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Dramatis Perfona.

A1US Martius Coriolanus, @ #blk Roman, batcd
by the common people. *
Titus Lartius, 2 Generals againfl the Vollcians, axd fiiends
. Cominius, S 2 Corlolanus. |
Meneius Agrippa, fiiend to Coriolanus.
Sicinius Velatus, 7 Tribures of the people, and enemics o
Junius Brutus, _g Coriolanus. h
'T'ullus Aufidius, General of the Volfcians, |
Lieutenant to Aufidius, )
Youne Martius, /fon to Coriolanus. L

Volumnia, motber t¢ Coriolanus.
Virgilia, avife 2o Corlolanus.
Valeria, friend to Virgilia.

Roman and Volfcian Senators, Ldiles, Littors, Soldiers.
Common People, Servants to Aufidius, and other
Aitendants.

The SCE NE is partly in Rome and partly
in the Territory of the VOLSCIANS,

The wbale Hiftory exaltly followw'd, and many of the principal
Speeches copy’d from the Jife of Coriolanus 7z Plutarch.
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ACTIL SCENE L

Enter acompany of mutinous Citizeuns with ﬁzzw.r,
clubs, and other <veapons

1 CiT1ZEN.

\;‘m“ EFORE we proceed any further,
. hear me {peak.

Al Speak, fpeak.

1 Cir. You are all refolv’d rather to
die than to famifh ?

All. Refolv'd, refolv'd.

TGS 1 Cir Firtt, you know, Carus RIMar-
tzus is the chief enemy to the people

. We know't. .

1 Cit. Let us kill him, and we’ll have corn at our
own price. Is’t a verdit;

ﬂ// No more talking on’t, le’t be done, away, away.’

2 Cit. One word, good citizens, -
1. Cir, We are accounted poor citizens ; tht‘: Patri-
cians good : What authority furfeits on woald relieve
. If they would yield us but the fuperfluity, while

it were wholefome, we might guefs they reélieved us
haumanely : But they think wevare too dear! the lean-

nefls that afflits us, the objelt of our inilery, is as an
*nventory to particularize their abundunce ; our fute-
rance 1s a gain to them. -Let us revenge this with our
pikes, ere we become rakes: l'or the Gods know, I

A 2 - N il“t‘ﬂ. k
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ipeak this in lunger for bread, not in thirft for re-
venge.

2 C7¢t. Would you proceed efpecially againft Caius
NMartius P

All. Againft him firft : He’s a very dog to the com-

monalty.
z Ci¢, Confider you what fervices he has done for his

country ?

1 Cit. Very well: And could be content to give him

gooddreport for’t ; but that he pays himielf with being
roud.
P_ A/, Nay, but fpeak not malicioufly.

1 Cir. I {ay unto you, what he hath done famoufly,
he did it to that end; though f{oft-con{cienc’d men can
be content to fay it was for his country, he did it to
pleafe his mother, and to be partly proud, which he is,
even to the altitude of his virtue.

2 Cit. What he cannot help in his nature, you ac-
count a vice in him: You mufl in no way fay he is

covetous.
: Cit. If T muft not, I need not be barren of accu-

fations ; he hath faults, with f{urplus, to tire in repeti-
tion. [Showuts avithin,

What fhouts are thofe ? the other fide o’'th’ city is rifen,
why ftay we prating here? to the Capitol

A4/, Come, come.

1 Cit. Soft———who comes here ?

S CENE IL
Enter Menenius Agrippa.

s Cit. Worthy Menenius Agrippa ; one'that hath always

lov’d the peop:e.
i Cit. He’s one honeft enough, would all the reit

were fo.
. Men. What work’s, my countrymen, in hand ? where
go you with your bats and clubs ? the matter—{peak, I

pray you. _
- Cit. Our bufinefs is not unknown to the f{enate

they have had inkling, this fortnight, what we intend
to do, which now we’ll fhew ’em in deeds: They fay,
poor f{uiters have {trong breaths, they fhall know ve

have ftrong arms too,
- Men.
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Mez, Why, mafters, my good friends, mine honeft
neighbours, will you undo your felves ? ‘

2z Cit. We cannot, Sir, we are undone already,

Men, I tell you, friends, moft charitable care
Have the Patricians of you: For your wants,

Your fufferings in this dearth, you may as well
Strike at the heaven with your ftaves, as lift them
Againft the Roman tate ; whofe courfe will on
'The way it takes, cracking ten thoufand curbs

Of more ftrong links afunder, than can ever
Appear in your impediment. For the dearth,
"T'he Gods, not the Patricians, make it ; and

Your knees to them, not arms mulft help. Alack,
You are tranfported by calamity

Thither, where more attends you ; and you {lander
The helms o’th’ ftate, who care for you, like fathers,
When you curfe them as encmies.

z Cit. Care for us!-—true indeed, they ne’er carl
for us yet. Sufter us to famifh, and their ftore-houfcs
cramm’d with gram: Make edi&s for ufury,  to fup-
port ufurers ; repeal daily any wholefome aét eflablifn-
ed againft the rich, and provide more piercing fiatates
daily to chain up and reftrain the poor. If the wars
eat us not up, they will, and there’s all the love they
bear us.

Men. Either you muft
Confefs your felves wondrous malicious.

Or be accus’d of folly. 1 fhall tell you
A pretty tale, it may be you have heard it,
But fince it {ferves my purpofe, I will venture

To {cale’t a little more.
2z Cit. Well, »

I"d hear it, Sir yet you muft not think
To fob off our difgrace with a tale :
But, and’t pleafe you, deliver. .

Men. 'There was a time when all the body’s members
Rebell'd againit the belly ; thus accus'd it
T'hat only like a gulf it did remain
I’th’ midft o’th body, idle and unaétive,
Still cupboarding the viand, never bearin .
Like labour with the reft; where th’ other inflruments
Did fee, and hear, devile, inftru®, walk, fcel,

A 3 ‘ And




6 CORIOL ANUSES,

And matually participate, did minifler
‘Unto the appetite, and affetion common
Of the whole body. The belly anfwer'd e
2z Cis. Well, Sir, what anfwer made the belly ?
Mern. Sir, I fhall tell you with a kind of {mile,
Which ne’er came from the lungs, but even thus—
{For look you, I may make the belly {mile,
As well as {peak) 1t tauntingly reply’d
'I'o the difcontented members, the mutinous parts
"T'’hat envied his receit ; even fo molft fitly,
As you malign our {enators, for that
They are not fuch as you
2 Ci¢t. Your belly’s anfwer—what
The kingly crowned head, the vigilant eye,
"T'he couniellor heart, the arm our foldier,
Our fteed the leg, the tongue our trumpeter ;
With other muniments and perty helps
In this our fabrick, if that they —m —
Mer. What then P—for me this fellow fpeaks.
What then? what then?
2 C/t. Should by the cormorant belly be reftrain’d ;
Who 1s the fink o’th’ body —
- Men. Well, ~—————what then?
z Ci/¢t. The former agents, if.they did complain,
What could the beily anfwer?
NMex. 1 will teil you,
If you’il befiow a ‘mall (of what you have little)
Patience,. a wihitle; you’il hear the belly’s aniwer.
2. (%¢. Y'ure long about it.
M. Note me this, good friend ;
% aur moft grave belly was deliberate,
Nor rathi, lise his accufers, and thus anfwer’d ;
True is it, my incorporate friends, quoth he,
'I'hat [ receive the general food at firdt
Which vou do live upoen ; and fit it is,
Fecaule I am the itore-houfe, and the fhop
Of the whole body. But if yon do remcmber,
7 fend ‘it\,through the rivers of your blood
Even to the coart, the heart, to th' feat o’th’ brain,
And through the cranles and offices of man ;
'T'lie firongeil nerves, and {mall inferior veins
From me receive that natural competency

‘Wherchy
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Whereby they live. And though that all at once,
You, my good friends, (this {ays the belly) mark me—
2 Cit. Ay Sir, well, well. ,

Mff! Though all at once, cannot

See what I do deliver out to each,

Yet I can make my audit up, that all

From me do back receive the flow’r of all,

And leave me but the bran. What {ay you to’t?

2 Ci:. It was an anfwer——liow apply you this ¥ -

Men. The fenators of Rome are this good belly,
Ard you the mutinous members ; for examine
Their counfels, and theiwr cares; digelt things righily-
Touching the weal o'th’ common, you fhall find
No publick benefit which _yeu receive,’

But it proceeds or comes from them to vou,
And no way from your felves. What do you thinlc ?
You, the great tce of this affemby?

2 Cit. | the great toe! why the great toe?

Men. For that being one o’th’ Jowef, bafeft, poureﬁ:
Of this moft wife rebellion, thou goeit foremott :
Thou rafcal, that art worft in*blood to run,
Lead'ft firft to win fome vantage. -
But make you ready your {tift bats and clubs, °
Rome and her rats are at the point of battel :

"The one fide muft have bail.

SCENZE III
Enter Caius Martius.

Hail, noble Martius !
ﬂ/ﬂzr Thanks. What's the matter, you diflentious

rogues ? ,
That rubbing the poor xch of your opinion,
Make your felves feabs.

z Cit. We have ever your good word.

Mar. He that will give good words to'thee, will flatter
Beneath abhorring. What would you have, ye curs,
That like not peace, nor war? The one afirights- you,
'The other makes you proud. He that trults to you, .
Where he fhould find you lions, finds you hares:
Wihere foxes, geefe you are: No furer, no,

‘T'han 1s the coual of fire upon the ice,

Or hailiftone in the fun. Your virtue is,.
Az To
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'T'o make him worthy, whofe offence {fubdues him,

And curfe that jnftice did it. Who deferves greatnefs,
Deferves your hate ; and your affeCtions are

A fick man’s appetite, who defires moft that"

'Which would increafe his evil. He that depends

Upon your favours fwims with fins of lead, |
And hews down oaks with rufhes. Hang ye—truft ye!
With every minute you do change a mind,

_And call him noble that was now your hate,

Him vile, that was your garland. What’s the matter,
‘T'hat in the {everal places of the city

You cry againit the noble Senate, who
(Under the Gods) keep you in awe, which elle
Would feed on one another ? what’s their feeking ?

Men. For corn at their own rates, whereof, they fay,
'The city 1s well ftor’d.

Mar. Hang *em: They fay !
They'll fit by th’ fire, and prefume to know
What’s done i’th’ Capitol ; who's like to rife,
Who thrives, and who declines : Side faétions, and give
out ,
Conjeftural marriages ; making parties ftrong,
And feebling fuch as ftand not in their liking, _
Below their cobbled fhooes.  They f{ay there’s grain
cnough !
Would the nobility Jay afide their ruth,
Ard Jet me uie my fword, I'd make a quarry
With thoufinds of thefc quarter’d flaves, as high
As I counld pitch my lance. : -
Men. Nay, thefe are almoft thoroughly perfuaded :
Forthough abundantly they lack difcretion, |
Yet are they pofling cowardly. But, 1 befeech you,
What {fays the other troop?
. Men. 'They are diffolv’d ; hang ‘em,
They faid they were an hungry, figh’d forth proverbs ;
That bunger broke flene avalls——that dogs mufl edt,——
That meat avas made for moutbs—~that the Gods fent not
Corn not for rich men only — With thefe {hreds ‘
They vented their complainings : Which being anfwer’d,
And a petition granted them, a ftrange one,
To break the heart of generofity,

And make bold power loek pale ; they threw their caﬁs
5
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As they would hang them on the horns o’th’ moon,
Shouting their emulation.

Menz. What is granted them ?

Mar. Five tribunes to defend their vulgar wi{doms
Of their own choice. One’s Funius Brutus,
Sicinius Velutzs, and I know not s'death,
'The rabble thould have firft unrooft the city
Ere {o prevail’d with me! it will in time
Win upon power, and throw forth great themes .
For infurreftons arguing.

Men. This 1s ftrange.
Mar. Go get you home, you fragments.

Enter a Meffenger.

Mef. Where's Caius Martius ?

Mar. Here what’s the matter ?

Mef. The news is, Sir, the Polfiians are in arms.

Mar. 1 am glad on’t, then we fhall have meansto vent
Our mufty Superfluity. See, our beft elders ————

) SCENE 1V,

Enter Sicinius Velutus, Junius Brutus, Cominius,
Titus Lartius, wwith other Senators.

t Sen, Marvius, 'tis true, that you have lately told us,
'The Polfeians are in arms.
Mar. They have a leader,
Tullus A’zﬁdzﬂs, that will put you to't.
I finin envying his nobility :
And where I any thing but what I am,
I'd with me only he.
Com. You have fought together?
Mar. Were half to half the world by th” eats, and he
Upon my party, I'd revolt, tomake
Only my warswith him. Heisa lion
‘That 1 am proud to hunt. °
1 Senz. T'hen worthy Martius.
Attend upon Cominius to thefe wars.
Com. lt 1s your former promife.
Mar. Sir, it is ;
Andlam conﬂant : Titus Lartius, thou

Shalt fee me once more firike at Tul/us’ Face:,
What, art thou fiff ? ftand’ft out ?

s
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7i2. No, Caius Martiys,

I'll lean upou one crutch, and fight with t'other ;
tire {lay. behind this bufinefs.
Men. O true bred !

1 Sen. Your company to th’ Capitol ;5 where I know
Our greateit friends attend us.

7it. Lead you on ;
Yollow Cominius, we muft follow you,
Right worthy your priority.

Com. Noble Martius.

¥ Sen. Hence to your homes be gone.

[To the Citizens,

Mar. Let them follow,
T'he Polfcians have much corn: Take thefe rats thither
'T'o gnaw their garners. Worfhipful murtineers,
Your valour puts forth ; pray follow. [Excunt.
[Citizens fleal away. Manent Sicinius and Brutus.
Sic. Was ever man fo proud as js this Martius ?
- Brz. He has no equal.
Sic. When we were chofen tribunes for the peoplemms
Biz. Mark’d you his lip and eyes ?
Sec. Nay, but his taunts.
Bru. Being mov’d, he will not fpare to gird the Gods—
Sie. Be-mock the modeft moon.
LPru. The prefcnt wars devour him, he 1s grown
‘T'eo proud to be {o valiant.
Szc. Such a nature,
Tickled with good fuccefs, difdains the fhadow
Which he treads on at noon ; but I do wonder
His infolence can brook to be.commanded
Under Cominius !
Bru. Fame, at the which he aims,
In whom alrcady he is well grac’d, cannot
Better be held, nor more attain’d than by
A place below the firft 5 for what mifcarries
Shall be the general’s fault, tho’ he perform
‘To the utmoit of 2 man; and giddy cenfure
Will then cry out of Martius : Oh, 1if he .
Had born the bufinefs ——- ,‘
Sic. Befides, if things go well,
Opinion, that fo flicks on Martius, fhall
Of his demerits rob Gominius,
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Bru. Come ; halfall Cominius honours are to Martius,
Though Nlartius earn’d them not; and all his fauits
T'o Martius fhall be honours, though indeed.
In ought he merit not. )

- §7c. l.et’s hence, and hear

Flow the difpatch i1s made, and in what fajhion,
More ‘than his fingularity, he goes
Upon this prefent aflion.

Brua. Let’s along. [ Exennt.

SCENZE V.
Enter Tullus Aufidius awvizh Senators of Coriolis

1 Sen. So, your opinion 1s, Aufidius,
That they of Rome are entred in our counfels,
And know how we proceed. | '

Auf. Is ® not yours?
What ever hath been thought on in this State
‘T'hat could be brought te bodily.a&, ere Rome
Had circamvention ? ’tis not four days gone
Since I heard thence-—thefe are the words —1I think
I have the letter here, yes—here it is;
"They have preft a power, but it is not known
Whether for Faft or Weit ; the dearth is great, .
‘The people murinous; and it is rumour’d
Ceminius, Martius your old enemy,
(Who 1s of Rome worfe hated than of you)
And Titus Lartias, a moft valiant Roman,
‘Thefe three lead on this preparation |
Whither ’tis bent—moft likely, ’tis for you: -
Confider of ‘it. ’

1 Sen. Our army’s In the field :

We never yet made doubt, but Rome was ready:
'To anfwer us. -

Auf. Nor did you think it folly
To keep your great pretences veil'd, *till when =
T'hey neceds muit fhew themfelves, which in the hatching
It feem’d appear’d to Rome. By the difcovery,
We fhall be fhortned in our aim, which was
To take in.many towns, ere (almoft) Rome .
Should know we were a-foot,

2 Sen. Noble Aufidius

Take your commiffion, hie you to your bands, .
" Ls¢
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Let us alone to guard Corioli, ~
I "they f{et down before’s; for the remove
Bring up your army : but, I think, youw’ll find
They are not prepar’d for us.
Auf. O, deoubt not that, )
I {peak from certainties. Nay, more,
Some parcels of their power are forth already,
And only hitherward. I leave your honours.
It we and Caius Martins chance to meet,

"I'ts {worn between us, we fhall ever ftrike
’Till ore can do no more,

A/l 'The Gods afiit you.

Auf. And keep your honours fafe.

1. Sen. Farewel.

2 Sen. Farewel.

Al Farewel. [Exeunt,

SCENZE VI

Enter Volumnia and Virgilia,” they fit deavn on tavo
low fRools, and few.

Vol. Pray you, daughter, fing, or exprefs your
felf, in a more comfortable Sort : If my {on were
my husband, I would freelier rejoice in that ablence
wherein he won honour, than 1n the embracements
of his bed, where he would fhew moft love. When
yet he was but tender bodied, andthe only Son of my
womb ; when youth with comelinefs plucked, all gaze
his way; when for a day of Kings entreaties, a mo-
ther fhould nct fell him an hour f{rom her beholding.
I, confidering how honour would become {fuch a per-
fon, that it was no better than piQure-like to hang by
th’wall, if renown made it not flir, was -pleas’d to let
him feek danger where he was like to find. fame : to
a cruel war I fent him, from whence he return’d, his
brows bound with oak. I tell theg, daughter, I {prang
no more in joy at firft hearing he was a man-child,
than now in firft feeing he had proved him{elf a Man.

_ Vir. But had he died in the bufinefs, Madam, how
then ?

Vol. Then his good report fhould have been my
fon; I therein would have found iflue. Hear me pro-

feis fincerely : Had I a dozen fonseach in my lmig ]f-
ike

b
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like, and none lefs dear than thine and my good Mar-
tizs, 1 had rather eleven dic nobly for their country than
one voluptuoufly furfeit out of a&ion. .

Enter a Gentlewwomann.

Gent. Madam, the lady Paleria is come to vifit you.
Vir. Befeech you give me leave to retire my {elf.
Vol. Indeed, thou fhalt not:
Methinks I hither hear your husband’s drum:
I fee him pluck Aufidius down by th® hair:
Methinks, I fee him ftamp thus——and call thus
(As children from a bear) the 70//: fhunning him :
Come on, ye cowards, ye were got in fear |
Though you were born in Rome; his bloody brow
With his mail’d hand then wiping, forth he goes
Like to a harveft man, that’s task’d to mow,
Or all, or lofe his hire.
Vir. His bloody brow ! oh Fupiter, no blood.
Vol. Away, you fool; it more becomes 2 man
Than gilt his trophy. 'The breaft of Hecuba,
When the did fuckle Hefor, look’d not lovelier
Than Heffor’s forehead, when it {pit forth blood
At Grecian {words contending ; tell Paleria '
We are fit to bid her welcome. [Exit Gent,
Vir. Heav’'ns blefs my lord from fell Aufidius.
Vol. He'll beat Aufidius’ head below his knee,
And tread upon his neck.

Enter Valeria aith an ufber,  and a gentlewoman.

Val. My ladies both, good day to you.

Vol. Sweet Madam

Vir. I am glad to fee your ladyfhip

Val. How do you both? you are manifeflt houfe-
keepers. What are you fewing here? a fine fpot, in
good faith. How does your little fon ?

Fir. I thank your ladythip : well, good Madam.

Vol. He had rather fee the {words, and hear a drum,
than look upon his {choolmatfter.

Val. A my word, the father’s fon: I'll fwear ’tis a
very pretty boy. A my troth I look’d on him o' Wed-
nefday half an hour together ———- ha’s fuch a confirm'd

countenance. I faw him run after a gilded butterﬂy&
an
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and when he caught it, he let it go again; and after it
again ; ard over and over he comes, and up again, and
caught it again : or whether his fall enrag’d him, or how
’twas, he did {fo fet his teeth, and did tear it, oh, I
warrant how he mammockt it !

Vol. One o’s father’s moods.

¥ al. Indeed la, ’tis a noble child.

Vir. A crack, Madam.

#al. Come, lay afide your flitchery,. I' muft have yow
play the idle hufwife with me this afternoon.

Vir. No, good Madam, I will not out of doors.

Val. Not out of doors!

of. She fhall, fhe fhall.
Vir. Indeed na, by your patience ; I'lIl not over the
threfhold, ’till my lord return from the wars.
- Val. Fie, you confine your felf unreafonably: Come, .
you muft go vifit the good lady that lyes in.
. Fir. 1 wifh her {peedy ftrength, and vifit her with
my prayers, but I cannot get hither.

Fol. Why, I pray yeu? .

?ir. *Tis not to fave labour, nor tkat I want love.

Val. You would be another Penelope ; yet they fay, all’
the yarn'fhe fpun in UA/es’s abience, did but il Zibaca.
fuli of moths. Come, I would your cambrick weve
feni:ble as your finger, that you might leave pricking . it
for pity. Come, you fhall go with us. __

Vir. No, goed Madam, pardon me, indeed I will’
not forth. ‘

Vir. Intruth la, gowith-me, and I’ll tell you excellent
news of your husband.

Vir. Oh, good Madam, there can be none yet.

- Val. Verily I do not jeit with you; there came news
from him laft night,

Vir., Indeed, Madam — s

Val. In earneft it’s true, I heard a fenator fpeak it.
Thus it is— the Pelfiians have an army forth, againit
whom Cominius the general is gone, with one part of
our Roman power.. Your lord and Titus Lartfus are fet
down before their city Corioli, they nothing doubt pre-
valling, and to make it brief wars. ‘Thisistrue, onmy
honour ; and {o, I pray, gowith us.

