










Digitized by the Internet Archive,

in 2015

https://archive.org/details/worksofshakespea05shak_5



THE

WORKS
O F

WILLIAM SHAKESTEAR.

VOLUME the FIFTH.

CONSISTING OF

TRAGEDIES from HISTORY.

LONDON: ^
Printed for Jacob Tonson in the Strand.

M DCC XXIII.



jrf. 2

Plays contain d In this Volume.

TIMO N of ATHENS.
CORIOLANVS.
JVLIVS C^SAR.
ANTONY CLEOPATRA.

TITVS ANDRONICVS.

MACBETH.



>

T I M O N

O F

J T H E S.

A 2,



Dramatis Pcrfonse

T I M O N, noble Athenian.

Lucius, ~)

flattering Lords.
Lucullus,S ^

Apemantus, a churlijh 'Philofopher.

Sempronius, another flattering Lord.

Alcibiades, an Athenian General.

Flavius, Steward to Timon,
Flaminius, -p

Lucilius, ^ Timon'j Servants,

Servilius, ^
Caphis,

Varro,

Tkus
Several fervants to ^furers.

Lucius,

Hortenfius, j

Ventidius, one ofTimon's fal/e Friends,

Cupid and Maskers.

T^mndra, ^ Miftrefes to Alcibiades.

Thieves^ Senators^ Poet, Painter, Jeweller, Mercer and Mer-

chant 5 with divers fervants and attendants.

SCENE Athens, and the Woods not

far from it.

The hint offart of this play taken from Lucian'^ Dialogue of
Timon.



T IMO N of ATHENS.

A C T I. S C E N E. I.

A Hall m Timon'^ Hoiife,

Enter Poet, Painter, Jeweller, Merchant, and Mercer,

at feveral doors.

Poet.
^^/sBssagacw^^j^^^OOP day, Sir.

Pain. I am glad ye are well.

Poet. I have not (een you long, how goes the

world ?

Pa'm. It wears. Sir, as it grows.

Poet. Ay, that's well known.

But what particular rarity? what fo ftrange,

Which manifold record not matches? fee

(Magick of bounty,) all thefe fpirits thy power

Hath conjur'd to attend. I know the merchant.

Pain. I know them both tlV other's a jeweller.

Mer. O 'tis a worthy lord

!

Jew. Nay, that's mod fixt.

Mer. A moft incomparable man, breath'd as it were

To an untirable and continuate goodnefs.

Jew. 1 have a jewel here.

Mer,
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Mer, O pray let's fee't.

For the lord Ttmon^ Sir ?

Jew. If he will touch the eftimate: but for that—
Poet. When we for recompence have prais'd the vile.

In ftains the glory in that happy verfe

Which aptly fings the good.

Mer. 'Tis a good form. \_Look'mg on thejewel,

Jew, And rich; here is a water, look ye.

Pa'm. You're rapt, Sir, in fome work, fome dedication

To the great lord.

Poet. A thing flipt idly from me.

" Our poefie is as a gum, which iffues

From whence 'tis nouriflied. The fire i'th' flint

Shews not 'till it be ftruck : our gentle flame

Provokes it felf,— and like the current flies

Each bound it chafes. What have you there?

Pam. A pidure, Sir : when comes your book forth ?

Poet. Upon the heels of my prefentment, Sir.

Let's fee your piece.

Pam. 'Tis a good piece.

Poet. So 'tis,

This comes off well and excellent.

Pa'm. Indiff'rent.

Poet. Admirable! how this grace

Speaks his own ftanding ? what a mental power

This eye (hoots forth? how big imagination

Moves in this lip? to th' dumbnefs of the gefl:ure

One might interpret.

Pa'm. It is a pretty mocking of the life :

Here is a touch— is't good ?

Poet. I'll fay of it,

It tutors nature, artificial ftrife

Lives in thefe touches, livelier than life.

Enter
a Our poefie is as a goivn^ ivhich ufes from whence ^tis nourijhi'd.
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Enter certam Senators,

Pain. How this lord is followed

!

Poet. The fenators of Athens! happy men.

Pain. Look, more!

Poet. You fee this confluence, this great flood of vifiters.

I have, in this rough work fhap'd out a Man,

Whom this beneath world doth embrace and hug

With ampleft entertainment. My free drift

Halts not particularly, but moves it felf

In a wide fca of wax, no levell'd malice

Infects one comma in the courfe I hold.

But flies an eagle-flight, bold, and forth on,

Leaving no trad behind.

Patn. How fhall I underftand you ?

Poet. I'll unbolt to you.

You fee how all conditions, how all minds,

As well of glib and flipp'ry creatures, as

Of grave and aufliere quality, tender down

Their fervice to lord T'tmon: his large fortune

Upon his good and gracious nature hanging,

Subdues and properties to his love and tendance

All forts of hearts
j

yea, from the glafs-fac'd flatterer

To Apemantus^ that few things loves better

Than to abhor himfelf; ev'n he drops down

The knee before him, and returns in peace

Moft rich in Timon\ nod.

Pam, I faw them fpeak together.

Poet. I have upon a high and pleafant hill

Feign'd Fortune to be thron'd. The bafe o'th' mount
Is rank'd with all deferts, all kind of natures,

That labour on the bofom of this fphere

To propagate their ftates
;
amongft them all,

Whofe eyes are on this fov'reign lady fixt,

One
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One do I perfonate of T'tmon's frame,

Whom Fortune with her iv'ry hand wafts to her,

Whofe prefent grace to prefent flaves and fervants

Tranflates his rivals.

Patn, 'Tis conceiv'd, to fcope

This throne, this fortune, and this hill, methinks

With one man becken'd from the reft below

Bowing his head againft the fteepy mount,

To climb his happinefsj would be well expreft

In our condition.

Poet. Nay, but hear me on

:

All thofe which were his fellows but of late.

Some better than his value ^ on the moment
Follow his ftrides, his lobbies fill with tendance,

Rain facrificial whifp'rings in his ear,

Make facred even his ftirrop, and throtagii him

Drink the free air.

Pam. Ay marry, what of thefe?

Poet. When Fortune in her (Lift and change of mood

Spurns down her late belov'd, all his dependants

(Which labour'd after to the mountain's top,

Ev'n on their knees and hands,) let him (lip down,

Not one accompanying his declining foot.

Pam. 'Tis common :

A thoufand moral paintings I can fliew.

That fhall demonftrate thefe quick blows of fortune

More pregnantly than words. Yet you do well

To fliew lord Ttmon^ that mean eyes have feen

The foot above the head.

6

SCENE
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SCENE U.

Trumpets found. Enter Timon addrejfmg h'mfelf courteoujiy

to every futtor.

Tim. Imprifbn'd is he, fay you ? \To a mejfenger*

Mef. Ay, my good lord, five talents is his debt.

His means moft Ihort, his creditors moft ftraight

:

Your honourable letter he defires

To thofe have fhut him up, which failing to him

Periods his comfort.

Tim. Noble Fentidim f well

% I am not of that feather, to fhake off

My friend when he moll needs me. I know him

A gentleman that well deferves a help,

Which he fhall have. I'll pay the debt, and free him.

Mef. Your lordfhip ever binds him.

Tim. Commend me to him, I will (end his ranlbm,

And being enfranchiz'd, bid him come to me,-

'Tis not enough to help the feeble up.

But to fupport him after. Fare you well.

Mef All happinefs to your honour. \ExtU

Enter an old Athenian.

0. Ath. Lord Timon^ hear me (peak.

Tim. Freely, good father.

0. Ath. Thou haft a fervant nam'd Lucilius.

Tim. I havefo: what of him?

0 Ath. Moft noble Ttmon, call the man before thee.

Ttm. Attends he here or no ? LuciJius.

Enter Lucilius

Luc. Here, at your lordftiip's fervice.

Vol V. B To
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0. Ath. This fellow here, lord Ttmoriy this thy creature

By night frequents my houfe. I am a man
That from my firft have been inclin'd to thrift.

And my eftate deferves an heir more rais'd.

Than one which holds a trencher.

Tim. Well : what further ?

0,Ath, One only daughter have I, no kin elfe.

On whom I may confer what I have got

:

The maid is fair, o'th' youngeft for a bride.

And I have bred her at my deareft coft.

In qualities of the beft. This man of thine

Attempts her love : I pray thee, noble lord,

Join with me to forbid him her refbrt j

My felf have (poke in vain.

Ttm, The man i^ honeft.

0, Ath. Therefore he will be,

His honefty rewards him in it felf,

It muft not bear my daughter.

Tim. Does fhe love him ?

0, Ath. She is young, and apt :

Our own precedent paflions do inftrucl us.

What levity's in youth.

Ttm. Love you the maid ?

Ltic. Ay, my good lord, and fhe accepts of it.

0. Ath. If in her marriage my confent be miffing,

I call the gods to witnefs, I will chufe

Mine heir from forth the beggars of the world.

And difpolTefs her all.

Tim. How fliall fhe be endowed.

If fhe be mated with an equal husband?

0. Ath. Three talents on the prefent, in future all.

Ttm. This gentleman of mine hath fcrv'd me long
;

To build his fortune I will ftrain a little,
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For 'tis a bond in men. Give him thy daughter :

What you beftow, in him I'll counterpoife.

And make him weigh with her.

0. Ath. Moft noble lord,

Pawn me to this your honour, fhe is his.

Ttm. My hand to thee, mine honour on my promife.

Luc, Humbly I thank your lordfhip: never may
That ftate or fortune fall into my keeping,

Which is not ow'd to you. \Extt Luc
Poet. Vouchfafe my labour, and long live your lordfhip.

Ttm, I thank you, you fhall hear from me anon ;

Go not away. What have you there, my friend?

Pain. A piece of painting, which I do befeech

Your lordfhip to accept.

Tim. Painting is welcome.

The painting is almoft the natural man

:

For fmce diflionour trafficks with man's nature
.

He is but out-fide : penfil'd figures are

Ev'n fuch as they give out. I like your work,

And you (hall find I like it : wait attendance

'Till you hear farther from me.

Pam. The gods preferve ye.

Tim. Well fare you gentleman ; Give me your hand,

We mufl: needs dine together : Sir, your jewel

Hath fuffer'd under praife.

Jew. What my lord? difpraife?

Tim. A mecr fatiety of commendations.

If 1 fhould pay you for't as 'tis extoU'd,

It would undo me quite.

Jew. My lord, 'tis rated

As thofe which fell would give : but you well know,

Things of like value, differing in the owners.

Are by their mafters priz'd j
Believe't, dear lord,

^
B I You
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You mend the jewel by the wearing it.

Tim, Well mock'd.

Mer. No, my good lord, he (peaks the commoa tongac,

Which all men (peak with him.

Tim, Look who comes here.

SCENE III.

Enter Apemantus.

Will you be chid ?

Jew. We'll bear it with your lordfhip.

Ader. He'll fpare none.

Tm. Good-morrow to thee, gentle /Apemantus /

Apem, 'Till I be gentle, ftay for thy good-morrow,

When thou art Timon's dog, and thefe knaves honefl:.

Tim. Why doft thou call them knaves, thou know'ft them

not?

Apem. Are they not Athenians?

Tim. Yes.

Apem, Then I repent not.

Jew, You know me, Apemantus,

Apem, Thou know'll I do, I call'd thee by thy namCo

Tim, Thou art proud, Apemantus.

Apem. Of nothing fo much, as that I am not like Tmon,

Ttm, Whither art going ?

Apem. To knock out an honeft Athenian's brains.

Tim. That's a deed thou'lt die for.

Apem. Right, if doing nothing be death by the law.

Tim. How lik'ft thou this pi(5ture, Apemantm?

Apem. The bed, for the innocence.

Tim. Wrought he not well that painted it ?

Apem. He wrought better that made the painter, and yet he's

but a filthy piece of work.

Pam.
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Pa'm. Y'are a dog.

Apem. Thy mother's of my generation : what's flie, if I be a,

dog.

Ttm, Wilt dine with me, Apemantus ?

Apem* No, I eat not lords.

Ttm, If thou fhould'ft, thou'dft anger ladies.

Apem. O, they eat lords, fo they come by great bellies.

Tim. That's a lafcivious apprehenfion.

Apem. So thou apprehend'ft it. Take it for thy labour.

Tim. How doft thou like this jewel, Apemantus?

Apem. Not fo well as plain-dealing, which will not coft a

man a doit.

Tim. What doft thou think 'tis worth ?

Apem. Not worth my thinking— How now, poet?

Poet. How now, philofopher ?

Apem. Thou lieft.

Poet. Art thou one?

Apem. Yes.

Poet. Then I lie not.

Apem. Art not a poet ?

Poet. Yes.

Apem. Then thou lieft: look in thy laft. work, where thou

haft feign'd him a worthy fellow.

Poet. That's not feign'd, he is fo.

Apem. Yes, he is worthy of thee, and to pay thee for thy

labour. He that loves to be flattered is worthy o'th' flatterer.

Heav'ns, that I were a lord

!

Ttm. What would'ft do then, Apemantus?

Apem. Ev'n as Apemantus does now, hate a lord with my
heart.

Ttm. What, thyfelf?

Apem. Ay.

Tim. Wherefore?

Apem.
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Apem, That I had no angry wit to be a lord.

Art thou not a merchant?

Mer. Ay, Apemantm.

Apem, Traffick confound thee, if the gods will not,

Mer, If traffick do it, the gods do it.

Apem, Traffick's thy god, and thy god confound thee.

Trumpets found. Enter a mejfenger,

Tim. What trumpet's that ?

Mef. 'Tis Ak'tbiadesy and fome twenty horfe.

All of companionfliip.

Tim. Pray entertain them, give them guide to us 5

You muft needs dine with me : go not you hence

'Till 1 have thankt you j and when dinner's done

Shew me this piece. I'm joyful of your fights.

Enter Alcibiades with the reft.

Mod welcome Sir ! [Bowing and emhrac'wg"

Apem. So, fo! Aches contrad:, and ftarve your fupple joints!

that there fliould be fmall love amongft thefe fweet knaves, and

all this courtefie! the flrain of man's bred out into baboon and

monkey.

Ale. You have fav'd my longing, and I feed

Mod hungerly on your fight.

Tim. Right welcome, Sir.

Ere we depart, we'll (hare a bounteous time

In different pleafures. Pray you let us in. \_Exeunt,

SCENE IV.

Manet Apemantus. Enter Lucius and Lucullus.

Luc. What time a day is't, Apemantus?

Apem. Time to be honeft.

^ Luc^
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Luc, That time (erves ftill

.

Apem. The moft accurfed thou that ftill omitt'fl it.

LucuL Thou art going to lord T'tmon'% feaft.

Apem. Ay, to fee meat fill knaves, and wine heat fools.

Lucul. Fare thee well, fare thee well.

Apem, Thou art a fool to bid me farewel twice.

Lucul. Why, Apemantml
Apem. Thou fliould'ft have kept one to thy felf, for I mean

to give thee none.

Luc. Hang thy felf

Apem. No, I will do nothing at thy bidding : make thy re-

quefts to thy friend.

Lucul. Away unpeaceable dog, or— I'll fpurn thee hence.

Apem. I will fly, like a dog, the heels o'th' afs.

Luc. He's oppofite to humanity.

Come fhall we in, and tafte lord Timon's bounty ?

He fure outgoes the very heart of kindnefs.

Lucul. He pours it out. Plutus^ the god of gold.

Is but his ftew'rd : no meed but he repays

Seven-fold above it felf; no gift to him,

But breeds the giver a return exceeding

All ufe of quittance.

Luc. The nobleft mind he carries,

That ever govern'd man.

LucuL Long may he live in fortunes : fliall we in ?

Luc. I'll keep you company. \Exeunt,

SCENE
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SCENE V.

Hautboys playing, loud mufich Agreat banquet firifd and
then enter Timon, Lucius, LucuUus, Sempronius and other

Athenian fenators, with Ventidius. Then comes dropping after

ally Apemantus dtfcontentedly.

Fen, Moft honour'd Timony it hath pleas'd the gods

To call my father's age unto long peace.

He is gone happy, and has left me rich.

Then as in grateful virtue I am bound

To your free heart, I do return thofe talents,

Doubled with thanks and fervice, from whole help

I deriv'd liberty.

Tim. O by no means,

Honell: Venttd'ms: you miftake my love,

I gave it freely ever, and there's none

Can truly fay he gives, if he receives

:

If our betters play at that game, we muft not dare

To imitate. Faults that are rich, are fair.

Ven, A noble fpirir.

Ttm. Nay, ceremony was but devis'd at firft,

To (et a glofs on faint deeds, hollow welcomes,

Recanting goodnefs, forry ere 'tis Ihown :

But where there is true friendfhip, there needs none.

Pray, fit j more welcome are ye to my fortunes,

Than they to me. \They fit down.

Luc, We always have confeft it.

Apem. Ho, ho, confeft it ? hang'd it ? have you not ?

Tim. O Apemantus^ you are welcome.

Apem. No: you fhall not make me welcome. I come to have

thee thruft me out of doors.

Tm,
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Tm. Fie, th'art a churle; ye have got a humour there

Does not become a man, 'tis much to blame :

They fay, my lords, that Ira furor brevis efly

But yonder man is ever angry.

Go, let him have a table by himfelf:

For he does neither afFed: company.

Nor is he fit for't indeed.

Apem. Let me ftay at thy peril, Tmon : I come to obferve,

I give thee warning on't.

Ttm, I take no heed of thee,- th'art an Athenian^ therefore

welcome, I my felf would have no power— pr'ythee let my meat

make thee filent.

Apem. I fcorn thy meat, 'twould choak me : for I fhould ne'er

flatter thee. O you gods ! what a number ofmen eat Ttmon^ and

he fees 'em not ? It grieves me to (ee

So many dip their meat in one man's blood.

And all the madnefs is, he cheers them up too.

I wonder men dare truft themfelves with men!

Methinks they fhould invite them without knives.

Good for their meat, and (afer for their lives.

There's much example for't, the fellow that

Sits next him now, parts bread with him, and pledges

The breath of him in a divided draught.

Is th' readied man to kill him. 'Thas been prov'd.

Were I a great man, I fhould fear to drink,

Left they fhould fpy my wind-pipes dangerous notes

:

Great men fhould drink with harnefs on their throats.

Ttm. My lord, in heart ; and let the health go round.

Lucul. Let it flow this way, my good lord.

Apem. Flow this way!— a brave fellow! he keeps his tides

well
J

thofe healths will make thee and thy ftate look ill, Ttmom
Here's that which is too weak to be a finner, honeft water, which

Vol. V. C . ne'er
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ne'er left man i'th' mire

:

This and my food are equal, there's no odds

;

Feafts are too proud to give thanks to the gods.

Apemantus'y grace.

Immortalgodsy I crave no pelf •

1 pra'y for no man hut m'y felf •

Grant I may never prove fo fondy

To trufi man on hh oath or bond

Or a harlot for her weep'mgy

Or a dog that feems a fleeprng.

Or a keeper with my freedom^

Or my friends tf I fhould need "em.

Amen. So fall toH

:

Rich men fin^ and I eat root.

Much good dich thy good heart, Apemantm /

Ttm. Captain, AlcWiadeSy your heart's in the field now.

Ale. My heart is ever at your fervice, my lord.

Ttm. You had rather be at a breakfaft of enemies, then a din-

ner of friends.

Ale. So they were bleeding new, my lord, there's no meat

like 'em. I could wifh my friend at fuch a feaft.

Apem. Would all thefe flatterers were thine enemies thenj

that then thou might'ft kill 'em, and bid me to 'em.

Luc. Might we but have the happinefs, my lord, that you

would once u(e our hearts, whereby we might exprefs fome pare

of our zeals, we fhould think our felves for ever perfect.

Tim. Oh no doubt, my good friends, but the gods them-

felves have provided that I fhall have as much help from you:

how had you been my friends elfe ? why have you that charitable

title from thoufands ? did not you chiefly belong to my heart ?

I
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I have told more of you to my felf, than you can with modefty

fpeak in your own behalf. And thus far I confirm you. Oh you

gods, (think I,) what need we have any friends, if we fhould never

have need of 'em ? they would moft refemble fweet inftruments

hung up in cafes, that keep their founds to themfelves. Why
I have often wifht my felf poorer, that I might come nearer

to you: we are born to do benefits. And what better or pro-

perer can we call our own, than the riches of our friends ? O
what a precious comfort 'tis to have fo many, like brothers, com-

manding one another's fortunes! O joy, e'en made away ere't can

be born j mine eyes cannot hold water, methinks ; to forget their

faults, I drink to you.

Apem, Thou weep'ft to make them drink, T'tmon.

LucuL Joy had the like conception in our eyes.

And at that inftant like a babe fprung up.

Apem, Ho, ho ! I laugh to think that babe a baftard.

3 Lord. I promife you, my lord, you mov'd me much.

Apem. Much!

Sound Tucket,

Tim. What means that trump ? how now?

Enter fervant,

Ser. Pleafe you, my lord, there are certain ladies moft defi-

rous of admittance.

Ttm. Ladies? what are their wills?

Ser. There comes with them a fore-runner, my lord, which

bears that office to fignifie their pleafures.

Ttm. I pray let them be admitted.

SCENE
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SCENE VL

Enter Cupid with a mask of ladies.

Cup, Hail to thee, worthy Timon^ and to all

That of his bounties tafte:

The five beft fenfes acknowledge thee their patron, and come freely

To gratulate thy plenteous bofbm.

There tafte, touch, all, pleas'd from thy table rife

:

They only now come but to feaft thine eyes.

Ttm. They're welcome all ^ let 'em have kind admittance.

Let mufick make their welcome.

Luc, You fee, my lord, how amply you're belov'd.

Apem. Hoyday ! what a fweep of vanity comes this way

!

They dance, they are mad women.

Like madnefs is the glory of this life;

As this pomp fhews to a little oyl and root.

We make our felves fools, to difport our felves;

And fpend our flatteries, to drink thofe men,

Upon whofe age we void it up again,

With poifbnous fpight and envy

Who lives, that's not depraved, or depraves?

Who dies, that bears not one fpurn to their graves

Of their friends gift ?

I fhould fear, thofe that dance before me now.

Would one day ftamp upon me : 'Thas been done
j

Men fhut their doors againft a fetting fun.

The lords rtfe from table, with much adoring of Timon, each

/ingles out an Amazon, and all dance, men with women^ a

loft^ flrain or two to the hautbo'ys, and ceafe,

Tim, You have done our pleafures much grace, fair ladies.

Set a fair falhion on our entertainment.

Which
5
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Which was not half fo beautiful and kind

:

You've added worth unto't, and lively luftre,

And entertain'd me with mine own device.

I am to thank you for it.

Luc. My lord, you take us even at the beft.

Apem, Faith for the worft is filthy, and would not hold ta-

king, I doubt me.

Tim, Ladies, there is an idle banquet attends you. Pleafe

you to difpofe your (elves.

All La. Moft thankfully, my lord. {Exeunt,

Tim. Flavius?

Flav. My lord.

Ttm, The little casket bring me hither.

Flav, Yes, my lord. More jewels yet ? there is no croffing

him in's humour,

Elfe I fhould tell him— well— i'faith I fhould.

When all's fpent, he'd be crofs'd then if he could :

'Tis pity bounty has not eyes behind,

That man might ne'er be wretched for his mind.

Luc, Where be our men ?

Ser, Here, my lord, in readinefs,

Lucul. Our horfes.

Ttm. O my good friends I

I have one word to fay to you : look my lord,

I muft entreat you, honour me (b much
As to advance this jewel, accept, and wear it.

Kind my lord!

Luc, I am fb far already in your gifts

—

All. So are we all. [Exe, Lucius dnd Lucullus.

SCENE
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SCENE VII.

Enter a fervant,

Ser. My lord, there are certain nobles of the fenate newly a-

lighted, and come to vifit you.

Tm, They are fairly welcome.

Re-enter Flavius.

Flav. I befeech your honour, vouchfafe me a word,- it does

concern you near.

Tim, Near ! why then another time I'll hear thee. I pr'ythee

let's be provided to (hew them entertainment.

Flav. I fcarce know how.

Efiter another fervant,

2 Ser, May it pleale your honour, lord Luc'msy out of his free

love, hath prefented to you four milk-white horfes trapt in filver.

Tim. I fhall accept them fairly : let the prefents

Be worthily entertain'd.

Enter a third Servant,

How now? what news

?

3 Ser. Pleafe you, my lord, that honourable gentleman.

Lord LuculluSy entreats your company to-morrow to hunt with

him, and has fent your honour two brace of grey-hounds.

Tim. ril hunt with him ; and let them be received, not with-

out fair reward.

Flav. What will this come to.^ he commands us to provide,

and give great gi^ts, and all out of an empty coffer:

Nor will he know his purfe, or yield me this.

To fhew him what a beggar his heart is.

Being of no pow'r to make his wifhes good
,

His
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His promifes fly fo beyond his ftate,

That what he fpeaks is all in debt, owes for ev'ry word :

He is fb kind, that he pays intereft for't

His land's put to their books. Well, would I were

Gently put out of office, ere I were forc'd.

Happier is he that has no friend to feed,

Than fuch that do e'en enemies exceed.

I bleed inwardly for my lord. \_Ex'tt,

Tim, You do your (elves much wrong, you bate too much of

your own merits. Here, my lord, a trifle of our love.

1 Lord. With more than common thanks I will receive it.

3 Lord. He has the very (bul of bounty.

Tim. And now I remember, my lord, you gave good words

the other day of a bay courier I rode on. 'Tis yours, becaule

you lik'd it.

2 Lord. Oh, I befeech you, pardon me, my lord, in that.

Tim. You may take my word, my lord : I know no man can

juftly praife, but what he does affect. I weigh my friends affecti-

on with my own ; I'll tell you true, I'll call on you.

All Lords. O none fo welcome.

Tim. I take all, and your feveral vifitations

So kind to heart, 'tis not enough to give,

Methinks I could deal kingdoms to my friends.

And ne'er be weary. Alcibiadesy

Thou art a foldier, therefore feldom rich,

It comes in charity to thee,- thy living

Is 'mongft the dead ^ and all the lands thou haft

Lye in a pitcht field.

Ale. I defie land, my lord.

I Lord. We are fo virtuoufly bound

Tim. And fo am I to you.

1 Lord. So infinitely endear'd

Tim. All to you. Lights! more lights, more lights.

3 Lord.



24 T I M O N A T H E N S.

3 Lord, The bed of happinefs, honour and fortunes,

Keep you, lord Timon—
Ttm. Ready for his friends. \Exetmt lords.

SCENE VIII.

Apem. What a coil's here,

Serving of becks and jutting out of bums?

I doubt whether their legs be worth the fums

That are giv'n for 'em. Friendfhip's full of dregs
^

Methinks falfe hearts fliould never have found legs.

Thus honeft fools lay out their wealth on court'fies.

Ttm, Now, Apemantusy if thou wert not fullen,

I would be good to thee.

Apem, No, I'll nothing j for if I (hould be brib'd too, there

would be none left to rail upon thee, and then thou wouldft fin

the fafter. Thou giv'ft (b long, Timon, I fear me, thou wilt

give away thy felf in paper fhortly. What need thefe feafts,

pomps, and vain-glories ?

Tm, Nay, if you begin to rail on fociety once, I am /worn

not to give regard to you. Farewel, and come with better

mufick. \^Exh,

Apem» So— thou wilt not hear me now, thou (halt not then.

I'll lock thy heaven from thee

:

Oh that mens ears fhould be

To counfel deaf, but not to flattery ! '\Extt,

ACT
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A C T II. S C E N E I.

A puhlick place m the Qty .

Enter a Senator,

Sena tor.
ND late five thoufand : to Varro and to Ifidore

He owes nine thoufand, befides my former fiim.

Which makes it five and twenty.— Still in mo-
tion

Of raging wafte ? It cannot hold, it will not.

If I want gold, fteal but a beggar's dog,

And give it Ttmon^ why the dog coins gold.

If I would fell my horfe, and buy ten more

Better than he why give my horfe to Ttmon
;

Ask nothing, give it him, it foals me ftraight

An able horfe. No porter at his gate ;

But rather one that fmiles and ftill invites

All that pafs by. It cannot hold, no reafoa

Can found his ftate in fafety. Caph'tSy hoa!

Caph'tSy I fay.

Enter Caphis.

Cap. Here, Sir, what is your pleafure?

Sen. Get on your cloak, and hafte you to lord Timon^

Importune him for monies, be not ceaft

With flight denial j nor then filenc'd with

* Commend me to your mafter and the cap

Plays in the right hand,— thus but tell him, firrah,

V o L. V. D My
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My ufes cry to me, I mud ferve my turn

Out of mine own his days and times are paft,

And my reliance on his fraded dates

Has fmit my credit. I love and honour him

;

But muft not break my back, to heal his finger.

Immediate are my needs, and my relief

Muft not be toft and turn'd to me in words,

But find fupply immediate. Get you gone.

Put on a moft importunate afpe(5t,

A vifage of demand : for I do fear

When every feather fticks in his own wing,

Lord Tmon will be left a naked gull,

Who flafhes now a Phoenix-— get you gone.

Cap, I go, Sir.

Sen. Ay go, Sir : take the bonds along with you,

And have the dates in. Come.

Cap, I will, Sir.

Sen, Go. [Exeunt,

SCENE II.

T I M o n'^ hall.

Enter Flavius, with many hills m his hand.

Flav. ""VT ^ ^^"^^y ^^P ^ fenfeiefs of expence.

That he will neither know how to maintain it.

Nor ceafe his flow of riot. Takes no account

How things go from him, and refumes no care

Of what is to continue: never mind

Was to be fb unwife, to be fo kind.

What fhall be done? he will not hear, 'till feel;

I muft be round with him, now he comes from hunting.

Fie, fie, fie, fie.

Enter
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Enter Caphis, Ifidore, and Varro.

Cap. Good evening, Varro what, you come for mony?
Var. Is't not your bufinefs too?

Cap. It is, and yours too, Ifidore?

Ifid, It is (b.

Cap, Would we were all difcharg'd.

Var, I fear it.

Cap, Here comes the lord.

Enter Timon, and hts tram.

Tim, So foon as dinner's done, we'll forth again.

My Alcihtades,— Well what's your will ? SThe'^ prefent their h'llls^

Cap, My lord, here is a note of certain dues.

Tim, Dues? whence are you?

Cap, Of Athens here, my lord.

Tm. Go to my fteward.

Cap. Pleafe it your lordfliip, he hath put me off.

To the fucceflion of new days, this month:

My mafter is awak'd by great occafion,

To call upon his own ; and humbly prays you

That with your other noble parts you'll fuit,

In giving him his right.

Ttm, Mine honeft friend,

I pr'ythee but repair to me next morning.

Cap. Nay, good my lord.

Ttm, Contain thy felf, good friend.

Var, One Varro's fervant, my good lord

Jftd. From Ifidore^ he prays your (peedy payment—

-

Cap, If you did know, my lord, my mafter's wants—

-

Var, 'Twas due on forfeiture, my lord, fix weeks, and paft—
Ifid, Your fteward puts me off, my lord, and I

Am fent exprefly to your lordfhip.

D 2 Tim*
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Ttm. Give me breath : \To the lords,

I do befeech you, good my lords, keep on, \_Exeunt lords,

I'll wait upon you inftantly. Come hither :

How goes the world that I am thus encountred

With clam'rous claims of debt, of broken bonds,

And the detention of long-fince-due debts,

Againft my honour?

Fla. Peafe you, gentlemen.

The time is unagreeable to this bufinefs :

Your importunity cea(e, 'till after dinner
j

That I may make his lordfhip underftand

Wherefore you are not paid.

Tim. Do fo, my friends ^ fee them well entertain'd. [^Exh Ttm,

Stew. Pray draw near. [E^xh Stew.

SCENE lil.

Enter Apemantus and fool.

Cap. Stay, ftay, here comes the fool with Apemantus^ let's

have fom.e fport with 'em.

Var. Hang him, he'll abufe us.

Iftd. A plague upon him, dog.

Far. How doft, fool?

Apem. Doft dialogue with thy fhadow ?

Var. I fpeak not to thee.

Apem. No, 'tis to thy felf Come away.

Iftd. There's the fool hangs on your back already.

Apem, No, thou ftand'ft fingle, thou art not on him yet.

Cap. Where's the fool now?

Apem. He Igft ask'd the queftion. Poor rogues, and ufurers

men ! bawds between gold and want!

All. What are we, Apemantus?

Apem, Affes.

All.
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All Why?
Apem. That you ask me what you are, and do not know

your fclves. Speak to 'em, fool.

Fool. How do you, gentlemen ?

All. Gramercies, good fool : how does your miftrefs ?

FooL She's e'en fetting on water to fcald (uch chickens as you

are. Would we could fee you at Cor'tnth.

Apem. Good! gramercy!

Enter Page,

FooL Look you, here comes my mafter's page.

Page. Why how now, captain.^ what do you in this wife

company ? how doft thou, Apemantus ?

Apem. Would I had a rod in my mouth, that I might anfwer

thee profitably.

Page. Pr'ythee, Apemantus^ read me the fuperfcription ofthefe

letters, I know not which is which.

Apem. Canfl: not read ?

Page. No.

Apem. There will little learning die then, that day thou arc

hang'd. This is to lord Ttmon, this to Alctb'tades. Go, thou

waft born a baftard, and thou'lt die a bawd.

Page. Thou waft whelpt a dog, and thou (halt famifh, a dog's

death. Anfwer not, I am gone. \Ex'it.

Apem. Ev'n fo thou out-run'ft grace.

Fool, I will go with you to lord Ttmorfs.

Fool. Will you leave me there ?

Apem. If Timon ftay at home

You three (erve three ufurers ?

All. I would they ferv'd us.

Apem. So would I as good a trick as ever hangman ferv'd

thief

Fool. Are you three ufurers men ?

All.
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M. Ay, fool.

Fool. 1 think no ufurer but has a fool to his fervant. My
miftrefs is one, and I am her fool ,• when men come to borrow

of your mafters, they approach fadly, and go away merrily,- but

they enter my mafter's houfe merrily, and go away fadly. The

reafon of this ?

Far. I could render one.

j^pem. Do it then, that we may account thee a whoremafter,

and a knave, which notwithftanding thou fhalt be no lefs efteem'd.

Far. What is a whore-mafter, fool ?

Fool A fool in good cloaths, and fomething like thee. 'Tis

a fpirit ; fometime it appears like a lord, fometimes like a lawyer,

fometimes like a philofopher, with two ftones more than's artifi-

cial one. He is very often like a knight; and generally, in all

fhapes that man goes up and down in, from fourfcore to thir-

teen, this fpirit walks in.

Far. Thou art not altogether a fool.

FooJ. Nor thou altogether a wife man,* as much foolery as I

have, fo much wit thou lack'ft.

Apem. That anfwer might have become Apemantui,

AIL Afide, afide, here comes lord Ttmon,

Enter Timon and Flavius.

Apem. Come with me, fool, come.

Fool, I do not always follow lover, elder brother, and woman

;

fometime the philofopher.

Fla, Pray you walk near, I'll fpeak with you anon. [Exeunt,

s C E N E IV.

Tim. You make me marvel
;

wherefore, ere this time,

Had you not fully laid my ftate before me?

That 1 might fo have rated my expence.

As I had leave of means.

Fla,
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Fla, You would not hear me

;

At many leifures I propos'd.

Ttm, Go to

:

Perchance fbme fingle vantages you took.

When my indifpofition put you back :

And that unaptnefs made you minifter

Thus to excule your felf.

Ha, O my good lord,

At many times I brought in my accounts,

Laid them before you; you would throw them off,

And fay you found them in mine honefty.

When, for fome trifling prefent, you have bid me
Return lb much, I've fhook my head, and wept ,•

Yea 'gainft th' authority of manners, pray'd you

To hold your hand more clofe. I did endure

Not feldom, nor no flight checks ; when I have

Prompted you in the ebb of your ellate,

And your great flow of debts. My dear-lov'd lord,

Though you hear now too late, yet now's a time.

The greatefl: of your having lacks a half

To pay your prefent debts.

Ttm. Let all my land be fold.

Fla, 'Tis all engag'd, fome forfeited and gone.

And what remains will hardly ftop the mouth

Of prefent dues j the future comes apace

:

What Ihall defend the interim, and at length

How goes our reck'ning ?

Ttm. To Lacedamon did my land extend.

Fla. O my good lord, the world is but a world,

Were it all yours, to give it in a breath

How quickly were it gone ?

Ttm, You tell me true.

Fla, If you fufped my husbandry or falfliood,
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Call me before th' exadeft auditors,

And fet me on the proof. So the gods blefs me,
' When all our offices have been oppreft

' With riotous feeders; when our vaults have wept

^ With drunken fpilth of wine; when every room
' Hath blaz'd with lights, and bray'd with minftrelfle

;

' I have retir'd me to a ' lonely room,
' And fet m.ine eyes at flow.

Ttm. Pr'ythee no more.

Fla. Heav'ns ! have I faid, the bounty of this lord

!

How many prodigal bits have (laves and peafants

This night englutted! who now is not Ttmorfs^

Vv^hat heart, head, fword, force, means, but is lord 7/wi?«'s?

Great Ttmon
;

noble, worthy, royal T'lmorfs ?

Ah ! when the means are gone, that buy this praife,

The breath is gone whereof this praife is made

:

Feaft-won, faft loft; one cloud of winter fhowres,

Thefe flies are coucht.

Thn, Come, ferraon me no further.

No villanous bounty yet hath paft my heart;

Unwifely, not ignobly, have I given.

Why doft thou weep ? canft thou the confcience lack

To think I fliall lack friends ? fecure thy heart ,*

If I would broach the vefTels of my love,

And try the arguments of hearts by borrowing.

Men and men's fortunes could I frankly ufe,

As I can bid thee (peak.

Stew, AlTurance blefs your thoughts!

Tim, And in fome fort thefe wants of mine are crown'd.

That I account them bleflings; for by the(e

Shall 1 try friends. You fliall perceive how you

Miftake my fortunes : in my friends I'm wealthy.

Within there, Ho Flam'tnm^ Serv'il'ms/

SCENE
* wajleful cock.
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S C E N E V.

Enter Flaminius, Servilius, and other fervants»

Serv. My lord, my lord.

Tim. I will difpatch you fev'rally.

You to lord Luc'ms— to lord Lucullus you, I hunted with his

honour to-day— you x.o Semprontm covcim^vi^ me to their loves,

and I am proud, fay, that my occafions have found time to ule

'em toward a fupply of mony let the requeft be fifty talents.

Flam. As you have faid, my lord.

Fla. "Lox^ Lucius LucuUm? hum—
Ttm. Go you, Sir, to the fenators

j [To Flavius.

Of whom, even to the ftate's beft health, I have

Deferv'd this hearing ; bid 'em fend o'th' inftant

A thoufand talents to me.

Fla. I've been bold,

(For that I knew it the mofl gen'ral way,)

To them to ufe your fignet and your name.

But they do (hake their heads, and I am here

No richer in return.

Is't true ? can't be ?

Fla. They anfver in a joint and corporate voice,

* That now they are at fall, want treafure, cannot

' Do what they would j are forry You are honourable—--
* But yet they could have wifht— they know not

—

* Something hath been amifs— a noble nature

* May catch a wrench— would all were well— 'tis pity—

-

' And (b intending other ferious matters,

' After diftafteful looks, and thefe hard fractions,

' With certain half caps, and cold moving nods,

* They froze me into filence.

Ttm. You gods reward them?

Vol. V. E I
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I pr'ythee man, look cheerly. Thefe old fellows

Have their ingratitude in them hereditary :

Their blood is cak'd, 'tis cold, it feldom flows,

'Tis lack of kindly warmth, they are not kind

;

And nature, as it grows again tow'rd earth,

Is fafhion'd for the journey, dull and heavy.

Go to Ventid'tm—^- pr'ythee be not fad,

Thoa'rt true, and juft; ingenuoufly I fpeak,

No blame belongs to thee: Venttd'tus lately

Bury'd his father, by whofe death he's ftepp'd

Into a great eftate ; When he was poor,

Imprifon'd, and in fcarcity of friends,

I clear'd him with five talents. Greet him from me,

Bid him fuppofe fome good neceffity

Touches his friend, which craves to be remember'd

With thofe five talents. That had, give't thefe fellows

To whom 'tis inftant due. Ne'er fpeak, or think.

That fortunes 'mong his friends can fink.

Stew, Would I could not: that thought is bounty's foe;

Being free it felf, it thinks all others fo. {Exeunt*
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ACT III. SCENE L

The CITT.

Flaminius waiting at the houfe of Lucullus, enter a fervant to htm.

Servant.
Have told my lord of you,- he is coming down

to you.

Flam, I thank you Sir.

Enter Lucullus.

Ser, Here's my lord.

Lucul. One of lord 77w(?;/'s men ? a gift, I warrant—
Why, this hits right: I dreamt of a filver bafon and ewre to-

night. Flamm'mSj honeft Flamlnms, you are very refped:ively

welcome, Sir j fill me fome wine. And how does that honourable^

compleat, free-hearted gentleman of Athens^ thy very bountiful

good lord and mafter?

Flam, His health is well. Sir.

LucuL I am right glad that his health is well, Sir 5 and what

haft thou there under thy cloak, pretty Flammms 7

Flam. Faith, nothing but an empty box, Sir, which in my
lord's behalf, I come to entreat your honour to fupply

^ who ha-

ving great and inftant occafion to ufe fifty talents, hath fent to

your lordfhip to furnilh him, nothing doubting your prefent af-

fiftance therein.

LucuL La, la, la, la,— Nothing doubting, fays he ? alas,

good lord, a noble gentleman 'tis, if he would not keep fb good

a houfe. Many a time and often I ha' din'd with him, and told

E % him
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himon't^ and come again to fupper to him on purpofe to have him

fpend lefs. And yet he would embrace no counfel, take no

warning by my coming
^

every man hath his fault, and honefty

is his. I ha' told him on't, but I could never get him from't.

Enter a fervanty with wine,

Ser. Pleafe your lordfhip, here is the wine.

Lucul. Flam'm'msy I have noted thee always wife.

Here's to thee.

Flam. Your lordfhip (peaks your pleafure.

Lnciil. I have obferved thee always for a towardly prompt fpi-

rit, give thee thy due: and one that knows what belongs to rea-

fon,- and canft ufe the time well, if the time u(e thee well.

Good parts in thee— Get you gone, firrah. \To the fervant^

Draw nearer, honed Flammms
^

thy lord's a bountiful gentle-

man, but thou art wife, and thou knoweft well enough (although

thou comeft to me) that this is no time to lend mony, efpecially

upon bare friendfhip without fecurity. Here's three Solic/ares for

thee, good boy, wink at me, and fay, thou faw'ft me not. Fare

thee well.

Flam. Is't pofTible the world fhould fo much differ,

And we alive that liv'd ? fly, damned bafenefs.

To him that worfhips thee. [Throwing the mony away.

Lucul. Ha! now I fee thou art a fool, and fit for thy mafter.

[Exit Lucullus,

Flam. May thefe add to the number that may fcald thee

:

Let molten coin be thy damnation,

Thou difeafe of a friend, and not himfelf!

Has friendfliip fuch a faint and milky heart.

It turns in lefs than two nights i O you gods

!

I feel my matter's paffion. This flave

Unto ^ this hour has my lord's meat in him :

Why fhould it thrive, and come to nutriment,

When
a this honour
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when he is turn'd to poifon ?

O may difeafes only work upon't:

And when he's fick to death, let not that part

Of nature my lord paid for, be of power

To expel ficknels, ^ or prolong his hour. \Rxeimt,

SCENE II.

Enter Lucius, with three ftrangers,

Luc, \ 7[ 7" ^ ^^'^ Ttmon ? he is my very good

V V friend, and an honourable gentleman.

I Stran. We know him for no lefs, tho' we are but ftrangers

to him. But I can tell you one thing, my lord, and which I

hear from common rumours, now lord TtmorCs happy hours are

done and pafl:, and his eftate fhrinks from him.

Luc, Fye, no, do not believe it : he cannot want for mony.
1 Stran, But believe you this, my lord, that not long ago

one of his men was with the lord LucuUus, to borrow fo many
talents, nay, urg'd extreamly for't, and fliewed what neceflity

belong'd to't, and yet was deny'd.

Luc. How ?

2 Stran. I tell you, deny'd, my lord.

Luc. What a ftrange cafe was that? now before the gods I am
afham'd on't. Deny'd that honourable man ? there was very little

honour fliew'd in that. For my own part, I muft needs confefs

I have received fome fmall kindnelTes from him, as mony, plate,

jewels, and fuch like trifles, nothing comparing to his • yet had
he miftook him, and fent him to me, I fhould ne'er have deny'd

his occafion fo many talents.

Enter Servilius.

Ser. See, by good hap yonder's my lord, I have fweat to fee

his
q but
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his honour.— My honour'd lord— [71? Lucius.

Luc, Servtlimf you are kindly met, Sir. Fare thee well,

commend me to thy honourable virtuous lord, my very exquifite

friend.

Ser, May it pleafe your honour, my lord hath fent

—

Ltic. Ha! what hath he fent? I am fo much endear'd to that

lord
i

he's ever fending : how (hall I thank him, think'ft thou ?

and what has he fent now ?

Ser. H'as only fent his prefent occafion now, my lord; re-

quefting your lordrtiip to fupply his inftant ufe, with fifty talents.

Luc. I know his lordftiip is but merry with me.

He cannot want fifty five hundred talents.

Ser. But in the mean time he wants lefs, my lord.

If his occafion were not virtuous,

I fhould not urge it half fo faithfully.

Luc. Doft thou (peak ferioufly, Serv'dm?

Ser. Upon my foul 'tis true. Sir.

Luc. What a wicked beafl: was I, to disfurnifh my felf againft:

fuch a good time, when I might ha' fhewn my felf honourable ?

how unluckily it hapned, that I fliould purchafe the day before

for a little part, and undo a great deal of honour ? ServU'ms, now

before thegods, I am not able to do— (the more beaft 1 fay)

I was fending to ufe lord Timon my felf, thefe gentlemen can

witnefs; but I would nor, for the wealth of Athens^ I had don't

now. Commend me bountifully to his good lordfliip, and I hope

his honour will conceive the faireft of me, becaufe I have no

power to be kind. And tell him this from me, I count it one of

my greateft afflidions, that I cannot pleafure fuch an honourable

gentleman. Good Serv'iUuSy will you befriend me fo far, as to

ufe my own words to him?

Ser. Yes, Sir, I fhall. \Exit Servilius,

Luc. I'll look you out a good turn, Serv'dm—
True as you faid, Timon is fhrunk indeed,

And
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And he that's once deny'd will hardly /peed. [E^h,

1 Sfra^i. Do you obferve this, Hofi'tlhis ?

2 S^ra^. Ay, too well.

I Sira^. Why, this is the world's foul;

Of the fame piece, is every flatterer's (port

:

Who can call him his friend

That dips in the fame difli ? for in my knowing,

Tmofi has been to this lord as a father,

And kept his credit with his bounteous purfe

:

Supported his eftate
;

nay, Timor's mony
Has paid his men their wages. He ne'er drinks.

But Timon's filver treads upon his lip

And yet, oh fee the monftroufnefs of man!

When he looks out in an ungrateful fhape.

He does deny him (in refped of his)

What charitable men afford to beggars.

3 Stran, Religion groans at it.

I Stran. For mine own part

I never tafled Ttmon in my life.

Nor any of his bounties came o'er me.

To mark me for his friend. Yet I protefl.

For his right noble mind, illuflrious virtue.

And honourable carriage.

Had his neceffity made ufe of me,

I would have put my wealth into donation.

And the befl half fhould have return'd to him.

So much I love his heart : but I perceive,

Men mufl learn now with pity to difpence,

For policy fits above confcience. \
Exeunt,

SCENE
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SCENE III.

Enter a third fervant with Sempronius.

Sem. A ^^^"^ trouble me in't? 'bove all others?—

-

iVX He might have tried lord Lucius^ or Lucullus^

And now Venttd'tus is wealthy too.

Whom he redeem'd from prifon. All thele three

Owe their eftates unto him.

Ser. Oh my lord.

They've all been touch'd, and all are found bafe metal.

For they have all deny'd him.

Sem. How ? deny'd him ?

Venttd'tm and Lucullus both deny'd him ?

And does he fend to me? three! hum—
It fliews but little love or judgment in him.

Muft I be his laft refuge ? his friends like phyficians,

' Three give him over? muft I take the cure

On me? h'as much difgrac'd me in't; I'm angry.

He might have known my place, I fee no fenfe for'r.

But his occafions might have wooed me firft ;

For, in my confcience, I was the firft man
That e'er received gift from him.

And does he think To backwardly of me,

That I'll requite it laft? no:

So it may prove an argument of laughter

To t'h' reft, and 'mongft lords I be thought a fool :

I'd rather than the worth of thrice the fum,

H'ad Tent to me firft, but for my mind's fake:

I'd fuch a courage to have done him good.

But now return.

And
* thriv'd give him over.
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And with their faint reply this anfwer join,-

Who bates mine honour, Hiall not know my coin. \_Rxtt.

Ser, Excellent! your lordfhip's a goodly villain. The devil

knew not what he did, when he made man politick ; he crofs'd

himlelf by't ; and I cannot think, but in the end the villanies of

man will fet him clear. How fairly this lord drives to appear

foul ? takes virtuous copies to be wicked : like thofe that under

hot, ardent zeal, would fet whole realms on fire. Of fuch a na-

ture is his poHtick love.

This was my lord's beft hope, now all are fled.

Save the gods only. Now his friends are dead,

Doors that were ne'er acquainted with their wards.

Many a bounteous year, muft be employ'd

Now to guard fure their mafler.

And this is all a liberal cour(e allows;

Who cannot keep his wealth, muft keep his houfe. \Extt,

SCENE IV.

Timon'j HalL

Enter Varro, Titus, Hortenfins, Lucius, and other fervants

of Timon'5 creditors^ who wait for his coming out.

Far, "V "T 7 E LL met, good-morrow, Titus and Hortenfius,

V V Tit, The like to you, kind Varro*

Hor. Lucius^ why do we meet together ?

Luc. I think one bufinefs does command ns all.

For mine is mony.

Tit. So is theirs and ours.

Enter Philotas.

Luc. And Sir Philotas's too.

Vol. V. F
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Phi. Good day at once.

Luc. Welcome, good brother. What d'you think the hour ?

Phi. Labouring for nine.

Luc. So much ?

Ph't. Is not my lord feen yet ?

Luc. Not yet.

Phi. I wonder: he was wont to fhine at feven.

Luc, Ay, but the days are waxed fhorter with him:

You muft confider that a prodigal courfe

Is like the fun's, but not like his recoverable, I fear

:

'Tis deepeft winter in lord Ttmoris purfe,-

That is, one may reach deep enough, and yet

Find little.

Pht. I am of your fear for that.

Tn. I'll fhew you how t' obferve a ftrange event

:

Your lord fends now for mony.

Hor. True, he does.

Th. And he wears jewels now of T'mon's gift.

For which I wait for mony.

Hor. Againft my heart.

Luc. How ftrange it (hows,

Ttmon in this (hould pay more than he owes

!

And e'en as if your lord fhould wear rich jewels

And fend for mony for 'em.

Hor. I'm weary of this charge, the gods can witnefs

:

I know my lord hath fpent of Timorfs wealth.

Ingratitude now makes it worfe than ftealth.

Far. Yes, mine's three thoufand crowns: what's yours?

Luc. Five thoufand,

Var, 'Tis too much deep, and it fhould feem by th'fum.

Your mafter's confidence was above mine,

Elfe furely his had equall'd.

Enter
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Enter Flaminius.

7». One of lord Ttmon'% men.

Luc. Flamm'tus ! Sir, a word : pray is my lord

Ready to come forth?

Ham. No, indeed he is not.

Ttt. We attend his lordfhip ,• pray fignifie fb much.

Flam, I need not tell him that, he knows you are too diligent.

Enter Flavins m a cloak muffled.

Luc. Ha! is not that his fteward muffled fo?

He goes away in a cloud : call him, call him.

Ttt. Do you hear. Sir

Var. By your leave, Sir.

Fla. What do you ask of me, my friend?

Ttt. We wait for certain mony here. Sir.

Fla. If mony were as certain as your waiting,

'Twere fure enough.

Why then preferred you not your fums and bills,

When your falfe mafters eat of my lord's meat ?

Then they would fmile and fawn upon his debts.

And take down th' intereft in their glutt'nous maws.

You do your felves but wrong to ftir me up,

Let me pafs quietly :

Believe't, my lord and I have made an end,

I have no more to reckon, he to fpend.

Luc. Ay, but this anfwer will not (erve.

Fla. If 'twill not ferve, 'tis not fo bafe as you.

For you ferve knaves. [Exit.

Var. How! what does his cafhier'd worftiip mutter?

Ttt. No matter what— he's poor, and that's revenge enough.

Who can fpeak broader than he that has no houfe to put his

head in ? fach may rail againfl: great buildings.

F 1 Enter
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Enter Servilius.

7//. Oh, here's Servllms-^ now we (hall have fbme anfwer.

Ser. If I might befeech you gentlemen, to repair fome other

hour, I fliould derive much from it. For take it of my (bul,

My lord leans wondroufly to difcontent :

His comfortable temper has forfook him,

He is much out of health, and keeps his chamber.

Luc, Many do keep their chambers, are not fick

:

And if he be fo far beyond his health,

Methinks he fliould the fooner pay his debts.

And make a clear way to the gods.

Ser. Good gods!

Tit. We cannot take this for an anfwer.

Flam, [whhm.] Servilius, help— my lord! my lord.

SCENE V.

Enter Timon m a rage.

Tim. What, are my doors oppos'd againft my pafTage ?

Have I been ever free, and muft my houfe

Be my retentive enemy, my goal }

The place which I have feafted, does it now

Like all mankind, ftiew me an iron heart ?

Luc. Put in now, T'ttus.

Ttt. My lord, here's my bill.

Luc. Here's mine.

Var. And mine my lord.

Cap. And ours, my lord !

Pht. And our bills.

Tm. Knock me down with 'em— cleave me to the girdle,

Luc. Alas, my lord.

Tm. Cut out my heart in Turns.

Tit,



TiMON of Athens. 45
Ttt. Mine, fifty talents.

Tim, Tell out my blood.

Luc. Five thoufand crowns, my lord.

Tim. Five thoufand drops pay that.

What yours— and yours ?

Var. My lord

Cap. My lord—
Tim. Here tear me, take me, and the gods fall on you. [Extt.

Hor. Faith, I perceive our mafters may throw their caps ac

their mony, thefe debts may be well call'd defperate ones, for

a mad man owes 'em. [Exeunt,

Re-enter Tlmon and Flavius.

Ttm. They have e'en put my breath from me, the flaves.

Creditors ! devils.

Flam. My dear lord.

Ttm. What if it fhould be fo

fla. My dear lord.

Ttm. I'll have it fo My fteward

!

Fla. Here, my lord.

Ttm. So fitly!— Go, bid all my friends again,

Luc'tusj Lucullus^ and Sempron'tus. All

I'll once more feaft the rafcals.

Fla. O my lord

!

You only (peak from your diftraded foul

There's not fo much left as to furnifh out

A moderate table.

Ttm. Be it not thy care

:

Go, and invite them all, let in the tide

Of knaves once more : my cook and I'll provide. [Exenut.

SCENE
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S C E N E VI.

The C I TV,

Enter three Senators at one door, Alcibiades meeting

them with attendants^

I Sen. A /I Y lord, you have my voice to't, the fault's bloody;

lArA 'Tis necelTary he (hould die :

Nothing emboldens fm fo much as mercy.

2 Sen. Moft true ^ the law fhall bruife 'em.

Ale. Health, honour, and compaflion to the fenate.

I Sen. Now, captain.

Ale. I am an humble (uitor to your virtues,

For pity is the virtue of the law.

And none but tyrants ufe it cruelly.

It pleafes time and fortune to lie heavy

Upon a friend of mine, who in hot blood

Hath ftept into the law, which is paft depth

To thofe that without heed do plunge into't.

He is a man, fetting his fault afide.

Of virtuous honour, which buys out his fault;

Nor did he foil the fa<5t with cowardife.

But with a noble fury, and fair fpirit,

Seeing his reputation touch'd to death.

He did oppofe his foe:

And with fuch fober and unnoted paflion

He did behave his anger ere 'twas fpent,

As if he had but prov'd an argument.

I Sen. You undergo too ftrid a paradox.

Striving to make an ugly deed look fair

:

Your words have took fuch pains, as if they labour'd

To
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To bring man-flaughter into form, fet quarrelling

Upon the head of valour which indeed

Is valour mis-begot, and came into the world

When fe<5ts and fadions were but newly born.

He's truly valiant, that can wifely fufFer

The worft that man can breathe, and make his wrongs

His out-fides, wear them like his rayment, carelefly,

And ne'er prefer his injuries to his heart.

To bring it into danger.

If wrongs be evils, and enforce us kill.

What folly 'tis to hazard life for ill?

Ale, My lord!—
I Sen, You cannot make grofs fins look clear,

It is not valour to revenge, but bear.

Ale. My lords, then under favour, pardon me,

If I fpeak like a captain.

Why do fond men expofe themfelves to battel,

And not endure all threatnings, fleep upon'r.

And let the foes quietly cut their throats,

Without repugnancy ? but if there be

Such valour in the bearing, what make we

Abroad? why then fure women are more valiant

That ftay at home, if bearing carry it
j

The afs, more than the lion ; and the fellow

Loaden with irons, wifer than the judge,

If wifdom be in fufF'ring. Oh my lords.

As you are great, be pitifully good

:

Who cannot condemn rafhnefs in cold blood ?

To kill, I grant, is fin's extreameft guft,

But in defence, by mercy 'tis moft juft.

To be in anger, is impiety

:

But who is man, that is not angry?

Weigh but the crime with this.

2 Sen,
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2 Sen. You breathe in vain.

Ale. In vain ? his fervice done

At hacedamon^ and Btzantmm,

Were a fufficient briber for his life.

1 Sen. What's that?

Ale, I fay my lords, has done fair fervice.

And flain in battle many of your enemies
;

How full of valour did he bear himfelf

In the laft conflict, and made plenteous wounds ?

2 Sen. He has made too much plenty with 'em.

He's a fworn rioter j he has a fm

That often drowns him, and takes valour prifoner.

Were there no foes, that were enough alone

To overcome him. In that beaftly fury

He has been known to commit outrages,

And cherifh fadions. Tis inferr'd to us.

His days are foul, and his drink dangerous.

I Sen. He dies.

Ale. Hard fate ! he might have dy'd in war.

My lords, if not for any parts in him,

(Though his right arm might purchafe his own time,

And be in debt to nonej) yet more to move you,

Take my deferts to his, and join 'em both.

And for I know, your reverend ages love

Security, I'll pawn my victories.

My honours to you, on his good returns.

If by this crime he owes the law his life,

Why let the war receive't in valiant gore

;

For law is ftrid, and war is nothing more.

1 Sen. We are for law, he dies, urge it no more,

On height of our difpleafure : friend, or brother.

He forfeits his own blood, that (pills another.

Ale, Muft it be fo? it muft not be:
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My lords, I do befeech you know me,

2 Sen, How ?

Ale, Call me to your remembrances.

3 Sen, W.hat!

Ale. I cannot think but your age hath forgot me,

It could not elfe be I fliould prove fo bafe,

To (ue, and be deny'd fuch common grace.

My wounds ake at you.

I Sen. Do you dare our anger ?

'Tis in few words, but fpacious in effect.

We banifh thee for ever.

Ale. Banifh me

!

Banifh your dotage, banifli ufury,

That make the fenate ugly.

I Sen. If after two days fliine, Athens contains thee

Attend our weightier judgment.

And, (not to fwell our fpirit,)

He fhall be executed prefently. [Exeunt,

Ale. Gods keep you old enough, that you may live

Only in bone, that none may look on you.

I'm worfe than mad : I have kept back their foes

While they have told their mony, and let out

Their coin upon large intereft; I my felf.

Rich only in large hurts, All thofe, for this ?

Is this the balfam that the ufuring fenate

Pours into captains wounds ? ha! Banifhment!

It comes not ill : I hate not to be banifht,

It is a caufe worthy my (pleen and fury.

That I may ftrike at Athens. I'll cheer up

My difcontented troops, and lay for hearts.

'Tis honour with moft lands to be at odds,-

Soldiers as little fhould brook wrongs, as gods. \_Exh,

V o L. V. G SCENE
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SCENE VII.

T I M o n'i houfe.

Enter d'tvers Senators at feveral doors,

I Sen .nr^HE good time of the day to you, Sir.

JL 1 Sen, I alfo wi(h it to you; I think this honou-

rable lord did but try us this other day.

1 Sen. Upon that were my thoughts tiring when we encoun-

tred. I hope it is not fo low with him, as he made it feem in

the tryal of his feveral friends.

2 Sen. It fhould not be, by the perfwafion of his new feafting.

1 Sen. I fhould think fo : he hath fent me an earneft: inviting,

which many my near occafions did urge me to put off: but he

hath conjur'd me beyond them, and I muft needs appear.

2 Sen. In like manner was I in debt to my importunate bufi-

nefsj but he would not hear my excufe. I am forry, when he

fent to borrow of me, that my provifion was out.

1 Sen. I am fick of that grief too, as I underftand how all

things go.

2 Sen. Every man here's fb. What would he have borrowed

of you }

1 Sen. A thoufand pieces.

2 Sen. A thoufand pieces!

I Sen. What of you.^

3 Sen He fent to me. Sir here he comes.

Enter Timon and attendants.

Ttm. With all my heart, gentlemen both and how fare

you ?

I Sen. Ever at the bed, hearing well of your lordfhip.

2 Sen*
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1 Sen, The fwallow follows not fummer more willingly, than

we your lordfhip.

Ttm, Nor more willingly leaves winter: fuch fummer-birds

are men. Gentlemen, our dinner will not recompence this long

ftay: feafl: your ears with the mufick a while j if they will fare

harflily as on the trumpets found; we fhall to't prefently.

I Sen. I hope it remains not unkindly with your lordfhip,

that I return'd you an empty meffenger.

Tim, O Sir, let it not trouble you.

1 Sen. My noble lord.

Tim. Ah my good friend, what cheer? \The banquet brought in.

1 Sen. My moft honourable lord, I'm e'en lick of fliame, that

when your lordfliip t'other day fent to me, I was fo unfortunate

a beggar.

Tim. Think not on't, Sir.

2 Sen. If you had fent but two hours before

Tim. Let it not cumber your better remembrance.

Come, bring in all together.

2 Sen. All cover'd difhes!

I Sen. Royal chear, I warrant you.

3 Sen. Doubt not that, if mony and the feafon can yield it,

I Sen. How do you ? what's the news ?

3 Sen. Alctb'tades is banifht : hear you of it >

Both. Alcibmdes banifti'd!

3 Sen. 'Tis fo, be fure of it. ^

1 Sen. How? how?

2 Sen. I pray you upon what ?

Tim. My worthy friends, will you draw near?

3 Sen. I'll tell you more anon. Here's a noble feaft toward.

2 Sen. This is the old man ftill.

3 Sen. Will'thold? will'thold?

1 Sen. It does, but time will, and fo—

—

3 Sen. I do conceive.

G X Tm^t
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Ttm, Each man to his ftool, with that fpur as he would to the lip

of his miftrefs : your diet fhali be in all places alike. Make not a

city feaft of it, to let the meat cool ere we can agree upon the

firft place. Sit, fit.

The Gods require our thanks.

Tqu great benefaBors, fpnnkle our foc'tety with thankfulnefs.

For your own gifts, make your felves pra'ts'd: but referve fttll to

give, left your deities be defpifed. Lend to each man enough^

that one need not lend to another. For were your godheads to bor-

row ofmen, men wouldforfake the gods. Make the meat beloved,

more than the man that gives it. Let no affembly of twenty, be

without a fcore of villains. If there fit twelve women at the table

y

let a dozen ofthem be as they are The refi of your fees, 0 gods,

the fenators of Athens, together with the common lag ofpeople,

what is amifs in them you gods, make fuitable for dejlruBion. For

thefe my friends as they are to me nothing, fo in nothing blefs

them, and to nothing are they welcome.

Uncover dogs, and lap.

Some fpeak. What does his lordfhip mean?

Some other. I know not.

Tim. May you a better feaft never behold,

You knot of mouth-friends : fmoke, and lukewarm water

Is your perfedion. This is Timon's laft.

Who ftuck and fpangled you with flatteries,

Waflies it off, and fprinkles in your faces

Your reaking villany. Live loath'd, and long,

Moft fmiling, fmooth, detefted parafites,

Courteous deftroyers, affable wolves, meek bears,

You fools of fortune, trencher-friends, time-flies,

Cap-and-knee flaves, vapors, and minute-jacks

Of man and beaftj the infinite malady

Cruft you quite o'er! What, doft thou go?
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Soft, take thy phyfick firfl:— thou too— and thou

[Throwing the d'tfhes at them^ and drives ^em out.

Stay, I will lend thee mony, borrow none.

What ! all in motion ? henceforth be no fead,

Whereat a villain's not a welcome gueft.

Burn houfe, fink Athens^ henceforth hated be

Of T'tmorty man, and all humanity ! \^Ex}t,

Re-enter the Senators,

1 Sen, How now, my lords ?

2 Sen, Know you the cjuality of lord Ttmon\ fury!

3 Sen. Pufh, did you fee my cap?

4 Sen. I've loft my gown.

1 Sen. He's but a mad lord, and nought but humour fways

him. He gave me a jewel th' other day, and now he has beat

it out of my cap. Did you /ee my jewel ?

2 Sen. Did you fee my cap ?

3 Sen, Here 'tis.

4 Sen, Here lyes my gown.

I Sen. Let's make no ftay.

z Sen, Lord T'tmon's mad.

3 Sen, I feel't upon my bones.

4 Sen, One day he gives us diamonds, next day ftones.

[Exeunt,

ACT
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A C T IV. S C E N E I.

Without the walls of Athens.

Enter T i m o n.

E T me look back upon thee, O thou wall.

That girdleft in thofe wolves! dive in the earth.

And fence not Athens ! Macrons, turn inconti-

nent
j

Obedience fail in children \ flaves and fools

Pluck the grave wrinkled fenate from the bench,

And'minifter in their fteads to general filths.

Convert o'th' inftant, green, virginity

Do't in your parents eyes. Bankrupts, hold faft.

Rather than render back ; out with your knives.

And cut your trufters throats. Bound fervants, (leal;

Large- hande drobbers your grave mafters are.

And pill by law. Maid, to thy mafter's bed
j

Thy miftrefs is o'th' brothel. Son of fixteen,

Pluck the lin'd crutch from thy old limping fire.

And with it beat his brains out. Fear and Piety,

Religion to the gods, peace, juftice, truth,

Domeftick awe, night-reft, and neighbourhood,

Inftrudion, manners, myfteries and trades,

Degrees, obfervances, cuftoms and laws,

Decline to your confounding contraries!

And yet confufion live! plagues incident to men.

Your potent and infectious fevers heap

On Athens^ ripe forftroke! Thou cold Sctattca^

* Cripple
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< Cripple our ifenators, that their limbs may hale

* As lamely as their manners. Luft and liberty

' Creep in the minds and marrows of our youth,

' That 'gainft the ftream of virtue they may ftrive,

* And drown themfelves in riot. Itches, blains,

* Sow all the Atheman bofbms, and their crop

^ Be general leprofie : breath infed breath,

' That their fociety (as their friend/hip) may
' Be meerly poifbn. Nothing I'll bear from thee,

^ But nakednefs, thou deteftable town f

Take thou that too, with multiplying banns :

Timon will to the woods, where he fhall find

Th' unkindeft beaft much kinder than mankind.

The gods confound (hear me you good gods all)

Th' Athenians both within and out that wall ,• /

And grant, as Ttmon grows, his hate may grow.

To the whole race of mankind, high and low. \Extt,

SCENE 11.

T I M o N '5 houfe.

Enter Flavius with two or three Jewants,

I Ser. T TEAR you, good mafter fteward, where's ourmafter?

JTjL Are we undone, caft off, nothing remaining

?

Flav. Alack, my fellows, what fliould I fay to you ?

Let me be recorded by the righteous gods,

I am as poor as you.

1 Ser, Such a houfe broke

!

So noble a Mafter fain! all gone! and not

One friend to take his fortune by the arm.

And go along with him ?
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* 1 Ser, As we do turn oar backs

* From our companion, thrown into his grave,

' So his familiars to his buried fortunes

* Slink all away, leave their falfe vows with him
' Like empty purfes pick'd : and his poor felf

* A dedicated beggar to the air,

* With his difeale of all-fhunn'd poverty,

' Walks like Contempt alone. More of our fellows.

Enter other fervants.

Fla. All broken implements of a ruin'd houfef

3 Ser, Yet do our hearts wear Timon's livery,

That fee I by our faces ; we are fellows.

Serving alike in (brrow. Leak'd is our bark,

And we, poor mates, ftand on the dying deck,

Hearing the (urges threat: we muft all part

Into the fea of air.

Fla. Good fellows all.

The lateft of my wealth I'll fhare amongft you.

Where-ever we (hall meet, for Timon's fake.

Let's yet be fellows : (hake our heads, and fay,

(As 'twere a knell unto our mafter's fortunes)

We have (een better days. Let each take fome,-

Nay put out all your hands ; not one word more,

Thus part we rich in forrow, parting poor.

[^He gwes them mony, they embrace and part feveral ways.

Oh the fierce wretchednefs that glory brings us!

Who would not wifh to be from wealth exempt,

Since riches point to mifery and contempt ?

Who'd be fo mock'd with glory, as to live

But in a dream of friendihip ?

To have his pomp, and all what (late compounds.

But only painted like his vanifh'd friends?

Poor
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Poor honed lord ! brought low by his own heart,

Undone by goodnefs : ftrange unufual blood,

When man's worft fin is, he does too much good.

Who then dares to be half fo kind again ?

For bounty that makes gods, does ftill mar men.

My deareft lord, bleft to be moft accurs'd.

Rich only to be wretched,- thy great fortunes

Are made thy chief affli(5tions. Alas, kind lord I

He's flung in rage from this ungrateful (eat

Of monftrous friends : nor has he with him to

Supply his life, or that which can command it :

I'll follow and enquire him out.

I'll ever ferve his mind with my befl: will,

Whilfl: 1 have gold, I'll be his fteward ftill. [Exh.

SCENE III.

ne JV 0 0 D S.

Enter Timon.

Tm, Bleffed breeding fun, draw from the earth

V_>/ Rotten humidity : below thy fifter's orb

Infed the air. Twinn'd brothers of one womb,
Whofe procreation, refidence, and birth

Scarce is dividant, touch with feveral fortunes.

The greater fcorns the lefTer. Not ev'n nature.

To whom all fores lay fiege, can bear great fortune

But by contempt of nature.

Raife me this beggar, and deny't that lord,

The fenator fhall bear contempt hereditary,

The beggar native honour:

It is the pafture lards the beggar's fides,

V o L. V. H The
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The want that makes him lean. Who dares ? who dares.

In purity of manhood, (land upright,

And fay, this man's a flatterer ? if one be.

So are they all, for every -f greeze of fortune

Is fmooth'd by that below. The learned pate

Ducks to the golden fool :
* All is oblique.

There's nothing level in our curfed natures

But dired villany. Then be abhorr'd.

Ail feafts, focieties, and throngs of men.

His femblable, yea himfelf, Ttmon difdains,

Deflrudion phang mankind I Earth, yield me roots /

[Digging the earth.

Who feeks for better of thee, fawee his palate

With thy moft operant poifbn.—- What is here ?

Gold? yellow, glittering, precious gold?

No gods, I am no idle votarift.

Roots, you clear heav'ns ! thus much of this will make
Black, white j foul, fair; wrong, right

j

Bafe, noble,- old, young
j
coward, valiant.

' You gods/ why this? what this? you gods? why, this

* Will lug your priefts and fervants from your fides

:

* Pluck ftout mens pillows from below their heads.

* This yellow flave

* Will knit and break religions; blefs th' accurs'd

;

' Make the hoar leprofie ador'd^ place thieves,

' And give them title, knee, and approbation

* With fenators on the bench : this is it

* That makes the wappen'd widow wed again
^

* She, whom the fpittle-houfe and ulcerous fores

* Would caft the gorge at, this embalms and fpices

To th' Apnl day again. Come, damned earth,

* Thou common whore of mankind, that putt'fl odds

' Among the rout of nations, I will make thee

' Do
\ greeze, or ftep, or degree. * AlVs obloquy.
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* Do thy right nature [Marcif afar off.] Ha ! a drum ?—

thou'rt quick,

But yet rll bury thee thou'lt go (ftrong thief) ,

When gouty keepers of thee cannot ftand.

Nay, ftay thou out for earneft. [Keeping fome gold,

S C E N E IV.

Rnter Alcibiades with drum and fife in warlike manner^

and Phrynia and Timandra.

Ale, What art thou there ? fpeak.

Tim. A beaft, as thou art. Cankers gnaw thy heart

For fhewing me again the eyes of man.

Ale. What is thy name ? is man fo hateful to thee.

That art thy felf a man ?

Tim. I am Mtfanthropos, and hate mankind.

For thy part, I do wifh thou wert a dog.

That I might love thee fomething.

Ale. I know thee well:

But in thy fortunes am unlearn'd and ftrange.

Ttm. I know thee too, and more than as I know thee

I not defire to know. Follow thy drum.

With man's blood paint the ground, gules, gules.

Religious cannons, civil laws are cruel.

Then what fliould war be ? this fell whore of thine

Hath in her more deftru<5tion than thy fword.

For all her cherubin look.

Phr<y. Thy lips rot off!

Tim. I will not kifs thee, then the rot returns

To thine own lips again.

Ale. How came the noble Timon to this change ?

Tim. As the moon does, by wanting light to give:

But then renew I could not like the moon i

H 1 There
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There were no (uns to borrow of.

Ale, Noble Timoriy what friendfliip may I do thee ?

Tim, None, but to maintain my opinion.

Ale, What is it, T'tmonl

Tim. Promife me friendfliip, but perform none. If thou wilt

not promife, the gods plague thee, for thou art a man : if thou

doft perform, confound thee, for thou art a man.

Ale, I've heard in fbme fort of thy miferies.

Tim. Thou faw'ft them when I had profperity.

Ak. I fee them now, then was a bleffed time.

Tim. As thine is now, held with a brace of harlots.

Timan. Is this th' Athenian minion, whom the world

Voic'd fo regardfully?

Ttm. Art thou Ttmandra ?

Ttman. Yes.

Ttm. Be a whore ftill : they love thee not that uife thee;

Give them difeafes, leaving with thee their luft :

Make ufe of thy fait hours, feafon the flaves

For tubs and baths, bring down the rofe-cheek'd youth

To th' fubfaft, and the diet.

Timan. Hang thee, monfter \

Ale. Pardon him, fweet Timandra^ for his wits

Are drown'd and loft in his calamities.

I have but little gold of late, brave Timon^

The want whereof doth daily make revolt

In my penurious band. I heard and griev'd,

How curfed Athens^ mindiefs of thy worth,

Forgetting thy great deeds, when neighbour ftates

But for thy fword and fortune, trod upon them

Ttm. I pr'ythee beat thy drum, and get thee gone.

Ale. I am thy friend, and pity thee, dear Ttmon.

Ttm. How doft thou pity him, whom thou doft trouble ?

I'ad rather be alone,

Ak.

\
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Ac. Why fare thee well

Here's gold for thee

.

Ttm. Keep it, I cannot eat it.

Ale. When I have laid proud Athem on a heap-—--

Ttm. War'ft thou 'gainft Athens?

Ale. Ay, TtmoHy and have caufe.

Ttm. The gods confound them all then in thy conqueft

And after. Thee, when thou haft conquered.

Ale, Why me, Timon 7

Ttm. That by killing of villains

Thou waft born to conquer my country.

Put up thy gold. Go on, here's gold, go on

;

* Be as a planetary plague, when Jove
* Will o'er fome high-vic'd city hang his poifon

* In the fick air : Let not thy fword skip one,

' Pity not honour'd age for his white beard,

' He is an ufurer. Strike me the matron,

* It is her habit only that is honeft,

' Her felf's a bawd. Let not the virgin's cheek

Make foft thy trenchant fword j for thofe milk-paps

That through the window-barn bore at mens eyes.

Are not within the leaf of pity writ.

Set them down horrible traitors. Spare not the babe

Whofe dimpled fmiles from fools exhauft their mercy
^

Think it a baftard, whom the oracle

Hath doubtfully pronounc'd thy throat fhall cut.

And mince it fans remorfe. Swear againft obje(5ts.

Put armour on thine ears, and on thine eyes ,•

Whole proof, nor yells of mothers, maids, nor babes,

Nor fight of prieft in holy veftments bleeding,

Shall pierce a jot. There's gold to pay thy foldiers.

Make large confufion j and thy fury fpent.

Confounded be thy felf. Speak not, be gone.
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^/c Haft thou gold yet ?

I'll take the gold thou giv'ft me, not thy coun(el.

Tim, Doft thou, or doft thou not, heav'n's curfe upon thee

Both. Give us fome gold, good Timon : haft thou more ?

Tim. Enough to make a whore forfwear her trade.

And to make whore a bawd. Hold up, you fluts.

Your aprons mountant, you're not othable.

Although I know you'll fwear, terribly fwear

Into ftrong fhudders and to heavenly agues

Th' immortal gods that hear you. Spare your oaths

:

rll truft to your conditions, be whores ftill.

And he whole pious breath feeks to convert you,

Be ftrong in whore, allure him, burn him up.

Let your clofe fire predomitate his fmoak.

And be no turn-coats : yet may your pains fix months

Be quite contrary. Make falfe hair, and thatch

Your poor thin roofs with burthens of the dead,

(Some that were hang'd) no matter

:

Wear them, betray with them; and whore on ftilL

Paint 'till a horfe may mire upon your face;

A pox of wrinkles

!

Both. Well, more gold what then ?

Believe that we'll do any thing for gold.

Tim. Confumptions Cow

in hollow bones of man, ftrike their (harp (bins.

And mar mens /purring. Crack the lawyer's voice.

That he may never more falfe title plead.

Nor found his quillets fhrilly. Hoar -the Flamen,

That fcolds againft the quality of flefh,

And not believes himfelf Down with the nofe,

Down with it flat, take the bridge quite away

Of him, that his particular to forefee

SnKlls from the gen'ral w^al. Make curl'd-pate ruffians bald
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And let the unfcarr'd braggarts of the war

Derive fbme pain from you. Plague all
;

That your activity may defeat, and quell

He fource of all erediion.— There's more gold.

Do you damn others, and let this damn you.

And ditches grave you all

!

Both, More counfel with more mony, bounteous Tmon,

Tim. More whore, more mifchief firft ,• Tve given youearneft>

^Ic. Strike up the drum tow'rds Athens-^ farewel Ttmon:

If I thrive well, I'll vifit thee again.

Ttm. If I hope well. Til never fee thee more.

Ale. I never did thee harm.

Ttm. Yes, thou fpok'ft well ofme.

\ Ale, Call'ft thou that harm ?

Ttm. Men daily find it. Get thee hence away,

And take thy beagles with thee.

Ale, We but offend him : ftrike. [Exeufit.

SCENE V.

Tim. ^ That Nature being fick of man's unkindnefs

* Should yet be hungry! Common mother, thou

' Whofe womb unmeafurable, and infinite breaft

' Teems, and feeds all ,• oh thou ! whofe felf-fame mettle

* (Whereof thy proud child, arrogant man, is puft)

* Engenders the black toad and adder blue,

' The gilded newt, and eyelefs venom'd worm

;

* With all th' abhorred births below crifp heav'n

* Whereon Hyperton's quickning fire doth (bine

;

* Yield him, who all thy human fons do's hate,

' From forth thy plenteous bofom, one poor root ?

* Enfear thy fertile and conceptions womb

;

* Let it no more bring out ingrateful man.
' Go
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* Go great with tygers, dragons, wolves and bears,

* Teem with new monfters whom thy upward face

* Hath to the marbled manfion all above
* Never prefented O, a root dear thanks!

* Dry up thy marrows, veins, and plough -torn leas,

^ Whereof ingrateful man with liqu'rifh draughts,

' And morfels undious, greafes his pure mind,
* That from it all confideration flips

SCENE VI.

Enter Apemantus.

More man? plague, plague.

Apem. I was directed hither. Men report

Thou dofl: affect my manners, and doft ufe them.

Ttm» 'Tis then, becaufe thou doft not keep a dog

Whom I would imitate
j
confumption catch thee!

Apem, This is in thee a nature but affected,

A poor unmanly melancholy, fprung

from change of fortune. Why this fpade ? this place?

This flave-like habit, and thefe looks of care?

Thy flatt'rers yet wear filk, drink wine, lye {oh^

Hug their difeas'd perfumes, and have forgot

That ever Timon was. Shame not thefe woods,

By putting on the cunning of a carper.

Be thou a flatt'rer now, and feek to thrive

By that v/hich has undone thee,- hinge thy knee.

And let his very breath whom thou'lt obferve

Blow off thy cap
j
praife his moft vicious ftrain.

And call it excellent. Thou waft told thus:

Thou gav'ft thine ears, like tapfters, that bid welcome

To knaves, and all approachers: 'Tis moft juft

That thou turn rafcal: hadft thou wealth again,

Rafcals
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Ra/cals fhould have't. Do not affume my Likenefs.

Tim. Were I like thee, I'd throw away my (elf.

Apem, Thou'aft caft away thy felf, being like thy felf.

So long a mad-man, now a fool. What, think'ft thou

^ That the bleak air, thy boifterous chamberlain,

* Will put thy fhirt on warm ? will thefe moift trees

* That have out-liv'd the eagle, page thy heels,

* And skip when thou point'ft out ? will the cold brook

* Candied with ice, cawdle thy morning tafte

* To cure thy o'er-night's furfeit ? Call the creatures

* Whofe naked natures live in all the Tpight

* Of wreakful heav'n, whofe bare unhouled trunks

* To the conflidting elements expos'd,

* Anfwer meer nature j bid them flatter thee 5

' Oh! thou fhalt find

Tim, A fool of thee
j

depart.

Apem. I love thee better now than e'er I did.

Tim. I hate thee worfe.

Apem.. Why?
Tim. Thou flatter'ft mifery.

Apem. I flatter not, but fay thou art a caytifF.

Tim. Why dofl: thou feek me out?

Apem. To vex thee.

Tim, Always a villain's office, or a fool's.

Dofl: pleafe thy felf in't ?

Apem. Ay.

Tim. What ! a knave too ?

Apem. If thou didfl: put this fowre cold habit on

To caftigate thy pride, 'twere well j but thou

Dofl: it enforcedly : thou'dfl: courtier be

Wert thou not beggar. Willing mifery

Out-livcs incertain pomp 5 is crown'd before :

The one is filling ftill, never compleat,-

Vol. V. I
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The other, at high wifh : Beft ftates, contentlefe^

Have a diftraded and moft wretched being,

Worfe than the worft, content.

Thou (houldft defire to die, being miferable.

Tim. Not by his breath, that is more miferable.

* Thou art a flave, whom fortune's tender arm
* With favour never clafpt j but bred a dog.

Hadft thou, like us, from our firft fwath proceeded
* Through fweet degrees that this brief world affords,

* To fuch, as may the paflive drugs of it

' Freely command j thou wouldft have plung'd thy felf

* In general riot, melted down thy youth
' In different beds of luft, and never learn'd

* The icy precepts of refped:, but followed

* The fugar'd game before thee. But my felf,

* Who had the world as my confectionary,

* The mouths, the tongues, the eyes, the hearts of men
At duty more than I could frame employments

j

That numberlefs upon me ftuck, as leaves

Do on the oak j have with one winter's brufh

< Fall'n from their boughs, and left me open, bare

< For every ftorm that blows. I to bear this,

€ That never knew but better, is fome burthen.

< Thy nature did commence in fuff'rance, time

< Hath made thee hard in't. Why fhouldfl thou hate men ?

< They never flatter'd thee. What hafl thou given J

< If thou wilt curfe, thy father, that poor rag,

< Muft be thy fubjed, who in fpight put fluff

< To fome fhe-beggar, and compounded thee

* Poor rogue hereditary. Hence! be gone

If thou hadft not been born the worfl of men>

Thou hadft been knave and flatterer.

^pem. Art thou proud yet?

Tim, Ay, that I am not thee. Apem»
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"Apem, I, that I was no prodigal.

Ttm, I, that I am one now.

Were all the wealth I have, fhnt up in thee,

rd give thee leave to hang it. Get thee gone—

—

That the whole life of Athens were in this

!

Thus would I eat it. * \Eatmg a root*

Apem, What wouldft thou have to Athens 7

Ttm. Thee thither in a whirlwind ; if thou wilt.

Tell them there I have gold look, fo I have,

Apem. Here is no ufe for gold.

Ttm, The beft and trueft :

For here it fleeps, and does no hired harm,

Apem. Where ly'ft a-nights, Ttmon?

Tim. Under that's above me.

Where feed'ft thou a-days, Apemantus 7

Apem. Where my ftomach finds meat, or rather where I eat it.

Ttm. Would poifon were obedient, and knew my mind.

Apem. Where wouldft thou fend it?

Ttm. To fawce thy diflies.

Apem. The middle of humanity thou never kneweft, but the

extremity of both ends. When thou waft in thy gilt, and thy

perfume, they mockt thee, for too much curiofity ; in thy rags

thou knoweft none, but art defpis'd for the contrary. * What
* Thus would I cat it.

Apem. Here vill I mend thy feaft.

I'im. Firfl: mend thy company, take a"way thy felf.

uipem. So I fhall mend my own, by th' lack of thine.

Tim. 'Tis not well mended fo, it is but botchtj

If nor, I would it were.

uipem. What wouldft thou, ^c.

* the contrary. There's a medler for thee, eat it.

Tim. On what I hate, I feed not.

jdpem. Doft hate a medler ?

Tim. Ay, though it look like thee.

Apem. An th' hadft hated medlers fooner, thou fhouldft have loved thy felf

better now. What man didft thou ever know unthrift, that Vi^as beloved after

his means?
Tim. Who without thofe means thou talk'ft of, didft thou ever know beloved?
Apem. My felf.

Tim. I underftand thee, thou hadft fome means to keep a dog,
Apem. What things, ^c. I z

\
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things in the world canft thou neareft compare to thy flat-

terers ?

Tim. Women neareft; but men, men are the things them-

Tclves. What wouldft thou do with the world, j^pemantusy if it

lay in thy power ?

Apem. Give it the beafts, to be rid of the men.

Tim. Wouldft thou have thy felf fall in the confufion of men,

or remain a beaft with the beafts ?

Apem. Ay, Ttmon.

Tim. ' A beaftly ambition, which the gods grant thee t'attain

' to. If thou wert a lion, the fox would beguile thee ,• if thou
* wert the lamb, the fox would eat thee ; if thou wert the fox,

the lion would fufped thee, when peradventure thou wert ac-

cus'd by the a(s; if thou wert the afs, thy dulnefs would tor-

f
ment thee ; and ft ill thou liv'ft but as a breakfaft to the wolf,

c If thou wert the wolf, thy greedinefs would affli6t thee ; and

< oft thou ftiouldft hazard thy life for thy dinner. Wert thou

i the unicorn, pride and wrath would confound thee, and make
< thine own felf the conqueft of thy fury. Wert thou a bear,

* thou wouldft be kill'd by the horfe ; wert thou a horfe, thou

c wouldft be feized by the leopard j wert thou a leopard, thou

< wert german to the lion, and the fpots of thy kindred were

* jurors on thy life. All thy fafety were remotion, and thy de-

* fence abfence. What beaft couldft thou be, that were not fub-

< je(5t to a beaft? and what a beaft art thou already, and feeft

* not thy lofs in transformation.

Apem. If thou couldft pleafe me with fpeaking to me, thou

might'ft have hit upon it here. The commonwealth of Athens

is become a foreft of beafts.

Ttm. How has the afs broke the wall, that thou art out of

the city?

Apem. Thou art the cap of all the fools alive.

Tim. Would thou wert clean enough to fpit upon.

Apem,
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Apem, A plague on thee. Thou art too bad to curfe.

Ttm, All villains that do ftand by thee, are pure.

Apem. There is no leprofie but what thou fpeak'ft.

Ttm. I'll beat thee ; but I fhould infed: my hands.

Apem. I would my tongue could rot them off.

Tim. Away thou ifTue of a mangy dog I

Choler does kill me, that thou art alive

I fwoon to fee thee.

Apem. Would thou wouldfl: burft.

Ttm. Away thou tedious rogue, I am fbrry I fliall lofe a ftone

by thee.

Apem. Beaft!

Ttm» Slave!

Apem. Toad!

Ttm. Rogue! rogue! rogue!

I am fick of this falfe world, and will love nought

But ev'n the meer neceflitics upon it.

Then Timon prefently prepare thy grave,-

Lye where the light foam of the fea may beat

Thy grave-ftone daily; make thine epitaph.

That death in me, at others lives may laugh.

* O thou fweet king-killer, and dear divorce \Looking on the gold*

* 'Twixt natural fon and fire! thou bright defiler

* Of H'ymerfs pureft bed ! thou valiant Mars^
* Thou ever young, frefh, lov'd, and delicate wooer,

( Whofe blufh doth thaw the confecrated fnow,

< That lies on Dtan\ lap! thou vifible god,

* That fbuldreft clofe impoflibilities,

< And mak'ft them kifs ! that fpeak'ft with every tongue

< To every purpofe j Oh thou touch of hearts

!

* Think thy flave man rebels, and by thy virtue

* Set them into confounding odds, that beafts

' May have the world in empire,

Apem^
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Apem. Would 'twere fo.

But not 'till I am dead. Pll fay th'haft gold ;

Thou wilt be throng'd to fhortly,

Tim. Throng'd to>

Apem. Ay.

Ttm. Thy back, I pr'ythee.

Apem. Live, and love thy mifery,

Tim. Long live fo, and fo die. I am quit.

Apem. Mo things like men Eat, Ttmon^ and abhor them.

The plague of company light upon thee ; I will fear to catch it,

and give way. When I know not what elfe to do, Til fee thee

again.

Tim. When there is nothing living but thee, thou flialt be wel-

come. I had rather be a beggar's dog than Apemantm. [Exif Ape.

SCENE VII.

Enter Thieves,

1 Thtef. Where fhould he have this gold ? It is feme poor frag-

ment, fome {lender ort of his remainder: the meer want of gold,

and the falling off of friends, drove him into this melancholy.

2 Thtef, It is nois'd he hath a mafs of treafure.

3 Thief. Let us make the alTay upon him j if he care not for't,

he will fupply us eafily : if he covetoufly referve it, how ihall's

get it?

2 Thief. True ; for he bears it not about him : 'tis hid*

1 Thief. Is not this he ?

All Where?

2 Thief. 'Tis his defcription.

3 Thief He
J

I know him.

AIL Save thee, Timon.

Tim. Now thieves.

AIL Soldiers 5 not thieves.

Tm,
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Ttm, Both too, and womens (bns.

AIL We are not thieves, but men that much do want.

T'tm. Your greateft want is, you want much of meat.

Why (hould you want ? behold, the earth hath roots

;

Within this mile break forth an hundred (prings,*

The oaks bear mafts, the briers fcarlet hips.

The bounteous hufwife nature on each bufh

Lays her full mefs before you. Want? why want?

I Th 'tef, We cannot live on graft, on berries, water.

As beafts, and birds, and fifhes

;

Ttm. Nor on the beafts themfelves the birds and fifties.

You muft eat men. Yet thanks I muft you con.

That you are thieves profeft,- that you work not

In holier fhapes ,• for there is boundlefs theft

In limited profeflions. Rafcals, thieves.

Here's gold. Go, fuck the fubtle blood o'th' grape,

'Till the high feaver feeth your blood to broth.

And fb fcape hanging. Truft not the phyfician.

His antidotes are poifbn, and he flays

More than you rob. Take wealth, and live together.

Do villany, do, fince you proteft to do't.

Like workmen
J

I'll example you with thievery.

The fun's a thief, and with his great attrad:ion

Robs the vaft fea. The moon's an arrant thief,

And her pale fire fhe fnatches from the fun.

The fea's a thief, whofe liquid furge refblves

The moon into fait tears. The earth's a thief,

That feeds and breeds by a compofure ftoln

From gen'ral excrement : each thing's a thief

The laws, your curb and whip, in their rough power

Have uncheck'd theft. Love not your felves, away,

Rob one another, there's more gold cut throats
j

All that you meet are thieves ; to Athens go,
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Break open fliops, for nothing can you fteal

But thieves do lofe it : fteal not lefs for what

I give, and gold confound you howfbever! Amen, [Exu*

3 Th/ef, H'as almoft charm'd me from my profeffion, by per-

fwading me to it,

1 Thief, 'Tis in the malice of mankind, that he thus advifes

us, not to have us thrive in our myftery.

2 Thief, ril believe him as an enemy,- and give overmy trade.

I Thief, Let us firft fee peace in Mens 5 there is no time fo

miferable but a man may be true. [Exeunt.

ACTV. SCENE I.

The Woods and TimonV Cave.

Enter Flavius to Timon.

F L A V I U S.

H you gods!

Is yon defpis'd and ruinous man my lord?

Full of decay and failing? oh monument

And wonder of good deeds, evilly beftow'd!

What change of honour defp'rate want has made?

What viler thing upon the earth, than friends.

Who can bring nobleft minds to bafeft ends ?

How rarely does it meet with this time's guife.

When man was wiflit to love his enemies :

Grant I may ever love, and rather woo

Thofe that would mifchief me, than thofe that da

H'as caught me in his eye, I will prefent

4 My
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My honeft grief to him and, as my lord.

Still ferve him with my life. My deareft mafter!

Tim, Away: what art thou?

Fla. Have you forgot me. Sir ?

Why doft ask that ? I have forgot all men.

Then if thou granteft that thou art a man
I have forgot thee.

Fla, An honeft fervant.

Tm, Then I know thee not :

I ne'er had honeft man about me, all

I kept were knaves, to ferve in meat to villains.

Fla, The gods are witnefs.

Ne'er did poor fteward wear a truer grief

For his undone lord, than mine eyes for you.

Tim, What, doft thou weep ? come nearer, then I love thee.,

Becaufe thou art a woman, and difclaim'ft

Flinty mankind; whofe eyes do never give.

But or through luft, or laughter. Pity's fleeping
;

Strange times! that weep with laughing, not with weeping.

Fla. I beg of you to know me, good my lord,

T'accept my grief, and whilftthis poor wealth lafts,

To entertain me as your fteward ftill.

Tim, Had I a fteward

So true, fo juft, and now fo comfortable ?

It almoft turns my dangerous nature wild.

Let me behold thy face : furely, this man
Was born of woman.

Forgive my gen'ral and exceptlefs rafhnefs,

Perpetual, fober gods ! I do proclaim

One honeft man : miftake me not, but one.

No more I pray, and he's a fteward.

