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DRAMATIS PERSON Z.

CAIUS Martius CorioLanus, a noble Roman, hated by the
common People.

Titus L.-m'ru.:s,} Generals againf} the Vollcians, and friends to

Comintus, CorioLaNUs,

Menenius Acrirra, Friend to CorroLanus.

SiciNius VELUTUS,} Tribunes of the People, and enemies to

Junius Brutus, CorioLanus.

TuiLus Auvrinrus, General of the Vollcians.

Lieutenant to Auriprus,

Young Martivs, Son to CorroLanus.

Con/pirators with Auriprus.

Vorvmnia, Mozber fo/CortoLanus,
VireiLia, Wife to CorioLanus.
Vavgria, Friend to Virciria,

Roman and Volfcian Senators, Adiles, Litors, Soldiers, Common
People, Servants to Auripius, and other Attendants.

Zbe SCENE 75 partly in Rome and partly in the Territory
of the Vollcians, and Antiates,

The whole Hiffory exattly Jollow'd, and many of the principal
Speeches copy’d from the life of CorioLANUS s PLuTARCH,

CORIOLANUS.
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ACT: L. +.SGCGENE L

A Street in Rome.

Enter a company of mutinous Gitizens with flaves, clubs,
and other weapons.

1 CiTiZEN

E FORE we proceed any further, hear me {peak.

All. Speak, {peak.

1 Cit. You are all refolv’d rather to die than to

famifh ?

All. Refolv'd, refolv’d.

1 Cit. Firft, you know, Caius Martius is the chief enemy to
the people.

All. We know’t.

1 Cit. Let us kill him, and we’ll have corn at our own price,
Is't a verdi&t ?

All. No more talking on’t; let’t be done: away, away!

2 Cit. One word, good citizens.

Cit. We are accounted poor citizens ; the patricians, ‘good :
what authority furfeits on would relieve us: if they would yield
us but the { u;:f:rﬂultv while it were wholefome, we might
guefs they relieved us humanely: but they think we are too dear:
the leannefs that afflics us, the obje@ of our milery, is as an
mvmmry to particularize their abundance; our fufferance is a
gain to them. Let us revenge this with our pn:rhlmks ere we
become rakes: for the gods know I fpeak this in hunger for
bread, not in tlurﬂ for revenge.

L 2 ’ ( :;'-." ‘
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2.Ciz. Would you proceed. efpecially againdt Caiws. Martius 2

All: Againft him firft; he’s a very dog to the commonalty,

2 Cit. Confider you what fervices he has done for his country ?

1 Cit. Very well; and could be content to give him good
report for’t, but that he pays him{clf with being proud.

All. Nay, but {peak not malicioufly.

1 Cjt. Ifay unto you, what he hath done famoufly, he did it
to that end : though foft-confcienc’d men can be content to fay,
it was for his country, hedid it to pleafe his mother, and partly
to be proud ; which he is, even to the altitude of his virtue,

2 Cit. What he cannot'lielp in his natare, you account a vice
in him: you muit in no way fay, he is cavetous,

1 Cie. If T muft not, I need nothe barren of accufations; he
hath faults, with furplus, to tire in repetition. — [ fhouts within.]
What fhouts are thofe? the other fide o'th’ city is rifen: why
ftay we prating here 7, to th’ capitol,

All. Come, come.

1 Git. Soft 5, -who, comes here ?

S C ENE 11
Eater Menenius Agrippa.

2 Cit. Worthy Menenius Agrippa; one that hath always lov'd
the people.

1 Git. He's one honeft enough ; "would all the reft were {o |-

Men, What work’s, my countrymen, in hand ? where go you
With your bats and clubs? the matter ?, Speak, I pray you.

2 Ciz. Our bufinefs is not. unknown to the fenate ; they haye
had inkling this fortnight, what we intend to do, which now we’ll
fhow 'em in deeds: they fay, poor fuitors have ftrong breaths ;
they fhall know, we have ftrong arms too,

Men. Why, mafters, my good friends, mine honeft neighbours,
Will you unda yourfelves ?

2 Ci¢, We cannot, fir, we are undone already.

Men, 1 tell you, friends, moft charitable care
Have the patricians of you, For your wants,

Your



CORIOLANUS, 85

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

Of more ftrong links afunder, than can ever

Appear in your impediment: for the dearth,

The gods, not the patricians, make it; and

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

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

2 Cjz. Care for us! true, indeed | they ne'er car'd for us yet.
Suffer us to famith, and their ftorchoufes cramm’d with grainj;
make ediés for ufury, to fupport ufurers;, repeal daily any
wholefome a& eftablifhed againft the rich, and. provide more
piercing ftatutes 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 yourfelves wondrous malicious,

Or be accus’d of folly. I fhall tell you

A pretty tale: it may be you have heard it ;
But, fince it ferves my. purpofe, I will venture
To ftale’t a little more,

2 Ciz. Well,

We'll hear it, fir; but yet:you muft not think
To fob off our difgraces witha tale:
But, an’t pleafe you, deliver.
Men, There was a time when all the body’s members
Rebell’d againft the belly; thus accus'd.it: —
That only like a gulf. it did remain
I'th’ midft o’th’body, idle and, unactive,
Still cupboarding the viand, never bearing
Like labour with the reft; where th’other inftruments
Did fee, and hear, devife; inftru&, walk, feel,
And mutually participate,. did minifter
Unto
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Unto the appetite and affe@ion common
Of the whole body. The belly anfwer'd, —
2 Git. Well, fir, what anfiver made the belly ?
Men. Sir, 1 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 fpeak) it tauntingly reply’d
To the difcontented members, the mutinous parts
That envied his receit; even fo moft fitly,
As you malign our fenators, for that
They are not fuch as you.
2 Cit. Your belly’s anfwer ? what ?
The kingly crowned head, the vigilant eye,
The counfellor heart, the arm our foldier,
Our fteed the leg, the tongue our trumpeter ;
With other muniments and petty helps
In this our fabrick, if that they —
Men. What then ? — for me this fellow fpeaks.
What then ? what then ?
2 Git. Should by the cormorant belly be reftrain’d,
Who is the fink o’th’ body —
Men. Well, what then ?
2 Git. The former agents, if they did complain,
What could the belly anfwer ?
Men. T will tell you,
If you’ll beftow a fmall (of what you have little)
‘atience, a while; you’'ll hear the belly’s anfwer.
2 Ciz. Y'are long about it.
Men. Note me this, good friend ;
Your moft grave belly was deliberate,
Not rafh, like his accufers, and thus anfwer'd :
True is ity my incorporate [friends, quoth he,
That I receive the general food at firfl
Which you do live upon : and fit it is s
Becaufe I am the Sorehoufe, and the Sfhop
Of the whole body : buz, if you do remember,

I fend



CORIOLANUS. ; 87

I fend it through the rivers of your blood

Even to the court the beart, to tb’ feat o' th’ brain,

And through the cranks and offices of man ;

The ﬂmng@ﬁ nerves, and fmall inferiour veins

From me receive that natural competency

W hereby they live : and though that all at once,

You, wmy good friends, (this {ays the belly) mark me, —

2 Cit. Ay, fir, well, well.

Men. 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 fay you to’t

2 Cit. It was an anfwer : how apply you this ?

Men. The fenators of Rome are this good belly,
And vou the mutinous members: for examine
Their counfels, and their cares; digeft things rightly,
Touching the weal o’th’common, you fhall find
No publick benefit which you receive,

But it proceeds or comes from them to you,
And no way from yourfelves. — What do you think ?
You, the great toe of this affembly ?

2 Ciz. I the great toel why the great toe ?

Men. For that, being one o’th’loweft, bafeft, pooreft
Of this moft wife rebellion, thou goeft foremoft ;
Thou rafcal, that art firft from blows to run,

Lead’ft firft to win fome vantage.

But make you ready your ftiff bats and clubs,
Rome and her rats are at the point of battle:
The one {ide muft have bane.

SCENE: IIL

Enter Calus Martius.

Hail, noble Martius !

Mar. Thanks, — What's the matter, you diffentious rogues,
Tha
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That, rubbing the poor itch of your opinion,
Make yourfelves feabs ?

2 Giz. 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 affrights you,
The other makes you proud. -He that trufts to you,
Where he thould find you lions, finds you hares
Where foxes, geefe you are: no furer, no,

Than is the coal of fire upon the ice,

Or hailftone in the fun. Your virtue is,

To make him worthy, whofe offence fubdues him,
And curfe that juftice 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, {wims with fins of lead,

And hews down ocaks 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,
That in the feveral places of the city

You cry againft the noble fenate, who

(Under the gods) keep you in awe, which elfe

Would feed on one another ? — What's their {fecking ?

Men., For corn at their own rates ; whereof, they fay,
The city is well ftor'd.

Mar. Hang’em| they fay | —

They’ll fit by th’ fire, and prefame to know
What's done i'th’capitol ; who’s like to rife,

And who declines: fide facions, and give out
Conjeétural marriages ; making parties ftrong,

And feebling fuch as ftand not in their liking,
Below their cobbled fhoes. They fay, there’s grain
Enough! would the nobility lay afide

Their ruth, and let me ufe my fivord, I'd make

A quarry
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A quatry wi th thoufands of thefe quarter’d flaves,
As high as I could pitch my lance.

Men. Nay, thefe
Are almoft thoroughly perfuaded : for
Although abundantly they lack difcretion,

Yet are they pafling cowardly. 1 beleech you,
What fays the other troop ?

Mar. T]w}f are diffolv’d :

They faid, they were an-hungry, figh’d forth proverbs;
That, bunger broke flone walls; that, dogs muft eat ;
That, mear was made J;‘F;r miouths; that, zhe gﬂa"s J@?zf not
Corn for the rich men only : with thefe threds

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 look pale; they threw their caps
As thu}r would hang them on the horns o'th’ moon,
Shouting their emulation.

Men. What is granted ?

Mar. Five tribunes to defend their vulgar wifdoms,
Of their own choice. One of them’s Funins Brutus,
Stcinius Felutus, and I know not — s'death !

The rabble {hould have firft unroof’d the city
Ere {o prevail’d with me: it will in time
Win upon power, and throw forth greater themes
For infurreftion’s arguing,
Men. This is ﬂrung{:.
Mar. Go, get you home, you fragments!

FEnter a ﬂfﬁﬁ:ﬂ.’gﬁ?'.

M e’j Where's Casus Maritius 2

Mar. Here: what is the matter ?

Me/. The news is, fir, the Folfcians are in arms.

Mar. 1 am glad on’t; then we fhall have means to vent

Our mufty fup::rﬂuit}f. See ! our beft elders —

NoL. Vi M SCENE
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SCENE 1V,

Enter Sicinius Velutus, Junius Brutus, Cominius, Titus Lartius,
with other Senutors.

1 Sen. Martius, *tis trug; that you have lately told us,
The #olfcians are in arms.
Mar. They have a leader,
Tullus Aufidius, that will put you to’t,
I fin in cﬁ\-‘}*ihg his nobility:
And were I any thing but what I am,
I'd with me only him.
Com. You have fought together ?
Mar. Were half to half the world by th’ ears, and he
Upon my party, I'd revolt, to make
Only my wars with him. He is a lion
That I am proud to hunt,
x.8en. Then, worthy Martius,
Attend upon Cominius to thefe wars,
Com. It is your foriner promife.
Mar. Sir, it is;
And I am conftant, = Tstus Eartius, thou
Shalt fee me once more ftrike at Tuliis’ face.
What, art thou ftiff ? ftand’it out ?
Lar. No, Caius Martius ;
I'll lean upon one crutch, and fight with t'other,
Ere {tay behind this bufinefs.
Men. O, true bred!
1 Sen. Your company to th’ eapitol ; where, I know,
Our greateft friends attend us,
Lar. Lead you on: —
Follow, Cominius! we muft follow you,
Right worthy your priority.
Com. Noble Lartius !
1 Sen. Hence to your homes; be gone: (70 the Citizens.
Mar. Nay, let them follow :
The
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The #olfcians have much corn ; take thefe rats thither
To gna:ﬁ' their garners. — Worfhipful mutineers,
Your valour puts well forth: I pray you, follow. [ Exeunt,
[Citizens fleal away. Manent Sicinius and Brutus.
Sic. Was ever man fo proud as is this Martius 2
Bru. He has no equal,
Sic. When we were chofen tribunes for the people, —
Bru. Mark’d you his lip and eyes ?
Sic. Nay, but his taunts!
Bru. Being mov'd, he will not fpare to gird the gods.
Sic. Bemock the modeft moon.
Bru. The prefent wars devour him! he is grown
Too proud of being fo valiant.
* Sie. Such a nature,
Tickled with good fuccefs, difdains the thadow
Which he treads on at noon: but I do wonder,
His infolence can brook to be commanded
Under Comtinius.
Bru. Fame, at which he aims,
In which already he is well grac’d, cannot
Better be held, nor more attain’d, than by
A place below the firft : for what mifcarries
Shall be the general’s fault, though he perform
To th’ utmoft of a man ; and giddy cenfure
Will then cry out of Mgr#ius,
0, if he had born the bufinefs !
Sic. And if things go well,
Opinion, that fo fticks on Martius, fhall
Of his demerits rob Cominius.
Bru. Come;
Half all Cominius’ honours are to Martius,
Though Martius earn them not ; and all his faults
To Martius Thall be honours, though, indeed,
In aught he merit not.
Sic. Let’s henee, and hear

How the defpatch is-made; and in what falhion,
M 2 More
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More than this fingularity, he goes
Upon this prefent aétion.

Bru. Let's :tlf_mg. [E.n‘ff;ur.

S CENE Y.
Corioli.
Eater Tullus Aufidius, with Senators of Corioli,

1 Sen { VO, your opinion is, Aufidius,
v_» That they of Reme are enter’d in our counfiels,

And know how we proceed.

Auf. Is it not yours ?
What ever hath been thought on in this ftate,
That could be brought to'bodily a& erée Rome
Had circumvention ? “tis not four days gone
Since I heard thence ; thefe are the words: I think,
I have the letter here; yes, here it is:
They have pre/s'd a power, but it is not hnown
Whether for eaft or weff : the dearth is great;
The people mutinous : and it is rumour'd,
Cominius, Martius your old enemy,
(W ho is of Rome worfe bated than of you)
And Titus Lartius, @ moff valiant Roman,
Thefe three lead on this preparation
W hither “tis bent : moft likely, ’tis-for yous
Confider of 12,

1 Sen. Our army’s in the field :
We never yet made doubt but Rome was ready
To anfwer us.

uf. Nor did you think it folly,
To keep your great pretences veil'd till when
They needs muft thow themfelves; which in the hatching,
It feems, appear’d to Rome. By the difcovery
We fhall be fhorten’d in our aim, which was
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To take in many towns, ere, almolt Rome
should know we were afoot,

2 Sen. Noble Aufidius,
Take your commiffion, hie you to your bands;
Let us alone to guard Corioli :
If they fit down before’s, for the remove
Bring up your army; but, I think, you'll find
They’ve not prepar’d for us,

Auf. O, doubt not that;
I fpeak from very certainties. Nay, more,
Some parcels of their power are forth already,
And only hitherward. I leave your honours.
If we and Caius Martins chance to meet,
Tis fworn between us we fhall ever ftrike
Till one can do no more.

All. The gods affift you!

Auf. And keep your honours fafe!

1 Sen. Farewel.

2 Sen. Farewel.

All. Farewel, . [ Exeunt,

SiG EAN-E VI
Caius Martius’ Howfe in Rome.

Enter Volumnia, and Virgilia; they fit down on two low
flaols, and few,

Vol.Y Pray you, daughter, ling; or exprefs yourfelf in a more
comfortable fort: if my {on were my hufband, I would

freclier rejoice in that abfence wherein he won honour, than in
the embracements of his bed, where he would fhow moft love.
When yet he was but tender-bodied, and the only fon of my womb;
when youth with comelinefs plucked all gaze his way ; when for
a day of kings’ entreaties, a mother {hould not fell him an hour
from her beholding, I, confidering how honour would become
fuch
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fuch a petfon, that it was no better than picure-like to hang by
th’ wall, if renown made it not ftir, was pleas’d to let him deek
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. 1 tell thee,
daughter, I {prang not more in joy at firft hearing he was a
man-child, than now in firft {eeing he had proved himfelf a man,

#ir. But had he died in the bufinefs, madam, how then ?

Fol, Then his good report thould have been my fon; I therein
would have found ifflue. Hear me protefs fincerely: had I a
dozen fons each in my love alike, and none lefs dear than thine
and my good Marsius, 1 had rather eleven die nobi y for their
country than one voluptuoudly furfeit aut of action.

Enter a Gentlewoman.

Gent. Madam, the lady Zaleria is come to vifit you,
Vir. 'Beleech you, give me leave to retire myfelf.
Vol. Indeed, thou fhalt not:
Methinks, I hither hear your hufband’s drum ;
I fee him pluck Aufidius down by th’ hair;
As children a bear, the 70/ fhunning him :
Methinks, I fee him ftamp thus, and call thus, —
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 harveftman that’s talk’d to mow
Or all, or lofe his hire.
#ir. His bloody brow! o, Fupiter, no blood!
Vol. Away, you fooll it more becomes a man
Than gilt his trophy. The brealt of Feeuba,
When (he did {uckle Hefor, look’d not lovelier
Than He&lor’s forehead, when it ipit forth blood
At Grecian fwords contending. — Tell Paleria
We are fit to bid her welcome. [ Exit Gent.
Fir. Heav'ns blefs my lord from fell Aufidins |
Vol. He'll beat Aufidius’ head below his knee,
And tread upon his neck.
Enter
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Enter Valeria with an Ufber, and a Gentlewoman,

7 al, My ladies both, good day to you!

Fol. Sweet madam, —

Zir. 1 am glad to fee your ladyfhip.

Val. How do youboth? you are manifeft houfekeepers. What
are you fewing here ? a fine fpot, in good faith. — How does
our little fon ¢

Vir. 1 thank your ladyfhip; well, good madam. _

Vol. He had rather fee the fwords, and hear a drum, than
Jook upon his fchoolmaiter.

¥al. O’'my word, the father’s fon: I'll fwear, tis a very pretty
boy. O’my troth, 1 look’d on him o'wednefday half an hour
towether — h’as fuch a confirm’'d countenance. I faw him run
after a gilded butterfly, and when he caught it, he let it go again,
and after it again ; and over and over he comes, and up again,
and caught it again : and whether his fall enraged him, or how
*twas, he did fo fet his teeth and did tear it; o, I warrant how
he mammock’d it!

Vsl. One of’s father’s moods.

Fal. Indeed la, 'tis a noble child.

Vir, A crack, madam.

Val. Come, lay afide your ftitchery; I muft have you play
the idle hufwife with me this afterncon.

Vir. No, good madam ; I will not out of doors.

Val. Not out of doors!

Fol. She fhall, fhe fhall.

Zir. Indeed, no, by your patience ; T'll not over the threfhold,
till my lord return from the wars.

Val. Fie, you confine yourfelf unreafonably: come, you muft
go vifit the good lady that lies in.

Zir. 1 will with her {peedy ftrength, and vifit her with my
prayers ; but I cannot go thither,

Vol. Why, 1 pray you?

Fir. Tis not to {ave labour, nor that I want love.

Fal, You would be another Pere/ope : yet, they fay, all the yarn
fhe




{he fpun in Ulyffes’ ablence, did but ill Ithaca full of moths.
Come; I would your cambrick were fenf{ible as your finger, that
you might leave pricking it for pity. Come, you fhall go with us,

#ir. No, good madam, pardon me; indeed, I will not forth,

#al. In truth la, go with me; and I'll tell you excellent news
of your hufband.

“ir. O, good madam, there can be none yet.

Fal. Verily, I do not jeft with you; there came news from
him laft night,

Fir. Indeed, madam?

