Scansion: KING RICHARD III, Act 1 Scene 1

Now is \ the win\ ter of \ our dis\ content                                        first-foot trochee
Made glo\ rious sum\ mer // by \ this sun \ of York; 


 “lyric” caesura
And all \ the clouds \ that lour'd \ upon \ our house

In the \ deep bo\ som of \ the o\ cean bu\ ried.                                       pyrrhic/spondee pair

Now are \ our brows // bound with \ victo\ rious wreaths,                   third-foot trochee
Our brui\ sed arms \ hung up \for mo\ numents,



          spondee
Our stern \ ala\ rums chang’d \ to mer\ ry mee\ tings,                             feminine ending
Our dread\ ful mar\ ches // to \ delight\ ful mea\ sures.    “lyric” caesura; feminine ending
Grim-vis\ ag’d war \ hath smooth'd \ his wrink\ led front, 

       spondee
And now, // instead \ of mount\ ing bar\ bed steeds 


   early caesura
To fright \ the souls \ of fear\ ful ad\ versaries,                          elision: “advers’ries”
He ca\ pers nimb\ ly in \ a la\ dy's \ cham\ ber 


           feminine ending
To the \ lasci\ vious plea\ sing of \ a lute. 



          first-foot trochee
But I, // that am \ not shap’d \ for spor\ tive tricks, 

  early caesura; spondee
Nor made \ to court \ an am\ orous look\ ing-glass;

          elision: “am’rous”
I, that \ am rude\ ly stamp'd, \ and want \ love's ma\ jesty
         first-foot trochee;

 









             double feminine ending
To strut \ before \ a wan\ ton amb\ ling nymph;  

         very regular: cf. “strut”
I, that \ am cur\ tail'd of \ this fair \ propor\ tion, 


          first-foot trochee
Cheated \ of feat\ ure by \ dissemb\ ling na\ ture,


          first-foot trochee
Deform’d, \ unfin\ ish'd, // sent \ before \ my time

                  “lyric” caesura
Into \ this breath\ ing world, \ scarce half \ made up, 
       first-foot trochee; spondees
And that \ so lame\ ly and \ unfash\ ionable       


   elision: “unfash’nable”
That dogs\ bark at \ me as \ I halt \ by them;   
        pyrrhic/spondee; 2nd- and 5th-foot











   trochees: VERY rare! cf. “halt”

Why, I, \ in this \ weak pip\ ing time \ of peace, 



          spondee
Have no \ delight \ to pass \ away \ the time,

Unless \ to spy \ my sha\ dow in \ the sun

And des\ cant on \ mine own \ defor\ mity: 

And there\ fore, since \ I can\ not prove \ a lov\ er, 

           feminine ending
To en\ tertain \ these fair \ well-spok\ en days, 



          spondee
I am \ deter\ mined \ to prove \ a vill\ ain,                   first-foot trochee; feminine ending;
                                                                                   scansion requires sounded “-ed” ending
And hate \ the i\ dle pleas\ ures of \ these days.

Plots have \ I laid, \ induc\ tions dan\ gerous, 


          first-foot trochee
By drunk\ en proph\ ecies, \ libels \ and dreams,


     fourth-foot trochee
To set \ my bro\ ther Clar\ ence and \ the king

In dead\ ly hate \ the one \ against the oth\ er:

                 feminine ending

And if \ King Ed\ ward be \ as true \ and just 



                       spondee
As I \ am subt\ le, false \ and treach\ erous,              



(cont.)

This day \ should Clar\ ence close\ ly be \ mew'd up,


     2  spondees About \ a proph\ ecy, \ which says \ that 'G'

Of Ed\ ward's heirs \ the mur\ derer \ shall be.

Dive, thoughts, \ down to \ my soul: \ here Cla\ rence comes.              2 spondees; 










      second-foot trochee