Fir. Give me excufe, good Madam, I will obey you
S m
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in every thing hereqfter
V,l. Let her alone, ‘ady; as fhe is now, fhe will but

difcafe our better nmth

Val. In troth, I think fhe would : fare you well then.
Come, good fweet lady. Pr’ythee, Firgilia, turn thy
{folemnefs out o> door, and go along with us.

Vir. No: ata word Madam ; indeed I muit not.

I with you much mirth.
Val. Well, then farewel. [ Exeunt.

SCENZE VIL

Enter Marcius, Titus Lartius, avith captains and
foldiers : To them a meffenger.

Mar. Yonder comes news : a wager they have met.
Lart My horfe to yours, no.
Mar. *T'is done.
Lart. Agreed,
Mar. Say, has our General met the enemyv ¥
Me/. 'They lye in view ; but have not {poke as yet.
Lart. So, the good horfe is mine.
Niar. I'l] buy him of you.
Laiz‘ No, I'll not {ell, nor give him : ltend him you,
wiil,
For half an hundred years: Summon the town.
Mar. How far oft lye thefe armies ?
Mef. Within a mile and half.
Mar. 'T'hen {hall we hear their larum, and they ours.
Now Mars I pr’ythee make us quick in work ;
That we with fmoaking {words may march from hence,

‘T'o help our fielded friends. Come, blow the blaft.

They found a parley. Enter two Senaters with others
on the awalls.

Tullus Aufidius, 1s he within your wall ?

1 Senar. No, nor a man that fears you lefs than he,
‘That’s lefler than a little : hark, our drums

[ Drum afar off.

Are bringing forth our youth : we’ll break our walls
Rather than they fhall pound us up; our gates,
Which yet feem fhut, we have but pinn’d with rufhes,
They’ll open of themfelves. Hark you, far off

[Afamm Jfar off.
4. | _ ‘There

-
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There 1s Aufidins. Lift, what work he makes
Amongft your cloven army.
Mar. Oh, they are at it.

Dart. Let their noife be our inftruétion. Ladders, ho.
Entei the Vollcians.

Mar. They fear us not, butiffue forth their city.
Now put your fhields before your hearts, and fight
With hearts more proof than fhields. Advance, brave

‘sz‘m, o -
They do difdain us much beyond our thoughts,
Which makes me {weat with wrath. Come on, my
fellows, |
He that retires, I'll take him for a Polfcian,
And he fhall feel mine edge.

[ Alarum 5 the Romans beat back t0 their trenches.
S CE N E VIII

Re-enter Martius.

Mar. All the contagion of the fouth light on you,
You fhames of Rome, you! herds of boils and plagues
Plaifter you o’er, that you may be abhorr’d
Farther than feen, and one infet anather
Againit the wind a mile.  You {ouls of geefe,

That bear the fhapes of men, how have you run
From flaves, that apes would beat ? P/x#0 and hell !
All hurt behind, backs red, and faces pale

With flicht and agued fear ! mend, and charge home,
Or by the fires of heaven, I'll leave the foe,

And make my wars on you: look to’t, come on;

If youw'll ftand faft, we’ll beat them to their wives,
As they us to our trenches followed.

Another alarum, and Nlartius follows them to z'f.ze
gates, and is fbut in.

So, now the gates are ope: now prove good fecondss.
*Tis for the followers, fortune widens them ;
Not for the fliers: mark me, and do the like.
. [ He enters the gates.
1 Sol. Fool-hardinefs, not I.
2 So/, Nor 1.

1 So/, See, they have fhut him in. [ Alarum romfrzi:;j.
I A5,
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Al To th® pot, I warrant him.

Enter Titus Laritus.

Lar:. What is become of Martius ?

A, Slain, Sir, doubtlefs

1 So/. Following the fliers at the very heels,
With them he enters ; who upon the {fudden
Clapt to their gates: he is himfelf alone,
T'o anfwer all the city.

Lart. Oh noble fellow!
Who fenfibly out-dares his fenfelefs {word,
And when it bows, ftands up: thou art left, Martius—
_A carbuncle intire, as big as thou art,
- Were not foricha jewel. Thou waft a foldier
Even to Calvus’ wifh, not fierce and terrible
Only in ftroaks, but with thy grim looks, and
The thunder-like percuflions of thy founds,
'Thou mad’{t thine enemies fhake, as if the world
Were feaverous, and did tremble.

Enter Martius bleeding, affaulted by the Enemy.

1 So/. Look, Sir.
Lart. O, ’tis Martius.
Let’s fetch him off, or make remain alike.

[They fioht, and all enter the City-

Enter certain Romans avith Spoils,

¥ Rom. This will I carry to Rome.
2 Rom. And I this.

3 Rom. A murrain on’t, I took this for filver. [Ewxe.
[ Alarum continues f1ill afar off.

Enter Martius and Titus Lartius, awith a Trumpet.

Mar. See here thefe movers, that do prize their ho-
nours '

Ata crack’ddrachm : cuthicns, leaden fpoons, -
Irons of a doit, doublets that hanginen would
Bury with thofe that wore them, thele bafe flaves, -
Ere yet the fight be done, pack up; down with them;
And hark, what noife the general makes! to him ;
There isthe man of my f{oul's hate, dufidius,
Piercing our Romans: then valiant Zitus take

Convenient
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Convenient numbers to make good the city,
Whilft I, with thofe that have the fpirit, will haile
‘T'o help Cominius.

Lart. Worthy Sir, thou bleed’ft 3
"T'hy exerci{e hath been too viclent
For a {fecond courfe of fight.

Aar. Sir, praife me not: .
Ay worl hath yet not warm’d me. Fare you well:
'T'he blood I drop, is rather phyfical /
T ian darngerous to me.
U Aafdins thus I will appear, and fght.

Lart. INow the fair Goddefs Fortune
Fall deepin love with thee, and her greatcharms
Mifguide thy oppofers {words : bold gentleman !
Profperity be thy page.

Mar. Thy friend no lefs,
Than thofe fhe placeth higheft : {o farewel.

Larr. Thou worthielt Martius,
Go found thy trumpet in the markct-place,
Call thither all the officers o’th’ tewn,
Where they fhall know our mind. Away. [Exeunt.

SCENZE IX.

Enter Cominius retreating «with Soldiers.

Com. Breathe you, my friends; well fought; we are
come oft
Y.ike Romans, neither foolifh 1n our fltands
Nor cowardly in retire : Believe me, Sirs,
We thall be charg’d again.  Whiles we have ﬁruck
By interims and conveying gufts, we have heard
‘I’he chargcs of our friends. The Roman Gods
Y.ead tineir fuccefles, as we wifh our own,
'That both our powers, with {miling fronts encounting,,
May give you thankful facrifice, Thy news?

Enter a Meffinger.

Mer. The citizens of Corioli have iffued.
And givento Lartius and to Martius battel.
)| l‘“w our party to their trenches driven,
And then I came away.
Com. 'Tho' thou fpeak’ft truth,
Methinks thou fpeak’it not well, Elow long 1s’t fince ?

nigt
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Mef. Above an hour, my lord. _
Com. > Tis not a mile: briefly we heard their drums,
How could’it thou in a mile confound an hour,
And bring the news {o late ?
Me/. Spies of the Poljcians |
Held se in chafe, that T was forc’d to wheel
"T'hree or four miles about, elfe had I, Sir,
Half an hour fince brought my report. Y

Enter Martius.

Com. Who's yonder,

That does appear as he were flead ? O Gods,
Fle has the {tamp of Afartius, and I have
Before time feen him thus.

Mar. Come I too late ?

Com. The fhepherd knows not thunder from a tabor,
More than I know the found of Martius’ tongue,
From every meaner man.

Mar. Come [ too late ?

Com. Ay, if you come not in the blood of others,
But mantled in your own.

Mar Ohl let me clip ye
In arms as found, as when I woo’d in heart;
As merry, as when our nuptial day was done,
And tapers burnt to bedward.

Com. Flower of warriors,
Hows’c with ' Tirus Lartius 2

Mear. As with a man bufied about decrees ;
Condemning iome to death, and fome to exile,
Ranfoming him, or pitying, threatning th’ other,
Holding Coric% in the name of Rome,

Even likea fawning grey-hound in the leafh,
'T'o let him {lip at wiil.

Com. Where 15 that flave
Which told me as they beat you to your trenches 2
Where is he ? call him hither. |

Mear. Let him alone,

He did inform the truth : but for our gentlemen,
T'he common file, (a plague! tribunes for them )
The moufe ne’er thunn’d the cat, as they did budge
From rafcals worfe than they.
Com. But how: prevail’d you ?-
| Mar
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Mar. Will the time feive to tell ? I do not thinlg—
Where is the enemy ? are you lords o’th’ field ?
1f not, why ceafe you till you are fo ?
Copz. Martius, we have at difadvantage fought,
And did retire to win our purpofe.
Mar. How lies their battel ? know you on what fide
‘They have plac’d their men of truf: ?
. Com. As I guels, Martius,
Their bands ’th’ vaward are the Antiates
Of their beft truft : o’er them Aufidius,
Their very heart of hope.
Mar. 1 do befeech you,
By all the battels wherein we have fought,
By th’ blood we've fhed together, by the vows
We’ve made to endure friends, that you directly
Set me againft dufdius, and his Autiates s
- AAnd that you not delay the prefent, but
Filling the air with fwords advancd, and darts,
We prove this very hour -
Com. Though I could with
You were conduéted to a gentle bath, -
And balms applied to you, yet dare I never
Deny yourasking ; take your choice of thofe
That beft can aid your aion.
Mar. Thole are they
That moft are willing, if any fuch be here,
(As 1t were fin to doubt) that love this painting
Wherein you fee me fmear’d ; if any fear
Lefs for his perion than an ill report:
If any think brave death out-weighs bad life,
And that his country’s dearer than himfelf,
Let him alone, (or many if {o minded)
Wave thus, t'exprefs his difpofition,
And follow Marzius. -
[They all fbout, and awave their fwords, take him up
in their arms, and caft up their caps.
Oh! me alone, make you a {word of me:
If thefe fhews be not outward, which of you
But is four Yoffcians # none of you, but 1s
Able to bear againit the great Jufidius
A fhield as hard as his. A certain numter

Tho' thanks to all) muft I {elet from all :
(The s J The
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The reft thall bear the bufinefs in fome other fight,

As caufe will be obey’d ; pleafe you to march,
And four fhall quickly draw out my command,
Which men are beft inclin’d. "
Co. March on, my fellows :
Make good this oftentation, and you fhall
Divide in all with us. : [ Exennts

SCENZE X.

Titus Lartius baving fet a guard upon Corioli, going with
drum and trumpet toward Cominius and Caius Martius;.
Entes cwsith a lieutenant, other foldicrs, and a fiout.

Lart. So, let the ports be guarded ; keep your duties
As I have fet them down. If I do fend, difpatch
‘T'hofe centuries to our aid, the reft will {erve
For a fhort holding ; if we lofe the field,

We cannot keep the town.

L:ivz, Fear not our care, Sir.

Lars. Hence, and fhut your gates upon’s :

Our guider come, toth’ Remar camp conduét us.

[ Exeunt.

'

SCENE XI.

Alarum as in battel. Enter Martius and Aufidius, af
Several doors.

Mar. Il figcht with none but thee, for I do hate
thee
Worfe than a promife-breaker.
Aduf. We hate alike :
Not Africk owns a ferpent I abhor
More than thy fame and envy ; fix thy foot.
Mar. Let the firft budger die the othet’s flave,
And the Gods doom him after.
Auf. If I ly, Martius, hollow me like a hare.
Mar. Within thefe three hours, Tullus,
Alone I fought in your Corio/i walls,
And made what work -I pleas’d : ’tis not my blood,
Wherein thou-fee’ft me mask’d; for thy revenge
Wrench up thy power to th” higheft. .
Auf. Wert thou the Helor,
That was the whip of your bragg’d progeny,

‘Thow
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Thou fhould’ft not *fcape me here.

[ Here thy ficht, aid certain Vol’cians come to #he aid

"~ of Aukdius.  Nlartius fghts "rill they be driven in
érf&f‘b/::_’ﬁ.

Offictous and not valiant!

In your condemned feconds.

you have fham’d me

Flourifp.  Alarum. A retreat is founded.  Enter at one
door Cominius «virh the Romans: az awnother door
Martius, auith bis arm in a fcarf.

Com. 1f 1 fhould tell thee o’er this thy day’s work,
'Thowlt not believe thy deeds : but I'll report it,
Where Senators fhall mingle tears with imiles;
VWhere great Patricians fhall attend, and fhrug;

Pt}’ end admire; where ladies fhall be frighted,

And gladly quack’d, hear more? where the dull Tri-
butes,

That with the fulty Plebeians, hate thine honours,

Shall fay againit their hearts, we thank the Gods

Our Rome hath fuch a {oldier.

Yet cam’it thou'to a morfel of this feafl,

Having fuliy din’d before.

Enter 'Fitus Lartius «with bis powver from the purfuith

Lart. O General,
Here 1s the fteed, we the caparifon:
Hadit thou beheld—m—

Mar, Pray now, no more: my mother,
Who hasa charter to extol her blood,
When fhe does praife me, grieves me:
1 have cone as you have done, that’s what I can,
Induc’d as you have been, that’s for my country ?
He that has but effeted his good will,
Hath overta’en mine aét.

Com. You fhall not be
The grave of your deferving, Rome muft know
'F'he value of her own : ’twere a concealment,
Worle than a theft, ne lefs than a traducement,
"T'o hide your doings, and to filence that,
Vv hich tothe fpire and top of praifes verch'd,-
Would fcem but modeft . therciore, I befececk vou,
In fign of wlat you are, not 1o jewurd, ‘
Wha
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‘What you have done, before your army hear me.

Mar. I have {fome wounds upon me, and they {mart

To hear them{elves remembred.
Cosn. Should they not,
Well might they fefter *gainft ingratitude,
And tent themfelves with death : Of all the horfes,’
W hercof wehave ta’en good, and good flore, of all
'The treafure in the field atchiev’d, and qty,
We render you the tenth, tobeta’en forth,
Before the common diftribution, N
At your only choice,
Mar. I thank you, General:
But cannot make my heart confent to take
A bribe, to pay my Sword : I dorefufe it,
And ftand upon my common part with thofe
That have beheld thedoing.

[ 4 long flourif, They all ¢ry, Martius ! Martius !,
ceff ﬂi their caps and lannces : Cominius and Lar-
tius fand bare.

Mar. May thefe fame inftruments, which you profane,

Never found more : when drums and trumpets fhall

I'th’ field prove flatterers, let courts and cities
Be made allfalfe-faced {oothing.

When fteel grows {oft, as the parafite’s filk,

J.et him be made an overture for th’ wars :

No more, T fay ; for that I have not waflh’d -
My nofe that bled, or foil’d fome debile Wretch,
Which without note here’s many elfe have done,
You fhout me forth in acclamations hyperbolical,
Asif I lov'd my little thould be dicted

In praifes, fauc’d with lies.

Comn. Too modeft are you :

More cruel to your good report, than grateful
To us, thatgive you truly : by your patience,
If’gainft yourfelf you be incens’d, we'll put you
(Like one that means his proper harm) in manacles,
'T'hen reafon fafely with you :-therefore be 1t known,
As to us, to allthe world, that Caius Martius
Wears this wars garland ; intoken of the which,
My noble fteed, known tothe camp, 1 give him,
With all his trim belonging ; and from this time,
For what he did betore, Corio/i, call hum,

With



-

24. CoRrRIOL A NUS.

With all th’ applaufe and clamour of the hoft,
Cains Martius Corolianus. Bear the addition nobly ever.
[Flourifb. Lrumpets lound, and druyms,

Omnes. Caius Martius Coriolanus !
Mar. I will go wath :
And when my face is fair, you fhall perceive. .
Whether I blufh, or no. Howbeit, I thank you,
I mean to firide your fteed, and at all times
'T'o undercreft your good addition,
To th’ fairne{s of my power. .

Com. So, to our tent :
Where, ere wedo repofe us, we will write

'T'o Rome our {uccefs : you itus Lartius
Muft to Corioli back ; fend us to Rome
'The beft, with whom we may articulate,
For their own good, and ours.
Lart. 1 fhall, my lord. :
Mar. The Gods begin to mock me : l
I that but now refus’d moft princely Gifts,
Am bound to beg of my lord-general.
Cem. Take’t, ’tis yours : what is’t ?
May. T fometime lay. here in Corio/i,
At a poor man’s houfe: he us’d me kindly,
He cry’d tome : T {aWy him prifoner:
But then Aufidius was within my view,
And wr ath o’er-whelm’d my pity ; I requeft yuo
To give my poor hoft freedom.
Com. O well begg’d : - |
Were he butcher of my {fon, he fhould
Be free as is the wind : deliver him, Zzzus,
Lart. Martius, his name ?
Mar. By Fupiter, forgot :
Iam weary; yea, my memory is tird :
Have we no wine here ?

Com. Go we to our tent ;
The blood upon your vifage dries ; ’tis time

It fhould be look’d to: come. Exeun?,

S CENUE XII.

A flourifp. Cornets. Enter Tullus Aufidius &lsody
' ith tavo or three Soldiers, -

Auf. The town is ta’en, |
| ‘ Saof,
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So/. "T'will be deliverd back on good condition.
~uf Cond.tion!
Twould I were a Roman, for I cannot,
Being a Folfcian, be that 1 am.  Condiuon ?
What good Condirion can a treaty find
I'th’-part that is at Mercy ? Iive times, Martius,
I have fought with thee, {o often haft thou beat me:
And wouldftdo fo, Ithinl, fhould we encounter
As often as we eat. By th’ elements,
{ If ever again I meet him beard to beard,
He’s mine, or 1 am his : mine emulation
Fath not that honour in’t it had : for where
I thought to crufh him in equal force,
True {word to {word, I'll potch at him fome way ;
Or wrath, orcraft may get him,

So/. He’s the devil.

Auf. Bolder, tho’ not {fo {ubtle: my valour (poifon’d
With only fuftering {tain by him) for him
Shall flie out of 1tfelf : not {leep, nor fan&tuary,
Being naked, fick, nor fane, nor capitol,

‘I'he prayers of priefts, nor times of {acrifice,
Fmbarkments all of Fury, fhalt lift up

‘T'heir rotten privilegeand cuftom ’cainft

My hate to Martins., Where 1 find him, were it
At home, upon my brother’s guard, even there
Againft the hofpital cannon, would I

Wath my fierce hand in’s heart. Go youto th’city,
Learn how ’tis held, and what they are that mutt

Be hoftages for Rome.

8o/, Will notyougo?’ .

Auf. 1am attended at the cyprefs grove. [ pray vou
*Tis fouth the city mills) bring me word thither ’
tlow the world goes, that to the pace of it
. may {pur on my journey.

Sol. 1 fhﬂ.l], Sir, * [E»t't’m’:!.

oGS
Sodod

Slodie
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Farer Neneniuas =240 Sicmias and Brutus.

DAirresnive, ’E*[} I Augur tells me, we ihall have news |
to-night,
By, Good or bad ? ‘
Aler. Not according to the prayer &f the people, sor
they love rot AMartivs.
Sic. Nature teaches beafts to know their friends.
stien. Pray you, whom does the wolf jove ?

S2e. The lamb.
Men. Ay, to devour him, as the hungry Plebeians

would thenoble AMarrius.

Brz. He’sa lamb, indeed, that baes lilze a bear.

Men. He’s a bear, indeed, that lives like a lamb,
You two are old men, tell me one tlung thatl {fhall

ask vou.
Doth, Well, Sir. .
Men. In what enormity 1s MMartins poor, that you

'

two have not in abundance.
Bru. He's poor in no one fault, but ftor’d with all.
Sic. Lfpecially in pride.
Bru. And topping all others in boaft.
DMen. This is ftrange now ! do you two know how
vouare cenfur’d here in the city, 1 meanof us o'th’ right

file, doycu ?
Bru. Why how are we cenfur’d ?

IMen. Becaufe you talk of pride now, you will not
be angry ?

Barh. Well, well, Sir, well. |

Men. Why, "tis no great matter 3 for a very lIittle
thief of occafion will rob you of a great deal of pa-
tience give your difpofitions the reins, and be
angry at your pleafures, (at the leaft ) if you take xt
as a pleafure to you, iIn being fo you blame
Martius for being proud. '

Bru. We do it notalone, Sir.
Men. I Ianow you can do very little alone, for youw:

helps are many, or elfe your aftions would grow

wondrous fiugie ; your abilities are too infant-hlke, tu
doin,

26 CORIOLANTU S. ’
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doins much alone. Yeutalk of Pride «————- oh, that
you could turn yeur eyes towards the napes of your
neeks, and make bat an interior furvey of your good
feives, O that vou could !

3. What then, Sir ?

Afer, Why then you fhould difcover a brace of as
unmeriting, proud, violent, teity magiftrates, alias, fools
as any In Rome,

Sic. Menenius, you are known well enough too.

Nier. Tam kpown to be a humerous patrician, and
cre that loves a cup of hot wine with nota drap of
allaying 9vber in’t; faid to be fomething imperiect in
favouring the firft complaint ; hafly and tinder lilkec,
uron too trivial motion ; onc that converfes more
with the buttock of the night, than with the fore-
head of the morning. What I think I utter, and
fpend my malice in my breath. Meeting two {uch
weals-men  as you arc ([ cannot call you L}cm:g:f‘»ﬁ'.i}
if the drinlkk you give me touch my palate adverfly,
I make a crooked face atit. I can fay, your worfhips
have deliver’d the matter well, when 1 find the afs
in compound with the major part of your {yllables ;
and tho’ I muft be content to bear with thole that
fay you are reverend grave men, yct they lie deadly
that tell you, you have good faces ; if you fee this
in the map of my microcolm, follows it that [ am kncwn
well enough too ? what harm can your befom con-
{peftuities glean out of this charaar, if I be kpown
well enough too ?