Fal. In earnelt, it’s true; I heard a fenator fpeak it. Thus it
is 1 — the Polfcians have an army torth ; againft whom Cominius
the general 1s gone, with one part of our Roman power: your
lord and Zitus Lartius are fet down before their city Corioli; they
nothing doubt prevailing, and to make it brief wars. This 18
true, on my honour; and fo, I pray, go with us,

“ir. Give me excufe, good madam ; I will obey you in every
thiug hereafter.

Fol. Let her alone, lad}r; as {he is now, fhe will but difeafe
our better mirth.

#al. In troth, I think {he would: fare you well then. —Come,
good fweet lady. — Pr'ythee, Firgilia, turn thy {olemnefs out
o’'door, and go along with us,

Fir. No: at a word, madam ; indeed, T muft not. I wiih
you much mirth.

¥al. Well, then farewel. [ Exeunt,

o C E NE V-IIL.
The W alls of Corioli.

Lnter Martius, Titus Lartius, with Caprains and Soldiers -

To thewm a M. effenger.

Mar, ONDER comes news: a wager, they have met,
Lar. My horfe to yours, no,
Mar.
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Mar. *Tis done.

Lar. Agreed.

Mar. Say, has our general met the enemy ?

Mef. They lic in view ; but have not fpoke as yet.

Lar. So, the good lmrfe is mine.

Mar. T'll buy him of you,

Lar. No, I'll not fell, nor give him: lend him you
I will, for half an hundred years or fo. —
Summon the town,

Mar. How far off lie thefe armies ?

Me/. Within a mile and half.

Mar. Then fhall we hear their larum, and they ours. —
Now, Mars, 1 pr'ythee, make us quick in work ;
‘That we with {moking fwords may march from hence,

To help our fielded friends! — Come, blow the blaft.

They found a parley. Enter two Senators with others on the walls.

Toellus Aufidius is he within your wall ?
1 Sen. No, nor a man that fears you lefs than he,
That's leffer than a little. Hark, our drums  [drum afar of.
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 [alarum far of.
There is Aufidius : lift, what work he makes
Amongft your cloven army.
Mar. O, they are at it,
Lar. Their noife be our inftruétion | — Ladders, ho!

Enter the Volfcians.

Mar. They fear us not, *but iffue forth their city.
Now put your fhields beford your hearts, and fight

"-'i ith hearts more proof than fhields. —uAdL ance, brave Tirus:
}:L:,’ do difdain us much b{,} ond our timuﬁ.ltﬁ
Which makes me fveat with wrath. —-f‘ﬂmu. on, my fellows:

He that retires, I'll take him for a 7o/fciaz,
Vor. V. N Aad




And he fhall feel mine edge.
[alarum ; the Romans are beat back to their treuches.

oG B NGB VIIL
Reernzer Martius.

Mar. All the contagion of the fouth light on you,
You fhames of Rome, you herds, you!l beils and plagues
Plafter you o’er ? that you may be abhorr’d
Farther than feen, and one infe another
Againft the wind a mile! You fouls of geefe,
T'hat bear the fhapes of men, how have you run
From {laves, that apes would beat ? Pluso and hell ]
All hurt behind, backs red, and faces pale,
With flight and agued fear | ‘Mend, and charge home,
Or, by the fires of heav’'n, I'll leave the foe,
And make my wars on you: look to’t: come on;
If you'll ftand faft, we’il beat them to their wives,
As they us to our trenches followed.
[another alarum, and Martius Jollows them to the gates.
So, now the gates are ope: now prove good feconds;
"Tis for the followers fortune widens them,
Not for the fliers: mark me, and do the like.
| be enters the gates, and is fbut in.
1 So/. Foolhardinefs, not I.
2 So/. Nor L.
I Sol. See, they have fhut him in. [@larum continues.
All. To th’ pot, I warrant him.

Enter Titus Lartius.

Lar. What is become of Marziys 2
L. Slain, fir, doubtlefs,
1 Sol. Following the fliers at the very heels,
With them he enters; who, upon the {udden,
Clap’d to their gates: he is himfelf alone,
To anfwer all the city.
Lar.
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Lar. O noble fellow |
Who fenfible outdoes his fenfelefs fword,
And, when it bows, ftands up! Thou art left, Martius:
A carbuncle entire, as big as thou art,
Were not {o rich a jewel. Thou waft a {oldier
Even to Cato's with®, not fierce and terrible
Only in ftrokes, but with thy grim looks, and
The thunder-like percuflions of thy founds,
Thou mad'ft thine enemies fhake, as if the world
Were feverous, and did tremble.

Enter Martius bleeding, alfauited by the Enemy.

1 Sol. Look, fir.
Lar. O, 'tis Martius :
Let's fetch him off, or make remain® alike.
(they fight and all enter the City.

Enter certain Romans with Speils,

r Rom. This will I carry to Rome.
2 Romm. And I this.
3 Rom. A murrain on’t, I took this for filver.
[alarum continues fiill afar of.

Enter Martius, and Titus Lartius, with a Trumpet.

Mar. See here thefe movers, that do prize their honours
At a crack’d drachm ! Cufhions, leaden {fpoons,
Irons of a doit, doublets that hangmen would
Bury with thofe that wore them, thefe bafe {laves,
Ere yet the fight be done, pack up. — Down with them, —
And hark, what noife the general makes! To him:
There is the man of my foul’s hate, Aufidius,
Piercing our Romans : then, valiant Titus, take

& Plutarch im the ,?{'I.rr ¢f Coriolanus reltes Hhix as the abinion of Cato the eldor, that @ preat _,l’Zh’ﬂ'J':r
_.'?:'-"-‘-!-'I-'Ir carry teyrout ih i -dooks and tame of vaiee o e the poet bere E:,n' ﬁlllﬁ#'llﬂ_l; the -'-'i."rﬂ?n;ﬂ'ﬂ J'?-'ﬂ'd"b'n-'."'-l'fﬂfl}f
is fallen iwto a great chronsligical imprapriety.

b Make remain is an old tway of [prabing which fignifics but the fume a3 remain,

2 Convenicnt
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Convenient numbers to make good the city,
Whiltk I, with thofe that have the {pirit, will hafte
Lo help Cominius,
Lar, Worthy fir, thou bleed'ft;
‘Thy exercife hath been too violent for
A {econd courfe of fight.
Mar. Sir, praife me not :
My work hath yet not warm’d me: fare you well.
The blood I drop is rather phyfical
Than dangerous. T’ Aufidius thus I will
Appear, and fight,
Lar. Now the fair goddefs; fortune,
Fall deep in love with thee; and her great charms
Mifguide thy oppofers’ fwords! bold gentleman !
Profperity be thy page |
Mar, Thy friend no lefs,
Than to thofe fhe placeth higheft| fo, farewel,
Lar. Thou worthielt Martius | —
Go, found thy trumpet in the market-place;  [#0 the Trumpe:.
Call thither all the officers o’th’ town,
Where they fhall know our miind. Away | [ Exeunt,

s CENE "IX.
The Roman Camp.

Enter Cominius retreating, with Soldiers.

ﬂ'ﬁm.BR EATHE you, my friends; well fought: we are come off
Like Romans, neither foolifh in our flands

Nor cowardly in retire: believe me, firs,

We {hall be charg’d again. Whiles we have ftruck,

By interims and conveying gufts we have heard

The charges of our friends. — Ye Ronzan gods,

Lead their fuccefles, as we wifh our own,

That both our powers, with fmiling fronts encount’ring,

May give you thankful facrifice | — Thy news ?

Enter
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Enter a Meffenger.

Mze/. The citizens of Corivli have iflued,
And given to Lartius and to Martius battle :
I faw our party to their trenches driven,
And then I came away.
Com. Though thou {peak’ft truth,
Methinks, thou fpcak’ﬂ: not well. How long is’t fince ?
Me/. Above an hour, my lord.
Com, *Tis not a mile: briefly we heard their drums.
How couldft thou in a mile confound an hour,
And bring the news {o late ?
Mef. Spies of the Folfcians
Held me in chafe, that I was forc’d to wheel
Three or four miles about; elfe had 1, fir,
Half an hour fince brought my report.

Enter Martius.

Com. Who's yonder,
That does appear as he were flea’'d? O gods !
He has the ftamp of Martius, 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's.

Mar., Come I too late !

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

Mar. O! let me clip ye
In arms as found as when' I woo’d ; in heart
As merry as when our nu ptial day was done,
And tapers burn'd to bedward.

Cosn. Flower of warriours,
How is't with Trtus Lartius €

Mar. Aswith a man bufied about decrees ;

Condemning
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Condemning {fome to death, and fome to exile,
Ranloming him, or pitying, threat’ning th’ other,
Holding Corioli in the name of Rome,
Even like a fawning greyhound in the leath,
To let him flip at will.

Core. Where is that {lave
Which told me they had beat you to your trenches ?
Where 1s he ? call him hither.

Mar. Let him alone,
He did inform the truth: but for our gentlemen,
The common file, (a plague on’t! tribunes for them !)
The moule ne’er thunn’d the cat, as they did budge
From rafcals worfe than they,

Corm. But how pl‘{:t‘ﬂilﬁ you ¢

Mar. Will the time ferve to tell ? I do not think —-
Where is the enemy ? are you lords o’th’ field ?
If not, why ceafe you till you are fo?

Com. Martius, we have at difadvantage fought,
And did retire to win our purpofe,

Mar. How lies their battle ? know you on what fide
They have plac’d their men of truft ?

Com. As 1 guels, Martius,
Their bands 1'ch'vaward are the Anriazes
Of their beft truft: o'er them Aufidiss,
Their very heart of hope.

Mar. 1 do beleech you,
By all the battles wherein we have fought,
By th’ blood w’ave fhed together, by the vows
W’ave made to endure friends, that you direétly
Set me again{t Aufidins, and his Antiaf’s :
And that you not delay the prefent, but,
Filling the air with fwords advanc’d, and darts,
We prove this very hour.

Com. Though I could wifh
You were condudted to a gentle bath,
And balms applied to you, yet dare I never

Dcn}f
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Deny your afking ; take your choice of thofe
That beft can aid your action.

Mar. Thofe are they '
That moft are willing: if any fuch be here,
(As it were fin to doubt) that love this painting
Wherein you fee me fmear’d ; if any fear
Lefs for his perfon than an ill report;
If any think brave death outweighs bad lite,
And that his country’s dearer than himfelf;
Let him, alone, (or many, if {fo minded)
Wave thus, t'exprefs his difpofition,
And follow Martius.

[2hey all fbout and wave their fwords, take bim up in their arms,

and caft up their caps.

O! me alone, make you a fword of me:
If thefe {hows be not outward, which of you
But is four #vlfcians? none of you but is
Able to bear againft the great Aufidius
A fhield as hard as his. A certain number
(Though thanks to all) muft I fele@: the reft
Shall 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.

Com. March on, my fellows:
Make good this oftentation, and you fhall
Divide in all with us. [Exeunz.

SCENE X
Corioli.

Titus Lartius Agving fet @ guard upon Corioli, going with drum
and trumpet toward Cominius and Caius Martius ; Eznter with
a Lieutenant other Soldiers and a Scout.

Lor,
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Lar {0, let the ports be guarded ; keep your duties
» As I have fet them down. If I do fend,

Defpatch thofe centuries to our aid ; the reft
Will ferve for a fhort holding: if we lofe
The field, we cannot keep the town.

Liew. Fear not
Qur care, fir.

Lar. Hence, and fhut your gates upon's. —
Our guider, come, to th’ Roman camp condu& us. [ Exeunt,

SCENZE X1
The Roman Camp.

Alarum asin battle. Enter Martius, and Aufidius, at feveral doors,

Mar. Y 'LL fight with none but thee, for I do hate thee
Worle than a promife-breaker.
Auf. 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 other’s flave,
And the gods doom him after!
Auf. It 1 fly, Martins, hollow me like a hare.
Mar. Within thefe three hours, Zu//us,
Alone I fought in your Corioli’ walls,
And made what work I pleas’d : ’tis not my blood,
Wherein thou fee’'ft me mafk'd; for thy revenge
Wrench up thy power to th’ higheft.
Arf. Wert thou the Heéfor,
That was the whip r__}F your bragg’d progeny,
Thou fhouldft not *fcape me here.
L bere they fighty and certain Volfcians come to the aid of Aufidius.
Martius fights till they be driven in breathlefs.
Officious and not valiant | you have fham’d me
In your condemned feconding. [ Exewnt Mar. and Auf. frabting.
Flowrifh,
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Flourifh. Alarum. A retreat is [ounded. Enter at one door
Cominius, with the Romans: az another deor Martius, with
his arm in a fcarf.

Cone. If 1 fhould tell thee o’er this thy day's work,
Thou'lt not believe thy deeds: but I'll report it,
Where {enators fhall mingle tears with {miles ;
Where great patricians fhall attend, and fhrug,
I'th’end admire; where ladies fhall be frighted,
And, gladly quak’d, hear more; where the dull tribunes,
That, with the fufty plebeians, hate thine honours,
Shall fay againft their hearts, #7 thank the gods,
Our Rome hath fuch a foldier!

Yet cam’ft thou to a morfel of this feaft,
Having fully din’d before.

Enter Titus Lartius wizh bis power from the purfuit.

Lar. O general,
Here is the {teed, we the caparifon !
Hadit thou beheld —

Mar. Pray now, no more: my mother,
Who has a charter to extol her blood,
When fhe does praife me, grieves me. 1have done
As you have done ; that’s what I can: induc’d
As you have alfo been ; that's for my country :
He that has but effected his good will
Hath overta’en mine act.

Com. You fhall not be
The grave of your deferving 5 Rome muft know
The value of her own: 'twere a concealment
Worfe than a theft, no lefs than a traducement,
To hide your doings ; and to filence that,
Which, to the fpire and top of praifes vouch’d,
Would {eem but modeft: therefore, I befeech you,
(In fign of what you are, not to reward
What you have done) before our army hear me.

Vou. V. 0 Mar.
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Mar. 1 have fome wounds upon me, and they fmart
To hear themfelves remember’d. )
Com, Should they not,
Well might they fefter ‘gainft ingratitude,
And tent themifelves with death. Of all the horfes,
Whereof we've ta’en good, and good flore, of all
The treafure in the ficld atchiv'd, and city,
We render you the tenth, to be ta’en forth,
Before the commeon diftribution,
At your own choice,
Mar. 1 thank you, general;
But cannot make my heart confent to take
A bribe, to pay my fword: I do'refufe it;
And ftand upon my commeon part with thofe
That have beheld the doing,
[A long flourifh. They all cry, Martius| Martius! caff wp their
caps and lances : ‘Cominius and Lartius fand bare.
Mar. May thefe fame inftruments, which you profane,
Never found more! When drums and trumpets {hall
I'th’field prove flatterers, let camps as cities
Be made of falfe-fac’d foothing! When fteel grows
Soft, as the parafite’s filk, let hymns be made
An overture for th’wars | No more, I fay;
For that I have not wafh’d my nofe that bled,
Or foil'd fome debile wretch, which without note
Here's many elfe have done;  you {hout me forth
In acclamations hyperbolical,
As if I lov’d my little fhould be dieted
In praifes fauc'd with lies.
Com. Too modeft are you ;
More cruel to your good report, than grateful
To us, that give 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,
Then reafon fately with you. — Therefore be it known,
As to us, to all the world, that Cains Martius
‘Wears
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Wears this war’s garland : in token of the which,
My noble fteed, known to the camp, I give him,
With all his trim belonging ; and, from this time,
For what he did before Corial, call him,
With all the applaufe and clamour of the hoft,
Caius Martius Coriolanus. — Bear th’ addition nobly ever |
[fourifb : trumpets found, and drums.
Osmnes. Caius Martius Coriolanus!
Mar. 1will go wath:
And when my face is fair, you fhall perceive
Whether I blufh, or no.. Howbeit, I thank you, —
I mean to ftride your fteed; and, at all times,
To undercreft your good addition,
To th’ fairnefs of my power.
Com. So, to our tent:
Where, ere we do repofe us, we will write
To Rome of our fuccels. — You, Titus Lartius,
Muft to Corioli back :’ fend us to Rome
The beft, with whom we may articulate,
For their own good, and ours.
Lar. T fhall, my lord.
Mar. The gods begin to mock me: I, that but now
Refus’d moft princely gifts, am bound to beg
Of my lord general.
Com. Take’t; 'tis yours: what is't ?
Mar. 1 fometime lay here in Coriok,
And at a poor man’s houfe; he us'd me kindly :
He cry'd to me ; I faw him prifoner ;
But then Aufidius was within my view,
And wrath o’erwhelm’d my pity : I requeft you
To give my poor hoft freedom,
Com. O, well begg’d !
Were he the butcher of my fon, he fhould
Be free as is the wind : — deliver him, Zizws.
Lar. Martius, his name ?

Mar, By Fupiter, forgot : ¢
02 I'm
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I'm weary ; yea, my memory is tir'd : —
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. [ Exeunt.

A

SCENE AIL
The Camp of the Vollci.
A flourifh. Cornets. Enter Tullus Aufidius bloody, with two

or three Soldiers.

Auf. HE town is ta'en.
Sol. "Twill be deliver'd back on good condition,

Auf. Condition |
I would I were a Roman, for I cannot,
Being a #olfcian, be that I am. Condition |
What good condition can-a treaty find
I'th’ part that is at mercy ? — Five times, Martius,
I have fought with thee; fo often haft thou beat me:
And wouldft do {o, I think, fhould we encounter
As often as we eat, — By th’ elements,
If ¢er again I meet him beard to beard,
He’s mine, or I am his: mine emulation
Hath not that honour in’t it had ; for where
I thought to cruth him in an equal force,
True fword to fword, I'll potch at him fome way ;
Or wrath, or craft may get him.

Sol. He's the devil.

Auf. Bolder, though not fo fubtle : my valour (poifon’d
With only {uffering ftain by him) for him
Shall fly out of itfelf: not {leep, nor fanétuary,
Jeing naked, fick, nor fane, nor capitol,
The prayers of priefts, nor times of facrifice,
Embankments all of fury, fhall lift up

Their
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Their rotten privilege and cuftom ’gainft

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

Wath my fierce hand in’s heart. Go you to th’ city ;
Learn how ’tis held ; and what they are that muft
Be hoftages for Rome.

Sol. Will not you go ?

Auf. T am attended at the cyprefs grove. T pray you,
(*Tis fouth the city mills) bring me word thither
How the world goes, that to the pace of it
I may {pur on my journey.

Sol. 1 thall, fir. [ Exeunt.

ALT IL. . SCENE I

Rome.
Enter Menenius wizh Sicinius @nd Brutus.

MENENIUS.

HE augur tells me, we fhall have news to-night.
Bru. Good or bad ?

Men. Not according to the prayer of the people, for they love
not Martius.

Sic. Nature teaches beafts to know their friends.

Men. Pray you, whom does the wolf love ?

Sic., The lamb.

Men. Ay, todevour him; as the hungry plebeians would the
noble Martius.

Bruz. He's a lamb, indeed, that baes like 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 afk you.

Both. Well, fir,

Men.
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Men. In what enormity is Martius poor, that you two have
not in abundance ?

Bruz. He's poor in no one fault, but ftor'd with all.

Sic. Elpecially, in pride.

Brz. And topping all others in boaft.

Men. This is ftrange now! do you two know how you are
cenfur'd here in the city, I mean of us o’th’right hand file, do
you ?

Bru. Why, how are we cenfur'd ? -

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

Both. Well, well, fir, well.

Men. Why, ’tis no great matter; for a very little thief of
occafion will rob you of a great deal of patience: give your
difpofitions the reins, and be angry at your pleafures; at the
leaft, if you take it as a pleafure to you in being fo. You blame
Martius for being proud?

Brz, We do it not alene, fir.

