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PREDMLUVA

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

logie, jiz déle tvofi dva dily Krale Jindficha IV. a Kral Jindfich V.
Zatimco prvni historickd tetralogie (trojdilny Kral Jindfich VI. a Krél Ri-
chard IIL), napsand v letech 1590 az 1593, sleduje pdd mocné Lancaster-
ské dynastie az po ndstup Tudorovct v obdobi mezi lety 1422 az 1485,
druhd tetralogie, napsand v letech 1595 az 1599, se vraci hloubéji do minu-
losti a d&jové prvni ¢tvefici her pfedchédzi. Sleduje naopak vzestup Lancas-
tert mezi lety 1398 az 1420, od sesazenf{ kréle Richarda IL. aZ po triumfél-
ni vitézstv{ Jindficha V. v bitvé u Azincourtu a smir s Francii korunovany
krilovskym stiatkem.

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

Hra o mocenském pfevratu v zemi napsand a provozovand v dobé, kdy
Anglii vlddla vice nez Sedesétiletd bezdétnd krilovna Alzbéta I., vzbuzo-
vala mezi diviky velkou pozornost. O aktudlnosti hry svéd¢i nejen velky
pocet repriz, ale nade vie i skute¢nost, Ze si jeji uvedeni z propagandistic-
kych duvodt objednal hrabé Essex v pfedveler spiknuti, pti némz chtél
kralovnu sesadit. Udajné se Alzbéta v jednom rozhovoru ke kréli Richar-
dovi II. sama pfirovnala. Fakt je, Ze snad nejpusobivéjsi scéna hry, v niZ se
Richard II. vzdava krélovské koruny a pfedava ji Jindfichu Bolingbrokovi,
byla z cenzurnich divodu z textu vyskrtnuta a vratila se do hry az po kré-
lovniné smrti.

Uvéd{ se hned nékolik prament, ze kterych dramatik Cerpal. Byly to
zejména Kroniky Anglie, Skotska a Irska (1587) Raphaela Holinsheda a epic-
ké bésent Samuela Daniela Obéanské vdlky (1595). Objevuji se ale odkazy i na
tfadu dal$ich zdrojt. Existuje teorie, Ze misto kompilace moznych Cetnych
pramend adaptoval dramatik nedochovanou hru o Richardu II., kterd
mohla byt druhou ¢4sti hry Woodstock od nezndmého autora. Ta zahrnuje
piedeslé obdobi Richardova Zivota od roku 1382, kdy si patnictilety
Richard vzal za zenu Annu Ceskou, dceru Karla IV., aZ po rok 1397, kdy
Richard s nejvétsi pravdépodobnosti zosnoval smrt svého ambiciézniho

I : ral Richard I1. je piibéh vlddce, ktery sim sebe piipravil o pravo vlad-



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

Ackoli 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 spide na Krale Richarda III. Ale
zatimco Kral Richard IIL je politické drama o mechanismu moci v roz-
vriceném svété, Kral Richard II. je navic i psychologické a basnické drama
o rozvriceném clovéku.

Déj hry za¢ind v roce 1398, kdy krdl uz drzi vlddu v rukou. Vina z mi-
nulosti je ale neustile v pozadi pfitomna a vyvoldva fetézec nédsledka ve-
doucich k jeho sesazeni a smrti. Jako u jinych autorovych historif veli tomu
tak netprosnd logika déjinnych procest, ve kterych kfivda plod{ spravedli-
vou odplatu, odplatu provézi dal$i kfivda a ta zas vold po nové odplaté.