How fain would I have hated all mankind,

V o L. V. K And
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And thou redeem'ft thy felf : but all fave thee,

I fell with curfes.

Methinks thou art more honeft now than wife:

For, by oppreffing and betraying me,

Thou might'ft have fooner got another fervice

:

For many fo arrive at (econd mafters,

Upon their firft lord's neck. But tell me true,

(For I muft ever doubt, though ne'er fo fure,)

Is not thy kindnefs fubtle, covetous,

A ufuring kindnefs, as rich men deal gifts,

Expeding in return twenty for one ?

F/a. No, my moft worthy mafter, (in who(e brcaft

Doubt and fufped:, alas, are plac'd too late,)

You fliould have fearM falfe times, when you did feaft>

Sufped ftill comes when an eftate is leaft.

That which I fliew, heav'n knows, is meerly love^

Duty, and zeal, to your unmatched mind.

Care of your food and living : and believe it,

For any benefit that points to me
Either in hope, or prefent, I'd exchange

For this one wifh, that you had power and' wealth-

To requite me by making rich your felf.

Tim, Look thee, 'tis fo ^ thou fingly honeft nuaft.

Here take ; the gods out of my mifcry

Have fent thee treafure. Go, live rich and happy.

But thus condition'd j Thou fhalt build from men:
Hate all, curfe all, fliew charity to none.

But let the famifht flefh Aide from the bone.

Ere thou relieve the beggar. Give to dogs

What thou deny'ft to men. Let priibns fwallow 'COJ,

Debts wither 'em ,• be men like blafted woods,

And may difeafes Hck up their falfe bloodsi.
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And Co farewel, and thrive.

Fla, O let me ftay and comfort you, my mafter.

Tim, If thou hat'ft curfes,

Stay not, but fly, whilft thou art bleft and freej

Ne'er fee thou man, and let me ne'er fee thee. [Exeunu

s c E N E IL

Enter Poet and Painter,

Pain, As I took note of the place, it can't be far where he

abides.

Poet. What's to be thought of him ? does the rumour hold

for true, that he's fo full of gold ?

Pain, Certain. /^Icibiades reports it: Phrynia and Timandra

had gold of him, he likewife enrich'd poor ftragling foidiers

with great quantity. 'Tis faid, he gave his fteward a mighty fum.

Poet. Then this breaking of his, has been but a tryal for his

friends ?

Pain. Nothing elfe : you (hail fee him a palm in Athens again,

and flourifh with the higheft. Therefore, 'tis not amifs, we ten-

der our loves to him, in this fuppos'd diftrefs of his : it will fhew

honeftly in us, and is very likely to load our purpofes with what

they travel for, if it be a juft and true report that goes of his

having.

Poet. Wliat have you Jiow to prefent unto him ?

Pain. Nothing at this time but ray vifitation : only I will pro-

mife him an excellent piece.

Poet. I muft ferve him too
i

tell him of an intent that's

coming toward him.

Pain. Good as the beft
;
Promifing is the very air o'th' time

j

it opens the eyes of expedation. Performance is ever the duller

for his ad, and but in the plainer ^ind fimpler ki|id pf people,

K 2 the



76 T I M O N A T H E N S.

the deed is quite out of ufe. To promife, is moft courtly, and

fafhionable
5
performance is a kind of will or teftament, which

argues a great ficknefs in his judgment that makes it.

Re-enter Timon from hh cave^ unfeen,

Tim. Excellent workman ! thou canfl: not paint a man fo bad

as thy felf.

Poet. I am thinking what I fhall fay I have provided for him

:

it fnuft be a perfonating of himfelf; a fatyr againil the fofcnefs

of profperity, with a difcovery of the infinite flatteries that fol-

low youth and opulency.

Tim. Mull thou needs ftand for a villain in thine own work ?

wilt thou whip thine own faults in other men ? do fo, I have

gold for thee.

Poet. Nay let's feek him.

Then do we fin againft our own eftate,

When we may profit meet, and come too late.

Pain, True:

While the day ferves, before black-corner'd night

;

Find what thou want'ft, by free and offer'd light.

Com.e.

Tim. I'll meet you at the turn

What a god's gold, that he is worfhipped

In bafer temples, than where fwine do feed ?

'Tis thou that rigg'ft the bark, and plow'ft the foame^

Setleft admired reverence in a flave 5

To thee be worfliip, and thy faints for aye

Be crown'd with plagues, that thee alone obey 1

'Tis fit I meet them.

Poet. Hail! worthy Timon.

Pain. Our late noble mafter.

Tm, Have I once liv'd to fee two boneft men.^

Poet,
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Poet, Sir, having often of your bounty tafted,

Hearing you were retir'd, your friends fain off,

Whofe thanklefs natures, oh abhorred fpirits

!

Not all the whips of heav'n are large enough—

-

Whatf to you!

Whofe ftar-like noblenefs gave life and influence

To their whole being ! I am rapt, and cannot

Cover the monftrous bulk of this ingratitude

With any fize of words.

Tim. Let it go, naked men may fee't the better

:

You that are honeft, by being what you are.

Make them beft feen and known.

Pam. He, and my (elf.

Have travell'd in the great ftiower of your gifts.

And fweetly felt it.

Tim, Ay, you're honeft men.

Pam, We're hither come to offer you our fervice.

Tim. Moft honeft men ! why how fhall I requite you ?

Can you eat roots, and drink cold water ? no.

Botb, What we can do, we'll do, to do you fervice.

Tim, Y'are honeft men
;

you've heard that I have gold,

I'm fure you have, fpeak truth, y'are honeft men.

Pairi, So it is faid, my noble lord, but therefore

Came not my friend, nor I.

Tm, Good honeft man ^ thou draw'ft a counterfeit

Beft in all Athens^ thou'rt indeed the beft.

Thou counterfeit'ft moft lively.

Pain, So fb, my lord.

Tim, E'en fo. Sir, as I fay And for thy fidion,

Why thy verfe fwells with ftuff fo fine and fmooth,

That thou art even natural in thine art.

But for all this, my honeft-natur'd friends,

I
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I mufl: needs fay you have a little fault.

Marry not monftrous in you, neither wifli I

You take much pains to mend.

Both, Befeech your honour

To make it known to us

Tim. You'll take it ill.

Both, Moft thankfully, my lord.

Tim, Will you indeed ?

Both, Doubt it not, worthy lord.

Tim. There's ne'er a one of you but trufts a knave.

That mightily deceives you.

Both. Do we, my lord ?

Tim. Ay, and you hear him cogg, fee him diffemble.

Know his grofs patchery, love him, and feed him.

Keep in your bofbm, yet remain affur'd

That he's a made-up villain.

Pain. I know none fuch, my lord.

Poet. Nor I.

Tim. Look you, I love you well, I'll give you gold.

Rid me thefe villains from your companies,-

Hang them, or ftab them, drown them in a draught.

Confound them by fome courfe, and come to me,

I'll give you gold enough.

Both. Name them, my lord, let's know tWm.
Tim, You that way, and you this j hut two in company

;

Each man apart, all fingle and alone, •

Yet an arch villain keeps him corapany.

If where thou art, two villains (hall not be, \To phe Painter,

Come not near him. If thou wouldft not refide \To the Poet,

But where one villain is, then him abandon.

Hence, pack, there's gold, ye came for gold, ye flaves
;

You have work for me ^ there's your payment, hence.

You
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You are an alchymift, make gold of that:

Out rafcal dogs. [Bea^hg and driving ^em out,

SCENE HI.

Enter Flavius and two Senators,

Fla, It is in vain that you would (peak with Tmon

:

For he is fet (b only to himfelf.

That nothing but himfelf which looks like man
Is friendly with him.

I Sen, Bring us to his cave.

It is our part and promife to th' Athenians

To (peak with Tlmon,

1 Sen, At all times alike

Men are not ftill the fame 'twas time and griefs

That fram'd him thus. Time with his fairer hand

Offering the fortunes of his former days,

The former man may make him
^ bring us to him.

And chance it as it may.

Fla. Here is his cave

:

Peace and content be here, lord Tlmon / Tlmon !

Look out, and (peak to friends : th' Athenians

By two of their moft rev'rend fen ate greet thee;

Speak to them, noble Tlmon,

Enter Timon out of his cave.

Tim, Thou Sun that comfort'ft, burn !

Speak and be hang'd
j

For each true word a blifter, and each falfe

Be cauterizing to the root o'th' tongue,

Confuming it with (peaking.

I Sen, Worthy Tlmon.

Tim. — Of none but (uch as you, and you of Tlmon,
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1 Sen, The fenators of Athens greet thee, Ttmon.

Tim, I thank them. And would fend them back the

Could I but catch it for them.

I Sen. O forget

What we are forry for our felves, in thee

:

The Senators, with one confent of love,

Intreat thee back to Athens-^ who have thought

On fpecial dignities, which vacant lie

For thy beft u(e and wearing.

2. Sen. They confefs

Tow'rd thee, forgetfulnefs, too general, grofs.

Which now the publick body (which doth feldom

Play the recanter) feeling in it felf

A lack of Ttmon's aid, hath fenfe withal

Of its own fall, reftraining aid to Timon;

And fends forth us to make their fbrrowed Tender,

Together with a recompence more fruitful

Than their offence can weigh down by the dram

;

Ay, ev'n fuch heaps and fums of love and wealth.

As fhall to thee blot out what wrongs were theirs.

And write in thee the figures of their love.

Ever to read them thine.

Tim, You witch me in it.

Surprize me to the very brink of tears : -

Lend me a fool's heart, and a woman's eyes.

And I'll beweep thefe comforts, worthy fenators.

I Sen. Therefore fo pleafe thee to return with us,

And of our Athens, thine and ours, to take

The captainfhip: thou fhalt be met with thanks,

Allow'd with abfolute power, and thy good name

Live with authority : foon we fhall drive back

Of Alc'tb'iades th' approaches wild.

Who like a boar too favage, doth root up
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His country's peace,

2, Sen. And fliakes his threatning fword

Againft the walls of Athens,

I Sen* Therefore, Ttmon

Tim, Well Sir, I will therefore I will Sir, thus—
If Alclb'mdes kill my countrymen.

Let Alclh'tades know this of Ttmony

That Ttmon cares not. If he fack fair Athensy

And take our goodly aged men by th' beards.

Giving our holy virgins to tbe ftain

Of contumelious, beaftly, mad-brain'd war,-

Then let him know, and tell him Ttmon (peaks it;

In pity of our aged, and our youth,

I cannot chufe but tell him that I care not.

And let him take't at worft j for their knives care not,

While you have throats to anfwer. For my (elf.

There's not a whittle in th' unruly camp.

But I do prize it at my love, before

To reverend'ft throat in Athens, So I leave you

To the protection of the profp'rous gods.

As thieves to keepers.

Fla, Stay not, all's in vain.

Ttm, Why I was writing of my epitaph.

It will be feen to-morrow. My long ficknefs

Of health and living, now begins to mend.

And nothing brings me all things. Go, live (till.

Be Alc'tbtades your plague; you his

5

And laft fo long enough.

I Sen, We fpeak in vain.

Ttm, But yet I love my country, and am not

One that rejoices in the common wrack,

As common brute doth put it.

I Sen, That's well /poke.

V o L. V. L
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Tm, Commend me to my loving countrymen.

1 Sen. Thefe words become your lips, as they paft thro' them*

2 Sen. And enter in our ears like great triumphers

In their applauding gates.

Ttm. Commend me to them,

And tell them, that to eafe them of their griefs.

Their fears of hoftile ftrokes, their aches, loffes.

Their pangs of love, with other incident throws

That nature's fragile velTel doth fuftain

In life's uncertain voyages, I wilTdo

Some kindnefs to them, teach them to prevent

Wild Alc'thtadeC wrath.

2 Sen. I like this well, he will return again.

Ttm. 1 have a Tree which grows here in my clofe.

That mine own ufe invites me to cut down.

And fhortly muft I fell it. Tell my friends,

Tell Athens^ in the frequence of degree.

From high to low throughout, that whofo pleafe

To ftop afflidion, let him take his tafte^

Come hither ere my Tree hath felt the ay,

And hang himfelf 1 pray you do my greeting.

Fla. Vex him no further, thus you ftill fhall find him.

Tim. Come not to me again, but fay to Athens^

Ttmon hath made his everlafting manfion

Upon the beached verge of the fait flood
;

Which once a-day with his emboffed froth

The turbulent furge fliall cover : Thither come,

And let my grave-ftone be your oracle.

Lips, let four words go by, and language end

:

What is amifs, plague and infection mend.

Graves only be mens works, and death their gain
5

Sun, hide thy beams ; Timon hath done his reign. \_Exh Timon.

I Sen^ His difcontents are coupled to his nature.

2 Sen,



TiMON ^Athens. 83
1 Sen. Our hope in him is dead ,• let us return.

And ftrain what other means is left unto us

In our dead peril.

1 Sen, It requires fwifi: foot. [Exemt,

SCENE IV.

The Walls of Athens.

-Enter two other Senators, with a Mejfenger,

I Sen, 'T^HOU haft painfully difcover'd ; are his files

jL As full as they report?

Mef. I have fpoke the leaft.

Befides, his expedition promifes

Prefent approach.

2 Sen, We ftand much hazard, if they bring not Timon,

Mef, I met a courier, one mine ancient friend.

Who though in general part we were oppos'd,

Yet our old love made a particular force.

And made us fpeak like friends. This man was riding

From Alc'th'tades to Ttmon's cave.

With letters of intreaty, which imported

His fellowfhip i'th' caufe againft your city,

In part for his fake mov'd.

Enter the other Senators,

I Sen, Here come our brothers.

3 Sen, No talk of Ttmony nothing of him exped,

The enemies drum is heard, and fearful fcouring

Doth choak the air with duft. In, and prepare,

Ours is the fall, 1 fear, our foes the fnare. * [Exeunt.

L 2 SCENE
* our foes the fnare. \_Exeunt.

Enter a foldier in the ivoods^ feeking Timon.
Sol. By all defcription this fhould be the place.

Who's here? fpeak ho. No anfwer? What is this?'

I'imon is dead, who hath out-ftretcht his fpan,

Some bead read this j there does not live a man. Dead
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SCENE V.

Trumpets found. Enter Alcibiades with hh powers,'

Ale, Sound to this coward and lafcivious town,

Our terrible approach.

[Sound a parley. The Senators appear upon the walls,

'Till now you have gone on, and fili'd the time

With all licentious meafure, making your wills

The fcope of juftice. 'Till now my felf, and fuch

As flepc within the (hadow of your power,

Have wander'd with our traverft arms, and breath'd

Our fufferance vainly. Now the time is flufh.

When crouching marrow in the bearer ftrong

• Cries, of it felf, no more : now breathlefs wrong

Shall fit and pant in your great chairs of cafe.

And purfy Infolence (hall break his wind

With fear and horrid flight.

1 Sen. Noble and young
j

When thy firft griefs were but a meer conceit.

Ere thou hadfl: power, or we had caufe to fear

;

We fent to thee, to give thy rages balm.

To wipe out our ingratitude, with loves

Above their quantity.

2 Sen. So did we woo

Transformed Ttmon to our city's love

By humble meffage, and by promis'd means

:

We were not all unkind, nor all deferve

The common ftroke of war.

I Sen.

Dead fure, and this his grave ; what's on this tomb ?

I cannot readj the charadler I'll take with waxj
Our captain hath in every figure skill.

An ag'd interpreter, tho' young in days

:

Before proud Athens he's fet down by this,

Whofe fall the mark of his ambition is. - " [Exit.

S C E N E, 6?^.



T I M o N ^Athens.
I Sen, The/e walls of ours

Were not ereded by their hands, from whom
You have receiv'd your grief; nor are they fuch

That thefe great tow'rs, trophies, and fchools fliould fall

For private faults in them.

2 Sen. Nor are they living

Who were the motives that you firft went out

:

Shame, that they wanted cunning in excefs.

Hath broke their hearts. March on, oh noble lord.

Into our city with thy banners fpread.

By decimation and a tithed death

If thy revenges hunger for that food

Which nature loaths, take thou the deftin'd tenth. *

I Sen, All have not offended

:

For thofe that were, it is not fquare to take

On thofe that are, revenge: crimes, like to lands,

Are not inherited. Then dear countryman.

Bring in thy ranks, but leave without thy rage

Spare thy Athenian cradle, and thofe kin

Which in the blufter of thy wrath muft fall

With thofe that have offended j like a fhepherd.

Approach the fold, and cull th' infected forth,

But kill not all together.

2 Sen. What thou wilt

Thou rather fhalt enforce it with thy fmile,

Than hew to't with thy fword,

I Sen. Set but thy foot

Againft our rampir'd gates, and they fhall ope

:

So thou wilt fend thy gentle heart before,

To fay thou'lt enter friendly.

*
' take thou the deftin'd tenth,

And by the hazard of the fpotted die,

Let die the fpotted.

I Sen. All have ^c.
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z Sen, Throw thy glove.

Or any tokea of thine honour elfe.

That thou wilt ufe the wars as thy redre(s,

And not as our confufion : all thy powers

Shall make their harbour in our town, 'till we
Have feal'd thy full defire.

Ale, Then there's my glove,

Defcend, and open your uncharged ports,

Thofe enemies of Timon'Sy and mine own.

Whom you your felves (hall fet out for reproof.

Fall, and no more^ and to atone your fears

With my more noble meaning, not a man
Shall pals his quarter, or offend the ftream

Of regular juftice in your city's bounds
j

But fhall be remedied by publick laws

At heavieft anfwer.

Both. 'Tis mod nobly (poken.

Ale. Defcend, and keep your words.

Enter a Mejfenger,

Mef. My noble general, Ttmon is dead,

Entomb'd upon the very hem o'th' fea.

And on his graveftone this infculpture, which

With wax I brought away j whofe foft impreflioa

Interpreteth for my poor ignorance.

[Alcibiades reads the epitaph?^

Here lyes a wretehed eoarfe^ of wretched foul bereft

:

Seek not my name : a plague eonfume you caitiffs left /

Here lye I Timon, who all living men did hate^

Pafs byy and curfe thy filly hut flay not here thy gatte,

Thefe well exprefs in thee thy latter fpirits ;

Tho' thou abhorr'dft in us our human griefs,

Scorn'dfl:



TiMOKT^ Athens. 87

Scorn'dft our brains flow, and thofe our droplets which

From niggard nature fall yet rich conceit

Taught thee to make vaft Neptune weep for aye

On thy low grave j on faults forgiven. Dead

Is noble Ttmoriy of whofe memory

Hereafter more Bring me into your city,

And I will u(e the olive with my fword
^

Make war breed peace ; make peace ftint war, make each

Prefcribe to other, as each other's leach.

Let our drums ftrike [Exeunh

COR I.
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Dramatis Perfonae.

AIUS Martius Coriolanus, a noble Roman, hated by the common

Tullus Aufidius, General of the Volfcians.

Lieutenant to Aufidius,

Toung Martius, fon to Coriolanus.

Volumnia, mother to Coriolanus.

Virgilia, wife to Coriolanus.

Valeria, friend to Virgilia.

Roman and Volfcian Senators
j

^diles, LiBors, Soldiersy Com-

mon People^ Servants to Aufidius, and other Attendants,

Tribunes of the feopky and enemies ta Corioknus.

ry^^ S C E N E

The whole H'tfiory exaEily follow''d, and many of the principal

fpeeches copy^d from the life of Coriolanus in Plutarch.
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CORIOLJNUS.
ACT I. SCENE I.

A Street m Rome.

Enter a compafvj of mutmous Citizens with ftaves, cluhs,

and other weapons,

I CITIZEN.
E F OR E we proceed any further, hear me fpeak.

All. Speak, Ipeak.

"

I Ctt. You are all refolv'd rather to die than

to famifh?

AL Refolv'd, refolv'd.

I Ctt, Firft, you know. Cams Martms 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<5t?

AIL No more talking on't, let't be done, away, away,

2 Cit. One word, good citizens.

I Cit. We are accounted poor citizens ; the Patricians good ;

what authority furfeits on would relieve us: if they would

yield us but the fuperfluity, while it were wholfome, we might

M z gueifs



guefs they relieved us humanely : but they think we are tbo

dear the leannefs that afilids us, the objed of our mifery, is

as an inventory to particularize their abundance ; our fufferance

is a gain to them. Let us revenge this with our pikes, ere we
become rakes: for the Gods know, I fpeak this in hunger for

bread, not in thirft for revenge.

2 Gf, Would you proceed efpecially againft Cam Mart'ms?

All. Againft him firft : he's a very dog to the commonalty.

2 Ctt, Confider you what fervices he has done for his country ?

I 6//. Very well : and could be content to give him good

Teport for'tj but that he pays himfelf with being proud.

All, Nay, but fpeak not malicioufly.

1 Ctt, I fay 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, he did it to pleafe his mother, and

to be partly proud, which lie is, even to the altitude of his

virtue.

2 Ctt, What he cannot help in his nature, you account a vice

in him : you muft in no way fay he is covetous.

1 Qt, If I muft not, I need not be barren of accufations
j

-he hath faults, with furplus, to tire in repetition. [Jhoutswhhm,

What (bouts are thofe? the other fide o'th' city is rifen, why
^llay we prating here? to th' Capitol

All. Come, come.

<i Qt, Soft— who comes here?

S C E N E II.

Enter Menenius Agrippa.

2 Qt. Worthy Menemus Agrippa ; oae that hath always lov'd

•the people.

I Qt. He's one honeft enough, would all the reft were fb.

Men, What work's, ray countrymen, in hand? whtre go

you
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ypu with your bats and clubs? the matter~-r— fpeaki I

pray you.

2 Ch, Our bufinefs is not unknown to the fenate, they have

had inkhng, this fortnight, what we intend to do, which now
we'll {hew 'em in deeds : they fay, poor fuiters have ftrong

breaths, they (hall know we have ftrong arms too.

Me^, Why mafters, my good friends, mine honeft neigh-

bours, will you undo your felves ?

2 Ch. We cannot. Sir, we are undone already.

Me^. I tell you, friends, moft charitable care

Have the Patricians of you: For your wants.

Your fufferings in this dearth, you may as well

Strike at the heaven with your ftaves, as lift them

Againft the Roman ftate j whofe courfe will on

. The way it takes, cracking ten thoufand curbs

Of more ftrong links afunder, than can ever

Appear in your impediment. For the dearth;

The Gods, not the Patricians, make it j and :

Your knees to them, not arms muft help. Alack,

You are tranfported by calamity

Thither, where more attends you ; and you flander

The helms o'th' ftate, who care for you, like fathers,

When you curfe them as enemies.

2 Qt, Care for us! true indeed, they ne'er car'd for us

yet. Suffer us to famifli, and their ftore-houfes cramm'd with

grain : make edi(5ls for ufury, to fupport ufurers
; repeal daily

any wholfome a6t eftabliftied 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 your felves wondrous maliciouSg

Or be accusd of folly, ilhall tell you

h
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A pretty tale, it may be you have heard it.

But fince it ferves my purpofe, I will venture

To fcale't a little more.

1 Cit, Well,

rll hear it, Sir yet you muft not think

To fob off our difgrace with a tale

:

But, and't pleafe you, deliver.

Men. There was a time when all the bodies members

Rebell'd againft the belly j thus accused it

That only Uke a gulf it did remain

I'th' midft o'th* body, idle and unadivc.

Still cupboarding the viand, never bearing

Like labour with the reft • where th'other inftruments

Did fee, and hear, devife, inftrudt, walk, feel.

And mutually participate, did minifter

Unto the appetite, and afFed;ion common
Of the whole body. The belly anfwer'd

1 Qt. Well, Sir, what anfwer made the belly ?

Men. Sir, I fhall tell you with a kind of fmile.

Which ne'er came from the lungs, but even thus—

—

(For look you, I may make the belly fmile.

As well as (peak) 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 fiich 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.
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What then ? what then ?

2 Gt. Should by the cormorant belly be reftrain'd

;

Who is the fink o*th' body

Men, Well,— what then?

2 Gt, The former agents, if they did complain.

What could the belly anfwer?

Men, I will tell you,

If you'll beftow a fmall (of what you have little)

Patience, a while,- you'll hear the belly's anfwer.

1 Gt, 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 it, my incorporate friends, quoth he.

That I receive the general food at firft

Which you do live upon and fit it is,

Becaufe I am the ftore-houfe, and the (hop

Of the whole body. But if you do remember,

I fend it through the rivers of your blood

Even to the court, the heart, to th' feat o'th' brain^

And through the cranks and offices of man,*

The ftrongeft nerves, and fraall inferior veins

From me receive that natural competency

Whereby they live. And though that all at once,

You, my good friends, (this fays the belly) mark me—
2 Gt, Ay Sir, 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 Gt, It was an anfwer— how apply you this ?

Men. The fenators of Rome are this good belly,
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And you the mutinous members ; for examine

Their counfels, and their cares ,• digeft things rightly,

Touching the weal o'th' common, you (hall find

No publick benefit which you receive.

But it proceeds or comes from them to you,

And no way from your felves. What do you think ?

You, the great toe of this aflembly ?

2 Ch. I the great toe ! why the great toe ?

Mefi. For that being one o'th' lowed, bafefl, pooreft

Of this moft wife rebellion, thou goeft formoft :

Thou rafcal, that are worft in blood to run,

Lead'fl: firft to win (bme vantage.

But make you ready your ftiff bats and clubs,

Rome and her rats are at the point of battel

:

The one fide muft have bail.

SCENE III.

Enter Caius Martius.

Hail, noble Mart'ml

Mar. Thanks. What's the matter, you diffentious rogues ?

That rubbing the poor itch of your opinion,

Make your felves fcabs.

2 Cit, We have ever your good word.

Mar. He that will give good words to thee, will flatter

Beneath abhorring. What would you have, ye curs.

That like not peace, nor war ? The one affrights you,
' The other makes you proud. He that trufts to you.

Where he fhould 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 ofiFence fiibdues him,

4 And
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And curfe that juftice did it. Who defcrves greatnefs,

Deferves your hate ; and your affections are

A fick man's appetite, who defires moft that

V/hich would encreafe his evil. He that depends

Upon your favours fwims with fins of lead.

And hews down oaks with rufhes. Hang ye—— truft yef

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 Senate, who

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

Would feed on one another? what's their feeking?

Me^. 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 prefume to know

What's done i'th' Capitol,- who's like. to rife.

Who thrives, and who declines: fide fadlions^ and give out

Conjectural marriages
;
making parties flirong,

And feebling fuch as (land not in their liking,

Below their cobbled fhooes. They fay there's grain enough!

. Would the nobility lay afide their ruth,

And let me ufe my fword, I'd make a quarry

With thoufands of thefe quarter'd (laves, as high

As I could pitch my lance.

Mefi. Nay, thefe are almoft thoroughly perfuaded

:

For though abundantly they lack difcretion,

Yet are they paffing cowardly. But, I befeech you,

What fays the other troop?

Mar. They are diffolv'd
;
hang 'em,

They faid they were an hungry, figh'd forth proverbs

;

That hunger broke ftone walls- that dogs mufi eat^

Vol. V. N TTjat
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That meat was made for mouths that the Gods fent not

Corn for the rich men only With thefe (hreds

They vented their complainings ; which being anfwer'd.

And a petition granted them, a ftrange one.

To break the heart of generofity,

And make bold power look pale
;

they threw their caps

As they would hang them on the horns o'th' moon,
" Shouting their emulation.

Men. What is granted them ?

Mar. Five tribunes to defend their vulgar wifdoms.

Of their own choice. One's Jumus BrutuSy

Sk'm'ms Velutus, and I know not s'death,

The rabble fbould have firft unrooft the city

Ere fb prevail'd with me! it will in time

Win upon power, and throw forth greater themes

For infurre^tions arguing.

Men. This is ftrange.

Mar. Go get you home, you fragments.

Enter a Mejfenger.

Mef. Where's Cams Mart'tusl

Mar. Here that's the mattter?* -^

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

Mar. I am glad on't, then we fhall have means to vent

Our mufty fuperfluity. See, our beft elders-'

—

S C E N E IV.

Enter Sicinius Velutus, Junius Brutus, Cominius, Titus

Lartius, with ether Senators.

I Sen. Martmsy 'tis true, that you have lately told us,

The Volfctans are in arms.

Mar. They have a leader,

Tullus Aufid'msy that will put you to't.

I

* fuiting.
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I fin in envying his nobility

:

And were I any thing but what I am, H rr>7 h r

rd m(h me only he.

Com. You have fought together ?

Mar, Were half to half the world by th' ears, and he

Upon my party, Pd revolt, to make

Only my wars with him. He is a lion

That I am proud to hunt.

I Sen, Then worthy Martmsy

Attend upon Com'm'ms to thefe wars.

Com. It is your former promife.

Mar. Sir, it is ,•

And I am conftant : Thus Lartius^ thou

Shalt fee me once more ftrike at Tull'm' face.

What, art thou ftiff ? ftand*ft out ?

Th. No, Cams MarUus^

I'll lean upon one crutch and fight with t'other

;

Ere ftay behind this bufine/s.

Men. O true bred!

I Sen. Your company to th' Capitol ; where I know

Our greateft friends attend us.

Tit. Lead you on

;

Follow Com'mmSy we mud follow you,

Right worthy your priority.

Com. Noble Marttus.

I Sen. Hence to your homes be gone. [77? the Qt'tzens»

Mar. Let them follow.

The Volfc'tans have much corn : take thefe rats thither

To gnaw their garners. Worfliipful mutineers, >

Your valour puts well forth
j
pray follow. [Exeunt.

[Citizens fteal awa^y. Manent Sicinius and Brutus.

Sic. Was ever man fo proud as is this Mart'm ?

Bru, He has no equal.

N z Sk,
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Sfc, when we were chofen tribunes for the people——
Bru. Mark'd you his hp and eyes?

iS/r. Nay, but his taunts.

Bru. Being mov'd, he will not fpare to gird the Gods

—

Sic, Be-mock the modeft moon.

Bru. The prefent wars devour him, he is grown

Too proud to be fo valiant.

Stc, Such a nature,

Tickled with good fuccefs, difdains the fhadow

Which he treads on at noon j but I do wonder

His infolence can brook to be commanded

JJ nder Comimus /

Bru. Fame, at the which he aims,

In whom already he is well grac'd, cannot

Better be held, nor more attain'd, than by

A place below the firfl:^ for what mifcarries

Shall be the general's fault, tho' he perform

To the utmoft of a man ; and giddy cenfure

Will then cry out of Martius : oh, if he

Had born the bufincfs

Sic. Befides, if things go well,

Opinion, that fb flicks on MartmSy (hall

Of his demerits rob Cormmus.

Bru. Come ,• half all Comtn'ms'' honours are to Marttus,

Though Martm carn'd them not ; and all his faults

To MarUm fhall be honours, though indeed

In ought he merit not.

Stc. Let's hence, and hear

How the difpatch is made, and in what fafhion.

More than his Angularity, he goes

Upon this prefent adion,

Bru. Let's along. \Exsunl,

SCENE
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S C E N E V.

C o R 1 o L r.

Enter Tullus Aufidius w'tth Senators of Corioli.

I Sen, O O, your opinion is, Aufidm^
vJ That they of Rome are entred in our counfels,

And know how we proceed.

Auf, Is it not yours?

What ever hath been thought on in this State •

That could be brought to bodily ad, ere Rome

Had circumvention? 'tis not four days gone

Since I heard thence thefe are the words 1 think

I have the letter here, yes here it is

They have preft a power, but it is not known

Whether for Eaft or Weft ; the dearth is great,

The people mutinous and it is rumour'd

Com'm'ms, Martms your old enemy,

(Who is of Rome worfe hated than of you)

And T'ttus LarituSy a. moft valiant Roman,

Thefe three lead on this preparation

Whither 'tis bent moft likely, 'tis for you :

Confider of it.

1 Sen. Our army's in the field

:

We never yet made doubt, but Rome was ready

To anfwer us.

Auf. Nor did you think it folly

To keep your great pretences veil'd, 'till when

They needs muft ftiew themfelves, which in the hatching

It feem'd appear'd to Rome. By the difcovery.

We (hall be (hortned in our aim, which was

To take in many towns, ere (almoft) Rome
Should
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Should know we were a-foot^

1 Sen. Noble Aufid'tusy

Take your commiflion, hie you to your bands.

Let us alone to guard Cor'toU,

If they fet 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 certainties. Nay more,

Some parcels of their power are forth already,

And only hitherward. I leave your honours.

If we and Caius Mart'ms chance to meet,

'Tis fworn between us, we (hall ever ftrike

'Till one can do no more.

All The Gods affift you.

Auf. And keep your honours fafe.

1 Sen, Farewel.

2 Sen, Parewel. >

AIL Farewel. [Exeunt,

S C E N E VI.

Rome.

Enter Volumnia and Virgilia, they fit down' on two low

flools, and fow^

Vol. T Pray you, daughter, fing, or exprefs your felf in a

A more comfortable fort : if my fon were my husband,

I would freelier rejoice in that abfence wherein he won, ho-

nour, than in the embracements of his bed, where he would

fhew moft love. When yet he was but tender-bodied, and

the only fbn of my womb when youth with comlinels pluck-

ed all gaze his way,- when for a day of Kings entreaties, a

mother
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mother fliould not fell him an hour from her beholding, I,

confidering how honour would become fuch a perfbn, that it

was no better than pi6ture-Iike to hang by th' wall, if renown

made it not ftir, was pleas*d to let him feek danger where he

was like to find fame : to a cruel war I fent him, from whence

he return'd, his brows bound with oak. I tell thee, daughter,

I fprang no more in joy at firft hearing he was a man-child,

than now in firft feeing he had proved himfelf a man.

Fir, But had he died in* the bufinefs, Madam, how then ?

Vol. Then his good report fhould have been my fon ,• I

therein would have found ilTue. Hear me profefs fincerely : had

I a dozen fbns each in my love alike, and none lefs dear than

thine and my good MartiuSj I had rather eleven die nobly for

their country than one voluptuoufly furfeit out of a<5tion.

Enter a Gentlewoman.

Gent, Madam, the lady Valeria is come to vifit you.

JAr. Beleech you give me leave to retire my felf.

Vol. Indeed thou {halt not

:

Methinks I hither hear your husband's drum:

1 fee him pluck Aufidtm down by th' hair :

(As children from a bear) the Volfct 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 harveft-man, that's task'd to mow.

Or all, or lofe his hire.

Vtr. His bloody brow! oh Jupiter^ no blood.

Vol. Away, you fool j it more becomes a man
Than gilt his trophy. The breaft of Hecuba

y

When fhe did fuckle HeBor^ look'd not lovelier

Than
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Than HeBor's forehead, when it fpit forth blood

At Grecian fwords contending ; tell Valeria

We are fit to bid her welcome. [Exh Gent.

Vtr. Heav'ns blefs my lord from fell Aufidm.

Vol, He'll beat dufid'tm^ head below his knee,

Anel tread upon his neck.

Enter Valeria with an ufher, and a gentlewoman,

Val. My ladies both, good day to you.

VoL Sweet Madam
Vh\ I am glad to fee your ladyfhip

VaL How do you both ? you are manifeft: houfe-keepers.

What are you fbwing here ? a fine fpot in good faith. How
does your little fon?

Vir. I thank your ladyfhip : well, good Madam.

VoL He had rather fee the fwords, and hear a drum, than

look upon his fchoolmafter.

VaL A my word, the father's fon : I'll fwear 'tis a very pret-

ty boy. A my troth I look'd on him o' IVednefday half an

hour together h'as fiich a confirm'd countenance. I faw

him run after a gilded butterfiy, 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 • or whether his fall en-

raged him, or how 'twas, he did fo fet his teeth and did tear

it, oh, r warrant how he mammocktit!

Vol. One o's father's moods. .

P'aL Indeed la, 'tis a noble child.

Vtr. A crack, Madam.

VaL Come, lay afide your flitchery, I muft have you play

the idle hufwife with me this afternoon.

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

VaL Not out of doors!

VoL
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Vol she fhall, (he (liall.

f/ir. Indeed no, by your patience I'll not over the threfli-

old, 'till my lord return from the wars.

J/aL Fie, you confine your felf unreafonably : Come, you

muft go vifit the good lady that lyes in.

J/tr. I will wifli her fpeedy ftrength, and vifit her with my
prayers, but I cannot go thither.

FoL Why, I pray you ?

f/ir, 'Tis not to fave labour, nor that I want love.

Fal. You would be another Penelope yet they fay, all the

yarn fhe fpun in Ulyjfes's abfence, did but fill Ithaca full of

moths. Come, I would your cambrick were fenfible as your

finger, that you might leave pricking it for pity. Come, you

fhall go with us.

l^tr. No, good Madam, pardon me, indeed I will not forth.

Fal. In truth la, go with me, and 111 tell you excellent

news of your husband.

/^r. Oh, good Madam, there can be none yet.

J/aL Verily I do not j eft with you,- there came news from

him laft night.

Fir. Indeed Madam
FaL In earn eft it's true, I heard a fenator /peak it. Thus

it is— the Volfctam have an army forth, againft whom Comtmus

the General is gone, with one part of our Roman power.

Your lord and Thus Lart'tus are fet down before their city Co^

rio/iy they nothing doubt prevailing, and to make it brief wars.

This is true, on my honour j and fb, I pray, go with us.

Fir, Give me excufe, good Madam, I will obey you in

every thing hereafter.

Fol. Let her alone, lady ; as ftie is now, fhe will but difeafe

our better mirth.

FaL In troth, I think flie would: fare you well then.

Vol. V. O Come
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Come, good fweet lady. Pr'ythee, Vtrgtltay turn thy fd!em-

nefs out a door, and go along with us.

V'tr. No : at a word, Madam j indeed I muft hot. I wifti

you much mirth.

yd. Well, then farewel. \Exettm.

SCENE VII.

The Walls of Corioli.

Enter Martius, Titus Lartius, with captains and foldten:

To them a mejfenger.

Mar, "\7^ Onder comes news : a wager they have met.

A Lart. My horfe to yours, no.

Mar, 'Tis done.

.

Lart, Agreed.

Mar. Say, has our General met the enemy?

Mef. They lye in view but have not fpoke as yet.

Lart. So, the good horfe is mine.

Mar. Pll buy him of you.

Lart. No, 111 not fell, nor give him : lend him you, I will,

^or half an hundred years : Summon the town.

Mar, How far off lye thefe armies ?

Mef. Within a mile and half

*Mar. Then {hall we hear their larum, and they ours,

t^ow Mars^ I pr'ythee make us quick in work
;

That we with fmoaking fwords may march from hence,

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

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

Tullus, Aufid'tus is he within your wall ?

I Senat, No, nor a man that fears you lefs than he,

That's
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That's leffer than a little : hark, our drums [Drum afar off.

Are bringing forth our youth ; we'll break our walls

Rather than they fhall pound us up ,• our gates,

Which yet feem fliut, we have but pinn'd with rufhes,

They'll open of themfelves. Hark you, far off [Alarum far off.

There is Aujldms, Lift, what work he makes

Amongft your cloven army.

Mar. Oh, they are at it.

Lart. Their noife be our inftrudtion. Ladders, ho.

Enter the Volfcians.

Mar, They fear us not, but iflue forth their city.

Now put your fhields before your hearts, and fight

With hearts more proof than fhields. Advance, brave Tttus^

They do difdain us much beyond our thoughts.

Which makes me fweat with wrath. Come on, my fellows

:

He that retires, I'll take him for a VolfctaUy

And he fhall feel mine edge.

[Alarum ; the Romans are beat hack to their trenches,

SCENE VIII.

Re-enter Martius.

Mar. All the contagion of the fbuth light on you,

You ftiames of Rome
y
you herds ^ of boils and plagues

Plaifter you o'er, that you may be abhorr'd

Farther than feen, and one infed another

A gain ft the wind a mile : you fouls of geefe.

That bear the ftiapes of men, how have you run

From flaves, that apes would beat ? Pluto and hell f

All hurt behind, backs red, and faces pale

With flight and agued fear! mend, and charge home,

O 2 Or

«
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Or by the fires of heaven, I'll leave the foe.

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

If you'll ftand faft, we'll beat them to their wives.

As they us to our trenches followed.

Another alarum, and Martius follows them to the gates,

and is Jhut

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 hke.

\He enters the gates.

1 Sol. Fool-hardinefs, not I,

2 Sol. Nor I.

I Sol. See, they have fhut him in. [Alarum continues.

All. To th' pot, I warrant him.

Enter Titus Lartius.

Lart. What is become of Martius?

All. Slain, Sir, doubtleJfs.

I Sol. Following the fliers at the very heels.

With them he enters ; who upon the fudden

Clapt to their gates : he is himfelf alone.

To anfwer all the city.

Lart. Oh noble fellow!

Who fenfibly out-dares his fenfelefs fword.

And when it bows, (lands up : thou art left, Martius-^-^

A carbuncle intire, as big as thou art.

Were not fb rich a jewel. Thou waft a fbldier

Even to Calvus^ wifti, not fierce and terrible

Only in ftroaks, but with thy grim looks, and

The thunder-like percuflions of thy founds.

Thou mad'ft thine enemies fhake, as if the world

Were feaverous, and did tremble.

Enter
6

9

i
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Enter Martius hkedtng, affauhed hy the Enemy,

r SoL Look, Sir.

Lart, O, 'tis Martius.

Let's fetch him ofF, or make remain alike.

\The<y fight, and all enter the Qtji

Enter certain Romans whh Spoils,

I Rom, This will I carry to Rome,

z Rom, And I this.

3 Rom, A murrain on't, I took this for filver. [Exeunt,

[Alarum continues Jlill afar off.

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 themj thefe bafe flaves,

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

Convenient numbers to make good the city,

Whilft I, with thofe that have fhe fpirit, will hafte.

To help Cominius,

Lart, Worthy Sir, thou bleed'ft ;

Thy exercife hath been too violent

For a fecond 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 to me.

T' Aufidius thus I will appear, and fight.

Lart,
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Lart, Now the fair Goddefs Fortune

Fall deep in love with thee, and her great charms

Mifguide thy oppofers Twords: bold gentleman!

Profperity be thy page.

Mar, Thy friend no lefs,

Than thofe fhe placcth higheft : fo farewel.

Lart. Thou worthieft Mart'mSy

Go found thy trumpet in the market-place.

Call thither all the officers o'th' town,

Where they fliall know our mind. Away. {Exeunt,

SCENE IX.

The Roman Camp,

Enter Cominius retreat'mg, zvhh Soldiers.

Com, T>Reathe you, my friends; well fought; we are come off

JD Like Romans, neither foolifh in our (lands

Nor cowardly in retire: Believe me, Sirs,

We fhall be charg'd again. Whiles we have ftruck.

By interims and conveying gulls, we have heard

The charges of our friends. The Roman Gods

Lead their fucceffes, as we wifh our own,

That both our powers, with fmiling fronts encountring.

May give you thankful facrifice. Thy news ?

Enter a Mejfenger,

Mef. The citizens of Corhlt have iffued.

And given to hartius and to Mart'ms battel.

I faw our party to their trenches -driven.

And then I came- away.

Com. Tho' thou fpeak'ft truth,

Methinks thou fpeak'ft not well. How long is't fince ?

Me/,
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Mef. Above an hour, my lord.

Com, 'Tis not a mile: briefly we heard their drunni$.

How could'ft thou in a mile confound an hour.

And bring the news (b late ?

Mef, Si^ks of the f^ol/aam

Held me in chafe, that I was forc'd to wheel

Three or four miles about, elfe had I, Sir,

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 Ihepherd knows not thunder from a tabor.

More than I know the found of Martius' tongue.

From every meaner man
Mar, Come 1 too late?

Com. Ay, if you come not in the blood of others.

But mantled in your own.

Mar, Oh! let me clip ye

In arms as found, as when I woo'd in heart

As merry, as when our nuptial day was done,

And tapers burnt to bedward.

Com. Flower of warriors.

How is't with Thus Lartrns?

Mar. As with a man bufied about decrees

Condemning ifbme to death, and fome to exile,

Ranfoming him, or pitying, threatning th' other,

Holding Corioli in the name of Rome,

Even like a fawning grey-hound in the leafh.

To let him flip at will.

Com,
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Com. Where is that flave

Which told me they had beat you to your trenches ?

Where is he ? call him hither.

Mar. Let him alone,

He did inform the truth • but for our gentlemen.

The common file, (a plague f tribunes for them
!)

The moufe ne'er (hunn'd the cat, as they did budge

i^rom rafcals worfe than they.

Com. But how prevail'd 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 Co ^

Com. Mart'ms, we have at difadvantage fought.

And did retire to win our purpofe

Mar, How lies their battel? know you on what fide

They have plac'd their men of truft ?

Com. As I guefs, Mart'ms,

Their bands i'th' vaward are the f Antiates

Of their beft truft : o'er them Aufidiusy

Their very heart of hope.

Mar. I do befeech you,

By all the battels wherein we have fought,

By th' blood w'ave fhed together, by the vows

Wave made to endure friends, that you diredly

Set me againft Aufidms, and his Antiates

And that you not delay the prefent, but

Filling the air with fwords advanc'd, and darts,

Wc prove this very hour.

Com. Though I could wifh

You were conduded to a gentle bath,

And balms applied to you, yet dare I never

Deny your asking j take your choice of thofe

That beft can aid your adion.
/

f ancients.
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Mar, Thofe are they

That raoft are willing, if any fuch be here,

(As it were fin to doubtj 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 out-weighs bad life.

And that his country's dearer than himfelf.

Let him, alone, (or many if fo minded)

Wave thus, t' exprefs his difpofition.

And follow Mart'ms.

[They all Jhout and wave their fwordsy take him up m thetr

arms
J
and cafi up thetr caps.

Oh! me alone, make you a fword of me:

If thele fliews be not outward, which of you

But is four Volfctans7 none of you, but is

Able to bear again ft the great Aufid'tus

A (hield as hard as his. A certain number

(Tho' thanks to all) muft I feled from all

:

The reft fliall bear the bufinefs in (bme other fight,

As caufe will be obey'd,- pleafe you to march,

A nd four lhall quickly draw out my command,

Which men are beft inclined.

Com. March on my fellows

:

Make good this oftentation, and you fliall

Divide in all with us. {Exeunt,

Vol. V.
t that

P
• Let him aJone (orfo many fo minded)

SCENE
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SCENE X.

C O R J O L I.

Titus Lartius hav'mg fit a guard upm Corioli, go'mg with drum

and trumpet toward Cominius and Caius Martius j Enter with

a lieutenant other foldters and a fimt,

Lart,Q O, let the ports be guarded
; keep your duties

O As I have let them down. If I do fend, dijfpatch

Thofe centuries to our aid, the reft will ferve

For a fhort holding j if we lofe the field,

We cannot keep the town.

Lieu. Fear not our care, Sir.

Lart, Hence, and fhut your gates upon^s

:

Our guider come, to th' Roman camp conduct us. [Exit,

SCENE XI.

The Roman Camp,

Alarum as in battel. F^nter Martius and Aufidius, at feveral doors.

Mar.'T 'L L fight with none but thee, for I do hate thee

X Worfe than a promife-breaker.

Arf. 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 Have,

And the Gods doom him after.

Auf. If I fly, Martius, hollow me like a hare.

Mar. Within thefe three hours, TulluSy

Alone I fought in your Corioli walls,

And m-ade what work I pleas'd : 'tis not my blood,

Whereia
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Wherein thou fee'ft me mask'd ; for thy revenge

Wrench up thy power to th' higheft.

Aiif, Wert thou the HeBor,

That was the whip of your bragg'd progeny,

Thou fliould'ft not 'fcape me here.

[Here they fighty and certa'm Volfcians come to the aid of

Aufidius. Martius fights Hill they he driven m breathlefs.

Officious and not valiant !— you have fham'd me
In your condemned feconds.

Flourijh, Alarum. A retreat is founded. Enter at one door

Cominius with Romans: at another door Martius, with

his arm in a fcarf

Com. If I fliould tell thee o'er this thy day's work,

Thou'lt not beheve thy deeds : but Til report it,

Where Senators fliall mingle tears with fmiles ,•

Where great Patricians (hall attend, and fhrugj

I'th' end admire,- where ladies fhall be frighted.

And gladly quak'd, hear morCj where the dull Tribunes,

That with the fufty Plebeians, hate thine honours,

Shall fay againft their hearts, we 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 with his power from the purfuit,

Lart. O General,

Here is the fteed, we the .caparifbn;

Hadft thou beheld

Mar. Pray now, no more : my mother.

Who has a charter to extol her blood.

When ihe does praife me, grieves me;
I have done as you have done, that's what I can,

Pi In-



CORIOLANUS.
Induc'd as you have been, that's for my country

;

He that has but efFe(5led his good will,

Hath overta'en mine ad.

Com. You (ball not be

The grave of your deferving, 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 feem but modeft: therefore, I befeech you,

In fign of what you are, not to reward.

What you have done, before our army hear me.

Mar. I have fome wounds upon me, and they fmart

To hear themfelves remembred.

Com. Should they not,

Well might they fefter 'gainft ingratitude,

And tent themfelves with death : Of all the hor/es,

Whereof we have ta'en good, and good ftore, of all

The treafure in the field atchiev'd, and city,

We render you the tenth, to be ta'en forth,

Befoie the common diftribution.

At your only choice.

Mar. I 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 common part with thofe

That have beheld the doing.

\_A long flourtjh. T%e^ all cry^ Martins! Martius? cafi up their

caps and launces : Cominius and Lartius /land hare.

Mar. May thefe fame inftruments, which you profane,

Never found more : when drums and trumpets fhall

I'th' field prove flatterers, let courts and cities

Be made all of falfe-faced fbothing.
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When fteel grows fbft, as the parafke's filk,

Let him be made an overture for th' wars

:

No more, I fay ; for that I have not wafli'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 hyberboHcal,

As if I lov'd my little fliould 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 your felf you be incens'd, we'll put you

(Like one that means his proper harm) in manacles.

Then reafbn fafely with you : therefore be it known,

As to us, to all the world, that Cairn Mart'ms

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 Cor'toUy call him,

With all th' applaufe and clamour of the hoft,

Cams Martms Conolanus, Bear th' addition nobly ever.

\FlounJh, Trumpets found, and drum

Omnes, Cams Martms Coriolams /

Mar. I will go wafh

:

And when my face is fair, you (hall perceive

Whether I blulh, 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 fuccefs : you Thus Larttus
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Muft to Corioli back; fend us to Rome

The bed, with whom we may articulate.

For their own good, and ours.

Lart. I {hall, my lord.

Mar, The Gods begin to mock me:

I that but now refus'd mod princely gifts.

Am bound to beg of my lord-general.

Com. Take't, 'tis yours : what is't ?

Mar. I fbmetime lay here in Coriol'ty

At ^ poor man's houfe : he us'd me kindly.

He Cry'd to me : 1 faw him prifoner

:

But then Aufidms was within my view.

And wrath o'er-whelm'd my pity: I requeft you

To give my poor hoft freedom.

Com. O well begg'd :

Were he the butcher of my Ton, he fliould

Be free as is the wind: deliver him, Tttus^

Lart. Mart'ms, his name ?

Mar. By Jupher, forgot

:

I am 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.

SCENE
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SCENE XII

The Camp of the Volfci.

A fiour'tjh. Cornets. Enter Tullus Aufidius bloody, with

two or three foldkrs.

Auf, 'T^HE town is ta'en.

JL Sol. 'Twill be deliver'd back on good condition.

Auf, Condition

!

I would I were a Roman, for I cannot,

Being a Volfdan, be that T am. Condition ?

What good condition can a treaty find

I'th' part that is at mercy ? Five times, Mart'ms,

I have fought with thee, fo often haft thou beat me

:

And would'ft do fo, I think, fhould we encounter

As often as we eat. By th' elements,

If e'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

.1 thought to cruili 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, tho' not fo fubtle : my valour (poi/bn'd

With only fuffering ftain by him) for him

Shall flie out of it felf: not fleep, nor fand:uary,

Being naked, fick, nor fane, nor Capitol,

The prayers of priefts, nor times of facrifice,

Embarkments all of fury, fhall lift up

Their rotten privilege and cuftom 'gainft

My hate to Mart'ms. Where I find him, were it

At home, upon my brother's guard, even there

Again ft
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Againft the hofpicable canon, would I

Wafli 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, I am attended at the cyprefs grove. I pray you

('Tis South the city mills) bring me word thither

How the world goes, that to the pace of it

I may fpur on my journey.

Sol, I fliall, Sir. [Exeunf,

ACT II. SCENE I.

ROME,

Enter Menenius with Sicinius and Brutus.

.Menenius.
H E 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 Martim,

Sic. Nature teaches beads to know their friends.

Men. Pray you, whom does the wolf love ?

Sic. The lamb.

Men. Ay, to devour him, as the hungry Plebeians would

the noble Martms.

Bru. 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 ask you.

Both. Well, Sir.

Men.
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Men, In what enormity is Martius poor, that you two have

not in abundance?

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

Sic, Efpecially in pride.

Bru, And topping all others in boaft.

Men,' This is ftrange now! do you two know how you are

cenfiir'd here in the city, I mean of us o'th' right file, do you ?

Bru, Why— how are we cenfiir'd?

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

'Both. Well, well, Sir, 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.

Bru, We do it not alone, Sir.

Men. I know you can do very little alone, for your helps

are many, or elfe your adions would grow wondrous fingle,-

your abilities are too infant-like, for doing much alone. You

talk of pride oh, that you could turn your eyes towards the

napes of your necks, and make but an interior furvey of your

good felvcs. Oh that you could!
*

Bru, What then. Sir?

Men. Why then you (hould difcover a brace of as unmeri-

ting, proud, violent, tefty magiftrates, alias fools, as any in Rome,

Sic. Menenius, you are known well enough too.

Men. 1 am known to be a humorous patrician, and one that

loves a cup of hot wine with not a drop of allaying Tiber in't

:

faid to be fomething imperfed in favouring the firft complaint,

hafty and tinder-like, upon too trivial motion : one that con-

verfes more with the buttock of the night, than with the fore-

head of the morning. What I think 1 utter, and fpend my
malice in my breath. Meeting two (uch weals-men as you are

Vol. V. a (I
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(I cannot call you Lycurguffes) if the drink you give me touch

my palate adverfly, I make a crooked face at it. I can fay,

your worfhips have dcliver'd the matter well, when I find the

afs in compound with the major part of your fyllables ,• and

tho' I muft be content to bear with thofe that fay you are re-

verend grave men, yet they lie deadly that tell you, you have

good faces j if you fee this in the map of my microcofm, fol-

lows it that' I am known well enough too ? what harm can

your befbm confpeduities glean out of this character, if I be

known well enough too?

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

Men. You know neither me, your felves, nor any thing
j

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 folfet-feller, and then adjourn a controver-

jfy of three-pence to a fecond day of audience. When you are

hearing a matter between a party and party, if you chance to

be pinch'd with the cholick, you make faces like mummers,

fet up the bloody flag againfl: all patience---- and in roaring

for a chamber-pot, difmifs the controverfie bleeding, the more

intangled 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 underilood to be a perfecfter

gyber for the table, than a neceffary bencher in the Capitol.

Men. Our very priefts muft become mockers, if they fhall

encounter fuch ridiculous fubjects 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 grave, as to ftuflf

a botcher's cufhion, or to be intomb'd in an afs's pack-faddle.

Yet you muft be faying, Marttus is proud ; who in a cheap

eftimation, is worth all your predeceffors fince Deucalion^ though

peradventure Ibmeof the beft of them were hereditary hangmen.

Good-
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Good-eea to your worfliips ; more of your coaverfation would

infed: my brain, being tke herdfmen of the beaftly Plebeians.

I will be bold to take my leave of you. [Exe. Brutus ^/^^Sicinius.

s c ISF E IL

Enter Volumnia, Virgilia and Valeria.

How now (my as fair as noble) ladies, and the moon, were flie

earthly, no nobler ; whither do you follow your eyes fo fafl: ?

p^ol. Honourable MenenmSy my boy Mart'ms approaches ; for

the love of Juno let's go.

Men. Ha! Mart'ms coming home?

Vol. Ay, worthy Menemus^ and with moft profperous ap-

probation.

Men. Take my cap, Jupher, and I thank thee— hoo, Mar-

ttus coming home!

Both. Nay, 'tis true.

Fol. Look, here's a letter from him, the State hath ano-

ther, his wife another, and I think there's one at home for you.

Men. I will make my very houfe reel to-night : A letter for

me!

l/'tr. Yes, certain, there's a letter for you, I faw't.

Men. A letter for me! it gives me an eftate of feven years

health j in which time I will make a lip at tl^e phyfician : the

moft foveraign prefcription in Galen is but Emperic, and to

this prefervative of no better report than a horfe-drench. Is

he not wounded ? he was wont to come home wounded.

f^tr. Oh no, no, no.

Vol. Oh, he is wounded, I thank the Gods for't.

Men. So do I too, if he be not too much
;

brings he a

vidory in his pocket ? the wounds become him.

Fol. On's brows j Menenius, he comes the third time home
with the oaken garland.

QL * Men*
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Men. Hath he difciplia'd Aufidm foundly?

Vol Titus Lart'ms writes, they fought together, but Aufidms

got off.

Men. And 'twas time for him too, I'll warrant him that : if

he had ftaid by him, I would not have been fb fidms'd for all

the chefts in CortoU, and the gold that's in them. Is the Se-

nate poffeft of this ?

J/oL Good ladies, let's go. Yes, yes, yes : the Senate has

letters from the General, wherein he gives my fon the whole

name of the war: he hath in this adtion out-done his former

deeds doubly.

J/al. In troth, there's wondrous things fpoke of him.

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

true purchafing.

0r. The Gods grant them true.

Vol. True? pow waw.

Men. True ? I'll be fworn they are ti'ue. Where is he wound-

ed, God favc your good worfhips? Martm is coming home ,-

he has more caufe to be proud: where is he wounded?

Vol. I'th' fhoulder, and i'th' left arm ; there will be large

cicatrices to fhew the people, when he fhall ftand for his place.

He receiv'd in the repulfe of Tarqu'm feven hurts i'th' body.

Men. One i'th' neck, and two i'th' thigh j 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. \A Jhout and flour'tjh.

Vol. Thefe are the ufhers of Marttus • before him he carries

noife, and behind him he leaves tears

:

Death, that dark fpirit, in's nervy arm doth lye.

Which being advanc'd, declines, and then men die.

SCENE
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SCENE III.

Trumpeufound. Enter Commius the General and TitmL,2.ttius;

between them Coriolanus, crowned with an oaken garland, with

Captains andfoldiers, and a herald.

Her. Know, Rome^ that all alone Martins did fight

Within Cortoli gates, where he hath won.

With fame, a name to Caius Martins.

Welcome to Rome, renowned Coriolanns,

\Sonnd, Flonrijh,

All. Welcome to Rome, renowned Coriolanns.

Cor. No more of this, it does offend my heart

Pray now no more.

Com. Look, Sir, your mother.

Cor. Oh!
You have, I know, petition'd all the Gods

For my profperity. \Kneels,

Vol. Nay my foldier, up:

My gentle Martins
,
worthy Cains,

By deed-atchieving honour newly nam'd,

What is it, Coriolanns, muft I call thee?

But oh, thy wife

Cor. My gracious filence, hail

:

Would'ft 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 Cortoli wear.

And mothers that lack fbns.

Men. Now the Gods crown thee.

Com. And live you yet? O my fweet lady, pardon.

Vol I know not where to turn. O welcome home

:

And welcome General, y'are welcome all.

Men. A hundred thoufand welcomes : I could weep,

And
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And I could laugh, Vm 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 (hould dote on : yet by the faith of men.

We've fome old crab-trees here at home, that will not

Be grafted to your relifh. Welcome warriors
;

We call a nettle, but a nettle, and

The faults of fools, but folly,

Com. Ever right.

Cor. Menemm, ever, ever.

Her. Give way there, and go on.

Cor. Your hand, and yours.

Ere in our own houfe I do (hade my head.

The good patricians muft be vifited,

From whom I have receiv'd not only greetings,

But with them, change of honours.

f^ol. I have lived.

To fee inherited my very wiflies.

And buildings of my fancy
j

only one thing

Is wanting, which I doubt not but our Rome

Will caft upon thee.

Cor. Know, good mother, 1

Had rather be their fervant in my way.

Than fway with them in theirs

Com. On, to the Capitol. [Flomljlj. Cornets,

[Exeunt tn fiate, as before.

Bru

SCENE IV.

EfJter Brutus and Sicinius.

.
* \ L L tongues fpeak of him, and the bleared fights

XjL ' Are fpedacled to fee him. Your pratling nurfe

4 ' Into
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* Into a rapture lets her baby cry,

' While flie chats him : the kitchen maukin pinis

* Her richeft f lockram *bout her reechy neck,

* Clambring the walls to eye him
;

ftalls, bulks, windows,

' Are fmother'd up, leads fiU'd, and ridges hors'd

' With variable complexions ,• all agreeing

' In earneftnefs to fee him : feld-fhown Flamtns

' Do prefs among the popular throngs, and puff

' To win a vulgar (lation j our veil'd dames
* Commit the war of white and damask in

' Their nicely gawded cheeks, to th' Wanton fpoil

^ Of Phoebus' burning kiffes ; fuch a pother,

' As if that whatfoever God who leads him,

' Were flily crept into his human powers,

* And gave him graceful pofture.

Stc. On the (udden,

I warrant him Conful.

Bm. Then our office may.

During his power, go fleep.

Sic. He cannot temp'rately tran/port his honours,

From where he (hould begin and end, but will

Lofe thofe he'ath won.

Bru. In that there's comfort.

Sk, Doubt not.

The commoners, for whom we ftand, but they

Upon their ancient malice, will forget

(With the leaft caufe) thefe his new honours j which

That he will give, make I as little queftion

As he is proud to do't.

Bru, I heard him fwear.

Were he to ftand for Conful, never would he

Appear i'th' market-place, nor on him put

'\ a coarfe fort of Umen,
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The naplefs vefture of humility.

Nor fhewing, as the manner is, his wounds >

To th' people, beg their (linking breaths.

Sk. 'Tis right.

Bru, It was his word : oh he would mifs it, rather

Than carry it, but by the fuit o'th' gentry.

And the defire o'th' nobles*

Sk. I wifh no better,

Than have him hold that purpofe, and to put it

In execution.

Brt4. 'Tis moft like he will.

Sk. It fhall be to him then, as our good wills

A fure deftrudion.

Bru, So it muft fall out

To him, or our authorities. For an 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 adion and capacity.

Of no more foul nor fitnefs for the world.

Than camels in their war, who have their provender

Only for bearing burthens, and fore blows

For finking under them.

Sk, This, as you fay, fuggefted

At fome time, when his fbaring infolence

Shall teach the people, which (time fhall not want,

If he be put upon't, and that's as eafie,

As to fet dogs on fheep) will be the fire

To kindle their dry ftubblej and their blaze

Shall darken him for ever.

Enter

^ difprcportion^d
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Enter a Mejfenger,

Bru, What's the matter ?

Mef. You're fent for to the Capitol : 'tis thought

That Marttus fhall be Conful : I have feea

The dumb men throng to fee him, and the blind

To hear him fpeak j the matrons flung their gloves,

Ladies and maids their fcarfs and handkerchiefs,

Upon him as he pafs'd ; the nobles bended

As to Jove's ftatue, and the commons made

A fhower and thunder with their caps and ftiouts

:

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 cujhions,

1 Off. O M E, come, they arealmoft here; how many (land

for confulfhips?

1 Off. Three they fay ; but 'tis thought of every one, Corw-

lanus will carry it.

I C^ff, That's a brave fellow, but he's vengeance proud, and

loves not the common people.

1 Off. 'Faith there have been many great men that have flat-

ter'd the people, who ne'er lov'd them, and there be many that

they have loved, they know not wherefore ; fo that if they love they

know not why, they hate upon no better a ground. Therefore,

for Cortolanus neither to care whether they love, or hate him.

Vol. V. R mani-
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manifefts the true knowledge he has in their difpofition, and out

of his noble careleflnels lets 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 5 and leaves nothing undone, that may
fully difcover him their oppofite. Now to fcem to affedt 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 eafie degrees as thofe who have been (upplc

and courteous to the people, bonnetted without any further deed

to ' heave them at all into their eftimation and report : but he

hath fo planted his honours in their eyes, and his actions in their

hearts, that for their tongues to be filent, and not confefs (o

much, were a kind of ingrateful injury 5 to report otherwife, were

a malice that giving it felf the lie, would pluck reproof and re-

buke from ev'ry ear that heard it.

I Off. No more of him, he is a worthy man : make way,

they are coming.

SCENE VI.

Enter the Patric'tans^ and the Tribunes of the people, LiBovs before

them
-J

Coiiolanus, Menenius, Cominixxs tJ^e Cofiful : Sicinius

and Brutus take their places by themfelves.

Men, Having determin'd of the VolfctanSy and

To fend for Tttus Lartms j it remains.

As the main point of this our after-meeting.

To gratifie his noble fervice, that

Hath thus flood for his country. Therefore, pleafe you,

Mofi reverend and grave elders, to defire

The prefent Conful, and lafl General,

In
« have
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In our well-found fuccefles, to report

A little of that worthy work performed

By Cams Mart'ms Coriolams ; whom
We met here, both to thank, and to remember

With honours like himfelf

I Se^. Speak, good Comimus :

Leave nothing out for length, and make m think

Rather our date's defedive for requital,

Than we to ftretch it out. Mafters o'th' people.

We do requeft your kindeft ear, and after.

Your loving motion toward the common body.

To yield what paiTes here

Sk. We are convented

Upon a pleafing treaty, and have hearts

Inclinable to honour and advance

The theam of our affembly.

Bm. Which the rather

We fliall 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 Com'tmus fpeak ?

Bru. Moft wiUingly:

But yet my caution was more pertinent

Than the rebuke you give.

Men, He loves your people.

But tye him not to be their bedfellow

:

Worthy Com'tmus^ fpeak.

[Coriolanus rtfes and offers to go away.

Nay, keep your place.

I Sen, Sit CortolanuSy never ftiame to hear

What you have nobly done.

R 2 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.

Bm. Sir, I hope

My words dil^bench'd you not?

Cor. No, Sir; yet oft,

When blows have made me (lay, I fled from words.

You footh not, therefore hurt not : but your people,

I love them as they weigh

Men. Pray now, fit down.

Cor. I had rather have one fcratch my head i'th' fun.

When the alarum were ftruck, than idly fit

To hear my nothings monfter'd. [Ex'tt 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 ofs ears to hear't. Proceed, Com'mtm.

Com. I {hall lack voice: the deeds of Cor'tolanus

Should not be utter'd feebly. It is held

That valour is the chiefeft virtue^ and

Moft dignifies the haver : if it be.

The man I fpeak of cannot in the world

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

When Tarquin made a head for Rome, he fought

Beyond the mark of others: our then Didator,.

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'er-preft Roman, and i'th' Confiil's view

Slew three oppofers : Tarqum\ felf he met.

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

When he might ad the woman in the fcene,

He
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He prov'd bed man i'th' field, and for his meed

Was brow-bound with the oak. His pupil-a^e

Man-entred thus, he waxed Hke a Tea,

And in the brunt of feventeen battels fince

He lurcht all fwords o'th' garland. For this lad,

Before, and in Conolf, let me fay

I cannot fpeak him home : he ftopt the fliers.

And by his rare example made the coward

Turn terror into fport. As waves before

A vefTel under fail, fo men obey'd.

And fell below his ^ftern: his fword (death's ftampj

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 entered

The mortal gate o'th' city, which he painted

With fhunlefs ' deftiny : aidlcfs came off.

And with a fudden re-enforcement ftruck

Cenoltj like a planet. Nor all's this ,•

For by and by the din of war 'gan pierce

His ready fenfe, when flreight his doubled fpirit

Requicken'd what in flefh was fatigate.

And to the battel came he j where he did

Run reeking o*er the lives of men, as if

'Twere a perpetual fpoil j and 'till we call'd

Both field and city ours, he never ftood

To eafe his breaft with panting.

Men, Worthy man!

I Sen. He cannot but with meafure fit the honours

Which we devife him.

Com. Onr fpoils he kick'd at.

And look'd upon things precious, as they were

The common muck o'th' world,: he covets lefs

Than mifcry it felf would give, rewards

^waited. l Jlem h trim'd * defamy:
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His deeds with doing them, and is content

To fpend his time to end it.

Men. He's right noble,

Let him be called for.

Sen. Call Cor'tolanus.

Off. He doth appear.

Enter Coriolanus.

Men. The Senate, Cor'tolanus^ are well pleas'd

To make thee Confial.

Cor. I do owe them ftill

My life, and fervices.

Men. It then remains

That you do fpeak to th' people.

Cor. I befeech you.

Let me o'er-lcap that cuftom ,• for I cannot

Put on the gown, ftand naked, and entreat them.

For my wounds fake, to give their fiiffrages

:

Pleafe you that I may pais this doing.

Sic. Sir, the people 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 predeceffors have.

Your honour with your form.

Cor. It is a part

That I (hall blufh in ading, and might well

Be taken from the people.

Bru. Mark you that?

Cor. To brag unto them, thus I did, and thus.

Shew them th' unaking fears, which I would hide.

As if I had receiv'd them^ for the hire

Of their breath only.

Men, Do not ftand upoa't

:
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Wc recommend t*ye, Tribunes of the people,

Oor purpofe to them, and to our noble Confal

Willi wc all joy and honour.

Stc, To Conolarm come all joy and honour I

[Flmr'ijh Cornets, Then E,Ktm$,

Manent Sicinius and Brutus.

Bru, You fee how he intends to u(e the people.

Sk. May they perceive's intent : he will require them.

As if he did contemn what he rcquefted

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. \Exeunt,

SCENE VII.

Enter feven or eight Citizens,

I Ctt, Oons ! if he do require our voices, we ought not to

deny him.

1 Ctt, We may. Sir, if we will.

3 Ctt. We have power in our felves to do it, but it is a pow-

er that we have no power to do
j

for, if he (hew 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. In-

gratitude is monftrous, and for the multitude to be ingratcful,

were to make a monfter of the multitude j of the which, we

being members, fliould bring our fclves to be monftrous mem-
bers.

1 Cf$. And to make us no better thought of, a little help

will ferve : for once when we ftood up about the corn, he him-

fclf ftuck not to call us the many-headed multitude.

3 Ctt, We have beencall'd fo ofmany, not that our heads are

fbme

/



136 CORIOLANUS.
fome brown, fome black, fbme auburn, fome bald^ but that

our wits are fb diverfly colour'd ; and truly, I think, if all our

wits were to iflue out of one fcull, they would fly Eaft, Weft,

North, South, and their confent of one dired way, would be

at once to all points o'th' compafs.

2 Ch. Think you fo? which way do you judge my wit

would fly. .

3 Ch. Nay, your wit will not fo foon out as another man's

will, 'tis ftrongly wedg'd up in a blockhead : but if it were at

liberty, 'twould fure fouthward.

1 Ch. Why that way ?

3 Ch. To lofe it felf in a fog, where being three parts mel-

ted away with rotten dews, the fourth would return for con-

Icience fake, to help to get thee a wife.

z Qt. You are never without your tricks— you may, you

may

3 Gt. Are you all refolved to give your voices ? but that's

no matter, the greater part carries it, I fay. If he would in-

cline to the people, there was never a worthier man.

Enter Coriolanus m a gown^ wtth Menenius.

Here he comes, and in the gown of humility, mark his beha-

viour: we are not to ftay all together, but to come by him

where he ftands, by one's, by two's, and by threes. He's to

make his requefts by particulars, where every one of us has a

fingle honour, in giving him our own voices with our own

tongues : therefore follow me, and I'll dire(5t you how you

fhall go by him.

All. Content, content.

Men. Oh Sir, you are not right ; have you not known

The worthieft men have done't?

Cor, What muft I fay,

I pray. Sir ? plague upon't, I cannot bring

My
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My tongue to fiich a pace. Look, Sir, 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, Oh me the Gods !

You mud not fpeak of that, you muft defire them

To think upon you.

Cor, Think upon me? hang 'em.

I would they would forget me, like the virtues

Which our divines lofe by 'em.

Men. You'll mar all.

I'll leave you : pray you to fpeak to 'em, I pray you,

In wholfome manner. \Exit.

Qtizens approach.

Cor. Bid them wafh their faces,

And keep their teeth clean lb, here comes a brace

:

You know the caufe, Sirs, of my (landing here.

I Cit. We do, Sir ,• tell us what hath brought you to't.

Cor. Mine own defert.

1 C'tt. Your own defert >

Cor. Ay, not mine own defire.

I Ctt. How, not your own defire ?

Cor. No, Sir, 'twas never my defire yet to trouble the poor

with begging.

I Ctt, You muft think, if we give you any thing, we hope

to gain by you.

- Cor. Well then, I pray your price o'th' Confulfiiip

?

I Ctt. The price is, to ask it kindly.

Cor. Kindly, Sir, I pray let me ha't : I have wounds to (hew

you, which (hall be yours in private : your good voice, Sir
j

what fay you ?

Vol. V. S iQt,
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1 Ch. You fliall ha't, worthy Sir.

Cor. A match, Sir; thiere's in all two worthy voices hegg'd:

I have your alms, adieu.

1 Ch. But this is fomething odd.

2 Ch, An 'twere to give again :—^ but 'tis no matter. [Exe,>

Two 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.

I C'lt. You have deferved nobly of yoiar country, and you

have not deferved nobly.

Cor. Your a?nigma.

1 Ctt, You have been a fcourge to her enemies you have

been a rod to her friends you have not indeed loved the com-

mon people.

Cor. You fliould account me the more virtuous, that I have

not been common in my love,* I will, Sir, flatter my fworn

brother, the people, to earn a dearer eftimation of them, 'tis a

condition they account gentle: and fmce the wifdom of their

choice, is rather to have my cap than my heart, I will pra<5tife

the infinnating nod, and be off to them moft counterfeitly ,• that

is. Sir, I will counterfeit the bewitchment of fome popular man,

and give it bountifully to the defirers : therefore, befeech you I

may be Conful.

2 Ctt. We hope to find you our friend ,* and therefore give

you our voices heartily.

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

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

will make much of your voices, and fo trouble you no further.

Both. The Gods give you joy. Sir, heartily. [Exeunt.

Cor. Moll: fweet voices ^

Better it is to die, better to ftarve.

Than
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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 : battels 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 Ctt, He has done nobly, and cannot go without any honeft

man's voice.

2 Cit. Therefore let him be Confiil : the Gods give him joy,

and make him a good friend to the people.

AIL Amen, amen. God fave thee, noble Conful. \Exeunt,

Cor. Worthy voices f

Enter Menenius^ with Brutus and Sicinius.

Men. You've ftood your limitation : and the Tribunes

Endue you with the peoples voice. Remains,

That in th' official marks inverted, you

Anon do meet the Senate.

Cor. Is this done?

Sic. The cuftom of requeft you have difcharg'd :

* —we do deferve.

"Why in this woolvifh gown {hould I ftand here,

To beg of Hob and Dick^ that do appear,

Their needlefs voucher? cuftom calls me to't

"What cuftom wills in all things, ftiould we do't?

The duft on antique time would lye unfwept.
And mountainous error be too highly heapt.

For truth to o'er-peer. Rather tnan fool it fo,

Let the high office and the honour go.
To one that would do thus. I am half through.
The one part fuffer'd, the other will I do.

Iliree cifiztns^ &c.

S 1 The
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The people do admit you, and are fummon*d

To meet anon upon your approbation.

Cor. Where ? at the fenate-houfe ?

Sk, There, Cortolams.

Cor, May I change thefe garments ?
.

Sk. You may, Sir.

Cor. That Til ftraight do : and knowing my felf again,

Repair to th' fenate-houle.

Men. I'll keep you company. Will you along?

Bru. We ftay here for the people.

Sk. Fare you well. [Exeurtt Coriol. and Men.

SCENE VIII.

He has it now, and by his looks, methinks

'Tis warm at's heart.

Bru. V\^ith a proud heart he wore

His humble weeds : will you difmifs the people ?

Enter Plehe'tans,

Sk. How now, my mafters, have you chofe this man >

I Cit. He has our voices, Sir.

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

1 CiL Amen, Sir : to my poor unworthy notice.

He mock'd us, when he begg'd our voices.

3 Cit. Certainly he flouted us down-right.

1 Ctt. No, 'tis his kind of fpeech, he did not mock us.

2 Cit. Not one amongfl: us, fave your felf, but fays

He us'd us fcornfully : he (hould have (hew'd us

His marks of merit, wounds received for's country.

Sk. Why fo he did, I am fure.

AIL No, no man faw 'em.

3 Cit. He faid he'd wounds, which he could fhew in private :

And
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And with his cap, thus waving it in fcorn,

I would be Conful, fays he : aged cuftom,

But by your voices, will not fo permit me

;

Your voices therefore : when we granted that.

Here was I thank you for your voices thank you—

-

Your moft fweet voices now you have left your voices,

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

Sic. Why, either were you ignorant to fee't?

Or feeing it, of luch childifh friendlinefi,

To yield your voices ?

Bni. Could you not have told him,

As you were lefTon'd when he had no power.

But was a petty fervant to the ftate.

He was your enemy, ftill fpake againft

Your liberties, and charters that you bear

I'th' body of the weal : and now arriving

At place of potency, and fway o'th' ftate^

If he (hould ftill malignantly remain

Faft foe to th' plebeians, your voices might

Be curfes to your felves. You (hould 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 towards you, into love.

Standing your friendly lord.

Sic. Thus to have (aid.

As you were fore-advis'd, had touch'd his fpirit.

And try'd his inclination,- from him pluckt

Either his gracious promife, which you might.

As caufe had calTd you up, have held him tOj

Or elfe it would have gall'd his furly nature,-

Which eafily endures not article.

Tying him to ought j fo putting him to rage.

You
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You ftionld have ta'en th' advantage of his choler,

And pafs'd him undented.

Bfu. Did you perceive.

He did fblHcit 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 crufli ? why had your bodies

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

Againft the redorfllip of judgment >

Sk, Have you,

Erenow, deny'd the asker ? and, now again

Of him that did not ask, but mock, beftow

Your fu'd-for tongues ?

3 Of. He's not confirm'd, we may deny him yet.

1 Ch. And will deny him :

1*11 have five hundred voices of that found.

I Gt, Ay, twice five hundred, and their friends to piece

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.

Sk. Let them afferable and on fafer judgment,

Revoke your ignorant ele<5tion
;

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 fcorn'd you : but your loves

Thinking upon his fervices, took from you

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
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We laboured (no impediment between)

But that you muft caft your eledion on him.

Sk, Say, you chofe him, more after our commandment.

Than guided by your own afFcd:ions,

And that your minds, pre-occupied with what

You rather muft do, than what you fhould do,

Made you againft the grain to voice him Conful.

Lay the fault on us.

Bru, Ay, fpare us not : fay, we read le(5tures to you.

How youngly he began to ferve his country,

How long continued, and what ftock he fprings of^

The noble houfe of Mart'ms j from whence came

That Ancus Mart'ms, Numa's daughter's Ton,

Who after great Holid'msy here was King

:

Of the fame houfe Publms and ^/mtus were.

That our beft water brought by conduits hither,

f And Cenformtis^ darling of the people

(And nobly nam'd fb for twice being cenlbr)

Was his great anceftor.

Stc, One thus defcended,

That hath befide well in his perfon wrought.

To be fet high in place, we did commend
To your remembrances j but you have found.

Scaling his prefent bearing with his paft.

That he's your fixed enemy, and revoke

Your fudden approbation.

Bru, Say, you ne'er had don't,

(Harp on that ftill) but by our putting on j

And prefently, when you have drawn your number,

Repair to th' Capitol.

f llois verfe I have fupplfd, A line having been certainly left out in this fhce^ as mil
appear to any one who confulti the beginning of PluiarchV life of Coriolanus, from ludence

this pajfage is dire^ly tranflated,

- All.
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AIL We will fo,- almoft all repent in their eledion.

[Exeunt Plebe'mns.

Bru, Let them go on

:

This mutiny were better put in hazard.

Then 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 (hall feem, as partly 'tis, their own.

Which we have goaded onward. [Exemf,

ACT III. S C E N E L

ROME,
Comets. Enter Coriolanus, Menenius, Cominius, Titus Lartius,

and other Senators.

C ORIOLANUS.

Ullus Aufid'ms then had made new head ?

Lart. He had, my lord, and that it was which
caus'd

Our fwifter compofition.

Cor. So then the Volfctans ftand but as at firft.

Ready when time fhall prompt them, to make
"inroad

Upon's again.

Com. They're worn, lord Conful, fo,

That we (hall hardly in our ages fee

Their
» road. g
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Their banners wave again.

Cor. Saw you Aufidm 7

Lart, On fafe-guard he came to me, and did curfe

Againft the Volfctans, for they had fo vilely

Yielded the town j he is retir'd to Antmm.

Cor. Spoke he of me?

hart. He did, my lord.

Cor. How? what?

Lart. How often he had met you fword to fword

:

That of all things upon the earth he hated

Your perfbn moft : that he would pawn his fortunes

To hopelefs reftitution, fo he might

Be call'd your vanquifher.

Cor, At Antmm lives he ?

hart. At Antmm.

Cor. I wifh I had a caufe to feek him there.

To oppofe his hatred fully. Welcome home.

Enter Sicinius and^mXw^.

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.

S'tc. Pafs no further.

Cor. Hah!— what is that!

—

Bru. It will be dangerous to go on——no further.

Cor. What makes this change ?

Men. The matter ?

Com. Hath he not pafs'd the nobles and the commons ?

Commius, no.

Cor. Have I had childrens voices ?

Sen, Tribunes, give way he (hall to th' market place.

Bru. The people are incens'd againft him.

Vol. V. T
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Sk, 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 you not fet them on ?

Men. Be calm, be calm.

Cor. 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. Call'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-pleafers, flatterers, foes to noblenefs.

Cor. Why this was known before.

Bru. Not to them all.

Cor, Have you inform'd them (ince ?

^Bru. Howf I inform them!

Com. You are like to do fuch bufinefs.

Bru. Not unlike, each way, to better yours.

Cor. Why then fhould I be Conful ? by yond clouds.

Let me deferve fo ill as you, and make me
Your Fellow-Tribune.

Sk. You {hew too much of that.

For which the people ftir,- if you will pafs

To where you're bound, you muft enquire your way,

Which you are out of, with a gentler fpirit,

Or ne'er to be fo noble as a Conful,

Nor yoke with him for Tribune.

Men, Let's be calm*

Com,
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Com. The people are abus'd, fet on this paltring

Becomes not Rome : nor has Coriolams

Deferv'd this fo dilhonour'd rub, laid falfly

I'th' plain way of his merit.

Cor, Tell me of corn f

This was my fpeech, and I will fpeak't again-™

Men, Not now, not now.

Sen. Not in this heat, Sir, now.

Cor, Now as I live, I will—

-

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 Senate

The cockle of rebellion, infblence, fedition,

Which we our felves have plow'd for, fow'd and fcatter'd

By mingling them with us, the honoured 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 io fhall 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 fpeak o'th' people, as you were a God
To punifli, not a man of their infirmity.

Sic. 'Twere well we let the people know't.

Men. What, what! his choler?

Cor. Choler ! were I as patient as the midnight fleep,

By Jove^ 'twould be my mind.

T 2
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Sk, It IS a mind

That lliall remain a poifon where it is.

Not poifon any further.

Cor. Shall remain?

Hear you this Triton of the minnows ? mark you

His abfolute Jhalh

Com. 'Twas from the canon.

Cor. Shall/—'-

O God !— but moft unwife patricians why
You grave, but wreaklefs Senators, have you thus

Given Hydra here to chufe an officer,

That with his peremptory fhally being but

The horn and noife o'th' monfters, wants not fpirit

To fay, he'll turn your current in a ditch.

And make your channel his? If he have power.

Then vail your ignorance ,• if none, awake

Your dangerous lenity: if you are learned.

Be not as common fools; if you are not,

Let them have cufhions by you. You're plebeians.

If they be Senators ,• and they are no lefs,

When both your voices blended ,• the greateft tafte

Moft palates theirs. They chufe their magiftrate.

And fuch a one as he, who puts his Jhally

His popular /hall, againft a graver bench

Than ever frown'd in Greece. By Jove himfelf,

It makes the Confiils bafe 5 and my foul akes

To know when two authorities are up,

Neither fupream, how fbon confufion

May enter 'twixt the gap of both, and take

The one by th' other.

Com. Well—- on to th' market-place.

Cor. Who ever gave that counlel, to give forth

The corn o'th' ftorehoufe, gratis^ as 'twas us'd

Sometime in Greece
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Men. Well, well, no more of that.

Cor. Though there the people had more abfolute power

:

I fay, they nourifti'd difobedience, fed

The ruin of the (late.

Bru. Why fhall the people give,

One that fpeaks thus, their voice ?

Cor. I'll give my reafons,

More worthy than their voices. They know the corn

Was not our recompence, refting well affur'd

They ne'er did fervice for't, being preft to th' war,

Even when the navel of the ftate was touch'd.

They would not thread the gates : this kind of fervice

Did not deferve corn gratis. Being i'th' war,

Their mutinies and revolts, wherein they fhew'd

Moft valour, fpoke not for them. Th' accufation

Which they have often made againft the Senate,

All caufe unborn, could never be the native

Of our fb frank donation. Well, what then ?

How fhall this bofbm-multiplicd digeft

The Senate's courtefie ? let deeds exprefs

What's like to be their words— we did requeft it

We are the greater poll, and in true fear

They gave us our demands. Thus we debafe

The nature of our feats, and make the rabble

Call our cares, fears ; which will in time break ope

The locks o'th' Senate, and bring in the crows

To peck the eagles

Men. Come, enough.

Bru. Enough, with over meafure.

Cor. No, take more.

What may be fworn by, both divine and human.

Seal what I end withal I This double worfhip.

Where one part does difdain with caufe, the other

>f Infult
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^nfult without all reafon ; 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' unftable flightnefs,- purpofe fo 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 doubt the change of't; that prefer

A noble life before a long, and wifh

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

Mangles true judgment, and bereaves the ftate

Of that integrity which fliould become it:

Not having power to do the good it would

For th' ill which doth controul it.

Bru. H'as faid enough.

S'^c. H'as fpoken like a traitor, and fhall anfwer

As traitors do.

Cor. Thou wretch! defpight o'er-whelm thee !—

What {hould the people do with thefe bald Tribunes?

On whom depending, their obedience fails

To th' greater bench. In a rebellion,

"When what's not meet, but what muft be, was law,

Then were they chofcn ; in a better hour.

Let what is meet, be faid, it muft be meet.

And throw their power i'th' duft.

Bm. Manifeft treafon

Sic, This a Conful ? no.

Bru, The M.diles, ho ; let him be apprehended.

Sk, Go call the people, in whofe name my felf

Attach
^ jump
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Attach thee as a traiterous innovator:

A foe to th' publick weal. Obey I charge thee.

And follow to thine anfwer. [Laying hold on Coriolanus.

Cor. Hence, old goat.

AIL We'll furety him.

Com. Ag'd Sir, hands off.

Cor. Hence, rotten thing, or I fliall fliake thy bones

Out of thy garments.

Sfc, Help me, citizens.

SCENE II.

Erner a Rahhle of Plebeians with the iEdiles.

Men. On both fides more refpecft.

Sk. Here's he, that would take from you all your power.

^ru. Seize him, ^diles.

All. Down with him, down with him!

2 Sen* Weapons, weapons, weapons!

\They all huflle about Coriolanus.

Tribunes, patricians, citizens what hoe

Skmms, Brutusy Coriolanus, citizens!

All. Peace, peace, peace, flay, hold, peace!

Men. W hat is about to be ? 1 am out of breath

Confufion's near. I cannot fpeak. You Tribunes,

Coriolanus-, patience,- fpeak, Sicmtus.

Sic. Hear me, people peace.

AIL Let's hear our Tribune : peace ,• fpeak, fpeak, fpeak.

Sic. You are at point to lofe your liberties

:

Marttus would have all from you: Martius,

Whom late you nam'd for Conful.

Men. Fie, fie, fie.

This is the way to kindle, not to quench.

Sen, To unbuild the city, and to lay all flat.
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Sk, What is the city, but the people ?

AIL True, the people are the city.

Bru. By the confent of all, we were eftablifti'd

The peoples magiftrates.

AIL You (b 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 diftindly ranges,

In heaps and piles of ruin.

Sk. 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 elected theirs, Martms is worthy

Of prefent death.

Sk. Therefore lay hold on him

;

Bear him to th' rock Tarpeian, and from thence

Into deftrudion caft him.

Bru. JEdiles^ feize him.

All Pie. Yield, Martms, yield.

Men. Hear me one word, 'befeech you Tribunes, hear mc
but a word

ALdtles. 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 poyfonous,

Where the difeafe is violent. Lay hands on him,

And bear him to the rock. [Cor. draw^ hh Sword.

Cor. No, I'll dye here,*

There's fome among you have beheld me fightings

Come
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Come try upon your felves, what you have feen me.

Men, Down with that fword, Tribunes withdraw a-while.

Bru, Lay hands upon him.

Men, Help Mart'msy help— you that be noble, help him
young and old.

All. Down with him, down with him. [Exemt.

[In this mutiny, the Tribunes, the i£dilcs, and the people

are heat in,

s c E N E m.

Men. Go, get you to your houfe j be gone, away,

All will be naught elfe.

2 Sen, Get you gone.

Com, Stand faft, we have as many friends as enemies.

Men, Shall it be put to that?

Sen. The Gods forbid

:

I pr'ythee noble friend, home to thy houfe,

Leave us to cure this caufe.

Men. For 'tis a fore

You cannot tent your felf ,• begone, 'befeech you.

Com, Come, Sir, along with us.

Men. I would they were Barbarians, as they are.

Though in Rome iitter'd ,• not Romans, as they are not,

Though calved in the porch o'th' Capitol :

Begone, put not your worthy rage into your tongue.

One time will owe another.

Cor, On fair ground I could beat forty of them.

Men, I could my felf take up a brace o'th* beft of them, yea

the two Tribunes.

Com, But now 'tis odds beyond arithmetick,

And manhood is call'd foolery when it ftands

Againft a falling fabrick. Will you hence,

Vol. V. U Before
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Before the tag return, whofe rage dotli 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 mufl: be patcht

With cloth of any colour.

Com, Come away. [Exeunt Coriolanus md Cominius.

SCENE IV.

1 Sen, This man has marr'd his fortune.

Men. His nature is too noble for the world

:

He would not flatter Neptune for his trident,

Or Jove for's power to thunder : his heart's his mouth

:

What his breaft forges, that his tongue muft vent ,•

And being angry, does forget that ever

He heard the name of death. \A noife w'tthm.

Here's goodly work.

2 Sen. I would they were a-bed.

Men. I would they were in T'^her. What the veogancc,

Could he not fpeak 'em fair }

Enter Brutus and Sicinius, with the rahhle aga'm.

Sic. Where is this viper,

That would depopulate the city, and

Be every man himfclf?

Men. You worthy Tribunes——

Sic. He fhall be thrown down the Tarpe'tan rock

With rigorous hands ; he hath refifted law,

And therefore law fliall fcorn him further tryal

Than the feverity of publick power,

Which
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Which he fb lets at nought.

I Qt. He fhall well know the noble Tribunes are

The peoples mouths, and we their hands.

All. He (hall be fare on't.

Men. Sir, Sir.

Sic. Peace.

Men. Do not cry havock, where you fliould but hunt

With modeft warrant.

Sk, Sir, how comes it you

Have holp to make this refcue?

Men. Hear me fpeak ,*

As I do know the Conful's worthinefs,

So can I name his faults

Sk. Conful! what Confull

Men. The Conful Corklanus.

Bru. He Conful !

All. No, no, no, no, no.

Men. If by the Tribunes leave, and yours good people^

I may be heard, I'd crave a word or two.

The which fhall turn you to no further harm,

Than (b much lofs of time.

Sk. Speak briefly then.

For we are peremptory to difpatch

This viperous traitor ; to eje(5t him henee

Were but one 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

Towards her deferving children, is enrolPd

In '^ove^ own book, like an unnatural dam
Should now eat up her own.

Sk. He's a difeafe that niuft be cut away.

U X Men-^
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Men, Ob, he's a limb, that has but a difeafej

Mortal, to cut it oflfj to cure it, eafie.

What has he done to Rome, that's worthy death ?

Killing our enemies, the blood he hath loft

(Which I dare vouch, is more than that he hath.

By many an ounce) he dropt it for his country

:

And what is left, to lofe it by his country,

Were to us all that do't, and fuffer it,

A brand to th' end o'th' world.

Sic. This is clean wrong.

Bru. Meerly awry : when he did love his country

It honour'd him.

Men. The fervice of the foot,

Being once gangreen'd, it is not then refpedted

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.

Spread further.

Men. One word more, one word

:

This tiger-footed rage, when it fhall find

The harm of unskann'd fwiftnefs, will (too late)

Tye leaden pounds to's heels. Proceed by procels,

Left parties fas he is belov'd) break out.

And fack great Rome with Romans.

Bru. If 'twere fo

cV/r. What do ye talk?

Have we not had a tafte of his obedience ?

Our ^ddes fmote, our felves refifted, come

Men. Confider this ; he hath been bred i'th' wars

Since he could draw a fword, and is ill-fchool'd

In boulted language, meal and bran together

He throws without diftindion. Give me leave,,
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rll go to him, and undertake to bring him

Where he fhall anfwer by a lawful form.

In peace, to his utmoft peril.

I Sen, Noble Tribunes,

It is the human way : the other courfe

Will prove too bloody, and the end of it

Unknown to the beginning.

Sk. Noble MenemuSy

Be you then as the peoples officer.

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 firft way.

Men. I'll bring him to you.

Let me defire your company ^ he mud come.

Or what is worft will follow.

I Sen. Pray let's to him. [Exeunt,

SCENE V.

The Houfe of C o r i o l a n u s.

Enter Coriolanus whh Nobles,

Cbr.T BT them pull all about mine ears, prefent me
-I—/ Death on the wheel, or at wild horfes heels.

Or pile ten hills on the Tarpe'tan rock.

That the precipitation might down ftretch

Below the beam of fight, yet will I ftill

Be thus to them.

Enter Velumnia,

Nohle. You do the nobler.

Cor, I mufe, my mother
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Does not approve me further, who was wont

To call them woollen vaffals, things created

To buy and fell with groats, to (hew bare heads

In congregations, yawn, be ftill, and wonder.

When one but of my ordinance flood up

To (peak of peace, or w^ar
;

( I talk of you)

Why did you wifli me milder ? wou'd you have me
Falfe to my nature ? rather fay, I play

The man I am.

FoL Oh, Sir, Sir, Sir,

I would have had you put your pow^r well on,

Before you had worn it out.

Cor. Let's go.

f/ol. You might have been enough the man you are.

With driving lefs to be fo. LefTer had been

The things that thwart your difpofitions, if

You had not fhew'd them how ye were difpos'd

Ere they lack'd power to crofs you.

