
ur, titulni postava se spiklenecky svéfuje divikiim se svymi chystanymi
uklady a podobné. Zirovern ale autor svym uménim dokazal hranice Zan-
ru vyrazné piekrodit. Shakespeare objevuje slovo jako hybatele déni. Velk-
ou roli zde hraji kletba, pomluva, lichotka, zatimco vrazdy a nisili se cud-
né skryvaji v zdkulisi. UrCujicim principem se stivd divadelnost. Richard
ostentativné stfidd role a vtahuje ostatni do své hry. Jako herec a principal
pak zaZ{va nejvétsi pordzku, kdyZ oblané Londyna ¢astuji jeho velkolepou
produkci, néstup na anglicky trin, ml¢enim. Shakespeare objevuje i kouz-
lo vyrazové pestrosti. Teatrdlni vystupy az ritudlniho vzyvini stfid4 ve hfe
drsny humor a kousava ironie, pasiZe dchvatné obraznosti piechizeji
v mista prostého a jimavého citu.

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

JIRI JOSEK
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DRAMATIS PERSONAE

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

OSOBY

KRAL EDWARD IV.

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

RICHARD, VEVODA Z YORKU

GEORGE, VEVODA Z CLARENCE

RICHARD, VEVODA Z GLOUCESTERU, } bratfi Edwarda IV.
potom KRAL RICHARD I11.

SYNEK VEVODY Z CLARENCE (Edward, hrab& z Warwicku)

JINDRICH, HRABE Z RICHMONDU, potom KRAL JINDRICH VILI.

KARDINAL BOURCHIER, ARCIBISKUP Z CANTERBURY

THOMAS ROTHERHAM, ARCIBISKUP Z YORKU

BISKUP Z ELY, John Morton

VEVODA Z BUCKINGHAMU

VEVODA Z NORFOLKU

HRABE ZE SURREY, jeho syn

HRABE RIVERS, bratr Alzbéty, manzelky krale Edwarda IV.

MARKYZ Z DORSETU .., )

LORD GREY } Jelt synove

HRABE Z OXFORDU

LORD HASTINGS

LORD LOVELL

LORD STANLEY, HRABE Z DERBY

SIR THOMAS VAUGHAN

SIR RICHARD RATCLIFFE

SIR WILLIAM CATESBY

SIR JAMES TYRREL

SIR JAMES BLUNT

SIR WALTER HERBERT

SIR WILLIAM BRANDON
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SIR ROBERT BRAKENBURY, Lieutenant of the Tower

CHRISTOPHER URSWICK, a priest

LORD MAYOR OF LONDON

SHERIFF OF WILTSHIRE

HASTINGS, a pursuivant

TRESSEL

BERKELEY

ELIZABETH, Queen to King Edward IV

MARGARET, widow of King Henry VI

DUCHESS OF YORK, mother to King Edward IV

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

A YOUNG DAUGHTER OF CLARENCE (Margaret)

PRIEST

SCRIVENER

PAGE

KEEPER

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

} gentlemen attending on Lady Anne

Scene: England
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SIR ROBERT BRAKENBURY, velitel Toweru

CHRISTOFOR URSWICK, knéz

LONDYNSKY STAROSTA

WILTSHIRSKY SERIF

HASTINGS, herold

TRESSEL

BERKELEY

ALZBETA, manzelka kréle Edwarda IV.

MARGARET, vdova po krili Jindfichovi VI.

VEVODKYNE Z YORKU, matka krile Edwarda IV.

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

DCERKA VEVODY Z CLARENCE (Margaret)

KNEZ

PISAR

PAZE

STRAZNY

} kavalifi z doprovodu princezny Anny

Duchové Richardovych obéti, pdnové, slechta a druZina, biskupové,

radni, ob¢ané, vojici, poslové, dva vrahové.

Scéna: Anglie
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RICHARD

ACT T.

SCENE 1.
LONDON. A STREET.

Enter Richard, Duke of Gloucester, solus.

Now is the winter of our discontent

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

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

He capers nimbly in a lady’s chamber

To the lascivious pleasing of a lute.

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

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

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

Unless to spy my shadow in the sun

And descant on mine own deformity.