Kral Richard IL. je hrou ritudla, nalatych, ale nedokonéenych déi. Do
detaild se pfedvad{ ceremonidl Gvodu rytifského souboje, ale souboj neza¢-
ne. Vévoda z Yorku buntuje k odporu proti vojenské intervenci, ale lordo-
vé mu utecou k nepfiteli, krdl Richard shrom4zdi na svou podporu armadu
wel$skych vojdki, ale WelSané ho nechaji na holi¢kdch. V zemi probihd pfe-
vrat proti krdli, ale je jen naznalen v symbolickém obrazu zemé jako zane-
dbané zahrady ve vystupu Zahradnika a jeho druhii. Chystd se vzpoura pro-
ti novému krali, ale je v zdrodku zmaiena. V této historické hfe neni ani
jedind bitevni scéna. Dramatickym konfliktem je zde totiz pfedeviim stfet
povah a postoju. Dulezitym déjovym prvkem je pak vyvoj charakteru obou
hlavnich postav.

Hra je postavena na kontrastu dvou principd. Podle tradi¢niho fddu
kiestanské spole¢nosti je panovnik nedotknutelny a rebelie proti nému je
porusenim bozich zdkonii. Sou¢asné m4 ale krél povinnost vlidnout moud-
fe a ku prospéchu zemé. Konflikt nastdva, kdyZ vlddce tuto povinnost poru-
§i. Na tomto zdkladé stavi dramatik dva soubézné ptibéhy o padu a vzestu-
pu krale. Richard II., poznamenany vinou z minulosti, je $patny vladce:
pysny, arogantni slaboch, manipulovany svymi pfiznivci. Stava se skiidcem
Anglie. Kombinaci vlastnich charakterovych vad, nepf{zné osudu i odporu
protivnika je zbaven vlddy. Teprve pfipraveny o vSechny krdlovské atributy
nachdzi sim sebe. Nakonec svede odvazny nerovny boj o Zivot. Proti nému
stoji Jindfich Bolingbroke. Jeho pfe je spravedlivd. Krdlovym bezpravim byl
zbaveny véeho a na oplitku zas vSechno krdli vezme. Jako uzurpétor kré-
lovské moci se ale provini proti Bohu a je pouze otdzkou ¢asu, kdy a jakym
zpusobem se mu to vymsti. Pfedzvést budouciho rozvratu v zemi za ,valky
razi“ mezi Lancastery a Yorky je ve hfe vSudypfitomna.

Ve stfetu odlisnych povah dvou vlddci nastoluje autor téma, které se

bude v jeho hrich objevovat stéle ¢astéji. Je jim protiklad mezi schopnosti
vlddnout a lidskosti, mezi politickou moci a morélni zodpovédnosti. Uzur-
pétor trinu Jindfich neni v Shakespearové podéni{ personifikaci zla, jakou
byl do zna¢né miry jeho kral Richard III. Kfivdé na pocatku hry Celi state¢-
né a v té dobé ma sympatie autora i divdka. Ale jak co muZ ¢inu a rozeny
vlddce krd¢ neodvratné k moci, s naristajicimi mocenskymi ambicemi své
lidské kvality a nase sympatie ztrici. Naopak piddem z vy$in moci do nico-
ty se v krdli Richardovi II. ¢lovék rodi a s jeho zmoudfenim rostou i diva-
kovy sympatie.

Vedle ptibéhu dvou stéZejnich postav probiha hrou paralelni ptibéh
vévody z Yorku a jeho syna Aumerla, ktef{ se ocitaji v soukoli politickych
promén v zemi a laviruji mezi soupeficimi stranami. Otdzka loajality k vlad-
ci a pevnosti moralnich postoji je dal¥f velké téma, jimz tato hra piekralu-
je hranice své doby.

Hra Kral Richard II. je pozoruhodnad i po formélni strdnce. Na rozdil
od jinych her, kde lidové postavy mluvi v préze, je celd tato hra ve versich,
z velké &asti rymovanych. Sebestfedny Richard je muz emoci, basnik, jenz
kazdé své hnuti mysli a proménu nélady promitd do slov a uchvatnych bés-
nickych obrazli. Zejména pro jeho monology je toto drama nejlyri¢téjsi
historickou hrou v Shakespearové kianonu a sdm Richard jednou z nejpuso-
bivéjsich muzskych postav, jakou dramatik vytvofil.