Cor, Let them hang.

yoL Ay, and burn too.

Enter Menenius wkh the Senators,

Men, Come, come, you've been too rough, fbmething too

rough :

You muft return, and mend it.

Sen. There's no remedy,

Unlefs, by not fb doing, our good city

^ Cleave in the midft, and peri(h.

l/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.

V Men. Well faid, noble woman

:

Before
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Before he fliould thus ftoop to th' heart, but chat

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 ?

Me^. Return to th' Tribunes.

Cor. Well, what then ? what then ?

Me^. Repent what you have fpoke.

Cor. For them? I cannot do it for the Gods,

Muft I then do't to them ?

l^ol. You are too abfblute,

Tho' therein you can never be too noble,

But when extremities fpeak. I've heard you fay,

Honour and policy, like unfever'd friends,

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

That they combine not there ?

Cor. Tufh, tufh

Me^. A good demand.

f^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 fliall hold companionfhip in peace

With honour, as in war, fince that to both

It ftands in hke requeft.

Cor. Why force you this ?

yol. Becaufe it lyes on you to fpeak to th' people

:

Not by your own inftrudion, nor by th* matter

Which your heart prompts you to, but with fuch words

But roated in your tongue
;

baftards, and fyllables

Of no allowance, to your bofbm*s truth.

Now, this no more difhonours you at all.

Than to take in a town with gentle words,

Which
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Which elfe would put you to your fortune, and

The hazard of much blood.

I would diffemble with my nature, where

My fortunes and my friends at ftake required

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

Your wife, your jfbn : thefe fenators the nobles,

And you will rather (hew our general lowts,

How you can frown, than Ipend a fawn upon 'em.

For the inheritance of their loves, and fafegard

Of what that want might ruin.

Men. Noble lady!

Come go with us, fpeak fair : you may falve fb.

Not what is dangerous pr.efent, but the iofs

Of what is pad.

f^ol. I pr'ythee now, my ion,

Go to them, with this bonnet in thy hand.

And thus far having ftretch'd it (here be with them)

Thy knee bufling the ftones j for in fuch bufinefs

A(5tion is eloquence, and the eyes of th' ignorant

More learned than the ears, waving thy head.

Which often, thus, correcting thy ftout heart

Now humble as the ripeft mulberry.

That will not hold the handling : or fay to them.

Thou art their fbldier, and being bred in broils

-Haft not the foft way, which thou doft confefs

Were fit for thee to ule, as they to claim.

In asking their good loves, but thou wilt frame

Thy felf (forfooth) hereafter theirs fb far.

As thou haft power and perfon.

Men. This but done,

Ev'n as flie fpeaks, why all their hearts were yours:

For they have pardons, being ask'd, as free.

As words to little purpofe.
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I^ol Pr'ythee now,

Go and be rul'd ; altho' I know thou'dft rather

Follow thine enemy in a fiery gulf

Than flatter him in a bower.

Enter Cominius.

Here is Com'm'ms,

Com. I have been i'th' market-place, and Sir, 'tis fit

You have ftrong party, or defend your felf

By calmnefs, or by abfence : all's in anger.

Men, Only fair /peech.

Com. I think 'twill (erve, if he

Can thereto frame his fpirit.

f^ol. He muft and will:

Pr'ythee now fay you will, and go about it.

Cor. Muft I go (hew them my unbarbed fconce?

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 plot, to lofe

This mould of Mart'ms, they to duft fhould grind it,

And throw't againft the wind. To th' market-place!

You've put me now to fuch a part, which never

1 ftiall difcharge to th' Hfe.

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, 1 muft do't:

* Away my difpofition, and pofTefs me
* Some harlot's fpirit : my throat of war be turn'd,

« Which quired with mv drum, into a pipe

* Small as an eunuch, or the virgin voice

Vol. V. X
« bring.
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^ That babies lulls afleep ; the fmiles of knaves

' Tent in my cheeks, and fchool-boys tears take up
' The glartes 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. I will not do*t,

* Left I furceafe to honour mine own truth,

* And by my body's adion, teach my mind
' A moft inherent bafenefs.

yol. At thy choice then :

To beg of thee, it is my more difhonour.

Than thou of them. Come all to ruin, let

Thy mother rather feel thy pride, than fear

Thy dangerous ftoutnefs : for I mock at death

With as big heart as thou. Do as thou lift.

Thy vahantnefs was mine, thou fuck'dft it from me:

But own thy pride thy felf.

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.

yoL Do your will. [Exit Volumnia.

Com. Away, the Tribunes do attend you : arm

Your felf to anfwer mildly : for they're prepar'd

With accufations, as I hear, more ftrong

Than are upon you yet.

Cor, The word is, mildly. Pray you let us go.

Let them accufe me by invention; I

,WUl anfwer in mine honour.

Men.
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Men. Ay, but mildly.

Cor. Well, mildly be it then, mildly, [Exeunt.

S C E N E VL
The Forum.

Enter Sicinius and Brutus.

Br^.TN this point charge him home, that he affeds

X Tyrannic power : if he evade us there,

Inforce him with his envy to the people.

And that the fpoil got on the Annates

Was ne'er diftributed. What, will he come ?

Enter an Mdtle.

JEd. He's coming.

Biu. How accompanied?^

Md. With old Menemus^ and thofe fenators

That always favoured him.

Sk. Have you a catalogue

Of all the voices that we have procured.

Set down by th' poll ?

^d. I have ; 'tis ready, here.

Stc, Have you collected them by tribes ?

I have.

Sk. Affemble prefently the people hither.

And when they hear me fay. It (ball be fo,

I'th' right and ftrength 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' caufet

^d. 1 will inform them.

X t Bru^
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Bru, And when fuch time they have begun to cry,

Let them not ceafe, buf with a din confus'd

Inforce the prefent execution

Of what we chance to fentence.

Md. Very well.

Sk. Make them be ftrong, and ready for this hint.

When we (hall hap to give't them.

Bru. Go about it. \Exh JEdtle^

Put him to choler ftreight ,• he hath been us'd

Ever to conquer, and to have his word

Of contradiction. Being once chaft, he cannot

Be rein'd again to temp'rance j then he fpeaks

What's in his heart ^ and that is there, which looks

With us to break his neck.

Enter Coriolanus, Menenius, and Cominius, with others,

Sk, Well, here he comes.

Men, Calmly I do befeech you.

Cor, Ay, as an hoftler, that for the pooreft piece

Will bear the knave by th' volume : the honoured Gods

Keep Rome in fafety, and the chairs of juftice

Supply with worthy men, plant love amongft you

Through our large temples with the {hews of peace.

And not our ftreets with wan

I Sen, Amen, amen.

Men, A noble wifh.

Enter the ^d'tle with the Pkhetam,

Sk, Draw near, ye people.

JEd, Lift to your Tribunes; audience

j

Peace, I fay.

Cor. Firft, hear me fpeak.

Both TrK
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Both Tri» Well, fay : peace, ho.

Cor, Shall I be charg'd no further than this prefent?

Muft all determine here?

Sic. I do demand.

If you lubmit you to the peoples voices,

Allow their officers, and are content

To fufFer lawful cenlure for fuch faults

As fliall be prov'd upon you ?

Cor, I am content.

Men, Lo, citizens, he fays he is content

:

The warlike fervice he has done, confider
;

Think on the wounds his body bears, which fhew

Like graves i'th' holy church-yard.

Cor. Scratches with briars, fears to move
Laughter only.

Men. Confider further:

That when he fpeaks not like a citizen.

You find him like a foldier j do not take

His rougher a(5tions for malicious founds

:

But, as I fay, fuch as become a foldier.

Rather than envy, you

Com. Well, well, no more.

Cor. What is the matter.

That being paft for Conful with full voice,

Vm fo difhonour'd, that the very hour

You take it off again ?

Sic. Anfwer to us.

Cor, Say then: 'tis true, I ought fb.

Sic. We charge you, that you have contriv'd to take

Prom Rome all feafon'd office, and to wind

Your felf unto a power tyrannical,

For which you are a traitor to the people.

Cor, How? traitor?
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Men, Nay, temperately: your promifc.

Cor, The fires i'tlV lowed hell fold in the peoplef

Call me their traitor \ thou injurious Tribune

!

Within thine eyes fate twenty thoufand deaths,

,

In thy hands clutch'd as many millions, in

Thy lying tongue both numbers j I would fay

Thou lieft unto thee, with a voice as fr^.

As I do pray the Gods.

Sk, Mark you this, people ?

AIL To th' rock with him.

Sk, Peace:

We need not put new matter to his charge:

What you have feen him do, and heard him /peak.

Beating your officers, curfing your felves,

Oppofing laws with ftroaks, and here defying

Thofe whofe great power muft try him, even this

So criminal, and in fuch capital kind,

Deferves th' extreamefl death.

Bm. But fmce he hath

Serv'd well for Rome

Cor, What do you prate of fervice ?

Bru, I talk of that, that know it.

Cor. You?

Men. Is this the promife that you made your mother

Com. Know, I pray you

Cor. rll know no farther

:

Let them pronounce the fteep Tarpe'tan death,

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 cau give,
,

To have't with faying, good-morrow^

jVc. For that he has
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(As much as in him lyes) from time to time

Bnvy'd againft the people: feeking means

To pluck away their power ; as now at laft

Giv'n hoftile ftroaks, and that not in the prefence

Of dreaded juftice, but on the minifters

That do diftrubute it, in the name o'th* people,

And in the power of us the Tribunes, we

(Ev'n from this inftantj banifli him our city.

In peril of precipitation

From off the rock Tarpeiafty never more

To enter our Rome's gates. Fth' people's name,

I fay it (hall be fb. ^

All. It fliall be fo, it fhall be fb
i

let him away

:

He's banifii'd, and it fhali be fo.

Com, Hear me, my mafters, and my commoa friends-

Stc. He's fentenc'd : no more hearing.

Com, Let me fpeak

:

I have been Conful, and can (hew from Rome,

Her enemies marks upon me. I do love

My country's good, with a refpedt more tender.

More holy, and profound, than mine own life.

My dear wife's cftimate, her womb's increafe.

And treafure of my loyns : then if I would

Speak that

Sic. We know your drift. Speak what ?

Bru, There's no more to be faid, but he is banifli'd

As enemy to the people, and his country.

It Aiall be fo.

AIL It fhall be fo, it (hall be fo.

Cor, You common cry of curs, whofe breath I hate^

As reek o'th' rotten fenns,- whofe loves I prize,

As the dead carkaffes of unburied men,

That do corrupt my air : 1 banifh you.
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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 ftiil

To banifh your defenders, till at length.

Your ignorance (which finds not till it feels,

Making but refervation of your felves

Still your own enemiesj dcHver you

As moft abated captives to fbme nation

That won you without blows. Defpifing then

For you, the city, thus I turn my back

:

1 here is a world elj^where

[^Exeunt Coriolanus, Cominius, and others.

[The people Jljout^ and throw tip their caps,

JEdile. The people's enemy is gone, is gone f

AIL Our enemy is banifh'd
J
he is gone! Hoo, hoo!

Sic. Go fee him out at gates, and follow him

As he hath follow'd you j with all defpight

Give him deferv'd vexation. Let a guard

Attend us through the city.

All. Come, come ; let's fee him out at the gates ; come.

The Gods preferve our noble Tribunes ^ come. [Exeunt.

ACT
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ACT IV. SCENE L

The Gates (?/Rome.

E^ter Coriolanus, Volumnia, Virgilia, Menenius, Cominius,

with the ^oung Nob'dhy of Rome,

Coriolanus.

OM E, leave your tears : a brief farewel : the bead

With many heads butts me away. Nay, mother.

Where is your ancient courage ? you were us'd

To fay, extremity was the trier of fpirits,

That common chances common men could bear 5

That when the fea was calm, all boats alike

Shew'd mafterfhip in floating. Fortune's blows

When moft ftruck home, being ' gently warded, craves

A noble cunning. You were us'd to load me
With precepts that would make invincible

The heart that conn'd them.

Fir. Ohheav'ns! O heav'ns!

Cor. Nay, I pr'ythee woman
y?/. Now the red peftilence ftrike all trades in Romey

And occupations perifti.*

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 husband fo much fweat. Cominius^

Droop not ^ adieu ; farewel my wife, my mother.

Vol. V Y I'll

*gentk iiuQunded,

I,

i
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I'll do well yet. Thou old and true Menemus,

Thy tears are falter than a younger man's,

And venomous to thine eyes. My (fbmetime) General,

IVe feen thee ftern, and thou haft oft beheld

Heart-hardning fpedacles. Tell thefe fad women,

'Tis fond to wail inevitable ftroaks.

As 'tis to laugh at 'em. Mother, you wot

My hazards ftill have been your folace and

Believe't not lightly, (tho' I go alone.

Like to a lonely dragon, that his fen

Makes fear'd, and talk'd of more than feen
:)

your Ibn

Will, or exceed the common, or be caught

With cautelous baits and pradice.

Fol. My firft fon.

Where will you go ? take good Cotnmus

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, I'll follo w thee a month, devife with thee

Where thou (halt reft, that thou may'ft hear of us.

And we of thee. So if the time thruft forth

A caufe for thy repeal, we fhall not fend

O'er the vaft world, to feek a fingle man.

And lofe advantage, which doth ever cool

Tth' abfence of the needer.

Cor. Fare ye well

:

Thou'ft years upon thee, and thou art too full

Of the war's ifurfeits, 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 fmile. I pray you, come.

V
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While I remain above the ground, you fliall

Hear from me ftill, and never of me ought

But what is Uke me formerly.

Men, That's worthily

As any ear can hear. Come, let s not weep.

If I could (hake off but one feven years

From thefe old arms and legs, by the good Gods

rd with thee every foot.

Cor. Give me thy hand. [ExeunU

SCENE II.

Enter Sicinius and Brutus, with the /Edile.

S'tc, Bid them all home, he's gone and we'll no fiirther.

Vex'd are the nobles, who we fee have fided

In his behalf.

Bru. Now we have fhewn our power.

Let us feem humbler after it is done.

Than when it was a doing,

Sk, Bid them home.

Say their great enemy is gone, and they

Stand in their ancient ftrength,

Bru. Difmifs them home.

Here comes his mother.

Enter Volumnia, Virgilia, and Menenius.

S'tc. Let's not meet her.

Bru. Why?
Sk. They fay (he's mad.

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

Vol. Oh y'are well meet:

The hoorded plague o'th' Gods requite your love.

Men. Peace, peace, be not fo loud.

Y 2 Vol

I .
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FoL If that I could for weeping, you fhould hear

Nay, and you (hall hear fome. Will you be goae ?

F'trg, You fliall ftay too ; I would I had the power

To fay fo to my husband.

Sic, Are you man-kind?

FoL Ay, fool : is that a ftiame ? note but this fool.

Was not a man my father ? hadft thou foxfhip

To banifh him that ftruck more blows for Rome^

Than thou haft fpoken words

Sk. Oh bleffed heav'ns \

Vol. More noble blows, than ever thou wife words.

And for Rome's good I'll tell thee what— yet go

Nay, but thou fhalt ftay too 1 would my fbn

Were in Arah'ta^ and thy tribe before him,

His good fword in his hand.

Sk, What then ?

Vtrg, What then ? he'd make an end of thy pofterity.

Vol, Baftards, and all.

Good man, the wounds that he does bear for Rome]

Men. Come, come, peace.

Sk. 1 would he had continued to his country

As he began, and not unknit himfelf

The noble knot he made.

Bru. I would he had.

Vol. I 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.

Vol, Now, pray Sir, get you gone.

You've done a brave deed : ere you go, hear this

:

As far as doth the Capitol exceed

The meaneft houfe in Rome j fo far my fon,
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This lady's husband here, this (do you fee^

Whom you have banifh'd, does exceed you all.

Bru. Well, well, we'll leave you.

Sk, Why ftay you to be baited

With one that wants her wits ? \Ex. Tribunes.

l^oL Take my prayers with you.

I wifti 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 lyes heavy to't.

Men. You've told them home.

And by my troth have caufe ; you'll (up with me ?

VoL Anger's my meat, I fup upon my felf.

And fo fhall ftarve with feeding : come, let's go.

Leave this faint puling, and lament as I do.

In anger, ^«;/o-like : come, come, fie, fie. [Exeunt,

SCENE III.

A N T I U M.

Enter a Roman and a Volfcian.

Rom.'T Know you well, Sir, and you know me : your name^ I

X think, is Adrian,

VoL It is fb. Sir : truly I have forgot you.

Rom, I am a Roman^ but my fervices are as you are, againft

'em. Know you me yet ?

Vol, Nicanor? no.

Rom, The fame, Sir.

Vol, You had more beard when I laft faw you, but your fa-

vour is well appear'd by your tongue. What's the news in Rome?
1 have a note from the Volfcian ftate to find you out there. You
have well faved me a day's journey,

Rom^

I
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Rom, There hath been in Rome ftrange in(urre<5lions : the

people againft the fenators, patricians, and nobles.

J/ol, Hath been ! is it ended then ? our ftate 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 it is paft, but a fmall thing would

make it flame again. For the nobles receive fo to heart the

banilhment of that worthy Conolams^ 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.

J/oL Cor'tolanm banifli'd?

Rom, Banifh'd, Sir.

Vol, You will be welcome with this intelligence, Nkanor,

Rom, The day ferves well for them now. I have heard it

faid, the fittefl: time to corrupt a man's wife, is when (he's fallen

out with her husband. Your noble Tullus Aufidius will appear

well in thefe wars, his great oppofer Cor'tolanus being now in no

requeft of his country.

Vol, He cannot chufe. I am moft fortunate, thus accidentally

to encounter you. You have ended my bufinefs, and I will mer-

rily accompany you home.

Rom, I (hall between this and fupper tell you moft ftrange

things from Rome ; all tending to the good of their adverfaries.

Have you an army ready, fay you ?

Vol, A moft royal one.. The centurions and their charges

diftindtly billetted, already in the entertainment, and to be on

foot at an hour's warning.

Rom. I am joyful to hear of their readinefs, and am the man,

I think, that (hall fet them in prefent z&ion. So, Sir heartily

well met, and moft glad of your company.

Vol. You take my part from me, Sir, I haVe the moft caufe

to be glad of yours.

Rom.
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Rom. Well, let us go together. \Exemu

Enter Coriolanus in mean Apparel^ dlfgukd 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 fpits, and boys with ftones.

In puny battel flay me. Save you, Sir.

Enter a Citizen^

Ctt. And you.

Cor. Dired me, if it be your will, where great Aufidm lies %

Is he in Ant'mm 1

Ctt. He is, and feafts the nobles of the ftate, at his houfe

this night.

Cor Which is his houfe, I befeech you?

Ctt, This here before you.

Cor. Thank you, Sir; Farewel, \Extt Citizen*

Oh world, thy flippery turns ! friends now faft fworn,

Whofc double bofoms fcem to wear one heart,

Whofe hours, whofe bed, who/e meal and exercife

Are ftill together ; who twine (as 'twere) in love

Unfeparable, fliall within this hour.

On a diffention of a doit, break out

To bittereft enmity. So felleft foes,

Whofe paflions and whofe plots have broke their deep

To take the one the other, by fbme chance,

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

And inter-join their ifTues. So with me.

My birth-place have I and my lovers left ,•

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

He does fair juftice,- if he give me way,

ril do his country fervice. [Extt,

SCENE
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SCENE IV.

A Hall in Aufidius'f Houfe»

Mufick plays. Enter a Serving-man*

I jV/-. XTfyT IN E, wine, wine! what fervice is here? I think

V V our fellows are afleep. [Exit,

Enter another Serv'mg'man,

1 Ser. Where's Cotus 7 my mafter calls for him : Cotus.

Enter Coriolanus.

Cor, A goodly houfe j the feaft fmells well 5 but I

Appear not Hke a gueft.

Enter the firfl Servtng-man,

I Ser, What would you have, friend ? whence are you ? here's

no place for you : pray go to the door. [Exit,

Cor. I have defcrv'd no better entertainment, in being Co-

riolanus. \Afide.

Enter fecond Servant.

1 Ser. Whence are you, Sir? has the porter his eyes in his

head, that he gives entrance to fuch companions ? pray get

you out.

Cor, Away !

1 Ser. Away ?— get you away.

Cor Now thou'rt troublefom.

2 Ser. Are you fo brave ? Til have you talk'd with anon.

Enter
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Enter a third fervant. The firft meets hinu

3 Ser, What fellow's this?

I 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.

3 Ser. What are you?

Cor. A gentleman.

3 Ser. A marvellous poor one.

Cor. True; fo I am.

3 Ser. Pray you, poor gentleman, take up fome other fta-

tion, here's no place for you
j pray you avoid : come.

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

[Pufhes him away from him.

3 Ser. What, will you not ? pr'ythee tell my mafter, what

a ftrange gueft he has here.

2 Ser. And I fliall. \Exit fecondfervmg-man.

3 Ser. Where dwell'ft thou?

Cor. Under the canopy.

3 Ser. Under the canopy ?

Cor. Ay.

3 Ser. Where's that?

Cor. I'th' city of kites and crows.

3 Ser. I'th' city of kites and crows ? what an afs it is j then

thou dwell'ft with daws too ?

Cor. No, I ferve not thy mafter.

3 Ser. How, Sir ! do you meddle with my mafter ?

Cor. Ay, 'tis an honefter fervice, than to meddle with thy

miftrefs : thou prat'ft, and prat'ft; ferve with thy trencher:

hence. [Beats h'lm away*

Vol. V. Z Enter
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Enter Aufidiu^, whh a fenmg-man.

Auf, Where is this fellow ?

%\Ser. Here, Sir^ Fd have beaten him like a dog, but for

difturbing the lords within.

Auf, Whence com'ft thou? what would'ft thou? thy name?
Why Ipeak'ft not? fpeak man; what's thy name?

Cor, If, Tullus^ yet ihou know'ft me not, and feeing me,
Doft not yet take me for the man I am,

Neceflity commands me name my felf.

Auf, What is thy name ?

Cor. A name unmufical to Volfc'tan ears.

And harfli in found to thine»

Auf. Say, what's thy name ?

Thou haft a grim appearance, and thy face

Bears a command in't,- though thy tackle's torn.

Thou (hew'ft a noble velTel: what's thy name?

Cor. Prepare thy brow to frown 5 know'ft thou me yet ?

Auf. I know thee not^ thy name?

Cor. My name is Cams Mart'ms, who hath done

To thee particularly, and to all the Volfdans^

Great hurt and mifchief ; thereto witnefs may
My Sirname, Cor'tolanm, The painful fervice.

The extream dangers, and the drops of blood

Shed for my thanklefs country, are requited

But with that firname. A good memory,

And witnefs of the malice and difpleafure

Which thou could'ft bear me
; only that name remains.

The cruelty and envy of the people,

Permitted by our daftard nobles, who
Have all forfook me, hath devour'd the reft ,•

And fuiOfer'd me by th' voice of (laves to be

Hoop'd out of Rome^ Now this extremity

Hath
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Hath brought me to thy hearth, not out of hope

(Miftake me not) to fave my Hfe ; for if

I had fear'd death, of all the men fth' world

rd have avoided thee. But in meer jfpite

To be full quit of thofe my banifliers.

Stand I before thee here : then if thou haft

A heart of wreak in thee, that wilt revenge

Thine own particular wrongs, and ftop thofe maims

Of fliame feen through thy country, fpeed thee ftraight,

And make my mifery ferve thy turn : fb ufe it.

That my revengeful fervices may prove

As benefits to thee. For I will fight

Againft my canker'd country, with the fpleen

Oi all the under fiends. But if fo 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 fliew thee but a fool.

Since I have ever foUow'd thee with hate.

Drawn tuns of blood out of thy country's breaft.

And cannot live, but to thy ftiame, unlefs

It be to do thee fervice.

y^uf. Oh, Mart'ws, Martins,

Each word thou'ft fpoke, hath weeded from my heart

A root of ancient envy. If Jupiter

Should from yon cloud fpeak to me things divine,

And fay, 'tis true,- I'd not believe them more

Than thee, all-noble Martius. Let me twine

Mine arms about that body, where-againft

My grained nfln an hundred times hath broke,

And fear'd the moon with fplinters: here I clip

The anvile of my fword, and do conteft

Z z
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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't of encounters 'twixt thy felf and me

:

W'e have been down together in my fleep.

Unbuckling helms, fifting each other's throat.

And wak'd half dead with nothing. Worthy Mart'mSy

Had we no quarrel elfe to Rome^ but that

Thou art thence banifh'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 Senators by th' hands.

Who now are here, taking their leaves of me.

Who am prepar'd againft your territories.

Though not for Rome it felf

Cor. You blejfs me, Gods!

y^uf. Therefore, moft abfolute Sir, 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 weakneJfs, thine own ways
5

Whether to knock againft the gates of Romey

Or rudely vifit them in parts remote,
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To fright them, ere deftroy. But come, come in,

Let me commend thee firfl: to thofe that fhall

Say yea to thy defires. A thoufand welcomes.

And more a friend, than e'er an enemy

:

Yet, Mart'msy that was much. Your hand ^ moft welcome.

[Exeunt^

s C E N E V.

Enter two Servants.

1 Ser, Here's a ftrange alteration.

2 Ser, By my hand, I had thought to have ftrucken him

with a cudgel, and yet my mind gave me, his clothes 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, 1 knew by his face that there was (bmething

in him. He had, Sir, a kind of face, methought 1 cannot

tell how to term it.

1 Ser, He had fo : looking, as it were would I were hang-

ed but I thought there was more in him than I could think.

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

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

one.

2 Ser. Who, my mafter ?

1 Ser. Nay, it's no matter for that.

2 Ser. Worth fix on him.

1 Ser, Nay, not fo neither ^ but I take him to be the greater

foldier.

2 Ser. Faith, look you, one cannot tell how to fay that ^

for the defence of a town, our general is excellent,

I Ser, Ay, and for an affault too.

Enter
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Enter a third Servant.

3 S'er, Oh (laves, I can tell you news
j

news, you rafcals.

Botb. What, what, what? let's partake.

3 Ser, I would not be a Romany of all nations ^ I had as

lieve be a condemn'd man.

Both, Wherefore? wherefore?

3 Ser. Why here's he that was wont to thwack our General,

Cam Mart'ms,

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

3 Ser. 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 too

hard for him, I have heard him fay fo himfelf.

1 Ser. He was too hard for him diredly, to fay the troth

on't : before Corhli, he fcotcht him and notcht him like a carbo-

nado.

2 Ser. And, had be been cannibally given, he might have

broil'd and eaten him too.

1 Ser. But more of thy news.

3 Ser. Why he is fb made on here within, as if he were fon

and hdr to Mars: fet at upper end o'th' table ^ no queftion ask'd

him by any of the Senators, but they Aand bald before him.

Our General himfelf makes a miftrefs of him, fandifies himfelf

with's hands, and turns up the white o'th' eye to his difcourfe.

But the bottom of the news is, our General is cut i'th' middle,

and but one half of what he was yefterday. For the other has

half, by the intreaty 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 paffage poll'd.

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

^ Ser. Do't! he will do't; for look you, Sir, he has asmaqy

friends as enemies j which friends. Sir, as it were durft not (look

you



CORIOLANUS. 183

you, Sir) fhew themfelves (as we term it) his friends, whilft he's

in direditude.

1 Ser. Direditudel what's that ?

3 Ser. But when they fhall fee. Sir, his crefl: up again and

the man in blood, they will out of their burroughs (like conies

after rain) and revel all with him.

I Ser. But when goes this forward?

3 Ser. To-morrow, to-day, prefently, you (hall have the

drum ftruck up this afternoon : 'tis as it were a parcel of their

feaft, and to be executed ere they wipe their lips.

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

peace is worth nothing, but to ruft iron, encreafe tailors, and

breed ballad-makers,

I Ser. Let me have war, fay I, it exceeds peace, as far as

day does night, it's fprightly, waking, audible, and full of vent.

Peace is a very apoplexy, lethargy, mull'd, deaf, fleepy, infen-

fible, a getter of more baftard children than war's a deftroyer

of men.

% Ser. 'Tis lo, and as war in fbme fort may be faid to be a

ravifher, fo it cannot be denied, but peace is a great maker of

cuckolds.

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

3 Ser. Reafon, becaufe they then lefs need one another : the

wars for my mony. I hope to fee Romans as cheap as Volfc'tans,

They are rifing, they are rifing.

Both. In, in, in, in. [Exemt,

SCENE
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SCENE VL
Rome.

Enter Sicinius and Brutus.

5V<:.X yl 7E hear not of him, neither need we fear him,

V V His remedies are tame: the prefent peace

And quietnefs of the people, which before

Were in wild hurry. Here we make his friends

Blufli, that the world goes well ; who rather had.

Though they themfelves did fufFer by't, beheld

Diflentious numbers peftring ftreets, than fee

Our tradefmen finging in their fliops, and going

About their functions friendly.

Enter Menenius.

Bru. We flood to't in good time. Is this Menenms?

Sk, 'Tis he, 'tis he : O he is grown moft kind of late. Hail,

Sir.

Men, Hail to you both.

Sk, Your Corklanm 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.

Sk, Where is he, hear you ?

Men. Nay, I hear nothing

:

His mother and his wife hear nothing from him.

Enter three or four CH'tzens»

All The Gods preferve you both.

Sk, Good-e'en, neighbours.

V Bru.
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Bru» Good-e'ea to you all, good-e*ea to you all.

I C//. Our felvcs, our wives, and children, on-eur knees

Are bound to pray for you both.

Sk. Live and thrive.

Bru. Farewel, kind neighbours:

We wifli'd Coriolams had lov'd you, as we did.

AIL Now the Gods keep you.

Both Tr't, Farewel, farewel. \Exeunt Ciitzem,

Sic, This is a happier and more comely time.

Than when thefe fellows ran about the ftreets,

Crying confufion.

Bru. Cams Mart'ms was

A worthy officer i'th' war, but infblent.

Overcome with pride, ambitious paft all thinking,

Self-loving.

Sic. And affeding one^fole throne, without affidance.

Men. Nay, I think not fo.

Sic. We had by this, to all our lamentation.

If he had gone forth Conflil, found it fo.

Bru, The Gods have well prevented it, and Rome

Sits fafe and ftill without him.

Enter JEdile.

JEdtle. Worthy Tribunes,

There is a flave, whom we have put in priibn.

Reports the Volfcian% with two feveral powers

Are entred in the Roman territories.

And with the deepefl: malice of the war

Deftroy what lies before 'em.

Men. 'Tis Aufidtus^

Who hearing of our Martius^ banifhment,

Thrufts forth his horns again into the world
j

Which were in-fliellM, when Martins ftood {ot Rome,

Vol. V A a And
t> wboje.
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And durfl: not once peep ottt.

St£. Come, what talk you of Marhm?
Bru. Go fee this rumourer whi|>fr^ It cannot be.

The yolfc'mns dare break with us.

Men, Cannot be!

We have record that very well it cati.

And three examples of the like have beea

Within my age. But reafbn with tlje fellow

Before you punifl) hira, wheije he heajd thi<&y

Left you 111 all chance to whip jom inibrtiaaoiofi.

And beat the meffenger, who bids beware

Of what is to be dreaded.

Sk. Tell not me:

I know this cannot be*

Bru. Not poflible.

Enter a Meffenger,

Meff. The nobles in great earneflnefs mtr g^^iog

All to the Senate-houfe fome news is come

That turns their countenances.

Sk. 'Tis this Have:

Go whip him 'fore the peoples eyes: his raifing!

Nothing but his report

!

Mef. Yes, worthy Sir,

The flave's report is feconded, and more.

More fearful is delivered.

Sk. What more fearful?

Mef. It is fpoke freely out of many mouths^

How probable I do not know, that MartiuSy

Join'd with Aufid'mSy leads a power 'gain ft Rom^^

And vows revenge as fpacious, as between

The young'ft and oldeft thing.

Sk. Thi5 is raoft likely.



Bru, Rais*d only, that the weaker fort mty m^ft

Good Martm home again.

Sic, The very^ trick oa*t*

Men, This is unHkely.

He and Aufidm can no more be on«

Than violenteft contrariety.

*Enter Meffenger,

Mef. You are fent for to the Seaate

:

A fearful army, led by Catm Martins^

AfTociated with Aufid^us^ rages

Upon our territories, and have already

O'er-born their way, confiim'd with fire, and took

What lay before thena.

E.nter Cominius.

Com, Oh, you have made good work.

Men, What news ? what news ?

Com, You have holp to ravifh your own daughters, and
To melt the city leads upon your pates,

To fee your wives difhonour'd to your nofes.

Men. What's the news ? what's the news ?

Com, Your temples burned in their cement, and

Your franchifes, whereon you flood, confin'd

Into an augre's bore.

Men, Pray now the news ?

You've made fair work, I fear me : pray, your news ?

If MartmsJ^iould be joyned with the Volfdam^

Com, If? he is their God, he leads them like a thing

Made by fbme other deity than nature.

That fhapes man better ; and they follow him
Againft us brats, with no lefs confidence.

Than boys purfuing fiimmer butter-flies,

A a 2
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Or butchers killing flies.

Men, YouVe made good work,

You and your apron-men j that flood fo much
Upon the voice of occupation, and

The breath of garHck-eaters.

Com, He'll fhake your Rome about your ears.

Men, As Hercules did fhake down mellow fruit ;

You luve made fair work.

Bru, But is this true, Sir?

Com, Ay, and you'll look pale

Before you find it other. All the regions

Do fmihngly revolt, and who refifts

Are mock'd for valiant ignorance,

And perifh conflant 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 ask it ?

The Tribunes cannot do't for fhame,- the people

Deferve fuch 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 fhew'd like enemies.

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 craus ! you've crafted fair

!

Com. You've brought

A trembling upon Rome, iiich as was never

So incapable of help.

7; /. Say not we brought it.
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Men, How ? was it we > we lov*d him
;

but, like beafts

And coward nobles, gave way to your clutters,

Who did hoot him out o'th' city,

Com. But I fear

They'll roar him in again. Tullm 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. - j

s C E If E VII.

Enter a Troop of Citizem,
't

Men. Here come the clufters. /

And is Aufid'tus with him?— You are they

That made the air unwholfome, when you cafl:

Your ftinking, greafie caps, in hooting at

Cor'tolanus's Exile. Now he's coming.

And not a hair upon a fbldier'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 fhould burn us all into one coal.

We have deferv'd it.

Omnes. Faith, we hear fearful news.

I Ctt. For mine own part.

When I faid banifh him, I faid 'twas pity.

1 Cit. And fo did I.

3 Ctt. And fb did I J and to fay the truth, fb did very many
of us

J
that we did, we did for the beft; and tho' we willingly

confented to his banifhment, yet it was againft our will.

Com, Y'are goodly things
j
you voices!-

—

.

,
, Men*
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Men. Yoa have made you good ti^ofk,

You and your cry. Sball's to the Capitol?

Com, Oh, ay, what elfe ?

Sk. Go, mafters, get you home, be not difoiayVI,

Thefe are a fide, that would be glad to have

This true, which they ^fo feem to lear. Go honie,

A nd fhew no fign of fear.

1 Ch. The Gods be good to us ; come, maltbefs, kfs feoinc

I ever faid we were i'th' wrong, wlien we bamfh^d 'htm.

2 Qt, So did w£ all ; but come, let's home. [Ex, Ctt,

Bru, I do not like this new*.

Sk, Nor I.

Bru. Let's to the Capitol j would half my wealth

Would buy this for a lie

Sk. Pray let us go. '[Exemtt Trihrnies.

SCENE VIII.

A Camp.

Enter Aufidius mith his Lku^nmff.

Aif. "r\ O they ftill flie to th' Roman?

JL^ Lku. I do not know what witchcraft's in him j 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 adion, Sir,

Even by your own*

Auf. I cannot help it now.

Tinle^, by ufing means, I lame the foot

Of our defign. He bears himlelf more proudly

Even to itiy perfon, than I thought he would

When firft I did embrace him. Yet his nature

Ii^ that's no changling, and I muft excule

What
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what cannot be amended.

Lteu, Yet I wifli, Sk;^

(I mean for your particular}, you had no*

Join'd in commiffion with him j but had bo^ti

The adion of your felf, or eife to him

Had left it folely,

Auf. I underftand 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 fliews good husbandry for the J/olfaan ftate.

Fights dragon-like, and does atchieve as fooxi

As draw his fword;: yet he hath left undone

That which fhall break his neck, or hazard mine.

When e'er we come to our account.

l^m. Sir, I befeech, think you he'll carry Rorm^

Auf. All places yield to him ere he ifits down.

And the nobility of Rome- are his

:

The Senators 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. I think hell be to Rome^

As is the afpray to the fifh, who takes it

By fove^aignty of natui-e. ^\\^ h^ wn^^

A noble fcrvaQt to them, but h^ qquM i^^ot

Carry his honours even
j vfl^tetjli?)^ p^iifc>

Which oi^t of dmly fbrti^n^; qv^er t^pi^

The ba^ppy man; >»(het?her d^ft(Sii of j^gn^nt^
To fail in the difpofing of thpfe c^ij^i^cea.

Whereof he was the lordrj, o?* whetl^pi] i}ati«i$^

Not to be other than o^^thipgi, moving
From th* cask to tk' cufliion, but commanding, peace
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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 1 dare fo far free him, made him fearM,

So hated, and fo banifli'd ; but he has merit

To choak it in the utterance: fb our virtues

Lye in th' interpretation of the time

;

And power, unto it felf moft commendable,

Hath not a tomb fb evident as a chair

T'extol what it hath done.

One fire drives out one fire ; one nail, one nail ;

Right's by right fouler, ftrengths by ftrengths do fail.

Come, let's away
;
when. Cams, Rome is thine,

Thou'rt poor'ft of all, then (hortly art thou mine. [Exe,

ACT V- SCENE 1.

ROME,

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

Menenius.
O, I'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 banifti'd him,

A mile before his tent, fall down, and knee

The way into his mercy : nay, if he coy'd

To hear Com'mm fpeak, I'll keep at home.

Com, He would not feem to know me.

Men, Do you hear ?

Com,
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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. Corlolanus

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

Of burning Rome,

Men, Why, fb you've made good work :

A pair of Tribunes, that have rack'd for Rome^

To make coals cheap : a noble memory !

Com. I minded him, how royal 'twas to pardon

When it was leaft expeded. He reply'd,

It was a bare petition of a ftate

To one whom they had punifh'd.

Men, Very well, could he fay lefs ?

Com. I ofFer'd to awaken his regard

For's private friends. His anfwer to me was.

He could not ftay to pick them, in a pile

Of noifom mufty chaff. He faid, 'twas folly.

For one poor grain or two, to leave unburnt.

And ftill 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 too, we are the grains
j

You are the mufty chaff, and you are fmelt

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

Upraid us 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 country-man.

Men. No: I'll notmeddle.

Vol. V. Bb
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Sk, Pray you go to him.

Men, What ftiould I do?

Bru. Only make tryal what your love can do

For Rome, towards Martm.

Men. Well, and fay that Martm
Return me, as Com'mius is return'd.

Unheard : what then?

But as a difcontented friend, grief fhot

With his unkindnefs. Say't be fo ?

Sk. Yet your good will

Muft have that thanks from 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 Com'm'ms, much unhearts me.

He was not taken well, he had not din'd.

The veins unfill'd, our blood is cold, and then

We powt upon the 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 requeft,

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. I fhall ere long have knowledge

Of my fuccefs.

Com. He'll never hear him.

Sk. Not?

Com. I tell you, he does fit in gold, his eye

Red as 'twould burn Rome and his injury
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The goaler to his pity. I kneel'd before him,

'Twas very faintly he faid, rife : dirmifs'd me

Thus with his fpeechlels hand. What he would do.

He Tent in writing after,- what he would not,

Bound with an oath to yield to his conditions

:

So that all hope is vain, unlefs his m9ther

And wife (who as I hearj mean to follicit him

For mercy to his country : therefore hence,

And with our fair intreaties hafte them on. \Exemt,

SCENE II.

Enter Menenius to the watch or guard,

I Watch. O T A Y : whence are you ?
*

v3 z Watch. Stand, and go back.

Men. You guard like men, 'tis well. But by your leave

I am an officer of ftate, and come

To fpeak with Corwlanus.

I Watch. Whence?

Men. From Rome,

I Watch. You may not pafs, you muft return : our General

Will no more hear from thence.

1 Waich, You'll fee your Rome embrac'd with fire, before

You'll rpeak with Coriolanus.

Mtn, 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 j it is Menen'ms,

I Watch. Be it fo, go back : the virtue of your name
Is not here paflfable.

Men. I tell thee, fellow,

Bb 2 Thy

/



196 CORIOLANUS.
Thy General is my lover : I have been

The book of his good adts, whence men have read

His fame unparallel'd happily amplified

:

For I have ever verified my friends,

(Of whom he's chief) with all the fize that verity

Would without lapfing fwffev: nay, fbmetimes,

Like to a bowl upon a fubtle ground

I've tumbled paft the throw; and in his praife

Have, almoft, ftamp'd the leafing. Therefore, fellow,

I muft have leave to pafs.

1 Watch, Faith, Sir, if you had told as many lies in his be-

half, as you have utter'd words in your own, you fliould not

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 MenemuSy

always' fadionary of the party of your General.

2 Watch. Howfoever you have been his Har, as you fay

you have ; I am 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.

I Watch. You are a Roman are you

Men. I am as thy General is.

I 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 a violent popular ignorance, given your ene-

my your fhield, think to front his revenges with the eafie

groans of old women, the virginal palms of your daughters, or

with the palfied interceffion 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 Rome, and prepare for your

execution : you are condemn'd, our General has fworn you

out of reprieve and pardon. Men,
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Men. Sirrah, if thy captain knew I were here, he would ufe

me with eftimation.

I Watch. Come, my captain knows you not.

Men, I mean thy General.

I Watch. My General cares not for you. Back, I fay, go ,*

left I let forth your half pint of Blood. Back, that's the ut-

moft of your having, back.

Men. Nay, but fellow, fellow.

Enter Coriolanus with Aufidius.

Cor. What's the matter ?

Men, Now you champion, I'll fay an errand for you you

fhali know now that I am in eftimation
^

you fhall perceive,

that a jack-gardant cannot office me from my fon Coriolanm-y

guefs but my entertainment with him j if thou ftand'ft not i'th'

ftate of hanging, or of fome death more long in fpe(5tatorfhip,

and crueller in fuffering, behold now prefently, and fwoon for

what's to come upon thee.— The glorious Gods fit in hourly

fynod about thy particular profperity, and love thee no worfe

than thy old father Menenhts does. Oh my fbn, my fon ! thou

art preparing fire for us,- look thee, here's water to quench it.

I was hardly mov'd to come to thee; but being afTured none

but my lelf could move thee, I have been blown out of our

gates with fighs, and conjure thee to pardon Rome, and thy peti-

tionary countrymen. The good Gods affwage 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, remiffion lyes

In Volfctan breafls. That we have been famiiiar,

la-

4.
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Ingrate forgetfulnefs (hall poifon, rather

Than pity ; note how much therefore be gone.

Mine ears againft your fuits are ftronger than

Your gates againft my force. Yet for I loved thee,

Take this along, I writ it for thy fake, [Gives htm a letter.

And would have lent it. Another word, Menemus^

I will not hear thee fpeak. This man, Aufidm^^

Was my belov'd in Rome
\

yet thou behold'ft

Auf. You keep a conftant temper. \Rxeunt.

Manent the Guard and Menenius.

I Watch, Now, Sir, is your name Menenm?
1 Watch. 'Tis a fpell you fee of much power : you know the

way home again.

I Watch. Do you hear how we are fhent for keeping your

greatne{s back ?

z Watch. What caufe do you think I have to fwoon ?

Men. I neither care for th' world, nor your General : for

fuch 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 worft. For you, be what you are long;

and your mifery encreafe with your age. I fay to you, as I was

faid to, Away. [Exit,

1 Watch. A noble fellow, I warrant him.

2 Watch. The worthy fellow is our General. He's the rock,

the oak not to be wind-fliaken. \Extt Watth,

SCENE ni.

Re-enter Coriolanus and Aufidius.

Cor, We will before the walls of Rome to-morrow

Set down our hoft. My partner in this adion.

You muft report to th' Volfcian lords how plainly

IVe
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IVe bofti this bufinefs.

Auf. Only their ends you have refpeded
;

ftopt

Your ears againft the general fuit 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 Tent to RomCy

Lov'd me above the meafure of a father:

Nay, Godded me indeed. Their lateft refuge,

Was to fend him : for whofe old love, I have

(Tho' I fhew'd fow'rly to him) once more ofFer'd

The firfl 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 embaffie, and fuits.

Nor for the ftate, nor private friends hereafter

W^ill I lend ear to. Ha! what fhout is this? [JJjouf wtth'm.

Shall I be tempted to infringe my vow

In the fame time 'tis made? I will not

Enter Virgilia, Volumnia, Valeria, yomg Martius, with

Attendants.

My wife comes foremoft, then the honoured mould

Wherein this trunk was fram'd, and in her hand

The grand-child to her blood. But, out affedion?

All bond and privilege of nature break
;

Let it be virtuous, to be obftinate.

What is that curt'fie 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 mole-hill fhould

In fupphcation nod ,• and my young boy

Hath an afped of interceffion, which

Great
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Great nature cries, deny not. Let the Volfctans ^

Plough Rome, and harrow Italy j Til never

Be fuch a gofling to obey inftind; but ftand

As if a man were author of himfelf,

And knew no other kin.

y'irg. My lord and husband f

Cor, Thele eyes are not the fame I wore in Rome,

Vtrg. The forrow that delivers us thus chang'd.

Makes you think lb.

Cor, Like a dull ador now,

I have forgot my part, and I am out,

Even to a full difgrace. Beft of my flelli.

Forgive my tyranny, but do not fay,

For that, forgive our Romans. O a kifs

Long as my exile, fwe^t as my revenge!

Now by the jealous Queen of heav'n, that kifs

I carried from thee, dear; and my true lip

Hath virgin'd it e'er fince. You Gods I pray.

And the moft noble mother of the world

Leave unfaluted : fink my knee i'th' earth \kneels

Of the deep duty more imprefTion fhew

Than that of common fbns.

Vol O (land up bleft!

Whilfl; with no fbfter cufliion than the flint

I kneel before thee, and unproperly

Shew duty as miftaken all the while, [kneels

Between the child and parent.

Cor. What is this?

Your knees to me ? to your correded fbn ?

Then let the pebbles on the hungry beach

Fillop the ftars : then, let the mutinous winds

Strike the proud cedars 'gainfl: the fiery j(un

:

Murd'ring impoffibility to make
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what cannot be flight work.

Vol. Thou art my warrior,

I holp to frame thee. Do you know this lady ?

Cor, The noble filler of Poplkola

:

The moon of Rome, chafte as the ificle,

That's curdled by the frofl from pureft fnow,

And hangs on DiarCs temple: dear Valeria

Vol, This is a poor epitome of yours, \Jhewmg yomg Martius.

Which by th' interpretation of full time

May fhew like all your felf

Cor. The God of foldiers.

With the confent of fupream Jove^ inform

Thy thoughts with noblenefs, that thou may'ft prove

To fhame unvulnerable, and ftick i'th' wars

Like a great fea-mark, (landing every flaw.

And faving thofe that eye thee.

Vol. Your knee, firrah.

Cor. That's my brave boy.

Vol, Even he, your wife, this lady, and my felf.

Are fuitors to you.

Cor. I befeech you, peace:

Or if you'd ask, remember this before ;

The thing I have forfworn to grant, may never

Be held by you denial. Do not bid me
Difmiis my foldiers, or capitulate

Again with Rome's mechanicks. Tell me not

Wherein I feem unnatural : defire not

T'allay my rages and revenges, with

Your colder reafbns.

Vol. Oh, no more: no more:

You've faid you will not grant us any thing

:

For we have nothing elfe to ask, but that

Which you deny already : yet we will ask,

Vol. V. Cc That
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That if we fail in our requeft, the blame

May hang upon your hardnefs ; therefore bear as.

Cor, Aufidtus^ 2in^ ^on yolfdans, mark,- for we'll

Hear nought from Rome in private. Your requeft ?

yol. Should we be fiient and not fpeak, our raimcat

And ftate of bodies would bewray what life

We've lead fince thy exile. Think with thy (elf.

How more unfort'nate than all living women
Are we come hither ; fince thy fight, which fhould

Make our hearts flow with joy, hearts dance with comforts;,

Conftrains them weep, and (hake with fear and Ibrrow

;

Making the mother, wife, and child to fee.

The fon, the husband, and the father tearing

His country's bowels out: and to poor we.

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 vidory.

Whereto we're bound ? Alack, or we muft lofe

The country, our dear nurfe j or el/c thy perfbn,

Our comfort in the country. We muft find

An eminent cakmity, tho' we had

Our wi(h, which fide fliou'd 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 wife and childrens blood. For my felf, fon,

I purpofe not to wait on fortune, 'till

Thefe wars determine : if I can't perfwade thee

Rather to (hew a noble grace to both parts.

Than feek the end of one ; thou {halt no fooner

March
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March to affault thy country, than to tread

(Truft to't, thoa (halt not) on thy mother's womb.

That brought thee to this world.

yirg. 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 fight.

Cor. Not of a woman's tendernefs to be.

Requires no child nor woman's face to fee

:

I've fate too long.

yoL Nay, go not from us thus

:

If it were fo, that our requeft did tend

To fave the Romansy thereby do deftroy

The Volfc'ians whom you ferve, you might condemn us.

As poyfbnous of your honour. No ,• our fiiit

Is that you reconcile them : while the Volfc'tam

May fay, this mercy we have fhew'd the Romans

^

This we receiv'd ,• and each in either fide

Give the all-hail to thee, and cry, be bleft

For making up this peace. Thou know'ft, great fon.

The end of war's uncertain j but this certain.

That if thou conquer Rome, the benefit

Which thou lhalt 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 laft attempt he wip'd it out,

* Deftroy'd his country, and his name remains

* To th' enfuing age, abhorr'd * Speak to me, fon:

Thou haft afft ded the firft ftrains of honour.

To imitate t\\>- graces of the Gods,

To tear with ihimder the wide checks o'th' air.

And yet to change thy fulphur with a bok,

C c 1 That
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That fliould but rive an oak. Why doft not fpeak?

Think'ft thou it honourable for a noble man
Still to remember wrongs ? Daughter, fpeak you

:

He cares not for your weeping. Speak thou, boy,

Perhaps thy childiflinefs will move him more

Than can our reafbns. There's no man in the world

More bound to's mother, yet here he lets me prate

Like one i'th' ftocks. Thou'ft: never in thy life

Shew'd thy dear mother any courtefie ,•

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

Has cluck'd thee to the wars, and fafely home
Loaden with honour. Say my requeft's unjuft.

And fpurn me back : but if it be not fb.

Thou art not honeft, and the Gods will plague thee

That thou reftrain'ft from me the duty, which

To a mother's part belongs. He turns away :

Down ladies ; let us fhame him with our knees*

To his fir-name Coriolanus 'longs more pride.

Than pity to our prayers. Down j and end.

This is the lad. So we will home to Romty

And die an^ong our neighbours : nay, behold us.

This boy, that cannot tell what he would have,

But kneels, and holds up hands for fdlowlhip.

Docs reafon our petition with more ftrength

Than thou haft to deny't. Come, let us go:

This fellow had a Volfcmn to his mother:

His wife is in Certoliy and his child

Like him by chance ; yet give us our difpatch t

I'm hufht until our city be afire^

And then I'll /peak a little.

Cor. Mother, mother ! [Holds her hy the handsy ftlent.

What have you done ? behold, the heav'ns do ope.

The Gods look down, and this unnatural fcene

They



CoRIOLANUSi
They laugh at. Oh, my mother, mother! ohf

You've won a happy vidtory to Rome

:

But for your fon, believe it, oh believe it,

Moft dang'roufly you have with him prevail'd.

If not moft mortal to him. Let it come :

Aufidtusy though I cannot make true wars,

I'll frame convenient peace. Now, good Aufidmsy

Were you in my ftead, fay, would you have heard

A mother lefs? or granted left, Aufidml

Auf, I too was mov'd.

Cor, I dare be fworn you were

;

And, Sir, it is no little thing to make

Mine eyes to fweat compaffion. But, good Sir^

What peace you'll make, advife me : for my part,

I'll not to RomCy I'll back with you, and pray you

Stand to me in this caufe. O mother ! wife

!

Auf. I'm glad thou'ft fet thy mercy and thy honour

At difference in thee ; out of that I'll work

My felf a former fortune. \Aftde.

Cor. Ay, by and by,* but we will drink together

j

And you fliall bear \To Vol. Virg.

A better witnefs back than words, which we
On like conditions will have counter-feal'd.

Come, enter with us : ladies, you deferve

To have a temple built you: all the fwords

In hal^y and her confederate arms,

Could not have made this peace. , \Exeunt.
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SCENE IV.

R O M E.

Enter Mcnenius and Sicinius.

Men, QEE you yond coin o'th' capitol, yond corner ftone?

O Sic. Why, what of that ?

Men. If it be pofTible for you to difplace it with your little

finger, there is fome hope the ladies of Rome^ efpecially his

mother, may prevail with him. But I fay there is no hope

in't, our throats are fentenc'd, and ftay upon execution.

Stc» Is't poffible 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 MarUus is grown from man to

dragon : he has wings, he's more than a creeping thing.

S'tc. He lov'd his mother dearly.

Men. So did he me j and he no more remembers his mo-

ther now, than an eight years old horfe. The tartnefs of his

face fours ripe grapes. When he walks, he moves like an en-

gine, 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 ftate as a thing made for Alexander,

What he bids be done is finifii'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. I paint him in the character. Mark what mercy his

mother fliall bring from him y there is no more mercy in him,

than there is milk in a male tyger ; that (hall our poor city find 5

and all this is long of you.

S'tc. The Gods be good unto us.

Men.
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Men, No, in fuchacafe the Gods will not be good unto us.

When we banifh'd him, we refpeded not them: and he re-

turning to break our necks, they refpec^ not us.

Enter a Mejfenger.

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 Mejfenger.

Sk, What's the news ?

Me/, Good news, good news, the ladies have prevail'd.

The Folfdans are diflodg'd, and Martsus gone

:

A merrier day did never yet greet Rome^

No, not th' Expulfion of the Tarqu'ms,

Sk. Friend,

Art certain this is true? is it moft certain?

Me/. As certain as I know the fun is fire

:

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

Ne'er through an arch Co hurried the blown tide,

As the recomforted through th' gates. Why, hark youj

[Trumpets
J
Hauthys, Drums heat^ all together.

The trumpets, fackbuts, pfalteries and fifes.

Tabors and cymbals, and the (houting Romans

Make the fun dance. Hark you. \AJhout wuh'm.

Men, This is good news

:

I will go meet the ladies. This Volumn'ta

Is worth of confuls, fenators, patricians,

A city full : of tribunes, fiich as you,

A fea and land full. You've pray'd well to-day :

This morning, for ten thoufand of your throats

I'd
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rd not have given a doit. Hark how they joy.

[Sound flUl With the JhoutSs

Sic, Firft, the Gods blefs yoa for your tidings: next.

Accept my thankfulnefs.

Mef, Sir, we have all great caufe to give great thanks.

Sk. They're near the city ?

Mef. Almoft at point to enter.

Sk. We'll meet them, and help the joy. \Exeunt.

Enter two fenators with ladks pafflng over the ftage^ w'ah

other lords.

Sen, Behold our patronefs, the life of Rome :

Call all your tribes together, praife the Gods,

And make triumphant fires: ftrew flowers before them:

Unftiout the noife that banifli'd Mart'ms

;

Repeal him with the welcome of his mother

:

Cry, welcome ladies, welcome.

. All, Welcome ladies, welcome- [Exeunt,

\AflouriJh with drums and trumpets.

s c E N E V.

A N T I U M.

Enter Tullus Aufidius, with Attendants^

Auf, (T^ O tell the lords o'th' city, I am here

:

VJ Deliver them this paper : having read it.

Bid them repair to th' market-place, where I,

F . cn 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. Difpatch,

^ Enter
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Enter three or four Confp'trators of Aufidius'^ faB'ton,

Moft welcome.

1 Con, How is it with our General ?

Auf. Even fb,

As with a man by his own alms impoyfbn'd.

And with his charity flain.

2 Con, Moft noble Sir,

If you do hold the fame intent, wherein

You wifh'd us parties ; we'll deliver you

Of your great danger.

Auf. Sir, I cannot tell.

We muft proceed as we do find the people.

3 Con. The people will remain uncertain, whilft

'Twixt you there's difference but the fall of either

Makes the (urvivor heir of all.

Auf. I know it
j

And my pretext to ftrike at him admits

A good conftrud:ion. I rais'd him, and pawn'd

Mine honour for his truth ; who being fo heighten'd,

He watered his new plants with dews of flattery,

Seducing fb my friends; and to this end,

He bow'd his nature, never known before.

But to be rough, unfwayable, and free.

3 Con. Sir, his ftoutncfs

When he did ftand for Conful, which he loft

By lack of ftooping

Auf. That I would have fpoke of:

Being banifh'd for't, he came unto my hearth,

Prefented 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 chufe

Out of my files, his projeds to accomplifh,

Vol. V. D d My
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My beft and freftieft men j ferv'd his defignnaents

In mine own perfon
;
hop'd to reap the fame

Which he did make all his j and took fbme pride

To do my felf this wrong ; *till at the laft,

I feem'd his follower, nor partner j and

He wag'd me with his countenance, as if

I had been mercenary.

1 Co^c So he did, my lord

:

The army marvell'd at it, and at laft

When he had carried Rome^ and that we look'd

For no lefs fpoil, than glory

Ar^f. There was it:

For which my finews (ball be ftretch*d upon him :

At a few drops of womens rheum, which are

As cheap as lies, he fold the blood and labour

our great adion 5 therefore fhall he die.

And I'll renew me in his fall. But hark.

[Drums and trumpets founds with great jhouts of the people.

T Con, Your native town you enter'd like a poft,

And had no welcomes home, but he returns

Splitting the air with noife.

2 Con. And patient fools,

Whofe children he hath (lain, 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 rcafons with his body.

Auf. Say no more.

Here come the lords.

Enter
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Enter the Lords of the Chy.

All Lords, You're mod welcome home.

Auf, I have not deferv'd it.

But, worthy lords, have you with heed perus'd

What I have written to you ?

All We have.

I Lord. And grieve to hear it.

What faults he made before the laft, I think

Might have found eafie fines : but there to end,

Where he was to begin, and give away

The benefit of our levies, anfwering us

With our own charge, making a treaty where

There was a yielding j admits no excufe.

Auf. He approaches, you (hall hear him.

SCENE VI.

Enter Coriolanus marchmg ivith drums and colours^ the Commons

being with htm.

Cor. Hail, lords 1 am return'd, your foldier;

No more infected with my country's love.

Than when I parted hence, but ftill fubfifting

Under your great command. You are to know.

That profperoufly I have attempted, and

With bloody paffage led your wars, even to

The gates of Rome : our fpoils we have brought home
Do more than counterpoife a full third part

The charges of the a(5tion. 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' Senate, what

D d 1 We
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We have compounded on.

j4uf. Read it not, noble lords.

But tell the traitor in the higheft degree

He hath abus'd your powers.

Cor. Traitor f how now!

^uf. Ay, traitor, Martms.

Cor. Marims !

Aif. Ay, Mart'msy Cams MarUus ; doft thou think

I'll grace thee with that robbery, thy ftoln name
Cor'iolanus, in Cortolt 1

You lords and head o'th' ftate, perfidioufly

He has betray'd your bufinefs, and given up.

For certain drops of fait, your city Rome^

I fay your city, to his wife and mother.

Breaking his oath and refolution like

A twift of rotten filk, never admitting

Counfel o'th' war ^ but at his nurfe's tears

He whin'd and roar'd away your vidory,

That pages blufh'd at him, and men of heart

Look'd wondring each at other.

Cor. Hear'ft thou, Mars?

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

Cor. Ha I

. Auf. No more.

Cor. Meafurelefs liar, thou haft made my heart

Too great for what contains it. Boy ? O flave !

Pardon me, lords, 'tis the firft time that ever

I'm forc'd to fcold. Your judgments, my grave lords,

Muft give this cur the lie ^ and his own notion.

Who wears my ftripes imprcft upon him, that

Muft bear my beating to his grave, fhall join

To thruft the lie unto him.

I Lord. Peace both, and hear me Ipeak.
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Cor. Cut me to pieces, Volfctans^ men and lads.

Stain all your edges in me. Boy! falfe hound!

If you have writ your annals true, 'tis there.

That Hke an eagle in a dove-coat, I

Flutter'd your Volfc'tans in Cor'tolu

Alone I did it. Boy !

Auf. Why, noble lords,

Will you be put in mind of his blind fortune.

Which was your fhame, by this unholy braggart,

'Fore your own eyes and ears ?

All Con. Let him dye for't.

All People. Tear him to pieces, do it prefently

:

He kill'd my fon, my daughter, kill'd my coufin,

He kill'd my father.

2 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^ Aufidm^
And trouble not the peace.

Cor. O that I had him.

With fix Aufidtuss^ or more ; his tribe
j

To ufe my lawful fword

Atif. Infolent villain..

All Con. Kill, kill, kill, kill, kill him.

\The confptrators all draWj and kdl Martius, who falls^

and Aufidius ftands on htm.

Lords. Hold, hold, hold, hold.

Auf. My noble lords, hear me (peak.

I Lord. Tullus

1 Lord. Thou haft done a deed, whereat

Valour will weep.

3 Lord. Tread not upon him matters all, be quiet^

Put up your fwords.

Auf.
f
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Auf. My lords, when you fliall know (as in this rage

Provok'd by him, you cannot) the great danger

Which this man's Ufe cid owe you, you'll rejoice

That he is thus cut off. PJeafe it your honours

To call me to your Senate, I'll deliver

My felf your loyal fervant, or endure

Your heavieft cenfure.

I Lord. Bear from hence his body,

And mourn you for him. Let him be regarded

As the moft noble coarl'e, that ever herald

Did follow to his urn.

1 Lord, His own impatience

Takes from Aufidms a great part of blame :

Let's make the bcft of it.

Auf. My rage is gone,

And I am ftruck with forrow : take him up

:

Help three o'th' chiefcft fbldiers ; 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.

Yet he (hall have a noble memory.

\Ex€unt^ bearing the body of Martius. A dead march founded.
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ACT 1. SCENE I.

ROME.

Enter Flavius, Murellus, and certain Commoners.

F L A V I u s.

E N C E ^ home you idle creatures, get you home
Is this a holiday ? what, know you not.

Being mechanical, you ought not walk

Upon a labouring day, without the fign

Of your profeflion ? fpeak what trade art thou ?

Car. Why Sir, a carpenter.

Mur. Where is thy leather apron, and thy rule?

What doft thou with thy beft apparel on ?

You Sir, what trade are you ?

Coh. Truly Sir, in refped of a fine workman I am but as

you would fay, a cobler.

Mur. But what trade art thou? anfwer me diredly.

Coh. A trade. Sir, that I hope I may ufe with a fafe con-

fcience, which is indeed. Sir, a mender of bad foals.

Flav, What trade, thou knave ? thou naughty knave, what

trade ?

Vol; V. Ee ' Coh.
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Cok Nay, I befeech you, Sir, be not out with me; yet if

you be out, Sir, I can mend you.

M/r. What mean'ft thou by that? mend me, thou fawcy

fellow ?

Col?. Why, Sir, cobble you.

Flav. Thou art a cobler, art thou?

Cok Truly Sir, all that I live by, is the awl : I meddle
with no tradefman's matters, nor woman's matters ; but v\ ith-

all, I am indeed, Sir, a furgeon to old fhoes ; when they are

in great danger, I re-cover them. As proper men as ever trod

upon neats-leathcr have gone upon my handy-work.

fhv. But wherefore art not in thy (hop to-day?

Why dofl: thou lead thefe men about the ftreets ?

Cok Truly Sir, to wear out their (hooes, to get my felf

into more work. But indeed, Sir, we make holy-day to fee

Cte/ar, and to rejoice in his triumph.

Mun Wherefore rejoice!— what conqueft brings he home?
What tributaries follow him to Rome,

To grace in captive bonds his chariot wheels ?

You blocks, you ftones, you worfe than fenfelels things

!

O you hard hearts ! you cruel men of Rome /

Knew you not Pompey? many a time and oft

Have you climb'd up to walls and battlements.

To towers and windows, yea to chimney tops.

Your infants in your arms, and there have fate

The live-long day with patient expedation.

To fee great Pompey pafs the ftreets of Rome?
And when you faw his chariot but appear.

Have you not made an univerfal fhout.

That Tylper trembled underneath his banks

To hear the replication of your founds.

Made in his concave fhores?

And do you now put on your beft attire?

And
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And do you now cull out an holiday ?

And do you now ftrew flowers in his way.

That comes in triumph over Pompey's blood?

Be gone

Run to your houfes, fall upon your knees,

Pray to the Gods, to intermit the plague.

That needs muft light on this ingratitude.

Flav, Go, go, good countrymen, and for this fault

Aflemble all the poor men of your fort.

Draw them to Tyher bank, and weep your tears

Into the channel, 'till the loweft ftrcam

Do kifs the moft exalted fhores of all. [Exeunt Commoners,

See where their bafeft mettle be not mov'd.

They vanifh'd tongue-ty'd in their guiltinefs.

Go you down that way tow'rds the capitol.

This way will difrobe the images,

If you do find them deck'd with ceremonies.

Mur. May we do fo ?

You know it is the feaft of LupenaL

Flav. It is no matter, let no images

Be hung with Cafar's trophies,- I'll about.

And drive away the vulgar from the ftreets

:

So do you too, where you perceive them thick.

Thefe growing feathers pluckt from 6W/^r's wing

Will make him fly an ordinary pitch.

Who elfe would foar above the view of men.

And keep us all in fervile fearfulnefs. [Exeunt.

Eel SCENE
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SCENE 11.

Enter Cxfar, Antony for the Courfe, Calphurnia, Portia, Decius,

Cicero, Brutus, Caflfius, Cafca, a Soothfa'yer
^ after them

Murellus and Flavius.

Caf. Calphurnta*

Cafe. Peace ho, Cafar /peaks.

Cisf, Calphurn'ta,

Calp, Here, my lord.

Cdef Stand you dire<StIy in Anton'ms* way.

When he doth run his courfe Antontus.

Ant. Cafar
^
my lord.

Caf Forget not in your (peed, Antomus^

To touch Calphurma ; for our elders lay.

The barren touched in this holy chafe,

Shake off their fteril courfe.

Ant, I fhall remember.

When Cafar fays, do this it is perform'd.

Caf Set on, and leave no ceremony out.

Sooth. Cafar.

Caf. Ha! who calls?

Cafe. Bid every noife be ftill; peace yet again.

Caf Who is it in the prefs that calls on me ?

I hear a tongue fhriller than all the mufick.

Cry, Cafar. Speak
; Cafar is turn'd to hear.

Sooth. Beware the ides of March,

Caf What man is that ?

Bru. A footh-fayer bids you beware the ides of March,

Caf Set him before me, let me fee his face.

Caf. Fellow, come from the throng, look upon Cafar.

Caf What fay'ft thou to me now ? /peak once again.

Sooth.

\
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Sooth. Beware the ides of March.

Caf, He is a dreamer, let us leave him
^

pafs.

[Exeunt. Manent Brutus and Caflius.

SCENE III.

Caf. Will you go fee the order of the courfe ?

Bru. Not I.

Caf. I pray you do.

Bru. I am not gamefom j I do lack fbme part

Of that quick fpirit that is in Antony

:

Let me not hinder, Cajfius^ your defires;

I'll leave you.

Caf, Brutus, I do obferve you now of late

;

I have not from your eyes that gentlenefs

And {hew of love, as I was wont to have
5

You bear too ftubborn and too ftrange a hand

Over your friends that love you.

Bru. CaJfiuSy

Be not deceiv'd : if I have veil'd my look,

I turn the trouble of my countenance

Meerly upon my felf. Vexed I am
Of late, with paflions of fome difference.

Conceptions only proper to my felf.

Which give fbme foil, perhaps, to my behaviour

:

But let not therefore my good friends be griev'd.

Among which number Cajfius be you one.

Nor conftrue any further my negled:.

Than that poor Brutus, with himfelf at war.

Forgets the fhews of love to other men.

Caf. Then Brutus, I have much miftook your paffion,

By means whereof, this breafl of mine hath buried

Thoughts of great value, worthy cogitations.

Tell me good Brutus^ can you fee your face ?
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Bru, No, Cafftus ^ for the eye fees not it felf,

But by reflecStion from fbitie other things.

Caf. 'Tisjuft.

And it is very much lamented, Brutus^

That you have no fuch mirrors, as will turn

Your hidden worthinefs into your eye^

That you might fee your fhadow. I have heard

Where many of the befl: refped; in Rome,

(Except immortal Cafar) fpeaking of Brutus^

And groaning underneath this age's yoak.

Have wifh'd that noble Brutus had his eyes.

Bru, Into what dangers would you lead me, Cajfius,

That you would have me feek into my felf.

For that which is not in me?

Caf, Therefore, good ^r//j?^^, be prepar'd to hear

:

And fince you know you cannot fee your felf

So well as by refledtion
\

I, your glafs,

Will modeftly difcover to your felf

That of your felf, which yet you know not of.

And be not jealous of me, gentle Brutus:

Were I a common laugher, or did ufe

To ftale with ordinary oaths my love

To every new proteftor ^ if you know

That I do fawn on men, and hug them hard.

And after fcandal them j or if you know,

That I profefs my felf in banqueting

To all the rout, then hold me dangerous. \FlourtJh andJhout.
Bru, What means this (houting ? I do fear, the people

Chufe Cafar for their King.

Caf. Ay, do you fear it ?

Then muft I think you would not have it fo.

Bru, I would not, CaJJius yet I love him well:

But wherefore do you hold me here fo long ?

What
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what is it that you would impart to me?

If it be ought toward the general good,

Set honour in one eye, and death i'th' other.

And I will look on both indifferently :

For let the Gods fo fpeed me, as I love

The name of honour, more than I fear death.

Caf, I know that virtue to be in you, Brutus^

As well as I do know your outward favour.

Well, honour is the fubjed of my ftory:

I cannot tell, what you and other men
Think of this life but for my fingle felf,

I had as lief not be, as live to be

In awe of fiich a thing as I my felf.

I was born free as defar^ lb were you,

We both have fed as well, and we can both

Endure the winter's cold, as well as he.

For once, upon a raw and gufty day,

The troubled T'^her chafing with his fhores,

Cafar fays to me, dar'ft thou CaJJlus now
Leap in with me into this angry flood,

And fwim to yonder point ? upon the word.

Accoutred as I was, I plunged in.

And bad him follow fo indeed he did.

The torrent roar'd, and we did buffet it

With lufty fmews, throwing it afide.

And ftemming it with hearts of controverfie.

But ere we could arrive the point propos'd,

Cafar cry'd, Help me Caffius, or I fink.

I, as ^neas^ our great anceflor.

Did from the flames of Tro^ upon his flioulder

The old Anchtfes bear, fb, from the waves of T'jher

Did I the tired Cafar : and this man
Is now become a God, and Cajjius is
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A wretched creature, and muft bend his body,

If Cafar carelefly but nod on him.

He had a feaver when he was in Spam,

And when the fit was on him, I did mark

How he did fhake : 'tis true, this God did fhake.

His coward lips did from their colour fly.

And that fame eye, whofe bend doth awe the world.

Did lofe its luftre I did hear him groan

:

Ay, and that tongue of his that bad the Romans

Mark him, and write his fpeeches in their books,

Alas ! it cry'd give me fbme drink, Tk'm'ms

As a fick girl. Ye Gods, it doth amaze me,

A man of fuch a feeble temper fliould

So get the ftart of the majeftick world.

And bear the palm alone. [ShouL Flounfh,

Bru. Another general fhout

!

I do believe, that thefe applaufes are

For fbme new honours that are heaped on C<efar,

Caf. ' Why man, he doth beftride the narrow world

* Like a Colojfm^ and we petty men
* Walk under his huge legs, and peep about,

* To find our felves diflionourable graves.

'* Men at fome times are mafters of their fates":

* The fault, dear Brutus^ is not in our ftars,

' But in our fdves, that we are underlings.

^ Brutus, and Cafar I what fhould be in that Cafarl

* Why (hould that name be founded more than yours ?

* Write them together ,•
yours is as fair a name ,•

* Sound them, it doth become the mouth as well

* W^eigh them, it is as heavy conjure with 'em,

^ Bnitus will fiart a fpirit as foon as Cafar.

* Now in the names of all the Gods at once,

^ Upon what meat doth this our Cafar feed,

^ That
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* That he is grown fo great ? Age, thou art fliam'd^

* Rome, thou haft loft the breed of noble bloods.

^ When went there by an age, fince the great flood,

* But it was fam'd with more than with one man ?

* When could they fay, 'till now, that talk'd of Rome,
* That her wide walls incompaft but one man ?

*

O! you and I have heard our fathers fay.

There was a Brutus once, that would have brook'd

Th'eternal devil to keep his ftate in Romey

As eafily as a King.

Bru. That you do love me, I am nothing jealous

What you would work me to, I have fome aim

How I have thought of this, and of thefe times

I ftiall recount hereafter: for this prefent,

I would not fo (with love I might intreat you)

Be any further mov'd. What you have faid,

I will confider ; what you have to fay,

I will with patience hear, and find a time

Both meet to hear, and anfwer fuch high things.

'Till then, my noble friend, chew upon this^

Brutus had rather be a villager.

Than to repute himfelf a fon of Rome

Under fuch hard conditions, as this time

Is like to lay upon us.

Caf, I am glad that my weak words

Have ftruck but thus much (hew of fire from Brutus^

* but one man ?

Now is it Rome indeed, and room enough
When there is in it but one only man.
O ! you and I, Off.

Vol. V. Ff SCENE
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SCENE IV.

Enter Caefar art^l hh Train,

Bru. The games are done, and C^far is returfimgo

Ca/l As they pafs by, pluck Ca/ca by the fleeve.

And he will, after his four fafhion, tell you

What hath proceeded worthy note to-day.

Bru. I will do fo : but look you, Cafftm,

The angry fpot doth glow on defar's brow.

And all the reft look Hke a chidden train,

Calphurma^s cheek is pale, and Ckero

Looks with fuch ferret, and fiich fiery eyes.

As we have (een him in the Capitol,

Being croft in conference with fome fenators.

Caf. Cafca will tell us what the matter is»

Caf. Anton'tus,

Ant, Cdefar.

Caf, Let me have men about me that are fat,.

Sleek-headed men, and fiich as fteep a-nights

:

Yond Cajfim has a lean and hungry look.

He thinks too much j fuch men are dangerous.

Ant, Fear him not, Cafar, he's not dangeroXJS,

He is a noble Roman^ and well given.

Caf, Would he were fatter ; but 1 fear him not

:

* Yet ifmy name were liable to fear,

* I do not know the man I fliould avoid,

* So foon as that fpare CaJJius, He reads much,
* He is a great obferver, and he looks

* Quite through the deeds of men. He loves no plays,

* As thou doft, Antony ; he hears no mufick

:

f Seldom he fmiles, and fmiles in fuch a fort

^ * As if he mock'd himfelf, and icorn'd his Ipirit
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* That could be mov'd to fmile at any thing,

* Such men as he be never at hearts eafe,

* Whilft they behold a greater than themfelv^^

/ And therefore are they very dangerous.

* I rather tell thee what is to be fear'd,

^ Than what I fear ; for always I am defiir.

Come on my right hand, for this ear is deaf.

And tell me truly, what thou think'ft of him.

[Exeunt Cxfar andhU Train,

SCENE V.

Cafca, You pull'd me by the cloak, would you (peak with mc >

Bru. Ay, Ca/ca, tell us what hath chanc'd to-day.

That Cafar looks Co fad.

Cafca, Why you were with him, were you not ?

Bru. I ftiould not then ask Cafca what had chanc'd.

Cafca. Why, there was a crown ofFer'd him and being ofFer'd

him, he put it by with the back of his hand, thus, and then the

.people fell a fliouting.

^ru. What was the fecond noife for ?

Cafca. Why, for that too.

Caf. They fhouted thrice ; what was the laft cry for ?

Cafca, Why, for that too.

Bru, Was the crown ofFer'd him thrice ?

Cafca. Ay marry was't, and he put it by thrice, every time gent-

Jer than other j and at every putting by, mine honeft neighbours

ihouted.

C^ Who ofFer'd him the crown ?

Gafca. Why, Antony*

Bru, Tell us the maniier of it, gentle Cafca,

Qtfca* I can as well be hang'd as tell the manner of it : it was

ineer foolery, I did not mark it. I faw Mark Antony offer him a

F f z crown.
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crown, yet 'twas not a crown neither, 'twas one ofthefe coronets

and, as I told you, he put it by oncci but for all that, to my
thinking, he would fain have had it. Then he offered it to him

again : then he put it by again
;

but, to my thinking, he was

very loth to lay his fingers off it. And then he offered it the

third time 5 he put it the third time by j and ftill as he refus'd it,

therabblement houted, and clapp'd their chopt hands, and threw

up their fweaty night-caps, and uttered fuch a deal of (linking

breath, becaufe C^/ar refus'd the crown, that it had almoft choaked

C^/ar j for he fwooned, and fell down at it : and for mine own
part, I durft not laugh, for fear of opening my lips, and receiving

the bad air.

6*^/ But foft 1 pray you ,• what, did C^far fwoon ?

Ca/ca. He fell down in the market-place, and foam'd at mouth,

and was fpeechlefs.

Bru. Tis very like, he hath the falling-ficknefs.

Cqf. No, C^/ar hath it not ,* but you and I,

And honeft C^fia ; we have the falling-ficknefs.

Ciffca, I know not what you mean by that ,• but I am fure C^/ar

fell down ; If the tag-rag people did not clap him, and hifs him,

according as he pleas'd, and difpleas'd them, as they ufe to do

the players in the theatre, I am no true man.

Bru, What /aid he, when he came unto himfelf ?

Cafca. Marry, before he fell down, when he perceiv'd the

common herd was glad he refus'd the crown, he pluckt me ope

his doublet, and offer'd them his throat to cut : If I had been a

man of any occupation, if I would not have taken him at a word,

I would I might go to hell among the rogues and Co he fell.

When he came to himfelf again, he faid. If he had done, or faid

any thing amifs, he defir'd their worfhips to think it was his in-

firmity. Three or four wenches where I flood, cry'd, alas, good

foul— and forgave him with all their hearts : but there's no heed

to
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to be taken of them, if Cafar had ftabb'd thefr mothers they

would have done no lefs.

Bru, And after that, he came, thus fad, away.

Cafea. Ay.

Caf. Did Ckero fay any thing ?

Cafca, Ay, he ipoke GreeL

Caf, To what effed?

Cafca, Nay, if I tell you that, Pll ne'er look you i'th' face again.

But thofe that underftood him, fmiPd at one another, and (hook

their heads j but for mine own part it was Greek to me. I could

tell you more news too : Murellus and Flavm, for pulling fcarfs

off Cafar's Images, are put to filence. Fare you well. There was

more foolery yet, if I could remember it.

Caf Will you fup with me to-night, Cafca 7

Cafea. No, I am promis'd forth.

Caf Will you dine with me to-morrow ?

Cafea. Ay, if I be alive, and your mind hold, and your dinner

be werth the eating.

Caf Good, I will expert you*..

Cafea. Do fb: farewel both. [Extt^

Bru. What a blunt fellow is this grown to be ?

He was quick mettle, when he went to fchooL

Caf So is he now, in execution

Of any bold or noble enterprize.

However he puts on this tardy form

:

This rudenefs is a fawce to his good wit,

Which gives men ftomach to digeft his words

With better appetites.

Bru. And fb it is : for this time I will leave you.

To-morrow, if you pleafe to fpeak with me,
I will come home to you ; or ifyou will.

Come home to me, and I will wait for you.

Caf I will do To: 'tillthen^ think of the world. Brutus.

Well
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Well Brutusy thou art noble : yet I fee

Thy honourable mettle may be wrought

From what it is dilposM, therefore 'tis meet

That noble minds keep ever with their likes:

For who fo firm, that cannot be fcduc'd ?

C<efar doth bear me hard, but he loves Brutus,

If I were Brutus now, and he were Caffius,

He fliould not humour me.— I will this nighty

In (everal hands, in at his windows throw.

As if they came irom feveral citizens,

Writings, all tending to the great opinion

That Rome holds of his name. Wherein ohfcurely

Cafar's ambition fhall be glanced at.

And after this, let Cuefar leat him fure.

For we will fhake him, or worfe days endure. \Extt^

SCENE VL

7hunder and lightning. Enter 'Galea, his fword drawn,

and Cicero.

. OOD even, Cafca; brought you defar home?
vj Why are you breathlefs, and why ftare you (o ?

Cafe, Are not you mov'd, when all the fway of earth

Shakes Hke a thing unfirm ? O Cnero/

I have feen tempefts, when the fcolding winds

Have riv'd the knotty oaks, and I have feen

Th' ambitious ocean fwell, and rage, and foam.

To be exalted with the threatning clouds

:

But never 'till to-night, never 'till now.

Did I go through a tempeft dropping fire

Either there is a civil ftrife ia heav'o.

Or



JuLIuS C^SAR, 231

Oi: elfe the world, too faucy with the Gods,

Ifacenfes them to fend deftrudion.

Ck. Why, faw you any thing more wonderful ?

Cafe, A common flave, you know him well by fight,

Held up his left hand, which did flame and burn.

Like twenty torches join'd 5 and yet his hand.

Not fenfible of fire, remain'd unfcorch'd.

Befides, (I ha' not fince put up my fword)

Againft the Capitol I met a lion.

Who glar'd upon me, and went (urly by.

Without annoying me. And there were drawn

Upon a heap, a hundred gaftly women
Transformed with their fear, who fwore they faw

Men, all in fire, walk up and down the ftreets.

And yefterday, the bird of night did fit.

Even at noon-day, upon the market-place;,

Houting and (hrieking. When thefe prodigies

Do fo conjointly meet, let not men fay,

Thefe are their reafbns, they are natural:

For I believe, they are portentous things

Unto the climate that they point upon.

Ck. Indeed, it is a Arrange dilpoled time

:

But men may conftrue things after their fafhion,

Clean from the purpofe of the things themfelves.

Comes Cafar to the Capitol to-morrow ?

Cafe, He doth : for h^ did bid Antomm
Send word to you, he would be there to-morrow.

Ck, Good-night then, Cafca ; this difturbed sky

Is not to walk in.

Cajc, Farewel, Ckero^ Cicero.

SCENE



232 Julius C ai s a r.

SCENE VII.

Enter Caflfius.

Caf, Who's there?

Cafe. A Roman.

Caf. Cafcay by your voice.

Cafe. Your ear is good. Cajfms, what night is this?

Caf. A very pleafing night to honeft men.

Cafe. Who ever knew the heavens menace fo ?

Caf. Thofe that have known the earth fo full of faults.

For my part I have walkM about the ftreets.

Submitting me unto the perillous nighty

And thus unbraced, Cafea, as you fee.

Have bar'd my bofom to the thunder-ftone;

And when the crofs blue lightning feem'd to open

The breaft of heav'n, I did prefent my felf

Ev'n in the aim and very flafh of it.

Cafe. But wherefore did you fo much tempt the heav'ns ?

It is the part of men to fear and tremble,

When the mofl: mighty Gods, by tokens, fend

Such dreadful heralds to aftonifli us.

Caf. You are dull, Cafea ; and thofe fparks of life

That fhould be in a Roman, you do want,

Or elfe you ufe not
; you look pale, and gaze.

And put on fear, and caft your felf in wonder.

To fee the ftrange impattence of the heav'ns :

But if you would confider the true caufe.

Why all thefe fires, why all theie gliding ghofts.

Why birds and beafts, from quality and kind.

Why old men, fools, and children calculate

;

Why all thefe things change from their ordinance.

Their natures and pre-formed faculties
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To monftrous quality,- why, you fliall find,

That heaven hath infus'd them with thefe fpirits.

To make them inftruments of fear and warning,

Unto fome monftrous ftate.

Now could I, Cafca^ name to thee a man,

Moft like this dreadful night.

That thunders, lightens, opens graves, and roars

As doth the lion in the Capitol j

A man no mightier than thy felf or me.

In perfonal adion yet prodigious grown,

And fearful, as thefe ftrange eruptions are.

Cafe. 'Tis Cafar that you mean j is it not, CaJJius?

Caf, Let it be who it is : for Romans now

Have t thewes and limbs like to their anceftors
j

But woe the while, our fathers minds are dead,

And we are governed with our mothers fpirits.

Our yoke and fufPrance fhew us womanifh.

Cafe. Indeed, they fay, the Senators to-morrow

Mean to eftablifh Cafar as a King :

And he ftiall wear his crown by fea, and land.

In every place, fave here in Italy.

Caf ' I know where I will wear this dagger th^n.

* Caffius from bondage will deliver CaJJius. >

* Therein, ye Gods, you make tlip weak moft ftrong^

* Therein, ye Gods, you tyrants do defeat

:

' Nor ftony tower, nor walls of beaten brafs,

* Nor airlefs dungeon, nor ftrong Unks of iron,

* Can be retentive to the ftrength of fpirit:

* But life, being weary of thefe worldly bars,

* Never lacks power to difmifs it felf.

* If I know this ,- know all the world befides,

* That part of tyranny, that I do bear,

* I can (hake off at pleafi re.

' V o L. V. G g
•\ manners or capacities.
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Cafe, So can I

:

So every bondman in his own hand bears

The power to cancel his captivity.

Caf, And why (hauld Cafar be a tyrant then ?

Poor man I I know he would not be a wolf.

But that he fees the Romans are but (heep

;

He were no lion, were not Romans hinds.

Thofe that with hafte will make a mighty fire,

Begin it with weak ftraws. What trafli is Rome?
What rubbifli, and what ofFal ? when it ferves

For the bafe matter to illuminate

So vile a thing as Cafar 7 But, oh grief!

Where haft thou led me ? I, perhaps, jfpeak this

Before a willing bondman : then I know

My anfwer muft be made. But I am arm'd.

And dangers are to me indifferent.

Cafe. You fpeak to Cafea, and to fuch a man.

That is no flearing tell-tale. Hold, my hand

:

Be factious for redrefs of all thefe griefs.

And I will fet this foot of mine as far,

As who goes fartheft.

Caf There's a bargain made.

Now know you, Cafea, I have mov'd already

Some certain of the nobleft-n#ided Romans,

To under-go, with me, an enterprize.

Of honourable dangerous confequence
;

And I do know, by this they ftay for me
In Pompey's porch. For now this fearful night.

There is no ftir, or walking in the ftreets ;

And the complexion of the element

Is feav'rous, like the work we have in hand,

Moft bloody, fiery, and moft terrible.
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Enter Cinna.

Cafe, Stand clofe a while, for here comes one in hafte,

{Jaf, 'Tis Cmnay I do know him by his gate.

He is a friend. C'mna^ where hafte you fo ?

Cm. To find out you: who's that, Metellus Cmher?

Caf. No, it*s Cafctty one incorporate

To our attempts. Am I not ftaid for, C'mna?

Cm. I'm glad on't. What a fearful night is this ?

There's two or three of us have feen ftrange fights.

Caf. Am I not ftaid for ? tell me.

Cin. Yes you are.

O Cajfius / could you win the noble Brutus

To our party

Caf Be you content. Good Ctma take this paper.

And look you lay it in the Prstor's chair.

Where Brutus may but find itj and throw this

In at his window ,• fet this up with wax

Upon old Brutus^ ftatue : all this done.

Repair to Pompey's porch, where you (hall find us.

Is Deems Brutus^ and Trehontus there ?

Cm. All, but Metellus Cimher^ and he's gone

To feek you at your houfe. Well, I will hie.

And (b beftow thefe papers as you bad me.

Caf That done, repair to Pompey's theatre. \Exh Cinna.

Come Cafca, you and I will, yet, ere day.

See Brutus at his houfe j three parts of him

Is ours already, and the man entire

Upon the next encounter yields him ours.

Cafe. O, he fits high in all the peoples hearts

:

And that which would appear offence in us.

His countenance, like richeft alchymy.

Will change to virtue, and to worthinefs.

G g 1 Caf.
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Caf, Him, and his worth, and our great need of him.

You have right well conceited ; let us go.

For it is after mid-night, and ere day

We will awake him, and be fiire of him. ^Exemt.

ACT 11. SCENE!.
A G A RD EN,

Enter Brutus.

HAT Lucius / ho !

I cannot, by the progrels of the ftars,

Give gueft how near to day Lucius, I fayf

I would it were my fault to fleep fo fbundly.

When, Lucius, when ? awake, I fay! what, Luc'msf

Enter Lucius.

Luc, Call'd you^ my lord ?

Bru. Get me a taper in my ftudy, Lucius :

When it is lighted, come and call me here.

Luc. I will, my lord. [Exit.

Bru. It muft be by his death : and for my part,

I know no perfonal caufe to fpurn at him.

But for the general. He would be crown'd

How that might change his nature, there's the queftion.

It is the bright day that brings forth the adder.

And that craves wary walking : crown him that

And then I grant we put a fting in him,

That at his will he may do danger with.

Th' abufe of greatnefs is, when it disjoins

Remorfe
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Remorfe from power : and to fpeak truth of defar^

I have not known when his affedtions fway'd

More than his reafbn. But 'tis a common proof,

* That lowlinefs is young ambition's ladder,

* Whereto the cUmber upward turns his face ;

^ But when he once attains the upmoft round,

* He then unto the ladder turns his back,

* Looks in the clouds, fcorning the bafe degrees

* By which he did afcend : fo Cdefar may

:

Then, left he may, prevent. And fince the quarrel

Will bear no colour, for the thing he is,

Fafhion it thus that what he is, augmented.

Would run to thefe, and thefe extremities ;

And therefore think him as a ferpent's egg,

Which hatch'd, would, as his kind, grow mifchievous

:

And kill him in the fhell.

Luc. The taper burneth in your clofet. Sir

:

Searching the window for a flint, I found

This paper, thus feal'd up, and I am fure

It did not lye there, when I went to bed. \Gtves htm the letter,

Bru. Get you to bed again, it is not day;

Is not to-morrow, boy, the firft of March?
Luc. I know not, Sir.

Bru. Look in the kalendar, and bring me word.

Luc. I will. Sir. \Exk
Bru. The exhalations, whizzing in the air.

Give fb much light 5 that I may read by them.

[Opens the letter^ and reads.
Brutus, thou jleeffl ,• awake^ and fee thy felf:

Shall Rome, fpeak^ flr'ikey redrefs,

Brutus, thou fleeffi : awake.

Such inftigations have been often dropt,

'Where
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Where I have took them up

:

Shall Rome thus muft I piece it out,

Shall Rome ftand under one man's awe ? what, Rome 7

My anceftors did from the ftreets of Rome

The Tarqu'm drive, when he was called a King.

Speak, flrtke, redrefs am I entreated then

To fpeak, and ftrike ? O Rome ! I make thee promife.

If the redrefs will follow, thou receiv'ft .

Thy full petition at the hand of Brutus!

Enter Lucius.

Luc, Sir, March is wafted fifteen days. \hnock within,

Bru. 'Tis good. Go to the gate, fome body knocks:

Since CaJJim firft did whet me againft Cafar^

I have not flept

—

* Between the adting of a dreadful thing,

* And the firft motion, all the interim is

* Like a phantafma, or a hideous dream

:

* The genius, and the mortal inftruments

* Are then in council,- and the ftate of man,
* Like to a little kingdom, fuffers then,

* The nature of an inflirre^tion.

Enter Lucius.

Luc. Sir, 'tis your brother CaJJius at the door,

Who doth defire to fee you.

Bru. Is he alone ?

Luc, No, Sir, there are more with him.

Bru. Do you know them ?

Luc, No, Sir, their are pluckt about their cars,

And half their faces buried in their cloaths.

That by no means I may dilcover them,

By any mark of favour.

Bru.
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Bru, Let them enter. [Exit Lucius.

They are the faction. O confpiracy I

Sham'ft thou to fliew thy dang'rous brow by night.

When evils are moft free ? O then, by day

Where wilt thou find a cavern dark enough.

To mask thy monftrous vifage? feek none, confpiracy,

Hide it in fmiles and affability:

For if thou march, thy native femblance on.

Not Erehus it felf were dim enough.

To hide thee from prevention.

SCENE 11.

Enter Caflius, Cafca, Decius, Cinna, Metellus, and Trebonius.

Caf, I think we are too bold upon your refl

;

Good morrow, Brutus j do we trouble you ?

Bru, I have been up this hour, awake all night.

Know I thefe men that come along with you ? [Afide,

Caf, Yes, every man of them ; and no man here

But honours you : and every one doth wifh

You had but that opinion of your felf.

Which every noble Roman bears of you.

This is Trebomus,

Bru, He is welcome hither.

Caf, This, Deems Brutus,

Bru, He is welcome too.

Caf, This, Cafca ^
this, Ctnna*^

And this Metellus Ctmher, •

Bru, They are all welcome.

What watchful cares do interpofe themfelves

Betwixt your eyes and night ?

Caf Shall 1 entreat a word? ^[They whiffer.
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Dec. Here lies the Eaft: doth not the day break here

Cafe. No.

Cm. O pardon, Sir, it doth, and yon grey lines.

That fret the clouds, are meflengers of day.

Cafe. You fhall confefs that you are both deceived

:

Here as I point my fword, the fun arifes.

Which is a great way growing on the South,

Weighing the youthful feafon of the year.

Some two months hence, up higher toward the North

He firft prefents his fire, and the high Eaft

Stands as the Capitol, diredly here.

Bru. Give me your hands all over, one by one.

Caf. And let us fwear our refolution.

Bru. No, not an oath : if not the face of men.

The fufferance of our fouls, the time's abufe,

If thefe be motives weak, break off betimes.

And ev'ry man hence to his idle bed

:

So let high-fighted tyranny range on,

'Till each man drop by lottery. But if thefe.

As I am fure they do, bear fire enough

To kindle cowards, and to fteel with valour

The melting fpirits of women then, countrymen.

What need we any fpur, but our own caufe

To prick us to redrefs? what other bond.

Than fecret Romans, that have fpoke the word.

And will not palter ? and what other oath.

Than honefty to honefty engag'd,

That this fhall be, or we will fall for it.

Swear priefts, and cowards, and men cautelous.

Old feeble carrions, and fuch fufFering fouls

That welcome wrongs : unto bad caufes, fwear

Such creatures as men doubt j but do not ftaia

The even virtue of our enterprize.
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Nor th' inflippreflive mettle of our fpirits

;

To think, that or our caufe, or our performance,

Did need an oath. When ev'ry drop of blood

That ev'ry Roman bears, and nobly bears, _

Is guilty of a feveral baftardy.

If he doth break the fmalleft particle

Of any promife that hath paft from him.

Cof, But what of Ckero ? fhall we found him ?