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

I am determined to prove a villain

And hate the idle pleasures of these days.
Plots have I laid, inductions dangerous,
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JEDNANTI 1.

ScENA 1.
LoNDYN. NA ULICL

Vystoupi Richard, vévoda z Gloucesteru, sdm.

Zavilou zimu zménil v 1éto York

a jeho slunce zaff na nebi.

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

N4§ fizny krok se zménil v hopsasa.
Zufivy vojik se ted uculuje,

a misto aby cvilal do boje

dat na pamétnou svému nepftiteli,

se zapomind v pokoji své sle¢ny

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

j4 nemuzu se zhlizet v zrcadle.

Jsem hruby, nemdm smysl pro ldsku

a chut se pfedvadét hanbatym holkim.

Jizliva ptiroda mé osidila

o puvab téla. Poslali mé na svét
predéasné, napul zfuSovaného.
Jsem kfivy, znetvofeny osklivec,
tak obludny, Ze i psy bere das

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

mi nepfindsi zddnou potéchu,

leda kdyz sleduju v slunci svij stin
a bavim se tim, jaky jsem to mrzak.
Takze kdyZ mi ten vSemi velebeny
¢as neddvi nic, co bych miloval,
nezbyvd mi nez z due nendvidét
viechny a vSechno a byt darebék.

S tklady uz jsem zacal. Plicnul jsem
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CLARENCE

RICHARD
CLARENCE
RICHARD

CLARENCE

RICHARD

By drunken prophecies, libels, and dreams,

To set my brother Clarence and the King

In deadly hate the one against the other;

And if King Edward be as true and just

As I am subtle, false, and treacherous,

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

Of Edward’s heirs the murderer shall be.

35

40

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

Enter Clarence, guarded, and Brakenbury.

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

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

Upon what cause?
Because my name is George.

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

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

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

Yea, Richard, when I know; for I protest

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

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

His issue disinherited should be.

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

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

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

That tempers him to this extremity.

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

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

RICHARD
CLARENCE
RICHARD

CLARENCE

RICHARD

v opilosti par kfivych nafcent,
jez mého bratra krdle Edwarda
postvaly proti vévodovi z Clarence,
coZ je muj bratr George. Je-li krél stejné
bezelstny jak ja Istivy, mél by George
byt jesté dneska zatéen pro véstbu,
Ze vrahem synu kréle bude ten,
jehoZ jméno za¢ina pismenem G.
Myslenky, skryjte se. Pfichdzi Clarence.
Vystoupi Clarence, vedeny strdzi, a Brakenbury.
Dobry den, bratfe. Kdo ti piidélil
ten doprovod?
Kdo? Jeho Veli¢enstvo.

Boji se 0 mé bezpedi, a proto
mé odvadéji pfimo do Toweru.
A pro¢?

ProtoZe se jmenuji George.

To neni tvoje vina. Za to by

méli spi§ pykat tvoji kmotfi, bratfe.
Anebo té snad Jeho Veli¢enstvo

chce v Toweru nechat znovu pokitit lip?
Vazné, Clarenci, povéz, co se stalo?
Povim ti to, Richarde, aZ to zjistim.
J& nevim nic, jenom jsem slySel, ze
krél ted’ d4 na véstby. Z abecedy
vyhostil G, protoze néjaky

mudrc mu fekl, Ze to pismeno

m4 snad na jeho syny spadeno;

a protoze mé jméno George G ma,
pry vrahem jeho dét{ mdm byt j4.

Pro tohle a pér dal$ich pitomosti
jsem nyni zjevné v jeho nemilosti.
Takhle to je, kdyZ muzum Zena vlidne.
Ona té dala zatknout, a ne kral.

To jeho Zena, lady Greyova,

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

do Toweru zavfit lorda Hastingse,
kterého az dnes propoustéji dom?.
Jsme v nebezpedi, bratie, v nebezpe!i!
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CLARENCE

RICHARD

BRAKENBURY

RICHARD

BRAKENBURY
RICHARD

BRAKENBURY
RICHARD
BRAKENBURY

CLARENCE
RICHARD

By heaven, I think there is no man is secure

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

Lord Hastings was, for his delivery? 75

Humbly complaining to her deity

Got my Lord Chamberlain his liberty.