Shakespeare byl zjevné pozorny k osudum Anglie. V zrcadle jejich déjin
nachdzel pfedev$im memento pro svou dobu a své soucasniky. Hrou Kral
Richard II. poprvé vyraznéji ukazal, Ze nebezpeli pro zemi nemusi spoci-
vat pouze ve vé¢ném kolobéhu boje o moc, ale tkvi ¢asto v dusi a povaze
vlddce. Pohledem do nitra postavy a popisem jejtho vyvoje predjimd histo-
rickd hra Krél 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 I1.

JOHN Z GAUNTU, vévoda z Lancasteru - krdlav stryc

EDMUND LANGLEY, vévoda z Yorku - krélav stryc

JINDRICH 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, chof kréle 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 wel$ského vojska

Zahradnik, Zal4inik, Stolba.

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

MISTO DEJE: Anglie a Wales
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ACT T.

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

Enter Richard 11, Jobn 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?

I 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 [ 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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MOWBRAY

RICHARD

JEDNANT 1.

SCENA 1.
LONDYN. V PALACI KRALE RICHARDA II.

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

Johne z Gauntu, ctithodny 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 ¢as?

Ptived], Sire.

A povéz, ofukal sis ho, zda neni
jen veden z4sti vici vévodovi,

ale jedna co dbaly poddany,

a bude schopen zradu prokdzat?

V té véci jsem ho pfisné vyzpovidal.
Zd4 se, ze vede ho spi$ obava

o Vase Veli¢enstvo nezli zast.
Zavolejte je. Chcem je vidét, jak si
tvat{ v tvét, zlobné Celo proti Celu
zalobce s Zalovanym feknou své.
Oba jsou zatvrzeli, plni hnévu,
hlusi jak mote v boufi k svému fevu.

Wystoupi Jindfich Bolingbroke a Thomas Mowbray.

KéZ mnoho $tastnych dni a let ndm vlddne
né$ vzécny panovnik a drahy kral!

Ké7 kazdy den vdm nese vice zdaru,

az nebe zemskym §téstim zahanbené
obdafi nesmrtelnosti v4$ tran!

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

navzdjem z velezrady. Bratrance

z Herfordu, co més$ proti vévodovi
z Norfolku, Thomasi Mowbrayovi?
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HENRY

MOWBRAY

HENRY

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 I 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,
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Nejprve kéZ mi nebe dosvéddi,
Ze prichdzim pted Vase Velic¢enstvo,
nikoli abych hojil vlastni z4st,
viak proto abych oddané a s ldskou
ochrénil kréle pfed nebezpetim.
Thomasi Mowbrayi, sly$, co ti feknu.
Poslouchej dobfe, nebot za sva slova
m{m svym télem tady na zemi

1esmrtelnou dusi v nebesich.

lump. Moc velky pdn pro nizkou zradu,
a ptili§ nizky pro to, abys Zil.
Cim jasné&jii je nebe nad ndmi,
tim tmavs{ je mrak, co ho zacldni.
Znovu a znovu jeSté mnohokrat
té budu ostouzet a zrddcem zvit.
A jen si pfeji, aby moji fe¢
ukon¢it mohl v tvé hrudi

muj mec.

Zachovam klid, i kdyZ mé bere vztek.
N4S spor se piece neda vyfesit
$ermovénim dvou ostrych jazyku,
jako kdyZ vél¢i mezi sebou Zenské.
Tohle je tieba fesit s chladnou hlavou.
Ale tak vzdcné trpélivy nejsem,
abych to nechal bez odpovédi:
Jen tcta k vdm mé, kréli, svazuje,
jinak bych pustil jazyk z otéze
a jeho obvinéni ze zrady
mu dvakrat nacpal zpatky do chitdnu.
Pominul bych, Ze je v4§ piibuzny
a Ze ma v zildch panovnickou krev,
ozval bych se a plivl na ného,
ekl mu, Ze je pomlouvac a sketa,
a mecem bych to potom dokazal,
tteba i kdybych musel vy$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 viem, co je mi svaté, ten chlap lze.
Zbabély lotte, tady je ma vyzva. (Hodi rukavici)
Na moje ptibuzenstvi s krilem 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 I make good against thee, arm to arm,

What I have spoke, or thou canst worse devise.