I think he will ftand very ftrong with us.

Care. Let us not leave him out.

Cm, No, by no means.

Met. O let us have him, for his filver hairs

Will purchafe us a good opinion.

And buy mens voices to commend our deeds :

It {hall be faid, his judgment rul'd our hands
;

Our youths and wildnefs fhall no whit appear.

But all be buried in his gravity.

Bm. O name him not : let us not break with him.

For he will never follow any thing

That other men begin.

Caf. Then leave him out.

Cafe, Indeed, he is not fit.

Dec, Shall no man elfe be touch'd, but only Cafar?

Caf, Dec'msy well urg'd : I think it is not meet,

Mark Antony fo well belov'd of Cafar^

Should out-live C<efar : we fhall find of him

A fhrewd contriver. And you know, his means,

If he improve them, may well flretch fb far,

As to annoy us all; which to prevent.

Let Anton'y and Cefar fall together.

Bru. Our courfe will feem too bloody, Cam CaJJiuSy

To cut the head off, and then hack the limbs
j

Like wrath in death, and envy afterwards;

Vol. V. Hh
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For Antony is but a limb of Cafar,

Let us be facrificers, but not butchers ;

We all ftand up againft the fpirit of Cafar^

And in the fpirit of man there is no blood

:

O that we then could come by Cafafs fpirit,

And not difmember C^efar ! but, alas!

Cafar muft bleed for it. And, gentle friends.

Let's kill him boldly, but not wrathfully
;

Let's carve him as a difh fit for the Gods,

Not hew him as a carkafs fit for hounds.

And let our hearts, as fubtle mafters do.

Stir up their fcrvants to an a(5t of rage.

And after feem to chide them. This fhali make
Our purpofe necelTary, and not envious

:

Which fo appearing to the common eyes.

We (hall be call'd purgers, not murderers.

And for Mark Anton'y, think not of him

;

For he can do no more than Cafar's arm.

When Cafafs head is off.

Caf, Yet I do fear him ,•

For the ingrafted love he bears to defar

Bru. Alas, good CaJJim, do not think of him

:

If he love Cafar, all that he can do

Is to himfelf take thought, and die for Cafar,

And that were much he fhould ,• for he is giv'n

To fports, to wildnefs, and much company.

Treb. There is no fear in him ; let him not die.

For he will live, and laugh at this hereafter. \Clock jlrikes.

Bru, Peace, count the clock.

Caf. The clock hath ftricken three.

Treh. 'Tis time to part.

Caf But it is doubtful yet.

If Cafar will come forth to-day, or no ;

For



Julius G m s ARi 243

For he is ftperftitious gfown of late,

CQuite from the main opinion he held once^

Of fantafie, of dreams, and ceremonies :

It may be, thefe apparent prodigies.

The unaccuftom'd terror of this night,

And the perfuafion of his augurers,

May hold him from the Capitol to-day.

Dec. Never fear that if he be fo refolv'd,

I can o'er-fway him ; for he loves to hear.

That unicorns may be betray'd with trees.

And bears with glaffes, elephants with holes.

Lions with toils, and men with flatterers.

But when I tell him, he hates flatterers.

He fays he does ,• being then moft flattered.

Leave me to work

:

For I can give his humour the true bent j

And I will bring him to the Capitol.

Caf, Nay, we will all of us be there to fetch him.

Bru. By the eighth hour, is that the uttermofl: ?

Cm. Be that the uttermofl:, and fail not then.

Mef. Cams L'lgarms doth bear Cafar hatred,

Who rated him for fpeaking well of Pompey ;

I wonder none of you have thought of him.

Bru. Now good Metellus go along to him

:

He loves me well ; and I have giv'n him reafons

;

Send him but hither, and I'll fafliion him.

Caf. The morning comes upon's j well leave you, Bmtusy

And friends ! difperfe your felves j but all remember
What you have faid, and fliew your felves true Romans^

Bru. Good Gentlemen, look frelh and merrily

Let not our looks put on our purpofes.

But bear it as our Roman adors do.

With untir'd fpirits, and formal conftancy
j

Hh 2 And
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And fo good-morrow to you every one. [Exeum,

Manet Brutus.

Boy! Luctm! faft afleep ? it is no matter.

Enjoy the honey-heavy-dew of flumber :

Thou haft no figures, nor no fantafies.

Which bufie care draws in the brains of men ;

Therefore thou fleep'ft fb found.

SCENE III.

Enter Portia.

Por, Brutus^ my lord!

Bru. Portia^ what mean you ? wherefore rife you now ?

It is not for your health thus to commit

Your weak condition to the raw cold morning.

Por, Nor for yours neither. You've ungently, Brutus^

Stole from my bed : and yefternight at (upper

You fuddenly arofe and walk'd about,

Mufing, and fighing, with your arms a-crofs :

And when I ask'd you what the matter was.

You ftar'd upon me with ungentle looks.

I urg'd you further, then you fcratch'd your head.

And too impatiently ftamp'd with your foot:

Yet I infifted, yet you anfwer'd not,

But with an angry wafture of your hand.

Gave fign for me to leave you : fb I did.

Fearing to flrengthen that impatience.

Which feem'd too much inkindled; and withal.

Hoping it was but an effed: of humour.

Which fbmetime hath his hour with every man.

It will not let you eat, nor talk, nor fleep

;

And could it work fb much upon your lhape,
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As it hath much prevail'd on your condition,

I fliould not know you, Brutus. Dear, my lord.

Make me acquainted with your caufe of grief.

Bru. I am not well in health, and that is all.

Por, Brutus is wife, and were he not in health,

He would embrace the means to come by it.

Bru, Why fb I do : good Portia, go to bed.

Por, Is Brutus fick ? and is it phyfical

To walk unbraced, and fuck up the humours

Of the dank morning? what, is Brutus Cick^

And will he fteal out of his wholfom bed.

To dare the vile contagion of the night ?

And tempt the rheumy and unpurged air,

To add unto his ficknels ? no, my Brutus,

You have fbme fick offence within your mind.

Which, by the right and virtue of my place,

I ought to know of : and upon my knees,

I charge you, by my once-commended beauty,

By all your vows of love, and that great vow
Which did incorporate and make us one.

That you unfold to me, your felf, your half.

Why you are heavy ? and what men to-night

Have had refbrt to you? for here have been

Some fix or feven, who did hide their faces

Even from darknefs.

Bru, Kneel not, gentle Portia.

Por, I ftiould not need, ifyou were gentle Brutus,

Within the bond of marriage, tell me, Brutus^

Is it excepted, I fhould know no fecrets

That appertain to you? am I your felf.

But as it were in fort, or Hmitation ?

To keep with you at meals, comfort your bed,

And talk to you? dwell I but in the fuburbs
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of your good pleafiire ? if it be no more,

Portia is Brutus' harlot, not his wife.

Bru, You are my true and honourable wife.

As dear to me, as are the ruddy drops

That vifit my fad heart.

Por, If this were true, then fhould I know this fecret.

I grant I am a woman 5 but withal,

A woman that lord Brutus took to wife

:

I grant I am a woman but withal,

A woman well reputed^ Cato's daughter.

Think you, I am no ftronger than my /ex,

Being fo father'd, and fb husbanded ?

Tell me your counfels, I will not difclofe them

:

I have made ftrong proof of my conftancy.

Giving my felf a voluntary wound

Here, in the thigh : can I bear that with patience.

And not my husband's fecrets ?

Bru. O ye Gods!

Kender me worthy of this noble wife. [Knock
Hark, hark, one knocks ; Port'ta, go in a while.

And by and by thy bofbm fliall partake

The fecrets of my heart.

All my engagements I will conflrue to thee.

All the charadery of my fad brows.

Leave me with hafte.
Portia.

Enter Lucius and Ligarius.

Lucius y who's there that knocks ?

Luc. Here is a fick man that would /peak with you,

Bru. Cams LigarmSy that Meiellus /pake of.

Boy, ftand afide. Cams L'tgarms/ how?
Cat. Vouchfafe good-morrow from a feeble tongue.

Bru, O what a time have you choie out, brave Caim
' To
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To wear a kerchief? would you were not Jick

!

Cai, I am not fick, if Brutus have in hand

Any exploit worthy the name of honour.

Bm. Such an exploit have I in hand, L'tgartuSy

Had you an healthful ear to hear of it.

Cak By all the Gods the Romans bow before,

I here difcard my ficknefs. Soul of Rome^

Brave fbn, deriv'd from honourable loins.

Thou like an exorcift haft conjur'd up

My mortified fpirit. Now bid me run,

And I will ftrive with things impofTible,

Yet get the better of them. What's to do ?

Bru, A piece of work, that will make fick men whole.

Cai. But are not fome whole that we muft make fick ?

Bru. That muft we alfo. What it is, my Caius,

I ftiall unfold to thee, as we are going,

To whom it muft be done.

Ca/. Set on your foot,

And with a heart new-fir'd I follow you,

To do I know not what : but it fijfficeth

That Brutus leads me on.

Bru, Follow me then. [Exeunt.

S C E N E IV.

CaefarV Palace,

Thunder and L'tghtnmg. Enter Julius Ca?far.

Caf, OR heav'n, nor earth, have been at peace to-night

^ Thrice hath Calphurnia in her fleep cry'd out.

Help, ho ; they murder Cafar, Who's within ?

Enter
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Enter a Servant.

Ser, My lord.

Ccef. Go bid the priefts do prefent facrifice.

And bring me their opinions of fuccefs.

Ser, I will my lord. [Exit.

Enter Calphurnia.

CaL What mean you, Cafar 7 think you to walk forth ?

You (hall not ftir out of your houfe to-day.

C^f. Cafar (hall forth ,• the things that threatned me,

Ne'er lookt but on my back : when they fhall fee

The face of Cafar^ they are vanifhed.

CaL C<efar^ I never ftood on ceremonies,

Yet now they fright me: there is one within,

(Befides the things that we have heard and feen)

Recounts moft horrid fights feen by the watch.

A lionefs hath whelped in the ftreets,

And graves have yawn'd and yielded up their dead

;

Fierce fiery warriors fight upon the clouds,

In ranks and fquadrons and right form of war.

Which drizzled blood upon the Capitol

:

The noife of battel f hurtled in the air,

Horfes did neigh, and dying men did groan.

And ghofts did (hriek and fqueal about the ftreets.

O CiSfar I thefe things are beyond all ufe,

And I do fear them.

Cdef, What can be avoided,

Whofe end is purpos'd by the mighty Gods?

Yet C^far fhall go forth: for thefe predidions

Are to the world in general, as to C^far.

Cat. When beggars die, there are no comets feen.

The heav'ns themfelves blaze forth the death of princes.

t hurtled, or skirmifli'd.
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def. * Cowards die many times before their deaths,

* The valiant never tafte of death but once

;

* Of all the wonders that I yet have heard,

^ It feems to me moft ftrange that men (hould fear

:

* Seeing that death, a neceffary end,

' Will come, when it will come.

Enter a Servants

What fay the Augurs ?

Ser. They would not have you to ftir forth to-day.

Plucking the entrails of an offering forth.

They could not find a heart within the bead.

C^f, The Gods do this in fliame of cowardife

;

Cafar fhould be a beaft without a heart.

If he (hould ftay at home to-day for fear, *

Cah Alas, my lord.

Your wifdom is confum'd in confidence

:

Do not go forth to-day ; call it my fear.

That keeps you in the houfe, and not your own»

We'll fend Mark Antony to the Senate-houle,

And he will fay you are not well to-day

:

Let me, upon my knee, prevail in this.

Caf» Mark Antony fhall fay I am not well,.

And for thy humour, I will ftay at home.

SCENE V.

Enter Decius.

Here's Deem Brutus^ he (hall tell them fb»

* to-day for fear

:

No, Cajar fliall not i Danger knows full v/ell.

That Cafir is more dangerous than he.

We heard two lions litter'd in one day,.

And I the elder and more terrible}

And Ctefar {hall go forth.

Cal. Alas, l^c.

Vol. li

\
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Dec, Cafar, all hail! good-morrow, worthy Cafary

I come to fetch you to the Senate-houfe.

Caf. And you are come in very happy time,

To hear my greeting to the Senators,

And tell them that I will not come to-day:

Cannot is falfe, and that I dare not, faller

;

I will not come to-day j tell them fb, Deem.
CaL Say he is fick.

Caf. Shall C^far fend a lie ?

Have I in conquefl: ftrecht mine arm fb far,

To be afraid to tell grey-beards the truth ?

Dec'mSj go tell them defar will not come.

Dec. Moft mighty Cafar^ let me know fbme caufe,

Left I be laught at when I tell them (b.

Caf, The caufe is in my will, I will not comej

That is enough to fatisfie the Senate.

But for your private fatisfadion,

Becaufe I love you, I will let you know.

Calphurma here, my wife, ftays me at home :

She dreamt laft night flie faw my ftatue.

Which like a fountain, with an hundred fpouts.

Did run pure blood ,• and many lufty Romans

Came fmiling, and did bathe their hands in it.

Thefe flie applies for warnings and portents,

And evils imminent ,• and on her knee

Hath begg'd that I will ftay at home to-day.

Dec, This dream is all ami(s interpreted

;

It was a viiion fair and fortunate :

Your ftatue fpouting blood in many pipes,

In which fo many fmiling Romans bath'd.

Signifies that from you great Rome fhall fuck

Reviving blood, and that great men fhall prefs

For tindures, ftains, rehcks, and cognifance.

This
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This by Calphurma's dream is fignify'd.

Caf, And this way have you well expounded it.

Dec, I have, when you have heard what I can fay

And know it now, the Senate have concluded

To give this day a crown to mighty Ccefar.

If you fhall fend them word you will not come,

Their minds may change. Befides, it were a mock

Apt to be render'd, for fbme one to fay,

* Break up the Senate 'till another time,

* When Cafar's wife fhall meet with better dreams

:

If defar hide himfelf, fhall they not whifper,

Lo, Cafar is afraid f

Pardon me, Cafar, for my dear dear love

To your proceeding bids me tell you this

:

And reafbn to my love is liable.

Caf, How foolifh do your fears feem now, Calpbumia?

I am afhamed I did yield to them.

Give me my robe, for I will go

:

S C E N E VI.

Eriier Brutus, Ligarius, Metellus, Cafca, Trebonius, Cinna^

and Publius.

And look where Publitds is come to fetch me.

Pub. Good-morrow, Ccefar,

Caf, Welcome, Puhl'ms.

What, Brutus^ arc you flirr'd fb early too.*

Good-morrow, Cafca : Ca'tm Ltgar'mSy

Cafar was ne'er fb much your enemy.

As that fame ague which hath made you lean.

What is't a-clock?

Bru, C<efar^ 'tis ftrucken eight.

Caf, I thank you for your pains and courtefie^

I i 2 Enter
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Enfer Ante

See Antony, that revels long a-nigh»

Is notwithftanding up. Good-morn , Antony,

Ant. So to moft noble defar,

Caf. Bid them prepare within :

I am to blame to be thus waited for.

Now Gnna ,• now Metellus • what, Trebonms /

I have an hour's talk in ftore for you.

Remember that you call on me to-day,

Be near me, that I may remember you.

Treb, Cafar, I will ,• and fb near will I be, \Aftde,

That your bed friends fhall wifh I had been further.

Ctef. Good friends go in, and tafte fome wine with me.

And we, like friends, will ftraightway go together.

Bru, That every like is not the fame, O Cafar, \Aftde,

The heart of Brutus earns to think upon ! [Exeunt,

S C E N E VII.

77oe Street.

Enter Artemidorus reading a paper.

CiE S A R, beware of Brutus, take heed of Caflius, come not

near Cafca, have an eye to Cinna, trufi not Trebonius, mark

well Metellus Cimber, Decius Brutus loves thee not ^ thou hafi

wron^d Caius Ligarius. There is but one mind m all thefe men^

and it is bent againfi C^efar. If thou beefi not immortal, look about

thee : fecurity gives way to confpiracy. The mighty Gods defend thee.

Thy lover Artemidorus^

Here will I ftand, *till Cafar pafs along,

And as a fuitor will I give him this

:

My
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My heart laments, that virtue cannot live

Out of the teeth of emulation.

If thou read this, O Cafar^ thou may'ft live

;

If not, the fates with traitors do contrive.

Enter Portia and Lucius.

Por, I pr'ythee, boy, run to the fenate-houfe.

Stay not to anfwer me, but get thee gone;

Why doft thou ftay ?

Luc, To know my errand. Madam.

Por, I would have had thee there, and here again,

Ere I can tell thee what thou fhouldft do there

0 conftancy, be ftrong upon my lide,

Set a huge mountain 'tween my heart and tongue,-

1 have a man's mind, but a woman's might

:

How hard it is for women to keep counfel!

Art thou here yet ?

Luc, Madam, what (hould I do ?

Run to the Capitol, and nothing elfe ?

And fo return to you, and nothing elfe?

Por, Yes, bring me word, boy, if thy lord look well.

For he went fickly forth : and take good note,

What Cafar doth, what fuitors prefs to him.

Hark boy! what noifeis that?

Luc, I hear none. Madam.
Por, Pr'ythee liften well

:

I heard a buftling rumour like a fray.

And the wind brings it from the Capitol.

Luc, Sooth, Madam, I hear nothing.

Enter Artemidorus.

Por, Come hither fellow, which way haft thou been ^

Art, At mine own houfe, good lady.

Por.

253

[Exit,
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Por, What is't a clock ?

Art, About the ninth hour, lady.

Por, Is Cafar yet gone to the Capitol?

Art, Madam, not yetj I go to take my ftanJ,

To fee him pafs on to the Capitol.

Por, Thou haft fome fuit to Cafar, haft thou not ?

Art, That I have, lady, if it will pleafe defar

To be fb good to Cafar^ as to hear me:

I fhall befeech him to defend himlelf

Por, Why, know'ft thou any harm intended tow'rds him ?

Art, None that I know will be, much that I fear,

Good-morrow to you. Here the ftreet is narrow

:

The throng that follows Cafar at the heels

Of Senators, of Prsetors, common fiiitors.

Will crowd a feeble man almoft to death;

I'll get me to a place more void, and there

Speak to great Cdefar as he comes along. \Ex'it.

Por, I muft go in aye me? how weak a thing

The heart of woman is! O Brutus/ Brutus/

The heavens fpeed thee in thine enterprize.

Sure the boy heard me : Brutus hath a fuit

That Cafar will not grant. O, I grow faint

:

Run, Lucms^ and commend me to my lord.

Say I am merry,- come to me again.

And bring me word what he doth fay to thee. [ExeunU
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ACT III. SCENE 1.

The Capitol.

Flourtfh. Enter Cxfar, Brutus, CafTius, Cafca, Decius, Me-

tellus, Trebonius, Cinna, Antony, Lepidus, Artemido-

rus, Popilius, and the Sooth-fa^ers,

C s A R.

HE Ides of March are come.

Sooth, Ay, Cafar^ but not gone.

Art, Hail, Cafar\ read this fchedule.

Dec, Trehomm doth defire you to o'er-read.

At your beft leifure, this his humble fuit.

Art, O Cdofar^ read mine firft ^ for mine's a fuit

That touches Cafar nearer. Read it, Cafar,

Caf. What touches us our felf, fhall be laft ferv'd.

Art. Delay not, Cafar^ read it inftantly.

Caf, What, is the fellow mad?

Fuh, Sirrah, give place.

Caf, What, urge you your petitions in the ftreet?

Come to the Capitol.

Pop, I wifli your enterprize to-day may thrive.

Caf. What enterprize, Pop'dm7

Pop. Fare you well.

Bru, What faid Popilius Lena?

Caf. He wifh'd to-day our enterprize might thrive

:

I fear our purpofe is difcovered.

Bru, Look how he makes to C^far; mark him.

Caf Cafca^ be fudden, for we fear prevention,

Brutus^
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Brutus^ what fhall be done? if this" be known,

Caffius or C^efar never fhall turn back,

For I will flay my felf.

Brtd, Cajfius be conftant:

Pop'tl'ms Lena (peaks not of our purpo/es.

For look he fmiles, and Cafar doth not change.

Caf, Trehontus knows his time; for look you, "Brutusy.

He draws Mark Antony out of the way.

Dec, Where is Metellus Ctmherl let him go,

And prefently prefer his fuit to Cafar.

Bru. He is addrefl:
^

prefs near, and fecond him.

Cm, Cafia^ you are the firfl: that rears your hand..

Are we all ready? what is now amifs.

That Cafar and his Senate muft redrefs ?

Met. Moft high, moft mighty, and moft puiffant Cafar^

Metellus C'tmher throws before thy feat [Kneel'tng,.

An humble heart.

Caf. I muft prevent thee, Cimher
^

Thefe couchings and thefe lowly curtefies

Might fire the blood of ordinary men.

And turn pre-ordinance and firft decree

Into the lane of children. Be not fond,

To think that C<efar bears fuch rebel blood.

That will be thaw'd from the true quality

With that which melteth fools ^ I mean fweet words,,

Low-crooked-curtfies, and bafe fpaniel fawning.

Thy brother by decree is banifhed y

If thou dofl: bend, and pray, and fawn for him,

I fpurn thee hke a cur out of my way.

Know, Qefar doth not wrong, nor without caufe

Will he be fatisfied.

Met. Is there no voice more worthy than my own,,

To found more fweetly in great Cafars ear,,

^ For
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For the repeaHng of my banifli'd brother?

Bru. I kifs thy hand, but not in flattery, C^efar j

Defiring thee, that Publ'ms Ctmher may
Have an immediate freedom of repeal.

Caf. What Brutus!

Caf^ Pardon, Cafar, Cafar^ pardon;

As low as to thy foot doth CaJJius fall,

To beg enfranchifement for Publ'ms Ctmher,

C^ef, I could be well mov'd, if I were as you
;

If I could pray to move, prayers would move me

:

But I am conftant as the northern ftar. *

Let me a little (hew it, even in this ,•

That I was conftant Ctmher fhould be banifli'd.

And conftant do remain to keep him lb.

Ctm. O C<iefaY

Caf, Hence! wilt thou lift up Olympus?

Dec. Great Cafar—

—

Ci!^/. Do not, Brutusj bootlefs kneel. ,

C^/c. Speak hands for me. [They fiah Csefar.

C^f. Et tu) Brute!— then fall Cafar ! [Dtes,

Cift. Liberty ! freedom ! Tyranny is dead

Run hence, proclaim, cry it about the ftreets

Caf, Some to the common pulpits, and cry out.

Liberty, freedom, and enfranchifement.

Bru. People and Senators ! be not affrighted ^

* — northern ftar,

Of whofe true,,fixt, and refting quality,

There is no fellow in the firmament j

The skies are painted with unnumbred fparks.

They are all fire, and every one doth mine,

But there's but one in all doth hold his place.

So, in the world, 'tis furnifii'd well with men,
And men are flcfh and blood, and apprehenfive ^

Yet in the number, I do know but one
That unaflailable holds on his rank,

Unfhak'd of motion; and that I am he.

Let me, (^c.

Vol. V. Kk Fly
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Fly not, (land ftill. Ambition's debt is paid.

Cafe. Go to the pulpit, Brutus,

Dec, And CaJJim too.

Bru, Where's Publ'ms}

Cm. Here, quite confounded with this mutiny.

Met, Stand faft together, left fome friend of Cafafs

Should chance

—

Bru, Talk not of ftanding. Puhl'ms^ good cheer,

There is no harm intended to your perfbn,

Nor to no Roman elfe (b tell them, Publms,

Caf. And leave us, Publmsy left that the people

Ruftiing on us, fliould do your age fome mifchief,

Bru. Do fb, and let no man abide this deed.

But we the doers.

SCENE II.

Enter Trebonius.

Caf. Where's /Antony ?

Tre. Fled to his houfe amaz'd.

Men, wives, and children, ftare, cry out, and run.

As it were dooms-day.

Bru. Fates I we will know your pleafures
;

That we ftiall die, we know ; 'tis but the time

And drawing days out, that men ftand upon.

Caf. Why he that cuts off twenty years of life.

Cuts off fo many years of fearing death.

Bru. Grant that, and then is death a benefit.

So are we Cafar's friends, that have abridg'd

His time of fearing death.

f Cafe. Stoop RomanSy ftoop,

\ In all the editions this fpeech is afcrih'd to Brutus, ihm which nothing is more in-

confiftent with his mild and philofophical chara^er. But {as I often find fpeeches in the

later editions put into ivrong mouths^ different from the firji-publifh'd by the author) I
think this liberty not unreafonable.

J And
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And let us bathe our hands in Cafaf% blood

Up to the elbows, and befmear our fwords

;

Then walk we forth even to the market-place.

And waving our red weapons o'er our heads.

Let's all cry peace! freedom! and liberty!

Caf. Stoop then, and wafh— how many ages hence

\D'tpp'mg their fwords in Csefar'^ hlood.

Shall this our lofty fcene be adted o'er,

In ftates unborn, and accents yet unknown ?

Cafe, How many times fliall Cafar bleed in fport,

That now on Pompey's bafis lies along,

No worthier than the duft ?

Bru, So oft as that fliall be.

So often fliall the knot of us be call'd

The men that gave their country liberty.

Dec, What, fliall we forth ?

Caf Ay, every man away.

Brutus fliall lead, and we will grace his heels

With the mofl: bold, and the beft hearts of Rome.

Enter a Servant,

Bru. Soft, who comes here?

Ser, A friend of Antony's,

Thus, Brutus^ did my mafter bid me kneel ,•

Thus did Mark Antony bid me fall down, [kneeUng.

And being profl:rate, thus he bad me fay.

Brutus is noble, wife, vaHant and honeft^

Ctefar was mighty, royal, bold and loving,-

Say, 1 love Brutus, and I honour him
j

Say, I fear'd Cafar, honour'd him, and lov'd him.

If Brutus will vouchfafe that Antony

May fafely come to him, and be refolv'd

K k 2 How
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How C^efar hath deferv'd to lie in death

:

Mark Antony fhall not dead

So well as Brutus living but will follow

The fortunes and affairs of noble Brutus,

Through the hazards of this untrod ftate,

With all true faith. So fays my mafter Antony,

Bru. Thy mafter is a wife and vaHant Romany

I never thought him worfe.

Tell him, fb pleafe him come unto this place,

He {hall be fatisfied, and by my honour

Depart untouched.

Sew, I'll fetch him prefently. [Exit Servant,

Bru. I know that we fhall have him well to friend.

Caf. I wifh we may; but yet have I a mind

That fears him much and my mifgiving ftill

Falls flirewdly to the purpofe.

SCENE III.

Enter Antony.

Bru. But here comes Antony, Welcome Mark Antony,

Ant, O mighty Cafar ! doft thou lye fo low ?

Are all thy conquefts, glories, triumphs, fpoils,

Shrunk to this little meafure ?— fare thee well.

I know not, gentlemen, what you intend.

Who elfe muft be let blood, who elfe is rank 5

If I my felf, there is no hour fo fit

As Cdefar\ death's hour j nor no inftrument

Of half that worth as thofe your fwords, made rich

With the moft noble blood of all this world.

I do befeech ye, if you bear me hard.

Now whilft your purpled hands do reek and fmoak,

Fulfil your pleafure. Live a thoufand years,

I
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I fliall not find my felf fb apt to die:

No place will pleafe me fo, no means of death.

As here by Cafar^ and by you cut off.

The choice and mafter fpirits of this age.

Bru. O Antony \ beg not your death of us :

Though now we muft appear bloody and cruel,

As, by our hands, and this our prefent a6t,

You fee we do; yet fee you but our hands.

And this, the bleeding bufinels they have done*

Our hearts you fee not, they are pitiful
^

And pity to the general wrong of Rome,

(As fire drives out fire, fo pity, pity)

Hath done this deed on Cafar, For your part.

To you our fwords have leaden points, Mark Antony^

Our arms exempt from malice, and our hearts

Of brother's temper, do receive you in

With all kind love, good thoughts, and reverence.

Caf. Your voice fhall be as ftrong as any man's

In the difpofing of new dignities.

Bru, Only be patient 'till we have appeas'd

The multitude, befide themfelves with fear;

And then we will deliver you the caufe,

Why I, that did love C^far when I ftrook him.

Proceeded thus.

Ant. I doubt not of your wifdom.

Let each man render me his bloody hand ,•

Firft, Alarms Brutus, will I {hake with you;

Next, Caius Cafflus, do I take your hand,-

Now Deems Brutus, yours ; now yours, Metellus

Yours, Cmna ; and my valiant Cafca, yours

;

Though laft, not lead in love, yours, good Trebomus,

Gentlemen all alas, what fhall I fay,

My credit now ftands on fuch flippery ground^

* in ftrength of malice.
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That one of two bad ways you muft conceit me,

Either a coward, or a flatterer.

That I did love thee, Ca/ar, oh 'tis true
;

If then thy fpirit look upon us now.

Shall it not grieve thee dearer than thy death

To fee thy Antony making his peace,

Shaking the bloody fingers of thy foes,

Moft noble ! in the prefence of thy corfe ?

Had I as many eyes, as thou haft wounds.

Weeping as faft as they ftream forth thy blood.

It would become me better than to clofe

In terms of friendfliip with thine enemies.

Pardon me, Julm here waft thou bay'd, brave hart.

Here didft thou fall, and here thy hunters ftand

Sign'd in thy fpoil, and crimfon'd in thy ^ death. *

Caf. Mark Antony

Ant. Pardon me, Cams CaJ/ius

;

The enemies of C^far ftiall fay this

:

Then, in a friend, it is cold modefty.

Ca/. I blame you not for praifing Cafar fb,

But what compa<5l mean you to have with us ?

Will you be prick'd in number of our friends.

Or fliall we on, and not depend on you ?

Ant, Therefore I took your hands, but was indeed

Sway'd from the point, by looking down on Cafar,

Friends am I with you all, and love you all.

Upon this hope, that you (hall give me reafons

Why, and wherein Cafar was dangerous.
b L£the.

* in thy death

O world ! thou waft the foreft to this hart, .

And this indeed, O world, the hart of thee.

How like a deer, Itricken by many princes,

Doft thou here lye?

Caf. Mark Antony^ &c.

Bru,
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Bru. Or elfe were this a favage fpedacle.

Our reafons are fo full of good regard.

That were you Antony the fon of Cafar^

You ftiould be fatisfied.

Ant. That's all I feek
^

And am moreover (uitor, that I may-

Produce his body to the market-place,

And in the pulpit as becomes a friend.

Speak in the order of his fiineral.

Bru. You (hall, Mark Antony,

Caf, Brutus^ a word with you

—

—
You know not what you do, do not confent

That Antony fpeak in his funeral

:

Know you how much the people may be mov'd

By that which he will utter ?

Bru, By your pardon,

I will my felf into the pulpit firft,

And fhew the reafbn of our Caefur's death.

What Antony fhall fpeak, I will proteft

He fpeaks by leave, and by permiflion

And that we are contented Cafar fhall

Have all due rites, and lawful ceremonies

:

It fhall advantage more, than do us wrong.

Caf, I know not what may fall, I like it not.

Bru, Mark Antony here take your Caefafs body

You fhall not in your funeral fpeech blame us.

But fpeak all good you can devife of Cafar^

And fay you do't by our permiffion :

You fhall not elfe have any hand at all

About his funeral. And you fhall fpeak

In the fame pulpit whereto I am going.

After my fpeech is ended.

Ant. Be it fo
5
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I do defire no more.

Bru, Prepare the body then, and follow us. [Exeunt,

S G E N E IV.

Manet Antony.

Ant. O pardon me, thou bleeding piece of earth!

That I am meek and gentle with thefe butchers.

Thou art the ruins of the nobleft man
That ever lived in the tide of times.

Woe to the hand that Ihed this coftly blood

!

Over thy wounds now do I prophefie,

(Which, like dumb mouths, do ope their ruby lips.

To beg the voice and utterance of my tongue)

A curfe fhall light upon the limbs of men;

Domeftick fury, and fierce civil ftrife.

Shall cumber all the parts of Italy ,•

Blood and defl:rud;ion fhall be fb in ufe.

And dreadful obje(5ts fo familiar,

That mothers fhall but fmile, when they behold

Their infants quarter'd by the hands of war.

All pity choak'd with cuftom of fell deeds
^

And C^fafs Spirit, ranging for revenge.

With Ate by his fide come hot from hell.

Shall in thefe confines, with a monarch's voice.

Cry Havock, and let flip the dogs of war
;

That this foul deed fhall fmell above the earth

With carrion men, groaning for burial.

Enter 06tavius'5 Servant,

You ferve OBav'ms C^/ar, do you not ?

Ser. I do, Mark Antony,

Ant. Ccefar did write for him to come to Rome.

Ser,
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Ser, He did receive his letters, and is coming,

And bid me fay to you by word of mouth

O Cafar / \Seemg the hod'y.

Ant. Thy heart is big, get thee apart and weep
;

Paflion I fee is catching, for mine eyes

Seeing thofe beds of Ibrrow ftand in thine.

Began to water. Is thy mafter coming ?

Ser, He lyes to-night within feven leagues of Rome,

Ant, Poft back with fpeed, and tell him what hath chanc'd.

Here is a mourning Rome^ a dangerous Romey

No Rome of fafety for OBav'ms yet ,•

Hie hence, and tell him fo. Yet ftay a while.

Thou (halt not back, 'till I have born this corfe

Into the market-place : there (hall I try

In my Oration, how the people take

The cruel ilTue of thefe bloody men j

According to the which, thou (halt difcourfe

To young OBav'ms of the ftate of things.

Lend me your hand. [Exeunt with Caefar'^ body.

SCENE V.

The Forum.

Enter Brutus, and mounts the Roftra. Caffius, whh the

Plebeians.

Pleb, \1^T^ will be fatisfied j let us be fatisfied.

V V Bru. Then follow me, and give me audience,

Cajffius^ go you into the other ftreet, [friends.

And part the numbers

:

Thofe that will hear me fpeak, let 'em ftay here
5

Thofe that will follow Caffius, go with him.

And publick reafons ihall be rendered

Vol. V. Li Of



o66 Julius CiESAR.

of Cafafs death.

1 Pleh, I will hear Brutm fpeak.

2 Pkb. I will hear Cajffim, and compare their reafons.

When fev'rally we hear them rendered.

\Exeunt CafTius, with fame of the Plebeians.

3 Pleh. The noble Brutus is afcended: filence!

Bru. Be patient 'till the laft.

Romans, Country-men, and ^ Friends ! hear me for my caufe

;

and be filent, that you may hear. Believe me for mine honour,

and have refped to mine honour, that you may believe. Cen-

fure me in your wifdom, and awake your fenfes that you may

the better judge. ' If there be any in this affembly, any dear

* friend of cJfars, to him I fay, that Brutus's love to defar was

* no Icfs than his. If then that friend demand, why Brutus

* rofe againft Ctefar, this is my anfwer : Not that I lov'd Cafar

* lefs, but that I lov'd Rome more. Had you rather Cafar were

* living, and dye all flaves ; than that Cafar were dead, to Hve

< free-men ? As Cafar lov'd me, I weep for him ; as he was

* fortunate, I rejoice at it j as he was valiant, I honour him ;

* but as he was ambitious, I flew him. There are tears for his

' love, joy for his fortune, honour for his valour, and death for

< his ambition. Who's here fo bafe that would be a bond-man ?

* if any, fpeak; for him have I offended. Who is here fo rude,

* that would not be a Roman? if any, fpeak; for him have I

< offended. Who is here fo vile, that will not love his country ?

* if any, fpeak ^ for him have I offended. 1 paufe for a

reply

Ml None, Brutus, none.

Bru. Then none have I offended 1 have done no more to

Cafar than you fhall do to Brutus. The queftion of his death

is inroU'd in the Capitol ; his glory not extenuated, wherein he

was worthy 5 nor his offences enforc'd, for which he fuffered death.

Enter
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Enter Mark Antony with CaefarV body.

Here comes his body, mourn'd by Mark Antony : who though

he had no hand in his death, (hall receive the benefit of his

dying, a place in the commonwealth ; as which of you (hall not ?

With this I depart, that as I flew my bed lover for the good of

Romey I have the fame dagger for my felf, when it (hall pleafe

my country to need my death.

AIL Live, Brutusy live!

1 Pleh, Bring him with triumph home unto his houfe,

2 Pleh. Give him a ftatue with his anceftors.

3 Pleb. Let him be Ccefctr,

4 Pleb, Cafars better parts

Shall now be crown'd in Brutus.

1 Pleb, We'll bring him to his houfe

With fliouts and clamours.

Bru, My countrymen

2 Pleb, Peace! filence! Brutm fpeaks.

I Pleb, Peace, ho!

Bru, Good countrymen, let me depart alone.

And for my fake, (lay here with Antony
;

Do grace to Cdefar\ corps, and grace his fpeech

Tending to C^efar's glories, which Mark Antony

By our permiflion is allow'd to make.

I do intreat you, not a man depart.

Save I alone, 'till Antony have (poke. \Exit,

SCENE VI.

I Pleb. Stay, ho, and let us hear Mark Antony.

3 Pleb, Let him go up into the publick chair.

We'll hear him : noble Antony
^
go up.

Ant^ For Brutus' fake I am beholden to you.

L 1 2
^

4 Pleh.
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4 Plek What does he fay of Brutus 7

3 Pleb. He fays, for Brutus' fake

He finds himfelf beholden to us all.

4 Pleb. 'Twere beft he fpeak no harm of Brutus here.

1 Pleb, This Cafar was a tyrant.

3 Pleb, Nay, that's certain

We are glad that Rome is rid of him.

2 Pleb. Peace, let us hear what Antony can fay.

Ant. You gentle Romans

All, Peace, ho, let us hear him.

Ant. Friends, Romans, countrymen, lend me your ears

* I come to bury Caefar, not to praife him.

* The evil that men do, lives after them,

* The good is oft interred with their bones
5

* So let it be with Cafar ! noble Brutus

* Hath told you, Cafar was ambitious
j

* If it were fo, it was a grievous fault,

* And grievoufly hath Cdefar anfwcr'd it.

' Here, under leave of Brutus^ and the reft,

' (For Brutus is an honourable man,
' So are they all, all honourable menj
*' Come I to fpeak in Cafafs, funeral.

* He was my friend, faithful and juft to me j

* But Brutus fays, he was ambitious,-

* And Brutus is an honourable man.
' He hath brought many captives home to Rome^

Whofe ranfbms did the general coffers fill

Did this in defar feem ambitious ?

When that the poor have cry'd, Cafar hath wept;

Ambition (hould be made of fterner fluff.

Yet Brutus fays, he was ambitious.

And Brutus is an honourable man.

You all did fee, that at the Lupercal
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* I thrice prefented him a kingly crown,

* Which he did thrice refufe. Was this ambition ?

* Yet Brutus fays, he was ambitious,

* And fiire he is an honourable man.
* I rpeak not to difprove what Brutus fpoke,

* But here I am to fpeak what I do know.
* You all did love him once, not without caufe,

* What caufe with-holds you then to mourn for him ?

* O judgment! thou art fled to brutifh beafts,

* And men have loft their reafbn bear with me,
* My heart is in the coffin there with C^efar^

' And I muft paufe 'till it come back to me.

I Fleb, Methinks there is much reafon in his fayings.

If thou confider rightly of the matter,

C<efar has had great wrong. * [place.

3 Pleh. Has he, mafters ? I fear there will a worfe come in his

4 Pleh, Mark'd ye his words ? he would not take the crown.

Therefore 'tis certain, he was not ambitious.

1 Pleh. If it be found fo, fome will dear abide it.

2 Fleb, Poor foul I his eyes are red as fire with weeping.

3 Pleh, There's not a nobler man in Rome than Antony,

4 Pleb. Now mark him, he begins again to /peak.

Ant. ' But yefterday the word of C^/ar might
' Have ftood againft the world ; now hes he there,

* C<e/kr has had great wrong.

5 Plelf. Cafar had never wrong, but with juft caufe.

If ever there was fuch a line written by Shakefpear, / pou'd fancy it might have its

place hereby and very humoroujly in the character of a Plebeian. One might lelieve

Ben Johnfon'j remark was made upon no better credit than fome blunder of an aSlor in
/peaking that verfe near the beginning of the third aB^

Know Cafar doth not wrong, nor without caufe

Will he be fatisfy'd

But the verfe as cited by Ben Johnfon does not conned with— Will he be fatisfy'd.
Perhaps this play was never printed in Ben- JohnfonV time^ and fo he had nothing
to judge by^ but as the aStor pleas'd to fpeak it.

'And
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* And none fb poor to do him reverence.

' O m afters ! if I were difpos'd to ftir

' Your hearts and minds to mutiny and rage,

* I fhould do Brutus wrong, and Cafflus wrong

;

* Who, you all know, are honourable men.
* I will not do them wrong : I rather chufe'

* To wrong the dead, to wrong my felf and you,

* Than I will wrong fuch honourable men.
' But here's a parchment, with the feal of Cafar^

* I found it in his clofet, 'tis his Will,

* Let but the commons hear this teftament,

* (Which, pardon me, I do not mean to read)

* And they would go and kifs dead Cafar's wounds,
* And dip their napkins in his facred blood

* Yea, beg a hair of him for memory,
* And dying, mention it within their wills,

* Bequeathing it as a rich legacy

* Unto their iffue.

4 Pleb. We'll hear the Will, read it Mark Antony,

All. The W'ill, the Will ; we will hear Cafafs Will.

Ant. ' Have patience, gentle friends, I muft not read it,

* It is not meet you know how Cafar lov*d you.

* You are not wood, you are not ftoncs, but men

:

* And being men, hearing the will of Cafar^

* It will inflame you, it will make you mad.
* 'Tis good you know not that you are his he'irs^

* For if you fhould O what would come of it?

^Pleb. Read the Will, we'll hear it, Antony:

You fliall read us the Will, Cafar's Will.

Ant. * Will you be patient ? will you (lay a while ?

' (I have o'er-fliot my felf to tell you of it.)

' I fear I wrong the honourable men,

< Whofe daggers have ftabb'd Cafar— I do fear it.

4 Pleb.
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^Pleh. They were traitors— honourable men

!

M. The will! the teftamentf

2 Pkb. They were villains, murderers the will ! read the will \

Ant, ' You will compel me then to read the will ?

* Then make a ring about the corps of defar^

* And let me (hew you him that made the will.

* Shall I defcend ? and will you give me leave I

All. Come down.

1 Pleb. Defcend. \He comes down from the pulftt.

3 Fleh, You {hall have leave.

4 Pleh, A ring,- ftand round.

1 Pleh, Stand from the hearfe, ftand from the body.

2 Pleh, Room for Antony moft noble Antony /

Ant. Nay prefs not fo upon me, ftand far off.

All. Stand back room bear back

—

Ant. ' Ifyou have tears, prepare to (bed them now.
* You all do know this mantle j I remember
* The firft time ever C^efar put it on,

* 'Twas on a fummer's evening in his tent.

* That day he overcame the Nerv'it

* Look! in this place, ran CaJJim^ ^^ggcr through—
* See what a rent the envious Cafca made
* Through this, the well-beloved Bmtus ftabb'd;

* And as he pluck'd his curfed fteel away,

* Mark how the blood of Cafar follow'd it!

As rufhing out of doors, to be refblv'd,

If Brutus fo unkindly knock'd, or no ?

* For Brutus^ as you know, was defar's angel.

' Judge, oh you Gods ! how dearly Ccefar lov'd him

!

,
' This, this, was the unkindeft cut of all ,*

* For when the noble Ctefar faw him ftab,

* Ingratitude, more ftrong than traitors arms,

* Quite vanquifti'd him j then burft his mighty heart ;

* And
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And in his mantle muffling up his face.

Even at the bafe of Pompey^s ftatue,

(Which all the while ran blood,) great defar fell.

O what a fall was there, my countrymen!

Then I, and you, and all of us fell down,

Whilfl: bloody treafon flourifh'd over us.

O, now you weep, and I perceive you feel

The dint of pity 5 thefe are gracious drops.

Kind fouls ! what, weep you when you but behold

^ Our Ctefafs vefture wounded? look you here!

* Here is himfclf, marr'd as you fee by traitors.

1 Fleh. O piteous lpe6tacle!

2 Fleh. O noble C^efar f

3 Fleh. O woful day !

4 Fleh. O traitors, villains!

1 Fleh. O mod bloody fight!

2 Fleh, We will be reveng'd : revenge : about— feek—burn-
fire— kill flay ! let not a traitor live.

Ant. Stay Countrymen

1 Fleb. Peace there, hear the noble Antony,

2 Pleb, We'll hear him, we'll follow him, we'll dye with

him
Ant. * Good friends, fweet friends, let me not flir you up

* To fuch a fudden flood of mutiny

:

* They that have done this deed, are honourable.

* What private griefs they have, alas, I know not,

* That made them do it
j

they are wife and honourable
j

* And will no doubt with reafons anfw^r you.

* I come not, friends, to fteal away your hearts
5

' I am no Orator, as Brutus is

:

* But, as you know me all, a plain blunt man,

'

* That love my friend and that they know full well,

* That give me publick leave to fpeak of him:
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' For I have neither wit, nor words, nor worth,

* Adion nor utt'rance, nor the power of fpeech,

* To ftir mens blood; I only (peak right on.

* I tell you that which you your felves do know,
' Shew you fweet C<efar\ wounds, poor, poor dumb mouths

!

* And bid them (peak for me. But were I Brutus^

* And Brutus Antonyy there were an Antony

* Would ruffle up your fpirits, and put a tongue

^ In every wound of defar^ that fhould move
* The ftones of Rome to rife and mutiny.

All We'll mutiny—

—

I Pleh. We'll burn the houfe of Brutus,

3 Pleb, Away then, come, feek the confpirators.

Ant, Yet hear me, countrymen, yet hear me (peak.

AIL Peace ho, hear Antony^ moft noble Antony,

Ant. Why friends, you go to do you know not what.

Wherein hath Cafar thus deferv'd your loves ?

Alas you know not j I muft tell you then

:

You have forgot the will I told you of.

AIL Moft true— the will— let's ftay and hear the will.

Ant, Here is the will, and under feal.

To ev'ry Roman citizen he gives.

To ev'ry feveral man, fev'nty five drachma's.

X Pleb. Moft noble Cafar / we'll revenge his death.

3 Pleb. O royal Cafar /

Ant. Hear me with patience.
,

AIL Peace ho!

Ant, Moreover, he hath left you all his walks.

His private arbors, and new-planted orchards

On this fide Tiber^ he hath left them you.

And to your heirs for ever j common pleafures,

To walk abroad, and recreate your felves.

Here was a Cafar^ when comes fuch another ?

V o L. V. Mm I Pkb.
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1 Pleh. Never, never

;
come, away, away

j

We'll burn his body in the holy place.

And with the brands fire all the traitors houfes.

Take up the body.

2 Pkh, Go fetch fire.

3 Pleb. Pluck down benches.

4 Pleb. Pluck down forms, windows, any thing.

^Exeunt Plebeians with the body.

Ant. Now let it work ^ mifchief thou art afoot.

Take thou what courfe thou wilt How now, fellow?

Enter a fervant.

Ser. OBav'im is already come to Rome.

Ant. Where is he ?

Ser. He and Lepidus are at defar's houfe.

Ant. And thither will I ftraight, to vifit him ;

He comes upon a wifh. Fortune is merry,

And in this mood will give us any thing.

Ser. I heard him fay, Bruttis and Cajfim

Are rid, like madmen, through the gates of Rome.

Ant. Belike they had fome notice of the people.

How 1 had mov'd them. Bring me to OBav'tus, [Exeunt.

SCENE VII.

Enter Cinna the Poet, and after htm the Plebeians.

Cm. I dreamt to-night, that I did feaft with Cafar,

And things unluckily charge my fantafiej

I have no will to wander forth of doors.

Yet fomething leads me forth.

1 Pleh. What is your name?

2 Pleb. Whither are you going?

3 Pleb. Where do you dwell ?

4 Pleb. , Are you a married man, or a batchelor ?

iPltk
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2 Pleh. Anfwer every man directly.

1 Pleb, Ay, and briefly,

4 Pleb. Ay, and wifely.

3 Pleb, Ay, and truly, you were bed.

Cin, What is my name? whither am I going? where do I

dwell? am I a married man, or a batchelor? then to anfwer eve-

ry man diredly and briefly, wifely and truly
; wifely, I fay—

I

am a batchellor.

2 Pleb. That's as much as to fay, they are fools that marry ;

you'll bear me a bang for that, I fear : proceed diredly.

Cm, Diredly, I am going to Ctefar's funeral.

1 Pleb, As a friend, or an enemy ?

Cm. As a friend.

2 Pleb, That matter is anfwered diredly.

4 Pleb. For your dwelling ,• briefly.

Cm. Briefly, I dwell by the capitol.

3 Pleb. Your name, Sir, truly.

Cm. Truly my name is Cmm.
I Pleb. Tear him to peices, he's a confpirator.

Cm. I am C'tma the poet, I am C'mna the poet.

4 Pleb. Tear him for his bad verfes, tear him for his bad verfes.

Cm. I am not C'mna the confpirator.

4 Pleb. It is no matter, his name's Cmna^ pluck but his name
out of his heart, and turn him going.

3 Pleb. Tear him, tear him ; come brands ho, firebrands

;

To Brutusy to Caffiusy burn all. Some to Decm's houfe,

And fome to C^/^i^'s, (omQ to Ligarm : away, go. {Exeunt,
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ACT IV. SCENE I.

Rome.

Enter Antony, 06tavius, and Lepidus.

Antony.
HESE many then fhall die, their names are prickt.

OB, Your brother too muft die j confent you,

Leptdus 7

Lep. I do confent^

OB, Prick him down, Antony,

Lep. Upon condition Publ'ms (hall not live.

Who is your fifter's Ton, Mark Antony,

Ant, He (hall not live; look, with a (pot, I damn him.

But LepidtUy go you to Cafar's houfe,-

Fetch the will hither, and we (hall determine

How to cut off fome charge in legacies*

Lep. What? (hall I find you here?

OB, Or here, or at the capitol. \Extt Lepidus.

Ant. This is a flight unmeritable man.

Meet to be fent on errands ; is it fit,

The three- fold world divided, he (hould (land L

One of the three to (hare it ?

OB, So you thought him.

And took his voice who (hould be prickt to die.

In our black fentence and pro(cription.

Ant. OBav'msy I have feen more days than you;

And though we lay thele honours on this man.

To eafe our felves of divers fland'rous loads,-

He (hall but bear them, as the a(s bears gold.

To
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To groan and fweat under the bufinefs.

Or led or driven, as we point the way

;

And having brought our treafure where we will.

Then take we down his load, and turn him off

Like to the empty a(s, to fhake his ears.

And graze in commons.

OB, You may do your will
j

But he's a try'd and valiant foldier.

Ant, So is my horfe, OBav'tus^ and for that

I do appoint him ftore of provender.

It is a creature that I teach to fight.

To wind, to ftop, to run diredly on.

His corporal motion govern'd by my fpirit.

And in fome tafte, is Lep'tdus but fo
j

He muft be taught, and train'd, and bid go forth,

A barren-fpirited fellow, one that feeds

On objects, arts, and imitations.

Which out of ufe and ftal'd by other men.

Begin his fafliion. Do not talk of him.

But as a property. And now, OBavtuSy

Liften great things -— Brutus and Cajfius

Are levying powers ; we muft ftraight make head.

Therefore let our alliance be combin'd.

Our beft friends made, and onr beft means ftretcht outj

And let us prefently go fit in council.

How covert matters may be beft dilclos'd.

And open perils fureft anfwered.

OB, Let us do fo 5 for we are at the ftake^

And bay'd about with many enemies,

And fome that fmile have in their hearts, I fear,

Millions of mifchiefs.. \Exeunn

SCENE
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SCENE II.

Before BrutusV tent, m the camp near Sardis.

Drum. Enter Brutus, Lucilius, and foldters: Titinius

and Pindarus meeting them,

Bru. QTAND, ho!

v3 Luc. Give the word, ho ! and ftand

!

Bru. What now, Lucdm 7 is CaJJius near?

Luc. He is at hand, and P'mdarus is come
To do you falutation from his mafter.

Bru. He greets me well. Your mafter, P'mdarus,

In his own change, or by ill officers.

Hath given me fome worthy caufe to wifli

Things done, undone; but if he be at hand,

I fliall be fatisfied.

Pin, I do not doubt

But that my noble mafter will appear

Such as he is, full of regard and honour.

Bru, He is not doubted. A word, Lucilius

How he receiv'd you let me be refblv'd.

Luc. With courtefie, and with refped enough,

But not with fuch familiar inftances;

Nor with fuch free and friendly conference.

As he hath us'd of old.

Bru. Thou haft defcrib'd

A hot friend, cooling ever note, LuciliuSy

When love begins to ficken and decay.

It ufeth an enforced ceremony.

There are no tricks in plain and fimple faith:

But hollow men, like horfes hot at hand,

Make gallant fhew and promife of their mettle.

But
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But when they fliould endure the bloody fpur,

They fall their creft, and like deceitful jades

Sink in the tryal. Comes his army on ?

Luc, They mean this night in Sardh to be quarter'd
j

The greater part, the horfe in general,

Are come with CaJJius, [Low march withm.

Enter Caffius and foldiers,

Bru. Hark, he is arriv'd ;

March gently on to meet him.

Caf, Stand, ho!

Bru. Stand, ho ! fpeak the word along,

W'tth'tn, Stand !

Wtthm. Stand!

IVith'm. Stand!

Caf. Moft noble brother ! you have done me wrong.

Bru, Judge me, you Gods ! wrong I mine enemies ?

And if not fo, how fhould I wrong a brother ?

Caf. Brutus, this (bber form of yours hides wrongs.

And when you do them

Bru, Caffiusy be content.

Speak your griefs foftly, I do know you well.

Before the eyes of both our armies here,

(Which fhould perceive nothing but love from us)

Let us not wrangle. Bid them move awayj

Then in my tent Caffius enlarge your griefs,

And I will give you audience.

Caf, PmdaruSy

Bid our commanders lead their charges off

A little from this ground.

Bru. Luc'tl'msy do the like, and let no man
Come to our tent, 'till we have done our conference.

Let Lucius and Tttmus guard the door, [Exeunt^

SCENE
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* S C E N E HI.

Manem Brutus and Caffius.

Caf, That you have wrong'd me, doth appear in this.,

You have condemn'd and noted Luc'ms Pella^

For taking bribes here of the Sardmm
;

Wherein, my letter (praying on his lide,

Becaufe I knew the man,) was flighted of.

Bru, You wrong'd your felf to write in fuch a cafe,

Caf, In fuch a time as this, it is not meet

That ev'ry nice offence fhould bear its comment.

Bru, Yet let me tell you, CaJJius, you your felf

Are much condemn'd to have an itching palm.

To fell, and mart your offices for gold

To undefervers.

Caf, I an iching plam ?

You know that you are Brutus that (peak this,

Or by the Gods this fpeech were elfe your laft.

Bru, The name of CaJJim honours this corruption.

And chaftifement doth therefore hide its head.

Caf. Chaftifement!

Bru. Remember March, the Ides of March remember

Did not great Julms bleed foi juftice fake ?

What villain touch'd his body, that did ftab.

And not for juftice ? what, fhall one of us.

That ftruck the foremoft man of all this world.

But for fupporting robbers; ftiall we now

Contaminate our fingers with bafe bribes ?

And fell the mighty (pace of our large honours

For fo much trafh, as may be grafped thus ?

I had rather be a dog, and bay the moon,

Than fiich a Roman,
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Caf. Brutusy bait not 'me,

I'll not endure it
j
you forget your felf.

To hedge me in, I am a (bldier, I,

Older in pradice, abler than your felf

To make conditions.

Bru, Go to you are not Cajfms,

Caf, I am.

Bru, I fay, you are not.

Caf, Urge me no more, I lhall forget my felf-

Have mind upon your health tempt me no farther.'^

Bru, Away, flight man.

Caf. Is't poffible?

Bru. Hear me, for I will fpcak.

Muft I give way and room to your rafh choler ?

Shall I be frighted, when a madman ftares ?

Caf. O Gods ! ye Gods ! muft I endure all this ?

Bru. All this ! ay more. Fret 'till your proud heart break.

Go fliew your flaves how cholerick you are.

And make your bondmen tremble. Muft I f budge ?

Muft I oberve you? muft I ftand and crouch

Under your tefty humour ? by the Gods

You ftiall digeft the venom of your fpleen,

Tho' it do fplit you. For from this day forth,

ril ufe you for my mirth, yea for my laughter.

When you are wafpifti.

Caf. Is it come to this ?

Bru. You fay, you are a better fbldier

;

Let it appear fo ; make your vaunting true,

And it ftiall pleafe me well. For mine own part,

I (hall be glad to learn of noble men.

Caf. You wrong me every way you wfong me, Brufus ,•

I faid, an elder foldier, not a better.

Did I fay better

V o L. V. N IX Bru.
j- give "way.
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Bru, If you did, I care not.

Ca/, When C^e/ar liv'd he durft not thus have mov*d me*

Bru, Peace, peace, you durft not lb have tempted him,

Caf, I durft not!

Bru, No
Caf. What? durft not tempt him f

Bru, For your life you durft not.

Caf, Do not prefume too much upon my Idte^

I may do that I fhall be forry for.

Brui You have done that you ftiould be forty for.

There is no terror, Caffim, in your threats,.

For I am arm'd fo ftrong in honefty,

That they pafs by me, as the idle wind.

Which I refpedt not. I did fend to you

For certain fums of gold, which you deny'd me^
For I can raife no money by vile means*

By heaven, I had rather coin my heart.

And drop my blood for drachma's, than to wring

From the hard hands of peafants their vile trafti.

By any indire^lnefs. I did fend

To you for gold to pay my legions,

Which you denied me^ was that done like Cajjiusl

Should I have anfwer'd Cams CaJJius fb ?

When Marcus Brutus grows jfb covetous.

To lock fuch rafcal counters from his friends.

Be ready Gods with all your thunderbolts,

Dafti him to pieces

!

Caf, I deny'd you not.

Bru, You did.

Caf, I did not he was but a fool

That brought my anfwer back Brutus hath riv'd my heart,

A friend ftiould bear a friend's infirmities.

But Brutus makes mine greater than they are.

S Bru.



Julius C je s a r." 2S3

Bru, I do not, 'till you pra^tife them on me.

Ca/l You love me not.

Bm. I do not like your faults.

Ca/. A friendly eye could never fee fuch faults.

Bru, A flatt'rer's would not, tho' they do appear

As huge as high Olympus.

Ca/, Come Antonyy and young OBavms comet

Revenge your felves alone on CaJfiuSy

For Cafflus is a weary of the world

;

Hated by one he loves, brav'd by his brother,

Check'd like a bondman, all his faults obferv'd.

Set in a note-book, learned, and conn'd by rote.

To caft into my teeth. O I could weep

My fpirit from mine eyes! There is my dagger.

And here my naked breaft within, a heart

Dearer than Plutus* mine, richer than gold^

If that thou beeft a Roman, take it forth.

I that deny'd thee gold, will give my heart;

Strike as thou didft at Cafar 5 for I know.

When thou didfl: hate him worft, thou lov'dft him better

Than ever thou lov'dft CaJJius.

Bm, Sheath your dagger-

Be angry when you will, it (hall havefcope,-

Do what you will, difhonour fhall be humour,

O CaJfiuSy you are yoaked with a ^man.

That carries anger as the flint bears fire.

Who much inforced, fhews a hafty fpark.

And ftraight is cold again.

Caf, Hath Cajfim liv'd

To be but mirth and laughter to his Brutus^

When grief and blood ill-temper'd vexeth him ?

Bru. When I fpoke that, I was ill-temper'd too.

N n i Ca/

• lamh.
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Caf. Do you confefs fo much ? give me your hand.

Bru. And my heart too. " \Emhractng.

Caf, O Brutus I

Bru, What's the matter ?

Caf, Have not you love enough to bear with me.

When that rafh humour which my mother gave me
Makes me forgetful?

Bru, Yes, CaJ/lus, and from henceforth

When you are over-earneft with your Brutus,

He'll think your mother chides, and leave you fb. *

SCENE IV.

Enter Lucilius and Titinius.

Bru. Luc'd'ms and Tttmms, bid the commanders

Prepare to lodge their companies to-night.

Caf. And come your felves, and bring Meffala with you

Immediately to us. [Exeunt Lucilius and Titinius.

Bru. Luc'ms, a bowl of wine.

* and leave you fo.

Enter Lucuis and Titinius, and a Poet.

Poet. Let me go in to fee the Generals,

There is fome grudge between 'em, 'tis not meet.

They be alone.

Luc. You fhall not come to them.
Poet. Nothing but death fhall ftay me.

Caf. How now? what's the matter?

Poet. For fhame you Generals j what do you mean ?

Love, and be friends, as two fuch men Ihould be.

For I have feen more years I'm fare than ye.

Caf. Ha, ha how vilely doth this Cynick rhime!
Bru. Get you hence, firrahj fawcy fellow, hence.

Caf Bear with him, Brutus^ 'tis his faihion.

Bru. I'll know his humour, when he knows his timcj
"What fhould the wars do with thefe jingling fools?

Companion, hence.

Caf. Away, away, be gone. [Exit Poet.

Bru. Lucilius and Titiftius, 6cc.
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Caf. I did not think you could have been fo angry,

Bru, * O CaJJiuSy I am fick of many griefs.

Caf. * Of your philofophy you make no ufe,

' If you give place to accidental evils.

Bru, ' No man bears forrow better

—

" Portia's dead,

Caf, ' Ha! Portm/

Bru. ' She is dead

!

Caf, ^ How fcap'd I killing, when I croft you fo I

0 infiipportable and touching lofs!

Upon what ficknefs ?

Bru. Impatient of my abfence ;

And grief, that young OBav'ms with Mark Antony

Have made themfelves fo ftrong: for with her death

That tydings came. With this (he fell diftra(5t,

And (her attendants abfent) fwallow'd fire.

Caf, And dy'd fo ?

Bru. Even fo.

Caf, O ye immortal Gods!

Enter Boy with Wme and Tapers,

Bru, Speak no more of her : give me a bowl of wine.

In this I bury all unkindnefs, Cajfius, [Drinks,

Caf, My heart is thirfty for that noble pledge.

Pill, Luciusy 'till the wine o'er-fwell the cupj

1 cannot drink too much of Brutus^ love.

S C E N E V.

Enter Titinius, and Meffah,

Bru, Come in, Tkinius
; welcome, good MeJ/aia /

Now fit we clofe about this taper here.

And call in queftion our neceffities.

Caf Oh. Portia/ art thou gone,*
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Bru. No more, I pray you.

Meffala, I have here received letters,

That young OBavim, and Mark Anton'^^

Come down upon us with a mighty power.

Bending their expedition tow'rd Phtltppt.

Mef. My felf have letters of the felf-fame tenure.

Bru, With what addition ?

Mef. That by profcriptions, and bills of outlawry

OElavm^ Antony, and Lep'idus

Have put to death an hundred Senators.

Bm, Therein our letters do not well agree;

Mine fpeak of lev'nty Senators, that dy'd

By their profcriptions, Ckero being one,

Caf. Qceto one?

Mef. Ckero is dead and by that order of profcription.

Had you your letters from your wife, my lord ?

Bru. No, Mejfala.

Mef Nor nothing in your letters writ of her ?

Bru. Nothing, Mejfala.

Mef That, methinks, is ftrange.

Bru. Why ask you ? hear you ought of her, in yours ?

Mef No, my lord.

Bru. Now, as you are a Roman, tell me true.

Mef Then like a Roman bear the truth I tell

;

For certain (he is dead, and by ftrange manner.

Bru. Why, farewel Porita— we muft die, Mejfala,

With meditating that (he muft die once,

I have the patience to endure it now.

Mef Ev'n fo great men great lofTes fliould endure.

Caf I have as much of this in art as you.

But yet my nature could not bear it fo.

Bru. Well, to our work alive. What, do you think

Of marching to Philtppt prefently ?
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Gaf. I do not think it good.

Bru, Your reafbn ?

Caf, This it is

:

'Tis better that the enemy feek us,

So (hall we wafte his means, weary his foldiers.

Doing himfelf offence; whilft we lying ftill.

Are foil of reft, defence and nimblenefs.

Bru, Good reafons muft of force give place to bctt

The people 'twixt Ph'd'ippi and this ground,

Do ftand but in a forced afFedion
;

For they have grudg'd us contribution.

The enemy, marching along by them.

By them fhall make a fuller number up.

Come on refreflit, new added, and encourag'd

;

From which advantage fhall we cut him off.

If at PhlBppt we do face him there,

Thefe peopte at our back.

Caf. Hear me, good brother

Bru, Under your pardon. You muft note befide.

That we have try'd the utmoft of our friends
j

Our legions are brim-full, our caufe is ripe.

The enemy encreafeth every day.

We at the height, are ready to decline.

* There is a tide in the affairs of men,
' Which taken at the flood, leads on to fortune

;

* Omitted, all the voyage of their life

* Is bound in (hallows, and in miferies.

* On fuch a full fea are we now a-float,

* And we muft take the current when it fervesy

* Or lofe our ventures.

Caf, Then with your will, go on we will along

Our felves, and meet them at Ph'tltppt,

Bm, The deep of night is crept upon our talk.
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And nature muft obey neceffity,

Which we will niggard with a little reft.

There is no more to fay.

Caf. No more good-night ^ ^

Early to-morrow we will rife, and hence.

FMter Lucius.

Bru, Luc'ius, my gown
j

farewel, good Meffala,

Good-night, T'ltm'tus: noble, noble CaffluSy

Good-night, and good repofe.

Caf. O my dear brother!

This was an ill begnning of the night

:

Never come fuch divifion 'tween our fouls ;

Let it not, Brutus.

Enter Lucius with the Gown,

Bru, Ev'ry thing is well.

Tit, Mejfa. Good-night, lord Brutus/

Bru. Farewel, every one.

Give me the gown. Where is thy inftrument?

Luc, Here in the tent.

Bru, What, thou fpeak'ft drowfily ?

Poor knave I blame thee not, thou art o*er-watch'd.

Call Claud'ms, and fome other of my men ,•

I'll have them fleep on cufliions in my tent.

Luc. Varro and Claudius/

SCENE VI.

Enter Varro and Claudius.

Var, Calls my lord?

Bru. I pray you. Sirs, lye in my tent, and fleep

;

It may be, I fliall raife you by and by,
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On bufinefs to my brother Cajfius.

f/ar. So pleafe you, we will ftand, and watch your pleafurc.

Bru, 1 will not have it fb ; lye down, good Sirs

:

It may be I fliall otherwife bethink me.

Look Luc'msy here's the book I fought for fb ,•

I put it in the pocket of my gown.

Luc, I was (ure your lordfhip did not give it me.

Bru, Bear with me, good boy, I am much forgetful,

Canft thou hold up thy heavy eyes a while,

And touch thy inftrument, a drain or two?

Luc. Ay, my lord, an't pleafe you.

Bru. It does, my boy
5

I trouble thee too much, but thou art willing.

Luc. It is my duty. Sir.

Bru. I fliould not urge thy duty pad thy might,

I know young bloods look for a time of reft.

Luc. I have flept, my lord, already.

Bru. It was well done, and thou lhalt fleep again ,*

I will not hold thee long. If I do live,

I will be good to thee. [Muftck and a Song.

This is a fleepy tune O murd'rous flumber

!

Lay'ft thou thy leaden mace upon my boy,

That plays thee mufick ? gentle knave, good-night
;

1 will not do thee fo much wrong to wake thee.

If thou doft nod, thou break'ft thy inftrument,

I'll take it from thee
j

and, good boy, good-night.

But let me fee, is not the leaf turn'd down

Where I left reading ? here it is, I think. \He fas down to read.

SCENE VII.

Ent(:r the Ghofl of Caeiar.

How ill this taper burns! ha? who comes here?

V o L. V. O o I
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I think it is the weaknefi of mine eyes.

That fhapes this monftpous appaiitionr-f—-

It comes upon me——Art thou any thing?

Art thou fome God, fome angel, or fbme devil,

That mak'ft my bipod cold, and my hair to ftare ?

Speak to me, what thou art ?

Ghofi. Thy evit fpirit, Brutus.

Bru. Why com'^ thou?

Ghofl, To tell thee thou (halt fee me at Fhtlifpi,

Bru. Then I fliall fee thee again^

—

Ghoji. Ay, at Ph'dippt. [Exh Ghoft.

Bru, Why, I will fee thee at Ph'dippt them^—

Now I have taken hearts, tkou vanifheft,

III fpirit I would hold more talk with thee.

Boy! Lucius/ Varro f Claudius / Sirs! awake

t

Claudius /

Luc, The firings, my lord, are falfe.

Bru, He thinks he ftill is at his inftrument;

Lucius ! awake.

LiiP^ My lord!

Bru, Didft thou dream, Lucius^ that thou lb criedft out ?

Luc, My lord, I do not know that I did cry.

Bru, Yes, that thou didft; didft thou fee any thing ?

Luc, Nothing, my lord.

Bru, Sleep again, Lucius
;

firrah, Claudius^ fellow ?

Thou! awake.

Var, My lord!

Clau, My lord!

Bru, Why did you fo cry out. Sirs, in your fleep ?

Both, Did we, my lord ?

Bru, Ay, faw you any thing?

Var. No, my lord, I faw nothing.

Clau, Nor I, nay lord*
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Bru. Co, and commend me to my brother Cajfmti

Bid him fet on his pow'rs betimes before^

And we will follow.

Both, It fhall be done, my lord. \Exemt,

ACT V. S C E N E I.

The Fields of Philippi, with the two Camps,

Enter 0<5tavius, Antony, and their Army,

O C T A V I U S.

O W Antony^ our hopes are anfwered.

You faid the enemy would not come down.

But keep the hills and upper regions n
It proves not fo,- their battek are at hand.

They mean to warn us at Philippi here,

Anfw'ring before we do demand of them.

Ant, Tut, I am in their bofbms, and I know-

Wherefore they do it
J they could be content

To vifit other places ^ and come down

With fearful bravery, thinking by this face

To faften in our thoughts that they have courage.

But 'tis not fb.

Enter a Meffenger,

Mef, Prepare you Generals ,•

The enemy comes on in gallant fliew ;

Their bloody fign of battel is hung out.

And fbmething to be done immediately.

Ant, OBaviuSj lead your battel foftly on,

O o 2 Upon
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Upon the left hand of the even field.

OBa. Upon the right hand I, keep thou the left.

j^nt. Why do you crofs me in this exigent ?

0^, 1 do not croft you j but I will do fo, _ . [March,

SCENE II.

Drum. Enter Brutus, Caffius, and their army.

Bru, They (land, and would 'have parley.

Caf. Stand faft, Tuw'ms, we muft out and talk.

OBa, Mark Antony^ (hall we give fign of battel ?

Ant. No, Cafar^ we will anfwer on their charge.

Make forth, the Generals would have fome words.

OBa, Stir not until the fignal.

Bru. Words before blows : is it fo, countrymen ?

OBa. Not that we love words better, as you do.

/ Bru. Good words are better than bad ftrokes, OBavm.
Ant. In your bad ftrokes, BrutuSy you give good words.

Witnefs the hole you made in defar's heart,

Crying, long live, hail defar,

Caf. Antony,

The pofture of your blows are yet unknown

;

But for your words, they rob the H'tbla bees.

And leave them honeylels.

Ant. Not ftinglefs too. *

Bru, You threat before you fling.

Ant. Villains ! you did not fb, when your vile daggers

Hack'd one another in the fides of Cafar.

You (hew'd your teeth like apes, and fawn'd like hounds,

* ftinglefs too.

Bru. O yes, and foundlefs too.

For you have ftoln their buzzing, jlntonj^

And very wifely threat before you fting.

Ant. Villains! 13s.

And
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And bow'd like bond-men, kifling Cafar's feet

;

Whilft damned Caskay like a cur, behind

Struck C^efar on the neck. O flatterers!

Caf. Flatterers I now Brum thank your felf
;

This tongue had not offended fo to-day,

If CaJJius might have rul'd.

OBa, Come, come, the caufe. If arguing make us fweat.

The proof of it will turn to redder drops.

Behold I draw a fword againfl: confpirators

;

When think you that the fword goes up again ?

Never 'till Cafafs three and thirty wounds

Be well aveng'd ^ or 'till another defar

Have added (laughter to the fword of traitors.

Bru. CafaTy thou can ft not die by traitors hands,

Unlefs thou bring'ft them with thee.

OBa. So I hope
j

I was not born to die on Brutus* fword.

Bru. O if thou wert the nobleft of thy ftrain.

Young man, thou couldft not die more honourable.

Caf A peevifh fchool-boy, worthlefs of fuch honour,

Join'd with a masker and a reveller.

Jnt. Old Cafms ftill.

OBa. Come, Antony^ away;

Defiance, traitors, hurl we in your teeth :

If you dare fight to-day, come to the field.

If not, when you have ftomachs.

^ \Exe, Odavius, Antony, and army^

SCENE III.

Caf, Why now blow wind, fwell billow, and fwim bark:
The ftorm is up, and all is on the hazard.

Bru.
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Bm. Ludlm,—— hark a word with you.

[Lucilius a^d Meflala Jland forth.

Luc, My lord. [Brutus j^f^/^ <^^^i[r/5^ Luciliug,

Caf, Meffala,

Mef, What fays my General * r

Caf. Mejfala,

This is my birth-day; as this very day

Was CaJJim born. Give me thy hand, Meffala -,

Be thou my witnefs, that againft rpy will, ^

As Pompey was, am I compell'd to (et

Upon one battel all our liberties.

You know that I held Epicurus ftrong.

And his opinion; now I change my mind.

And partly credit things that do prefage.

Coming from SardtSy on oqr foremoft enfign

Two mighty eagles fell, and there they perch'd.

Gorging and feeding froqi our foldiers bands.

Who to Ph'il'tppi here conformed us

;

This morning are they fled away and gone,

And in their fteads do ravens, crows and kites

Fly o'er our heads, and downward look on u^

As we were fickly prey; their {hadows feem

A canopy mod fatal, under which

Our army lies ready to give the ghoft.

Mef, Believe not fo,

Caf I but believe it partly

;

For I am frefh of fpirit, and refolv'd

To meet all peril, very conftantly.

Bru. Even fo, LucH'ms,

Caf, Now moft noble Brutus,

Th^ Gods to-daiy ftand friendly j that we, ju^y

Lovers in peace, lead.f>ja PF^i d^ys £P age.

But
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But fince th* affairs of men reft ftill inccrtain,

Let's reafon with the worft that may befall.

If we do lofe this battel, then is this

The very laft time we (hall fpeak together.

What are yoti theti cktcrmined to do ?

Bf'u. Ev*n by the rule of that philofbphy,

By which I did blame Cato, for the death

Which he did give himfelfj I kriow not how.

But I do find it cowardly, and vile,

For fear of what m^ight fall, Co to prevent

The time of life, arming my felf with patience.

To ftay the providence of fbme high powers,

That govern us below.

Caf Then if we lofe this battel.

You are contented to be led in triumph

Along the ftreets of Rome.

Bru. * No, Cajfms^ no,* think not, thou nobk Romany
* That ever Brutus will go bound to Rome,
* He bears too great a mind. But this fame day
* Muft end that work the Ides of March begun.

* And whether we (hall meet again, 1 know not

;

* Therefore our everlafting farewel take
^

* For ever, and for ever, farewel, CaJJii4s !

* If we do meet again, why we ihall fmile^

* If not, why then this parting was well made.

Caf. For ever, and for ever, farewel, Brittm!

If we do meet again, well fmile indeed
;

If not, 'tis true, this parting was well madr.

Bru, * Why then lead on. O that a man might knov^

* The end of this day's bufine(s ere it come !

' But it fufficeth, that the day will end,

* And then the end is known. Come ho, away. [Exeunt*

SCENE
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S C E N E IV.

Alarum* . &/(fr Brutus ^//^ Meffal a,

Bru. Ride, ride, Mejfala^ ride and give thefe bills

Unto the legions, on the other fi'de. \Loud alarum.

Let them fet on at once j for I perceive

But cold demeanor in OBavm' wing
j

And fudden pu{h gives them the overthrow.

Ride, ride, Mejfala, let them all come down. \Exeunt,

Alarum. Enter Caffius and Titinius.

Caf, O look, Thtnms, look, the villains fly ?

My felf have to mine own turn'd enemy ,•

This enfign here of mine was turning back,

I flew the coward, and did take it from him.

Ta. O Cajfiusy Brutus gave the word too early,

Who having fome advantage on Ociav'tus

Took it too eagerly his foldiers fell to fpoil,

Whilfl: we by Antony were all inclos'd.

Enter Pindarus.

P'm» Fly further off my lord, fly further off,

Mark Antony is in your tents, my lord
5

Fly therefore, noble Cajfius^ fly far off.

Caf. This hill is far enough. Look, look, Ttttntus^

Are thofe my tents where I perceive the fire ?

Ttt. They are, my lord.

Caf, T'itmusy if thou lov'fl: me.

Mount thou my horfe, and hide thy fpurs in him,

'Till he have brought thee up to yonder troops,

And here again j that I may refl: affur'd.

Whether yond troops are friend or enemy.
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Tit. I will be here again, ev'n with a thought. \Exit.

Caf. Go, P'mdams, get higher on that hill,

My fight was ever thick
^
regard Thmms,

And tell me what thou not'ft about the field.

This day I breathed firft ; time is come round.

And where I did begin, there (hall I end,

My life is run its compaft. Now what news ?

Pind, above. Oh, my lord!

Caf. What news?

P'wd. Tit'mms is enclofed round about

With horlemen, that make to him on the fpur,

Yet he fpurs on. Now they are almoft on him
j

T'ttmmsf now fbrae light— oh he lights too—
He's ta'en— and hark, they fhout for joy. [Shout'

Caf. Come down, behold no more,-

Oh coward that I am, to live fo long,

To fee my beft friend ta'en before my face.

Enter Pindarus.

Come hither firrah

;

in Parthta did I take thee prifbner,

And then I fwore thee, faving of thy life,

That whatfoever I did bid thee do,

Thou fliouldft attempt it. Come now, keep thine oath,

Now be a freeman, and with this good fword

That ran though Cafar's bowels, fearch this bofom.

Stand not to anfwer j here take thou the hilt.

And when my face is cover'd, as 'tis now,

Guide thou the fword— C^far thou art reveng'd,

Ev'n with the fword that kill'd thee. [Kills himfelf

Pind. So, I am free, yet would not fo have been,

Durft I have done my will. Oh CaJJiuSy

V o L. V. P p Far
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Far from this country P'mdarm fhall run,

Where never Roman fhall take nQfie of him.

SCENE y,

Enter Titinius, ami Meffala.

Mef. It is but change, T'tttmus j for OBavm^s,

Is overthrown by Noble Brutus' po^wer,

As Cajfius' legions are by Antony.

Tit. Thefe tidings will well comfort Cafflm.,

Mef. Where did you leave him ?

Th. All difconfolate,

With Pwdarus his bondman, on this hill.

Mef Is not that he, that lyes upon the g;rqund ?

Tit. He lyes not like the living. Oh my hearty!

Mef Is not that he ?

Tit. No, this was he, Meffala

y

But Cafftus is no more! Oh fetcing funf

As in thy red rays thou doft fink to night.

So in his red blood Cajfiuf day is fet

;

The fun of Rome is fet! our day is gone.

Clouds, dews, and dangers come ; our deeds are done

Miftruft of my fuccefs hath done this deed,

Mef Miftruft of good fucgefs hath done this deed

Oh hateful Error, Melancboly's. child !

Why doft thou (hew x.(^ tUe ^pt thoughts, of men

The things that are not? Error, foon conceiv'dj

Thou never com'ft unto a happy birth.

But kill'ft the. mother that engender'd thee.

Tit. What Findarus ? where att thou, Pmdams ?

Mef Seek him, tummi whilft I go to n^eet

The noble Brutus, thruftii^g thi,s report

Into his ears 5 1 may fay, thrufting it;
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For piercing fteel and darts invenomed

Shall be as welcome to the ears of Brum,

As tidings of this fight.

Th. Hye you, Mejfdld,

And I will feek for P'mdarus the while; \Exh Tiieft

Why didft thou (end me forth, brave CaJJimf

Did I not meet thy friends, arid did not they

Put on my brows this wreath of vicStory^

And bid me give it thee? didfl: thou not hear their (hou'^S?'

Alas, thou haft mifconftru'd ev^ry thing.

But hold thee, take this garland on thy brow.

Thy Brutus bid me give it thee, and I

Will do his bidding. Brutus come apace.

And fee how I regarded Cams CaJJius,

By your leave, Gods This is a Roman's part. \Stahs himfelf,

Coitte CaJJlus^ fword, and find T'ttm'ms^ heart. \Dtes»

S C E N E VI.

Alarum, Enter Brutus, Melfala, ^oimg Cato, Strato,

Volumnius, and Lucilius.

Bru, Where, where, Mejfala, doth his body lye?

Mef. Lo yonder, and Th'm'ms mourning it.

Bru, T'ttmus' face is upward.

Cato, He is (lain.

Bru, Oh Julms Cafar, thou art mighty yetf

Thy (pirit walks abroad, and turns our fwords

In our own proper entrails. [Low alarums.

Cato. Brave Ttitmus /

Look if he have not crownM dead CaJJius 7

Bru. Are yet two Romans living fuch as thefe?

Thou laft of all the Romans / fare thee weli^

It is impoflible that ever Rome

P p 2. Should
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Should breed thy fellow. Friends, I owe more tears

To this dead man, than you fliall fee me pay.

I fhall find time, CaJJlus^ I fhall find time—

—

Come therefore, and to Tharfus fend his body,

His funeral fhall not be in our camp,

Left it difcomfort us. Luc'd'ms Come,

And come young Cato, let us to the field.

Lab'to and Flavms fet our battels on.

'Tis three a clock, and, Romans, yet ere night

We fhall try fortune in a fecond fight. [Exeunt,

SCENE VII.

The Fteld of Battel,

Alarum, Enter Brutus, MefTala, Cato, Lucilius, and Flavius.

Bru, "X 7 E T countrymen, oh yet, hold up your heads.Y Cato, What baftard doth not? who will go with me?

I will proclaim my name about the field.

I am the fon of Marcus Cato, ho I

A foe to tyrants, and my country's friend.

I am the fon of Marcus Cato, ho \

Enter foUiers and fight.

Bru. And I am Brutus, Marcus Brutus, I

Brutus my country's friend know me for Brutus,

Luc, Oh young and noble Cato, art thou down ?

Why now thou dieft as bravely as Tttmtus,

And may'ft be honour'd, being Cato"^ fon.

Sold. Yield, or thou dieft.

Luc. Only I yield to die
j

There is fo much, that thou wilt kill me ftraight
j

Kill Brutusy and be honour'd in his death.

Sold.

[Exit,
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Sold, We muft not. A Noble prifbner?

Enter Antony.

2 Sold. Room ho! tell Antony y Brutt4s is ta'en.

I Sold, I'll tell thee news, here comes the General

:

Brutus is ta'en, Brutus is ta'en, my lord.

Ant. Where is he?

Luc. Safe Antony^ Brutus is fafe enough,

r dare alTure thee, that no enemy

Shall ever take alive the noble Brutus

:

The Gods defend him from (b great a fliame?

When you do find him or alive, or dead,

He will be found like Brutus^ like himfelf;

Ant. This is not Brutus^ friend, but I alTure you,

A prize no lefs in worth
j
keep this man fafe.

Give him all kindnefs. I had rather have

Such men my friends, than enemies. Go on.

And fee if Brutus be alive or dead.

And bring us word unto OBavius' tent.

How every thing is chanc'd. [Exeunt.

SCENE VIII.

Another part of the Field.

^^/dT Brutus, Dardanius, Clitus, Strato, ^/^^ Volumnius.

Bru. OME, poor remains of friends, reft on this rock.

V-> Cli. Stat'tltus fhew'd the torch light, but, my lord.

He came not back, he is or ta'en, or flain.

Bru. Sit thee down, Clitus flaying is the word.

It is a deed in fafliion. Hark thee, Clttus [Whffpermg.

Cl't. What I, my lord ? no, not for all the world.

Bru, Peace then, no words.

ai
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Cl't. I'll rather kill my felf.

Bru, Hark thee, Dardamm /

Dar, I do fuch a deed ?

C7/. Oh Dardantus /

Dar. OhClttus/

Cl't. What ill recjueft did Brutus make to thee ?

Z)^r. To kill him, Clitus: look, he meditates.

6//. Now is that noble veffel full of grief.

That it runs over even at his eyes.

Bru. Come hither, good Volumrims^ lift a word.

VoL What fays my lord?

Bru. Why this, Volumnius

The ghoft of defar hath appear'd to mt
Two feveral times by night j at Sardts^ once;

And this laft night, here in Phd'tpp't'Fields.

I know my hour is come.

Fol. Not fb, my lord.

Bru, Nay I am fure it is, Volummus.

Thou feeft the world, Volurnn'iuSy how it goes
^

Our enemies have beat us to the pit : [Alarum.

U is more worthy to leap in our (elves,

Than tarry 'till they pufh us. Good VolumntuSi

Thou know'ft that we two went to fchool together,-

Even for that, our love of old, I pr'ythee

Hold thou my fword's hilt, while I run on it.

Vol. That's not an office for a friend, my lord. [Alarum Ji'dl,

Clh Fly, fly, my lord, there is no tarrying here.

Brtk Farewel to you^ and you 5 and yo.i Vohmnhts.

Strata^ thou haft been all this while afleep;.

Farewel to thee, to StratOy countrymen
j

My heart doth joy, that yet in all my life,

I found no man j, but he was^ true to me.

I fliall have glory by this loiing day,

More
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More than OBavtm and Mark Antorvy

By this vile conqueft fhall attain unto.

So fare you well at once, for Brutus'' tongue

Hath almoft ended his life's hiftory.

Night hangs upon mine eyes, my bones would reft,

That have but labour'd to attain this hour.

[Alarum Cry wtthm, fly^ fly^ fly,

Cl't. Fly, my lord, fly

Bru. Hence \ I will follow thee.

I pry'thee, Strata^ ftay thou by thy lord,

Thou art a fellow of a good refped

;

Thy life hath had fome fmatch of honour in't.

Hold then my fword, and turn away thy face.

While I do run upon it. Wilt thou, Strato >

Stra, Give me your hand firft fare you well, my lord.

Bru, Farewel, good S'trato Cafar, now be ftill,

I kill'd not thee with half fo good a will.

\He runs on hts fwerd and dtes,

SCENE IX.

Alarum, Retreat. Enter Antony, Odavius, MefTala, Lucilius,

and the army,

OBa. What man is that?

Mef. My mafter's man. Strato^ where is thy matter.^

Stra. Free from the bondage you are in, Mejfala
;

The conqu'rors can but make a fire of him :

For Brutus only overcame himfelf.

And no man elfe hath honour by his death.

Luc. So Brutus fhould be found. I thank thee, Brutus^

That thou haft prov'd LucdmC faying true.

OBa. All that ferv'd Brutus I will entertain them,
,1^1

Fellow, wilt thou beftow thy time with me?

Sira.
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Stra. Ay, if Mejfala will prefer me to you.

OBa. Do fo, good Mejfala,

Mef, How died my lord, Strato ?

Stra, I held the fword, and he did run on it.

Mef. OEiavius, then take him to follow thee,

That did the lateft fervice to my mafter.

y^nt. This was the nobleft Roman of them all

:

All the confpirators, fave only he,

Did that they did in envy of great C<efar :

He, only, in a general honeft thought,

And common good to ail, made one of them.

His life was gentle, and the elements

So mixt in him, that nature might ftand up,

And fay to all the world ^ This was a man

!

OBa. According to his virtue, let us ufe him,

With all relpedt, and rites of burial.

Within my tent his bones to-night fhall lye,

Moft like a fbldier, order'd honourably.

So call the field to reft, and let's away,

To part the glories of this happy day. [Exeunt omnes.
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Antony and Cleopatra.

ACT I. SCENE I.

Alexandria m i£gypt.

Enter Demetrius and Philo.

P H I L O.

A Y, but this dotage of our General

O'er-flows the mealure j thofe his goodly eyes.

That o'er the files and mufters of the war

Have glow'd like plated Mars^ now bend, now
turn

The office and devotion of their view

Upon a tawny front. His captain's heart.

Which in the fcuffles of great fights hath burft

The buckles on his breaft, f reneges all temper,

And is become the bellows and the fan

To cool a gypfy's luft. Look where they comef

Enter Antony, and Cleopatra, her ladks in the tram^

Eunuchs fanning her.

Take but good note, and you {hall fee in him.

The tripple pillar of the world transform'd i

CLq 2 Into

f reneges, renounces.
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Into a ftrumpet's fool. Behold and fee.

Cko, If it be love indeed, tell me how much ?

Ant, There's beggary in the love that can be reckon'd.

Cko, I'll fet a t bourn how far to be belov'd.

Ant, Then muft thou needs find out new heav'n, new earth..

Enter a Mejjenger,

MejJ. News, my good lord, from Rome,

Ant, It grates me. Tell the fum.

Cleo. Nay, hear it Antony^

Fuh'ia perchance is angry j or who knows,

If the fcarce-bearded Cafar have not fent

His powerful mandate to you. Do this, or this |;

Take in that kingdom, and infranchife that
j

Perform't, or elfe we damn thee.

Ant, How, my love ?

Cko. Perchance, nay, and mod like.

You muft not flay here longer, your difmifHon

Is come from Cafar^ therefore hear it, Antony.

Where's Fulvia\ procefs ? Cafar's ? Pd fay, both ?

Call in the meffengers,- as Pm Mgypfs Queen,

Thou bluflieft Antony^ and that blood of thine

Is Cafars homager : fo thy cheeks pay fliame.

When flirill-tongu'd /j^/t;/^ fcolds. The meffengers.

Ant. Let Rome in Tyber melt, and the wide arch

Of the rais'd empire fall ^ here is my fpace.

Kingdoms are clay j our dungy earth alike

Feeds beaft as man the noblenefs of life

Is to do thus
J
when fach a mutual pair, \Rmhracmg,

And fuch a twain can do't j in which, I bind

(On pain of puniihment) the world to f weet

We ftand up peerlefs.

Cko, Excellent falfliood?

Why
\ bourn, hound or limit. *)- to weet. to know, ^
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why did he marry Fulvia, and not love her ?

I'll Teem the fool I am not. ^tony

Will be himfeli:

Ant. But ftirr'd by Cleopatra,

Now for the love of love, and his fbft hours,

Let's not confound the time with conference harfh ,-

There's not a minute of our lives fliould ftretch

Without fome pleafure now: whatfport to-night?

Cko. Hear the ambaffadors.

Ant. Fie wranghng Queen

!

Whom every thing becomes, to chide, to laugh,

To weep whofe every paflion fully ftrives

To make it felf in- thee fair and admir'd.

No nieflenger but thine, and all alone.

To-night we'll wander through the ftreets, and note

The qualities of people. Come, my Queen,

Laft night you did defire it. Speak not to us.

[Exeunt wtth thetr tram.

Dem, Is Cafar with Antomus priz'd fo flight?

PhiL Sir, lometimes when he is not Antony

y

He comes too (hort of that great property

Which ftill fliould go with Antony,.

Dem. I'm forry.

That he approves the common liar Fame,

W^ho /peaks him thus at Rome ^ but I will hope

Of better deeds to-morrow. Reft you happy. [Exeunt,

SCENE II.

Enter Enobarbus, Charmian, Iras, Alexas, and a Sooth-fayer,

Char. Alexas, fweet Alexas, moft any thing Alexas, almoft

moft abfolute Alexas, where's the Scothfayer that you prais'd
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to th' Queen ? Oh ! that I knew this husband, which you fay,

mufl: change his horns with garlands.

Alex. Soothfay er.

Sooth. Your will?

Char, Is this the man ? Is*t you. Sir, that know things ?

Sooth. In nature's infinite book of fecrecy, a little I can read.

Alex. Shew him vour hand.

Em. Bring in the banquet quickly : wine enough,

Cleopatra's health to drink.

Char. Good Sir, give me good fortune.

Sooth. I make not, but forefee.

Char. Pray then, forefee me one.

Sooth. You fliall be yet far fairer than you arCc

Char. He means in flefh.

Iras. No, you (hall paint when you are old.

Char. Wrinkles forbid.

Alex. Vex not his ^ prefcience, be attentive.

Char. Hufh!

Sooth. You (hall be more beloving, tlian beloved.

Char. I had rather heat my liver with drinking.

Alex. 'Nay, hear him.

Char. Good now, fome excellent fortune. Let me be mar-

ried to three Kings in a forenoon, and widow them all; let

me have a child at fifty, to whom Herod of Jewry may do

homage. Find me, to marry me with OSlavms Cafar^ and

companion me with my miftreifs.

Sooth. You ftiall out-live the lady whom you ferve.

Char. Oh excellent, I love long life better than 9^^%*

Sooth. You have feen and proved a fairer former fortune,

than that which is to approach.

Char. Then belike my children fhall have no names;

Pr'ythee how many boys and wenches muft I have-^

Sooth, If every of your wiflies had a womb,
' And

» patience
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And foretold every wifh, a million.

Char, Out fool, I forgive thee for a witch

Alex, You think none but your fheets are privy to your wifties.

Char. Nay come, tell Iras hers.

Alex, Well know all our fortunes.

Em, Mine, and moft of our fortunes to-night, ftiall be to

go drunk to bed.

Iras, There's a palm prefages chaftity, if nothing elfe.

Char, E'en as the o'erflowing Nylus prefageth ffpiine.

Iras, Go you wild bedfellow, you cannot foothfay.

Char, Nay, if an oily palm be not a fruitful prognoftication,

I cannot fcratch mine ear. Pr'ythee tell her but a workyday

fortune.

Sooth, Your fortunes are alike.

Iras. But how, but how give me particulars.

Sooth. I have faid.

Iras. Am I not an inch of fortune better than fhe ?

Char, Well, if you were but an inch of fortune better than I

;

where would you chufe it?

Iras. Not in my husband's nofe.

Char. Our worfer thoughts heav'ns mend.

Alex. Come, his fortune, his fortune. Oh let him marry a

woman that cannot go, fweet IftSy Ibefeech thee, and let her die

too, and give him a worfe, and let worfe follow worfe, 'till the

word of all follow him laughing to his grave, fifty-fold a cuck-

old. Good IfiSy hear me this prayer, though thou deny me a

matter of more weight; good Ifts^ I befeech thee.

Char, Amen, dear Goddefs, hear that prayer of the people.

For, as it is a heart-breaking to fee a handfome man loofe-wiv'd,

fo it is a deadly forrow, to behold a foul knave uncuckolded
j

therefore dear Ifts^ keep decorum^ and fortune him accordingly.

Iras, Amen,

Alex.
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Alex. Lo now, if it lay in their hands to make me a cuckold,

they would make themfelves whores, but they'd do't.

SCENE nr.

Enter Cleopatra,

Em, Hufli, here comes Antony,

Char. Not he, the Qiieen.