I'll tell you what: I think it is our way,

If we will keep in favour with the King,

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

Since that our brother dubb’d them gentlewomen,

Are mighty gossips in our monarchy.

I beseech your Graces both to pardon me:

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

Of what degree soever, with his brother.

Even so; and please your worship, Brakenbury,

You may partake of any thing we say.

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

Well struck in years, fair, and not jealous;

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

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

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

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

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

Her husband, knave! Wouldst thou betray me?

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

We know thy charge, Brakenbury, and will obey. 105
We are the Queen’s abjects and must obey.

Brother, farewell. I will unto the King,

And whatsoe’er you will employ me in -

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

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

18
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CLARENCE Nikdo si neni jisty Zivotem,

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

RICHARD Komofi padne na zem pied milenku
krélovu, a je rizem z basy venku.
Krile bychom si mohli ziskat tim,
kdybychom si oblékli jeji livrej
a 8li k ni do sluzby. Co kral ty dvé,
zarlivou vdovu 1 svou metresu,
povysil svorné mezi urozené,
v krdlovstvi vlddnou Zenské klevety.

BRAKENBURY Omlouvdm se, pdnové, ale krél
mi pfisné nafidil, Ze zatéeny
m4 zakdzdno mluvit s kymbkoli,
at mé ten ¢lovék jakoukoli hodnost.

RICHARD Tak je to? Brakenbury, neméj strach.

O ¢em mluvime, neni tajemstvi
a 74dn4 velezrada. Rikidme, Ze kral
je moudry, vzne$eny a kralovna,
byt v letech, nen{ viibec zirliva.
Rikdme, Ze ta Shoreovd je kus,
mi hezké nohy, rty a hbity jazyk.
A z krilovnina rodu Ze je $lechta.
A to je vie. Chcete to popfit, pane?

BRAKENBURY Do téchhle véci j& nos nestrkdm.

RICHARD Hlavné ho nestrkejte do Shoreové.
Do ni ho muzZe strkat jenom jeden
a ostatn{ si musi{ ddvat pozor.
BRAKENBURY Jeden, a kdo?
RICHARD Jeji muz, troubo! Chtéls mé nachytat?
BRAKENBURY Mylorde, omlouvém se, ale prosim,
ukoncete rozhovor s vévodou.
CLARENCE Znédme vas$ tkol, podvolime se.
RICHARD Jak volové pod bi¢em krélovny.
Sbohem, bratfe. J4 pijdu za krdlem
a udéldm v3e, i kdybych mél jeho
vdovicce tikat ,,drah4 sestficko®,
aby té pustil na svobodu. V&t mi,
ze tenhle rozkol mezi ndmi bratry
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Touches me deeper than you can imagine.
I know it pleaseth neither of us well.
Well, your imprisonment shall not be long;
I will deliver you, or else lie for you.
Meantime, have patience.

I must, perforce. Farewell.
Exeunt Clarence, Brakenbury, and guard.
Go, tread the path that thou shalt ne’er return.
Simple, plain Clarence, I do love thee so
That I will shortly send thy soul to heaven,
If heaven will take the present at our hands.
But who comes here? The new-delivered Hastings?
Enter Lord Hastings.
Good time of day unto my gracious lord!
As much unto my good Lord Chamberlain!
Well are you welcome to the open air.
How hath your lordship brooked imprisonment?
With patience, noble lord, as prisoners must;
But I shall live, my lord, to give them thanks
That were the cause of my imprisonment.
No doubt, no doubt; and so shall Clarence too;
For they that were your enemies are his,
And have prevail’d as much on him as you.
More pity that the eagles should be mew’d
Whiles kites and buzzards prey at liberty.

What news abroad?

No news so bad abroad as this at home:

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

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

And overmuch consum’d his royal person!

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

He is.
Go you before, and I will follow you.
Exit Hastings.

He cannot live, I hope, and must not die
Till George be pack’d with posthorse up to heaven.

20

115

120

125

130

135

140

145

CLARENCE
RICHARD

CLARENCE

RICHARD

HASTINGS
RICHARD

HASTINGS

RICHARD

HASTINGS

RICHARD
HASTINGS

RICHARD

HASTINGS
RICHARD

mé boli vic, nez ddvdm najevo.
Nikdo z nds z toho nemuZe mit radost.
Dlouho tam nebudes, to zafidim.
Nebo si ptjdu sednout misto tebe.
Bud trpélivy.