I take it up; and by that sword I 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?
It 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.
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Stejné to dél4s ze strachu, ne z Ucty.
A jestli strach ti nevzal zbytky sil,
sehni se pro tu zdstavu mé cti.

Pak podle rytifského fidu vSem
prokazu v boji tvoji velezradu

a predejdu tak jesté hor$im vécem.
Pfyjimdm vyzvu a pii medi, jimz jsem (Zvedne rukavici)
byl kdysi pasovany na rytite,
ptisahdm, Ze se s tebou budu bit

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

Bratrance, prozrad ndm, co udélal?

Jen velmi vizny pfe¢in moh by zvratit
Reknu to a svijj Zivot za to ddm.
Mowbray vzal tfi tisice liber, které

byly uréeny vasim vojdkiim,

a pouzil je pro své podlé zdjmy,

&mz projevil se jako lump a zlodgj.
Navic tu tvrdim a svym mecem stvrdim,
af zde ¢i na té nejvzdalenéjsi

vyspé, kam Angli¢an kdy dohlédl,

Ze zdrojem viech téch spiknuti a vzpour,
co osmndct let nds tu suzuji,

je falesnik a zrddce Thomas Mowbray.
Dél prohlasuji, a to zlo lze smyt

jen smrti toho $pinavce, Ze chtél

d4t zabit Woodstocka, vévodu z Glostru.
Ptemlouval k vrazdé jeho nepfatele,

a nakonec té dusi nevinné

zakeiné, zbabéle sim prolil krev,

ktera se jako obét Abelova

az z némych hlubin zemé dovolavi

k ndm spravedInosti a odplaty.

Cest veli mi, af zradu potrestdm.

Bud' zabiju ho, nebo padnu sdm.

Jak vzletné mluvi o svém odhodldni!
Thomasi z Norfolku, jak odpovis?
Prosim vds, Sire, odvratte svij zrak

a zacpéte si usi, nez té skvrné

na va$em slavném rodu vypovim,

jak Bih a dobfi lidé soudi lhéfe.
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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

I 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 Muyj zrak i sluch jsou zcela nestranné.
I kdyby byl mym bratrem, néslednikem,
nikoli pouze synem mého stryce,
pfi svatém Zezlu kréle ptisahdm,
Ze ani takhle blizk4 spfiznénost
mu nezarud{ zddnou protekci
a neohne mé pevné zésady.
Je jak ty, Mowbrayi, mym poddanym.
Bez obav mluv, j4 ti to dovolim.

MOWBRAY Pak, Bolingbroku, fal$i naplnény

od srdce k Usttim, fikdm ti, Ze 1ZeS.

THi ¢tvrtiny téch penéz pro vojsko
jsem v Calais fddné rozdélil, ¢st ¢tvrtou
si s dovolenim krale ponechal

co fddnou odménu za fddnou préci,
kterou jsem pro néj vykonal, kdyZ jsem
mu z Francie pfivezl krdlovnu.

Svou 1Z{ se udav. Nezabil jsem Glostra,
1 kdyz, jak ke své hanbé pfipoustim,
jsem tehdy zanedbal svou povinnost.
Pokud jde o vas, vzicny Lancastere,
vam, ctény otée 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 pozddal

o odpusténi, které jste mi dal.

V tom citim vinu. V§echno ostatni
jsou pusté zvisty toho pomlouvace,
vérolomného bid4ka a zrddce,

proti nimz musim se v§{ moci brénit.
Oplatkou proto hézim rukavici

tomu nadutci k nohdm, abych mohl
dokdzat 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, zutivci! Ted mluvim ji. V4§ neduh
Ize vylé¢it 1 bez pousténi Zilou.
J4 nejsem felcar, ale tohle vim.
Kdo zufi, zahriv4 si se zdravim.
Odpustte, zapometite, 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.

