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Dramatis Persons.

TIMON, a nohle Athenian.

\
u c 1 u s

* I two flattering Lords.LUCULLUS, 5
Apkmantus, a churlijb Philofopher,

Sempronius, another flattering Lord.

Alcibiades, an Athenian General.

Flavius, Steward to Timon.
FLAMINIUS;)

Servilius, J
Gaphis, ^
Varro, T
Philotas, f
Titus, feveral Servants to Vfurtt

Lucius, W
Hortenshts,N
Isidore,
Ventidius, one of Timon'* falfe Friends,

Thieves, Senators, Poet, Painter, Jeweller, Mercer and
Merchant 5 with divers Servants and; Attendants,

SCENE Athens, and the Wood* mt farfrom it.

The hint offart of this play takenfrom Lucian's

Dialogue of Timon.

Miflrejfes to Alcibiades,

Timon



Timon ^/Athens.

g
ACT I. SCENE I.

A Hall in Timon'* Houfe..

Enter Poet, Painter, Jeweller, Merchant, and Mercer,
at feveral doors,.

Poet. OOD day, Sir.

Pain. I am gla4 ye are well.

Poet. I have not feen you long, how
goes the world ?

Pain. It wears, Sir, as it grows.
Poet. Ay, that's well known.

But what particular rarity ? what fo Grange,
Which manifold Record not matches ? fee,

Magiclc of bounty ! all thefe fpirits thy power
Hath conjur'd to attend. I know the merchant.

Pain. 1 know them both ; th' other's a jeweller,

Mer. O 'tis a worthy Lord

!

Jir.o. Nay, that's moft fixt.

Mer. A moft incomparable man, breath'd as it were
i untirable and continuate goodnefs*

J
rfw* I have a jewel here.

Met . O pray let's fee't.

Frr the Lord Timon, Sir ?

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

f A 3 It



6 Tim on ^Athens.
It ftains the glory in that happy verfe

Which aptly fings the good. [Repeating to himfdf.
Mer. *Tis a good form. [Looking on thejewel.

Jew. And rich 5 here is a water, look ye.

Pain. You're rapt, Sir, in fomework, fome dedication
To the great Lord.

Poet. A thing ilipt idly from me.
Our poefie is as a gum, which iflues

From whence 'tis nourifhed. 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 ?

Pain. A picture, Sir ; —and when comes your book
Poet. Upon the heels ofmy prefentment,Sir. [forth ?

Let's fee your piece.

Pain. 'Tis a good piece.

Poet. So 'tis,

This comes off well and excellent.

Pain. IndirT'rent.

Poet. Admirable ! how this grace

Speaks his own {tending ! what a mental power
This eye moots forth ? how big imagination

Moves in this lip ! to th' dumbnefs of the gefture

One might interpret.

Pain. 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 certain Senators.

Pain. How tfrs Lord is followed

!

Poet. The fenators of Athens ! happy man !

Pain. Look, more!
Poet. You fee this confluence, this great flood of viliters.

I have, in this rough work, fliap'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 fea ofwax *
; no levell'd malice.

* Anciently they wrote upon waxen tables with an iron flyle.

InieCts



Timon of Athens; 7
Infetls one comma in the courfe I hold

;

It flics an eagle-flight, bold, and forth on,

L:nving no track behind.

Pain. How /hall I underftand you >

Poet. I'll unbolt to you.

You fee how all conditions, how all minds,

As well of glib and flipp'ry natures, as

Of grave and auftere quality, tender down
Their fervice to Lord Timon : his large fortune

Upon his good and gracious nature hanging,

Subdues and properties to his love and'tendance

All forts of hearts; yea, from the glafs-facM flatterer

To Apemantus
y
that few things loves better

Than to make himfelf abhorr'd ; ev'n he drops down
The knee before him, and returns in peace

Moft rich in Timon 's nod.

Pain. I faw them fpeak together.

Poet, I have upon a high and pleafant hill

Feign
1

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 do I perfonate of Timon's frame,

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

Whofe prefent grace to prefent Haves and fervants

Tranflates his rivals.

Pain. "Tis conceivM to th' fcopc

:

This throne, this fortune, and this hill, methinks*
With one man becken'd from the reft below

Bowing his heac^ againft the fteepy mount,
To climb his happinefs, 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 facrificiai whifp'rings in his ear,

Make facred even his ftiirop, and through him
Drink the free air.
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Pain, Ay, marry, what of thefe ?

Pott. "When Fortunem her fhift 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 flip down,
Not one accompanying his declining foot.

Pain. 'Tis common:
A thoufand moral paintings I can mew,
That mail demonftrate thefe quick blows of fortune

More pregnantly than words. Yet you do well

To ihew Lord Timon, that men's eyes have ieen

The foot above the head.

SCENE II.

trumpets found. Enter Timon addreffmg himfelf cour*>

teoufly to every Suitor.

Tim. Imprifon'd is he, fay you ? [To aMeJfengern

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

His means moft fhort, his creditors moft ftraight:

Your honourable letter he defires

To thofe have fliut him up, which failing to him

x
Periods his comfort.

Tim, Noble Ventidius ! well

I am not of that feather, to fhake off

My friend when he moft needs me. I know hint

A gentleman that well deferves a help,

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

Mef. Your Lordfhip ever binds him.

Tim, Commend me to him, I will fend his ranfom,

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. [Exit*

Enter an old Athenian.

0. Ath. Lord Timon, hear me fpeak.

Tim. Freely, good father.

O. Ath. Thou haft a fervant nzm^Lucilius.

Tim. I have fo : what of him ?

O. Ath. Moft noble Timor., call the man before thee.

Tim. Attends he here or no ? Lucitim I

Enter



Timon of Athens. 9
Enter Lucilius.

Luc. Here, at your Lordmip's fervice.

0. Atb. This fellow here, LordTimcm, this thy creature

By night frequents my houfe. I am a man
That from my firlr 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. Atb. One only daughter have I, no kin elfe,

On whom i may confer what I have got

:

The maid is fair, b*th. youngeft for a bride,

And I have bred her at my deareft coft,

In qualities of the beft. This man of thins

Attempts hc.r love : I pray thee, noble Lord,

Join with me to forbid him her refort $

My felf hath fpoke in vain.

Tim. The man is honeft.

0. Ath. Therefore he will obey Timtm.

His honefty rewards him in itfelf,

It muft not bear my daughter.

Tim. Does me love him ?

0, Atb. She is young, and apt ?

Our own precedent paflions do inltruct us,

"What levity's in youth.
Tim. Love you the maid ?

Luc. Ay, my good Lord, and fhe accepts it.

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

1 call the Gods to witnefs, I will chufe

Mine heir from forth the beggars of the world,

And difpoffefs her all.

Tim. How mall fhe be endowed,
If /he be mated with ah equal hufband ?

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

Tim. This gentleman of mine hath fcrv'd me long $

To build his fortune I will drain a little,

For 'tis a bond in men. Give him thy daughter:

What you beftow, in him Til counterpoise,

And make him weigh with her.

0. Atb. Moft noble Lord,

Pawn me to this your honour, me is his.

Tim*
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Tim. My hand to thee, mine honour on my promife.

Luc . Humbly I thank your Lord/hip, never may
That ftate or fortune fall into my keeping,

Which is not own'd to you ! [Ex. Luc./wafO.Ath.
Poet. Vouchfafe my labour, and long live yourLordfliip

!

Tim. I thank you, you jfhall hear from me anon

:

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

Pain, A piece of painting, which I do befeech

Your Lordftup to accept.

Tim. Painting is welcome.

The painted is almoft the natural man :

For fince diflionour trafficks with man's nature

He is but out-fide : penciled 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 further from me.
Pain, The Gods preferve ye !

Tim. Well fare you gentleman ; give me your hand.

We muft needs dine together : Sir, your jewel

Hath fuffer'd under praife.

Jew, What, my Lord ? difpraife ?

Tim. A meer fatiety of commendations.
If I fhould pay you for't as 'tis extoll'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 5
Believ't, dear Lord,

You mend the jewel by the wearing it.

Tim. Well mock'd.
Mer. No, my good Lord, he fpeajes the common tongue,,

Which all men fpeak with him.
Tim, Look who comes here.

SCENE III. Enter Apemantus.
Will you be chid ?

Jew% We'll bear it with your Lordlhip.

Mer. He'll fpare none.
Tim. Good-morrow to thee, gentle apemantus !

Apem. 'Till I be gentle, ftay for thy good-morrow 5

When I am Tumn's dog, and thefe knaves honeft.
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Tim, Why doft thou call them knaves ? thou know'ft
Apem. Are they not Athenians f [them not.

Tim. Yes.

Apem. Then I repent not.

jfvw. You know me, Apemantus.

Apem. Thou know'ft I do, I call'd thee by thy name.
Tim. Thou art proud, Apemantus

.

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

Tim. Whither art going ?

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

7im. That's a deed thou' It die for.

Apem. Right, if doing nothing be death by the lav/.

Tim. How likeft thou this picture, Apemantus f
Apem. The better, for the innocence.

Tim. Wrought he not well that painted it ?

Apem. He wrought better that made the painter, anal

yet he's but a filthy piece of work.
Pain. Y'are a dog.

Apem, Thy mother's of my generation : what's Che,

if I be a dog ?

Tim. Wilt dine with me, Apemantus ?

Jjpem. No, I eat not Lords.

Tim. If thou fhculd'ft, thou'dft anger Ladies.

Apem, O, they cat Lords, fo they come by great bellies.

Tim. That's a lafcivious apprchenfion.

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 ?

Pott* How now, philofophcr ?

Apem, Thou lieft.

Poet. Art thou not one ?

Apem. Yes.
Poet. Then I lie not.

Apem. Art not a Poet ?

Poet. Yes.

Apem. Then thou lieft : look in thy lafl work, where
t^cu hall feign' d him a worthy fellow.
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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 !

Tim, What would' ft do then, Apemantus f
Apem, Ev'n as Apemantus does now, hate a Lord with

my heart.

Tm. What, thy felf ?

Apem. Ay.
Tint, Wherefore ?

Apem. That I had fo hungry a wit to be a Lord.
Art thou not a merchant ?

Mer. Ay, Apemantus.

Apem. Traffick confound thee, if the Gods will not

!

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

Apem. Traffick's thyGod,and fo thyGod confound thee I

Trumpets found. Enter a Meffenger,

Tim. What trumpet's that ?

Mef. 'Tis AkibiadeSy and fome twenty horfe,

All of companionfhip.

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

You muft needs dine with me : go not you her.ee

'Till I have thankt you ; and when dinner's done

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

Enter Alcibiades with the reft.

Moll welcome, Sir ! [Bowing and embracing.

Apem. So, fo ! Aches contract, and ftarve your fupple

joints ! that there fliould be fmall love amongft thefe fweet

knaves, and all this courtefie ! the ftrain ofman's bred out

into baboon and monkey.
Ale . You have even iaVd my longing, and I feed

Moft hungerly on your fight.

Tim, Right welcome, Sir.

Ere we do part, we'll fliare a bounteous time

In different pleafurss. Pray you, let us in. [Exeuvt,

SCENE IV.
Manet Apemantus. Enter Lucius and Lucu-lus.

Luc. What time a day is't, Apemantus?
Apem, Time to be hone.fr.

Luc, Ay, that time ferves ftill,

Apem
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Apem. The more accurfed thou that ftill omitfftit.
'mcuI. Thou art going to Lord Timcn\ 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, Apcmantusf
Apem. Thou mould' ft have kept one to thy felf, for

1 mean to give thee none.

Luc. Hang thy felf.

Apem. No, I will do nothing at thy bidding : make
thy requefts to thy friend. [hence.

Lucul, Away, unpeaceable dog, or— I'll fpurn thee
Apem. I will fly, like a dog, the heels o'th' afs.

[Exit Apem.
Luc. He's oppofite to all humanity.

Come, /hall we in, and tafte Lord Timon^s bounty ?

He furc 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 nobleftmind he carries,

That ever gcvcrn'd man.
Lucul. Long may he live in fortunes ! mall we in ?

Luc, I'll keep you company. [Exeunt*

SCENE V
Another Room in Timon'5 Houfe.

Hautboys playing, loud Mufick. A great Banquetfervedin
j

and then enter Timon, Lucius, Lucullus, Sempronius <2»</

other Athenian Senators, ivith Ventidius. Then comes,

dropping after all. Apemantus difcontenredly.

Ven. Ivi oft honour' d Timon, it hath pieas'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 Jielp

J deriv'd liberty.

Tim. O, by no means,
Vet, VII, E Ho-
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Honcft Ventidius : you miftake my love,
I gave it freely ever, and there's none
Can truly fay he gives, ifhe receives:

If our betters play at that game, we mufi: not dare
To imitate them. Faults that are rich, are fair.

Ven. A noble fpirit.

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

To fet a glois on faint deeds, hollow welcomes,
Recanting goodnefs, forryere 'tis mown :

But where there is true friend/hip, there needs none.
Pray, fit ; more welcome are ye to my fortunes,

Than they to me. [Tkeyft d<rwn t

Luc. We always have confeft it.

Apem. Ho, ho, confeft it ? hang'd it, have you not?
Tim, O, Apemantus! you are welcome.
Apcm. No : you Ihall not make me welcome. I come

to have thee thruft me out of doors.

Tim. Fie, th' art a churl
; ye have got a humour there

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

They fay, my Lords, that Ira furor br^vis, efiy

But yonder man is ever angry. Go,
And let him have a table by himfelf :

For he does neither arlecl: company,
Nor is he fit for it indeed.

Apem. Let me ftay at thy peril, Timon: I come to ob-
feive, I give thee warning on't.

Tim. I take no heed of thee ; th' art an Athenian,there-

fore welcome 5 I my felf would have no power, pr'ythee

let my meat make thee iilent.

Apem. I fcom thy meat, 'twould choak me 1 for I

flioujd ne'er flatter thee. O you Gods ! what a number
of men eat Timon , and he fees it not ! It grieves me to fee

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

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

I wonder men dare trufr themfelves with men :

Mcthinksthey mould invite them without knives,

Good for their meat, and fafer for their lives.
1

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,
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Is th' readieft man to kill him. 'T has been prov'd.

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

Left they fhould fpy my wind-pipe's dangerous notes

:

Great men fhould drink with harnefs on their throats.

Tim. My Lord , in heart ; and let the health go round.
LucuL Let it now 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, Timon, Here's that which is too weak to be a (inner,

honeft water, which ne'er left man i'th* mire :

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

;

Fcafts are too proud to give thanks to the Gods.
Apemantus's Grace.

Immortal Gods, I crave no pelf-

I prayfor no man but my felf •

Grant I may never prove fo fond,
To truji man cn his oath or bond

j

Or a harlotfir her weeping,

(h a dog that feems a Jleeping,

Or a keeper tuith myfreedom,
Or my friends if IJhould need ''em,

Amen, Amen : So fall to't

:

Rich men Jin, and I cat root.

Much good dich thy good heart, Apcmantus !

Tim. Captain Alcikadcs, \your heart's in the field now.
Ale, My heart is ever at your fervice, my Lord.

Tim. You had rather be at a breakfaft of enemies,

than a dinner of friends.

Ale. So they were bleeding new, my Lord, there's

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

Apem. Would all thefe flatterers were thine enemies

then j that thcumight'ft kill 'em, and bid me to 'em !

Luc. Might we but have the happinefs,my Lord, that

you would once ufe our hearts, whereby we might ex-

prefs fome part of our zeals, we fhould think ourfelves

for ever perfect.

Tim. Oh, no doubt, my good friends, but the Gods
themfelves have provided that I fhall have as much help

from you : how had you been my friends clle ? why have
you that character and title from thoufands, did not you

B a chiefly
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chiefly belong to my heart ? I have told more of you to

my felf, than you can with modefty ipeak in your own be-

half. And thus far I confirm you ! oh you Gods, (think I,)

what need we have any friends, if we fhouid never have

need of 'em ? they would moll: refemble fweet inftruments

hung up in cafes, that keep their founds to themfelves.

"Why, 1 have often wifht my felf poorer, that I might

come nearer to you : we are born to do benefits. And what
better or properer can we call our own, than the riches of

our friends ? O, what a precious comfort 'tis to have fo

many, like brothers, commanding one another's fortunes

!

Ojoy, e'en made a joy ere'tcan be born 5 mine eyes can-

not hold water, methinks : to forget their faults, I drink

to you.

Apem. Thou weepeft but to make them drink thee, Tl-

Lucul Joy had the like conception in our eyes, \mon.

And at that inftant like a babe fprung up.

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

3 Lord. I promifeyou, my Lord, you mov'dme much.
Apeni, Much!

Sound Tucket.

Tim, What means that trump ? how now ?

Enter Servant.

Ser, Pleafe you, my Lord, there are certain Ladies

moftdefirous of admittance*

Tim. Ladies ? what are their wills ?

Ser.There comes with them a fore-runner, my Lord,
which bears that office to fignifie their pleafures.

Tim, I pray let them be admitted.

SCENE VI.
Enter Cupid uoith a majk of Ladies, N

Cup, Hail to the worthy Timon, and to all

That of his bounties tafte ! the five belt fenfes

Acknowledge thee their patron, and do come
Freely to gratulate thy plenteous bofom.

Th' ear, tafte, touch, fmell, pleas'd from thy table rife;

Thefe only now come but to feaft thine eyes.

Tim. They're welcome all $ let 'em have kind ad-

Let mufick make their welcome. [mittance.

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

% Apem,
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Apem. Hoyday ! why, what a fwecp of vanity

Comes this way ! And they dance, they are mad women,
Like madnefs is the glory of this life,

As this pomp mews to a little oyl and root.

We make ourfelves fools, to difport our felves
;

And fpend our flatteries, to drink thofe men,
Upon whbfe age we void it up again,

"With poifonous fpitc and envy. V/ ho lives, that's not
Depraved, or depraves ? who dies, that bears

Not one fpurn to their graves of their friends gift ?

I mould fear, thofe that dance before me now
Would one day ftamp upon me : 'T has been done

j

Men {hut their doors againft a fetting fun.

The Lords rifefrom table, with much adoring of Timon,
eachJingles out a Lady, and all dance, men withwo?r.en

9

a hfty firain or two to the hautboys, and ccafe,

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

Set a fair fafhion on our entertainment, [Ladies,

Which was not 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 be(r.

Apem. 'Faith, for the worft is filthy, and would not
hold taking, I doubt me.

Tim. La<iies, there is an idle banquet atUnds you,

Pleafe you to difpofe your felves.

All La. Moft thankfully, my Lord. [Exeunt.

Tim, Tlavius !

Flaw. My Lord.

Tim. The little cafket bring me hither.

Flaw. Yes, my Lord. More jewels yet ? thetc is no
crofiing him in's humour,
Elfe I mould tell him—well—i* faith, I ftould,

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 tor his m nd. [Exit*

Luc. Where be our men ?

Ser. Here, my Lord, in readinefs.

Lucul. Our horfes.

B 3 Tim,



i8 Timon of Athene
Tim. O my good friends !

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

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

Kind Lord

!

hue. I am fo far already in your gifts—

All. So are we all. \Exe. Lucius and Lucullust

SCENE VII. Enter a Servant.

Ser. My Lord, there are certain Ncbies of the Senate

flewly alighted, and come to vifit you.

Tim, They are fairly welcome.
Re-enter Flavius.

Flan). I befeech your Honour, vouchfafe me a word ;

it does concern you near.

Tim, Me near ? why then another time Til hear thee.

I pr'ythee let's be provided to mew them entertainment.

Flav. I fcarce know how.
Enter another Servant.

1 Ser. May it pleafe your Honour, Lord Lucius, out

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

Tim. I mail accept them fairly : let the prefents

Be worthily entertain'd.

Enter a thirdServant.

How now ? what news ?

3 Ser: Pleafe you, my Lord, that honourable gentle-

man, ^Lord Lucullus, entreats your company to-morrow
to hunt with him, and has fent your Honour two brace

of grey-hounds. \
Tim. I'll hunt with him ; and let them be received,

Not without fair reward.

Flav. What will this come to ?

Here he commands us to provide, and give

Great gifts, 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
j

His promifes fly fo beyond his ltate,

That what he fpeaks is all in debt, he owes

For
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For ev*ry word: he is fo kind, that he

Pays intereft for't ; his land's put to their books.

Well, would I were gently put out of office !

Happier is he that, has no friend to feed,

Than fuch that do e'en enemies exceed.

I bleed inwardly for my Lord. [Exit.

Tim»Y<j\\ doyourfelves 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 re-

ceive it.

3 Lord. He has the very foul of bounty.

Tim. And now J remember, my Lord, you gave good

words the other diy of a bay courfer I rode on. 'Tis

yours, becaufe 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 jaftly praife, but what he does affect : I weigh

my friends affection with my own, I tell you true : I'll

call rn you.

All Lords. O, none fo welcome.

Tim. I take all, and your feveral vifitations

So kind to heart, 'tis not enough to give

My thanks, I could deal kingdoms to my friends,

And ne'er be weary. Alcibiades,

Thou art a foldicr, therefore feldcm rich,

I'll come 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 lb virtuoufly bound
Tim. And fo am I to you.

2, Lord. So infinitely endear'

d

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

3 Lord. The belt, of happinefs, honour and fortunes,

Keep you, Lord Timon

Tim. Ready for his friends. [Exeunt Lords.

SCENE VIII.
Apem. What a coil's here,

Screwing of backs, and jutting out of bums !

I doubt whether their legs be worth the funis

That-
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That are giv'n for 'em. Friendfhip's full of dregs
5

Methinks falfe hearts mould never have found leg-.

Thus honeft fools lay out their wealth on courses*
Tim, Now, Apemantus, if thou wert not fallen,

I would be good to thee.

Apem. No,l'll nothing: for if I mould be brib'd too,

there would be none left to rail upon thee, and then thou
wouldft fin the farter. Thou giv'ftfo long, Timon, I fear

me thou wilt give away thy felf in perpetuum fhortly,

What need thefe feafts, pomps, and vain-glories ?

Tim. Nay, if you begin to rail on fociety once, I am
fworn not to give regard to you. FareweJ, and come
with better mufick. [Exit.

Apem. So—thou wilt not hear me now, thou fhalt not
I'll lock the heaven from thee, [then.

Oh, that men's ears fhould be

To counfel deaf, but not to flattery ! [Exit,

ACT II. SCENE I.

Apublick place in the City.

Enter a Senator.

Sin A ND late five thoufand: to Varro and to IJidore

£\. He owes nine thoufand, bcfides my former fum
3

Which makes it five and twenty.- Still in motion
Of raging wafte ? It cannot hold, it will not.

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

And give it Timon, why, the dog coins gold.

If I would fell my horfe, and buy ten more
Better than he ;

why, give my horfe to Timon
$

Afk nothing, give it him, it foals me ftraight

Ten able horfes. No porter at his gate,

But rather one that fmiles and ftill invites

All that pafs by. It cannot hold, no reafon

Can found his ftate in fafety. Caphis, hoa !

CapbiSj I fay.

Enter Caphis.

Cap. Here, Sir 5 what is your pleafure ?

Sen, Get on your cloak, and hafte you to Lox&Timcn
5

Importune him for monies, be not ceaft

With flight denial j nor then lilenc'd with
Commend



Tim on of Athens. 21
Commend me to your mafter and the cap

Play'ng in the right hand,—thus—but tell him, firrah,

My ufes cry to me, I muft ferve my turn

Out of mine own ; his days and times are part,

And my reliance on his fradled dates

Has fmit my credit. I love and honour him
;

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

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 afpecl,

A vifage of demand : for I do fear,

When every feather flicks in his own wing,

Lord Timon will be left a naked gull,

Who flaflies now a Phcenix get you gone.

Cap. I go, Sir.

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

And have the dates in count.

Cap. I will, Sir.

Sen. Go. [Exeunt*

SCENE II. Timon'* Hall.

Enter Flavius, ijitb many Bills in his band.

Elarj. No care, no ftop, fo fenfelefs of expence,

That he will neither know how to maintain it,

Norceafe his flow of riot j takes no account

How things go from him, and refumes no care

Of what is to continue : never mind
Was, to be fo unwife, to be fo kind.

Wfcat mall be done ?—-he will not hear, 'till feel:

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

Fie, fie, fie, fie.

Enter Caphis, Ifidore, and Varro *.

Cap. Good evening, Varro \ what, you come for mony ?

Far. Is't not your bufinefs too ?

Cap. It is ; and yours too, Ifidore ?

JJid. It is fo.

Cap. Would we were all difcharg'd !

* The two laft are but Servants to ifidore and Varro^ here

call'd by their Matters names as is ufual among fervants with one
another.

Var.
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Var. I fear it.

Cap, Here comes the Lord.
Enter Timon, and bis Train.

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

My Alci&iades.- Well, what is your will ?

[They prefent their Bills.

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

Tim. Dues ? whence are you ?

Cap* Of Athens here, my Lord.

Tim. Go to my lieward.

Cap. Pleafe it your Lord/hip, he hath put me offj

To the fucceflion of new days, this month :

My matter is awak'd by great occafion,

To call upon his own 5 and humbly prays you
That with your other noble parts you'll fuit,

In giving him his right.

Tim. My honeft friend,

I pr'ythee but repair to me next morning.
Cap, Nay, good my Lord.

Tim. Contain thy felf, good friend.

Var. One Varrcfs fervant, my good Lord*—
' JJid. From Ijidorey he prays your fpeedy payment—

Cap. If you did know, my Lord, my mailer'swants—
Var. 'Twas due on forfeiture, my Lord, lix weeks,

and paft—
TJid. Your fteward puts me off, my Lord, and I

Am fent exprefsly to your Lordfhip.

Tim, Give me breath ;

I do befeech you, good my Lords, keep on, [Exe. Lords,-

I'll wait upon you inftantly.- Come hither :

How goes the world that I am thus encountred

"With clamorous demands of broken bonds,

And the detention of long-fince-due debts,

Againft my honour ?

Flaw. Pleafe you, gentlemen,

The time is unagreeable to this bufinefs :

Your importunity ceafe, 'till after dinner

;

That 1 may make his Lordfiiip underftand

Wherefore you are not paid.

Tim,
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Tun. Do fo, my friends j fee them well entertain'd.

[Exit Timon.
Flair. Pray draw near. [Exit Flavius.

SCENE III. Enter Apemantus and Fool

Cap, Stay, ftay, here comes the fool with Apemantus^

let's have fome fportwith 'em.

far. Hang him, he'll abufe us.

Ifid. 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.

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

Apem, No, thou ftand'ft Tingle, thou art not on it yet*

Cap, Where's the fool now ?

Apem. He laft aik'd the queftion. Poor rogues, and

ufurers men ! bawds between gold and want I .

All. What are we, Apemantus I
Apem. AfTes.

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

know your felves. Speak to 'em, fool.

Fool. How do you, gentlemen ?

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

Fool. She's e'en fetting on water to. fcald fuch chickens

as you are. Would we could fee you at Corinth.

Apem. Good ! gramercy !

Enter Pag?.

Fool. Look you, here comes my matter's page.

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

wife company t 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

of thele letters; I know not which is which.

Apem. Canft not read ?

Page, No.
Apem.There will little learningdie then,thatday thou

art hang'd. This is to Lord Timon, this to Alcibiadfs. Go,

thou waft bom a baftard, and thou
1

It die a bawd.
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Page. Thou waft whelpt a dog, and J^Tfhalt famifh

a dog's death. Anfwernot, I am gone. [Exit.
Apem. Ev'n fo thou out-run'ft grace,

Fool, I will go with you to Lord Timon's.

Fool. Will you leave me there ?

Apem. If Timon ftay at home
You three ferve three ufurers ?

All. I would they ferv'd us.

Apem. So would I as good a trick as ever hang-
man ferv'd thief.

Fool. Are you three ufurers men ?

All Ay, fool.

Fool. I 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 entermy miftrefs' s houfe merrily,

and go away fadly. The reafon of this ?

Var. I could render one.

Fool, Do it then, that we may account thee a whore-
mafter, and a knave j which notwithstanding, thou malt,

be no lefs efteem'd.

Var. What is a whoremafter, fool ?

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

'Tis a ipirit 5 fometimesit appears like a Lord, fometimes

like a lawyer, fometimes like a philofopher, with two
ftones more than's artificial one. He is very often like a

knight : and generally, in all fhapes that man goes up and

down in, from fourfcore to thirteen, this fpirit walks in.

Var, Thou art not altogether a fool.

Fool. Nor thou altogether a wife man j as much foolery

as I have, fo much wit thou lack'ft.

Apem. That anfwer might have become Apemantus.

All. Afide, afide, here comes Lord Timon.

Enter Timon and Fiavius.

Apem. Come with me, fool, come.

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

woman 5 fometime the philofopher.

Flair, Pray you walk near, Til fpeak with y >p anon.

[Exeunt all but Timon and Fjavius.

SCENE
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SCENE IV.

Tim. -You mqfc rne marvel
;

wherefore, ere this time,

Had you not" Mm J my ftate before me ?

That I might k™ e rated my expence,

As I had leave of means.

Flaw. You would not hear rric :

At many lcifurcs I proposed.

Tim. Go to :

Perchance fome (ingle vantages ycu tcok,

When my indifpofition put you back : ,

And that unaptnefs made you minifter

Thus to excufe your felf*

Flaw, 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, ycu have bid me
Return fo much, I've Ihook my head, and wept ,

Yea, "gainlt th' authority of manners, pray'd ycu
To hold your hand more clofe. I did endure

Not ieldom, nor no flight checks ; when I have

Prompted you in the ebb of your efhte,

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

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

The greateft of your Having lacks a half

To pay your prefent debts.

Tim.- Let all my land be fold.

Flaw, 'Tis all engag'd, fome forfeited and gone,

And what remains will hardly Hop the mouth
Of prefent dues ; the future come apace :

"What mall defend the interim, and at length

Make good our reck'ning ?

Tim. To Lacedawon did my land extend.

Flant. O my good Lord, the world is but a world j

Were it all yours, to give it in a breath,

How quickly were it gone!
Tim. You tell me true.

Fla-v. If you fufpeel my hufbandry or falfhoocl,

Call me before th' exacleft auditors,

And fet me on the proof. So the Gcds blefs me,
Vojl.VIJ. C When
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When all our offices have been oppreft

"With riotous feeders 5 when our vaults have wept
With drunken fpilth of wine ; when every room
Hath blazM with lights, and bray'd with minftrelfie j

I have retir'd me to a wafteful cock,*

And fet mine eyes at flow.

Tim. Pr'ythee no more.

Flav. Heav'ns ! have Ifaid, the bounty of this Lord S

How many prodigal bits have Haves and peafants

This night englutted ! who now is not Timon'' s ?

What heart, head, fword, force, means, but is Lord Timon's?

Great Timers
5
noble, worthy, royal Timon^s ?

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

The breath is gone whereof this praife is made

:

Feaft-won, fart-loft $ one cloud of winter fhowres,

Thefe flies are coucht.

Tim. Come, fermon me no further.

No villainous bounty yet hath paft my heart
5

Unwifely, not ignobly, have I given.

Why doft thou weep ? canft thou all confeience lack

To think I fliall lack friends ? fecure thy heart j

If I would broach the veiTels of my love,

And try the arguments of hearts by borrowing,

Men and men's fortune^ could I frankly ufe,

As I can bid thee fpeak.

Flav. Affurance blefs your thoughts

!

Tim. And in fome fort thefe wants of mine are crown' &p
That I account them bleflings ; for by thefe

Shall I try friends. You mall perceive how you
Miftake my fortunes : in my friends I'm wealthy.

Within there, Ho ! Flaminius, Servilius !

' SCENE V.
Enter Flaminius, Servilius, and other Servants,

' Ser. My Lord, my Lord.
c
lim. I will difpatch you fev' rally.

You to Lord Lucius to Lord Lucidht you, I hunted
with his Honour to-day— you to Sempronius—commend

* By Corf here 5s meant a Cockloft, a Garret : and. a wsfieful <ock

£grii»cs a Garret iying in waitej negle&ci, pal to ao ufe,

me
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rnc to their loves, and I am proud, fay, that my occafions

have found time to ufe 'em toward a fupply of mony $ let

the rcqueft be fifty talents.

Flam. As you have faid, my Lord.

Flaw. Lord Lucius and Luculltu ? hum—
Tim. Go you, Sir, to the Senators

$
[To FlaviuSi

Ofwhom, even to the ftate's beft health, I have

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

A thoufand talents to me.
Flaw. I have been bold,

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

To them to ufe your fignct and your name ;

But they do make their heads, and I am here

No richer in return.

Tim. Is't true ? can't be ?

Flans. They anfwcr 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—but

Something hath been amifs—a noble nature

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

•

And fo intending other ferious matters,

After diftafteful looks, and thefe hard fractions,

"With certain half caps, and cold-moving nods,

They froze me into filence.

Tim. You Gods, reward them

!

Ipr'ythee, man, look cheerly. Thefe old felloW9

Have their ingratitude hereditary :

Their blood is cak'd, 'tis cold, it feldom flows,
' Tislack 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 Ventidius—pr'ythee be not fad,

Thou'rt true, andjuft; ingenuoufly I fpeak,

No blame belongs to thee : Ventidius lately

Bury'd his father, by whcfe 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 neceflity

C z Touches
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Touches his friend, which craves to be remember'd
With thofe five talents. That had, give't thefe fellows

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

That Timon^s fortunes 'mong his friends can fink.
*

Flav. Would I could not : that thought is bounty's foe
5

Being free it felf, it thinks all others fo. [Exeunt.

ACT III. SCENE I.

The Houfe o/*Lucullus in the City.

Flaminius waiting, enter a Servant to him.

Ser.
J
Have told my Lord of you 5 he is coming down t©

you.

Flam. I thank you, Sir.

Enter Lucullus.

Ser. Here's my Lord.

Lucid. One of Lord Timon^s men ? a gift, I warrant—
Why, this hits right : I dreamt of a lilver bafon and ewre

to-night. Flaminius, hone/I Flaminius, you are very respec-

tively welcome, Sir 5 fill me feme wine. And how does

that honourable, compleat, free-hearted gentleman of A-
thens, thy very bountiful good Lord and mafcer ?

Flam. His health is well, Sir.

Lucid. I am right glad that his health is well, Sir ; and

what hall: thou there under thy cloak, pretty Flaminius f

Flam. 'Faith, nothing but an empty box, Sir, which in

my Lord's behalf, Iccme to entreat your Honour to fup-

ply ; who having great and inrhnt occafion to ufe fifty ta-

lents, hath fent to your Lordihip to furnifli him, nothing

doubting your prefent afliftance therein.

Lucul. La, la, la, la, Nothing doubting, fays he?
alas, good Lord, a noble gentleman 'tis, if he would not

keep fo good a houfe. Many a time and often I ha' din'd

with him, and told him on't ; and come again to fupper to

him on purpofe to have him ipend Jefs. 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 Servant, ivith ivine.

&r. Pieafe your Lordftip, here is tho wine.

Lucul,
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Lucul. Flaminius, I have noted thee always wife#

Here's to thee. A
Flam. Your Lordfhip fpeaks your pleafure.

Lucul. I have obferved thee always for a towardly prompt
fpirit, give thee thy due : and one that knows what belongs to

reafon j and cantt ufe the time well, if the time ufe thee

well. Good parts in thee—Get you gone, firrah. [To the

Servant, who goes out.]—Draw nearer, honeft Flaminius 5
thy Lord's a bountiful gentleman, but thou art wife, and
thou knowett well enough (although thou comeft to me) that

this is no time to lend mony, efpecially upon bare friend-

fliip without fecurity. Here's three Solidares for thee,

good boy, wink at me, and fay, thou faw'il me not.

Fare thee well.

Flam. Is't poflible the world mould fo much differ,

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

To him that wor/hips thee. [Throwing the mony away*
Lucul. Ha ! now I fee thou art a fool, and fit for thy

matter. [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 friendfhip fuch a faint and milky heart,

It turns in lefs than two nights ? O you Gods !

I feel my matter's pafiion. This flave

Unto this hour has my Lord's meat in him :

Why fhould it thrive, and come to nutriment,

When he is turned to poifon ?

O may difeafes only work upon't

:

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

Of nurture my Lord paid for, be of power
To expel licknefs, or prolong his hour ! [ExhySCENE II. A publick Street.

Enter Lucius, with three Strangers.

Luc. Who, the Lord Timon f he is my very good friend,

and an honourable gentleman.

i Stran. We know him for no lefs, tho' we arc but
Grangers to him. But I can tell you one thing, my Lord,

and which I hear from common rumours \ now Lord7/V»<?«'s

C 3 happy



30 Tim on of Athens*

happy hours are done and pair, and his eftate fhrinks from
him.

Luc, Fye, no, do not believe it : he cannot want for

jnony.

2 Stran. But believe you this, my Lord, that not long

ago one of his men was with the Lord Luculius, to borrow

fo many talents, nay, urg'd extreamly fbr't, and mewed
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 afnam'd on't. Deny'd that honourable man ? there

was very little honour fhew'd in that. For my own part,

I muft needs confefs I have received lbme fmall kindneiTes

from him, as mony, plate, jewels, and fuch like trifles,

nothing comparing to his
;
yet had he o'er-look'd him,

and fent to me, 1 mould ne'er have deny'd his occafion fo

many talents.

Enter Servilius.

Ser, See, by good hap vender's my Lord, I have fweat

to fee his Honour.—My honour'd Lord— [To Lucius.

Luc. Servilius ! 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—

-

Luc. Ha ! what hath he lent ? I am fo much endear'd

to that Lord $ he's ever fending : how fhall I thank him,
think' it thou ? and what has he fent now ?

Scr. H as only fent his prefent occafion now, my Lord
;

requeuing your Lord/hip to fuppiy his inftant ufe, with fifty

talents.

Luc. I know his Lordmip is but merry with me,
He can't want fifty times five hundred talents.

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

If his occafion were not virtuous,

J ihould not urge it half fo fervently.

Luc. Doft thou fpeak ferioufly, Servilius f
Ser, Upon my foul 'tis true, Sir.

Luc. What a wicked 'bea ft was I, to disfurnilh my felf

Sgatfijt fuch a good time, when I might ha' fhewn my fdf

honourable I
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honourable ! how unluckily it happened, that I mould pur-

chafe the day before a little dirt, and undo a great deal of

honour ! Servi/ius, now before the Gods, I am not able to

do— (the more beaft I, fay)— I was fending to ufe Lord
Timon my felf, thefe gentlemen can witnefs j but I would

not, for the wealth of Athens, I had done't now. Com-
mend me bountifully to his good Lordihip, and I hope his

Honour will conceive the faireft of me, becaufe I have n©
power to be kind. And tell him this from me, I count it

one of my greater!: afflictions, that I cannot pleafure fuch

.an honourable gentleman. Good Servi/ius, will you be-

friend me fo far, as to ufe my own words to him ?

Luc. 1*11 look you out as good a turn, Servilius.

True, as you faid, Timon is ilirunk indeed,

And he that's once deny'd will hardly fpeed. [Exit,

I Stran. Do you obferve this now, Hojiilius f

2. Stran. Ay, ay, too well.

1 Stran. Why, this is the world's foul
;

Of the fame piece is every flatterer's fpirit :

Who can call him his friend that dips with him
In the fame dafh ? for even in my knowing,
Timon has been to this Lord as a father,

And kept his credit with his bounteous purfe :

Supported his eftate
;
nay, Timoit's mony

Has paid his men their wages. He ne'er drinks,

ButT///70«'s filver treads upon his lip
5

And yet, oh fee the monftroufnefs of man
"When he looks out in an ingrateful ihape !

He does deny him in refpecl of his

What charitable men afford to beggars.

3 Stran. Religion groans at it.

I Stran. For mine ov/n part

I never tafted Timon in my life,

Nor any of his bounties came o'er me,
To mark me for his friend, i Yet I proteft,

For his right noble mind, illuftrious virtue, •

Moft generous and honourable carriage,

Had his neceflity made ufe of me,
I would have put my wealth into partition,

And the beft half ihould have attorn/ d to him, So

Ser. Yes, Sir, I mall.
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So much I love his heart : but I perceive

Men muft learn now with pity to-difpence,

For policy fits above confcience. [Exeunt*

SCENE III.

Enter a third Servant <witb Sempronius.

Sem. Muii: he needs trouble me in' t ? ' bove all others

He might have tried Lord Lucius, or Lucullus
3

And now Ventidius is wealthy too,

Whom he redeem'd from prifon. All thefe 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.

Scm. How? deny'd him?
Have Lucius and Ventidius and Lucullus

Deny'd him all ? and does he fend to me ?

It lhews but little love or judgment in him.

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

Tried give him over, and muft I take the cure

On me ? h'as much difgrae'd me irt't 5 I'm angry.

Ke might have known my place j I fee no fenfe fosr't,

But his occasions might have wooed me firft ;

For, in my confcience, I was the flrft man
That e'er receiv'd any gift from him.
And does he think fo backwardly of me.
That I'll requite it laft ? fo it may prove

An argument of laughter to the reft,

And arnongft Lords I mall be thought a fool ;

I'd rather than the worth of thrice the fum,
H'ad fent to me firft, but for my mind's fake %

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

But now return,

And with their faint reply this anfwer join ;

Who bates mine honour, mall not know my coin. [Exit*

Ser. Excellent! your Lordlhip's a goodly villain. The
devil knew not what he did, when he made man politick ;

he crofs'd himfelf by't j and I cannot think, but in the end

the policy of man will fet him clear. How fairly this Lord

drives not to appear foul! takes virtuous copies to be wicked

:

like
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like thofe that under hot ardent zeal, would fct \vhol«

realms on fire. Or" fuch a nature is his politick love.