Co mi zbyv4? Sbohem.
Odejdon Clarence, Brakenbury a strdz.
BéZ cestou, po které se nevratis,
prostinky Clarenci. Mdm té tak rdd,
ze tvoji dusi poslu do nebe,
jestli ji nebe pfijme, ode mne.
Kdo to jde? Pravé propustény Hastings?
Vystoupi lord Hastings.
Pfeji vdm, vzdcny pane, dobry den!
A ja vam rovnéz, drahy komoti.
Vitejte zpatky venku. Jak jste snasel
ten pobyt ve vézeni, mylorde?
Trpélivé, jak vézni pfislusi.
Tém, kterym vdédim za tu pohanu,
se ale ndlezité odvdédim.

Sprévné! My bratr Clarence se k vdm pfida.

Mite spole¢né neptitele, kteti
mu ubliZili stejné jako vim.
Je smutné, kdyz jsou v kleci orlové
a krkavci a vrdny maji pré.
Mate néjaké zprivy ze svéta?
Nejhorsi zpravy jsou ty z domova.
Krél stiné na téle i na duchu.
Doktofi o né&j maji obavy.
Proboha, to je zlé. Nesetfil se
uz hodné dlouho, takZe musi byt
prespfili§ vyéerpany. Chudék kral.
To je opravdu smutnd novina.
A kde je? Lezi?

Musel ulehnout.
Jdéte tam napfed, pfijdu za vidmi.
Odejde Hastings.
Snad brzy zemfe, ale je$té ne.
Ne dfiv, nez George poslu do nebe.
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ANNE

I'll in to urge his hatred more to Clarence

With lies well steel’d with weighty arguments;

And, if I fail not in my deep intent,

Clarence hath not another day to live;

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

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

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

The readiest way to make the wench amends

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

As for another secret close intent,

By marrying her which I must reach unto.

But yet I run before my horse to market.

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

Exit.

SCENE 2.
LONDON. ANOTHER STREET.

Enter corpse of King Henry the Sixth, with halberds

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

Set down, set down your honourable load,

If honour may be shrouded in a hearse,

Whilst I awhile obsequiously lament

Th’ untimely fall of virtuous Lancaster.

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

Thou bloodless remnant of that royal blood!

Be it lawful that I invocate thy ghost

To hear the lamentations of poor Anne,

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

I pour the helpless balm of my poor eyes.

O, cursed be the hand that made these holes!

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

More direful hap betide that hated wretch
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Jdu za krdlem a jesté pfizivim
1Zivymi, v8ak pddnymi argumenty

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

pak mné bude svét leZet u nohou!
Ozenim se s nejmladsi z Warwicka.
Ze jsem ji zabil manZela i otce,
nejlip se holce odskodnim tim, Ze se
ji manzZelem a otcem stanu ja.

Ne proto, Ze bych ji snad miloval,
ale spi§ z jistych tajnych zdméra,

pro které je ta svatba nezbytna.

Vsak nefikej hop, dokud nepreskodis.
Clarence dychd; Edward je dosud kral,
a dokud Zijf, nic jsem nevyhral.
Odeyde.

SCENA 2.
LONDYN. JINDE NA ULICL

Vystoupi priivod s rakvi Jindficha VI, provdzeny strdZi.

Ve smutecnim privodu jde lady Anna a s ni
Tressel a Berkeley.

Dolq, dolt s tim vzdcnym nékladem,
muze-li vzicné byt, co pujde pod zem,
at mzu zaplakat nad pfed¢asnym
odchodem $lechetného Lancastera.
Ty na kost ztuhlé télo krile svétce!
Sinaly ostatku slavného rodu!
Bezkrevnd trosko krve krilovské!

KéZ sméla bych tvou dusi pfivolat

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

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

a ja je marné kropim slzami.
Proklindm ruku, jeZ je zasadila,
srdce, jez mélo srdce ten ¢in spéchat,
proklindm krev, jez prolila tvou krev!
Zmijim, pavoukim, zdbdm, nijaké
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That makes us wretched by the death of thee
Than I can wish to adders, spiders, toads,
Or any creeping venom’d thing that lives!