Bru. Come, Sir, come, we know you well cnough.

Men. You know neither me, yourfelves, nor any
thing ; you are ambitious for poor Knaves capsand
legs : you wear out a good wholefome forcnoon, in
hearing a caufe between an Orange-wife and a foffet-
feller, and then adjourn a controverly of three-pence
to a fecond day of audience. —————— When you are
Learing a matter between a party and party, if you
chance to be pinch’d with the cholick, you make faces
like numbers, fet up the bloody flag againft all pa-
tience and in roaring fora chamber-pot, difmifs

the controver{y bleeding, the more intangled by your
b2 hearing
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ACT I1II. §CE N EL

Foater Nenenins ~v7th Sicimius and Brutus.

Aleres’ve. 7B MY T Ausur tells me, we {hall have news
to-night,

FHru. Good or bad ?

Afen. Not according to the prayer 8f the people, r
ey love rot AMartius.

~ie. WNarture tezches beafts to know their friends.

slen. Proy you, whom does the woif love ?

Sre. The lamb.

e, Ay, to devour him, as the hungry Plebelans
wouid thenoble Masrtius. '

2ra. He'’sa lamb, indeed, that baes lilze a bear.

Men., He's a bear, indeed, that lives like a lamb.

You two are old men, tell me one thing that I {fhall
ask vou.

Loth, Well, Sir.

Dien. In what enormity 1is Alartizs poor, thit you
two have not in abundance.

Bru. He's poor in no one fault, but fior’d with all.

Sic. Lfpecially in pride.

Brx. And topping all others 1mn boaft.

Men. This is firange now ! do you two know how
vouare cenfurd here in the city, I meanof us o'th’ right
file, doycu ¢

Bru. Why Low are we cenfur’d ?

Llen. Becaufe you talk of pride now, you will not
be angry ?

Bath. Well, well, Sir. well. |

Men. Why, tis no great matter ;3 for a very little
thief of occafion will rob you of a great deal of pa-
tience give your difpofitions the reins, and be
angry at your pleafures, (at the leaft ) if you take
as a pleafure to you, in being {o you blame
Martius for being proud. ’

Bru. We do it not alone, Sir.

Men. 1 know you can do very littic alone, for youw
helps are many, or elfe your ations would grov
wondrous fingie ; your abilitics are too infant-lil:t:l. b

doin,
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oh, that
eves  towiards the nayes of your

=

doing mucy alone. Yeutalk ef Pride
yvou could turn your

neeks, and make bur an interior furvey of your good
feives. O that vou could !

L. What then, Sir ?

Meiz, Why then you fhould difcover a brace of as
unmeriting, proud, violent, telty magutrates, alias, fools
as any i RKome,

Sic. Menenins, you ave known well enough too.

Nier, Iam krnown to be a humerous patrician, and
cre that loves a cup of hot wine with nota drop of
allaying Zvber in't; faid to bz fomething impericét in
favouring the firfl complaint ;5 hafly and tinder lil:c,
uron too trivial motion ; onc that converfes more
with the buttock of the night, than with the fore-
head of the morning.  What I think I utter, and
{fpend my malice in my breath. Mleeting two {fuch
weals-men as you are (1 cannot call you ZLycurgausis)
if the drinlk you give me touch my palate adverfly,
I make a crooked face arit. I can fay, your worfhips
have deliver’d the matter well, when 1 find the aifs
in compound with the major part of your {yllables ;
and tho’ I muift be content to bear with thofe that
fay you are reverend grave men, yet they lie deadly
that te!l you, you have good faces ;s if you fec this
in the map of my microcofm, follows it that [ am knocwn
well enough too ? what harm can your befom con-
{peftuities glean out of this chara&tar, if T be kpoun
well enough too ?

Bru. Come, Sir, come, we know you well cnough.

Men. You know neither me, yourfelves, nor anv
thing ; you are ambitious for poor Knaves capsand
legs : you wear out a good wholefome forcnoon, in
hearing a caufe between an Orange-wife and a foflet-
feller, and then adjourn a controverly of three-pence
to a fecond day of audience. When you are
Lkearing a matter between a party and party, if you
chance to be pinch’d with the cholick, you make faces
like numbers, fet up the bloody flag againft all pa-
tience and in roaring fora chamber-pot, diffifs
the controverfy blecding, the more intangled by your

B2 hearing
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hearing : all the pence you make in their caufe, 15 cal-
ling both the parties knaves.  Youarce a pair of {irange
ones.

iru. Come, come, vou are well underflced to be
a poifet givber for the table, than a neceflary bench-
cr i tne Capitol.

Alen. Gur  very priefts muft become mockers, 1f
they  thall encounter  fuch ridiculous fubjefls  as you
ave @ wien you {peak beft unto the purpole, it 1s not
worth the wagging of vour beards, and your beards
cveterve not {o honcurable a grave, as to {luff a
t.otchers cufhion, or to be intomb’d in an afs’s pack-
fuddle.  Yet you muit be faying, Martivs is proud ;
vwho i a cheap eflimation, 1s worth all your prede-
ceflors fince  Dewcalion, tho® peradventure {ome of
riie belt of them are hereditary hangmen. Good-€’en
to - our worfhip : more of jour converfation would
infeét mmy brain, being the herdfmen of the beaftly Ple-

besans. 1 will be bold to take my leave of you.
[ Exe. Brutus axud Sicinius.

S CENULE I

Enter Volumnia, Virgilia and Valeria,

ITow now (my as fair as noble) ladies, and the moon,
vwere fhe earthly, no mnobler ; whitherdo you follow
vour eves {o faft ?
.. ¥4/. Honourable Menenius, my boy Nartiusapproaches;
. for the love of Funo let’s go ?
" Men. Ha! Marriys coming home?
9!, Ay, worthy Menenius, and with moft profpe-
rous approbation.
Nen., ‘Talke my cap, Fupiter, and I thank thee
hoo. #{fartizs coming home !
Bzh, Nay, ’'us true.
77o/. T.ook here a Letter from him, the State hath
another, his wife another, and I think thcre’s one at

home {or you. _
Men., I will make my very houfe reel to-night; A

letter for me'!
Jir. Yes, certain, there’s a letter for you, I faw’t.
Mern. A letter for me ! 1t gives me an eftate of {even
years health ; in which time I will make a lipat the

phyfician : the moft foveieign preleription in Galen is

but
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but emperic, and to this picfervative of no better re-
port then a horfe-drench. Is he not wounded ! he wa3
wont to come home wounded.

Fir. Oh no, no, no.
of. Oh, he is weunded, [ thank the Gods for'e.
Men., So do I too, 1t he be not teo immuch ; brings Lea
V.iltory in his pocket? the wounds become him.
Vol. On’s brows, Alernenius, he comes the third time

home with the open garland.

Mezn. Hath he difciplin’d Aufidius foundly 2

Vol. Titus Lartius writes, they fought together, but
Aufidius got off.

Nden. And ’twas time for him too, I'll warrant him
that ; if he had fiaid by him, I would nothave been {o
fdius’'d for all the chelts in Corio/i, and the gold that’s
in them. Is the Senate pofieit of this ?

Fol. Good ladies, let’s go. Yes, yes, yes : the Sc-
nate has letters from the General, wherein he gives my
Son the whole name of thewar: he hath in this allion
out done his former deeds doubly.

Val. In troth, there’s wondrous things {fpoke of him.

Men. Wondrous ! ay, 1 warrant you, and not with-
out his true purchafing.

Vir. The God’s grant them true.

Fol. True ? pow waw. |

Men. True? I’ll be fworn they are true. Where is
he wounded, God fave your good worfhips? Mo tius
is coming home; he has more caufe to be proud :
where he is wounded ?

Vol. I'th’ thoulder, and i’th’ left arm ;3 and there will
be large cicatrices to fhew the people, when he fhall ftand
for his place. He receiv’d in the repulfe of Zarguin feven
hurts 1’th’ body.

Men. One i1'th’ neck, and two 2th’ thigh ; there’s

nine that I know.
Vol. He had, before his laft expedition, twenty five

wounds upon him.
Men. Now tis twenty feven; every gafh was anene-
my’s grave. Hark, the trumpets, [ 4ozt and florifh.
Fol/. Thefe are the uthers of Martizr;  beiore him
he carries notfe, and behind him he leaves tears :

Death, thatdaik ipinit, in’s nervy arm doth Ive,
3 Which
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Which being advanc’d, declines, and then men die,

S CENZE IIL

f?k.f::jf:‘:/&:ﬁza’. Enter Cominius e Geuncraly, and T i-
tus Lartius 3 bJetaveen ther Coriolanus,croacis’s weith
an caken Gairland, wcith Captains, Soldicrs, &

l’t’!'ﬂfdﬁ

Her. Know, Resme, that all alone Martius did fight
Within Corioli gates, where he bath won, - :
With fame, a name to Catxs Martius,

Welcome to Rome, renowned Coriolanzs.
[Sound., Fiouri/s.
L. Welcome to Rose, renowned Coriclanus.
Co». No more ofthis, it does offend my heart ;
Pray now,no more.
Cor. Look, Sir, your mother.
Cor. Oh'!
You have, I know, petition'd the Gods
For my profperity. [ Kneels,
Vol. Nay, my foldier up:
My gentle Martius, worthy Caius,
Bv decd-atchieving honour newly nam’d,
What 1s it, Cordolanus, muft I call thee ¢
But oh, thy wife

Cor. My gracious filence, hail :

Woaould’it thou have laugh'd, had I come cofin’d home,
"That weep’it to fee me triumph ? ah, my dear,

Such eyes the widows in Cerio/i wear,

And mothers that lack {ons.

Afen. Now the Goods crown thee.

Com. And live youyet ? Omy fiveet lady, pardon,

Vo!. 1 Iinow not where to turn. O welcome homie,
And welcorme General, y’are welcome all.

Men. A hundred thoufand welcomes: I couid weep,
And I could laugh, 1I'm lightand heavy : welcome,

A curfe begin at very root cne’s heart

Thatisnot glad to fee thee. You are three

That Rome {hiould dote on: yeg by the faith cf men,
We've {ome old crab-trees here .t home, that will not

Ec
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Be grafted to your relith. Welcome warriors s
We call a nettle, but a nettle, an
"The fauits of fooly, butfoliy.
Coimn. Ever rioht,
Cor. ﬁjﬁ';’.’ﬁn‘;’.d.}', Ccver, €ver,
Flrer. Give way there, and go omn.
Cor. Your hund, and yours.
Ere i our own houle [ do fhade my head
The good patricians muft be vifited,
From whom I have receiv’d not only greetings,
But with them, change of honours.
Vol. 1 have lived
To fee inherited my very wifhes,
And buildings of my fancy ; only one thirg
Is wanting, which I doubt not bt our Rome
Will caft upon thee.
Cor. Iknow, g¢ood mother, I
Had rather be their {fervant in my way,
"I'han {way with them in theirs.
Com. On, to tiae Capitol. [ Flourifh. Cornets,
[Exexnt in: flate, as befere,

SCENE 1V,

Eiter Brutus and Sicinius.

Bruz. All tongues fpeak of him, and the bleared fights
¢ Are {pe€tacled to {ec him. Your pratiing nurfe
Into a rapture let’s her baby cry,
« While fhe chats him : the kitchen maukin pins
Her richeft lockram ’bout her reechy neck,
Clambring the walls te eye him ; fialls, bulks, windows,
Are {mother'd up, lcads fili’d, and ridges hors’d
With variable complexions; all agreeing
in earneftnefs to fee him : {eld-thown Flainins
Do prefs among the popalar throngs, and puff
To wina valgar ftation ; our veil’d dames
Commit the war of white and dainask in
'I"heir nicely gawded checlis, to th’ wanton fpoil
Of Phoebus’ burning kifles 5 fuch a pother,
« As if that what{oever God who leads him,
Were {lily creptinto his human power,
« And gave him groceful polture.

L & Sice
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S/e. On the {udden,
} swvarveane him, Conful.
Kriz. "["hen our cfiice may,
Darmg his power, go fleep.
Sie. [e cannot temp'rately tranfport his honours,
From where he fhould begin and end, but will
I.efe thofe he’ath won,
Bra. Tn that there’s comfort.
S:c. Doubt not, |
‘The commoners, for whom we f{tand, but they
Upon their ancient malice, will forget
(With the leaft caufe) thefe his new honours; which
That he will give, make I as little queftion
As he 15 proud to do’t.
Bru. I heard him {wear,
Where he to fland for Conful, never would he
Appear 1’'th’ market-place, nor on him put
‘Fhe naplefs velture of humility,
Nor fhewing, asthe manner is, his wounds
T'o th’ people, beg their flinking breaths.
Sic. " T's right.
Bru. Tt was his word : oh, he would mifs it, rather
Than carry it, but by the {uit o'th’ gentry,
Aud the defire o’th’ nobles.
Sic. 1 wifh no better,
‘T’han have him hold that purpofe, and to put it
In execution,
Lrz °Tis moft like he will.
Sie. It thall be to himi then, as our good wills ;
A fure deflruétion.
Dra. So 1t muft fall out
T"o him, or ourauthorities. Foran end,
We muft fuggeft the people, in what hatred
I1e ftill hath he!d them ; that to’s power he would
Have made them mules, filenc'd their pleaders, and
Difproperty’d their freedoms : holding them,
Jn human aétion and capacity,
Of no more {oul nor fitnefs for the world,
'I"han camels in their war, who have their provender
Only for bearing burthens, and fore blows
Yor finking under them.
Sic. "1 his, asyoufay, fuggeited

L

At
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At {fome tume, when his foaring info'ence

Shall reach the people, (which time {hall not want,
If he be putupon’t, and that's as eafie

As to {fet dogs on fheep) will be the fire

To kindle their day ftubble ; and their blaze

Shall darken him for ever.

Enter a mcffenger.

Bru. What’s the matter ?

Me/. You're fent for to the Capitol 1 "tis thought
That Martius thall be Counful : I have {een
'T'he dumb men throng to {ee him, and the blind
T'o hear him fpeak ; the matrons flung their gloves,
Ladies and maids their fecarfs and handkerchiefs,
Upon him as he pafs'd ; the nobles bended,
As to Fouve's ftatue, and the commons made
A fhower and thunder with their caps and flout: :
I never faw the like.

Bra. Let’s to the Capitol,
And carry with usearsand eyes for th' tine,
But hearts for the event.

Sic. Have with you. DRSSP

S CLENILE V.
Enter tave Oﬁ':fr.:r, 1o fﬁ)‘ f(._,!f)fﬂ}:.i'

1 OF. Come, come, they arealmoft here s Low many
ftand for confulfhips ¢

2 Of. Three they fay ; but °tis thought of every one...
Coriolanus will carry it.

1 OfF. That’s a brave fellow, but h¢’s vengeance proud,
and loves not the common people.

2 Of. Faith, there have bcen many great men that
have flatter’d the people, who- ne'er lovd them, and
there be many that they have loved, thcy know not
wherefore ; fo that if they love they know not why,
they hate upon no better a ground. Therefore, for
Coriolanus neither to care whether they love, or hate
him, manifefls the true knowledge he has 1n their dif-
pofition, and out of hLis noble carelelnefs lcts them
plainly {ec’t.

1 OfF. If he did not care whether he had their love.
er no, he wav'd indifferently “twixt doing thom ret-
- L

L s they
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ther good nor narm: but he {feeks their hate with greater
devotion than they can render it him; and leaves no-
thing undone, that may fully dilfcover him their oppo-
fite. Now to feem to affcé&t the malice and difpleafure
of the people, is as bad as that which he diflikes, to
flatter themn for their Jove. .

2. Q. lic hath deferved worthily of his country:
and hio afcenc is not by {uch eafie degrees as thole who
have been tupple and courteous to the people, bonnetted
without a2ny further deed to have them at all into
their eflimation and report : but he hath {fo planted
his honours In their eyes, and his actions in their hearts,
thut for their tongues to be fiient, and not confefs {o
imnuch, were a kind of ingrateful mjury; to report
otherwile, were o malice that giving it {fetf the lie,
vourld pluck reproof and rebuke frem ev’ry ear that
fhcard 1t.

t O#. No more of him, he is a worthy man: make
Wiy, they are coming.

SCENZEIE VL

Suter the Patricians, and the Tribunes of the pmp.’{.
Lictors before them ;3 Coriclanus, Nlencuius, Comi-
nivs #be Comful @ Sicinius and DBrutas take their pla-
res by themfcbues.

AZes. Having determin’d of the Velfcians, and

‘"o fend for Yitus Lartius ; it remalns,

As thie main point of this our after-meeting,

"o grauifie his noble {ervice, that

¥lath thus %vod for his country. Therefore, pleafe you,

Moit reverend and grave eiders, to defire

'"I'he prefent Cenful, and latt Generul,

In our well-found fuccefles, to report

A litde of that worthy work pertorm’d

Gy Calus Blartius Cormnizs s Whem

Ye met here, both to thank, and to remember

YWith honours like himielf.

1 Swe. Speak, good Cominius :

[.eave nothing out for length, and make us think

Rather cur ftote’s defeétive for requital,

Than we llietch it out.  Malters o’th’ people,
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We do requefl your kindeft ear, and after,
Your lcving motien toward the common bodys
To yicid what pafles here.

Sze. We are convented
Upon a pleafine treaty, and have hearts
Inciinable to honour and advance
The theam of our affembly.

Bru. Which the ratlier
We thall be bleft to do, 1f he remember
A kinder va'ue of the people, than,
ke had hitherto priz’d them at.

Men. That's off, that’s off :
I would you rather had been filent: pleale you
T'o hear Cominius {peals ?

Bru. Moft willingly :
But yet my caution was more pertinent
" han the rcbuke you give.

M:n. He loves your people,
But tye him not to be their bed-fellow -
Worthy Cominius {peak.

{ Coriolanus »ifes and offers to go awvay,

INay, keep your place. .

t Sen. Sit, Coriolanus, never fhame to hear
What you have nobly done.

Cor. Your henour’s pardon :
J had rather have my wounds to heal again,
Than hear {fay 1 got them

Bru. Sir, 1 hope
My words dif-bencl’d you not ?

Cer. INo, Sir; yet oft,
W hen blews have made me ftay, I fled from words]
You footh not, therefore hurt not : but your people,
¥ love them as they weigh-

Men. Pray now, fitdown.”

Cor. I had rather have one {cratch my head 1th’ {un,
When the alarum were ftruck, than idly fit
‘T'o hear my nothings monfler’d.. { Exs2 Corialanus

Men. Malters of the people,
Your multiplying {pawn how can he flatter,
"T'hat’s thouland to one good one ? when vou fee
He had rather venture all his imbs for honour,

Than
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*T"han one of’s ears to hear’t. Proceed, Cominius.
Qom. 1 fhall lack voice : the deeds of Coriolanus

Should not be utter’d feebly. It i1s held

‘That valour is the chieteft virtue, and

Moft dignifies the haver: if 1t be

The man [ {peak of cannot in the world

Be fingly counter-pois’d. At fixteen years,

When 7arguin made a head for Rome, he fought

Beyond the mark of others : our then Diftator,

Whom with all praife I pointat, faw him fight,

VWhen with his #mazorian chin he drove

‘T'ke briftled !ips before him : he beilnid

An c’er-preft Romar, and 1’th’ Conful's view

Slew three oppofers: Zarguin’s {felf he met,

And ftruck him on his knee: in that day’s feats,

When he might aét the woman 1n the icene,

Te prov’d beit man 1’th’ field, and for his meed
YWas-brow-bound with the oalz. His pupil-age
Mar-cintred thus, he waxed like a fea,

And in the brunt of feventeen battels {ince
tle lurcht all fwords e’th garland. For this laft,
Detore, and an Coriols, let me {ay

[ cannot fpeak him home : he flopt the fliers,
Arnd by his rare example made the coward
"Turn terror into {port.  As waves before
A veflel under fail, {fo men cobey’d,

And tell below his flern @ his fword (death’s flamp)
Where it did mark, it took from face to foot:
Fie was a thing of blood, whole every motion
Was trim’d with dying cries: alone he enter'd
'The mertal gate o’th’ city, which he painted
With ihunlefs deftiny : aidle{s came off,

Arnd with a fudden re-enforcement ftruck

Corinli, like a pianet.  Nor ail’s this;

}ar by and by the din of war ’gan pierce

His ready fenfe, when ftreight his doubled fpirit
Requicker’d what in flefh was fatigate,

And to the battel came he 3 where he did

Run reeking o’er the lives of men, as f

“I'were o perpetaal fpoil 5 and all we call’d
Both sneldd and city ours, he ncver flood

To
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To eale his breaft with panting.

Men Worthy man!

1 Senz. He cannot but with meafure fit the honours
Which we devife him.

Com. Qur {poils he kick’d at,
And look’d upon things precious, as thev were
‘T’he common muck o’th’ world : he covets lefs
Than mifery itlelf would give, rewards
His deeds with doing them, and is content
T'o {pend his time to end it.

Men. He’s right neble,
Let him be called for.

Sfﬂ. Cﬂ.” Cﬂ?’fﬁfﬂffﬂ.".

Of. He doth appear.

Lnter Coriolanus,

Men. "The Senate, Coricianus, are well pleas’d
To make thee Conful.

Cor. I do owe them f{till
My life, and fervices.

Men. It then remains
‘That you do fpeak to th’ people.

Cor. I befeech you,

Let them o’er-Jeap that cufiom ; for I cannct

Put on the gown, {tand naked, and entrcat theny.
For my wounds fake, to give their {uffrages :
Pleafe you that I may pafs this doing.

Sic. Sir, the people muit have their voices,
Nor will they bate one jot of ceremony.

Men. Put them not to’t; pray fit you to the cuflom,
And take t'ye, as vour predeceffors have,

Your honour with your form.

Cor. It 1s a part
That 1 fhall biuth in acting, and might well
Be taken from the people,

Bru. Mark you that ?

Cor. To brag unto them, thus I did, and thus,
Shew them th’ unaking fcar, which I would hide,
As if I had receiv’d them for the hire
Of their breath only.