This was my Lord's bell: hope j now all are fled,

Save the Gods only. Now his friends arc dead,

Doors, that were n^'er acquainted with their ward J

Many a bounteous year, muft be employed s

Now to guard fure their matter.

And this is all a liberal courfe allows
j

"Who cannot keep his wealth, muft keep his houfc. [Exit.

SCENE IV. Timon'* Hall.

EntcrYzno, Titus, Hortcnfhis, Lucius, and other Servants

of Timon'.s Creditor*, ivho ivait for his coming out.

Var. Well met, good-mcrrow, Titus and Hortenfius,

lit. The like to you, kind Parro.

Hor. Lucius, why do we meet together ?

Luc, I think one bufinefs does command us all.

For mine is mony.
Tit. So is theirs and ours.

Enter Philotas.

Luc. And Sir PhiIotas'
1

s too.

Phi. Good day at once.

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

hour ?

Phi. Labouring for nine.

Luc. So much ?

Phi. Is not my Lord feen yet ?

Luc. Not yet.

PI. i. I wonder : he was wont
To mine at feven.

Luc. Ay, but now the days

Are waxed fhorter with him : you muft confidar

That fuch a prodigal courfe is like the fun's,

But not like his recoverable, I fear :

*Tis decpeft winter in Lord Timon^s purfe
5

That is, one may reach deep enough, and yet

Find little.

Phi. I am of your fear for that.

Tit. I'll fliew you how t* obfervc a ftrangc event

;

Vour Lord fends now for mony.
Hor, True, he does.

7>;.
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'Tit. And he wears jewels now of Timon 1
s gift.

For which I wait for mony.
Hor. Againft my heart.

Tit. Howftrange it mews, Timon in this mould pay

More than he owes ! and e'en as if your Lord

Should wear rich jewels and fend for mony for 'em.

Hor. I'm weary of this charge, the Gods can witnefs 5

I know my Lord hath fpent of Timori*s wealth,

Ingratitude now makes it worfe than Health.

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

hue. Five thoufand.

Var. 'Tis much too deep, and it mould feem by th' fum^
, Your matter's confidence was above mine,

Elfe furely his had equall'd.

Enter Flaminius.

Tit. One ofLord Timon ' s men

.

hue. Flaminius ! Sir, a word : pray is my Lord
Ready to come forth ?

Flam. No, indeed he is not.

Tit. We attend his Lordfhip ; pray fignifie fo much*
Flam. I need not tell him that, he knows you arc

Too diligent.

Enter Flavius in a cloak muffed.

hue. Ha ! is not that his fteward muffled fo I

He goes away in a cloud : call him, call him.
Tit. Do you hear, Sir ——

—

Var. By your leave, Sir.

Flan). What do you afk of me, my friend ?

Tit. We wait for certain mony here, Sir.

Flanj. If mony were as certain as your waiting,

'Twere fure enough.

Why then preferr'd you not your fums and bills,

When your falfe matters 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.

hue. Ay, but this anfwer will not ferve,
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Flaw. If 'twill not ferve, 'tis not fo bafc as you,

For you ferve knaves. [Exit,

Far. How ! what does his cafliier'd Worfliip mutter ?

Tit. 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 ? fuch may rail againft great

buildings.

Enter Servilius.

Tit. Oh, here's Sernjilius j now we mail have fome anfwer.

Her. If I might befeech you, gentlemen, to repair fome
other hour, I mould derive much from it. For take it

of my foul,

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 mould 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. [WithinA Servilius, help— my Lord! my Lord 1

SCENE V.
Enter Timon in a rage.

Tim. What, are my doors oppos'd again/! my paflage ?

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, (hew me an iron heart ?

Luc. Put in now, Titus.

Tit. My Lord, here's my bill.

Luc. Here's mine.

Var. And mine, my Lord.

Cap. And ours, my Lord.
Pit, And our bills.

Tim. Knock me down with 'em—cleave me to the girdle
Luc. Alas, my Lord.

Tim, Cut out my heart in fums,
Tit. Mine, fifty talents.

Tami Tell out my blood,

Luc,
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J*uc. Five thoufand crowns,, my Lord.

Tim. Five thoufand drops pay that.

What's yours—and yours ?

Var* My Lord

Cap. My Lord

Tim. Here, tear me, take me, and the Gods fall on you f

[Exit.

Tlor. 'Faith, I perceive our matters may throw their cijps

at their monyj thefe debts may be well call'd defperate

•nes, for a mad man owes 'em. [Exeunt.

Re-enter Timon and Flavius.

Tim. They have e'en put my breath from me, the flayss.

Creditors ! devils.

Flanj. My dear Lord.

Tim. What if it mould be fo

F/av, My dear Lord.

Tim. I'll have it fo-—My fleward f

Flav. Here, my Lord.

Tim. So fitly— Go, bid all my friends again,

Lucius, Luculius, and Sempronius. All

I'll once more feafi: the rafcals.

Flav. O my Lord !

You only fpeak from your diftradted foul
;

There's not fo much left as to furni/h out

A moderate table.

Tim. Be it not thy care :

Go, and invite them all, let in the tide

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

SCENE VI. The Senate-Houfe.

Senators, and Alcibiades.

1 Sen. My Lord, you have my voice to't, the fault's

'Tis neceflary he mould die:
,

[bloody \

Nothing emboldens fin fo much as mercy.

2 Sen. Moft true 5 the law mail bruife him.
Ale. Health, honour, and companion to the fenate

!

1 Sen. Now, captain.

Ale. I am an humble fuitor to your virtues,

For pity is the virtue of the law,

And none but tyrants ufe it cruelly.

It pleafes time and fortune to lye heavy
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Upon a friend of mine, who in hot blood

Hath ftept into the law, which is pait depth

To thofe that without heed do plunge into/t.

He is a man, fitting this fact a fide,

Of virtuous honour, which buys out his fault
j

Nor did he foil the fact with cowardife,

But with a noble fury, and fair fpirit,

Seeing his reputation touched to death,

He did oppofe his foe :

And with fuch fober and unnoted pajTior*

He did behave in's 2iiger ere 'twas l'pent,

As if he had but prov'd an argument.

I San. You undergo too ftricr. a paradox,

Striving to make an ugly deed look fair :

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

To bring man-flaughter into form, fet quarrelling

Upon the head of valour j which indeed

Is valour mis-begot, and came into th' world

When feels and factions 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 eacpofe themfelves to battel,

And not endure ail threatnings, deep upon't,

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 flay at heme, if bearing carry it ;

The afs, more than the lion j and the fellow

Loaden with irons, wifer than the judge,

Vol, VII. D V
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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. You breathe in vain.

jSIc, In vain ? his fervice done

At Lacedcewon , and Bi&antiutn,

Were a fufficient briber for his life,

1 Sen, What's that ?

- Ale. I fay, my Lords, h'as done fair fervice $ flail*

In battle many of your enemies
j

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 'cm, he
Is a fvvorn rioter 5 he has a fin

Oft' drowns him, and takes valour prifbner.

Were there no foes, that were enough alone

To overcome him. In that bcaftly fury

He has been known to commit outrages,

And cheriih factions. '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 none 5) 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 with valiant gore 5

For law is ftrict, and war is nothing more.

1 Sen. We are for law, he dies, urge it no more,
On height of our difplealure : friend, or brother,

He, forfeits his own blogd, that fpilJU another.

4*<
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.Ate. Muit it be fo ? it muft not be

:

My Lords, I do befeech you, know me.

a Sen. How !

Ale. Call me to your remembrances.

3 Sen. What, Sir

!

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

It could not elfe be I mould prove fo bafc,

To fue, and be deny'd fuch common grace.

My wounds ake at you.

1 Sen. Do you dare our anger ?

'Tis in few words, but fpacious in effeel

;

Wc banifh thee for ever.

Ale. Banifh me !

Banifh your dotage, banifh ufury,

That make the fenate ugly.

1 Sen. If, after two days mine, Athens contains thee j

Attend our weightier judgment.

2 Sen. And, (not to fwell our fpirit,) he mall then

Be executed presently. [Exeunt.

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

Qn-ly 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 intcreft ; I my feif

;

Hich 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 : 1 hate not to be banifh'd,

It is a caufe worthy my fpleen and fury,

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

My difcontented troops, and lay for hearts.

"Tis honour with mo ft lands to be at odds
;

Soldiers as little mould brook wrongs, as Gods. [Exit.

SCENE VII. Timon's houje.

Enter divers Senators at federal doors.

1 Sen. The good time of the day to you, Sir !

2 Sen. I alfo wilh it to you : I think this honourable

Lord did but try us this other day.

I Sen. Upon that were my thcqghts tiring when we en-

D £ countrcd.
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countred. 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 perfwauon of his new
feafting.

1 Sen. I mould think fo : he hath fent me an earneft in-

viting, which many my near occafions did urge me to put

off: but he hath conjur'd me beyond them, and I muil

needs appear.

2 Sen, In like manner was I in debt to my importunate

fcufinefs j but he would not hear my excufe. I am forry,

when he fent to borrow of me, that my provision was out.

i Sen, I am lick of that grief too, as I underftand how
all things go.

z Sen, Every man here's fo. What would he have bor-

rowed 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,

Tim. With all my heart, gentlemen both— and hdw
fare you ?

1 Sen. Ever at the beft, hearing well of your Lordfhip.

2 Sen, The fwallow follows not fummer more willingly,

than we your Lordfhip.

'Tim. Nor more willingly leaves winter : fuch fummer-
birds are men.— Gentlemen, our dinner will not recom-
pence this long itay : feaft your ears with the mufic a
while ; if they will fare fo harfhly as on the trumpet's

found : we mall to't prefently.

1 Sen. I hope it remains not unkindly with your I^rd-
Ihip, that I return' d you an empty meffenger.

Tim. O Sir, let it not trouble you.

2 Sen, My noble Lord,—. .

Tim, Ah my good friend, what cheer >

[The Banquet brought in.

2 Sen. My moll honourable Lord, I'm e'en fick of
fhame, that when your Lord/hip t' other day fent to me,
I was fo unfortunate a beggar.

Tim, Think not on*t, Sir,

2 Sen*
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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 covered dimes !

I Sen. Royal cheer, 1 warrant you.

3 Sen. Doubt net that, if mony and the feafon can yield it.

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

3 Sen, Alcibiades is banifli'd : hear you of it ?

Both, Alcibiades banim'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.Yil tell you more anon. Here's a noble feaft toward,.

2 Sen. This is the old man ftill.

3 Sen. Will't hold ? wffl't hold ?

2 Sen. It docs, but time will, and fo

3 Sen. I do conceive.

Tim. Each man to his ftool, with that fpur as he would
to the lip of his miftrefs : your diet mall be in all places

alike. Make not a city feafl of it, to let the meat cool

ere we can agree upon the nrft place. Sit, fit.

The Gods require our thanks.

Ton great Benefaclors, fprinkle our fociety with thankful-

titfs. For your own gifts, make your felvcs prais'd : but

refervefill to give, left your Deities be defpifed. Lend t9

each man enough, that one need not lend to another. For
were your Godheads to borrow of men, men wouldforfake
the Gods, Make the meat beloved, more than the man that

gives it. Let no affembly of twenty be without a /core of
villains. Jf thereJit twelve women at the table, let a dozen

cf them be as they are The reft ofyourfoes, 0 Gods, the

Senators of Athens, together with the common lag ofpeople,

what is amifs in them, you Gods, make futtablefor deftruc-

tion : For tbefe my friends — as they arc to me nothing, /c
in nothing blcjs them, and to nothing are they welcome.

Uncover, dogs, and lap.

Some jpcak. What does his Lord/hip mean ?

Some other. I know not.

D 3 m
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Tim. May you a better feaft never behold,

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

Is your perfection. This is Timon^s laft,

"Who ftuck and fpangled with your flatteries

Wafhes them ofr", and fprinkles in your faces

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

Mod fmiling, fmooth, detefled parafites,

Courteous deftroyers, affable wolves, meek bears,

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

Cap -and -knee Haves, vapors, and minute-jacks 3
*

Of man and beaft the infinite maladies

Cruft you quite o'er !—What, doll: thcu go ?

Soft, take thy phyficfc firft— thou too— and thou—
[Throwing the difees at them, and drives '«« out.

Stay, I will lend thee mony, borrow none.

What ! all in motion ? henceforth be no feaft,

Whereat a villain's net a welcome gueft.

Burn houfe, fink Athens, henceforth hated be

Of Timon, man, and all humanity ! [Exk*

Re-enter the Senators.

1 Sen. How now, my Lords ?

2 Sen. Know you the quality cf Lord Timon's fury ?

3 Sen. Pifh ! 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' ether day, and now
he has beat it out of my cap. Did you fee my jewel ?

,

2 Sen. Did you fee my cap ?

3 Sen. Here 'tis.

4 Sen. Here lyes my gown.
1 Sen, Let's make no ftay.

2 Sen. Lord Timon's mad.

3 Sen. I feel't upon my bones.

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

[Exeunt,

* Meaning probably the ignis fatuus often calltt Jack with a lan-
thorn

t appearing and vanitag in a minute.

ACT
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ACT IV. SCENE I.

Without the lualh of Athens.

Enter Timon.
lim, J ET me look back upon thee, O thou wall,

1 That girdleft in thole wolves ! dive in the earth,

And fence not Athens! Matrons, turn incontinent
5

Obedience fail in'children j Haves and fools

Pluck the grave wrinkled fenate from the bench,

And minifter in their ftcads : to general filth

Convert o' th' inftant, green virginity !

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

;

Rather than render bacOc, out with your knives,

And cut your trufters threats. Bound fervants, ileal
j

Large-handed robbers your grave matters are,

•And pill by law. Maid, to thy matter's bed
;

Thy miftrefs is i* th' brothel. Son of ilxteen,

Pluck tile lin'd crutch from thy old limping fire,

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

Religion to the Gods, pence, juftice, truth,
' Domeitick awe, night-reft, and neighbourhood,

Inftruclion, manners, m) fieri es and trades,

Degrees, obfervances, cuftoms and laws,

Decline to your confounding contraries !

And let confuficn live ! plagues incident to men,
Your potent and infectious feaversheap

On Athens, ripe for ftrokc ! Thou cold Sciatica,

Cripple our fenatcrs, that their limbs may halt

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 drive,

And drown themfclves in riot ! Itches, blains,

Sow all the Athenian bofoms, and their crop

Be general Jeprofie ! breath infect breath,

That their fociety (as their friendship) may
Be meerly poifon ! Nothing I'll bear from thee,

But nakednefs, thou town deteftable !

Take thou that too, with multiplying banns :

limon will to the woods, whcre.he /hall find

Th* unkindeil beaft much kinder than mankind.
The
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The Gods confound (hear me, you good Gods all)

Th' Athenians both within and out that wall
j

And granj:, as Timon grows, his hate may grow,

To the whole race of mankind, high and low ! [Exit*

SCENE II. Timon'j Houfe.

Enter Flavius with tivo or three Servants.

I Ser. Hear you, good matter iteward,where' sour mafrer?

Are we undone, cafe oa', nothing remaining ? i

Flav. Alack, my fellows, what fhould I lay to you ?

Let it be recorded by the righteous Gods,

I am as poor as you,

1 Ser, Such a houfe broke !

So noble a Mafier fall'n ! all gone ! and not

One friend to take his fortune by the arm,
And go along with him !

2 Ser. As we turn our backs

From our companion thrown into his grave,

So his familiars from 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 difeafe of all-munn'd poverty,

Walks, like Contempt, alone.—More of our fellows.

Enter ether Servants.

Fla<v. All broken implements of a ruin'd houfe I

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

That fee I by our faces ; we are fellows,

Serving alike in forrovv. Leak'd is Our bark,

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

Hearing the furges threat : we muft all part

Jnto the fea of air.

Tlav. Good fellows all,

The late/t of my wealth I'll fhare amongfl yoti.

Where-ever we fhall meet, for
climon"s fake,

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

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

We have fecn better days. Let each take fome
y

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

Thus part we rich in forrow, parting poor.

[Hegives them mcny, they embrace andpartfeveralivayt.
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Oh the fierce wretchednefs that glory brings us !

Who would not wim 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 friend/hip ?

To have his pomp, and all what flare compounds,

But only painted like his varninVd friends ?

Poor honeft 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 Lore!, bleft to be moft accurs'd,

Rich only to be wretched
5
thy great fortunes

Are made thy chief afflictions. Alas, kind Lord ?

He's flung in rage from this ungrateful feat

Of monftrous friends : nor has he with him to

Supply his life, or that which can command it

:

I'll follow after and enquire him out.

I'll ever ferve his mind with my beft will

;

Whilft I have gold, I'll be his fteward ftill. [Exit*

SCENE III. The mods.
Enter Timon.

Tim. OblefTed breeding Sun, draw from the earth

Rotten humidity : below thy filter's orb

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

Scarce is divided, touch with feveral fortunes,

The greater fcorns the lefler : Not ev'n nature,

To whom all fores lay fiege, can bear great fortune

But with contempt of nature.

Raife me this beggar, and degrade that Lord,

Thefenator mall bear contempt hereditary,

The beggar native honour :

It is the pafture lards the weather's fides,

The want that makes him lean. Who dares, who dares,

In purity of manhood ftand upright,

And fay, This man's aflatterer t if one be,

So are they all, for every greeze of fortune

Is fmooth'd by that below. The learned pate

Pucks
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Ducks to the golden fool : All is oblique,

There's nothing level in our curfed natures

But direct villainy. Then be abhorr'd,

All feafts, focieties, and throngs of men

!

His femblable, yea, himfelf, Timon difdains. ^
Deftruclion phang mankind ! Earthy yield me roots!

9
[Digging the earth.

Who feeks for better of thee, fawce his palate

With thy moft operant poifon !—What is here ?

Gold ? yellow, glittering, precious gold ? No, Gods

!

I am no idle votarift. Roots, clear hcav'ns

!

Thus much of this will make black, white
;

foul, fair
j

Wrong, right \
bafe, noble

;
old, young 5

coward, valiant.

You Gods ! why this ?—-why this ? you Gods !—why, this

Will lug your priefrs and fervants from your fides ;

PlucI^: fick mens pillows from below their heads.

This yellow Have

Will knit and break religions ; blefs th* accurs'd 3

Make the hoar leprofie ador'd
;

place thieves,

And give them title, knee, and approbation

With fenators on the bench : this, this is it

That makes the waged widow wed again
j

Her, whom the ipittle-houfe and ulcerous fores

Would cail the gorge at, this embalms and fpices

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

Thou common whore of mankind, that putt" ft odds

Among the rout of nations, I will make thee

Do thy right nature

—

[March afar off'.] Ha ! a drum ?—

•

thou'rt quick,

But yet I'll bury thee thou'lt go (ftrong thief)

When gouty keepers of thee cannot ftand.

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

SCENE IV.
Enter Alcibiades with drum and fife in warlike manner9

and Phrynia and Timandra,
Ale. What art thou there ? fpeak.

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

Tor mewing me again the eyes of man

!

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

.Tb>at art thy felf a man 1

Tim*
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Tim. I am Mifanthropos, and hate mankind.

For thy part, I do vvifh thou wert a dog,

That I might love thee femcthing.

Ale. I know thee well

:

But in thy fortunes am unlearn'd and ftrange.

Tim. I know thee too, and mere than as I know thee

I not dcfirc to know. Follow thy drum,
And with man's blood paint all the ground gules, gules ;

Religious canons, civil laws are cruel,

Then what /hould war be ? this fell whore of thine

Hath in her more deduction than thy fvvord,

For all her cherubin look.

Pbry. Thy lips rot off!

Tim, 1 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
;

There were no funs to borrow of.

Ale. Noble Timon, what friendflvip may I do thee ?

Iim. None, but to maintain my opinion.

Ale. What is it, Timon t
Tim. Promifc me friend/hip, but pciform 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 fome fort of thy miferies.

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

Ale. I fee them now, then was a blefied time.

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

Timan. Is this th* Athenian minion, whom the worl4

Voic'd fo regardfully ?

Tim. Art thou Timandra ?
Timan. Yes.
Tim. Be a whore frill : they love thee not that ufe thee :

Give them difeafes, leaving with thee their lufl ;

Make ufe of thy fait hours, feafon the llaves

For tubs and baths, bringdown the. rofe- cheek'd youth
To th' tub-fart, and the diet.

Timan, Hang thee, rraoniter \
,

4k*
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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 have heard and griev'd,

liow curfed Athens is mindlefs of thy worth,

Forgetting thy great deeds, when neighbour ftates

But for thy fword and fortune had trod on them.

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

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

Tim. How doft thou pity him, whom thou doft trouble >

Tad rather be alone.

Ale. Why, fare thee well,

Here's gold for thee.

Tim. Keep it, I cannot eat it.

Ale. When I have laid proud Athens on a heap—

—

Tim. Warr'ft thou ' ga'mtl Athens ?
Ale. Ay, Timon, and have caufe.

Tim. The Gods confound them all then in thy conqueft,

And after, Thee, when thou haft conquered !

Ale. But why me, Timon ?
Tim. That by killing villains

Thou waft born to make conqueft of 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-vie'd city hang his poifoa

Jn the fick air : Let not thy fword /kip one
j

J*ity 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 felPs a bawd. Let not the virgin's cheek
Make foft thy trenchant fword j for thofe milk-paps
That through the window-lawn bore at mens eyes,

Are not within t he leaf of pity writ,

Set them down horrible traitors. Spare not the babe
Whofe dimpled fmiles from fools extort their mercy J

Think it a baftard, who, the oracle

Hath doubtfully pronoune'd, thy throat fhall cut,

And mince it fans remorfe. Swear 'gainft aii objects,

Put armour on thine ears, and on thine eves
}

Whofc
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Whofe proof, nor yells of mothers, maids, nor babes,

%

Nor fight of priefts in holy vcftmcnts bleeding,

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

Make large confufion j and thy fury fpent,

Confounded be thy felf ! Speak not, be gone.

Ale. Haft thou gold yet ?

I'll take the gold thou giv'ft me, not thy counfel.

Tim. Doft thou,ordoft thou not,heav'n's curfe upon thee

!

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

Tim. Enough to make a whore forfwear her trade,

And to make whores abundant. Hold up, you fluts,

Your aprons mountant
j
your not oathable,

Although I know you'll fwear, terribly fwear

Into ftrong fhudders and to heavenly agues

Th' immortal Gods that hear you. Spare your oaths

:

I'll truft to your conditions, be whores ftill.

And he whofe pious breath feeks to convert you,

JBe ftrong in whore, allure him, burn him up u
Let your clofe fire predominate his fmoak,
And be no turn-coats : yet may your pains exterior

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 j and whore on ftill*

Paint till a horfe may mire upon your face
j

A pox of wrinkles

!

Both. Well, more gold what then?

Believe that we'll do any thing for gold.

Tim. Confumptions fow
In hollow bones of man, ftrike their ftiarp ftiins,

And mar mens fparring. Crack the lawyer's voice,

That he may never more falfe title plead,

Nor found his quillets mniiy. Hoar the Ffomrn9
That fcolds againft the quality of flefti,

And not believes himfelf. Down with the nofe,

Down with it flat, take the bridge quite away
Of him, that his particular to forcfee

Smells from the gen'ral weal. Make curlM-pate ruffians

Quite bald, and let the unfearr'd braggarts of

The war derive fome pain from you. Plague all

,

Vox, VII. £ That
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That your activity may defeat and quell

The fource of all erection There's more gold.

Do you damn others, and let this damn you,

And ditches grave you all 1

Both. More counfel with more mony, bounteous Timon

:

Tim. More whore, more mifchref firrt ; I've given you

earn eft.

Ale. Strike up the drum tow'rds Athens j
fareweljT/woK

;

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

Tim. If I hope well, I'll never fee thee more.
Ale. I never did thee harm.
Tim. Yes, thou fpok'ft well of me.
Ale. Call' it thou that harm ?

Tim. Men daily find it. Get thee hence away,
And take thy beagles with thee.

Ale We but offend him : ftrike.

[Exeunt Alcib. Phrynia and Timandra.

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 5 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 j

With all th' abhorred births below crifp heav'n

Whereon Hyperion's quickning fire doth mine

;

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

From forth thy plenteous bofom, one poor root

!

Then fear thy fertile and conceptions womb 5

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

Teem with new monfters whom thy upward face

Kath to the marbled manfion all above

Never prefented O, a root— dear thanks

!

Dry up thy meadows, vineyards, plough-torn leas,

Whereof ingrateful man with liqu'rifh draughts,

And morfels unclious, greafes his pure mind^

That from, it alj CQniideraUoa fliP3-—

SCENE
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SCENE VI. Enter Apcmantus.
More man ? plague, plague !

Apem. I was directed hither. Men report

Thou doft afreet my manners, and doft ufe them.
'Tim, '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 affec/ted,

A poor unmanly melancholy, fprung

From chance of fortune. Why this fpade ? this plac:

This flave-Iike habit, and thefc locks of care ?

Thy flatt'rers yet wear filk, drink wine, lye foft,

Hug their difcas'd perfumes, and have forgot

That ever Timon was. Shame not thefe weeds,

By putting on the cunning of a carper.

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

By that which has undone thee
$
hinge thy knee,

And let his very breath whom thou'lt obiervc

Blow off thy cap
5

praife his molt vicious ftrain,

And call it excellent. Thou waft told thus

:

Thou gav'ft thine cars, like tapfters, that bid welcom
To knaves, and all approachers : 'Tis moft jult

That thou turn rafcal : hadft thou wealth again,

Rafcals fhould hav't. Do not aflume my likenefs.

Tim. Were I like thee, I\l throw away my felt.

Apem. Thou'aft caft away thy felf, being like thy
So long a mad-man, now a fool. What, think' ft tho

That the bleak air, thy boifterous chamberlain,

Will put thy fhirt on warm ? will thefe mofs'd trees

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

And fkip when thou pomt'ft out ? will the cold brook
Candied with ice, cawdle thy morning tafte

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

Whofc naked natures live in all the fpight

Of wreakful heaven, whofe bare unhoufed trunks,

To the conflicting elements expos' d,
Anfwcr meer nature ? bid them flatter thee

j

Oh I thou ihalt find
c/im. A fool of thee

5
depart.

Apem. I love thee better now than e'er I did.
cUm. I hate thee worfe : thou flatter

1

ft mifcry.
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Apem. I flatter not, but fay thou art a caytifr,

Tim. Why doft thou feek me out ?

Apem. Only to vex thee.

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

Doft pleafe thy felf in't ?

Apem. Ay.
Tim. What a knave thou 1

Apem. If thou didft put this fowre cold habit on
To caftigate thy pride, 'twere well \ but thou

Doft it enforcedly : thou'dft courtier be

Wert thou not beggar. Willing mifery

Out-ftrips incertain pomp, is crown'd before it %-.

The one is filling ftill, never compleat
5

The other, at high wiih : Beft dates, contentlefs,,.

Have a diftratted and mo ft wretched being, .

Worfe than the worft, content.

Thou fhouldft defire to die, being miferable.

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

Thou art a Have, whom fortune's tender arm
With favour never clafpt 5 bred but a dog.

Kadft 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 5 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 refpedt, 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 ofmen
At duty more than I could frame employments

5

That numberlefs upon me ftuck, as leaves

po on the oak
;

yet with one winter's brum
Fall'nfrom their boughs, have left me open, bare

For every ftorm that blows j I to bear this,

That never knew but better, is feme burthen.

Thy nature did commence in fuff'rance, time

Hath made thee hard in't. Why fliouldft thou hate men
They never flatter'd thee.. What haft thou given?
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\f thou wilt curfe, thy father that poor rag

Muft be thy fubjecl:, who in fpite put fluff"

To fome me-beggar, and compounded thee

Poor rogue hereditary. Hence ! be gone

If thou hadft not been born the worft of men,
Thou hadft been knave and flatterer,

Apem. Art thou proud yet ?

Tim. Ay, that I am not thee.

Apem. I, that I was no prodigal.

Tim. I, that I am one now ;

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

I'd give thee leave to hang it. Get thee gone

That the whole life of Athens were in this

!

Thus would I cat it. * [Eating a

Apem. What wouldft thou hive to Athens t

Tim, Thee thither in a whirlwind j if thou wilt,

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

Apem. Here is no ufe for gold.

7/w. The beft and trueft :

For here it fleeps, and does no hired harm.
Apem. Where ly'ft a-nights, Union f

Where feed'ft thou a-days, Apemantus ?

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

Tim. Would poifon were obedient, knew my mind !

Apem. Where wouldft thou fend it then ?

Tim. To fawce thy dimes.

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
courtefy j in thy rags thou knoweft none, but art defpis'fci

* Thus would I eat it.

Aptm. Here will I mend thy feaft.

Tim. Fjrrt mend my company, take away thy (elf.

Aptm. So 1 fhall mend my own, by th 1
lack, of thine.

Tim. 'Tis not well mended lo, it is but bouhi ;

If not, I would it were.
Apm. What wouldrt thou, 6Y.

Under that's above me.

S3
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for the contrary. * What things in the world canii thou
sieareft compare to thy flatterers ?

Tim. Women neare^ ; but men, men are the things

themfelves. What wouldft thou do with the world, ji$e-

mantus, if it lay in thy power ?

Apetn* Give it the beafts, to be rid of the men.
Tim. Wouldft thou hare thy felf fall in the confufion of

men, and remain a beaft with the beafts f

Apem. Ay, Timon.

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 j if

thou wert the fox, the lion would fufpeft thee, when per-

adventure thou wert accus'd by the afs ; if thou wert the

afs, thy dulnefs would torment thee ; and ftill thou
T
dft live

but as a breakfaft to the wolf. If thou wert the wolf, thy

greedinefs would afflict thee , and oft thou fhouldft hazard

thy life for thy dinner.
v

Wert thou the unicorn, pride and.

wrath would confound thee, and make thine own felf the

«2onqucft of thy fury.
-J-

Wert thou a bear, thou wouldft

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

be feized by the leopard ; wert thou a leopard, thou wert
gcrman to the lion, and the fpots of thy kindred were ju-

rors on thy life. All thy fafety wcrs remotion, and thy

defence abfence. What beaft couldft thou be, that were

* ----the contrary. There'? a medlar for thee, eat it.

Tim. On what I hate, 1 feed not.
Jpem. Doft hate a medlar ?

Tim. Ay, though it look like thee.
Ajitn. An th) hadft hated medlers fooner, thou fhouldft have

lov'd thy felf better now.
What man didft thou ever know unthrift, that was beloved after

his means ?

Tim. Who without thoft means thou taik'it of, didft thou ever
know beloved ?

Apsm. My felf.

Tim. I underftand thee, thou hadft fome means to keep a dog.
jfyem. What things, &c.

* The account given of the Unicorn is this : that he and the Lion
being enemies by nature, as foon as the Lion fees the Unicorn he
toetakes himfelf to a tree: The Unicorn in his fury and with all the
fWiftnefs of his courfe running at him flicks his horn faft in the tree,
and then tfie h'm fails upon him and kills him. Gejnsr Haft. Ani-

BQt
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not fubje£ 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
1

ft have hit upon it here. The commonwealth

of Athens is become a foreft of beafts.

Tim. 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.

A plague on thee !

Apem. Thou art too bad to curfe.

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

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

Tim, Td beat thee, but I mould infect my hands.

Apem, I would my tongue could rot them oft"!

Tim. Away, thou liTue of a mangy dog !

Choler does kill me, that thou art alive ;

1 fwcon to fee thee.

Apem. I would thou wouldft burft

!

Iim. Away, thou tedious rogue, I am forry }

Shall lofe a (lone by thee.

Apem, Beaft!

Slave !

Apem. Toadf
Tim. Rogue!

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

But ev'n the meer neceflities upon it.

Then, Pinion
, prefently prepare thy grave

5

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 fwect King-killer, and dear divorce

[Looking on the gold,

'Twixt natural fon and fire ! thou bright defiler

Of Hymen^s pureft bed ! thou valiant Mars y

Thou ever young, frefh, lov'd, and delicate wooer,
V/hofe blufh doth thaw the confecrated fnow,

That lyes on Dianas lap! thou vihble God,
That fouldreft clofe impofiibilities,

And inak'ft them kifs $ that fpeak'ft with, every tongue
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To every purpofe ! Oh, thou touch of hearts r

Think thy Have man rebels, and by thy virtue

Set them into confounding odds, that beafrs

May have the world in empire.

Apem. Wfruld 'twere fo,

But not 'till I am dead ! I'll fay th' haft gold
j

Thou wilt be throng' d to lhortly.

Tim. Throng' d to ?

Apem. Ay.
Tim. Thy back, I pr'ythee : live and Jove thy mifery j.

Long live fo or fo die, fo I am quit.

Mo things like men ? eat, Timon, and abhor them.
[Seeing the Thieves.

Apem, The plague of company light upon thee ! I will

fear to catch it, and give way. When I know not what
elfe to do, I'll fee thee again.

Tim. When there is nothing living but thee, thou /halt

be welcome. I had rather be a beggar's dog than Ape-
wantus. [Exit Apem,

SCENE VII. Enter thieves.

1 Thief. Where ihould he have this gold ? It is fome

poor fragment, fome (lender ort of his remainder : the meer
want of gold, and the falling off of friends, drove him into

this melancholy. v.

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

3 Thief. Let us make the affay upon him j if he i&re

not for't, he will fupply us eafily : if he covetoufly relerve

it, how mall's get it ?

2 Thief. True 5 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 5 I know him.
AH. Save thee, Timon !

Tim. Now, thieves !

All. Soldiers 5 not thieves.

Tim. Both, both, and womens fons.

All. We are not thieves, but men that much do want.
Tim. Your greater!: want is, you want much of men.

Why fliould you want ? behold, the earth, hath roots

;

Within
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"Within this mile break forth an hundred fprings 5

The oaks bear mafts, the briers fcarlet hips.

The bounteous hufwife nature on each bulh

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

1. Thief. We cannot live on grafs, on berries, water,

As beafts, and birds, and fimes.

Tim. Nor on the hearts themfelves, the birds, and fifhes*

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

That you are thieves profeft 5 that you work not

In holier fhapes j for there is boundlefs theft

In limited profefiions. Rafcals, thieves,

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

'Till the high feaver feeth your blood to froth,

And fo 'fcape hanging. Truft not the phyfkian,

His antidotes are poifon, and he flays

More than you rob, takes wealth, and life together^

Do villainy, do, /ince you profefs to do't,

Like workmen j I'll example you with thievery.

The fun's a thief, and with his great attraction

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

And her pale fire me fnatches from the fun.

The fea's a thief, whofe liquid furge refolves

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

That feeds and breeds by a compofture 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 3

All that you meet are thieves : to Athens go,

Break open fhops, for nothing can you fteal

But thieves do lofe it: fter.l not lefs for what
I give, and gold confound you howfoever ! Amen. [Exit*

3 Thief. H'as almoft charm'd me from my profelfion,

by perfwading me to it.

1 Thief. 'Tis in his malice to mankind, that he thus-

advifes us ; not to have us thrive in our myftcry.

2. Thief I'll belitve him as an enemy 5 and give over

my trade.

1 Thief Let us firfl fse peace ia Atkenst

a Thief.
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2 Tbitf* There is no time io miferable but a man may
be true. [Exeunt*

ACT V. SCENE I.

lTi>j Woods and Timon' .s Cave,

Enter Flavius to Timon.
Flav. QH 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 wifht to love his enemies !

Grant I may ever love and rather woo
Thofe that would mifchief me, than thofe that do.'

H's caught me in his eye, I will prefrnt

My honeft grief to him
5
and, as my Lord,

Still ferve him with my life. My d'eareft matter !

Tim. Away ! what art thou ?

Fla*v, Have you forgot me, Sir ?

Tim. Why doit a/k that ? I have forgot all men.

Then if thou granteft that thou art a man
I have forgot thee.

Fla-v. An honeft fervant.

Tim. Then I knew thee not

:

I ne'er had honeft man about me, all

I kept were knaves, to ferve in meat to villains.

Fla<v. The Gods are witnefs,

Ne'er did poor fleward wear a truer grief

For his undone Lord, than mine eyes for you,

Tim. What, deft thou weep ? come nearer \ then I love

Becaufe thou art a woman, and difciaim'ft [thee,

Flinty mankind j whofe eyes do never give,

But or through luft, or laughter. *

F/a-v. I beg of you to know me, good my Lord,

# o- laughter. Pity's Hceping
;

grange times ! that weep with laughing, not with weeping.
flav. i beg of

T* accept
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T accept my grief, and whilft this poor wealth lafts,

To entertain Vie as your fteward Hill.

Tim. Had I a ftcward

So true, fo juft, and now fo comfortable ?

It almoft turns my dangerous nature mild*

Let me behold thy face : furely, this man
Was born of woman.
Forgive my gen'ral and exccptlefs raftinefs,

Pcrpetual-fobcr Gods ! I do proclaim

One honcft man : miftake me not, but one.

No more I pray, and he's a P.eward too.

How fain would I have hated ail mankind,
And thou redeem'ft thy felf : but all fave thee

I fell with curfes.

Methinka thou art more honeft now than wife :

For, by opprefling and betraying me,
Thou might'ft have fooner got another fervice :

For many fo arrive at fecond matters,

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,

An ufuring kindnefs, as rich men deal gifts,

Expecting in return twenty for one ?

F/av. No, my moft worthy mafter, (in whofe breaft

Doubt and fufpedl, alas, are plac'd too late,)

You mould have fear'd falfe times, when you did feaft

£>ufpec~l Mill comes when an eft.ate is leaft.

That which I mew, 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 it

For this one wi/h, that you had power and wealth

To requite me by making rich your felf.

Tim, Look thee, 'tis fo 5 thou fingly honeft man,,

Here, take ; the Gods out of my mifery

Have fent thee treafure. Go, live rich and happy

:

But thus condition'd j thou fhalt build from men ;

Hate all, curfe all, mew chanty to none,

But Jet tlie. famiih'd fleft Hide, from tht; bone,
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Ere thou relieve the beggar. Give to dogs

What thou deny'iT. to men. Let prifons fwallow 'em,
Debts wither 'em \ be men like blafted woods,

And may difeafes lick up their faife bloods I

And fo farewel, and thrive.

Flaw. O let me flay

And comfort you, my matter

!

Tim. If thou hat' ft curfes,

Stay not, but fly, whilft thou art bleft and free
;

Ne'er fee thou man, and let me ne'er fee thee. [Exeunt*

SCENE II. 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. Alcibiades reports it : Phrynia and 7V-
mandra had gold of him \ he likewife enrich'd poor ftrag-

ling foldiers with great quantity. 'Tis faid, he gave his

fteward a mighty fum.

Poet. Then this breaking of his has been but a tryal of

his friends ?

Pain. Nothing -elfe : you fhall fee him a palm in Athens

again, and flourifh with the higheft. Therefore 'tis not

amifs we tender our loves to him in this fuppos'd diftrefs of

his : it will mew 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. What have you now to prefent unto him ?

Pain. Nothing at this time but my vifitation : only I

will promife him an excellent piece.

Poet. I muffc ferve him fo too, 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 expectation. Performance is

ever the duller for his act
j

and, but in the plainer and
iimpler kind of people, the deed is quite out of ufe. To
promife is melt courtly and fafhionable

j
performance is a

kind of will or teftament, which argues a great ficknefs in

bis judgmeat that makes it.

Re-enter
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Re-enter Timoh from his Cave, unfeen , but over-

bearing him,

Tim. Excellent workman ! thou canft not p2int a man
fo bad as thy felf.

Post. I am thinking what I mall fay I have provided fir

him : it muft be a perfonating of himfdf $ a fatyr againft

the foftncfs of profperity, with a difcovery of the infinite

flatteries that follow youth and opulency.

Tim. Muft thou needs ftand for a villain in thine ow&
work ? wilt thou whip thine own faults in other men ? do
1o, I have gold for thee.

Pain. Nay, let's feck him.
Then do we fin againft our own eftate,

When we may profit meet, and come too late.

Poet. True*.

While the day ferves, before black-corneted night,

Find what thou want' ft, by free and ofifer'd light.

Come.
Tim. I'll meet you at the turn

What a God's gold, that he is wor/hipped

In bafer temples, than where fwine do feed ?

'Tis thou that rigg'ft the bark, and plow 'ft the foanv,

Sfcttleft admired rev'rence in a flave
;

To thee be wormip, and thy faints for aye

Be crown' d with plagues, that thee alone obey !

'Tis fit I meet them.
Poet. Hail ! worthy Timon.

Pain. Our late noble mafter.

Tim. Have I once liv'd to fee two honeft men ?

Poet. Sir, having often of your bounty tafted,

Hearing you were retir'd, your friends fall'n off,

For whofe moft thanklcls natures (abhorr'd fpirits
!)

Not all the whips of heav'n are large enough :

What ! ev'n to you ! Whofe ftar-like nobleneis

Gave life and influence to their being ! I'm rapt,

And cannot cover the monftrous bulk of this

Ingratitude with any fize of words.