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

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

If ever he have wife, let her be made

More miserable by the death of him

Than I am made by my young lord and thee!

Come, now towards Chertsey with your holy load,

Taken from Paul’s to be interred there;
And still, as you are weary of this weight,

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

The bearers take up the coffin.
Enter Richard.

Stay, you that bear the corpse, and set it down.

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

Villains, set down the corpse; or, by Saint Paul,

I’ll make a corpse of him that disobeys!

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

RICHARD Unmannerd dog! Stand thou, when I command.

ANNE

RICHARD
ANNE

Advance thy halberd higher than my breast,
Or, by Saint Paul, I'll strike thee to my foot

And spurn upon thee, beggar, for thy boldness.

The bearers set down the coffin.

What, do you tremble? Are you all afraid?
Alas, I blame you not, for you are mortal,
And mortal eyes cannot endure the devil.
Avaunt, thou dreadful minister of hell!
Thou hadst but power over his mortal body,

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

Sweet saint, for charity, be not so curst.

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

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

O, gentlemen, see, see! Dead Henry’s wounds
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havéti, co se plazi po zemi,
nepfeji veétsi zlo nez zlodéji,

jenz nds o tebe sprosté oloupil.
Jestli bude mit dité, at je to
pred¢asné narozend zrida, skfet,
tak o$klivy a odpudivy, Ze se

i jeho matka hnusem otfese.

At po ném zdédi jen to nejhorsi!
A bude-li mit Zenu, af je pro ni
horsi to, Ze on Zije, neZ je pro mé
smrt mého manzela a nyni vase!
Jdem do Chertsey s tim svatym nakladem
a tam ho ulozime do hrobu.
Odpocivejte cestou a ji vzdy

nad kralem Jindfichem si zaplécu.
Nosici zvednou rakev.

Vystoupi Richard.

Nosidi, stét! Tu rakev poloZte.

Kdo vycaroval toho satandse,

aby ndm branil v bohulibém ¢inu?

Pti svatém Pavlu, dol s mrtvolou,

dfiv nez udéldim mrtvoly ji z vés!

Ustupte, pane, nechte projit priavod.

Ty drzy pse! Stuj, kdyZ ti porou¢im.

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

té zmlatim tak, Ze uz se nepostavis.

Nosici poloZi rakev na zem.

Ttesete se? Vy se ho bojite?

J4 se vdm nedivim, jste jenom lidi

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

Uz jeho dusi neziskas, tak zmiz!
Svétice, slitovani. Ne tak piikfe!

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

Blush, blush, thou lump of foul deformity,

For ’tis thy presence that exhales this blood

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

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

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

Which his hell-govern’d arm hath butchered.

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

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

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

More wonderful when angels are so angry.

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

By circumstance but to acquit myself.

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

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

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

By such despair I should accuse myself. 85

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

Say that I slew them not?

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

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

Styd se, ty pokfivena kreaturo.

To tvoje piitomnost nuti tu krev
vytékat ze studenych, prazdnych Zil.
Tvé nelidské, zvricené zlociny
pfevraceji pfirozeny fad svéta.

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

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

Lotfe, ty necti$ zddné zakony.

I zvife nékdy byva soucitné.

Pak nejsem zvife. J4 soucitny nejsem.
Heledme, zdzrak. Débel mluvi pravdu.

Zazrak nad zdzraky. Andél se Certi.
Dovol mi, vzore Zenské libeznosti,
abych se z téch ddajnych piecini
bod po bodu pied tebou odistil.
Dovol mi, vzore muzské $pinavosti,

abych ti bod po bodu dokdzala
tvé zlo¢iny a proklela té za né.

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

Ty, jenz jsi podlejdi nad pomyslend,
omluv se mi tim, Ze se obésis.

Tim zoufalym ¢inem bych pfiznal vinu.
Tim zoufalym ¢inem bys vinu smyl.
Cestné se odprav, abys napravil

kiivdy na téch, co bezectné jsi zabil.

A co kdyZ nezabil?

A copak ziji?
Mrtvi jsou, ddble, tys je zavrazdil.
Tvého manzela ne.

Pak jesté Zije.
Ne, nezije. Vis, kdo ho zabil? Edward.