Men. Do’ not fland upon’t :

We recommend t’ye, Tribunes of the people,
‘ Qur
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Our purpofe to them, and to our noble Conful
Wifh we all joy and honour.
Sic. To Coriclanus come all joy and honour!
[Flourifio Cornets. Then Exe.

Banct Sicinius arxd Brutus.

Bru. You fee how he intends to ufe the people.
Sic. May they perceive’s intent @ He will require
them,
As if he did contemn what he requefied
Should be 1u them to give.
Bru. Come, we’ll inform them
Of our proceedings herc on th’ market place,
1 know they do attend us. [Exe,

SCENZE VII
Enter feven or cioh? Citizens.

1 Cit. Oons! if he do require our voices, we ouvght
not to deny him,

2z Cit. We may, Sir, if we will.

3 Cir. We have power m our {elves to do it, but
it 1s a power that we have no power to do; for if he
fhicws us his wounds, and tell us his deceds, we are to
put our tongues into thofe wounds, and {peak for
them : So, it he tells us his noble deeds, we muit alfe
tell him of cur moble acceptance of them. Ingratitude
is monitrous, and for the multitude to be ingratetul, were
to malie a monfler of the multitude 5 of the which, we
keing members, fhould bring our felves to be monitrous
members.

1 Cir. And to make us no better thought cf, a Iit-
tle help will rve: Yor once when he {ftood up about
the corn, he himielf ftuck not to call us the many-head-
ed multitude. |

Ciz. We have been call’d {fo of many, not that
our heads are fome brown, fome black, fome auburn,
fome bald ; but that our wits are fo diverfly colour'd ;
and truly, I think, if all our wits were to iffuc out of
one fcull, they would fly kaft, Weft, North, South, and
their confent of one direct way, would be at once to ali
points o’th’ compals,

2 Cizs
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2 Ci¢. Think you fo ? which way do you judze my
wit woeuld fly ?

3 Cir. Nay, your wit will fo foon outas another man’s.
will, ’tis ltrongly wedg’d up in a %lockhead: Dut if it
were at hiberty, "twould {ure {outhward.

z Cit. Why that way ?

3 Ciz. To lofe 1t f{elf in a fog, where being three
parts melted away with rotten dews, the fourth would
retcurn for confcicnce falke, to help to ger thee a
wife. |

2 Ciz. You are never without your tricks
may, you may— _

3 Czt. Are you all reloived to give your voices?
but that’s no matter, the grearer part carries 1t, 1 fay,
1t he would incline to the people, there was never a
worthier man.

you

Lnter Coriolanus in a gonvn, with NMenenius.

Here he comes, and in the gown of humility, marl
his behaviour: We are not to flay all together, but to
come by him where he frands, by one’, by two’s and
by three’s.  Ie’s to make his requefts by particulars,
where every one of us has a fingle honour, in giving
him our own voices with our own tongues : therefore
follow me, and [I’ll dire¢t you how yeu fhall go by
hiun.

A/. Content, content.

Men. Oh Sir, you are not right 3 have you not

known

'The worthieft men have done’t ?

- Cor. What mutt I fay,
J pray, Sir ? plague upon’t, I cannot bring
My tongue to fuch a pace. Look, Sir,-—my wound: -
I got them in my country’s fervice, when
Seme certain of your brethren roar'd, and ran
From noife of our own drums.

Men. Oh me the Gods !
You muft not {fpeak of that, you muft defire them
To think upon you.

Cor. Think upon me ? hang ’em.

I would they would forget me, lMke the virtues
Which our divines lofc by ’cm.

Merw,
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Men. You'll mar all.
I'll leave you: pray you to {peak to ’em, I pray youn,
In wholiome manner. [ Exie,

Citizens approach.

Cor. Bid them wafh their faces,

And keep their teeth clean—~{o, here comes a brace:
You know the caufe, Sirs, of my fiandimg here.

1 Cir. We do, Sir, teli us what hath brought you to't.

Cor. Mine own defert.

2 Cit. Your own defert?

Cor. Ay, not mine own defire.

1 C:iz. How, not your own defire.

Cor. No, Sir, ’twas never my defire yet to trouble
the poor with begging.

1 Cit. You muft think, if we give you any shing,
we hope to gain by you.

Cor. Well then, 1 pray your price o’th’ Confulfhip ?

1 Ciz. The price 1s, to ask it kindly.

Cor. Kindly, Sir, I pray let me ha't: I have wounds
to fhew you, which fhail be yours in private: Your
good voice, Sir 5 what fay you ?

2 Cy. You fhall ha't, worthy Sir.

Csr. A match, Sir; there’s in all two worthy voices
begg’d . 1 have your aims, adieu.

1 Cit. But this 1s {fomething odd.

2z Cit, An “twere to give again:- But 'tis no
matter. { Lxeunt.

-

Tavo other Citizzens.

Cor. Pray you now, if it may ftand with the tune
of your voices, that I may be Conful, I have hcre the
cuftomary gown.

1 Cit. You have delerved nobly of your country, and
you have not deferved nobly.

Cor. Your wnigma.

1 Ciz. You have been a {courge to her enemies ; you
have been arod to her friends ; you have not indeed loved
the common people, -

Cor. You fhould account me the more virtuous,
that I have not been ccmmon in my love ; I will, Sir,

flatter my {worn brother, the people, to earn a dearer
ellimation
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eftimation of them, ’tis a condition they account gen-
tte : And fince the wildom of their choice, 1s rather to
have my cap than my heart, I will practile the infi-
nuating nod, and be off to them moli counterfeitly : That
is, Sir, I will counterfcit the bewitchment of {fome pro-
pular man, and give it bountifully to the defirers : There-

fore, befecch you I may be Conful.
2 Cir. We hope to find you our friend; and there-

fore give you our voices heartily.
1 Cit. You have received many wounds for your

country.
Cor. I will not feal your knowledge with fhewing

 them. I will make much of your voices, and {o trcu-

ble you no further. ]
Both, The Gods give you joy, Sir, heartily. [ Exe.
Cor. Moft {fweet voices

Better 1t 1s to die, better to ftarve,
Than crave the hire, which firft we do deferve, *

Three Citizens »ore.

Here come more voices.
Your voices—for your voices I have fought,

Watch’d for your voices; for your voices, bear
Of wounds two dozen and odd : Battels thrice fix,

I’'ve {een, and heard of : For your voices, have
Done many things, fome lefs, fome more:

voilces

Indeed I would be Conful.
x Cit. He has done nobly, and cannot go without

any honeft man’s voice.
2 Gt

your

e we do deferve.

Why in this woolvith gewn thould I ftand here,
Ta beg of Hob and Dick, that do appear,
Their peedlefs voucher ? cuftom calls me to't
What cuftom wills in all things, $heuld we do't?
The duft on antique time would lye unfwept,
And mountainous error be too highly heapt,

For truth to o’er-peer. Rather than fool it {o,

Let the high office and honour go,
To one that would do thus. I am half through,

The one part fuffer’d, the other will I do.
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2z Ciz. Thetefore let him be Conful : The Gods give
Liin jovy, and make kiw a good friend to the people.
W Amen, anien., God lave thee, noble Conful.
[ Eacunt,
Cor. Worthy voices!

Euier Menenlus, avith Drutus and Sicinlus.

2len. Vou've floed your limitation: and the Tribunes
Enduce you with the peoples voice.  Remains,
That in tl cfficial marks invefled, you
Alion wo meer the Senate.

Cor. 1s this done?

Si:. The callom of recueft you have difcharg'd :
The people do wdmit you, ana are fummon’d
‘f0 miect Gnon upon your approbaiicn.

Cer. Where t at the fenate-houde 2

Sice. There, Coravlunus.

Cer. May I change thiele garments ?

Sic. You may, Sir.

Cor. That I'll flraight do: And knowing my {elf again,
Repair to th’ {enate-licule.

Mer. I°H keep you ccmpany. Will you along ?

Eru. We flay here for the people.

Si*. Fare you well- fExe. Coriol. aud Men,

SCENZE VIIIL,

He has it now, and by bhis looks, methinks
*T'is warm at’s heart.
Bru. With a proud heart he wore
His hunible weeds: Will you difinifs the people ?

Entcr Plebeians.

Sic. How now, my mafters, have you chofe thisman ?

1 C:¢. He has cur voices, Sir,

Bru. We pray the Gods he may deferve your loves.

2 Cir. Amcen, Sir: To my poor unworthy notice,
He mockd us, when he bege’d onr voices.

3 iz, Cerwainiy he floctea us down-right.

1 Ciz. INo, ’us his kind of {peech, he did not mock us.

2. Cit. Not one amoncait us, {ave your {elt, but {ays
e us’d us {cornfuily ; He fhould have thew’d us
biis marks of merit, wounds receivd for’s countiry.

Sic.
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LS. Why {0 he did, T am {urc.

A No, no man {aw em.
3 Cit. He {aid he’d wounds, which he could thew in
rrivate :
And with his cap, thus waving it in {corn,
1 would be Conful, fays he: aged cuftom,
>ut by vour voices, will not {o permit me ;
Your voices therefore: VWhen we granted that,

Here was I thanlk you for your voices ——thank
}?Ou—-——
Your molt {weet voices —-wm now you have left your
voices,

I have nothing further with you. Wa'n’t this moekery ?

Sic, Why either were you 1gnorant to {fee’;?
Or fecing 1r, of fuch childith triendlinefs,
To yi.li your voice ?

Brz. Could you not have told him,
As you were leflfon’d ; when he had no power,
But was a petty {ervant to the ftate,
He was your enemy, ftill {pake againft
Your liberties and charters that you bear
I'th’ body of the weal: And now arriving,
At place of potency, and {way o’th’ ftate
It he fhould ftill malignantly remain
Fait foe to th’ plebeans, your voices might
Be curfes to yoar felves ? You fhould have faid
T'hat as his worthy deeds did claim no lefs
Than what he {tood for; {o his gracious nature
Would think upon you for your voices, and
Tranflate his malice tow’rds you, thto love,
Standing your friendly lord.

Sic. 'Uhus to have faid,
As you were fore-advis’d, had touch’d his{pirit
And try’d his inclination; frem his plucke
Either his gracious promife, which you might
As caufe had call’d you up, have held him to
Or elfe 1t would have gall’d his furly nature
Which eafily endures not article,
Tymg him to ought; {o putting him to rage
You thould have ta’en th’ advaniage of Ll choler,
And palt him uneleéled.

Lra.
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Lre. Did you percelve,
He did feliicit you in {ree contempt,
Wlhen he did need your loves? and do yeu think
T'hat hiis contempt fhall not be bnuﬁng to you,
Wihen he hath power to crufh ? why h: ld your bodics
No heart among you ¢ or had you tongues, to cry
Againfl the redmﬂnp of judgment?
Sic. Have you,
Fre now, deny’d the asker? and now again
Of him that did not ask, but mock, beftow
Your fu'd-for tongues ?
3 Cit. He’s not confirm’d, we may deny him yet.
2 Cit. Arnd will deny him ;
I'll have five hundred voices of that found.

1 Cis. A}f, twice five hundred, and their friends to

plece ‘em.

Brau. Get you hence inflantly, and tell thofe friends,
'T'hey've chole a Conful that will from them take
'I'heir hiberties, make them of no more voice
'I'han dogs that are as often beat for barking,

As therefore kept to do fo.

Sic. Let them aflemble; and on fafer judgment,
Revoke your ignorant ele€ion :

Enforce his pride, and his old hate to you :
Befides, forget not,

With what contempt he wore the humble weed,
How in his {uit he fcorn’d you: But ycur loves
Thinking upon his {ervices, took from vou
‘The apprehenfion of his prefent portance,
Which gibingly, ungravely, he did fathion
After th’ inveterate hate he bears to you.

Bry. Nay, lay a fault on us, your Tribunes, that
We labour’d (no impediment between)

But that you muft caft your eleftion on him.

Sic. Say, you chofe him, more after our command«

ment,
Than guided by your own affellions,
And that your minds, pre-occupied with what
You rather muft do, than what vou fthould do,
Nade vou againft the grain to voice him Conful.
Lay the fault on us.

Bru. Ay, fpare usnot : Say, we read letures to you,
How
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IHow younzly he began to {erve his country,
How jong continucd, and what {tock he fprings of,
'I'he noble houfe of Martius ; from whence came
Vhat ducus BMlertes, Numa’s dauonter’s {on,
\Who after great Ho/tilius, here was King :
Of the fame houle Publins and Luintus were,
That our befl water brought by conduits hither,
And Ceuforinus, darling ot the peop'e
(And nobly nam’d {o for twice being cenfor)
Was his great anceltoer.
Sic. One thus delcended,
That hath befide well in his perfon wrought,
To be fet him in place, we did commend
To your remembrances; but you have found,
Scaling his prefent bearing with his pait,
That he’s your fixed enemy, and revoke
Yoar {fuddcn approbation.
Bru. Say, you ne’er had don’t,
{Harp on chat itill) but by our putting on ;
And prefently, when you have drawn your number,
Repair to th’ Capitol.
All. We will {fo; almoft all rebent in their eleftion.
[ £xeunt Plebeians,
Bru. Let them goon : . |
'This mutiny were better put in hazard,
Than ftay paft doubt for greater:
If, as his nature is, he fall in rage
With their refufal, both obferve and anfwer
"The vantage of his anger.
Sic. Come; to th> Capitol,
We will be there before the fiream o'th’ pcople :
And this fhall feem, as partiy ’tis, their own,
Which we have goaded onward. [E.xe.
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ACT III. SCENE I

Cornets.  Enter Coriolanus, Menenius, Cominius, Titus
Lartws, and other Senators.

Cor, Ullus ..4:{/5'.1?::: then had made new head ?
Lart, He had, my lord, and that it was which
caus’d
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caus’d.

Cur fwifter compefition.

Cer. o then the I'ollciars ftand but as at firft,
Feady when time fhall promyt them, to make in-

rond

Upon’s cean

Corn. "I'hey’re worn, lord Confut, {o,
That we thall hardly in our ages fee
T'heir banrers wave again.

Cor. Saw vou Aufidins ?

f.art. On fafe-guard he came to me, and did curfe
Againit the Polfeians, for they had fo vilely
Yielded the town ; heis retiv’d to Antium.

Ca ». Spoke he of me ?

Lrrz, Fie did, my lord.

Lor, Flow ?——— what ?

Cart. How often he had met you {fword to {word:
That of all things upon the earth he hated
Your perfon moit : that he would pawn his fortunes
T'o hopelefs reftitution, {o he mighe
Ee call’d your vanquifther.

Cor. At Antinm lives he ?

Lart. At Antium.

Cor. 1 wifh I had a caufe to feek him there,
To oppolfe his hatred fully. Welcome home.

Enter Sicinius and Brutus.

Behold, thefe are the Tribunes of the people, _
The tongues o’th® common mouth: 1 do defpife them,
For they do prank them in authority
Agan{t all noble fufferance.
Sic. Pafs no further.
Cor. Hath ! ——— what 1s that!
Bru. It will be dangerous to go on
Cor. What makes this change ?
DNen. 'The matter ?
Com. Hath he not pafs’d the nobles and the commons ?
Bra. Ceminius, no.
Cor. Have I had children’s voices ?
Serz. Tribunes, give way ; he fhall to th’ market place.
Brz.5The people are 1ncens’d againdt him,
oSic. Stop,
3 Or

no further.
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Or all will £l 1n bretl,

Cor. Are thefle your herd ? |

Muit theie have voices, thatcan vield them now,
And f{trergat difclaim  their tongues ? waat are your
’ offizcs ?
You being tiaeir mouths, way rule you nottaeir teeth ?
Have vounot {et them on?
Men. Be calm, be calm.
Cor. Itis a purpos’d thing, and grows by plot,
To curpd the will of the nobility :
Suffer’t, and live with {fuch as cannot rule,
Nor cver will be rul’d.
Bru. Call’t nota plot :
The people cry you mock’d them ; and of iate,
When corn was given them, gratis, you repin’l,
Scandal’d the Suppliants for the people, call’d them
‘T'ime-plealers, flatterers, foes to nobicnefs.
Cor. Why this was known before,
Lz Not to them all.
- Cor. Have you mform’d them fince ?

bru. How! I inform’d them !

Com. You arelike to do fuch bufinefs.

Bru. Notunlike each way, to better yours.

Cor. Why then fhould ] be Conful ? by yond clouds,
Let me deferve fo 1ll as you, and make me
Your Fellow-T'ribune.

Sic. You fhew too much of that,

For which the people ftir ; if you will pafs

'T'o where you’re bound, you muit enquire your way,
Which you are out of, with a gentler {pirit,

Or ne'er to be {o noble as a Conful,

Nor yoke with him for Tribune.

Men. Let’s be calm.

Con. The pecopleare abus’d, feton; this-paltring
Becomes not Rome : nor has Coriolanss
Delerv’d this {o dithonour'd rub, laid falfly
I'th’ plain way of his merit.

Cor. Tell me ofcorn !

This was my fpeech, and I will {peak’t again

Mexz. Not now, not now.

Serx. Not in thisheat, Sir, now.,

Cor. Now asl live, I will ——

"
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As for my nobler friend, I cravetheir pardons :
But for the mutable rank-icented manvy,
Let them regard me, as I do not {latter,

And there behold themfelves : 1{ay again,
In {oothing them, we nourifh againit our Senate

T'he cockle of rebellion, infolence, {edition,
hich we ourfelves have plowed for, fow’d and {eatter’d.

By mingling them wvith us, the honour’d number.
Who lack not virtue, no, nor power but that
Which we have given to beggars.

Men. Well, no more
Sen. Wo more words, we befeech you

Cor. How ! no more! ——
As for my Country I have fhed my blood,
Not fearing outward force ; {fo fhall my lungs
Coin words "till their decay ; againit thofe meaflers
Which we difdain {hould tetter us, yet feek

The very way tocatch them
Bru. You {peak o'th’ people, asyou were a God

To punifth, nota man of their infirmity.
Sic. "Twere well we let the people know't.
Men, What, what ! his cholor ?
. Cor. Choler! were Ias patientas the midnight fleep.
By Fowe, 'twould be thy mind.
Sie. Itisa mind
That fhal! remain a poifonwhere it is,
Not poifon any further.
Cor. Shall remain ?
Hear you this 7ritenz0f the minnows ? markyou
11is abfolure #all ?
Com. "I'was from the cannon.

Cor. Shall!
O good, but moft unwife patricians ; why
You grave, but wreaklefs Senators, have you thus
Given Hydra here to chufe an officer,

That with his peremptory /5a//, being but
'The horn and noife o’th’ monfters want no ipirit

'To {ay he'll turn your currentaditch,

And make your channel his ¢ If he have power,
Then vail your 1gnorance ; if none, awake
Your dangerous lenity ; if youare learned,

Be not as common fcels ; if you ar¢ not,

\

Let
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Juet them have cufhions by you. Your Plebelans,
It they be Senators, and they are no lefs,
VWhen, both veur voices blended, the aveat’ft tafle
MNoft pallaces theirs. "Lhey chufe their mogitrate,
And fuch a one as ke, who puts his (507,
s popular /ba//, againtt a graver er:‘m‘h
Than ever fiown’lin Greece. 22y Fove himlelf,
It makes the Confuls Lafe; and miv {oul alies
To know, when two authorites arve ubp,
Neither fupream, how foon confuiion
May enter ’twixt the gap of both, and take
‘I"he one by th’other.
Com, Well —— on to th’ market-place.
Cor. Who ever gave thatconful, to give forth
'The corn o’th the ftorehoufe, gratis, as’twasus'd
Sometime 1 Grecce
Nenz, VWell, well, no more of that.
Cor. Though there the people had more abfolute pawer
I fay, they nourifh’d difobedience, fed
'T'he ruin of the ftate.
Bru. Why fhall the people give,
One that {peaks thus their voice ?
Cor. I'il give my Reafons,
More worthy than their voice ? They know the corn
Was not our recompence, refting affurd .
They ne’er dil fervice for’t, being preft to th'war,
Even when the naval of the ftate was touch d,
T'hey would not thread the gates: this kind ‘of fervice
Did not deferve corn, :a:‘z.r Bzing1’th’ war,
"Their mutinies and revolts, wherein, they thew’d
Moft valour, {poke not for them. - Th’ Accufation
Which they have oiten made agamﬂ: the Scnate,
All caufe unbarn, could never be the native
Of our fo frank donation. Well, what then ?
How fhall this bofom-multiplieddigeft
The Senaters Courtefie! let deeds exprefs
What’s like to be their words — we did requelt 1t —
We are the greater poll, and in true fear -
They gave us our demands. ‘T hus we debafe
"T'he nature of our feats, and malke the rabble
Callour Cares, fears ; which will in time brake ope
The Locks o’th’ Senate, and bring in the €rows
To peck the eagles —-—
Men . Come, Cnoun h, C The
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Bru. Enough, with our meafure.

Cor. No, take no more.

‘What may be {worn by, bothdivine and human,
Seal what I cnd withal! This double worfhip,
Where one part does difdain withcaufe, the other
Infult without all reafon ; where gentry, title, wifdom,
Cannot conclude but by the yeaand no

Of gen’ral ignorance, it mult omit

Real neceflities, and give way the while

T’unflable flightnefs ; purpofe fo barr’d, it follows,
Nothing is done to purpofe. Therefore, befeech you,
(You that will belefs fearful than difcreet,

'I'hat love the fundamental part of ftate

More than you doubt the change of't; that prefer
A noble Life beforea long, and wifh

To vamp a body with a dangerous phyfick,

‘That’s {fure of death without,) at once pluck out
"T'he multitudinous Tongue, let them not lick

"The {weet which is their poifon. Your difhonour
Mangles true judgment, and bereaves the ftate

Of that integrity which fhould become it :

Not having power to dothe good it would

For th’ill which doth controul it.

Bru. H’as {faid enough.

Sic. H’as fpoken likea traitor, and fthall anfwer
As traitors do.