Tim. Let it go naked, men mayfee'tthe better :

You that are honeft, by being what you are,

Make them bell fcen and known.
Vol, VII, F Mfei
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Pain. He, and my felf,

Have travell'd in the fliower of your gifts,

And fweetly felt it.

Tim. Ay, you're honeft men.
Pain. We're hither come to offer you our fervice.

Tim. Moft honeft men ! why how mall I requite you ?

Can you eat roots, and drink cold water ? no.

Both. 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 ycu have
;
fpeak truth, y'are honeft men.

Pain. So it is faid, my noble Lord, but therefore

Came not my friend, nor I.

*tim. Good honeft man ! thou draw' ft a counterfeit

Beft in all Athens, thou'rt indeed the beft,

Thou counterfeit' ft moft lively.

Pain. So fo, my Lord.

Tim. E'en lb, Sir, as I fay And for thy fiction,

[To the Poet.

Why, thy verfe fwells with ftuflf fo fine and fmooth,
That thou art even natural in thine art.

But for all this, my honeft-natur'd friends,

I muft 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.

Tint. You'll take it ill.

Both. Moft th-nkfulJy, my Lord.
Tim. Will you indeed ?

Both. Doubt it not, worthy Lord.

Tim. There's ne'er a one ofyou but trufts a knave,
T'xidt mightily deceives you.

Both. Do we, my Lord ?

Tim. Ay, and you hear him cogg, fee him difTemble,

Know his grefs pickery, love him, and feed him,
Keep in your bofcm

3
yet remain aiiur'd

That he's a made-up villain.

Pain. I know none fuch,

My Lord,

Poet. Nor L
*tim§
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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 them.

Tim. You that way, and you this ; not two in company,

Each man apart, all iingle and alone

;

Yet an arch-villain keeps him company.

If where thou art, two villains mall not be, [To tbePaintsr.

Come not near him.—If thou wouldft not rcfide [To the Poet*

But where one villain is, then him abandon.

Hence, pack, there's gold, ye came for gold, ye Haves

;

You have work'd for me j there's ^our payment, hence !

You are an alchymift, make gold of that

:

Out, lafcal dogs ! [Exit beating and driving out*

SCENE III. Enter Flavius and fzvo Senators,

F/a-v. It is in vain that you would fpeak withTimn :

For he is fct fo only to himlelf,

That nothing but himlelf which looks like man
Is friendly with him.

1 Sen. Bring us to his cave.

It is our part and promife to th' Athenians

To fpeak with Timcn,

2 Sen, At all times alike

Men are not ftill the fame j 'twas time and griefs

That fram'd him thus. Time with his fairer hand
Offering the fortunes ©f his former days,

The former man may make him
5
bring us to him,

And chance it as it may.
Flaw, Here is his cave :

Peace and content be here, Lord Timon ! Timon \

Look out, and fpeak to friends : th' Athenians

By two of their moft rev'rend fenate greet thee
$

Speak to them, noble Timon.

Enter Timon out of his Cave.
Tim. Then Sun that comfort'A, burn!— fpeak and be

For each true word a blifter, and each falfe [hang'd j

Be cauterizing to the root o' th' tongue,
Confuming it with fpeaking

!

F z - 1 Sen,
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I Sen. Worthy Timon

Tim. Of none but fuch as you, and you ofTimon,

7> Sen. The fenators of Athens greet thee, Timon.

Tim. I thank them, and would fend them back the plague,

Could I but catch it for them.

1 Sen. O, forget

What we are forry for our felves, in thee :

The fenators, with one confent of love,

Intreat thee back to Athens 5 who have thought

On fpecial dignities, which vacant lye

For thy beft ufe and wearing.
.

2 Sen. They confefs

Toward thee forge'Lfulnefs, too general, grofs

;

And now the publick body (which doth feldom

,
Play the recariter) feeling in it felf

A lack of Timon 's aid, hath fenfe withal

Of its own fault, reftraining aid to Timon
;

And fends forth us to make their forrow's 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 lhall 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 bf 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 malt be met with thanks, -

-

Allow'd with abfolute power, and thy good name
Live with authority : foon we lhall drive back

Of Alcibiades th' approaches wild, /

Who, like a boar too favage, doth root up

His country's peace.

% Sen. And /hakes his threatning fword

^gainft the walls of Athens.

j Sen. Therefore, Timon

Tim, Well, Sir, I will 5 therefore I will, Sir, thus—
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If Alcibiades kill my countrymen,

Let Alcibiades know this of Timon,

That Timon cares not. If he fack fair Athens,

And take our goodly aged men by th' beards,

Giving our holy virgins to the (lain

Ofcontumelious, beaftly, mad-brain'd war
5

Then let him know, and tell him Timon fpeaksit,

In pity of our aged, and our youth,

I cannot chufe but tell him,— that I care not.

And let him tak't at worft j for their knives care not, v

While you have throats to anfaer. For my felf,

There's not a whittle ill th' unruly camp,

But I do prize it in my love, before

The reverend' ft throat in Jithem. So I leave you
To the protection of the profp'rous Gods,

As thieves to keepers.

Flav. Stay not, all's in vain.

Tim, 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 ftill ;

Be Alcibiades your plague
; you his

5

And laft fo long enough !

I Sen. We fpeak in vain.

Tim. But yet I love my country, and am not

One that rejoices in the common wreck,

As common bruit doth put it.

1 Sen. That's weil fpoke.

Tim. Commend me to my loving countrymen.

1 Sen, Thefe words become your lips, as they pafs thro*

them.

2 Sen, And enter in our ears like , great triumphers

In their applauding gates.

Tim. Commend me to them,
And tell them, that to eafe them of their griefs,

Their fears of hoitile ftrokes, their aches, lories,

Their pangs of love, with other incident throe!*

That nature's fragile veflel doth fuftain

In life's uncertain voyage, I will do

F 3 Some
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Some kindnefs to them, teach them to prevent

Wild Alcibiades* wrath.

2 Sen. I like this well.

Tim. I have a tree which grows here in my clofe,

That mine own ufe invites me to cut down,
And mortly muft I fell it. Tell my friends,

Tell Athens, in the frequence of degree,

From high to low throughout, that whofo pleafe

To ftop affliction, let him take his hafte,

Come hither ere my tree hath felt the ax,

And hang himfelf.—I pray you, do my greeting.

Flav. Vex him no further, thus you Hill mail find him.
Tim. Come not to me again, but fay to Athens,

Timon hath made his everlafting manfion

Upon the beached verge of the fait flood ;

Which ence a-day with his emboffed froth

The turbulent furge mall cover : Thither come,
And let my grave-ilone 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

!

Sun, hide thy beams ! Timon hath done his reign.

I Sen. His difcontents are coupled to his nature.

i Sen. Our hope in him is dead ; let us return,

And ftrain what other means is left unto us

In our dread peril.

SCENE' I /. The If alls of Athens.

Enter t-ivo other Senators, ivith a MeJJcnger.

1 Sen* Thou haft painfully difcover'd j are his files

As full as they report ? .
•

,

MeJ. I have fpoke the leaft. , .

Befides, his expedition promifes

Prefent approach.

2 Sen. We ftand much hazard, if they bring nctTimon.

MeJ. I met a courier, one mine ancient friend,

And, though in general part we were oppos'd,

Yet our old love had a particular force,

And made us fpeak like friends. This man was riding

[Exit Timon.

j Sen. It requires fvvift foot. [Exeunt.
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From Alcibiades to Timon's cave,

With letters of intreaty, which imported

His fellow/hip 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 Timon, nothing of him expec*h

The enemies drum is heard, and fearful fcouring

Doth choak the air with duft. In, and prepare,

Ours is the fall, I fear, our foes the fnare.* [Exeunt,

SCENE V.
Trumpets found. Enter Alcibiades with bis 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 fill'd the time

With all licentious meafure, making your wills

The fcope of juftice. 'Till now my fclf, and fuch

As flept within the fhadow 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 eafe,

And purfy Infolence mall break his wind
With fear and horrid flight.

1 Sen, Noble and young,
When thy firft griefs were but a meer conceit,

Ere thou hadft power, or we'had caufe to fear
;

We lent to thee, to give thy rage its balm,

*— our foes the fnare. [Exeunt,
Enter a Sold er in the IVndt^ ft-kir." Timon.

Sol. By all dcfcription this fhould be the place.
Who's here? fpeak, ho,-- No ar.lwcr ? --What is this

Timon is dead, who hath out-ftietcht his fpan,
Some bealt read this ; th re does not live a man.
Dead fure, and this his grave ; what's o;i this tomb?
I cannot read j the character I'll take with wax j
Our captain hath in cveiy figure skill.

An agM interpreter, tho' young in days :

Hefore proud Athens he's fet down by this,
VVhofe fall the mark of his ambition is.

SCENE, C3*c

To
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To wipe out our ingratitude with loves

Above its quantity.

2 Sen, So did we woo
Transformed Timon to our city's love

By humble mefTage, and by promisM 'mends

:

We were not all unkind, nor all deferve

The common ftroke of war. »

1 Sen, Thefe walls of ours

Were not erected by their hands, from whom
You have receiv'd your griefs : nor are they fuch

That thefe great tow'rs, trophies, and fchools fhould 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
j

By decimation and a tithed death,

(If thy revenges hunger for that food

Which nature loaths) take thou the deftin'd tenth,*

1 Sen, We 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 j

Spare thy Athenian cradle, and thofe kin

Which in the blufter of thy wrath muft fall

With thofe that have offended $ like a fhepherd,

Approach the fold, and cull th' infected forth,

But kill not all together.

2 Sen, What thou wilt

Thou rather ihalt enforce it with thy fmile,

Than hew to't with thy fword.

1 Sen, Set but thy foot

Againft our rampir'd gates, and they mall 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 die9
Let die the ipotied.

j Sm, We all hare, GrY.

2 Sen,
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2 Sen, Throw thy glove,

Or any token of thine honour elfe,

That thou wilt ufe the wars as thy redrefs,

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
j

Dcfcend, and open your uncharged ports,

Thofe enemies of Timon , and mine own,
Whom you your felves mall fet out for reproof,

Fall, and no more 5 and to atone your fears

With my more noble meaning, not a man
Shall pais his quarter, or offend the flream

Of regular juftice in your city's bounds,

But fliall be remedied by publick laws

At heavieft anfwer.

Both. 'Tis moft nobly fpoken. 1

Ale, Defcend, and keep your words.

Enter a Soldier,

Sold, My noble General, Timon is dead,

Entomb'd upon the very hem o'th' fca,

And on his grave-ftone this infculpture, which
With wax I brought away ; whofe foft imprefiion

Interpreteth for my poor ignorance.

[Alcibiades reads the epitaph.]

Here lies a wretched coarfe, of wretched joitl bereft :

Seek not my name: a plague confume you caitiffs left!

Here lye I Timon, ivho all living men did hate,

Pafs by, and curfe thy fill, but flay not here thy gute,

Thcfe well exprefs in thee thy latter ipirits :

Tho' thou abhorr'dft in us our human griefs,

Scorn'dft our brine's flow, and thofe our droplets which
From niggard nature fall

;
yet rich conceit

Taught thee to make van: Neptune weep for aye

On thy low grave our faults—forgiv'n, fmce dead

Is noble Timor., of whofe memory
- Hereafter more.—Bring me into your city,

And I will ufe the olive/with my fword
j

-Make war breed peace j make peace (tint war j make each

Prefcribc to other, as each other's leach.

Let our drums ftrike.- [Exrurt*
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Dramatis Persons.

Caius Marti us Coriolanus, a noble Roman, hated
by the common People,

Titus Lartius, 1 Generals againft'the Volfchns, and
Cominius, \ friends to Coriolanus.

Menenius Agrippa, Friend to Coriolanus.

SiciniusVelutus, 7 Tribunes of the People> and ene-

Junius Brutus, $ mics to Coriolanus.

Tullus Aufidius, General of the Volfcians.

Lieutenant to Aufidius.
Young Marti us, Son to Coriolanus,

Confpirators 'with Aufidius.

Volumnia, Mother to Coriolanus.

V-irgilia, JVifs to Coriolanus,

Valeria, Friend ta Virgilia.

Roman and Volfcizn Senators, JEdiles, LiElors, Soldiers,

Common People, Servants to Aufidius, and other Atten-

dants,

The SCENE is partly in Rome and partly in the Terri-

tory of the Volfcians, and Antiates.

The ivhole Hifiory exactly follonv 'd, and many of the princi-

palfpeeches copfdfrom the life ofCoriolanus in Plutarch,

CORI-
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CORIOLANUS.

ACT J. SCENE I.

A Street in Rome.
Enter a company of mutinous Citizens with fiaves, clubs,

and other weapons

•

I Cit, "¥™JEFORE wc proceed any further, hear me
"4 fpeak.

All. Speak, fpeak.

l Cit. You are all refolv'd rather to die than to famim ?

AIL Refolv'd, refolv'd.

i Cit. Firfl, you know, Caius Martius is the chiefenemy
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 verdict ?

All. No more talking on' t, Iet'tbedonej away, away!
2 Cit. One word, good citizens.

1 Cit. We are accounted poor citizens ; the Patricians

good t what authority furfeits on would relieve us : if they

would yield us but the fuperfluity, while it were wholfome,
we might guefs they relieved us humanely : but they think
we are too dear ; theleannefs that afflicts us, the object ofour

mifery, is as an inventory to particularize their abundance
;

our fufferance is a gain to them. Let us revenge this with
our pitchforks, ere we become rakes : for the Gods know, I

fpeak this in hunger for bread, not in thirft for revenge.

2 Cit.Would you proceed efpecially againfl: CaiusMartius ?
All. Againir. him firft : he's a very dog to the commonalty.

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

country ?

Vol. VII. G > Cit.
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I Cit* Very well : and could be content to give Mm

good report for't, but that he pays himfclf with being proud.

All. Nay, but fpeak not malicioufly.

1 Sit. I fay unto you, what he hath done famoufly, he
did it to that end

j
though foft-confcienc'd men can be con-

tent to fay it wa's for his country, he did it to pleafe his

mother, and
, partly to be proud, which he is, even to the

altitude of his virtue.

2 Cit. What he cannot help in his nature, you account a
vice in him : you mull in no way fay he is covetous.

i Cit. If I muft not, I need not be barren of accufations

;

he iiath faults, with furplus, to tire in repetition. [Shouts

•within.] What fhouts are thofe ? the other fide o' th' city

is rifen
\
why itay we prating here ? to th' Capitol—

All. Come/eome.
1 Cit. Soft who comes here ?

SCENE II. Enter Menenius Agrippa.

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

1 Cit. He's one honefr enough ; would all the reft were fo

!

Men. What work's, my countrymen, in hand? wjiere go
you with your bats and clubs ? the matter—fpeak, I pray you,

2 Cit. Our bufmefs is not unknown to the fenate
;
they

have had inkling, this fortnight, what we intend to do,

which now we'll ilievv 'em in deeds : they fay, poorfuitors .

have ftrong breaths
5
they mall know we have urong arms 1

too.

Men, Why, matters, my good friends, mine honeft

neighbours, will you undo yourfelves ?

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

Men. I tell you, friends, molt charitable care

Have the Patricians of you : For your wants,
Your fufferings in this dearth, ycu may as well

Strike at the heaven with your fhves, as lift them
Againft the Roman ftate ; whufc 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 3 and
Your knees to them, not arms muft help. Alack,

You
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You arc tranfportcd by calamity

Thither, where more attends you ; and you /lander

The helms q' th' ftate, who care for you, like fathers,

When you curfe them as enemies.

2 Cit. Care for us ?— true indeed U they ne'er carM

for us yet. Suffer us to famifli, and their ftorc-houfes

cramm'd with grain ; make edicts for ufury, to fupport

ufurers
;

repeal daily any wholfome a£l eftablifhed againft

the rich, and provide more" piercing ftatutes daily to chain

up and rcftrain the poor. If" the wars cat us not up, they

will, and there's all the love they bear us.

Men. Either you muff.
'

Confefs your felves wondrous malicious,

Or be accus'd of folly.- I ihall tell you

A pretty tale j it may be you have neard it
5

But fince it ferves my purpole, I will venture

To ilale't a little more.

2 Cit. Well,

We'll hear it, Sir, but yet you mufl not think

To fob off our difgraces with a tale :

But, an't pleafe you, deliver.

Men. There was a time when all the body's members
Rebell'd againft the belly ; thus accus'd it

That only like a gulf it did remain

I* th' midfto' th' body, idle and unacYive,

Still cupboardiug the viand, never bearing

Like labour with the reft 5 where th' other inftruments

Did fee, and hear, devife, inftrucl, walk, feel,

And mutually participate, did minifter

Unto the appetite, and affection common
Of the whple body. The belly anfwer'd

2 Cit. Well, Sir, what aniwer made the belly ?

Men. Sir, I fliall 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 fpeak) it tauntingly reply'd

To the difcontented members, the mutinous parts

That envied his receit ; even fo moft fitly,

As you malign our fenators, for that

They are not luch as you

g z 2 am
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2 Cit. Your belly's anfwer—i— what ?

The kindly crowned head, the vigilant eye,

The counsellor heart, the arm our foidier,

Our fteed the leg, the tongue our trumpeter j

With other muniments and petty helps

In this our fabrick, if that they

Men. What then \ for me this fellow fpeaks.

What then ? what then ?

2 Cit. Should by the cormorant belly be reftrain'd,

Who is" the link o' th' body

Men. Well, what then ?

2 Cit, The former agents, if they did complain,

What could the belly anfwer?

Men. I will tell you.

If you'll befrow a fmall (of what you have little)

Patience, a while
;
you'll hear the belly's anfwer,

2. Cit. Y'are long about it.

Men. Note me this, good friend ;

Your moft grave belly was deliberate,

Not rafh, like his accufcrs, and thus anfwer' d
j

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 (lore-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 fmall inferior veins

From me receive that natural competency

Whereby they live. And though that all at once,

You, my go^d friends, (this fays the belly) mark me—

•

2. Cit. Ay, Sir, well, well.

Men. Though ali 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 ? r
2 Cit. it was an anfwer how apply you this ?

Men. The fenators of Rome are this goo4 belly,

And
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And you the mutinous members 3 for examine

Their counfels, and their cares
$

digeft things rightly,

Touching the weal o' th' common, you mail find

No public benefit which you receive,

But it proceeds or comes from them to you,

And no way from yourfelves. "What do you think ?

You, the great toe of this alTcmbly ?

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

Men. For that being one o' th' loweft, bafeft, pooreft

Of this moft wife rebellion, thou goeft foremoft :

Thou rafcal, that art firft from blows to run,

Lead' ft firft to win feme 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 bane.

SCENE III. Enter Caius Martius.

Hail, noble Martius !

Mar. Thanks. What's the matter, you difTcntious 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. lie that trufts to you,

Where he mould find you lions, finds you hares

:

Where foxes, geefc you are : no finer, no,

Than is the coal of fire upon the ice,

Or hailftone in the fun. Your virtue is,

To make him worthy, whofe offence fubdues him,
And curfe that juftice did it. Who deferves greatnefs, I

Deferves your hate j and your afredtlons are

A fick man's appetite, who deiires moft that

Which would encreafe his evil. He that depends

Upon your favours, fwims with fins of 'lead,

And hews down oaks with rufties. Hang ye—truft ye !

With every minute you do change a mind,
And call him noble, that was now your hate,

Him vile that was your garland. What's the matter,

That in the fcveral places of the city

G 3 You
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Ypu cry againft the noble Senate, who
(Under the Gods) keep you in awe, which elfe

Would feed on one another ? What's their feeking ?

Men. For corn at their own rates, whereof, they fay,

The city is well ftor'd.

Mar. Hang 'em : they fay !

They'll fit by th' fire, and prefume to know
What's done i' th

1

Capitol ; who's like to rife,

And who declines : fide factions, and give out

Conjectural marriages
5
making parties ftrong,

And feebling fuch as ftand not in their liking,

Below their cobbled /hoes. 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 flaves,

As high as I could pitch my lance.

Men. Nay, thefe

Are almort thoroughly perfuaded : for

Although abundantly they lack difcretion,

Yet are they pafnng cowardly. I befeech you,
What fays the other troop ?

,

Mar, They are diffolv'd
j

They faid they were an hungry, fighM forth proverbs ;

That hunger broke Jione ivalls that dogs mufi eat

That meat <zvas madefor mouths that the Gods fent not

Corn for the rich men only With thefe mreds
They vented their complainings j which being anfwer'd,

And a petition granted them, a ftrange one,

To break the heart of generofity,

And make bold power look pale
j
they threw their caps

As they would hang them on th' horns o' th' moon, .

Shouting their emulation.

Men. What is granted ?

Mar. Five tribunes to defend their vulgar wifdoms,
Of their own choice. One of them's Junius Brutusy
SiciniusVelutus, and I know not 3' death !

The rabble mould have firft unroofd the city

Ere fo prevail'd with me : it will in time
Win upon power, and throw forth greater themes
For infurre&iori's arguing.

Men,
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Men, This is ftrange.

Mar. Go, get you home, ycu fragments

!

Enter a Mcffenger,

Me/. Where's Catus Martius f

Mar, Here what is the matter ?

Mef, The news is, Sir, the VoIfcian s arc in arms.

Mar, I am glad on't, then we /hall have means to vent

Our mufly luperfluity. See ! our beft elders—
SCENE IV.

Enter Sicinius Velutus, Junius Brutus, Cominius, Titus

Lartius, zvitb other Senators,

I Sen, Martius, 'tis true, that you have lately told us,

The Voljcians are in arms.
v Mar, They have a leader,

Tullus Aufdius, that will put you to't.

I fin in envying his nobility :

And were I any thing but what I am/
I'd wifh me only him.

Cent, You have fought together ?

Mar, Were half to half the world by th' ears, and he

Upon my party, Vd revolt, to make
Only my wars with him. He is a lion

Th;at I am proud to hunt.

I Sen. Then, worthy Martius,

Attend upon Cominius to thefe wars.

Com. It is your former prcmife.

Mar, Sir, it is
j

And I am conftant : Titus Lartius, thou

ShaJt fee me once more (hike at 1'uIIus
1

face.

"What, art thou itifT"? ftand'ft out ?

Lar, No, Caius Martius
5

I'll lean upon one crutch and fight with t'other,

Ere itay behind this bulinefs.

Men. O true bred !

i Sen. Your company to th* Capitol j where I know
Our greateft friends attend us.

Lar, Lead you on
$

Follow, Cominius ! we muft follow you,
Right worthy your priority.

torn, Noble Lartius

!

1 Sen.
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I Sen. Hence to your homes—-be gone. [To the Citizens.

Mar. Nay, let them follow
$

The Voljcians have much corn : take thefe rats thither

To gnaw their garners. Wormipful mutineers,

Ypur valour puts well forth j I pray you, follow. [Exeunt.

[Citizensfieal a way. Manent Sicinius and Brutus.

Sie. Was ever man fo proud as is this Martius ?

Bru. He has no equal.

Sic. When we were chofen tribunes for the people *

Bru. Mark'd you his lip and eyes ?

Sic. Ttfav,' but his taunts.

Bru. Bfing mov'd, he will not fpare to gird the Gods—*
Sic. Be-mock the modeit moon.
Bru. The prefentwars devour him ! he is grown

Too proud of being fo valiant.

Sic. Such a nature,

Tickled with good fuccefs, difdains the fhadow

Which he treads on at noon ; but I do wonder
His infolence can brook to be commanded
Under Cominius.

Bru. Fame, at which he aims,

In which already he is well grae'd, cannot

Better be held, nor more attain'd, than by
A place below the nrft 5 for what mifcarries

Shall be the General's fault, tho' he perform

To the utmofl of a man ; and giddy cenfure

Will then cry out of Martius
5
oh, if he

Had born the bufinefs

Sic* And if things go well,

Opinion, that fo flicks on Martius, mall

Of his demerits rob Cominius.

Bru. Come;
Half all Cominius' honours are to Martius,

Though Manius earn them not ; and all his faults

To Martius mall be honours, though indeed

In ought he merit not.

Sic. Let's hence, and hear

How the difpatch is made j and in what fafhion,

More than this Angularity, he goes

Upon
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Upon this prefent aclion.

Bru. Let's along. [Exeu

SCENE V. Corioli.

Enter Tullus Aufidius with Senators of Corioli.

I Sen. So, your opinion is, Aufidius,

That they of Rome are entrcd in our counfels,

Arid 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—I 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 j the dearth is great,

The people mutinous j and it is rumoured

Cominius, Marjius your old enemy,
(Who is of Rome worfe hated than of you)

And Titus Lartius, a moft valiant Roman,
Thefe three lead on this preparation

Whither His bent—moit likely, 'tis for you :

Confider of it.
1

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 ycur great pretences veil'd 'till when
They needs muft mew themfclves, which in the hatchir

It feems appear' d to Rome. By the difcovery

We mall be fliortned in our aim, which was
* To take in many towns ere (almoft) Rome
Should know we were a-fcot.

2 Sett* Noble Aufidius,

Take your commiihon, hie you to your bands,

Let us alone to guard Corioli
5

If they fet down befcre's, for the remove
Bring up ycur. army : but, I think, you'll find

They've not prepared for us.

Auf. O, doubt not that,

I fpeak from very certainties. Nay more,
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Some parcels of their power arc forth already,

And only hitherward. I leave your Honours.

If we and Caius Martins chance to meet,
,

"Tis fwom between us we mall ever iirike

'Till one can do no more.

All. The Gods affift you !

Auf. And keep your Honours fafe !

I Sen. Farewel.
'2 Sen. Farewel.

All. Farewel. [Exeunt.

SCENE VI.
Caius Martius

1

* Houfe in Rome.
Enter Volumnia and Virgilia

$
they Jit doivn on two low

fiools, and fow.
Vol. I pray you, daughter, fing, or exprefs yourfelf in

a more comfortable fort: if my fon were. my hufband, I

would freeiier rejoice in that abfence wherein he won ho-
nour, than in the cmbracements of his bed, where he would
fhew moft love. When yet he 'was but tender-bodied, and
the only fon of my womb j when youth with comelinefs

plucked all gaze his way ; when for a day of Kings en-

treaties, a mother mould not fell him an hour from her be-

holding, I, conlidering how honour would become fuch

a perfon, that it was no better than picture-like 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 not more in joy

at firft hearing he was a man-child, than now in fii ft feeing

he had proved himfelf a man.
Vir. But had he died in the bufinefs, Madam, how then?
Vol. Then his good report mould have been my fon ; I

therein would have found ilTue. Hear me profefs fincerely :

had I a dozen fons each in my love alike, and none lefs

dear than thine and my good Martins, I had rather eleven

die nobly for their country than one voluptuoufly forfeit out
of action.

Enter a Gentle-woman.

Gent. Madarn^ the Lady Valeria is come to vifit you.

Vir. Befeech you, give mc leave to retire my felf.

VeL
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Vol. Indeed thou /halt not

:

Methinks I hither hear your hufband's drum :

I fee him pluck Aufdius down by^th' hair :

As children a bear, the Vvljci fhunning him :

Methinks I fee him (lamp thus—and call thus—
Come on, ye cowards, ye ivere got in fear
though you ivtre born in Rome 5 hh bloody brow
"With his mail'd hand then wiping, forth he ^oes

Like to a harveft-man that's taik'd to mow
Or all, or lofe his hire.

Vir. His bloody brow ! oh 'Jupiter, no blood.

Vol. Away, you fool ; it more becomes a man
Than gilt his trophy. The bread of Hecuba,
When fhe did fuckle He&or, look'd not lovelier

Than Hectors forehead, when it fpit forth blood

At Grecian fwords contending $ tell Valeria

We are fit to bid her welcome. - [Exit Genu
Vir, Heav'ns blefs my Lord from fell Aufdius I

Vol. He'll beat Aufdi us
1 head below his knee,

And tread upon his neck.

Enter Valeria ivitb an UJher, and a Gentlewoman,

VaL My ladies both, good day to you!
Vol, Sweet Madam—
Vir, I am glad to fee your Ladyfhip—
Val. How do you both ? you are manifefthoufe-keepers.

What are you lowing 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. O' my word, the father's fon : I'll fwear 'tis a very

pretty boy. O' my troth, I look'd on him o' Wednefday
half an hour together h'as fuch a confirm'd counte-

nance I law him run after a gilded butterfly, and when
he caught it, he let it go again, and after it again \ and

over and over he comes, and up again, and caught it a-

gain ; and whether his fall enraged him, or'how 'twas, he
did 1" li t his teeth and did tear it, oh, \ warrant how he
Sciammockt it

!

Vol, Que o's father's moods,
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Val. Indeed la, 'tis a noble child.

Vir. A crack, Madam.
Val. Come, lay a fide your ftitchery ; I mufl have you

play the idle hufwife with me this afternoon.

Vir. No, gcod Madam, I will not out of doors. •

Vjdt, Not out of doors

!

Vol. She fhall, fhe fliall.

Vir. Indeed no, by your patience ; I'll not over the

threfhold, 'till my Lord return from the wars.

Val. Fie, you confine your felf unreafonably : Come, you
mufl: go vifit the good Lady that lyes in.

'

Vir* I will wifh her fpeedy ftrength, and vifit her with

my prayers, but I cannot go thither.

Vol. Why, I pray you ?

Vir. 'Tis not to fave labour, nor that I want love.

> Val. You would be another Penelope
5

yet they fay, all

the yarn fhe fpun in Ulyjfts's abfence, did but fill Ithaca.

full of moths. Come, I would your cambrick were fen-

fible as your finger, that ydu might leave pricking it for

pity. Come, you fhall go with us.

Vir. No, good Madam, pardon me, indeed I will not

forth.

Val. In truth la, go with me^ and I'll tell you excellent

news of your hufoand.

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

Val. Verily I do not jeft with you j there came news

from him laft night.

Vir, Indeed, Madam
Val, In earneft it's true, I heard a fenator fpeak it.

Thus it is—the Volfcians have an army forth, againfi

ivhom Cominius the General is gone, with one part of our

Roman power. Your Lord and Titus Lartius are fet down
before their city Corioli

;
they nothing doubt prevailing, and

to make it brief wars. This is true, on my honour 3 and

fo/l pray, go with us.

Vir. Give me excufe, good Madam, I will obey you in

every thing hereafter.

Vol. Let her alone, Lady j as fhe is now, fhe will but

difeafe our better mirth.

VaU In troth, I think ihe would ; fare you well then.

Come,
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Come, good fwcet lady. Pr'ythee, Virgilia
y turn thy fo-

lemnngis out o' door, and go along with us.

Vir. No : at a word, Madam j indeed I muft not. f

wifh you much mirth,

Val. Well, then farewel. [Exeunt*
SCENE VII. The walls o/Torioli,

.Etfttr Martius, Titus Lartius, ivith Captains and Soldier*:

To them a Mejfenger.
Mar. Yonder comes news : a wager they have met.
Lar. My horfe to yours, no.

Mar. 'Tis done.

l*ar t Agreed.

Mar. Say, has our General met the enemy >

Mef. They lie in view j but have not fpoke as yet.
1

Lar. So, the good horfe is mine.
Mar. 1*13 buy him of you.

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

Summon the town.
Mar. How far off lye thefe armies ?

Mef. Within a mile and half.

Mar. Then mall we hear their 'larum, and they ours*

Now, 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 tiuo Senators with others

on the <wa!Is.

Tullus Aufdius is he within your wall ?

1 Hen. No, nor a man that fears you lefs than he,

That's lefTer than a little : hark, our drums [Drum afar off.

Arc bringing forth our youth : we'll break our wails

Rather than they mall pound us up ; our gates,

Which yet feem mut, we have but pinn'd with rufties,

They'll open of themfeives. Hark you, far off

[Alarumfar off".

There is Aufdius. Lift, what work he makes
Amonglr. your cloven army.
Mar. Oh, they are at it.

Lut . Their noifc be our inflruction ! Ladders, ho !

Vol. VII. H Enter
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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 Titus,

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 Volfcian,

And he /hall feel mine edge.

[Alarum j the Romans are beat back to their trenches,

SCENE VIII. Re-enter U^Ums.
Mar. All the contagion of the fouth light on you,

You fhames of Rome, you herds, you ! bdils and plagues

Plaifter you o'er ! that you may be abhorr'd

Farther than feen, and one infect another

Againft the wind a mile : you fouls of geefe,

That bear the fhapes of men, how have you run

From flaves, that apes would beat ? Pluto and hell

!

All hurt behind, backs red, and faces pale

With flight and agued fear! mend, and charge kome, .|

Or, by the fires of heaven, I'll leave the foe,

And make my wars on you : look to't, come on j

If you'll ftand faft, we'll beat them to their wives,

As they us to our trenches follow'd.

[Another alarum, and Mzstixxs follows them to the gates.

So, now the gates are ope : now prove good feconds
5

'Tis for the followers fortune widens them j

Not for the fliers : mark me, and do the like.

[He enters the gates} and is Jbut in*

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.

Lar. What is become of Martius f
All. Slain, Sir, doubtlefs.

1 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.

Lar, Oh noble fellow!

Who
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Who fenfible out-docs his fcnfcMs fword,

And when it bows, ftands up: thou art left, Martius

A carbuncle entire, as big as thou art,

Were not fo rich a jewel. Thou waft a foldier

Even to CWo's wifh *, not fierce and terrible

Only in ftroaks, but with thy grim looks, and

The thunder-like percufiions of thy founds,

Thou mad' ft thine enemies fhakc, as if the v/orld

Were feaverous, and did tremble. >i

Enter Martius bleeding, ajjaulted by the Enemy,
1 Sol, Look,. Sir.

Lar. O, 'tis Martins.

Let's fetch him off, or make remain \ alike.

VTbcyfight , and all enter the City,

Enter certain Romans ivitb fyoils,

1 Rom, This will I carry to Rome,

2 Rem. And I this.

3 Rom, A murrain on't, I took this for filver.

[Alarum continuesJIM afar off".

Enter Martius and Titus Lartius, tvlth a Trumpet,

Mar. See here thefe movers, that do prize their honours

At a crack'd drachm : cumions, leaden lpoons,

Irons of a doit, doublets that hangmen would
Bury with thofe that wore them, thefe bafe flaves,

Ere yet the fight be done, pack up ; down with them
;

And. h irk, what noife the General makes ! to him
5

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 the fpint, will hafte

To help Cominiui,

Lar. Worthy Sir, thou blced'ft ;

Thy exercife hath been too violent

For a fecond courfe of right.

» Plutarch in the life of Coriolar.us relates this as the opinion of
CaU the elder, that a great foldier fhould carry terror in h ; s looks
and tone of vo ce : and the poet horo by following the Hiitorian
inadvertently is fallen into a great chronological impropriety.

t Make nmv.n is an old way of fpeaking which Agnifies but the
feme as rem nit.

H 2 Man
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Mar. Sir, praife me not

:

My work hath yet not warmM me. Fare you well

:

The blood I drop is rather phylical

Than dangerous. T* Avfidius thus I will

Appear, and fight.

Lar. Nov/ the fair Goddefs Fortune

Fall deep in love with thee, and her great charms

Mifguide thy oppofers fwords ! bold gentleman !

Profperity be thy page !

Mar. Thy friend no lefs,

Than to thole fhe placeth highed ! fo farewel.

Lar. Thou worthiert Martins,

Go found thy trumpet in the market-place, [To tie Trumpet.

Call thither all the officers o' th' town,

Where they mall know our mind. Away ! [Exeunt,

SCENE IX. The Roman Camp.

Enter Cominius retreating, luitb Soldiers.

Cm. Breathe you, my friends j well fought j we are

come oft"

Like Romans, neither foolilh in our ftands

Nor cowardly in retire : Believe me, Sirs,

We fhall be charg'd again. Whiles we haveitruck,.

By interims and conveying gufts we have heard

The charges of our friends. Ye Roman Gods,

Lead their fuccefTes, as we wim our own,
That both cur powers, with fmiiing fronts encountring,

May give you thankful iacrific^! Thy news?
Enter a ftleffengcr.

Mef. The citizens of Corioii have ifTucd,

And given to Lartius and to Martius battel.

1 faw our party to their trenches driven,

And then I came away.

Com. Tho' thou fjseak'A truth,

Methinks thou (peak'rt not well. How long is't fnce ?

Mef. Above an hour, my Lord.

Com. 'Tis not a mile : briefly we heard their drums.

Kow cou'd'lt thou in a mile confound an hour,

And bring the news fo late ?

Mf-J. Spies of the Vclfeians

Heid me in chafe, that I was fore'd to wheel
Three

A.
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Three or four miles about ; elfc 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 rramp of Martius, and I have *

Before-time fecn him thus.

Mar. Come I too late ?

Com, The fhepherd knows not thunder from a tabor,

More than I know the found of Martius' tongue

From every meaner man's.

Mar. Come I too late ?

Com. Ay, if you come not in the blood of others,

But mantled in your own.
Mar. Gh ! 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 Titus Lartius?

Mar. As with a man bufied about decrees

:

Condemning fome 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. Where is that Have

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 flic, (a plague on't ! tribunes for them!)
The moufe ne'er fhunn'd the cat, as they did budge

From rafcals worfe than they.
,

s

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 fo ?

Com. Martius, we have at difadvantagc fought,

And did retire to win our purpofe.

H 3 , , Mar,
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Mar. How lyes their battel ? know you on what fide

They have placM their men of truft ?

Com. As I guefs, Martius,

Their bands i' th' vaward are the Antiates

Of their beft truft : o'er them Aufidius,

Their very heart of hope.

Mar. I do befeech you,

By all the battels wherein we have fought,

By th' blood w'ave /lied together, by the vows
Wave made to endure friends, that you directly

Set me againft Aufdias
)
and his Antiates

\

And that you not delay the picfent, but

Filling the air with fwords advanced, and darts,

We prove this very hour.

Com. Though I could wifh

You were conducted to a gentle bath,

And balms applied to you, yet dare I never

Deny your a/king 5 take y our choice of thofe

That beft can aid your action.

Mar. Thofe are they

That moft are willing ; if any fuch be here,

(As it were fin to doubt) that love this painting

Wherein you fee me fmear'd ; if any fear

Lefs for his perfon than an ill report *.

If any think brave death 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 Martius.

[They all Jhout and wave their fivords, take him up in

their arms, and caft up their caps.

Oh ! me alone, make you a fword of me:
If thefe mews be not outward, which of you
But is four Voljciam t none of you but is

Able to bear againft the great Aufidius

A mield as hard as his. A certain number
(Tho' thanks to all) muft I feleft : the reft

Shall bear the bufinefs in fome other fight,

As caufe will be obey'd
5

pleafe you to march,

And four ihall quickly draw out my command,
Which
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Which men are beft inclined. '

Com. March on, my fellows :

Make good this oflentation, and you mall

Divide in all with us. [Exeunt.

S C E t$ E X. Corioli. .

p

Titus Lartius having fit a guard upon Corioli, going with

drum and trumpet toward Cominius and Caius Martius
5

Enter luitb a Lieutenant other Soldiers and a Scout.

Lar. So, let the ports be guarded ;-keep your duties

As I have fct them down. It' I do fend, difpatch

Thofe centuries to our aid ; the reft will ferve

For a fhort holding j if we lole the field,

We cannot keep the town.

Lieu. Fear not our care, Sir.

Lar. Hence, and ftiut your gates upon's :

Our guider, ccme, to th* Roman camp conduct us. [Exeunt,

SCENE XI. The Roman Camp.

Alarum as in batid. Enter Martius and Aufidi us, at

feveraI doors.

Mar. I'll fight with none but thee, for I do hate thee

Worfe than a promife-breakcr.

Auf. We hate alike :

Not Africk owns a ferpent I abhor

More than thy fame, and envy ; fix thy foot.

Mar. Let the firft budger die the other's flave,

And the Gcds doom him after !

Auf. If I fly, Martius, hollow me like a hare.

Mar. Within thefe three hours, Tullus,

Alone I fought in your Corioli walls,

And made what work I pleas'd : 'tis not my blood,

Wherein thou fee'ftme mafk'd ; for thy revenge

Wrench up thy power to th' higheft.

Auf. Wert thou the Hcfior,

That was the whip of your braggM progeny,

Thou mould' ft not 'fcape me here.

[Here theyfight, and certain Volfcians come to the aid cf
Aufidius. Martiusfights ^ till they he driven in breathlejs.

Officious and not valiant ! you have fham'd me
In your condemned feconding.

{Exeunt Mar ( and huf. fighting*

Fkunfit



g2 CoRIOLANUS.
Flonrifh. Alarum. A retreat is founded. Enter at one door

Cominius with the Romans-;, at another door Martius,

with his arm in a fcarf.

Com. If I mould tell thee o'er this thy day's work,

Thou' It not believe thy deeds : but I'll report it,

"Where Senators mall mingle tears with fmiles
5

Where great Patricians mall attend, and mrug ;

I' th' end admire ; where Ladies mall be frighted,

And, gladly quak'd, hear more ; where the dull Tribunes^

That with the fufty Plebeians, hate thine honours,

Shall fay againft their hearts, We thank the Cods

Our Rome hath fuch a J'oldier.

Yet cam'fl: thou to a morfel of this feaft,

Having fully din'd before.