Men. 1know, you can do very littlealone ; for your helps are
many, or elfe your a&ions would grow wondrous fingle: your
abilities are too infant-like, for doing much alone. You talk of
pride: o, that you could turn your eyes towards the napes of
your necks, and make but an interiour furvey of your good felves!
o, that you could !

Bru, What then, fir?

Men. Why, then you fhould difcover a brace of as unmeriting,
proud, violent, tefty magiftrates, alias fools, as any in Rome.

Sic. Menenius, you are known well enough too.

Men. I am known to be a humorous patrician, and one that
loves a cup of hot wine with not a drop of allaying Ziber in’t:
faid to be fomething imperfe&, in favouring the firft complaint ;
hafty and tinder-like, upon too trivial motion : one that converfes
more with the buttock of the night, than with the forehead of the
morning. What I think I utter, and {fpend my malice in my
breath. Meeting two fuch weal’s-men as you are (I cannot call
you Lycurguffes) if the drink you give me touch my palate
adverfly, I make a crooked face atit. I can’t fay, your worfhips

have




CORIOLANDUS, 11X

have deliver’d the matter well, when I find the afs in compound
with the major part of your {yllables; and though I muft be content
to bear with thofe that fay, you are reverend grave men, yet they
lie deadly that tell you, you have good faces: if you fee this in
the map of my microcofm, follows it that I am known well enough
too? what harm can your biffon confpetuities glean out of this
charaéter, if I be known well enough too ?

Bru. Come, fir, come, we know you well enough.

Men. You know neither me, yourfelves, nor any thing. You
are ambitious for poor knaves’caps and legs : you wear out a good
wholefome forenoon, 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 hearing a matter
between party and party, if you chance to be pinch’d with the
cholick, you make faces like mummers, fet up the bloody flag
againtt all patience, and in roaring for a chamber-pot, difmils
the controverfy bleeding, the more entangl’d by your hearing:
all the peace you make in their caufe, is, calling both the parties
knaves. You are a pair of ftrange ones.

Bru. Come, come, you are well underftood to be a perfecter
gyber for the table, than a neceflary bencher in the capitol.

Men. Our very priefts muft become mockers, if they {fhall
encounter fuch ridiculous fubjeéts as you are. When you {peak beft
unto the purpofe, it is not worth the wagging of your beards; and
your beards deferve not fo honourable a graveas to ftuff a botcher’s
cufhion, or to be entomb’d in an afs’s pack-faddle. Yet you
muft be faying, Martius is proud ; who, in a cheap eftimation, is
worth all your predecefiors fince Dewcalion ; though,peradventure,
{fome of the beft of them were hereditary hangmen. Good €'en
to your worfhips: more of your converfation would infect my
brain, being the herdfmen of the beaftly plebeians. I will be
bold to take my leave of you. [ Exeunt Brutus and Sicinius.

SCENE
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SCENE IIL

Lauter Volumnia, Virgilia, and Valeria.

How now, my as fair as noble ladies, and the moon, were {he
earthly, no nobler; whither do you follow your eyes fo faft ?

¥’ol. Honourable Menenius, m y boy Martius approaches: for
the love of Funo, let’s go.

Men, Hal Martius com ing home ?

¥ ol. Ay,worthy Menenius ; and with moft profperous approbation,

Men. Take my cap, Fupiter, and I thank thee: hoo, Martius
coming home !

Bozh. Nay, ’tis true.

¥ol. Look, here’s a letter from him; the flate hath another,
his wife another, and, I think, there’s one at home for you,

Men. 1will make my very houfe reel to-night: a letter for me!

Fir. Yes, certain, there’s a letter for you; I faw',

Men, A letter for mel it gives me an eftate of feven years’
health ; in which time I will make a lip at the phyfician: the
moft {overeign prefcription in Galen is but empirick, and, to
this prefervative, of no better report than a horfe-drench. Ishe
not wounded ? he was wont to come home wounded.

#ir. O no, no, no.

Fol. O, he is wounded, I thank the gods for't,

Men. So do I too, if he be not too much : brings he a vi&ory
in his pocket, the wounds become him.

#ol- On’s brows, Menenius; he comes the third time home
with the oaken garland.’

Men. Hath he difciplin’d Aufidius foundly ?

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

Men. And’twas time for him too, I'll warrant him that : if
he had ftay’d by him, I would not have been fo fidius'd for all
the chefts in Corioli, and the gold that’s in them. Is the fenate
poflefs’d of this ?

[* The Corona civica war given fs any foldier who faved the Kfe of 2 Roman citizen in an EnEar et
and war recton’d more banograble tiaw any ather crown, thourh comdaied o F g betver maigrials than oaken
4 ¥ -] e

boughs. Dr. Grey. ]

Fol,
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Vol. Good ladies, let’s go. ~— Yes, yes, yes: the fenate has
letters from the general, wherein he gives my {on the whole name
of the war: he hath in this action outdone his former deeds
doubly.

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

Men. Wondrous! ay, I warrant you, and not without his
true purchafing.

¥ir. The gods grant them true!

Vol. True? pow waw,

Men. True ? T'll be fworn they are true. — Where s he
wounded ? God fave their good worfhips*! Martius is coming
home ; he has more caufe to be proud: — where is he wounded ?

Val. I'th’ fhoulder, and i’th’ left arm: there will be large
cicatrices to fhow the people, when he fhall ftand for his place.
He receiv’d in the repulfe of Targuin feven hurts i’th’ body.

Men. One i’th’ neck, and one too i'th’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 an enemy’s grave.
Hark, the trumpets. (@ fhout and flourifb,

Fol. Thele are th’ uthers of Martius; before him
He carries noife; behind him he leaves tears :

Death, that dark {pirit, in’s nervy arm doth lie,
Which being advanc’d declines, and then men die.

SCENE I

Triein pets found., Enter Cominius the General and Titus Lartius
between them Coriolanus, crown d with an vaken garland, with
Captains and Soldiers, and a Herald.

Her'. Know, Rome, that all alone Marzins did fight
Within Corioli’ gates, where he hath won,
With fame, a name to Cains Martius.
Welcome to Rome, renown'd Coriolanics ! [ fornd.  flourifb.

L Mok the Thibinis,

Vou. V., Al
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All. Welcome to Rode, renown’d Coriolases !

Cor. No more of this, it does offend my heart;
Pray now, no more.

Com. Look, fir, your mother.

Cor. 'O,

You have, I know, petition’d a1l the gods

For my profperity, [&retls.
#ol. Nay, my foldier, up:

My gentle Martius, my worthy Carus,

By ‘deed-atchieved honour newly nam’d,

What is it, Coriolanus, muft T'call ‘thee ?

But, ‘o, thy wife —

Cor. My gracious filence, hail |
Wouldft thou Have laugh'd, had I-come coffin’d home,
That weep’ft to fee me triumph ? ah, my dear,

Such eyes the widows in Coriodi wear,
And mothers that lack fons.

Men, Now the gods crown 'thee |

Cor. And live you yet ?— O, 'my fiveet lady, parden, [# Val,

7ol. 1T know not where 'to turn. — 0, welcome home j —
And welcome, general | — y’are welcome all.

Men. A hundred thoufand welcomes: I could weep,
And I could laugh; T'm light and heavy: welcome !
A curfe begin at very root on’s heart
That is not glad to fee thee! You ‘are three
That Rome fhould dote on: yet, by the faith of men,
We've fome old crab-trees here at home, that will not
Be grafted to your relith. Welcome, warriours |
We call a nettle, but a nettle; and
The faults of fools, but folly.

Coz. Ever right.

Cor. Menenius, ever, ever.

Her. Give way there, and go'on.

Cor. Your hand, and youts.

Ere in our ewn houfe I do fhade my head
The good patricians muft be vifited 5

From
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From whom I have receiv'd not only greetings,
But with them, charge of honour.
Vol. 1 have lived,
To fee inherited my very withes,
And buildings of my fancy; only one thing
Is wanting, which I doubt not but our Rome
Will caft upon thee.
Cor. Know, good mother, I
Had rather be their fervant in my way,
Than fway with them in theirs,
Com. On, to the capitol. [fowrifb. cornets,

[Exeunt in flate, as before,

SCENE IV.
Enter Brutus, and Sicinius.

Bru. LL tongues {peak of him, and the bleared fights
Are {pectacled to fee him: your pratling nurfe
Into a rapture let’s her baby cry,
While fhe chats him : the kitchin maukin pins
Her richeft lockram *bout her reechy neck,
Clamb’ring the walls to eye him: ftalls, bulks, windows,
Are {mother’d up, leads fll'd, and ridges hors'd
With variable complexions; all agreeing
In earneftnefs to fee him: feld-thown flamens
Do prefs among the popular throngs, and puft
To win a vulgar ftation: our veil'd dames
Commit the war of white and damafk in
Their nicely gawded cheeks, to th’ wanton {poil
Of Phabus’ burning kiffes: fuch a pother,
As if that whatfoever god who Jeads him,
Were {lily crept into his human powers,
And gave him graceful pofture.
Sic. On the fudden,
I warrant him conful.
P2 Bru.
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Bru. Then our office may,
During his power, go {leep.

Sic. He cannot temp’rately tranfport his honours
From where he fhould begin, and end; but will
Lofe thofe he’ath won.

Bru. In that there's comfort,

Sic. Doubt not
The commoners, for whom we ftand, 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 is proud to do't.

Bru, 1 heard him f{wear,

Were he to ftand for conful, never would he
Appear i'th’market-place, nor on him put
The naplefs vefture of humility ;

Nor ﬂmwing, as the manner is, his wounds
To th’ people, beg their ftinking breaths.

Sic. "Tis right.

Bru, It was his word : o, he would mifs it, rather
Than carry it, but by the fuit o’th’ gentry,

And the defire o’th’ nobles.

S7c. 1 with no better,

Than have him hold that purpofe, and to put it
In execution.

Bru, *Tis moft like, he will.

Sic. It fhall be to him then, as our good wills;
A {ure deftruction.

Bru, So it muft fall out
To him, or our authorities. For our end,

We muft fuggeft the people, in what hatred

He ftill hath held them ; that, to’s power, he would
Have made them mules, filenc’d their pleaders, and
Difproperty’d their freedoms: holding them,

In human aétion and capacity,

Of no more {oul nor fitnefs for the world,

Than
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Than camels in the war, who have their provender
Only for bearing burdens, and fore blows
For finking under them.

Sic. This, as you fay, fuggefted
At fome time when his foaring infolence
Shall touch the people, (which time fhall not want,
If he be put upon’t, and that’s as ealy,
As to fet dogs on theep) will be the fire
To kindle their dry ftubble; and their blaze
Shall darken him for ever.

Enter a Meffenger.

Brzz. What's the matter ?

Mef. You're fent for to the capitol ; "tis thought,
That Martius thall be conful : I have feen
The dumb men throng to fee him, and the blind
To hear him fpeak ; the matrons flung their gloves,
Ladies and maids their fcarfs and handkerchiefs,
Upon him as he pafs'd ; the nobles bended
As to Fove's ftatue and the commons made
A fhower and thunder with their caps and fhouts:
I never faw the like.

Bru. Let’s to the capitol,
And carry with us ears and eyes for th’ time,
But hearts for the event.

Sic. Have with you. [ Exeunt.

SCENE V.
The Capitol.
Enter two Officers, to lay cufbions.

1 Of. CUME, come, they are almoft here: how many ftand

for confulfhips ?
2 Off. Three, they fay: but’tis thought of every one, Coriolanes

will carry it. :
1 Of.
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1 Of. That’s a brave fellow ; but he’s vengeance proud, and
loves not the common people.

2 Off. 'Faith, there have been many great men that have
flatter’d the people, who ne'er lov'd them; and there be many
that they have loved they know not wherefore: {o that, if they
love they know not why, they hate upon no better a ground,
Therefore, for Corislanus neither to care whether they love, or
hate him, manifefts the true knowledge he hasin their difpofition;
and, out of his noble carelefinefs, he let’s them plainly fee't.

1 Off. If he did not care whether he had their love or no, he
waved indifferently "twixt doing them neither good, nor harm :
but he feeks their hate with greater devotion than they can render
it him; and leaves nothing undone, that may fully difcover him
their oppofite. Now, to feem to affe@ the malice and difpleafure
of the people, is as bad as that which he diflikes, to flatter them
for their love.

2 Off. He hath deferved worthily of his country: and his afcent
is not by fuch ealy degrees as theirs who have been {fupple and
courteous to the people bonneted, without any further deed to
heave them at all into their eftimation and report: but he hath {6
planted his honours in their eyes, and his a&ions in their hearts,
that for their tongues to be filent, and not confefs fo much, were
a kind of ingrateful injury; to report otherwife, .were a maliee,
that, giving itfelf the lie, would pluck reproof and rebuke from
ev'ry ear that heard it.

1 Off. No more of him; he is a worthy man: make way, they
are coming.

56 ENE- “VI.
Eanter the Patricians, and the Tribunes of the People, Liflors before

themn 3 Coriolanus, Menenius, Cominius #he Conful : Sicinius
and Brutus zake their places by themfelves.

Men. Having determin’d of the 7 olfeians, and
To fend for Titus Lartius, it remains,
As the main point of this our after-meeting,

To
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To gratify his noble fervice, that
Hath thus ftood for his country. Therefore, pleafe you,
Moft reverend and grave elders, to defire
The prefent conful, and laft general
In our well-found fuccefles, to report
A little of that worthy work perform’d
By Caius Martius Coriolanus 3 whom
We meet here, baoth to thank, and to remember
With honours like himfelf.
1 Sen. Speak, good Cominius :
Leave nothing out for length ; and make us think
Rather our ftate’s defeétive for requital,
Than that we ftretch it out, — Mafters o’'th’ people,
We do requeft your kindeft ear: and, after,
Your loving motion toward the common body,
To yield to what paffes here.
Sic. We are convented
Upon a pleafing treaty, and have hearts
Inclinable to honour and advance
The theme of our aflembly.
Brsw. Which the rather
We {hall be bleft to do, if he remember
A kinder value of the people, than
He hath hitherto priz’d them at.
Men. That's off, that’s off;
I would you rather had been filent: pleafe you
To hear Cominius {peak ?
Bru. Moft willingly=
But yet my caution was more pertinent
Than the rebuke you give.
Men. He loves your people;
But tie him not to be their bedfellow. —
Worthy Cominius, fpeak.— [Coriolanusrifes ana offers 1o go.atway.
Nay, keep your place.
1 Sen. Sit, Coriolanus; never fhame to hear

What you have nobly done.
. Cor.
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Cor. Your honour’s pardon :
I had rather have my wounds to heal again,
Than hear fay how I got them.
Bru. Sir, I hope,
My words difbench’d you not.
Cor. No, fir; yet oft,
When blows have made me ftay, I fled from words.
You {ooth not, therefore hurt not : but your people,
I love them as they weigh.
Men. Pray now, fit down.
Cor. 1 had rather have one fcratch my head i'th’ fun,
When the alarum were ftruck, than idly fit
To hear my nothings monfter’d. [ Exit Coriolanus.
Men. Mafters of the people,
Your multiplying fpawn how can he flatter,
That’s thoufand to one good one, when you fee
He had rather venture all his limbs for honour,
Than one of’s ears to hear’t ? — Proceed, Cominius.
Com. I fhall lack voice: the deeds of Coriolanus
Should not be utter’d feebly. — It is held,
That valour is the chiefeft virtue, and
Molt dignifies the haver: if it be, |
The man I {peak of cannot in the world
Be fingly counterpois’d. At fixteen years,
When Zarguin made a head for Rome, he fought
Beyond the mark of others: our then diétator,
Whom with all praife I point at, faw him fight,
When with his Amazonian chin he drove
The briftled lips before him: he beftrid
An o'erprefs’d Roman, and i’th’conful’s view
Slew three oppofers : Targuin’s {elf he met,
And ftruck him on his knee: in that day’s feats,
When he might a& the woman in the {feene,
He prov’d beft man i'th’field; and for his meed
Was brow-bound with the oak. His pupil-age
Man-enter'd thus, he waxed like a fea;

And,
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And in the brunt of feventeen battles fince,
He lurch’d all fwords o'th’garland. For this laft,
Before, and in Corioli, let me fa
I cannot {peak him home: h¢ ftop’d the fliers,
And by his rare example made the coward
Turn terrour into {port, As waves before
A veflel under fail, fo men obey'd,
And fell below his ftern: his fivord (death’s ftamp)
Where it did mark, it took from face to foot :
He was a thing of blood, whofe every motion
Was tim’d with dying cries: alone he enter’d.
The gate o’th’city, which he mortal painted
With fhunlefs deftiny; aidlefs came off,
And with a fudden reenforcement ﬁruck
Corioliy like a planet. Nor's this all :
For I:y and by the din of war gm pierce
His ready {enfe; when ftraight his doubled fpirit
RLEIL]ILnL[l d what in flefh was fatigate,
And to the battle came he; where he did
Run reeking o’er the lives of men, as if
‘Twere a perpetual {poil: and, till we call'd
Both field and city ours, he never ftood
To eafe his breaft with panting,

Men. Worthy man !

1 Sen. He cannot but with meafure fill the honours
Which we devife him.

Cos. All our fpoils he kick’d at;
And look’d upon lhmﬂrq precious, as they were
The common muck o =_]1 world : he covets lefs
Than mifery itfelf would give; rew ards
His deeds with doing them, and is content
To [pend his time to end it.

Men. He's right noble §
Let him be called for.

Sen. Call Coriolanus.

Off. He doth appear.

VoL V Q. Reenter.
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Reenter Coriolanus.

Mesn. The {enate, Coriolanus, are well pleas’d
To make thee conful.
Cor. I do owe them ftill
My life and fervices.
Men, It then remains
That you do fpeak to th” people.
Cor. 1 befeech yotr,
Let me o'erleap that cuftom; for I cannot
Put on the gown; ftand naked, and entreat them,
For my wounds’ fake, to give their fuftrages :
Pleafe you, that I may overpals this doing.
oic. Sir, but the people too muft have their voices ;
Nor will they bate one jot of ceremony.
Men. Put them not to't: pray, fit you to the cuftom,
And take t'ye, as your predeceflors have,
Your honour with the form.
Cor. It is a part
That I fhall blufh in acing;, and might well
Be taken from the people.
Bru, Mark you that ?
Cor. To brag unto them, thus I did, and thus;
Show them th’ unaking fcars, which I would hide,
As if I had receiv’'d them for the hire
Of their breath only. .
Men. Do not ftand upon’t. —
We recommend t'ye, tribunes of the people,
Our purpofe, and to them: to our noble conful
Wiilh we all joy and honour.
Sen, To Coriolanas come all joy and honour !
[ fourifls cornets. then Exeunt.

Manent Sicinius and Brutus.

Bru., You {ee how he intends to ufe the people,
Sic. May they perceive’s intent! he will require them,

As
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As if he did contemn what he requefted
Should be in them to give.
Bru. Come, we'll inform them
Of our proceedings here: on th’ market-place
I know they do attend us. [ Exeun:.

SCENE VII
The Forum.
Enter feven or eight Citizens.

1 Cit. NCE!, if he do require our veices, we ought not te
deny him.

2 Cit, We may, fir, if we will.

3 Cit. We have power in ourfelves to do it, but it is a power
that we have no power to do; for, if he fhow us his wounds, and
tell us his deeds, we are to put our tongues into thofe wounds,
and fpeak for them: fo, if he tells us his noble deeds, we muft
alfo tell him of our noble acceptance of them, Ingratitude is
monftrous: and for the multitude to be ingrateful, were to make
a monfter of the multitude; of the which we being members,
fhould bring ourfelves to be monftrous members.

1 Ciz. And to make us no better thought of, a little help will
ferve: for once, when we ftood up about the corn, he himfelf
ftuck not to call us the many-headed monfter.