I 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, pfestatime patrat, ¢{ je vina.
J4& zkrotim Norfolka, vy svého syna.
MEé stafi si ve smiflivosti hovi.
Vrat, synku, rukavici Norfolkovi.
Norfolku, ty mu vrat tu jeho.

Dost!
Chces odpirat snad otci poslusnost?

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

Rad¢ji sdm se k vasim nohdm vrhdm.
Vy smite porudit mi na smrt jit,
v tom poslechnu vis, ale pfipravit
mé o mé dobré jméno nemiiZete.
To mus{ pfezit mé na tomhle svété.
Jsem zneuctény, zhanobeny tou
jedovatou a hnusnou pomluvou
tohohle grizla. Jenom jeho krev
tu rdnu vydisti.

Uti$ sviyy hnév!
Rukavici! Lev leoparda zkroti.
Viak skvrny nezmizi. AZ on mi vrati
mou povest, vratim rukavici. Pane,
nad vSechno zlato drazii je, kdyZ mdme
neposkvrnénou cest. Bez ni by byl
¢lovek jen bléto, pozlaceny jil.
Smély duch v téle stokrit vic md ceny
nez poklad na sto zdmkid uzamdeny.
Zivot a &est se ned4 oddélit.
Zbavte mé cti a nebudu moct zit.
Své cti se nedokdzu nikdy vzdit.
Pro ni chci Zit a za ni umirat.
Bratrance, ustup! Norfolk pfili§ zpych.
Chran Buh, abych ja spichal tenhle htich!
Takhle se poniZit mdm pfed otcem?
A téhle sketé ukdzat, Ze jsem
hordi nez on? NezZ zbavit se své cti
tim, Ze ddm priichod vlastni slabosti
smiflivou fedi, radsi ukousnu si
jazyk za slova, kterd se mi hnusi,
a s proudem krve, kterd zlost{ vte,
plivnu ho Norfolkovi do tvire.

Odeyde Jobn 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
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Kral neprosi, krél pfikazuje, proto
kdyZ nedokdzeme vds usmifit,

na svatého Lamberta v Coventry

vés chceme vidét v souboji se bit.
Mecem a kopim skoncete ten spor,
jenz plodi ve vés jenom z4st a vzdor.
Kdyz jsem vés presvédcoval k smiru plané,
at tedy o pravdé rozhodnou zbrané.
Mar§élku, af heroldi jsou pfichysténi
a spravedlivé fidi toto kldni.

Odejdou.

SCENA 2.
V PALACI VEVODY Z LANCASTERU.

Vystoupi John z Gauntu s Vévodkyni z Glostern.

Woodstockova bratrskd krev v mych Zildch
mé vic nez tvoje nitky pobizi,

abych se jeho vrahum postavil.

Moc trestat zlo¢in ma vak vinik sdm,

a ten je pro nds nedotknutelny.

Radéji svéfme nasi kiivdu nebi.

A7 tam usoudi, Ze ¢as dole dozral,

na hlavy vrahu se$lou krutou pomstu.

Bratrsky cit uz v tobé ochladl?
Zivouci Z4r tvé krve stafim zhas?
Edward mél sedm synu. Patfi§ k nim.
Do sedmi pohéru vlil svoji krev,

do sedmi vétvi vyslal vzdcnou mizu.
Neékteré ¢asem uschly, jak to byvd,
nékteré utal nelitostny osud,

v$ak Thomas, m{j muz, myj Zivot, muj Gloster,
nddoba plna krve krilovské,

kvetouci odnoz krélovského kmene,
pod krvavou sekerou vraha kles,

z utaté vétve listi odlétlo,

nédoba praskla, vzécny mok se vylil.
To byla, Gaunte, tvd krev. Stejné loze

i lino, ze kterého vysels ty,

zrodily jeho. I kdyZ dychds, Zijes,

s nim jsi byl zabit. Smrt vlastniho otce
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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, kdyZ se jen divas,
jak jeho pravy odlitek, tviyj bratr,

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

Kdy?z strpi$ vrazdu svého bratra, pak
odkryvas cestu k svému Zivotu

a ucis vrahy, jak té podfiznout.