27

60

65

70

75

80

85

90



172

172

ANNE

RICHARD

ANNE

RICHARD
ANNE

RICHARD
ANNE
RICHARD

ANNE
RICHARD
ANNE
RICHARD
ANNE
RICHARD
ANNE
RICHARD

ANNE
RICHARD

ANNE

RICHARD

In thy foul throat thou liest: Queen Margaret saw
Thy murd’rous falchion smoking in his blood;

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

I was provoked by her sland’rous tongue

That laid their guilt upon my guiltless shoulders.

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

I grant ye, yea.

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

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

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

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

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

Thou wast the cause and most accurs’d effect.

Your beauty was the cause of that effect.

Your beauty that did haunt me in my sleep

To undertake the death of all the world

So I might live one hour in your sweet bosom.

If T thought that, I tell thee, homicide,

These nails should rend that beauty from my cheeks.
These eyes could not endure that beauty’s wreck;
You should not blemish it if I stood by.
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Lze$. Vidéla té krdlovna Margaret
a s mefem potiisnénym jeho krvi
jsi vyrazil 1 proti ni. Tv{ bratfi

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

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

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

Tvoje postel.

Leda bys do ni leh a nikdy nevstal!

Nikdy bych nevstal, kdybych lezel s tebou.

To doufim.

J4 to vim. V3ak, drahd Anno,

dost vtipkovani a ted mluvme vazné.
Nesmé$ujme nésledky s pficinou.
Coz ten, kdo zni¢il Plantagenety,
Jindficha s Edwardem, je bez viny,

a kdo ho potrestal, je sprosty vrah?
Ty jsi pfi¢ina straSnych ndsledka.

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

pro ni jsem touZil znidit cely svét,
abych se mohl ohf4t na tvych prsou.
Kdyby to byla pravda, vrahu, svymi
nehty tu krdsu vydrdpu si z tvafi.

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

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

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

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

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

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

She spits at him.

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

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

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

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

For now they kill me with a living death.

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

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

To hear the piteous moan that Rutland made

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

Nor when thy warlike father, like a child,

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

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

Obojim jsi mi ty. Proklinds sebe.

Kéz bych tim byla, mohla bych se mstit.

Je proti piirodé nendvidét

toho, ktery té tolik miluje. 135

Je zcela pfirozené nendvidét
bid4ka, co mi zabil manZela.

Zbavil t¢ manZela, aby ti tim
pomohl k lep§imu manzelovi.

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

Plantagenet.

To byl i m{j muz.
Ma stejné jméno, lep$i povahu.
A kde je?
Zde.
Anna na ného plivne.
Tys na mé plivla? Pro¢?

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

1j4 v to doufdm. Touzim zemfit hned,

a neumirat dlouze zaZiva.

Z tvych o¢i do mych oéi vhrkly slzy

a détsky pla¢ mi zamlZuje svét.

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

pohnuti hriznym ndtkem Rutlanda,

kdyZ na néj bésny Clifford tasil mec.

Nebo kdyZ mi tvij otec, véle¢nik,

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

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

My manly eyes did scorn an humble tear;

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

I never sued to friend nor enemy;

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

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

Teach not thy lip such scorn; for it was made

For kissing, lady, not for such contempt.

If thy revengeful heart cannot forgive,

Lo here I lend thee this sharp-pointed sword;

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

I lay it naked to the deadly stroke,

And humbly beg the death upon my knee.

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

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

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

She falls the sword.

Take up the sword again, or take up me.

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

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

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

I would I knew thy heart.

’Tis figur'd in my tongue.

I fear me both are false.

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

jak stromy za de$té. V téch smutnych chvilich
jsem j4 byl chlap a slzu neuronil.
Kdejaky 7al mé o¢i nechal suché,
tvé krésa je vSak placem oslepila.
Neprosil jsem se nikdy nikoho

a neudil svij jazyk lichotkdm,

ale tva krdsa vybird si dari

a poroudi srdci i jazyku.

Anna na ného pobrdavé hledi.
Neusklibej se, dévée, tvoje rty

by mély libat a ne pohrdat.

Jestli se tvoje srdce neustrne,

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

Na kolenou té prosim, zabij mé.