3 Cit. 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 ifiue out of our fculls, they would fly eaft, welt,
north, fouth; and their confent of ene direct way would be at
once to all points o’th’ compafs.

2 Giz. Think you fo? which way do you judge my wit would
fly ?

3 Ciz, Nay, your wit will not {o foon out as another man’s

* Once bere means the fame as when we oy once for all.

Q2 will,
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will, ’tis ftrongly wedg'd up in a blockhead: but if it were at
liberty, ‘twould, fure, fouthward.

2 Ciz. Why that way ?

3 Ciz. To lofe itfelf in a fog; where being three parts melted
away with rotten dews, the fourth would return for confcience
{ake, to help to get thee a wife,

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

3 Cit. Are you all refolved to give your voices ? but that’s no
matter, the greater part carries it : [1&}', if he would incline to
the people, there was never a worthier man.

Enter Coriolanus i @ gown, with Menenius,

Here he comes, and in the gown of humility ; mark his
behaviour: we are not to ﬂ;l}- all mf-.[“"h“"? but T_(]IECII'I]E: 1_1}r him
where he ftands, b}' one s, ]31}' two’s, and h}' three's. He's to make
his requefts by particulars ; wherein every one of us has a fingle
honour, in giving him our own voices with our own tongues:
therefore follow me, and I'll direct you how you fhall go by him.
All. Content, content.
Men, O, fir, you are not right ; have you not known
The worthieft men have done’t ?
Cor. What muft I fay? —
I pray, fir, —vlﬂague upon't! I canhot bring
My tongue to {uch a pace. — Look, fir, —my wounds —
I got them in my country’s fervice, when
Some certain of your brethren roar’d, and ran
From noife of our own drums.
Men. O me, the gods !
¢ n bk [
You muft not {peak of that, you muft defire them
To think upon you.
Cer. Think upon me? hang ‘em!
I would they would forget me, like the advices
Which our diviaes lofe on "em.
Men. You'll mar all.
I'll leave you: pray you, {peak to’em, I pray you,
In wholclome manner. [ Exit.

Tave
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Two Citizens approach.

Cor. Bid them wath their faces,
And keep their teeth clean. — So, here comes a brace : —
You know the caufe, firs, of my ftanding here.

i Cit. We do, fir; tell us what hath brought you to’t.

Cor. Mine own defert.

2 Cit. Your own defert ?

Cor. Ay, not mine own defire.

1 Cit. How ! not your own defire ?

Cor. No, fir; ’twas never my defire yet
To trouble the poor with begging.

1 Cit. You muft think,
If we give you any thing, we hope to gain by you.

Cor. Well then ; I pray, your price o’th’confulfhip ?

1 Cit. The price is, to afk it kindly.

Cor. Kindly, fir,
I pray let me ha’t: I have wounds to fhow you,
Which fhall be yours in private, — Your good voice, fir;
What fay you ?

2 Cit. You fhall ha’t, worthy fir.

Cor. A match, fir; there’s in all two worthy voices begg'd: —
I have your alms; adieu.

1 Cir. But this is fomething odd.

» Cit. An twere to give again, — but’tisno matter. [Excunt.

Tawo other Citizens.

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

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

Cor. Your znigma !

1 Ciz. You have been a fcourge to her enemies, you have been
a rod to her friends; you have not, indeed, loved the common
people.

Cor.




126 CORIOLANUS

Cor. You thould account me the more virtuous, that I have
not been common in my love: but I will, fir, flatter my fworn
brother, the people, to earn a dearer eftimation of them; for ’tis
a condition they account gentle : and fince the wifdom of their
choice is rather to have my cap than my heart, I will pra¢tife
the infinuating nod, and be off to them moft counterfeitly; that
is, fir, I will counterfeit the bewitchment of fome popular man,
and give it bountifully to the defirers: therefore, ‘befeech you I
may be conful.

3 Ciz. We hope to find you our friend : and therefore give
you our voices heartily,

1 Cit. You have received many wounds for your country.

Cor. I will not feal your knowledge with fhowing them. I
will make much of your voices, and fo trouble you no further.

Both. The gods give you joy, fir, heartily | [ Exegnt.

Cor. Moit {weet voices!

Better it is to die, better to ftarve,
Than crave the hire, which firft we do deferve.”

Three Citizens more.

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: battles thrice fix
I've feen, and heard of; for your voices, have
Done many things, fome lefs, fome more : your voices :
Indeed, I would be conful.
1 Ciz. He has done nobly, and cannot go without any honpeft
man’s voice.

----- we do deferve.

Why in this welfifh Fown fhould T fand here,
To beg of Hab and Dick, that do appear,

Their diefs vaucher 7 ¢y o calls me to't:
What cultom wills in 2l things, (hould we do't ?
The dult on antique time would lie unfwept,
And mountainaus errour be too highly he apid,
For truth to o'erpesr.  Rather than foal it [,

Let the high office and the honour po,

‘"o one that would dothus. I am ':-.:i|r'[|:LTU'-3E:"Z-

The one part fuffer’'d, the other will I da.

Three citizens Ke. 2 Gy,
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» Ciz. Therefore let him be conful: the gods give him joy,
and make him a good friend to the people !

All. Amen, amen, —God fave thee, noble confull [ Execunt.

Cor. Worthy voices!

Enter Meneriius, twith Brutus and Sicinius.

Men. You've ftood your limitation ; and the tribunes
Bndue you with the people’s voice. Remains,
That, in th'official marks invefted, you
Anon do meet the fenate.
Cor. Is this done?
Sic. The cuftom of requeft you have difcharg'd :
The people do admit you, and are fummon’d
To meet anon upon your approbation.
Cor. Where P at the fenate-houfe ?
Sic. There, Coriolasnus.
Cor. May 1 then change thefe garments P
Sic. Sir, you may.
Cor. That I'll firaight do: and knowing myfelf again,
Repair to th’ fenate-houle:
Men. T'll keep you company. — Will you along ?
Bru. We ftay here for the people.
S7c. Fare you well. [ Exeunt Coriol. and Men.

SCENE" VIIL

He has it now ; and by his looks, methinks,
Tis warm at’s heart.
Bru. With a proud heart he wore

His humble weeds: will you difmifs the people?

Reenter Citizens.

Sic. How now, my mafters, have you chofe this man ?

1 Git. He has our voices, fir,
Bru. We pray the gods, he may deferve your loves.
2 Ciz, Amen, fir: to my poor unworthy notice,

He
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He mock’d us, when he begg’d our voices.
3 Git. Certainly, he flouted us downright.
1 Ciz. No, 'tis his kind of fpeech, he did not mock us.
2 Ciz. Not one amongft us, fave yourfelf, but {ays,
He us’d us fcornfully : he fhould have thow’d us
His marks of merit, wounds receiv'd for’s country.
Sic. Why fo he did, I am fure.
A, No, no man faw’em.
3 Cit. He {aid, he'd wounds, which he could fhow in private:
And with his cap, thus waving it in {corn,
I would be conful, fays he: aged cuftom,
But by your wvoices, will not fo permit me ;
Your woices therefore : when we granted that,
Here was — I thatk you for your woices — thank yor —

Your moff fweet voices : — now you bave left your vaices,
I bhave :-';m‘fl.-"ﬁ,g‘r furtber Tc!,-"..fa'lr:l_;-'.:.';.r.. — Wa'n't this mockery ?

Sic. Why, either were you impotent to fec't,
Or, feeing it, of fuch childifh friendlinefs,
To yield your yoices ?
Bru, Could you not have told him,
As you were leflon’d ! when he had no power,
| But was a petty {ervant to the ftate,
i 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 fvay o’th’ ftate,
If he {hould ftill malignantly remain
Faft foe to the plebeians, your voices might
Be curfes to yourfelves. You fhould have faid,
That, as his worthy deeds did claim no lefs
Than what he ftood for; fo his gracious nature
Would think upon you for your voices, and
Tranflate his malice tow’rds you into love,
Standing your friendly lord.
Ehbdh Sie. Thus to have faid,
' As you were fore-advis'd, had touch’d his {pirit,

F—

And
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And try’d his inclination ; from him pluck’d

Either his gracious promife, which you might,

As caufe had call’d you up, have held him to;

Or elfe it would have gall’d his {urly nature,

Which eafily endures not article,

Tying him to aught; fo putting him to rage,

You fhould have ta'en th’ advantage of his choler,

And pafs’d him uneleéted.

Bru. Did you perceive,

He did folicit you in free contempt,

When he did need your loves; and do you think

That his contempt fhall not be bruifing to you,

When he hath power to cruth? why had your bodies

No heart among you? or had you tongues, to cry

Againft the rectorfhip' of judgment?

Sic. Have you

Ere now deny’d the afker; and now again,

On him that did not afk, but mock, beftow'd

Your {u’d-for tongues ¢
3 Cit. He's not confirm’d, we may

Deny him yet.

2 Cit. Ay, and we will deny him:

I'll have five hundred voices of that found. :
1 Cit. Ay, twice five hundred, and their friends to piece "em,
Bru. Get you hence inftantly, and tell thofe friends,

They’ve chofe a conful that will from them take

Their liberties, make them of no more voice

Than 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 election:

Enforce his pride, and his old hate to you:

Befides, forget not,

With what contempt he wore the humble weed,

How in his fuit he {corn’d you: but your loves

Thinking upon his fervices, took from you

Yor. V. R The
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The apprehenfion of his prefent portance,
Which gibingly, ungravely, he did fafhion
After th’ inveterate hate he bears to you.

Bru. Nay, lay a fault on us, your tribunes, that
We labour’'d, no impediment between,
But that you muft caft your eleion on him.

8%c. Say, you chofe him more after our commandment,
Than guided by your own affetions :
And that your minds, pre-occupied with what
You rather muft do than with what you fhould do,
Made you againft the grain to voice him conful.
Lay the fault on us.

Bru. Ay, {pare us not: fay, we read lectures to you,
How youngly he began to ferve his country,
How long continued, and what ftock he {prings of]
The noble houfe of Martius ; from whence came
That Ancus Martius, Numa's daughter’s {on,
Who, after great Hoffilius, here was king :
Of the fame houfe Publius and Quintus were,
That our beft water brought by conduits hither.
And Cenforinus, darling of the people,
(And nobly nam’d fo for twice being cenfor)
Was his great anceftor.

S7c. One thus defcended,
That had befide well in his perfon wrought,
To be fet high in place, we did commend
To your remembrances; but you have found,
Scaling his prefent bearing with his paft,
That he’s your fixed enemy, and revoke
Your {udden approbation.

Brx. Say, you ne'er had done't,
(Harp on that ftill) but by our putting on;

* Plutarch im bis seconnt af the Martian famsly enmmerates the Several great men whe bad JErung - fram
ity in which liff fland Publivs Martius and Quintus Martius and Cenlforinus ; whe, theugh they fved
befere Plutarch, came after Coriolanus, . Shakelpear therefore by copying Plutarch tss elofely and haflily
hath falien into this inadvertence of making @ cotemporary with Coriolanus memtion the men who fived

g ra:lu".‘..' b,
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And prefently, when you have drawn your number,

Repair to th’ capitol.
Al We will: almoft all

Repent in their election. [ Exeunt Citizens.
Bru. Let’em go on;

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 ftream o’th’ people:

And this fhall feem, as partly 'tis, their own,

Which we have goaded onward. [ Exeunt,

ﬁﬁ%ﬂ%ﬁﬂﬁm{ﬁww

ACT III. SCENE L

Rome.

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

CORIOLANDU S.

ULLUS Aufidius then had made new head ?
Lar. He had, my lord ; and that it was, which caus'd

Our fwifter compofition.

Cor. So then the Polfcians ftand but as at firft,
Ready, when time fhall prompt them, to make inroad
Upon’s again,

Com. They're worn, lord conful, {o,
That we fhall hardly in our ages {ee
Their banners wave again.

Com. Saw you Aufidius ?

Lar. On {afeguard he came to me, and did curle
R 2 Againft
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Againft the Polfcians, for they had fo vilely
Yiclded the town ; he is retir'd to Awutium.

Cor. Spoke he of me ¢

Lar. He did, my lord.

Cor. How ? what? —

Lar. How often he had met you fword to fword :
That, of all things upon the earth, he hated
Your perfon moft: that he would pawn his fortunes
To hopelefs reftitution, fo he might
Be call’'d your vanquifher.

Cor. At Antium lives he ?

Lar. At Autium.

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

Enter Sicinius, and Brutus.

Behold! thefe are the tribunes of the people,
The tongues o’th’common mouth: I do defpife them,
For they do prank them in authority
Againft all noble fufferance.
Sie. Pafs no further.
Cor. Hahl what is that | —
Bru. It will be dangerous to go on: no further.
Cor. What makes this change ?
Mesn, The matter ?
Com. Hath he not pafs’d the nobles and the commons ?
Bru., Cominius, no.
Cor. Have I had children’s voices ?
Sen. Tribunes, give way ; he fhall to th’ market-place.
Bru, The people are incens’d againft him.
§ic. Stop,
Or all will fall in broil.
Cor. Are thefe your herd?
Muft thefe have voices, that can yield them now,
And ftraight difclaim their tongues? What are your offices ?
You being their mouths, why rule you not their teeth?

Have
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Have you not {et them on 7

Men. Be calm, be calm.

Csr. It is a purpos'd thing, and grows by plot,
To curb the will of the nobility:
. Suffer’t, and live with fuch as cannot rule,
Nor ever will be rul’d.

Bru. Gall’'t not a plot:
The people cry, you mock’d them; and, of late,
When corn was given them gratis, you repin’d,
Scandal’d the fuppliants for the people, call’d them
Time-plealers, H:Lttcrers, foes to noblenefs.

Cor. Why, this was known before.

Bru. Not to them all.

Cor. Have you inform’d them fince ?

Bruz. How! 1 inform them !

Cor. Yes, you are like enough to do fuch bufinefs.

Bru. Not unlike, either-way, to better you.

Cor. Why then fhould I be conful ? by yond clouds,
Let me deferve fo ill as you, and make me
Your fellow tribune.

Sie. You fhow too much of that,
For which the people ftir: if you will pafs
To where you’re bound, you muft inquire your way,
Which you are out of, with a gentler {pirit;
Or never be fo noble as a conful,
Nor yoke with him for tribune.

Men. Let’s be calm.

Com. The people are abus'd, fet on; this pal’tring
Becomes not Rome : nor has Coriolanus
Deferv’d this fo dithonour’d rub, lay'd falfely
I'th’plain way of his merit.

Cor. Tell me of cornl
This was my fpeech, and I will fpeak’t agaim.

Men, Not now, not now.

Sen. Not in this heat, fir, now.

Cor. Now as I live, 1 'will, —

133
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As for my nobler friends, I crave their pardons: —
But for the mutable rank-fcented many,
Let them regard me; as I do not flatter,
And there behold themfelves : — I fay again,
In foothing them, we nourifh ‘gainft our {enate
The cockle of rebellion, infolence, fedition,
Which we ourfelves have plow’d for, fow’d and featter'd,
By mingling them with 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. No more words, we befeech you.

Cor. How! no more!
As for my country I have fhed my blood,
Not fearing outward force; fo thall my lungs
Coin words till their decay, ‘againft thofe meafles
Which we difdain fhould tetter.us, yet feek
The very way to catch them.

Bru. You {peak o’th’ people, fir, as if you were
A god to punith, not as being a man
Of their infirmity.

Sie. "Twere well we let
The people know't.

Mezn, What, what? his choler ?

Cor. Choler!
Were I as patient as the midnight fleep,
By Yove, 'twould be my mind.

Sdic. It 1s a2 mind
That fhall remain a poifon where it is,
Not poifon any further.

Cor. Shall remain !
Hear you this 7riten of the minnows? mark you
His abfolute fball 2

Com. "Twas from the canon.

Cor. Shalll

O good but moft unwile patricians, why

You
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You grave but recklefs fenators, have you thus
Given Hydra here to choofe an officer,

That with his peremptory /ball, being but

The horn and noife o’ th’ monfters, wants not {pirit
To fay, he'll turn your current in a ditch,

And make your channel his? If they have power,
Let them have cufhions by you ; if none, awake
Your dangrous lenity : if you are learned,

Be not as common fools ; if you are not,

Then vail your ignorance. You are plebeians,

If they be fenators: and they are no lefs,

When, both your voices blended, the greateft tafte
Moft palates theirs. < They choofe their magiftrate,
And fuch a one as he, who puts his /ball,

His popular /ball, againft a graver bench

Than ever frown’d in Greece. By Fove himfelf,

It makes the confuls bafe: and my foul akes,

To know, when two authorities are up,

Neither fupreme, how foon confufion

May enter ‘twixt the gap of both, and take

The one by th’ other.

Com. Well, on to th’ market-place.

Cor. Whoever gave that counfel, to give forth
The corn o th’ ftorehoufe gratis, as’twas us'd
Sometime in Greece, —

Men. Well, well, no more of that.

Cor. Though there the people had more abfolute power ;
1 fay, they nourifh’d difobedience, fed
The ruin of the ftate.

Bru. Shall th’ people give,

One that fpeaks thus, their voice ?

Cor. T'll give my realons,

More worthy than their voice. They know, the corn
Was not their recompence ; refting well affur'd

They nc'er did fervice for’t: being prefs'd to th’ war,
Even when the navel of the ftate was touch’d,

They
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‘They would not thread the gates:= this kind of fervice
Did not delerve corn gratis.. Being i th’ war,
Their mutinies and revolts, wherein they thew'd
Moft valour, fpoke not for them. Th"accufation
Which they have often made againft the fenate,
All caufe unborn; could never he the native
Of our fo frank donation. Well, what then?
How fhall this bolom multiplied digeft
The {enate’s courtefly ? let deeds exprefs
What's like to be, their words:: % did regueft it ;
e are the greater poll, and in-true feur
They gave us our-demands. 'Thuswe dibafe
The nature of our feats; and make! the rabble
Call our cares, fears; which will in time break ope
The locks o’ th’ fenate, and bring in: the erows
To peck the eagles. .

Men. Come, enoughi encughu

Bru. Enough, with over meafure;

Cor. No, take more:
What may be fworn by, both divine and human,
Seal what I end withal! This double worfhip,
Where one part does difdain with: caufe, the other
Infult without all reafon 3 where gentry; title, ‘wifdom,
Cannot conclude but by the yea:and no
Of gen'ral ignorance, it muft omit
Real neceflities, and give way the while
T” unitable flightnefs: purpofe {o barr'd; it follows
Nothing is done to purpofe. Therefore; befeech you,
(You that will be lefs fearful than difcreet,
"That love the fundamental part of ftate
More than you do the change of't; that prefer
A noble life before a long, and with
To vamp a body with a dangerous phyfick,
That's fure of death without,) at once pluck out
The multitudinous tongue; let them not lick
"The fweet which is their poifon. Your difhonour

Man glu g
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Mangles true judgment, and bereaves the ftate
Of that iritegrity which fhould become it:
Not having power to do the good it would
For th’ill which doth control it.

Bru. Ha's faid enough.

Sic. H’as {poken like a traitor, and fhall anfwer
As traitors do.

Cor. Thou wretch! defpite o’erwhelm thee! —
What fhould the people do with thefe bald tribunes?
On whom depending, their obedience fails
To th’ greater bench. 1In a rebellion,

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

Let what is meet, be faid, that muft be law,

And throw their power i'th’duft.

Bru. Manifeft treafon —

Sic. This a conful ? no.

Bru. The =diles, ho! let him be apprehended.

Sie. Go, call the people, in whofe name myfelf
Attach thee as a traiterous innovator ;

A foe to th’publick weal. Obey, I charge thee, _
And follow to thine anfwer. [laying hold an Coriolanus.

Cor. Hence, old goat!

All. We'll furety him.

Com. Hold, aged fir, hands off.