Enter Titus Laitius, with his powerfrom the purfuit,

Lar. O General,

Here is the freed, we the caparifon :

Hadft thou beheld

Mar. Pray now, no more : my mother,
Who has a charter to extol her blood,

When fhe does praife me, grieves me : I have done

As you have done, that's what I can, indue'd

As you have alfo been, that's for my country 5

He that has but effected his good will,

Hath overta'en mine act.

Com. You mall not be

The grave of your deferving, Rome muft know
The value of her own : 'twere a concealment

Y/orfc than a theft, no lefs than a traduccment,

To hide your doings, and to filence that,

Which to the fpire and top of praifes vouch'd,

Would fecm but modeft : therefore, I befeech you,

(In fign of what you arc, not to reward

What ycu have done) before our army hear me.
Mar. I have fome wounds upon me, and they fmart

To hear thcmfelves remembred.
Com. Should they not,

Well might they fcfter 'gainft ingratitude,

And tent themfelves with death : Of all the horfes,

Whereof we've ta'en good
;
and good flore^ of all

The
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The trcafure in Snc field atchiev'd, and city,

,

We render you the tenth, to be ta'en forth,

Before the common diftribution,

At your own 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 thole

That have beheld the doing.

[A longjlourijb. 'They all cry, Martius ! Martius ! cafl up

their caps and lances : Cominius and Lartiusftand bare.

Mar. May theie fame inftruments, which ycu profane,

Never found more ! when drums and trumpets mall,

I
1

th' neld prove flatterers, let camps as cities

Be made of falfe-fac'd foothing. When licel grows

Soft, as the parafite's filk, let hymnsibe made
An overture for th' wars ! No more, I fay

;

For that I have not wafh'd my nofe that bled,

Or foil'd fame debile wretch, which without, netc

Here's many clfe have done
j
you mout me forth.

In acclamations hyperbolical,

As if I lov'd my little mould be dieted

In praiics faue'd with lies.

Com, Too moderr 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 reafon fafely with you : therefore be it known,
A* to us, to all the world, that Caius Martius

Weais this war's garland : in token of the which,

My noble fixed, known to the camp, I give him,
With all his trim belonging ; and from this time,

For what he did before Corioli, call him,
With all th' applaufe and clamour cf the hoft,

Cuius Martius Ciri-Aanus. Bear th' addition nobly ever f

\FlouriJh. 'Trumpets Jcund, and drums,

Cmncs. Caius Martius Ccriolanus !

Mar. I will go wafh:
And when my face is fair, you fhall perceive

Whether
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Whether I blufli 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, Titus Lartius,
'

Muft to Corioli back ; fend us to Rome,

The bcfl, with whom we may articulate,

For their own good, and ours.

Lav. I mall, my Lord.

Mar. The Gods begin to mock me ; I that but now
Refus'd moft princely gifts, am bound to beg

Of my Lord-General.

Com. Take't, 'tis yours : what is' t ?

Mar. I fometime lay here in Corioli,

And at a poor man's houfe : he us'd me kindly.

He cry'd to me : I faw him prifoner :

But then Aufidius was within my view,

And wrath o'er-whelm'd my. pity : I rcqueft you

To give my poor hoft freedom.

Com. O well begg'd !

Were he the butcher of my foe, be mould

Be free as is the wind : deliver him, Titus,

Lar. Martins, his name ?

Mar. By Jupiter, forgot

:

I'm weary
;

yea, my memory is tir'd :

Have we no wine here ?

Com. Go^ve to our tent
5

The blood upon your vifage dries j 'tis time

It mould be look'd to : come. [Exeunt*

SCENE XII. The Camp of the Volfci.

Ajlourijh. Cornets. Enter Tullus Aufidius bloody, with

tivo or three Soldiers.

Auf. The town is ta'en.

Sol. 'Twill be deliver'd back on good condition.

Auf. Condition !

I would I were a Roman, for I cannot,

Being a Voljcian, be that I am. Condition ?

What good condition can a treaty find
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I* th' part that is at mercy ? Five times, Martius,

I have fought with thee, fo often haft thou beat me

:

And would'ft do, fo, I think, mould we encounter

As often as we eat. B^ th' elements,

If e'er again I meet him beard to beard,

He's mine, or I,am his : mine emulation

Kath not that honour in't it had ; for where
I thought to cru/h him in an equal force,

True fword to fword, I'll potch at him fome way
3

Or wrath, or craft may get him.
Sol. He's the devil.

Jluf. Bolder, tho' not fo fubtle : my valour (poifon'd

With only fuffcring ftain by him) for him
Shall flie out of it fulf : not lleep, nor fanctuary,

Being naked, fick, nor fane, nor Capitol,

The prayers of priefts, nor times of facrifice,

Embankments all of fury, mall lift up

Their rotten privilege and cuftom 'gainft

My hate to Martius, Where I find him, were it

At home, upon my brothers guard, even there,

Againft the hofpitable canon, would I

Warn my fierce hand in's heart. Go you to th' city,

Learn how 'tis held, and what they are thatrnufl

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 ofit

I may fpur on my journey.'

Sfl I mall, Sir. [Exeunt.

ACT II. SCENE I.ROME.
Enter Mcnenius <witb Sicinius and Brutus.

M^.'pHE Augur tells me, we lhall have news to-

night.

Bru. Good or bad ?

Men, Not according to the prayer of the people, for

they love not Martius,

Sic, Nature teaches beafts to know their friends,

Men,
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Men. Pray you, whom does the wolf love >

Sic. The lamb.

Men. Ay, to devour him, as the hungry Plebeians would
the noble Martius.

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 mall aik you.

Both. Well, Sir.

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 cenfur'd here in the city, I mean of us o' th' right-hand

file, do you ?

Bru. Why— how are we cenfur'd ?

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

angry ?

Both. Well, well, 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 lean: if you take it as a pleafure to you in being fo—
you blame Martins 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 actions would grow wondrous fingle
5

your abilities are too infant-like, for doing much alone.

You talk of pride— oh that you could turn your eyes to-

wards the napes of your necks, and make but an interior

furvey of your good felves ! Oh that you could !

Bru. What then, Sir ?

Men. Why then you mould difcover a brace of as un*

meriting, proud, violent, tefty magiftrates, alias fools, as

any in Rome.

Sic. Menenius, ycu are known well enough too.

Men. I am known to be a humorous Patrician, and one

that loves a cup of hot wine with not a drop of allaying

Tiber in't; faid to be fomething imperfect in favouring the

firft
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flrft complaint, hafty and tindcr-liJce, upon too trivial mo-
tion : one that converfes "more with the buttock of the

night, than with the forehead of the morning. What I

think I utter, and fpend my malice in my breath. Meeting
two fucb weals-men as you are (I cannot call you Lycur-

gujfa) if the drink you give me touch my palate adverfely,

I make a crooked fjee at k. I can't fay, your Wor/hips

have dclivcr'd the matter well, when I find the afs in com-
pound with the major part of your fyllables ; and tho* I

mult be content to bear with thofe that fay you arc reverend

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 bi flon confpecluities 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, yourfelves, nor any thing

;

you are ambitious for poor knaves caps and legs : you wear
out a good wholfome forenoon, in hearing a caufe be-

tween an orange-wife and a folfet-fellcr, and then adjourn

a controverfy of three-pence to a fecond day of audience.— When you are hearing a matter between party and
party, if you chance to be pinch'd with the cholick,

you make faces like mummers, fet up the bloody flag

againft 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 Grange
ones.

Bru. Come, come, you are well underltood to be a per-

fecler gyber for the table, than a neceflary bencher in the
Capitol.

Men. Our very priefts muft become mockers, if they

fhall encounter fuch ridiculous fubjec~ts as you are ; when
you fpeak Deft unto the purpofe, it is not worth the wag-
ging of your beards, and your beards deferve not*fo ho-
nourable a grave as, to ftuff a botcher's cufliion, or to be
intombM in an afs's pack-faddle. Yet you muft b^ faying,

Afartius is proud ; who in a cheap eftimation, is worth all

your prcdeceflbrs fin.ee Deucalion, though peradventurefoms
Vol. VII, i of
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of the beft of them were hereditary hangmen. Good-e'en
to y< ur Wcrihips j more of your converfation would infect

my brain, b?ing the herdfmen of the beaftly Plebeians. I

will be bold to take my leave of you.

[Exeunt Brutus tf#^Sicinius.

SCENE II.

Enter Volumnia, Virgilia, and Valeria.

How now, my as fair as noble Ladies, and the moon, were
fhe earthly, no nobler ; whither do you follow your eyes fo

faft ?

Vol. Honourable Menemus, my boy Martius approaches
j

for the love of Juno let's go.

Men. Ha ! Martius coming home ?

Vol. Ay, worthy Menenius, and with moft profperous

approbation.

Men. Take my cap, Jupiter, and I thank thee—hoo,

Martins coming home

!

Both. Nay, 'tis true.

Vol. Look, here's a letter from him, the State hath
another, his wife another, and I think there's one at home
for you.

Men, I will make my very hotffe reel to-night ; A letter

for me

!

Vir. Yes, certain, there's a letter for you, I favv't.

Men. A letter for me ! it gives me an en\ate of feven

years health ; in which time I will make a lip at the phy*
Jician : the moft fovereign prefcription in Galen is but Em-
peric, and to this prefcrvative of no better report than a

Jiorfe-drench. Is he not wounded ? he was wont to come
home wounded.

Vir. 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
Victory in his pocket, the wounds become him.

Vol, On's brows, Menenius 5 he comes the third time
lipme with the oaken garland.

Men, Hath he difcipiin'd Aufidius foundly ?

Vol. Titus Lartius writes, they fought together, but Au~
jidius got off.

Men* And 'twas time for him too^ V\\ warrant him. that

:
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if he had ftaid by him, t would not have been Co fidius'd

for all the chefts in Corioli, and the gold that's in '.hem.

Is the Senate poffeft of this ?

Vol. Good Ladies, let's go. Yes, yes, yes : theSenate

has letters from the General, wherein he gives my fon the.

whole name of the war : he hath in this action out-done

his former deeds doubly.

VaL In troth, there's wondrous things fpoke of him.

Men, "Wondrous ! ay, I warrant you, and not without

his true purchafing.

Vir, The Gods grant them true !

Vol, True ? pow waw.
Men, True ? I'll be fworn they are true. Where is he

wounded ? God fave their good Worships * ! Martins is

coming home j he has more caufe to be proud : — where is

he wounded ?

Vol, V th' fhoulder, and i' th' left arm ; there will be
large cicatrices to fhew the people, when he' /hall fond for

his place. He receiv'd in the repulfe of Tar^uin fevett

hurts i' th' body.

Men, One i' th' neck, and one too i' th' thigh 5 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. H|ark, the trumpets. \AJhout andflourish*

Vol, Thefe are th' ufhers of Martins j before him
He carries noife, behind him he leaves tears

:

Death, that dark fpirit, in's nervy arm doth lye,

Which being advane'd declines, and then men die*

SCENE III.

Trumpets found. Enter Cominius the General and Titus
Lartius j between them Coriolanus, crowned with an oaken
garland, with Captains and Soldiers, and a Herald,

Her, Know, Rome, that all alone Martius did fight

Within Corioli gates, where he hath won,

* Meaning the Tribunes.

I % Wi*
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With fame, a name to Cains Martins

.

Welcome to Rome, renown' d Coriolanus ! [Sound. Flourijh*

AIL Welcome to Rome, renowned Coriolanus I

Cor. No more of this, it does offend my heart
j

Pray now, no more.

Com. Look, Sir, your mother.

Cor. Oh !

You have, I know, petitioned all the Gods
For my prosperity. [Kneels*

Vol. Nay, my foldier, up !

My gentle Martins, my worthy Caius,

'By deed-atchieved honour newly nam'd,
What is it, Coriolanus, mult I call thee ?

But oh, thy wife

Cor. My gracious lilence, hail

!

Would' ft thou have laugh'd, had I come CoffinM home,
That weep'ft to fee me triumph f ah, my dear,

Such eyes the widows in Co'rioli wear,

And mothers that lack fons.

Men. Now the Gods crown thee !

Cor, And live you yet ?—-O my fweet Lady, pardon.

{To Vah
Vol. I know not where to turn. O welcome home 5

And welcome, General ! y' are welcome all.

Men. A hundred thoufand welcomes : I could weep,

Afid I could laugh, I'm light and heavy 5 welcome !

A curfe begin at very root on's heart

That is not glad to fee thee ! You are three

That Rome mould dote on : yet by the faith of men,
We've fome old crab-trees here at home, that will not

Be grafted to your relifli. Welcome, warriors !

We call a nettle, but a nettle, and
The faults of fools, but folly.

Com. Ever right.

Cor. Menenius, ever, ever.

Her. Give way there, and go on.

Cor. Your hand, and yours.

Ere in our own houfe I do fliade my head,

The good Patricians muft be vifited,

From whom I have receiv'd not only greetings,

But



CORIO LA N U Sa

But with them, charge of honour.

Vol. I have lived,

To fee inherited my very wi/hes,

And buildings of my fancy
;
only one thing

Is wanting, which I doubt not but our Rome
Will caft upon thee.

Cor. Know, good mother, I

Had rather be their fervant in my way,
Than fway with them in theirs.

Com, On, to the Capitol. [Flourijb, Comets,

[Exeunt in Jiate, as before*

SCENE IV. Enter Brutus Sicinius.

Bru. All tongues fpeak of him, and the bleared lights

Are fpedtacled to fee him. Your pratling nurfe

Into a rapture lets her baby cry.

While (he chats him : the kitchen maukin pins

Her richeft lockram 'bout her reechy neck,
Clambring the walls to eye him

;
ftalls, bulks, windows^

Are fmother'd up, leads filPd, and ridges hors'd

With variable complexions 5 all agreeing

In earneftnefs to fee him : feld-mown Flamens
Do prefs among the popular throngs, and puff

To win a vulgar ftation ; our veil'd dames
Commit the war of white and damaik in

Their nicely gawded cheeks, to th 7 wantoa fpoil

Of Pboebu? burning kifTes 5 fuch a pother,

As if that whatfoever God who leads him,
Were llily crept into his human powers,
And gave him graceful poilure.

Sic. On die fudden,

I warrant him Conful.

Bra. Then our office may,
During his power, go deep.

Sic. He cannot temp'rately tranfport his honours^
From where he fhould begin and end, but will

Lofe thofe he'ath won.
Bru. In that there's comfort.
Sic. Doubt not

The commoners, for whom we ftand, but they
Vpon their ancient malice will forget

I 3 WitH
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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.
v

•

Bru. I heard him fwear,

Were he to ftand for Conful, never would he
Appear i' th' market-place, nor on him put

The naplefs vefture of humility,

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

Sic. *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.

Sic. I wifh no better,

Than have him hold that purpofe, and to put it

In execution.

Bru. *Tis moft like he will.

Sic. It mall be to him then, as our good wills j

A fure deftruction.

Bru. So it mull fall out

To him, or our authorities. For our end,

We mull: fuggeft the people, in what hatred

He ftill hath held them j that to's power he would
Have made them mules, filenc'd their pleaders, and.

Pifproperty'd their freedoms : holding them,

In human action and capacity,

Of no more foul nor fitnefs for the world,

Than camels in the war, who have their provender

Only for bearing burthens, and fore blows

for finking under them.

Sic, This, as you fay, fuggefted

At fome time when his foaring infolence

Shall touch the people, (which time mall not want,

If he be put upon't, and that's as eafie,

As to fet dogs pn fheep) w?ill be the fire

To kindle their dry ftu'bbie 5 and their blaze

Shail darken him for ever.

Enter a Mejjenger.

Bru, What's the matter ?

M4% You're fent for. to the Capitol 1 'tis thought

That
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That Martius mall be Conful : I have fecn

The dumb men throng to fee him, and the blind

To hear him fpeak 5 the matrons flung their gloves,

Ladies and maids their fcarfs and handkerchiefs,

Upon him as he pafs'd ; the Nobles bended

As to JWs ftatue, and the Commons made

A fliower and thunder with their caps and fhouts :

I never faw the like.

Bru. Let's to the Capitol,

And carry with us ears and eyes for th' time,

But hearts for the event.

Sic, Have with you. [Exeunt,

SCENE V. The Capitol.

Enter tivo Officers, to lay cujhions.

1 Off. Come, come, they are almorc here 3 how many
{land for Confulfhips ?

2 Off. Three they fay 5 but 'tis thought of every one,

Coriolanus will carry it.

1 Off. That's a brave fellow, but he's vengeance proud,

and loves not the common people.

2 Off. 'Faith, there have been many great men that

haveflatter'd the people, who ne'er lov'd them, and there

be many that they have loved they know not wherefore 5

fo that if they love they know not why, they hate upon no
better a ground. Therefore, for Coriolanus neither to care

whether they love, or hate him, manifefts the true know-
ledge he has in their difpofition, and out of his noble care-

leflhefs he 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 ; and leaves nothing undone,

that may fully difcover him their oppofite. Now to feem
to affect the malice and difpleafure of the people, is as bad

as that which he diilikes, to flatter them for their love.

2 Off. He hath deferved worthily of his country : and
his afcent is not by fuch eafy degrees as .theirs who have
been fupple and courteous to the people bonneted, without
any further deed to heave them at all into their eftimation

and report ; but he hath fo planted his honours in their

eyes,
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eyes, and his actions in their hearts; that for their tongue?

to be filent, and not confefs fo much, were a kind of in-

grateful injury $ to report otherwife, were a malice that,

giving it felf the lie, would pluck reproof and rebuke from
ev'ry ear that heard it. v

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

SCENE VI.
Enter the Patricians, and the Tribunes of the People, Litfors

before them
5
Coriolanus, Menenius, Cominius the Con-

ful : Sicinius and Brutus take their places by tbemfclves,

Men. Having determin'd of the Voljcians, and

To fend for Titus Lartius, 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,

Moft reverend and grave elders, to defire

The prefent Conful, and laft General

In our well-found fucedfes, to report

A little of that worthy work perform'd

By Caius Martius Coriolanus ; whom
We meet here, both to thank, and to remember
With honours like himfelf.

I Sen, Speak, good Cominius :

Leave nothing out for length, and make us think

Rather our ftate's defective for requital,

Than thajt we ftretch it out. Matters o* th' people,

We do requeft your kindeft ear, and after,

Your loving motion toward the common body,

To yield to what pafies here.

Sic . We are convented

Upon a pleafing treaty, and have hearts

Inclinable to honour and'advance

The theam of our aflembly.

Bru. Which the rather

We mall be bleft to do, if he remember

A kinder value of the people, than

He hath hitherto priz'd them at»

Men, That's olf, that's off

;
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I would ^ou rather had been filent : pleafe you

To hear Cominius fpeak ?

Bru. Moft willingly :

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 Cominius, fpeak.

[Coriolanus rifes and offers to go away*

Nay, keep your plaee.

1 Sen. Sit, Coriolanus 5 never ihame to hear

What you have nobly done.

Cor. Your honour's pardon :

I had rather have my wounds to heal again,

Than hear fay how I got them.
Bru. Sir, I hope

My words dif-bench'd you not.

Cor. No, Sir
5
yet oft,

When blows have made me flay, T Med 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

v
th' fun,

When the alarum were ftruck, than idly fit

To hear my nothings monfter'd. [Exit Coriolanus/

Men. Matters 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 oPs ears to hear't? Proceed, Cominius:

Com. I mall lack voice : the deeds of Coriolanus

Should not be utter'd feebly. It is held

That valour is the chiefeft virtue, and

Moft dignifies the haver : if ibbe,

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 Dictator,

Whom with all praife I point at, faw him fight,

When with his Amazonian chin he drove

Ths
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The briftled lips before him : he beftrid

An o'er-preft Roman, and i' th' Conful's view
Slew three oppofers : Tarquirfs felf he met,
And ftruck him on his knee : in that day's feats,

When he might act the woman in the fcene,

He prov'd beft man i' th' field, and for his meed
Was brow-bound with the oak. His pupil-age

Man-entred thus, he waxed like a fea,

And in the brunt of feventeen battels imce,

He lurcht all fwords o' th' garland. For this lafl>

Before, and in Corioli, 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 veffel under fail, fo men obey'd,

And fell below his ftern : his fword (death's ftamp)

Where it did mark, it took from face to foot :

He was a thing of blood, whofe every motion
Was tim'd with dying cries : alone he enter'd

The gate o' th' city, which he mortal painted

With fhunlefs deftiny : aidiefs came off,

. And with a fudden re-enforcement ftruck

Corioliy like a planet. Nor's this all
5

For by and by the din of war 'gan pierce

His ready fenfe, when ftraight his vdoubled fpirit

Requicken'd what in flefh was fatigate,

And to the battel came he ; where he did

Run reeking o'er the lives of men, as if

'Twere a perpetual fpoil 5 and 'till we call'd

Both field and city ours, he never ftood

To eafe his breaft with panting.

Men, Worthy man

!

1 Sen. He cannot but with meafure fill the honours

Which we devife him.
Com. All our fpoils he kick'd at,

And look'd upon things precious, as they were
The common muck 0' th' world : he covets lefs

Than mifery itfelf would give, rewards

His deeds with doing them, and is content

To fpend his time to end it.

Men*
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Men. He's right noble

Let him be called for.

Sen. Call Coriolanus.

-Off. He doth appear.

Enter Coriolanus.

Men. The Senate, Coriolanus, are well pleas'd

To make thee Conful.

Cor. I do owe them ftill

My life, and fervices.

Men. It then remains

That you do fpeak to th' people.

Cor. I befeech you,

Let me o'er-leap that cuftom ; for I Cannot

Put on the gown, ftand naked, and entreat them,

For my wounds fake, to give their fuffrages :

Pleafe you that I may over-pafs this doing.

Sic. Sir, but the people too muft have their voices,

Nor will they bate one jot of ceremony.

Men. Put them not to't: pray fit you to the cuftom,

And take t'ye, as your predecefTors have,

Your honour with the form. <

Cor. It is a part.

That I /hall blufh in acting, and might well

Be taken from the people. <

Bru. Mark you that ?

Cor. To brag unto them, thus I did, and thus,

Shew them th' unaking fears, which I would hide,

As if I had received them, for the hire

Of their breath only

Men. Do not Hand upon't: «

We recommend t
1

ye, Tribunes of the people,

Our purpofe, and to them : to our noble Conful
Wim we all joy and honour.

Sen. To Coriolanus come all joy and honour !

[t'lourijb Cornets. I'ben Exeunt.

Manent Sicinius and Brutus.

Bru. You fee how he intends to ufe the people.

Sic. May they perceive' s intent ! he will require them
As if he did contemn what he refuelled

Should be in them to give,
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Bru. Come, we'll inform them

Of our proceedings here ! on th' market-place

I know they do attend us. [Exeunt.

SCENE VII. The Forum.
Enter /even or eight Citizens.

1 Cit. Once *, if he do require our voices, we ought

net to deny him.

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

3 Cit. We have power in our felves to do it, but it is a

power that we have no power to do
5

for, if he fhew 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 accep-

tance of them. Ingratitude is monftrous, and for the mul-
titude to be ingrateful, were to make a monfter of the mul-
titude ; of the which we being members, iliould bring ous

felves to be monftrous members.

1 Cit. And to make us no better thought of, a little help

will ferve. : for once when we ftood up about the corn, h«
himfelf ftuck not to call us the many-headed monfter.

3 Cit, We have been call'd fo of many, not that our

heads are fome brown, fome black, fome auburn, fome
hald j but that our wits are fo diverfely colour'd 3 and

truly, I think, if all our wits were to iffue out of our

fculls, they would fly Eaft, Weft, North, South, and their

confent of one direct way would be at once to all points

o' th' compafs.

2 Cit. Think you fo ? which way do you judge my wit

would fly ?

3 Cit. 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 Southward.

2 Cit. Why that way ?

3 Cit. To lofe it felf in a fog, where being three parts

melted away with rotten dews, the fourth would return for

•onfeience fake, to help to get thee a wife.

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

q Ones here means the feme a? when we fay on« fw all.

3 Cit•
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3 Cit. Are you all refolved to give your voices ? but

that's no matter, the greater part carries it: I fay if he
would incline to the people, there was never a worthier man.

Enter Coriolanus in a gown, ivith Menenius.

Here he comes, and in the gown of humility j mark his

behaviour : we are not to ftay all together, but to come by
him where he ftands, by one's, by two's, and by three's.

He's to make his requelts by particulars, wherein every

one cf us has a fingle honour, in giving him our own voices

with our own tongues : therefore follow me, and I'll di-

rect you how you mall go by him.
All. Content, content.

Men. Oh Sir, you are not right j have you not known
The worthier!: men have done't ?

Cor. What muft I fay,?

I pray, Sir,—plague upen't, I cannot bring

My tongue to fuch 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 mc, the Gods !

You muft not fpeak of that, you mull defire them
, To think upon you.

Cor. Think upon me? hang 'em.
I would they would forget me, like the advices

Which our Divines lofe on 'em.
Men, You'll mar all.

I'll leave you : pray you fpeak to 'em, I pray you,

In wholfome manner. [Exit,

Two Citizens approach.

Cor. Bid them warn their faces,

And keep their teeth clean fo, here comes a brace :

You know the caufe, Sirs, ofmy ftanding here.

1 Cit. We do, Sir; tell us what hath brought you to't#

Ccr, Mine own defert.

2 Cit. Your own defert ?

Cor. Ay, not mine own defire.

I Cit, How, not your own defire ? .

Cor. No, Sir, 'twas never my d^fire yet to trouble %he
yoor with b^ggine,

Vol. Vli.
w

K ififoj
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I Cit, You mult think, if we give you any thing, we

hope to gain by you.

Cor. Well then j I pray, your price o' th' Confulfhip ?

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

Cor. Kindly, Sir, 1 pray let me ha't : I have wounds to

fhew you, which fhall be yours in private : your good
voice, Sir ; what fay you ?

2. Cit, You mall ha't, worthy Sir.

Cor. A match, Sir ; there's in all two worthy voices

begg'd : I have your alms, adieu.

1 Cit. But this is fomething odd.

2 Cit, An 'twere to give again : but 'tis no matter.

[Exeunt.

Tivo 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 cufto-

inary gown.
i Cit. You have deferred nobly of your country, and you

.have not deferved nobly.

Cor. 'Your aenigma ?

I Cit,You have been a fcourge to her enemies ;
you have

been a rod to her friends
$

you have not indeed loved the

common people.

Cor, You mould account me the more virtuous, that I

have not been common in my love 5 but I will, Sir, flatter

my fworn brother, the people, to earn a dearer eftimation

of them, for 'tis a condition they account gentle : and lince

the wifdom of their choice is rather to have my cap than my
heart, I will pradb'fe the infinuatiag nod, and be off to them
moft counterfeit^ j that is, Sir, I will counterfeit the be-

j

witchment of fome popular man, and give it bountifully to

the defirers : therefore 'befeech you I may be Conful.

2 Cit. We hope to find you our friend j and therefore give

you our voices heartily.

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

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

'

Both. The Gods give you joy, Sir, heartily I [Exeunt.

Cor, Moft fweet voices mm
Better

|
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Better it is to die, -better to ftarve,

Than crave the hire, which firft we do deferve. *

Three Citizens more.

Here come more voices.

Your voices— for your voices I have fought,

Watch'd for your voices ; for your voices, bear

Of wounds two dozen and odd : battels thrice fifc

I've feen, and heard of : for your voices, have

Done many things, fome lefs, fome more :—your voices

:

Indeed I would be Couful.

1 Cit, He has done nobly, and cannot go ^without any
honefr. man's voice.

2 Cit, Therefore let him be Conful : the Gods give him
joy, and make him a good friend to the people !

All. Amen, amen. God fave thee, noble Conful ! [Exeunt,

Cor, Worthy voices

!

Enter Menenius, ivith Brutus and Sicinius.

Men, You have flood your limitation : and the Tribunes
Endue you with the people's voice. Remains,
That in th' official marks invefted, you
Anon do meet the Senate.

Cor. Is this done ?

Sic. The cuftom of requeft you have difcharg'd :

The people do admit you, and are fummon'd
To meet anon upon your approbation.

Cor, Where ? at the fenate-houfe ?

Sic. There, Coriolanus,

Cor. May I then change thefe garments ?

Sic, Sir, you may.
Cor, That I'll ftraight do : and knowing myfelf again, '

* — we do deferve.
Why in this woolvifh gown fhould I fland here,
To beg of Hob and Duk^ that do appear,
Their needlefs voucher ? cuilom cails me to't-—
What cultom wills in all things, ihould we do't?
The dull on antique time would lye unfwept,
And mountainous error be too highly heapt,
For truth to n'er-peer. Rather than fool it fo,

Let the high office and the honour go,
To one that Would do thus. 1 am half-through,
The one part fufFer'd, the other will I do,

Tbr§f Citisceni) &C.

fv % Repair
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Repair to the Senate-houfe.

Men. I'll keep you company. Will you along ?

Bru. We ftay here for the people.

Sic: Fare you well. [Exeunt Coriol. and Mem*
SCENE VIII.

He has it now, and by his looks, methinks
'Tiswarm at's heart.

Bru. With a proud heart he wore
His humble weeds : will you difmifs the people ?

Enter Citizens.

Sic. How now, my matters, have you chofe this man *

1 Cit. He has our voices, Sir.

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

2 Cit. 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 Cit. No, 'tis his kind of fpeech, he did not mock usw

2 Cit. Not one amongft us, fave yourfelf, but fays

He us'd us fcornfully : he ihould have fhew'd us

His marks of merit, wounds receiv'd for's country.

Sic. Why fo he did, I am fure.

All. No, no man &w 'em.

$Cit. He faid he'd wounds,which he could mew in private s

And with his cap, thus waving it in fcorn,

Jwould be Conful, fays he : aged cuflom,

But by your voicesy will not fo permit me
;

Your voices therefore : when we granted that,

Here was

—

Ithankyouforyour njoices—thankyou—

-

Tour moji fweet voices now you have left your voices,

Ihave nothing further withyou. Wa'n't this mockery ?

Sic. Why either were you impotent to fee't,

Or feeing it, of fuch childifh friendlinefs,

To yield your voices ?

Bru. Could you not have told him,
As you were leflbn'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 plaqe of potency, and fway o' th' ftate,
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If he mould ftill malignantly remain

Faft foe to the Plebeians, your voices might

Be curfes to your felves. You mould have faid,

That as his worthy deeds did claim no lefs

Than what he flood for ; fo his gracious nature

Would think upon you for your voices, and

Tranflate his malice tew'rds you into love,

Standing your friendly Lord.

Sic. Thus to have faid,

As you were fcre-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 call'd you up, have held him to 5

Or elfe it would have gall'd his furly nature
5

Which eafily endures not article,

Tying him to ought 5 fo putting him to rage,

You mould have ta'en th' advantage of his choler,

And pafs'd him unelected.

Bru. Did you perceive,

He did follicit you in free contempt,

When he did need your loves 5 and do you think

That his contempt lhall 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 re&odhip of judgment ?

Sic. Have you
Ere now deny'd the afker ; and now again,

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

Your fu'd-for tongues ?

3GY. He's not confirmed, we may
Deny him yet.

2 Cit. Ay and we will deny him s

I'll have five hundred voices of that found.

iCit.Ay,twice five hundred,and their friends to piece *em 8

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,

Ac therefore kept to do fo,

Sic, Let them aflemble 5 and on fafer judgment,

K 3 Revoke
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Revoke your Ignorant election :

Enforce his pride, and his old hate to you 5

Befides, forget not,

With whatf 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 famion
After th' inveterate hate he bears to you.

Bru, Nay, lay a fault on us, your Tribunes, that

We labour'd, no impediment between,

But that you muft caft your election on him.
Sic. Say, you chofe him more after our commandment,

Than guided by your own affections,

And that your minds, pre-occupied with what
You rather muft do, than with what you fliould do,\
Made you againft the grain to voice him Conful.

Lay the fault on us.

Bru. Ay, fpare us not : fay, we read lectures to you,

How youngly he began to ferve his country,

How long continued, and what ftock he iprings of,

The noble houfe of Martius j from whence came
That jincm Martius, Numa^s daughter's fon,

Who after great Hoftilius, here was King :

Of the farrje houfe Publius and £>uintus were,

That our beft water brought by conduits hither.

And CcnforinuSy darling of the people,

(And nobly nam'd fo for twice being cenfor)

Was his great anceftor.*

Sic. One thus defcended,

That had 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,

* 'Plutarch in his account of the Martian family enumerates the
feveral great men who had fprung from it, in which lift ftand Pub'
Hits Martius and £>uintui Martius and Cenjormus ; who, though they
lived before Plutarch^ came after Ctrialanus. Sbakefpear therefore by
copying Plutarch too cloiely and haftiiy hath fallen into this inad-
vertence of making a cotemoorary with, Coriilanus mention the mea
wIiq lived long after

That
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That he's your fixed enemy, and revoke

Your fudden approbation.

Bru. Say, you ne'er had done.'t,

(Harp on that ftill) but by our putting on
;

And prefently, when you have drawn your number,

Repair to th' Capitol.

All. We will; almoft all

Repent in their election. \Exeunt Citizens*

Bru. Let 'em go on :

This mutiny were better put in hazard,

Than ftay pafr. 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 ihall feem, as partly 'tis, their own,
Which we have goaded onward. [Exeunt*

ACT III. SCENE I.

Rome. Cornets. Enter Corioianus, Menenius, Cominius,
Titus Lartius, and other Senators.

Cor. ^Ullus Aujidius then had made new head ?

Lar. He had, my Lord 5 and that it was which
Ournvifter composition, [caus'd

Cor. So then the Voljcians ftand but as at firft,

Ready when time mall prompt them, to make inroad

Upon's again.

Com. They're worn, Lord Conful, fo,

That we /hall hardly in our ages fee

Their banners wave again.

Cor. Saw you Aitjidius f
Lar. On fafe-guard he came to me, and did curfe

Againft the Voljcians, for they had fo vilely

Yielded the town 5 he is retir'd toAntium*
Cor. Spoke he of me ?

Lar. He did, my Lord.
Cor. How ?—what ?

—

Lar. How often he had met you fword to fwerd J

That of all things upon the earth he hated

Your
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Your perfon moft : that he would pawn his fortunes

To hopelefs reftitution, fo he might

Be call'd your vanquifher.

Cor. At Antium lives he ?

Lar. At Antium.

Cor. I wifh I had a caufe to feek him there,

To oppofe his hatred fully. Welcome home.
Enter Sicinius and Brutus.

Behold thefe are the Tribunes of the people,

The tongues o' th' common mouth : I do defpife them,
For they do prank them in authority

Againlt all noble fufferance.

Sic. Pafs no further.

Cor. Hah !— what is that!—

-

Bru, It will be dangerous to go on no further*

Cor. What makes this change ?

i Men. The matter ?

Com. Hath he not pafs'd the Nobles and the Commons ?

Bru. CominiuSy no.

Cor. Have I had childrens voices ?

Sen. Tribunes, give way 5 he mall to th' market-place.

Bru. The people are incens'd againll him.

Sic. 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 purposM 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 ruPd.

Bru. Call't not a plot
5

The people cry you mock'd them ; and of late,

When corn was given them gratis, you repin'd,

ScandaPd the fuppliants for the people, call'd them
Time-pleafers, flatterers, foes to noblenefs,
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Cor. Why, this was known before.

Bru. Not to them all.

Cor. Have you inform'd them fince ?

Bru. How ! I inform them !

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

Bru. Not unlike, either &vay, to better you.

Cor. Why then fhould I be Conful ? by yond clouds,

Let me deferve fo ill as you, and make me
Your Fellow-Tribune.

Sic. You lhew too much of that,

For which the people ftir 3 if you will pafs

To where you're bound, you muft enquire your way,
Which you are out of, with a gentler fpirit,

Or never be fo noble as a Conful,

Nor yoke with him for Tribune.
Men. Let's be calm.

Com. The people are abus'd, fet on 5 this paltring

Becomes not Rome : nor has Coriolanus

Deferv'd this fo diflionour'd rub, laid falfly

I' th' plain way of his merit.

Cor. Tell me of corn

!

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, infolence, fedition,

Which we ourfelves have plow'd for, fow'd and fcatter'd,

By mingling them with us, the honour' d number
j

Who lack not virtue, nd} 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 fned my blood,

Not
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Not fearing outward force ; fo fhall my lungs

Coin words 'till their decay, againlt thofe meafles

Which we difdain fhould tetter us, yet feck

The very way
(
to catch them.

Bru. You fpeak o' th' people, Sir, as if you were
A God to puni/h, not as being a man
Of their infirmity.

Sic. 'Twere well we let

The people know't.

Men. What, what! his choler ?

Cdr. Choler !

Were las patient as the midnight fleep,

By Jove, 'twould be my mind.

oie. It is a mind
That fhall remain a poifon where it is,

Not poifon any further.

Cor. Shall remain ?

Hear you this Triton of the minnows ? mark you
His abfolute Jhall ?

Com. 'Twas from the canon.

Cor. Shall?

O good but moft unwife Patricians, why,
You grave butrecklefs Senators, have you thus

Given Hydra here to chufe an officer,

That with his peremptory Jball, being but

The horn and noife o' th' mongers, wants not fpirit

To fay, he'll turn your current in a ditch,

And make your channel his ? if they have power,

Let them have cufhions by you : if none, awake
Your dang'rous lenity : if you are learned,

13e not as common fools : if you are not,

Then vail your ignorance. You are 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 Jball,

His popular Jhall, againft a graver bench
Than ever frown' d in Greece. By "Jove himfelf,

It makes the Confute bafe j and my foul akes
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To know, when two authorities are up,

Neither fupream, how foon confufion

May enter 'twixt the gap of both, and take

The one by th' other.

Com. Well— on to th' market-place.

Cor. Whoever gave that counfel, to give forth

The corn o' th' ftorehoufe gratis, as 'twas us'd

Sometime in Greece

Men. Well, well, no more of that.

Cor. Though there the pooplehad more abfolute power 5

I fay, they nourihVd difobedience, fed

The ruin of the ftate.

Bru. Shall th' people give,

One that fpeaks thus, their voice ?

Cor. I'll give my reafons,

More worthy than their voice. They know the core

Was not their recompence, refting well afTur'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 1
accufation

Which they have often made againft the Senate,

Ail caufe unborn, could never be the native

Of our fo frank donation. Well, what then ?

How mall this bofom multiplied digeft

The Senate's courtefie ? let deeds exprefs

What's like to be their words

—

ive did requefl timm

We are the greater poll, and in true fear
1hey gave us our demands.—Thus we debafe

The nature of our feats, and make the rabble

Call our cares, fears 5 which will in time break ope
The locks o' th' Senate, and bring in the crows

To peck the eagles

Men. Come, enough, enough.
Bru. Enough, with over meafure.
Cor. No, take more.

What may be. fworn by, bQtn. divine, and human

,

S@4
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Seal what I end withal ! This double worfhip,

Where one part does difdain with caufe, the other

Infult without all r'eafon 5 where gentry, title, wifdom,

Cannot conclude but by the yea and no
Of gen'ral ignorance, it murr. omit

Real neceflities, and give way the while

T' unliable flightnefs
j
purpofe fo barr'd, it follows

Nothing is done to purpofe. Therefore, 'befeech you,

(You that will be lefe fearful than difcreet,

That love the fundamental part of ftate

More than you do the change oft ; that prefer

A noble life before a long, and wifli

To vamp a body with a dangerous phyfick,

That's lure of death without,) at once pluck out

The multitudinous tongue, let them not lick

The fvveet which is their poifon. Your difhonouc

Mangles true judgment, and bereaves the ftate

Of that integrity which lhould become it

:

Not having power to do the good it would
For th' ill which doth controul it.

Bru. H'as faid enough.

Sic. H'as fpoken like a traitor, and fhall anfwet

As traitors do.

Cor, Thou wretch! defpight o'er-whelm thee

What mould the people do with thefe bald Tribunes t

On whom depending, their obedience fails

To th' greater bench. In a rebellion,

When what's not meet, but what mull be, was law,

Then were they chofen 5 in a better hour,

jLet what is meet, be faid, That mull be law,

And throw their power i' th' duft.

Bru. Manifeft treafon—

—

Sic. This a Conful ? no.

Bru. The JEdiles, ho ! let him be apprehended.

Sic. Go, call the people, in whofe name my felf

Attach thee as a traiterous innovator :

A foe to th' publick weal. Obey I charge thee,

And follow to thine anfwer, [Laying hold on CcriciinuS.

Cor. Hence, old goat

!

M* We'll furcty him,
CSTK,
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Com. Hold, aged Sir, hands off.

Cor. Hence, rotten thing, or I /hall /hake thy bones
Out of thy garments.

Sic. Help me, citizens.

SCENE II.

Enter a Rabble of Plebeians with the .zEdiles.

Men. On both /ides more refpe£t.

Sic. Here's he, that would take from you all your power.
Bru. Seize him, JEdiles.

AIL Down with him, down with him

!

2 Sen, Weapons, weapons, weapons !

[Tley all biiftle about CoriolanUo.

Tribunes, Patricians, Citizens—what hoe—
Sicinius, Brutus, Coriolanus, Citizens !

All. Peace, peace, peace, flay, hold, peace ?

Men. What is about to be ?—I am out of breath
j

Confufion's near. I cannot fpeak.—You Tribunes,
Coriolanus, patience ;

fpeak, Sicinius,

Sic. Hear me, people—peace.

.
All. Let's hear our Tribune: peace, ho! fpeak, fpeak,

fpeak.