Cleo. Sa\|j|ifou my lord ?

Eno. No, lady.

Cleo. Was he not here?

Char. No, madam,

Cleo. He was difpos'd to mirth, but on the fudden

A Roman thouc^ht had (truck him. Emharhm.

E.no. Madam.

Cleo. Seek him, and bring him hither,- where's Alexas?

Alex. Here at your fervice, my lord approaches.

Enter Antony with a Mejfenger and Attendants

»

Cleo. We will not look upon him ,• go with us. [Exeunt^

Mef. Eidvia thy wife firft came into the field.

Ant. Again-ft my brother Lucius'?

Mef. Ay, but foon that war had end, and the time's ftate

Made friends of them, jointing their force 'gainft Cafar^

Whofe better iffue in the war of Italy,

Upon the firft encounter drave them.

Ant. Well, what worft?

Mef. The nature of bad ne\^'s infe(5ls the teller.

Ant. When it concerns the fool or coward ,• on.

Things that are paft, are done, with me. 'Tis thus,

Who tells me true, though in the tale lye death,

I hear as if he flatter'd.

Mef. Lab'ienus (this is ftiff news)

Hath,
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Hath, with his Parthian force, extended ^/ia

From Euphrates his conquering banner fhook.

From Syria to Lydta^ and lorna

Whilft

Ant. Antony thou wouldfl: fay.

Mef, Oh, my lord!

Ant. Speak to me home, mince not the gen'ral ton

Name Cleopatra as (lie's call'd in Rome,

Rail thou in Fuluia's phrafe, and taunt my faults

With fuch full licenfe, as both truth and malice

Have power to utter. Oh then we bring forth weeds,

When our quick winds lye ftill, and our ill, told us,

Is as our earing j fare thee well a while.

Mef. At your noble pleafure.

Ant. From Stcyon how the news? (peak there.

Mef. The man from Skyon, is there fuch an one ?

Attend. He (lays upon your will.

Ant, Let him appear
;

Thefe ftrong JE^pttan fetters I mull: break.

Or lofe my felf in dotage. What are you?

Enter another Mejfenger with a letter.

1 Mef Fulvla thy wife is dead.

Ant, Where died fhe?

2 Mef. In Slcyony

Her length of ficknefs with what elfe ntore ferious

Importeth thee to know, this bears.

Ant. Forbear me.

There's a great fpirit gone ! thus I defir'd it.

What our contempts do often hurl from us.

We wifh it ours again,- the prefent pleafure.

By revolution lowring, does become

The oppofite of it felf ^ (he's good being gone,

V o L. V. R r
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The hand could pluck her back, that ifhov'd her on.

I muft from this JE^fUan Queen break off.

Ten thoufand harms, more than the ills I know^

My idlenefs doth hatch. How now Embarbus ?

Enter Enobarbus.

Em. What's your pleafure. Sir?

Ant. 1 muft with hafte from hence.

Eno. Why then we kill all our women. We fee how mortal

an unkindnels is to them, if they fuflPer our departure, death's

the word.

Ant. I muft be gone.

Eno. Under a compelling occafion, let women die. It were

pity to caft them away for nothing, though between them and

a great caufe, they ftiould be efteem'd nothing. Cleopatra catching

but the leaft noife of this dies inftantly j I have feen her die twen-

ty times upon far poorer moment: I do think there is mettle in

death, which commits fome loving a6b upon her, flie hath fuch

a celerity in dying.

Ant. She is cunning paft man's thought.

Eno. Alack, Sir, no, her paflions are made of nothing but

the fineft part ofpure love. W^e cannot call her winds and waters,

flghs and tears : they are greater ftorms and tempefts than alma-

nacks can report. This cannot be cunning in her : if it be, flie

makes a ftiow'r of rain as well as Jove,

Ant. Would I had never feen her

!

Eno. Oh Sir, you had then left unfeen a wonderful piece of

work, which not to have been bleft withal, would have difcredited

your travel.

Ant, Fulvta is deadv

F.no. Sir!

Ant. Fulvta is dead,

Eno. Fulvta?

Ant,
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Ant, Dead.

Em. Why Sir, give the Gods a thankful facrifice: when it

pleafeth their deities to take the wife of a man from him, it fhews

to man the tailor of the earth (comforting him therein) that

when old robes are worn out, there are members to make new.

If there were no more women but FulvWy then had you indeed

a cut, and the cafe were to be lamented : this grief is crowned

with confolation, your old fmock brings forth a new petticoat,

and indeed the tears live in an onion that (hould water this

forrow.

Ant. The bufinefs (he hath broach'd here in the ftate.

Cannot endure my abfence.

Eno. And the bufinefs you have broach'd here cannot be

without you, efpecially that of Cleopatra'Sy which wholly depcads

on your aboad.

Ant. No more ^light anfwers : let our officets

Have notice what we purpofe. I (hall break

The caufe of our expedience to the Queen,

And get her leave to part. For not alone

The death of Fulv'ia^ with more urgent touches,

Do ftrongly fpeak t'us ; but the letters too

Of many our contriving friends in Rome
Petition us at home. Sextm Pompeius

Hath giv'n the dare to Cafar, and commands

The empire of the fea. Our flipp'ry people,

(Whofe love is never link'd to the deferver,

'Till his deferts are paft,J begin to throw

Pompey the great and all his dignities

Upon his fon ; who high in name and pow'r.

Higher than both in blood and life, ftands up

For the main fbldier; whofe quality going on.

The fides o*th' world may danger. Much is breeding,

Rr 2 Which
like e Iqijc.
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Which like the f courfer's hair, hath yet but Hfe,

And not a ferpent's poifon. Say our pleafure,

To fuch whofe place is under us, requires

Our quick remove from hence.

Em, I'll do't. [Exemt.

SCENE IV.

Enter Cleopatra, Charmian, Alexas, and Iras.

Cleo, Where is he ?

Char. I did not fee him fince.

Cleo. See where he is, who's with him, what he do's.

I did not fend you. If you find him fad.

Say I am dancing : if in mirth, report

That I am fudden fick. Quick, and return.

Char. Madam, methinks if you did love him dearly,

You do not hold the method, to enforce

The like from him.

Cleo. What (hould I do, I do not }

Char. In each thing give him way, crofs him in nothing.

Cleo. Thou tcacheft like a fool : the way to lofe him.

Char. Tempt him not fb, too far. I wifli, forbear.

In time we hate that which we often fear.

Enter Antony.

But here comes Antony,

Cleo. I'm fick, and fullen.

Ant. I am fbrry to give breathing to my purpofe.

Cleo. Help me away, dear Charmian, I fhall fall.

It cannot be thus long, the fides of nature \Seemmg to fatnt.

Will not fuftain it.

Ant,
•\ Alludes to an old idle notion that the hair of a hcrfe drop into corrupted water, will

turn to an animal.
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Ant. Now, my deareft Queen.

Geo, Pray you ftand farther from me.

Ant, What's the matter?

Geo, I know by that fame eye there's fome good news.

What fays the marry'd woman? you may go;

Would (he had never given you leave to come
j

Let her not fay 'tis I that keep you here,

I have no pow'r upon you : hers you are.

" Ant, The Gods beft: know.

Cleo, Oh never was there Queen

So mightily betray'd ,• yet at the firft

I faw the treafons planted.

Ant, Geopatra.

Geo. Why fhould I think you can be mine, and true.

Though you with fwearing (hake the throned Gods,

Who have been falfe to Fulvia? riotous madnefsl

To be entangled with thefe mouth-made vows,

Which break themfelves in fwearing.

Ant, Moft fweet Queen.

Geo. Nay pray you feek no colour for your going.

But bid farewel, and go : when you fued flaying,

Then was the time for words : no going then,

Eternity was in our lips, and eyes,

Blifs in our brows bent, none our parts fb poor.

But was a race of heav'n. They are fo ftill,

Or thou the greateft fbldier of the world

Art turn'd the greater liar.

Ant, How now, lady ?

Geo. I would I had thy inches, thou fhould'ft know
There were a heart in Egypt,

Ant. Hear me. Queen
;

The ftrong neceffity of time commands
Our fervices awhile; but my full heart

Remains
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Remains in ufe with you. Our Italy

Shines o'er with civil fwords; Sextm Pompe'ms

Makes his approaches to the Port of Rome.

EquaUty of two domeftick pow'rs

Breeds fcrupulous faction j the hated, grown to ftrength,

Are newly grown to love; the condemn'd Pompey^

Rich in his father's honour, creeps apace

Into the hearts of fuch, as have not thriv'n

Upon the prefent ftate, whofe numbers threaten,-

And quietnefs, grown fick of reft, would purge

By any defperate change. My more particular.

And that which moft with you fliould fave my going,

Is Fuhia's death.

Cleo. Though age from folly could not give me freedom.

It does from childiflinefs. Can Fulv'ta die?

Ant. She's dead, my Queen.

Look here, and at thy (bveraign leifure read

The garboyls ihe awak'd ; at the laft, beft.

See when, and where ihe died.

Cleo. O moft :felfe love!

Where be the facred vials thou fhou'dft fill

With forrowful water ? now I fee, I fee.

In Fulv'ta's death, how mine fliall be receiv'd.

Ant. Quarrel no more, but be prepar'd to know
The purpofes I bear j which are, or ceafe,

As you (hall give th' advices, by the fire

That quickens N'dus' *^llime, I go from hence

Thy foldier, fervant, making peace or war,

As thou affed'ft.

Cleo. Cut my lace, Charmtany come.

But let it be, I'm quickly ill, and well,

So Antony loves.

Ant. My precious Queen, forbear,

And
^fmik
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And give true evidence to his love, which ftands

An honourable tryal.

Cleo. So Fulvta told me.

I pr'ythee turn afide, and weep for her,

Then bid adieu to me, and fay the tears

Belong to M^pt, Good now, play one fcene

Of excellent diffembling, let it look

Like perfed: honour.

Ant. You'll heat my blood ; no more.

Cleo. You can do better yet^ but this is meetly.

Ant, Now by my fword

Cleo. And target. Still he mends.

But this is not the beft. Look pr'ythee, Charmian^

How this Herculean Roman does become

The carriage of his chafe.

Ant. I'll leave you, lady.

Cleo. Courteous lord, one word

:

Sir, you and I mufl: part, but that's not it.

Sir, you and I have lov'd, but there's not it.

That you know well, fomething it is I would

:

Oh, my oblivion is a very Antony^

And I am all forgotten.

Ant. But that your royalty

Holds idlenefs your fubje6t, I fhould take you

For idlenefs it felf.

Cleo. 'Tis fweating labour,

To bear fiich idlenefs fo near the heart,

As Cleopatra this. But, Sir, forgive me.

Since my becomings kill me, when they do not

Eye well to you. Your honour calls you hence.

Therefore be deaf to my unpitied folly.

And all the Gods go with you. On your fword

Sit lawrell'd victory, and fmooth fuccefs
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Be ftrew'd before your feet.

^nt. Let us go: come,

Our feparation fo abides and flies,

That thou refiding here, goeft yet with mt^

And I hence fleeting, here remain with thee.

Away. [Exeunt,

SCENE V.

Changes to Rome.

Enter Odavius Casfar reading a letter^ Lepidus, and attendants,

Caf, OU may lee, Lepidus^ and henceforth know,

JL It is not Cafafs natural voice, to hate

One great competitor. From Alexandria

This is the newsj he fifhes, drinks, and waftes

The lamps of night in revels,- not more manly

Than Cleopatra nor the Queen of Ptolomy

More womanly than he. Hardly gave audience,

Or did vouchfafe to think that h'had partners.

You fliall find there a man, who is the abftrad:

Of all faults all men follow.

Lep. I muft not think

They're evils enough to darken all his goodnefs

;

His faults in him feem as the fpots of heav'n.

More fiery by night's blacknefsj hereditary.

Rather than purchafl: ; what he cannot change,

Than what he chufes.

Caf. You're too indulgent. Let us grant it is not

A mils to tumble on the bed of Ptolomy^

To give a kingdom for a mirth, to fit

And keep the turn of tipling with a flave,

To reel the ftreets at noon, and ftand the buffet

With
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With knaves that fmell of fweat ; fay this becomes him

;

As his compofure muft be rare indeed.

Whom thefe things cannot blemifli, yet muft Antony

No way excufe his foils, when we do bear

So great weight in his Hghtneifs. If he fiU'd

His vacancy with his voluptuoufnefs
;

Full (iirfeits, and the drinefs of his bones.

Call on him for't. But to confound {iich time,

That drums him from his /port, and Ipeaks as loud

As his own ftate, and ours j 'tis to be chid

:

As we rate boys, who being mature in knowledge,

Pawn their experience to their prefent pleafure,

And lb rebel to judgment.

Enter a Mejfenger,

Lep, Here's more news.

Mef. Thy biddings have been done, and every'hourj

Moft noble Cafar^ flialt thou have report

How 'tis abroad. Pompey is ftrong at fea,

And it appears, he is belov'd of thofe

That only have fear'd Cafar: to the ports

The difcontents repair, and mens reports

Give him much wrong'd.

C<ef. I {hould have known no lefs,-

It hath been taught us from the primal ftate.

That he which is, was wifli'd, until he were :

And the ebb'd man, ne'er lov'd 'till ne'er worth love.

Comes fear'd, by being lack'd. This common body,

Like to a vagabond flag upon the ftream.

Goes to, and back, Maftiing the varying tide

To rot it felf with motion.

Mef, Cafar^ I bring thee word,

Menecrates and Menas, famous pirates,

V o L. V. S f
lacking.
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Make the Tea ferve them, which they f ear aad wound
With keels of every kind. Many hot inrodes

They make in Italy, the borders maritime

Lack blood to think on't, and flufh youth revolt.

No vefTel can peep forth, but 'tis as foon

Taken as feen : for Pompey's ti3.mQ ftrikes more

Than could his war refilled.

de/. /intony.

Leave thy lafcivious waffails. When thou once

Wert beaten from Mutina^ where thou flew'ft

Hirt'ms and Pan/a confiils, at thy heel

Did famine follow, whom thou fought'ft againft

(Though daintily brought up) with patience more

Than favages could fuffer. Thou didft drink

The ftale of horfes, and the gilded puddle

Which beafts would cough at. Thy pallat then did deign

The roughed berry on the rudeft hedge.

Yea, like the flag, when fnow the pafture fheets,

The barks of trees thou browfed'ft. On the ^IpSy

It is reported thou didft eat ftrange flefli.

Which fome did die to look on ; and all this,

(It wounds thine honour that I Ipeak it now,)

Was born fb like a foldier, that thy cheek

So much as lank'd not.

Lep. 'Tis pity of him.

Ctef. Let his fhames <]uickly

Drive him to Rome ; time is it that we twain

Did fliew our felves i'th' field, and to that end

AlTemble we immediate council,- Pompey

Thrives in our idlenels.

Lep. To-morrow, Cafar^

I fliall be furnifh'd to inform you rightly,

Both what by fea and land I can be able^

t Ear, or are, from aro, to ;plo'w.
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To front this prefent time.

Caf. 'Till which encounter,

'Tis my bufinefs too. Farewel.

Lep, Farewel my lord.

What yoa lhall know mean time of ftirs abroad,

I fhall befeech you, let me be partaker.

Caf* Doubt not, I knew it for my bond. Farewel. \Exeunt,

s c E N E vx
Alexandria.

Enter Cleopatra, Charmian, Iras, and Mardian.

Cleo.t^ Harmtan,

Char, Madam.

Cleo, Ha, ha give me to drink Mandragoras,

Char. Why, madam?
Cleo. That I might fleep out this great gap of time.

My Antony is away.

Char. You think of him too much.

Cleo. O 'tis treafbn.

Char, Madam, I truft not fb.

Cleo. Thou eunuch, Mardian?

Mar. What's your highnefs' pleafure >

Cleo. Not now to hear th^ fing. I take no pleafure

In ought an eunuch has ; 'tis well for thee.

That being unfeminar'd, thy freer thoughts

May not fly forth of Egypt. Haft thou affedions >

Mar. Yes, gracious madam.

Cleo. Indeed?

Mar. Not in deed, madam, for I caa do nothing

But what indeed is honeft to be done

:

Yet have I fierce afFedions, and think

S f z What
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What Fenus did with Mars,

Cleo, Oh CharrmanI

Where think'ft thou he is now? ftands he, or fits he

Or does he walk ? or is he on his horfe ?

Oh happy horfe to bear the weight of Antony /

Do bravely, horfe, for wot'ft thou whom thou mov'

The demy Atlas of this earth, the arm

And burgonet of man. He's fpeaking now.

Or murmuring, where's my ferpent of old Nile^

For fo he calls me j now I feed my felf

With moft delicious poifbn. Think on me.

That am with Phoebus amorous pinches black.

And wrinkled deep in time. Broad-fronted Cafary

When thou waft here above the ground, I was

A morfel for a monarch ; and great Pompey

Would ftand and make his eyes grow in my brow,,

There would he anchor his afpedt, and die

With looking on his life.

Enter Alexas.

Alex. Soveraign of M^pt^ hail.

Qeo» How much art thou unlike Mark Antony 7

Yet coming from him, that great med'cine hath

With his tind gilded thee.

How goes it with my brave Marlt Antony 7

Alex. Laft thing he did, dear Queen,

He kift the laft of many doubled kilTes,.

This orient pearl. His fpeech fticks in my hearts

Cko. Mine ear muft pluck it thence.

Alex, Good friends, quoth he.

Say the firm Roman to great ^gypt fends

This treafiire of an oyfter j at whofe foot,

To mend the petty prefent, I v/ill piece
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Her opulent throne with kingdoms. All the eaft.

Say thou, fhall call her miftrels. So he nodded.

And foberly did mount an arm-gaunt fteed.

Who neigh'd fo high, that what I would have fpoke.

Was beaftly dumb by him.

Cleo, What, was he fad or merry >

u4lex. Like to the time o'th' year, between th' extreams

Of hot and cold, he was not fad nor merry.

Cleo. Oh well divided difpofition ,•

Note him good Charm'ian, 'tis the man ,• but note him.

He was not fad, for he would fhine on thofe

That make their looks by his. He was not merry.

Which feem'd to tell them, his remembrance lay

In M^pt with his joy 5 but between both.

Oh heav'nly mingle! be'ft thou fad, or merry.

The violence of either thee becomes.

So do's it no man elfe. Met'ft thou my pofts ?

Alex, Ay, madam, twenty feveral meffengers.

Why do you (end fo thick ?

Cleo, Who's born that day

When I forget to fend to Antony

,

Shall die a beggar. Ink and paper, Charm'tan,

Welcome my good Alexas, Did I, Charmiariy

Ever love Ctcfar fo ?

Char, Oh that brave Cdefar !

Cleo, Be choak'd with luch another emphafis.

Say the brave Antony,

Char. The valiant Cafar,

Cleo. By Ifis, I will give thee blobdy teeth,,

If thou with Cafar paragon again

My man of men. "

Char. By your moft gracious pardon,

I fing but after you.

f
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Cleo, My fallad days!

When I was green in judgment, cold in blood!

To fay, as I faid then. But come away,

Get me ink and paper,

He (hall have every day feveial greetings, or 111 unpeople

[Exeunt.

ACT n. SCENE!
Sicily.

Enter Pompey, Menecrates, and Menas.

P O M P E Y.

F the great Gods be juft, they fhail aflift

The deeds of jufteft men.

Mene, Know, worthy Pompey

,

That what they do delay, they not deny.

Pom. While we are fuitors to their throne, decays

The thing we fiie for.

Men. We, ignorant of our felves.

Beg often our own harms, which the wife powers

Deny us for our good 5 fo find we profit

By lofing of our prayers.

Pom. I fhall do well

:

The people love me, and the fea is mine
^

My powers are crefcent, and my auguring hope

Says it will come to th' full. Mark Antony

In ^gypt fits at dinner, - and will make

No wars without doors. Ctefar gets mony where

He lofes hearts
;

Lep'idus flatters both,

Of

Mgypt
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of both is flatter'd ^ but he neither loves.

Nor either cares for him.

Mene. Cafar and Leptdus are in the field,

A mighty ftrength they carry.

Pom, Where have you this ? 'tis falfe.

Mene, From S'tlv'tus^ Sir.

Fom, He dreams ^ I know they are in Rome togeth

Looking for Antony : but all the charms of love.

Salt Cleopatra^ foften thy wan lip

Let witchcraft join with beauty j luft with both.

Tie up the libertine in a field of feafts,

Keep his brain fuming
j
Epicurean cooks.

Sharpen with cloylefs fawce his appetite
j

That fleep and feeding may prorogue his honour,,

Even 'till a Lethe'd dulnefs

Enter Varrius.

How now Varrtm ?

Var, This is moft certain, that I (hall deliver:

Mark Antony is every hour in Rome

Expeded. Since he went from Mgypt^ 'tis

A fpace for farther travel.

Pom. I could have given lels matter

A better ear. Menus^ I did not think

This am'rous furfeiter would have donn'd his helm
For fuch a petty war j his foldierfhip

Is twice the other twain : but let us rear

The higher our opinion, that our ftirring

Can from the lap of Mgypfs widow pluck

The near luft-wearied Antony.

Men, I cannot hope,

Cafar and Antony fhall well greet together.

His wife, who's dead, did trefpafles to Ctefary
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His brother warr'd upon him, although ;I, think

Not mov'd by /^ntonj, . ,k .

Pom. I know not, MenaSy ^^ilX

How leffer enmities may give way to greater.

Were't not that we ftand up againft them all,

'Twere pregnant they (hould fquare between themfelves ; A

For they have entertained caufe enough

To draw their fwords 5 but how the fear of us

May cement their divifions, and bind up

The petty difference, we yet not know.

Be't as our Gods will have't it only ftands

Our lives upon, to ufe our ftrongefl: hands.

Come, Menas, [ExeuHt,

S C E N E 11.

Rome.

^^^^d-r Enobarbus a^d Lepidus.

Lep, O O D Embarhus, 'tis a worthy deed,

vJ And lhall become you well, t' entreat your captain

To foft and gentle fpeech.

Eno. I (hall entreat him

To anfwer like himfelf,- if C^efar move him,

Let Antony look over C^efar's head.

And {peak as loud as Mars. By Jupttevy

Were I the wearer of Antomo's beard,

I would not (have't to-day.

Lep. 'Tis not a time for private ftomaching.

Em. Every time

Serves for the matter that is then born in't.

il Lep. But fmall to greater, matters muft give way.

Em. Not if the fmall come firft.

Lep.
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Lep. Your fpeech is paflion ,•

But pray you ftir no embers up. Here comes

The noble Antony,

Enter Antony and Ventidius.

Eno, And yonder Cafar.

Enter Csefar, Mecxnas, and Agrippa.

Ant, If we compofe well here, to Parthia

Hark, Venttdius.

Caf, I do not know; Mecanas^ ask Agrippa,

Lep, Noble friends.

That which combined us was moft great, and let not

A leaner adion rend us. What's amifs,

May it be gently heard. When we debate

Our trivial difference loud, we do commit

Murther in healing wounds. Then noble partners,

The rather, for I earneftly befeech.

Touch you the (bwreft points with fweeteft terms,

Nor curftnefs grow to th' matter.

Ant, 'Tis fpoken well
;

Were we before our armies and to fight,

I (hould do thus.

Caf, Welcome to Rome,

Ant, Thank you.

Caf, Sit.

Ant, Sit, Sir.

Caf, Nay then.

Ant, I learn you take things ill, which arc not fo :

Or being, concern you not.

Caf, I muft be laught at.

If, or for nothing, or a little, I

Vol. V. Tt
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should fay my felf offended, and with you

Chiefly i'th' world. More laught at, that I fliould

Once name you derogately : when to found

Your name it not concern'd me,

Ant, My being in Mg^pt^ Cafar, what was't to you?

Caf. No more than my refiding here at Rome
Might be to you in Mg^pt : if you there

Did pradife on my ilate, your being in ^gypt
Might be my queftion,

y^nt. How intend you, pradis'd ?

Caf. You may be pleas'd to catch at mine intent.

By what did here befall. Your wife and brother

Made wars upon me, and their conteftation

Was theam for you, you were the word of war.

Ant. You do miftake your bufinefs: my brother never

Did urge me in his a^ : I did inquire it.

And have my learning from fbme true reporters

That drew their fwords with you. Did he not rather

Difcrcdit my authority with yours,

And make the wars alike againft my ftomach.

Having alike your caufe ? of this my letters

Before did fatisfie you. If you'll patch a quarrel,

(As matter whole you've not to make it with,)

It mufl: not be with this.

Caf. You praife your felf,

By laying defeds of Judgment to me : but

You patch up your cxcufes.

Ant. Not fb, not fo
;

I know you could not lack, I'm certain on't.

Very neceflity of this thought, that I

Your partner in the caufe 'gainfl which he fought

Could not with grateful eyes attend thofe wajs

Which fronted mine own peace. As for my wife.
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I would you had her fpirit id fuch another
;

The third o'th' world is yours, which With a fdaffle

You may pace eafie, but not fuch a wife. .
.. . . O

Em. Would we had all fuch wives, that the itiight

to wars with the Worneti.

So much uncurbable, her garboil>^s, Cdsfat:^

Made out of her impatience, which not wanted

Shrewdnefs of policy too, I grieving gfarit.

Did you too much difquiet, for that you muft.

But fay I could not help it.

C<ef, I wrote to you.

When rioting in Alexemdna you

Did pocket up my letters j and with taunts jvl

Did *gibe my miflive out of audience. iiii7/

Ant. Sir, he fell on me, ere admitted : then i vAwK

Three Kings I had newly feafted, and did want

Of what I was i'th' morning : but next day A

I told him of my felf, which was as much
As to have askt him pardon. Let this fellow

Be nothing of our ftrife : if we contend.

Out of our queftion wipe him^

Caf, You have broken

The article of yout oath, which you fliall never

Have tongue to chafge me with.

L^p, Soft, Cafar.

Ant. No, Lep'tdus, let him fpeak.

The honour's facfed which he talks on now^

Suppofing that I lackt it : but on, Cafar^

The article of my oath.

Caf. To lend me arms and aid, when I requir'd them,

The which you both deny'd.

Ant. Negleded rather:

And then when poifon'd hours had bound me w^in<rt\. f1

T t 1 From
*htg
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rU play the penitent to you. But mine honefty il

Shall not make poor my greatnefs, nor my power //

Work without it. Truth is, that Fu/via,

To have me out of y^lgypt, made wars here ,•

For which my felf, the ignorant motive, do

So far ask pardon, as befits mine honour X"

To ftoop in luch a cafe. r

Lep. 'Tis nobly fpoken.

Mec. If it might pleafe you, to enforce no further

The griefs between ye: to forget them quite,

Were to remember, that the prefent need ^ '"r^

Speaks to atone you.

Lep, Worthily fpoken, Mectenas.

Rm. Or if you borrow one another's love for the inflant,

you may when you hear no more words of Pompey return it

again : \ ou fhall have time to wrangle in, when you have no-

thing elfe to do.

Ayit. Thou art a foldier, only fpeak no more.

Eno, That truth fhould be filent, I had almofl forgot.

y^nt. You wrong this prefence, therefore fpeak no more.

Eno, Go to then : your confiderate flone.

Co'f. I do not much diflike the matter, but

The manner of his fpeech : for't cannot be

We fhall remain in friendfhip, our conditions

So differing in their ads. Yet if I knew

What hoop would hold us flaunch, from edge to edge

O'th' world I would purfue it.

^gr. Give me leave, C^far.

Caf. Speak, Agr'tppa.

Agr, Thou haft a fifter by the mother's fide, ^

Admir'd OBavm I great Mark Antony

Is now a widower.
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Caf. Say not fb, Agrippa ; «t-'">-)f«vorj-^

If Cleopatra heard you, your proof were

Well deferved of rafhnefss'^f

Ant, I am not married, Cafar j let me hear

Agr'tppa further fpeak.

Agr, To hold you in perpetual amity.

To make you brothers, and to knit your hearty, .

With an unflipping knot, take Antony ^
'

OEiavla to his wife j whofe beauty claims

No worfe a husband than the beft of men

;

Whofe virtue, and whofe general graces (peak

That which none elfe can utter. By this marriage.

All little jealoufies which now fecm great,

And all great fears, which now import their dangers.

Would then be nothing. Truths would be but tales.

Where now half tales be truths : her love to both

Would each to other, and all loves to both
^

Draw after her. Pardon what 1 have fpoke,

For 'tis a ftudied, not a prefent thought.

By duty ruminated.

Ant, Will C^/ar fpeak ? ^^^j-^.

Caf. Not 'till he hears how Antony is touch'd

With what is fpoke already.

Ant, What power is in Agr'tppa

( If I would fay Agr'tppa^ be it fo,)

To make this good ?

Cdef. The power of Cafar^

And his power unto OBavta,

Ant. May I never
^^^^^.^

To this good purpofe, that fo fairly (hews,

Dream of impediment •, let me have thy hand

Further this a6t of grace: and from this hourJ^,^^^^^^o b iirnhh
The heart of brothers govern in our loves^ Q,y^ ^

\^ And
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And fway our great defigns.

C^f, There's my hand :

A fifter I bequeath you, whom no brother

Did ever love fo dearly. Let her live

To join our kingdoms, and our hearts, and never

Fly off our loves again.

Lep, Happily, amen.

^rit. I did not think to draw my fword 'gainft Pompey^

For he hath laid ftrange courtelies and great

Of late upon me. I muft thank him only.

Left my remembrance fuffer ill report,-

At heel of that defie him. •

Lep, Time calls upon's :

Of us muft Pompey prefently be fought,

Or elfe he feeks out us.

^^t. Where lyes he?

C^f. About the Mount-Mifemm,

Ant, What is his ftrength by land ?

def. Great, and increafing

:

But by fea he is an abfolute m after.

Ant. So is the fame.

Would we had fpoke together* Hafte we for it,

Yet ere we put our felves in arms, difpatch we

The bufineis we have talk'd of,

C^ef. With moft gladnefs.

And do invite you to my fifter's view.

Whither ftraight I'll lead you.

Ant. Let us, Leptdus^ not lack your company.

Lep, Noble Antony^ not ficknefs fhould detain me. [Exeunt,

SCENE
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SCENE IIL

Manent Enobarbus, Agrippa, Mec^nas.

Mec, Welcome from Mgypt, Sir.

Em. Half the heart of Ctefar, worthy MecanaSy my honour-

able friend Agnppn.

Agr. Good Embarbus.

Mec, We have caufe to be glad, that matters are fo well di-

gefted : you ftay'd well by't in Mgjpt.

Em. Ay Sir, we did deep day out of countenance, and made

the night light with drinking.

Mec. Eight wild boars roafted whole at a breakfaft ; and but

twelve perfons there. Is this true ?

Em. This was but a flie by an eagle : we had much more

monftrous matter of feaft, which worthily deferved noting.

Mec. She's a moft triumphant lady, if report be fquare to her.

Em. When fhe firft met Mark Antony , fhe purs'd up his heart

upon the river of Cydnus.

Agr. There fhe appear'd indeed : or my reporter devis'd well

for her.

Em. I will tell you,-

The barge fhe fat in, like a bumifh'd throne

Burnt on the water ; the poop was beaten gold.

Purple the fails, and fb perfumed, that

The winds were love-fick with 'em ; th' oars were filver.

Which to the tune of flutes kept ftroke, and made

The water which they beat, to follow fafter.

As amorous of their ftrokes. For her own peribn,

It beggar'd all defcription ,• fhe did lye

In her paviHon, cloth of gold, of tiffue,

0'er-pid:uring that Ferns, where we lee

The fancy out-work nature. On each fide her

Stood
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With divers-colour'd fans, whofe wind did Teem

To glow the delicate cheeks which they did cool,

And what they undid did.

Agr, Oh rare for Antorpy.

Eyio, Her gentlewomen, like the Nere'idsy

So many mermaids tended her i'th' eyes.

And made their bends adornings. At the helm,

A feeming mermaid fteers^ the filken tackles

Swell with the touches of thofe flower-foft hands.

That ^ yarely frame the office. From the barge

A ftrange invifible perfume hits the fenfe

Of the adjacent wharfs. The city caft

Her people out upon her ^ and Antony

Enthron'd i'th' market-place, did fit alone,

Whiftling to th' air ,• which but for vacancy.

Had gone to gaze on Cleopatra too,

And made a gap in nature.

Agr. Rare Egyptian/

Eno. Upon her landing, Antony fent to her.

Invited her to fupper ; (he reply'd.

It fhould be better he became her gucft

;

Which (he entreated. Courteous Antony,

Whom ne'er the word of No woman heard fpeak.

Being barber*d ten times o'er, goes to the feaft;

And ibr his ordinary, pays his heart.

For what his eyes eat only.

Agr. Royal wench

!

She made great C^far lay his fword to bed.

He plongh'd her, and flie cropt.

Eno. I faw her once

Hop forty paces through the publick ftreet.

And having loft her breath, (he /poke, and panted,

That
^ yearly. Yarely among failors is ufed as nimbly.
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And breathlefs power breathe forth.

Mec, Now Antony muft leave her utterly.

Em, Never, he will not.

Age cannot wither her, nor cuftom " ftale

Her infinite variety : other women cloy

The appetites they feed, but flie makes hungry.

Where mod flie fatisfies. For vileft things

Become themfelves in her, that the holy priefts

Blefs her, when (he is f riggifh.

Mec, If beauty, wifdom, modefty, can fettle

The heart of Antony^ 05iavla is

A blelTed lottery to him.

/^gr. Let us go.

Good Enobarbusy make your felf my gueft,

Whilft you abide here.

Em, Humbly, Sir, I thank you. \Exemti

Enter Antony, C^efar, Odavia between them.

Ant, The world, and my great office, will fometimes

Divide me from your bofbm.

OBa, All which time,
^

Before the Gods my knee (hall bow in prayers

To them for you.

Ant, Good- night. Sir. My OBavia,

Read not my blemiflies in the world's report:

I have not kept my fquare, but that to come

Shall all be done by th' rule
; good-night, dear lady.

OB, Good-night, Sir.

Caf, Good-night. \Exeimt Casfar and Odavia.

Vol. V.
« fieal.
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SCENE IV.

Enter Soothfayer.

^fjt. Now firrah! do you wifh your felf in jEgypt?

Sooth. Would I had never come from thence, nor yon thither.

^nt. If you can, your reafbn ?

Sooth, I fee it in my motion, have it not in my tongue; but

yet hie you to M^p again.

Ant, Say to me, whofe fortune fhall rife higher, C^efar's or

mine ?

Sooth. Cafar'%. Therefore, oh Antony
,

ftay not by his fide.

Thy Damon, that's thy (pirit which keeps thee, is noble, cou-

ragious, high, unmatchable, where C<f/^r's is not. But near him
thy angel becomes a fear as being o'erpower'd, and therefore

make ifpace enough between you.

Ant, Speak this no more.

Sooth. To none but thee, no more, but when to thee.

If thou doft play with him at any game,

Thou'rt lure to lofe : and of that natural luck

He beats thee 'gainft the odds. Thy luftre thickens.

When he {hines by : I fay again, thy fpirit

Is all afraid to govern thee near him

:

But, he away, 'tis noble.

Ant. Get thee gone

:

Say to Feni'id'mSj I would fpeak with him. [Exit Soorb.

He fliall to Farth'ia ,• be it art, or hap.

He hath fpokc true. The very dice obey him.

And in our /ports my better cunning faints

Under his chance,- if we draw lots, he fpeeds;

His cocks do win the battel ftill of mine.

When it is all to nought : and his quailes ever

Beat mine, in-hoop'd at odds. I will to Mo^pt

And
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And though I make this marriage for my peace,

Tth' eaft my pleafure lies. Oh come, Venttdmsy

Enter Ventidius.

You muft to Parthta, your commiffion's ready

:

Follow me and receive't. [Exeunt^

Enter Lepidus, Mecasnas, and Agrippa.

Lep. Trouble your felves no farther : pra,y you haften

Your Generals after. •

/^gr. Sir, Mark Antony will e'en but kifs OBavia^ and we'll

follow.

Lep, 'Till I {hall fee you in your foldier's drefi.

Which will become you both, farewel.

Mec. We (hall,

As I conceive the journey, be at th' mount
Before you, Lepidus,

Lep, Your way is ftiorter.

My purpofes do draw me much about.

You'll win two days upon me.

Both, Sir, good luccefs.

Lep, Farewel. [ExemK;

SCENE V.

Alexandria.
^ 07 1

Enter Cleopatra, Charmian, Iras and Alexas.

C7^(j.^^IVE me fome mufkk: mufick, moody food

Of us that trade in love.

Omnes, The mufick, hoaf

Uu 2



340 A N T ^ and C l»e o t r

Enter Mardian the Eumich*

Geo, Let it alone, let's to billiards : come Charmlan,

Char, My arm is fore, beft play with Mardian.

Cleo, As well a woman with an eunuch play'd.

As with a woman. Come, you'll play with me. Sir?

Mar, As well as I can, madam. r

Cleo. And when good-will is fhew'd, tho't come too fliort, .

The a6tor may plead pardon. I'll none now.

Give me mine angle, we'll to th' river, there

My mufick playing far off, I will betray

Tawny-fin fifh
j
my bended hook (liall pierce

Their flimy jaws
^

and, as I draw them up,

I'll think them every one an Antony^

And fay, ah haj you're caught.

Char, 'Twas merry when

You wager'd on your angling, when your diver

Did hang a fait fifh on his hook, which he

With fervency drew up.

Cleo. That time ! oh times I

I laught him out of patience, and that night

\ laught him into patience, and next morn

Ere the ninth hour I drunk him to his bed ;

Then put my tires and mantles on him, whilfl

I wore his fword PhlTtppan. Oh from Italy.

Enter a Mejfenger,

Ram thou thy fruitful tidings in mine ears.

That long time have been barren.

Mef. Madam! madam!

Cleo. Antony's dead?

If thou fay fo, villain, thou kill'ft thy miftrefs

:

But well and free,

.If
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If thou fb yield him. There is gold, and here

My blueft veins to kifs : a hand that Kings

Have lipt, and trembled kifling.

Mcf, Firft, Madam, he is well.

Cleo, Why there's more gold. But, firrah, mark, we ufe

To fay, the dead are well : bring it to that,

The gold I give thee, will I melt and pour

Down thy ill-uttering throat.

Mef, Good madam, hear me.

Cleo, Well, go to, I will:

But there's no goodnefs in thy face. If Ayitony

Be free and healthful ,• why fo tart a favour

To trumpet fuch good tidings? if not well.

Thou {hould'ft come like a fury crown'd with fnakes.

Not Hke a formal man.

Mef. Will't pleafe you hear me ?

Cleo, I have a mind to ftrike thee ere thou fpeak'ft,-

Yet if thou fay, Antony lives, 'tis well.

Or friends with Cafar^ or not captive to him,

I'll fee thee in a (bower of gold, and hail

Rich pearls upon thee.

Mef. Madam, he's well.

Cleo, Well faid.

Mef, And friends with Cafar,

Cleo, Thou'rt an honefl: man.

Mef, C^far, and he, are greater friends than ever.

Cleo, Make thee a fortune from me.

Mef. But yet. Madam
Cleo. I do not like but yet, it do's allay i^^Jft !

The good precedence, fie upon but yet,.

But yet is as a jaylor to bring forth

Some monftrous malefactor. Pr'ythee, friend.

Pour out the pack of matter to mine ear.

The
d captain.
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The good and bad together: he*s friends with Cafar^ T
la ftate of health thou (ay'ft, and thou fay'ft, free,

Mef, Free, Madam f no : I have made no fuch (port.

He's bound unto OBavta,

Cleo. For what good turn ?

Mef, For the beft turn i'th' bed.

Cleo. I am pale, Charmim,

Mef. Madam, he's married to OBavia.

Cleo. The moft infectious peililence upon thee.

\Strtkes htm down,

Mef, Good Madam, patience.

Cleo, What fay you ? \Str'skes h'tm^

Hence horrible villain, or I'll fpurn thine eyes

Like balls before me ; I'll unhair thy head :

\She hales htm up and down.
'

Thou (halt be whipt with wyre, and ftew'd in brine, ^

Smarting in lingring pickle.

Mef. Gracious Madam,
I, that do bring the news, made not the match.

Cleo. Say 'tis not fo, a province I will give thee.

And make thy fortunes proud : the blow thou hadft:

Shall make thy peace, for moving me to rage.

And I will boot thee with what gift befide ^

Thy modefty can beg. i

Mef. He's married, Madam.

Cleo, Rogue, thou haft liv'd too long. \Prawt a dagger*

Mef Nay then I'll run :

What mean you. Madam ? I have made no fault.

Char. Good Madam, keep your felf within your felf,

The man is innocent.

Cleo. Some innocents 'fcape not the thunderbolt.

Melt Mgypt into N'de and ' kindly creatures

Turn all to ferpents. Call the flave again.

Though
e kindled



Though I am mad, I will not bite him i call.

Char, He is afraid to come. ca

Geo. I will not hurt him.

Thefe hands do lack nobility, that they ftrike

A meaner than my felf : fince I my felf

Have given my felf the caufe. Come hither, Sir.

Re-enter the Mejfenger.

Though it be honeft, it is never good

To bring bad news : give to a gracious meflage

An hoft of tongues, but let ill tidings tell

Themfelves, when they be felc

Mef, I have done my duty.

Cleo, Is he married ?

I cannot hate thee worler than I do.

If you again fay yes.

Mef, He's married, Madam.

Cleo, The Gods confound thee, doft thou hold there ftill?

Mef, Should I lie. Madam?
Cleo, Oh, would thou didft:

So halfmy ^gypt were fubmerg'd, and made

A ciftern for fcal'd liiakes. Go get thee hence,

Hadft thou Narajfus in thy face, to me
Thou wouldft appear moft ugly: he is married.

Mef. I crave your highnefs' pardon.

Cleo, He is m-arried.

Mef. Take no offence, for I would not offend youj

To punifh me for what you make me do.

Seems much unequal: he's married to O&av'ta,

Cleo, Oh that his fault fhould make a knave of thee.

That art not what thou'rt fure of. Get thee hence,

The merchandifes thou haft brought from Rome
Are all too dear for me:

Lye
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Lye they upon thy hand, and be undone by 'em. [Exk Mef,

Char. Good your highnefs patience.

Cleo, In praifing Antony^ I have difprais'd Cafar,

Char, Many times. Madam.

Cleo, I am paid for it now : lead me from hence,

I faint; Q\\lras^ Charmtan 'tis no matter.

Go to the fellow, good Akxas, bid him

Report the feature of OBavia, her years.

Her inclination, let him not leave out

The colour of her hair. Bring me word quickly.

Let him for ever go let him not, Charmtan^

Though he be painted one way like a Gorgon^

The other way's a Mars, Bid you Alexas

Bring word, how tall fhe is : pity me, Charmtan,

But fpeak not to me. Lead me to my chamber. ' [Exemt.

s c E N E vi.

The Coafl of Italy, near Mifenum.

Kilter Pompey and Men as at one door with drum and trumpet \

At another Csefar, Lepidus, Antony, Enobarbus, Mecaenas,

Agrippa, with foldters marching.

Pom, ^\7*OUR hoftages I have, lb have you mine,-

JL And we (hall talk before we fight.

Caf. Moft meet

That firft we come to words, and therefore have we

Our written purpofes before us fent.

Which if thou haft confider'd, let us know

If 'twill tie up thy difcontented fword.

And carry back to Sicily much tall youth,

That elfe muft perifh here.

Pern,



Pom, To you all three.

The fenators alone of this great world.

Chief fadors for the Gods. I do not know,

Wherefore my father fliould revengers want.

Having a Ton and friends ; fince Julius Cafar,

(Who at Ph'ihpp't the good Brutus ghofted,)

There faw you labouring for him. What was it

That mov'd pale Cajfius to confpire ? and what

Made thee all-honour'd, honeft Roman Brutus,

With the arm'd reft, courtiers of beauteous freedom.

To drench the Capitol, but that they would

Have but one man, a man and that is it

Hath made me rig my navy. At whofe burthen

The anger'd ocean foams, with which I meant

To fcourge th' ingratitude that defpiteful Rome
Caft on my noble father.

C<ef. Take your time.

Ant. Thou canft not fear us, Pompey, with thy fails.

Well fpeak with thee at fea. At land thou know'ft

How much we do o'er-count thee.

Pom. At land indeed

Thou doft o'er-count me of my father's houfe.

But fince the cuckow builds not for himfelf,

Remain in't as thou may'ft.

Lep. Be pleas'd to tell us,

CFor this is from the prefent now you talk,)

The offers we have fent you

Caf. There's the point.

Ant, Which do not be intreated to, but weigh

What it is worth embrac'd.

Caf. And what may follow

To try a larger fortune.

Pom, You've made me offer

Vol. V. Xx



34^ Antony and Cleopatra*
of Sicily, Sardinia j and I muft

Rid all the Tea of pirates j then to fend

Meafures of wheat to Rome : this 'greed upon.

To part with unhackt edges, and bear back

Our targe undinted.

Omnes, That's our offer.

Pom, Know then

I came before you here, a man prepar'd

To take this offer. But Mark Antony

Put me to jfbme impatience : though I lofe

The praife of it by telling ,* you muil know
When Cafar and your brother were at blows.

Your mother came to Skdyy and did find

Her welcome friendly.

Ant. I have heard it, Pompey^

And am well iludied for a liberal thanks.

Which 1 do owe vou.

Pom. Let me have your hand :

I did not think, Sir, to have met you here.

Ant. The beds i'th' Eaft are loft, and thanks to you,

That call'd me timelier than my purpofe hither

;

For I've gain'd by it.

Caf. Since I faw you laft.

There is a change upon you.

Pom, Well I know not

What counts hard fortune cafts upon my fac§.

But in my bofom fhe fhall never come.

To make my heart a vaffai. i

Lep. Well met here.

Pom. I hope fo Lepidus, thus we are agreed

:

I crave our compofition may be written

And fcal'd between us.

Caf, That's the next to do.
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Pom. We'll feaft each other ere we part, and let's

Draw lots ? who fliall begin.

Ant, That will I, Pompey,

Pom. No, Antony, take the lot

:

But firft or laft, your fine Mgypttan cookery

Shall have the fame. Pve heard that Julm Cafat

Grew fat with feafting there.

Ant. You have heard much.

Pom. I have fair meaning, Sir.

Ant. And fair words to them.

Pom. Then fb much have I heard.

And I have heard Apollodorm carried

—

Rno, No more of that : he did fb.

Pom. What, I pray you?

Rno. A certain Queen to C<efar in a matrefs.

Pom. I know thee now, how far'ft thou, fbldier ?

Rno. Well, and well am like to do, for I perceive

Four feafts are toward.

Pom. Let me (hake thy hand,

I never hated thee : I have feen thee fight,

When I have envied thy behaviour.

Rno. Sir,

I never lov'd you much, but I ha' prais'd ye,

When you have well deferv'd ten times as much.

As I have faid you did.

Pom. Enjoy thy plainnefs.

It nothing ill becomes thee ,•

Aboard my galley \ invite you all.

Will you lead, lords ?

All, Shew's the way, Sir.

Pom, Come. \Exeunt. Manent Enob. and Menas.

Men. Thy father, Pompey, would ne'er havernr.de this treaty.

You and 1 have known. Sir.

X X z Rno,
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Eno. At Tea, I think,

Men. We have, Sir.

E'^o. You have done well by water.

Men. And you by land.

Eno. I will praife any man that will praife me, thongh it

cannot be denied what I have done by land.

Men. Nor what I have done by water.

Eno. Yes, fomething you can deny for your own fafety

:

you have been a great thief by fea.

Men. And you by land.

F.no. There I deny my land-fervice ; but give me your hand,

MenaSj if our eyes had authority, here they might take two

thieves killing.

Men. All mens faces are true, whatfoe'er their hands are.

Eno. But there is ne'er a fair woman, has a true face.

Men. No flander, they fteal hearts.

Eno. We came hither to fight with you.

Men. For my part, I am forry it is turn'd to a drinking.

Pompey doth this day laugh away his fortune.

Eno. If he do, fure he cannot weep't back again.

Men. You've faid, Sir ^ we look'd not for Mark Antony here j

pray you, is he married to Cleopatra ?

Eno. Cafar's filler is call'd OBav'ta.

Men. True, Sir, fhe was the wife of Cams Marcellus,

Eno, But now fhe is the wife of Marcus Antonius.

Men. Pray ye, Sir }

Eno. 'Tis true.

Men. Then is Cafar and he for ever knit together.

Eno. If I were bound to divine of this unity, I would not

prophefie fo.

Men. I think the policy of that purpofe, made more in the

marriage, than the love of the parties.

Eno. I think fb too. But you fliall find the band that feems

to
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to tie their friendfbip together, will be the very '^ftrangler of

their amity : OBavta is of a holy, cold, and-ftill converfation.

^ Men. Who would not have his wife fo?

Eno, Not he that himfelf is not ib ; which is Mark Antony,

He will to his Mgypttan difh again ; then fhall the fighs of

OBav'ta blow the fire up in Cafar^ and, as I faid before, that

which is the ftrength of their amity, fhall prove the immediate

author of their variance. Antony will ufe his affedtion where

it is. He married but his occafion here.

Men. And thus it may be. Come, Sir, will you aboard?

I have a health for you.

Rno. I {hall take it. Sir ; we have us'd our throats in j^gypt.

Men. Come, let's away. \Exemt.

SCENE vn.

Pompey's Galley,

Mufick plays. Enter two or three fervants with a banquet.

I Ser. T T ERE they'll be, man : fome o' their plants are ill

JL JL rooted already, the leaft wind i'th' world will blow

them down.

2 Ser. Lep'tdus is high-colour'd.

1 Ser. They have made him drink alms drink.

2 Ser. As they pinch one another by the difpofition he cries

out, no more^ reconciles them to his entreaty, and himfelf

to th' drink.

I Ser. But it raifes the greater war between him and his dif-

cretion.

1 Ser, Why this it is to have a name in great men's fellow-

fhip : I had as lieve have a reed that will do me no fervice, as

a partizan I could not heave.

I S^r, To be call'd into a huge fphere, and not to be feen

to
^ ejiranger.
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to move in't, are the holes where eyes (hould be, which pitifally

difafter the cheeks.

Trumpets, Enter Csefar, Antony, Pompey, Lepidus, Agrippa,

Mecxnas, Enobarbus, Menas, with other Capta'ms.

Ant, Thus do they, Sir ; they take the flow o'th' Nile

By certain fcale, i'th' pyramid
j they know

By th' height, the lownefs, or the mean, if dearth

Or foizon follow. The higher Ntlus fwells

The more it promifes as it ebbs, the feedfmaa

Upon the flime and ooze fcatters his grain.

And (hortly comes to harveft.

Lep, You've ftrange ferpents there.

Ant, Ay, Lep'tdus, ,

Lep. Your ferpent of M^^pt is bred now of your mud by

the operation of your lun j fo is your crocodile.

Ant, They are fb.

Pom. Sirrah, Tome wine ! a health to Lep'tdus,

Lep, I am not fo well as I fhould be:

But ril ne'er out.

Eno, Not 'till you have flept j I fear me, you'll be in, 'till then.

Lep, Nay certainly, I have heard the Ptolom'y's pyramids are

very goodly things; without contradiction I have heard that.

Men, Pompey
J
a word. [Afide,

Pom. Say in mine ear what is't?

Men, Forfake thy feat, I do befeech thee, captain,

And hear me (peak a word.

Pom, Forbear me 'till anon. \l¥h'tfpers.

This wine for Lep'idm,

Lep. What manner o'thing is your crocodile ?

Ant, It is fhap'd. Sir, like it felf, and it is as broad as it hath

breadth ; it is juftfo high as it is, and moves with its own organs.

It
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It lives by that which nouriflieth it, and the elements once out

of it, it tranfmigrates.

Lep. What colour is it of/

^y^nt. Of it's own colour too.

Lep, 'Tis a ftrange ferpent.

Ant, 'Tis fb, and the tears of it are wet.

Caf, Will this defcription fatisfie him ?

Ant, With the health that Pompey gives him, elfe he is a

very epicure.

Pom. Go hang, Sir, hang ! tell me of that ? away

!

Do as I bid you. Where's the cup I call'd for ?

Men, If for the fake of merit thou wilt hear me.

Rife from the ftool.

Pom, I think thou'rt mad ; the matter ?

Men, I have ever held my cap off to thy fortunes.

Pom, Thou haft ferv'd me with much faith ; what's elfe to

fay? be jolly, lords.

Ant, Thefe quick-fands, Lep'iduSy

Keep off them, for you fink.

Men. Wilt thou be lord of all the world?

Pom. What fay'ft thou ?

Men, Wilt thou be lord of the whole world ? that's twice.

Pom. How fliall that be ?

Men, But entertain it,

And though thou think me poor, I am the man
Will give thee all the world.

Pom. Haft thou drunk well ?

Men. No Pompey, I have kept me from the cup.

Thou art, if thou dar'ft be, the earthly Jove:

What e'er the ocean pales, or sky inclips.

Is thine, if thou wilt ha't.

Pom. Shew me which way.

Men, Thefe three world-fharers, the/e competitors

Are
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Are in thy veffel. Let me cut the cable.

And when we are put off, fall to their throats

:

All then is thine.

Pom. Ah, this thou (houldft have done.

And not have fpokcn on't. In me 'tis villany.

In thee 'thad been good fervice: thou muft know,

'Tis not my profit that does lead mine honour,-

- Mine honour it : repent that e'er thy tongue.

Hath To bctray'd thine ad. Being done unknown,

I {hould have found it afterwards well done ,•

But muft condemn it now. Defift, and drink.

Men. For this

I'll never follow thy pall'd fortunes more,-

Who feeks and will not take, when once 'tis offer'd.

Shall never find it more.

Pom. This health to Lep'tdus.

Ant. Bear him aflioar, I'll pledge it for him, Pompey^

Eno. Here's to thee Menas:

Men, Enobarbus, welcome.

Pom. Fill 'till the cup be hid.

Eno. There's a ^ ftrong fellow, Menas. [Pointing to Lepidus.

Men. Why?
Eno. He bears the third part of the world, mant feeft not?

Men. The third part then is drunk ,• would it were all, that

it might go on wheels.

Eno. Drink thou, encreafe the reels.

Men. Come.

Pom. This is not yet an Alexandrian feaft.

Ant. It ripens towards it; ftrike the veffels hoa.

Here is to Ccefar.

Caf. I could well forbear it,

It's monftrous labour when I wafh my brain.

And it grows fouler.

Ant.
tjlrange.

^

\
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/^nt. Be a child o'th' time.

C^ef. Poflefs it, I'll make anfwer ; but I had rather fafl: from

all, f our days, than drink fb much in one.

Eno, Ha, my brave emperor, (hall we dance now the JEgjpU^

an bacchanals, and celebrate our drink ?

Pomp, Let's ha't, good fbldier.

^nt. Come let's all take hands,

*Till that the conquering wine hath fteept our fenfe

In foft and delicate Lethe.

Em, All take hands:

Make battery to our ears with the loud mufick.

The while I'll place you, then the boy fhall fing.

The holding every man (hall beat as loud.

As his ftrong fides can volly.

\Mufick plays. Enobarbus places them hand m hand.

The SONG.
Come thou monarch of the vme^

Plumpy Bacchus with pmk cyne y v

. In thy vats our cares he drowvCd:

With thy grapes our hairs he crowned.

Cup us Htll the world go roundy

Cup us 'till the world go round,

Qef, What would you more? Pompey^ good-night. Good

brother

Let me requeft you offj our graver bufinefs

Frowns at this levity. Gentle lords, let's part.

You fee we have burnt our check. Strong Enoharhus

Is weaker than the wind ,• and mine own tongue

Splits what it fpeaks j the wild difguife hath almofl:

Antickt us all. What needs more words
^
good night.

Good Antony
y your hand.

V o L, V. Y y Pom,
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Pom, I'll try you on the {hoar.

-^^^r^-^.f^

Ant, And fViall, Sir,- give's your hand.

Fom. Oh, Antony
y
you hate my father's houfe.

But what, we're friends? come down into the boat.

Em, Take heed you fall not, Menas,

Men. ril not on flioar.

No, to my cabin thefe drums f

Thefe trumpets, flutes! what!

Let Neptune hear, we bid a loud farewel

To thefe great fellows. Sound and be hang'd, found out.

\Somd a flourtfh^ with drums,

Eno. Hoo fays a! there's my cap.

Men. Hoa, noble captain, come, [Exeunt.

ACT III. SCENE I.

A CAMP. 3 Juci

Enter Ventidius m Tr'mmphy the dead body of Pacorus horn before

htm, Roman foldters and attendants.

Ventidius.

OW darting Parthia art thou ftruck, and now

Pleas'd fortune does of Marcus Craffus^ death

Make me revenger. Bear the King's fon's body

Before our hoftj thy Pacorus, Orodes,

Pays this for Marcus Crajfus.

Rom, Noble VentidtuSj

Whilft yet with Parth'tan blood thy fword is warm.

The fugitive Parthtans fallow. Spur through Medta,

Mefopotamia, and the (belters whither

The
i» have.
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The routed fly. So thy grand captain Antony

Shall fet thee on triumphant chariots, and

Put garlands on thy head.

yen. Oh Sd'mSy Sd'mSy

Fve done enough. A lower place, note well.

May make too great an zd: : for learn this, Sdm^
Better to leave undone, than by our deed

Acquire too high a fam^, when he we ferve's away,

Cafar and Antony have ever won

More in their o£&cer, than perlbn-. Softus^

One of my place in Syria, his lieutenant,

For quick accumulation of renown.

Which he atchiev'd by th' minute, loft his favour.

Who does i'th' wars more than his captain can.

Becomes his captain's captain : and ambition,

(The foldier's virtue) rather makes choice of lofs.

Than gain which darkens him.

I could do more to do Anton'tus good.

But 'twould offend him ^ and in his offence

Should my performance perifli.

Rom. Thou haft, Fentidmsj that, without the which

A foldier and his fword grants fcarce diftindion

:

Thou wilt write to Antony,

Ven. I'll humbly fignifie what in his name.

That magical word of war, we have effed:ed ; -
? -

How with his banners, and his well-paid ranks,

That ne'er-yet beaten horfe of Parthta

We've jaded out o'th' field.

Rom. Where is he now?

Ven. He purpofeth to Athens-, with what hafte

The weight we muft convey with's will permit.

We fliali appear before him. Pafs along. J^xeiint,

Yy 2 SCENE
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S C E N E IL

Rome.

Enter Agrippa at one door, Enobarbus at another,

Agr. "\ 1^ 7 H A T, are the brothers parted ?

V V Eno, They have difpatcht with Pompey, he is

The other three are feaHng. OBavm weeps [goi^^>

To part from Rome : Cafar is fad, and Lep'tdm

Since Fompey's feaft, as Menas fays, is troubled

With the green-ficknefs.

Agr. 'Tis a noble Leptdus.

Eno, A very fine one
;

oh, how he loves Cdefar,

Agr. Nay but how dearly he adores Ma. k Antony /

Eno. Cdefar ? why he's the Jupiter of men.

Agr. What's Antony^ the God of Jupher 7

Eno. Speak yon of Cdefar? oh! the non-pareilf

Agr. Oh Antony, oh thou Arabian bird!

Eno. Would you praife C^far, fay, Cafar, go no further.

Agr. Indeed he plied them both with excellent praifes.

Eno, But he loves Cafar beft, yet he loves Antony :

Ho! hearts, tongues, figure, fcribes, bards, poets, cannot

Think, fpenk, eaft, write, fing, number
5

ho,

His love to Antony. But as for Cafar,

Kneel down, kneel down, and wonder-—

Agr. Both he loves.

Eno. They are his fhards, and he their beetle, fo

This is to horfe
;

adieu, noble Agrippa. \7rtimpets.

Agr. Good fortune, worthy foldier, and farewel.

Enter Caefar, Antony, Lepidus, and Odavia.

Ant. No farther. Sir.

Or.
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Cef, You take from me a great part of my felf ;

Ufe me well in't. Sifter, prove fuch a wife

As my thoughts make thee, and my fartheft bond

Shall pais on thy approof Moft noble Antony^

Let not the piece of virtue which is fet

Betwixt us, as the cement of our love.

To keep it builded, be the ram to batter

The fortune of it ; for better might we

Have lov'd without this mean, if on both parts.

This be not cherirtit.

2^nt. Make me not offended

In your diftruft.

Caf. I have faid.

Ant. You fhall not find>

Though you be certain curious, the leaft caufe

For what you feem to fear ; fo the Gods keep you.

And make the hearts of Romans ferve your ends

:

We will here part.

Caf, Farewel, my deareft fifter, fare thee well |.

The elements be kind to thee, and make

Thy fpirits all of comfort ; fare thee well.

05i. My noble brother.

Ant. The Aprih in her eyes, it is love's fpring,

And thefethe fhowers to bring it onj be chearful.

OB^ Sir, look well to my husband's houfe j and

—

Caf. What OBavml
OB. I'll tell you in your ear.

Ant. Her tongue will not obey her heart, nor can

Her heart inform her tongue j the fwan's down-feath'

That ftands upon the fwell at full of tide,

And neither way inclines.

Rno, Will Cafar weep ?

A^, He has a cloud in's face.
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Efio, He were the worfe for that were he a horfe

;

So is he being a man.

j^gr» Why, Enoharhus 7

When Antony found Jul'm Cdefar dead.

He cryed almoft to roaring : and he wept, i

When at PhU'tpp'i he found Brutus flain.

Eno. That year indeed he was troubled with a rheum,

'

What willingly he did confound, he waiPd;

Believe*t 'till I weep too.

Cicf. No, fweet OBav'ta^

You (hall hear from me ftill ^ the time fliall not

Out-go my thinking on you.

Ant. Come Sir, come,

I'll wreftle with you in my ftrength of love.

Look here I have you ^ thus I let you go.

And give you to the Gods.

Caf. Adieu, be happy!

Lep. Let all the number of the ftars give light

To thy fair way.

Caf, Farewel, farewel. Odavia.

Ant, Farewel! \Trumpet% found. Exeunt,

SCENE III.

Alexandria.

Enter Cleopatra, Charmian, Iras, and Alexas.

Geo, T^IT 7HERE is the fellow?

V V Alex, Half afraid to come.

Cleo, Go to, go to : come hither, Sir.

Enter
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Enter the Mejfenger as before,

Alex, Good majefty,

Herod of Jewry dare not look upon you,

But when you are well pleas'd.

Cleo, That Herod's head

I'll have ; but how ? when Antony is gone.

Through whom I might command it:

Come thou near.

Mef. Moft gracious majefty.

Cleo, Didft thou behold OBavtal

Mef, Ay, dread Queen.

Cko, Where ?

Mef Madam, in Rome^ I lookt her in the face

:

And faw her led between her brother and

Mark Antony,

Cteo, Is fhe as tall as me ?

Mef. She is not. Madam.
Cleo, Didft hear her {peak ? is ftie fhrill-tongu'd or low ?

Mef Madam, I heard her fpeak, flie is low-voic'd.

Cleo. That's not fo good ^ he cannot like her long.

Char, Like her? oh Ifts / 'tis impoflible.

Cleo, I think fb, Charmtan ^ dull of tongue, and dwarfiftii

What majefty is in her gate ? remember

If e'er thou look'dft on majefty.

Mef She creeps

;

Her motion and her ftation are as one :

She fliews a body rather than a life,

A ftatue than a breather.
^

Cleo, Is this certain ?

Mef Or I have no obfervance.

Char, Not three in ^gypt can make better note,

Cleo, He's very knowing, I do perceive'r.

There's
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There's nothing in her yet.

The fellow has good judgment.

Char, Excellent.

67^"^?. Guefs at her years, I pr'ytheCo

Me/. Madam, fhe was a widow.

Cleo. Widow ? Charmtan, hark.

Mef. And I do think (he's thirty.

Cleo. Bear'ft thou her face in mind ? is't long or round ?

Mef, Round even to faultinels.

Cleo. For th' moft part too,

They're fooUQi that are fo. Her hair what colour?

Mef. Brown, Madam j and her forehead

As low as file would wifli it.

Cleo. There's gold for thee.

Thou muft not take my former fharpnels ill,

I will employ thee back again ; I find thee

Mod fit for bufinefs. Go, make thee ready,

Our letters are prepar'd.

Char. A proper man.

Cleo. Indeed he is fo ; I repent me much
That fo I harried him. Methinks by him,

This creature's no fuch thing.

Char. O nothing, Madam.

Cleo. The man hath feen fbme majefty, and flnould know.

Char. Hath he feen majefty? Ifis elfe defend!

And ferving you fo long.

Cleo. I've one thing more to ask him yet, good Charmian-.

But 'tis no matter, thou {halt bring him to me
Where I will write : all may be well enough.

Char. I warrant you, Madam, \Exeurjt,

7 SCENE
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SCENE IV.

A T H E N «.

Enter Antony and Odavia.

Ant, "jVT^Y, nay OBavia, not only that,

i- ^ That were excufable, that and thoufands more

Of femblable import, but he hath wag'd

New wars 'gainft Pompey ; made his will, and read it

To pubHck ear, fpoke Tcantly of me^

When perforce he could not

But pay me terms of honour, cold and fickly

He vented them ,• moft narrow meafure lent me
;

When the beft hint was given him, he o'er-look'd.

Or did it from his teeth.

01^, Oh, my good lord,

Believe not all ; or if you mufl: believe.

Stomach not all. A more unhappy lady.

If this divifion chanc'e, ne'er ftood between

Praying for both parts .• the good Gods will mock me.

When I fhall pray, oh blefs my lord and husband.

Undo that prayer, by crying out as loud, '

Oh blefs my brother. Husband win, win brother.

Prays, and deftroys the prayer j no midway

'Twixt thefe extreams at all.

Ant. Gentle OBavia,

Let your beft love draw to that point which feeks

Beft to preferve it : if I lofe mine honour,

I lofe my felfj better I were not yours.

Than yours fo branchlefs. But as you requefted.

Your felf ftiall go between's ,• the mean time, lady,

I'll raife the preparation of a war

Vol. V. Zz Shall
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shall (lain your brother ,• make your fooneft hafte

So your defires are yours.

OB, Thanks to my lord.

The Jove of power make me moft weak, moft weak,

Your reconciler : wars 'twixt you 'twain would be

As if the world fliould cleave, and that (lain men
Should folder up the rift.

/^nt. When it appears to you where this begins.

Turn your difpleafure that way ,• for our faults

Can never be fo equal, that your love

Can equally move with them. Provide your going,

Chufe your own company, and command what coft

Your heart has mind to.

Enter Enobarbus and Eros.

Eno, How now, friend Eros?

Eros. There's ftrange news come. Sir.

Eno, What, man ?

Eros, Cafar and Lepidus have made war upon Pompey,

Eno, This is old ; what is the fuccefs ?

Ero. Cdofar having made ufe of him in the wars 'gainft Pom-
pey^ prefently denied him rivalry, would not let him partake

of the glory of the adion ; and not refting here, accufes him
of letters he had formerly wrote to Pompey, Upon his own
appeal feizes him, fo the poor third is up, 'till death enlarge

his confine.

Eno, Then would thou hadft a pair of chaps no more, and

throw between them all the food thou haft, they'll grind the

other. Where's Antony ?

Eros, He's walking in the garden thus and fpurns

The rufti that lies before him. Crys, fool Lepidus,

And threats the throat of that his officer

That murder'd Pompey,

Eno,

[Exemt*
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Eno, Our great navy's rigg'd.

Eros, For Ital^ and Cafar^ more DomUmSy

My lord defires you prefently,- my news

I might have told hereafter.

Em. *Twill be naught, but let it be,- bring me to Antony

F.ros, Come, Sir. [Exeunt

S C E N E V.

Rome.

Enter Csefar, Agrippa, and Mecaenas.

Caf, Ontemning Rome^ he has done all this, and more,

In Alexandria y here's the matter of it:

I'th' market-place on a tribunal filver'd,

Cleopatra and himfelf in chairs of gold

Were publickly enthron'd ,• at the feet fat

Cafario^ whom they call my father's fon.

And all the unlawful ilTue that their luft

Since then hath made between them. Unto her

He gave the 'ftablifhment of AElgypt^ made her

Of lower Syr'iay Cyprus^ Lydta^

Abfolute Queen.

Mec. This in the publick eye?

def. I'th' common (hew-place where they exercife,

His fons were there proclaim'd the Kings of Kings.

Great Media, Parthia, and Armenia

He gave to Alexander ; to Ptolemy he affign'd

Syria^ Cilicia, and Phoenicia : fhe

In the habiliments of the Goddefs Ifis

That day appear'd, and oft before gave audience,

As 'tis reported, fo.

Mec. Let Rome be thus inform'd.

Z z z - Agi
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^gr. Who queafie with his infolence already

Will their good thoughts call from him.

Cief. The people know it, and have now received

His accufations.

j^gr. Whom does he accufe?
^

Caf. Cdcfar^ and that having in S'tc'tl'^

Sextus Pompe'ms fpoil'd, we had not rated him

His part o'th' ifle. Then does he fay, he lent me
Some (hipping unreftor'd. Laftly he frets

That Lep'tdus of the triumvirate

Should be depos'd, and being, that we detain

All his revenue.

Agr, Sir, this fhould be anfwer'd.

C<ef, 'Tis done already, and his meffenger gone

:

I told him Lepidus was grown too cruel.

That he his high authority abus'd.

And did deferve his change. For what I've conquer'd,

I grant him part 5 but then in his Armenia^

And other of his conquer'd kingdoms, I

Demand the like.

Mec, He'll never yield to that.

Cdef, Nor muft he then be yielded to in this.

Enter Odtavia with attendants.

OB, Hail Cafary and my lord! haiJ, mod dear C^/ar

/

Caf. That ever I fliould call thee caft-away.

OB. You have not call'd me fb, nor have you caufe.

Caf, Why haft thou ftoln upon me thus.^ you come not

Like Cafar's fifter the wife of Antony

Should have an army for an uflier, and

The neighs of horfe to tell of her approach,

Long ere flie did appear. The trees by th' way

Should
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should have born men, and expe6tatiom fainted

Longing for what it had not. Nay, the duft

Should have afcended to the roof of heav'n,

Rais'd by your populous troops : but you are come

A market-maid to Rome, and have prevented

The oftentation of our love; which left unfliewn.

Is often left unlov'd j we fliould have met you

By fea, and land, fupplying every ftage

With an augmented greeting.

OB, Good my lord.

To come thus was I not conftrain'd, but did it

On my free will. My lord, Mark /Intony,

Hearing that you prepared for war, acquainted

My grieving ear withal; whereon I begg'd

His pardon for return.

' Caf, Which foon he granted,

Being an abftrad 'tween his luft and him.

OB. Do not fay fb, my lord.
!

def. I have eyes upon him,

And his affairs come to me on the wind

:

Where is he now?

05i. My lord, in Athens,

Caf, No, my moft wronged lifter; Cleopatra

Hath nodded him to her. He hath given his empire

Up to a whore, who now are levying

The Kings o'th' earth for war. He hath aifembled,

Bochm the King of Llhya^ Archilam

Of Cappadoc'ta^ Phtladelphos King

Of Paphlagnma ; the Thractan King AdallaSy

King Mal'tchus of Arabia
^

^.i^g Pont^

Herod of Jewry, Mtthrtdates King

Of Comagene, Polemen and Amtntas^

The King of Mede^ and Lycaon'ta^
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With a more larger lift of fcepters.

06i. Ay me moft wretched.

That have my heart parted betwixt two friends,

That do afflid: each other.

C^f. Welcome hither,-

Your letters did with-hold our breaking forth,

'Till we perceiv'd both how you were wrong led,

And we in negligent danger 5 cheer your heart.

Be you not troubled with the time, which drives

O'er your content thefe flrong neceflities.

But let determined things to dcftiny

Hold unbewail'd their way. Welcome to Rome:

Nothing more dear to me. You are abus'd

Beyond the mark of thought and the high Gods

To do you juftice, make his minifters

Of us, and thofe that love you. Be of comfort,

And ever welcome to us.

^gr. Welcome lady.

Mec, Welcome, dear madam.

Each heart in Rome does love and pity you,-

Only th' adulterous Antony, moft large

In his abominations, turns you off.

And gives his potent regiment to a trull

That nofes it againft us.

0^. Is it fo. Sir?

Caf, It is moft certain : fifter, welcome
; pray you

Be ever known to patience. My dear'ft fifter. [Exeunt,

4^

SCENE
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SCENE VI.

A C T I U M.

Enter Cleopatra, and Enobarbus.

CUoJX Will be even with thee; doubt it not.

X Eno. But why, why, why?

Geo. Thou haft forefpoke my being in thefe wars

;

And fay' ft it is not fit.

Eno, Well ; is it, is it ?

Cleo, Is't not denounced againft us ? why fliould not we be

there in perfon ?

Eno> Well, I could reply ^ if we fhould ferve with horfe and

mares together, the horfe were merely loft ; the mares would

bear a foldier and his horfe.

Cleo. What is't you fay >

Fjno, Your prefence needs muft puzzle Antony,

Take from his heart, take from his brain, from's time

What {hould not then be fpar'd. He is already

Traduc'd for levity, and 'tis faid in Romey

That Phottnus an eunuch, and your maids.

Manage this war.

Cleo, Sink Rome, and their tongues rot

That fpeak againft us. A charge we bear i'th' war.

And as the prefident of my kingdom will I

Appear there for a man. Speak not againft it,

I will not ftay behind.

Ente7' Antony and Canidius.

Eno, Nay I have done : here comes the emperor.

Ant, Is it not ftrange, Camd'mSy

That from Tarentumy and Brmdufwm^
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He could fo quickly cut th' Ionian fea,

And take in Toryne? You have heard on't, fweet?

Cleo. Celerity is never more admir'd

Than by the negligent.

Ant, A good rebuke.

Which might have well becomM the befl: of men
To taunt at flacknefs. CamdmSy we

Will fight with him by fea.

Cleo, By fea, what elfe ?

Can, Why will my lord do fo ?

Ant, For that he dares us to't.

Eno, So hath my lord dar'd him to fingle fight.

Can. Ay, and to wage this battel at PharfaUa,

Where Cafar fought with Pompey. But thefe offers.

Which ferve not for his vantage, he {hakes off,

And fo fhould you.

Eno. Your fhips are not well mann'd.

Your mariners are muliteers, reapers, people

Ingroft by fwift imprefs. In Cefar's fleet

Are thofe, that often have 'gainfl Pompey fought.

Their fhips are f yare, yours heavy : no difgrace

Shall fall you for refufing him at fea,

• Being prepar'd for land.

Ant, By fea, by fea.

Eno. Moft worthy Sir, you therein throw away

The abfolute foldierfhip you have by land,

Diftrad your army, which doth moft confift

Of war-mark'd footmen, leave unexecuted

Your own renowned knowledge, quite forego

The way which promifes affurance, and

Give up your felf meerly to chance and hazard.

From firm fecurity.

Ant, I'll fight at fea.

CUo,

f yarc. light, n'mhle.
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Geo, I have fixty fails, defar none better.

Jnt. Our overplus of fhipping will we burn,

And with the reft full-mann'd, from th' head of ASl'tum

Beat th' approaching Cafar. But if we fail,

We then can do't at land.

Enter a Mejfenger,

Thy bufinels?

Mef. The news is true, my lord, he is defcried,

Cafar has taken Toryne.

Ant. Can he be there in perfon ? 'tis impoffible.

Strange that his power fhould be fb. Canidius^

Our nineteen legions thou (halt hold by land.

And our twelve thoufand horfe. We'll to our {hip.

Away my Thetis,

Enter a Soldier,

How now, worthy foldier?

Sold. Oh noble Emperor, do not fight by (ea,

Truft not to rotten planks : do you mifdoubt

This fword, and thefe my wounds ? let th' Mgypttam

And the Phoenicians go a ducking : we

Have us'd to conquer ftanding on the earth.

And fightingr ^oot to foot.

Ant. Veil, well, away. [Exeunt Ant. Cleo. and Enoh,

Sold. By Hercules I think I am i'th* right.

Can. Soldier, thou art: but his whole action grows

Not in the power on't : fo our leaders lead.

And we are womens men.

Sold. You keep by land

The legions and the horfe whole, do you not?

Can. Marcus OBaviuSy Marcus Jujlius,

Publicolay and Celius, arc for fea

:

V o L. V. A a a But
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But we keep whole by land. This fpeed of Cafars

Carries beyond belief.

Sold. While he was yet in Rome
His power went out in- (iich diftradions, as

Beguil'd all fpies.

Cart. Who's his lieutenant, hear you ?

Sold. They fay, one Torus.

Can. Well I know the man.

Enter a Mejfenger.

Mef. The Emperor calls Canidius.

Can. With news the time's in labour, and throws forth

Each minute, fbme. [Exeunt,

Enter Csefar with hh army^ march'mg.

Caf. Torus?

Tor. My lord.

C^f. Strike not by land. Keep whole, provoke not battel

'Till we have done at fea. Do not exceed

The prefcript of this fcroul : our fortune lyes

Upon this jump. [Exeunt,

Enter Antony, and Enobarbus.

^nt. Set we our fquadrons on yond fide o'th' hill.

In eye of Cafar's battle, from which place

We may the number of the fhips behold.

And fo proceed accordingly. [Exeunt.

SCENE vir.

Canidi'us marching with his landarmy one way over thejiage^ and To-

rus the lieutenant of Cxfar the other way : after their going in, is

heard the noife of a fea-fight. Alarum. Enter Enobarbus.

Eno. Naught, naught, all naught, I can behold no longer
^

t Th'Antoniasy
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f Th' Antontasy th' M^pttan admiral,

With all their fixty flie, and turn the rudder

:

To fee't, mine eyes are blafted.

Enter Scarus.

Scar, Gods, and Goddefles, all the whole fynod of them!

Eno, What's thy paffion ?

Scar, The greater \ cantle of the world is loft

With very ignorance, we have kifs'd away

Kingdoms and provinces.

Eno, How appears the fight?

Scar, On our fide like the token'd peftilence,

Where death is fure. Your * ribauld nag of JE^pty

(Whom leprofie o'ertake) i'th' midft o'th' fight,

(When vantage like a pair of twins appear'd

Both as the fame, or rather ours the elder ,•)

The breeze upon her, like a cow in JunCy

Hoifts fails, and flies.

Eno. That I beheld :

Mine eyes did ficken at the fight, and could not

Endure a further view.

Scar, She once being looft;

The noble ruin of her magick, Antony

^

Claps on his fea-wing, like a doating mallard.

Leaving the fight in heighth, flies after her :

I never faw an adion of fuch ftiame
^

Experience, manhood, honour ne'er before

Did violate fo it felf

Eno, Alack, alack.

Enter Canidius.

Can. Our fortune on the fea is out of breath,

f Th' Antonias, ^c. {-which Plutarch fay^ was the name of Cleopatra's Jhip.)

\ cantle. a piece or lump. * ribauld, a luxurious fc[uanderer.

A a a 1 And
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And finks moft lamentably. Had our General

Been what he knew himfelf, it had gone well:

Oh he has given example for our flight,

Moft grofly by his own

Em, Ay, are yon thereabouts ? why then good-night indeed.

Can, Toward Pelopomefus are they fled.

Scar. 'Tis eafie to't.

And there I will attend what further comes.

Can. To Cafar will I render

My legions and my horfe, fix Kings already

Shew me the way of yielding.

Em. I'll yet follow

The wounded chance of Antony, though my reafbn

Sits in the wind againft me.

SCENE VIII.

Enter Antony, with Eros and other Attendants,

Ant. Hark, the land bids me tread no more upon't.

It is afham'd to bear me. Friends, come hither,

I am fo lated in the world, that I

Have loft my way for ever. Tve a ftiip

Laden with gold, take that, divide it
5

flie.

And make your peace with Cafar,

Omnes. Fly! not we.

Ant. I've fled my felf, and have inftru6ted cowards

To run, and fliew their ftioulders. Friends, be gone.

I have my felf refblvM upon a courfe.

Which has no need of you. Be gone.

My treafure's in the harbour. Take it oh,

I followed that I blufli to look upon,

My very hairs do mutiny for the white

Reprove the brown for raflinefs, and they them

For
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For fear and doating. Friends, be gone
; you (hall

Have letters from me to fome friends, that will

Sweep your way for you. Pray you look not fad.

Nor make replies of lothnefs ; take the hint

Which my defpair proclaims. Let them be left

Which leave themfelves. To the fea-fide ftraight-way

:

I will poffefs you of that (hip and treafure.

Leave me, I pray, a little
;

pray you now—

—

Nay, do fo j for indeed I've loft command.

Therefore, I pray you V\\ fee you by and by. [S'tts down.

Enter Cleopatra, led by Charmian and Iras, to Antony.

Eros. Nay, gentle madam, to him, comfort him.

Iras, Do, moft dear Queen.

Char, Do? why, what elfe?

Cleo, Let me fit down ; oh Juno /

Ant, No, no, no, no, no.

Eros, See you here. Sir I

Ant, Oh fie, fie, fie.

Char, Madam.

Iras, Madam, oh good Emprefs.

Eros, Sir, Sir.

Ant, Yes my lord, yes ^ he at Phtltppt kept

His fword e'en like a dancer, while I ftrook

The lean and wrinkled Cajfius^ and 'twas I

That the mad Brutus ended,- he alone

Dealt on Heutenantry, and no pradice had

In the brave fquares of war
j yet now no matter-—

—

Cleo, Ah ftand by.

Eros, The Queen, my lord, the Queen
Iras, Go to him, madam, (peak to him.

He is unqualited with very fhame.

Cleo. Well then, fuftain me : oh ?

Eros.
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Eros» Moft noble Sir, arife, the Queen approaches,

Her head's declin'd, and death will feize her, but

Your comfort makes the refcue.

Ant. I have offended reputation
j

A moft unnoble fwerving—

—

Eros. Sir, the Queen.

Ant. O whither haft thou led me, j^gypt? fee

How I convey my ftiame out of thine eyes,

'

By looking back on what I've left behind

'Stroy'd in diftionour.

Cleo. Oh, my lord, my lord
;

Forgive my fearful fails,- I little thought

You would have follow'd.

Ant. j^gypt, thou knew'ft too well.

My heart was to thy rudder ty'd by th' ftring,

And thou fhould'ft towe me after. O'er my fpirit

The full fupremacy thou knew'ft, and that

Thy beck, might from the bidding of the Gods

Command me.

CJeo, Oh, my pardon.

Ant. Now I muft

To the young man fend humble treaties, dodge

And palter in the fliift of lowne(s, who

With half the bulk o'th' world play'd as I pleas'd.

Making and marring fortunes. You did know

How much you were my conqueror, and that

My fword, made weak by my affection, would

Obey it on all caufe.

Cleo. Pardon, pardon.

Ant. Fall not a tear, I fay ,• one of them rates

All that is won and loft : give me a kifs.

Even this repays me.

We fent our fchoolmafter, is he come back?
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Love, I am full of lead fbme wine

Within there, and our viands : fortune knows.

We fcorn her mod, when moft fhe offers blows. \Exemt,

SCENE VIII.

Cxfar's Camp.

Enter Caefar, Agrippa, Dolabella, Thidias, with others,

Caf. T* ET him appear that's come from Antony,

jLj Know you him ?

Doh C^efar, 'tis his fchoolmafter,

An argument that he is pluckt, when hither

He fends fo poor a pinnion of his wing,

Which had Superfluous Kings for meffengers.

Not many moons gone by.

Enter Amhajfador from Antony.

Caf. Approach and fpeak.

Amb, Such as I am, I come from Antony :

I was of late as petty to his ends.

As is the morn-dew on the myrtle leaf

To his grand fea.

Caf. Be't fo, declare thine office.

^mb. Lord of his fortunes he falutes thee, and

Requires to live in ^gypt which not granted

He lelfens his requefts, and to thee flies

To let him breathe between the heav'ns and earth

A private man in Athens : this for him.

Next, Cleopatra does confefs thy greataejfs

Submits her to thy might, and of thee craves '

The circle of the Ptolemies for her heirs,

Now hazarded to thy grace.



37^ Antony and Cleopatra.
Cdef, For Antony^

I have no ears to his requefl:. The Queen

Of audience nor defire {hall fail, fo {he

From ^gypt drive her all-difgraced friend.

Or take his life there. This, if {he perform.

She {hall not fue unheard. So to them both.

Amb, Fortune purfue thee.

Ctef. Bring him through the bands: . [Exit Amhajfador*

To try thy eloquence now 'tis time, difpatch,

From Antony win Cleopatra, promife, \To Thidias.

And in our name, when {he requires, add more

From thine invention, offers. Women are not

In their befl fortunes {Irong ; but want will perjure

The ne'er-touch'd veftal. Try thy cunning, Th'tdtas^

Make thine own edid for thy pains, which we

Will anfwer as a law.

Thtd. Cafary I go.

Caf, Obferve how Antony becomes his flaw.

And what thou think'{l his very adion {peaks

In every power that moves.

Th'id. defavy I {hall. [Exeunt,

SCENE IX.

Alexandria.

Enter Cleopatra, Enobarbus, Charmian, and Iras.

Cleo,^^ IT 7" H A T {hall we do, Ennbarhus 7

V V Eno. Think, and dye.

Geo, Is Antonyy or we, in fault for this ?

Eno, Antony only, that would make his will

Lord of his reafon. What although you fled

From that great face of war, whofe feveral ranges

Frighted
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Frighted each other ? why fliould he follow you ?

The itch of his affedion fhould not then

Have nickt his captainfliip at fiich a point,

When half to half the world oppos'd, he being

The meered queftion. 'Twas a fhame no lefs

Than was his lofs to courfe your flying flags,

And leave his navy gazing.

Cleo. Pr'ythee peace.

Enter Antony, wtth the Ambajfador.

Ant, Is that his anfwer ?

Amh. Ay, my lord.

Ant. The Queen (hall then have courtefie,

So flie will yield us up.

Amh, He fays fo.

Ant, Let her know't.

To the boy Cdsfar fend this grizled head.

And he will fill thy wiflies to the brim,

With principalities.

Cleo, That head, my lord ?

Ant, To him again, tell him he wears the rofc

Of youth upon him 5 from which, the world fliould note

Something particular
J

his coyn, ftiips, legions,

May be a coward's, whofe minift:ers would prevail

Under the fervice of a child, as fbon

As i'th' comand of Cafar, I dare him therefore

To lay his gay 'caparifons apart.

And anfwer me declined, fword againfl: fword,

Our felves alone \ I'll write it, follow me. \Exit Antony.

Eno, Yes, like enough : high-battel'd Cafar will

Unftate his happinefs, and be ftag'd to th' fliew

Againft a fworder. I fee mens judgments are

A parcel of their fortunes, and things outward

V o L. V. B b b Do
a contparifons

377
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Do draw the inward quality after them

To fuffer all alike. That he fhould dream.

Knowing all meafures, the full Cafar will

Anfwer his emptinefs
j Ceefar thou haft fubdu'd

His judgment too.

Enter a Servant,

Ser, A meffenger from Cafar.

Cleo. What, no more ceremony ? fee my women
Againft the blown rofe may they ftop their nofe.

That kneePd unto the buds. Admit him, Sir.

Rno. Mine honefty and I begin to fquare,-

The loyalty, well held to fools, does make

Our faith meer folly : yet he that can endure

To follow with allegiance a fall'n lord.

Do's conquer him that did his mafter conquer,

And earns a place i'th' flory.

Enter Thidias.

Cleo. Ctefar^ will.

Th'id. Hear it apart.

Cleo. None but friends; fay boldy.

Thtd. So haply are they friends to Antony.

Em. He needs as many. Sir, as Cafar has,-

Or needs not us. If Cafar pleafe, our mafter

Will leap to be his friend : for as you know,

Whofe he is, we are, and that's Cafar's,

'Thtd, So.

Thus then thou moft renown'd, Cajar intreats

Not to confider in what cafe thou ftand'ft

Further than he is C<efar.

Cleo. Go on, right royal.

Thid. He knows that you embrace not Antony
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As you did love, but as you feared him.

Cleo. Oh! [Aftde.

Th'td. The fears upon your honour, therefore he

Do's pity, as conftrained blemifhes.

Not as deferv'd.

Cleo. He is a God, and knows

What is mofl: right. Mine honour was riot yielded,

But conquer'd meerly.

Em. To be fure of that,

I will ask Antony. Sir, thou'rt fb leaky

That we mud leave thee to thy finking, for

Thy deareft quit thee. [Exit Eno.

Th'td. Shall I fay to C<efar^

What you require of him ? he partly begs

To be defir'd to give. It much would pleafe him,

That of his fortunes you would make a flaff

To lean upon. But it would warm his fpirits.

To hear from me you had left Antonyy

And put your felf under his flirowd, the univerfal landlord.

Cleo. What's your name ?

Th'id. My name is Thidtas.

Cleo. Moft kind meffenger

Say to great Cdefar this in difputation,

I kifs his conqu'ring hand : tell him, I'm prompt

To lay my crown at's feet, and there to kneel.

Tell him, that from his all-obeying breath

I hear the doom of Mgypt.

Thid. 'Tis your nobleft courfe

:

Wifdom and fortune combating together.

If that the former dare but what it can.

No chance may fhake it. Give me grace to lay

My duty on your hand.

Cleo» Your Ctefar\ father oft,

Bbb 2 When
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When he hath mus'd of taking kingdoms in, '

-5*

Beftow'd his Hps on that unworthy place.

As it rain'd kiffes.

S C E N E X.

Efiter Antony, Enobarbus.
"

^^t. Favours ! by Jove that thunders.

[Seemg Thidias ktfs her hand.

What art thou fellow ?

Thid. One that but performs

The bidding of the fulleft man, and worthieft

To have command obey'd,

Eno. You will be whipp'd.

J^fH, Approach there ah you kitef now Gods and devils!

Authority melts from me of late. When I cry'd hoal

Like boys unto a ^mufs, Kings would ftart forth.

And cry, your will ? have you no ears ?

I'm Antony yet. Take hence this jack and whip him.

Enter a Servant.

Eno. 'Tis better playing with a lion's whelp,

Than with an old one dying.

Ant. Moon and ftars

!

Whip him : were twenty of the greateft Tributaries

That do acknowledge Cafar^ fhould I find them

So fawcy with the hand of fhe here, (what's her name
Since fhe was Cleopatra?) whip him, fellows

'Till like a boy you fee him cringe his face.

And whine aloud for mercy. Take him hence,

Thid. Mark Antony

Anf, Tug him away
^
being whipp'd

Bring him again, this jack of defar^s fhall

Bear
a fcrambk.
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Bear us an errand to him. [Exeunt with Thidias.

You were half blafted ere \ knew you : ha

!

Have I my pillow left unpreft in RomCy

Forborn the getting of a lawful race.

And by a jem of women, to be abus'd

By one that looks on feeders } \

Cleo. Good my lord

Ant, You have been a boggier ever.

But when we in our vicioufnefs grow hard.

Oh mifery on't, the wife Gods feal our eyes

In our own filth, drop our clear judgments, make us

Adore our errors, laugh at's while we ftrut

To our confufion.

Cleo, Oh, is't come to this?

Ant. I found you as a morfel, cold upon

Dead trencher: nay, you were a fragment

Of Cnems Pompey'Sy befides what hotter hours

Unregiftred in vulgar fame, you have

Luxurioufly pickt out. For I am fure,

Though you can guefs what temperance fliould be,

You know not what it is.

Cleo, Wherefore is this ?

Ant, To let a fellow that will take rewards.

And fay, God quit you, be familiar with

My play-fellow, your hand j this kingly feal.

And plighter of high hearts ! O that I were

Upon the hill of Bafan^ to out-roar

The horned herd, for I have favage caufe.

And to proclaim it civilly, were like

A halter'd neck, which does the hangman thank

For being fyare about him. Is he whipp'd?

Enter

"f dextrous
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Enter a Servant wtih Thidias.

Ser, Soundly, my lord.

^nt. Cry'd he? and begg'd a pardon?

Ser, He did ask favour.

Am. If that thy father Hve, let him repent

Thou waft not made his daughter and be thou fbrry

To follow Cdcfar in his triumph, fince

Thou haft been whipp'd, for following him. Henceforth

The white hand of a lady, feaver thee,

Shake to look on'r. Go get thee back to Cafar^

Tell him thy entertainment : look thou fay.

He makes me angry with him. For he feems

Proud and difdainful, harping on what I am.

Not what he knew I was. He makes me angry,

And at this time moft eafie 'tis to do't:

W hen my good ftars, that were my former guides.

Have empty left their orbs, and fhot their fires

Into the abyfm of hell. If he miflike

My fpeech, and what is done, tell him he has

Htparchus my enfranched bondman, whom
He may at pleafure whip, or hang, or torture,

As he fhall like, to quit me. Urge it thou :

Hence with thy ftripes, be gone-. \Exit Thid.

Cleo, Have you done yet ?

Aiit. Alack, our terrene moon is now eclips'd.

And it portends alone the fall of Antony.

Cleo. I muft ftay his time.

Ant. To flatter Cafar^ would you mingle eyes

With one that ties his points ?

Cleo. Not know me yet ?

Ant. Cold-hearted toward me?

Cleo. Ah dear, if 1 be fo,

From
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From my cold heart let heaven ingender hail,

And poifon't in the fburce, and the firft ftone

Drop in my neck ; as it determines, fo

DifTolve my life; the next Cefar'to fmite!

'Till by degrees the memory of my womb.

Together with my brave Egyptians all,

By the difcattering of this pelletted ftorm.

Lie gravelefs , 'till the flies and gnats of Nik

Have buried them for prey.

Ant, I'm fatisfied :

Ccefar fets down in Alexandr'tay where

I will oppofe his fate. Our force by land

Hath nobly held ; our fever'd navy too

Have knit again, and float, threatning mofl: fea-likc.

Where haft thou been, my heart ? doft thou hear, lady?

If from the field I (hall return once more

To kifs thefe lips, I will appear in blood,

I and my fword will earn my chronicle.

There's hope in't yet.

Cleo, That's my brave lord.

Ant, I will be treble-finew'd, hearted, breath'd.

And fight malicioufly: for when mine hours

Were nice and lucky, men did ranfome lives

Of me for jefts ^ but now I'll fet my teeth,

And fend to darknefs all that ftop me. Come,
Let's have one other gawdy night: call to me
All my fad captains, fill our bowls ; once more

Let's mock the midnight bell.

Cleo. It is my birth-day,

1 had thought t'have held it poor. But fince my lor<I

Is Antony again, I will be Cleopatra,

Ant, We will yet do well.

Cleo, Call all his noble captains to my lord.
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Ant. Do fo, we'll fpeak to them, and to-night Fll force

The wine peep through their fears. Come on my Queen,

There's fap in't yet. The next time I do fight

ril make death love me : for I will contend

Even with his peftilent fcythe. [Exeunt.

Em. Now he'll out-ftare the lightning • to be furious

Is to be frighted out of fear, and in that mood
The dove will peck the eftridge; and I fee ftill

A diminution in our captain's brain

Reflores his heart when valour preys on reafon,

It eats the fwords it fights with : I will feek

Some way to leave him. \Rx'tt,

A C T IV. S C E N E I.