Co kmani maji za opatrnost,

je pro vznesené lidi zbabélost.

Co ti mdm jesté fict? Sim sebe spasis
jen tak, Ze pomsti§ vrazdu mého Glostra!
Svéf{m to Bohu. Bozi zéstupce

a Bohem pomazany panovnik

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

bojovat proti sluzebniku Péné.

U koho madm pak hledat zastan{?
Bith vdovdm pomaha. K nému se obraf!

Nic vic mi nezbyva. Bud sbohem, Gaunte.

Jde$ jisté do Coventry na souboj

syna Jindficha s lumpem Mowbrayem.
Kéz7 kfivda na mém muzi vede kopi
synovce pfimo do hrudi té stviry!
Nebo kdyz prvni rinu Mowbray pfecka,
kéZ pod nékladem jeho tézkych hticht
se zpénénému koni zlomi hibet,

a jezdec padne Jindfichovi k nohdm,
kde bude v prachu skemrat o milost!
Sbohem, $vagie, aZz do konce mych dni
mym spole¢nikem bude souzeni.

N X

Musim do Coventry. Kéz §tésti ndim
obéma preje. Tobé zde, mné tam!

Jen jesté slovo. Cim je smutek téz§i,
Sbohem ti d4m dfiv, nez se rozlou¢im,
vyileny zal vyf¢enim nekond.
Pozdravuj, prosim, svého bratra Yorka.
A to je vSe. Ne, jesté néco. Stuy!

UZ nevim, co jsem chtéla. BoZe muj!
Nespéchej tolik! Rekni mu - Co ale?
At za mnou do Plashy pfijede. Thned.
Co by tam chudék 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,
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Jen dlazbu neslapanou, holé stény,

dum bez slouzicich, prazdny, opustény.

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

Viechen Zal svéta vstoupil do mych zdi.

Zoufald, zoufald se zaviu tam

a v plddi s Zivotem se rozzehndm.

Odejdon.

SCENA 3.
NA KOLBISTI vV COVENTRY.

Vystoupi Marsdlek a Vévoda z Aumerlu.

Vévodo z Aumerlu, je Herford ve zbroji?

Od hlavy k paté a uz touzi zacit.

Vévoda z Norfolku téZ dychtivé

vyckava, az se ozve signal k boji.

Takze jsou zchystdni a ceka se 5
pouze na pfichod Jeho Veli¢enstva.

Hilas polnic. Vystoupi krdl Richard I1. s druzinou,

John z Gauntu, Bushy, Bagot, Green a dalsi. Kdyz se vsichni usadi,
vystoupi Zalovany Thomas Mowbray ve zbroji a Herold.
Marsélku, ptej se toho rytite,

pro¢ pfiSel ve zbroji. Pak vyzvi ho,

aby se predstavil a odpfisahl,

ze prichdzi ve spravedlivé véci. 10
Jménem Boha a krdle, ptdm se, kdo jsi

a pro¢ ptichédz{§ odén ve zbroji?

Proti komu a pro¢ chce$ bojovat?

Dle rytifského fddu mluv nez pravdu.

V tom chran té Biih a tvoje odvahal 15

Jsem Thomas Mowbray, vévoda z Norfolku.

Jak kdze Blth a m4 rytifské Cest,

pfichdzim, abych splnil pfisahu

a v boji obhijil svou oddanost

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

Bude-li Buh mi pfat, 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 I; 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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JINDRICH

MARSALEK

RICHARD

JINDRICH

Boha i krdle i mne samého.

Nebe mé chrani v mé spravedlivé pfi!

Hilas polnic. Vystoupi Zalobce Jindrich Bolingbroke ve zbroji
a s nim ptichdzi Herold.