Sic. You are at point to lofe your liberties

:

Martins would have all from you : Martins,

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.

Sic, What is the city, but the people ?

All. True, the people are the city.

Bru, By the content of all, we were eitabli/h'd

The people's magiftrates.

All. You fo remain.

Men, And fo are like to do.

Cor. That is the way to lay the city flat j

To bring the roof to the foundation,

And bury all, which yet diflinclly ranges,

In heaps and piles of ruin.

Sic, This deferves death.

Bru. Or let us ftand to cur authority,

Or let us lofe it : we do here pronounce,

Vol.YII. L Upoa
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tJpon the part o' th' people, in whofe power

We were elected theirs, Martius is worthy

Of prefent deat&.

Sic. Therefore lay hold on him ;

Bear him to th' rock Tarpeian, and from thence

Into deftruction caft him.
Bru. JEdilcs, feize him.
AllPie. Yield, Martius, yield.

Men. Hear me one word, ' befeech you,

Ye Tribunes, hear me but a word—

*

JEdiles. Peace, peace.

Men. Be that you feem, truly your country's friends,

And temperately proceed to what you would
Thus violently redrefs.

Bru. Sir, thofe cold ways,
That feem like prudent helps, are very poifonous,

"Where the difeafe is violent. Lay hands on him,
And bear him to the rock.

Cor. No, I'll die here
;

[Drawing bis Sword*

There's fome among you have beheld me fighting,

Come try upon your felves what you have feen me.

Men. Down with that fwordj Tribunes, withdraw ft

while.

Bru. Lay hands upon him.
Men. Help, help Martius, help,

You that be noble, help him young and old.

All. Down with him, down with him.

£In this mutiny, the Tribunes, the /Ediles, and the Pes*

pie are beat in.

SCENE III.

Men. Go, get you to your houfe 5 be gone, away,
All will be naught elfe.

2 Sen. Get you gone, away !

Com. Stand faft, we have as many friends as enemies
Men* Shall it be put to that ?

Sen. The Gods forbid !

J pr'ythee, noble friend, home to thy houfe,
Leave us to cure this cafe.

Men. For 'tis a fore

You cannot tent your fclf $
begone, 'befeech you.

Cm,
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Com. Come, Sir, along with us.

Men. I would they were Barbarians, as they are,

Though in Rome litter' d j not Romans, as they are not^

Though calved in the porch o'th' Capitol

:

Be gone, be gone, 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, I think, take up a brace

O' th' heft of them, yea, even the two Tribunes.

Com. But now 'tis odds beyond arithmetick,

And manhood is call'd fcol'ry .when it ftands.

Againfl a falling fabrick. Will you hence,

Before the tag return, whofe rage doth ren4

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 5 this rnufl be patent

With cloth of any colour.

Com, Come away. [Exeunt Ccriolanus and 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 j

And being angry, does forget that ever

He heard the name of death. \A noife within.

Here's goodly work.

2 Sen. I would they were a-bed.

Men. I would they were in Tyber. What the vengeance,

Could he not fpeak 'em fair ?

Enter Brutus and Sicinius, tvith the rabble again*

Sic. Where is this viper,

That would depopulate the city, and
Be every man himfelf ?

Men. You worthy Tribunes
Sic. He fhall be thrown down the Tarpeian rock

With rigorous hands 5 he hath refitted law,

And therefore law fhall fcorn him further tryal .
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Than the feverity of publick power,

Which he fo fets at nought.

I Git, He fhall well know the' noble Tribunes arc

The people's mouths , and we their hands,

AIL He fhall,

Be furer on't.

Men. Sir, Sir,—
Sic* Peace.

'

Men. Do not cry havock, where you fhould but hunt

With modeft warrant.

Sic, 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

Sic, Confull—whatConful?
Men, The Conful Coriolanus*

Bru. He the Conful!—.
AIL No, no, no, no, no.

Men, If by the Tribune's leave, and yours, good people,

I may be heard, I'd crave a word or two,

The which fhall turn you to no further harm,
Than fo much lofs of time.

Sic, Speak briefly then,

For we are peremptory to difpatch

This viperous traitor ; to ejett him hence

Were but our danger, and to keep him here

Our certain death 5 therefore it is decreed

He dies to-night.

Men. Now the good Gods forbid,

That our renowned Rome, whofe gratitude

Tow'rds her deferving children is enroll'

d

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

Sic, He's a difeafe that muft be cut away.
Men, Oh, he is but a limb, that has difeafe 5

Mortal, to cut it off 5 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
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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 kam.
Bru. Meerly awry : when he did love his country.,

It honoured him.
Sic. The fervice of the foot

Being once gangreen'd, it is not then refpected

For what before it was—
Bru, We'll hear no more.

Purfue him to his houfe, and pluck him thence^,

Left his infection, being of catching nature,

Spread further.

Men. One word more, hear me one word :

This tiger-footed rae;e, when it mall find

The harm of unfcann'd fwiftnefs, will (too late)

Tye leaden pounds to's heels. Proceed by proceis^

Left parties (as he is belov'd) break out,

And fack great Rome with Romans,
Bru. If 'twere fo—
Sic, What do you talk ?

Have we not had a tafte of his obedience ?

Our JEdiles fmote, our feives reiifted ? come*—
Men. Confider this 5 he hath been bred i'th' wars

Since he could draw a fword, and is ili-fchool'd

In boulted language, meal and bran together

He throws without diftinction. Give me leave,

I'll go to him, and undertake to bring him
Where he mall anfwer by a lawful form,

In peace, to his utmoft peril.

I Sen, Noble Tribunes,

It is the humane way : the other courfe

Will prove too bloody, and the end of it

Unknown to the beginning.

Sic. Noble Mwenius,
Be you then as the people's officer.

Mailers, lay down your weapons.
Br>u» Go not home.

Sfr, Meet on She Forum 5 we'll attekid you there,

Is 3 Where
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Where if you bring not Martins, we'll proceed

In our firft way.
/

Men. I'll go and bring him to you.

Let me defire your company 5 he mult come,

[To the Senators*

Or what is worrt will follow.

1 Sen. Pray let's to him. [Exeunt*

SCENE V. TheHoufe 0/ Coriolanus.

Enter Coriolanus *with Nobles.

Cor. Let them pull all about mine ears, prefent me,
Death on the wheel, or at wild horfes heels,

Or pile ten hills on the Tarpeian rock,

That the precipitation might down firetch

Below the beam of fight, yet will I ftill

Be thus to
_
them.

Enter Volumnia.
Noble. You do the nobler.

Cor. I mufe, my mother

Does not approve me further, who was wont
To call them woollen vafials, 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 ftocd up

To fpeak of peace, or war
5
(I talk of you) [To his Mother.

Why did you wifh me milder ? wou'd you have me
Falfe to my nature ? rather fay, I p|ay

Truly the man I am.
Vol. Oh, Sir, Sir, Sir.

I would have had you put your power well on,

Before you had worn it out.

Cor. Why, let it go—
Vol. You might have been enough the man you are.

With ftriving lefs to be fo. Lefler had been

The thwartings of your difpofition, if

You had not fhew'd them how you were difpos'd

lire they lack'd power to crofs you.
Cor. Let them hang.

Vch Ay> and burn, too.

Enter
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Enter Menenius with the Senators.

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

You muft return, and mend it. [rough :

Sen, There's no remedy,

Unlefs, by not fo doing, our good city

Cleave in the midft, and periih.

Vol. Pray be counfell'd
\

I have a heart as little apt as yours,

But yet a brain that leads my ufe of anger

To better vantage.

Men. Well fald, noble woman :

Before he ihould thus ftoop to th' herd, but that

The violent fit o'th' times craves it as phyfick

For the whole ftate, I'd put mine armour on^

Which I can fcarcely bear.

Cor. What muft I do ?

Men. Return to th' Tribunes.
Cor. Well, what then ? what then ?

Men. Repent what you have fpoke.

Cor. For them ? I cannot do it for the God c
>

Muft I then do't to them ?

Vol. You are too abfolute,

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 ?

Ccr. Xii/h, tufh.

—

Men. A good demand.
VJ. If it be honour in your wars, to feem

The fame you are not, which for your belt ends

You call your policy : how is't lefs or worfe

That jt lhall hold companion/hip in peace

With honour, as in war, fince that to both
It ftands in like requeft ?

Cor. Why force you this ?

Vol. Becaufe it lyes on you to fpeak to th' people :

Not by your own inftruction, nor by th' matter

Which your heart prompts you to, but with fuch words

2, Ba*
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But roated on your tongue

;
baftards, and fyliable*

Of no allowance to your bofom's truth.

Now, this no more difhonours you at all,

Than to take in a town with gentle words,

Which elfe would put you to your fortune, and

The hazard of much blood.

I would diffemble with my nature, where

My fortunes and my friends at ftake required

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

Your Wife, your Son, thefe Senators, the Nobles j
*—

And you will rather mew our general lowts,

How you can frown, than fpend a fawn upon 'em,

For the inheritance of their loves, and fafeguard

Of what that want might ruin.

Men. Noble Lady !

Come go with us, fpeak fair : you may falve fo

Not what is dangerous prefent, but the lofs

Of what is paft.

Vol. I pr'ythee now, my fon,

Go to them, with this bonnet in thy hand,

And thus far having ftretch'd it (here be with them)

Thy knee buffing the ftones
5

(for in fuch bufinefs

Adtion is eloquence, and the eyes of th' ignorant

More learned than the ears) waving thy hand,

Which foften, thus, correcting thy flout heart

Now humble as the ripeft mulberry,

That wijl not hold the handling
$

fay to them,
Thou art their foldier, and being bred in broils

Haft not the foft way, which thou doft confefs

Were fit for thee to ufe, as them to claim,

In afking their good loves, but thou wilt frame
Thy felf (forfooth) hereafter theirs fo far,

As thou haft power and perfon.

Men. This but done,

Ev'n as Ihe fpeaks, why, all their hearts were yours %

For they have pardons, being afk'd, as free,

As words to little purpofe.

Vol. Pr'ythee now,
Go and be rul'd : altho' I know thou'dft rather

Follow thine enemy in a fiery gulf

Than
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Than flatter him in a bower.

Enter Cominius. '

Here is Cominius.

Com. I have been i'th* market-place, and, Sir, 'tis fit

You have ftrong party, or defend your felf

By calmnefs, or by abfence : all's in anger.

Men. Only fair fpeech.

Com. I think 'twill ferve, if he
Can thereto frame his fpirit.

Vol. He muft and will

:

Pr'ythee now, fay you will, and go about it.

Cor. Muft I go mew 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 pelt to lofe,

This mould of Martius
j
they to duft mould grind it,

And throw' t againft the wind. To th' market-place 5

You've put me now to fuch a part, which never

I mail discharge to th' life.

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

Vol. Ay, pr'ythee now, fweet fon ; as thou haft faiS

My praifes made thee firft a foldier 5 fo

To have my praife for this, perform a part

Thou haft not done before.

Cor. Well, I muft do't :

Away, my difpofition, and poflefs me
Some harlot's fpirit ! my throat of war be turn'd,

"Which quired with my drum, into a pipe

Small as an eunuch's, or the virgin voice

That babies lulls aflcep ! the fmiles of knaves
Tent in my cheeks, and fchool-boys tears take up
The gla/Tes 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 action teach my mind
A moft inherent bafenefs.

Vol. At thy choice then :

To beg of thee, it is my more diftionour,

Than thou of them. Come all to ruin, let Thy
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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 valiantnefs was mine, thou fuck'dft it from mes
But own thy pride thy fdf.

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 trull: to what my tongue can do

I' th' way of flattery further.

Vol. 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 itrong

Than are upon you yet.

Cor. The word is, mildly. Pray you, let us go.

Let them accufe me by invention ; I

Will anfwer in mine honour.

Men. Ay, but mildly.

Cor, Well, mildly be it then, mildly. [Exeunt,

SCENE VI. The Forum.
Enter Sicinius and Brutus.

Bru. In this point charge him home, that he affects *

Tyrannic power : if he evade us there,

Inforce him with his envy to the people,

And that the fpoil got on the Antiates

'Was ne'er diftributed. What, will he come?
Enter an JEdile.

JEd. He's coming.

Bru. How accompanied ?

JEd. With old Menenius, and thofe fenators

That always favour'd him.
Sic* Have you a catalogue

Of all the voices that we have procur'd j

Set down by th' poll ?

JEd. I have 5 'tis ready, here.

Sic, Have you collected them by tribes ?
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Md. I have.

Sic. AfTemble prefcntly the people hither,

And when they hear meTay, Itjhall be fo,

Fth y
right andftrtngth o^th* Commons $ be it either

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

If I fay fine, cry, Fine ! if death, cry, Death I

Infilling on the old prerogative

And power, i' th' truth o' th' caufe.

JEd. I will inform them.
Bru. And when fuch time they have begun to cry,

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

Inforce the prefent execution

Of what we chance to fentence.

JEd. Very well.

Sic. Make them be ftrong, and ready for this hint,

When we /hall hap to give't them,
Bru. Go about it.

* [Exit Mdile,
Put him to choler ftraight ; he hath been us'd

Ever to conquer, and to have no word
Of contradiction. Being once chaf'd, he cannot

Be rein'd again to temperance j then he fpeaks

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

Enter Coriolanus, Menenius, #»J Cominius, with Senators,

Sic. Well, here he comes.

Men* Calmly I do befeech you.

Cor. Ay, as an oftler, that for the pooreft piece

Will bear the knave by th' volume : the honour'd Gods
Keep Rome in fafety, and the chairs of juftice

Supply with worthy men, plant love amongft you,

Throng our large temples with the fliews of peace,

And not our ftreets with war

!

1 Sen. Amen, amen.
Men. A noble wifh.

Enter the JEdile with the PIebeiarts»

Sic. Draw near, ye people.

j&d. Lift to your Tribunes : audience
5

Peace, I fay.

Cor. Firft, hear me fpeak.

JSotb Jri, Weli, fay ; pease, ho,
CVrt
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Cor. Shall I be charg'd no further than this prefent ?

Muft all determine here ?

Sic. I do demand,

If you fubmit you to the people's voices,

Allow their officers, and are content

To fuffer lawful cenfure for fuch faults

As mall be prov'd upon you ?

Cor. I am content.

Men. Lo, citizens, he fays he is content :

The warlike fervice he has done, confider
5

Think on the wounds his body bears, which mew
Like graves i' th' holy church-yard.

Cor. Scratches with briars, fears to move laughter onIy
4

Men. Confider further :

That when he fpeaks not like a citizen,

You find him like a foldier ; do not take

His rougher accents for malicious founds

:

But, as I fay, fuch as become a foldier,

Rather than envy you.

Com. Weil, well, no more.

Cor. What is the matter,

That being pari for Conful with full voice,

I'm fo dimonour'd, that the very hour
You take it off again ?

Sic. Anfwer to us.

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

Sic. We charge you, that you have contriv'd to take
From 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 ?

Men. Nay, temperately : your promife.

Cor. The fires i' th' loweft hell fold in the people!

Call me their traitor ! thou injurious Tribune !

Within thine eyes fat twenty thoufand deaths,

In thy hands clutch'd as many ^millions, in

Thy lying tongue both numbers ; I would fay,

Thou Heft, unto thee, with a voice as free,

As I do pray the Gods.

Mark you this, people ? .
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AIL To th' rock with him.

Sic. Peace :

We need not put new matter to his charge :

What you have feen him do, and heard him fpeak,

Beating your officers, curfing your felves,

Oppoling laws with ftroaks, and here defying

Thofe whofe great power muft try him, even this

So criminal, and in fuch capital kind,

Deferves th' extreameft death*

Bru. But (ince 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 ?

Corn. Know, I pray you
Cor, 1*11 know no further :

Let them pronounce the fteep Tarpeian 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 can give,

To have't with 'laying, Good-morrow,

Sic. For that he has

(As much as in him lyes) from time to time

Envy'd againft the people, feeking means
To pluck away their power ; has now at laft

Giv'n hoftile ftroaks, and that not only in prefence

Of dreaded juftice, but on the minifters

That do diftribute it ; in the name o* th
1

people

And in the power of us the Tribunes, we
(Ev'n from this inftant) baniih him our city,

In peril of precipitation

From off the rock Tarpeian, never more
To enter our Rome's gates. V th' people's name,
I fay it fhall be fo.

All. It fhall be fo, it /hall be fo 5 let him away ;

He's banifh'd, and it fhall be fo.

Com. Hear me, my matters, and my common friends—*

Sic. He's fentenc'd ; jio more hearing.

Vol, VU, M Com,

V
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Com. Let me {peak :

I have been Conful, and can mew for Rome
Her enemies marks upon me. I do love

My country's good, with a refpecr. more tender,

More holy, and profound, than mine own life,

My dear wife's eftimate, her womb's increafe,

And trealure of my loyns : then if I would

Speak that

Sic, We know your drift. Speak what ?

Bru. There's no more to be laid, but he is baniiVd
As enemy to the people, and his country.

It mall be fo.

All. It mall be fo, it mall be fo.

Cor, You common cry of curs, whofe breath I hate, .

As reek o' th' rotten fens ; whofe loves I prize,

As the dead carcaffes of unburied men,
That do corrupt my air : I banim you.

And here remain with your uncertainty !

Let every feeble rumour make your hearts,

Your enemies, with nodding of their plumes,

Fan you into defpair ! have the power flill

To banim your defenders, 'till at length, •

Your ignorance (which finds not 'tiil it feels)

Making but refervation of your felves

(Still your own enemies) deliver you

As molt abated * captives to fome nation

That wen you without blows ! Defpifmg then,

For you, the city, thus I turn my back :

There is a world elfewhere

[Exeunt Coriolanus, Cominius, and Senators,

[The Peoplejhout, and throw up their caps,

JEJ. The people's enemy is gone, is gone !

All, Our enemy is banilh'd ; he is gone ! Hoo, hoo !

Sic. Go fee him out at gates, and follow him
As he hath follow' d you $ with all defpight

Give him deferv'd vexation. Let a guard
Attend us through the city.

» Abated here carries the fenfe offunk and diminijh'd in Spirit And
Murage*

All.
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All. Come, come ; let's fee him out at the gates ; come.

The Gods preferve our noble Tribunes ! come. [Exeunt*

ACT IV. SCENE I.

The Gates of Rome.

Enter Coriolanus, Vclumnia, Virgilia, Menenius, Comi-
nius, 101th the young Nobility cfRome.

Cor. f^OME, leave your tears': a brief farewel : thebeaft

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
$

That when the fea was calm, all boats alike

Shew'd mafterfhip in floating ; Fortune's blows

When moft ftruck home, being greatly warded, crave

A noble cunning. You were us'd to load me
With precepts that would make invincible

The heart that conn'd them.

Vir. O heav'ns ! O heav'ns

!

Cor, Nay, I pr'ythee woman
Vol, Now the red peftilence ilrike all trades in Rome,

And occupations perifh

!

Cor. What! what! what!

I fliall be lov'd, when I am lackM. Nay, mother,

Refume that fpirit, when you were wont to fay,

If you had been the wife of Hercules,

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

Your hufband fo much fv/eat. Cominiusy

Droop not ; adieu : farewel, my wife, my mother,

I'll do well yet. Thou old and true Menenius,

Thy tears are falter than a younger man's,

And venomous to thine eyes. My (fometime) General,

I've fetn thee ftern, and thou haft oft beheld

Heart-hardning fpeclacles. Tell thefe fad women,
'Tis fond to wail inevitable ftroaks,

As 'tis to laugh at 'em. Mother, you wot
My hazards Hill have been your folace j 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 :) yourfon

M * Will
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Will or exceed the common, or be caught

"With cautelous baits and practice.

, Vol. Firft, my fon,

Where will you go ? take good Comwius

With thee a while 5 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 follow thee a month, devife with thee

Where thou malt 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

I' th* abfence of the needer.

Cor. Fare ye well:

Thou 1

ft years upon thee, and thou art too full

Of the war's forfeits, to go rove with one

That's yet unbruis'd ;
bring me but out at gate.

Come, myfvveetwifc, my deareft mother, and

My friends of noble touch : when I am forth,

Bid me farewel, and fmile. I pray you, come.

While I remain above the ground, you fhail

Hear from me ftill, and never of me ought

But what is like me formerly.

Men. That's worthily

As any ear can hear. Come, let's not weep.

If I could fhake off but one feven years

Jrcm thefe eld arms and legs, by the good Gods

I'd with theg every foot.

Or. Give me thy hand. [Exeunt.

SCENE II.

Eiiter Sicinius and Brutus, with the Mm. <

Sic. Bid them all home, he's gone ; and we'll no further.

Vex'd are the Nobles, who we fee have fided

In his behalf.

Bru. Now we have ftiewn our power,

£,et us feem humbler after it is done,

Than when it was a doing.

Sic. Bid them home,
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Say their great enemy is gone, and they

Stand in their ancient ftrength.

Bru. Difmifs them home.

IJere corr^s his mother.

Enter Volumnia, Virgilia, and Mensniys,

Sic. Let's not meet her,

Bru. Why ?

Sic. They fay fhe's mad.

Bru. They have ta'en note of us
j
keep on yourwaj,

Vol. Oh, y'are well met

:

The hoorded plague o' th' Gods requite your love

!

Men. Peace, peace, be not fo loud.

Vol. If that I could fcr weeping, you fhould hear

Nay, and you mall hear fome. Will you be gone ? [To Vir»

You fhall flay too : I would I had the power
To fay fo to thy hufband.

Sic. Are you mankind ?

Vol. Ay, fool : is that a fliame ? note but this fool.

Was not a man my father ? hadft thou foxihip

To banifh him that flruck more blows for Rome>

Than thou haft fpoken words ?

Sic. O blefled heav'ns

!

Vol. More noble blows, than ever thou wife words,

And for Rowers good— Til tell thee what— yet go ««-«

Nay, but thou malt ftay too— I would my fon

Were in Arabia, and thy tribe before him,
His good fword in his hand.

Sic. What then ?

'Vol. WT
hat then ?

He'd make an end of thy pofterity :

Baftards, and all.

Good man, the wounds that he docs bear for Rome !

Men. Come, come, peace.

Sic. I 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 «n of thofe myfterics which heay'n

M 3 Wi»
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"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 dot 1
^ the Capitol exceed

The meanpfl houfe in Rome ] fo far my fon,

This Lady's hufband here, this, (do you fee)

Whom you n^ve banifiVd, does exceed you all.

£ru, Weil, well, we'll leave you.

Sic* Why ftay you to be baited

With one that wants her wits ? \Exe* Tribunes*

Vol. Take my prayers with you.

I wiih 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 fup with mc ?

Vol. Anger's my meat, I fup upon myfeif,

And fo fhall ftarve with feeding : come, let's go,

J,eave this faint puling, and lament as I do, [To VJr.

In anger, Juno-Y\k.z : come, come, fie, fie ! .[Exeunt,

SCENE III. Antium.
Enter a Roman and a Volfcian.' ,

Rom. I know you well, Sir, and you know me : your
name, I think, is Adrian.

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

Rom. I am a Roman, but my ferviccs are as you are,

againft 'em. Know you me yet ?

Vol. Nicanor ? no.

Rom. The lame, Sir.

Vol.. You had more beard, when I lajl faw you, but your

favour is well aiteer'd by your tongue. What's the news
in Rome ? I have a note from the Vojcian flate to find you
out there. You hive well faved me a day's journey.

Rom. There hath been in Rome ftrange infurrections j

the People againft the Senators, Patricians, and Nobles.

Vol. Hath been ! is it ended then ? our flate thinks not

£0 « they are in a moll warlike preparation, and hope to

come upon them In the heat of their divilion,

Mm,
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Rem. The main blaze of it is part, but a fmall tAing
would make it flame again. For the Nobles receive fb to
heart the bantfhment of that worthy Corjo/anus, that they
are in a ripe aptnefs to take ail power from the People, and
to pluck from them their Tribunes for ever. This lyes
glowing I can tell you, and is almoft mature for the violent
breaking out.

Vol. Cor/olanus bani/h'd ?

Rom. Bani/h'd, Sir.

V?/. You will be welcome with this intelligence, Nicanor.
Rom. The day ferves well for them now. I have heard

it faid, the fitted time to corrupt a man's wife, is when
/he's fallen out with her hufband. Your noble Tullus Au-
fidius will appear well in thefe wars, his great oppofer Co-
nolamis being now in no requeft with his country.
V?/. He cannot chufe. I am moft fortunate thus acci-

dentally to encounter you. You have ended my buhnefs,
and I will merrily accompany you home.

Rom. I mail between this and fupper tell you moft ftrange
things from Rome

; all tending to the good of their adver-
faries. Have you an army ready, fay you ?

Vol. A moft royal one. The centurions and their charges
dimji&ly billeted, 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 mail fet them in prcfent adion. So,
Sir, heartily well met, and moft glad of your company.

Vol. You take my part from me, Sir, I have the moft
came to be glad of yours.

Rom. Well, let us go together. [Exeunt.
Enter Coriolanus in mean Apparel, difguiYd 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 nor,
Left that thy wives with fpits, and boys with ftones,
In puny battel flay me. Save you, Sir.

Enter a Citizen.
Ett. And you.
Cor. Direct me, if it be your wiU, where great Aufim

*v£S
; Jshe-ui Antimf cit<
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Cit. Ke is, and feafts the Nobles of the State, at his houfe

this night.

Cor. Which is his houfe, I befeech you ?

€it. This here before you.

Cit. Thank you, Sir : Farewel. [Exit Citixen.

Oh world, thy flippery turns ! friends now faft fworn,

Whofe double bofoms feem to wear one heart,

Whofe hours, whofe bed, whofe meal and exercifc

Are ftill together ; who twine (as ' twere) in love

Unfeparable, mall within this hour,

On a difTention of a doit, break out

To bittereft enmity. So felleft foes,

Whofe paflions and whofe plots have broke their fleep

To take the one the other, by fome chance,

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

And inter-join their iffues. So with me 5

My birth-place have I and my lovers left
5

This enemy's houfe I'll enter 5 if he flay me,
He does fair juftice ; if he give me way,

I'll do his country fervice. [Exit,

SCENE IV. A Hall in'Aufidius'i Houfe.

Mujick plays. Enter a Serving-man.

1 Ser. Wine, wine, wine ! what fervice is here ? 1

think our fellows are afleep. [Exit.

Enter another Serving-man,

2 Ser, Where's Cotus f my mafter calls for him : Cctus !

[Exit.
* Enter Coriolanus.

Cor. A goodly houfe j the feafl fmells well 5 but I

Appear not like a gueft.

Enter the firft Serving-man.

t Ser. What would you have, friend ? whence are you }

here's no place for you : pray go to the door. [Exit.

Cor. I have deferv'd no better entertainment, in being

Coriolanus.

Enter fecond Servant.

a Ser. Whence are you, Sir ? has the porter his eyes in

his head, that he gives entrance to fuch companions ? pray

get you out.

Qr, Away !—

—
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2 Ser. Away ? get you away.

Cor. Now thou'rt troublefome.

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

Enter a third Servant. The firfi meets him.

3 Ser. What fellow's this ?

1 Ser. A ftrange one as ever I look'd on : I cannot get

him out o' th' houfe: pr'ythee call my mailer to him.

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

avoid the houfe.

Cor. Let me but Hand, 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

ftation, here's no place for you
j
pray you avoid : come.

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

[Pujh.es him azvay from him.

3 Ser. What, will you not? pr'ythee tell my mafter,

what a ftrange gueft he has here.

Z Ser. And I mail. [Exit fecond Serving-man*

3 Ser. Where dwell' ft thou ?

Cor. Under the canopy.

3 Ser. Under the canopy ?

Cor. Ay.

3 Ser. Where's that ?

Cor. V th' city of kites and crows.

3 Ser. I' th' city of kites and crows ? what an afs it is !

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 him away.
Enter Auftdius, tuith a Serving-man.

Auf. Where is this fellow ?

1 Ser. Here, Sir 5 I'd have beaten him like a dog, but
for difturbing 'the Lords within.

Auf. Whence com' ft thou ? what would' ft thous? thy
iiame ? Why fpeak'ft not ? fpeak, man : what's thy name ?

Cor.



CORIOLANUS,
Cor. If Tullus

y yet thou know'ft me not, and feeing me,
Doft not yet take me for the man I am,
NecerTity commands me name my felf,

Auf. What is thy name ?

Cor. A name unmufical to Voljcian ears,

And harm in found to thine.

Auf. Say, what's thy name ?
^

Thou haft a grim appearance, and thy face

Bears a command in't
j
though thy tackle's torn,

Thou mew' ft a noble verTel : what's thy name ?

Cor. Prepare thy brow to frown ; know' ft thou me yet ?

Auf. I know thee not
$
thy name ?

Cor. My name is Caius Marttus, who hath done
To thee particularly, and to all the Volfciam,

Great hurt and mifchief j thereto witnefs may
My Sirname, Coriolanus. The painful fervice,

The extrcam dangers, and the drops of blood

Shed for my thanklefs country, are requited

But with that Sirname 5 a good memorial,

And witnefs of the malice and difpleafure

Which thou fhould'ft bear me
5
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

3

And fuffer'd me by th' voice of flaves to be

Whoop' d out of Rome. Now this extremity

Hath brought me to thy hearth : not out of hope
(Miftake me not) to fave my life 5 for if

I had fear'd death, of all the men i' th' world

I'd have avoided thee. But in meer fpite

-To be full quit of thofe my hammers,

Stand I before thee here : then if thou haft

A heart of wreak in thee, that will revenge

Thine own particular wrongs, and ftop thofe maimf
Of fhame feen through thy country, fpeed thee ftraight,

And make my mifery ferve thy turn : fo ufe it,

That my revengeful fervices may prove

As benefits to thee. For I will fight

Againft my canker'd country, with the fpleen

.Of all the under fiends* But if fo be

Tho*
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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 /hew thee but a fool,

Since I have everfollow'd thee with hate,

Drawn tuns of blood out of thy country's breaft,

And cannot live, but to thy fhame, unlefs

It be to do thee fervice.

Auf. Oh, Martius, 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, 'TV* true $ I'd not believe them more
Than thee, all-noble Martius. Let me twine

Mine arms about that body, where-againft

My grained alh an hundred times hath broke,

And fcar'd the moon with fplinters : here I clip

The anvil of my fword, and do conteft

As hotly and as nobly with thy love,

As ever in ambitious ftrcngth 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 threftiold. 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 rlnce

Dreamt of encounters 'twixt thy felf and me :

We have been down together in my fleep,

Unbuckling helms, fifting each other's throat,

And wak'd half dead with nothing. Worthy Martius3
Had we no quarrel elfe to Rome, but that

Thou art thence baninVd, we would mufter all

From twelve to feventy $ and pouring war
Into the bowels of ungrateful Rome,

Like a bold flood o'er-feear, 0 come, go in.
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And take our friendly Senators by th' kandj,

Who now are here, taking their leaves of me.
Who am prepared againft your territories,

Though not for Rome it felf. ,

Cor. You blefs me, Gods

!

Auf. Therefore, moft abfolute Sir, if thou wilt hare
The leading of thine own revenges, take

One half of my commifiion, and fet down,
As bell thou art experienc'd, fince thou know' ft

Thy country's ftrength and weaknefs, thine own ways ;

Whether to knock againft the gates of Rome,
Or rudely vifit them in parts remote,

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

Let me commend thee lirft to thofe that fliall

Say yea to thy defires. A thoufand welcomes,

And more a friend, than e'er an enemy:
Yet, Manias, that was much. Your hand 5 moll welcome

!

[Exeunt

\

SCENE 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, I knew by his face that there was fome-

thing in him. He had, Sir, a kind of face, methought—

-

I cannot tell how to term it.

1 Ser. He had fo : looking, as it were— would I were

hang'd but I thought there was more in him than I could

think.

2 Ser. So did I, I'll be fworn : he is limply the rareft

man i' th' world.

1 Ser. I think he is 5 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.

x Ser. Nay, not fo neither 5 but I take him to be the

greater foldier,

% Set;
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ft Ser. 'Faith, look you, one cannot tell how to fay-

that -

y
for the defence of a town, our General is excellent.

I Ser, Ay, and for an aiTault too.

Enter a third Servant,

3 Ser. Oh flaves, I can tell you news
j
news, you rafcals.

Both, What, what, what ? let's partake.

3 Ser. I would not be a Roman, of all nations 5 I had as

Eeve be a condemn 1

d man.
Both. Wherefore ? wherefore ?

3 Ser. Why here's he that was wont to thwack our

General, Cairn Martius.

I 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.

I Ser. He was too hard for him directly, to fay the

troth on't : before Corioli, he fcotcht him and notcht him
like a carbonado.

z Ser. And, had he been cannibally given, he might
lave broil'd and eaten him too.

1 Ser. But more of thy news.

3 Ser. Why, he is fo made on here within, as if he were
Ion and heir to Mars : fet at upper end 0' th' table 5 no quef-

tion alk'd him by any of the Senators, but they ftand bald

before him. Our General himfelf makes a miftrefs of him,,

lanctifies himfelf with's hands, and turns up the white o*

th' eye to his difcourfe. But the bottom of the news is,

erar 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 ofRome gates by th' ears. He will mow down all

!>efore him, and leave his parTage poll'd.

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

3 Ser. Do't! he will do't: for look you, Sir, he has as

many friends as enemies 5 which friends, Sir, as it were
durft not (look you, Sir) mew themfelves (as we term it)

his friends, whilft he's in dire&itude.

1 Ser. Direclitude ! what's that ?

Vox.. VII. 1 N 30V,
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3 Ser. But when they mall fee, Sir, his creft up again

and the man in blood, they will out of their burroughs
(like conies after rain) and revel all with him.

1 Ser. But when goes this forward ?

3 Ser. To morrow, to-day, prefently, you {hall have the

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

2 Ser. Why then we fhall have a ftirring world again ? -

this peace is worth nothing, but to ruft iron, encreafe tai-

lors, and breed ballad-makers.

1 Ser. Let me have war, fay I ; it exceeds peace, as far

46 day docs night j it's fprightly, waking, audible, and full

of vent. Peace is a very apoplexy, lethargy, mull'd, deaf,

fleepy, infenfible, a getter of more baftard children than
war's a deftroyer of men.

2 Ser. 'Tis fo, and as war in fome fort may be faid to

be a ravimer, fo it cannot be denied, but peace is a great

«naker of cuckolds.

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

3 Scr. Reafon ; becaufe they then lefs need one another

:

the wars for my mony. I hope to fee Romans as cheap at

Vofcians. They are riling, they are rifing.

Both* In, in, in, in. \Exeunt.

SCENE VI. ROME.
Enter Sicinius and Brutus.

Sic. We hear not of him, neither need we fear him j

His.remedies are tame : the prefent peace

And quietnefs cf the people, which before

Were in wild hurry here, do make his friends

Blum, that the world goes well j who rather had,

Though they themfelves did fufTer by't, beheld'

Diffentious numbers pen? ring ftreets, than fee

Our tradefmen fmging in their mops, and" going

About their functions friendly.

Enter Menenius.
Bru. We flood to't in good time. Is this Menenius?
Sic. 'Tis he, 'tis he : O, he is grown moft kind of late,

Kail, Sir! •
'

Men. Hail to you both !

$k% Your Qoriolanus is not much mifs'd, but with his

friends j
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friends ; the common-wealth doth ftand, dnd fo would do,

were he more angry at it.

Men. All's well, and might have been much better, if

he could have temporiz'd.

Sic. Where is he, hear you ?

Men. Nay, I hear nothing :

His mother and his wife hear nothing from him

.

Enter three orfour Citizens,

AIL The Gods preferve you both !

Sic. Good-e'en, neighbours.

Sic. Good-e'en to you all, good-e'en to you all.

I Cit. Our felves, our wives, and children, on our knees

Are bound to pray for you both.

Sic. Live and thrive !

Bru, Farewel, kind neighbours : we winYd Coriolanus

Had lovMyou, as we did.

Now the Gods keep you

!

Both Tri. Farewel, farewel. [Exeunt Chiasm*
Sic. This is a happier and more comely time,

Than wheathefe fellows ran about the ftreets,

Crying confufion.

Bru. Caius Martius was

A worthy officer i' th' war, but infolent,

O'er-come with pride, ambitious paft all thinking,
'

Self- loving.

Sic. And affecting one fole throne,

Without afliftants.

Men. Nay, I think not fo.

Sic. We had by this, to all our lamentation,

If he had gone forth Conful, found it fo.

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

Enter JEdik.

J£d. Worthy Tribunes,

There is a flave, whom we have put in prifon,

Reports the Volfcians with two feveral powers

Areentred in the Roman territories,

And with the deepeft malice of the war
Deftroy what lyes before 'era»

Jftff. *Tis AuAdius,

N a Wh»
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Who hearing of our Martini* baniihment,

Thrufts forth his horns again into the world
;

Which were in-flieird, when Martius flood for Rome,

And durft not once peep out.

Sic, Come, what talk you of Martius f

Bru. Go fee this rumourer whipt. It cannot be,

The Voljciavs dare break with us.

Men. Cannot be

!

We have record that very well it can,

And three examples of the like have been

Within my age. But reafon with the fellow

Before you punifh him, where he heard this,

Left you fhall chance to whip your informatics,

And beat the merTenger who bids beware

Of what is to be dreaded.

Sic. Tell not me :

I know this cannot be.

Bru. Not poffible.

Enter a Mejfenger,

Mef. The Nobles in great earneftnefs are going

All to the Senate-houfe $ fome news is come
That turns their countenances.

Sic. *Tis this flave :

Go whip him 'fore the people's eyes : his raifing!

Nothing but his report

!

Mef. Yes, worthy Sir,

The iiave's report is feconded, and more,

More fearful is delivered.

Sic. What more fearful ?

Mef. It is fpoke freely out of many mouths,
How probable I do not know, that Martius,

Join'd with Aujidius, leads a power 'gainft Rome,
And vows revenge as fpacious, as between
The young' ft and oldeft thing.

Sic, This is moft likely !

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

Sic. The very trick on't.

Men. This is unlikely.
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He and Aufidius can no more attone

Than violcntelt contrarieties.

Enter another Mejfenger.

2 Mef. You are Tent for to the Senate :

A fearful army, led by Caius Martius
y

Aflbciated with Avjidius, rages

Upon our territories, they've already

O'er-born their way, confum'd with fire, and took

What lay before them

.

Enter Cominius.

Com. Oh, you have made good work.
Men, What news ? what news ?

Com. You have holp to raviih your own daughters, and
To melt the city-leads upon your pates,

To fee your wives dilhonour'd to your nofes.

Men* What's the news ? what's the news ?

Com. Your temples burned in their cement, and
Vour franchifes, whereon you fwod, coniin'd

Into an augre's bore.

Men. Pray now the news ?

You've made fair work, I fear me : pray, your news >

If' Martius fhould be joyn'd with the Volfcians,—

•

Com. If? he is their God, he leads them like a thing

Made by fome other deity than nature,

That mapes man better 5 and they follow him
Againft us brats, with no lefs confidence,

Than boys purfuing fummer butter- flies,

Or butchers killing flics.

Men. 'You've made good work,
You and your apron-men ; that flood fo much
Upon the voice,of occupation,, and
The breath of garlick-eaters.,

Cam. He'll fluke your Rome
About your ears.

Men. As Hercules did make
Down mellow fruit : fo you have made fair work*

Bru. But is this true, Sir ?

Ccm. Ay, and you'll look pale

Before you find it other. All the regions

Pf fmilingly x$volt, and who refift

N 3 A*e
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Are only mock'd for valiant ignorance,

And perifh conftant fools : who is*t can blame him?
Your enemies and his rind fomething in him.

Men. We're all undone, unlefs

The noble man have mercy.

Com. Who mail afk it ?

The Tribunes cannot do't for ihame ; the people

Deferve fuch pity of him, as the wolf

Does of the fhepherds : his beft friends, if they

Shou'd fay, Be good /oRome, they charge him eve**

As thofe mould 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, 'Befeecb you, ceafe. You've made fair hands,

You and your crafts ! you've crafted fair

!

Com. You've brought

A trembling upon Rome, fuch as was never

So incapable of help.

*Tri, Say not we brought it.

Men. How ? was it we ? we lov'd him 3
but, like beafb

^.nd coward nobles, gave way to your clutters,

Who hooted him out o' th' city.

Com. But I fear

They'll roar him in again. Tullus Aufidius,

The fecond name of men, obeys his 'points

As if he were his officer : defperation

Is all the policy, ftrength, and defence

That Rome can make againft them.

SCENE VII. Enter a Troop of Citizens.

Men, Here come the clufters. -—
And is Aufidius with him ?— You are they

That made the air unwholfome, when you caffc

Your ftinking, greane caps, in hooting at

Coriolanus* exile. Now he's coming,

And not a hair upon a foldier's head
Which will not prove a whip : as many coxcombs,
As you threw caps up, will he tumble down,
A&i pay you for your voices, 'Ti§ ao matter,
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he mould burn us all into one coal,

We have deferv'd it.

Omnes. 'Faith, we hear fearful news.

1 Cit. For mine own part,

When I faid banijb him, I faid 'twas pity.

a Cit. And fo did I.

3 Cit. And fo did 1 5 and to fay the truth, fo did very

many of us j that we did, we did for the heft : and tho'

we willingly confented to his banilhment, yet it was againft

our will.

