Famous Lines in King Lear
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1.1.40-3



and ‘tis our fast intent




To shake all cares and business from our age,



Conferring them on younger strengths, while we



Unburdened crawl toward death.

1.1.56

Which of you shall we say doth love us most….

1.1.68

What shall Cordelia speak? Love and be silent.

1.1.94-5



What can you say to draw



a third more opulent than your sister?  Speak.

1.1.99

Nothing will come of nothing.

1.1.119-20
Cordelia: So young, my lord, and true.


Lear:
Thy Truth then be thy dower!

1.1.162-3



Be Kent unmannerly


When Lear is mad.  What wouldst thou do, old man?

1.1.179-81
Lear: Out of my sight!



Kent:  See better, Lear, and let me still remain




The true blank of thine eye.

1.1.188-9
Kill thy physician, and the fee bestow



upon the foul disease.

1.1.257-9



I yet beseech your majesty__



If for I want that glib and oily art



To speak and purpose not;;;

1.1.269-70



Better thou



hadst not been born than not t’have



pleased me better.

1.1.275-7



Love’s not love



When it is mingled with regards that stands



Aloof from th’entire point.

1.1.278

She is herself a dowry.

1.1.294-5
Gods, gods! ‘Tis strange that from their cold’st neglect



My love should kindle to inflamed respect.

1.1..339-40
‘Tis the infirmity of his age; yet he



hath ever but slenderly known himself.

1.1.341

The best and soundest of his time hath been but rash…

1.2.1

Thou, Nature, art my goddess

1.2.112-5



Love cools, friendship falls off,



brothers divide.  In cities, mutinies; in countries, discord;



in palaces, treason; and the bond cracked twist son and father.

1.2.118

We have seen the best of our time.

1.2.125-8
This is the excellent foppery of the world, that



when we are sick in fortune, often the surfeits of



our own behavior, we make guilty of our



disasters the sun, the moon, and stars…

1.2.138-40



Fut! I should have been that I



am, had the maidenliest star in the firmament twinkled



on my bastardizing.

1.2.186-9
A credulous father, and a brother noble



whose nature is so far from doing harms



that he suspects none…

1.3.17-22



Idle old man



That still would manage those authorities



That he hath given away!  Now, by my life,



Old fools are babes again, and must be used


With check, as flatteries, when they are seen abused.

1.4.12 

I do profess to be no less than I seem….

1.4.27

…you have that in your countenance



which I would fain call master.

1.4.102
Nay, an thou canst not smile as the wind sits,



thou’lt catch cold shortly.

1.4.129-36
Lear:  This is nothing, Fool


Fool:  Then ‘tis like the breath of an unfee’d lawyer: you 




gave me nothing for’t. Can you make no use of nothing, nuncle?



Lear:  Why no, boy.  Nothing can be made out of nothing.

1.4.166-7
Thou hadst little wit in thy bald


crown when thou gav’st thy gold one away.

1.4.176-8
I have used it, nuncle, ever since thou madest



thy daughters thy mothers; for when thou gavest



them the rod  and putttest down thine own breeches,…

1.5.186-93
I marvel what kin thou and thy daughters are.



They’ll have me whipped for speaking true; thou’lt



have me whipped for lying; and sometimes I am



whipped for holding my peace.  I had rather be any 

kind  o’ thing than a Fool, and yet I

would not be thee, Nuncle; thou hast

pared thy wit o’ both sides and left

nothing in th’ middle.

1.4.270
Ingratitude, thou marble-hearted fiend…

1.4.302-3
How sharper than a serpent’s tooth it is



to have a thankless child.

1.4.349-51



Safer than trust too far.



Let me still take away the harms I fear,



Not fear still to be taken.

1.5.14-20
Shalt see thy other daughter will use thee



kindly; for she’s as like this as a crab’s



like an apple, yet I can tell what I can tell….



She will taste as like this as a crab does to a crab.

2.2.14+24
A knave, a rascal, an eater of broken meats;



A base proud, shallow, beggarly, three-suited, hundred-



pound, filthy worsted-stocking knave; a lily-livered,



action-taking, superserviceable, finical rogue; one-trunk-



inheriting slave; one that wouldst be a bawd in way of



good service, and art nothing but a composition



of a knave, beggar, coward, pander and son 



and heir of a mongrel bitch;  one whom I



will beat into clamorous whining if thou



deniest the least syllable of thy addition.

2.2.172
A good man’s fortune may grow at heels

2.3.188



Fortune, good night;



Smile once more, turn thy wheel.

2.4.100-4



My dear lord,



you know the fiery quality of the duke,



how unremovable and fixed he is 



in his own course.

2.4.225-7
All’s not offense that indiscretion finds



and dotage terms so.

2.4.252-65
I prithee, daughter, do not make me mad.



I will not trouble thee, my child; farewell.



We’ll no more meet, no more see one another.



But yet thou art, my flesh, my blood, my daughter,



or rather a disease that’s in my flesh,



which I must needs call mine.  Thou art a boil,



a plague-sore, or embossed carbuncle



in my corrupted blood.

3.2.1

Blow, winds, and crack your cheeks! Rage, blow!

3.2.62-3


I am a man



more sinned against than sinning.

4.1.30-1
And worse I may be yet. The worst is not



so long as we can say “This is the worst.” 

4.1.41-2
As flies to wanton boys are we to th’ gods;



They kill us for their sport.

4.1.54

‘Tis the time’s plague when madmen lead the blind.

4.6.127

Ay, every inch a king.

4.6.148

Let me wipe it first.  It smells of mortality.

4.6.180-2
Though tattered clothes small vices do appear.



Robes and furred gowns hide all. Plate sin with gold,



and the strong lance of justice hurtles breaks.

4.7.52-5


…I am bound



upon a wheel of fire, that mine own tears



do scald like molten lead.

.

4.7.51-4
You do me wrong to take me out o’the’ grave:



Thou art a soul in bliss; but I am bound



Upon a wheel of fire, that mine own tears



Do scald like molten lead.

5.2.10-2


Men must endure



Their going hence even as their coming hither.



Ripeness is all
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