Mar$ilku, ptej se toho druhého,

kdo je a pro¢ sem pfisel vystrojen

jak véle¢nik. Dle rytifského fadu

pak vyzvéd na ném, je-li jeho spor
vedeny zdjmem o spravedlnost.

Kdo jsi a z jaké pfi¢iny jsi pfisel

se v Srarikdch bit pfed krilem Richardem?
Kdo je tvij sok? A z ¢eho plyne svér?
Mluv pravdu, v tom ti dopomdhej Buh!
Jsem Jindfich z Herfordu, Lancastru a Derby
a pfisel jsem oblecen ve zbroji

dokazat s boz{ milosti svou paz,

ze Thomas Mowbray, vévoda z Norfolku,
je vérolomny zrddce, nebezpedny

Bohu 1 krali i mné samému.

Nebe mne chrafl v mé spravedlivé pfi!

Smrt kazdému, kdo by ted’ svévolné
¢ z nedbalosti vstoupil do kolbisté
krom marsilka ¢ jeho heroldd,
dohlizejicich na pravidla kléni.
Mar$élku, rdd bych ruku polibil
Jeho Veli¢enstvu a klekl pfed nim.
Mowbray i ja se pravé chystime

na dalekou a strastiplnou cestu,
proto nam dovolte dét prételim
naposled nase milujici sbohem.

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

Sestoupime a obejmeme ho.

Bratrance, 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 kriupéje.

Jak jisté sokol padd na kofist,

tak tim, Ze zvitézim, jsem ja si jist.

Muj vzécny kréli, lou¢im se ted s vami,
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1. HERALD

Of you, my noble cousin, Lord Aumerle;

Not sick, although I have to do with death,
But lusty, young, and cheerly drawing breath.
(To 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. HEROLD

1 s tebou, Aumerle, mj bratrance.
Jsem mlady, silny, dychdm z plnych plic,
a pfece uz jdu mozna smrti vstfic.

(Ke Gauntovi) Hostina konéiv4 tim nejslad$im,

tak nakonec se s tebou rozlou¢im.

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

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

a pozehndnim nabrus moje kopi,

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

KézZ pteje Bih tvé spravedlivé véci!
Bud' v boji rychly jako blesk a bij ho,

at tvoje dvakrdt zndsobené riny

jak ohlusujici hfmot hromobiti

padaji na pfilbici toho lotra.

Odvaha d4 ti pfezit! Drz se, synu!

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

zit budu nebo zemfu jako muz

oddany cti a krdli Richardovi.

Jak zajatec, jenz setfdsl sva pouta

a se srdcem kypicim radosti

se vrha vsttic kyZené svobodé,

tak moje duse blazené jde vstfic

zépasu s nepfitelem. Vzdcny kréli

a urozeni pani, hodné $tésti

kéZ na vis usmiva se v budoucnosti.

Jé s ¢istym svédomim jdu bojovat,

a proto nemusim se smrti bat.

Bud sbohem. Vidim, Ze uZ nem4s stdni,
Zene té odvaha a odhodléni.

Margédlku, muzes vydat pokyn k boji.
Jindfichu z Herfordu, Lancastru a Derby,
Zde je tvé kopi. Buh tvé pravo chran!

S virou pevnou jak zula fikim: Amen.
Vévoda z Norfolku mé toto kopi.

Jindfich z Herfordu, Lancastru a Detby
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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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RICHARD

JINDRICH

chce jménem Boha, vladafe i1 sebe

dét v sizku svoji Cest a dokdzat,

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

a proto vyzyvé ho na souboj.

Thomas Mowbray, vévoda z Norfolku,
chce v sazku dit svou Cest a dokizat,

ze Jindfich z Herfordu, Lancastru a Derby

jej obvitiuje neprdvem a tim

Boha, kréle i jeho urdzi.

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

Zazni polnice.

Pockejte, kral odhodil svoji hul.