Cor. Hence, rotten thing, or I will fhake thy bones
Out of thy garments,

Sic. Help me, citizens.

Bl BN GE - E
Enter a rabble of Plebeians with the Ediles.

Men. On both fides more refpeét.
Sic. Here's he, that would take from you all your power.
Bru. Seize him, =diles.

All. Down with him, down with him !
Vo, V. S 2 Sen.
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2 oen, Weapons, weapons, weapons |
[2hey all buftle about Coriolanus.
Tribunes, patricians, citizens! what ho!
Sicinines, Brutus, Coriolanus, citizens|
All. Peace, peace, peace, ftay, hold, peacel
Men. What is about to be ?.-1 am out of breath;
Confufion’s near: I cannot fpeak. — You tribunes, —
Coriolanus, patience ; — fpeak, Steinius.
JSic. Hear me, people; peace.
All. Let’s hear our tribune: peace, bo! —Speak; {peak, fpeak.,
§ic. You are at point to lofe your libérties:
Martius would have all from you; Marsius,
Whom late you nam’d for conful.
Me», Fie, fie, fiel
This is the way to kindle, not to quench.
Sen, To unbuild the city, and to lay all flat.
Sic. What is the city, but the people ?
All. True, the people are the city.,
Bru. By the confent of all, we were eftablifh’d
The people’s magiftrates,
A, You {o 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 yet diftinétly ranges,
In heaps and piles of ruin.
Sic. This deferves death.
Bru. Or let us ftand to our authority,
Or let us lofe it: we do here pronounce,
Upon the part o’th’ people, .in whofe power
We were ele@ed theirs, Martius is worthy
Of prefent death,
Sic. Therefore, lay hold on him;
Bear him to th’rock Tarpeian, and from thence
Into deftruétion caft him.
Bru. Hdiles, feize him.

Al Ple.
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Al Ple, Yield, Martius, yield.

Men. Hear me one word, 'befeech you,
Ye tribunes, hear me but a word.

AEdiles. Peace, peace,

Men. Be that you feem, truly your country’s friends,
And temp’rately proceed to what you would
Thus violently redrefs.

Bru. Sir, thofe cold ways, .
That feem like prudent helps, are very poifonous,
Where the difeafe is violent. — Lay hands on him,

And bear him to the rock.
Cor. Noj TI'll die here. [drawing bis fword.
There’s fome among you have beheld me fighting ;
Come, try upon yourfelves what you have feen me.
Men. Down with that fivord ; — tribunes, withdraw a while,

Bru. Lay hands upon him.
Men. Help, help Martius! help,
You that be noble, help him young and old !

All. Down with him, down with him.
[ I this mutiny, the Tribunes, the Fdiles, and the People

are beat 1.
S CENE TIIL

Men. Go, get you to your houfe ; be gone, away,
All will be naught clfe.

> Sen. Get you gone, away! |
Com. Stand faft; we have as many friends as enemics.
Men. Shall it be put to that ¢
Sen. The gods forbid!
I pr'ythee, noble friend, home to thy houlfe;
Leave us to cure this cafe.
Men. For 'tis a fore
You cannot tent yourfelf: begone, "befeech you.
Com. Come, fir, along with us.
Men. 1 would they were Barbarians, as they are,

Though in Rome litter'’d ; not Romans, as they are not,
S 2 Though
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Though calved in the porch o’th’ capitol. —
Be gone, be gone ; put not your worth}r rage
Into your tongue, one time will owe another,
Cor. On fair ground I could beat forty of them.
Men. 1 could myfelf, I think, take up a brace
O’ th’ beft of them; yea, even the two tribunes.
Com. But now ’tis odds beyond arithmetick ;
And manhood is call'd fool’ry, when it ftands
Againit a falling fabrick, — Will you hence,
Before the tag return, whofe rage.doth rend
Like interrupted waters, and o’erbear
What they are us'd to bear?
Men. Pray you, be gone:
I'll try if my old wit be in requeft
With thofe that have but little; this muft be patch’d
With cloth of any colour,
Com. Come away. [ Exewnt Coriolanus and Cominius.

s ENE- .1V,

1 Sen. This man has marr’d his fortune. .

Men, His nature 1s too noble for the world :
He would not flatter /Veprune for his trident,
Or Fove for’s power to thunder. His heart’s his mouth:
What his brealt forges, that his tongue muft vent;
And, being angry, does forget that ever
He heard the name of death, — [@ noife within,
Here’s goodly work |

2 Sen. 1 would they were a-bed.

Men. 1 would they were in Trber. What the vengeance,
Could he not {peak em fair ?

Enter Brutus and Sicinius, with the rabble again.

S7c. Where is this viper,
That would depopulate the city, and
Be every man himfelf?

Men.
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Men. You worthy tribunes, —

Sic. He fhall be thrown down the Zarpeian rock
With rigorous hands; he hath refifted law,
And therefore law fhall fcorn him further trial
Than the feverity of publick power,
Which he fo fets at nought, |

1 Cit. He fhall well know the noble tribunes are
The people’s mouths, and we their hands.

All. He fhall,
Be fure on't.

Men. Sir, fir, —

Sic. Peace.

Men. Do not cry, havock, where you {hould but hunt
With modeft warrant,

Sic. Sir, how comes it, you
Have holp to make this refcue?

Men. Hear me {peak :
As I do know the conful’s worthinefs,
So can I name his faults: —

Sic. Conful! what conful ?

Men. The conful Coriolanus.

Bru«. He the 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
Than fo much lofs of time.

Sic. Speak briefly then;
For we are peremptory to defpatch
This viperous traitor: to cject him hence
Were but our danger, and to keep him here
Our certain death ; therefore, it is decreed,
He dies to-night.

Men. Now the good gods forbid,
That our renowned Rome, whofe gratitude
Tow’'rds her deferving children 1s enroll’d

In
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In fove's own book, like an unnatural dam
Should now eat up her own !

Sic. He's a difeafe that muft be cut away.

Men. O, he is but a limb, that has difeafe ;
I"nfurmf, to cut it ﬂ{T; to cure 1t, eafy.
What has he done to Rome, that’s wérth}' death ?
Killing our enimies? ‘The blood he hath loft
(Which, I dare vouch, is more than that he hath,
By many an ounce) he drop’d it for his country :
And what is left, to lofe it by his country,
Were to us all that do’t, and fuffer it,
A brand to th’ end o’ th’ world.

Sic. This is clean kam.

Bru. ML:rL‘:l}f awry : when he did love his country,
It honour’d him.

Sic. The fervice of the foot
Being once gangren’d, it is not then refpected
For what before it was ; —

Bru, We'll hear no more: —
Purfue him to his houfe, and pluck him thence;
Left his infection, being of catching nature,
Hi'.nrcﬂd further. .

Men. One word more, hear me one word :
This tiger-footed rage, when it fhall find
The harm of unfcann’d fwiftnefs, will, too late,
Tie leaden puum‘ls to’s heels. ' Proceed 11}' prucd%,
Left parties (as he is belov'd) break out,
And fack great Rome with Romans.

Bru. If "twere fo —

S7c. What do ye talk?
Have we not had a tafte of his obedience.?
Our zdiles fmote? ourfelves refifted 7 — Come: —

Men. Confider this; he hath been bred 1’ th’ wars
Since he could draw a fword, and is ill-{fchool’d
In bolted language, meal and bran together
He throws without diftin&ion. Give me leave,

'l
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I'll go to him, and undertake to bring him
Where he fhall anfwer by a lawful form,
In peace, to his utmoft perils
i Sen. Noble tribunes,
It is the humane way: the other courfe
Will prove too bloody 5 and the end of it
Unknown to the beginning,
Sic. Noble Menenius,
Be you then as the people’s ofhicer. —
Mafters, lay down your weapons,
Bru. Go not home.
Sic. Meet on the Forum : —we'll attend you there;
Where if you bring not Martius, we'll proceed
In our firlt way.
Men. Tll go, and bring him to you. —
Let me defire your company : he muft come, [£0 the Senators.
Or what is worft will follow.
1 Sen. Pray, let’s to him. [ Exeunt.

G ENE-" Y.
The Houfe of Coriolanus.

Enter Coriolanus wizh Voebles.

Cor. ET them pull all about mine ears; prelent me.
Death on the wheel, or at wild horfes’ heels;
Or pile ten hills on the Tarpeian rock,
That the precipitation might down ftretch
Below the beam of fight, yet will I fill
Be thus to them.
Enter Volumnia.

MNobdle. You do the nobler.

Cor. 1 mufe, my mother
Does not approve me further, who was wont
To call them woollen vaffals, things created
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To buy and fell with groats, to fhow bare heads
In congregations, yawn, be ftill, and wonder,
When one but of my ordinance ftood up
To fpeak of peace or war: —I talk of you ; [20 bis Mother,
Why did you wifth me milder ? wou’d you have me
Falfe to my nature? rather fay, I play
Truly the man I am.
Vol. O, fir, fir, fir,
I would have had you put your power well on,
Before you had worn it out.
Cor. Why, let it go.
#ol. You might have been enough the man you are,
With ftriving lefs to be fo. Lefler had been
The thwartings of your difpofition, if
You had not thow'd #hem how you were dif] pos'd
Ere they lack’d power to crofs your.
Cor. Let them hang.
#ol. Ay, and burn too.

Enter Menenius, with the Senators.

Men. Come,come, you've been too rough, {fomething too rough:
You muft return, and mend it.

Sen. There's no remedy;
Unlefs, by not fo doing, our good city
Cleave in the midft, and perifh.

#ol. Pray, be counfell’d :
I have a heart as little apt as yours,
But yet a brain that leads my ufe of anger
To better vantage.

Men. Well faid, noble woman :
Before he thould thus ftoop to th’ herd, 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?

Men. Return to th’ tribunes.

Cor.
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Cor. Well, what then? what then?

Men. Repent what you have {poke.

Cor. For them ? I cannot do it for the gods,
Muft I then do’t to them ?

Fol. You are too abfolute ;

Though therein you can never be too noble,

But when extremities {peak. I've heard you fay,
Honour and policy, like unfever’d friends,

I'th’war do grow together: grant that, and tell me,
In peace what cach of them by th’ other lofes,

That they combine not there ?

Cor. Tuth, tufh!

Men. A good demand.

#ol. If it be honour in your wars, to feem
‘The fame you are not (which, for your beft ends,
You call your policy) how is’t lefs or worfe
That it thall hold companionfhip in peace
With honour, as in war, fince that to both
It ftands in like requeft ?

Cor. Why force you this ?

Fol. Becaufe it lies on you to {peak to th’ people:
Not by your own inftruétion, nor by th’ matter
Which your heart prompts you to, but with fuch words
But roated on your tongue; baftards, and fyllables
Of no 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

The hazard of much blocd.

I would diffemble with my nature, where

My fortunes and my friends at ftake requir’d

I thould do fo in honour. I'm in this

Your wife, your fon, thefe fenators, the nobles;

And you will rather thow our general louts,

How you can frown, than {pend a fawn upon ‘em,

For the inheritance of their loves, and fafeguard
Vor. V. T Of
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Of what that want might ruin,

Men. Noble lady ! —
Come, go with us; {peak fair: you may falve {o
Not what is dangerous prefent, but the lofs
Of what is paft.

Fol. 1 prythec now, my fon,
Go to them, with this bonnet in thy hand,
And thus far having ftreteh’d it (here be with them)
Thy knee bufling the ffones; (for in fuch bufinefs
A&ion is eloquence, and the eyes of th'ignorant
More learned than the ears) waving thy hand,
Which foften, thus, correéting thy ftout heart
Now humble as the ripeft mulberry,
That will not hold the handling : fay to them,
Thou art their foldier, and, being bred in broils
Haft not the foft way, which, theu doft confefs,
Were fit for thee to ufe, as them to ¢laim,
In afking their good loves; but thou wilt frame
Thyfelf, forfooth, hereafter theirs {o far,
As thou haft power and perfon,

Men. This but done,
Ev'n as the {peaks, why, all their hearts were yours:
For they have pardons, being afk’d, as free,
As words to hittle purpole.

Fol, Prythee now,
Go, and be rul'd : although I know, thou'dft rather
Follow thine enemy in a fiery gulf
Than flatter him in a bower.

Enter Cominius.
Here is Cominius.
Com. 1 have been i’ th’ market-place; and, fir, ’tis fit
q You have ftrong party, or defend yourfelf
i By calmnefs, or by abfence: all’s in anger.
LR Men. Only fair {peech,
Com. 1 think, ’twill fexve, if he

Can
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Can thereto frame his {pirit.

Pol. He muft and will :
Pr'ythee now, fay you will, and go about it.

Cor. Muft I go fhow them my unbarbed {conce !
Muft my bafe tongue give to my noble heart
A lie, that it muft bear? well, I will do’t:
Yet were there but this fingle pelt to lofe,
This mould of Martius; they to duft thould grind it,
And throw’t againft the wind. To th® market-place!
You've put me now to fuch a part; which never
I fhall difcharge to th’ life.

Com. Come, come, we'll prompt you,

Vol. Ay, pr'ythee now, fweet fon; as thou haft faid,
My praifes made thee firft a foldier, fo
To have my praife for this, perform a part
Thou haft not done before.

Cor. Well, I muft do’t: ~—
Away, my difpofition, and poflels me
Some harlot’s {pirit! my throat of war be turn’d,
Which quired with my drum, into a pipe
Small as an eunuch’s, or the virgin voice
That babies lulls afleep! the {miles of knaves
Tent in my cheeks, and fchoolboys’ tears take up
The glaffes of my fight! a beggar’s tongue
Make motion through my lips, and my arm’d knees
Which bow’d but in my ftirrup, bend like his
That hath receiv'd an alms| T will not do't,
Left I furceafe to honour mine own truth,
And by my body’s action teach my mind
A moft inherent bafenefs.

Vol. At thy choice then:
To beg of thee, it 1s my more dithonour,
Than thou of them. Come all to ruin; let
Thy mother rather feel ¢hy pride, than fear
Thy dangerous ftoutnefs : for I mock at death
With as big heart as thou. Do as thou lift.

[ Thy
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Thy valiantnefs was mine, thou fuck’dft it from me:
But own thy pride thyfelf.
Cor. Pray, be content:
Mother, 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. I'll return conful,
Or never truft to what my tongue can do,
I’ th’ way of flattery, further,
¥ol. Do your will. [ Exit Volumnia,
Com. Away, the tribunes do attend you: arm
Yourfelf to anfwer mildly; for they’re prepar’d
With accufations, as I hear, more {trong
Than are upon you yet.
Cor. The word is, smildly, — Pray you, let us go.
Let them accule me by invention; I
Will anfwer in mine honour,
Men, Ay, but mildly.
Cor. Well, mildly be it then, mildly. [ Exeunt.

S LU ENE VL
The Forum,

Enter Sicinius, and Brutus.

Bru. W N this point charge him home, that he affe@s
Tyrannick power: if he evade us there,

Enforce 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 Adile.
Ad. He's coming.
Bru. How accompanied ?

AZd.




CORIOILANUS. 149

Ad. With old Menenius, and thofe fenators
That always favour’d him.
Sic. Have you a catalogue
Of all the voices that we have procur'd,
Set down by th’ poll ?
Ad. 1 have; ’tis ready, here.
Sic. Have you colleéted them by tribes?
ZEd. 1 have.
Sic. Affemble prefently the people hither:
And when they hear me fay, Iz fball be o,
I’ th right and flrength o' th' commons, be it either
For death, for fine, or banifhment, then let them,
If I fay fine, cry, fine! if death, cry, death!
Infifting on the old prerogative
And power i’ th’ truth o’ th’ caufe.
Ad. 1will inform them.
Bruz. And when fuch time they have begun to cry,
Let them not ceafe, but with a din confus’d
Enforce the prefent execution
Of what we chance to fentence.
Ad. Very well.
Sic. Make them be ftrong, and ready for this hint,
When we fhall hap to give’'t them.
Br#. Go about it. — | Exit A drle.
Put him to choler ftraight; he hath been us'd
Ever to conquer, and to have no word
Of contradiétion, Being once chaf’d, he cannot
Be rein’d again to temp'rance ; then he {peaks

What's in his heart; and that is there, which works
With us to break his neck.

Enter Coriolanus, Menenius, anzd Cominius, with Senators.

Sic. Well, here he comes.
Men. Calmly, I do befeech you.
Cor. Ay, as an oftler, that for the pooreft piece
Will bear the knave by th’ volume. — The honour’d gods
Keep
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Keep Rome in fafety, and the chairs of juftice
Supply with worthy men! plant love am{mgft youl
Throng our large temples with the thows of peace,
And not our ftreets with war !

1 Sexz. Amen, amen.

Men. A noble wifh.

Reenter the Adile, with the Plebeians.

Sic. Draw near, ye people.
AEd. Lift to your tribunes: audience;
Peace, 1 fay.
Cor. Firlt, hear me {peak.
Both Tri. Well, {ay: — peace, ho.
Cor. Shall I be charg'd no further than this l‘.rI'l::i-L‘l‘lrF
Muft all determine here?
Sic. I do demand,
If you fubmit you to the people’s voices,
Allow their officers, and are content
To {uffer lawful cenfure for fuch faults
As {hall be prov’d upon you ?
; Cor. I am content.
ikt Men. Lo, citizens, he fays, he 1s content:
| The warlike f{ervice he has done, confider ;
Think on the wounds his body bears, which fhow
Like graves i’ th’ holy churchyard.
Cor. Scratches with briars, {cars to move laughter only.
Men. Confider further,
That when he {peaks not like a citizen,
You find him like a foldier: do not take
His rougher accents for malicious founds ;
But, as I fay, fuch as become a foldier,
Rather than envy you.
Comt. Well, well, no more.
& . Cor. What is the matter,
it That being pafs’d for conful with full voice,
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I'm fo difhonour’d, that the very hour
You take it off again?

Sic. Anfwer to us.

Cor. Say then: ’tis true, I ought fo.

Sic. We charge yot, that you have contriv'd to take
From Rome all feafon’d office, and to wind
Yourfelf unto a power tyrannical ;

For which you are a traitor to the people.

Cor. How! traitor?.

Men. Nay, temperately: your promife.

Cor. The fires i’ th’ loweft hell fold in the people !
Call me their traitor | — Thou injurious tribune |
Within thine eyes fat twenty thoufand deaths,

In thy hands clutch’d as many millions, in
Thy lying tongue both numbers ; I would fay,
Thow lieft, unto thee, with a voice as free,

As I do pray the gods.

Sic. Mark you this, people ?

All. To th’ rock with him

Sic. Peace.

We need not put new matter to his charge:

What you have feen him do, and heard him {peak,
Beating your officers, curfing yourfelves,

Oppofing laws with ftrokes, and here defying
Thofe whofe great power muft try him, even this
So criminal, and in fuch capital kind,

Deferves th’ extremeft death.

Bru. But fince he hath
Serv’'d well for Rowme, —

Cor. What do you prate of {ervice?

Bru. I talk of that, that know it.

Cor. Your?

Men. Is this the promife that you made your mother?