Cor. Thou wretch! defpighto’er whelm thee !
What fhould the people do with thefe bald T'ribunes 2
On whom depending, their obedience fails
To th’ greater bench. In a rebellion,

When what’s not meet, but what muft be, was law,
‘Then were they chofen ; in a better hour,

Let what 1s meet, be faid, it muft be meet,
And throw their power i’th’ duit.

Bru. Manifeft Treafon
Sic. This a conful ? no.

Bru, The Adiles, ho; let him be apprehended.

Sic. Go call the people, in whofe name my felf
Attach thee as a traitorous innovator :

A foe to th’ publick weal. Obey, 1 charge thee,

And follow to thine anfwer. [ Laying bo/d on Cariolanus,
Cor. Hence, old goat.

All. We'll {fure to him.
Com. Ag’d Sir, hands off. Cor.
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Cor. Hence, rotten thing, I fhall fhake thy bones
Out of thy garments.

Sic. Help me, citizens.

Enter a Rabble of Plebeians avizh the Adiles.
MATenr On both fides more refpect.

Sic. Here’s he that wout d take from you all your power,

Bru. Seize him, Fdiies,

Al. Down with him, dewn with him !

2 Sen. Weapons, weapons, weapons !

[They all buftle abour Coriolanus,

Tribunes, patricians, citizens —— what hoe
Sicinius, Brutus, Coriclanus, citizens!

All. Peace, peace, peace, ftay, hold, peace!

Afen. What 1s about to be ? - — I am out of breath ;
Confufion’s near. I cannot fpeak. You, Tribunes,

Coriolanus ; patience ; fpeak, Sicinius.

Sic. Hear me, people - peace.
A/l. Let’s hear our Tribune; peace; fpeak, fpeak,
fpeak.

Sic. You are at pointto lofe your liberties ;
Martinus would have all from you : Martius,
Whom late you nam’d for Conful,

Men. Fie, fie, fie,

This is the way to kindle, not to quench.
Sen. 'To unbuild the city, and to lay al] fat.
Sic. What 1s the city, butthe people?
A/l. True, the people are the city.
Bru. By the confent of all, we were eftablifh’d °
The people magiftrates. '
A/l. You fo remain.
Men. And fo are like to do.
Cor. That is the way to lay the city flat ;
To bring the roof to the foundation,
And bury all which diftinétly ranges j
In heaps and piles of ruin.

Sic. This deferves death.

Bru. Or let us ftand to our authority,
Orlet us do it ? we do here pronounce,
Upon the part o'th’ people, in whofe power
We were eleéted theirs, Martius is worthy
Of prefent death.

Sic. Therefore lay hold on him ;

L2 Bear
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Bear him to the rock Zarpeian, and from thence
Into defiruétion caithinn.

D, A diles {ferze hun,

Al Ple. Yieid, Dartins, vyield.

Nen. Hlear me one ward, beleech ycur Tribunes,
hear me buta word

~Adiles. Peace, pence.

Alen. Be that you {cem, truly your country friends ;
And temnp’rately proceed to what you would
‘T'hus violently redrefs.

Biu, -Sir, thofe cold ways,

"I'kat{eem iike prudent helps, are 1e1y poy{onous,
Where the difeafe is violent. Lay hanas on him,
And bear him to the rock. [ Cor. drasws bis favord,

Cer. Noj; 1'll dye here ;

"There’s fome among you have bcheld me fighting,
Cume try upon your {elves, what ycu have jeen ne.

Men. Down with that fword, 1'ribuncs withdraw a while

Bru. Lay hands upon hun.

Nen. Help Martius, help —-- you that be noble, help
him young «nd old.

A, Down with him, down with him. [ Exeunt.

[ Lz this mutiny, the Uribunes, the ALdiles, and the
people are beat ia.

Mern. Go, get you to your houfe ; be gone, away,
Al will be naught clie.

~ Sen. (Get you gone.

Cear. Stand faft, we haveas many friends or enemaies.

Alcn. Shall it be put to that ?

Sen. The Gods forbid -

I priythee, noble Friend, home to thy houfe,
Leave us to cure this caule.

Men. For’tis a {ore
You cannot tent your felf ; be gone, 'belecch you.

Com. Come, Sir, along with us.

Men. 1 would they were Barbarians, as they are,
Though in Rome litter’d ; nct Remans, asthey are not,
Though calved 1n the porch o'th’ Capitol
Be-:'rone put not your worthy rage into your tongue,

One time will owe another.

Cor. On fair ground 1 could beat forty of them.

Men. I could my {elt talke up a brace o’th’ the beft of
tham, yea, the two "I'ribunes. . Com-
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Com. But now ’tis odds beyond arithmetick,

And manhcod 1scall'd fool’ry when it ftands
Azainit a falling fabrick.  Will you hence,
Befo:e the tag return, whofe rage doth rend
Like mterrupted waters, and o erbear
What they arc us'd to bear.
Nen. Pray you be gone:
I'll try if my old wit be in requeft
W ith thofe that have but little 5 this muft be patcht
With cloth of any colour.
Com. Come away. [Exeunt Coriolanus azd Cominius.
1 Sen. 'T'his man has marr’d his fortune.
" Men. His nature is too noble for the world
IHe would not flatter Neptune tor his trident,
Or Fovefor’s power to thunder: his heart’s his mouth :
That his breaft forges, thas his tongue muft-vent ;
And being angry does forget that ever
He heard the name of death. [ 4 noife avithin.
Here’s goodly work,
2 Sexz. I would they were a-bed.
Men. I would they were in Typber. What the vengeance,
Could he not fpeak ’em fair?
Enter Brutus and Sicinius, awith the rabble again.
Sic. Where is this viper,
That would depopulate the city, and
Be every man himfelf ?
Men, Your worthy T'ribunes—-
Sic. He fhal}l be thrown down the Zarpeian Rock
With rigorous hands ; he hath refifted law,
And therefore law fhall fcorn him further tryal
T'han the {feverity of publick power,
Which he {o {ets at nought.
t Ciz. He thail well kinow the noble Tribunes are
'The peoples mouths, and we their hands.
A/l. He fhall be {ure on’t.
Men. S1r, Sir.
Sic. Peace,
hMen. Do not cry havock, where you fhould but hunt
With modeft warrant. -
Sic. Sir, how comes 1t you
Have holp tomake this refcue ?
Mer. Hear me {peak ;
As 1 do know the Conful’s worthinefs, So




54 CORIOEANTUS,
So can I name his faults
Sie. Conful! what Conf{ul!

Mern. The Conful Coriolanus.
Brre. He Conful!
All. No, no, no, no, no.
Men. If by the Tribunes leave, and yours, good people,
I may be heard, I'd crave a word or two,
The which fhall turn you to no further harm,
‘T'han. {o much lofs of time.
Sic. Speak briefly then,
For we are peremptory to difpatch
‘This viperous traitor; to ejet him hence
Were but one danger, and to keep him here
Qur certain death ; therefore it is decreed
He dies to-night.
Men. Now the good Geds forbid,
That our renowned Rome, whofe gratitude
Tow’rds her deferving children, is enroll’d
In ¥owe’s own beook, like an unnatural dam
Should now eat up her own.
Sic. He's a difeafe that muft be cut away. &
Men. Oh, he’s a limb, that has but a difeafe ; ‘
Moertal, tocutitoff; to cure it, eafie. .
‘What has he done to Rome, that’s worthy death ?
Xiling our enemies, the blood he hath loft
(Which I dare vouch, is more than that he hath,
By many an ounce) he dropt it for his country :
And what is left, to lofe it by his country,
Were to us all thatdo’t, and fuffer it,
A brand to th’> end o’th’ world.
Sic. ‘This 1s clean wrong.
Brr. Meerly awry : when he did love his country
It honour’d him.
Men. ‘The fervice of the foot ;
Being once gangreen’d, it is not then refpefted
For what before it was
Bru. We'll hear no more.
Purfue him to his houfe, and pluck him thence,
Leit his infetion, being of catching nature,
Spread further.
Men. One word more, one word :
T his tiger-footed rage, when it fhall find
The harm of unskann’d {wiftnefs, will (too lJate)

Tye
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Tye leaden pounds to’s heels. Proceed by procefs,
Left parties (as he is belov’d) break out,
And fack great Rome with Remans.
Bru. If “twere fo—
Sizc. Whatdo yetalk?
Have we not had a tafte of his obedience ?
Our £diles {mote, our felves refifted, come
Me»n, Confider this ; he hath been bred 1’th” wars
Since he could draw a fword, and is 1ll-fchool’d
In boulted language, meal and bran together
- He throws wiathout diltin&ion. Give me leave,
I'll go to him, and undertake to bring him.
Where he thall anfiver by a lawful form,
In peace, to his utmofk peril.
1 Sen. Noble Tribunes,
It 1s the human way : the other courfe:
Will prove too bloody, and the end of it-
Unknown to the beginning,.
Sic. Noble Mexnenius,
Be you then as the peoples officer.
Matters, lay down your weapons,
Bru. Go not home.
Sic. Meet on the forum ; we’ll attend you there,

Where, if you bring not Marzius, we'll proceed
In our firft way.

Men. 1l bring him to you.
Let me defire your company ; he muft come,
Or what is werft will follow.
1 Sex. Pray let’s to him. [ Exeant.
Enter Coriolanus avith Nobles.
Cor. Let them pull all about mine ears, prefent me
Death on the wheel, or at wild horfes heels,
Or pile ten hills on the Zarpeian rock,
"That the precipitation might down ftretch
Below the beam of fight, yet will I ftill
Be thus to them.

| Enter Volumnia.
Noble. Youdo the nobler.

Cor. I mufe, my mother
Does not approve me further, who was wont :
To call them woollen vaffals, things created .
To buy and {ell with groats, to fhew bare heads -
In congregations, yawn, be fill, and wonder,

C a4 When
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VWhen one but of my ordinance fiood up
To {peak of peace, or war; (I talk of you)
Why did you wifh me milder ? wou’d you have me
Falfe to my nature? rather fay, I play
‘The man I am.
¢/. Oh, Sir, Sir, Sir,

I would have had you put your power well on,
Belore you had worn it out. ~

Cor. Let’s go.

7ol. You might have been enough the man you are.
VWith firiving lefs to befo. Lefler had becn
The things that thwart your difpofitions, if
You had not thew’d them how ye were dtfpos’d
Ere they Jack’d power to crofs you.

Cor. Let them hang.
~ ¥Vol. Ay, and burn too.

Enter Menenius «with the Senatsrs.

Men. Come, come, you've been too rough, {fome-

thing too rough:

You muft return, and mend it.

Sen. ‘There’s no remedy,
Unlefs, by notfodoing, our good city
Cleave 1n the midft, and perifh. *

Fol. Pray be counfell’d ;
I have a heart as little apt as yours,
But yet a brain that leads my ufe of anger
‘T'o better vantage.

Men. Well {aid, noble woman:
Ecfore he thould thus ftoop to th’ heart, but that
'The violent fit o’th’ times craves it as phyfick
For the whole ftate, I'd put mine armour on,
‘Which I can fcarcely bear.

Cor. What muft I do ?

NZesz, Return to th’ Tribunes.

Cer. Well, what then ? What then?

Aen. Repent what you have {poke.

Cor. For them # I cannot do it for the Gods,
Nuit I then do’t to them ?

o/. You are too abiolute,

‘T'he’ therein you can never be too noble,
Dut when extremities fpeak. I've heard you fay,
Honour and policy, like unfever’d friends,
I’th war do grow together : grant that, and tell me

* o il

In
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Fn peace, what each of them by th’ other lofes,
'I" hat they combine not there ?

Cor. Tufh, tufh —

IMrzz A good demand.

o/, If it be honour in your wars, to {eem
The fame you are not, which for your beit ends
You call your policy : how is’t lefs or worle
‘T'hat it fhall hold companionthip in peace
With honour, as in war, fince that to both
It ftand 1n like requett.

Cor. Why force you this ?

Vol. Becaufe it lies on you to fpeal to the people :
Not by your own inftrution, nor by th’ matter
Which your heart prompts you to, but with fuch words
But rooted in your tongue ; baitards, and {yllables
Of nro allowance, to your bofom’s truth.

Now, this no more difhonours you at all,

Than to take in a town with gentle words,
Which elfe would put you to your fortune, and
'T’he hazard of much blood.

I would diflemble with my nature, where

My tortunes and my friendsat ftake requir’d

I fhould do fo in honour. 1I'm in this

Your wife, your fon: thefe {fenators the nobles,
And you will rather fhew our general lowts,
How youcan frown, then fpend a fawn upon’em,
Fur the inheritance of their loves, and f{afeguard
Of what that want might ruin.

Men. Noble lady !
Come go with us, {peak fair: you may falve fo, .
Not what is dangerous prefent, but the lofs
Ot what 15 paft.

$ol. I prythee now, my fon,
Go to them, with this bonnetin thy hand,
And thus far having ftretch’d it (here be with them);
‘Thy knee buffing the ftones; for infuch bufinefs
Acttion 1s eloquence, and the eyes of th® ignorant
More learned than the ears, waving thy hcad,
Which often, thus, correfting thy ftout heart
Now humble as the ripeft mulberry,
‘I'hat will not hold the handling : orfay to them,,
‘I'hou art their {oldier, and being bred in broils
Haft not the foft way, which thou doft confels
Were fit for thee to ule, as they to claim, In
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In asking their good loves, but thou wilt frame
"T'hy felf (forfooth) hereafter theirs fo far,
As thou haft power and perfon.
Aen. This but done,
¥v’n as fhe fpeaks, why all their hearts were yours:
For they have pardons, being ask’d, as free,
As words to little purpofe.
Vol. Prythee now,
Go and be rul’d : altho’ T know thou'dft rather
Follow thine enemy in a fiery gulf
Than flatter him in a bower.
Enter Cominius.
Here 15 Cominius. |
Com. I have been i'th’ market-place, and Sir, ’tis fit
You have ftrong party, or defend your felf
By calmnefs, or by abfence : all’s in anger,
Men, Only fair {peech.
Com. I think *twill {erve, if he
Can thereto frame his {pirit.
Vol. He muit and will ¢
Pr’ythee now fay you will, and go about it.
Cor. Muft I go fhew them my unbarbed {conce ?
Muft my bafe tongue give to my noble heart
A lie, that it muit bear? well, I will do’t:
Yet were there but this fingle plot, to lofe
This mould of Martius, they to duft thould grind it,
And throw’t againit the wind. To th’ market-place "
You've put me now to fuch a part, which never
¥ fhall difcharge to th’ life.
Com. Came, come, we’ll prompt. you..
Vol. Ay, pr'ythee now fweet fon, as thou haft faid
My praifes made thee firft a {oldier ; fo
‘T'o have my praife for this, perform a part
‘Thou haft not done before.
Cor. Well, I muft do’t:
Away my difpefition, and poffefs me
Some harlot’s {pirit . my throat of war be turn’d,
Which quired with my drum, intoa pipe
Small as an eunuch, or the virgin voice
That babies lulls afleep ; the fmiles of knaves
Tent in my cheeks, and {chool-boys tears take up
The glaffes of my fight :. a beggar’s tongue
Malke motion through my lips, and my arm’d knees
) * ¢ Which

Ya a a & & & & ¢
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Which bow’d but in my ftirrup, bend like his
T% 1t hath receiv’d an alms. I will not do't,
¢ Left I {furceafe to honour mine own truth,
¢ And by my body’s aétion, teach my mind .
¢ A molt inherent bafenels.
Vol. At thy choice then :
T'o beg of thee, it is my more difhonour,
‘Than thou of them. Come all to ruin, let
‘T'hy mother rather feel thy pride, than fear
Thy dangerous ftoutnefs : for I mock at death
With as big heartas thou. Do as thou lift.
'Thy valiantnefs was mine, thou fuck’dft it from me? -
But own thy pride thy felf.
Cor. Pray be.content:
Nother, I'm going to the market-place -
Chide me no more. I’ll mountebank their loves, .
Cog their hearts from them, and come home belov’d .:
Of all the trades in Rome. Look, I am going:
Commend me to-my wife. 1'l]l return Conful; .
Or never truit to what my tongue can do.
I’ch’ way of flattery further.
}ol. Do your will. . [ Exit Volumnia, s
Ceom. Away, the Tribiuines do attend you: arm
Your felf to anfwer mildly : for they’re prepar’d
- With accufations, as I hear, more {lrong
Than are upon you yet.
Cor. 'Fhe word 1s, mildly. Pray you let us go. .
Let them accufe me by invention : I
Will anfwer in mine honour.
Mer. Ay, but mildly.
Cor. Well, mildly be it then, mildly. - [ENeud-~
Enter Sicinius and Brutus. -
Bru. In this point charge him home, that.he afe&s ~-
Tyrannic power : if he evade us there,
Inforce him with his envy.to the people, .
And that the {poil got on the Antiates
Was ne’er diftributed. What, will he come? *
| Enter an AEdile.
Ad. He's coming.
Brx. How accompanied ?
AZd. With old Menenius, and thofe fenaters -
'T'hat always favour’d him.
Séc. Have youa catalogue .-

Qf all the voices that we have procas™d, . g -

L
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Set down by th’ poll ?
<Zd. I have; ’tis ready, here.

S7zc. Have you colleéled them by tribes ?

A4 I have,

Szc. Aflemble prefently the people hither.

And when they hear me fay, It fhall be fo,

I'th® right and firength o’th’ commons; be it cither

For death, for fine, or banifhment, then let them,

If Ifay fine, cry fine; if death, cry death,

Iniilting on the old prerogative

And power i'th’ truth o’th’ caufe.

Ad. T will inform them.

Bru. And when fuch time they have begun to cry,

Let them not ceafe, but with a din confus’d

Inforce the prefent execution

Of what we chance to fentence.

. «Zd. Very well.

S7zc Make them be ftrong, and ready for this hint,
When we fhall hap to give't them.

Bru. Go about it. [Exir JEdils.
Put him to choler ftreight : he hath been us’d
fver to conquer, and to have his word
Of contradiétion. Being once chaft, he cannot
Be reign’d again to temp'rance ; then he {peaks
W hat’s in his heart; and thatis there, which looks
With us to breal his neck.

Enrer Coriolanus, Mlenenius, a»d Cominius, aizh

others.

S7e. Well, here he comes.

Men. Calmly I do befecch you.

Cor. Ay, as an hoftler, that for the pooreft piece
Wil bear the knave by th’ volume: the honour’d Gods
Keep Rome 1n {afety, and the chairs of juftice
Supply with worthy men, plant love amonglt you
Through our large temples with the fhews of peace,,.

And nct our ftreet with war. |
1 Ser. Amen, amen,
filen- A roble wifh.

‘ Lnter the dile avith the Plebeians,

S7c. Draw near, ye people.

+Ld. Lit to your T'ribuncs : audicnce ;
Pcace, T fay.

Cor. I'irft, hear me {peale. ‘

Loth Tri. Well, fay : peace, ho, Eor.
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Cor. Shall I be charg’d no farther than this prefent?
Muit all determine here? .
Sic. T do demand,
If you fubmit you to the peoples vaices,
Allow their officers, and are content
To {fuffer lawful cenfure for fuch faults
~As fhall be prov’d upon you ?
Cor. I am content.
Mleaz. Lo, citizens, he fays he 1s content :
The warlike {ervice he has done, confider ;
- Think on the wounds his body bears, which fhews
Like graves 1’th holy church-yard.

Cor. Scratches with briars, {cars to mcve
Laughter only |

Mer. Confider further:

That when he fpeaks not like a citizen,
You find hiin like a foldier ; do not take
His rougher accents for malicious founds :
But, as I fay, fuch as become a {oldier,
Rather than envy, you —

Com. Well, well, no more.

Cor. What 1s the matter,

That being palt for Conful with full voice,
I'm fo difhoncur’d, that the very hour
You take 1t off again ?

Sic. Anfwer to us.

Cor. Say then: 'Tis true, I ought fo.

Sic. We charge you, that you have contriv’d to take
From Roeme all {eafon’d office, and to wind
Your {elf unto a power tyrannical,
bor ‘Wthh you are a traitor to the people.

. How ? traitor ?

ﬂffm Nay, temperately = Your promife.

Cor. The fircs i'th’ loweit hell fold in the people ?
Call me their traitor ! thou injurious Tribune!
Within thine eyes fate twenty thoufand deaths,

In thy hands clutch’d as many millions, in
‘T'hy lying tongue both numbers ; I would fay
'T'hou lieft unto thee, with a voice as free,

As I do pray the Gods.

Sic. Mark you this, reople?

Al. To th’ rock with him.

Sic. Peace : B

'\We need ‘not put new matter to his charge: What
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What you have feen him do, and heard him {peai,
Beating your officers curfing your felves,
Oppofing laws with f{troaks, and here defying
Thofe whofe great power muft try him, even this..
So criminal, and in {uch capital kind,
Deferves th’ extreamelt death.

Brz. But fince-he hath,
Serv’d well for Rome-

Cor. What do you prate of fervice?

Bru, I talk of that, that know it.

Cor. You ?:e—
NMen. Is this the promife that you made your mo-
ther ?

Com. Know, I pray you.
Cor. I'll know no further :
Let them pronounce the fteep Tarpeian death,
Vagabond exile, fleaing, pent to linger
But with a grain a-day, 1 would not buy .
Theilr mercy at the price.of one fair word,
Nor check my courage for what they can give,
'T'o have’t with faying, good-morrow. N
Sic. For that he has
(As much as in him Jyes) from time to time
Envy’d againft the people: Seeking means
To pluck away their power; as now at laft
Giv'n hoftile ftroaks, and that not in the prefence -
Of dreaded juftice, but on the minifters
‘That do dittribute it, in the name o’th’ people,
And in the power of us the Tribunes, we
(Ev’n from this inftant) banifh him our city
In peril of precipitation '
From off the rock Zarpeian, never more .
'T'o enter our Rome’s gates. I'th’ people’s name, .
I fay it fhall be {a.
Ail:> 1t fhall be {o ; 1t fhall be {fo; let him away :
He’s banifh’d, and it fhall be {o.
Com. Hear me, my mafters, and my commozn
friends— |
Sic. He’s fentenc’d : No mere hearing..
Com. Let me {peak : o
¥ have been Conful, and can thew from Rome,
Her enemies marks upon me. I do love
My country’s good, with a refpe& more tender,

More holy, and profound, than mine owa lfe, Ay




CoR1IQL ANUS 63

My dear wife’s eftimate, her womb’s increafe,
And treafure of my loins: Then if 1 would!
Speak that —
Sic. We know your drift. Speak, what ?
Bru. There’s no more to be faid, but he is banifh’d

As ernemy to the people, and his country.
It fhall be {o. .