Af oba odlozi pfilby a kopi

a posad{ se zpatky na svd mista.

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

Dloubé troubeni polnic.

Ptistupte bliz

a poslyste, jak jsme se rozhodli.

Ze nadi zemi nesmi potiisnit

drahd krev z rodu jejich praotct

a nase o¢i vidét nechtéji

rény, jez blizn{ ryji do tél bliznim,
a ze jsme plni obav, aby pycha,

jiz na svych kiidlech nese ctizddost,
a z4rlivé z4$t ve vés 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 hara$en{ rozkacenych zbrani

klid nasi zemé nerozvritilo

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

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

neZ dvakrat 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. (Tirns 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 hfét,
Ze zlatd zaf, v niz zde se skvite vy,
pozlati v ciziné mé vyhnanstvi.

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

Musim ti $pitnout beznadéjny ortel:
Pod trestem smrti nikdy nesmi§ zpét.
Muj krali, to je ptili$ tézky trest,

jaky bych od vas nikdy necekal.

Za viechno, co jsem pro vas udélal,

si zaslouzim snad lep$i odménu,

nez abyste mé vyhnal jako psa.
Mateiské angli¢tiné u¢im se

Ctyticet let, a ted se ji mdm vzdat?
Jazyk mi bude uZite¢ny asi

jak housle nebo harfa beze strun,

jak vzdcny néstroj uzamdeny v pouzdre
anebo v rukou neumétela,

jenz nedokdze vyloudit z néj tén.

Do kobky ust mi uvéznite jazyk

za dvoji zdvoru zubt a rtd

a tam ho pfisnéji nez zaldinik

v podrudi bude drZet neznalost.

Jsem pfili§ stary na to mit zas chivu,
jsem pfili§ v letech na to byt zas z4k.
Ten hrdeln{ trest jazyk z hrdla rve mi
a odsuzuje k smrti v cizi zemi.

M¢ nedojima tvoje tfesténi,

mé rozhodnuti pranic nezméni.

Pak svit mé zemé pro mé navzdy zhas
a vydany jsem noci napospas. (Odchdzi)
Vrat se a vezmi s sebou ptisahu.
PoloZte oba ruce na mijj me¢

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

ze dodrzite, co vdm nafidim.

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

ba ani se tam nikdy nepotkdte.
Nebudete si psit, 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 I, 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

I see thy grieved heart: thy sad aspect

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

(To 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 spol¢ovat, kout pikle
a spiklenecky néco podnikat
proti ndm, nasi zemi, na$im lidem.
Tak piisahdm.

I j4 to dodrzim.
Norfolku, nepfiteli, kdyby kral
to byval dovolil, uz nyni by
se jedna z nasich dus$i nesla k nebi
vyhnani z kiehké schrinky téla, jak
jsou téla vyhndna ted ze zemé.
Ptiznej svou zradu, nez zem opustis.
Neber si s sebou na tak dlouhou pout
néklad obtiZzeného svédomi.

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

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

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

Odejde.

Strycku, tvé oéi jsou jak zrcadlo,

v némz odrézi se usouzené srdce.

Ten smutny pohled mu z let vyho$tén{
ubira ¢tyfi.

(K Jindrichu Bolingbrokovi) Za Sest krutych zim
rad té zas zpitky doma uvidim.

JINDRICH Jak dlouhy ¢as obsahne slovo krale!

GAUNT

RICHARD

Ctvero dlouhych zim, ¢tvero bujnych jar
mi jednim dechem krél dal jako dar.
Deékuji, Sire, Ze jste kvtli mé

o Ctyfi roky zkratil syntv exil.

I kdyz j4 z toho nebudu nic mit.
Nez se za téch Sest let, co bude pry¢,
na nebi vysttidaji Gpliky,

m4 skomiravd lampa Zivota

zhasne a pohlti mé temnota.
Knutek mé svice zvolna dohasina

a j4 uz neuvidim svého syna.
Stry¢ku, ty budes jesté dlouho Ziv.
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