Com. Know, I pray you, —

Cor. Tl know no further :

Let them pronounce the fteep Tarpeian death,
Vagabond
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Vagabond exile, fleaing, pent to linger
But with a grain a day, I would not buy
Their mercy at the price of one fair word,
Nor check my courage for what they can give
To have't with faying, Good-morrow.
Sic. For that he has
(As much as in him lies) from time to time
Envy'd againft the people, feeking means
To pluck away their power; has now at laft
Giv'n hoftile ftrokes, and that not only in prefence
Of dreaded juftice, but on the minifters
That do diftribute 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 oft the rock Zarpeian, never more
To enter our Rome's gates. I'th’people’s name,
I fay it {hall be fo.
A/, It fhall be fo, it fhall be fo; let him away :
He’'s banifh’d, and it fhall be fo.
I Com. Hear me, my mafters, and my common friends, —
I Jic. He's fentenc’d : no more hearing,
W Com. Let me {peak :
' ' I have been conful, and can thow for Rosme
Her enemies’ marks upon me. I do love
My country’s good, with a refpe& more tender,
More holy, and profound, than mine own life,
My dear wife’s eftimate, her womb’s increafe,
And treafure of my loins: then if I would
Speak that —
Sic. We know your drift. Speak what?
Bru, There’s no more to be faid, but he is banifh’d
, As enemy to the people, and his country.
It thall be fo.
PR Al It fhall be fo, it fhall be fo.
i o Cor. You common cry of curs! whofe breath I hate,

?
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As reek o'th’rotten fens; whofe loves I prize,
As the dead carcafies of unburied men,
That do corrupt my air, I banifh 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 yourlelves,
(Still your own enemies) deliver you
As moft abated® captives to {ome 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 Senators.
(the People fbout, and throw up their caps.
Ad. The people’s enemy is gone, is gone !
All. Our enemy is banifh’d; he is gone! Hoo, hool
Sic. Go, fee him out at gates, and follow him
As he hath follow’d you ; with all defpite
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 gods preferve our noble tribunes! come, [ Exenn,

s Abated bere carries the Jenfe of funk and diminifh'd in fpirit and courage,

Vor. V. U ACT
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A G S C.ENE I
The Gates 9f Rome.

Enter Coriolanus, Volumnia, Virgilia, Menenius, Cominius,

with the young Nobility of Rome,
CorLOLANDUS.

OME, leave your tears; a brief farewel: the beaft
With many heads butts me away. — Nay, mother,
Where is your ancient courage? you were us'd
To fay, extremity was the trier of {pirits;
That common chances common men could bear ;
That, when the {ea was calm, all boats alike
Show’d mafterfhip in floating ; fortune’s blows
When moft ftruck home, being greatly warded, crave
A noble cunning: you were us'd to load me
With precepts that would make invincible
- The heart that con’d them.
i Fir. O heav’ns! O heav'ns!
Cor. Nay, I prythee, woman, —
Pol. Now the red peftilence ftrike 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 fpirit, 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 hufband fo much fweat. — Cominius,
Droop not ; adieu: — farewel, my wife, my mother;
I'll do well yet, — Thou old and true Menenius,
| Thy tears are falter than a younger man’s,
‘ And venomous to thine eyes, — My fometime general,

I've
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've feen thee ftern, and thou haft oft beheld
Heart-hard’ning fpe@acles: tell thefe fad women,
'Iis fond to wail inevitable ftrokes,
As’tis to laugh at’em, — Mother, you wot
My hazards {till have becn your folace: and
Believ't not lightly, (though I go alone,
Like to a lonely dragon, that his fen
Makes fear’d, and talk’d of more than feen) your fon
Will or exceed the common, or be caught
With cautelous baits and praétice.

Fol. Firft, my {on,
Where will you go? take good Gominius
With thee a while: determine on fome courfe,
More than a wild expofure to each chance,
That ftarts i'th’way before thee.

Cor. O the gods!

Com. Tll follow thee a month, devile with thee
Where thou fhalt reft, that thou may’ft hear of us,
And we of thee: fo, if the time thruft forth
A caufe for thy repeal, we {hall not fend
O’er the vaft world, to feek a fingle man,

And lofe advantage, which doth ever cool
I'th’abfence of the needer.

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 fweet wife, my deareft mother, and
My friends of noble touch: when I am forth,

Bid me farewel, and {mile. I pray you, come.
While I remain above the ground, you fhall

Hear from me flill, and never of me aught

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 one feven years
: U 2 From
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From thefe old arms and legs, by the good gods,
I'd with thee every foot.
Cor. Give me thy hand. [ Exeunt,

BB NUE oL
Enter Sicinius, and Brutus, with the AEdile.

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

Bru, Now we have thown our power,

Let us feem humbler after it is done,
Than when it was a doing.

Sic. Bid them home:
SH_}-’, their great cnemy 15 gonc, and tl]ﬂ}n’
Stand in their ancient {trength.

Bru. Difmifs 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.

Bru. They have ta’en note of us: keep on your way.

#ol, O, y'are well met:

The hoarded plague o’'th’gods requite your love!

Men. Peace, peace, be not fo loud.

Fol. Tf that T could for weeping, you fhould hear —
Nay, and you fhall hear fome. — Will you be gone ? [z0 Virgilia.
You fhall ftay too: Iwould I had the power
To fay fo to thy hufband. :

Sic. Are you mankind ?

#ol. Ay, fool; is that a fhame ? — Note but this fool. —
Was not a man my father? Hadft thou foxfhip
To banifh him that firuck more blows for Rome,

Than thou haft fpoken words ?

Sie.




CORIOLANTUS 157

Sic. O bleffed heav’ns !
¥ ol. More noble blows, than ever thou wile words ;
And for Rome's good. Tl tell thee what; — yet go; —
Nay, but thou {halt ftay too: —1I would my {on
Were in Arabia, and thy tribe before him,
His good {word in his hand.
Sic. What then ?
#ol. What then ?
He'd make an end of thy pofterity :
Baftards, and all. —
Good man, the wounds that he does bear for Rome /
Men. Come, come, peace.
Si¢. I would he had continued to his country
As he began, and not unknit himfelf
The noble knot he made.
Bru. 1 would he had.
7ol T would he had | *Twas you incens’'d the rabble :
Cats, that can judge as fitly of his worth,
As I can of thofe myfteries which heav'n
Will not have earth to know.
Bru. Pray, let us go.
¥ol. Now, pray, fir, 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 hufband 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 ? [Exe. Tribunes.
Vol. Take my prayers with you. —
I wifh the gods had nothing elfe to do,
But to confirm my curfes. Could I meet ‘em
But once a-day, it would unclog my heart
Of what lies heavy to't.
Mesn., You've told them home,
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And, by my troth, have caufe. You'll fup with me?
Fol. Anger's my meat; I fup upon myfelf,
And fo fhall ftarve with feeding, — Come, let’s go:
Leave this faint puling, and lament as I do, [ 20 Virgilia,
In anger, Funs-like, Come, come, fie, fic! [ Exeunt,

SCENE IIL

Antium.

Enter @ Roman, and a Vollcian.
b

Rom. | Know you well, fir, and you know me: your name, 1
think, is Adrian.

#ol. Itis {o, fir: truly, I have forgot you.

Rom. I am a Roman; but my fervices are as you are, againft
‘em ; know you me yet.?

Fol. Nicanor? No.

Rom. The fame, fir,

#ol. You had more beard when I laft faw you ; but your favour
1s well affeer’d by your tongue. What's the news in Rome? I have
a note from the #olfcian ftate to find you out there. You have
well faved me a day’s journcy,

Rorm, There hath been in Rome ftran oe infurredions : the people
againit the {enators, patricians, and nobles.

#ol. Hath been! is it ended then? our flate thinks not fo:
they are in a moft warlike preparation, and hope to. come upon
them in the heat of their divifion.

Rom. The main blaze of itis paft, but a fmall thing would make
it flame again. For the nobles receive {o to heart the banifhment
of that worthy Coriolanus, 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 almoft mature
for the violent breaking out.

Fol, Coriolanus banifh'd ?

Rom. Banifh'd, fir.

_V ol
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77l You will be welcome with this intelligence, Nicanor.

Rom. The day ferves well for them now. 1 have heard it faid,
the fitteft time to corrupt a man'’s wife, s when fhe’s fallen out
with her hufband. Your noble Tullus Aufidius will appear well
in thefe wars, his great oppofer Corislanus being now in no requeft
with his country.

Vol. He cannot choofe. T am moft fortunate thus accidentally
to encounter you: you have ended my bufines, and I will
merrily accompany you home,

Rom. I fhall, between this and fupper, tell you moft ftrange
things from Rome 3 all tending to the good of their adverfaries.
Have you an army ready, fay you?

#ol. A moft royal one: the centurions and their charges
diftin&ly billeted, already in the entertainment, and to be on
foot at an hour’s warning.

Rom. 1 am joyful to hear of their readinefs, and am the man,
I think, that fhall fet them in prefent a&ion, 8o, fir, heartily
well met, and moft glad of your company.

Vol You take my part from me, fir; I have the moft caufe
to be glad of yours.

Rom, Well, let us go together. [ Exennt,

Enter Coriolanus iz mean Apparel, difguis'd and muffled.

Cor. A goodly city is this Antium. City,
*Tis I that made thy widows: many an heir
Of thefe fair edifices for my wars
‘Have I heard groan, and drop: then know me not;
Left that thy wives with {pits, and boys with ftones,
In puny battle {lay me. — Save you, fir.

Enter a Citizen.
Cit. And you.
Cor. Dire& me, if it be your will,
Where great Aufidius lies: 1s he in Antizm 2
Cit. He is, and feafts the nobles of the ftate
At his houfe this night,

Cor.
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Gor. Which is his houfe, I befeech you?
Cit. This here before you. :
Cor. Thank you, fir: farewel, [Exit Citizen,
O world, thy {lippery turns! friends now faft {worn,
Whofe double bofoms {feem to wear one heart,
Whofe hours, whofe bed, whofe meal, and exercife,
Are ftill together, who twine (as ‘twere) in love
Unleparable, fhall within this hour,
On a diflention of a doit, break out
To bitterelt enmity. So felleft foes,
Whofe paflions 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 interjoin their iffues. So with me:
My birthplace have I and my lovers left ;
This enemy’s houfe I'll enter: if he flay me,
He does fair juftice ; if he give me way, :
I'll do his country fervice. [ Exit,

SCENYY IV,
A Hall in Auhdius’ H. oufe.

Mufick plays. Enter a Serving-man.

1 Ser. INE, wine, wine! what fervice is here? I think,
our fellows are afleep. [ Exat,

Enter another Serﬂiﬂg—ma:z.
2 Ser. Where's Corus 2 my mafter calls for him : —Cizws/ [ Exit,

Enter Coriolanus.

Cor. A goodly houfe: the feaft fmells well; but I
Appear not like a gueft,

Enter
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Enter the firft Serving-man.

1 Ser. What would you have, friend ? whence are you? here’s
no place for you: pray, go to the door. [ Exit.
Cor. 1 have deferv’d no better entertainment, in being Coriolarnus.

Enter fecond Servant.

2 Ser. Whence are you, fir? — Has the porter his eyes in his
head, that he gives entrance to fuch companions { — Pray, get
you out.

Cor. Away !

2 Ser. Away? get you away,

Cor. Now thou'rt troublefome,

2 Ser. Are you fo brave? I'll have you talk’d with anon.

Enter a third Servant. The firff meets bim.

3 Ser. What fellow’s this?

1 Ser. A ftrange one as ever I look’d on: I cannot get him
out o’th’houfe : pr'ythee, call my mafter to him,

3 Ser. What have you to do here, fellow? pray you, avoid
the houfe.

Cor. Let me but ftand, I will not hurt your hearth.

g Ser. What are you?

Cor. A gentleman.

3 Ser. A marvellous poor one.

Cor. True; fo'Iam.

3 Ser. Pray you, poor gentleman, takeup fome other ftation:
here’s no place for you; pray you, avoid: come.

Cor. Follow your.funéion, go, and batten on cold bits.

[pufbes bim away from bin.

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 Serving-mau.

3 Ser. Where dwell'lt thou?

Cor. Under the canopy.

3 Ser. Under the canopy 7

Cor. Ay.

VoL.V X 3 060
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3 Ser. Where's that ?

Cor. I'th’city of kites and crows,

3 Ser. T'th’city of kites and crows ? — What an afs it is ] —
Then thou dwell’ft with daws too ?

Cor. No, 1 ferve not thy mafter,

3 Ser. How, fir] do you meddle with my mafter ?

Cor. Ay; ’'tis an honefter fervice, than to meddle with thy
miftrefs: thou prac’ft, and prat'it; ferve with thy trencher:
hence | [beats bim away.

Enter Aufidius, with g Serving.-man.

Auf. Where is this fellow ?
2 der. Here, fir; I'd have beaten him like a dog, but for
difturbing the lords within.
Auf. Whence com’ft thou ? what would'ft thou? thy name?
Why fpeak’ft not? {peak, man: what's thy name?
Cor. If, Tuwlius, yet thou know'ft me not, and, f{ccing me,
Doft not yet take me for the man I am,
Neceflity commands me name my [elf,
Auf. What is thy name ?
Cor. A name unmufical to 7 olfcian ears,
And harfh in found to thine.
Auf. Say, what's thy name ?
Thou hatt a grim appearance, and thy face
Bears a command in’t; though thy tackle’s torn,
Thou fhow’ft a noble veflel : 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 Martins, who hath done
To thee particularly, and to all the #5/ cians,
Great hurt and mifchief; thereto witnels may
My furname, Coriolanus. The painful fervice,
The extreme dangers, and the drops of blood
Shed for my thanklefs country, are requited
But with that furname; a good memorial

And witnefs of the malice and dif pleafure
Which
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Which thou fhouldft bear me; only that name remains.
The cruelty and envy of the people,
Permitted by our daftard nobles, who
Have all forfook me, hath devour’d the reft;
And fuffer’d me by th’ voice of {laves to be:
Whoop'd out of Rome. Now, this extremity
Hath brought me to thy hearth, not out of hope
(Miftake me not) to fave my life; for if
T had fear’d death, of all the men i’ th’ world
I'd have avoided thee: but in mere fpite
To be full quit of thofe my banifhers,
Stand I before thee here. Then if thou haft
A heart of wreak in thee, that will revenge
Thine own particular wrongs, and ftop thofe maims
Of thame feen through thy country, fgced thee ftraight,
And make my mifery ferve thy turn; fo ufe it,
That my revengeful fervices may prove
As benefits to thee : for I will fight
Againft my canker’d country, with the {pleen
Of all the under fiends. But if {o be
Thou dar’ft not this, and that to prove more fortunes
Thou'rt tir'd; then, in a word, I alfo am
Longer to live moft weary, and prefent
My throat to thee, and to thy ancient malice:
Which not to cut, would thow thee but a fool;
Since I have ever follow’d thee with hate,
Drawn tuns of blood out of thy country’s breaft,
And cannot live, but to thy thame, unlefs
It be to do thee fervice.

Auf. O Martius, Martius,
Each word thou’ft fpoke hath weeded from my heart
A root of ancient envy. If Fupiter
Should from yon cloud fpeak to me things divine,
And fay, *Tis truc; I'd not believe them more
Than thee, all-noble Martius. Let me twine
Mine arms about that body, where againft

X 2 My
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My grained afh an hundred times hath broke,
And fcar’d the moon with {phnters! Here I clip
The anvil of my {word, and do conteft
As hotly and as nobly with thy love,
As ever in ambitious ftrength I did
Contend againft thy valour. Know 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 miftrefs faw
Beftride my threfhold. Why, thou Mars, I tell thee,
We have a power on foot; and I had purpofe
Once more to hew thy target from thy brawn,
Or lofe my arm for't: thou haft beat me out
Twelve feveral times, and I have nightly fince
Dream’d of encounters “twixt thyfelf and me;
We have been down together in my f{lecp,
Unbuckling helms, fifting each other’s throat,
And wak’d half dead with nething, Worthy Martiys,
Had we no quarrel elfe to Rome, but that
Thou art thence bani(h'd, we would mufter all
From twelve to feventy; and, pouring war
Into the bowels of ungrateful Rome,
Like a bold flood o’er-bear. O, come, go in,
And take our friendly fenators by th’ hands,
Who now are here, taking their leaves of me,
Who am prepar’d againft your territories,
Though not for Reme itlelf.
Cor. You blefs me, gods |
Auf. Therefore, moft abfolute fir, if thou wilt have
The leading of thine own revenges, take
One half of my commiffion ; and fet down,
As beft thou art experienc’d, fince thou know’ft
Thy country’s ftrength and weaknefs, thine own ways :
Whether to knock againft the gates of Rowme,
Or rudecly vifit them in parts remote,

To
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To fright them, ere deftroy. But come, come in;

et me commend thee firft to thofe that fhall

Say, yea, to thy defires., A thoufand welcomes !

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

Yet, Martius, that was much. Your hand ; moft welcome !

[ Exeunt,
S CE N BN

Enter rwo Servants.

1 Ser. Here’s a ftrange alteration.

g Ser. By my hand, I had thought to have ftrucken him with
a cudgel, and yet my mind gave me, his cloths made a falfe
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.

2 Ser. Nay, I knew by his face that there was fomething in
him. He had, fir, 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.

2 Seri So did I, I'll be fworn: he is fimply the rareft man
i th’ world. '

1 Ser. Ithink, he is: buta greater foldier than he, you wot
one.

2 Ser. Who? my mafter?

1 §er. Nay, it's no matter for that.

2 Ser. Worth {ix on him.

1 Ser. Nay, not fo neither: but I take him to be the greater
{oldier.

2 Ser. "Faith, look you, one cannot tell how to fay that: for
the defence of a town, our general is exccllent.

1 Ser. Ay, and for an aflault teo.

Euter a third Servant.

3 Ser. O {laves, I can tell you news ; news, you rafcals.
Both. What, what, what? let’s partake.
3 .lgr.,.r.
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3 O¢r, I would not be a Reman, of all nations ; I had as lief
be a condemn’d man.

Both. Wherefore ? wherefore ?

3 Ser. Why, here’s he that was wont to thwack our general,
Caius Martivs.

1 Ser. Why do you fay, thwack our general ?

3 der. I do not fay thwack our general; but he was always
good enough for him.

2 Ser. Come, we are fellows and friends: he was ever teo
hard for him; I have heard him {ay {o him{elf.

1 Ser. He was too hard for him direétly, to fay the troth on’t:
before Corioli, he feotch’d him and notch’d him like a carbonado,

2 Ser. And, had he been cannibally given, he might have
broil’d and eaten him too.

1 Ser. But, more of thy news?

3 Ser. Why, he is fo made on here within, as if he were {on
and heir to Mars: fet at upper end o’th’table; no queftion afk’d
him by any of the fenators, but they ftand bald before him. Our
general him{elf makes a miftrefs 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 is, our general 1s cut i'th’ middle, and but
one half of what he was yefterday : for the other has half, by
the entreaty and grant of the whole table. He'll go, he fays,
and {fowle the porter of Rome gates by th’ears. He will mow
down all before him, and leave his paflage poll’d.

2 Ser. And he’s as like to do’t as any man I can imagine.

3 Ser. Do't! hewill do’t: for, look you, fir, he has as many
friends as enemies ; ‘which friends, fir, as it were durft not (look
you, fir) thow themfelves (as we term it) his friends, whilft he’s
in direétitude.

1 Ser. Directitude! what's that ?

3 Ser. But when they fhall fee, fir, his creft up again and
the man in blood, they will out of their burrows (like conies
after rain) and revel all with him.

1 Ser. But when goes this forward ?

3 der. To-morrow, to-day, prefently ; you fhall have thedrum

ftruck
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ftruck up this afternoon: ’tis, as it were, a parcel of their feaft,
and to be executed ere they wipe their lips.

2 Ser. Why, then we fhall have a ftirring world again : this

eace is worth nothing, but to ruft iron, increafe tailors, and
breed ballad-makers.

1 Ser. 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 is a very apoplexy, lethargy, muil'd, deaf, fleepy, infenfible;
a getter of more baftard children than war’s a deftroyer of men.

2 Ser. 'Tis fo: and as war in fome fort may be faid to be
a ravifher, fo it cannot be denied, but peace is a great maker of
cuckolds.

 Ser. Ay, and it makes men hate one another.

3 Ser. Reafon; becaufe they then lefs need one another: the
wars for my money. I hope to fee Romans as cheap as Polfcians.
They are rifing, they are rifing.

Both. In, in, 1in, in. [Exeunt.