Com. Y're goodly things
;
you voices !

Men. You have made you good work,
You and your cry. Shall' s to the Capitol ?

Com. Oh, ay, what elfe ? [Exeunt,
Sic. Go, makers, get you home, be not difmay'd.

Thefe are a fide, that would be glad to have

This true, which they fo feem to fear. Go home,
And /hew no fign of fear.

1 Cit. The Gods be good to us ! come, mailers, let's

home. I ever faid we were i' th' wrong, when we ba~

ailh'd him.

2 Cit. So did we all ; but ccme, let's home. [Ex. Cit.

Bru. I do not like this news.

Sic. Nor I.

Bru. Let's to the Capitol 5 would half my wealth

Would buy this for a lie

!

Sic. Pray let us go. [Exeunt Tribunes*

SCENE VIII.

A Camp at a fmall difiancefrom Rome.
Enter Aufidius with his Lieutenant.

Auf. Do they ftill flie to th' Roman f

Lieu. I do not know what witchcraft's in him 5 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 action, Sir,

Even by your own.

Auf. I cannot help it now,
Unlefs, by ufing means, I lame the foot

Of our defign. He bears himfelf more proudly

Even to my perfrn, than I thought he would
Wheo
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When firrt I did embrace him. Yet his nature

In that's no changling, and 1 mull excufe

What cannot be amended.
Lieu, Yet I wilh, Sir,

(I mean for your particular) you had not

Join'd in commirTion with him ; but had bom
The action of your felf, or clfe to him
Had left itfolely.

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

When he mall come to his account, he knows not

-What I can urge againrt him : though it feems,

And fo he thinks, and is no lefs apparent

To th' vulgar eye, that he bears all things fairly,

And mews good hufbandry for the Voljcian flate,

Fights dragon-like, and does atchieve as foon

As draw his fword
;
yet he hath left undone

That which mail break his neck, or hazard mine,

Whene'er we come to our account,

Lieu. Sir, I befeech, think you he'll carry Romtt
Auf. All places yield to him ere he fits down,

And the Nobility of Rome are his

:

The Senators and Patricians love him too :

The Tribunes are no foldiers j and their people

Will be as raih in the repeal, as hafiy

To expel him thence. I think he'il be to Rome
As is the ofprey to the fim, who takes it

By fovereignty of nature. Firft> he was

A noble fervant to them, but he could not

Carry his honours even 5 whether pride,

Which out of daily fortune ever taints

The happy man; whether defect ofjudgment,

To fail in the difpofing of thole chances

Whereof he was the Lord ; or whether nature,

Not to be other than one thing, not moving
From th' calk to th' culhion, but commanding peace

Even with the fame aufterity and garb,

As he contrail' d the war ; but one of thefe,

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

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

S» hated, and baniih'd $ but he has meat
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Tho' choaks it in the utt'rance : fo our virtues

Lye in th' interpretation of the time ;

And power, in it felf molt commendable,
Hath not a tomb fo evident as a chair

T'extol what it hath done.

One fire drives out one fire j one nail, one nail 5

Right's by right foiled, ftrengths by ftrengths do fail.

Come, let's away
; when, Catus, Rome is thine,

Thou'rtf poor'fl of all, then fhortly art thou mine. [Exeunt,

ACT V. SCENE I.

Rome* Enter Menenius, Cominius, Sicinius, Brutus,

with others.

Men, TWT O, I'll not go : you hear what he hath faid

XN Which was fometime his General 5 who loY'd

him
In a moft dear particular. He call'd me father s

But what o' that ? go you that banifh'd him,
A mile before his tent fall down, and knee
The way into his mercy : nay, if he coy'd

To hear Cominius fpeak, I'll keep at home.
Com, He would not feem tq know me.
Men, Dd you hear ?

Com, Yet one time he did call me by my name

:

I urg'd our old acquaintance, and the drops

That we have bled together. Coriolanus

Ke would not anfwer to 5 forbad all names 5

He was a kind of nothing, titlelefs,

'Till he had forg'd himfelf a name 0' th'flre

Of burning Rome,

Men, "Why, fo
;
you've made good work :

A pair of Tribunes, that have fack'd fair Rome,
To make coals cheap : a noble memory !

Com, I minded him how royal 'twas to pardoif

When it was leaft expected. He reply' d,
It was a bare petition of a ftate

To one whom they had puninVd.
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
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He could not ftay to pick them, in a pile

Of noifome 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, we're the grains
$

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

Jn this fo-never-needed help, yet do not

Upbraid's with cur diltrcfs. But fure if you

Would be your country's pleader, your good tongue,

More than the inftant army we can make,
Might flop our country-man.

Men. No : I'll not meddle.

Sic, Pray you go to him.
Men. Why ? what fliould I do ?

Bru. Only make tryal what your love can <!•

For Rome, tow'rds Martius. v

Men. Well, and fay that Mart ius

Return me, as Cominius is return'd,

Unheard, but as a difcontented friend

Grief-ihot with his unkindnefs : and what then ?

Sic. Say it be fo
j
yet your good will, Menenius,

Muft have the thanks of Rome after the meafurc
As you intended well.

Men, I'll undertake it

:

I think he'll hear me. Yet to bite his lip,

And hum at good Cominius, much unhearts me.
He was not taken well, he had not din'd.

The veins unfill'd, our blood is cold, and then

We powt upon the morning, are unapt

To give or to forgive ; but when we've ftufPd

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 kindntfs,

And cannot lofe your way, Mtn



CORIOLANUS. I55

Men. Good faith, I'll prove him,

Speed how it will. You fhall ere Jong have knowlak'e

Of my fuccefs. [Exit,

Com. He'll never hear him.
Sic. Not ?

Com. I tell you, he does fit in gold, his eye

Red as 'twould burn Rome 5 and his injury

The goaler to his pity. I kneel' d before him,
? Twas yery faintly he faid, Rife : difmifs'd me
Thus with his fpeechlefs hand. What he would do,

He fent in.writing after j what he would not,

Bound with an oath, ' not yield to new conditions

;

So that all hope is vain, unlefs from's mother
And wife, who (as I hear) mean to follicit him
For mercy to his country : therefore let's hence,

And with our fair intreaties hafte them on. [Exeunt*

SCENE II. The Volfcian Camp.

Enter Menenius to the Watch or Guard.

I Watch. Stay : whence are you ?

2. Watch. Stand, and go back.

Men. You guard like men, 'tis well. But by your leave

I am an officer of flate, and come
To fpeak with Coriolanuz*

I Watch. "Whence ?

Men. From Ro?ne.

1 Watch. You may not pafs, you mufl return : our Ge~
Will no more hear from thence. [neral

??lVatch. You'll fee your Rome emhrae'd with fire, before

You'll fpeak with Coriolanus.

Men, Good my friends,

If you have heard your General talk of Rome,
And of his friends there, it is lots to blanks,

My name hath touch'd your ears 5 it is Menenius.

1 Watch. Be it fo, go back $ the virtue of your name
Is not here pafiable.

Men. I tell thee, fellow,

Thy General is my lover : I have been
The book of his good acts, whence men have read
His fame unparalieFd haply amplified

;

For I have ever magnified my friends,

(Of
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(Of whom he's chief) to all the fize that verity

Would without lapfing fuffer : nay, fometimes,

Like to a bowl upon a fubtle ground

I've tumbled paft the throw ; and in his praife

Have, almoft, itamp'd the leafing. Therefore, fellow,

I muit have leave to pafs.

1 Watch, 'Faith, Sir, if you had told as many lies in hi'f

behalf, as you have utter' d words in your own, you fhould

not pafs here : no, though it were as virtuous to lie, as to

Jive chaftly. Therefore go back.

Men. Pr'ythee, fellow, remember my name is Mene-
nius, always factionary of the party of your General.

2 Watch. Howfoever you have been his liar, as you fay

you have j I am one that telling true under him, mull fay

you cannot pafs. Therefore go back.

Men. Has he din'd, canft thou tell? for I would not

/peak with him 'till after dinner.

i Watch. You are a Roman , are you ?

Men. I am as thy General is.

I Watch. Then you mould hate Rome, as he does. Can
you, when you have puflTd out of your gates the very de-

fender of them, and in a violent popular ignorance, given

your enemy your fhield, think to front his revenges with

the eafie groans of old women, the virginal palms of your

daughters, or with the palfied interceflion of fuch a decay'd

dotard as you feem to be ? can you think to blow out the

intended fire your city is ready to flame in, with fuch weak
fcreath as this ? no, you are deceived, therefore back to

Rome, and prepare for your execution : you are condemned,

our General has fworn you out of reprieve and pardon.

Men. Sirrah, if thy Captain knew I were here, he wouli

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, that's the

tttmoft of your having
;
back, back.

Men, Nay, but fellow, fellow.

Enter Coriolanus with Aufidius.

Cor, What's the matter ?

Men.
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Men. Now, you companion, I'll fay an errand for you

5

you /hall know now that I am in eflimation
3
* you iliali pre-

ceive, that a jack-gardant cannot office me from my fon

Coriolanus
$

guefs by my entertainment with him, if thou
(rand'rc not i' th' ftate of hanging, or of fome death more
Jong in fpectator/hip, and crueller in fufFering 5 behold now
presently, 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 fatherMe-
nenius does ! O my fon, my fon ! thou art preparing fire for

us j look thee, here's water to quench it. I was hardly

mov'd to come to thee 5 but being allured none but my felf

could move thee, I have been blown out of our gates with
fighs, and conjure tfeee to pardon Rome, and thy petitionary

countrymen. The good Gods alTwage thy wrath, and turn

the dregs of it upon this varlet here
$

this, who like a
block hath denied myaccefs to thee—

Cor. Away!
Men. How, away !

Cor. Wife, motherj child, I know not. My affairs •

Are fervanted to others : though I owe
My revenge properly, remilfion lies

In Voljclan breafts. That we have been familiar,

Ingrate forgetfulnefs ihall prifon, 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 him a Utter*

And would have fentit. Another word, Menemits,

I will not hear thee fpeak. This man, £uf.diusy
Was my belov'd in Rome $

yet thou behold'it

Auf. You keep a conftant temper. [Exeunt*

Manent the Guard and Menenius,

I Watch. Now, Sir, is your name Menenius ?

z Watch. 'Tis a fpell you fee of much power : you know
the way home again.

1 Watch. Do you hear how we are Hient for keeping your
Greatnefs back ?

2. Watch. What caufe do you think I have to fwoon >

,
Men. I neither care for th' world, nor^your General

;

Vol.. VII, Q for
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for mch 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 hisworft. For you,

be what you are, long ! and your mifery cncreafe with your

age ! I fay to you, as I was faid to, Away I [Exit.

i 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-ihaken. [Ex. Watch.

SCENE III.

Re-enter Coriolanus and Aufldius.

Cor. We will before the walls of Rome to-morrow

Set down our hoft. My partner in this action,

You muft report to th' Volfcian Lords how plainly

I've born this bufinefs.

Auf. Only their ends you have refpe&ed 5
flopt

Your ears agunft the general fait of Rome:
Never admitted private whifper, no
Net with fuch friends that thought them iuxt of you.

Cor. This laft. old man,
Whom with a crack' d heart I have fent to Rome,

Lav'd me above the meafure of a father:

Nay, Godded me indeed. Their latefr refuge,

Was to fend him : for whefe old love, I have

(Tho' I fhew'd fow'rly to him) once more offer'd

The firft conditions, which they did refufe,

And cannot now accept, to grace him only,

That thought he could do more : a very little

I've yielded to. Freih embaiiie, and fuits,

Nor for the ftate, nor private friends hereafter

Will I lend ear to.—Ha ! what fight is this ?

Shall I be tempted to- infringe my vow
In the fame time 'tis made ? I will not

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

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, affection,

All bond and privilege of Nature break !

Let it be virtuous, to be obftinate.

What is that cmt'fie worth ? or thofe dove's eyes,

Which
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Which can make Gods forfworn ? I melt, and am not

Of itronger earth than others : my mother bows,

As if Olympus to a mole-hill mould

In fupplication nod ; and my young boy

Hath an afpett of interccfTion, which
Great Nature cries, Deny not. Let the Volfdans

Plough Rome, and harrow Italy 5 I'll never

Be fuch a gofling to obey inftincl : but ftand

As if a man were author of himfelf,

And knew no other kin.

Vir. My lord and hufband !

Cor. Thefe eyes are not the fame I wore in Rome.

Vir. The fbrrow that delivers us thus chang'd,

Makes you trunk fo.

Cor. Like a dull actor now,
I have forgot my part, and I am out,

Even to a full difgrace. Bert, of my flem,

Forgive my tyranny, but do not fay,

For that, Forgive our Romans.—O, a kifs

Long as my exile, fweet as my revenge !

New by the jealous Queen of heav'n, that kifs

I carried from thee, dear 5 and my true lip

Hath virgin'd it e'er fince. You Gods ! I prate,

And the moft noble mother of the world

Leave unfaluted : fink, my knee, i' th' earth j
[K?i;ek.

Of thy deep duty more imprefiion Ihew

Than that of common fons.

Vol. O itand up bleft

!

Whilft with no fofter cufhion than the flint

I kneel before thee, and unproperly

Shew duty as miftaken all the while, [Kneels.

Between the child and parent.

Cor. What is this ?

Your knees to me ? to your corrected fon?

Then let the pebbles on the hungry beach

Filiop the ftars : then, let the mutinous winds

I Strike the proud cedars 'gainft the fiery fun;

Murd'ring impofiibility, to make
What cannot be, flight work.

Vol. Thou art my warrior,

O a 1
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I holp to frame thee. Do you know this lady ?

Cor. The noble fitter of Poflicola :

The moon of Rome, chafte as the icicle

That's curdled by the froft from pureft fnow,

And hangs on Dian's temple : dear Valeria-—'

Vol. This is a pocr epitome of yours,

[Shewing young Martius.

Which by th* interpretation of full time

May mew like all your felf.

Cor. The God of foldiers,

With the cenfent of fupream 'Jo've, inform

Thy thoughts with noblenefs, that thou may'lt prove

To lhame invulnerable, and ftick i'th' wars

Like a great fea-mark, Handing 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. Ibefeechyou, peace:

Or if you'd afk, remember this before
;

The thing I have forefworn to grant, may never

Be held by you denial. Do not bid me
Difmifs 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 reafons.

Vol. Oh, no more • no more :

You've faid you will not grant us any thing :

For we have nothing elfe to afk, but that

Which you deny already : yet we will alk,

That if we fail in our requeft, the blame

May hang upon your hardnefs ; therefore hear us.

Cor. Aufidius, and you Volfcians, mark 5 for we'll

Hear nought from Rome in private. Your requeft ?

Vol. Should we be filent and not fpeak, our raiment

And ftate of bodies would bewray what life

We've led fince thy exile. Think with thy felf,

How more unfort'nate than all living women
Are
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Are we come hither ; fince thy fight, which ihould

Make our eyes flow with joy, hearts dance with comforts

Conftrains them weep, and make with fear and forrow
j

Making the mother, wife, and child to fee,

The Ion, the hu/band, and the father tearing

His country's bowels out : and to poor us

Thine enmity's molt capital ; thou barr'ft us

Our prajers 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 victory,

Whereto we're bound ? Alack, or we muft lofe

The country, our dear nurfe 5 or elfe thy perfon,

Our comfort in the country. We muft find

An eminent calamity, tho' we had
Our "wifli, which fide mou'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 ftied

Thy wife and children's blood. For my felf, fon,

I purpofe not to wait on fortune, 'till

Thefe wars determine : if I can't perfwade thee

Rather to mew a noble grace to both parts,

Than feek the end of one j thou fhalt not fooner

Much to alTault thy country, than to tread

(Truft to't, thou malt not) on thy mother's womb.,
That brought the- to this world.

Vir. Ay, and mine too,

That brought you forth this boy, to keep your name
Living to time.

Boy. He mall 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 nor child nor woman's face to fee;

I've fat too long.

Vol. Nay, go not from us thus:

If it were fo, that our requeft did tend

To h\a the Rumens, thereby to deftroy

O 3 Tk



1 62 CORIOLANUS.
Tha Volfcians whom you ferve, you might condemn va^

As poyfoners of your honour. No 5 our fuit

Is that you reconcile them : while the Volfcians

May fay, This mercy ive haveJbew
yd j the Romans,

This ive received j and each in either fide

Give the all-haii to thee, and cry, Be blefi

For making up this peace ! Thou know' it, great Ton,

The end of war's uncertain 5 but this certain,

That if thou conquer Rome, the benefit

Which thou /halt 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 laji attempt he ivip
yd it out,

Dejlroy'd his country, and his name remains

To th
y

enfuingage, abhorred, Speak to me, fon :

Thou haft affected the firft ftrains of honour,

To imitate the graces of the Gods

;

Who tear with thunder the wide cheeks o' th
1
air,

And yet do charge their fulphur with a bolt,

That mall 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 childifhnefs will move him more
Than can our reafons. There's no man in the world

More bound to's mother, yet here he lets me prate

Like one i' th' flocks. Thou'ft never in thy life

Shew'd thy dear mother any courtefie
;

When me (poor hen) fond of no fecond broc2,

Has cluck' d thee to the wars, and fafely horfJe

Loaden with honour. Say my requeft's unjuft,

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

Thou art not honeft, and the Gcds will plague thee

That thou reftrain' ft from me the duty, which
To a mother's part bejongs. He turns away

:

E)own, ladies 5 let us fhame him with our knees*

To his fir-name Coriolanus 'longs more pride,

Than pity to our pray'rs. Down 5 and end

;

This is the laft. So we will home to Rome,

£nd 4ie among our aeigfybours ; nay^ behold us»

This
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This boy, that cannot tell what he would have,

But kneels, and holds up hands for fellowmip,

Poes reafon our petition with more ftrength

Than thou haft to deny't. Come, let us go

:

This fellow had a Voljcian to his mother

:

His wife is in Corioli, and this child

Like him by chance
5

yet give us our difpatch

:

I'mhumt until our city be afire,

And then I'llfpeak a little.

Cor. Mother, mother !— [Holds her by the bands, JHtr**

What have you done ? behold, the heav'ns do ope,

The Gods look down, and this unnatural fcene

They laugh at. Oh, my mother, mother ! oh !

You've won a happy victory to Rome :

But for your fon, believe it, oh, believe it,

Moft dang'roudy you have with him prevail'd,

If not moft mortal to him. Let it ccme :—

•

Aufidius, though I cannot make true wars,

I'll frame convenient peace. Now, good Aufdius,

Were you in my ftead, fay, would you have heard

A mother lefs ? or granted lefs, Aujidius ?

Auf. I too was mov'd.
Cor, I dare be fworn you were

5

And, Sir, it is no little thing to make
Mine eyes to fweat companion. But, good Sir,

What peace you'll make, advifeme: for my part,

I'll not to Rome, I'll back with you, and pray you.

Stand to me in this caufe. O mother ! wife !

Auf. I'm glad thou' ft fet thy mercy and thy honour

At difference in thee, out of that I'll work
My felf my former fortune. [Af.de*

Cor. Ay, by and by
j

But we will drink together 5 and you fliall bear

[To Volumnia, Virg, £sfo

A better witnefs back than words, which we
On like conditions will have couiiterfeal'd.

Come, enter with us. '

Auf. Ladies, you deferve

To have a tempi; built yg^ ; aU the fworda
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In Italy, and her confederate arms,

Could not have made thi^ peace. [Exeunt.

SCENE IV. Rome.
Enter Menenius and Sicinius.

Men. See you yond' coino'th' Capitol,yond' corner ftone?

Sic. Why, what of that ?

Men. If it be poflible for you to difplace it with your little

finger, there is fome hope the ladies of Rome, efpccially his

mother, may prevail with him. But I fay there is no hope

in't, our throats are fentene'd, and Hay upon execution.

Sic. Is't polhble that fo fhort a time can alter the con-

dition of a man ?

Men. There is difference between a grub and a but-

terfly, yet your butterfly was a grub 5 this Martius is

grown from man to dragon : he has wings, he's more than

a creeping thing.

Sic. He lov'd his mother dearly.

Men. So did he me 5 and he no more remembers his

mother now, than an eight years old horfe. The tartnefs

-of his face fours ripe grapes. When he walks, he moves

like an engine, and the ground fhrinks before his treading.

He is able to pierce a corflet with his eye : talks like a knell

,

and his hum is a battery. He fit.: in his ftate as a thing

made for Alexander. What he bids be done is fininVd 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 mall bring from him ; there is no more mercy

in him, than there is milk in a male tyger ; that mall our

poor city find ; and all this is long of you.

Sic* The Gods be good unto us

!

Men. No, in fuch a cafe the Gods will not be good unto

us. When we banifh'd him, we refpe&ed not them : and

he returning to break our necks, they refpect not us.

Enter a Mejfenger.

Mef. Sir, if you'd fave your life, fly to your houf« j

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
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They'll give him death by inches.

Enter another Mejfenger*

Sic. What's the news ?

Mef, Good news, good news, the ladies hare prevafl'd,

The Volfcians are diflodged, and Martius gone :

A merrier day did never yet greet Rome,

No, not th* Expulfion of the Tarquins,

Sic. Friend,

Art certain this is true ? is it moft certain ?

Mef. As certa n as I know the fun is fre

:

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

Ne'er through an arch fo hurned the blown tide,

As the reconverted through th' gates. Why, hark you
;

[7rumpetiy Hautboys, Drums beat, all together*

The trumpets, fackbuts, pfaltenes and fifes,

Tabors and cymbals, and the fhouting Romans
Make the fun dance. Hark you. [Ajkout within*

Men. This is good news

:

I will go meet the ladies. This Vohmnia
Is worth of Coniuls, Senators, Patricians,

A city full : of Tribunes, fuch as you,

A fea and land full. You've pray'd well to-day 5

This morning, for ten thoufand of your throats

I'd not have given a doit. Hark how they joy.

[Sound/till with the Jhoutu
Sic. Firft, the Gods blefs you for your tidings ! next,

Accept my thankfuinefs.

Mef. Sir, we have all great caufe to give great thanks.

Sic. They're near the city ?

Mef, Almoft at print to enter.

Sic, We'll meet th ;m, and help the joy. [Exeunt*

Enter two Senators with the Ladies pajfing ever the flage*

with 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 :

Unfhout the nojfe that baninVd Martius

;

Repeal him with the welcome of his mother ;

Cry> Welcome, Ladies, welcome!
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AIL Welcome, Ladies, welcome ! [Exeunt,

[Aflourijh uoith the drums and trumpets*

SCENE V. Antium.
Enter Tuilus Aufidius, ivith Attendants,

Auf. Go tell the Lords o' th' city, I am here:

Deliver them this paper : having read it,

Bid them repair to th' market-place, where I,

Even in theirs and in the common ears,

Will vouch the truth of it. He I accufe

The city ports by this hath entered, and

Intends t' appear before the people, hoping

To purge himfelf with words. Difpatch.

Enter three orfour Confpirators of Aufidius'j faEliw, ^

Moft welcome !

1 Con, How is it with our General ?

Auf, Even fo,

As with a man by his own alms impoyfon'd,

And with his charity flain.

2 Con, Moft noble Sir,

If you do hold the fame intent, wherein

You wim'd us parties 5 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 j but the fall of either

Makes the furvivor heir of all.

Auf I know it
5

And my pretext to ftrike at him admits

A good conftru&ion. I rais'dhim, and pawn'd
Mine honour for his truth 5 who being fo heighten'd,

He water'd his new plants with dews of flattery,

Seducing fo my friends 5 and to this end,

He bow'd his nature, never known before

But to be rough, unfwayable, and fierce.

3 Con, His ltoutnefs, Sir,

When he did ftand for Conful, which he loll

By lack of ftooping

Auf, That I would have fpoke of

:

Being banifh'd for't, he came unto my hearth,

Prefented
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Prefented to my knife his throat 3 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 projects to accomplifh,

My beft and fremeftmen j ferv'd his defignmenti

In mine own perfon
;
holp to reap the fame

Which he did make all hip ; and took fome pride

To do my felf this wrong 5 'till at the laft,

I feeirfd his follower, not partner ; and

He wag'd with me his countenance, as if

I had been mercenary.

1 Con. 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-

Auf. There was it

:

For which my finews mall be ftretch'd upon him 5

At a few drops of womens rheum, which are

As cheap as lies, he fold the blood and labour .

Of our great action 5 therefore mail he die,

AndJ'll renew me in his fall. But hark.

[Drums and trumpets found, with great Jhoutsof thcpiopU*

1 Con. Your native town you entered like a port,

And had no welcomes heme, but he returns

Splitting the air with noife.

2 Con. And patient fools,

Whofe children he hath flain, their bafc 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 lyes along,

After your way his tale pronoune'd (hall bury

His reafons with his body.

Auf. Say no more,

Here come the Lords.

Enter the Lords of the City*

All Lords, You are moft welcome home.
Auf. I have not deferv'd it.

But, worthy Lords, have you with heed perns'

d

What
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What I have written ?

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, admits no excufe.

Auf. He approaches, you mail hear him.
SCENE VI.

Enter Coriolanus marching ivith drums and colours, tfo

Commons being with him.

Cor. Hail, Lords j I 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 pafiage 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 action. We've made peace

With no lefs honour to the Antiates

Thanmame to th' Romans: and we here deliver,

Subfcribed by the Confuls and Patricians,

Together with the feal o' th* Senate, what
We have compounded on.

Auf. Read it not, noble Lords

:

But tell the traitor in the higheft degree

He hath abus'd your powers.

Cor. Traitor ! how now !

Auf, Ay, traitor, Martius.

Cor. Martius 1

Auf. Ay, Martius, Caius Martius ; doft thou think

I'll grace thee with that robbery, thy ftol'n name
Coriolanus , in Corioli f

You Lords and head o' th' ftate, perfidioufly

He has betray' d your buflnefs, and given up,

For certain drops of fait, your city Rome,

I fay jour city, to hjs wife and mother j

Breaking
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Breaking his oath and refolution like

A twift of rotten filk, never admitting

Counfel o'th' war j but at his nurfe's tears

He whin'd and roar'd away your victory,

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 !

Auf. No more.
Cor. Meafurelefs liar, thou haft made my heart

Too great for what contains it. Boy ? O ilave !—
Pry-don me, Lords, 'tis the firft time I ever

Was f'orc'd to fcold. Your judgments, my grave Lords,

Muft give this cur the lie j and his own notion,

Who wears my ftripes impreft upon him, that

Muft bear my beating to his grave, mall join

To thruft the lie unto him.

I Lord. Peace both, and hear me fpeak.

Cor. Cut me to pieces, Voljciam, men and lads,

Stain all your edges in me. Boy ? falfe hound !-——
If you have writ your annals true, 'tis there,

That like an eagle in a dove-coat, I

Flutter'd your Voljciam in Ccrioli*

Alone I did it. Boy ?

Auf. Why, noble Lords,

Will you be put in mind of his blind fortune,

Which was yourmame, by this unholy braggart,

'Fore your own eyes and ears ?

All Con. Let him die for't.

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

I Cit. He kill'd my fon^ \

% Cit. My daughter.

3 Cit. Kill'd my coufin.

4 Cit. He kill'd my father.

i 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, Aufidius,

And trouble not the peace.

Vol, VII, F Cm
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'Cor. O that I Had him,

With ixxAtfidiu&'s, or more ; his tribe ;

To u;c my lawful fword

Auf. Infolcnt villain !

All Con. Kill, kill, kill, kill, kill him.
[The Confpirators all draw, and kill Martius, who falls,

and Aufldiusfiandvon him, \

Lords. Hold, hold, hold, hold:

\ Auf. My noble Lords, hear me fpeak.

1 Lord. O Tullus—
2 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. My Lords, when I /hall /hew (as in this rage

Provok'd by him, I cannot) the great danger

Which this man's life did owe you, you'll rejoice
!

That he is thus cut off. Pleafe it your Honours
To call me to your Senate, I'll deliver

My felf your loyal fervant, or endure
Your heavieft cenfure.

1 Lord. Bear from hence his body,

And mourn you for him. Let him be regarded

As the moft noble coarfe, that ever herald

Did follow to his urn.

2 Lord. His own impatience
Takes from Aufidius a great part of blame :

iet's make the beft of it.

Auf. My rage is gone,

And I am ftruck with forrow : take him up :

Help three o' th' chiefeft foldiers ; I'll be one.

Beat thou the drum that it fpeak mournfully :

Trail your fteel pikes. Though in this city he
Hath widowed and unchilded many a one,

Which to this hour bewail the injury
$

Yet he /hall have a nobJe memory.
[Exeunt, bearing the body of Martius. A deadmarch

.

founded*
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JULIUS CiESAR

ACT I. SCENE!.

Flaw.

Being mechanical, you ought not walk
Upon a labouring day, without the fign

Of your profefiion ? fpeak, what trade art thou ?

1 Pleb. Why, Sir, a carpenter.

Mar. Where is thy leather apron, and thy rule ?

What doft thou with thy beft apparel on ?

You, Sir, what trade are you ?

2 Pleb. Truly, Sir, in refpeft of a fine workman I am
but as you would fay, a cobler.

(

»

Mar. But what trade art thou ? anfwer me directly.

2 Pleb. A trade, Sir, that I hope I may ufe with a fafe

confeience, which is indeed, Sir, a mender of bad foals.

F/av. What trade, thou knave ? thou naughty knave,
what trade ? /

2 Pleb. Nay, I befeech you, Sir, be not out with me
;

yet if you be out, Sir, I can mend you. _

Flaw. What mean' ft thou by that ? mend me, thou

fawcy fellow ?

2 Pleb. Why, Sir, cobble you.

Flaw. Thou art a cobler, art thou ?

2 Pleb, Truly, Sir, all that I live by, is the awl : I

P 3 meddle
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rneddle with no man's matters, nor woman's matters ; tratr

withall, I am indeed, Sir, a furgeon to old flioes ; when
they are in great danger, I re-cover them. As proper men
as ever trod upon neats -leather have gone upon my handy-

,
work.

Flaw. But wherefore art not in thy mop to-day ?

Why doll thou lead thefe men about the rlreets ?

2 Pleb. Truly, Sir, to wear out their fhocs, to get my-
felf into more work. But indeed, Sir, we make holiday

to fee Cafar, and to rejoice in his triumph.

Mar, Wherefore rejoice!— what conqueft brings he
What tributaries follow him to Rome, [home ?

To grace in captive bonds his chariot wheels ?

You blocks, ycu ftones, you worfe than fenfelefs things

!

O you hard hearts ! you cruel men of Rome !

Knew you not Pompcy ! 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, aud there have fat

The live-long day with patient expectation,

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 Tyber trembled underneath his banks
To hear the replication of your founds,

Made in his concave mores ? And do you now
Put on your beft attire ? and do you now
Cull out an holiday ? and do you now
Strew flowers in his way, that comes to Ron&
In triumph over Pompey y

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.

Flatj . Go, go, good countrymen, and for this fault

Affemble all the poor men of your fort,

Draw them to Tyber* s bank, and weep your tears

Into the channel, 'till the loweft. ftream

Do kifs the moll exalted mores of all. \Eke» Pkb*
See whe'r their bafeft mettle be not mov'd

;

They vanifa'd tongue-ty'd in their guiltinefs*
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Go you down that way towards the Capitol,

This way will I ; difrobe the images,

If you do^find them decked with ceremonies.

Mar. May we do fo ?

You know it is the feaft of LupercaL

Fla*v, It is no matter, let no images

Be hung with Cafar's trophies j 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 Cwfar'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 federally,

SCENE II.

Enter Caefar, Antony for the Courfe, Calphurnia, Portia,

Decimus, Cicero, Brutus, CaHius, Cafca, anda Svotbfaycr,

Caf. Calphurnia I

Cafe, Peace, ho ! Ctffar fpeaks.

Ca?f. Calphurnia !

Calp, Here, my Lord,

Caf. Stand you directly in Antoniu? way,
When he doth run his courfe Antonius

!

Ant. Cofar , my Lord.

Oef. Forget not in your fpeed, Antonius,

To touch Calphurnia ; for our elders fay,

The barren touched in this holy chafe,

Shake off their fteril courfe.

Ant. I mall remember.
When Cofar fays, Do this ; it is perform'd,

Caf. Set on, and leave no ceremony out.

Sooth. Co-far I

Cof. Ha ! who calls ?

Cafe. Bid every noife be ftill
5
peace yet again.

Cof. Who is it in the prefs that calls on me ?

I hear a tongue ihriller than all the mufick,
Cry, Co-far f fpeak

; Cafar is turn'd to hear.
Sooth. Beware the Ides of March,
Cof. What man is that ?

\

JBru. A footh-fayer bids you beware the Ides ofMarch*
C#f% Set him before, rrje, fa m.e. ft? his face,
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Caf Fellow, come from the throng, look upon Caefar,

Caef. What iay'ft, thou to me now ? fpeakonce again.

Sooth. Beware the Ides of March.

Caf. He is a dreamer, let us leave him ; pafs.

y [Exeunt. Manettt Brutus and Czffius

SCENE III.

Caf. Will you go fee the order of the courfs ?

Bru. Not I.

Caf. I pray you do.

Bru. I am not gamefome ; I do lack fome part

Of that quick fpirit that is in Antony ;

Let me not hinder, Cajfius, your dcfires
5

1*11 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 ;

You bear too ftubborn and too ftrange a hand
Over your friend that loves you.

Bru. Caffius,

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 fome foil, perhaps, to my behaviour •

But let not therefore my good friends be griev'd,

Among which number, Cajjius, be you one,

Nor conftrue any further my neglect,

Than that yoov Brutus, with himfelf at war/
Forgets the mews of love to other men.

Caf Then, Brutus, I have much miflook your pafHon,

By means whereof, this breaftof mine hath buried

Thoughts of great value, worthy cogitations.

Tell me, good Brutus, can you fee your face ?

Bru. No, Cajfius 5 for the eye fees not it felf,

But by reflexion from fome 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
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That you might fee your fhadow. I have heard

Where many of the belt rcfpeft in Rome,

(Except immortal Ca?far) fpeaking of Brutus,

And groaning underneath this age's yoak,

Have winVd that noble Brutus had his eyes.

Bru. Into what dangers would you lead me, Cajftus,

That you would have me feck into my felf,

For that which is not in me ?

Caf Therefore, good Brutus, be prepar'd to hear :

And fince you know you cannot fee your felf

So well as by reflexion
5

I, your glafs,

Will modcftly 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 Itale with ordinary oaths my love

To every new proteftor j if you know
That I do fawn on men, and hug them hard,

And after fcandal them ; or if you know
That I profefs myfclf in banqueting

To all the rout, then hold me dangerous.

[Flourijh andJhout*
Bru, What means this fhouting ? 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, Caffius j
yet I love him well

;

But wherefore do you hold me here fo long ?

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 death 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 fubject of my ftory :

I cannot tell, what you and other men
Think of this life j but for my fingie felf,

I had as lief not be, as live to be
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In awe of fuch a thing as I myfelf.

J was born free as Ca'far , fo were you
;

We botm-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, 1

The troubled Tyber chafing with his mores,

Ca?far fays to me, DaSjl thou, Cafftus, »cw
Leap in ivith me into this angry fiood,

jlnd fivim * to yonder point t 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 linews, throwing it afide,

And ftemming it with hearts of controverfie.

But ere we could arrive the point proposM,

Cafar cry'd, Help me, Caflius, or IJink,
I, zsJEneas, our great anccflor,

Did from the flames of Troy upon his moulder
The old Anchifcs bear, fo, from the waves of Tyber

Did I the tired Cafar : and this man
Is now become a God, and Ca£ius is

A wretched creature, and muft bend his body,

If Ctefar carelefly but nod on him.
He had a feaver when he was in Spain,

And when the fit was on him, I did mark
HoW he did make : 'tis true, this God did make ;

His coward lips did from their colour fly,

And that fame eye, whofe bend doth awe the world,

Did lofe its luftre j I did hear him groan :

Ay, and that tongue of his that bad the Romans
Mark him, and write his fpeeches in their books,

Alasitcry'd, Give me fome drink, Titinius

As a fick girl. Ye Gods, it doth amaze me,
A man of fuch a feeble temper mould
So get the ftart of the majeftick world,

And bear the palm alone. [Sbout. Flourijb,

Bru. Another general fhout

!

* Swimming was one of the generois exercifes praflifed at Rome^
and learnt by all the youth of the bci\ birth and quality as a necef-

iury qualification towards good lbldierlhip.
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I do believe, that thefe applaufes are . .

For fome new honours that are heap'd on Ctefar, •

Caf, Why, man, he doth beftride the narrow world

Like a Colojjus, and we petty men
Walk under his huge legs, and peep about,

To fmd our felves dilhonourable graves.

Men at fome times are mafters of their fates

:

The fault, dear Brutus, is not in our ftars,

But in our felves, that we are underlings.

Brutus, and Cajar / what mould be in that Ceefar ?
Why mould that name be founded more than yours t

Write them together, yours is as fair a name ;

Sound them, it doth become the mouth as well
5

Weigh them, it is as heavy
5

conjure with 'em,
Brutus will ftart a fpirit as foon as Ceefar,

Now in the names of all the Gods at once,

Upon what meat doth this our Cafar feed,

That he is grown fo great ? Age, thou art mam'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 Romss
That her wide walls incompaft but one man ? *

0 ! 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 Rome,
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

5

How I have thought of this, and of thefe times,
1 mall recount hereafter : for this prefent,

I would not (fo with love I might entreat you)
Be any further mov'd. What you have faid,

I will confider 5 what you have to fay,

I will with patienceJiear, and find a time
Both meet to hear, and anfwer fuch high things,

'Till then, my noble friend, chew upon this j
* —- but one man ?

Now is it Rome indeed, and room enough
When there is in it but one ©nly man.
50 ! you ana I, &v.

Sruttfc
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Brutus had rather be a villager,

Than to repute himfelf a fori 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 mew of fire from Brutus.

SCENE IV. Enter C^far and bis Train.

Bru. The games are done, and Cafar is returning,

Caf. As they pafs by, pluck Cafca by the fleeve,

And he will, after his four fafliion, tell you
What hath proceeded worthy note to-day.

Bru. I will do fo j but look you, Cajfius,

The angry fpot doth glow on Cafar'' s brow,
And all the reft look like a chidden train

;

Calphurnia^s cheek is pale, and Cicero

Looks with fuch ferret and fuch fiery eyes,

As we have feen him in the Capitol,

Being croft in conf 7

rence with fome Senators.

Caf. Cafca will tell us what the matter is.

Caf. Antonius I

Ant. Cafar.

Caf. Let me have men about me that are fat,

Sleek-headed men, and fuch as fleep a-nights :

Yond Cajfius has a lean and hungry look,

He thinks too much ; 'fuch men are dangerous.

Ant. Fear him not, Cafar, he's not dangerous,

He is a noble Roman, and well given.

Caf. Would he were fatter $ but I fear him not

:

Yet if my name were liable to fear^

I do not know the man I mould avoid,

So foon as that fpare Cajfius. He reads much,
He is a great obferver, and he looks

Quite thro' the deeds of men. He loves no plays,

As thou doft, Antony \ he hears rio mufick :

Seldom he fmiles, and fmiles in fuch a fort

As if he mock'd himfelf, and fcorn'd his fpirit

That could be mov'd to fmile at any thing.

Suchjnen as he be never at heart's eafe,

Whilft they behold a greater than themfelveSj

Aad therefore are they very dangerous.
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I rather tell thee what is to be fear'd,

Than what I fear ; for always I am Csrfar.

Come on my right hand, for this ear is deaf,

And tell me truly, what thou think'ff of him.

[Exeunt Ciefar and his Train.

SCENE V.
Mane?it Brutus, Cafiius, and Cafca. .

Cafe. You pull'd me by the cloak, would you fpeak

with me ?

Bru. Ay, Cafca, tell us what hath chane'd to-day,

That Cafar looks fo fad.

Cafe. Why, you were with him, were you not ?

Bru. I mould not then afk Cafca what had chane'd.

Cafe. Why, there was a crown offer' d him $ and being

pffer'd him, he put it by with the back of his hand, thus^

and then the people fell a touting.

Bru. What was the fecond noife for ?

Cafe. Why, for that too.

Caf. They fhouted thrice : what was the laft cry fpr ?

Cafe. Why, for jihat too.

Bru. Was the crown offer' d him thrice ?

Cafe. Ay marry was't, and he put it by thrice, every

time gentler than other ; and at every putting by, mine
honeft neighbours fhouted.

Caf. Who offer'd'htm the crown ?,

Cafe. Why, Antony.

Bru. Tell us the manner of it, gentle Cafca.

Cafe. I can as well be hang'd as tell the manner of it

:

it was meer foolery, I did not mark it. I faw Mark Antony
offer him a crown, yet 'twas not a crown neither, 'twas-

one of thefe coronets
5
and, as I told you, he put it by

once 5 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
5

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 flill as he refus'd it, the

rabblement fhouted, and clapp'd their chopt hands, and
threw up their fweaty night-caps, and utcer'd fuch a deal

of ftinking breath, becaufc Cafar refus'd the crown, that

it had almoil choaked Cafar ; for he fwooned. and fell

Vot, VII, CL d°wn
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down at it : and for mine own part, I durft not laugh, for

-fear of opening my lips, and receiving the bad air.

Caf. But foft, I pray you
; what, did Cafar fwoon?