Al It fhsll be fo, 1t fhall be fo.
Cor. You common cry of curs, whofe breath I hate.
As reek o’th’ rotten fenns ; whofe loves 1 prize,
As the dead carkafles of unburied men,
'That do corrupt my air: I banith you.
And here remain with your uncertainty,
Let every feeble rumour fhake your hearts,
Your enemies, with nodding of their plumes,
Fan you into defpair: Have the power ftill
To banifth your defenders, till at length,
Your ignorance (which finds not till it feels,
Making but refervation of your felves
Still your own- enemies) deliver you
As moft abated captives to fome nation
‘That won you without blows. Defpifing then
For you, the city, thus I turn my back :
‘There is a. world elfewhere
' [ Exeunt Coriolanus, Cominius, and otbhers.
[The peeple foout, and throw up their caps.
AZdil. The people’s enemy is gone, is gone !
A Our enemy is baniih’d ; ke is gone'! Hoo ! -hoo !
Sic. Go fee him out at gates, and follow him
As he hath follow’d you; with all defpight
Give him deferv’d vexation. Let a guard.
Attend us through the city.
All. Come, come ; let’s fee him.out at the gates ; come.
The Gads preferve our noble Tribunes; come.  [Exe.

ACT 1IV.

Euter Coriolanus, Volumnia, Virgilla, Menenius, Comi-
nius, «with the young Nobility of Rome.

Cor. OME, leave your tears: A brief farewel : The
beaft

With many heads butts e away. Nay, mother, Waith
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Where 1s your ancilent courage ? you were us’d

To {fay, extrcmity was the trier of {pirits,

'That common chances common men could bear ;
That when the {fea was calm, all boats alike

Shew’d mafterflip in floating. Fortune’s blows
When moft ftruck home, being gently warded, craves
A noble cunning. You were us’d to load me

With precepts that would malke 1nvincible

"T'he heart that conn’d them.

Fir. Oh heavns! O heav’ns !

Cor. Nay, I priythee, woman .

?7o/. Now the red peftilence firike all trades in Rome.
And occupations perifh.

Cor. What! what! what!

I fhall be lov’d, when I am lack’d. Nay, mother,
Refume that {pirit, when you were wont to fay,

If you had been the wife of Hercules,

Six of his labours you’d have done, and fav'd

Your husband {fo much {weat. Cominius,

Droop not; adieu : Farewel my wife, my motker,
Il do well yet. 'TThou old and true Afenenius,

'T'hy tears are {alter than a young man’s

And venomous to thineeyes. My (fomctime) General,
I've {cen thee fiern, and thou haft oft-beheld
Heart-hardning fpe€lacles. 'Fell thefe fad women
*T'is fond to wail inevitable ftroaks,

As ’tis to laugh at 'em. NMNlother, you wot

My hazards {t1ll have been your folace; and
Believe't not lightly, (tho’ I go alons,

Lilke to a lonely dragon, that his fen

Makes fear’d; and talk’d of more than feen:) your fon
Will, or cxcced the common, or be caught

W:th cactelous baits and praclice.

- Pol. My firft fon,

VVhere will you go? talke good Cominius

With thee a while; determine on {fome courfe,.
More than a wild expofure to each chance,

That ftarts 1’th’ way before thee.

Cor.. O the Gods !

Cson. I'll follow thee a month, devife with thee
Where thou fhalt reft, that thou may’ft hear of us,
And we cof thee. So if the time thruft forth
A caufe for thy repeal, we fhall not fend QO'cr
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O’er the valt world, to feek a fingle man,
And lofe advantage, which doth ever cool
I'th’ abfence of the nceder.

Cor. Fare ye well:

Thou'ft years upon thee, and thou art too full
Of the war’s furfeits, to go rove with one
'That’s yet unbruis’d ; bring me but out at gate.
Come, my {weet wife, my deareft mother, and
My friends of noble touch : When I am forth,
Bid me farewel, and fmile. - I pray you, come.
While I remain above the ground, you fhall
Hear from me ftill, and never of me ought
But what is like me formerly.

Men. That’s worthily

As any ear can hear. Come, let’s not weep.
If I could fhake off but onc feven years
From thefe old arms and legs, by the good Gods
I'd with thee every foot. |
Cor. Give me thy hand. [ Exeunt.
Eunter Sicinius a»nd Brutus, aizh the Adile.

Sic. Bid them all home, he’s gone ; and we’ll no further.
Vex'd are the nobles, who we {ee have fided |
In his behalf.

bru. Now we have fhewn our power,
Iet us feem humbler after it is done,
‘Than when 1t was a doing.

Sic. Bid them home.
Say their great enemy 1s gone, and they
Stand in their ancient flrength.

Bra. Difinifs them home.
Here comes his mother.

Enter Volumnia, Virgilia, and Menenius.

Sic. Let’s not meet her.

Bru. Why ?

Sic. They fay fhe’s mad.

Brz. They have ta’en note of us : Keep on your way.

Vei. Oh, y’are well met:

The hoarded plague o’th’ Gods requite your love.

Men, Peace, peace, be not fo loud.

Vol. If that I could for weeping, you fhould hear—
Nay, and you fhall hear fome. W!1ill you be gone?

Virg. You fhall flay too: I would I had the power
To fay {o to my husband.

Sic. Are you man-kind 2 Veol,
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Vol. Ay, fool : Is that a fhame ? note but this fool,
Was not a man my father ? hadit thou foxfhip
T'o banith him that firuck more blows for Rome,.
Than thou haft fpoken words-
Sic. Oh blefled heav’ns!
Vol. More noble blows, than ever thou wife words,
And for Rome’s.good----I’l] tell thee what---yet go
- Nay, but thou fhalt ftay too ——1 would my fon
Were in Arabia, and thy tribe before him,
His good {word. in his hand.
Sic. What then ?
Virg. What then ? he’d make an end of thy pofterity,
¥Vol. Baftards, and all.
Good man, the wounds that he does bear for Rowme /!
Men. Come, come, peace.
Sic. 1 would he had centinued to his country
As he bagan, and not unknit himf{elf
‘T'he noble knot he made.
Bru. I would he had.
¥ol. I would he had ! ——ewe——"twas you incens’d the
‘ rabble.
Cats, that can judge as fitly of his werth,
As I can of thofe myfteries which heav'n
Will not have earth to know.
Bru. Pray let us go.
¥ol. Now, pray Sir, get you gone.
You've done a brave deed ; Ere you go, hear this.
As far as doth the Capitol exceed
‘The meaneft houfe in Rome ; {o far my fon,
This lady’s husband here, this (do.you fee)
Whom you have banifh’d, does exceed you all.
bru. Well, well, we'll leave you.
Sic. Why ftay you to be baited.
With one that wants her wits ? (Ex. Tribunes,
Vol. Take my prayer with you.
I wifh the Gods had nothing elfe ta do,
But to confirm my curfes. Could I meet ’em
But once a-day, it would unclog my heart
Of what lyes heavy to’t.
Men. You've told them home,
And by my troth have caunfe: You'll fup with me?
Fol/. Anger’s my meat, I fup upon my felf,
And fo fhall flarve with feeding : Come, let’s go,
Leave this faint puling, and lament as I do, Io

f
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h anger, Funo-like: Come, come, fie, fie. (Exer
Enter ¢ Roman and a Volfcian.

Rom. I know you well, Sir, and you know me: Your

name, I think, is Adrias.

Vol, 1t is fo, Sir: truly I have forgot you.

Rom. I am a Roman, but my fervices are as you are,
againft 'em. Know you me yet ?

Vol. Nicanor 2 no.

Rom. The fame, Sir.

Vol. You had more beard when I laft faw you, but
your favour is well appear’d by your tengue., What’s
the news in Rome 2 1 have a mote from the Polfcian
itate to find you out there. You have well faved me a
day’s journey. |

Rom. 'There hath been in Rome ftrange infurreéti-
ons: The people againit the {fenators, patricians, and
nobles.

Vel. Hath been! is it ended then ? our ftate thinks
not {o : They are in a moft warlike preparation, and
hope to come upon them in the heat of their d:vifion.

Rom. The main blaze of it is paft, but a {mall thing
would make 1t flame again. For the nobles receive {o
to heart the banifhment of that worthy Corielanus, that
they are in a ripe aptnefs to take all power from
the people, and to pluck from them their Tribunes for

ever. This lies glowing, I can tell you, and is almoit
mature for the violent breaking out.

Vol. Coriolanus banifh'd ?

Rom. Banifh'd, Sir. .

Vsl Ycu will be welcome with this intelligence, Ni-
£anar,

Rom. The day ferves well for them now. I have
heard it faid, the fitteft time. to corrupt a man’s wife,
1s when fhe’s fallen out with her husband. Your no-
ble Yullus Aufidius will appear well in thefe wars, his
great oppoler Coriolaxus being now in no requeft of his
couniry.

Val. He cannot chufe., I am moft fortunate, thus ac-
cidentally to encounter you. You have.ended my bufi-
nefs, and 1 will merrily accompany you home.

Rom. 1 fhall between this and fupper tell you moft
ftrange things from Rome ; all tending to the gocd of
their adverfaries.. Have you an army. ready, fay you?

Vel,
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#e/. A moft royal one. The centurions and their
charges diitin&ly billetted, already in the entertainment,
and to be on foot at an hour’s warning.

Llem. 1 am joyful to hear of their readinefs, and am
the man, I think, that{hall fet them in prefent a&lion.
S0, Str, heartily well met, and moft glad of your com-
pany. |
Fol. You take my part from me, Sir, I have the
moft caufe to be glad of yours.

Ro». We]l, let us g0 tﬂgethel‘. [E.x'm'm‘.
Ewnter Coriolanus in mean Apparel, difpuifed, and muffled.

Cor. A goodly city 1s this Antzum. City,
*T'is I that made thy widows: many an heir
Of thefe fair edifices, for my wars
IHave I heard groan, and drop: then know me not,
Left that thy wives with {pits, and boys with ftones,
In puny battel flay me. Save you, Sir,

Enter a Citazen.
Cit. And you. .
Cor. Direét me, if 1t be your will, where great .4u-
Sidius lies :

Xs he in Aatium ?

Czt. He 1s, and feafts the nobles of the ftate, at his
houfe this night. :

Cer. Which is his houfe, I beleech you?

Ciz. 'This here before you.

Cor. Thank you, Sir: Farewel. [ Exit Citizen.
Oh world, thy flippery turns! friends now faft {worn,
W hofe double bofoms feem to wear one heart,

Whofe hours, whofe bed, whofe meal and exercife

Are f{till together : who twine (as *twere 1n love)

Unfeparable, fhall within this hour,

On a diffention of a doit, break out

'T'o bittereft enmity. So felleft foes,

Whofe paffions and whofe plots have broke their fleep

To take the one the other, by fome chance,

Some trick not worth an egg, fhall grow dear friends,

And inter-join their ifftes. So with me,

My birth-place have I and my lovers left;

This enemy’s town I'll enter ; if he flay me,

He does fair jufltice ; if ke gives me way,

1'll do his country fervice. [Exir.
Mufick plays. Enter & Seraing-man.

.1 Ser. Wine, wine, wine! what fervice is here ? |
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I think our fellows are afleer. [ Exit.
Later ancther Serving man.
2 Ser. Where’s Cotus 2 my mafter calls for hum: Coras.
Enter Coriolanus.
Cor. A goodly houfe; the feaft finclls well ; but L’
Appear not like a guefl. .
Enter the firft Serwing-man.
1 Ser. What would you have, fricnd ¥ whence are you 2

here’s no place for you : Pray go to the door. [ £ xiz,
Cor. I have deferv’d no better entertainment, in be-
ing Coriolanus. [ Afide.

Ewter a fecond Servant.
2 Ser. When are you, Sir? has the porter his eyes in
" bis head, that he gives entrance to {uch companions ?

pray get you out, |

Cor. Away'!

2 Ser. Away ! —- get you away.

Cor. Now thou’rt troublefom.

2 Ser. AAre you {o brave ? I’ll have you talkk’d with
anon.

Enter a third Serwvant.  The firft meets bim,
53 Ser. What fellow’s this ?
Ser. A flrange one as ever [ lool’d on: I cannot get
him out o'th’ houfe : pr’ythee, call my mafter to him. ‘
3 Ser. What have youa to do here, fellow ? pray you
avoid the houfe.
Cor. Let me but ftand, 1 will not hurt your hearth.
3 Ser What areyou?
Cor. A gentleman.
3 Ser. A marvellous poor one.
Cor. True; {o I am.
3 Ser, Pray you, poor gentleman, take up fome other
ftation, here’s no place for you; prayyou, avoid : come.
Cor. Follow your funétion, go and batten on cold bits.
[ Pufbes him away from bim.
3 Ser. What, will you not? pr'ythee tell my mafter,
what a ftrange gueft he has here. |
2 Ser. And I fhall. [Exit fecond feraving-wnan.
3 Ser. Where dwell’ft thou ?
Cor. Under the canepy.
3 Ser. Under the canopy !
Cor. Ay.
3 Ser. Where’s that 2
3 Car,
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Cor. I'th’ city of kitesand crows.
3 Ser. I'th’ city of kites and crows? what an afs it is !
then theu dwell’ft with daws tooe ?
Cor. No, I {erve not thy mafter.
3 Ser. How, Sir! do you meddle with my mafter?
Cor. Ay, tis an honefler {fervice, -than to meddle with
thy miftrefs: thou prat’ff, and prat’ft; ferve with thy
trencher : hence. [Beats bim away.
Enter Avfidius, auith a ferwving-man,
Auf. Where 1s this fellow ?
2 Ser. Here, Sir, I’d have beaten him like a dog, but
for difturbing the }lords within.
Auzf. Whence com’it thou? what would'ft thou? thy
name ?
Why fpeak’it not ? {peak man: what’s thy name?
Cor. I, Tuflus, yet thou know’{t me not, and feceing me,
Doft not yet take me for the man J am,
Neceflity commands me name my felf.
Auf. What 1s thy name ?-
Cor. A name unmufical to Polfcian ears,
And harfh in {found to thine. |
Auf. Say, what’s thy name ?
Thou hait 2 grim appearance, and thy face
Bears a command in’t; though thy tackle’s torn,
"Thou fhew’ft a noble vefiel : what’s thy name ?
Cor. Prepare thy brow to frown ; know’ft thou me yet ?
Auf. 1 know thee not; thy name ?
Cor. My name is Caius Martius, who hath done
Te thee particularly, and to all the Volfcians,
Great hurt and mifchief, thereto witnefs may
My Sirname, Coriolanus. | The painful {ervice,
"The extream dar.gers, and the drops of blood
Shed for my thanklefs country, are requited
But'with that firname. A good memory,
And witnefs of the malice and difpleafure
Which thou could'ft bear me ; only that name remains.
The cruelty and envy of the people,
Permitted by our daftard nobles, who
Have all for{ook me, hath devour'd the reft;
And {uffer’d me by th’ vecice of flaves to be
Hoop'd out of Rome. Now this extremity
Bath brought me to thy hearth, not out of hope
(Miftake me not) to fave my hfe; forif
s - 4
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I had fear’d death, of all the men 1’th’ world

I'd have avoided thee. But in meer {pite

T'o be full quit of thofe my banifhers,

Stand I before thee here: then if thou haft

A heart of wreak in thee, that wilt revenge

Thine own particular wrongs, and ftop thole maims

Of fhame feen through thy ceuntry, {peed thee flra‘ght,

And make my mifery {erve thy turn : {oufer,

That my revengeful fervices may prove

As benefits to thee, For 1 will fight

Againft my canker’d country, with the fpleen

Of all the under fiends. But if fo be

Thou dar’lt not this, and that to prove more fortunes

'Thou’rt tir'd ; then in a word Ialfoam

Longer to live moft weary, and prefent

My throat to thee, and to thy ancient malice :

Which not to cut, would fhew thee but a fooel,

Since I have ever follow’d thee with hate,

Drawn tuns of blood out of thy couatry’s breaft,

And cannot live, but to thy fhame, unlefs

It be to do thee fervice.

Auf. Oh, Martius, BMartius,

Each word thou’flt fpoke, hath weeded from my heart

A root of ancient envy. If Fupiter

Should from yon cloud fpeak to me things divine,

And fay, ’tistrue; I'd not believe them more

Than thee, all-noble Martius. Let me twine

Mine arms about that body, where againit ;

My grained ath an hundred times hath broke,

And {car’dthe moon with fplinters : here 1l ¢lip

The anvilof my {word, and do conteit

As hotly and as nobly with thy love,

As ever in ambitious ftrength I did

Contend againft thy valour. XKnow thou firft,

I lov’d the maid I married ; never man

Sigh’d truer breath : but, that I fee thee here,

Thou noble thing, more dances my rapt heart,

Than when I firft my wedded muiitrefs {faw

Beftride my threfhold. Why, thou Mars, I tell thee,?

We havea power on foot; and I had purpofe

QOnce more to hew thy target from thy brawn,

Or iofe my arm for’t : thou haft beat me out

Twelve feveral times, ard I have nightly fince
Dream’t
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Dream’t of encounters ’twixt thy felf and me:
Ve have becn down together in my {lecp,
Unbuckling helms, filling each other’s threat,
And wak’d half dead with nothing. Worthy AMartius
Had we no quarrel elfe to Rozze, but that
"Thou art thence banih’d, we would multer all
From twelve to {eventy ; and pouring war
Into the bowels of ungrateful Kome,
Like a bold flood o’er-bear. O come, go in,
And talze our friendly Senators by th’ hands,
Who now are here, taking their leaves of me,
Who am prepard againft your territorles,
Though not for Rome 1t {elf.

Cor. You blefs me, Gods !

Auf. Therefore, mofit ablolute Sir, if thou wilt have
The leading of thine own revenges, take
One half of my commiflion, and fet down,

As befl thou art experienc’d,- fince thou know’it

"I'hy country’s ftrength and weaknefs, thine own way ;

Whether to linock aguainft the gates of Roame,

Or rudely vifit them in parts remote,

'T'o fright them, ere deftroy. But come, come in,

Let me commend thee firit to thofe that fhall .

Say yea to thy defires. A thoufand welcomes,

And more a friend, than e’er an enemy:

Yet, Martius, that was much. Your hand; moft wel-
conie. [ Exeunt.

Enter tawo Serawants,

1 Ser. Here’s a firange alteration.

2 Ser. By my hand, I had thought to have ftrucken
him with a crudgel, and yet my mind gave me, his
clothes made a fal{e report of him.

1 Ser. What an arm he has! he turn’d me about with
his finger and his thumb, as one would fet up a top.

2z Ser. Nay, I knew by his face that there was {ome-
thing in him. He had, Sir, a kind of face, methought,
I cannot tell how to term it.

1 Ser. He had fo: Looking, as it were—would I
were hanged but I thought there was more in him than
I could think.

z Ser. So did I, I'll be fworn: Ide is {imply the ra-
reft man i’'th’ werld.

1 Ser. I think he¢ is; but a greater foldier than he,

you wot onc, 2 Ser.
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Scr. Who, my malter ?
~ Ser. Nay, iU's no matter for that.
Scr. Worth fix on him.

I Se;. Nay, not {o neither; but Itake him to be the
areater foldier.

2 Ser. Taith, look you, one cannot tell how to {ay
that; for the deferce of a town, cur general is exccls
lent.

1 Ser. Ay, and for an aflault teo.

LEuter a third Scrvan?, .

5 Ser. Oh flaves, I can tcll you rews; news, you
rafcals. ..

- Dbotk. What, what, what? let’s partake.

2 Ser. 1 would not be a Roman, of all nations; I
had as lieve be a condemn’d man.

Dotw. Whereiore ? wherefore?

3 Ser. Why here’s he that- was wont to thwacl: our
General, Caius Alartius. o

1 Ser. Why do you flly, thwack our General] # .

3 Ser. 1 do not fay thwack our General, but he was
always good enough for him.

2 Ser. Come, we are fellows and friends; he wasever
t00 hard for him, I have heard him fuy fo himfelf.

1 S¢ir. He was too hard for him direflly, to fay the
troth on’t : Before Corioli, he {cotcht him and notcht him
like a carbonado.

z Ser. And, had he been cannibally given, ke might
have broild and eaten him too.

1 Ser. But more of thy news.

3 Ser. Why he 1s {fo made on here within, as if he t*fe;c
fon and _heir to Mars: Sct at upper end o'th’ table ;
no queftion ask’d him by any eof the Senators, but thc.v
ftand bald.before him. Our General himfelf makes a
mifirefs of him, fan&ifies himfelf with’s hands, and
turns up the white o’th’ eye to his difcourfe. But the
bottom of the news i1s, our General is cut: i’th’ mid-
dle, and but one half of what he was yefterday. For
the other has half, -by the 1ntieaty arel grant of the
whole table. HF’]I go, he {ays, and fowle the porter
of Rome gates by th’ ears. Fe will mow down all be-
forg him, and leave his paflage poll’d.

-2 Jer. And he's as like to do’t as any man I can
unagine,

b=t 12

D § Serg
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3 Ser. L7 1 he will do’t: for look you, Sir, he has
as many {.cevds as enemies; which friends, Sir, as it
were, duric ..t (Jook you, Sirj fhew themfelves (as we
term 1t) fiw miends, whiill he'’s in direétitude.

1 Ser Dircéiitude ! what’s that ?

3 e Dut when they fhall fee, Sir, his creft up =
gain, aud the man in blood, they will out of their bur-
roughs (like conies after rain) and revel all with him.