Odbali brud; Anna na ni zamifi jeho mecem.
Ne, nevihej. J4 zabil Jindficha.

Ruku mi ale vedla tvoje krasa.

Tak bodej. J4 jsem zabil Edwarda.
Zavelela mi v$ak tvd boZska tvat.

Anna wpusti mec.

Vem si ten me¢, nebo si vezmi mne.
Vstan, pokrytce. Preji si tvoji smirt,
ale tvym katem se stit nehodldm.
Tak poru¢, a ja sdm se zabiju.

To uZ jsem udélala.

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

z ldsky zabiju jesté vétsi lasku.

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

Jazyk 1Ze a srdce je falesné.

Je-li to tak, pak vSichni muzi 1Zou.
Vem si ten me¢ a jdi.
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Say, then, my peace is made.

That shalt thou know hereafter.

But shall I live in hope?

All men, I hope, live so.

Vouchsafe to wear this ring.

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

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

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

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

Where, after I have solemnly interr’d

At Chertsey Monast’ry this noble king,

And wet his grave with my repentant tears,

I will with all expedient duty see you.

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

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

Bid me farewell.

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

Exeunt Tressel and Berkeley with Lady Anne.

Sirs, take up the corpse.

Towards Chertsey, noble lord?

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

Was ever woman in this humour woo’d?

Was ever woman in this humour won?

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

To take her in her heart’s extremest hate,
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Jenom mi fekni, zda mi odpoustis.
Dozvis se, dozvis. Casem.

Miém tedy nadéji?

Vsichni na svété Ziji v nadéji.

Prosim té, pfijmi ode mne ten prsten.
Kdo ptijima, je$té nic neddva. (Naviédkne si prsten)
Tak jak muj prsten objimé tviij prst,
tak pevné vézi mé srdce v tvé hrudi.
Davém ti oboje. Prsten 1 srdce.

A jestli té tvij bidny sluha smi
poZédat o jedinou laskavost,

na véky véka bude pfeitastny.

Co by sis pfal?

Abys ten smutny obfad svéfila

tomu, kdo m4 nejvétsi davod k zalu,
a odebrala se do mého domu;

kde vyckas, nez v Chertseyském klastefe
vzécného krile pohibim, jeho hrob
slzami kajicnika pokropim

a posluiné se vritim k tobé. Mdm

k tomu, co déldm, vazné diivody.
Split mi mé pféni, prosim.

R4da to udéldm a té${ mé,

kdyZ vidim, Ze se taky umis két.
Tressele, Berkeley, doprovod'te mé.
Rozlu¢ se se mnou.

vy

To si nezaslouzis.
Ale Ze ty se chova$ mile ke mné,
predstavuj si, Ze ja se chovdm stejné.
Odejdou Tressel, Berkeley a lady Anna.
P4nové, zvednéte tu mrtvolu.
Mime jit do kléstera, vzdcny pane?
Ne, na hibitov. A pockejte, nez ptijdu.
Odejdoun vsichni kromé Richarda.

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

A dostal ji! Ted, kdyz mé nendvidi
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With curses in her mouth, tears in her eyes,
The bleeding witness of my hatred by;

Having God, her conscience, and these bars against me,

And I, no friends to back my suit at all

But the plain devil and dissembling looks,
And yet to win her, all the world to nothing!
Ha!

Hath she forgot already that brave prince,

Edward, her lord, whom I, some three months since,

Stabb’d in my angry mood at Tewkesbury?
A sweeter and a lovelier gentleman,
Fram’d in the prodigality of nature,

Young, valiant, wise, and no doubt right royal,

The spacious world cannot again afford;
And will she yet abase her eyes on me,

That cropp’d the golden prime of this sweet prince

And made her widow to a woeful bed?

On me, whose all not equals Edward’s moiety?

On me, that halts and am misshapen thus?
My dukedom to a beggarly denier,

I do mistake my person all this while.
Upon my life, she finds, although I cannot,
Myself to be a marv’llous proper man.

I’ll be at charges for a looking-glass,

And entertain a score or two of tailors

To study fashions to adorn my body.

Since I am crept in favour with myself,

I will maintain it with some little cost.

But first I’ll turn yon fellow in his grave,
And then return lamenting to my love.
Shine out, fair sun, till I have bought a glass,
That I may see my shadow as I pass.