SCENE YL
Rome,

Enzer Sicinius, and Brutus.

Sic, E hear not of him, neither need we fear him ;
His remedies are tame: the prefent peace

And quietnefs of the people, which before

Were in wild hurry here, do make his friends

Blufh, that the world goes well ; who rather had,

Though they themfelves did fuffer by’t, beheld

Diffentious numbers peft’ring ftreets, than fee

Our tradefmen finging in their thops, and going

About their fun&ions friendly.

Ester Menenius.

Bryu. We ftood to’t in good time. Is this Menenins 2
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§ie. "Tis he, tis he: O, he is grown moit kind
Of late. —Hail, fir.

Men, Hail to you both !

dte. Your Corsolanus is not much mifs'd,
But with his friends: the commonwealth doth ftand ;
And fo would do, were he more angry at it,

Men. All's well, and might have been much better, if
He could have temporiz’d.

Sic. Where is he, hear you?

Men. Nay, 1 hear nothing:
His mother and his wife hear nothing from him.

Enter three or Jour Citizens,

All. The gods preferve you both |
Sic, Good-e’en, neighbours,
Bru. Good-c’en to you all, good-¢’en to you all,
1 Cit. Ourfelves, our wives, and children, on our knees
Are bound to pray for you both,
Sic. Live and thrive !
Bru. Farewel, kind neighbours: we wifh’d Coriolanmus
Had lov’d you, as we did.
All. Now the gods keep you !
Both Tri. Farewel, farewel, [ Exeunt Citizens,
S7c. Thisis a happier and more comely time,
Than when thefe fellows ran about the ftreets,
Crying confufion, '
Bru. Caius Martius was
A worthy officer i'th’ war, but iniolent,
O’ercome with pride, ambitious paft all thinking,
Self-loving.
S7c. And affe@ing one fole throne,
Without afliftants.
Men. Nay, I think not fo.
Sic. We had by this, to all our lamentaion,
It he had gone forth conful, found it fo.

Bri.
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Bru. The gods have well prevented it, and Rome
Sits fafe and ftill without him.

Enter Aidile.
Ad. Worthy tribunes,

There is a flave, whom we have put in prifon,
Reports, the Polfcians with two {everal powers
Are enter’'d in the Roman territories,
And with the deepeft malice of the war
Deftroy what lies before "em.

Men, *Tis Aufidius,
Who, hearing of our Martius' banifhment,
Thrults forth his horns again into the world ;
Which were infthell’d, when Martius {tood for Renze,
And durft not once peep out.

Sic. Come, what talk you of Martius 2

Bru. Go, {fee this rumourer whip’d. — It cannot be,
The Folfcians dare break with us.

Me#n. Cannot be!
We have record that very well it can;
And three examples of the like have been
Within my age. But reafon with the fellow
Before you punifh him, where he heard this;
Left you fhall chance to whip your information,
And beat the meflenger who bids beware
Of what is to be dreaded.

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

Bru. Not poflible.

Enter a Meffenger.

Me/f. The nobles in great earneftnefs are going
All to the fenate-houfe: fome news is come
That turns their countenances.

Sic. "Tis this flave : —

Vor. V. Y
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Go, whip him “fere the people’s eyes: his raifing |
Nothing but his report |

Mef. Yes, worthy fir,
The {lave’s report is feconded ; and more,
More fearful is delivered.

Sic, What more fearful ?

Mef. It is {poke freely out of many mouths,
( How probable I do not know) that Martius,
Join'd with Aufidius, leads a power "gainft Rome,
And vows revenge as {pacious, as between
The young’ft and oldeft thing.

Sic. This is moft likely !

Bru, Rais'd only, that the weaker fort may wifh
Good Martius home again.

Sic. The very trick on’t.

Men. This is unlikely,
He and Aufidizs can no mare attone
Than violenteft contrarieties.

Enter another ﬂﬂﬂémgar.

ki 2 Me/. You are fent for to the fenate:
A fearful army, led by Caius Martius,
i Affociated with Aufidius, rages
' Upon our territories ; they’ve already
O’er-born their way, confum’d with fire, and took
What lay before them.

Enter Cominius,

Com. O, you have made good work.
Men. What news ? what news ?
Com. You have holp to ravith your own daughters, and
To melt the city leads upon your pates,
it To fee your wives difhonour’d to your nofes.
Men. What's the news? what’s the news ?
1) Co, Your temples burned in their cement, and

Your
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Your franchifes, whereon you ftood, confin’d
Into an auger’s bore.
Men. Pray now, the news? —
You've made fair work, I fear me: — pray, your news?
If Martius thould be joined with the Polfcians, —
Com. If]
He is their god; he leads them like a thing
Made by fome other deity than nature,
That fhapes man better : and they follow him
Againft us brats, with no lefs confidence,
Than boys purfuing fummer butterflies,
Or butchers killing flies.
Men. You've made good work,
You and your apron-men; that ftood {fo much
Upon the voice of occupation, and
The breath of garlick-eaters |
Com. He'll thake your Rome
About your ears.
Men. As Hercules did {hake
Down mellow fruit: fo you have made fair work.,
Brz. But is this true, fir?
Com. Ay ; and you'll look pale
Before you find it other. All the regions
Do {milingly revolt; and who refift
Are only mock’d for valiant ignorance,
And perith conftant fools. ‘Who is’t can blame him?
Your enemies and his find fomething in him.
Men. We're all undone, unlefs
The noble man have mercy.
Com. Who fhall afk it?
The tribunés cannot do’t for fhame; the people
Deferve {uch pity of him, as the wolf
Does of the fhepherds: his beft friends, if they
Shou’d fay, Be good to Rome, they charge him even
As thofe fhould do that had deferv’d his hate,

And therein thow’d like enemies. s
Y 2 Me.,
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Men. "Tis true.
If he were putting to my houfe the brand
That would confume it, I have not the face
To fay, ’Befeech you, ceafe. — You've made fair hands,
You and your crafts! you've crafted fair!
Com. You've brought
A trembling upon Reme, fuch as was never
So incapable of help.
T7i. Say not, we brought it.
Men. How | was it we? we lov’d him ; but, like beafts
And coward nobles, gave way to your clufters,
Who hooted him out o’ th’ city.
Com. But, I fear,
They'll roar him in again. Tuwllus Aufidius,
The fecond name of men, obeys his "points
As if he were his officer : defperation
Is all the policy, ftrength, and defence,
That Rome can make againft them.

SCENE VI
Enter a T}oap of Citizens.

Men. Here come the clufters. —
And is Aufidius with him ? — You are they
‘That made the air unwholefome, when you caft
Your flinking greafy caps, in hooting at
Coriolanus’ exile. Now he’s coming,
And not a hair upon a foldier’s head
Which will not prove a whip: as many coxcombs,
As you threw caps up, will he tumble down,
And pay you for your voices. "Tis no matter,
If he {hould burn us all into one coal,
We have deferv’d it.

Omnes, "Faith, we hear fearful news.

1 Cit. For mine own part,
When 1 faid, éanifb him, 1 faid, 'twas pity.
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2 Cit. And fo did 1.

3 Cit. And fo did I; and, to fay the truth, fo did very many
of us: that we did, we did for the beft ; and though we willingly
confented to his banifhment, yet it was againft our will,

Com. Y'are goodly things; you voices ! —

Men. You have made you good work,

You and your cry. — Shall’s to the capitol ?

Com. O, ay, what elfe? [ Exeunt Com. and Men,

ic. Go, malfters, get you home, be not difmay’d:
Thefe are a fide, that would be glad to have
This true, which they fo feem to fear. Go home,
And thow no fign of fear.

1 Cit. The gods be good to us! .Come, mafters, let’s home.
I ever faid, we were i’ th’ wrong, when we banifh’d him.

2 Git. So did we all : but come, let’s home. [Exeunt Citizens.

Bru. 1 do not like this news.

Sie. Nor L

Bru. Let’s to the capitol : "'would half my wealth
Would buy this for a liel

Sic. Pray, let us go. [ Exeunt tritunes.

173

S EN-E" VIIIL
A Camp at a finall dg}?ﬂﬁf& from Rome,

Enter Auhdius, with bis Lientenant,
Auf. O they ftill fly to th’ Roman @

Lien. 1 do not know what witchcraft’s in him ; but

Your foldiers ufe him as the grace fore meat,
Their talk at table, and their thanks at end:
And you are darken’d in this aétion, fir,
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
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Even to my perfon, than I thought he would,
When firft I did embrace him. Yet his nature
In that's no changeling; and I muft excufe
What cannot be amended.

Lien. Yet I wifh, fir,

(I mean for your particular) you had not
Join'd in commiflion with him; but had born
The action of yourfelf, or elfe to him

Had left it {olely.

Auf. 1 underltand thee well ; and be thou fure,
When he fhall come to his account, he knows not
What I can urge againft him: though it feems,
And fo he thinks, and is no lefs apparent
To th’ vulgar eye, that he bears all things fairly,
And fhows good hufbandry for the Polfcian ftate,
Fights dragon-like, and does atchieve as foon
As draw his fword ; yet he hath left undone
That which fhall break his neck or hazard mine,
Whene'er we come to our account,

Liew, Sir, 1 befeech, think you he’ll carry Rome 2

Awf. All places yield to him ere he fits down ;
And the nobility of Rosmze are his -

The lenators and patricians love him too :

The tribunes are no foldiers; and their people
Will be as rafh in the repeal, as hafty

To expel him thence. 1 think, he’ll be to Rome
As is the ofprey to the fith, who takes it

By {fovereignty of nature, Firft he was

A noble fervant to them ; but he could not
Carry his honours even: whether pride,

Which out of daily fortune ever taints

The happy man; whether defeé& of judgment,
To fail in the difpofing of thofe chances
Whereof he was the lord ; or'whether nature,
Not to be other than one thing, not moving
From th' cafk to th’ cuthion, but commanding peace

Even
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Even with the fame aufterity and garb,

As he controll’d the war: but one of thefe,

(As he hath fpices of them all, not all,

For I dare fo far free him) made him fear’d,

So hated, and fo banifh’d; but he has merit

Though chokes it in the utt’rance. So our virtues
Lie in th’ interpretation of the time ;

And power, in itfelf moft commendable,

Hath not a tomb fo evident as a chair

T’ extol what 1t hath done.

One fire drives out one fire ; one nail, one nail;
Right's by right foiled, ftrengths by ftrengths do fail.
Come, let’'s away. When, Caius, Rome is thine,
Thou’rt poor’ft of all, then fhortly art thou mine. [ Exeunt.

LTS
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Rome,
Enter Menenius, Cominius, Sicinius, Brutus, with ozbers.

MENENIUS.
O, TI'll not go: you hear what he hath faid

Which was fometime his general ; who lov’d him

In a moft dear particular. He call’d me, father:
But what o’that? go, you that banifh’d him,
A mile before his tent fall down, and knee
The way into his mercy : nay, if he coy'd
To hear Cominius {fpeak, T'll keep at home.

Com. He would not feem to know me.

Men. Do you hear ?

Com. Yet one time he did call me by my name :
I urg’d our old acquaintance, and the drops
That we have bled together. Coriolanus

kic
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He would not anfwer to; forbad all names;
He was a kind of nothing, titlelefs,
Till he had forg’d himfelf a name o’ th’ fire
Ot burning Rome.

Men. Why, fo; you've made good work :
A pair of tribunes, that have fack’d fair Roue,
To make coals cheap: a noble memory |

Com. 1 minded him how royal ’twas to pardon
When it was leaft expected. He reply’d,
It was a bare petition of a ftate
To one whom they had punifh'd.

Men. Very well 5 could he fay lefs ?

Com. 1 offer’d to awaken his regard
For's private friends. His anfwer to me was,
He could net Pra:,; to pick them, in a pile
Of noifome mufty chaff. He faid, ’twas folly,
For one poomgrain or two, to leave unburnt
And {till to nofe th’ offence.

Men. For one poor grain
Or two? I'm one of thofe: his mother, wife,
His child, and this brave fellow, we’re the grains;
You are the mufty chaff, 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 {fo-never-needed help, yet do not &
Upbraid's with our diftrefs. But, fure, if you
Would be your country’s pleader, your good tongue,
More than the inftant army we can make,
Might ftop our countryman.

Men. No; I'll not meddle.

dic. Pray you, go to him.

Men. Why ? what {hould I do?

Bru. Only make trial what your love can do
For Romz, tow'tds Martius.

Men. Well, and fay that Martius
Return me, as Cominius is return’d,

Unheard,
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Unheard, but as a difcontented friend
Grief-fhot with his unkindnefs: and what then?
Sic. Say it be fo; yet your good will, Menenius,
Muft have the thanks of Rome after the meafure
As you intended well.
Men. I'll undertake it :
I think, he’ll hear me. Yet to bite his lip,
And hum at good Cominius, much unhearts me.
He was not taken well, he had not din'd:
The veins unfill’d, our blood is cold, and then
We pout upon the morning, are unapt
To give or to forgive ; but when we've ftuff’d
Thefe 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
Till he be dieted to my requelt,
And then I'll fet upon him.
Bru. You know the very road into his kindnefs,
And cannot lofe your way.

Men. Good faith, I'll prove him,
Speed how it will. You fhall ere long have knowledge
Of my fuccefs. [ Exit.
Com. He'll never hear him.
Sic, Not?
Com. I tell you, he does fit in gold, his eye
Red as 'twould burn Romze ; and his injury
The jailer to his pity. I kneel'd before him :
"Twas very faintly he faid, Rife; difmifs’d me
Thus with his fpeechlefs hand: what he would do,
He fent in writing after ; what he would not,
Bound with an oath, not yield to new conditions.
So that all hope is vain; unlefs from’s mother
And wife, who, as I hear, mean to folicit him
For mercy to his country : therefore let’s hence,
And with our fair entreaties hafte them on. [ Exennt.

Vor.V, A SCENE
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5 CENE]I
7he Vollcian Camp.

Enter Menenius 2o the Watch or Guard.

1 Wazch. S "AY: whence are you?
2 WWatch. Stand, and go back,
Men. You guard like men; ‘tis well: but, by your ledve,
I am an ofhicer of ftate, and come
To fpeak with Cordolanus.
1 W atch, Whence ?
Men, From Rome,
I Watch. You may not pals, you muft return: our general
Will no more hear from thence.
2 Watch. You'll fee your Rome embrac’d with fire, before
You'll {peak with Coriolarnus,
Men. Good my friends,
If you have heard your general talk of Rome,
And of his friends there, it is lots to blanks,
My name hath touch’d your ears; it is Menenius,
1 Watch. Be it fo, go back: the virtue of your name
Is not here paflable.
Men. 1 tell thee, fellow,
Thy general is my lm er: I have heen
The Emmk of his gcod acts, whence men have read
His fame unparallel'd hqp]}r amphh{,d
For I have ever magnified my friends,
(Of whom he’s chief) to all the fize that verity
Would without lapfing {uffer: nay, fometimes,
Like to a bowl upen a fubtle ground
Iv’e tumbled paft the throw ; and in his praife
Have, almoft, ftamp’'d the lealing. Therefore, fellow,
I muft have leave to pafs.

x Waitch. "Faith, fir, if you had told as many lies in his
behalf,
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behalf, as you have utter'd words in your own, you fhould ot
pafs here: no, though it were as virtuous to lie, as to live
chaftly. Therefore, go back.

Men. Pr'ythee, fellow, remember my name is Menenius, always
faétionary of the party of your general.

2 W atoh. Howdoever you have been his liar (as you fay you
have) Iam one that, telling true under him, muft fay, you cannot
pafs. Therefore, go back, |

Men. Has he din’d, canft thou tell ? for I would not fpeak
with him till after dinner.

1 ¥ atch. You are a Roman, ave you?

Men. 1 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 gates the very defender of them,
and, in aviolent popularignorance, given yourenemy your {hield,
think to front his revenges with the eafy groans of old women,
the virginal palms of your daughters,orwith the palfied interceflion
of fuch a decay’d dotard as you feem to be? can you think to
blow out the intended fire your city is ready to flame in, with fuch
weak breath as this? no, you are deceiv'd ; therefore, back to
Rose, and prepare for your execution : you are condemn’d, our
general has fworn you out of reprieve and pardon.

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

1 Watch. Gome, my captain knows you not.

Mzen. 1 mean, thy general,

1 Watch. My general cares not for you. Back, Ifay, go; left
I let forth your half pint of blood, that’s the utmoft of your
having : back, back.

Men. Nay, but fellow, fellow, —

Enter Coriolanus, with Aufidius.

Cor. What's the matter?

Men. Now, you companion, I'll fay an errand for you; you
fhall know now thatTam in eftimation; youthall perceive, that
a jack-gardant cannot office me from my fon Coriolansus: gu%f&

L2 ¥y
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by my entertainment with him, if thou ftand’ft not 1’ th’ ftate of
hanging, or of fome death more long in {pe@atorfhip, and crueller
in futfering ; behold now prefently, and {woon for what’s to come
upon thee. — The glorious gods fit in hourly {ynod about th
particular profperity, and love thee no worfe than thy old father
Merenins does! O my {on, my fon! thou art prcparing fire for
us; look thee, here’s water to quench it. I was hardly mov’d
to come to thee ; but being affured none but myfelf could move
thee, I have been blown out of our gates with fighs, and conjure
thee to pardon Roze, and thy petitionary countrymen. The good
gods affuage thy wrath, and turn the dregs of it upon this varlet
here; this, who like a block hath denied my accefs to thee.
Cor. Away |
Men. How | away ?
. Cor. Wife, mother, child, I know not. My affairs
Are fervanted to others: though I owe
My revenge properly, remiflion lies
In Polfcian breafts. That we have been familiar,
Ingrate forgetfulnefs fhall prifon, rather
Than pity note how much. Therefore, be gone ;
i : Mine ears againft your fuits are ﬁrnngcr than
i Your gates againft my force. Yet, for I loved thee,
i Take this along; I writ it for thy fake, [ grves bim a letter,
And would have fent it. Another word, Menenius,
I will not hear thee {fpeak. — This man, Aufidius,
Was my belov'd in Rome ; yet thou behold’it —
Auf. You keep a conftant temper. [ Exeun.

Manent the guard and Menenius,

1 Watch, Now, fir, is your name Menenius ¢
- 2 Watch. "Tis a {pell, you fee, of much power : you know the
way home again.
! 1 WWatch. Do you hear how we are fhent for keeping your
greatnefs back ?
2 Watch, What caufe do you think I have to {fwoon ?

Men, 1 neither care for th’ world, nor your general : for fuch
4 things
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things as you, I can fcarce think there’s any, y'are fo flight. He
that hath a will to die by himfelf, fears it not from another: let
your general do his worit. For you, be what you are, long! and
vour mifery increafe with your age! I fay to you, as I was faid
to, Away | [Exiz.
1 WWatch. A noble fellow, I warrant him.
2 Watch., The worthy fellow is our general.
He is the rock, the oak not to be wind-fhaken. [Ex. #Zarch.