1 Se» But when goes this forward ?

3 Ser. To-morrow, ta-day, prefently, you fha!l have
the drum ftruck up chis afternoon : *Tis as it were a par-
cel of their feaft, and to be executed erc they wipc
their lips. )

2 Ser. Why then we fhall have a flirring world a-
~gaa : This peace 1s worth nothing, but to ruit iron, en-

creafe tailors, and breed ballad-malkers.
. 1 8er. Let me have war, fay I, it exceeds peace, as
far as day does night, it’s {prightly, waking, audible,
and full of vent. Peace 1s.a very apoplexy, lethargy,
mull’d, deaf, {fleepy, infenfible, a getter of more baftard
children than war’s a defiroyer of men.

2 Ser. 'I'is {0, and as war in fome fort may be faid
to be a ravifher, {o it cannot be denied, but peace is a
great maker of cuckolds.

1 Ser. Ay, and it makes men hate one zanother.

3 Ser. Reafon, becaule they then lefs need one ane-
ther: 'The wars for my mony. I hope to fee Romans-
as cheap as Veolicians. |
They are rifing, they are rifing.

Botsr, In, 1n, 1n, iIn.

Euter Sicinius and Brutus.

Sic. We hear not of him, neither need we fear him,
¥is remedies are tame: 'T'he prefent peace
And quietefs of the people, which before
Were in wild hurry. Here we make his friends
Elufh, that the worid goes well ; who rather had,
'Theugh they themlelves dig fuffer by’t, bcheld
Diflentiors nymbers pefiring fireets, than fee
Cuar tradefmen finging in tielr thops, and going
About their funttions friendly.

Enter NMenenius.

Bru., We flood to’t in good timé. Is this Menenius ?

Sic. *Tis Le, is he: O he 1s grown moft kind of
latée. Hail, Sir, - | Dled.

-
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Men. Hail te you both. o
Sic. Your Coriolanus is not much mifs’d, but with his

friends ; the commonwealth doth ftand, and {o would
do, were he more angry at it.

MMen. All’s well, and might have been much better,
if he could have temporiz’d.

Sic. Where is he, hear you?

Men. Nay, I hear nothing :
Fis mother and his wife hear nothing from hin.

| Enter three or four Citizens,

All. 'The Gods preferve you both.

Sic. Good.e’en, neighbours. ‘

Brz. Good-€’en to you all, good ¢’en to you all.

t Czt. Our felves, our wives, and children, on our

linees :

Are bound to pray for you both.

Sic. Live and thrive.

DBru. Farewel, kind neighbours :
We wifk'd Coriv/arus had lov’d you, as we did.

AY. Now the Gods keep you.

Both Tri. Farewel, farewel, rExe. Citizien:,

Sic. 'This is a happier and more comely timc,
‘Than when thefe fellows ran about the flreets,
Crying confufion.

Bru. Caius Martius was
A worthy officer 1’th® war, but infolent,
O’ercome with pride, ambitious paft all thinking,
Self-loving.

Szc. And afteCting one fole throne, without afliftance.

Me»n. Nay, 1 think not fo.

Sic. We had by this, to all our lamentation,
If he had gone forth Conful, found it fo. *

Braz. 'The Gods have well prevented it, and Rome
Sits fafe and ftill without him.

Enter A.dile.

Adile Worthy Tribunes,
There is a {lave, whom we have put in prifon,
Reports the Volfiians with two feveral powers
Are entred in the Roman territories,
And with the deepeft malice of the war
Dettroy what lies before ’em.

Men., "Tis Adufidius,
Who hearing of owr Martixs’ banifhment,

Dz Thrufs
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Thrufts forth his hoirns again mto the world ;
Which were m-theli’d, when Aartins floed {or Rome,

And durft not once peep out.

Sic. Come, what talk you of Mairtins ?

Lru. (o {ee this rumourer whipt, fr-cannot be,
‘T'tve Folfcians dare breals with us!

Nen, Cannot be!
We have record that very well 1t can,
And three ex:zimples of the like have been
Within my age. But reafon with the fellow
Before you punifh him, where he heard this,
Leit you fhall chance to whip your mformation,
And beat the meffenger, who bids beware
Of what is to be dreaded.

Sic. Tell not me :
I know this cannot be.

Bru. Not potliblie

Enter a Ricflenoer.

Nieff ‘The nobles in great carnettnefs are going
All to the Senatc-houfe ; {fome news 1s come
That turns theilr countenances.

Sizc. *Tis this flave :

Go whip hid ’fore the people eyes: His rmﬁng?
Nothing but his report ! -

Mef. Yes, worthy Sir,
The flave’s report is {econded, and more,

More fearful i1s delivered.

Sie. What more fearful ?

D/, 1t 1s ipoke freely out of many mouths,
¥low probable I do not know, that Martius,
Join'd with Aufdius, leads a power ’gainit Rome, >
And vows revenge as {pacious, as between
The young’it and oldeit thing.

Sic. This is moft likely.

Bru. Rais’d only, that the weaker {ort may wifh
Good Martins home again.

Si¢. The very trick on’t,

NMen. This 1s unlikely.

He and Aufidius can no more be one

"['han viplentelt contrariety. ~
Enter Meffenger.

Me/. You are fent for to the Senate :
A fearful army, led by Caiius Martias,

Affociated with A«fdius, rages Upon

Y
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Upon our territories, and have already
O’er-born their way, confum’d with fire, and took
What lay before them.
- Enter Cominjus.

Corz. Oh, you have made good work.

Alerz, NWhat news? what news ?

Cci:. You have holp to ravith your own waughters, and
7o melt the city leads upon your pates, -
'I'o fee your wives difhonour’d to your nofes.

Mer. What's the news ? what’s they news ¢

Cor:. Your-temples burned in their cement, and
Your franchifes, whereon you ftcod, confin’d

Into an augre’s bore.
Merz. Pray now the news ? |
You've made fair work, [ fear me : Pray, your news ?
If Martius fhould be joyned with the Polfcians,
Com. If ? he is their God, he leads them like a thing,
Made by fome cther deity than nature,
'That fhapes man better; and they follow him
Againft us brats, with no lefs confidence,
Than boys purfuing fummer butter-flies,
Or butchers killing flies. "
Men. You've made good work, |
You and your apron-men ; that ftood {fo shuch
Upon the voice of occupation, and
‘T'he breath of garlick-eaters. ,
Com. He’ll thake your Rome about your ears.
Men. As Hercudes did fhake down mellow fruit :

You have made fair work
Brx. But is this true, Sir ?
Com. Ay, and you’ll look pale
Before you find it other. All the regions
Do {milinaly revolt, and who refifts
Are mock’d for valiant .1gnorance,
And perifh conftant fools: Who 1s’t can blame him 2
Your enemies and his find fomething in him. |
NMen. We're all undone, unlefs
The noble mman have mercy.
Com. Who fhall ‘ask it?
The Triburies cannot do’t for [hame ; the people
Deferve {fuch pity of him, as thc wolf
Does of the fhepherds: Iis beft friends, if fhey |
Shou'd fay, be good to Raze, they charge him even
] D3 As
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As thofe fhould do that had deferv’d his hate,
And therein thew’d like enemies.
Nen, Tis true.
It he veere putting to my houfe the brand
"That would confume i1t, -I have not the face
To fiy v, bemecn yeu ceafe. Youwve made fair hands,
You and your cr afts ! you've crafted fair!
Cozr You've brought
A trembling upon Rome, fuch as was never
Ho mcapablé of help.
7i7. Say not we brought it.
Alen. How ? wasit we? we lov'd him ; but, like beafts
: ﬁﬂ cowards nobles, gave way to your cluﬁers,

o
%o did hoot him ocut o ‘th’ city.

(.am But I fear
They’ll roar him in again. Tullus Aufidius,
"I'he fecond name of men, obeys his points
As if ke were his ofhicer: defperation,

Is all the policy, ftrength, and defence
“I'hat Rome can make againft them.
Enter-a Trocp of Citizens,

Men. Here come the clufters.
And is Aeufidius with him ? You are they
"I'hiat made the air unwholfome, when you caft
T our {tinking, greafiecaps, in hootingat
Cericlanas’s Exile. INow he’s coming,
And not a hair upon a {oldier’s head
Vvhich will not prove a whip; as many coxcombs,
2\s you threw caps up, will he tumble down,
And pay you for your voices. 1is no matter,
It he fhieuld burn us all into one cozl,
We have delerved it.

Owiies. Faith, we hear fearful news.

1 C7¢. For mine own part,
When I {aid banifth him, 1 faid ’l:was pity.

2 Cit. And fo did 1.

3 Cit. And fodid I ; and to fay the truth, fo did very
many of us; that wedid, we did for the beft: and tho’
we willingly confented to his banifhment, yet 1t was a-
gainit cur will,

Com. Y’are goodly things ; you voices! ——-

Alen. You have made you good work,
You and your cry. Shall’s to the Capital ?

-~

Cons.
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Comz Oh, ay, what elfe ? [ Exeunt.

Sic. Go, maiters, get.you home, be not difmay’d

'Thefe are a fide, that would be glad to have

. 'T'his true, which they fo feem to fear. Go home,

And fhew no {ign of fear.

1 Cz2. '1The Gods be good to us: come, malters, let’s
home. Ieverfaid we werei'th’ wrong, when we banifh’d

him.

Cit. So did we all; but come, let’s home. [E.a. Cit.

LBz, I do not like this news.
Sic. Nor L.

Briz. ..2t’s to the Capitol 5 would half my wealth

Would buy this for a lie.

Szc. Fray let us «o. ( Exeunt Tribunes.

Enter Aufidius «uith bis Lieutenant.
Auf. Do they ftill flie to th® Roman ?

Liex. I do not know what witcheraft’s in him ; but

Your {oldiers ufe him as the grace *fore meat,
Their talk at table, and their thanks atend :
And you are darken'd in this aétion, Sir,
Even by your own.

Auf. 1 cannot help it now.
Unlefs, by ufing means, I lame the foot
Of our defign. He bears himfelf more proudly
Even to my perfom, thanl thought he would
When firft I did embrace him. Yet his, nature
In that’s no changling, and I muit excufe
What cannot be amended.

Liex, Yetlwifth, Sir,
(1 mean for your particular) you had not
Join’d 1n'commifiion with him ; but had born
"T'he aftion of your felf, or elie to him
Had left it {olely. )

Auf. 1 underftand thee well, and be thou fure,

When he fhall come to hisaccount, he knows not,

What I can urgeagainft him ; though it feems,
And {o he thinks, and is no lefs apparent

Toth’ vulgar eye, that he bears all things fairly,

And fhews good husbandry for the Fo/fcian ftate
Hichts dragon-like, and does atchieve as foon
As draw his fword : yet he hath left undone
"T'hat which fhall break his neck, or hazard mine,
Whene’er we come to our account,

D 4

 §

Lz'm.;



"~ O CORIOL AN U S.

! ,.
Lieu. Siry, 1 befeech, think you he’ll carry Rome 2
Aefn Afl places yield to him ererhe fits down,
And the nobility of Rosze are his:
"The Senators and Patricians love him tco:
“I"Lie T'ribunes are no {foldiers ; and their pecple
Vil be as vath tn the repeal, as hafty
I'0 expel him thence. I think h¢'ll be to Reome
Asisthe Afpray to the fifh, who takes 1t
By fovereignty of nature.  Firft, he was
A noble {ervant to them, but he could not
_urry his honcur even ; whether priae,
Which out of daily fortune ever taints
'i'he happy man; whether defet of judgment,
‘Uc f2il in the difvofing of thofe chance,
“Vhercof he was the lord 5 or whether™nature,

Ly

vot to be other than onething, not moving

crom th’ cask to th’ cufhion, but ccmmanding peace
Iven with the fame auflerity and garb,

As he controll’d the war., But one of thefe,

( 4s he hath {pices of them ali) not all,

Jor I dare {o far free him, made hin fear’d,

Yo hated, and fo banifh’d ; but he has merit
"T'o choak 1t in the utt’rance’: {o our virtues .
{iye in th’ interpretation of the time;

And power, unto it fe!lf molt commendable,
Iath 1ot atomb {o evident as a chair

"1’extol what it hath done.

One fire drives out one fire ; one nail, onenail ; ‘
Right's by right fouler, ftrengths by ftrengths do fail.
Conve, let’s away ; when, Cazus, Rome 1s thine,

Thou’rt poor’it of all, then fhortly art thou mine.

[ Exeunt.

o e Rt T AT K T e o R i S N o S By £
CPICE e A b S Ry IR S 3T
A CT V.

Enter Menenius, Cominius, Sicinius, Brutus, avizh others.

Nen. TO, I'll not go: you hear what he haith faid,
%  Which was fometime his General; who lov’d

In a moft dear particular. He call’d me, father: [him

But what o’that ? o you that banifh’d him,

A mile before histent, fall down, and knee

The way info his mercy : nay, ¥ he coy'd To
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To hear Cominius {peak, I'll keep at home.

Com:. Fe would not {cem to know me.

Nlen. Do you hear?

Com. Yet one time he did call me by my name :
I urg’d our-old acquaintance, and the drops
'T'hat we have bled together. Corislanus,

Fe would not anfiver to; forbad all names,
He was a kind of nothing, titlelefs,

>11ll he had foerg’d himfelf a name o’th’ fire
Of burning Rome.

MMenz. Why, {o; you’ve made good work :

A pair of Tribunes, that have rack’d for Rome,
To muke coals cheap: anoble memory !

Com. I minded him, how royal ’twas to pardon
When it was leaftexpelted. He reply’d,
It wasa bare petition of a flate
'I'o one whom: they had punifh’d. |

Men. Very vwell, could he fay lefs ?

Com. I oftfer’d toawaken his regard
For’s private friends. His anfwer to me was,
He could not ilay to pick them; in a pile
Of noifom mufly chaff. He f{aid, ’twas folly,
For one poor gramn or two, to leaveunburnt,
And ft1ll to nofe th’ cfience.

. Men. IFor one poor grain or two?
I’m one of thoie: his. mother, wife, hischild,
And this brave fellow too, we are the grains ;
You are the muity chaftf, and you are {melt
Above the moon. We muft be burnt for you.

Sic. Nay, pray be patient: if you refufe your aid
In this {o-never-needed help, yet do not
Upbraid us with our diftrefs. But fure if yon
Would be your country’s pleader, your good tongue,
More than the inftant army we can malke,

Might {top our country-man.

Men. No: I'll not meddle,

Sic: Pray you go #0o him.

Mcn. What fhould I do?

Biu. Only make tryal what your lovecan do
For Rome, tow’rds Maitius,

fMen., Well, and {ay that Meartius
Return me, as Cominins 1s return’d,

Unheard : what then ?
But as a difcontented friend, grief fhot | With

Ll ralle — prw
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With his unkmdnefs Say’t be fo?
Sizc. Yet your good will

Muft have that thanks from Rome, after the meafure
As you intended well.

Men. 1’1l undertake it :
I think he’ll hear me. Yetto bite his lip,
And hum at good Cominizs, much unhearts me.
He was not taken well, he had not din’d.
‘The veins unfill’d, our blood is cold, and then
We powt upon the nmorning, are unapt
T'o give or to forgive; but when we've ftuft’d
'T'hefe pipes, and thefe conveyances of blood
With wine and feeding, we have fuppler fouls

Than in our prieft-like fafts : therefore I'll watch him
>*T'ill he be dieted to my requeft,

And then I'll {fet upon him.

- Prz. You know the very road into his kindnefs,
And cannot lofe your way.

Men. Good faith, I’ll prove him,

Speed how it will. I fhall ere long have knowledge

Of my f{uccefs. [Exit.
Com. He’ll never hear him.
Sic. Not? i

Com. I tell you, hedoes fit in gold, hiseye
Red as ’twould burn Reme: and his injury -
The goaler to his pity. I kneel’d before him,
*T'was very faintly he faid, rife: difmifs’d me
Thus with his {peechlefs hand. What he would do,
e {ent in writing after ; what he would not,
Bound wicth an oath to yield to his conditions:
So that all hope 1s vain, unlefs his mother
And wife (who as I hear) mean to follicit him
For mercy to hiscountry : therefore hence,
And with our fair intreaties haite them on. [ Exeunt,
Enter Menenius to the avatch or guard.
1 W atch. Stay: whence are you?
2 WWarch. Stand, and go back.

hlen. You guard like men, ’tis well. But by your leave
I am an officer of ftate, and come

‘I'o {peak with Coriolanus.
1 Wartch. Whence?
Mean. From Rome.

1 Watch. You may not pafs, you muft return,our General
Will no nxore hear from thence, 2 Watch,
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2 WWatch. You'll fee your Rome embrac’d with fire,before
You’ll {peak with Corislanus.

Men. Good, my friends,
If you have heard your General talk of Rome,
And of his {riends there, it is lots to blanks,
My name hath touch’d your ears; it is Menénius.
1 Patch, Be it fo, go back: the virtue of your name

Is not here pafiable.

DMe:z. 1 tell thee, fellow,
Thy General is my lover : I have been
'The book of his good aéts, whence men have read
His fame unparalell’d happily amplified : |
For I Li:ve ever v~rified my friends,
(Of whouu he’s chizi) with all the fize that verity
Weuid without lapfing {uffer : nay, {ometimes,
Like to a bowl upon 2 {ubtle ground
I've tumbled paft the throw ; and in his praife
Have, almoft, flamp’d the leafing. 'I'herefore, fellow,
I muit have Icave to pafs.

1 Watch. Faith, Sir, if you had told as many lies in
his behalf, as you have vtter’d words in your own, you
fhould not pafs here: no, though it were as virtuous to
lie, as to livechaftly. 'Therefore go back.

[Men. Prlythee, fellow, remember my name is Menen:-
u5, always faétionary of the party of vour General.

2 Watch. Howloever you have been his liar, as you
{fay you have; 1 am one that, telling true under him,
muft {ay you cannot pafs. Theretore go back.

Men. Has he din’d, canfl thou tell ¢ for I would not
{peak with him °’till after dinner.

1 Wasch. You are a Roman, are you ?

Mern. [ am as thy General is.

1 Watch. Then you fhould hate Rome, as he does.
Can you, when you have pufh’d out of your guates the
very defender ®f them, and in a violent popular ig-
norance, given your enemy your fhield, think to front.
his revenoes with the eafie groans of old womcen, the
virgimal palms of your daughters, or with the palfied
interceflion of of fuch a decay’d dotard as you feem to
be? can you think to blow ocut the ntendad fire your
city 1s ready to flame in, with fuch weak breash as
this? no, you arc deceiv’d; therefore back to 7 -rc,
and preparc {or your ¢xecution; you are conide.un'd,

1 our
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our General his {worn you out of reprieve and pars
don. ’

Men. Sirrah, if thy captain knew I were here, he
would ufe me with eftimation.

1 Watch, Come, my captain knows you not.

Dezz. I mean thy General.

1 Watch. My General cares not for you. Back, I
fay, go; left I let forth your half pint of Bleed. Back,
that’s the utmoit of your having, back. _

Men. Nay, but fellow, fellow. ' ‘

Enter Coriolanus «vies Aufidius.

Cor. What's the matter ?

Men. Now you champion, I’ll {2y an errand for you,
you fhall know now that I am in eftimation; vou fhall
rerceive, that a jack-gardant cannot office me from my
ion Coriclanus ; guels but my entertainment with him ;
1f thou {tand’it not 1’th’ ftate of hanging, cr of fome
death more long in fpedatorfhip, and crueller in {uffer-
ing, behold now prelently, and {woon fer what’s to
come upon thee.————"The glorious Gods f{it in hourly
fynod atcut thy particular profperity, and love thee no
worfe than thy old father Merenins dees,  Oh, my fon,
my {on} thou art preparing fire for us; look thee, here’s
woter to quench it. I weos hardly mov’d to come to
thee ; but being aflured none but my {elf could move
tice, [ have been blown our of our gates with fighs,
anll conjure thee to pardon Rome, and thy petitionary
countrymen. ‘The good Gads affwage thy wrath, and
turn tihe dregs of it upon this varlet here ; this, who
lil.e 2 block hath denied my accefls to thee

Cur. Away.

Men. How, away ?

Cor. Wife, mother, child, T know not, My affais
Arc fervented to others ; Thovgh I owe
My revenge properly, remiffion lyes
In Polfcian breafls. 'Fhat we have been familiar,
ingrate fergetfulnefs fhall poifon, rather
'I'han pity : not how much -therefore be gone,
Mine ears againit your fuits are fironger than
Your gates agzinft my ferce.  Yet for I loved thee,
‘Take this along, I writ 1t for thy fake,

(Géves him a Leteer,
And woulid have {ent it.  Another word, Menenius,
X will not hear thee fpeak, This man, 4+5dius, Was
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Was my belov’d in Rome ; yet thou behold’{t——
Arf. You keep a conftant temper. (Exe.
Manent the Guard ard Menenius.

1 Watch. Now, Sir, 1s your name Meneninus @

2 Wateh. >Tis  {pell you fee of much power: You
Lnow the way home again,

1 Watch. Do you hear how we are fhent for keeping
your greatnefs back?

2 Warch. What caufe do you think I have to fwoon ¢

Men. I neither care for th’ world, nor your Gene-
ral : For {fuch things as you I can fcarce think there’s
any, y'are fo {licht. He that hath a will to die by
himfelf, fears it not from ancther: Let your General
do his worft, For you, be what yocu are long; and
your mifery encreaie with your age. I fay to you, as
I was faid to, Away. [ Exits

1 W atch. A noble fellow, I warrant him.

2 Watch. The worthy fellow is our General, FHe’s
the rock, the oak not to be wind-thaken  [Ex. Basch,
Re-enter Coriolanus and Aufidius.

Cor. We will before the walls of Kowe to-morrow g
Set down our hoft. My partoner i tais aéticn,
You mult report to th’ Fulfcian jords how plainly
I've born this bufivefs. .