Cafe. He fell down in the market-place, and foam'd at

mouth, ar-id was fpeechlefs.

Bru. 'Tis very like ; he hath the falling-ficknefs.

Caf No, Crffar hath it not
J but you, and I,

And honeft Cafca 5 we have the falling ficknefs.

Cafe. I know not what you mean by that ; but I am
fure Cafir 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 faid he, when he came unto himfelf r

Cafe. Marry, before he fell down, when he perceiv'd

the common herd was glad he refus'd theciown, 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 his word, I would I might go to hell among
the rogues ; and fo he fell. When he came to himfelf

again, he faid, If he had done, or faid any thine; amifs, he
defird their Worfhrps to think it was his infirmity. Three
or four wenches where I flood, cry'd, Alas

y
good foul

and forgave him with all their hearts : but there's no heed

to be taken of them j if Cafar had flabb'd their mothers,

they would have done no lefs.

Bru. And after that, he came, thus fad, away.

Cafe. Ay.

Caf. Did Cicero fay any thing ?

Cafe. Ay, he fpoke Greek.

Caf. To what effect ?

Cafe. Nay, if I tell you that, I'll ne'er look you i* tV
face again. But thofe that underftood him, fmil'd at one

another, and lhook their heads 5 but for mine own part it

was Greek to me. I could tell you more news too : Ma-
rullus and Flavius, for pulling fcarfs cffC^rfar^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!

Cafe, No, I am promised forth.
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Caf. Will you dine with me to-morrow ?

Cafe. Ay, if I be alive, and your mind hold, and your

dinner be worth the eating.

Caf. Good, I will expect you.

Cafe. Do lb : farewel both. [Exit,

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 entcrprize,

However he puts on this tardy form :

This rudencls is a fawce to his good wit,

Which gives men ftomach to digeft his words

With better appetites.

Bru. And fo 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 if you will.

Come home to me, and I will wait for you.

Caf. I will do fo : 'till then, think of the world.

[Exit Brutus.

Well, Brutus, thou art noble : yet I fee

Thy honourable metal may be wrought
From that it is difposM, therefore 'tis meet
That noble minds keep ever with their likes :

For who fo firm, that cannot be fedue'd ?

Ca?far doth bear me hard, but he loves Brutus.

If I were Brutus now, and he were CaJJius,

Cafar mould not love me.—I will this night,

In feveral hands, in at his windows throw,

As if they came from feveral .citizens,

Writings, all tending to the great opinion

That Rome holds of his name : wherein obfeurely

Cafar'
1

'* ambition fhall be glanced at.

And after this, let Ca'far feat him fure,

For we will lhake him, or wcrfe days endure. [Exit*

SCENE VI.
Thunder and lightning. Enter Cafca, his fword drawn,

and Cicero.

Cic. Good even, Cafca
j
brought you Cafar home ?

Why arc you breathlcfs, and why ftare you fo ?

Cafe. Are not you mov'd, when all the fway of earth

Qj& Shakes
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Shakes like a thing unfirm ? O Cicero /

I have feen tempefts, when the fcolding winds

,
Have rivM the knotty oaks, and I have feen

Th' ambitious ocean fwell, and rage, and foam,

To be exalted with the thrcatnipg clouds :

But never till to-night, never 'till now,
Did I go through a tcrnpeft dropping fire.

Either there is a civil ftrife in heav'n,

Or elfe the world, too faucy with the Gods,
Incenfes them to fend deft-ruction.

Cic. 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 j and yet his hand,

Not fenfible of fire, remain'd unfeorch'd.

Befides, (I ha' not fince put up my fword)

Againit. the Capitol I met a lion,

Who glar'd upon me, and went furly by,

Without annoying me. And there were drawn
Upon a heap, a hundred ghaftly 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,

Hcuting and fhrieking. When thefe prodigies

Do fo conjointly meet, let not men fay,

Thejc are their reafens, they are natural 2 I

For I believe, they are portentous things

Unto the climate that they point upon.

Cic. Indeed, it is a ftrange-difpofed time :

But men may conftrue things after their fafhion,

Clean from the purpofe of the things themfclves.

Comes Ctefav to the Capital to-morrow ?

Cafe. He doth : for he did bid Antcnius

Send word to you, he would be there to-morrow. 1

Cic. Good- night then, Cajca\ this difturbed jfky

Is not to walk in.

Cafe. Farewel, Cicero. \Exit Cicero,

SCENE VII. Enter Camus.
Caf. Who's there ?

Cafe.



Julius Cjesar. 185

Cafe. A Roman.

Caf. Cafca, by your voice.

Cafe. Your ear is good. CaJJius, what night is this ?

C/jf. A very plcafing night to honeft men.

Cafe. Who ever knew the heavens menace fo ?

Caf Thofe that have known the earth fo full of fauiti.

For my part I have walk'd about the ftreets,

Submitting me unto the perilous night

:

And thus unbraced, Cafca, as you fee,

Have bar'd my bofom to the thunder-flone :

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 flam 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 moft" mighty Gods, by tokens, fend

Such dreadful heralds to aftonilh us.

Caf. You are dull, Cafca j and thofe fparks of life

That mould be in a Rowan, you do want,
Or elfe you ufe not

j
you look pale, and gaze,

And put on fear, and caft your felf in wonder,

To fee the ftrange impatience of the heav'ns

:

But if you would confider the true caufe,

Why all thefe fires, why all thefe gliding ghofts,

"Why birds and bcafts from quality and kind,

Why old men, fools, and children calculate 5

Why all thefe things change, from their ordinance,

Their natures and pre-formed faculties

To monftrous quality
5
why, you mail find,

That heaven hath infus'd them with thefe fpirits^

To make them inftruments of feaf and warning,

Unto fome monftrous.frate. Now could I, Cafca,

Name to thee a man moft like this dreadful night j

That thunders, lightens, opens graves, and roars

As doth the lion in the Capitol

;

A man no mightier than thy felf or me,
In pcrfonal action

j
yet prodigious grown,

, And fearful, as thefe ftrange eruptions are.

Cafe. "Fis Cafar that you mean 5 is it not
i Cajfius t

Caf Let it bs who, it is : for Romans novr

Qji Hare
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Have thewes and limbs like to their anceftors 5

But, woe the,while ! our fathers minds are dead,

And we are govern'd with our mothers fpirits: v

Our yoke and furf ranee fhew us womanim.
Cafe. Indeed, they fay, the Senators to-morrow

Mean to eftablim &zfar as a King

:

And he (hall wear his crown by fea, and land,

In every place, fave here in Italy.

Caf. I know where I will wear this dagger then.

Cajfius from bondage will deliver CaJJius,

Therein, ye Gods, you make the weak moft flrong j

Therein, ye Gods, you tyrants do defeat

:

Nor ftony tower, nor walls of beaten brafs,

Nor airlefs dungeon, nor ftrong links of iron,

Can be retentive to the ftrength of fpirit

:

But life, being weary of thefe wordly bars,

Never lacks power to difmifs it felf.

If I know this j know all the world befides,

That part of tyranny that I do bear,

I can make off at pleafure.

Cafe. So can I :

So every bondman in his own hand bears

The power to cancel his captivity.

Caf. And why lhould Cafar be a tyrant then ?

Poor man ! I know he would not be a wolf,

But that he fees the Romans are but fheep j

He were no lion, were not Romans hinds."

Thofe that with hafte will make a mighty fire,

Begin it with weak lrraws. What tram is Romt9

What rubbifli, and what offal, when it ferves

For the bafe matter to illuminate

So vile a thing as Cafar ? But, oh grief!

Where haft thou led me ? I, perhaps, fpeak 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 Cafcay
and to fuch a man,

That is no Hearing tell-tale. Hold my hand :

Be factious for redrefs of all thefe griefs,
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And I will fet this foot of mine as far,

As who goes farthefr.

Caf. There's a bargain made.

Now know you, Cafca, I have mov'd already

Some certain of the nobleft-minded Romans
}

To undergo, with me, an enterprize,

Of honourable dang'rous confequence
5

And I do know, by this they flay for me
In Pompey^s porch. For now this fearful night,

There is no Air, or walking in the ftreets
j

And the complexion of the element

Is feav'rous, like the work we have in hand,

Moft bloody, fiery, and moft terrible.

Enter Cinna.

Cafe. Stand clofe a while, for here comes one in hafte,

Cuf. 'Tis Cinna, I do know him by his gate
j

He is a friend. Cinna, where hafte you fo ?

Cin. To find out you : who's that ? Metellus Clmber f

Caf. No, it is Cafca, one incorporate

To our attempts. Am I not itaid for, Cinna ?
Cin. I'm glad on't. What a fearful night is this I

There's two or three of us have feen ftrange fights.

Caf. Am I not ftaid for ? tell me.
Cin. Yes you are.

O Caffius ! could you win the noble Brutus *

To our party

Caf. Be you content. Good Cinna, take this paper,

And look you lay it in the Praetor's chair,

Where Brutus may but find it j 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 fhall find us*

Is Decimus Brutus, and Trebonius there ?

Cin. All but Metellus Cimber, and he's gone

To feek you at your houfe. Well, I will hie,

And fo beftow thefe papers as you bad me.
Caf. That done, repair to Pompey^s theatre. [Exit Cinna,

Come, Cafca, you and I will, yet, ere day,

See Brutus at his houfe j three parts of him
Are ours already, and the man entire

Upon
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Upon the next encounter yields him ours.

Cafe, O, he fits high in all the people's hearts 3

And that which would appear offence in us,

His countenance, like richer! alchymy,

Will change to virtue,, and to worthinefs.

Caf Him, and his worth, and our great need of hin),

You have right well conceited j let us go,

For it is after mid-night, and ere day

We will awake him, and be fure of him. [Exeunt*

A C T II. SCENE I.

A Garden belonging to Brutus.

Enter Brutus.

Bru.'yy HAT, Lucius? ho!
I cannot by the progrefs of the ftars,

Give guefs how near to day Lucius, I fay

!

I would it were my fault to fleep fo Roundly.

When, Lucius, when ? awake, I fay ! what, Lucius !

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 queftiojj*

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.

TrT abufe of greatnefs is, when it disjoins

&emorfe from power \, and to fpeak truth of Cafar,
I have not known when his affections fway'd

More than his reafon. But 'tis a common proofj

That lowlinefs is young ambition's ladder,

Whereto the climber 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
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By which he did afcend : fo Cafar 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 :

A<nd kill him in the ihell.

Enter Lucius.

Luc. The taper burnetii in your clofet, Sir

:

Searching the window for a flint, I found

This paper, thus ieai'd up, and I am fure

It did not lye there, when I went to bed. [Gives him a letter.

Bru. Get you to bed again, it is not day :

Is not to-morrow, boy, the ides of March f

Luc. I know not, Sir.

Bru. Look in the kalendar, and bring me word.

Luc. I will, Sir. [Exit.

Bru. The exhalations, whizzing in the air,

Give fo much light, that I may read by them.

[Opens the letter, and reads,

Brutus, thou jleep'Jl ;
awake, and fee thy felf

:

Shall Rome fpcak, firike, redrefs.

Brutus, thou fiecp jl : awake.

Such inftigations have been often dropt,

Where I have took them up :

Shall Rome— thus mult I piece it out,

Shall Rome ftand under one man's awe ? what, Rome?
My anceftors did from the ftreets of Rome
The Tarquin drive, when he was call'd a King.

Speak, ftrike, 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 fourteen days. [Knock within,

Bru. 'Tis good. Go to the gate, Tome body knocks.

[Exit Lucius,

Since Cajfius firft did whet me againft Cafar,
I have not flept.—

—

Be-
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Between the acting 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 5 and the flate of man,
Like to a little kingdom, fufTers then

The nature of an infurredlion.

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 hats art pluckt about their ears,

And half their faces buried in their cloaks,

That by no means I may difcover them
By any mark of favour.

Bru. Let them enter. \Exlt Lucius,

They are the faction. O confpiracy

!

Sham'ftthou to mew thy dang'rous brow by night,

When evils are moft free ? Oh then, by day

Where wilt thou find a cavern dark enough,

To mafk thy monftrous vifage ? feek none, Confpiracy,

Hide it in fmiles and affability :

For if thou march, thy native femblance on,

Not Erebus itfelf were dim enough
To hide thee from prevention.

SCENE II.

Enter Cafiius, Cafca, Decimus, Cinna, Metellus,

and Trebonius.

Qaf. I think we are too bold upon your reft ;

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 ? [AJide*

Caf. Yes, every man of them 5 and no mau 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 Trebonius.

Bru. He is welcome hither.

Caf.
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Caf. This, Decimus Brutus,

Bru, He is welcome too.

Caf. This, Cafea ;
this, Cinna

5

And this Metellus Cimber.

Bru. They are all welcome.

What watchful cares do interpofe themfelves

Betwixt your eyes and night ?

Caf. Shall 1 intreat a word ? [Tfy ivhifper,

Dec. Here lyes the Eaft : doth not the day break here ?

Cafe. No.
On, O pardon, Sir, it doth, and yon grey lines,

That fret the clouds, are mefTengers of day.

Cafe. You fhall confefs that you are both deceiv'd :

Here, as I point my fword, the fun arifes,

Which is a great way growing on the South,

Weighing the youthful fcafon 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, directly here.

Bru. Give me your hands all over, one by one.

Caf, And let us fwear our refolution.

Bru. No, not an oath : if that the face of men,
The fufferance of our fouls) the time's abufe,

If thefe be motives weak, break oft 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
j
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 henefty engag'd,

That this (hall be, or we will fall for it ?

Swear priefts, and cowards, and men cautelous,

Old feeble carrions, and fuch fufTering fouls

That welcome wrongs : unto bad caufes, fwear

Such creatures as men doubt ; but do not ftain
3

The
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The even virtue of our cnterprize,

Nor th' infuppreflive mettle of our fpirits,

To think, that or our caufe, or our performance,

Doth 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 pail from him.

Caf. But what of Cicero f (hall we found him ?

I think he will ftand very ftrong with us.

Cafe. Let us not leave him out,
,

Cin. No, by no means.
Met. O let us have him, for his filver hairs

"Will purchafe us a good opinion.

And buy men's voices to commend our deeds :

It mall be laid, his judgment rul'd our hands 5

Our youths and wildnefs fhall no whit appear,

But all be buried in his gravity.

Bru. 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.

Dec. Indeed^he is not fit.

Shall no man elfe be touched, but only Cafar ?

Caf. Decimus, well urg'd : I think it is not meet,

Mark Antony fo well belov'd of Ceefar

Should out-live Cesfar : we fhall find of him
A fhrewd contriver. And you know, his means,

If he improve them, may well ftretch fo far

As to annoy us ail 5 which to prevent,

Let Antony and Cafar fall together.

Bru. Our courfe will feem too bloody, Caius Cajfius^

To cut the head off, and. then hack the limbs
j

Like wrath in death, and envy afterwards ;

For Antony is but a limb of Cafar.

Let us be facrificers, but not butchers:

We all ftand up againft the fpirit of Ctffar,

And in the fpirit of man there is no blood :

O that we then could come by Ccefar's fpirit,

And not dilmember Cafar I but, alas i
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Cafar muft bleed for it. And, gentle friends,

Let
s
s kill him boldly, but not wrathfully

j

/Let's carve him as a dim fit for the Gods,

Not hew him as a carcafs fit for hounds.

And let our hearts, as fubtle matters do,

Stir up their fervants to an a£t of rage,

And after feem to chide them. This mall make
Our purpofe neceffary and not envious

:

Which fo appearing to the common eyes, '

We mail be call'd purgers, not murderers.

And for Mark Antony, think not of him
j

For he can do no more than Ca'/ar's arm,
When Ca?far

y
s head is off.

Caf Yet I do fear him
;

For the ingrafted love he bears to Cafar
Bru. Alas, good CaJJius, do not think of him s

If he love Cafor, all that he can do

Is to himfelf, take thought, and die for Ceefar,

And that were much he mould 5 for he is giv'n

To fports, to wildnefs, and much company.
Ireb. There is no fear in him ; let him not die,

For he will live, and laugh at this hereafter. [ClockJtrike$9

Bru. Peace, count the clock.

Caf. The clock hath ftricken three.

Treb, 'Tis time to part.

Caf. But it is doubtful yet,

If Ca'fir will come forth to-day, or no

:

For he is fuperfHtious grown of late,

Quite from the main opinion he he'd once

OF fantafies, of dreams and ceremonies :

It may be, thefe apparent prodigies,

The unaccuftomM terror of this night,

And the perfuafion of his augurers,

May hold him from the Capitol to-day.

Dec. Never fear that j 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 giaffes, elephants with holes,

Lions with toils, and men with flatterers ;

But when I tell him he hates flatterers,
'

Vol. VII, R He
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He fays he does ;

being then moft flattered.

Leave me to work :

for I can give his humour the true bent
5

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 uttermoft ?

Cin. Be that the uttermoft, and fail not then.

Met. Cains Ligarius doth bear Cafar hatred,

Who rated him for fpeaking well of Pompey
j

J wonder none of you have thought of him.

'Bru. Now, good Metellus, go along tp him t

He loves me well ; and I have giv'n him reafons

;

Send him but hither, and I'll falhion him.

Caf. The morning comes upon's ; we'll leave you y
Brutus $»

And, friends ! difperfe your felves j but all remember
What you have faid, and fliew your felves true Romans.

Bru. Good Gentlemen, look frefti and merrily
5

Let not our looks put on our purpofes,

But bear it as our Roman actors do,

With untir'd fpirits, and formal conftancy
j

And fo good-morrow to you every one. [Exeunt .

Manet Brutus

,

Boy ! Lucius ! faft afleep ? it is no matter,

£njoy the honey-heavy dew of (lumber :

Thou haft no figures, nor no fantafies,

Which bufy care draws in the brains of men
$

therefore thou fleep'ft fo found.

SCENE III. Enter Portia.

Por. Brutus, my Lord !

Bru. Portia, what mean you ? wherefore rife you now ?

Jt is not for your health thus to commit
Your weak condition to the raw cold morning.

Por. Nor for yours neither. You've urgently, Brutus,

Stole from my bed 1 and yefternight at fupper

You fuddenly arofe and waik'd about,

Mufing, and fighing, with your arms a-crofs %

And when I alk'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 ftainp'd with your foot 5
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Yet I infifted, yet you anfwer'd not,

But with an angry wafture of your hand

Gave fign for me to leave you : fo I did,

Fearing to ftrengthen that impatience,

Which fecm'd too much inkindled j and withal,

Hoping it was but an efre6t of hiimour,

Which fometime hath his hour with every man.

It will not let you eat, nor talk, nor fleep
j

And could it work fo much upon your fhape,

As it hath much prevail'd cn your condition,

I mould 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 healthy

He would embrace the means to come by it.

Bru. Why, fo I do : good Portia, go to bed*

Per, Is Brutus fick, and is it phyfical

To walk unbraced, and fuck up the humours
Of the dank morning ? what ! is Brutus fick,

And will he fteai out of his wholefome bed,

To dare the vile contagion of the night,

And tempt the rheumy and unpurged air,

To add unto his ficknefs ? no, my Brutust

You have fome rick 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 ail 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 refort to you : for here have been

Some fix or feven, who did hide their faces

Even from darknefs.

Bru. Kneel not, gentle Portia,

Par. I mould not need, if you were gentle Brutus*

Within the bond of marriage, tell me, Brutus,

Is it excepted, I mould know no fecrets

That appertain to you ? am I your felf

But as it were in fort, or limitation-?

R a
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To keep with ycu at meals, confort your bed,

And talk to you ? dwell I but in the fuburbs

Of your good pleafure ? if it be no more,
Portia is Brutus'

1

harlot, net his wife.

Bru. You are my true and honourable wife
;

As dear to rrie, as are the ruddy drops

That vifit my fad heart.

Per. If this were true, then mould I know this fecret.

I grant I am a woman ; 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 fcx,

Being fo father'd, and fo hufbanded ?

Tell me your counfels, I will not difclofe'them

:

I have made ftrong proof of my conftancy,

Giving my fe]f a voluntary wound
Here, in the thigh : can I bear that with patience,

And not my hufband's fecrets ?

Bru. O ye Gods !

Render me worthy of this noble wife. [Knock,
Hark, hark, one knocks : Portia, go in a while,

And by and by thy bofom mall partake >

The fecrets of my heart.

All my engagements I will conftrue to thee,

All the charadlery of my fad brows.

Leave me with hafle. [Exit Portia.

Enter Lucius and Ligarius,

Lucius, who's there that knocks?
Luc. Here is a fick man that v/ould fpeak with you.

Bru. Cains Ligarius, that Metcllus fpake of.

Boy, ftand afide. Caius Ligarius ! how ?

Lig. Vouchfafe good-morrow from a feeble tongue.

Bru. O what a time have you chofe out, brave Caius,

To wear a kerchief? would you were not lick !

Lig. I am not fick,. if Brutus have in hand
Any exploit worthy the name of honour.

Bru. Such an exploit have I in hand, Ligarius,

Had you an healthful ear to hear of it.

Lig* By all the Qods the Romans bow before,

1
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1 here difcard my ficknefs. Soul of Rome,

Brave ion dcriv'd from honourable loins,

Thou like an exorcifthaft conjur'd up

My mortified fpirit. Now bid me run,

And I will ftrive with things impoflible
j

Yea, get the better of them. What's to do ?

Bru. A piece of work, that will make fick men whole,

Lig. But are not fome whole that we mult make fick ?

Bru. That muft wealfo. What it is, my Caius,

I fhall unfold to thee, as we are going,

To whom it muft be done.

Lig* Set on your foot,

And with a heart new-nrM I follow you,

To do I know not what : but it fufficeth

That Brutus leads me on.

Bru. Follow me then. [Exeunt •

SCENE IV. Caefar'j Palace.

'Thunder and Lightning. Enter Julius Casfar.

Ca;f. Nor heav'n, nor earth, have been at peace to-night
j

Thrice hath Calphurnia in her fleep cry'd out,

Help, ho
3

they murder Caefar. Who's within I

Enter a Servant.

Ser. My Lord.

Caf. Co bid the Priefts do prefent facrifice,

And bring me their opinions of fuccefs.

Ser. I will, my Lord. [Exit*

Enter Calphurnia.

Calp. What mean you, Caejar t think you to walk forth? 1

Youjlial] not ftir out of your houfe to-day.

Cof, Ceefar fhall forth 5 the things that threatned me,
Ne'er iookt but on my back : when they fhall fee

The face of Ctefar, they are vanifhed.

Calp. Cafar, I never ftooi on ceremonies,

Yet now they fright me : there is one within,

(Befides the tilings that we have heard and feen)

Recounts moft horrid fights feert by the watch.
A lionefs hath whelped in the ftreets,

And graves have yawn'd and yielded up their dead j 1

Fierce fiery warriors fight upon the clouds,

In ranks and fcnjadrons and right form of war,

R 3 Which
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Which drizzled blood upon the Capitol

:

The noife of battel hurtled in the air,

Horfes did neigh, and dying men did groan,

And ghofts did ihriek and fqueal about the ftreets. » >

O Cisejar ! thefe things are beyond all ufe^

And I do fear them.

Ctff. What can be avoided,

Whofe end is purpos'd by the mighty Gods ?

Yet Ccefar fhall go forth : for thefe predictions

Are to the world in general, as to Cezfar.

Ca!p. When beggars die, there are no comets feen,

The heav'ns themfelves blaze forth the death of Princes.

'Caf, 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 Itrange that men mould fear :

Seeing that death, a neceffary end,

Will come, when it will come.

Enter a Servant,

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 rind a heart within the beanS.

Caf. The Gods do this in fh2me of cowardife :

C/zfar mould be a beaft without a heart,

If he mould flay at home to-day for fear. *

Calp, Alas, my Lord,

Your wifdom is confum'd in confidence :

Po not go forth to-day : call it my fear,

That keeps you in the noufe, and not your own,
We'll fend Mark Antony to the Senate-houfe,

And he will fay you are not well to-day :

£,et me, upon my knee, prevail in this.

Cuef Mark Antony mall.'fay I am not well,

* to-day for fear

:

!No, Ca'ar fhal! not ; Danger knows fu'I well,
That Cafar is more dangerous than he.

We were two lions luter'd in o ie day,
J\nd 1 the elder and more terrible i

,A.nd Cafar fhall gp foith,

Calp, Alas, &c.

.And
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And for thy humour, I will ftay at home.

SCENE V. Enter Decimus.

Here's Decimus Brutus, he mall tell them fq.

Dec. Cafar, all hail ! good-morrow, worthy Ctffar,

I come to fetch you to the Senate-houfe.

Caf. And you are come in very happy time,

To bear my greeting to the Senators,

And tell them that I will not come to-day :

Cannot is faife, and that I dare not, falfer
5

I will not come to-day j tell them fo, Decimus.

Calp. Say he is lick.

Caf. Shall Ca'far fend a lie ?

Have^I in conqueit ftretcht mine arm fo far,

To be afraid to tell grey-beards the truth ?

Decimus, go tell them Cajar will not come.

Dec. Moll: mighty Cafar, let me know fome caufe,

J-eil I be laught at when I tell them fo.

Caf. The caufe is in my will, I will not come j

That is enough to fatisrlc the Senate.

But for your private fatisfaclion,

Becaufe I love you, I will let you know.
Calphurnia here, my wife, ftays me at home

:

She dreamt lait night ihe faw my ftatue, which
Like to a fountain, with an hundred fpouts,

Did run pure blood j and many lufty Romans
Came fmiling, and did bathe their hands in it,

Thefe fhe applies for warnings and portents

Of evils imminent 5 and on her knee
Hath begg'd that I will ftay at home to-day.

Dec. This dream is 'all amifs interpreted 5

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 mall fuck

Reviving blood, and that great men mall prefs

For. tinclures, ftains, relicks arid cognifances.

This by Calphurnia^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
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To give this day a crown to mighty Cafar.

If you (hall fend them word you will not come,

Their minds may change. Befides, it were a mock
Apt to be rendered, for lbme one to fay,

Break up the Senate Hill another time,

When Ca?far'j ivifc fhall meet ivith better dreatns :

If Cafar hide himfeif, mall they not whifper,

Lo, Cjefar it afraid!

Pardon me, Cafar, for my dear dear love

To your proceeding bids me tell you this

:

And reafon to my love is liable.

Caf. How foolifh do* your fears feem now, Calfhurnia !

I am amamed I did yield to them.

Cive me my robe, for I will go :

SCENE VI.
Enter Brutus, Ligarius, Metellus, Cafca, Trebonius,

Cinna, and Publius.

And look where Publius is come to fetch me.
Pub. Good-morrow, Ca?far. s

Caf. Welcome, Publius.

What, Brutus, are you ftirr'd fo early too ?

Good-morrow, Cafca: Oh! CaiusLigarius,

Cafar was ne'er fo much your enemy,

As that fame ague which hath made you lean.

What is't a-clock >

Bru. Cafar, 'tis ftrucken eight.

Caf I thank you for your pains and courtefie,

Enter Antony.

See Antony, that revels long a-nights,

Is notwithstanding up. Good-morrow, Antony*

Ant. So to moft noble Cafar.

Caf. Bid them prepare within :

I am to blame to be thus waited for.

"Now, Cinna
;
now, Metellus

j
what, Trebonius 1

.

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 5 and fo near will I be, [AJidc.

That your Deft friends mall wifh I had been further.

Caf Good friends, go in, and tafte foms wine with me,
And
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And we, like friends, will ftraightway go together.

Bru. That every like is net the fame, O Cafar, [Jfde.

The heart of Brutus yerns to think upon ! [Exeunt.

SCENE VII. The Street.

Enter Artemidorus 'reading a paper.

Ciefar, beware of Brutus, take heed of Callius, come rot

xear Cifca, have an eye to Cinna, truji not Trebonius, mark

luell Metellus Cimber, Decimus Brutus loves thee not
j

thou haft wrong*d Qzixls Ligarius. There is but one mind in

all thefc men, and it is bent 'agaitift Csefar. If thou beef not

immortal, look about thee : fecurity gives way to con/piracy*

The mighty Gods defend thee I

Thy lover Artemidorus,

Here will I ftand, till Copfar pafs along,

And as a fuitor will I give him this

:

My heart laments, that virtue cannot live

Out of the teeth of emulation.

If thou read this, O Cdejar, thou may'ft live 5

If not, the fates with traitors do contrive. [Exit*

Enter Portia and Lucius.

Por. I pr'ythee, boy, run to the Senate-houfe,

Stay not to anfvver 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 fnouldft do there.—

-

0 conftancy, be flrong upon my fide,

Set a huge mountain 'tween my heart and tongue
J

1 have a man's mind, but a woman's might

:

How hard is it for women to keep counfel

!

Art thou here yet ?

Luc. Madam, what "mould 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 Cccfar doth, what fuitors prefs to him.
Hark, boy ! what noife is that ?

Luc. I hear none, Madam. !

Por. Pr'ytllee Men well

:
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I heard a buttling rumour like a fray,

And the wind brings it from the Capitol.

Luc, Sooth, Madam, I hear nothing.

Enter Artemidorus.

JPor, Come hither, fellow, which way haft thou been ?

Art. At mine own houfe, good Lady.

Por, What is't a-clock ?

Art, About the ninth hour, Lady.

Por, Is Ca'far yet gone to the Capitol ?

Art, Madam, not yet j I go to take my ftand,

To fee him pafs on to the Capitol.

Por, Thou halt feme fuit to Ca'far, haft thou not ?

Art. That I have, Lady, if it will pleafe Cajfar

To be fo good to Co/far, as to hear me :

I /hall befeech him to defend himfelf.

Por. Why, know 1

ft thou any harm intended tow'rds him?
Art. None that I know will be, much that I fear

j

Good morrow to you. Here the ftreet is narrow :

The throng that follows Ca'far a* the heels,

Of Senators, of Praetors, common fuitors,

Will crowd a feeble man almoft to death

:

I'll get me to a place more void, and there

Speak to great Ca?far as he comes along. [Exit*

Por. I muft go in aye me ! how weak a thing

The heart of woman is ! O Brutus ! Brutus i

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, Lucius, and commend me to my Lord,

Say I am merry ; come to me again,

And bring me word what he doth fay to thee. [Exeunt,

ACT III. SCENE I.

The Entrance into the Capitol.

turijh. Enter Caefar, Brutus, Caiiius, Cafca, Decimus,
Metellus, Trebonius, Cinna, Antony, Lepidus, Arte-

midorus, 'Popilius, Publius, and the Sooth-fayer,

Caf.
r

J
1 H E Ides of March are come.

Sooth. Ay, Carfar, but not gone.

Art, Hail Caffar ! read this fchedule.

Dec.
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Dec. Trebonius doth defirc you to o'er-read,

At your beft leifure, this his humble fuit.

Art. O Cafar, read mine firft ; for mine's a fuit

That touches Cafar nearer. Read it, Cafar.

Caf. What touches us our felf, mall be laft fervM,

Art. Delay not, Cafar, read it inftantly.

Caf. What, is the fellow mad ?

Pub. Sirrah, give place*

Caf. What, urge you your petitions in the ftreet ?

Come to the Capitol.

Pop. I wim your enterprize to-day may thrive.

Caf. What enterprize, Popilius f

Pop. Fare you well.

Bru. What faid Popilius Lana ?

Caf He winVd to-day our enterprize might thrive

:

I fear our purpofe is discovered.

Bru. Look how he makes to Cafar ; mark him*

Caf Cafca, be fudden, for we fear prevention.

Brutus, what mail be done ? if this be known,
Ca£ius or Cafar never ihall turn back,

For I will flay my felf.

Bru. Cajfius, be conftant

:

Popilius Lana fpeaks not of our purpofe
5

For look he fmiles, and Cafar doth not change.

Caf. Irehonius knows his time j for look you, Brutus

He draws Mark Antony out of the Way.
Dec. Where is Metellus Cimber t let him go,

And prefently prefer his fuit to Cafar.
Bru. He is addreft

j
prefs near, and fecond him.

Cin. Cafca, you are the firft that rear your hand.

Caf. Are we all ready ? What is now amifs,

That Cafar and his Senate muft redrefs ?

Met. Mofthigh, moft mighty, and moll puiiTant Caf
Metellus Cimber throws before thy feat

An humble heart.

Caf. I muft prevent thee, Cimber
;

Thefe crouchings and thefe lowly curtefies

JVIight fire the blood of ordinary men,
And turn pre-ordinance and firft decree

Into the lane of children. Be not fond
7
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To think that Cafar bears fuch rebel blood,

That will be thawM from the true quality

With that' which melteth fools ; I mean fweet words,,

Low-crooked-curt'fies, and bafe fpaniel fawning.
Thy brother by decree is baniftted ;

'

If thou doft bend, and pray, and fawn for him,
I fpurn thee like a cur out of my way.
Know, Cafar 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 Cafar % ear,

For the repealing of my banifh'd brother?
Bru. I Sdfs thy hand, but not in flattery, Cafar }

Defiring thee, that Publius Clmber may
Have an immediate freedom of repeal.

Caf What, Brutus!

Caf Pardon, Cafar, Cafar, pardon
;

As low as to thy foot doth Cajfius fall,

To beg enfranchifement for Publius Cimber.

Caf. I could be well mov'd, if I were as you

;

If I could pray to move, prayers would move me t

But I am conftant as the northern ftar. *

Let me a little mew it, even in this

;

That I was conftant Cimber mould be banilh'd,

And conftant do remain to keep him fo.

Cin. O Cafar

Caf. Hence ! wilt thou lift up Olympus f
Dec. Great Cafar

Caf Do not, Brutus, bootlefs kneel.

* northern ftar,

Of whole true, fixt, and refting quality,
There is no fellow in the Armament ;

The skies are painted with unnumber'd fparks,
They are all fiije, and every one doth fhinc,
But there's but one in all doth hold his place.
So, in the world, 'tis furnifh'd well with men,
Ai;d men are flefh and blood, and apprehenfive $
Yet in the number, I do know but one
That unavailable holds on his rank,
Unfhak'd of motion ; and that I am he,
&et me, fift.

Cafe. Speak hands for me. {Theyflab Carfar,
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Crf. Et tu, Brute ?-—then fall Cafar

!

Cm. Liberty ! freedom ! Tyranny is dead—
Jlun hence, proclaim, cry it about the ftreets—

~

Caf. Some to the common pulpits, and cry out,

Liberty, freedom, and enfrancbifement.

Bru. People and Senators ! be not affrighted
j

Fly not, ftand ftill. Ambition's debt is paid.

Cafe, Go to the pulpit, Brutus.

Dec. And Caffius too.

Bru. Where's Publius?
Cin. Here, quite confounded with this mutiny.

Met. Stand fall together, left fome friend of Cafar'
Should chance

Bru. Talk not of itanding. Publius, good cheer f
There is no harm intended to your perfon,

Nor to no Roman elfe j ib tell them, Publius.

Caf. And leave us, Publius, left that the people

Ruining on us
v

, mould do your age fome mifchief.

Bru. Do fo, and let no man abide this deed,

But we the doers.

SCENE XI. Enter Trebonius,

Caf Where's Antony?
Treb. Fled to hi$ houfe amaz'd.

Men, wives, and children, ftare, cry out, and run,

As it were docms-day.

Bru. Fates! we will know your pleasures

;

That we mall die, we know ; 'tis but the time

And drawing days out, that men ftand upon.

Caf. Why, he that cuts off twenty years of iiie#

Cuts off fo many years 'of fearing death.

Bru. Grant that, and then is death a benefit.

So arc we Co-far's friends, that have abrid^'d

His time of fearmg death. Stoop, Rowans, ftoop^

And let us bathe our hands m Cafar" s blood

Up to the elbows, and befmear *./ur 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 {hen, and warn—how many ages hence

[Dipping their fiverds in Csfar'i t
7

Vol. yil, S- S
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Shall this our lofty fccne be adled o'er,

In ftatcs unborn, and accents yet unknown

!

Cafe. How many times mall Cafar bleed in fport,

That now onPempey^s bafis lyes along,

No worthier than the duft !

Brit. So oft as that mall be,

So often fhall the knot of us be callM

The men that gave their country liberty.

Dec. What, /hall we 'forth ?

Caf. Ay, every man away.
Brutus fhall lead, and we will grace his heels

With the mofl bold, and the bett hearts of Rome.

Enter a Servant*

Bru. Soft, who comes here ?

Ser. A friend of Antonyms.

Thus, Brutus , did my matter bid me kneel

;

Thus did Mark Antony bid mc fall down, [Kneeling*

And being proftrate, thus he bad me fay.

Brutus is noble, wife, valiant and honeft j

Ca?far was mighty, royal, bold and loving
;

Say, I love Brutus, and I honour him
$

Say, I fear'd Cafar, honoured him, and lov'd him.

If Brutus will vouchfafe that Antony
May fafely come to him, and berefolvM
How Ca>far hath deferv'd to lye in death

:

Mark Antony mail not love Cafar dead

So well as Brutus living 3 but will follow

The fortunes and affairs of noble Brutus,

Thorough the hazards of this untrod ttatc,

With all true faith. So fays my matter Aptony*

Bru. Thy matter is a wife and valiant Roman,
I never thought him worfe.

Tell him, fo pleafe him come unto this place,

He fhall be fatisfied, and by my honour,

Depart untouched.

Ser. 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 5 and my mjfgiving ttill

Falls fhrewdly to the purpofe.

SC£N5
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SCENE III. Enter Antony.

Bru. Eut here comes Antony. "Welcome, Mark Antony.

Ant. O mighty Co*far ! doit 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 muil be let blood, who elfe is rank ;

If' I -my felf, there is no hour f'o fit

As Cafar
%
s deaths hour j nor no internment

Of halt that worth as thole your fwords, made rich

With the more 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 thouiand years,

I ftiall not find my felf fo 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 matter 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 aft,

You fee we do
5
yet fee you but our hands,

And this the bleeding bufinefs they have done :

Our hearts you fee not, they are pitiful 5
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 j

Our arms exempt from malice, and our hearts

Or brothers' temper, do receive you in

With all kind love, good thoughts, and reverence.

Ctrf. Your voice fhall be as ftrong as any man's

In the difpoiing of new dignities.

Bru. Only be patient 'till we have appeasM
The multitude, befide thcmfelves with fear 5

And then we will deliver you the caufe,

Why I, that did love Co-Jar when I fbook him,
Proceeded thus.

Ant . I doubt not of your wifdom.

S -a Let
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Let each man render me his bloody hand
;

Pirft, Marcus Brutus, will I /hake with you
5

Next, Caius Cafjius, do I take your hand
;

Now Decimus Brutus, yours 5 now yours, Metellus
5

Vours, Cinna
;
and, my valiant Cafe

a

,
yours

;

Though -laft, not leaft in love, yours, good Trebonitts*

Gentlemen all-— alas, what m^ll I fay ?

My credit now frauds on fuch flippery ground,

That one of two bad ways you muft conceit me,
Either a coward, or a flatterer.

That I did love thee, Cafar, oh 'tis true
5

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 ringers of thy foes,

Moft noble ! in the prefence of thy corfc ?

Had I as many eyes as thou hart wounds,

Weeping as fait as they ftream forth thy blood,

It would become me better than to clofe

In terms of friend/hip with thine enemies.

Pardon me, Julius—«— here waft thou bayM, brave hart;

Here didft thou fall, and here thy hunters ftand

Sign'd in thy fpoil, and crimfonM in thy death. *

Caf. Mark Antony

Ant* Pardon me, Caius Czffuts 5

The enemies cf Cafar mall fay this

:

Then, in a friend, it is cold modefty.

Caf. I blame you not for praifing Cafar fo,

But what compact mean you to have with us ?

Will yoirbe prick'd in number ef our friends,

Or mall we on, and not depend oh you ?

Ant. Therefore I took your hands, but was indeed

Sway'd from the paint, by .locking down onC&far.
Friends am I with you all, and love you all,

Upon this hope, that yon mall give me reafcns

* — in thy death.
O world I thou v.»ft the foreft to this hart,

^nd this indeed, O world, the heart of tiiee.

How like a deer llricken by many princes,
Dnft thoii here .ye !

Caf, Mark AnUny, &c.
* Why
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Why, and wherein Ccefar was dangerous.

Bru. Or elfe were this a favage fpeclacle.

Our reafons arc fo full of good regard,

That were you, Antony, the fon of Cafar,
You /hould be fatisfied.

Ant, That's all I feek
;

And am moreover fuitor, that I may
Produce his body to the market-place,

And in the pulpit, as becomes a friend,

Speak in the order of his funeral.

Bru. You mail, Mark Antony.

Caf. Brutus, a word with you
You know not what you do, do not confent [AJide*

That Antony fpeak in his funeral

:

Know you how much the people may be movM
By that which he will utter ?

Bru. By your parden,

I will my felf into the pulpit firft,

And mew the reafon of our Cafar's death.

What Antony mall fpeak, I will proteft

He fpeaks by leave, andrby permiffion
;

And that we are contented Cxfar mall

Have all due rites, and lawful ceremonies :

It mall advantage more, than do us wrong.

Caf. I know not what may fall, I like it not.

Bru. Mark Antony, here take you Crtfars body :

Ycu mall not in your funeral fpeecfa blame us,

But fpeak all good you can devife of Ctefar,

And fay you do' t by our permi0ion :

You mail not elfe have any hand at all

About his funeral. And you ihall fpeak

In the fame pulpit whereto I am going,

After my fpeech is ended.