Exit.

SCENE 3.
LoONDON. THE PALACE.

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

Have patience, madam; there’s no doubt his Majesty

Will soon recover his accustom’d health.
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a se slzami v ocich proklina,

zde, pfed krvavym dikazem mé z4sti,
kdyz Buh i jeji svédomi a vse

je proti mné a na mé strané nic

nez zlotfilost a pokryteckd hra!

A ja ji dostal! Za nic cely svét!

Ha!

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

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

A ona si ted vybere mé, jenz
princétko v kvétu mladi{ poslal pod drn
a z ni udélal ubrecenou vdovu?

Mg, ktery mu nesahé po paty?

Mg, kulhavého, osklivého chlapa?
Své vévodstvi ddm za zldmany grog,
jestli se stra¥né nepodceniuju.

Z duavodu, ktery je mi nezndmy,

mé povazuje za skvélého muze.
Nejspis si ted potidim zrcadlo

a zaméstndm dva tucty krejéika,

aby mé télo bylo v azuru.

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

a pak se s pla¢em vritim ke své lasce.
Svit, slunce. Dffv nez v zrcadle se zfim,
chei obdivovat alespon sviyj stin.

Odejde.

SCENA 3.
LONDYN. KRALOVSKY PALAC.

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

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

No other harm but loss of such a lord.

The loss of such a lord includes all harms.

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

Ah, he is young; and his minority

Is put unto the trust of Richard Gloucester,

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

Is it concluded he shall be Protector?

It is determin’d, not concluded yet;

But so it must be, if the King miscarry.

Enter Buckingham and Derby.

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

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

Yet, Derby, notwithstanding she’s your wife

And loves not me, be you, good lord, assur’d
I hate not you for her proud arrogance.

I do beseech you, either not believe

The envious slanders of her false accusers;

Or, if she be accus’d on true report,

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

But now the Duke of Buckingham and I
Are come from visiting his Majesty.

What likelihood of his amendment, Lords?
Madam, good hope; his Grace speaks cheerfully.
God grant him health! Did you confer with him?

Ay, madam; he desires to make atonement
Between the Duke of Gloucester and your brothers,
And between them and my Lord Chamberlain;
And sent to warn them to his royal presence.
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Tvoje obavy kréli pfitézuji,

a proto, prosim t&, zachovej klid

a chovej se mile a vesele.

Jestlize zemfe, co se se mnou stane?

Nic horstho nez to, Ze ztrati§ muze.

Kdy? ztratim jeho, ptijdu o vSechno.
Nebe ti zanechdvd po ném syna,

ktery ti bude dobrou utéchou.

Je jesté maly. A nez dospéje,

bude mu poru¢nikem Richard z Gloucesteru,
ktery mé nemd rad, tak jako vis.
Gloucester byl uz jmenovan protektorem?

Byl navrZen, jmenovén jeté ne.

Jestli krél ale zemfe, stane se jim.

Vystoupi Buckingham a Stanley, hrabé z Derby.
Jdou sem pdnové Buckingham a Stanley.
Pteji vam, Veli¢enstvo, dobry den!

Kéz Biih vdm pieje, madam, jako diiv.
Hrabénka z Richmondu, muj drahy Stanley,
by s va$im pfénim sotva souhlasila.

I kdyZ je ke mné arogantni, na vas

se kvili va${ Zené nezlobim.

Tim si, muj pane, muzZete byt jist.

Prosim vé4s, madam, nevéite hned viemu,
co o ni pomlouvadi roztruduji.

A jestli vés opravdu urazila,

pak nedopatfenim, ve slabé chvilce,
v nemoci, a ne z neptatelstvi k vim.

Vidél jste dneska kréle, pane Stanley?

S vévodou z Buckinghamu jdeme pravé
od luzka Jeho Veli¢enstva, madam.

A jak vypadd? Uzdravi se, pdni?

Byl vesely, takZe je nadéje.

Kéz mu Bih vréti zdravi! Rikal néco?
Moc rad by udobtfil vévodu z Gloucesteru
s va$imi bratry, madam, které chce

zas usmifit i s lordem komoiim,
proto je vechny k sobé pfivolal.
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