Caefar'^ Camp.

Enter Caefar, Agrippa, and Mecaenas with hh army, Caefar

reading a letter,

C s A R.

E calls me boy, and chides as he had power

To beat me out of JE^pt, My meffenger

He hath whipt with rods, dares me to perfonal

combat,

C<efar to Antony, Let the old ruffian know,

I have many other ways to die : mean time

Laugh at this challenge.

Mec. Cafar muft think.

When one fo great begins to rage, he's hunted

Even to falling. Give him no breath, but now
Make



Antony and Cleopatra. 38J

Make boot of his diftradion : never anger

Made good guard for it felf,

Caf. Let our beft heads know.

That to-morrow the laft of battels

We mean to fight. Within our files there are.

Of thofe that ferv'd Mark Antony but late.

Enough to fetch him in. See it be done.

And feaft the army, we have ftore to do't.

And they have earn'd the wafte. Poor Antony / \Exeunt»

s c E N E II.

Alexandria.

Enter Antony and Cleopatra, Enobarbus, Charmian, Iras,

Alexas, with others.

Ant. T T E will not fight with me, Dom'ttm.

JLi Eno. No?
Ant. Why (hould he not?

Eno. He thinks, being twenty times of better fortune.

He's twenty men to one.

Ant. To-morrow, foldier,

By fea and land I'll fight : or I will live,

Or bathe my dying honour in the blood

Shall make it live again. Woo't thou fight well ?

Eno, I'll ftrike, and cry, take all.

Ant. Well faid, come on

:

Call forth my houfhold fervants, let's to-night

Enter Servants,

Be bounteous at our meal. Give me thy hand.

Thou haft been rightly honeft, fo haft thou.

And thou, and thou, and thou: you've ferv'd me well,

V o L. V. C c c And
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And Kings have been your fellows.

Cleo. What means this ?

Em, 'Tis one of thofe odd tricks which forrow fhoots

Out of the mind.

Ayit, And thou art honed too :

I wifli I could be made fo many men.

And all of you clapt up together in

An Antony, that I might do you fervice,

So good as you have done.

Omnes, The Gods forbid

!

Ant, Well, my good fellows, wait on me to-night

;

Scant not my cups, and make as much of me
As when mine empire was your fellow too.

And fuffer'd my command.

Cleo, W^hat does he mean ?

Em, To make his followers weep.

Ant, Tend me to-night

;

May be it is the period of your duty,

Haply yon Oiall not fee me more, or if,

A mangled (hadow. It may chance to-morrow.

You'll ferve another mafter. I look on you.

As one that takes his leave. Mine honeft friend^^

I turn you not away, but hke a mafter

Married to your good fervice, ftay 'till death

:

Tend me to-night two hours, I ask no more,.

And the Gods yield you for't.

Eno, What mean you. Sir,

To give them this difcomfort ? look, they weep.

And I, an afs, am onion-ey'dj for fliame.

Transform us not to women.

Ant, Ho, ho, ho:

Now the witch take me, if I meant it thus.

Grace grow where thofe drops fall^ my hearty friends.
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You take me in too dolorous a fenfe ;

I fpeake t' you for your comfort, did defire you

To burn this night with torches : know, my hearts,

I hope well of to-morrow, and will lead you,

Where rather I'll expe(5t vidtorious life,

Than death and honour. Let's to fupper, come,

And drown confideration. [Exeunt.

Enter a company of Soldiers,

\ Sold, Brother, good-night : *to-morrow is the day,

2 Sold, It will determine one way : Fare you well.

Heard you of nothing ftrange about the ftreets ?

1 Sold. Nothing : what news ?

2 Sold. Belike 'tis but a rumour, good-night to you.

1 Sold, Well, Sir, good-night. \They meet with other foldiers.

2 Sold. Soldiers, have careful watch.

1 Sold, And you, good-night, good-night.

[They place themfelves in every corner of the Jlage,

2 Sold, Here we ; and if to-morrow

Our navy thrive, I have an abfblute hope

Our landmen will ftand up.

1 Sold, 'Tis a brave army, and full of purpofe.

\Mufick of the hautboys is under the ftage,

2 Sold. Peace, what noife?

1 Sold Lift, hft?

2 Sold, Hark!

1 Sold. Mufick i'th' air.

3 Sold. Under the earth;

It fings well, do's it not ?

2 Sold, No.

1 Sold, Peace 1 fay : what fhould this mean ?

2 Sold, 'Tis the God Hercules^ who loved Antonjj

Now leaves him.

Ccc % 1 Sold.
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I Sold. Walk, let's fee if other watchmen

Do hear what we do ?

X Sold, How now, mafters? \Speak together,

Omnes. How now ? how now ? do you hear this ?

I Sold.^s't not ftrange?

3 Sold. Do you hear, mafters ? do you hear ?

I Sold. Follow the noife fo far as we have quarter.

Let's fee how 'twill give off.

Omnes, Content ; 'tis ftrange. [Exeunt,

SCENE III.

Cleopatra'5 Palace.

Enter Antony and Cleopatra, whh others.

Ant. Erosy mine armour, Eros.

Geo, Sleep a little.

Ant. No, my chuck : Eros^ come, mine armour, Eros,

Enter Eros.

Come, my good fellow, put thine iron on;

If fortune be not ours to-day, it is

Becaufe we brave her. Come.

Cleo, Nay, I'll help too, Antony.

W/ hat's this for ? ah, let be, let be, thou art

The armourer of my heart
;

falle, falfe ^ this this.

Sooth-law I'll help : thus it muft be.

Ant. Well, well, we fhall thrive now.

Seeft thou, my good fellow. Go put oq thy defences.

Em, Briefly, Sir.

Cleo. Is not this buckled well?

Ant, Rarely, rarely:

He
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He that unbuckles this, 'till we do pleafe

To doPt for our repofe, fliall hear a ftorm.

Thou fumbleft £m, and my Queen's a Squire

More tight at this than thouj difpatch. O love!

That thou could'ft fee my wars to-day, and knew'ft

The royal occupation j thou ftiould'ft fee

A workman in't.

Enter an armed Soldier,

Good-morrow to thee, welcome.

Thou look'ft like him that knows a warlike charge

:

To bufinefs that we love we ri(e betime.

And go to't with delight.

Sold. A thoufand, Sir,

Early though't be, have on their rivetted trim.

And at the port exped you. [Shout » Trumpets flour'tfh.

Enter Captains and Soldiers,

Cap, The morn is fair
;
good-morrow General.

AIL Good-morrow, General.

Ant. 'Tis well blown, lad.

This morning like the fpirit of a youth

That means to be of note, begins betimes.

So, fb j come give me that, this way— well faid.

Fare thee well, dame, what e'er becomes of me.

This is a (bldier's kifs : rebukeable.

And worthy fhameful check it were, to (land

On more mechanick compliment, I'll leave thee,

Now, like a man of fteel. You that will fight.

Follow me clofe, I'll bring you to't : adieu. [Exeunt,

Char, Pleafe you to retire to your chamber ?

Cleo, Lead me

:

He goes forth gallantly: That he and Cf/2?r might

Determine
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Determine this great war in fingle fight!

Then Antony— but now— well on. [Exeunt^

s c E N E iv^.

Trumpets found. Enter Antony and Eros.

Fa'os, The Gods make this a happy day to Antony.

Ant. Would thou and thofe thy fears had once prevaii'd

To make me fight at land.

Eros. Hadft thou done fo,

The Kings that have revolted, and the foldier

That has this morning left thee, would have ftiil

Follow'd thy heels.

Ant. Who's gone this morning ?

Eros. Who?
One ever near thee. Call for Enoharhus^

He fliall not hear thee, or from C^efar's camp

Say, I am none of thine.

Ant. What fay'ft thou >

Sold. Sir, he is with Cafar.

Eros. Sir, ' his chefts and treafure he has not with him.

Ant. Is he gone?

Sold. Moft certain.

Ant. Go, Eros, fend his treafure after, do it,

Detain no jot, I charge thee ; write to him,

I will fubfcribe gentle adieus, and greetings

:

Say, that I wifh he never find more caufe

To change a mafter. Oh my fortunes have

Corrupted honeft men ! difpatch my Eros. [Exeunt,

SCENE
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SCENE V.

Caefar'f Camp,

Enter Csefar, Agrippa, whh Enobarbus, and Dolabella.

^ forth, Agr'tppay and begin the fight

:

Vj Our will is, Antony be took alive

;

Make it fb known.

Agr, Cafavy I {hall.

Caf, The time of nniverfal peace is near ,*

Prove this a profp'rous day, the three-nook'd world

Shall bear the olive freely.

Rnter a Mejfenger,.

Mef. Mark Antony is come into the field,

Caf. Go charge Agr'tppa^

Plant thofe that have revolted in the van^

That Antony may feem to fpend his fury

Upon himfelf. [Exeunt,

Eno. Alexas doth revolt, and went to Jewry on

Affairs of Antony j there did perfwade

Great Herod to incline himfelf to defar^

And leave his mafter Antony, For this pains

Cafar hath hang'd him : Camdius and the reft

That fell away have entertainment, but

No honourable truft: I have done ill.

Of which I do accufe my felf fo fbrely.

That 1 will joy no more.

Enter a Soldier of CaefarV.

Sold, EnoharhuSy Antony

Hath after thee fent all thy trealure, with

His
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His bounty over-plus. The meffenger

Came on my guard, and at thy tent is now

Unloading of his mules.

Em, I give it you.

Sold, Mock not, Enoharhusy

I tell you true : beft you fee fafe the bringer

Out of the hoft : I muft attend mine office,

Or would have done't my felf. Your Emperor

Continues ftill a Jove. [Exh,

Em. I am alone the villain of the earth,

And feel I am fo moft. Oh Antony

^

Thou mine of bounty, how wouldft thou have paid

My better fervice, when my turpitude

Thou dofl: fo crown with gold. This bows my heart;

If fwift thought break it not, a fwifter mean

Shall out-ftrike thought ,• but thought will do't, I feeL

I fight againft thee! no, I will go feek

Some ditch, where I my die ; the foul'ft: beft fits

My latter part of life. \Extt.

SCENE VI.

Before the Walls of Alexandria.

Alarum. Drums and Trumpets. Enter Agrippa,

Etire, we have engag'd our felves too far:

-Iv Cafar himfelf has work, and our oppreffion

Exceeds what we expected. \Exit.

Alarum. Enter Antony, and Scarus wounded.

Scar. O my brave Emperor, this is fought indeed;

Had we done fo at firft, we had droven them home

With clouts about their heads.

A^t,
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Anu Thou bleed'ft apace.

Scar, I had a wound here that was Hke a T,
But now 'tis made an H.

Ant, They do retire.

Scar, Weil beat 'em into bench-holes, I have yet

Room for fix fcotches more.

Enter Eros.

Eros, They're beaten, Sir, and our advantage ferves

For a fair vid:ory.

Scar, Let us fcore their backs.

And fnatch 'em up, as we take hares behind,

'Tis /port to maul a runner.

Ant. 1 will reward thee

Once for thy fprightly comfort, and ten-fold

For thy good valour. Come thee on.

Scar, I'll halt after. [Exeunt,

Alarum, Enter Antony again In a Marchy Scarus with others*

Ant. We've beat him to his camp ,• run one before.

And let the Queen know of our Guefts; to-morrow

Before the fun {hall fee's, we'll fpill the blood

That has to-day efcap'd. I thank you all.

For doughty-handed are you, and have fought

Not as you ferv'd the caufe, but as't had been

Each man's like mine you've fhewn your felves all He^ors,

Enter the city, clip your wives, your friends.

Tell them your feats, whilft they with joyful tears

Waih the congealment from your wounds, and kifs

The honour d gafhes whole. Give me thy hand, [To Scarus.

Enter Cleopatra.

To this great faiery Til commend thy ads,

Vol. V. Dd d Make
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Make her thanks blefs thee. O thou day o'th' world.

Chain mine arm'd neck leap thou, attire and all,

Through proof of harnefs to my heart, and there

Ride on the pants triumphing.

Cleo. Lord of lords.

Oh infinite virtue, com'ft thou fmiling from

The world's great fnare, uncaught?

Ant, My nightingale.

We've beat them to their beds. What girl, though gray

Do fomething mingle with oui: younger brown, yet ha'we

A brain that nourifhes our nerves, and can

Get goal for goal of youth. Behold this man.

Commend unto his lips thy favouring hand
^

Kifs it my warrior: he hath fought to-day,

As if a God in hate of mankind had

Deftroyed in fuch a fliape.

Cleo. I'll give thee, friend.

An armour all of goldj it was a King's.

Ant. He has deferv'd it, were it carbunkled

Like holy Phoebus' car. Give me thy hand,

Through Alexandria make a jolly march,

Bear our hackt targets, like the men that owe them.

Had our great palace the capacity

To camp this hoft, we all would fup together.

And drink carowfes to the next day's fate

Which promifes royal peril. Trumpeters

With brazen din blaft you the city's ear.

Make mingle with our ratling tabourines.

That heav'n and earth may ftrike their founds together,

.
Applauding our approach. \Exeunt.

SCENE



Antony and Cleopatra.' 395
^

SCENE VII.

Csefar'f Camp,

Enter a Century^ and hh Company* Enobarbus follows.

Cent, TF we be not reliev'd within this hour,

JL We muft return to th' court of guard j the night

Is fliiny, and they fay, we (hall embattel

By th' fecond hour i'th' morn.

1 fVatch, This laft day was a flirewd one to's.

Em, Oh bear me witnefs night!

2 Watch, What man is this?

I Watch, Stand clofe, and Hft him.

Eno. Be witnefs to me, O thou blefled moon,

When men revolted {hall upon record

Bear hateful memory
^
poor Enobarbus did

Before thy face repent.

'Cent, Enobarbus?

3 Watch, Peace
J
hark further.

Eno, Oh fovereign miftrefs of true melancholy.

The poifonous damp of night difpunge upon me.

That life, a very rebel to my will.

May hang no longer on me. Throw my heart

Againfl: the flint and hardnefs of my fault.

Which being dried with grief, will break to powder,

And finilb all foul thoughts. Oh ^nton^y.

Nobler than my revolt is infamous.

Forgive me in thine own particular.

But let the world rank me in regifter

A mafter-leaver, and a fugitive;

Oh- Antony ! oh Antony ! [Dies,

D d d z I Watch.



396 Antony and Cleopatra.
1 IVaich, Let's /peak to him.

Cent. Let's hear him, for the things he (peaks

May concern Ccefar,

2 Watch, Let's do fo, but he fleeps.

Cent. Swoons rather, for fo bad a prayer as his

Was never yet for fleep.

I Watch. Go we to him.

1 Watch. Awake, Sir, awake, fpeak to us.

1 Watch. Hear you, Sir?

Cent, The hand of death hath caught him.

[Drums afar off.

Hark how the drums demurely wake the flecpers:

Let us bear him to th' court of guard; he is of note.

Our hour is fully out.

2 Watch. Come on then, he may recover yet. [Exeunt.

SCENE VIII.

Between the two Camps,

Enter Antony, and Scarus, w'tth their army.

Ant, HEIR preparation is to-day by Tea,

JL We pleafe them not by land.

Scar, For both, my lord.

Ant. I would they'd fight i'th' fire, or in the air,

We'd fight there too. But this it is, our foot

Upon the hills adjoyning to the city

Shall ftay with us. Order for fea is given.

They have put forth the haven : further on,

Where their appointment we may beft difcover,

And look on their endeavour. [Exeunt.

Enter
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Enter Caefar, and bis army,

Caf, But being charg'd, we will be ftill by land,

Which as I take't we (hall ; for his beft force

Is forth to man his gallies. To the vales.

And hold our beft advantage. [Exeunt,

[Alarum afar off^ as at a fea-fight.

Enter Antony and Scarus.

Ant. Yet they are not join'd

:

Where yond pine ftands, I (hall difcover all.

I'll bring thee word ftraight, how 'tis like to go. [Ex'tt,

Scar. Swallows have built

In Cleopatra's fails their nefts. The augurs

Say, they know not they cannot tell look grimly.

And dare not fpeak their knowledge. Antony

Is valiant, and dejcded, and by ftarts

His fretted fortunes give him hope and fear

Of what he has, and has not. [Exit,

SCENE IX.

Alexandria.

Enter Antony.

Ant, A LL is loft!

This foul Egyptian hath betray'd me \

My fleet hath yielded to the foe, and yonder

They caft their caps up, and caroufe together

Like friends long loft. Triple-turn'd whore ! 'tis thou

Haft fold me to this novice, and my heart

Makes only wars on thee. Bid them all fly

:

For wh^^n I am reveng'd upon my charm,

I



ANTONfY Md CtEOPATRA.
I have done all. Bid them all fly, be gone.

Oh fun, thy uprife {hall I fee no more:

Fortune and Antony part here, even here

Do we (hake hands——all come to this! the hearts

That pannell'd me at heels, to whom I gave

Their wifhes, do diPcandy, melt their fweets

On bloffoming Cdtfar: and this pine is bark'd.

That over-topt them all. Betray'd I am.

Oh this falfe foul of Mg^pt f this ^gay charm,

Whofe eye beck'd forth my wars, and call'd them home

:

Whofe bofom was my crownet, my chief end,

Like a right gipfie, hath at faft and loojfe

Beguil'd me to the very heart of lols.

What £m, Eros /

Enter Cleopatra.

Ah, thou fpelll avant.

Cleo. Why is my lord enrag'd againft his love?

Ant. Vanifh, or I fhall give thee thy deferving,

And blemifh C^y^rA triumph. Let him take thee.

And hoifl: thee up to the fliouting Plebeians

Follow his chariot, like the greateft fpot

Of all thy fex. Moft monfter-like be fhewn

For poor'ft diminutives, for dolts,- and let

Patient OBavia plough thy vifage up

With her prepared nails. 'Tis well thou'rt gone, \Ex'tt Cleopatra,

If it be well to live. But better 'twere

Thou fell'ft into my fury, for one death

Might have prevented many, Eros, hoaf

The (hirt of Nejfus is upon me ,• teach me,

Alc'tdes, thou mine anceftor, thy rage

:

Let me lodge Lkason the horns o'th' moon,

And with thofe hands that grafpt the heavieft club,

Subdue
* grave.
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Subdue my worthieft felf. The witch fliall die

;

To the young Roman boy fhe hath Ibid me, and I fall

Under his plot; {he dies for't. £m, hoa? {Exit.

Re-enter Cleopatra, Charmian, Iras, and Mardian.

Cleo. Help me, my women ! oh he is more mad
Than Telamon for his fliield, the boar of Thejfaly

Was never fo imboft.

Char. To th' monument.

There lock your felf, and fend him word you're dead

:

The foul and body rive not more in parting.

Than greatnefs going off.

Cleo. To th' monument:

Mardtany go tell him I have flain my felf.

Say, that the laft I fpoke was Antony,

And word it, pr'ythee, piteoufly. Hence, Mardian,

And bring me how he takes my death. To th' monument. [Exeunt^

SCENE X.

Enter Antony and Eros.

Ant. EroSy thou yet behold'ft me.>

Eros. Ay, noble lord.

Ant. * Sometime we fee a cloud that's dragonifh,

* A vapour fbmetime, like a bear, or lion,

' A tower'd citadel, a pendant rock,

* A forked mountain, or blue promontory
* With trees upon't, that nod unto the world,

* And mock our eyes with air. Thou'Il feen thefe figns,

* They are black vefper's pageants.

Eros. Ay, my lord.

Ant. * That which is now a horfe, even with a thought
* The rack dillimn's, and makes it indiftin^^

^As
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* As water is in water.

Eros. It do's, my lord.

Ant. My good knave, FjroSy now thy captain is

Even fiich a body j here I'm Antony

^

Yet cannot hold this vifible fliape, my knave.

I made thefe wars for JE^pt ; and the Queen,

Whofe heart I thought I had, ffor fhe had mine)

Which whilft it was mine, had annext unto't

A million more, now loft ! flie, Rros^ has

Packt cards with Cafar, and falfe play*d my glory

Unto an enemy's triumph

Nay, weep not, gentle Eros, there is left us

Our felves to end our felves. Oh the vile lady!

Enter Mardian.

Sh' has robb'd me of my fword.

Mar. No, Antony,

My miftrefs lov'd thee, and her fortunes mingled

With thine intirely.

Ant. Hence, fawcy eunuch, peace, fhe hath betray'd me.

And (lie fliall die the death.

Mar. ' Death of one perfbn can be paid but once,

' And that (he has difcharg'd. What thou would'ft do
* Is done unto thy hand ^ the laft (he /pake

* Was Antony I moft noble Antony /

* Then in the midft a tearing groan did break

* The name of Antony ; it was divided

* Between her heart and lips ; {he rendred life,

* Thy name fb buried in her.

Ant. Dead then ?

Mar. Dead.

Ant. Unarm me, Eros, the long day's task is done,

And we muft fleep j that thou depart'ft hence fafe

Does
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Does pay thy labour richly ;
go. Oh, pkick off, Mardiaa'

The feven-fold (hield of Ajax cannot keep

The battery from my heart. Oh cleave my fides.

Heart, once be ftronger than thy continent,

Crack thy frail cafe! apace, Rrosy apace,

No more a foldier bruifed pieces go, \Unarmmg htmfelf.

You have been nobly born 5 from me a while, \Extt Eros.

I will o'er-take thee, Cleopatray and

Weep for my pardon. So't muft be, for now

All length is torture ^ fince the torch is out,

Lye down and ftray no further. Now all labour

Marrs what it does, yea, very force entangles

It felf with ftrength j feal then and all is done.

Eros!— I come, my Queen

—

Eros/— ftay for me,

Where fouls do couch on flowers, we'll hand in hand.

And with our fprightly port make the ghofts gaze 5

D'tdo and her Mneas fhall want troops.

And all the haunt be ours. Come, Eros^ Eros f

Enter Eros.

Eros. What would my lord?

Ant. Since Cleopatra died,

Tve liv'd in fuch difhonour, that the Gods

Deteft my bafenefs. I, that with my fword

Quarter'd the world, and o'er green Neptune^ back

With fhips, made cities ^ condemn my felf, to lack

The courage of a woman ; lefs noble-minded

Than (he which, by her death, our Cafar tells,

I'm conqueror of my felf. Thou art fworn, £m,
That when the exigent fhould come, which now
Is come indeed, when I fhould fee behind me
Th'inevitabk profecution of difgrace

And horrour, that on my command thou then
" Vol. V. E e e Wouldft
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Woultlft kill me. Do it, for the time is come

;

Thou ftrik'ft not me, 'tis Cafar thou defeat'ft.

Put colour in my cheek.

Eros, The Gods with-hold me:

Shall I do that which all the Parthian darts,

Though enemy, lofl aim, and could not?

Alt. Eros,

Wouldft thou be window'd in great Rome, and fee

Thy mafter thus with pleacht arms, bending down
His corrigible neck, his face fubdu'd

To penetrative fhame: whilft the wheel'd feat

Of fortunate Cafar drawn before him, branded

His bafenefs that enfued ?

Eros. I would not fee't.

Ant. Come then ^ for with a wound I muft be cur'd.

Draw that thy honeft fword, which thou haft worn

Moft ufeful for thy country.

Eros. Oh, Sir, pardon me.

Ant. When I did make thee free, fwor'ft thou not then

To do this when I bad thee ? do it at once,

Or thy precedent fervices are all

But accidents unpurposed. Draw, and come.

Eros. Turn from me then that noble countenance

Wherein the wor(hip of the whole world lyes.

Ant. Lo thee. [Turmngfrom h'm,

Eros. My fword is drawn.

Ant. Then let it do at once

The thing why thou haft drawn it.

Eros. My dear mafter,

My captain, and my emp'ror. Let me fay,

Before I ftrike this bloody ftroke, farewel.

Ant. 'Tis faid, man, and farewel.

Eros, Farewel, great chief. Shall I ftrike now ?
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Ant, Now, Eros.

Eros, Why there then [Eros kills h'mfelf.

Thus I do efcape the forrow

Of Anton^'% death.

Ant, Thrice nobler than my felH

Thou teacheft me, oh valiant Eros^ what

I (hould, and thou could'fl: not ,• my Queen and Eros

Have by their brave inftrudion got upon me

A noblenefs in record. But I will be

A bridegroom in my death, and run into't

As to a lover's bed. Come then, and Em,
Thy mafter dies thy fcholar ^ to do thus [Fall'mg on his [word,

I learnt of thee. How, not yet dead ? not dead ?

The guard how ! oh dilpatch mc.

SCENE XL
Enter Dercetas and guard,

1 Guard, What's the noife ?

Ant, I've done my work ill, friends:

O make an end of what I have begun,

2 Guard, The ftar is fain,

I Guard, And time is at his period?

All, Alas, and woe!

Ant, Let him that lovcs me, ftrikc me dead.

1 Guard, Not L

2 Guard, Not I.

3 GuarS, Nor any one. [Exeunt.

Dev. Thy death and fortunes bid thy followers fly.

This fword but (hewn to Ccefar with this tidings.

Shall enter me with him.

E c e 2 Enter
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Enter Diomedes.

Dto, Where's Anton'y?

Der, There, Diomed, there.

Dio, Lives he ? wilt thou not anlwer, man ?

Am, Art thou there, D'lomed? draw thy fword, and give me
Sufficing ftrokes for death.

Dio. Mod abfolute lord,

My miftrefs Cleopatra fent me to thee.

Ant, When did fhe fend thee ?

Dto, Now, my lord.

Ant, Where is flie?

Dio Lockt in her monument. She had a prophefying fear

Of what hath come to pafs; for when rtie faw

(Which never fhall be found (you did fufpedt)

She had difpos'd with Cafar^ and that your rage

Would not be purg'd, flie fent word fhe was dead.

But fearing fince how it might work, hath fent

Me to proclaim the truth, and I am come,

I dread, too late.

Ant, Too late, good Dhmed ; call my guard I pr'ythee.

Dio, What ho! the emperor's guard. The guard, what hoa!

Come, your lord calls.

Enter the Guard,

Ant. Bear me, good friends, where Cleopatra bides,

*Tis the Uft fervice that I fhall command you.

Guard, Woe are we. Sir! you may not live to wear

All your true follow'rs out.

All. Moft heavy day!

Ant. Nay, good my fellows, do not pleafe fharp fate

To grace it with your forrows. Bid that welcome

Which
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Which comes to punifli us, and we punifli it

Seeming to bear it lightly. Take me up,

I have led you oft, carry me now, good friends.

And have my thanks for all.. [Exemt^ l^earmg Antonys

SCENE xu.

^ magntficent Monuments

Enter Cleopatra, Charmian, and Iras, above.

Cleo, Oh Charmtany I will never go from hence.

Char, Be comforted, dear madam.

Cleo. No I will not

:

All ftrange and terrible events are welcome,.

But comforts we defpife^ our fize of fbrrow

Proportion'd to our caufe, mud be as great

As that which makes it.

Enter Diomedes.-

How now ? is he dead ?

T>'to, His death's upon him, but not dead.

Look out o'th' other fide your monument.

His guard have brought him hither.

Enter Antony horn by the guard,

Cleo, O thou fun.

Burn the great fphere thou mov'ft in ! darkling (land

The varying ftiore o'th' world. O Antony /

Help Charm'tan^ help Iras^ help
;

help, friends,

Below, let's draw him hither.

Ant, Peace.

Not Cafat^s valour hath o'er-thrown Antony^

But Antony hath triumpht on himfelf.

Cleo,
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Cleo. So it {hould be, that none but Anttmy

Should conquer Antony, but woe 'tis fo

!

A}it, I am dying, j^gypt, dying ,• only yet

I here importune death a while, until

Of many thoufand kiffes the poor laft

I lay upon thy lips.

Cleo. I dare not, dear,

Dear my lord, pardon j I dare not,

Left I be taken ^ not th'imperious fhew

Of the full-fortun'd Ccefar, ever (hall

Be brooch'd with me if knife, drugs, ferpents have

Edge, fting, or operation, I am fafe:

Your wife Oclavta, with her modeft eyes

And ftill conclufion, fliall acquire no honour,

Demuring upon me. But, come, come, Antony,

Help me, my women, we muft draw thee up •

Afllft, good friends.

Ant. Oh quick, or I am gone.

CJen, Here's (port indeed ; how heavy weighs my lord

!

Our ftrength is all gone into heavinefs.

That makes the weight. Had I great Juno's power.

The ftrong-wing'd Mercury {hould fetch thee up.

And fet thee by Jove\ fide. Yet come a little,

Wifliers were ever fools. Oh come, come, come—

-

[They draw Antony up to Cleopatra,

And welcome, welcome. Die where thou haft liv'd,

Quicken with kilfing; had my lips that power.

Thus would I wear them out.

AIL Oh heavy fight!

Ant. I am dying, JE^pt, dying.

Give me fbme wine, and let me fpeak a httle.

Cleo. No, let me fpeak, and let me rail fo high.

That the falfe hufwife, fortune, break her wheel,

Provok'd
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Provok'd by my offence.

^nt. One word, fweet Queen.

Of defar feek your honour, with your fafety— oh—
Cleo. They do not go together.

Ant, Gentle, hear me,

None about 61^r truft, but Procule'ms,

Cleo. My refolution, and my hands, I'll truft.

None about Cszfar,

Ant, The miferable change now at my end.

Lament nor forrow at : but pleafe your thoughts

In feeding them with thofe my former fortunes.

Wherein I Hv'd. The greateft Prince o'th' world.

The noblefl: once j and now not bafely die.

Nor cowardly put off my helmet to

My countryman. A Roman
^ by a Roman

Valiantly vanquifh'd. Now myfpirit is going,

I can no more [Antony dies,

Cleo. Nobleft of men— woo't die ?

Haft thou no care of me ? fhall I abide

In this dull world, which in thy abfence is

No better than a ftye ' O fee, my women

!

The crown o'th' earth doth melt my lord !—

-

Oh wither'd is the garland of the war.

The foldier's pole is fall'n : young boys and girls

Are level now with men ,• the odds is gone.

And there is nothing left rematkable,

Beneath the vifiting moon, ^gf^^ famis.

Char. Oh quietnefs, lady.

Iras. She's dead too, our fbvereign.

Char, Lady

!

Iras. Madam

!

Char, Oh Madam, Madam, Madam-'-—

Iras, Royal Mgypt\ Emprefsl

Char^
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Char. Peace, peace, Iras,

* Cleo, No more but a meer woman, and commanded
^ By fuch poor paflion as the maid that milks,

And does the meaneft chares. It- were for me
To throw my fcepter at th' injurious Gods,

To tell them that this world did equal theirs,

'Till they had ftoU'n our jewel. All's but nought:

Patience is fottifh, and impatience does

Become a dog that's mad: then is it /in.

To rufli into the fccret houfe of death.

Ere death dare come to us ? how do you, women ?

What, what good cheer? why how now, Charm'tan}

My noble girls r— ah, women, women I look.

Our lamp is fpent, it's out—- good Sirs, take heart,

We'll bury him : and then what's brave, what's noble,

Let's doit after the high 7^^?/;^^;^ fafhion.

And make death proud to take us. Come away,

This cafe of that huge fpirit now is cold.

Ah, women, women ! come, we have no friend.

But refblution, and the briefeft end.

{Exeunt hearing off Antony'^ hodf^.
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ACT V. SCENE I.

Csefar'^ Camp.

Enter Csefar, Agrippa, Dolabella, and Menas.

C s A R.

O to him, Dolabellay bid him yield.

Being fo fruftrate, tell him,

He mocks the paufcs that he makes.

DoL Cafar^ I fhall.

Enter Dercetas with the fword of Antony.

Caf, Wherefore is that ? and what art thou that dar'ft

Appear thus to us?

Der. I am call'd Dercetas,

Mark ^nton^y I ferv'd, who beft was worthy

Beft to be ferv'd j whilft he ftood up, and fpokc,

He was my mafter, and I wore my Hfe

To fpend upon his haters. If thou pleafe

To take me to thee, as I was to him

I'll be to Cafar: If thou pleafeft not,

I yield thee up my life.

Caf. What is't thou fay'ft?

Der. I fay, oh Cafar, Antony is dead.

0/ The breaking of fo great a thing fhould make
A greater crack. The round world

Should have fhook lions into civil ftreets,

And citizens to their dens. The death of Antony

Is no^ a fingle doom, in that name lay

Vol. V. Fff
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A moiety of the world.

Der. He is dead, Cafar,

Not by a publick minifter of juftice.

Nor by a hired knife: but that felf-hand

Which writ his honour in the ads it did.

Hath with the courage which the heart did lend it

SpHtted the heart. This is his fword,

I robb'd his wound of it : behold it ftain'd

With his moft noble blood.

Caf. Look you, fad friends :

The Gods rebuke me but it is a tiding

To wafh the eyes of Kings.

DoL And ftrange it is,

That nature muft compel us to lament

Our moft perfifted deeds.

Men. His taints and honours

Weigh'd equal in him.

DoL A rarer fpirit never

Did fteer humanity but you Gods will give us

Some faults to make us men. C^far is touch'd.

Men. When (uch a fpacious mirror's fet before him.

He needs muft fee himfel^

Caf. O Antony/

I've follow'd thee to this but we do launce

Difeafes in our bodies. I muft perforce

Have (hewn to thee fuch a declining day,

Or look on thine j we could not ftall together

In the whole world. But yet let me lament

With tears as fbveraign as the blood of hearts,

That thou my brother, my competitor.

In top of all defign, my mate in empire.

Friend and companion in the front of war.

The arm of mine own body, and the heart
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where mine its thoughts did kindle ,• that our ftars

Unreconcilable, fhould have divided

Our equal nefs to this. Hear me, good friends,

But I will tell you at fome meeter feafon

The bufinefs of this man looks out of him,

We'll hear him what he fays. Whence are you ?

Enter an ^Egyptian.

M^pt, A poor Mgypum yet ,• the Queen my miftrefs

Confin'd in all {he has (her monument)

Of thy intents defires inftrudtion,

That (he preparedly may frame her felf

To th' way (he's forc'd to.

Caf. Bid her have good heart,'

She foon fhall know of us, by fome of ours,

How honourably and how kindly we

Determine for her. For Cafar cannot live

To be ungentle.

JEg^pt, May the Gods preferve thee. \Extt,

Caf. Come hither Proculem, go and fay

W^e purpofe her no fliame give her what comforts

The quality of her paffion (hall require ,•

Left in her greatnefs by fome mortal ftroke

She do defeat us : for her life in Rome
Would be eternal in our triumph. Go,

And with your fpeedieft bring us what (he fays.

And how you find of her.

Pro. Cafar^ I (hall. \Exit ProculeiuSa

Caf. Gallusy go you along ; where's Dolahella^

To fecond Proculeim?

All. Dolahellaf

def. Let him alone ; for I remember now
How he's employed ; he Aiall in time be ready.

F f f 2 Go
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Go with me to my tent, where you (hall fee

How hardly I was drawn into this war,

How calm and gentle I proceeded ftill

In all my writings. Go with me, and fee

What I can fhew in this. \Exeunt,

S C E N E IL

The Monument,

Enter Cleopatra, Charmian, Iras, Mardian, and Seleucus..

Cleo, TVyT Y defolation does begin to make
A better life^ 'tis paltry to be defar:

Not being fortune, he's but fortune's knave,

A minifter of her will,- and it is great.

To do that thing that ends all other deeds,

Which fhackles accidents, and bolts up change,

Which flecps, and never pallats more the dung,

(The beggar's nurfe, and Ctefar's.)

Enter Proculeius.

Pro. Cafar fends greeting to the Queen of^^)^/,.

And bids thee ftudy on what fair demands

Thou mean'ft to have him grant thee,

Cleo. What's thy name ?

Fro. My name is Proculeius^

Cleo. A/7tony

Did tell me of you, bad me truft you, but

I do not greatly care to be deceiv'd.

That have no ufe for trading. If your mafter

W'ould have a Qiieen his beggar, you muft tell him,

That majefty, to keep decorum, muft

No lels beg than a kingdom : if be pleafe
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To give me conquer'd ^gypt for my fbn,

He gives me fo much of mine own, as I

Will kneel to him with thanks.

Pro, Be of good cheer :

You're fain into a princely hand, fear nothing,.

Make your full refrence freely to my lord,

Who is fb full of grace, that it flows over

On all that need. Let me report to him

Your fweet dependency, and you fhall find

A conqu'ror that will pray, in aid for kindnefs.

Where he for grace is kneel'd to.

Cleo. Pray you tell him,

I am his fortunes vaffal, and I fend him

The greatncfs he has got. I hourly learn

A do(5trine of obedience, and would gladly ;

Look him i'th' face.

Pro. This I'll report, dear lady.

Have comfort, for I know your plight is pity'd

Of him that caus'd it.

Char. You fee how eafily (he may be furpris'd.

Pro. Guard her 'till Cafar come.

Iras. Royal Queen.

Char. Oh Cleopatra^ thou art taken. Queen.

Cleo. Qiiick, quick, good hands*

Pro. Hold, worthy lady, hold

:

Do not your felf fuch wrong, who are in this

Reliev'd, but not betray'd.

Cleo. What of death too, that rids our dogs of languifh?

Pro. Do not abufe my mafter's bounty, by

Th' undoing of your fclf : let the world fee

His nobkncfs well aded, which your death

Will never let come forth.

Cleo. Where art thou, death?

Come
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Come hither, come: oh come, and take a Queen

Worth many babes and beggars*

Pro, Oh temperance, lady!

Cleo. Sir, I will eat no meat, Til not drink, Sir:

If idle talk will once be necefTary,

I'll not deep neither. This mortal houfe I'll ruin,

Do C^far what he can. Know, Sir, that I

Will not wait pinion'd at your mafter's court.

Not once be chaftis'd with the fober eye

Of dull O&av'ia. Shall they hoi ft me up.

And fhew me to the fhouting varlotry

. Of cens'ring Rome ? rather a ditch in ^gypf

Be gentle grave unto me : rather on N^Im' mud
Lay me ftark-nak'd, and let the water-flies

Blow me into abhorring: rather make

My country's high Pyramic/es my gibbet.

And hang me up in chains.

Pro. You do extend

Thefc thoughts of horror further than you fhall

Find caufe in Cdefar.

Enter Dolabella.

T)ol. Proculewsy

What thou haft done my mafter Ccefar knows,

And he hath fent for thee: as for the Queen,

I'll take her to my guard.

Pro. So, Dolabella,

It fliall content me beft be gentle to her

:

To Cdefar I will fpeak what you fhall pleafe.

If you'll employ me to him.

Cleo. Say, I would die. \ExH Proculeius

Dol. Moft noble Emprefs, you have heard of me.

Cleo, I cannot tell.
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DoL Afluredly you know me.

Cleo, No matter, Sir, what I have heard or known ;

You laugh when boys or women tell their dreams,

Is't not your trick ?

Dol. I underftand not. Madam.

Cleo, I dreamt there was an Emp'ror Antony ,•

Oh luch another fleep, that I might fee

But fuch another man

!

DoL If it might pleafe ye

Cleo, His face was as the heav'ns, and therein ftuck

A fun and moon, which kept their courfe, and lighted

The little o'th' earth.

Dol. Moft fovereign creature

—

Cleo. His legs beftrid the ocean, his rear'd arm

Crefted the world : his voice was propertied

As all the tuned fpheres, and that to friends

:

But when he meant to quail, and fhake the Orb,

He was as ratling thunder. For his bounty.

There was no winter in't. An Antony it was.

That grew the more by reaping : his delights

Wtre dolphin like, they fhew'd his back above

The element they liv'd in ; in his livery

Walk'd crowns and coronets, realms and iflands

As plates dropt from his pocket.

Dol. Cleopatra

Cleo. Think you there was, or might be fuch a man
As this I dreamt of?

Dol, Gentle Madam, no.

Cleo. You lie, up to the hearing of the Gods
^

But if there be, or ever were one (iich.

It's paft the fize of dreaming : nature wants (luff

To vye ftrange forms with fancy, yet t'imagine

An Antony were nature's piece, 'gainft fancy,
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Condemning fhadows quite.

Dot. Hear me, good Madam

:

Your lofs is as your felf, great • and you bear it

As anfw'ring to the weight: would I might never

O'er-take purfu'd fuccefs, but I do feel

By the rebound of yours, a grief that (boots

My very heart at root.

Cleo, I thank you. Sir.

Know you what C^efar means to do with me ?

DoL I'm loth to tell you what I would you knew.

Cleo. Nay, pray you. Sir.

Dol. Though he be honourable

Cleo. He'll lead me then in triumph ?

Dol, Madam, he will, 1 know't.

^IL Make way there—

-

SCENE III.

Enter Csefar, Callus, Mecaenas, Proculeius and Attendants,

C^f, Which is the Queen of ^gypt?

DoL It is the Emperor, Madam. [Cleo. kneels.

Caf. Arife, you fhall not kneel

:

I pray you rife, rife, JE^pt,

Cleo. Sir, the Gods

Will have it thus, my mafter and my lord

I mufl: obey.

Caf. Take to you no hard thoughts

:

The record of what injuries you did us.

Though written in our flefh, we (hall remember

As things but done by chance

Cleo. Sole Sir o'th' world,

I cannot project mine own caufe fo well
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To make it clear, but do confefs I have

Been laden with like frailties which before

Have often fliam'd our fex.

Caf. Cleopatray know,

We will extenuate rather than inforce

:

If you apply your felf to our intents,

(Which tow'rds you are mod gentle) you fliall find

A benefit in this change ; but if you feek

To lay on me a cruelty by taking

Antonfs courfe, you fhall bereave your felf

Of my good purpofes, and put your children

To that deftru6tion which I'll guard them from,

If thereon you relie. I'll take my leave.

Cleo. And may through all the world: 'tis yours, and we

Your fcutcheons, and your figns of conqueft, (hall

Hang \x\ what place you pleafe. Here, my good lord.

C(£f. You fhall advife me of all, Cleopatra.

Cleo, This is the brief of mony, plate, and jewels

I am poffcft of— 'tis exadly valued.

Not petty things- admitted—-where's Seleucus?

Sel. Here Madam. ^ <^

Cko, This is my treafurer, let him fpeak, ffiy lord,

Upon his peril, that I have referv'd

To my felf nothing. Speak the truth,, Seleucus^

SeL Madam, I had rather feal m^^lips,

••Than to my peril fpeak that which is not.

Cleo, What have I kept back ?

SeL Enough to purchafe what you have made known.

Caf. Nay, blufli not Cleopatra^ I approve

Your wifdom in the deed.

Cleo, See Cafar ! Oh behold.

How pomp is follow'd : mine will now be yours.

And fliould we fliift eftates, yours would be mine.

Vo L. V. G g g Th' in-
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Th' ingratitude of this Sehucm do's

Ev'n make me wild. Oh flave, of no more truft

Than love that's hir'd. What, goeft thou back ? thou flialt

Go back, I warrant thee : but I'll catch thine eyes

Though they had wings. Slave, foul-lels villain, dog,

O rarely bafe!

def. Good Queen, let us intreat you.

Cho, O Cafar^ what a wounding fhame is this.

That thou vouchfafing here to vifit me.

Doing the honour of thy lordlinefs

To one fb meek, that mine own fervant fliould

Parcel the fiim of my difgraces by

Addition of his envy! Say, good Ccefay-y

That 1 fome lady-trifles have referv'd,

Immoment toys, things of fuch dignity

As we greet modern friends withal, and fay

Some nobler token 1 have kept apart

For L'wia and OBaviay to induce

Their mediation, muft I be unfolded

By one that I have bred? the Gods! it fmites me
Beneath the fal^ have. Pr'ythee go hence.

Or I fhall fliew'the cynders of my Ipirits

Through th' arties of my chance : wert thou a man.

Thou would'ft have mercy on me.

C^f. Forbear, Sekucus.

Geo. Be't known, that we t?h«e greateft are miPthought

For things that others do; and when we fall.

We anfwer others merits, in our names

Are therefore to be pitied.

Caf. Cleopatra,

Not what you have referv'd, nor what acknowledg'd

Put me i'th' roll of conqueft, ftill be't yours

Beftow it at your pleafure, and believe

C^efar's
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Cafar's no merchant to make prize with you

Of things that merchants fold. Therefore be cheer'd.

Make not your thoughts your prifons no, dear Queen,

For we intend fo to difpofe you, as

Your felf fhall give us counfel: feed, and fleep.

Our care and pity is lb much upon you,

That we remain your friend, and fo adieu,

Cleo, My mafter, and my Imd.

Caf. Not fo : adieu. wf^' [^^^^^^ Caefar, and his tram.

s c E N E V.

Cleo. He words me, girls, he words me.

That I (hould not be noble to my felf.

But hark thee, Charmtan,

Iras, Finifh, good lady, the bright day is done.

And we are for the dark,

Cko, Hie thee again.

I've fpoke already, and it is provided.

Go put it to the hafte.

Char, Madam, I will.

E^ter Dolabella.

Dol, Where is the Queen?

Char. Behold, Sir.

Cleo, Dolabella,

Dol, Madam, as thereto fworn, by your command,

Which my love makes religion to obey,

I tell you this : C^efar through S^i^ **•

Intends his journey, and within three days

You with your children will he fend before;

Make your beft ufe of this. I have perform'd

G g g 2 Your
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Your pleafure and my promife.

Cleo, Dolabella,

I fhall remain your debtor.

DoL I your fervant.

Adieu, good Queen, I muft attend on C^efar, [Exit,

Geo, Farewel, and thanks. Now, Iras, what think'ft thou?

Thou, an Mgypttan puppet, (halt be fhewn

In Rome as well as I : mechanick flaves

With greafie aprons, rules, and hammers fhall

Uplift us to the view. In their thick breaths.

Rank of grofs diet, fhall we be enclouded.

And forc'd to drink their vapour.

Iras. The Gods forbid.

Cleo. Nay, 'tis moft certain, Iras : fawcy lidors

Will catch at us like ftrumpets, and fcall'd rhimers

Ballad us out-a-tune. The quick comedians

Extern p'rally will ftage us, and prefent

Our Alexandrian revels ; Antony

Shall be brought drunken forth, and I fhali fee

Some fqueaking Cleopatra boy my greatnefs

I'th' pofture of a whore.

Iras. O the good Gods!

Cleo. Nay, that's certain.

Iras. I'll never fee it ; for I'm fure my nails

Are ftronger than mine eyes.

Cleo. Why that's the way

To fool their preparation, and to conquer*

Their moft abfurd intents. Now Charm'tan,

Enter Charmian.

Shew me, my women, like a Queen : go fetch -

My beft attires. I am again for Ctdnus

To meet Mark Antony. Sirrah Iras, go

Now,
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Now, noble Charm'ian^ we'll difpatch indeed,

And when thou'aft done this chare, I'll give thee leave

To play 'till dooms-day—bring our crown, and all. \Anotfe with'm.

"Wherefore this noife ?

Enter a Guardfman,

Guardf. Here is a rural fellow.

That will not be deny'd your highnefs' prefence,^

He brings you figs.

Geo. Let him come in. How poor an inftrument

[Ex'tt Guard/man,

May do a noble deed ? he brings me liberty.

My refolution's plac'd, and I have nothing

Of woman in me now from head to foot

Pm marble conftant : now the fleeting moon
No planet is of mine.

Enter Guard/man, and Clown with a bmket,

Guardf, This is the man.

Cleo, Avoid and leave him. \Extt Guard/man,

Haft thou the pretty worm of N'dus there.

That kills and pains not ?

Clown, ' Truly I have him : but I would not be the party that

' fhould defire you to touch him, for his biting is immortal : thofe

' that do die of it, do feldom or never recover.

Cleo. Remember'ft thou any that have dy'd on't?

Clown. * Very many, men and women too. I heard of one
* of them no longer than yefterday, a very honeft woman, but
* fbmething given to lie, as a woman fhould not do, but in the
' way of honefty. How fhe dy'd of the biting of it, what pain
* (lie felt ! truly, (he makes a very good report o'th' worm : but

' he that will believe all that they fay, (hall never be faved by half

* that they do: butthisismoft fallible, the worm's an odd worm.

Cleo,
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Geo. Get thee hence, farewel.

Clown. * 1 wifli you all joy of the worm.

Cleo, Farewel. '.^^

Clown, * You niufl: think this, look you, that the worm will

^ do his kind.

Cleo. Ay, ay, farewel.

Clown. ' Look you, the worm is not to be trufted j but in the

* keqDing of wife people ^ for indeed there is no goodnefs in

^ the worm.

Cleo. Take no care, it fliall be heeded.

Clown. * Very good : give it nothing I pray you, for it is not

^ worth the feeding.

Cleo. Will it eat me?

Clown. * Youmuft not think I am fb fimple, but 1 know the

^ devil himfelf will not eat a woman ! I know, that a woman is

* a difh for the Gods, if the devil drefs her not. But truly, thefe

* fame whore-fbn devils do the Gods great harm in their women

:

' for in every ten that they make, the devils mar five.

Cleo. Well, get thee gone, farewel.

Clown» ' Yes forfooth, I wifh you joy o'th' worm. [Exit,

SCENE VI.

Cleo. Give me my robe, put on my crown 5 I have

Immortal longings in mc. Now no more

The juice of Mgjpfs grape fhall moift this lip.

Yare, yare, good Irai^ quick methinks I hear

Antony call, I fee him rowfe himfelf

To praife my noble ad:. I hear him mock

The luck of C^far, which the Gods give men

T' excufe their after-wrath. Husband, I come

;

Now to that name my courage prove my title.

I am fire, and air ,• my other elements
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I give to bafer life."^ So have you done ?

Come then, and take the laft warmth of my lips.

Farewel kind Charm'tan^ Iras, long farewel. \Applyng the afp^

Have I the afpick in my lips ? doft fall ? \7o Iras.

If thou and nature can fb gently ^M^^^
The ftroke of death is as a lover's pincli,

Which hurts, and is defir'd. Doft thou lye ftill ^

If thus thou vanifheft, thou tell'ft the world

It is not worth leave-taking. [Iras dies.

Char, DifTolve thick cloud and rain, that I may fay,

The Gods themfelves do weep.

Cleo. This proves me bafe

If (he firft meet the curled Ay/tony,

He'll make demand of her, and fpend that kifs

Which is my heav'n to have. Come, mortal wretch.

With thy (harp teeth this knot intrinficate [To the ferpent.

Of life, at once untie; poor venomous fool.

Be angry and difpatch. Oh couldft thou fpeak^

That I might hear thee call great defar afs,

Unpolicied,

Char, Oh eaftern ftarf

Cleo, ' Peace, peace!

* Doft thou not fee my baby at my breaft,

' That fucks the nurfe afleep >

Char, O break! O break!

Cleo, As fweet as balm, as foft as air, as gentle*

O Antony/ nay I will take thee too.

What ftiould I ftay ' [Dku
Chay, In this wild world ? (b fare thee well

:

Now bo-ift thee death, in thy poftlflion lyes ^

A lafs unparallel'd. Downy windows clo(e.

And golden Phoehus never be beheld

Of eyes again fo royal I your crown's awry,

I'll
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I'll mend it, and then play

Enter the Guard rujh'mg m,

I Guard, Where's the Queen ?

Char. Speak foftly, wake her not.

1 Guard. Cafar hath fent [Charmiaa appV^s the A(p«

Char, Too flow a meflenger.

Oh come apace, difpatch, I partly feel thee.

" I Guard, Approach ho!

Alps not well. Ccefafs beguir<I.

2 Guard, There's Dolal?ella fent from de/ar; call him.

,1 Guard, What work is here, Charm'tan? is this well done?

Char, It is well done, and fitting for a princefs

Defcended of fb many royal Kings.

Ah foldiers! [Charmian dies.

Enter Dolabella.

Dol, How goes it here

2 Guard. All deadf

Dol, Cafar^ thy thoughts

Touch their eflPcdls in thisj thy felf art coming

To fee perform'd the dreaded ad which thou

So fbught'fl: to hinder.

Enter Csefar and Attendants,

All, Make way there, make way for Cafar,

Dol. Oh, Sir, you are too fure an augurer^

That you did fear, is done.

Cdef. Braveft: at lafl:.

She levell'd at our purpofe, and being royal

Took her own way. The manner of their deaths ?

I do not fee them bleed.

Dol, Who was laft with them ?

I Guard-
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I Guard, A fimple countryman, that brought her figs

:

This was his basket.

Caf. Poifon'd then!

I Gent, Oh Cdsfar

!

This Charm'ian liv'd but now, fhe flood and (pake

:

I found her trimnning up the diadem

On her dead miftrefs, trembHngly flie ftood.

And on the fudden dropt.

Cdef, Oh noble weaknefs f

If they had fwallow'd poifbn, 'twould appear

By external fwellingj but (he looks like fleep; .

As ihe would catch another Antony
,

In her ftrong toil of grace.

'DoU Here on her breaft

There is a vent of blood and fbmething blown,

The like is on her arm.

I Guard, This is an afpick's trail.

And thefe fig-leaves have flime upon them, fuch

As th' afpick leaves upon the caves of N-ylc.

Caf, Moft probable

That fo fhe died j for her phyfician tells mc
She hath purfu'd conclufions infinite

Of eafie ways to die. Take up her bed,

And bear her women from the monument

;

She (hall be buried by her Antony,

No grave upon the earth fhall clip in it

A pair fo famous. High events as thefe

Strike thofe that make them ,• and their flory is

No lefs in pity, than his glory, which

Brought them to be lamented. Our army fhall,

In folemn fhew, attend this funeral,

And then to Rome: come, Dolahella^ fee

High order in this great Iblemnity. [Exeunt Omnesk

Vol. V. 'H h h
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Dramatis Perfonse.

Saturninus, Son to the late Emperor of Rome, and afterwards declared

Emperor himfelf.

Baffianus, Brother to Saturninus, in Love with Lavinia.

Titus Andronicus, a Noble Roman, General agaiaft the Goths.

Marcus Andronicus, Tribune of the Teople, and Brother to Titus.
Marcus,

Quintus,
. Titus Andronicus.
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Mutius, J
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Aaron, a Moor, beloved by Tamora.
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Lavmia, daughter to Titus Andronicus.

SemtorSy Judges^ Officers^ Soldiers^ and other Attendants.

SCENE Romcj and the Country near it.
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TITUS ANT^RONICJJS.

ACT 1. SCENE 1.

ROME.
Enter the Tribunes and Senators alofty as in the Senate. Enter

Saturninus and his followers at one door, and Baflianus and

his followers at the othery with drum and colours,

Saturninus.
O B L E Patricians, patrons of my right.

Defend the juftice of my caufe with arms.

And countrymen and loving followers,

Plead my fiicceffive title with yonr fwords.

I am the firft-born fon of him that laft

Wore the imperial diadem of Rome :

Then let my father*s honours live in me.

Nor wrong mine age with this indignity.

Baf, RomanSy friends, followers, favourers of my right

,

If ever BaJJianus^ C^fars fbn.

Were gracious in the eyes of royal Rome^

Keep then this paffage to the Capitol
^

And fuffer not dilhonour to approach

Th' imperial feat, to virtue confecrate,

To



430 TitttsAndronicus.
To juftice, continence, and nobility

:

But let defert in pure eledion fhine^

And, Romans, fight for freedom in your choice.

Enter Marcus Andronicus aloft with the crown.

Mar. Princes, that ftrive by fadions and by friends,

Ambitioufly for rule and empery!

Know that the people of Rome, for whom we ftand

A fpecial party, have by common voice.

In eledion for the Roman empery,

Chofen Andromcus, fur-named PmSy

For many good and great deferts to Rome.

A nobler man, a braver warrior.

Lives not this day within our city walls.

He by the Senate is accited home.

From weary wars again ft the barbarous Goths,

That with his fons (a terror to our foes)

Hath yoak'd a nation ftrong, train'd up in arms.

Ten years are fpent fince firft he undertook

This caufe of Rome, and chaftifed with arms

Our enemies pride. Five times he hath return'd

Bleeding to Rome, bearing his valiant fbns

In coffins from the field.

And now at laft, laden with honour's fpoils.

Returns the good Andromcus to Rome,

Renowned Tttus, flourifhing in arms.

Let us intreat, by honour of his name.

Whom (worthily) you would have now ^^czt^di,

And in the Capitol and Senate's right.

Whom you pretend to honour and adore.

That you withdraw you, and abate your ftrength
;

Difmifs your followers, and as fuiters fhould.

Plead your deferts in peace and humblenefs.
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Sat. How fair the Tribune fpeaks, to calm my thoughts.

Baf, Marcus AndromcuSy fb I do affie

In thy uprightnefs and integrity;

And fo I love and honour thee and thine;

Thy noble brother T'ttus^ and his Tons,

And her (to whom our thoughts are humbled allj

Gracious Lavima^ Rome^s rich Ornament,

That I will here difmifs my loving f. lends,*

And to my fortunes, and the people's favour.

Commit my caufe in ballance to be weigh'd. [Exe. Soldiers^

Sat, Friends that have been thus forV^ard in my right,

I thank you all, and here difmifs you all

;

And to the love and favour of mv country

Commit my felf, my perfon md the caufe:

Rome, be as juft and gracious unto m:.

As I am confident and kind to thee.

Open the gates, and let me in.

Baf. Tribunes, and me, a poor competitor.

\They go up into the Senate-houfe.

S C E N E II.

Enter a Captain,

Cap, Romans, make way : the good Andronicus,

Patron of virtue, Rome's beft champion,

Succefsful in the battels that he fights.

With honour and with fortune is return'd.

From whence he circumfcribed with his fword.

And brought to yoke the enemies of Rome^

4 Sound
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Sounddrums and trumpets^ andthen enter Mutius ^//^Marcus: after

them, two men bearing a coffin cover''d wkh black then Quia-

tus and Lucius. After them Titus Andronicus ^ and then

Tamora, the ^ueen of Goths, Alarbus, Chiron and Deme-
trius, with Aaron the Moor, prtfoners

j fold'tersy and other at^

tendants. 7Toe<y fet down the coffin, and Titus /peaks.

Tit. Hail, Rome^ vidorious in thy mourning weeds?

Loe, as the bark that hath difcharg'd her freight.

Returns with precious lading to the bay,

From whence at firil flie weigh'd her anchorage,

Cometh Andronicus with laurel boughs,

To re-falute his country with his tears
;

Tears of true joy, for his return to Rome,

Thou great defender of this Capitol,

Stand gracious to the rites that we intend.

Romans, of five and twenty valiant fons.

Half of the number that King Priam had.

Behold the poor remains alive and dead I

Thefe that furvive, let Rome reward with love

;

Thefe that 1 bring unto their lateft home.

With burial among their anceftors.

Here Goths have given me leave to (heath my fword

:

7ttus unkind, and carelefs of thine own.

Why fuffer'ft thou thy fbns unburied yet,

To hover on the dreadful fhore of Styx ?

Make way to lay them by their brethren. ^They open the tomb.

There greet in filence, as the dead are wont,

And deep in peace, flain in your country's wars

:

O facred receptacle of my joys.

Sweet cell of virtue and nobility,

How many Tons of mine haft thou in ftorc,

Tint thou wilt never render to me more?

Luc,
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Luc, Give us the proudeft prifoner of the Goths

^

That we may hew his limbs, and on a pile.

Ad manes Fratrum facrifice his flelTi,

Before this earthly prifon of their bones

:

That jfb the fhadows be not unappeas'd,

Nor we difturb'd with prodigies on earth.

Tit, I give him you, the nobleft that furvives.

The eldeft Ton of this diftreffed Queen.

Tarn, Stay Roman brethren, gracious conqueror,

Vi<^orius Tttus^ rue the tears I fhed,

A mother's tears in pafTion for her fon :

And if thy fons were ever dear to thee,

O think my fons to be as dear to me.

Sufficeth not, that we are brought to Rome^

To beautifie thy triumphs, and return

Captive to thee, and to thy Roman yoak ?

But muft my fons be flaughter'd in the ftreets.

For vahant doings in their country's cauJfe?

O! if to fight for King and common-weal

Were piety in thine, it is in thef;

:

Androntcus, ftain not thy tomb with blood.

Wilt thou draw near the nature of the Gods ?

Draw near them then in being merciful
5

Smeet mercy is nobility's true badge.

Thrice noble Tttus^ /pare my firft-born fon.

Ttt. Patient your felf, madam, and pardon me.

Thefe are their brethren, whom you Goths behold

Alive and dead, and for their brethren flain

ReHgioufly they ask a facrifice,-

To this your fon is markt, and die he muft,

T' appeafe their groaning fhadows that are gone.

Luc. Away with him, and make a fire ftraight.

And with our fwords upon a pile of wood.

Vol. V. lii
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Let's hew his limbs, 'till they be clean confum'd.

[Exeunt Mutius, Marcus, Quintus and Lucius with Alarbus.

Tarn. O cruel irreligious piety f

Chi, Was ever Scythta half (o barbarous ?

Dem. Oppofe me, Scyth'm, to ambitious Rome,

Ahrhm go to reft, and we furvive

To tremble under Titu%^ threatning looks.

Then, madam, ftand refblv'd, but hope withal.

The fclf-fame Gods that arm'd the Queen of Tro^j

With opportunity of (harp revenge

Upon the Thrac'tan tyrant in his tent.

May favour TamorUy the Queen of Goths

^

(When Goths were Goths^ and Tamora was Queen)

To quit her bloody wrongs upon her foes.

Enter Mutius, Marcus, Quintus and Lucius.

Luc, See, lord and father, how we have perform'^

Our Roman rites : Alarhus^ limbs are lopt.

And intrails feed the facrificing fire,

Whofe fmoke, like incenfe, doth perfume the sky.

Remaineth nought but to inter our brethren.

And with loud larums welcome them to Rome,

Tit. Let it be fo, and let Andromcm

Make this his lateft farewel to their fouls.

\Then found trumpets^ and lay the coffim ifi the tomb.

In peace and honour reft you here, my fbns,

Rome's readieft champions, repofe you here.

Secure from worldly chances and mifliaps

:

Here lurks no treafon, here no envy fwells.

Here grow no damned grudges, here no ftorms^

No noife, but filence and eternal deep

:

In peace and honour reft you here, my Jfbns!

SCENE
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SCENE m.

Enter Lavinia.

Lav, In peace and honour live lord Turn long,

My noble lord and father, live in fame!

Lo at this tomb my tributary tears

I render, for my brethrens obfequies

:

And at thy feet I kneel, with tears of joy

Shed on the earth, for thy return to Rome.

O blefs me here with thy vid:orious hand,

Whofe fortune Rome'% beft citizens applaud.

Tit. Kind Rome^ that haft thus lovingly referv'd

The cordial of mine age, to glad mine heart

!

Livima, live, out-live thy father's days

;

And fame's eternal date for virtue's praife.

Mar. Long live lord Ti^us, my beloved brother.

Gracious triumpher in the eyes of Rome,

Tit, Thanks, gentle Tribune, noble brother Marcus.

Mar, And welcome nephews from fiiccefsful wars,

You that furvive, and you that deep in fame

:

Fair lords, your fortunes are alike in all.

That in your country's fervice drew your fwords. .

But fafer triumph is this funeral pomp
That hath afpir'd to Solon's happinefs.

And triumphs over chance in honour's bed.

Titus Andron'tcus^ the people of Rome^

Whofe friend in jufticc thou haft ever been,

Send thee by me their Tribune, and their truft.

This palliament of white and fpotlefs hue.

And name thee in eledion for the empire.

With thefe our late dsceafed Emperor's fons

:

I i i 2
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Be Cand'tdatus then, and put it on.

And help to fet a head on headlefs Rome.

Ttt. A better head her glorious body fits.

Than his that fliakes for age and feeblenefs

:

What (hould I don this robe, and trouble you ?

Be chofe with proclamations to-day.

To-morrow yield up rule, refign my life.

And fet abroach new bufinels for you all ?

Rome^ I have been thy foldier forty years,

And led my country's ftrength fuccefsfully,

And buried one and twenty valiant fons.

Knighted in field, (lain manfully in arms^

In right and fervice of their noble country.

Give me a ftafF of honour for mine age,

But not a fceptre to controul the world.

Upright he held it, lords, that held it laft.

Mar. Titus, thou (halt obtain and ask the empery.

Sat. Poud and ambitious Tribune, canft thou tell I

Tit, Patience, prince Saturn'mus.

Sat. RomanSy do me right.

Patricians draw your fwords, and flieath them not

'Till Saturnmus be Rome's Emperor,

Andronicus, would thou wert fhipt to hell,

Rather than rob me of the peoples hearts.

Luc, Proud Saturnine
y

interrupter of the good

That noble-minded Titus means to thee.

Tit. Content thee prince, I will reftore to thee

The peoples hearts, and wean them from themfelves*

Baf. Andronicus, I do not flatter thee,

But honour thee, and will do 'till I die:

My fadion if thou ftrengthen with thy friends,

I will moft thankful be,- and thanks to men
Of noble minds, is honourable meed,^
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Ttt. People of Rome^ and noble Tribunes here,

I ask your voices, and your fufFrages,

Will you beftow them friendly on Andromcusl

Mar, To gratifie the good Andronicus^

And gratulate his fafe return to Rome^

The people will accept whom he admits.

Ttt, Tribunes, I thank you, and this fuit I make.

That you create your Emperor's eldeft Ton,

Lord Saturnine ,• whofe virtues will, I hope,

Refled: on Rome^ as Titan's rays on earth.

And ripen juftice in this common-weal.

Then if you will ele6t by my advice.

Crown him, and fay, long live our Emperor.

Mar. With voices and applaufe of every fort.

Patricians and Plebeians, we create

Lord Saturninusy Rome's great Emperor;

And fay, long live our Emperor Saturnine.

[A long flourijh Hill they come clown.

Sat, Titus Andronicus, for thy favours done

To us in our eledion this day,

I give thee thanks in part of thy deferts.

And will with deeds requite thy gentlenefs

:

And for an onfet, Titus, to advance

Thy name, and honourable family,

Lavinia will I make my Emperefs,

Rome's royal miftrefs, miftrefs of my heart.

And in the facred Pantheon her efpoufe:

Tell me, Andronicus, doth this motion plea(e thee ?

Tit. It doth, my worthy lord ,• and in this match,

I hold me highly honour'd of your Grace

:

And here in fight of Rome, to Saturninus,

King and commander of our comraon-weal^

The
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The wide world's Emperor, do I confecrate

My fword, my chariot^ and my prifoners

;

Prefents well worthy Rome's imperial lord.

Receive them then, the tribute that I owe,

Mine honour's enfigns humbled at thy feet.

Sat. Thanks, noble Tuus^ father of my life.

How proud I am of thee, and of thy gifts,

Rome (hall record j and when I do forget

The leaft of thefe unfpeakable deferts,

Romans forget your fealty to me.

Tit, Now, Madam, are you prifbner to an Emperor,

To him that for your honour and your ftate

Will ufe you nobly, and your followers.

Sat. A goodly lady, truft me, of the hue \To Tamera.

That I would chule, were I to chufe a-new

:

Clear up, fair Queen, that cloudy countenance,-

Tho' chance of war hath wrought this change of cheer.

Thou com'ft not to be made a fcorn in Rome:

Princely (hall be diy ufage every way.

Reft on my word, and let not difconCent

Daunt all your hopes : Madam, who comforts you

Can make you greater than the Queen of Goths,

Lavmia, you are not difpleas'd with this ?

Lav. Not I, my lord, fith true nobility

Warrants thefe words in princely courtefie.

Sat. Thanks, fweet Lavmta. Romans^ let us go.

Ranfomlefs here we fet our prifoners free.

Proclaim our honours, lords, with trump and drum.

Baf. Lord Tttus^ by your leave this maid is mine.

[Seizing Lavinia,

Tit. How, Sir? are you in earneft then, my lord?

Baf. Ay, noble Titus
i
and refolv'd withal,

To
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To do my felf this rcafon and this right.

[The Emperor courts Tamora m dumb Jhew,
Mar, Suum cutque is our Roman juftice

:

This prince in juftice feizeth but his own.

Luc, And that he will, and {hall, if Lucius live.

Traitors, avant! where is the Emperor's guard?

Treafon, my lord ^ Lavm'ta is furpriz'd.

Sat, Surpriz'd ! by whom ?

Baf, By him that juftly may

Bear his betroth'd from all the world away.

\Ex'tt Baffianus whh Lavinia,

SCENE IV.

Mut, Brothers, hdp to convey her hence away.

And with my fword I'll keep this door fecure.

'Tit, Follow, my lord, and I'll foon bring her back,

Mut, My lord, you' pafs not here.

Ttt, What villain, boy,

Barr'fl: me my way in Rome! [He kills him.

Mut. Help, Lucius
y

help.

Luc. My lord, you are unjuft, and more than ib.

In wrongful quarrel you have (lain your fon.

Tit. Nor thou, nor he, are any fons of mine.

My fons would never fo di(honour me.

Traitor, reftore Lavinia to the Emperor.

Luc. Dead, if you will, but not to be his wife.

That is another's lawful promis'd love.

Sat, No, Titus^ no, the Emperor needs her not.

Nor her, nor thee, nor any of thy ftock

I'll truft by leilure him that mocks me once.

Thee never, nor thy traiterous haughty Ions,

Confederates all, thus to dishonour me.

Was there none elfe in Rome to make a ftale of

But
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But Saturnine ? full well, Andronkus,

Agree thefe deeds, with that proud brag of thine,

That faid'ft, I hegg'd the empire at thy hands.

Tit. O monftrous! what reproachful words are thefe?

Sat. But go thy ways ,• go give that changing piece.

To him that flourifh'd for her with his fword
5

A valiant fon-in-law thou fhalt enjoy :

One fit to bandy with thy lawlefs fons,

To ruffle in the commonwealth of Rome.

Tit. Thefe words are razors to my wounded heart.

Sat. And therefore, lovely Tamora Queen of Goths^

That, like the (lately Phoehe 'mong her nymphs,

Doft over-fhine the gallant'fl: dames of Romey

If thou be pleas'd with this my fudden choice.

Behold I chufe thee, Tamora, for my bride.

And will create thee Emperefs of Rome.

Speak, Queen of Goths, doft thou applaud my choice?

And here I fwear by all the Roman Gods,

(Sith prieft and holy water are fb near,

And tapers burn fo bright, and every thing

In readinefs for H'ymenem ftands,)

I will not re-falute the ftreets of Rome,

Or climb my palace, 'till from forth this place

I lead efpous'd my bride along with me.

Tarn. And here in fight of heav'n to Rome I fwear.

If Saturnine advance the Queen of Gothsy

She will a handmaid be to his defires,

A loving nurfe, a mother to his youth.

Sat. Afcend, fair Queen, Pantheon; lords accompany

Your noble Emperor, and his lovely bride,

Sent by the heavens for Prince Saturnine,

Whofe wifdom hath her fortune conquered:

There fl^iall we confummate our fpoufal rites. [Exeunt.

SCENE
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SCENE V.

Ttt, I am not bid to wait upon this bride.

Tttus, when wert thou wont to walk alone,

Diflionour'd thus, and challenged of wrongs?

Enter Marcus Andronicus, Lucius, Quintus, Marcus.

Mar. Oh Thus fee, oh fee what thou haft done?

In a bad quarrel flain a virtuous fon.

Ttt, No, foolifti tribune, no: no fon of mine.

Nor thou, nor thefe confederates in the deed.

That hath diflionour'd all our family;

Unworthy brother, and unworthy fons.

Luc. But let us give him burial as becomes.

Give Mut'ms burial with our bretheren.

Th. Traitors away, he refts not in this tomb ,•

This monument five hundred years hath ftood.

Which I have fumptuoufly re-edified :

Here none but foldiers, and Rome's fervitors

Repofe in fame : none bafely flain in brawls.

Bury him where you can, he comes not here.

Mar. My lord, this is impiety in you.

My nephew Mut'tus' deeds do plead for him,

He muft be buried with his bretheren. [TitusV fons /peak.

Sons. And fliall, or him we will accompany.

Tit. And fliall ? what villain was it (pake that word?

[Titus'^ fon [peaks,

^im. He that would vouch't in any place but here.

Ttt, What, would you bury him in my defpight ?

Mar. No, noble Titus^ but intreat of thee.

To pardon Mut'ms. and to bury him.

Tit. Afarcus, ev'n thou haft ftruck upon my creft,

V o L, V. K k k And
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And with thefe boys mine honour thou haft wounded.

My foes I do repute you every one.

So trouble me no more, but get you gone.

Luc, He is not himfelf, let us withdraw.

Not I, 'till^ Mutius\ bones be buried.

\The brother and the fons JmeeL

Mar, Brother, for in that name doth nature plead.

^itn. Father, and in that name doth nature fpeak.

Ttt, Speak thou no more, if all the reft will fpeed.

Mar, Renowned ThuSy more than half my foul,

Luc, Dear father, foul and fubftance of us alL-

Mar. Suffer thy brother Marcus to inter

His noble nephew here in virtue's neft.

That died in honour, and Lav'tma's caufe.

Thou art a Romany be not barbarous.

The Greeks upon advice did bury j^jax

That flew himfelf,- and wif? Laertes' fon

Did gracioufly plead for his funerals.

Let not young Mutms then, that was thy joy^

Be barr'd his entrance here.

Ttt, Rife, Marcus^ rife-^

The difn:iall'ft day is this that e'er I faw.

To be difhonour'd by my fons in Rome

:

Well, bury him, and bury me the next.

[T^ey put him in the tomb,

Luc. There lyc thy bones, fweet Mutius^ with thy friends,

'Till we with trophies do adorn thy tomb.

\They all kneel^ and fay^

No man (hed tears for noble Muttm

He lives in fame, that died in virtue's caufe.

Mar. My lord, to ftep out of thefe dreary dumps,

How comes it that the fubtle Queen of Goths

Is of a fudden thus advanc'd in Rome?

ttt.
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Tit, I know not. Marcm j but I know it is

:

If by device or no, the heav'ns can tell

:

Is (he not then beholden to the man,

That brought her for this high good turn {b far?

SCENE VI.

Flourlfh. Enter the Emperor^ Tamora, Chiron, and Deme-
trius with the Moor at one door. At the other door Baflianus

and Lavinia w'tth others.

Sat, So, Bajfianusy you have plaid your prize,

God give you joy, Sir, of your gallant bride.

Baf. And you of yours, my lord ^ I fay no more.

Nor wifti no lefs, and (b I take my leave.

Sat. Traytor, if Rome have law, or we have power.

Thou and thy fadion fhall repent this rape.

Baf. Rape call you it, my lord, to feize my own.

My true betrothed love, and now my wife ?

But let the laws of Rome determine all.

Mean while I am poffeft of that is mine.

Sat, 'Tis good. Sir ^
you are very (hort with us.

But if we live, we'll be as fharp with you.

Baf. My lord, what I have done, as beft I may,

Anfwer I muft, and {hall do with my life ,*

Only thus much I give your Grace to know.

By all the duties which I owe to Rome,

This noble Gentleman, lord Tttm here.

Is in opinion and in honour wrong'd.

That in the refcue of Lav'mia,

With his own hand did flay his youngeft fbn.

In zeal to you, and highly mov'd to wrath.

To be control'd in that he frankly gave
j

Jleceive him then to favour, Saturnwe^

K k k 2 That
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That hath expreft himfelf in all his deeds

A father and a friend to thee, and Rome.

Tit, Prince Baffianus^ leave to plead my deeds.

'Tis thou, and thofe, that have difhonour'd me:
Rome and the righteous heavens be ray judge,.

How have I lov'd and honour'd Saturnme,

Tarn. My worthy lord, if ever Tamora

Were gracious in thofe princely eyes of tliine,

Then hear me fpeak, indifferently, for all^

And at my fuit (fweet) pardon what is paft.

Sat. What, Madam, be difhonour'd openly,.

And bafely put it up without revenge ?

Tarn. Not fo, my lord^ the Gods of Rome fore-fend,.

I (hould be author to difhonour you

But, on mine honour dare I undertake, .

For good lord Tttm^ innocence in all,-

Whofe fury not diffembled fpeaks his griefs

:

Then at my fuit look gracioufly on him,

Lofe not fb noble a friend on vain luppofe.

Nor with fowre looks afflict his gentle heart.

My lord, be rul'd by me, be won at laft, \Afide.

DilTemble all your griefs and difcontents:

You are but newly planted in your throne,-

Left: then the people and patricians too,

Upon a juft furvey take Titus* part,,

And fo fupplant us for ingratitude

Which Rome reputes to be a hainous fin.

Yield at intreats, and then let nie alone
^

I'll find a day to maffacre them all,

And rafe their fadion, and their family.

The cruil father, and his traiterous fons.

To whom I fued for my dear fun's

And make them know what 'tis to let a Ql^een

Kneel
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Kneel in the ftreets, and beg for grace in vain.

Come, come, fweet Emperor, come Andromcm

Take up this good old man, and chear the heart,

That dies in tempeft of thy angry frown.

Sat, Rife, 7"///^^, rife, my Emprefs hath prevail'd.

Tit. I thank your majefty, and her,- my lord,

Thefe words, thefe looks, infufe new life in me.

Tarn. TttuSy I am incorporate in RomCy

A Roman now adopted happily :

And mufl: advife the Emperor for his good.

This day all quarrels die, Andromcus
^

And let it be my honour, good my lord.

That I have reconcil'd your friends and you. ^
For you, prince BaJJianuSy I have pad

My word and promife to the Emperor,

That you will be more mild and tractable.

And fear not, lords ,• and you Lavtma^

By my advice all humbled on your knees,.

You fhall ask pardon of his majefty.

Luc, We do, and vow to heaven, and to his highnefs,

That what we did was mildly, as we might,

Tendiing our filler's honour and our own.

Mar. That on mine honour here I do protefl:.

Sat. Away, and talk not, trouble us no more.

Tarn, Nay, nay, fweet Emperor we muft all be friends. .

The Tribune and his nephews kneel for grace,

I will not be denied, fweet-heart, look back.

Sat. Marcus^ for thy fake and thy brother's here,
..

And at my lovely Tamora's intreats,

I do remit thefe young mens hainous faults.

Lavima^ though you left me like a churl,

I found a friend, and fure as death I fwore,

I would not part a batchelor from the prieft.

5 Come^
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Come, if the Emperor's court can feafl: two brides.

You are my gueft, Lavtma^ and your friends
^

This day fhall be a love-day, Tamora.

Tit. To-morrow, and it pleafe your majefty,

To hunt the panther and the hart with me.

With horn and hound, we'll give your grace Bon-jour,

Sat, Be it fb, TttuSy and gramercy too. \Exeunt,

ACT 11. S C E N E I

RO ME,

Enter Aaron alone,

Aaron.

O W climbeth Tamora Olympus' top.

Safe out of fortune's fhot, and fits aloft,

Secure of thunder's crack, or lightning flafH,

Advanc'd above pale envy's threatning reach ,•

As when the golden fun falutes the morn.

And having gilt the ocean with his beams,

Gallops the zodiack in his gliftring coach.

And over-looks the higheft peering hills :

So Tamora,

Upon her wit doth early honour wait.

And virtue ftoops and trembles at her frown.

Then Aaron arm thy heart, and fit thy thoughts.

To mount aloft with thy imperial miftrefs,

And mount her pitch, whom thou in triumph long

Haft prifoner held, fctter'd in amorous chains

And fader bound to Aaron's charming eycs^

Than
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Than is Frometheus ty'd to Caucafus.

Away with flavifh weeds, and idle thoughts,

I will be bright, and (hine in pearl and gold.

To wait upon this new-made Emperefs.

To wait upon, faid I ? .to wanton with

This Queen, this Goddels, Sem'iramh
\

This Syren^ that will charm Rome's Saturnmey

And fee his fliipwrack, and his common-weal's.

Holla, what ftorm is this ?

SCENE 11.

Enter Chiron and Demetrius.

T>em. Ch'trony thy years want wit, thy wit wants edge

And manners, to intrude where I am grac'd.

And may, for ought thou know'ft, affected be.

Ch't, Demetr'ms, thou dofi: over-ween in all.

And fo in this, to bear me down with braves

:

'Tis not the difference of a year or two

Makes me lefs gracious, or thee more fortunate

;

I am as able, and as fit as thou.

To ferve, and to defcrve my miftrefs' grace j

And that my fword upon thee fhall approve,

And plead my paflion for Lavtma's love.

j^ar. Clubs, clubs! thefe lovers will not keep the peace.

Dem, Why boy, although our mother (unadvis'd)

Gave you a dancing rapier by your fide.

Are you fb defperate grown to threat your friends ?

Go to; have your lath glued within your fheath,

'Till you know better how to handle it.

Ch'i. Mean while Sir, with the little skill I have,

Full well (halt thou perceive how much I dare.

Dem, Ay boy, grow ye fo brave? {They draw,.

Aar*.
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Aar, Why now, lords?

So near the Emp'ror*s palace dare you draw ?

And maintain fuch a <^uarrel openly?

Full well I wot the ground of all this grudge.

I would not for a million of gold,

The caufe were known to them it moft concerns.

Nor would your noble mother, for much more.

Be fo diQionour'd in the court of Rome,

For (hame put up.

Dem, Not I, 'till I have flieath'd

My rapier in his bofbm, and withal

Thruft thefe reproachful Ipeeches down his throat.

That he hath breath'd in my difhonour here.

Cht. For that I am prepar'd and full refolv'd,

Foul-fpoken coward ! thou thundreft with thy tongue,

And with thy weapon nothing dar'ft perform.

Aar, Away, I fay.

Now by the Gods that warlike Goths adore,

This petty brabble will undo us all

;

Why lords and think you not how dangerous

It is to jet upon a prince's right?

What, is Lav'ima then become fo loofe.

Or Baffianus fo degenerate,

That for her love fuch cjuarrcls may be broacht.

Without controulment, juftice, or revenge?

Young lords, beware;— and fliould the Emprefs know

This difcord's ground, the mufick would not pleafe.

Chi. I care not, I, knew (lie and all the world,

I love Lavima more than all the world.

Dem. Youngling, learn thou to make fome better choice,

havtma is thine elder brother's hope.

Aar. Why are ye m3d! or know ye not in Rome

How furious and impatient they be.

And
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And cannot brook competitors in love?

I tell you lords, you do but plot your deaths

By this devife.

Chi. Aaron^ a thoufand deaths would I propofe.

To atchieve her whom I do love?

Aar, To atchieve her howl

Dem, Why mak'fl: thou it fo ftrange?

She is a woman, therefore may be woo'd;

She is a woman, therefore may be won

;

She is Lavma, therefore mull be lov'd.

What man ? more water glideth by the mill

Than wots the miller of, and eafie it is

Of a cut loaf to fteal a fhive we know

:

Tho' BaJJianus be the Emperor's brother,

Better than he have yet worn Vulcan's badge.

Aar, Ay, and as good as Saturnmus may.

Dem. Then why fliould he defpair, that knows to court it

With words, fair looks, and liberaHty?

What, haft thou not full often ftruck a doe,

And born her cleanly by the keeper's nofe ?

Aar. Why then it feems fbme certain fnatch or (b

Would ferve your turns.

Chu Ay, fo the turn were ferved.

Dem. Aaron, thou haft hit it.

Aar. Would you had hit it too,

Then (hould not we be tir'd with this ado

:

Why, hark ye, hark ye and are you fuch fools

To f fquare for this ? would it offend you then

Chi. Faith, not me.

Dem. Nor me, fo I were one.

Aar. For ftiame be friends, and join for that yoj jar.

'Tis policy and ftratagem muft do

That you afFed, and fb muft you refolve.

Vol. V. Lll Th.t
f fquare, Jlgnifys to quarrel, vid. Midf. night's dream.
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That what you cannot as you would atchieve.

You muft perforce accomphOi as you may.

Take this of me, Lucrece was not more chafte

Than this Lavma, Bafflams' love

;

A fpeedier courfe than lingring languifliment

Muft we purfue, and I have found the path.

My lords, a folemn hunting is in hand,

There will the lovely Roman ladies troop

:

The foreft walks are wide and fpacious.

And many unfrequented plots there are.

Fitted by kind for rape and villany :

Single you thither then this dainty doe.

And ftrike her home by force, if not by words;

This way, or not at all, ftand you in hope.

Come, come, our Emprefs with her facred wit

To villany and vengeance confecrate.

We will acquaint with all that we intend.

And (he fhall file our engines with advice.

That will not fuffer you to fquare your felves.

But to your wifhes heighth advance you both.

The Emperor's court is like the houfe of fame.

The palace full of tongues, of eyes, of ears

:

The woods are ruthlefs, dreadful, deaf and dull

:

There fpeak, and ftrike, brave boys, and take your turns.

There ferve your lufts, (hadow'd from heaven's eye.

And revel in Lav'm'ta^s treafury.

Cht. Thy counfel, lad, fmells of no cowardife.

Dem. Sit fas aut nefas^ 'till I find the ftream

To cool this heat
J

a charm to calm thefe fits,

Fer Styga, per Manes vehor. \Exeunt,

SCENE
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SCENE III.

A Forefi.

Enter Titus Andronicus and his three fonsy with hounds

and hornsy and Marcus.

Th^
I

^ H E hunt is up, the morn is bright and gray,

J- The fields are fragrant, and the woods are green :

Uncouple here, and let us make a bay.

And wake the Emperor and his lovely bride.

And rouze the prince, and ring a hunter's peal

That all the court may eccho with the noife.

Sons^ let it be your charge, as it is ours.

To tend the Emperor's perfon carefully

:

I have been troubled in my fleep this night.

But dawning day new comfort hath infpir'd.

W'tnd horns. Here a cry of houndsy and wind horns m a peal:

then enter Saturninus, Tamora, Baflianus, Lavinia, Chiron,

Demetrius, and their attendants^

Tit, Many good-morrows to your majefty.

Madam, to you as many and as good.

I promifed your grace a hunter's peal.

Sat, And you have rung it luftily, my lords,

Somewhat too early for new-married ladies.

Baf. Lavinia^ how fay you?

hav. I fay, no:

I have been broad awake two hours and more.

Sat. Come on then, horfe and chariots let us have,

And to our fport : madam, now fliall ye fee

Our Roman hunting.

Mar, I have dogs, my lord,

Lll 2 Will
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Will rouze the proudefl: panther in the chafe.

And climb the higheft promontory top.

Tit. And 1 have horfe will follow, where the game
Makes way, and run Hke fwallows o'er the plain.

Dem. ChtroHy we hunt not, we, with horle nor hound.

But hope to pluck a dainty doe to ground. [Exeunt,

SCENE IV.

Enter Aaron alone,

Aar, He that had wit, would think that I had none.

To bury To much gold under a tree.

And never after to inherit it.

Let him that thinks of me fo abjedly.

Know that this gold muft coin a ftratagem,

Which cunningly effected, will beget

A very excellent piece of villany^

And fb repofe fweet gold for their unreft.

That have their alms out of the Emprefs' cheft.

Enter Tamora.

* Tarn. My lovely Aaron^ wherefore look'ft thou fad.

When every thing doth make a gleeful boaft?

* The birds chaunt melody on every bufli,

* The fnake hes rolled in the chearful fun,

* The green leaves quiver with the cooling wind,

* And make a chequer'd fhadow on the ground;
* Under their fweet (hade, Aaron^ let us fit,

* And whilft the babling eccho mocks the hounds.

Replying fhrilly to the well-tun'd horns.

As if a double hunt were heard at once.

Let us fit down and mark their yelling noife:

And after conflid fuch as was fuppos'd

The
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The wandring prince and Dido once enjoy'd,

When with a happy ftorm they were furpriz'd.

And curtain'd with a counfel-keeping cave.

We may each wreathed in the other's arms,

(Our paftimes done) pofTefs a golden flumber,

Whilft hounds and horns, and fweet melodious birds

Be unto us, as is a nurfe's fong

Of lullaby, to bring her babe afleep.

Aar. Madam, though f'^ems govern your defires,

Saturn is dominator over mine

:

What fignifies my deadly {landing eye.

My filence, and my cloudy melancholy.

My fleece of woolly hair, that now uncurls.

Even as an adder when fhe doth unrowl

To do fome fatal execution ?

No, Madam, thefe are no venereal figns;

Vengeance is in my heart, death in my hand.

Blood and revenge are hammering in my head.

Hark, TamorUy (the Emprels of my foul,

Which never hopes more heaven than reds in thee)

This is the day of doom for Bajfianm ,•

His Philomel muft lofe her tongue to-day.

Thy fbns make pillage of her chaftity.

And wafh their hands in Bajfiams' blood.

Seeft thou this letter, take it up I pray thee.

And give the King this fatal plotted fcrowl
j

Now queftion me no more, we are efpied.

Here comes a parcel of our hopeful booty.

Which dread not yet their lives deftrudion.

Tarn, Ah, my fweet M'^or^ Tweeter to me than life,

Aar, No more, great Emprefs, Bajfianus comes

Be cro(s with him, and 111 go fetch thy fons

To back thy quarrels, whatfoe'er they be,

S C E
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SCENE V.

Enter Baffianus and Lavinia.

Baf. Whom have we here ? Rome's royal Emperefs

Unfurnifti'd of her well-befeeming troops ?

Or is it Dtan habited like her.

Who hath abandoned her holy groves.

To fee the general hunting in this foreft ?

Tarn, Sawcy controller of our private fteps

:

Had I the power that fome fay Dlan had.

Thy temples fhould be planted prefently

With horns, as was ABeon'Sy and the hounds

Should drive upon thy new-transformed limbs.

Unmannerly intruder as thou art.

Lav. Under your patience, gentle Emperefs,

'Tis thought you have a goodly gift in horning
;

And to be doubted, that your Moor and you

Are fingled forth to try experiments:

Jove fhield your husband from his hounds to-day,

'Tis pity they fliould take him for a ftag.

Baf Believe me, Queen, your fwarth Cymmerian

Doth make your honour of his body's hue,

Spotted, detefted and abominable.

Why are you fequeftred from all your train ?

Difmounted from your fnow-white goodly fteed.

And wandred hither to an obfcure plot.

Accompanied with a barbarous Moor^

If foul defire had not conducted you ?

Lav. And being interrupted in your /port.

Great reafon that my noble lord be rated

For faucinefs. I pray you let us hence,
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And let her joy her raven-colour'd love,-

This valley fits the purpofe pafling well.

Baf, The King my brother (hall have note of this.

Lav, Ay, for thefe flips have made him noted long.

Good King, to be (b mightily abufed.

Tarn. Why have I patience to endure all this ?

Enter Chiron and Demetrius.

Dem. How now, dear fovereign and our gracious mother.

Why does your highnels look fo pale and wan ?

* Tarn. Have I not reafon, think you, to look pale ?

Thefe two have tic'd me hither to this place,

A barren and detefted vale you fee it is.

The trees, tho' fummer, yet forlorn and lean,

O'ercome with mofs, and baleful miffclto.

Here never fhines the fun, here nothing breeds,

Unlefs the nightly owl, or fatal raven.

And when they fhew'd me this abhorred pit.

They told me, here at dead time of the night,

A thoufand fiends, a thoufand hifling fnakes,

Ten thoufand fwelling toads, as many urchins.

Would make fuch fearful and confufed cries.

As any mortal body hearing it,

Should ftraight fall mad, or elfe die fuddenly.

No fooner had they told this hellifh tale,

But ftraight they told me they would bind me here.

Unto the body of a difmal yew,

And leave me to this milerable death.

And then they call'd me foul adulterefs,

Lafcivious Goth^ and all the bittereft terms

That ever ear did hear to fuch efFe(5t.

And had you not by wondrous fortune come,

This vengeance on me had they executed

:

Revenge



45^ Titus Andronicxts.
Revenge it, as you love your mother's life,

Or be ye not from henceforth call'd my children.

Dem. This is a witnefs that I am thy fon. \Stahs Baf.

Cht, And this for me, ftruck home to fhew my ftrength.

Lav. I come, Semiramh^ nay barbarous Tamora,

For no name fits thy nature but thy own.

Tarn. Give me thy poniard
j
you fhall know, my boys.

Your mother's hand (hall right your mother's wrong.

Dem. Stay, Madam, here is more belongs to her

;

Firft, thrafh the corn, then after burn the ftraw

:

This minion ftood upon her chaftity,

Upon her nuptial vow, her loyalty.

And with that painted hope fhe braves your mightinefs;

And {hall {he carry this unto her grave ?

Chi. And if {he do, 1 would I were an eunuch.

Drag hence her husband to fome fecret hole.

And make his dead trunk pillow to our luft.

Tarn. But when you have the honey you de{ire.

Let not this wa{p out- live us both to {ling.

Chi. I warrant. Madam, we will make that fiire

Come mi{lrefs, now peforce we will enjoy

That nice-preferved hone{ly of yours.

Lav. O Tamora^ thou bear'{l a woman's face

Tarn. I will not hear her fpeak
^ away with her.

Lav. Sweet lords, intreat her hear me but a word

Dem. Liften, fair Madam, let it be your glory

To fee her tears j but be your heart to them.

As unrelenting flints to drops of rain.

LciV. When did the tyger's young ones teach the dam ?

O do not teach her wrath, {he taught it thee.

The milk thou fuck'dfl from her did turn to marble

;

Fven at thy teat thou had{l thy tyranny.

Yet every mother breeds not {bns alike j

Do



Titus Andronicus. 4;

Do thou intreat her, fliew a woman pity.

Chi, What! would'ft thou have me prove my felf a baftard

Lav, 'Tis true, the raven doth not hatch a lark:

Yet have I heard, (O could I find it now)

The lion, mov'd with pity, did endure

To have his princely paws par*d all away.

Some fay, that ravens fofter forlorn children.

The whilft their own birds famifh in their nefts

:

Oh be to me, tho' thy hard heart fay no, ^

Nothing fo kind, but (bmething pitiful.

Tarn, I know not what it means
; away with her.

Lav, Oh let me teach thee for my father's fake,

CThat gave thee life, when well he might have flain thee^

Be not obdurate, open thy deaf cars.

Tarn, Hadft thou in perfon ne'er offended me.

Even for his fake am I now pitilefs:

Remember, boys, I pour'd forth tears in vain,

To fave your brother from the facrifice

But fierce Andron'tcus would not relent

:

Therefore away with her, and ufe her as you will.

The worfe to her, the better lov'd of me.

Lofu. O Tamora^ be call'd a gentle Queen,

And with thine own hands kill me in this place:

For 'tis not life that I have begg'd fb long;

Poor I was flain when BaJJlanus dy'd.

Tarn, What begg'fl thou then ? fond woman, let me go.

Lav, *Tis prefent death I beg, and one thing more,

That womanhood denies my tongue to tell:

O keep me from their worfe-than-killing luft.

And tumble me into fbme loathfbm pit.

Where never man's eye may behold my body

:

Do this, and be a charitable murderer.

Tarn, So fhould I rob my fweet fons of their fee.

Vol. V. M m m
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No 5 let them fatisfie their luft on thee.

Dem, Away. For thou haft ftaid us here too long.

Lav, No grace ? no woman-hood I ah beaftly creature.

The blot and enemy of our general name \

Confiifion fall -

Chu Nay, then Til ftop your mouth— bring thou her husband:

[Dragging off Lavinia.

