
r
C

ap
itol 

P
u

n
ish

m
en

t  

Zounds! 
• 

R
ichard: Z

ounds! I cannot tell if to depart in silence, 
or bitterly to speak in gross reproof, Y

et so m
uch is m

y 
W

hat
E

v
i
l
 

fi(ilerItyw
O

LTitittiesro hmdieghmtye  afrnedm
7m

ym
agrnyeatmnyesedeZ

chtesi  
say the citizens, dear Z

iegler?
•

Z
iegler: T

he citizens are m
um

, m
y lord, except for 

C
R

E
E

P
S g thatoese w

h
O

 w
o
u
ld

 im
p
each

 th
y
 m

o
tiv

es at th
e W

ater- 
/ 	

R
ichard: T

hey do m
e w

rong and I w
ill not endure it! 

W
ho is it that com

plains unto the king that I forsooth 
am

 stern and love them
 not? B

y the holy G
raham

, they 
In M

Y 
sentious rum

ors. A
 plague upon them

 all! 
' 

love his grace but lightly that fill his ears w
ith such clis- 

Z
iegler: W

hat shall I tell the citizens, m
y lord? 

R
ichard: S

ince you w
ill buckle fortune on m

y back, 
to bear her burden, w

he'er I w
ill or no, I m

ust have 
patience to endure the load; but if black scandal or 
foul-faced reproach attend the sequel of this sordid 
affair, your 

m
ere enforcem

ent shall, acquittance m
e 

from
 all the im

pure blots and stains thereof. 
Z

eigler: w
ill say, m

y lord, you have no com
m

ent. 
'(H

e exits.) 
(E

nter B
aron E

hrlichm
an and B

aron H
aldem

an, 
guarded by a lieutenant front the tow

er.) 
E

h
rlich

m
an

:, M
y
 lard

, w
e m

u
st d

ep
art p

erfo
rce. 

Farew
ell. 	

' 	
' 

H
aldem

ant.,,A
id to that end w

e' w
ish your lordship 

here t' aV
oicl-the censures of the carping w

orld. 
R

ichard: W
ell, your im

prisonm
ent shall not be long; 

B
y A

rt B
u

ch
w

ald 

• 
T

he setting is the palace at K
eY

 B
iscayne w

here 
R

ichard III has retired to contem
plate his next m

ove. 
(E

nter the D
uke of Z

iegler.) 
Z

iegler: M
y lord. . . . 

R
ichard: G

ood new
s or bad new

s that thou com
'st in 

so bluntly? 
Z

iegler: B
ad new

s, m
y lord. D

ean has fled to M
ary-

land; M
agruder sings in V

irgina and the palace guard 
are confessing in chorus. 

I w
ill deliver you or else lie for you. M

eantim
e have 

patience. N
ow

 I'll strive w
ith troubled thoughts to 

take a nap, lest leaden slum
ber peise m

e dow
n to-

m
orrow

. F
arew

ell, dear H
aldem

an and E
hrlichm

an, 
you served m

e w
ell, though you cannot serve m

e last. 
(E

hrlichm
an and H

aldem
an exit. R

ichard goes to sleep.) 
(E

nter the ghost of the E
arl of M

uskie.) 
G

host of M
uskie; L

et m
e sit heavy on thy soul. T

hink 
how

 thou stab'd'st m
e in the prim

e of m
y career, M

 
M

anchester and other places too long to m
ention. l3e 

cheerful, R
ichard, I shall forget you not 

(E
nter the ghost of M

cG
overn of D

akota.) 
G

host of M
cG

overn: W
hen I w

as m
ortal, by thee 

m
y anointed V

A
M

paigil W
hen 

 p
u
n
ch

ed
 fu

ll o
f d

ead
ly

 
holes. T

hink of ,m
e, dear R

ichard, ;virtuous and holy, 
w

hen justice w
ields its blade. L

ive and flourish! 
(The G

hosts vanish. R
ichard starts out of his dream

.) 
R

ichard: A
las, I am

 a villain. Y
et I lie I am

 not. M
y 

conscience hath a thousand several tongues and every 
tongue brings in a several tale. A

nd every tale con-
dem

ns m
e for a villain, perjury, perjury in the highest 

degree! 
(E

nter the D
uke of R

ebozo.) 
R

ichard: A
 horse! A

 horse. M
y kingdom

 for a horse! 
R

ebozo: W
ithdraw

, m
y lord. I w

ill help you to a 
horse. 

R
ichard: S

lave, I have set m
y life upon a cast, and 

I w
ill stand the hazard of the die. I have slain six crises 

in the past. T
oday shall be m

y seventh. A
 horse!' A

 
horse! M

y kingdom
 for a horse! 

(E
nter a m

essenger.) 
M

essenger: M
y gracious sovereign.... 

R
ichard: O

ut w
ith it! W

hat bad new
s now

? 
M

eS
senger:. T

he D
uchess of M

itchell has called for 
your head. 

R
ichard:. Z

ounds! B
y the holy m

other of O
ur L

ord, • 
his plot has gone too far! 

C
 1973. L

os A
n

geles. T
im

es 