Auf. Only their ends you have refpected ;5 ftopt
Your ears againit the general fuit of Rowme:

Never admitted private whifper, no
Not with fuch friends that thought them fure of you,

Cor. This laft old man,

Whom with a crack’d heart I have fent to Rame,
Lov’d me above the meafure of a fither:

Nay, godded me, indeed. Their lateft refege, -
Was to fend him : For whofz <id love, I h.ve
({T'ho’ I fhew'd fow’rly to him) ence more offer’d -
‘T'he firft conditions, which they did refufe,

And cannot new acceps, to grace him only,
T'hat thought he could do more: a very little
Y've yielded to. Frefh embafite, and fuits,

Nor for the fiate, nor private friends hereafter
Will I lend ear to.» Ha ! what fhout is this?

[Shont wwir:.:.

i A o

Shall I be tempted to infringe my vow |
In the fame time 'tis made ? I Will NO{ ~ewmmene

E rren
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Enter Virgtlia, Volumnia, Valeria, young Martius, «with
Attendants.
My wife comes foremoft, then the honour’d mould
Wherein this trunk was fram’d, and in her hand
'The grand-child to her blood. But, out affetion!
All bond and privilege of nature break ;
et it be virtuous, to be obftinate.
What 1s that curt’fie worth ? or thofe dove’s eyes,
Which can make Gods forfworn ? I melt, and am nog
Of fironger earth than others: My mother bows,
As 1f Oklanpus to a mole-hill thould
In {fupplication nod ; and my young boy
Hath an afpelt of interceflion, which
Great nature cries, deny not. Let the Polfcians
Plough Rome, and harrow Ztaly; I’ll never
Be fuch a gofling to obey inftin€t : But ftand
As if a man were author of himfelf, -
And knew no cther kin.
Virg. My lord and husband!
Cor. Thefe eyes are not the fame [ wore in Rome.
Virg. The {orrow that delivers us thus chang’d,
Makes you think to.
Cor. Like a dull a&tor now,
I have forgot iny part, and I am out,
Even to a full difgrace. Beft of my flefh,
Forgive my tyranny, but do not fay,
For that, forgive vur Romans. O a kifs
Long as my exile, Iweet as my revenge !
Now by the jealous Queen of heav’n, that kifs
I carried from thee, dear; and my true lip
Hath virgin’d it ¢’er fince. You Gods! I prate,
And the molt noble mother of the world
Leave unfaluted : Sink my knee i’th’ earth ; [ Kneelrs
Of the deep duty more impreflion fhew -
"Than that of common {ons.
Vol. O ftand up bleft!
Whilft with no fofter cufhion than the flint
I kneel before thee, and unproperly
Shew duty as miftaken all’ the while, [ Kneels.
Between the child and parent. |
Cor. What 1s this ¢
Your lknees to me ? to your correfted fon?
'Then let the pebbles on the hungry breach
Fillop the flars: Then, let the mutincus winds  Strike
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Strike the proud Cedars ’gainft the fiery {un :
Murd’ring impoflibility to make
What cannot be flight work.
¥ol. Thou art my warrior,
I holp to frame thee. Do you know this lady ?
Cor. The noble fifter of Poplicola : '
"The moon of Rome, chafte as the ificle,

That’s curdled by the froft from pureit {fnow,
And hangs on Dia»’s temple: Dear Faleria
Vol. This is a poor epitome of yours,

[Shewing young Martius,

Which by th’ interpretation of full time, '
May fhew like all your felf. |

Cor. The Ged of {oldiers,
‘With the confent of {fupream $fove, inform
Thy thoughts with noblenefs, that thou may’ft prove
'To fhame unvulnerable, and ftick ’th’ wars |
Like a great {ea-mark, ftanding every flaw,
And faving thofe that eye thee.

Vol. Your knee, firrah.

Cor. That’s my brave boy.

Vaol. Even he, your wife, this lady, and my f{elf,
Are {uitors to you.

Cor. I befeech you, peace:
Or if you’d ask, remember this before ;
The thing I have forfworn fo grant, may never
Be held by your denial. Do not bid me
Difmifs my {oldiers, or capitulate
Again with Rome’s mechanics. ‘Tell me not o
Wherein I feem unnatnral: Defire not
‘T?allay my rages and revenges, with
Your colder reafons.

Vel. Oh, no more; no more :
You've faid you will not grant us any thing : i
For we have nothing elfe to ask, but that 5
Which you deny already : Yet we will ask,
'That if we fail 1n oar requelt, the blame
May hang upon your hardnefs ; thercfore hear us,

Cor. Aufidizs, and you Volfeians, mark ; for we’]}
Hear nought from Rome in private.—-Your requeft 2

Vel. Should we be filent and not fpeak, our raiment
And ftate of bodies would bewray what life
We've lead fince thy exile. Think with thy felf;
tow more unfort’nate than all living women Are
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Are we come hither ; fince thy fight, which fhould
Malce our liearts ﬂow with joy, hearts dance with com-

forts,
Conftrains them weep, and fhake with fear and forrow ;

Making the mother, wife, and child to fee,
The {on, the husband and the father tearing
His country’s bowels out: And to poor we,
Thine enmity’s molit capital 5 thou barr'ft us
Our prayers to the Gods, which is a comfort
'That all but we enjoy. For how can we,
Alas! how can we, for our country pray,
Whereto we're bound ? together with thy viftory,
Whereto we're bound ? Alack, or we muft lofe
'The country, our dear nurfe; or elfe thy perfon,
Qur comfort in the country. We muft find
Ar emiinent calamity, tho’ we had
Qur wifh, which fide thou’d win. For eithér thou
Aiufl, as a foreign recreant, be led
Wizh r. nacles along our flreets, or elfe
Tlium} hantly tread on thy country’s ruin,
And pear the ralm, tor having bravely fhed
Thy wife and childrens blood.  For my {elf, {on,
I purpofe not to wait on fortune, ’ull
"Uhele wars determine : 1f I can’t perfwade thee
Rather to fhew a noble grace to both parts,
Than feek the end of ore; thou fhalt no {fooner
March to aflauit thy country, than to tread
( Iruft to't, thau fhalt not) on thy mother’s womb,
"t "hat broeght thee te this world.
Vir. Ay, and mine too,
T hat LI‘OLI‘J ht you forth this boy, fo keep yogr name
Living to time
Boy. He fhall not tread on ‘me :
'l run away tll 'm bxggcr, but then I'll fight,
Cor. Not of a woman’s tendernefs to be,
Requ res no child nor woman’s face to fee :
I've 1at too long.
Vol/. Nay, go not from us thus:
If it were fo, that our requeft did tend
To fave the Romwans, thereby to deftroy
. 'The Polfcians whom you ferve, you might condemn us,
As poyionous of your honour. No ; our fuit

Is that you reconcile them : While the 77/ cians
T T T T May
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Aay fay, this mercy we have fhew’d 5 the Romans,
‘I'his we receiv’d ; and each in cither fide

CGiive thee all hail to thee, and cry, be bleft

I'or making up this peace. Thou know’it, gréat {on,
‘t'he end of war’s uncertain; but this certain,
"Ihat 1f thou conguer Kome, the benefit

VW hich thou fhalt thereby reap, is fuch a name,
VWhole repetition will be dogg’d with curfes,
Whofe chronicle thus writ, ¢ the man was noble
¢ Dut with his Jait atiempt he wip’d it out,

¢ Dellroy’d his country, and his name temains
¢ To th’ enfuing age, abhorr’d. Specak to me, f{on:
Thou hait afteted the firft {trains of honour,

T'o imitate the graces of the Gods,

T'o tecar with thunder the wide checks o’th’ air,

And yet to change thy fulphuor with a bolt,

‘T'hat fthould but rive an onk. Why doft not {peak ?
‘T'hink’ft thou it honourable for a noble man

Still to remember wrongs ? Daughter, {peak you :

He cares not for your weeping. Speak thou, boy,
Perhaps thy childithnefs will move him more |
‘T'han can our reafons. ‘There’s no man in the world
More bound to’s mother, yet here he lets me prate
Like one i'th’ ftocks. ‘Thou’ft never in thy life
Shew’d thy dear mother any courtefie ;

When fhe (poor hen) fond of no fecond brood,

Has cluck’d thee to the wars, and fafely home

Loaden with honour. Say my requeft’s unjuft,

And fpurn me back : But if it be not fo,

Thou art not honeit, and the Gods will plague thee
That thou reftrain’ft from me the duty, which

'T'o a mother’s part belongs. He turns away :

Down Jadies ; let us thame him with our knees,

“T'o his fir-name Corio/anus ’longs more pride,

Than -pity to our prayers. Down; and end,

‘T'his 1s the laft. So we will home to Rowme,

And die among our neighbours : Nay, behold us.
This boy, that cannot tell what he would have,

But kneels, and holds up hands for fellowthip,

Does reafon our petition with more flrength

‘T'han thou haft to deny’t. Come, let us go :

‘T'his tellow had a Polfeian to his mother :

His wife is in Corio/i, and his child

Like him by chance ; yet giveus our difpatch : I'm
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I’m hufht until our city be afire,
And then I’ll {fpeak a little.

Cor. Mother, mother! [ Holds ber by the hands, filent,
What have you done? behold, the heav’ns do ope,
The Gods look down, and this unnatural {cene
‘They laugh at. Oh, my mother, mother! oh!
You've won a happy viftory to Rome :
But for your {fon, believe 1t, oh believe it,
Moit dang’roufly you have with him prevail'd,
If not moil mortal to him. Let it come:
Aufidins, though I cannot make true wars,
I’ll frame convenient peace. Now, good Aufidius,
Were you in my ftead, {2y, would you have heard

A mother lefs ? or granted lefs, Aufidius?
- Auf. I too was mov'd.

Cor. 1 dare be {worn you were ;
And, Sir, it is no little thing to malke
Mine eyes to fiveet compafiion. But, good Sir,
What peace you'’ll make, advife me: For my part,
I’ll not to Rome, I'll back with you, and pray you
Stand to me in this caufe. O mother! wife!

Auf. I'm glad thou'ft fet thy mercy and thy honour
At difference in thee; out of that I'll work

My felf a former fortune. [ 4fide.
Cor. Ay, by and by ; but we will drink together ;
And you fhall bear [70 Vol. Virg. e,

. A better witnefs baclk than words, which we
On like conditions will have counter-feal’d.
Come, enter with us: Ladies, you deferve
To have a temple built you: all the {words
In f7aly, and her confederate arms,
Could not have made this peace. [ Exeunty
E nter Menenius azd Sicinius. -
Men. Sce you yond coin o’th’ capitol, yond corner
ftone ¢
Sic. Why, what of that?
Men. If it be poflible for you to difplace it with your
little finger, there is fome hope the ladies of Rome,
efpecially his mother, may prevail with him. But I
fay there is no hope in’t, our throats are fentenc’d, and

ftay upon execution.
Sie. 1s't poflible that fo fhort a time can alter the con-

diticn of a man ?
Men,
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Men. There is difference between a grub and a butter-
fly, yet your butterfly wasa grub ; this Martiusis grown
from man to dragon: he has wings, he’s more than a
creeping thing.

Sic. He lov’d his mother dearly.

Men. So did he me; ‘and he no more remembers his
mother now, than an eight years old horfe. 'T'he tart-
nefs of his face fours ripe grapes. When he walks, he
moves like an engine, and the ground fhrinks before his
treading. He is able to pierce a corflet with his eye: talks
likea knell, and his hum is a battery. He fits in his flate
as a thing made for Alexander. What he bids be done 1s
finaifh’d with his bidding. He wants nothing of a god,
but eternity, anda heaven to throne in.

Sic. Yes, mercy, if you report him truly.

Men. I paint him in the charaéter. Mark what mercy
his mother fhall bring from him ; there 1s no more mercy
in him, than there is milk in a male tyger; that fhall
our poor city find; and all this is ’long of you.

Sic. 'The Gods be good unto us.

Men. No, infuch a cafe the Gods will not be good unto
ns. When we banifh’d him, we refpeted not them : and
he returning to break our necks, they re{pelt nat us.

Enter a Meffenger.

- Me/. Sir, if youd fave your life, fly to your houfe ;
'The Plebeians have got your fellow-tribune,
And hale him up and down, all fwearing, if
'T'he Romarn ladies bring not confort home,
'They’ll give him death by inches.

Enter gnother Me/fJenger.

*S7e. What’s the news ?

Me/. Good news, good news, the ladies have prevail'd,
The Volfcians are dillodg’d, and Martius gone :

A merrier day did never yet greet Roxme,
No, not th’ Expulfion of the Targuins.
Sic Friend,
Art certain this is true ? is it moft certain ?

Mef. As certain as I know the {un is fire :

Where have you lurk’d, that you make doubt of it?

Ne'er through an arch {o hurried the blown tide,

As the recomforted through the gates. Why, hark you;
" [Trumpets, Hautboys, Drums beat, all together.

‘The
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“'I'be trumpets, {ackbuts, pfalteries and ffee,
"I’ abors and cymbals, and the facuting Remanrs
Li: ke the fun dance., HHark you. [ A frout wiitii.
"~ Jidex. "1'his 1¢ good news : ‘
I will co mect the Indies. 'This Folumnia
Ic worth of confuls, {enators, patricians,
A ety full: of tribunes, {uch as you,
A fea and lond full.  You've pray’d well to-day:
"This morning, for ten thoufund of your throats _
I'd not have given a doit. Iask how they joy.
[ Sownd f1il] ewith the fHouts.
Sic. Firft, the Gods blefs you for your tidings : next
Acrept my thankfulnefs. B
MMef. Sir, we have all great caufe to give great thanks.
Sie. They’re near the ¢iiy ?
hic/ Almoft at point toenter.
Sio, We'll mecet them, and help the joy. [ Exennt.
Enteir tavo fenators avith ladies poffing over the flage,
_ auvith other lords.
Sen. Behold our patronnefs, the life of Rome:
Call all your tribes together, praife the Gods,
And make triumphant fires: firew flowers before them :-
Unthout the noife that baniflvd Martius ;
" Repeal him with the wclcome of his mother :
Cry, welcome ladies, welcome. |
A, Welcome ladies, welcome. [ Exeun?,
[ A flonri/p ewith dyams and trumpets.
Enter T.ullus Aufidius, awith Attendants.
Auf. Go tell the lords o’th’ city, I am here:
Deliver them this paper : having re~. 1t,
Bid them repair to th’ market-place, where I,
Even in theirs, and in the common ears,
Will vouch the truth of it. He I accufe
* The city ports by this hath enter’d, and
Intends t'appear before the people, hoping
To purge himfelf with words. Difpatch.
Entcr three or four Confbirators of Auhidius’s faction.
Moft welcome.
1 Cez. How is it with our General ?
Auf. Lven lo,
As with a man by his own alms impoyfon’d, ‘_
And with his charity flain. |
+2 Coz. Moft nob'e Sir,
If you do hold the fame intent, wherein _, You
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You with'd us parties: we'll deliver you
Of vour great danger,
Huf Sir, 1 cannot tell,
We mult procecd as we ds find the people.
3 Con. T'he people will remain uncertain, wihilit
> 'wixt you there’s difference s but the fall of ciiner
N alzes the furvivoer heir of all.
Auf. 1 linow it
And my pretext to firike at him, admits ,
A good conitruétion. I'rais’d him, and pawn’d
Mine honour for his truth ; who being {o heighten’d,
He water’d his new plants with dews of flattery,
Seducing fo my friends; and to this end,
]le bow’d his nature, mever known kefore,
. ITat to be rough,  unfwayable, and frce.
3 Con. Sir, his {toutnefs
When ke did {tand for Conful, which he loft
By lack of ilooping
Arf. That 1 would have {pole of:
Being banith’d for’t, he came unto my hearth,
Preflented to my knife-his throat; I tool him,
Made him joint fervant with me ; gave him way
In all his own defires ; nay, let him chufe
Ot of my files, his projects to accomplifh,
My beit and fretheft men ; ferv’d his defignments
In mine own perfon ; help’d to reap the fame
Which he did make all his; and took fome pride
To do my felf this wrong ; ’till at the lafi,
I feem’d his follower, not partner; and
He wag’d me with his countenance, asif !
1 had been mercenary. ’
1 Con. So he did, my lord : - X
The army marvell’d at it, and at laft -
VWhen he had carried Rome, and that we loolz’d
IFor no lefs {poil, than glory
Auf. 'There was it ;
For which my finews thzl! be firetch’d upon him :
At a few drops of womens rheyin, which are
As cheap as lies, he fold the blood and labour
Of our great altion ; therefore fhall he die,
And I'll renew me in his fall.  But hark.
[Drazmns and trumpets feund, avith great [bonts of the people,
1 Con. Your native town you enter’d like a poft,
And had o welcomes home \
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Splitting the air with noife

2 Con. And patient fools,
Whofe children he hath ﬂam, their bafe throats tear,
Giving him glory.

3 Con. 'I'’herefore at your vantage,
Ere he exprefs himielf, or move the people
With what he would fay, let him feel your fword,
VWhich we will {fecond, when he lies along,
After your way, his tale pronounc’d, fhall bury
His reafons with his body.

Auf. Say no more,

Here come the lords.
Enter the Lords of the City.

All Lords. You're moft welsome home.

Auf. I have not deferv’d 1t.
But, worthy lords, have you with heed perus’d
What I have written to you ?

All. We have. ' ®

1 Lord. And grieve to hear it.
What faults he made before the laft, I thinlk .
Might have found eafie fines: butthere to end,
Where Le was to begin, and giveaway
'I"he benefit of our levies, anfwering us
With our own charge, making a treaty where
T'here was a yielding ! admits no excufe.

Arf. He approaches, you fhall hear him.

Eurer Corlolanus marching avith drums and colours the

Commons being «with bim.
Cor. Hail, lords; Iam return’d, your {oldier;
No more infected with my country’s love,
Than when I parted hence, but {lill fubfifting
Under sour great command. Youare to know,
That profperoufly I have attempted, and
With bloody paflage led your wars, even to

'I'he gates of Rome: our {poils we have brought home

Do more than counterpofe a full third part |
'The charges of the aftion. We've made peace
With no lefs honour to the Antiates

Than fhame to th® Romans: and we here deliver,
Subfcribed by the Coniuis and Patriciins,
Together with the feal o’th” Senate, tht ]

We have compounded on.
Auf. Read it not, noble lords.

_ But tell the traitor in the higheit degree
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i1 hath abus’d your powers.
(. Traitor I-—— how now!
At Ay, wraitor, Martins———
(or. Ndartizs I —-
uf. Ay, Rlartius, Caivs, Mariius s doft thou think:
\’il erace thee with that robbery, thy ftoln name
Cgriolaris, ¥y Coriolé ?
Y ou lords and head o’th’ ftate perfidioudly
Iie has betray’d your bufinefs, and given up,
I‘or certain drops of falt, your city Rome ;
1 fay your city, to his wife and mother,
Breaking his oath and relolutien, like
A twifl of rotten filk, neveradmitting
Couniel o’th® war; but at his nurfe’s tears
He whin’d and rcar’d away your victory,
That pages blufh’d at him, and men of heart
Look’d wondring each at other,
Cor. Hear’it thou, Mars ?
Auf. Name not the God, thou boy of tears,
Cir. Ha'! ~
Auf. No more.
Cor. Meafurelefs liar, thou haft made my heart
Too great for what contains it. Boy ? O {lave! '
Pardon me, lords, ’tis the firft time that ever
I'm forc’d to {fcold. Your judgments, my grave lords,
Mulit give this cur the lie ; and his own notion,
Who wears my firipes impreft upon him, that
Muft bear my beating to his grave, fhall join
"I'o thruft the lie unto him. -
1 Lord. Peace both, and hear me fpeak.
Cor. Cut me to pieces, Polfcians, men and lads,
Stain all your edges inme. Boy! falfe hound !
1f you have writ your annals true, ’tis there,
‘That like an cagle ina dove-coat, I
Flatter’d your Folicians in Corioli.
Alone 1 didit. Boy ! '
Auf. Why, noble lords,
Wil you be put in mind of his blind fortune,
Which was your fhame, by this unholy braggart, ¥
"Fore your own eyes and ears ?
Al Cen. Let him dye for’t. -
Al People. Tear him to pieces, do it prefently :
e kill’d my fon, my daughter, kill’d my coufin,
He kill’'d my father. 2 Lord. _

i
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. 2 Lord. Peace,——no outragc——-peace —
T’he man 1s noble, and his frame {olds in
'This orb o'th’ eartn ; his laft offences to us
Shall have judicious hearing. Stand, Aufidius,
And trouble not the peace. '
Cer. O that 1 had hun,
With fix Aufidius’s, or more; his tribe;
"T'o ufe my lawful {word ———
Auf. Iniolent villain.
All Conr. Kill, kill, kill, kill, Iull him. ‘
[The confpirators all draw, and kill Martius,
wwido falls, and Aufidius fands on bim.
. Lords. Hold, hold, hold, hold.

Auf. Ny noble lords, hear me fpeak.

1 Lord. O, Dull ;e

2 Lord. T'hou hafl done a deed, whereat

alour will weep.,

3 Lord. T'read not upon hime—mafters all, be quiet,
Put up your {words.

Auf. Ny lords, wken you fhall krow (as in this rage
Provok’d by hun, you cannot) the great danger *
Which this man’s life did owe you, yow’ll rejoice
That he 1s thus cut oftf. Pleafe 1t your honours
To call me to vour Senate, I'll deliver _

My {elf your loyal {ervant, or endure
Your heavieft cenfiue.
1 Lord. Bear from hence his body,
And mourn you for him.- Let him be regarded
As the moft noble coarfe, that ever heraid
Did fcllow to his urn. ;

2 Lord. ¥lis own impatience |
Takes from Aufidivs a great part of blame:

Let’s make the beft of it.

Auf. My rage 1s gone,
And 1 am {lruck with {forrow : take himup : =
IHelp three o’th’ chiefelt-{foldicrs 3 'l be one.
Beat thou the drum that it {pcak mournfally :
Trail your fieel pikes. ‘Though in this city he
Hath widowed and unchilded mmany a onc,
Which to this hour bewait-the injury,

Yet he fhall have a noble memiory.

—

»

: [Excunt, bearing the body of Martius, A4 dead
march founded. < |
F 7 -NJ 7 .3
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