This is the hole where Aaran bid us hide him. [Exemt,

Tarn, Farewel, my Tons j fee that ye make her fure.

Ne'er let my heart know merry cheer indeed,

'Till all th* Andr9nm be made away.

Now will I hence to feek my lovely Moor^

And let my fpleenful fons this trull deflour. {Exit,

SCENE VI.

Enter Aaron whh Quintus and Marcus.

Aar. Come on, my lords, the better foot before,-

Strait will I bring you to the loathfbm pit.

Where I efpied the Panther faft afleep.

My fight is very dull, whatever it bodes.

Mar, And mine, I promife you ^ were't not for fhame,

Well could I leave our fport to fleep a while.

[Marcus falls into the pH,

^'in. What, art thou fall'n ? what fiibtle hole is this,

Whofe mouth is cover'd with rude-growing briars,

Upon whofe leaves are drops of new-fhed blood.

As frefli as morning dew diftiird on flowers?

A very fatal place it feems to me :

Speak, brother, haft thou hurt thee with the fall?

Mar, O brother, with the difmalleft obje(5t

That ever eye, with fight, made heart lament.

Aar, Now will I fetch the King to find them here.

That he thereby may have a likely guefs.

How
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How thefe were they that made away his brother.

[Exh

SCENE VIL

Mar, "Why doft not comfort me, and help me out

From this unhalIow*d and blood-ftained hole ?

^m. I am furprized with an uncouth fear;

A killing fweat o*er-runs my trembling joints;

My heart fufpeds more than mine eye can fee.

Mar. To prove thou haft a true divining heart,

Aaron and thou, look down into the den.

And fee a fearful fight of blood and death.

^un. Aarm is gone, and my compaffionate heart

Will not permit mine eyes once to behold

The thing whereat it trembles by furmife

:

O tell me how it is j for ne'er till now
Was I a child to fear I know not what.

Mar, Lord Bajfianus lies embrewed here.

All on a heap, like to a flaughter*d lamb.

In this detefted, dark, blood-drinking pit.

^'m» If it be dark, how doft thou know 'tis he ?

Mar, ' Upon his bloody finger he doth wear

* A precious ring, that Hghtens dl the hole:

* Which like a taper in fome monument,
* Doth (hine upon the dead man's earthly cheeks,

* And ftiews the ragged intrails of this pit.

So pale did (hine the moon on PyramuSy

When he by night lay bath'd in maiden blood.

O brother help me with thy fainting hand

(If fear hath made thee faint, as me it hath)

Out of this fell devouring receptacle,

As hateful as Cocytus' mifty mouth.

M m m z
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^'m* Reach me thy hand, that I may help thee out

;

Or wanting ftrength to do thee fb much good,

I may be pluck'd into the fwallowing womb
Of this deep pit, poor Baffianuf grave.

I have no ftrength to pluck thee to the brink.

Mar. And I no ftrength to cHmb without thy help.

^itn. Thy hand once more I will not lofe again,

'Till thou art here aloft, or I below.

Thou canft not come to me, I come to thee. \FalU in,

SCENE VIII.

Enter the Emperor and Aaron.

Sat, Along with me, I'll fee what hole is here.

And what he is that now is leap'd into't.

Say, who art thou that lately didft defcend

Into this gaping hollow of the earth ?

Mar, Th' unhappy fbn of old Andronicus^

Brought hither in a mod unlucky hour.

To find thy brother Bajfianus dead.

Sat, My brother dead ? I know thou doft but jeft :

He and his lady both are at the lodge.

Upon the north-fide of this pleafant chafe
5

'Tis not an hour fince I left him there.

Mar, We know not where you left him all alive.

But out, alas, here have we found him dead.

pMer Tamora, Andronicus, and Lucius.

'Tarn. Where is my lord the King?

Sat, Here Tamora^ though griev'd with killing grief.

Tarn, Where is thy brother Bajfianus 7

Sat, Now to the bottom dofl: thou fearch my wound ;

Poor Bajfianus here lies murthered.
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Tarn, Then all too late I bring this fatal writ.

The complot of this timele/s tragedy

;

And wonder greatly that man's face can fold

In pleafing fmiles fuch murderous tyranny.

[She grveth Saturninus a letter,

Saturninus reads the letter.

And ifwe m'tfs to meet him handfomlyy

Sweet huntfmany Baflianus ^t'ts we mean^

Do thou fo much as dig the grave for him,

TToou kmw'fi our mean'tng: look for thy reward

Among the nettles at the elder-tree

Which over-Jhades the mouth of that fame ptt,

Where we decreed to bury Baflianus.

Do this, andpurchafe us thy lajllng friends.

Sat. Oh Tamora, was ever heard the like ?

This is the pit, and this the elder-tree

:

Look, Sirs, if you can find the huntfman out,

That fliould have murther'd Bajfianus here.

Aar. My gracious lord, here is the bag of gold.

Sat. Two of thy whelps, fell curs of bloody kind,

Have here bereft my brother of his life. \To Titus.

Sirs, drag them from the pit unto the prifon,

There let them bide until we have devis'd

Some never-hcard-of torturing pain for them.

Tarn. What, are they in this pit? oh wondrous thing!

How eafily murder is difcovered ?

Tit. High Emperor, upon my feeble knee

I beg this boon, with tears not lightly {bed.

That this fell fault of my accurfed Ions,

(Accurfed, if the faults be prov*d in them
)

Sat. If it be prov'd ? you fee it is apparent.

Who found this letter, Tamora, was it you ?

Tarn,
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Tarn, Andron'tcus himfelf did take it up.

Tn. I did, my lord : yet let me be their bail.

For by my father's reverend tomb I vow

They fliall be ready at your bighnefs' will.

To anfwer their fufpicion with their lives.

Sat, Thou (halt not bail them: fee thou follow me:
Some bring the murderM body, ibme the murtherers.

Let them not fpeak a word, the guilt is plain
;

For by my foul, were there worfc end than death.

That end upon them fhould be executed.

Tarn, AndromcuSy I will entreat the King

;

Fear not thy fons, they fhall do well enough.

Ttt. Come, Lucius^ come, ftay not to talk with them.

SCENE IX.

Enter ..Demetrius and Chiron, with Lavinia, her hands cut off^

and her iongue cut out^ and ravtjh'd,

T)em. So now go tell (and if thy tongue can fpeak)

Who 'twas that cut thy tongue, and ravifh'd thee.

Got, Write down thy mind, t>ewray thy meaning fb,

And (if thy ftumps will let thee) play the fcribe.

Dem. See how with figns and tokens flie can fcrowle,

Ch't. Go home, call for fweet water, wafh thy hands.

Dem, She hath no tongue to call, nor hands to wafh

;

And fo let's leave her to her iilent walks.

Chi, If 'twere my cafe, I fhould go hang my felf

Dem, If thou hadfl hands to help thee knit the cord. \Exe^

S C E N E. X.

Rnter Marcus to I^avinia.

Mar, Who's -this, my niece, that flies away fo fafl ?

Coufin,
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Coufin, a word, where is your husband i

If I do dream, would all my wealth would wake me
If I do wake, fome planet ftrike me down.

That I may flumber in eternal fleep.

Speak, gentle niece, what ftern ungentle hands

Have lopp'd, and hew'd, and made thy body bare

Of her two branches, thofc fweet ornaments,

Whofe circling fliadows Kings have fought to fleep i

And might not gain fo great a happinefs.

As half thy love ! why do'ft not fpeak to me ?

* Alas, a crimfon river of warm blood,

* Like to a bubling fountain ftirr'd with wind,

* Doth rife and fall between thy rofic lips,

' Coming and going with thy honey breath.

But fure (bme Tereus hath dcfloured thee.

And Icfl: thou fliou'dft detect him, cut thy tongue.

Ah, now thou turn'ft away thy face for fliame

!

And notwithftianding all this lofs of blood,

(As from a conduit with their ifluing fpouts,)

Yet do thy cheeks look red as T'itan\ face,

Blufliing to be encountred with a cloud.

Shall I fpeak for thee ? fliall I fay, 'tis fb ?

Oh that I knew thy heart, and knew the beaft.

That I might rail at him to eafc: my mind.

Sorrow concealed, like an oven ftopt.

Doth burn the heart to cinders where it is.

Fair Philomela, flie but lofl: her tongue,

And in a tedious fampler few'd her mind.

But lovely niece, that mean is cut from thee
^

A craftier Tereus haft thou met withall.

And he hath cut thofe pretty fingers off

That could have better few'd than PhilomeL

* Oh had the monfter feen thjofe lilly hands
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* Tremble like afpen leaves upon a lute,

' And make the filken firings delight to kijfs them,
* He would not then have touch'd them for his life.

^ Or had he heard the heav'nly harmony,
* Which that fwe^t tongue hath made ,•

* He would have dropt his knife, and fell afleep,

* As Cerberus at the Thractan poet's feet.

Come, let us go, and make thy father blind;

For fuch a fight will blind a father's eye.

One hour's ftorm will drown the fragrant meads.

What will whole months of tears thy father's eyes ?

Do not draw back, for we -will mourn with thee :

Oh could our mourning eafe thy mifery. [Exeunt,

ACT III. SCENE I.

Enter the Judges and Senators, with Marcus and Quintus bound,

pajjing on the fiage to the place of execution^ and Titus

going before, pleading,

Titus.

EAR me, grave fatliers, noble Tribunes ftay.

For pity of mine age, whofe youth was /pent

In dangerous wars, whilft you fecurely flept:

For all my blood in Rome\ great quarrel {hed.

For all the frofty nights that I have watcht,

And for thefe bitter tears, which you now fee

Filling the aged wrinkles in my cheeks.

Be pitiful to my condemned fons,

Whofe fouls are not corrupted, as 'tis thought.

For two and twenty fons 1 never wept,

Becaufe
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Becaufe they died in honour's lofty bed.

[Andronicus Ueth dowriy and the judges pafs hy him.

For thefe, thefe, Tribunes, in the duft I write

My heart's deep languor, and my foul's fad tears ;

Let my tears ftanch the earth's dry appetite.

My fons fwect blood will make it {hame and blufh;

O earth! I will befriend thee more with rain, \_Exemt.

That (hall diftil from thefe two ancient ruins.

Than youthful Apr'd ftiall with all her fliowers,-

In fummer's drought I'll drop upon thee ftill.

In winter with warm tears I'll melt the fnow,

And keep eternal fpring-time on thy face.

So thou refufe to drink my dear fbns blood.

Enter Lucius with his fword drawn.

Oh reverend Tribunes! gentle aged men!

Unbind my fons, reverfe the doom of death.

And let me fay (that never wept before)

My tears are now prevailing orators.

Luc, Oh noble father, you lament in vain.

The Tribunes hear you not, no man is by.

And you recount your forrows to a ftone.

7tt. Ah Lucius^ for thy brothers let me plead——

Grave Tribunes, once more I intrest of you

Luc. My gracious lord, no Tribune hears you (peak.

Tit. Why 'tis no matter, man j if they did hear.

They would not mark mc : or if they did mark,

They would not pity me.

Therefore I tell my forrows to the ftones.

Who, tho' they cannot anfwer my diftrefs.

Yet in fome Ibrt they're better than the Tribunes,

For that they will not intercept my tale

;

When I do weep, they humbly at my feet

V o L. V. N n n Receive



^66 Titus Andronicus.
Receive my tears, aad feem to weep with me j

And were they but attired in grave weeds,

Rome could afford no Tribune like to thefe.

A (lone is as foft wax, Tribunes more hard than ftones

A ftone is filent, and offendeth not.

And Tribunes with their tongues doom men to death.

But wherefore ftand'ft thou with thy weapon drawn ?

Luc. To refcue my two brothers from their death^.

For which attempt, the judges have pronounc'd

My everlafting doom of banifhment.

Th. O happy man, they have befriended thee^

"Why, foolifti LucwSj dofl: thou' not perceive.

That Rome is but a wildernefs of tygers ?

Tygers mud prey, and Rome affords no prey

But me and mine j how happy art thou then.

From thefe devourers to be banifhed?

But who comes with our brother Manas hete ?

SCENE II.

E^ter Marcus afid Lavinia.

Mar. Thus, prepare thy noble eyes to weep,

Or if not fo, thy noble heart to break :

I bring con fuming forrow to thine age.

Th. Will it confume me ? let me fee it then.

Mar. This was thy daughter.

Th. Why, Marcus
J

- fo fhe is.

Luc. Ah me, this objed: kills me.

Tk. Faint-hearted boy, arife and look upon her,*

Speak my Lavima, what accurfed hand

Hath made thee handlefs in thy father's fight ?

What fool hath added water to the fea ?

Or brought a faggot t(^ brjght-burning Troy?
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My grief was at the heighth before thou cam'ft.

And now like Ndus it difdaineth bounds

:

Give me a fword, I'll chop off my hands too,

For they have fought for Rome^ and all in vain:

And they have nurs'd this woe, in feeding life:

In bootlefs prayer have they been held up.

And they have ferv'd me to eff 'dtlofs wfe.

Now all the (ervice I require of them,

Is that the one will help to cut the other:

'Tis well, Lav'm'ta^ that thou haft: no hands.

For hands to do Rome fervice are but vain.

Luc* Speak, gentle fifter, who hath martyr'd thee ?

Mar. O that delightful engine of her thoughts.

That blab'd them with fuch pleafing eloquence.

Is torn from forth that pretty hollow cage.

Where like a fweet melodious bird it fung

Sweet various notes, inchanting every ear.

Luc, Oh fay thou for her, who hath done this deed

Mar, Oh thus I found her ftraying in the park,

Seeking to hide her felf, as doth the deer

That hath received fome unrecuring wound.

Th, It was my deer, and he that wounded her

Hath hurt me more than had he kill'd me dead

:

^ For now I ftand, as one upon a rock,

* Environ'd with a wildernefs of fea,

' Who marks the waxing tide grow wave by wave,

* Exped;ing ever when fome envious furge

' Will in his brinifh bowels fwallow him.

This way to death my wretched fbns are gone

:

Here (lands my other fon, a banifh'd man.

And here my brother weeping at my woes.

But that which gives my foul the greatcft: fpurn.

Is dear Lavmay dearer than my foul

N n n 1
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Had I but feea thy pidure in this plight.

It would have madded- me. What fhall I do.

Now I behold thy lively body fo ?

Thou haft no hands to wipe away thy tears,

Nor tongue to tell me who hath martyr'd thee;

Thy husband he is dead, and for his death

Thy brothers are condemned, and dead by this.

Look Marcus, ah fon Lucms look on her

:

When I did name her brothers, then frefh tears

Stood on her cheeks, as doth the honey dew.

Upon a gather'd hUy'^almoft wither'd.

Mar, Perchance fhe weeps becaufe they kill'd her husband,

Perchance becaufe Hie knows them innocent.

Tit. If they did kill thy husband, then be joyfulj

Becaufe the law hath ta'en revenge on them.

No, no, they would not do fo foul a deed,

Witncfs the Ibrrow that their fifter makes.

Gentle Lav'm'ta, let me kifs thy lips.

Or make fbme figns how I may do thee eafe:

Shall thy good uncle, and thy brother Luc'im,

And thou and I fit round about fome fountain.

Looking all downwards to behold our cheeks,

How they are ftain'd like meadows yet not dry

With miery flime left on them by a flood?

And in the fountain (hall we gaze fo long,

'Till the frefn tafte be taken from that clearnefs,

And made a brine-pit with our bitter tears?

Or lhall we cut away our hands like thine?

Or fhall we bite our tongues, and in dumb fliows

Pafs the remainder of our hateful days ?

What fliall we do ? let us that have our tongues

Plot fome devife of further mifery,

To make us wondred at in time to come.
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Luc. Sweet father ceafe your tears, for at your grief

See how my wretched fifter fobs and weeps.

Mar, Patience, dear neice, good Thus dry thine eyes

Tit. Ah Marcus^ Marcus, brother, well I wot

Thy napkin cannot drink a tear of mine.

For thou, poor man, hafl: drown'd it with thine own,

Luc. Ah, my Lavmta, I will wipe thy cheeks.

Tit. Mark, Marcus, mark, I underftand her figas,

Had fhe a tongue to fpeak, now would flie fay

That to her brother which I faid to thee.

His napkin with his true tears all bewet,

Can do no fervice on her forrowful cheeks..

Oh what a fympathy of woe is this f

As far from help as limbo is from blifs.

s c E N E ni.

Enter Aaron.

Aar. Titus Andronicus, my lord the Emperor

Sends thee this word, that if thou love thy fons.

Let Marcus, Lucius, or thy felf, old Titus,

Or any one of you chop off your hand,

And fend it to the King; he for the fame

Will fend thee hither both thy fons alive.

And that {hall be the ranfbm for their fault.

Tit. Oh gracious Emperor! oh gentle Aaron \

Did ever raven fing fo like a lark.

That gives fweet tidings of the fun's uprife?

With all my heart. 111 fend the Emperor my hand,,

Good Aaron wilt thou help to chop it off?

Luc. Stay, father, for that noble hand of thine.

That hath thrown down fb many enemies.

Shall not be fent
j my hand will ferve the turn*
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My youth can better fpare my blood than you,

And therefore mine (hail fave my brothers lives.

Mar. Which of your hands hath not defended Rome^
And rear'd aloft the bloody battel-ax,

Writing deftru6tion on the enemies caftle ?

Oh none of both but are of high defert

:

My hand hath been but idle, let it ferve

To ranfome my two nephews from their death,

Then have I kept it to a worthy end.

Aar, Nay, come agree, whofe hand {hall go along.

For fear they die before their pardon come.

Mar, My hand fliall go.

Luc, By heav'n it {hall not go.

Tit. Sirs, ftrive no more, fuch wither'd herbs as thefe

Are meet for plucking up, and therefore mine.

Luc, Sweet father, if I {hall be thought thy fbn.

Let me redeem my brothers both from death.

Mar, And for our father's fake, and mother's care.

Now let me fhew a brother's love to thee.

Tit. Agree between you, I will {pare my hand.

Luc, Then I'll go fetch an ax.

Mar. But I will ufe the ax, [Exeunt,

Tit. Come hither, Aaron^ I'll deceive them both

;

Lend me thy hand, and I will give thee mine.

Aar. If that be call'd deceit, I will be hone{l,

And never whilfl I live deceive men {b.

But I'll deceive you in another {brt,

And that you'll fay ere half an hour pa{s. \Aftde.

[He cuts off Titus's hand.

Enter Lucius and Marcus again.

Tit. Now {lay your {Irife ; what fhall b.", is difpi tcht

:

Good AaroHy give his majefty my hand

:

Tell
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Tell him, it was a hand that warded him

From thoufand dangers, bid him bury it

:

More hath it merited j that let it have.

As for my fons, fay, I account of them

As jewels purchased at an eafie price,

And yet dear too, becaufe I bought mine own.

Aar, I go, Androntcm^ and for thy hand

Look by and by to have thy fons with thee

:

Their heads I mean. Oh, how this villany

Doth fat me with the very thought of it.

Let fools do good^ and fair men call for grace,

Aaron will have his foul black like his face.

SCENE IV.

Ttt, O hear ! 1 lift this one hand up to heav'n,

And bow this feeble ruin to the earth.

If any Power pities wretched tears.

To that I call : What, wilt thou kneel with me?
Do then, dear heart, for heav'n fliall hear our prayers.

Or with our fighs we'll breathe the welkin dim.

And ftain the fun with fogs, as fometime clouds,

When they do hug him in their melting bofoms.

Mar. Oh brother, fpeak with poffibilities.

And do not break into thefe two extreams,

Ttt, Is not my forrow deep, having no bottom?

Then be my paflTions bottomlefs with them.

Mar. Rnt yet let reafon govern thy lament.

Ttt, If there were reafon for thele miferies.

Then into limits could I bind my woes.

When heav'n doth weep, doth not the earth o'erflow?

If the winds rage, doth not the fea wax mad,

Threatning the welkin with his big-fwoln \2iZz>
' And

471

\Afide.
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And wilt thou have a reafbn for this coil ?

I am the Tea, hark how her fighs do blow

She is the weeping welkin, I the earth :

Then mufl: my Tea be moved with her fighs.

Then muft my earth with her continual tears

Become a deluge, overflow'd and drown'd

:

For why, my bowels cannot hide her woes,

But like a drunkard mufl: I vomit them
j

Then give me leave, for lofers will have leave

To eafe their fl:omachs with their bitter tongues.

Enter a Mejfenger hr'mgmg tn two heads and a hand.

Mef. Worthy Andromcus^ ill art thou repay'd

For that good hand thou fent'fl: the Emperor;

Here are the heads of thy two noble fons,

And here's thy hand in fcorn to thee fent back

Thy grief's their fport, thy refolution mockt:

That woe is me to think upon thy woes.

More than remembrance of my father's death. \Extt,

Mar. Now let hot ^tna cool in Stc'dy^

And be my heart an ever-burning hell
;

Thefe miferies are more than may be born

!

To weep with them that weep doth eafe fbme deal,

But forrow flouted at is double death.

Luc. Ah that this fight fliould make fo deep a wound,

And yet detefl:ed life not flirink thereat,-

That ever death fliould let life bear his name,

Where life hath no more intereft but to breathe.

Mar. Alas, poor heart, that kifs is comfortlefs,

As frozen water to a fl:arved fnake.

Ttt. When will this fearful flumber have an end ?

Mar. Now farewel flatter^', die Andronkm^

' Thou doft not flumber, fee thy two fons heads,

Thy
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Thy warlike hand, thy mangled daughter here,-

Thy other banifh'd fon with this dear fight

Struck pale and bloodle/s, and thy brother I,

Even like a ftony image, cold and numb.

Ah now no more will I controul my griefs.

Rend ofF thy filver hair, thy other hand

Gnawing with thy teeth, and be this difinal fight

The clofing up of our moft wretched eyes

Now is a time to ftorm, why art thou ftill ?

T'n. Ha, ha, ha.

Mar, Why doft thou laugh ? it fits not with this hour.

T'tt, Why I have not another tear to fiied,-

Befides, this forrow is an enemy.

And would ufiirp upon my watry eyes.

And make them blind with tributary tears

;

Then which way fhall I find Revenge's cave ?

For thefe two heads do feem to fpeak to me,

And threat me, I (hall never come to blifs,

'Till all thefe mifchiefs be returned again.

Even in their throats that have committed them.

Come let me fee what task I have to do

You heavy people circle me about.

That I may turn me to each one of you.

And fwear unto my foul to right your wrongs.

The vow is made, come, brother, take a head, '

And in this hand the other will I bear

;

Lav'wta, thou (halt be eraploy'd in thefe things,-

Bear thou my hand, fweet wench, between thy teeth

;

As for thee, boy, go get thee from my fight,

Tliou art an exile, and thou muft not ftay.

Hie to the Gotbsy and raife an army there ,*

And if you love me, as I think you do.

Let's kifs and part, for we have much to do. [Exeunt^

Vol. V. Ooo SCENE



Titus A n d r o n i c u s.

SCENE V.

Manet Lucius.

Luc. Farewel Andron'tcm^ my noble father.

The woful'ft man that ever liv'd in Rome

Farewel, proud Rome j 'till Lucius come again.

He leaves his pledges dearer than his life;

Farewel Lav'mm, my noble fifter,

O would thou wert as thou tofore haft been,^

But now nor Luc'ms nor Lav'tma lives,

But in oblivion and hateful griefs;

If Luc'ms live, he will requite your wrongs,

And make proud Saturmnus and his Emprefs

Beg at the gates like Tarqu'm and his Queen.

Now will I to the Goths and raife a power,

To be reveng'd on Rome and Saturnine. [Exit Luciu?..

t SCENE VI.

Banquet.

Enter Titus, Marcus, Lavinia, and the Boy^

Tit. Q O, fo, now fit, and look you eat no more
v3 Than will preferve juft fo much ftrength in us,

As will revenge thefe bitter woes of ours.

Marcusy unknit that forrow-wreathen knot ,•

Thy neice and I, poor creatures, want our hands.

And cannot paffionate our ten-fold grief

With folded arms. This poor right hand of mine

Is left to tyrannize upon my breaft.

And when my heart, all mad with mifery,

Beats in this hollow prifon of my flefli,

Then
\ I'his fcene is not in the old edition.
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Then thus I thump it down.

Thou map of wo, that thus doft talk in figns,

When thy poor heart beats with outragious beating,

Thou canft not ftrike it thus to make it ftill

;

Wound it with ' fighing, girl, kill it with groans
;

Or get fome little knife between thy teeth,

And juft againft thy heart make thou a hole,

That all the tears that thy poor eyes let fall

May run into that fink, and foaking in.

Drown the lamenting fool in fea-falt tears.

Mar. Fie, brother, fie, teach her not thus to lay

Such violent hands upon her tender life.

Tit, How now ! has forrow made thee doat already

Why, Marcus, no man fhould be mad but I

What violent hands can fhe lay on her life ?

Ah, wherefore doft thou urge the name of hands,

To bid j^neas tell the tale twice o'er.

How Troy was burnt, and he made miferable ?

0 handle not the theam, no talk of hands.

Left we remember ftill that we have none.

Fie, fie, how frantickly I fquare my talk.

As if we ftiould forget we had no hands.

If Marcus did not name the word of hands?

Come, let's fall to, and gentle girl eat this.

Here is no drink : hark, Marcus, what ftie fays,

1 can interperet all her martyr'd figns,

She fays, fhe drinks no other drink but tears,

Brew'd with her forrows, mefti'd upon her cheeks.

Speechlefs complaint OI will learn thy thought.

In thy dumb adlion will I be as perfed:

As begging hermits in their holy prayers.

Thou (halt not figh, nor hold thy ftumps to heav'n,

Nor wink, nor nod, nor kneel, nor make a fign,

O o o 2
^fmging.
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But I, of thefe, will wreft an alphabet,

And by ftill pradice learn to know thy meaning.

Boy. Good grandfire leave thef:* bitter deep laments,

Make my aunt merry with fbme pleafing tale.

Mar. Alas the tender boy, in paflion mov'd,

Doth weep to fee his grandfire's heavinefs.

Th. Peace tender fapling, thou art made of tears.

And tears will quickly melt thy life away.

[Marcus flrikes the d'tjh with a knlfet

What doft thou ftrike at, Marcus, with thy knife ?

Mar. At that that I have kill'd, my lord, a fly.

Th. Out on thee, murderer ,• thou kill'ft my hearty.

Mine eyes are cloy'd with view of tyranny:

A deed of death done on the innocent

Becomes not Titus' brother? get thee gone,

I fee thou art not for my company.

Mar. Alas, my lord, I have but kill'd a fly.

T'tt. ' But? how if that fly had a father and mother.^-
* How would he hang his {lender gilded wings^

' And buz lamenting doings in the air ?

^ Poor harmlefs fly,

* That with his pretty buzzing melody^ :

' Came here to make us merry,

* And thou haft kill'd him.

Mar. Pardon me Sir, it was a black ill-favour'd fly.

Like to the Emprefs' Moor^ therefore I kill'd him.

Tit. O, O,

Then pardon me for reprehending thee.

For thou haft done a charitable deed ,•

Give me thy knife, I wiM infult on him,

Flattering my felf, as if it were the Moor •

Come hither purpofely to poifon me.

There's for thy felf, and that's for Tamora '

Yet
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Yet ftill I think we are not brought fo low,

But that between us we can kill a fly,

That comes in likenefs of a cole-black Moor,

Mar* Alas poor man, grief has fb wrought on him,

He takes falfe fhadows for true fubftances.

Come, take away
j
Lavma, go with me,.

I'll to thy clofet, and go read with thee

Sad ftories, chanced in the times of old.

Come, boy, and go with me, thy fight is young,

And thou (halt read when mine begins to dazzle. [Exemf,

ACT IV. SCENE 1.

Efiter ^oung Lucius and Lavinia runnmg after hlm^ and the hoy

flies from her^ wtth his books under his arm.

Enter Titus, Marcus,.

B O Y.

ELP, grandfire, help^ my mnt Lavinia

Follows me every where, I know not why.

Good uncle Marcus, fee how fwift fhe comes

:

Alas, fweet aunt, I know not what you mean.
Mar. Stand by me, Lucius, do not fear thy aunt.

Tit. She loves thee, boy, too well to do thee harm.

Boy. Ay, when my father was in Rome flie did.

Mar. What means my neice Lavinia by thefe figns?

Tit. Fear thou not, Lucius^ Ibmewhat doth fhe mean :

See Lucius, fee, how much (he makes of thee

:

Some whither would (he have thee go with her*

Ah boy, Cornelia never with more care

Read to her fons, than fhe hath read to thee^

Sweet
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Sweet poetry, and Tully's oratory:

Can'il: thou not guefs wherefore fhe plies thee thus ?

Boy. My lord, I know net I, nor can I guefs,

Unlefs fome fit or frenzie do poflefs her

:

For I have heard my grandfire fay full oft.

Extremity of grief would make men mad.

And I have read, that Hecuba of Troy

Ran mad through forrow ; that made me to fear

;

Although, my lord, I know my noble aunt

Loves me as dear as e'er my mother did^

And would not, but in fury, fright my youth,

Which made me down to throw my books, and flie,

Caufelefs' perhaps j but pardon me, fweet aunt.

And, madam, if my uncle Marcus go,

I will moft willingly attend your ladyfhip.

Mar. Lucius^ I will.

Th. How now, Lav'm'ta? Marcus, what means this?

Some book there is that rtie defires to fee.

Which is it, girl, of thefe? open them, boy.

But thou art deeper read, and better skill'd :

Come and make choice of all my library,

And fo beguile thy forrow, 'till the heav'ns

Reveal the damn'd contriver of this deed

:

What book ?

Why lifts (he up her arms in fequence thus >

Mar. I think fhe means that there was more than one

Confederate in the fa(5t. Ay, more there was

:

Or elfe to heav'n fhe heaves them, for revenge.

Tit. Luciusy what book is that fhe toffes fo?

Boy. Grandfire, 'tis Ovid's Metamorphofes,

My mother gave it me.

Mar. For love of her that's gone.

Perhaps fhe cull'd it from among the refl.
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Ttt, Soft! fee how bufily flie turns the leaves!

Help her : what would (he find ? Lav'ima^ fhall I read ?

This is the tragick tale of Philomel,

And treats of Teteus' treafon and his rape;

And rape, I fear, was root of thine annoy.

Mar. See, brother, fee, note how fhe quotes the leaves.

Ttt. Lav'tmay wert thou thus furpriz'd, fweet girl,

Ravifh'd and wrong'd, as Philomela was,

Forc'd in the ruthlefs, vaft, and gloomy woods ?

See, fee;

Ay, fuch a place there is, where we did hunt,,

(O had we never never hunted there)

Pattern'd by that the poet here defcribes,

By nature made for murders and for rapes.

Mar. O why fhould nature build fo foul a den,

Unlels the Gods delight in tragedies!

Tit. Give figns, fweet girl, for here are none but friends.

What Roman lord it was durft do the deed
^

Or flunk not Saturnine as Tarqu'm erfl:.

That left the camp to fin in Lucrece bed ?

Mar. Sit down, fweet neice
;

brother, fit down by me,

Apollo
J
Palias

y Jove, or Mercury,

Infpire me, that I may this treafon find.

My lord, look here; look here Lavm'ia.

[He writes his name with his flaff, and guides it with his

feet and mouth.

This fandy plot is plain ,• guide, if thou can'ft,

This after me, when I have writ my name.

Without the help of any hand at all.

Curft be that heart that forc'd us to this (hiftf

Write thou, good neice, and here difplay at leaft.

What God will have difcover'd for revenge
j

Heav'n guide thy pen, to print thy forrows plain,'

That
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That we may know the traitors, and the truth.

[She takes the ftaff tn her mouthy and guides it with her

fiumps, and writes.

Tit, Oh do you read, my lord, what fhe hath writ?

Stuprum, Chirony Demetrius,

Mar, What, what! the luftful fons of tamoray

Performers of this hateful bloody deed?

Tit, Magni Dominator Pohy

Tarn lentus audis feelera ! tarn lentus vides /

Mar, Oh calm thee, gentle lord although I know

There is enough written upon this earth,

To ftir a mutiny in the mildeft thoughts,

And arm the minds of infants to exclaims.

My lord, kneel down with me: Lavinia kneel.

And kneel fweet boy, the Roman HeBofs hope,

And fwear with me, as with the woeful peer

And father of that chafte difhonoured dame.

Lord Junius Brutus fware for Lucrece rape,

That we will profecute (by good advice)

Mortal revenge upon thefe traiterous Goths,

And fee their blood, or die with this reproach.

Tit 'Tis fure enough, if you knew how.

But ifVou hurt thefe bear-whelps, then beware,

The dam will wake, and if fhe wind you once.

She's with the lion deeply ftiU in league.

And lulls him-whilft flie playeth on her back.

And when he fleeps will fhe do what fhe lif^.

You're a young hunrfman, Marcus let it alone,

And come, I will go get a leaf of bra fs.

And with a gad of ftcel will write thefe words.

And lay it by, the angty nonh™^^

Will blow thefe fands like S.hds^ leaves aoroad,

And whereVyour leffon thenr boy, what fay youf
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Boy, I fay, my lord, that if I were a man.

Their mother's bed-chamber fhould not be fafe.

For thefe bad bond-men to the yoak of Rome,

Mar. Ay, that's my boy, thy father hath full oft

For this ungrateful country done the like.

Boy, And, uncle, fb will I, and if I Hve.

Tit, Come, go with me into my armory.

Lucius I'll fit thee, and withal, my boy

Shall carry from me to the Emprefs' fbns

Prefents that I intend to fend them both.

Come, come, thou'lt do my melTage, wilt thou not ?

Boy. Ay, with my dagger in their bofbm, grandfire.

Tit, No, boy, not fb, I'll teach thee another courfe.

Lavtma, comej Marcus^ look to my houfe^

Lucius and I'll go brave it at the court.

Ay, marry will we. Sir, and we'll be waited on. [Exeunt.

Mar. O heav'ns, can you hear a good man groan

And not relent, or not companion him ?

MarcuSy attend him in his ecftafie,

That hath more fears of forrow in his heart

Than foe-mens marks upon his batter'd fhield.

But yet fo jufl, that he will not revenge.

Revenge the heav'ns for old Andronicus, [Exit,

SCENE II.

Enter Aaron, Chiron, and Demetrius at one door : and at another

door young Lucius and anothery with a bundle of weapons and

verfes writ upon them,

Chi. Demetrius, here's the fbn of Lucius^

He hath fome meffage to deliver us.

Aar. Ay, fome mad^ meffage from his mad grandfather.

Boy. My lords, with all the humblenefs I may,

Vol. V. Ppp I
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I greet your honours from Andromcus^

And pray the Roman Gods confound you both.

Dem. Gramercy lovely Luc'mSy what's the news?
• Boy. That you are both decypher'd (that's the news)

For viUians mark'd with rape. May it pleafe you,

My grandfire well advis'd hath fent by nie

The goodlieft weapons of his armory,

To gratifie your honourable youth,

The hope of Rome ,• for fo he bad me fay

:

And fo I do, and with his gifts prefent

Your lordfhips, that whenever you have need.

You may be armed and appointed well.

And fb I leave you both, like bloody villains. [Exit.

Dem, What's here, a fcrole, and written round about ?

Let's fee.

Integer v'tta fceler'ifqne pums^ non eget Maun jactd'ts nec arcu.

Chu O 'tis a verfe in HoracCy I know it well

;

I read it in the Grammar long ago.

Aar, Ay juft, a verfe in Horace right, you have it--^

—

Now what a thing it is to be an afs ?

Here's no found jeft, th' old man hath found their guilt.

And fends the weapons wrap'd about with lines.

That wound, beyond their feeling, to the quick

:

But were our witty Emprefs well a-foot.

She would applaud Andromcu^ conceit

:

But let her reft in her unreft a while.

And now, young lords, was't not a happy ftar

Led us to Rome ftrangers, and more than fo,.

Captives, to be advanced to this height ?

It did me good before the palace-gate

To brave the Tribune in his brother's hearing.

Dem. But me more good, to fee fo great a lord

Eafely infinuate, and fend us gifts,

Aar.
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Aar\ Had he not reafbn, lord Demetrius?

Did you not ufe his daughter very friendly ?

Dem. I would we had a thoufand Roman dames

At fuch a bay, by turn to ferve our lu{h

Chi. A charitable wifh, and full of love.

j^ar. Here lacks but your mother to fay Amen.

Chi, And that would (he for twenty thoufand more.

Dem, Come, let us go, and pray to all the Gods

For our beloved mother in her pains.

Aar, Pray to the devils, the Gods have given us over.

[Fit

Dem» Why do the Emptor's trumpets flourifli thus ?

Chi. Belike for joy the Emp'ror hath a fbq.

Dem, Soft, who comes here?

SCENE III.

Enter Nurfe with a Black-a-moor chila,

Nur, Good-morrow, lords:

O tell me, did you fee Aaron the Moor 7

Aar, Well, more or lefs, or ne'er a whit at all.

Here Aaron is, and what with Aaron now ?

Nur, O gentle Aaron, we are all undone.

Now help, or wo betide thee evermore.

Aar, Why what a caterwalling doft thou keep ?

What doft thou wrap and fumble in thine arms ?

Nur. O that which I would hide from heaven's eye.

Our Emprefs' (hame, and ftately Rome's difgrace.

She is deliver'd, lords, fhe is delivered.

Aar, To whom?
Nur. I mean, fhe is brought to bed.

Aar. Well, God give her good reft.

What hath he fent her ?

P pp 2
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Nur, A devil.

^ar. Why then (he is the devil's dam : a joyful ifTue.

Nur, A joylels, difmal, black and forrowful ifTue.

Here is the babe, as loathfome as a toad,

Amongft the faireft breeders of our clime.

The Emprefs fends it thee, thy flamp, thy feal.

And bids thee chriflen it with thy dagger's point.

^ar. Out you whore, is black fo bafe a hue ?

Sweet blowfe, you are a beauteous bloffom fure.

Dem, Villain, what haft: thou done ?

/^ar. That which thou canfl not undo.

Chi. Thou haft undone our mother.

Dem. And therein, hellifh dog, thou haft: undone

—

Wo to her chance, and damn'd her loathed choice,

Accurs'd the off-fpring of fb foul a fiend.

Chi It fhall not live.

y^ar. It fhall not die.

Nur, Aaron it mufl, the mother wills it fb.

Aar. What, muft: it, nurfe ? then let no man but I

Do execution on my flefh and blood.

Dera. I'll broach the tadpole on my rapier's point

:

Nurfe, give it me, my fword fhall foon difpatch it.

Aar. Sooner this fword fhall plough thy bowels up.

Stay, murtherous villians, will you kill your brother ?

Now by the burning tapers of the sky,

That fhone fb brightly when this boy was got.

He dies upon my cymitar's fliarp point,

That touches this my firfl-born fbn and heir.

I tell you, younglings, not Rnceladus

With all his threatning band of Typhon\ brood.

Nor great AJc'tcJe^^ nor the God of war,

Shall feize this prey out of his father's hands

;

What, what, ye fanguine fhallow-hearted boys.
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Ye white limb'd walls, ye alehoufe painted figns,

Coal-black is better than another hue.

In that it fcorns to bear another hue

:

For all the water in the ocean

Can never turn the fwan's black legs to white,

Although fhe lave them hourly in the flood.

Tell the Emprefs from me, I am of age

To keep mine own, excufe it how ihe can.

Dem, Wilt thou betray thy noble miftrefs thus ?

Aar, My miftrefs is my miftrefs,- this, my felf;

The vigour and the pi<5ture of my youth

:

This, before all the world do I prefer ,•

This, maugre all the world, will I keep fafe.

Or fbme of you lhall fmoke for it in Rome,

Dem. By this our mother is for ever (ham'd.

Ch't. Rome will defpife her for this foul efcape.

Nur, The Emperor in his rage will doom her death.

Ch't. I blufli to think upon this ignominy.

Aar. Why there's the privilege your beauty bears:

Fie treacherous hue, that will betray with blufhing

The clofe ena(5ts and counfels of the heart

:

Here's a young lad fram'd of another leer,

Look how the black flave fmiles upon the father
j

As who fhould fay, old lad I am thine own.

He is your brother, lords
;

fenfibly fed

Of that felf-blood that firft gave life to you.

And from that womb where you imprifon'd were,

He is infranchifed and come to light :

Nay, he's your brother by the furer fide.

Although my feal be ftamped in his face.

Nur. Aaron
J
what fhall I fay unto the Emprefs ?

Dem, Advife thee, Aaron^ what is to be done^

And we will all fubfcribe to thy advice

:
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Save thou the child, fo we may be all fafe.

Aar. Then fit we down, and let us all confult.

My Ton and I will have the wind of you

:

Keep there : now talk at pleafure of your fafety.

[They fa on the ground.

Dem. How many women faw this child of his?

Aar, Why fo, brave lords, when we all joia in league,

I am a lamb ; but if you brave the Moory

The chafed boar, the mountain lionefs.

The ocean fwells not fo as Aaron florms .*

But fay again, how many faw the child?

Nur, Cornelia the midwife, and my felf.

And no one elfe but the deliver'd Emprefs.

Aar, The Emprefs, the midwife, and your jfelf—

~

Two may keep counfel, when the third's away:

Go to the Emprels, tell her, this I faid [He ktlh her.

Week, week ; fo cries a pig prepared to th' /pit.

Dem. What mean'fl: thou, Aaron ^ wherefore didfl: thou this ?

Aar, O lord. Sir, 'tis a deed of poHcy :

Shall (he live to betray this guilt of ours ?

A long-tongu'd babling goflip ? no, lords, no.

And now be it known to you my full intent

:

Not far, one MuTttem lives, my country-man.

His wife but yefternight was brought to bed.

His child is like to her, fair as you are :

Go pack with him, and give the mother gold.

And tell them both the circumftance of all.

And how by this their child fliall be advanc'd.

And be received for the Emp'ror's heir.

And fubftituted in the place of mine,

To calm this temped whiihng in the court,-

And let the Emperor dandle him for his own.

Hark ye, lords, ye fee I have given her phyfick,

And
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And you muft needs beftow her funeral
;

The fields are near, and you are gallant grooms:

This done, fee that you take no longer days.

But fend the midwife prefently to me.

The midwife and the nurfe well made away,

Then let the ladies tattle what they pleafe.

Aaron, I fee thou wilt not truft the air with fecrets.

Dem. For this care of Tamora^

Her felf and hers are highly bound to thee. [Exeunt,

Aar. Now to the Goths, as fwift as fwallow flies,

There to difpofe this treafure in my arms.

And fecretly to greet the Emprefs' friends.

Come on, you thick-Iip'd flave, I bear you hence.

For it is you that puts us to our fhifts

:

I'll make you feed on berries, and on roots.

And feed on curds and whey, and fuck the goat,

And cabin in a cave, and bring you up

To be a warrior, and command a camp. [Exit,

S C E N E IV.

Enter Titus, old Marcus, f^oung Lucius, and other Gentlemen

with bowsy and Titus hears the arrows with letters

on the end of them*

Tit, Come, Marcus, come kinfmen, this is the way.

Sir boy, now let me fee your archery.

Look ye draw home enough, and 'tis there flraight;

Terras Ajiraa rel'tqutt be your remember'd, Marcus

She's gone, (he's fled Sirs, take you to your tools.

You, coufins, fliall go found the ocean.

And caft your nets, haply you may find her in the fea.

Yet there's as little juftice as at land

No Puhltus and Sempronius
j
you muft do it,

'Tis
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'Tis you mufl: dig with mattock and with fpade.

And pierce the inmoft center of the earth

:

Then when you come to Pluto's region,

I pray you to deUver this petition,

Tell him it is for juftice, and for aidj

And that it comes from old Andron'tcm^

Shaken with forrows in ungrateful Rome.
'

Ah Rome ! Well, well, I made thee miferable,

What time I threw the peoples fuffrages

On him, that thus doth tyrannize o'er me.

Go get you gone, and pray be careful all.

And leave you not a man of war unfearch'd.

This wicked Emperor may have (hip'd her hence.

And kinfmen then we may go pipe for juftice.

Mar, Oh PublmSy is not this a heavy cafe.

To fee thy noble uncle thus diftra(5t ?

Pub, Therefore, my lord, it highly us concerns.

By day and night t' attend him carefully :

And feed his humour kindly as we may,

'Till time beget fome careful remedy.

Mar. Kinfmen, his forrows are paft remedy.

Join with the Goths^ and with revengeful war

Take wreak on Rome for this ingratitude.

And vengeance on the traitor Saturnine,

Tit. Publius, how now ? how now, my mafters.

What, have you met with her ?

Pub. No, my good lord, but Pluto fends you word,

If you will have Revenge from hell, you fhall

:

Marry for Juftice (he is fo employ'd,

He thinks with Jove in heav'n, or ibmewhere elfe^

So that perforce you muft needs ftay a time.

Ttt, He dorh me wrong to feed me with delays.

I'll dive into the burning lake below.
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And pull her out of Acheron by th' heels.

MarcuSy we are but (hrubs, no cedars we.

No big-bon'd men, fram'd of the Cyclops fize,

But metal, Marcus, fteel to th' very back,

Yet wrung with wrongs more than our backs can bear.

And fith there's no juftice in earth nor hell.

We will folHcit heav'n, and move the Gods,

To fend down Juftice for to wreak our wrongs

:

Come to this gear, you're a good archer, Marcus,

[He gives them the arrows

»

Ad Jovem, that's for you here ad ApoUmem

Ad Martem, that's for my felf
;

Here boy, to Pallas— here to Mercury

To Saturn and to Coelus -not to Saturnine

You were as good to fhoot againft the wind.

To it, boy, Marcus loofe when I bid:

Of my word I have written to effed.

There's not a God left unfollicited.

Mar, Kinfmen, llioot all your (hafts into the court,

We will afflid the Emperor in his pride. \They Jhoot^

Tit. Now, mafters, draw; oh well (aid, Lucius:

Good boy in Virgo's lap, give it Pallas.

Mar. My lord, I am a mile beyond the moon ,•

Your letter is with Jupiter by this.

Tit. Ha, ha, PubliuSy Publius, what haft thou done ?

See, fee, thou'ft (hot off one of Taurus'* horns.

Mar. This was the fport, my lord, when Puhltus (hot,

The bull being gall'd, gave Aries fuch a knock.

That down fell both the ram's horns in the court,

And who (hould find them but the Emprefs' villain

:

She laugh'd, and told the Moor he ihould not chufe

But give them to his mafter for a prefent.

Tit. Why there it goes. God give your lordfhip joy.

V o L. V. Q. SI 4 Enter
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Enter a Clown with a basket and two pigeons.

News, news from heav'n
j
Marcus^ the poft is come.

Sirrah, what tidings ? have you any letters ?

Shall I have juftice, what fays Jupiter?

Clow. Who? the gibbet-maker? he fays that he hath taken

them down again, for the man muft not be hang'd 'till the

next week.

Tit, Tut, what fays Jtipiter, I ask thee?

Clow. Alas, Sir, I know not Jupiter

^

I never drank with him in all my life.

Tit, Why villain, art not thou the carrier?

Clow, Ay, of my pigeons, Sir, nothing elfe.

Tit. Why, didft thou not come from heav'n ?

Clow. From heav'n ? alas. Sir, I never came there. God
forbid I (hould be fo bold to prefs into heav'n in my young

days. Why I am going with my pigeons to the tribunal plebs,

to take up a matter of brawl betwixt my uncle and one of the

imperial's men.

Mar. Why, Sir, that is as fit as can be to fcrve for your o-

ration, and let him deliver the pigeons to the Emperor from

you.

Tit, Tell me, can you deliver an oration to the Emperor

with a grace?

Clow. Nay, truly Sir, I could never fay grace in all my
life.

Tit. Sirrah, come hither, make no more ado,

But give your pigeons to the Emperor.

By ipe thou flialt have juftice at his hands.

Hold, hold— mean while here's mony for thy charges.

Give me a pen and ink.

Sirrah, can you with a grace deliver a fupplication ?

Clow. Ay, Sir.

Tit,
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Th. Then here is a fuppHcation for you: and when you

come to him, at the firft approach you muft kneel, then ki^

his foot, then deUver up your pigeons, and then look for your

reward. Til be at hand. Sir, fee you do it bravely.

Clow, I warrant you. Sir, let me alone.

Ttt. Sirrah, haft thou a knife ? come, let me fee it.

Here, Marcus^ fold it in the oration,

For thou haft made it like an humble fiippliant.

And when thou haft given it the Emperor,

Knock at my door, and tell me what he fays.

Clow, God be with you. Sir, I will.

Tit. Come, Marcus^ let us go. Publ'mSy follow me. \Exemn

SCENE V.

Enter Emperor and Emprefsy and her two fins ; the Emperor

brings the arrows m his hand that Titus Jhot,

Sat. Why lords, what wrongs are thefe ? was ever feen

An Emperor of Rome thus over-born,

Troubled, confronted thus, and for th' extent

Of equal juftice, us'd in fuch contempt ?

My lords, you know, as do the mightful Gods,

(However the difturbers of our peace.

Buz in the peoples ears) there nought hath paft.

But even with law againft the willful fbns

Of old Andron'icus. And what and if

His forrows have fo over-whelm'd his wits,

Shall we be thus afHi(5ted in his wreaks.

His fits, his frenfie, and his bitternefs ?

And now he writes to heav'n for his redrefs.

See, here's to "Jove^ and this to Mercury

y

This to Apolloy this to the God of war

:

Sweet fcrowls to fly about the ftreets of Rome^

CLq q 2 What's
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what's this but libelling againfl: the fenate,

And blazoning our injuftice ev'ry where?

A goodly humour, is it'not my lords?

As who would fay, in Rome no juftice were.

But if 1 live, his feigned ecfttafies

Shall be no fVielter to thefe outrages

:

But he and his fhall know, that Juftice lives

In Saturntnus^ health, whom, if flie deep,

He'll fo awake, as flie in fury (hall

Cut off the proud'ft confpirator that lives.

Tarn. My gracious lord, my lovely Saturmne,

Lord of my life, commander of my thought.

Calm thee, and bear the faults of Thus' age,

Th' effects of forrow for his vaHant fons,

Whofe lofs hath pierc'd him deep, and fcarr'd his heart;

And rather comfort his diftreffed plight.

Than profecute the meaneft or the beft.

For thefe contempts Why thus it (hall become

High-witted Tamora to glofe withal

:

But Tttus I have touch'd thee to the quick.

Thy life-blood on't: if Aaron now be wife.

Then is all fafe, the anchor's in the port. \Aftde,

Enter Clown.

How now, good fellow, would'ft thou fpeak with us ?

Clow. Yea forfooth, an your Mifterfliip be Emperial.

Tarn. Emprefs I am, but yonder fits the Emperor,

Clow. 'Tis he : God and St. Stephen give you good-e'en,

I have brought you a letter and a couple of pigeons here.

[He reads the lettef

.

Sat, Go, take him away, and hang him prefcntly.

Clow. How much mony muft I have ?

Tarn, Come, firrah, thou muft be hang'd.

^ Clow,
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Clow, Hang'd! by'r lady, then I have brought up a neck to

a fair end. \Exh»

Sat. Defpightful and intolerable wrongs,

Shall I endure this moftrous villany?

I know from whence this fame device proceeds

:

May this be born ? as if his traiterous (bns.

That dy'd by law for murther of our brother,

Have by my means been butcher'd wrongfully ?

Go, drag the villain hither by the hair,

Nor age nor honour fliall fhape privilege.

For this proud mock I'll be thy flaughter-man

Sly frantick wretch, that holp'ft to make me great,

In hope thy felf {hould govern Rome and me.

Enter Nuntius ^milius.

Sat. What news with thee, J^m'tltml

JEm'tl. Arm, my lords \ Rome never had more caufe y

The Goths have gather'd head, and with a power

Of high-refolved men, bent to the fpoil.

They hither march amain, under the conduct

Of Lucms^ fon to old Andronicm ;

Who threats in courfe of his revenge to do

As much as ever Coriolams did.

Sat. Is warlike Lucms General of the Goths 7

Thefe tidings nip me, and I hang the head

As flowers with froft, or grafs beat down with florms..

Ay, now begin our forrows to approach,

'Tis he the common* people love fo much,

My felf hath often heard them fay,

(When 1 have walked like a private man)

That L«c///5' banifliment was wrongfully,

And they have wiih'd that Lucius were their Emperor.

Tarn, Why fhould you fear ? is not our city ftrong ?

Sat^
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Sat. Ay, but the citizens favour Lucius^

And will revolt from me, to fuccour him.

Tarn. King, be thy thoughts imperious like thy name.

Is the fun dim'd, that gnats do fly in it ?

The eagle fuffers little birds to fing,

And is not careful what they mean thereby,

Knowing that with the ihadow of his wings,

He can at pleafure (lint their melody ,•

Even fo may'fl thou the giddy men of Rome.

Then cheer thy fpirit, for know, thou Emperor,

I will enchant the old Andromcus,

With words more fweet, and yet more dangerous

Than baits to fifh, or honey-ftalks to flieep.

When as the one is wounded with the bait,

The other rotted with delicious food.

Sat, But he will not intreat his fbn for us.

Tarn. If Tamora intreat him, then he will

:

For I can fmooth, and fill his aged ear

With golden promifes, that were his heart

Almoft impregnable, his old ears deaf.

Yet fhould both ear and heart obey my tongue.

Go thou before as our embaffador, \To iEmilius.

Say, that the Emperor requefts a parley

Of warlike Lucius, and appoint the meeting.

Sat. JEmtltus, do this meffage honourably
j

And if he ftand on hoftage for his fafety,

Bid him demand what pledge will pleafe him beft.

Mm'il. Your bidding fhall I do effed:ually. \Ex'it»

7am. Now will I to that old Aridromcus^

And temper him with all the art I have.

To pluck proud Lucius from the warlike Goths.

And now, fweet Emperor, be blith again,

And
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And bury all thy fear in my devices.

Sat. Then go fuccefsfully and plead to him. \F.xe,

ACT V. SCENE 1.

A Camp.

Enter Lucius with Goths, with drum and foldters,

Lucius.

Pproved warriors, and my faithful friends,

1 have received letters from great Rome,

Which fignifie what hate they bear their Emp'ror,

And how defirous of our fight they are.

Therefore, great lords, be as your titles witnefs,

Imperious and impatient of your wrongs,

And wherein Rome hath done you any f fcathe.

Let him make treble fatisfadlion.

Goth. Brave flip, fprung from the great Andyontcus^

(Whofe name was once our terror, now our comfort,^

\Vhofe high exploits and honourable deeds

Ingrateful Rome requites with foul contempt.

Be bold in us, we'll follow where thou lead'ft

:

Like ftinging bees in hotted fummer's day.

Led by their mafter to the flower'd fields.

And be aveng'd on curfed Tamora.

Omn. And as he faith, fo fay we all with him.

hue. I humbly thank him, and I thank you all.

But who comes here led by a lufty Goth ?

SCENE
•\ fcathe. harm,
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S C E N E n.

Enter a Goth leading Aaron with hh child m his arms,

Goth, Renowned hucius^ from our troops I ftraid

T^o gaze upon a ruinous monaftery,

And as I earneftly did fix mine eye

Upon the wafted building, fuddenly

I heard a child cry underneath a wall

;

I made unto the noife, when foon I heard

The crying babe controul'd with this difcourfe

:

Peace, tawny flave, half me and half thy dam,

Did not thy hue bewray whofe brat thou art,

Had nature lent thee but thv mother's look.

Villain, thou might'ft have been an Emperor:

But where the bull and cow are both milk-white.

They never do beget a cole-black calf

Peace, villain, peace, ("even thus he rates the babe)

For I muft bear thee to a trufty Goth^

Who when he knows thou art the Emprefs' babe.

Will hold thee dearly for thy mother's fake.

With this, my weapon drawn, I rufli'd upon him,

Surpriz'd him fuddenly, and brought him hither,

To ufe as you think needful of the man.

hue. O worthy Goth^ this is th' incarnate devil

That robb'd /Indrrnicm of his good hand

This is the pearl that pleas'd your Emprefs' eye,

And here's the bafe fruit of his burning luft.

Say, wall-ey'd (lave, whither would'ft thou convey

This growing image of thy fiend-like face?

W^hy doft not fpeak ? what deaf? no! not a word ?

^ ' A halter, foldiers hang him on this tree,

And by his fide his fruit of baftardy.

Aar,
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Aar. Touch not the boy, he is of royal blood.

Luc. Too like the fire for ever being good.

Firft hang the child, that he may fee it fprawl^

A fight to vex the father's foul withal.

Aar, Get me a ladder, Lucmsy fave the child.

And bear it from me to the Emperefs

If thou do this, Til (hew thee wondrous things.

That highly may advantage thee to hear

;

If thou wilt not, befall what may befall,

I'll fpeak no more but vengeance rot you all.

Luc. Say on, and if it pleafe me which thou fpeak'ft.

Thy child fhall live, and I will fee it nourifh'd.

Aar, And if it pleale thee ? why affure thee, Luc'msy

'Twill vex thy foul to hear what I {hall /peak :

For I muft talk of murthers, rapes, and maffacres,

Ads of black night, abominable deeds,

Complots of mifchief, treafon, villainies,

Ruthful to hear, yet piteoufly perform'd

:

And this (hall all be buried by my death,

Unlefs thou fwear to me my child fiiall live.

Luc, Tell on thy mind, I fay thy child fhall live.

Aar. Swear that he fhall, and then I will begin.

Luc, "Who (hould I fwear by ? thou believ'ft no Go«l.

That granted, how can'ft thou believe an oath ?

Aar. What if I do not, as indeed I do not,

Yet for I know thou art religious.

And haft a thing within thee called confcicnce,

With twenty popifti tricks and ceremonies

Which I have feen thee careful to obferve

:

Therefore I urge thy oath, for that I know
An idiot holds his bauble for a God,

And keeps the oath, which by that God he fwears.

To that I'll urge him^—-—therefore thou flialt vow
Vol. V. R r r By
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By that fame God, what God fbe'er it be

That thou ador'ft and haft in reverence,

To fave my boy, nourifli and bring him up.

Or elfe I will discover nought to thee.

Luc, Even by my God I fwear to thee, I will.

Aar, Firftknow thou, I begot him on theEmprefs.

Luc, O moft infatiate luxurious woman

!

Aar, Tut, Lucius^ this was but a deed of charity.

To that which thou (halt hear of me anon.

'Twas her two fbns that murder'd BaJJianuSy

They cut thy fifter s tongue, and ravifli'd her,

And cut her hands, and trimm'd her as thou faw'ft.

Luc, Oh deteftable villain ! call'ft thou that trimming ?

Aar, Why fhe was wafh'd, and cut, and trimm'd ,•

And 'twas trim fport for them that had the doing oPt.

Luc, Oh barb'rous beaftly villains like thy felf!

dar. Indeed, I was their tutor to inftrud them

:

That codding fpirit had they from their mother.

As fure a card, as ever won the fet,-

That bloody mind I think they learn'd of me.

As true a dog as ever fought at head

Well, let my deeds be witnels of my worth.

I train'd thy brethren to that guileful hole,

Where the dead corps of Baffianus lay

:

I wrote the letter that thy father found.

And hid the gold within the letter mention'd,

Confed'rate with the Queen and her two fons.

And what not done that thou haft caufe to rue.

Wherein I had no ftrokc of mifchief in't?

I plaid the cheater for thy father's hand,

And when I had it, drew my felf apart.

And almoft broke my heart with extream laughter.

I pry'd me through the crevice of a wall.
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Beheld his tears, and laiii^M fo heartily

That both mine eyes were rainy like to his

:

And when I told the Emprelfs of this fport.

She fwooned almoft at my pleafing tale,

And for my tidings gave me twenty kifles.

Goi^. What, can'ft thou fay all this, and never blufti?

^ar. Ay, like a black dog, as the faying is.

Luc, Art thou not forry for thefe hainous deeds ?

^ar. Ay, that I had not done a thoufand more.

Ev'n now I curfe the day (and yet I think

Few come within the compafs of my curfe)

Wherein I did not fome notorious ill.

As kill a man, or elfe devife his death,

Ravi{h a maid, or plot the way to do it,

Accufe fome innocent, and forfwear my felf,

Set deadly enmity between two friends.

Make poor mens cattle break their necks.

Set fire on barns and hay-ftacks in the night.

And bid the owners quench them with their tears

:

Oft have I digged up dead men from their graves.

And fet them upright at their dear friends doors,

Ev'n when their forrow almoft was forgot.

And on their skins, as on the bark of trees.

Have with my knife carved in Roman letters,

Let not your forrow die, though I am dead.

Tut, I have done a thoufand dreadful things,

As willingly as one would kill a fly

;

And nothing grieves me heartily indeed.

But that I cannot do ten thoufand more.

Luc, Bring down the devil, for he muft not die

So fweet a death, as hanging prefently.

Aar, If there be devils, would I were a devil,

R r r 2 To



jtxT Titus Andro n iic iT s.

To live and burn in everlafting fire.

So I might have your company in hell.

But to torment you with my bitter tongue.

Luc, Sirs, ftop his mouth, and let him fpeak no more.

Enter ^milius.

Goth* My lord, there is a meflenger from Rome

Defires to be admitted to your prefence. ^

Luc, Let him come near.

Welcome, JEm'tl'msy what's the news from Rome?

j^m'i. Lord Lucius^ and you princes of the Gothy

The Roman Emperor greets you all by me
j

And, for he underftands you are in arms,

He craves a parley at your father's houfe,

WiUing you to demand your hoftages,

And they (hall be immediately deliver'd.

Geth, What fays our General ?

Luc, Mmil'tusy let the Emp'ror give his pledges

Unto my father and my uncle Marcus^

And we. will come: march away. [Exeunt,

SCENE m.
Titus'5 Palace in Rome.

Enter Tamora, Chiron and Demetrius, difgrni'd,

Tam.^ I
'^HUS in thefe ftrange and fad habiliments

JL I will encounter with /hdronicusy

And fay, I am Revenge fent from below.

To join with him, and right his heinous wrongs:

Knock at the ftudy, where they fay he keeps.

To ruminate ftrange plots of dire revenge j

Tell him Revenge is come to join with him.

And
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And work confufion on his enemies.

[ney hock, and Titus appears above.

TH, Who doth moleft my contemplation ?

Is it your trick to make me ope the door.

That fb my fad decrees may fly away.

And all my ftudy be to no efFe<5t ?

You are deceived, for what I mean to do,

See here in bloody lines I have fet down
;

And what is written, (hall be executed.

Tarn. Thus, I am come to talk with thee.

Ttt, No not a word : how can I grace my talk.

Wanting a hand to give it that accord ?

Thou hafl: the odds of me, therefore no more.

Tarn, If thou didft know me, thou would'fl: talk with me.

Tit. I am not mad, I know thee well enough
^

Witnefs this wretched ftump,

Witnefs the crimfon lines,

Witnefs thefe trenches, made by grief and care,

Witnefs the tyring day and heavy night,-

Witnefs all forrow, that I know thee well

For our proud Emprefs, mighty Tamora:

Is not thy coming for my other hand ?

Tarn. Know thou, fad man, I am not Tamora^

She is thy enemy, and I thy friend ,•

I am Revenge, fent from th' infernal kingdom.

To eafe the gnawing vultur of thy mind.

By working wreakful vengeance on thy foes.

Come down, and welcome me to this world's light j

Confer with me of murder and of death
^

There's not a hollow cave, or lurking place.

No vaft obfcurity or mifty vale.

Where bloody Murther or detefted Rape

Can couch for fear, tut \ -will find them out.

And
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And in their ears tell them my dreadful name.

Revenge, which makes the foul offenders quake. A nO

Th. Art thou Revenge ? and art thou fent to me, :
'

To be a torment to mine enemies? '
-^^ *j -

Tarn. I am therefore come down and welcome me.

Tit. Do me fome fervice, ere I come to thee:

Lo by thy fide where Rape and Murder (lands
j

Now give fbme furance that thou art Revenge,

Stab them, or tear them on thy chariot wheels,

And then I'll come and be thy waggoner.

And whirl along with thee about the globes :

Provide two proper palfries black as jet.

To hale thy vengeful waggon fwift away.

And find out murders in their guilty caves.

And when thy car is loaden with their heads,

I will difmount, and by thy waggon wheel

Trot like a fervile foot-man all day long
;

Even from H'ypemrfs rifing in the eaft,

Until his very downfal in the fea.

And day by day I'll do this heavy task.

So thou deftroy Rapine and Murder there.

Tarn. Thefe are my minifters, and come with me.

Tit, Are they thy minifters what are they call'd ?

Tarn. Rapine and Murder ; therefore called fo,

'Caufe they take vengeance on fuch kind of men.

Tit, Good lord, how like the Emprefs' fons they are.

And you the Emprefs! but we worldly men
Have miferable mad miftaking eyes :

0 fweet Revenge, now do I come to thee.

And if one arm's embracement will content thee,

1 will embrace thee in it by and by. [Exit Titus from above.

Tarn, This clofing with him fits his lunacy.

Whatever I forge to feed his brain-fick firs,

Do
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Do you uphold, and maintain in your Ipeech,

For now he firn:ily takes me for Revenge
;

And being credulous in this mad thought,

I'll make him fend for Lucius his fon

:

And whilfl: I at a banquet hold him fure,

ril find fome cunning pra6tice out of hand.

To fcatter and difperfe the giddy Guths,

Or at the leaft make them his enemies :

See here he comes, and I muft play my theam.

SCENE IV.

Enter Titus.

T'tt, Long have I been forlorn, and all for thee

:

Welcome, dread fury, to my woful houfe;

Rapine and Murder, you are welcome too :

How like the Emprefs and her fons you are [

Well are you fitted, had you but a Moor
;

Could not all hell afford you fuch a devil ?

For well I wot, the Emprefs never wags,

But in her company there is a Moor

And would you reprefent our Queen aright.

It were convenient you had fuch a devil

:

But welcome, as you are : what fhall we do ?

Tarn, What wouldft thou have us do, Andron'tcusl

Dem, Shew me a murderer. Til deal with him.

Cht. Shew me a villain that hath done a rape.

And I am fent to be reveng'd on him.

Tarn. Shew me a thoufand that have done thee wronj

And I will be revenged on them all.

Tit. Look round about the wicked ftreets of Rome^

And when thou find'ft a man that's Hke thy j(elf.

Good Murder ftab him, he's a murderer.
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Go thou with him, and when it is thy hap

To find another that is Hke to thee,

Good Rapine ftab him, he is a ravifhcr.

Go thou with them, and in the Emperor's court

There is a Queen attended by a Moor ,•

Well may'ft thou know her by thy own proportion.

For up and down (he doth refemble thee ,•

I pray thee do on them fome violent death ,•

They have been violent to me and mine.

Tarn. Well haft thou leffon'd us ^ this fhall we do.

But would it pleafe thee, good Andronicus^

To fend for Luc'ms thy thrice-valiant fon.

Who leads tow'rds Rome a band of warlike Goths,

And bid him come and banquet at thy houfe.

When he is here, even at thy folemn feaft,

1 will bring in the Emprefs and her fons,

The Emperor himfelf, and all thy foes,-

And at thy mercy fhall they ftoop and kneel.

And on them fhalt thou eafe thy angry heart :

What fays Andronicus to this device ?

Enter Marcus.

Tit. Marcus my brother, 'tis fad Titus calls

:

Go gentle Marcus to thy nephew Lucius
;

Thou fhalt enquire him out among the Goths ;

Bid him repair to mej and bring with him
Some of the chiefeft princes of the Goths ,•

Bid him encamp his fbldiers where they are
j

Tell him the Emperor and the Emprefs too

Feaft at my houfe, and he fhall feaft with them ;

This do thou for ray love, and fo let him,

As he regards his aged father's life.

Mar, This will I do, and foon return again* [Exit.

Tarn,
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Tarn. Now will I hence about thy bufinefs,

And take my minifters along with me.

Tft, Nay, nay, let Rape and Murder ftay with mc.

Or elfe PU call my brother back again.

And cleave to no Revenge but Lucius,

Tarn. What fay you, boys, will you abide with him,

Whiles I go tell my lord, the Emperor,

How 1 have governed our determin'd jeft?

Yic^ld to his humour, fmooth and fpeak him fair.

And tarry with him 'till I come again.

Tit, I know them all, tho' they fuppofe me mad;

And will o'er-reach them in their own devices

:

A pair of curfed hell-hounds and their dam.* \Aftde,

Dem. Madam, depart at pleafure, leave us here.

Tarn, Farewel, Androntcus^ Revenge now goes

To lay a com plot to betray thy foes. \Rxtt Tamora.

Tit, I know thou doft, and fweet Revenge farewel.

Chi. Tell us, old man, how ihall we be employ'd I

Tit, Tut, I have work enough for you to do.

PubliuSy come hither, Caius and Valentine,

Enter Publius and Servants,

Pub. What is your will ?

Tit. Know ye thefe two?

Pub. The Emprefs' fons

I take them, Chiron^ Demetrius,

Tit. Fie, Publius^ fie, thou art too much deceiv'd,

The one is Murder, Rape is th' other's name

;

And therefore bind them, gentle Publius,

Caius and Valentine, lay hands on them;

Oft have you heard me wifh for fuch an hour.

And now I find it, therefore bind them lure. [Exit Titus,

Chi. Villains, forbear, we are the Emprefs' fbns.

V oL. V. Sff P,ib.
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Pidh. And therefore do we what we are commanded.

Stop^ofe their mouths let them not fpeak a word.

Is he fure bound ? look that ye bind them fail.

S C E N E V.

Enter Titus Andronicus wtth a Knifej and Lavinia with a Bafon,

Ttt. Come, come, Lavmta^ look, thy foes are bound
;

Sirs, ftop their mouths, let them not fpeak to me.

But let them hear what fearful words I utter,
si

Oh villains, Chiron and Demetrtmf -\

Here fbands the fpring whom you have ftain'd with mud.

This goodly fummer with your winter mixt

:

You kill'd her husband, and for that vile fault

Two of her brothers were condemn'd to d^ath.

My hand cut off, and made a merry jcfl:,'

Both her fweet hands, her tongue, and that more dear

Than hands or tongue, her fpotlels chaftity.

Inhuman traitors, you conllrain'd and forc'd.

What would you fay if I fliould let you fpeak?

Villains ! for {hame you could not beg for grace.

Hark, wretches, how I mean to martyr you.

This one hand yet is left to cut your throats,

Whilft that Lavima 'twixt her flumps doth hold

The bafon that receives your guilty blood.

You know your mother means to feafl with me.

And calls her felf Revenge, and thinks me mad—^

—

Hark, villains, I will grind your bones to dufl.

And with your blood and it Til make a pafle,

And of the pafle a coffin will I rear.

And make two paflies of your fhameful heads,

And bid that flrumpet, your unhallowd dam.

Like to the earth, fwallow her own increafe.

This
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This is the feaft that I have bid her to.

And this the banquet flie (hall furfeit on
;

For worfe than Philomel you. us'd my daughter,

And worfe than Progne I will be reveng'd.

And now prepare your throats : Lav'ima^ come,

Receive the blood ,• and when that they are dead

Let me go grind their bones to powder fmall.

And with this hateful liquor temper it ,•

And in that pafte let their vile heads be bak'd.

Come, come, be every one officious

To make this banquet, which I wifh might prove

More ftern and bloody than the Centaurs feaft.

\He cuts thetr throats.

So, now bring them in, for I'll play the cook,

And fee them ready 'gainft the mother comes. [Exeunt.

Enter Lucius, Marcus, and Goths with Aaron Prlfoner,

Luc, Uncle Marcus^ fince 'tis my father's mind

That I repair to Rome^ I am content.

Goth. And ours with thine, befal what fortune will.

Luc. Good uncle, take you in this barbarous Moor^

This ravenous tiger, this accurfed devil,

Let him receive no fuftenance, fetter him,

'Till he be brought unto the Emp'ror's face,

For teftimony of thefe foul proceedings
;

And fee the ambufli of our friends be ftrong,

I fear the Emperor means no good to us.

Aar. Some devil whifper curfes in my ear.

And prompt me, that my tongue may utter forth

The venomous malice of my fwelling heart.

Luc, Away, inhuman dog, unhallow'd flavc,

[Exeunt Goths with Aaron.

Sirs, help our uncle to convey him in. [Flourijh,

Sffz The
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The trumpets fliew the Emperor is at hand.

S C E N E VI.

Sound trumpets. Enter Emperor and Emprefs^ with Tribunes

and others.

Sat, What, hath the firmament more funs than one?

. Luc, What boots it thee to call thy felf a fun ?

Mar. Rome's Emperor, and nephew, break the parley
^

Thefe quarrels muft be quietly debated :

The feafl is ready, which the careful Titus

Hath ordain'd to an honourable end.

For peace, for love, for league, and good to Rome:
Pleafe you therefore draw nigh and take your places.

Sat, Marcusy we will. [Hautboys,

A Table brought m. Enter Titus like a Cook^ placing the meat on

the Table^ and Lavinia with a ve'tl over her face*

Tit, Welcome, my gracious lord, welcome dread Queen,

Welcome, ye warlike Goths, welcome Lucius^

And welcome all j
although the cheer be poor,

'Twill fill your flomachs, pleafe you eat of it.

Sat. Why art thou thus attir'd, Andronicus 7

Tit. Becaufe I would be fure to have all well.

To entertain your highnefs, and your Emprefs.

Tarn. We are beholden to you, good Andronicus,

Tit. And if your highnefs knew my heart, you were.

My lord the Emperor, refolve me this,-

Was it well done of rafh VtrgwiuSy

To flay his daughter with his own right-hand,

Becaufe fhe was enforc'd, flain'd, and deflour'd?

Sat. It was, Andronicus.

Tit. Your reafbn, mighty lord ?

Sat^
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Sat. Becaufe the girl fliould not furvive her fliame.

And by her prefence ftill renew his fbrrows.

Ttt, A reafbn mighty, ftrong, and effedual,

A pattern, precedent and Hvely warrant.

For me, moft wretched, to perform the Hke

:

Die, die, Lav'mta, and thy fhame with thee,

And with thy (hame thy father's forrow die. [He kills her.

Sat. What haft thou done, unnatural and unkind?

Tit. Kill'd her for whom my tears have made me bHnd.

I am as woful as Virgin'ius was.

And have a thoufand times more caufe than he

To do this outrage. And it is now done.

Sat. What, was (he ravifh'd ? tell, who did the deed?

Tit. WilPt pleafe you eat, will't pleafe your highnefs feed?

Tarn. Why haft thou flain thine only daughter thus?

T'tt. Not I, 'twas Chiron and Demetrius,

They ravifh'd her, and cut away her tongue.

And they, 'twas they, that did her all this wrong.

Sat. Go fetch them hither to us prefently.

Tit. Why there they are both, baked in that pye.

Whereof their mother daintily hath fed.

Eating the flefti that {he her fclf hath bred.

'Tis true, 'tis true, witnefs my knife's (harp point.

[He ftabs the Emprefs,

Sat, Die, frantick wretch, for this accurfed deed.

[He fiabs Titus.

Luc. Can the fbn's eye behold his father bleed ?

There's meed for meed, death for a deadly deed.

[Lucius Jiahs the Emperor.

Mar, You fad-fac'd men, people and fbns of RomCy

By uprore fever'd, like a flight of fowl,

Scatter'd by winds and high tempeftuous gufts,

Oh let me teach you how to knit again

This
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This fcatter'd corn into one mutual fheaf^

Thefe broken limbs again into one body.

Goth, Let Rome her {elf be bane unto her felfj

And (he whom mighty kingdoms curtfie to,

Like a forlorn and dclperate caft-away,

Do fliameful execution on her felf.

Mar, But if my frofty figns and chaps of age.

Grave witneffes of true experience,

Cannot induce you to attend my words.

Speak, Rome's dear friend; as erft our anceftor, \To Lucius.

When with his folemn tongue he did difcourfe

To love-fick Dido's fad attending ear,

The ftory of that baleful burning night,

When fubtile Greeks furpriz'd King Priam's Troyx

Tell us what Smon hath bewitch'd our ears.

Or who hath brought the fatal engine in,

That gives our Troy^ our Rome, the civil wound.

My heart is not compact of flint nor fteel
,

Nor can I utter all our bitter grief,

But floods of tears will drown my oratory,

And break my very utt'rance.^ even in the time

When it fhould move you to attend me moil.

Lending your kind commiferation.

Here is a captain, let him tell the tale,

Your hearts will throb and weep to hear him ipeak.

Luc. Then noble auditory, be it known to you.

That curfed Chirm and Demetrms

Were they that murdered our Emperor's brother,-

And they it were that raviflied our After

:

For their fell faults our brothers were beheaded.

Our father's tears defpis'd, and bafely cozen'd

Of that true hand, that fought Rome's quarrel out.

And fent her enemies into the grave.

Laftly,
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Laftly, my felf unkindly baniflied,

The gates fliut on me, and turn'd weeping out,

To beg relief among Rome's enemies.

Who drown'd their enmity in my true tears,

And op'd their arms t' embrace me as a friend;

And I am turn'd forth, be it known to you.

That have prcferv'd her welfare in my blood,

And from her bofom took the enemy's point.

Sheathing the fteel in my advent'rous body.

Alas, you know I am no vaunter, I,-

My fears can witnefs, dumb although they are.

That my report is juft, and full of truth.

But foft, methinks I do digrefs too much.

Citing my worthlefs praife : oh pardon me,

For when no friends are by, men praife themfclves.

Mar. Now is my tongue to fpeak: behold this child.

Of this was Tamora delivered,

The iffue of an irreligious Moor,

Chief aixhited and plotter of thefe woes
;

The villain is alive in Tittds" houfe.

And as he is, to witnefs this is true.

Now judge what caufe had Tttus to revenge

Thefe wrongs, unfpeakable, paft patience.

Or more than any living man could bear.

Now you have heard the truth, what fay you Romans?

Have we done ought amifs ? fhew us wherein.

And from the place where you behold us now.

The poor remainder of Andronkm,

We'll hand in hand all head-long cafl us down.

And on the ragged flones beat out our brains.

And make a mutual clofure of our houfe:

Speak, Romans, fpeak, and if you fay we ihall,

Lo hand in hand, Lmuus and I will fall*
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^m. Come, come, thou reverend man of Rome,

And bring our Emperor gently in thy hand,

Luc'ms our Emperor: for well I know,

The common voice do cry it (hall be fb.

Mar, Luc'tus^ all hail, Rome's royal Emperor

Go, go into old Titus^ forrowful houfe.

And hither hale that misbelieving Moor,

To be adjudg'd fome direful flaughtering death.

As punifliment for his moft wicked life.

Lucms all hail ! Rome's gracious governor.

Luc, Thanks gentle Romans : may I govern fb,

To heal Rome's harm, and drive away her woe.

But, gentle people, give me aim a while.

For nature puts me to a heavy task :

Stand all aloof,- but uncle draw you near.

To filed obfequious tears upon this trunk:

Oh take this warm kifs on thy pale cold lips,

Thefe forrowful drops upon thy blood-ftain'd face;

The laft true duties of thy noble fon.

Mar, Ay, tear for tear, and loving kifs for kifs,

Thy brother Marcus tenders on thy lips:

O were the fum of thefe that I fliould pay

Countlefs and infinite, yet would I pay them,

Luc. Come hither boy, come, come, and learn of

To melt in fliowers thy grandfire lov'd thee well
;

Many a time he danc'd thee on his knee,-

Sung thee afleep, his loving bread thy pillow:

Many a matter hath he told to thee.

Meet and agreeing with thy infancy

;

In that refped: then, like a loving child.

Shed yet (bme fmall drops from thy tender fpring,

Becaufe kind nature doth require it fb;

Friends fhould affociate friends, in grief and woe

:

4
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Bid him farewel, commit him to the grav^.

Do him that kindnefs, and take leave of him.

Boy, O grandfire, grandfire ! ev'n with all my heart.

Would 1 were dead, fb you did live again

0 lord, I cannot fpeak to him for weeping——

—

My tears will choak me, if I ope my mouths

SCENE VII.

Enter Romans wuh Aaron.

Rom. You fad Andronk't, have done with woes.

Give fentence on this execrable wretch.

That hath been breeder of thefe dire events.

Luc, Set him breaft-deep in earth, and famifli him r

There let him ftand, and rave and cry for food

:

If any one relieves or pities him.

For the offence he dies : this is our doomv

Some ftay to fee him faftned in the earth.

Aar. O why (hould wrath be mute, and fury dumb ?/

1 am no baby, I, that with bafe prayers

I {Viould repent the evil I have done:

Ten thoufand worfe than ever yet I did.

Would I perform, if I might have my will

:

If one good deed in all my life I did,

I do repent it from my very foul.

Luc. Some loving friends convey the Emp'ror hence,,

And give him burial in his father's grave.

My father and Lav'tnta fhall forthwith

Be clofed \vt our houfliold's monument

;

As for that hainous tygrefs Tamora^

No funeral rites, nor man in mournful weeds.

No mournful bell (hall ring her burial
j

But throw her forth to beafts and birds of prey

:

Vol. V. T t t
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Her life was beaft-likc, and deroid of pity,

And being fo, (hall have like want of pity.

See juftice done on Aaron that damn'd MooVy

From whom our heavy haps had their beginning

;

Then afterwards, we'll order well the ftate,

That like events may ne'er it ruinate. [Exeunt omnes.
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ACT I. SCENE I.

Open Heath.

Thunder and Ltghtmng, Enter three Witches,

I Witch.

HEN fhall we three meet again ?

In thunder, Hghtning, or in rain ?

1 Witch. When the hurly-burly's done.

When the battel's loft and won.

3 Witch. That will be ere fet of fiin.

1 Witch. Where the place ?

2 Witch. Upon the heath.

3 Witch, There I go to meet Macbeth,

1 Witch. I come, I come.

Grimalkin ?

2 Witch. Padocke calls anon?

y^//. Fair is foul, and foul is fair.

Hover through fog and filthy air.

\They rife from the ftage^ andfly aivay.

SCENE
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SCENE II.

A Palace,

Enter Kmg^ Malcolme, Donalbain, Lenox, with attendants,

meetmg a bleed'mg Captain,

King, T^^^ bloody man is that ? he can report,

V V As feemeth by his plight, of the revolt

The neweft ftate.

Mai. This is the ferjeant,

Who like a good and hardy foldier fought

'Gainft my captivity. Hail, hail, brave friend!

Say to the King, the knowledge of the broil.

As thou didft leave it.

Cap. Doubtful long it ftood

;

As two fpent fwimmers that do cling together.

And choak their art : the mercilefs Macdonel

(Worthy to be a rebel, for to that

The multiplying villanies of nature

Do fwarm upon him) from the weftern i£le$

Of Kernes and Gallow-glajfes was fupply'd.

And fortune on his damned quarry fmiling,

ShewM like a rebel's whore. But all too weak r

For brave Macbeth (well he deferves that name)

Difdaining fortune, with his brandiftit fteel

Which fmoak'd with bloody execution.

Like Valour's minion carved out his paffage,

'Till he had fac'd the flave,

Who ne'er {hook hands nor bid farewel to him,

'Till he unfeam'd him from the nave to th' chops.

And fix'd his head upon our battlements.

Kwg» Oh valiant coufin ! worthy gentleman ?

Cap^ As whence the lun ' gives his refledion,

Shipwracking
• gins.
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Shipwracking ftorms and direful thunden ''break

j

So from that Spring whence comfort feem'd to come,

Difcomfort fwell'd. Mark, King of Scotland^ mark

;

No fooner Juftice had, with valour arm'd.

Compelled thefe skipping Kernes to truft their heels,

But the Norweyan lord furveying vantage,

With fiirbiftit arms and new (iipplies of men
Began a frefh affault.

King. Difmay'd not this

Our captains, Macbeth and Banquo 7

Cap. Yes,

As fparrows eagles, or the hare the lion.

If I fay fboth, I muft report they were

As cannons overcharg'd with double cracks.

So they redoubled ftroaks upon the foe

:

Except they meant to bathe in reeking wounds.

Or memorize another Golgotha,

I cannot tell

But I am faint, my gaflies cry for help

K'mg. So well thy words become thee, as thy wounds

They fmack of honour both. Go, get him (iirgeons.

Enter Roffe and Angus.

But who comes here?

Mai The worthy Thane of Rojfe,

Len. What hafte looks through his eyes ?

So fhould he look, that feems to fpeak things ftrange.

Rojfe. God fave the King.]

Kmg. Whence cam'ft thou, worthy Thane 7

Roffe. From F'tfe, great King,

Where the Norweyan banners flout the sky,

And fan our people cold.

breaking.
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Norway himfdfy with numbers terrible,

Aflifted by that moft difloyal traitor

The Tha^e of Cawdor^
'gan a difmal conflict;

'Till that Bellona's bridegroom, lapt in proof.

Confronted him with felf-comparifbns,

Point againft: point, rebeUious arm 'gainft arm.

Curbing his lavifh fpirit. To conclude.

The vidory fell on us.

Kmg. Great happinefs.

Rojfe. Now SwenOy Norway's King, craves compofition

:

Nor would we deign him burial of his men,

'Till he disburfed, at Saint Colmes-kiII-i[[e

Ten thoufand dollars, to our gen'ral ufe.

Kmg. No more that Thane of Cawdor fhall deceive

Our bofom int'rcft. Go, pronounce his death.

And with his former title greet Macbeth,

Rojfe. I'll fee it done.

King. What he hath loft, noble Macheth hath won. \Exeunf^

S C E N E m.
The Heath,

Thunder, Enter the three Witches.

I mtch. T 1^7 HERE haft thou been, fifter?

V V 2 W'ttch. Killing fwine*

3 JVttch, Sifter, where thou ?

I Witch, A failor's wife had cheftnuts in her lap,

And mouncht, and mouncht, and mouncht. Give me, quoth L

I Aroint thee, witch, the rump-fed ronyon cries.

Her husband's to Aleppo gone, mafter o'th' Ttger :

Buc

t aroint, pravaunt, begone. *
,
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But in a fieve Til thither fail.

And like a rat without a tail,

ril do I'll do and I'll do.

2 Witch, rll give thee a wind.

I Witch, Thou art kind.

3 W'ttch, And I another.

1 Witch, I my felf have all the other,

And the very points they blow.

All the quarters that they know,

I'th' (hip-man's card

I will drain him dry as hay

;

Sleep fhall neither night nor day

Hang upon his pent-houfe lid

;

He fhall live a man forbid

;

Weary fev'nights, nine times nine.

Shall he dwindle, peak and pine:

Though his bark cannot be loft.

Yet it (hall be tempeft-toft.

Look what I have.

2 Witch, Shew me, fhew me.

I Witch, Here I have a pilot's thumb,

Wrackt as homeward he did come. [Drum within^

3 Witch, A drum, a drum

!

Macbeth doth come

!

y^ll. The weyward fitters, hand in hand,

Pofters of the fea and land.

Thus do go about, about,

Thrice to thine, and thrice to mine.

And thrice again to make up nine.

Peace, the charm's wound up.

Vol. V. Uuu SCENE
« ports.
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SCENE IV.

Enter Macbeth and Banquo, with Soldiers and other attendant's^

Macb, So foul and fair a day I have not feen.

Ban. How far is't call'd to ^ Forts What are thefeL?-

So wither'd, and fo wild in their attire ?

That look not like inhabitants of earthy

And yet are on't ? Live you, or are you ought

That man may queftion ? you feem to underftand m?e^

By each at once her choppy finger laying

Upon her skinny lips, You fhould be women,.

And yet your beards forbid me to interpret

That you are fo»

Macb, Speak if you can what are you ?

1 Witch, All-hail, Macbeth/ hai\ to thee y Thane of Glamis/'

2 IVitch. All-hail, Macbeth / hail to thee. Thane of Cawdor/

3 Witch, All-hail, Macbeth / that ihalt be King hereafter.

Ban, Good Sir, why do you ftart, and feem to fear

Things that do found fo fair ? Tth' name of truth,

Are ye fantaftical, or that indeed \To the witches*

Which outwardly ye fhew ? my noble partner

You greet with prefent grace, and great predi(5tion

Of noble having, and of royal hope.

That he feems rapt withal to me you i^eak not.^

If you can look into the feeds of time.

And fay which grain will grow and which will not.

Speak then to me, who neither beg nor fear

Your favours nor your hate.

1 Witcb, LefTer than Machethy and greater.

1 Witch, Hail r

2 Witch. Hail r

5 Witch. Hail r
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2 fFhch, Not fo happy, yet much happier.

3 Witch, Thou fhalt get Kings, though thou be none ;

All-hail ! Macbeth and Banquo,

I Witch. Banquo and Macbeth^ all-hail f

Macb. Stay, you imperfed fpeakers, tell me more j

By f SinePs death I know I'm Thane of Glamls
;

But how of Cawdor ? the Thane of Cawdor lives,

A profp'rous gentleman j and to be King^

Stands not within the profpe<St of beHef,

No more than to be Cawdor, Say from whence

You owe this ftrange intelligence? or why
Upon this blafted heath you flop our way

With fuch prophetick greeting ? (peak, I charge you.

[Witches vantfh.

Ban, The earth hath bubbles, as the water has ,•

And thefe are of them : whither are they vanifli'd ?

Macb, Into the air : and what feem'd corporal.

Melted, as breath'into the wind

Would they had ftaidf

Ban. Were fuch things here, as we do (peak about?

Or have we eaten of the infane root

That takes the reafon prifbner?

Macb, Your children fhall be Kings.

Ban. You fhall be King.

Macb, And Thane of Cawdor too; went it not fb?

Brn, To th' felf-fame tune, and words ,• who's here \

SCENE V.

Enter Roffe and Angus.

Rojfe, The King hath happily receiv'd, Macbeth^

The news of thy fuccefs ; and when he reads

Thy perfonal venture in the rebels fight,

U u u 2 His

t the father of Macbeth.



524 7he Tragedy ^Macbeth.
His wonders and his praifes do contend.

Which would be thine or his. Silenced with that.

In viewing o'er the reft o'th' felfrfame day,

He finds thee in the ftout Norweyan ranks,

Nothing afraid of what thy felf didft make.

Strange images of death. As thick ^as hail.

Came poft on poft, and every one did bear

Thy praifes in his kingdom's great defence.

And pour'd them down before him.

Ang. We are fcnt,

To give thee, from our royal mafter, thanks.

Only to herald thee into his fight.

Not pay thee.

Rojfe, And for an earneft of a greater honour,

He bad me, from him, call thee Thane of Cawdor :

In which addition, hail, moft worthy Thane I

For it is thine.

Ban, What, can the devil fpeak true ?

Macb. The Thane of Cawdor lives
^

Why do you drefs me in his borrowed robes ?

^ng. Who was the Thane, lives yet.

But under heavy judgment bears that life,

Which he deferves to lofe. Whether he was

Combin'd with Norway, or did hne the rebel

With hidden help and vantage ; or with both

He labour'd in his country's wrack, I know not

:

But treafons capital, confefs'd, and prov'd.

Have overthrown him.

Mach, Glamis, and Thane of Cawdor I [Aftde,

The greateft is behind. Thanks for your pains. \To Angus.

Do you not hope your children fhall be Kings ? \To Banquo.

When thofe that gave the Thane of Cawdor to me,

Promis'd
• as tale

Can poft with pfi
—

—

^
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Promis'd no lefs to them ?

Ban, That trufted home.

Might yet enkindle you unto the crown,

Befides the Thane of Cawdor, But 'tis ftrange:

And oftentimes, to win us to our harm,

The inftruments of darkncfs tell us truths.

Win us with honeft trifles, to betray us

In deepeft confequencc.

Coufins, a word I pray you. \To Roffe and Angus.

Macb. Two truths are told, \_Aftde,

As happy prologues to the fwelling a6b

Of the imperial theam. I thank you, gentlemen——

This fupernatural Iblliciting

Cannot be ill j cannot be good If ill.

Why hath it giv'n me earneft of fuccefs.

Commencing in a truth? Tm Thane of Cawdor,

If good
J
why do I yield to that (uggeftion,

Whofe horrid image doth unfix my hair,

And make my feated heart knock at my ribs

Againft the ufe of nature? prefent fears

Are lefs than horrible imaginings.

My Thought, whofe murther yet is but fantaftical>

Shakes fb my fingle ftate of man, that Function

Is fmother'd in furmife ; and nothing is.

But what is not.

Ban, Look how our partner's rapt

!

Macb, If chance will have me King, why chance may crown

me \Afide^

Without my ftir.

Ban, New honours come upon him.

Like our ftrange garments cleave not to their mould,

But with the aid of ufe.

Macb. Come what come may.
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Time ancl the hour runs thro' the rougheft day.

Ban. Worthy Macheth^ we ftay upon your leifure.

Macb. Give me your favour : my dull brain was wrought

With things forgot. Kind gentlemen, your pains

Are regiftred where every day I turn

The leaf to read them— let us tow'rd the King

Think upon what hath chanc'd, and at more time, \To Banquo.

CThe interim having weigh'd it,) let us (peak

Our free hearts each to other.

Ban. Very gladly.

Macb, 'Till then enough : come, friends. [Exemu

SCENE vi.

A Palace,

Flourijh, Enter Kmg^ Malcolm e, Donalbain, Lenox,

and Attendants,

KtngT^^ Execution done on Cawdor yet?

JL Are not thofe in commiifion yet return'd ?

Mai. My liege,

They are not yet come back. But I have fpoke

With one that faw him die, who did report

That very frankly he confefs'd his treafbns,

Implor'd your highnefs' pardon, and fet forth

A deep repentance
j
nothing in kis life

Became him like the leaving it. He dy'd.

As one that had been ftudied in his death.

To throw away the deareft thing he ow'd.

As 'twere a careleJfs trifle.

King. There's no art,

To find the mind's conftrudion in the face

:

He
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He was a gentleman on whom I built

An abfolute truft.

Enter Macbeth, Banquo, Rofle, and kn^s

0 worthieft coufin?

The fin of my ingratitude ev^n now

Was heavy on me. Thou'rt fb far before,

That fwifteft wind of recompence is flow,

To overtake thee. Would thou'dft lefs defervM,

That the proportion both of thanks and payment

Might have been mine! only Fve left to fay,

More is thy due, than more than all can pay,

Mach, The fervice and the loyalty I owe.

In doing it, pays it felf Your highnefs' part

Is to receive our duties,- and our duties

Are to your throne and ftate, children and fervants

;

Which do but what they fhould, by doing every thing^^

Safe tow'rd your love and honour.

King. Welcome hither:.

1 have begun to plant thee, and will labour

To make thee full of growing. Noble Banquo^

Thou haflr no lefs deferv'd, and muft be known
No lels to have done fo : let me enfold thee,,

And hold thee to my heart.

Ban, There if I grow.

The harvefl: is your own.

King, My plenteous joys

Wanton in fulnefs, feek to hide tliemfelves

In drops of forrow. Sons, kinfmen, Thanes^,

And you whofe places are the neareft, know.