S CENE IIL

Reenter Coriolanus, and Aufidius,

Cor. We will before the walls of Rome to-morrow
Set down our hoft. My partner in this action,
You muft report to th’” #olfcian lords how plainly
I've born this bufinefs.
Auf. Only their ends you have refpeted ; ftop’'d
Your ears againft the general {uit of Rome;
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 Rosmre,
Lov’d me above the mealure of a father:
Nay, godded me, indeed. Their lateft refuge
Was to fend him: for whofe old love, I have
(Though I thow’d fourly to him) once more offer'd
The firft conditions which they did refufe,
And cannot now accept, to grace him only,
That thought he could do more: a very little
I've yielded to. Frefh embafly, and fuits,
Nor for the ftate, nor private friends, hereafter
Will I lend ear to. — Hal what fight is this?
Shall I be tempted to infringe my vow
In the fame time ’tis made? I will not. —

Eonter
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Enter Virgilia, Volumnia, Valeria, young Martius,
with Attendants, all in Mourning,

My wife ‘comes foremoft ; then the honour'd mould
Wherein this trunk was fram’d, and in her hand
The grandchild to her blood. But, out, affeétion ;
All bond and privilege of nature break |
Let 1t be virtuous, to be obftinate.
What is that court'{y worth? or thofe dove’s eyes,
Which can make gods forfworn ? I melt, and am not
Of ftronger earth than others. My mother bows,
As if Olympus ‘to a molehill thould
In fupplication nod ; and my young boy
Hath an afpe& of interceflion, which
Great nature cries, Deny not. Let the Polfeians
Plough Rome, and harrow Iraly ; I'll never
Be {uch a gofling to obey inftinét: but ftand
As if a man were author of himfelf,
And knew no other kin.
Fir. My lord and hufband!
Cor. Thefe eyes are not the fame I'wote i Rome.
Vir. The fortow that delivers us thus chang’d,
b Makes you think fo.
| Cor. Like a dull a&or now,
I have forgot my part, and I am out,
Even to a full difgrace. — Beft of my fleih,
Forgive my tyranny; but do not fay,
For that, Forgive our Romans, 'O, a kifs
Long as my exile, fiveet as iy revenge |
Now by the jealous queen of heav’n, that kifs
I carried from thee, déar; and my true lip
Hath virgin'd it ¢’er fince. — You gods ! T prate,
I , And the moft noble mother of the world
Leave unfaluted : fink, my knee, i"th"earth; [Rreéls,
Of 24y deep duty more impreffion fhow
“Than that of common fons,

Vol
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Vol. O, ftand up bleft!
Whilft with no fofter cufhion than the flint
1 kneel before thee, and unproperly
Show duty as miftaken all the while, [ kneels.
Between the child and parent.
Cor. What is this?
Your knees to me? to your correéted {on ?
Then let the pebbles on the hungry beach
Fillop the ftars: then, let the mutinous winds
Strike the proud cedars 'gainft the fiery {fun;
Murd’ring impeflibility, to make
What cannot be, flight work.
Fol. Thou art my warriour ;
I holp to frame thee. Do you know this lady ?
Cor. The noble fifter of Poplice/a,
The moon of Roma, chafte as the icicle
That’s curdled by the froft from pureft {now,
And hangs on Djan’s temple: dear Fglerial
Pol. This is a poor epitome of yours, [ /bewing young Martius.
Which by th’ interpretation of full time
May fhow like all yourfelf.
Cor. The god of foldiers,
With the confent of {upreme Fove, inform
Thy thoughts with noblenefs, that thou may’'ft prove
To thame unvulnerable, and ftick 1’ th’ wars
Like a great fea-mark, ftanding every flaw,
And faving thofe that eye theel
#ol. Your knee, firrah.
Cor. That's my brave boy.
Vol. Even he, your wife, this lady, and myfelf,
Are {uitors to you.
Cor. 1 befeech you, peace:
Or, if you'd atk, remember this before;
The thing 1 have forfworn to grant, may never
Be held by you denial, Do not bid me
Difmifs my foldiers, or capitulate
Again
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Again with Rome’s mechanicks: tell me not
! "Wherein I feem unnatural : defire not
' " allay my rages and revenges, with
Your colder reafons.
Fol. O, no more: no more:
You've faid you will not grant us any thing ;
For we have nothing elfe to afk, but that
Which you deny already: yet we will afk,
That, if we fail in our requeft, the blame
May hang upon your hardnefs: therefore hear us.
Cor. Aufidius, and you Polfcians, mark ; for we’ll
Hear nought from Romse in private. — Your requeft ?
#ol. Should we be filent and not fpeak, our raiment
And ftate of bodies would bewray what life
We've led fince thy exile. Think with thyfelf,
How more unfortunate than all living women
Are we come hither: fince thy fight, which fhould
Make our eyes flow with joy, hearts dance with comforts,
Conltrains them weep, and fhake with fear and forrow ;
Making the mother, wife, and child, to fee
The fon, the hufband, and the father, tearing
His country’s bowels out: and to poor us
il Thine enmity’s moft capital ; 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 vicory,
Whereto we're bound?  Alack ! or we muft lofe
The country, our dear nurfe; or elfe thy perfon,
Our comfort in the country. We muft find
An eminent calamity, though we had
Our wifh, which fide thould win: for either thou
Muft, as a foreign recreant, be led
With manacles along our ftreets, or elfe
Triumphantly tread on thy country’s ruin,
And bear the palm for having bravely fhed

Thy
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Thy wife and children’s blood. For myfelf, fon,

I purpofe not to wait on fortune, till
Thefe wars determine : if I can’t perfuade thee
Rather to thow a noble grace to both parts,
Than feek the end of one; thou fhalt not {ooner
March to affault thy country, than to tread
(Truft to’t, thou fhalt not) on thy mother’s womb,
That brought thee to this world.
Vir. Ay, and mine too,
That brought you forth this boy, to keep your name
Living to time,
Boy. He fhall not tread on me:
I'll run away till I'm bigger, but then I'll Aght.
Cor. Not of 2 woman's tendernefs to be,
Requires nor child nor woman’s face to fee.
I've fat too long.
#ol. Nay, go not from us thus:
If it were {o, that our requeft did tend
To fave the Romans, thereby to deftroy
The #olfcians whom you ferve, you might condemn us,
As poifoners of your honour. Noj; our fuit
Is, that you reconcile them: while the 7 olfcians
May fay, This mercy we have ﬂmw’a’ ; the Romans,
This we recesv’'d ; and each in either fide
Give the all-hail to thee, and cry, Be éleff
For making up this peace! Thou know'ft, great fon,
The end of war’s uncertain ; but this certain,
That, if thou conquer Rome, the benefit
Which thou fhalt thereby reap, is fuch a name,
Whofe repetition will be dogg’d with curfes:
Whofe chronicle thus writ, The man was noble,
But with his laff attempt.be wip'd it out,
Deftroy’d bis country, and his name remains
To th’ Erﬁ,.f'f.rfﬁg age, abhorv'd, Spf:ﬂk to me, fon:
Thou haft affeted the firft ftrains of honour,

To imitate the graces of the gods;
Nor. V. Aa Who
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Who tear with thunder the wide cheecks o' th’ air,
And yet do charge their fulphur with a belt,
i ‘That fhall but rive an eak. W 'q doft not f]u_dLP
' Think’ft thou it honourable for a neble man -
Still to remember wrongs ? — Daughter, {peak you:
He cares not for your weeping. — Speak thou, boy ;
Perhaps, thy childifhnefs will move him more
Than can our reafons. — There’s no man in the world
| More bound to’s mother, yet here he lets me prate
i Like one i’ th’ ftecks. Thou'ft never in thy life
i Show’d thy dear mother any courtefy ;
When the (poor hen!) fond of no {econd brood,
Has cluck’d thee to the wars, and fafely home
Loaden with honour. Say, my ILI.ll]-.!l.. s unjuft,
Aud {purn me back ;- but if it be not fo,
Thou art not honeft, and the gods will plague thee
That thou reftrain’{t from me t|1:_ duty, which
To a mother’s part belongs. — He turns away :
Down, ladies; let us fhame him with our knees.
. To his furname Coriolanus "longs more pride,
: Than pity to our prayers. Down; and end;
This is the laft, So we will home to Rome,
(i And die among our neighbours. — Nay, behold us:
This boy, that cannot tell what he would have,
But kneels, and holds up hands for fellowfhip,
Does reafon our petition with more ftrength
Than thou haft to deny’t. — Come, let us go:
This fellow had a #elfgran to his mother ;
His wife is in Corvofi, and this child
Like him by chance: — yet give us our defpatch :
I'm hufh’'d until our city be afire,
; And then I'll fpeak a little
' ' Cor. Muthtr, mother | [bolds her by the hawnds, filent.
I What have you done? behold, the heav'ns do ope,
a3 & g The gods look down, and this unnatural {cene
They laugh at. O, my mother, mother! ol

You've
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You've won a happy victory to Rome :
But for your fon, believe it, o, believe it,
Moft dang’rouly you have with him prevail'd,
If not moft mortal to him., Let it come: —
Arfidius, though I cannot make true wars,
I'll frame convenient peace. Now, good Aufidius,
Were you in my ftead, fay, would you have heard
A mother lefs ? or granted lefs, Aufidius?
Auf. 1 too was mov d.
Cor. 1dare be {fworn, you were;
And, fir, it is no little thing, to make
Mine eyes to fiveat compaflion. But, good fir,
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. T'm glad thou'ft fet thy mercy and thy honour
At difference in thee; out of that I'll work
Myfelf my former fortune. [afide.
Cor. Ay, by and by;
But we will drink together ; and you fhall bear
Hi.::l Volumnia, Virg. &.
A better witnels back than words, which we
On like conditions will have counter-feal’d.
Come, enter with us.
Auf. Ladies, you deferve
To have a temple built you : all the {fwords
In Italy, and her confederate arms,
Could not have made this peace. [Exeunt.

Aa SCENE

o]
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SCE NE:*" IV.
Rome.
Enter Menenius, azd Sicinius,
ﬂﬁ-‘ﬂ.%]ﬂ? you yond’ coin o' th’ eapitol,. yond’ corner ftone ?
\ Sic. Why, what of that?

Men, 1f 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 {ay, there is no hope in’t;
our throats are fentenc’d, and ftay upon execution.

Sic, Is’t poflible that fo fhort a time can alter the condition of
a man ?

Men. There is difference between a grub and a butterfly, yet
your butterfly was a grub; this Martius is 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. The tartnefs 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 like a knell, and his hum is a-battery. He fits
in his {tate as a thing made for Alexander. What he bids be done
is finifh’d with his bidding. He wants nothing of a god, but
eternity, and a heaven to throne in.

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

Men. 1 paint him in the charadter. Mark what mercy his
mother fhall bring from him: there is no more mercy in him
than there is milk in a male tiger ; that fhall our poor city find:
and all this is long of you.

Sic. The gods be good unto us!

Men. No, in fuch a cafe the gods will not be good unto us.
When we banifh’d him, we refpeéted not them: and he returning
to break our necks, they refpe& not us.

Enzer
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Enter a Meflenger.

Mef. Sir, if you’d fave your life, fly to your houfe :
The plebeians have got your fellow-tribune,
And hale him up and down; all fwearing, if
The Roman ladies bring not comfort home,
They’ll give him death by inches.

Enter another Meffenger.

Sic. What's the news?
Mef. Good news, good news; the ladies have prevail'd,
The Folfcians are diflodg’d, and Martius gone:
A merrier day did never yet greet Rose,
No, not th’expulfion of the Zarquins.
Sic. Friend,
Art certain this is true ? is it moft certain ?
Mef. As certain as 1 know the {un is fire:
Where have you lurk’d, that you make doubt of it?
Ne'er through an arch fo hurried the blown tide,
As the recomforted through th’ gates. Why, hark you;
[trumpets, bhautboys, drums beat, all zogether.
The trumpets, fackbuts, pfalteries, and fifes,
Tabors, and cymbals, and the fhouting Romans
Make the fun dance. Hark you! [a fhout within.
Men. This is good news:
I will go meet the ladies. This Polumnia
Is worth of confuls, fenators, patricians,
A city full: of tribunes, fuch as you,
A fea and land full. You've pray’d well to-day :
This morning, for ten thoufand of your throats
I'd not have given a doit. Hark, how they joy!
[ found fisll with the fbouts.
Sic. Firft, the gods blefs you for your tidings! next,
Accept my thankfulnefs,
Mef. Sir, we have all great caufe to give great thanks.

Sic.
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Sic. They're near the city ?
Mef. Almoft at point to enter.
Sic. We'll meet them, and help the joy. [ Exeunt,

Enter two Senators with the Ladies pafing over the Slage,
wizth other Lords.

Sen. Behold our patronefs, the life of Romze
Call all your tribes together, praife the gods,
And make triumphant fires ; ftrew flowers before them :
Unfhout the noife that banith’d Martius;
Repeal him with the welcome of his mother :
Cry, Welcome, ladies, welcomel .
All. Welcome, ladies, welcome ! | Exeunt,
| @ flourifb with drums and rumpets,

5-GE N E-SR,
Antium.

Enter Tullus Aufidius, with Attendants.

Auf. O tell the lords o’ th’city, I am here:
Deliver them tnis paper: having read it,
Bid them repair to th’ market-place ; where I,
Even in theirs and in the commons’ 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. Defpatch.— [Exit Attendant.

Cater three or Jfour Confpirators of Autidius’ faction.

Moft welcome !
1 Con. How is it with our general ?
Auf. Even fo,
As with a man by his own alms impeifon’d,

And
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And with his charity flain.

2 Con. Moft neble fir,

If you do hold the fame intent, wherein
You wifh’d us parties, we'll deliver you
Of your great danger.

Awf. Sir, 1 cannot tell ;

We muft proceed as we do find the people.

3 Con. The people will remain vncertain, whilft
"T'wixt you there’s difference ; but the fall of either
Makes the furvivor heir of all.

Auf. 1 know it;
And my pretext to ftrike at him admits
A good conftruction. I rais’d him, and pawn'd
Mine honour for his truth; who being fo heighten’d,
He water'd his new plants with dews of flattery,
Seducing fo my friends: and, to this end,
He bow’d his nature, never known before
But to be rough, unfwayable, and fierce,

3 Con. His ftoutnefs, fir,
When he did ftand for conful, which he loft
By lack of ftooping, —

Auf. That I would have {poke of :

Being banifh’d for’t, he came unto my hearth,
Preferited to my knife his throat: I took him,
Made him joint fervant with me; gave him way
In all his own defires; nay, let him choofe

Out of my files, his projeés to accomplifh,

My beft and frefheft men ; ferv’d his defignments
In mine own perfon ; holp to reap the fame _
Which he did make all his; and took fome pride
To do myfelf this wrong : till at the lait,

I feem’d his follower, not partner; and

He wag’d me with his countenance, as if

I had been mercenary.

1 Con. So he did, my lord =

191
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The army marvell'd at it ; and, at laft,
When he had carried Rome, and that we look’d
For no lefs {poil, than glory, —
Auf. There was it;
For which my finews f(hall be ftretch’d upon him :
. At a few drops of women's rheum, which are
. | As cheap as lies, he fold the blood and labour
: Of our great action ; therefore fhall he die,
And I'll renew me in his fall. But, hark.
| drums and trumpets found, with great fhouts of the people,
1 Con. Your native town you enter’d like a pott,
And had no welcomes home; but he returns,
Splitting the air with noife.
2 Con. And patient fools,
Whofe children he hath flain, their bafe throats tear,
Giving him glory.
3 Con. Therefore at your vantage,
Ere he exprefs himfelf, or-move the people
With what he would fay, let him feel your fword,
Which we will fecond. When he lies along,
! After your way his tale pronounc’d fhall bury
His reafons with his body.
I Auf. Say no more;
Here come the lords.

Eunter the Lords of the City.

Al Lords. You are moft welcome home.

Auxf. 1 have not deferv'd it.
But, worthy lords, have you with heed perus’d
What I have written ?

All, We have.

1 Lord. And grieve to hear it.
What faults he made before the laft, I think,
i . Might have found eafy fines: but there to end
i &G Where he was to begin, and give away

The

e
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The benefit of our levies, anfwering us
With our own charge, making a treaty where
There was a yielding, admits no excufe.

Auf. He approaches, you fhall hear him.

i Gl s L DD

Enter Coriolanus marching with drums and colours, the Commons
being with him.

Cor. Hail, lords! I am return’d your foldier;
No more infected with my country’s love,
Than when I parted hence, but {till fubfifting
Under your great command. You are to know,
That profperoufly I have attempted, and
With bloody pafiage led your wars, even to
The gates of Rome : our {poils we have brought home
Do more than counterpoife a full third part
The charges of the action. We've made peace
With no lefs honour to the Antiates
Than {fhame to th’ Romans : and we here deliver,
Subfcribed by the confuls and patricians,
Together with the feal o’ th’ fenate, what
We have compounded on.

Auf. Read it not, noble lords;
But tell the traitor, in the higheft degree
He hath abus'd your powers.

Cor. Traitor] How now! —

Auf. Ay, traitor, Martius.

Cor. Martius! —

Auf. Ay, Martius, Caius Martius; doft thou think
I'll grace thee with that robbery, thy ftol'n name
Coriolanus, in Corioli # —

You lords and head o’ th’ ftate, perfidioufly
He has betray’d your bufinefs, and given up,
For certain drops of falt, your city Rome,
Vor. V. Bb I fay,
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I fay, your city, to his wife and mother;
Breaking his oath and refolution, like

A twift of rotten filk ; never admirting
Counfel o’ th’ war; but at his nur{e’s tears
He whin’d and roar’d away your victory,
That pages blufh’'d at him, and men of heart
Look’d wond'ring each at other.

Cor. Hear'ft thou, Mars?

Auf. Name not the god, thou boy of tears.

Cor. Hal

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 I ever
Was forc’d to {fcold. Your judgments, my grave lords,
Muft give this cur the lie; and his own notion,
Who wears my ftripes imprefs’d upon him, tJnt
Muft bear my beating to his grave, fhall join
To thruft the lie unto him.

1 Lord. Peace, both, and hear me fpeak.

Cor. Cut me to pieces, Vi m_fﬁ."mm men and lads,
Stain all your edges in me. — Eoy falfe hound | —
If you have writ your annals true, ’tis there,

That like an L‘lgfL in a dovecot, 1
Flutter'd your #olfcians in Corivli
Alone I did it. Boy!

Auf. Why, noble lords,

Will you be put in mind of his blind fortune,
Which was your {hame, by this unholy braggart,
'Fore your own -::}r:.-s and ears ?

Al Con, Let him die for't.

All Cit. Tear him to pieces, do it prefently.

1 Ciz. He kill'd my fon.

2 Cir. My daughter.

3 Gir. Kill'd my coufin.

4 Cit.
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4 Cit. He kill'd my father.
» Lord. Peace; no outrage; peace.
The man is noble, and his fame folds in
This orb o’ th’ earth : his laft offences to us
Shall have judicious hearing. — Stand, Awfidius,
And trouble not the peace.
Cor. O, that I had him,
With fix Aufidiufes, or more, his tribe,
To ufe my lawful fword !
Auf. Infolent villain!
Al Con. Kill, kill, kill, kill, kill him. :
[2be Confpirators all draw, and kill Martivus, who falls, and
Aufidius fands on bin.
Lords. Hold, hold, hold, hold.
Auf. My noble lords, hear me {peak.
1t Lord. O, Tullus, —
» Lord. Thou haft done a deed, whereat
Valour will weep.
3 Lord. Tread not upon him. — Matfters all, be quiet;
Put up your {words.
Auf. My lords, when I (hall thow (as in this rage
Provok’d by him, I cannot) the great danger
Which this man’s life did owe you, you'll rejoice
That he is thus cut off. Pleafe it your honours
To call me to your fenate, I'll deliver
Myfelf your loyal fervant, or endure
Your heavieft cenfure.
1 Lord. Bear from hence his body,
And mourn you for him. Let him be regarded
As the moft noble corfe that ever herald
Did follow to his urn.
2 Lord. His own impatience
Takes from Aufidius a great part of blame:
Let’s make the beft of it,
Awf. My rage is gone,
Bb 2 And
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And I am ftruck with forrow. — Take him up:

- Help, three o’ th’ chiefeft foldiers; I'll be one. —

? Beat thou the drum that it fpeak mournfully : —
Trail your fteel pikes. — Though in this city he
Hath widowed and unchilded many a one,
Which to this hour bewail the injury,

i Yet he thall have a noble memory. :

il [ Exeunt, bearing the body of Martius. A dead march Jounded, !

R
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