We will cftablifh our eftate upon

Our eldeft Malcolm^ whom we name hereafter

The prince of Cumberland', which honour muft

Not unaccompained^, inveft. hina only.
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But figns of noblenefs like ftars fhall fhine

On all defervers. Hence to Invcrnefs^

And bind us further to you.

Mach. The reft is labour, which is not us'd for you
j

I'll be my felf the harbinger, and make joyful

The hearing of my wife with your approach.

So humbly take my leave.

Kmg. My worthy Cawdor /

Macl\ The prince ofCumberland ! that is a ftep,

On which I muft fall down, or elfe o'er-leap, \Afi.de,

For in my way it lyes. Stars hide your fires.

Let not light fee my black and deep defires

;

The eye wink at the hand
;

yet let that be.

Which the eye fears when it is done, to fee. \Rxtt,

King, True, worthy Banquo ; he is full (b valiant.

And in his commendations I am fed j

It is a banquet to me, let us after him

Whofe care is gone before to bid us welcome

:

It is a peerlefs kinfman. [Exeunt,

SCENE VII.

An Apartment m Macbeth'^ Caftle at Invernefs.

Enter Lady Macbeth alone, with a letter.

Lady. ' I ^ HET met me m the day offuccefs j and I have learned

JL by the perfe5lejl report, they have more m them than

mortal knowledge. When 1 burnt tn defire to queftton them further,

they made themfelves air, into which they vamjh'd. While I flood

rapt m the wonder of it, came mtjfives from the King who all-hatl'd

me Thane of Cawdor, by which title before thefe waywardfifters
faluted me, and referred me to the coming on of time, with hail

King that (halt be. This have I thought good to deliver thee (my

dearefi
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dearefl partner of greatnefs) that thou mighffi not lofe the dues of

rejoicing hy being ignorant ofwhat greatnefs is promts''d thee. Lay
it to thy hearty and fareweL

Ghimii thou art, and Cawdor and {halt be

What thou art proiviis'd. Yet I fear thy nature.

It is too full o'th' milk of human kindnefs,

To catch the neareft way. Thou wouldft be great.

Art not without ambition, but without

The illnefs fhould attend it. What thou wouldft highly.

That wouldft thou holily j wouldft not play falfe,

And yet wouldft wrongly win. Thou'dft have, great Glamis,

That which cries, " thus thou niuft do if thou have it;

" And that which rather thou doft fear to do,

" Than wiftieft ftiould be undone. " Hie thee hither.

That I may pour my fpirits in thine ear.

And chaftife with the valour of my tongue

All that impedes thee from the golden round,
\'

'hich fate and metaphyfic aid doth feem

To have thee crown'd withaL

Enter Meffenger, .

What is your tidings ?

Mef The King comes here to-night.

Lady. Thou'rt mad to fay it.

Is not thy mafter with him ? who, were't fb.

Would have inform'd for preparation.

Mef, So pleafe you, it is true : our Thane is coming.

One of my fellows had the fpeed of him
Who almoft dead for breath, had fcarcely more
Than would make up his melTage.

Lady. Give him tending.

He brings great news. ' The raven himfelf is hoarfe, [Exit Mef
Vol. V. X X X ' That
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* That croaks the fatal entrance of Duncan
' Under my battlements. Come all you fpirits

' That tend on mortal thoughts, unfex me here,

* And fill me from the crown to th' toe, top-full

* Of direft cruelty; make thick my blood,

* Stop up th' accels and paflfage to remorfe,

* That no compundious vifitings of nature

* Shake my fell purpofe, nor keep peace between

* Th' effed, and it. Come to my woman's breads,

* And take my milk for gall, you murth'ring minifters /

* Where-ever in your fightlefs fubftances

* You wait on nature's mifchief Come, thick night!

^ And pall thee in the dunned fmoak of hell,

* That my keen knife fee not the wound it makes,

* Nor heav'n peep through the blanket of the dark

* To cry, hold, hold.

Enter Macbeth,

Grezt Glam}s / vjoxthj Cawdor / [Emhrac'mg h'lm.

Greater than both, by the all-hail hereafter?

Thy letters have tranfported me beyond

This ign'rant prefent fime, and I feel now

The future in the inftant.

Macb, Dearefl: love,

Duncan comes here to-night.

Lady. And when goes hence ?

Macb, To-morrow, as he purpofes.

Lady. Oh never

Shall fun that morrow fee!

Your face, my Thane, is as a book, where men

May read ftrange matters to beguile the time.

Look like the time, bear welcome in your eye.

Your
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Your hand, your tongue ; look like the innocent flower,

But be the ferpent under't. He that's coming

Muft be provided for ,• and you (liall put

This night's great bufinejfs into my difpatch,

Which fhall to all our nights and days to come

Give folely fovereign fway and mafterdom.

Mach. We will fpeak further.

Lad'^, Only look up clear

:

To alter favour, ever, is to fear.

Leave all the reft to me. \Exemt.

SCENE VIIL

The Caftle Gate.

Hautbo'ys and Torches. Enter K'mgy Malcolm, Donalbain, Bancjuo,

Lenox, Macduff, Rolfe, Angus, and Attendants,

King. This caftle hath a pleafant feat ^ the air

Nimbly and fweetly recommends it felf

Unto our gentle fcnfes.

Ban. This gueft of fummer,

The temple-haunting martlet, does approve

By his lov'd manfbnry, that heaven's breath

Smells wooingly here. No jutting frieze,

Buttrice, nor f coigne of vantage, but this bird

Hath made his pendant bed, and procreant cradle:

Where they moft breed and haunt, I have obferv'd

The air is delicate.
itrii '

Enter Lady.

Kjng. See fee! our honour'd hoftefs

!

The love that follows us, fometime's our trouble,

X X X 1 Whick
or corner, Ft,
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Which ftill we thank as love. Herein I teach you.

How you fhould bid god-eyld us for your pains,

And thank us for your trouble.

Lady. All our fervice

(In every point twice done, and then done double,)

Were poor and fingle bufinefs to contend

Againft thofe honours deep and broad, wherewith

Your Majefty loads our houfe. For thofe of old,

And the late dignities heap'd up to them,

We reft your hermits.

Kwg^ Where's the Thane of Cawdor 7

We courft him at the heels, and had a purpofe

To be his purveyor : but he rides well.

And his great love, fharp as his fpur, hath holp him

To's home before us : fair and noble hoftefs.

We are your gueft to-night.

Lady. Your fervants ever

Have theirs, themfelves, and what is theirs, in compt

To make their audit at your highnels' plcafure.

Still to return your own.

King. Give me your hand •

Condu(5t me to mine hoft, we love him highly.

And Aiall continue our graces towards him.

By your leave, hoftefs. [Exeunt.

SCENE IX.

An Apartment.

Hauthoys, Torches. Enter divers Servants with dtjhes and fervice

over the Stage. Then Macbeth.

Mach. If it were done^ when 'tis done ; then 'twere well

It were done quickly : if th' aflaflination

Coiild
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Could trammel up the confequence, and catch

With its lurceafe, fuccefs ; that but this blow

f Might be the Be-all and the End-all Here^

Here only on this bank and fchool of time,

We'd jump the life to come But in thele cafes

We ftill have judgment here^ that we but teach

Bloody inftrudtions, which being taught return

f To plague th' inventor : Even-handed Juftice

Returns th' ingredients of our poi/on'd chalice

To our own lips. He's here in double truft :

Firft, as I am his kinfman and his fubjed:,

(Strong both againft the deed) Then, as his hoft,

Who fhould againft his murth'rer fhut the door.

Not bear the knife my felf Befides this Duncan

Hath born his faculty fb meek, hath been

So clear in his great office, that his virtues

Will plead Hke angels trumpet-tongu'd againft

The deep damnation of his taking off.

And Pity, like a naked new-born babe,

Striding the blaft, or heav'ns cherubin hors'd

Upon the fightlefs couriers of the air,

Shall blow the horrid deed in ev'ry eye.

That tears ftiall drown the wind.— I have no fpur

To prick the fides of my intent, but only

Vaulting Ambition, which o'er-leaps it felf,

And falls on th' other

SCENE X.

Enter Lctdy,

How now ? what news ?

Lady. He's almoft fupp'd ,• why have you left the chamber ?

^ -j- The firft of thefe lines {which in the old edition is totally different from all the

others) and the latter (which is quite omitted in all the others) entirely refiore this

very obfctire paffage to fenfe^ as will appear upon comparifon.

Lady,
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Macb, Hath he ask'd for me ?

Lady, Know you not he has ?

Macb. We will proceed no further in this bufinefs.

He hath honour'd me of late ; an<i I have bought

Golden opinions from all forts of people,

Which fliould be worn now in their neweft glo/s,

Not caft afide fo foon.

Lad'y. Was the hope drunk,

Wherein you dreft your felf? hath it flept fiacc?

And wakes it now, to look fo green and pale

At what it did fo freely ? from this time.

Such I account thy love. Art thou afraid

To be the fame in thine own ad: and valour.

As thou art in defire ? wouldft thou have that

Which thou efteem'ft the ornament of life.

And live a coward in thine own efteem ?

Letting / dare not, wait upon / would^

Like the poor cat i'th' adage.

Macb, Pr'ythee, peace :

I dare do all that may become a man ^

Who dares do more, is none.

Lady. What beaft was't then,

That made you break this enterprize to me?

When you durft do it, then you were a man
j

And (to be more than what you were) you would

Be fo much more the man. Nor time, nor place

Did then Go-here, and yet you would make both:

They've made themfelves, and that their fitnefs now
Do's unmake you. I have giv'n fiick, and know

How tender 'tis to love the babe that milks me
I would, while it was fmiling.in my face.

Have pluckt my nipple from his bonelcfs gums.

And dafht the brains out, had I but fo fworn

As you have done to this. Macb.
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Mach. Ifwe (liould fail ?

La^y. We fail

!

But fcrew your courage to the (licking place,

And we'll not fail. When Duncan is afleep,

(Whereto the rather fhall this day's hard journey

Soundly invite him^ his two chamberlains

W^ill I with wine and waflel fo convince.

That memory (the warder of the brain)

Shall be a fume, and the receipt of reafbn

A limbeck only \ when in fwinilh fleep

Their drenched natures lie as in a death.

What cannot you and I perform upon

Th' unguarded Duncan? what not put upon

His fpungy officers, who fhall bear the guilt

Of our great quell ? -

'

Macb. Bring forth men-children only

!

For thy undaunted metal fhould compofc

Nothing but males. Will it not be received,

When we have mark'd with blood thofe fleepy two

Of his own chamber, and us'd their very daggers,

That they have don't?

Lady. Who dares receive it other,

As we (hall make our griefs and clamour roar, ^^"^

Upon his death ? fi

Macb. I'm fetled, and bend up

Each corp'ral agent to this terrible feat.

Away, and mock the time with faireft (how

:

Falfe face muft hide what the falfe heart doth know. VExeum.

ACT
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ACT II. s c £• "Kr I.

A Hall m MacbethV CaflJe.

Enter Banquo, and Fleance with a torch before him.

Ban clu o.

OW goes the night, boy ?

Fie. The moon is down : I have not heard the

clock.

Ban. And fhe goes down at twelve.

Fle> I take't, 'tis later, Sir.

Ban. Hold, take my fword. There's husbandry

Their candles are all out.—- Take thee that too. [in heav'n,

A heavy fummons lyes like lead upon me,

And yet I would not fleep : Merciful pow'rs!

Keftrain in me the curfed thoughts that nature

Gives way to in repofe.

Enter Macbeth^ and a Servant with a torch.

<jive me my fword : wlio's there ? ;

Mah. A friend. *

Ban, What, Sir, not yet at reft ? the King's a-bed.

He hath to-night been in unufual pleafure,

Antl fent great largefs to your officers ;
" t

This diamond he greets your wife withal, ^^^^ iiiwu

By th' name of moft kind hoftefs, and fhut up

In meafurelefs content.

Mach. Being unprepar'd.

Our will became the fervant to defed,'' ^ ^ i

Which
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Which elfe fhould free have wrought.

Ban» All's well.

I dreamt lafl: night of the three weyward fifters :

To you they've (hew'd fbme truth.

Macb. I think not of them

;

Yet when we can intreat an hour to ferve.

Would fpend it in fbme words upon that bufinefs.

If you would grant the time.

Ban, At your kind leifure.

Macb. Ifyou fhall cleave to my confent, when 'tis.

It fhall make honour for you.

Ban, So I lofe none

In feeking to augment it, but ftill keep

My bofom franchis'd and allegiance clear,

I (hall be counfell'd.

Macb, Good repofe the while!

Ban, Thanks, Sir 5 the like to you. [Exh Banquo.

^ S C E N E IL

Macb. Go, bid thy miftrefs, when my drink is ready.

She ftrike upon the bell. Get thee to bed. \Exit Servant,

Is this a dagger which I fee before m^,

The handle tow'rd my hand ? come let me clutch thee

I have thee not, and yet I fee thee ftill.

Art thou not, fatal vifion, fenfible

To feeling, as to fight ? or art thou but

A dagger of the mind, a falfe creation

Proceeding from the heat-opprefled brain ?

I fee thee yet, in form as palpable

As this which now I draw

Thou marfhal'ft me the way that I was going,

And fuch an inftrument I was to ufe.

V o L. V. Y y y Mine
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Mine eyes are made the fools o'th' other fetifes,

Or elfe worth all the reft 1 fee thee ftill,

And on thy blade and dudgeon, f gouts of blood

Which was not fo before. There's no fuch thing

It is the bloody bufinefs which informs

This to mine eyes— Now o'er one half the world

Nature feems dead, and wicked dreams abufe

The curtain'd deep ,• now Witchcraft celebrates

Pale Hecate's offerings : and wither'd Murder,

(Alarum'd by his fentinel, the wolf,

Whofe howl's his watch) thus with his ftealthy pace.

With Tarqu'tn's raviftiing ftrides, tow'rds his defign

Moves like a ghoft Thou ^ found and firm-fet earth.

Hear not my fteps, which way they walk, for fear

Thy very ftones prate of my where-about.

And take the prefent horror from the time.

Which now fuits with it—-Whilft I threat, he lives— *

\A Bell r'tngs.

I go, and it is done j the bell invites me.

Hear it not, Dunean^ for it is a knell

That fummons thee to heaven, or to hell. \Extt,

* S C E N E III.

F^nter Lad'y,
,

,

[bold

:

Lad'^, That which hath made them drunk, hath made me
What hath quencht them, hath giv'n me fire. Hark! peace

f

It was the owl that fliriek'd, the fatal bell-man,

W^hich gives the ftern'ft good-night he is about it--'

—

The doors are open ^ and the furfeited grooms

j- gouttcs, drops, Fr. ^fuks. ^ foar^ perhaps, /./• .•.

* he hves,

Words to the heat of deeds too cold breath gives..

1 go, ^c.

Do
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Do mock their charge with fnores. I've drugg'd their poffets,

That death and nature do contend about them,

W h ether they Uve or die.

Enter Macbeth.

Mach, Who's there? what ho?

Lady, Alack ! I am afraid they have awak'd,

And 'tis not done; th' attempt, and not the deed

Confounds us hark!—-I laid their daggers ready.

He could not mifs 'em. Had he not refembled

My father as he flept, Thad don't My husband

!

Mach, I've done the deed didft not thou hear a noife ?

Lady. I heard the owl fcream and the crickets cry.

Did not you (peak ?

Macb, When?
Lady. Now.

Mach, As I defcended ?

Lady. Ay.

Mach, Hark!— who lyes i'th'fecond chamber?

Lady, Donalbame,

Mach, This is a forry fight. [Looks on hh handsT

Lady, A foolifti thought, to fay a forry fight.

Mach, There's one did laugh in's fleep, and one cry'd murther.

They wak'd each other ; and I ftood and heard them

But they did fay their prayers, and addrefl: them

Again to fleep.

Lady, There are two lodg'd together.

Mach. One cry'd, God blefs us, and Amen the other,

As they had leen me with thefe hangman's hands.

Lillning their fear, I could not fay Amen,

When they did fay, God blefs us.

Lady, Confidcr it not fb deeply.

Mach. But wherefore could not I pronounce Amen ?

Y y y 2 I
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I had moft need of blefling, and Amen
Stuck in my throat.

LaJy, Thefe deeds muft not be thought.

After thefe ways
,

fo, it will make us mad.

Macb. Methought I heard a voice cry, Sleep no more f'

Macbeth doth murther fleep. The innocent Sleep, *

The death of each day's life, fore labour's bath.

Balm of hurt minds, great nature's fecond courfe,

Chief nourilher in life's feaft.

Lady, What do you mean ?

Macb. Still it cry'd, Sleep no more, to all the houfe ;

.

Glamis hath murther'd fleep, and therefore Cawdor

Shall fleep no morej Macbeth fliall fleep no more!

Lady. Who was it that thus cry'd ? why, worthy Thane^ .

You do unbend your noble ftrength, fo think

So brain-fickly of things
^

go, get fome water.

And wafh this filthy witnefs from your hand.

Why did you bring thefe daggers from the place ?

They muft lye there. Go, carry them, andfmear

The fleepy grooms with blood.

Macb. I'll go no more ,•

I am afraid to think what I have done

Look on't again I dare not.

Lady. Infirm of purpofe!

Give me the daggers ; the fleeping and the dead

Are but as pidures j 'tis, the eye of child-hood.

That fears a painted devil. If he bleed,

I'll gild the faces of the grooms withal.

For it muft feein .their guilt. [Exh.
" Knocks Within^

Macb. Whence is that knocking? [Start'mg,

*. innocent fleep,

Sleep that knits up the ravell'd flecve of care.

The death of ^Jc.

How
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How is't with me, when every noife appalls me ?
I

What hands are here ? hah ! they pluck out mine eyes.

Will all great Neptune'^ ocean wafh this blood

Clean from my hand) no, this my hand will rather *

Make the green ocean red

Enter Lady,

Lady. My hands are of your colour ; but I fliame r

To wear a heart fo white. I hear a knocking \_Knock.

At the fouth entry. Retire we to our chamber
j ^

A little water clears us of this deed.

How eafie is it then ? your conftancy

Hath left you unattended hark, more knocking! [Knock,

Get on your night-gown, left occafion call us.

And (hew us to be watchers ^ be not loft

So poorly in your thoughts.

Macb. To know my deed, 'twere beft not know my felf.

V^dkt Duncan with this knocking: would thou couldft![£^^. *

S C E N E
* will rather

Thy multitudinous Tea incarnadine •

Making the green one red.

Enter Lady. (^c.

wouldfl: thou could' ft!
'

SCENE IV.

EnUr a Porter.

[^Knocking within.

Port. Here's a knocking indeed : if a man were porter of hell-gate, he
fhould have old turning the key. [_Knock^ Knock, knock, knock. Who's
there, i'th' name of Belzebub ? here's a farmer, that hang'd himfelf in th' ex-
peftation of plenty : come in time, have napkins enough abotat you, here

you'll fweat for't. [_Knock.~\ Knock, knock. Who's there in th' other dc-i

vil's name? faith, here's an equivocator, that could fwear in both the fcales a-

gainft cither fcale, who committed treafon enough for God's fake, yet could
not equivocate to heav'n: oh come in, equivocator. [Knock^ Knock,
knock, knock. Who's there? faith, here's an EngUJh tailor come hither for

ftealing out of a French hofe : come in taylor, here you may roafty our goofe.
{Knock7\ Knock, knock. Never at quiet! what are you? but this place is too
cold for hell. I'll devil-porter it no further: I had thought to have let in fome
of all profcflions, that go the primrofe way to th' everlalting bonfire. [Knocki^

Anon, anon, I pray you remember the porter.

Enter
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SCENE IV.

Enter MacdufF, Lenox and Porter,

Macd. Is thy mafter ftirring?

— Our knocking has awak'd him; here he comes.

Len, Good morrow, noble Sir.

Enter Macbeth.

Mach. Good morrow both.

Macd. Is the King ftirring, worthy Thane7

Mach, Not yet.

Macd. He did command me to call timely on him,

I've almoft fljpt the hour.

Mach. I'll bring you to him,

Macd. I know this is a joyful trouble to you

:

But yet *tis one.

Mach. The labour we delight in, f phyficks pain

This is the door.

Macd. I'll make fo bold to call, for 'tis my limited fervice.

\_Exh Macduff.

Writer Macduff, and Lenox.

Macd. Was it fo late, friend, ere you went to bed,

That you do lye fo late ?

Port. Faith, Sir, we were caroufing 'till the fecond cock.'

And drink. Sir, is a great provoker of three things.

Macd. What three things doth drink efpecially provoke?
Port. Marry, Sir, nofe-painting, fleep, and urine. Letchery, Sir, it pro-

vokes, and unprovokesj it provokes the defire, but it takes away the perfor-

mance. Therefore much drink may be faid to be an equivocator with letche-

ry j it makes him and it mars himj it fets him on, and it takes him offj it

perfwades him, and difheartens him^ makes him ftand to, and not ftanu toj
in conclufion, equivocates him into a fleep, and giving him the lie, leaves him.

Macd. I believe drink gave thee the lie lalt night.

Port. That it did. Sir, i' th' very throat on mej but I required him for

bis lie, and I think, being too ftrong for him, though he took up my legs

fometime, yet I made a fhift to caft him.

S G E N E, i§c. t heals or cures pain.

4
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Len. Goes the King hence to-day ?

Mach. He did appoint fo.

Len, The night has been unruly where we lay

Our chimneys were blown down. And, as they fay,

Lamentings heard i'th' air, ftrange (creams of death.

And prophefying with accents terrible

Of dire cpmbuftions, and confus'd events,

New hatch'd to th' woful time

:

The obfcure bird clamour'd the live-long night.

Some fay the earth was fev'rous, and did fliake.

Mach. 'Twas a rough night.

Len. My young remembrance cannot parallel

A fellow to it.

RnUr Macduff.

Macd. O horror ! horror ! horror

!

Or tongue or heart cannot conceive, nor name thee—

—

Mach. and Len. What's the matter ?

Macd. Confufion now hath made his mafteir-piece,

Moft jfacrilegious murther hath broke ope

The Lord's anointed temple, and ftole thence

The life o'th' building.

Mach. What is't you fay ? the life ?

Len. Mean you his majefty?

Macd. Approach the chamber, and deftroy your fight

With a new Gorgon. Do not bid me fpeakj

See, and then fpeak your felves : awake ! awake !

[Exeunt Macbeth and Lenox.

Macd. Ring the alarum-bdl rriurther! andtreafon!

Banquo, and Donalbain / Malcolme / awake!

Shake off this downy fleep, death's counterfeit.

And look on death it felf- up, up, and fee

The great doom's image! Malcolme/ Banquo /

M
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As from your graves rife up, and walk like Tpnghts,

rTo countenance this horror. Ring the bell

SCENE V.

Bell rings. Enter Lady Macbeth.

Lady. What's the bufinefs

^That fuch an hideous trumpet calls to parley

The fleepers of the houfe ? fpeak.

Macd, Gentle lady,

''Tis not for you to hear what I can fpeak.

The repetition in a woman's ear

Would murther as it fell.

Enter Banquo.

»0 Banquo, Banquo, our royal matter's murther'd.

Lady, Woe, alas!

What, in our houfc?

Ban. Too cruel, any where.

Macduff, I .pr'ythee contradid thy felf.

And fay, it is not fo.

.Enter Macbeth, Lenox, and Rofle.

Mach. Had Ibutdy'd an hour before this chance,

1 had liv'd a bleffed time : for from this inftant,

"There's nothing ferious in mortality ,*

All is but toys ; renown and grace is dead
^

The wine of life is drawn, and the mere lees

3s left this vault to brag of.

Enter Malcolme, an.d Donalbaine,

Bon, What is amifs ?

Mad?^ You -are, and do not knoVt

:
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The fpring, the head, the fountain of your blood

Is ftopt j the very fburce of it is ftopt.

Macd, Your royal father's murder'd.

MaL Oh, by whom?
Len. Thofe of his chamber, as it feem'd, had don't

Their hands and faces were all badg'd with blood.

So were their daggers, which unwip'd we found

Upon their pillows
j

they ftar'd, and were diftrad:ed
;

No man's life was to be trufted with them.

Macb. O, yet I do repent me of my fury.

That I did kill them

Macd, Wherefore did you fb ?

Macb. Who can be wife, amaz'd, temp'rate and furious,

LoyaV and neutral in a moment ? no man.

The expedition of my violent love

Out-run the paufer, reafbn. Here lay Duncan

y

His filver skin lac'd with his ""goary blood.

And his gafh'd ftabs look'd like a breach in nature.

For ruin's wafteful entrance j there the murtherers,

Steep'd in the colours of their trade, their daggers

Unmannerly breech'd with gore : who could refrain,

That had a heart to love, and in that heart

Courage, to make's love known ?

Lady, Help me hence, ho! [Seeming to fa'mt,

Macd. Look to the lady.

MaL Why do we hold our tongues.

That mod may claim this argument for ours ?

Don. What fhould be fpoken here.

Where our fate hid within an augre-hole.

May rufh, and feize us? Let's away, our tears

Are not yet brew'd.

MaL Nor our ftrong forrqw on

The foot,of motiooi.

V o L. V. Z z z Ban.
« golden.
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Ban, Look to the lady

^
\Lady Macbeth is carried out.

And when we have our naked frailties hid,

That fuffer in expofure ; let us meet,

And queftion this moft bloody piece of work,

To know it further. Fears and fcruples fliake us :

In the great hand of God I ftand, and thence,

Againft the undivulg'd pretence I fight

Of treas'nous malice.

Mach, So do I.

So all.

Mach, Let's briefly put on manly readinels,

And meet i'th' hall together.

All, Well contented. [Exeunt,

Mai. What will you do ? let's not confort with them

:

To (hew an unfelt forrow, is an office

Which the falfe man does eafie. I'll to England,

Don, To Ireland, I,- our feparated fortune

Shall keep us both the fafer ; where we are.

There's daggers in mens fmiles ; the near in blood.

The nearer bloody.

Mai, This murderous (haft that's (hot.

Hath not yet lighted ; and our fafeft way

Is to avoid the aim. Therefore to horfe.

And let us not be dainty of leave-taking.

But (hift away there's warrant in that theft.

Which fteals it felf when there's no mercy left. [Exeunt,

SCENE VI.

Enter Rofle, with an old Man.

Old Man.'T^ Hreefcore and ten I can remember well,

JL Within the volume of which time, I've leen

Hours
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Hours dreadful, and things ftrange ,• but this (ore night

Hath trifled former knowings.

Rojfe, Ah, good father.

Thou feeft the heav'ns, as troubled with man's ad,

Threaten his bloody ftage : by th' clock 'tis day,

And yet dark night ftrangles the travelling lamp

:

Is't night's predominance, or the day's fhame.

That darknefs does the face of earth intomb,

When living light fliould kifs it ?

Old M. 'Tis unnatural,

Even like the deed that's done. On Tuefday laft,

A faulcon towring in her pride of place.

Was by a moufing owl hawkt at, and kill'd.

Rojfe, And Duncan's horfes, a thing mofl: ftrange

certain

!

Beauteous and fwift, the minions of their race,

Turn'd wild in nature, broke their ftalls, flung out.

Contending 'gainft obedience, as they would

Make war with man,

Old M, 'Tis faid, they eat each other.

Roffe, They did fb j to th' amazement of mine eyes.

That look'd upon't.

Enter Macduff.

Here comes the good Macduff^,

How goes the world. Sir, now ?

Macd. Why, fee you not ?

Rojfe. Is't known who did this more than bloody deed ?

Macd. Thofe that Macbeth hath flain.

RoJfe. Alas the day !

What good could they pretend?

Macd. They were fuborn'd,-

Malcolm^ and Donalba'my the King's two fons,

Z Z Z 2
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Are ftoln away and fled, which puts upon them

Sufpicion of the deed.

Rop, 'Gainft nature ftill ;

Thriftlefs ambition ! that will raven upon

Thine own life's means. Then 'tis moft like

The fovereignty will fall upon Macbeth 1

Macd, He is already nam'd, and gone to Scone,

To be invefted.

Rojfe. Where is Duncan's body ?

Macd, Carried to Colmes-htlly

The facred ftore-houfe of his predecefTors,

And guardian of their bones.

RoJfe, Will you to Scone 7

Macd, No, coufin, I'll to Fife.

RoJfe, Well, I will thither.

Macd. Well may you fee, things well done there j adieu.

Left our old robes fit eafier than our new.

RoJfe. Farewel, Father.

Old M. God's benifbn go with you, and with thofe

That would make good of bad, and friends of foes. [Exeunt.
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ACT m. SCENE I.

A Royal Apartment,

Enter Banquo^

HOU haft it now,- King, Cawdor, Glamh, all

The weyward women promis'd ,• and I fear

Thou plaid'ft moft foully for't : yet it was faid
'

It fliould not ftand in thy pofterity,

But that my felf (hould be the root, and father

Of many kings. If there come truth from them,

(As upon thee, Macbeth, their fpeeches fliine)

Why, by the verities on thee made good.

May they not be my oracles as well.

And fet me up in hope ? but hufh, no morpr ]
^

Trumpets found. Enter Macbeth as King, Lady Macbeth,.

Lenox, RofTe, Lords and Attendants,

Mach, Here's our chief gueft.

Lady. If he had been forgotten.

It had been as a gap in our great feaft.

And all things unbecoming.

Mach. To-night we hold a folemn fupper, Sir^,,

And I'll requeft your prefence.

Ban, Lay your highnefs'

Command upon me, to the which my duties

Are with a moft indiffoluble tye

For ever knit.

Mach, Ride you this afternoon I

Ban^
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Ban. Ay, my good lord.

Macb. We (hould have elfe defir'd

Your good advice (which ftill hath been both grave

And profperous) in this day's council- but

We'll take to-morrow. Is it far you ride ?

Ban. As far, my lord, as will fill up the time

'Twixt this and fupper. Go not my horfe the better,

1 muft become a borrower of the night

For a dark hour or twain.

Macb. Fail not our feaft.

Ban, My lord, I will not.

Macb. We hear, our bloody coufins are beftow'd

In England, and in Ireland, not confeffing

Their cruel parricide, filling their hearers

With ftrange invention , but of that to-morrow

;

When therewithal we (hall have caufe of ftate,

Craving us jointly. Hie to horfe: adieu,

'Till you return at night. Goes Fleance with you ?

Ban. Ay, my good lord ; our time does call upon us.

Macb, I wifli your horfes fwift, and fure of foot :

And fb I do commend you to their backs.

Farewel. \Exh Banquo.

Let ev'ry man be mafter of his time

'Till feven at night, to make fbciety

The fweeter welcome : we will keep our felf

'Till fupper time alone: till then, God be with you.

[Exeunt Lady Macbeth, and Lords.

SCENE II.

Manent Macbeth and a Servant,

Sirrah, a word with you : attend thofe men
Our pleafure?

Ser, They are, my lord, without the palace gate.

Macb.
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Mach, Bring them before us— To be thus, is nothing. \Ex, fer*

But to be fafely thus : our fears in Banquo

Stick deep, and in his royalty of nature

Reigns that which would be fear'd. 'Tis much he dares.

And to that dauntlefs temper of his mind.

He hath a wifdom that doth guide his valour

To a<St in fafety. There is none but he,

Whofe being I do fear : and under him.

My genius is rebuk'd ^ as it is faid

j^ntonfs was by Cafar, He chid the fifters,

When firft they put the name of King upon me,

And bad them fpeak to him ; then prophet-like.

They hail'd him father to a line of Kings.

Upon my head they plac'd a fruitlefs crown.

And put a barren fcepter in my gripe.

Thence to be wrench'd with an unlineal hand.

No fon of mine fucceeding. If 'tis fb,

For Banquo's ifliie have 1 fil'd my mind ?

For them, the gracious Duncan have I murther'd ?

Put rancours in the vefTel of my peace

Only for them ? and mine eternal jewel

Giv'n to the common enemy of man.

To make them Kings ? the feed of Banquo Kings ?

Rather than fo, come fate into the lift.

And champion me to th' utterance !— who's there ?

Rnter fervant^ and two murtherers.

Go to the door, and ftay there 'till we call. \Exh fervant.

Was it not yefterday we (poke together ?

Mur. It was, fo pleafe your highne^.

Mach, Well then, now
You have confider'd of my fpeeches ? know
That it was he, in the times paft, which held you

So
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So under fortune, which you thought had been

Our innocent felfj this I made good to you

In our lafl: conf'rence, paft in probation with you

:

How you were born in hand, how croft the inftruments

Who wrought with them : and all things elfe that might
To half a foul, and to a notion craz'd.

Say, thus did Banquo.

I Mur, True, you made it known.

Mach, I did To ,- and went further, which is now
Our point of fecond meeting. Do you find

Your patience fo predominant in your nature.

That you can let this go ? ar€ you lb gofpell'd.

To pray for this good man and for his iffue,

Whofe heavy hand hath bow'd you to the grave.

And beggar'd yours for ever?

I Mur. We are men, my liege.

Mach, Ay, in the catalogue ye go for men.

As hounds, and greyhounds, mungrels, /paniels, curs,

Showghes, water-rugs, and demy-wolves are dipt

All by the name of dogs ; the valued file

Diftinguifhes the fwift, the flow, the fubtle,

The houfe-keeper, the hunter, every one

According to the gift which bounteous nature

Hath in him clos'd
;
whereby he does receive

Particular addition, from the bill

That writes them all alike : and fo of men.

Now, if you have a ftation in the file.

And not in the worft rank of manhood, fay it ,•

And I will put the bufinefs in your bofbms,

Whofe execution takes your enemy off,-

Grapples you to the heart and love of us.

Who wear our health but fickly in his life,

Which in his death were perfe(5t.
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2 Mur, I am one, : .
.

:

Whom the vile blows and buffets of the world

Have fo incens'd, that I am f recklefs what

I dp, to fpite the world.

1 Mur. And I another,

So weary with difafters, tugg'd with fortune,

That I would fet my life on any chance.

To mend it, or be rid on't,

Mach, Both of you

Know Banquo was your enemy.

Mur, True, my lord.

Mach, So is he mine : and in fiich bloody diftance.

That every minute of his being thrufts

Againft my near'ft of Hfej and though I could

With bare-fac'd power fweep him from my fight.

And bid my will avouch it
j

yet I muft not.

For certain friends that are both his and mine,

W^hofe loves I may not drop, but wail his fall

Whom I my felf ftruck down : and thence it is.

That I to your afliftance do make love.

Masking the bufinefs from the common eye

For fundry weighty reafons.

2 Mur. We fliall, my lord,

Perform what you command us.

I Mur. Though our lives

Mach. Your fpirits fliine through you. In this hour, at moft^

I will advife you where to plant your felves.

Acquaint you with the perfed: fpy o th' time.

The moment on't, (for't muft be done to night.

And fomcthing from the palace:) and with him,

(To leave no rubs nor botches in the workj

Fleance his fon that keeps him company,

(Whofe abfcnce is no lefs material to me,

V o L. V. A a a a Than
f carekfs.
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Than is his father's) muft embrace the fate

Of that dark hour. RefolVe your fclves a-part,

I'll come to you anoril

Mur. We are refolv'd, my lord.

Macb. I'll call upon you ftraight ; abide wilhlin.

It is concluded
j

Bariqu^o^ thy foul's flight,

If it find heav'n, muft find it out to-night. [Exeunt

SCENE in.

< Enter Lad'j iMF^cbeth, d7id a Servant.
•X-

Lady, Is Bafjqao gone from court ?

Serv. Ay, madam, but returns again to-night.

Lady. Say to the King, I would attend his leilure.

For a few words.

Ser. Madam, I will. \ExfK

Lady, Nought's had, all^s fpentj

Where our defire is got without content:

'Tis fafer to be that which we deftroy^

Than by deftrudion dwell in doubtful joy.

Enter Macbeth.

How now, my lord, why do you keep alone?

Of forrieft fancies your companions making ?

Ufing thofe thoughts, which fhould indeed have dy'd

With them they think oh
; things without all remedy

Should be without regard j what's done, is done.

Macb. We have fcorch'd the fnake, not kill'd it

She'll clofe, and be her felf ; whilft our poor malice

Remains in danger of her former tooth.

But let both worlds disjoint, and all things fufier.
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Ere we will eat our meal in fear^ and fleep

In the aflJidion of thefe terrible dreams.

That fhake us -nightly. Better be with the dead,

(Whom we, to gain our place, have ient to peace,*)

Than on the torture of ,the mind to lie

In reftlefs ecftafie.— ^— Duncan is in his grave

;

After life's fitful fever, he fleeps well

;

Treafbn has done his woift; nor fteel nor poi/on,

^alice domeftick, foreign levy, nothing

Can touch him further!

Lady, Come on

;

Gentle my lord, fleek o'er your rugged looks.

Be bright and jovial 'mong your guefts to-night.

Macb, So fhall I, love j and fb I pray be you ,•

Let your remembrance ftill apply to Banquo,

Prefent him eminence, both with eye and tongue:

Unfafe the while, that we muft lave our honours

In thefc fo flatt'ring ftreams, and make our faces

Vizards four hearts, difguifiug what they are.

Lady. You muft leave this.

Macb, O full of fcorpions is my mind, dear wife!

Thou know'ft that Banquo and his Fkance lives.

Lady. But in them, nature's copy's not eternal.

Macb. There's comfort yet, they are affailable,-

Then be thou jocund. Ere the bat hath flown

His cloyfter'd flight, ere to black Hecafs fummons

The (hard-born beetle with his drowfie hums

Hath rung night's yawning peal, there fhall be done

A deed of dreadful note.

Lady. What's to be done?

Macb. Be innocent of the knowledge, dearefl chuck,

'Till thou applaud the deed : come fealing night,

Skarf up the tender eye of pitiful day,

A a a a 2
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And with thy bloody and invifible hand

Cancel and tear to pieces that great bond.

Which keeps me pale f Light thickens, and the crow

Makes wing to th' rooky wood

:

Good things of day begin to droop and drowze.

Whiles night's black agents to their prey do rowze. -

Thou marvell'ft at my words ,• but hold thee ftill

Things bad begun, make ftrong themfelves by ill :

So pr'ythee go with me. [ExemK

SCENE IV.

^ Park, the Caftle at a d'tflance^

Enter three Murtherers*

3 MurJTi U T who did bid thee join with us?

ID 3 Mur, Macbeth,

2 Mur, He needs not to miftruft, fince he delivers

Our offices, and what we have to do.

To the diredion juft.

I Mur. Then (land with us.

The weft yet glimmers with fome ftreaks of day

:

Now fpurs the ^ lated traveller apace,

To gain the timely inn, and near approaches

The fubjed of our watch.

3 Mur. Hark, I hear horfes.

Banquo w'tth'm. Give us light there, ho \

1 Mur, Then it is he : the reft

That are within the note of expedation.

Already are i'th' court.

I Mur. His horfes go about.

3 Mur. Almoft a mile : but he does ufually,

(So all men do,) from hence to th' palace gate

Make it their walk, Entev
a

Utefi.
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Enter Banquo and Fleance, with a Torch.
>'

2 Mur, A light, a light. >

3 Mur, 'Tis he.

I Mur, Stand to't.

Ban, It will be rain to-night.

I Mur, Let it come down.

Ban, Oh, treachery!

Fly, Fleance^ fly, fly, fly.

Thou may'fl: revenge. Oh flave! [Dkst Fleance efcapes^

3 Mur, Who did ftrike out the light I

1 Mur, Was't not the way ?

3 Mur, There's but one down j the fbn

Is fled.

2 Mur, We've loft beft half of our affair.

I Mur, Well, let's away, and fay how much is done. \Exe.

* S C E N E V.

A Room of State In the Caftle»

A Banquet prepaid. Enter Macbeth, Lad^y^ Roffe, Lenojr,

Lordsy and Attendants,

Mad, O U know your own degrees, fit d own

:

\. And firft and laft, the hearty welcome.

Lords* Thanks to your majefty.

Macb, Our felf will mingle with fociety.

And play the humble hoft :

Our hoftefs keeps her ftate, but in beft time

We will require her welcome. ]They ft.

Lady, Pronounce it for me, Sir, to all our friends.

For
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For my heart ^aks^ they're welcome.
^.^^

.

Enter Jirfi Murtherer,

Mach. See they encounter thee with their hearts thatiks.

Both fides are even : here I'll fit i'th' mid'ft

Be large in mirth, anon we'll drink a meafarc

The table round There's blood upon thy face.

\To the jyiurtherer aftde at the door.

Mur. 'Tis Banquo's then.

Mack 'Tis better thee without, than he within.

Is he difpatch'd?

Mur, My lord, his throat is cut, I did that for him.

Mach, Thou art the befl: of cut-throats
j yet he's good.

That did the like for Fleance : if thou didft it.

Thou art the non-pareil.

Mur, Moft royal Sir,

Fleance is 'fcap'd.

Mach. Then comes my fit again: I 'had elle been perfe(5b^

Whole as the marble, founded as the rock.

As broad and gen'ral as the cafing air: .

^

But now I'm cabin'd, cribb'd, confin'd, bound in

To fawcy doubts and fears. But Banquo's fafe ?

Mur. Ay, my good lord : fafe in a ditch he bides.

With twenty trenched gafhes on his head ,•

The leaft a death to nature.

Mach. Thanks for that ,•

There the grown ferpent lyes : the worm that's fled

Hath nature that in time will venom breed,
^

No teeth for th' prefent. Get thee gone, to-morrow

We'll hear our felves again. Ifixlt Murtherer,

Lad'y, My royal lord.

You do not give the cheer the feafl: is ^ cold
^

bat ah A^^^
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That is not often vouched, while 'tis making,

'Tis giv'n with welcome. To feed, were bed at home

;

From thence, the fawce to meat is ceremony.

Meeting were bare without it.

[The Ghofi of Banquo rlfeSy and fits in Macbeth'f place*

Mach. Sweet remembrancer?

Now good digeftion wait on appetite.

And health on bothf

Len. May't pleafe your highnefs fit f

Mach, Here had we now our country's honour roofd.

Were the grac'd perfon of our Banqm prefent ; ,

Whom may I rather challenge for unkindnefs.

Than pity for mifchance!

Roffe, His abfence. Sir,,

Lays blame upon his promife. Pleas't your highnefs

To grace us with your royal company ?

Mach. The table's full. \Starting.

Len, Here is a place referv'd^ Sir.

Mach, Where?

Len, Here my good lord.

What is't that moves your highnefs?

Mach, Which of you have done this ?

Lords. What, my good lord?

Mach, Thou can'ft not fay I did it ; never fhake

Thy goaty locks at me.

Roffe, Gentlemen rife, his highnefs is not well.

Lad'y, Sit, worthy friends, my lord is often thus,.

And hath been from his youth. Pray you keep feat.

The fit is momentary, on a thought

He will again be well. If much you note him-

You fhall offend him, and extend his paffion
j

Feed, and regard him not. Are you a man ? [71? Maeb. afidei

Mach. Ay, and a bold one, that dare look on that

Which
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Which might appall the devil.

Lady, Proper ftnff!

This is the very painting of your fear ,- [a/ide.

This is the air-drawn-dagger, which you faid

Led you to 'Dunccm, Oh, thefe flaws and darts

(Impoftors to true fear,) would well become

A woman's (lory at a winter's fire,

Authoriz d by her grandam. Shame it felf!

Why do you make fuch faces ? when all's done

You look but on a ftool.

Mach. Pr'ythee fee there

!

Behold ! look ! loe ! how fay you ? \PomUng to the Ghofl.

Why, what care I, if thou can ft nod, fpeak too.

If charnel-houfes and our graves muft fend

Thofe that we bury, back 5 our monuments

Shall be the maws of kites. \The Gh'jfl vamjhes.

Lady. What ? quite unmann'd in folly ?

Mach. If I ftand here, I faw him.

Lady. Fie for (hame.

Macb. Blood hath been fhed ere now, i'th' olden time,

Ere humane ftatute purg'd the gentle weal ,•

Ay, and fince too, murthers have been perform'd

Too terrible for th' ear : the times have been

That when the brains were out, the man would die.

And there an end ,• but now they rife again

With twenty mortal murthers on their crowns,

And pufh us from our ftools ^ this is more ftrange

Than fuch a murther is.

Lady. My worthy lord.

Your noble friends do lack you.

Mach. I forgot

Do not mufe at me, my moft worthy friends,

J have a ftrange infirmity, which is nothing

To
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To thofe that know me. Love and health to all I

Then I'll fit down : give me fbme wine, fill fiall-

—

I drink to th' general joy of the whole table.

And to our dear friend Banquo whom we mifs.

Would he were here ! to all, and him, we thirft,

And all to all.

Lords. Our duties, and the pledge. ^The Qhoft r'lfes again,

Mach\ Avaunt, and quit my fight! let the earth hide thee;

Thy bones are marrowlefs, thy blood is cold

Thou haft no fpeculation in thofe eyes

Which thou doft glare with.

Lad'^, Think of this, good Peers,

But as a thing of cuftom ; 'tis no other.

Only it fpoils the pleafiire of the time.

Macb. What man dare, I dare:

Approach thou like the rugged Ruffian bear.

The arm'd rhinoceros, or Hyrcan'tan tyger.

Take any (liape but that, and my firm nerves

Shall never tremble. Be alive again,

And dare me to the defart with thy fword
j

If trembling I ^ inhibit, then proteft me
i

The baby of a girl. Hence horrible (hadow,

Unreal mock'ry hence! Why fo, be gone

\The Ghofl vamjhes,

I am a man again : pray you fit ftill. \The Lords rtfe.

Lady. You have difplac'd the mirth, broke the good meeting

With moft admir'd diforder.

Mack Can fiich things be.

And overcome us like a fummer's cloud

Without our fpecial wonder ? you make me ftrange

Ev'n to the difpofition that I owe,

When now I think you can behold fuch fights.

And keep the natural ruby of your cheeks,

V o L. V. B b b b When
^ inhabit.
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When mine is blanch'd with fear.

Rojfe, What fights, my lord ?

Lady, I pray you Ipeak not he grows worfe and worfe,

Queftion enrages him : at once, good-night.

Stand not upon the order of your going,

But go at once.

Len. Good-night, and better health

Attend his majefty.

Lady. Good-night to all. [Exemt Lorcfs],

Mach. It will have blood, they fay blood will have blood

:

Stones have been known to move, and trees to fpeak ,•

Augures that undcrftood relations have

By mag-pics, and by choughs, and rooks brought forth

The fecret'ft man of blood. What is the night?

Lady, Almoft at odds with morning which is which,

Mach. How fay'ft thou, that M76-^/«^denies his perfbn.

At our great bidding?

Lady. Did you (end to him. Sir ?

Mach. I hear it by the way j but I will fend :

There is not one of them, but in his houfe

I keep a fervant fee'd. I will to-morrow

(Betimes I will) unto the weyward fifters.

More fhall they fpeak j for now I'm bent to know

By the worft means, the worft, for mine own good
j

All caufes fhall give way, I am in blood

Stept in fb far, that fhould I wade no more.

Returning were as tedious as go o'er

:

Strange things I have in head, that will to hand,

Which muft be adted ere they may be fcann'd.

Lady. You lack the feafon of all natures, fleep.

Mach. Come, we'll to fleep
^
my ftrange and (elf-abufe

Is the initiate fear, that wants hard ufe

:

We're yet but young indeed. [Exeumi

SCENE
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SCENE VI.
r

The Heath.

Thunder, Enter the three Witches^ meeting Hecate,

I /^//. Y how now, Hecat\ you look angerly

VV Hec, Have I not reafbn, beldams, as you are?

Sawcy, and over-bold, how did you dare

To trade and traffick with Macbeth^

In riddles, and affairs of death ?

And I the miftrefs of your charms.

The clofe contriver of all harms.

Was never call'd to bear my part.

Or fliew the glory of our art ?

And which is worfe, all you have done

Hath been but for a weyward fon,

Spightful and wrathful, who, as others do.

Loves for his own ends, not for you.

But make amends now ; get you gone.

And at the pit of Acheron

Meet me i'th' morning : thither he

Will come, to know his deftiny

;

Your veffels and your (pells provide.

Your charms, and every thing befide.

I am for th' air : this night I'll fpend

Unto a difmal, fatal end.

Great bufinefs muft be wrought ere noon j

Upon the corner of the moon
There hangs a vap'rous drop, profound

;

I'll catch it ere it come to ground

:

And that diftill'd by magick flight?.

Shall raife fuch artificial Iprights,

B b b b z As
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As by the ftrength of their illufion,

Shall draw him on to his confufion.

He fliall fpiirn fate, fcorn death, and bear

His hopes 'bove wifdom, grace, and fear: biq

And you all know, fecurity

Is mortal's chiefeft enemy. \Mufick and a Song,

Hark, I am call'd my little fpirit fee

Sits in the foggy cloud, and flays far me. M<y mo^l
\Sing wlthm. Come away, come away^ Sec,

I fFit, Come, let's make hafte, flie'U foon be back again. [Exe,

SCENE VII.

Enter Lenox and another Lord,

Len.'K former fpeeches have but hit your thoughts,

i-Vx Which can interpret farther : only I fay

Things have been ftrangely born. The gracious Duncan

Was pitied of Macbeth marry he was dead :

And the right valiant Banquo walk'd too late.

Whom you may fay, if't pleafe you, Fleance kill'd.

For Fleance fled : men muft not walk too late.

Who cannot want the thought, how monftrous too

It was for Malcolm^ and for Donalbame

To kill their gracious father? damned h6t\

How did in grieve Macheth7 did he not ftraight

In pious rage the two delinquents tear,

That were the flaves of drink and thralls of fleepi

Was that not nobly done? ay, wifely tooj ^

For 'twould have anger'd any heart alive

To hear the men deny't. So that I fay

He has born all things well, and I do think

That had he Duncan^ fons under his key,

(As
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(As and't pleafe heav'n he fliall not,) they (hould find

What 'twere to kill a father : fb fhould Fleance,

But peace ! for from broad words, and 'caufe he fail'd

His prefence at the tyrant's feaft, I hear

Macduff lives in difgrace. Sir, can you tell

Where he beftows himfelf ?

Lord. The fbns of Duncan

,

From whom this tyrant holds the due of birth.

Live in the EngUJh court, and are received

Of the moft pious Edward^ with fuch grace.

That the malevolence of fortune nothing

Takes from his high refped:. Thither Macduff

Is gone to pray the King upon his aid

To wake Northumberland, and warlike Seyward

^

That by the help of thefe, (with Him above

To ratifie the workj we may again

Give to our tables meat, fleep to our nights
;

Free from our feafts and banquets bloody knives

;

Do faithful homage, and receive free honours,

All which we pine for now. And this report

Hath fo exafp'rated their King, that he

Prepares for fome attempt.

Len, Sent he to Macduff?

Lord, He did ,• and with an abfolute, not /,

The cloudy meflenger turns me his back.

And hums ^ as who fhould fay, you'll rue the time

That clogs me with this anfwer.

Len. And that well might

Advife him to a care to hold what diftance

His wifdoro can provide. Some holy angel

Fly to the court of Englandy and unfold

His meffage ere he come! that a fwift blefling

May foon return to this our fuffering country,.

Under
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Under a hand accurs'd

!

Lord, rll fend my pray'rs with him.

1

A C T IV. SCENE L ^

A dark Cave^ in the middle a great Cauldron burning* ^

Thunder, Enter the three wit-ches,.

I Witch.
H RI C E the brinded cat hath mew'd.

2 IVitch. Thrice, and once the hedge-pig

whin'd.

3 Witch, Harper crys, 'tis time, 'tis time.
,

I Witch, Round about the cauldron go,

In the poifon'd entrails throw.

]TIoe'y march round the Cauldron^ and throw in the feveral in^

gredtents as for the preparation of their charm.

Toad, that under the cold ftone.

Days and nights has, thirty one,

Swelter'd venom fleeping got ,•

Boil thou firft i'th' charmed pot.

ML Double, double, toil and trouble^

Fire burn, and cauldron bubble^

2 Witch, Fillet of a fenny fnake.

In the cauldron boil and bake,-

Eye of newt^ and toe of frog

Wool of bat, and tongue of dog j

Adder's fork, and bUnd-worm fting.

Lizard's leg, and owlet's wing:

For
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For a charm of powerful trouble.

Like a hell-broth, boil and bubble.

AIL Double, double, toil and trouble.

Fire burn, and cauldron bubble.

3 Witch. Scale of dragon, tooth of wolf^

Witches mummy ; maw, and gulf

Of the ravening fait fea-fliark

;

Root of hemlock digg'd i'th' dark

;

Liver of blafpheming Jew

:

Gall of goat, and flips of yew,

Sliver'd in the moon's eclipfe
;

Nole of Ttdrky and Tartar's lips

;

Finger of birth-flrangled babe, P
Ditch-deliver'd by a drab ; >

Make the gruel thick, and flab. y
Add thereto a tyger's chawdron.

For th' ingredients of our cauldron.

All. Double, double, toil and trouble.

Fire burn, and cauldron bubble.

2 Witch. Cool it with a baboon's blood.

Then the charm is firm and good.

Enter Hecate, and other three witches,

Bee. Oh! well done! I commend your pains^

And every one fliall fliare i'th' gains

:

And now about the cauldron fing p
Like elves and fairies in a ring, V
Inchanting all that you put in. j'

Muftck and a Song.

Black fpirtts and whitty

Blue fp'trits and gra^y.

Mingley
mingle

y
mingley

T Tou that mingle ma'y.
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2 Witch, By the pricking of my thumbs

Something wicked this way comes:

Open locks, whoever knocks.

'

S C E N E II.

Enter Macbeth.

'Mach. How now, you fecret black and midnight hag

'What is't you do ?

j^ll. A deed without a name.

Macb. I conjure you, by that which you profels,

(How e'er you come to know it) anfwer me.
* Though you untie the winds, and let them fight

^ Againft the churches
j
though the yefty waves

' Confound and fwallow navigation up ,•

' Though bladed corn be lodg'd, and trees blown down,
' Though caftles topple on their warders heads ,•

^ Though palaces and pyramids do flope

' Their heads to their foundations,- though the trealure

* Of natures f germains tumble all together,

* Even 'till deftru6tion ficken : anfwer me
To what I ask you.

1 Wttch. Speak.

2 Witch, Demand.

3 Witch, We'll anfwer.

I Witch, Say, if th' hadft rather hear it from our mouths,

Or from our mafters ?

Macb. Call 'em : let me fee 'em.

I Witch. Pour in fow's blood, that hath eatea

Her nine farrow : greafe that's fweaten

From the murth'rer's gibbet, throw

Into the flame:

f or kindred.
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All, Come high or low

:

Thy felf and office deftly fhow. \Thunder.

Apparition of an armed head rifis,

Macb, Tell me, thou unknown power—

-

I Witch, He knows thy thought:

Hear his fpeech, but fay thou nought.

App, Macbeth/ MacbethJ Macbeth/ beware Macduff/^-^^

~ Beware the Thane of Fife difmifs me enough. [Defcends.

Macb. What-e'er thou art, for thy good caution thanks.

Thou'ft harp'd my fear aright. But one word more

I Witch. He will not be commanded ; here's another

More potent than the firft. \Thmder^

Apparition ofa blood") child rl/es,

App. Macbeth/ Macbeth/ Macbeth/

Macb, Had I three ears, Pd hear thee.

App. Be bloody, bold, and refolute
j laugh to fcorn

The pow'r of man ; for none of woman born

Shall harm Macbeth, [Defcends,

Macb. Then live Macduff: what need I fear of thee ?

But yet 111 make aflurance double fiire,

And take a bond of fate j thou fhalt not live.

That I may tell pale-hearted fear, it lyes
j

And fleep in fpight of thunder. ]Thunder.

Apparition of a child crowned^ with a tree In his hand, rtfes.

What is this,

That rifes like the iflue of a King,

And wears upon his baby-brow the round

And top of fbvereignty ?

All. Liften, but fpeak not.

Vol. V. C c c c
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^pp. Be lion-mettled, proud, and take no care,

Who chafes, who frets, or where confpirers are

:

Macbeth fhall never vanquifh'd be, untill

Great Btrnam wood to Dunfmane'% high hill

Shall come againft him. [Defcends,

Macb. That will never be :

Who can imprefs the foreft, bid the tree

Unfix his earth-bound root ? Sweet boadments \ good f

Rebellious dead, rife never 'till the wood

Of Btrmm rife ; and our high-plac'd Macbeth

Shall live the leafe of nature, pay his breath

To time and mortal cuftom. Yet my heart

Throbs to know one thing ; Tell me, (if your art

Can tell fo much ) (hall Banquo's iffue ever

Reign in this kingdom?

All. Seek to know no more.

[The cauldron fmks into the ground,

Macb, I will be fatisfy'd. Deny me this.

And an eternal curfe fall on you : let me know.

Why fmks that cauldron? and what noife is this? [Hoboy^,

1 Whch. Shew?

2 Witch. Shew!

3 fVitch. Shew!

All. Shew his eyes, and grieve his heart.

Come like fliadows, fb depart.

[Eight Kings appear and pafs over in order, and Banquo lafl,

with a glafs in his hand.

Macb. Thou art too like the (pirit of Banquo down

!

Thy crown do's fear mine eye-balls. And thy hair

(Thou other gold-bound-browj is like the firft

A third, is like the former filthy hags!

Why do you fliew me this ? A fourth? Start eye!

What, will the line ftretch out to th' crack ofdoom?

Ano-
4
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Another yet ? A feventh I Til fee no more—

-

And yet the eighth appears, who bears a glafs.

Which fhews me many more j and fbme I fee

That twofold balls and treble fcepters carry.

Horrible fight f nay now I fee 'tis true.

For the blood-bolter'd Banquo finiles upon me.

And points at them for his. What, is this fo ?

I Wttch. Ay Sir, all this is fb. But why
Stands Macbeth thus amazedly ?

Come fifters, chear we up his fprights,

And (hew the beft of our delights,

ril charm the air to give a found.

While you perform your antique round:

That this great King may kindly Tay,

Our duties did his welcome pay. \Mufich

\The witches dance^ and vamfh,

Mach. Where are they ? gone ? -— Let this pernicious hour

Stand ay accurfed in the kalendar.

Come in, without there ?

Enter Lenox,

Len, What's your grace's will?

Mach. Saw you the weyward fifters ?

Len. No, my lord.

Mach. Came they not by you ?

Len. No indeed, my lord.

Mach. Infe(Sted be the air whereon they ride.

And damn'd all thole that truft them! I did hear

The galloping of horfe. W^ho was't came by?

Len. 'Tis two or three, my lord, that bring you word,

Macduff \% fled to England.

Mach. Fled to England?

Len. Ay, my good lord.

C c c c z ' Macb,
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Macb, Time, thou anticipated my dread exploits

:

The flighty purpofe never is o'er-took

Unlefs the deed go with it. From this moment.

The very firftlings of my heart fhail be

The firftlings of my hand. And even now

To crown my thoughts with ads, be't thought and done:

The caftle of Macduff I will furprife.

Seize upon Fife^ give to the edge o'th' fword

His wife, his babes, and all unfortunate fouls

That trace him in his line. No boafting like a fool,

This deed I'll do before this purpofe cool.

But no more fights. Where are thefe gentlemen ?

Come, bring me where they are. [Exeunt,

S C E N E III.

Macduff'J Caftle,

Enter Lady Macduff, her Son.y and Roffe,

L. Macd,T ^ 7 H A T had he done, to make him fly the land ?

V V You muft have patience, madam.

L. Macd. He had none;

His flight was madnefs \ when our actions do not.

Our fears do make us traitors.

Roffe, You know not.

Whether it was his wifdom, or his fear.

Z>. Macd. Wifdom ? to leave his wife, to leave his babes.

His manfion, and his titles, in a place

From whence himfelf does fly t he loves us not.

He wants the n^t'ral touch j for the poor wren.

The moft diminutive of birds, will fight.

Her young ones in her neft, againft the owl

:

All is the fear, and nothing is the love^
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As little is the wifdom where the flight

So runs againft all reafon.

Rojfe, Deareft coufin,

I pray you fchool your felf ,• but for your husband.

He's noble, wife, judicious, and beft knows

The fits o'th' time. I dare not /peak much further.

But cruel are the times, when we are tratiors.

And do not know ourfelves : when we hold rumour

From what we fear, yet know not what we fear.

But float upon a wild and violent fea

Each way, and move. I take my leave of you
;

Shall not be long but I'll be here again ;

Things at the word will ceafe, or elfe climb upward

To what they were before: My pretty coufin,

Blefling upon you.

Z/. Macd, Father'd he is, and yet he's fatherlefs.

Ro[[e, I am fb much a fool, fliould I ftay longer,

It would be my difgrace, and your difcomfort,

I take my leave at once. \Exit RdlTe.

L. Macd Sirrah, your father's dead.

And what will you do now ? how will you live ?

Son, As birds do, mother.

L, Macd. What, on worms and flies ?

Son, On what I get, and fo do they.

L. Macd, Poor bird !

Thou'dft never fear the net, nor line,

The pit-fall, nor the gin.

Son, Why fliould I, mother? poor birds they are not fet for.

My father is not dead, for all your faying.

L, Macd, Yes, he is deadj how wilt thou do for x father^

Son, Nay, how will you do for a husband.^

L, Macd, Why, I can buy me twenty at any market.

Son^ Then you'll buy 'em to fell again,

£. Macd.
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L. Macd, Thou fpeak'ft with all thy wit, and yet i'faith

With wit enough for thee.

Son. Was my father a traitor, mother?

L. Macd, Ay that he was.

Son. What is a traitor ?

L. Macd. Why one that fwears and lies.

Son, And be all traitors that do fb ?

L. Mace/, Every one that does fo is a traitor, and muft be hang'd.

Son. And muft they all be hang'd that fwear and lie?

L. Macd. Every one.

Son. Who muft hang them ?

L. Macd. Why, honeft men.

Son. Then the liars and fwearers are fools for there are liars

and fwearers enow to beat the honeft men, and hang up them.

Z/. Macd. God help thee poor monkey : but how wilt thou

do for a father ^

Son, If he were dead you'd weep for him : if you would not,

it were a good fign that I fhould quickly have a new father.

L. Macd, Poor pratler ! how thou talk'ft ?

Enter a Mejfenger,

Mef. Blefs you fair dame, I am not to you known.

Though in your ftate of honour I am perfed:

;

I doubt fome danger does approach you nearly.

If you will take a homely man's advice,

Be not found here ; hence with your little ones.

To fright you thus methinks I am too favage
;

To do worfe to you were fell cruelty.

Which is too nigh your perfon. ^ Heav'n preferve you,

I dare abide no longer. \Exit Mejfenger,

L. Macd. Whither ftiould I fly ?

I've done no harm. But I remember now

I'm in this earthly world, where to do harm

Is
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Is often laudable, to do good fbmetime

Accounted dang'rous folly. Why then, alasf

Do I put up that womanly defence.

To fay Fad done no harm? what are thefe faces?

Enter Murtherers,

Mur, Where is your husband ?

L. Macd. I hope in no place fb unfand:ified

Where fuch as thou may'ft find him.

Mur. He's a traitor.

Son. Thou ly'ft, thou fliag-ear'd villain.

Mur. What you egg ? • [Stabbing him.

Young fry of treachery ?

Son. He 'as kill'd me, mother.

Run away, pray you. [Exit crying Murther,

SCENE IV.

The King of England'^ Palace,

Enter Malcolm and Macduff.

Mal.T' ET us feek out fome defolate fliade, and there

JL-/ Weep our fad bofoms empty.

Macd. Let us rather

Hold faft the mortal fword and like good men,

Beftride our downfal birth-doom : each new morn.

New widows howl, new orphans cry, new forrows

Strike heaven on the face, that it refounds

As if it felt with Scotland, and yell'd out

Like fyllables of dolour.

Mai. What I believe, I'll wail
;

What know, believe; and what I can redrefs.

As I fhall find the time to friend, I will.

What
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What you have fpoke, it may be fo perchance

;

This tyrant, whofe (ble name blifters our tongues.

Was once thought honeft : you have lov'd him well,

He hath not touched you yet. I'm young, but fometbing

You may difcern of him through me, and wifdom

To offer up a weak poor innocent lamb^

T' appeafe an angry God.

Macd, I am not treaeh'rous.

Mai, But Macbeth is.

A good and virtuous nature may recoil

Iln an imperial charge. I crave your pardon :

That which you are, my thoughts cannot tranfpofe
;

Angels are bright ftill, though the brighteft fell :

Though all things foul would wear the brows of grace,

Yet grace muft ftill look fb.

Macd, I've loft my hopes.

MaL Perchance ev'n there, where I did find my doubts.

Why in that rawnefs left you wife and children ?

Thofe precious motives, thole ftrong knots of love.

Without leave-taking ?

l>et not my jealoufies be your diftionours.

But mine own fafetics : you may be rightly jult.

Whatever I ftiall think.

Macd. Bleed, bleed, poor country ?

Great tyranny, lay thou thy bafis fure.

For goodnefs dares not check theef Wear thou thy wrongs,

His title is f affear'd. Fare thee well, lord :

I would not be the villain that thou think'fl:

For the whole fpace that's in the tyrant's gra/p.

And the rich eaft to boot.

MaL Be not offended

;

1 fpeak not as in abfblute fear of you.

1 think our country finks beneath the yoak.

^ Affear'd, a law term for ccaifirin'<i.
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It weeps, it bleeds, and each new day a gafli

Is added to her wounds. I think withal,

There would be hands up-lifted in my right

:

And here from gracious En^and have I offer

Of goodly thoufands. But for all this.

When I lhall tread upon the tyrant's head,

Or wear it on my fword, yet my poor country

Shall have more vices than it had before,

More fuffer, and more fiindry ways than ever.

By him that (hall fucceed.

Macd, What fhould he be ?

Mai. It is my felf I mean, in whom I know \
All the particulars of vice fo grafted.

That when they fhall be open'd, black Macbeth

Will feem as pure as fnow, and the poor ftate

Efteem him as a lamb, being compared

With my confinelefs harms.

Macd. Not in the legions

Of horrid hell, can come a devil more damn'd

In ills, to top Macbeth.

MaL I grant him bloody.

Luxurious, avaricious, falfe, deceitful.

Sudden, malicious, fmacking of each fin

That has a name. But there's no bottom, none

In my voluptuoufnefs : your wives, your daughters,

Your matrons, and your maids, could not fill up

The ciftern of my luft ^ and my defire

All continent impediments would o'er-bear

That did oppofe my will. Better Macbeth^

Than fuch an one to reign.

Macd. Boundlefs intemperance

In nature is a tyranny ,• it hath been

Th' untimely emptying of the happy throne.

Vol. V. D d d d And
% fhis conference of Malcolm mth MacdufF is faken out of the chronicles 0/ Scotland.
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And fall of many Kings. But fear cfot ybt

To take upon you what is yours ; you may

Convey your pleafures in a fpacious plenty.

And yet feem cold : the time you may lb hoodwink ;

We've willing dames enough, there cannot be

That vulture in you to devour lb many.

As will to greatnels dedicate themfelves.

Finding it fo inclin'd.

Mai. With this, there grows

In my moft ill-compos'd aifedion, (uch

A ftan chiefs avarice, that were I King

I fliould cut off the nobles for their lands
;

Defire his jewels, and this other's houfe.

And my more-having would be as a fawce

To make me hunger more ; that I lliould forge

Quarrels unjuft againft the good and royal,

Deftroying them for wealth.

Macd. This avarice

Sticks deeper
j
grows with more pernicious root

Than fummer-feeming luft ; and it hath been

The fword of our flain Kings : yet do not fear,

Scotland hath f foyfons to fill up your will

Of your mere own. All theie are portable,

With other graces weigh'd.

Mai. But I have .none
J
the King-becoming graces.

As juftice, verity, temp'rance, ftablenels.

Bounty, perfev'rance, mercy, lowlinefs.

Devotion, patience, courage, fortitude
^

I have no relifli of them, but abound

In the divifion of each feveral crime.

Ailing it many ways. Nay had I power, I {hould

Pour the fweet milk of concor<i into hell.

Uproar the univerfal peace^ confound

All unity on earth.

\ plenty.
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Macd, Oh Scotland/ Scotland f -^,—
Mai, If fuch a one be fit to govern, (pe ak ;

I am as I have fpoken.

Macd, Fit to govern?

No not to live. Oh nation miferable

!

With an untitled tyrant, bloody-fceptred,

When {halt thou fee thy wholefbme days again ?

Since that the trueft iflie of thy throne

By his own interdiction ftands accurft,

And do's blafpheme his breed ? Thy royal father

Was a moft fainted King; the Queen that bore thee.

Oftner upon her knees than on her feet,

Dy'd every day (he liv'd. Oh fare thee well,

Thefe evils thou repeat'ft upon thy felf.

Have baoifli'd roe from Scotland. Oh my bread f

Thy hope ends here.

Mai. Macduff^ this noble pafTion,

Child of integrity, hath from my foul

Wip'd the black fcruples, reconcil'd my thoughts

To thy good truth and honour. Deviliih Macbeth

By many of thefe trains hath fought to win me
Into his pow'r: and modeft wifdom plucks me
From over-credulous haftej But God above

Deal between thee and me! for even now

1 put my felf to thy direction and

Unfpeak mine own detraction ,• here abjure

The taints and blames I laid upon my felf.

For ftrangers to my nature. I am yet

Unknown to women, never was forfworn.

Scarcely have coveted what was mine owp.

At no time broke my faith, would not betray

The devil to his fellow, and delight

No lels in truth, than life : my firft falfe fpeaking

Ddd'd z
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Was this upon my felf. What I am truly

Is thine, and my poor country's to command

:

Whither indeed, before thy here-approach.

Old Seaward with ten thoufand warHke men
All ready at a point, was fetting forth.

Now we'll together, and the chance of goodnefs

Be like our warranted quarrel. Why are you filent ?

Macd. Such welcome, and unwelcome things, at once,

'Tis hard to reconcile.

SCENE V.

Enter a Do&or^

MaL Well, more anon. Comes the King forth, I pray you ?

Do^, Ay, Sir ,• there are a crew of wretched fouls

That ftay his cure their malady convinces

The great affay of art. But at his touch.

Such fandity hath heav'n given his hand.

They prefently amend. [Exit,

Mai. I thank you, dodtor.

Macd. What's the difeafe he means? ^

MaL 'Tis call'd the Evil,

A moft miraculous work in this good King,

Which often flnce my here-remain in England

I've feen him do. How he folicits heav'n

Himfelf befl: knows ; but flrangely-vifited people.

All fwoln and ulc'rous, pitiful to the eye.

The mere defpair of flirgery, he cures

;

Hanging a golden flamp about their necks,
.

Put on with holy prayers : and 'tis fpoken.

To the fucceeding royalty he leaves

The healing benedidion. With this flrange virtue,

He hath a heavenly gift of prophecy,

And
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And fundry bleflings hang about his throne.

That fpeak him full of grace.

SCENE VL
Enter RolTe.

Macd, See, who comes here

!

MaL My country-man ; but yet I know him not.

Macd, My ever-gentle coufin, welcome hither.

MaL I know him now. Good God betimes remove

The means that makes us ftrangers.

RoJJe, Sir, Amen,

Macd, Stands Scotland where it did ?

Ro[fe, * Alas poor country, '

* Almoft afraid to know it felf. It cannot

* Be call'd our mother, but our grave ; where nothing,

* But who knows nothing, is once feen to fmile

:

* Where fighs and groans, and fhrieks that rend the air

* Are made, not marked
j where violent (orrow feems

* A modern ecftafie : the dead-man's knell

* Is there fcarce ask'd, for whom ? and good mens lives

* Expire before the flowers in their caps,

* Dying, or ere they ficken.

Macd, Oh relation ! too nice, and yet too true.

Mai, What's the neweft grief?

Roffe, That of an hour's age doth hifs the Jfpeaker,

Each minute teems a new one.

Macd, How does my wife?

Rojfe, Why, .well.

Macd, And all my children ?

RoJfe, Well too.

Macd, The tyrant has not batter'd at their peace ?

Rojfe, No, they were well at peace wher I did leave 'em.'

Macd

581
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Macd. Be not a niggard of yoor fpeech : how goes it ?

Rojfe. When I came hither to tranfport the tidings.

Which I have heavily born, there ran a rumour

Of many worthy fellows that were out,

Which was to ray belief witnefs'd the rather.

For that I faw the tyrant's power a-foot

;

Now is the time of help
j
your eye in Scotland

Would create foldiers, and make women iight.

To doff their dire diftreffes.

Mai, Be't their comfort

We're coming thither : gracious England hath

Lent us good Seyward and ten thoufand men

An older, and a better foldier, none

That chriftendom gives out.

Roffe. Would I could anfwer

This comfort with the like. But I have words

That would be howl'd out in the dcfart air,

Where hearing ftiould not catch them.

Macd. What ? concern they

The gen'ral caufe ? or is it a fee-grief

Due to feme fingle breaft?

Roffe, No mind that's honeft

But in it fhares fome woe, though the main part

Pertains to you alone.

Macd. If it be mine,

Keep it not from me, quickly let me have it.

RoJfe. Let not your ears defpife my tongue for ever,

Which (hall pofTefs them with the heavieft Ibund

That ever yet they heard.

Macd, Hum! I guefs at it.

RoJfe. Your caftle is fur'priz'd, your wife and babes

Savagely flaughter'd j to relate the manner.

Were on the quarry of thefe niurther'd deer

To
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To add the death of you.

Mai. Merciful heav'n

!

What man, ne'er pull your hat upon your brows

;

Give forrow words ; the grief that does not Ipeak

Whifpers the o'er-fraught heart, and bids it break.

Macd. My children too!—

Rojfe. Wife, children, fervants, all that could be found.

Macd. And I muft be from thence! my wife kill'd too!'

Rofe. Tvefaid.

Mai. Be comforted.

Let's make us med'cines of our great revenge.

To cure this deadly grief

Macd. He has no children. All my pretty ones?

Did you fay all ? what, all ?
*

Mai. ^ Endure it like a man.

Macd. I fhall

:

But I muft alfo feel it as a man.

I cannot but remember fuch things were.

That were moft precious to me : did heav'n look on

And would not take their part? finful Macduff^

They were all ftruck for thee! naught that I am.

Not for their own demerits but for mine

Fell {laughter on their fouls : heav'n reft them now f .

Mai. Be this the whetftone of your fwOrd, let grief

Convert to wrath: blunt not the heart, enrage it.

Macd. O, I could play the woman with mine eyes.

And braggart with my tongue. But gentle heav'n!

Cut fhort all intermiffion : front to front.

Bring thou this fiend of Scotland and my fdf,.

* oh hell-kite ! what, all ?

What, all my pretty chickens, and their dam.
At one fell fwoop?

Mai. Endure it, t^c,
^ difpute.

Within
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Within my fword's length fet him, if he '/cape.

Then heaven forgive him too!

MaL This tune goes manly :

Come, go we to the King, our power is ready.

Our lack is nothing but our leave. Macbeth

Is ripe for fhaking, and the powers above

Put on their inftruments. Receive what cheer you may,-

The night is long that never finds the day. [Exeunt,

A C T V. S C E N E 1.

An Antt'chamher m Macbeth'^ Cafik»

Enter a DoBor of Ph'^tck, and a Gentkivaman'

Doctor.

HAVE two nights watch'd with you, but can per-

ceive no truth in your report. When was it fhe

laft walk'd ?

Gent, Since his majefty went into the field, I have

feen her rife from her bed, throw her night-gown

upon her, unlock her clofet, take forth paper,

fold it, write upon't, read it, afterwards feal it, and again return

to bed
;

yet all this while in a moft faft fleep.

DoEi. A great perturbation in nature! to receive at once the

benefit of fleep, and do the effeds of watching. In this flumbry

agitation, befides her walking, and other a^hial performances,

what (at any tme) have you heard her fay ?

Gent, That Sir, which I will not report after her.

DoB. You may to me, and 'tis raoft meet you fliould.

Gent,
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Gent, Neither to you, nor any one, having no witnefs to

confirm my fpeech.

Rnter Lady Macbeth with a taper-,

Lo you ! here fhe comes : this is her very guile, and upon my
hfe faft afleep ; obferve her, ftand clofe.

Do5i. How came fhe by that hght?

Gent, Why, it ftood by her : (he has light by her continually,

'tis her command.

DoB, You fee her eyes are open.

Gent. Ay, but their fenfe is (hut.

DoB, What is it (he does now? look how fhe rubs her hands.

Gent, It is an accuftom'd adion with her, to feem thus wafhing

her hands ; I have known her continue in this a quarter of an hour.

Lady. Yet here's a fpot.

DoB. Hark, (he fpeaks. I will fet down what comes from her,

to fatisfie my remembrance the more ftrongly.

Lady. Out! damned fpot,- out 1 fay one; two; why then

'tis time to do't hell is murky. Fie, my lord, fie, a foldier,

and afraid } what need we fear who knows it, when none can call

our power to account— yet who would have thought the old man
to have had fo much blood in him ?

Do5t. Do you mark that?

Lady, The Thane of Fife had a wife where is (he now ? what,

will thefe hands ne'er be clean r no more o'that, my lord, no

more o'that : you marr all with ftarting.

DoB. Go to, go to ,• you have known what you fliould not.

Gent. She has fpoke what fhe fliould not, I am fure of that

:

heav'n knows what fhe has known.

Lady. Here's the fmell of blood ftill : all the perfumes of

Arabia will not fweeten this litde hand. Oh oh ! oh \

DoB, What a figh is there ? the heart is forely charg'd,

V o L. V. E e e e Gent.



58^ . The Tragedy (9fMACBETH.
Gem. I would not have fuch a heart in my bofome, for the

dignity of the whole body.

Do5l. Well, well, well

Gent, Pray God it be, Sir.

DoH. This difeafe is beyond my pradice : yet I have known
thofe which have walkt in their fleep, who have died holily in

their beds.

Lady, Wafh your hands, put on your night-gown, look not

fb pale 1 tell you yet again, Banquo's buried ; he cannot come
out of his grave.

DoB, Even To ?

Lady. To bed, to bed ; there's knocking at the gate : come,

come, come, come, give me your hand; what's done, cannot

be undone. To bed, to bed, to bed. [Ex'tt Lady,

DoB. Will fhe go now to bed?

Gent. Dire6tly.

DoB. Foul whifp'rings are abroad ,• unnat'ral deeds

Do breed unnat'ral troubles. Infe(5ted minds

To their deaf pillows will difcharge their fecrets.

More needs fhe the divine than the phyfician.

Good God forgive us all! Look after her.

Remove from her the means of all annoyance.

And ftill keep eyes upon her j fo good-night.

My mind fl"ie'as f mated, and amaz'd my fight.

I think, but dare not (peak.

Gent. Good-night, good doctor. [Exeunt,

j" conquered or fuhdu'd.

SCENE
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S C E N E 11.

A Field with a Wood at dijlance.

Enter Menteth, Cathnefs, Angus, Lenox, and Soldiers,

Ment^'nr^ H E Engli/h power is near, led on by Malcolm,

X His uncle Sejward^ and the good Macduff,

Revenges burn in them : for their dear caufes

\ Would to the bleeding and the grim alarm

Excite the mortified man.

Ang. Near Birnam wood

Shall we well meet them ,• that way are they coming.

Cath. Who knows if Donalhatne be with his brother ?

Len. For certain, Sir, he is not; Pve a file

Of all the gentry ; there is Seyward's Ton,

And many unrufPd youths, that even now
Proteft their firft of manhood.

Ment. What does the tyrant ?

Cath. Great Dmftnane he ftrongly fortifies

;

Some fay he's mad : others that lefTer hate him

Do call it valiant fury : but for certain.

He cannot buckle his diftemper*d caufe

Within the belt of rule.

Ang. Now do's he feel

His fecret murthers (licking on his hands
;

Now minutely, revolts upbraid his faith-breach
j

Thofe he commands move only in command.

Nothing in love : now does he feel his title

Hang loofe about him, like a giant's robe

Upon a dwarfifh thief.

Ment, Who then fhall blame

E e e e 2

\ This line omitled in all but the firji edition in foJio*

His
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His pefter'd fenfes to recoyl, and ftart.

When all that is within him does condemn

It felf, for being there ?

Cath. Well, march we on,

To give obedience where 'tis truly ow'd

;

Meet we the med'cine of the fickly weal.

And with him pour we, in our country's purge,

Each drop of us.

Len. Or lb much as it needs.

To dew the fovereign flower, and drown the weeds.

Make we our march towards Btrnam, \Exemt,

SCENE III.

DUNSINANE.

E^ter Macbeth, DoEior, and Attendants,

Macl.\^ RIN G me no more reports, let them fly all

jL3 'Till Btrnam wood remove to Dtmfinane,

I cannot taint with fear. What's the boy Malcolme?

Was he not born of woman? Spirits that know

<^ll mortal confequences, have pronounc'd it

:

* Fear not Macbeth^ no man that's born of woman
* Shall e'er have power upon thee. Fly falfe Thanes,

And mingle with the Englifh epicures.

The mind I fway by, and the heart I bear,

Shall never fagg with doubt, nor fliake with fear.

Enter a Servant,

The devil damn thee black, thou cream-fac'd lown

:

Where got'ft thou that goofe-look?

Ser, There are ten thoufand

Mack
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Much, Geefe, villain?

Ser. Soldiers, Sir.

Mach. Go, prick thy face, and over-red thy fear.

Thou lilly-liver'd boy. What foldiers, patch ?

Death of thy foul! thofe linnen cheeks of thine

Are counfellors to fear. What foldiers, wheyface ?

Ser. The Engl'tfh force, fo pleafe you.

Macb, Take thy face hence Sexton /— Fm fick at heart,

.

When I behold Seyton^ I fay! this pulh ,

Will cheer me ever, or difeafe me now.

I have liv'd long enough: my way of life,

Is fall'n into the fear, the yellow leaf :

.

* And that which {hould accompany old age,
'

* As honour, love, obedience, troops of friends,

* I muft not look to have : but in their ftead,

* Curfes not loud but deep, mouth-honour, breath,

* Which the poor heart would fain deny, and dare not.

Enter Seyton.

Sey. What is your gracious pleafure ?

Macb. What news more ?

Sey, All is confirm'd, my lord, which was reported.

Macb, I'll fight, 'till from my bones my flefh is hackt.

Give me my armour.

Sey. 'Tis not needed yet.

Macb. I'll put it on

:

Send out more horfes, skirre the country round.

Hang thofe that talk of fear. Give me mine armour.

How do's your patient, do6tor?

DoEi. Not fo fick, my lord.

As fhe is troubled with thick-coming fancies.

That keep her from her reft.

4

Macb.
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Mach. Cure her of that:

* Canft thou not minifter to minds difeas'd,

' Pluck from the memory a rooted forrow,

' Raze out the written troubles of the brain

;

' And with fome fweet obHvious antidote,

* Cleanfe the full bofome of that perilous ftufF

* Which weighs upon the heart?

DoB. Therein the patient

Muft minifter unto himfe If.

Mach. Throw phyfick to the dogs, Pll none of it—
Come, put my armour on, give me my ftaff.

Seyton, fend out Doctor, the Thanes fly from me—
Come, Sir, difpatch If thou could'ft, dodor, caft

The water of my land, find her difeafe.

And purge it to a found and priftine health,

I would applaud thee to the very echo,

That (hould applaud again. PulPt off, I fay -

—

What rubarb, fenna, or what purgative drug,

Would fcour thefe Englijh hence? hear'ft thou of them?

Dc5i. Ay, my good lord
; your royal preparation

Makes us hear fbmething.

Mach. Bring it after mej

I will not be afraid of death and bane,

'Till Btrnam foreft come to Dunftnane,

Do&, Were I from Dtmfmane away, and clear,

Profit again fhould hardly draw me here. [Exeunt,

SCENE
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SCENE IV.

Birnam Wood.

Enter Malcolme, Seyward, Macduff, Seyward'^ Son^ Men-

teth, Cathnefs, Angus, and Soldiers marching,

Mai. O U S I N, I hope the days are near at hand

That chambers will be fafe.

Ment, We doubt it nothing.

Seyw, What wood is this before us ?

Ment, The wood of Birnam,

Mai. Let every foldier hew him down a bough,

And beaft before him
j

thereby fhall we (hadow

The numbers of our hoft, and make difcov'ry

Err in report of us.

Sold, It (hall be done.

Seyw. We learn no other but the confident tyrant

Keeps ftill in Dmjlnane, and will endure

Our fetting down before't.

Mai. 'Tis his main hope:

For where there is advantage to be given.

Both more and lefs have given him the revolt
j

And none ferve with him but conftrained things,

Whofe hearts are abfent too.

Macd. " Let our juft cenfures

Attend the true event, and put we on

Induftrious foldierfhip.

Seyw. The time approaches.

That will with due decifion make us know
What we fhall fay we have, and what we owe

:

• Set our beft cenfures Before the

Thou
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Thoughts fpeculative their unliire hopes relate.

But certain iffue, ftrokes muft arbitrate.

Towards which, advance the war. [Exeunt march'mg.

-S C E N E V.

' DUNSINANE.

^Enter Macbeth, Seyton, and Soldiers with drums and colours,

^Mach, 'IT y AN G out our banners on the outward walls,

XX '^^^ '^^^y our caftle's flrength

Will laugh a fiege to fcorn. Here let them lye,

'Till famine and the ague eat them up

:

Were they not f forc'd with thofe that fhould be ours.

We might have met them dareful, beard to beard,

And beat them Lackward home. What is that noife ?

\A cry within of women^

Sey. It is the cry of women, my good lord.

Mach, I have almoft forgot the tafte of fears :

"The: time has been, my fenfes would have cool'd

To hear a night-fhriek, and my fell of hair

Would at a difmal treatife rouze, and ftir

As life were in't. I have fiipt full with horrors,

rDirenefs familiar to my flaught'rous thoughts.

Cannot once ftart me. Wherefore was that cry ?

Sey. The Queen is dead.

Macb. She (hould have dy'd hereafter
j

There would have been a time for fuch a word.

' To-morrow, and to-morrow, and to-morrow
' Creeps in this petty pace from day to day.

To the laft fyllable of recorded time ;

f for re-inforc'd.

And
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^ And all our yefterdays have lighted fools

* The way to ^ftudy death. Out, out, brief candle!

' Life's but a walking (hadow, a poor player,

' That ftruts and frets his hour upon the ftage,

* And then is heard no more I It is a tale

* Told by an ideot, full of found and fury,

' Signifying nothing!

Enter a Mejfenger*

Thou com'ft to ufe thy tongue : thy ftory quickly.

Mef. My gracious lord,

I fliould report that which I fay I faw.

But know not how to do't.

Macb, Well, fay it, Sir.

Mef, As I did ftand my watch upon the hill,

I look'd toward B'irmmy and anon methoughc

The wood began to move.

Macb, Liar, and Have! \Striking h'm,

Mef. Let me endure your wrath, if't be not fb

:

Within this three mile you may fee it coming

;

I fay, a moving grove.

Macb. If thou fpeak'ft falfe.

Upon the next tree flialt thou hang alive

'Till famine cHng thee : If thy fpeech be footh,

I care not if thou do'fl: for me as much

I pull in refolution, and begin

To doubt th' equivocation of the fiend.

That lies like truth. " Fear not, 'till B'trnam wood

Do come to Dunftnane^^ and now a wood

Comes toward Dun/inane, Arm, arm, and out!

If this which he avouches do's appear.

There is no flying hence, nor tarrying here^

Vol. V. Fff

f

dujiy death.
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* I 'gin to be a weary of the fun,

* And wifli the ftate o'th' world were now undone.

* Ring the alarum bell, blow wind, come wrack,

^ At leaft we'll die with harnefs on our back, \Exemt,

S C E N E VI.

Before Dunfinane.

Enter Malcolme, Seyward, Macduff, and their Arm^y
with Boughs,

ikf^/.TV^T OW near enough : your leavy fcreens throw down,

JL ^ And fliew like thofe you are. You (worthy uncle)

Shall with my coufin, your right noble fbn.

Lead our firfl: battel. Brave Macduff and we

Shall take upon's what elfe remains to do.

According to our order.

Seyw, Fare you well

:

Let us but find the tyrant's power to-night.

Let us be beaten, if we cannot fight.

Macd. Make all our trumpets Ipeak, give them all breath,

Thofe clam'rous harbingers of blood and death. \Exeunt,

\Alarums conttnue^i

Enter Macbeth.

Mach. They've ty'd me to a (lake, I cannot fly.

But bear-like I muft fight the courfe. What's he

That was not born of woman ? fuch a one

Am I to fear, or none.

Enter Toung Seyward.

To, Seyd). What is thy name?

Mach, Thou'lt be afraid to hear it.
^

^ To, Seyw,
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To. S'eyw, No : though thou call'ft thy felf a hotter name
Than any is in hell.

Mach, My name's Macbeth,

To, Seyw. The devil himfelf could not pronounce a title

More hateful to mine ear. ,

Macb, No, nor more fearful.

To, Seyw. Thou lieft, abhorred tyrant, with my fword

rll prove the lie thou fpeak'ft. [Fight, and young SeywardV /laim

Mach. Thou waft born of woman
^

But fwords I fmile at, weapons laugh to fcorn,

Brandifh'd by man that's of a woman born. \Exit^

Alarums. Enter Macduff.

Macd. That way the noife is : Tyrant, fhew thy face.

If thou be'ft (lain, and with no ftroke of mine.

My wife and childrens ghofts will haunt me ftill.

I cannot ftrike at wretched Kernes^ whofe arms

Are hir'd to bear their ftaves : Or thou Macbeth^

Or elfe my fword with an unbatter'd edge

I fheath again undeeded. There thou fliould'ft be—

—

By this great clatter, one of greateft note

Seems bruited. Let me find him, fortune.'

And more I beg not. [Exit^ Alarum,

Enter Malcolme and Seyward.

Seyw. This way, my lord, the caftle's gently rendered

:

The tyrant's people on both fides do fight.

The noble Thanes do bravely in the war, ^

The day almoft it felf profeffes yours.

And little is to do.

Mai. We've met with foes

That ftrike befide us.

Seyw, Enter, Sir, the caftle. [Exeunt, Alarum,

F f f f 2 SCENE
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Mack Why fhould I play the Roman fool, and'aie4:i^M

On mine own fword ? whilft I fee lives, the gafties ^m alii oT
Do better upon them. . . ^u^iiid skJ 03 bnA

Macd. Turn hell-hound, turn. I i^Y
Mach. Of all men elfe I have avoided thee : wmdi \

But get thee back, my foul is too much charg'd b'nfncb bnA
With blood of thine already.

Macd, I've no words, - - ^
My voice is in my fword ! thou bloodier villain

Than terms can give thee out. Alarum,

Mach, Thou lofeft labour, p c{f>^^

As eafie may'fl thou the intrencharit air

With thy keen fword imprefs, as make me bleed;

Let fall thy blade on vulnerable crefts, >^ Jluin

I bear a charmed life, which muft not yield , jesi^ oc

To one of woman born.

Macd, Defpair thy charm, i^ioi yea ^aoi sxjoi

And let the angel whom thou ftill haft ferv'd lud b'vii Yino

Tell thee, Macduff \i2& from his mother's womb doidw 3dT
Untimely rip'd. ^^i fiOJ3Eii j^odntifftni; aili nl

Alacb. Accurfed be that tongue that tells me fb-ji ^Aii juS

For it hath cow'd my better part of man rjfl a nariT .^^^
And be thefe jugling fiends no more believ'd, ' fA ..^S\

That palter with us in a double fenfe,- d b'lakijm 3oa fiuM

That keep the word of promife to our ear, bus "on d?Bd ii

And break it to our hope. Til not fight with theeH uj(^7,

j^J\fiacd, Then yield thee, coward,

/ And
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And live to be the fliew, and gaze o'th' time.

We'll have thee, as oar rarer-monfters are.

Painted upon a pole, and under-writ,

* Here may you lee the tyrant.

Mack ril not yield t-^^- ^ ^.rfW

To kifs the ground before young Malcolm's feet, •^^"-^ •^mai nO
And to be baited with the rabble's curfe. f of?

Though Btrnam wood be come to Dunfmaney

And thou oppos'd, being of no woman born ,•

Yet I will try the laft. Before my body '
\

I throw my warlike (hi eld. Lay on Macduff

^

And damn'd be he, that firft cries hold, enough.

[Exeunt fightmg. Alarums.

,§„.P.J,^N E VIII.

Retreat and FlourtJJj, Enter with Drum and Colours
^ Malcolme,

Seyward, Rofife, Thanes, and Soldiers.
ik. Sii'uil'juyjnai 'iiih <.

Mai. 1 would the friends we miis were fafe arriv'd. dir //

Seyzv. Some muft go off : and yet by thefe I fee^ ti£i 33J
So great a day as this is cheaply bought. .^^^ I

Mai. Macduff is miffing, and your noble fbn. r, oT
Roffe. Your fon, my lord, has paid a foldier's debt j

He only liv'd but -'till he was a man^- m j^^^

The which no fooner had his prowTs confirm'd, ,fft |bT
In the unlhrinking ftation where he fought, ThntJ
But like a man he dy'd.fBdi •angnoi Jcdi 3d bshcDDA tV^t>M

Seyw. Then is he dead ? i^mA vrrr bVoo rlterf n -irv^

Rojfe. Ay, and brought off the field : your caufe of forrow
Muft not be meafur'd by his worth, for then n T^ikq ir.dT.

It hath no end. tt-^ i«o '5)ifnoir» to hiow ^^^A n^T
Seyw. Had he his hurts before? -qorl lu^j >hyi6^ ^'^:

«biBW03 ^33di bl',)iv n-^rlT h '

-Roffe.
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RoJJe, Ay, on the front. .

'

Seyw. Why then, God's foldier be he?

Had I as many Tons as I have hairs,

I would not wifli them to a fairer ^eath : /

And fo his knell is knoU'd.

Mai. He's worth more forrow.

And that I'll fpend for him.

Seyw He's worth no more

They fay he parted well, and paid his fcore,

So God be with him. Here com,es newer comfort.

Enter Macduiff with Macbeth'^ head.

Macd. Hail, King ! for fo thou art. Behold, where ftands

Th' ufurper's curfed head ^ the time is free

:

I fee thee compaft with thy kindgom's peers.

That /peak my falutacion in their minds :

Whofe voices I defire aloud with mine.

Hail King Scotland f

All. Hail, King of Scotland! {Flourifh.

MaL We fhall not fpend a large expence of time.

Before we reckon with your fev'ral loves.

And make us even with you. Thanes and kinfmen.

Henceforth be Earls, the fir ft that ever Scotland

In fach an honour nam'd. What's more to do

Which would be planted newly with the time.

As calling home our exil'd friends abroad

That fled the fnares of watchful tyranny.

Producing forth the cruel minifters

Of this dead butcher, and his fiend-like Queen
;

(Who, as 'tis thought, by felf and violent hands

Took off her life ^) this, and what needful elfe
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That calls upon us, by the grace of ' heavea ^

We will perform in meafure, time and place

:

So thanks to all at once, and to each one.

Whom we invite to fee us crown'd at Scone,

\FlounJh. Exeunt omnes,

P grace.

' The End of r^^?FiFTHVoLUME.
