Ant. Be it fo :

I do defire no more.

Bru. Prepare the body then, and follow us. [Exeunt.
SCENE 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
S 3 That
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That ever lived in the tide of times.

Woe to the hand that fhed this coPly blood I

Over thy wounds now do I prophefie,
' (Which, like dumb mouths, do ope their ruby lip?# .

To beg the voice and utterance of my tongue)

A curie mall light upon the kind of men j

Domeftick fury, and fierce civil itrifc,

Shall cumber all the parts of Italy
5

Blood and destruction mall be fo in ufe,

And dreadful objects fo familiar,

That mothers mall but fmiie when they behoii

Their infants quarter'd by the hands otwar,

All pity choak'd with cuftcm of fell deeds.

And Oyer's Spirit, ranging for revenge,

"Withal? by his fide come hot from hell,

Shall in thefe confines, with a monarch's voice,

Cry Havock, and let Hip the dogs of war
;

That this foul deed mail i'mcll above the earth

With carrion men, groaning for burial.

Enter Oclavius'j Servant,

You ferve Qclavius Ccsjar, dd you net ?

JSer. I do, Mark Antony.

Ant. Ctffar did write for him to come to Rome.

Ser. Ke did receive his letters, and is coming,

And bid me fay to you by word of mouth
O Ccefar / [Seeing the hodj*

Av.t. Thy heart is big, get thee apart and weep
j

Paflion I fee is catching, for mine eyes
'

Seeing thofe beads of forrow ftand in thine,

Begin to water. Is thy mailer coming ?

Ser. He lyes to-night within feven leagues of Rcme.
Ant. Poft back with fpced.and teii him what hath chane'd.

Here is a mourning Rome, a dangerous Rome,
No Rome of fafety for Oclwvius yet

;

Kie hence, and tell him fo. Ye: flay a- while,

Thou malt not back, * till i have born this corfe

Into the market-place: there mall I try

In my Oration, how the people take
*The cruel ifiue cf thefe bloody men

;

According to the which, thou malt difcourfe

To
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To young Ctlavius of the ftate of things.

Lend me your hand. [Exeunt with Cs?far's body,

SCENE V. <Tbe Forum.
.

Enter Brutus, and mounts the Rortra. Caflius, wit&

the Plebeians.

Pleb. We will be fatisfied ; Jet us be fatisfied.

Bru. Then follow me, and give me audience, friends.

CdJJitiSy go you into the other ltreet,

And part the numbers

:

Thofe that will hear me fpeak, let 'em fray here |

Thofe that will follow Cajjius, go with him,
And publick reafens mail be rendered

Of Ceefar's death.

1 Pleb, I will hear Brutus fpeak.

1 Plcb. I will hear C^z^, and compare their reafons,

When fev'rally-we hear them rendered.

[Exit Caflius, ivitb fame of the Plebeians.

3 Plcb. The nobble Brutus is afcended : filence !

Bru, Be patient 'till the laft.

Romans, Countrymen, and Friends ! hear me for my
raufe 5 and be lilent, that you may hear. Believe me for

mine honour, and have refpeel: to mine honour, that you
may believe. Cenfure me in your wifdom, and awake your

fenfes that you may the better judge. Jf there be any in

this affembly, any dear friend of Cafar^s, to him I fay, that

Brutus's love to Cafar was no lefs than his. If then that

friend demand, why Brutus rofe againft Ctffar, this is my
anfwer : Not that I lov'd Ca?far lefs, but that I lov'd Rome
more. Had you rather Ccefar were living, and dye all Haves

;

than that Cafar were dead, to live all free-men ? As Cafar
lovM 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 am-
bitious, 1 flew him. There are tears for his love, joy for

his fortune, honour for his valour, and death for his ambi-
tion. Who's here fo bafe, that would be a bond-man ? if

any, fpeak j for him have I offended. Who is here fo rude,

that would not be a Roman ? if any, fpeak j for him have
I offended. Who is here fo vile, that will not love his

country ? if any, fpeak j for bim have X offended. -I

paufe for a reply——
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All, None, Brutus, none.

Bru. Then none have I offended— I have done no more
to Ctefar than you /hall do to Brutus. The queftion of his

death is inroll'd in the Capitol ; his glory not extenuated,

wherein he was worthy 5 nor his offences enfore'd, for

which he fuffered death.

Enter Mark Antony ivith Caefar's body.

Here comes his body, mourn'd by Mark Antony : who
though he had no hand in his death, /hall receive the be-

nefit of his dying, a place in the common-wealth j as which
of you mail not ? With this I depart, that as I flew my bed

lover for the good of Rome, I have the fame dagger for my
felf, when it mall pleafe my country to need my death.

All. Live, Brurus, live

!

1 Plcb. Bring him with triumph home unto his houfe.

2 Pleb. Give him a ftatue with his anceftors.

3 Bleb. Let him be Ctefar.

q.Pleb. Co'/aSs better parts

Shall now be crown" d in Brutus.

1 Pleb. We'll bring him to his houfe
With/bouts and clamours.

Bru, My countrymen
2. Pleb. Peace ! filence ! Brutus fpeaks.

1 Pleb. Peace, ho

!

Bru. Good countrymen, let me depart alone,

And for my fake, flay here with Antony
;

Do grace to Co?far" s corps, and grace his fpeech -

Tending to&rjW's glories, which Mark Antony
By our permiliion is allow'd to. make.
I do intreat you, not a man depart,

Save I alone, "till Antony have fpoke. \Exiu
SCENE VI.

I Plcb, Stay, ho, and let us hear Mark Antony,

3 Plcb. 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.

4 Pleb. What does he fay of Brutus f

3 Pleb. He fays, for Brutus' fake
He finds hirnfelf beholden to us all.

4. Pleb, 'Twere befthe fpeak no harm ofBrutus he-re.

I Pick
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1 Tleh. This Cafar was a tyrant.

3 PUb. Nay, that's certain
j

Wc are glad that Rome is rid of him.

2 Pkb. Peace, let us hear what Antony can fay.

Mfif* You gentle Romans—
AIL Peace, ho, let us hear him.

Ant, Friends, Romans, countrymen, lend me your ears
5

I come to bury Ca-far, not' to praife him.

The evil that men do, lives after them,

The £;ood is eft interred with their bones

;

So let it be with Ccefar ! noble Brutus

Hath told you, Cafar was ambitious
5

If it were fo, it was a grievous fault,

And gricvoufly hath Cuejar anfvver'd it.

Here, under leave of Brunts, and the reft,

(For Brutus is an honourable man,
So are they all, all honourable men)
Come I to fpeak in Crf/ar^s funeral.

He was my friend, faithful and jull to mc j

But Brutus fays, he was ambitious
;

And Brutus is an honourable man.
He hath brought many captives home to Rome,

Whole ranfoms did the general coffers fill
5

Did this in Cajar feem ambitious ?

When that the poor have cry'd, Caejar hath wept
j

Ambition fhould be made of fTerner fluff.

Yet Brutus fays, he was ambitious
j

And Brutus is an honourable man.
You all did fee, that at the Luperca*

t thrice prefented him a kingly crown,

Which he did thrice refufe. Was this ambitioli

Yet Brutus fays, he was ambitious
5

And fure he is an honourable man.
I fpeak 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 hearts,

And men have loft their reafon bear with me,
My heart is in the cofHn there with Cafar,

Ani
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And t muft paufe 'till it come back to mc.

I Plcb. Methinks there is much reafon in his fayings.

It thou conlider rightly of the matter,

Co?Jar has had great wrong.

*

3 Pleb. Has he, mafters ? I fear there will a worfe come
in his place.

4. Plcb. Mark' d ye his words? he would not take the crown

;

Therefore 'tis certain, he was not ambitious.

1 Pleb. If it be found fo, fome will dear abide it.

2 Pleb, Poor foul ! his eyes are red as fire with weeping.

3 Plcb. There's not a nobler man in Rome than Antony

»

4 Pleb. Now mark him, he begins again to fpcak.

Ant. But yefterday the word of Ceefar might
Have flood againft the world ; now lyes he there,

And none fo poor to do him reverence.

0 mafters ! if I were difpcs'd to ftir

Your hearts and minds to mutiny and rage,

1 mould do Brutus wrong, and Cajfius 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 rend)

And they would go and kifs dead Ca'far" s wounds,
And dip their napkins in his facred blood

5

Yea, beg a hair of him for memory,
And dying, mention it within their Wills,

* df rar has had great wrong.
3 Pleb. Cezfar had never wrong, but with juft caufe.

If ever there was fuch a line written by Shakefpear, I fauldfanty it

might have its place here, and very humoroujly in the character of a Ple-
beian. One might believe Ben Johnfon'i remark was made upon no

better credit thanfome blunder of an atior infpeaking that verfe near the

beginning gf the third ail.

Know Cafar dcth not wrong, nor without caufe
Will he be {atisfy'd .

But the verfe as cited by Ben Johnfon dees not conned with—Will he

be fatisfy'd. Perhaps this play was never printed in Ben Johnibn\>
time, and fo he had nothing to judge by, but as the atlor plcas\i H
fpeak it.

Be-
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bequeathing It as a rich legacy

Unto their ifllie.

^VUb. We'll hear the Will 5 read it, Mark Antony

.

AIL The Will, the Will : we will hear Cafar's Will.

Ant. Have patience, gentle friends, Imuftnot read it,

It is not meet you know how Ctefar lov'd you.

You are not wood, you are not ftones, but men :

And being men, hearing the Will of Ca'far,

It will inflame you, it will make you mad.
'Tis good you know not that you are his heirs,

For if you mould O what would come of it ?

4 Plcb. Read the Will, we'll hear it, Antony:
You /hall read us the Will, Cafa?^ Will.

Ant. Will you be patient ? will you Hay a while ?

(I have o'er-motmy felf to tell you of it.)

I fear I wrong the honourable men,
Wliofe daggers have ftabb'd Cajar 1 do fear it.

4 Plcb. They were traitors—honourable men I

All. The Will ! the teftament

!

2 Plcb. 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 Cerfar,

And let me mew you him that made the Will.

$h2ll I defcend, and will you give me leave ?

All. Come down.
2 Plcb. Defcend. [He comes downfrom the pulpit,

3 Plcb. You mail have leave.

4 Plcb. A ring $ ftand round.

1 Plcb. Stand from the hearfe, ftand from the body,

2 Plcb. Room for Antony —- moft noble Antony I

Ant. Nay, prefs not fo upon me, ftand far oft".

All. Stand back room bear back
Ant. If you have tears, prepare to med them nowt

You all do know this mantle ; I remember
The firft time everCafar put it on,

'Twas on a fummer's evening in his tent,

That day he overcame the JNcrnjii.

Look! in this place, ran Coffins' dagger through' *

See what a rem the eavigys Cafca made,—
Throutf*
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Through this, the well-beloved Brutus ftabb'd
j

And as he pluck'd his curfed fteel away,

Mark how the blood of Cizfar follow' d it

!

As ru/hingoutof doors, to berefolv'd,

If Brutus fo unkindly knock' d, or no :

Tor Brutus, as you know, was Cafar^s angel.

Judge, oh you Gods ! how dearly C^Jar lov'd him.

This, this, was the unkindeft cut of all
$

For when the noble Cafar faw him ftab,

Ingratitude, more ftrong than traitors arms,

Quite vanquifji'd him ; then burft his mighty heart!

And in his mantle muffling up his face,

Even at the bafe of Pompey^s jftatue which
All the while ran with blood, great Caefar fell.

0 what a fall was there, my countrymen

!

Then I, and you, and all of us fell down,
Whilft bloody treafon fiourim'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 Cce/aSs velture wounded ? look you here !

Here is himfelf, marr'd as you fee by traitors.

1 Bleb. O piteous fpeclacle !

2 Pleb. O noble Cafar !

^Pleb. O wofulday!

4 Pleb. O traitors, villains !

1 Pleb. O molt bloody fight

!

2 Pleb. We will be reveng'd : revenge *. about—feek-—

burn—fire'—kill—flay ! let not a traitor live.

Ant. Stay, Countrymen
1 Pleb. Peace there, hear the noble Antony.

2 Pleb. We'll hear him, we'll follow him, we'll die with

him
Ant. Good friends, fweet friends, let me not ilir 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

\

And will no doubt with reafons anfwer you.

1 come not, friends, to Ileal away your hearts \
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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

:

For I have neither wit, nor words, nor worth,

Action nor utt'rance, nor the power of fpeech,

To (tir mens blood j I only fpeak right on.

I tell you that which you your felves do know,
Shew you fweet Cafar^s wounds, poor, poor dumb mouth*!
And bid them fpeak for me. But were I Brutus,

And Brutus Antony, there were an Antony

Would ruffle up your fpirits, and put a tongua

In every wound of Co;far, that mould move
The (tones of Rome to rife and mutinyr

AIL. We'll mutiny.

1 Pleb. We'll burn the houfe of Brutus.

3 Plcb, Away then, come, feek the confpirators.

Ant. Yet hear me, countrymen, yet hear me fpeak.

All. Peace, ho, hear Antony, moll 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.

All. Moft true—the Will—let's Hay and hear the Will,

Ant. Here is the Will, and under Cafar'* s feal.

To ev'ry Roman citizen he gives,

To ev'ry feveral man, fev'nty five drachma's.

1 Pick Moft noble Cafar ! we'll revenge his death*

3 Plcb. O royal Cafar!
Ant. Hear me with patience.

All. Peace, ho!
Ant. Moreover, he hath left you all his walks,

His private arbors, and new-planted orchard*

On that fide Tiber, he hath left them you,

And to your heirs for ever ; common pleasures,

To walk abroad, and recreate your felves.

Kere was a Cafar, when comes fuch another ?

i Plcb. Never, never
;
come, away, away

;

We'll burn his body in the holy place,

And with the braods, fare all the traitors houfes.

Vox... VII. T ' Tak«
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Take up the body.

2 Pleb. Go fetch fire.

3 Pleb. Pluck down benches.

4 Pleb. Pluck down forms, winddws, 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 Servant.

Ser. Qcia'viv.z is already come to Rome,

Ant. Where is he ?

»

Ser. He and Lepidus are at Ca?far
y
s houfe.

Ant. And thither will I ftraight, to vifit him ;

He comes upon awifh. Fortune is merry,

And in this mood will give us any thing.

Scr. I heard him fay, Brutus and Cajfius

Are rid, like madmen, through the gates of Rome.
Ant. Belike they had fome notice of the people,

How I had mov'd them. Bring me to Oclavius. [Exeunt*

SCENE VII.
Enter Cinna the Poet, and after him the Plebeians.

Cin. I dreamt to-night, that I did feaft with Gct^ir,

And things unluckily charge my fantafie
5

I have no will to wander forth of doors :

Yet fomething leads me forth.

1 Pleb. What is your name ?

2 Pleb. Whither are you going ?

3 Pleb. Where do you dwell ?

4 Pkb. Are you a married man, or a batchelor >

2 Pleb. Anfwer every man directly.

1 Pleb. Ay, and briefly. •

4 Pleb. Ay, and wifely.

3 Pleb*- Ay, and truly, you were bert.

Cin. What is my name ? whither am I going f where
<3o I dwell ? am I a married man, or a batchelor ? then to

anfwer every man directly and briefly, wifely and truly;

wifely, I fay 1 am a batchelor.

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

directly.

Cin. Directly, I am going to Cafar^s funeral.

1 Pkb.

<
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'3 Pleb. As a friend, or an enemy ?

Cin. As a friend.

2 PIcb. Thai matter is anfwered directly.

4 Pleb. For your dwelling
;

briefly.

Cin. Briefly, I- dwell by the Capitol.

3 Pleb. Your name, Sir, truly.

Cm. Truly my name is Cinna.

1 PIcb. Tear him to pieces, he's a confpirator.

Cin. I am Cinna the poet, I am Cinna the poet.

4. Pleb. Tear him for his bad verfes, tear him tor his bai

'Ycrfcs.

Cin. I am not Cinna the confpirator.

q.Plcb. It is no matter, his name's Cinna; pluck but
his name out of his heart, and turn him going.

3 Pleb. Tear him, tear him ;
come, brands, ho, firebrands

:

*To Brutus, to CaJJius, burn all. Some to Deciwus^s houfe y
And fome to Cafca's, fome to Ligarius : away, go. \Ex:.

ACT IV. SCENE &
Afmall Ijland In the little River Rhenus T/ozrBononia.

Enter Antony, Oclavius, and Lcpidus.
{

Ant* HpHESE many then mall die, their names are

prick t.

CEi. Your brother too muft die j confent you, Lepidus f
Ltp. I do confent.

Cel. Prick him down, Anton}.

hep. Upon condition Publius mail not live.,

Who is your fitter's fon, Mark Antony.

Ant* tit mail not live
;
look, with a fpot, I damn him.

But, Lepidus, go you to Ca-fai^s houfe
5

Fetch the Will hither, and we mall determine

How to cut off fome charge in legacies.

Lep. What ? ihall I find you here ?

Cel. Or here, or at the Capitol. [Exit Lepidus,

Ant. This is a flight unmeiitable man,
Meet to be fent on errands : is it fit,

The three-fold world divided, he mould fland

One of the three to mare it ?

Off. So you thought him,
And took his voice who mould be prickt to die,

T 2 la
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In our black fentence and profcription.

Ant. Oclavius, I have leen more days than you j

And though we Jay thefc honours on this man,
To cafe our felves of divers Hand' rous loads

;

He mall but bear them, as the afs bears gold,

- To groan and fvveat under the bimnefs,

Or led or driven,, as we point the way 5

And having brought our treafure where we will,

Then take we down his load, and turn him off

IJke to the empty afs, to make his ears,

And graze in common. * *

Cel. You may do your will
j

IJut he's a try'd and valiant foldier.

Ant* So is my horfe, Oclavius, and for that

I do appoint him ftore of provender,

it is a creature that I teach to fight,

To wind, to flop, to run directly on,

His corporal motion govern' d by my fpirit.

And in fome tafte is Lepidus but fo
5

He muft be taught, and train'd, and bid go forth,

A barren -fpirited fellow, one that feeds

On abject orts, and imitations,

Which out of ufe and ftaPd by other men,
Begin his fafhion. Do not talk of him,
But as a property. And now, Oclavius,

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 our bell means ftretcht out 3

And let us prefently go fit in council,

How covert matters may be beft difclos'd,

And open perils fureft anfwercd.

Off. Let us do fo ; for we arc at the ftake,

Aftd bay'd about with many enemies

;

* And fome that fmije have in their hearts, I fear,

Millions of mifchiefs. [Exmrt*
SCENE II.

Before Brutus'.? tent} in the Camp rear Sardis.

Drum. Enter Brutus, Lucilius
;
and Soldiers ; Titinius

and Pindarus meeting tkem»

JBru, Stand, ho !
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Luc. Give the word, ho ! and rhnd !

Bru. What now, Lucilius f is Cajfius. near ?

Luc. He is at hand, and Pindarus is corae

To do you falutation from his matter.

Bru. He greets me well. Your mailer, Pindarus,

In hisown charge, or by ill officers,

Hath given me lumc worthy caufe to wifh

Thing* done, undone \ but if he be at hand,

I mall be fatisficd.

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. Hear, a word, Lucilius^——
How he receiv'd you let me be refolv'd,

Luc . With courtefie, and with refpect enough,

But not with fuch familiar instances,

Nor with fncli free and friendly conference,

Ashe hath us'd of old.

Bru. Thou haft defcnVd
A hot friend, cooling ; ever note, Lucilius,

When love begins to fickcn and decay,

It ufcth an enforced ceremony.

There are no tricks in plain and limple faith :

But hollow men, like horfes hot at hand,

Make gallant fhew and promife of their mettle,

But when they mould 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 Sardis to be quai ter*d
j

The greater part, the horfe in general,

Are come with Cajfius. ^ [Loiv mprcb with;*.

Enter Caflius and Soldiers.

Bru. Hark, he is arriv'd
5

March gently cn to meet him.
,

Caf. Stand, ho

!

Bru. Stand, ho ! fpeak the word along.

Within. Stand!

Within, Stand

!

Within. Stand !

CaL ittoft noble brother ! you have done me wrong.

T 5 Bru.
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Bru. Judge mc, you Gods ! wrong I mine enemies *

And if not lb, how Ihould I wrong a brother ?

Caf. Brutus, this fober form of yours hides wrong;,

And when you do them
Bru, Caputf be content,

Speak your griefs foftly, I do know you well.

Before the eyes of both our armies here,

(Which mould perceive nothing but love from us}

Let us not wrangle. Bid them move away
;

Then in my tent, Cafjius, enlarge your griefs,

And I will give you audience.

Caf. Pindarus,

B'd our commanders lead their charges off

A little from this ground.

Bru. Lucilitis, do the like, and let no man
Ccme to our tent, 'till wc have done our conference.

Let Lucius and Titinius guard the door. [Exeunt*

SCENE III. Brutus'* rent.

Re-enter Brutus and Cailius.

Caf. That you have wrong'd me, doth appear in this,

You have condemned and noted Lucius Pella,

For taking bribes here of the Sardians
j

Wherein my letter (praying on his fide

Becaufe I knew the man) was flighted of.

Bru. You wrong'd your felf to write in fuch a cafe.

Caf. In iuch a time as this, it is not meet
That ev'ry nice offence Ihould bear its comment.

Bru. Yet let me tell you, Caffius, 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 itching palm ?

You know that you are Brutus that fpeak this,

Or, by the Gods, this fpeech were elfe your laft.

Bru. The name of Cafjius honours this corruption,

And chaftifement doth therefore hide its head.

Caf. Chaftifement!

Brt$> Remember March, the Ides of March remember I

Did not great Julius
(

bleed for juftice fake ?

What villain touch
1

d his bodv, that did flab,

An*



Julius Caesar. 223

And not for juftice ? what, mall one of us,

That ftruck the foremoft man of all this world,

But tor fupporting robbers ; /hall we now
Contaminate our fingers with bafe bribes ?

And fell the mighty fpace of our large honours

For fo much train, as may be grafped thus ?

I had rather be a dog, and bay the moon,
Than fuch a Roman.

Caf. Brutus
f
bait not me,

I'll not endure it
$
you forget your felf,

To hedge me in $ 1 am a foldier, I,

Older in practice, abler than your felf

To make conditions.

Bru. Go to
j
you are not, CaJJius,

Caf. I am.
Bru. I fay, you are not.

Caf. Urge me no more, I fhall forget my felf—
Have mind upon your health—tempt me no far ther*

Bru. Away, flight man*

Caf. Is't poiTibie ?

Bru. Hear me, for I will fpeak.

Muft I give way and room to your raih cholcr ?

Shall I be frighted, when a madman ftar*:s ?

Caf. O Gods ! ye Gods ! muft I endure all this ?

Bru. All this ! ay, more, Fret "till your proud heart breakj

Go mew your flaves how cholerick you are,

And make your bondmen tremble. Muft I budge ?

Muft I obferve you ? muft I ftand and crouch

Under your tefty humour ? by the Gods,

You mall digeft the venom of your fpleen, -

The* it do fplit you. For from this day forth,

1*11 ufe you for my mirth, yea, for my laughter,

When you are wafpim.

Caf. Is it come to this ?

Bru. You fay, you are a bette^r foldier
;

Let it appear fo ; make your vaunting true,

And it mall pleafe me well. For mine own part,

I fhall be glad to learn of noble men.
Caf. You wrona; me every way—you wrong me, Brufus\

I {aid, an elder foldier, not a better.

Did
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Did I fay better ?

Bru. If you did, I care not.

Caf. When Cafar liv'd he durlt not thus have mov'd me.'

Bru. Peace, peace, youdurftnot fo have tempted hi ecu

Caf. I durft not !

Bru. No. / *

Caf. What ? durftnot tempt him!
. Bru. For your life you durft net.

Caf. Do not prefume too much upon my love,

I may do that I mall be forry for.

Bru. You have done that you mould be forry for.

There is no terror, Cajjius, in your threats
j

For I am arm'd fo Itrong in homfty,
Th.it they pafs by me, as the idle wind,

Which I refpect not. I did fend to you
For certain fums of gold, which you deny'd me

;

For I can raife no mony 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 tram,

By any indirection. I did fend

To you for gold to pay my legions,

Which you denied me 5 was that done like Cajjius f
Should I have anfvver'd Caius Cajfius fo ?

When Marcus Brutus grows fo covetous,

To lock fuch rafcal counters from his friends,

Be ready, Gods, with all your thunderbolts,

Dam 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 mould bear a friend's infirmities,

But Brutus makes mine^greater than they are.

Bru. I do not : will you practife that on me ?

Caf. You love me not.

Bru, I do net like your faults.

Caf. A friendly eye could never fee fuch faults, •

Bru. A flatt'rer's would not, tho' they do appear

As huge as high Olympus,

Caf
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Caf. Come, Antony, and young Offavius, com?-

!

Revenge your felves alone on Cajjius,

For Cajjius is a weary of the world
5

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, learn'd, 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 P/utus* mine, richer than gold
5

If that thou beeft a Roman, take it forth.

I that deny'd thee gold, will give my heart

;

Strike as thou didft atCafar j for I know,
When thou didft hate him worft, thou lov'dft him bettftr

Than ever thou lov'dft Cajjius.

Bru. Sheath your dagger
5

Be angry when you will, it mall have fcope ;

Do what you will, difhonour fhall be humour.
O Cajjius, you are yoaked with a lamb,

That carries anger as the flint bears fire,

Which much enforced, mews a hafty fpark,

And ftraight is cold again.

Caf Hath Caffnis 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#

Caf. Do you confefs fo much ? give me your hand.

Bru. And my heart too, [Embracing*

Caf. O Brutus f

Bru. What's the matter ? v

Caf. Have not you love enough to bear with me,
When that ram humour which my mother gave me
Makes me forgetful ?

Bru. Yes, Caffius, and from henceforth

When you are over-earneft with your Brutus.,

He'll think your mother chides, and leave you fo, #

*— and leave you fo. ,i

Enter Lucius and Titinius, and a Poet.

Poet. Let me go in to fee the Generals,
Tfceflp is fome grudge between 'em, 'tis not meet
They be alone.

Zmc<
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SCENE IV.
Enter Lucilius and Titinius.

Bru. Lucilius and 7ifhius, bid the commanders
Prepare to lodge their companies to-night.

Caf And come your felves. and bring Mejfala with you
Immediately to us. [Exeunt Lucilius and Titinius.

Bru. Lucius, a bowl of wine.

Caf. I did not think you could have been fo angry,

Bru. O Cajjius, I am fick of many griefs.

Caf. Of your philofophy you make no ufb,

If you give place to accidental evils.

Bru. No man bears forrow better

—

Portia\ dead.

Caf. Ha ! Portia !

Bru. She is dead. *

Caf How 'fcap'd I killing, when I croft you fo ?

O infupportable and touching lofs 1

Upon what ficknefs ? ^
Bru. Impatience of my abfence,

And grief, that young Otlavius with Mark Antony

Have made themfelves fo nrong
;

(for with her death

That tidings came) with this me fell diffract,

And (her attendants abfent) fwallow
1

d fire.

Caf And dy'd fo ?

Bru. Even fo.

Caf. O ye immortal Gods

!

Enter Lucius ivitb Wine and Tapers,

Bru. Speak no more of her : give me a bowl of wine.

In this I bury all unkindnefs, CaJJius. [Drinks*

Caf. My heart is thirfty for that noble pledge.

Luc. You fiiall not come to them.
Poet. Nothing but death fhall flay me,
Caf. How now ? what's the matter?
Poet. For fhame, you Generals j what do you mean?

Love, and be friends, as two iuch men fhould be,

For I have ieen more years I'm Jure th, n ye,
Caf. Ha, ha—how vilely doth this Cynick rhime

!

Bru. Get you hence, lirrah 5
iawcy fellow, hence.

Caf. Bear with him, Brutus, 'tis his fafoion.

Bru. I'll know h;s humour, when he knows his time;
What fhould the wars do with thci'c jingling fools >

Companion, hence.
Caf. Away, away, be gone. {Exit Port.

Bru. Lucilius and Titinius. &C.
- rai,
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Fill, Luciusj 'till the wine o'er-fwell the cup
5

I cannot drink too much cf Brutus^ love.

SCENE V.
Enter Titinius and MefTala.

Bru. Come in, Titinius
5
welcome, good Meffala !

Now fit we clofe about this taper here,

And call in queftion our ncceflities.

Caf Oh Portia I art thou gone ?

Bru. No more, I pray you.

Me{falaf I have here received letters,

That young Oclavius, and Mark Antony,
Come down upon us with a mighty power,
Bending their expedition tow'rd'Philipfi.

Mef. My felf have letters of the felf-fame tenour.

Bru, With what addition ?

Mef. That by profcripticns, and bills of outlawry
Oflavius, Antony, and Lepidus
Have put to death an hundred Senators.

Bru. Therein our letters do not well agree
;

Mine fpeak of fcv'nty Senators, that dy'd

By their profcriptions, Cicero being one.

Caf. Cicero one ?

Mef Cicero is dead ; and by that order of profcription.

Had you your letters from your wife, my Lord ?

Bru. No, Meffala.

Mef Nor nothing in your letters writ of her ?

Bru. Nothing, Meffala.

Mef. That, methinks, is Grange.

Bru. Why afe you ? hear you ought of her in yours ?

M-f. No, my Lord.

Bru. Now, as you are a Reman, tell me true.

Mef Then like a Roman bear the truth I tell

;

For certain me is dead, and by ftrange manner.
Bru. Why, farewel Portia—we muft die, Meffala*

With meditating that me muft die once,

I have the patience to endure it now.
Mef. Ev'n fo great men great lofies mculd endure.

Caf I have as much of this in art as you,
But yet my nature could not bear it fo.

Bru t Well, to our work alive. What do you think
Of
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Of marching to Philippi prefently ?

Caf. 1 do not think it good,

Bru. Yourreafon?

Caf. This it is:

'Tis better that the enemy feek us,

So /hall he wafte his means, weary his foldierty

Doing himfelf offence j whilft we lying ftill,

Are full of reft, defence and nimbienefs.

Bra. Good reafons mull of force give place to better.

The people Philippi and this ground,

Do ftand but in a forc'd affection
5

For they have grudg'd us contribution.

The enemy, marching along by them,
By them mall make a fuller number up,

Come on refrefh'd, new added, and encourag'd
;

From which advantage ihall we cut him off",

If at Philippi we do face him there,

Thefe people at our back.

Caf. Hear me, good brother

Bru. Under your pardon.—You muft: note be/ide^,

That we have try'd the utmoft of our friends,

Our legions are brim-full, our caufe is ripe
j

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 mallows, and in mifcries.

On fuch a full fea are we now a-float,

And wo muft take the current when it ferves,

Or loie our ventures.

Caf Then with your will, go on ; we will along

Our felves, and meet them at Philippi,

Bru. The deep of night is crept upon our talk,

And nature muft obey neceffity,

Y/hich we will niggard with a little reft.

There is no more to fay.

Caf. No more
5
good night ;

Early to-morrow we will rife, and her.ee.

Enter
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Enter Lucius.

Bru, Lucius, my gown 3 how farewel, good McJJala.

[Exit Lucius*

Good -night, Titinius : noble, noble Cajfius,

Good-night, and good repofe.

Caf, O my dear brother !

This was an ill beginning of the night :

Never come fuch divifion' 'tween our fouls

!

Let it not, Brutus.

Re-enter Lucius %vtth the Gozvn*

Bru. Ev'ry thing is well.

lit. Mef. Good- night, Lord Brutus!

Bru. Farewef, every one. [Exeunt*

Give me the gov/n. Where is thy inftrument ?

Luc. Here in the tent.

Bru, What, thou fpeak'ft drowfily ?

Poor knave, I blame thee not 5 thou art o'er-watch'd.

Call Claudius, and fome other of my men ?

I'll have them fleep on cufhions in my tent.

Luc, Varro and Claudius!

SCENE VI.
Enter Varro and Claudius',

Par, Calls my Lord ?

Bru. I pray you, Sirs, lye in my tent, and (leep
;

It may be, I mall raife you by and by,

On bufmefs to my brother CaJJius,

Var. So pleafe you,we will ftand, and watch your pleaJEure,

Bru. I will not have it fo ;
lye down, good Sirs

;

It may be I fhall otherwile bethink me.
I,ook, Lucius, here's the book I fought for fo

5

1 put it in the pocket of my gown.

Luc. I was Aire 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 rtrain or two ,
?

Luc. Ay, my Lord, an't pleafe you.

Bru, It does, my boy
j

I trouble thee too much, but thou art willing,

Luc. It is my duty, Sir.

Bru. I mould not urge thy duty paft thy might

;

Vql. VU, V %
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I know young bloods look for a time of reft.

Luc. I have flept, my Lord, already.

Bru. It was well done, and thou ihalt fleep again ;

I will not hold thee long. If I do live,

I will be good to thee. [Mufick and a Song.

This is a fleepy tune— O murd'rous Jflumber

!

Lay'ft thou thy leaden mace upon my boy,

That plays thee mufick ? gentle knave, good night
;

I will not do thee fo much wrong to wake thee.

If thou dope 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.

[HeJit; down to read.

SCENE VII.

Enter the Ghoft of Cefar.

How ill this taper burn's !— ha ! who comes here ?

I think it is the weaknefs of mine eyes,

That ihapes this monftrous apparition

—

It comes upon me— Art thou any thing ?

Art thou fome God, fome angel, or feme devil.

That mak'ft my blood cold, and my hair to ftare ?

Speak to me, what thou art.

Ghoft. Thy evil fpirit, Brutus.

Bru. Why com' ft thou ?

. Cboft. To tell thee thou malt fee me at Philippi.

Brv. Then I fhaJJl fee thee again ?

Ghoft. Ay, at Philippi. [Exit Ghoft.

Bru. Why, I will fee thee at Philippi then. •

Now I have taken heart, thou vanimeft,

111 fpirit ; I would hold more talk with thee.

Boy / Lucius ! Varro ! Claudius ! Sirs ! awake.

Claudius ! i

Luc. The firings, my Lord, are falfe.

Bru. He thinks he ftili is at his inrtrument. 1

%ucius ! awake.

Luc. My Lord

!

Bru. Didft thou dream, Lucius, that thou fo criedrtout

!

Luc. My Lord, I do not know that I did cry.

$ru. Yes, that thou didit j didft thou fee any thing ?
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Luc, Nothing, my Lord.
• Bra. Sleep again, Lucius ; firrah, Claudius, fellow I

Varro ! awake. ,

Far, My Lord

!

Clau. My Lord !

Bvu. Why did you fo cry out, Sirs, in your fleep ?

Both. Did we, my Lord ?

Bru. Ay, faw ycu any thing ?

Var. No, my Lord, I faw nothing.

Clau. Nor I, my Lord. /•

Bru, Go, and commend me to my brother Cajfius 5

Bid him fet on his pow'rs betimes before,

And we will follow.

Both, It lhall be done, my Lord. [Exeunt

*

ACT V. SCENE I.

The Fields of Philippi, ibitb the tivo Camps,

Enter Octavius, Antony, and their Army,
Ocl, jS^OW Antony, our hopes are anfvver'd.

You fajd the enemy would not come down,
But keep the hills and upper regions

;

It proves not fo ; their battels are at hand,

They mean to wage 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

5
they could be content

To vilit other places } and come down
With fearful bravery, thinking by this face

To fatten in our thoughts that they have courage.

But 'tis not fo.

Enter a Mejfcnger,

Mcf, Prepare you, Generals
5

vhe enemy comes on in gallant mew
;

Their bloody fign of battel is hung out,

And fomething's to be done immediately.

Ant. OBauius, lead your battel foftly on,

Upon the left hand of the even field.

OB. Upon the right hand I, keep thou the left.

/int. Why do you crofs me in this exigent ?

Cd. I do not crofs you j but I will do lb. [P.tsrcb.

U z SCENE
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scene 11.

Drum. Enter Brutus, CafTius, and their Army,
Bru. They ftand, and would have parley.

Caf. Stand faft, Titinius, we mull out and talk.

Oft. Mark Antony, mall we give fign of battel ?

Ant. No, Ccefar, we will anfwer on their charge,

Make forth, the Generals would have fome .words.

Oft. Stir not until the fignal.

JBru. Words before blows : is it fo, countrymen ?

Oft. Not that we love words better, as you do.

Bru. Good words are better than bad ftrokes, Oftavius,

Ant. In your bad ftrokes, Brutus, you give good words,

Witnefs the hole you made in Cafar\ heart,

Crying, Long live, bail, Caefar !

Caf. Antony,

The pofture of your blows are yet unknown ;

But for your words, they rob the Hylla bees,

And leave them honeylefs.

Ant. Not ftinglefs too.*

Bru, You threat before you fling.

Ant. Villains ! you did not fo, when your vile daggers

Hack'd one another in the fides of Caefar.

You fhew'd your teeth like apes, and fawri'd like hounds,

And bow'd like bondmen, kifTing Ctefar^s feet ;

Whilft damned Cafca, like a cur, behind

Struck Cafar on the neck. O flatterers !

Caf. Flatterers ! now, Brutus, thank your felf

;

This tongue had not offended fo to-day.

If Caffius might have rul'd.

Oft. Gome, come, thecaufe. If arguing make us fwcafc

The proof of it will turn to redder drops.

Behold, I draw a fword againft confpirators
$

"When think you that the fword goes up again ?

Never, 'till Cafar's three and twenty wounds
Be well aveng'd j or 'till another Cafar

# — -ftinglefs too.

Bru O yes, and foundlcfs too.

For you have rtol'n their buzzing, Antony.

And very wfely threat bei'o.e you iting.

jtot. Villains, &c.

Have
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Have added flaughter to the fword of traitors.

Bru. C<?jar, thou canft net die by traitors hands,

Unlefs thou bring' ft them with thee.

0£i. So I hope
;

I was not born to die on Brutus' (word.

Bru. O if thou wert the nobler! of thy ftrain,

Young man, thou couldft not die more honourable.

Caf. A peeviih fchoel-boy, worthlefs of fuch honour,

Join'd with a mafiier and a reveller.

Ant. Old Cajjius MIL
OS, Come, Antony, away

;

Defiance, traitors, hurl we in your teeth :

If you dare fight to-day, come to the -field
5

If not, when you have ftomachs.

[Exe. O&avius, Antony andArmy,
SCENE III.

Caf, Why, now blow wind, fwell billow, and fwim bark %

The ftorm is up, and all is on the hazard.

Bru, Lucilius,— hark, a word with you.

[Luciiius dfw/Meffala fiandforth.
Luc. My Lord. [Brutus /peaks apart to Luciiius,

Caf. Mcfala I

Mef. What fays my General ?

Caf. Me/Jala,

This is my birth-day ; as this very day
Was Cajfius born. Give me thy hand, Meffala 5

Be thou my witnefs, that againrt my will,

As Fcmpcy was, am I compell'd to fet

Upon one battel all our liberties.

You knew that I held Epicurus ftrong,

And his opinion 5 now I change my mind,
And partly credit things that do pjjefage.

Coming from Sardis, on our foremolt enfign

Two mighty eagles fell, and there they perch'd,
Gorging and feeding from our foldiers hands,
Who to Pbilippi here conforted uc

:

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 us

As we were £ckly prey $ their fhadows feem

» 3 A.
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A canopy moft fatal, linger which

Our army lyes ready to give the ghoft.

Mef. Believe not fo.

Caf. I but believe it partly ;

For I am fre/h of fpirit, and refolv'd

To meet all peril very conftantly.

Bru. Even fo, Lucilius,

Caf. Now, moft noble Brutus,

The Gods to-day ftand friendly, that we may-

Lovers in peace lead on our days to age !

But fince th' affairs of men reft ftill incertain.

Let's reafon with the worft that may befall.

If we do lofe this battel, then is this

The very laft time we mall fpeak together.

\yhat are you then determined to do ?

Bru. Ev'n by the rule of that philofophy,

By which I did blame Cato for the death

"Which he did give himfelf j I know not how,
But I do find it cowardly, and vile,

For fear of what might fall, fo to prevent

The time of life
j
arming my felf with patience,

To ftay the providence of fomc 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, Cjfjius, no ; think not, thou noble Reman,
That ever Brulus will go bound to Rome

j

He bears too great a mind. But this fame day

Muft end that work the Ides of March begun.

And whether we mail meet again, I know not
$

Therefore our everlafting farewel take
;

For ever, and for ever, farewel, Caffius

!

Jf we do meet again, why, we fhaii fmile ;

If not, why then this parting was well made.

Caf. Forever, and for ever, farewel, Brutus!

£f we do meet again, we'll fmile indeed
j

Jfnot, 'tis true, this parting was well made.

Bru. Why then lead on. O that a man might know
•^he end of this day's bufinefs ere it come !
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But it fufficeth, that the day will end,

And then, the end is known. Come, ho, away. [Exeunt.

SCENE IV.

Alarum. Enter Brutus and MeiTala.

Bru. Ride, ride, Meffala, ride and give thefe bills

Unto the legions on the other fide. [Loud alarum.

Let them fet on at once ; tor I perceive

But cold demeanour in OtlaviuC wing

;

One fudden pufh gives them the overthrow.

Ride, ride, Mcjjala, let them all come down. [Exeunt*

Alarum. Enter Cafiius and Titinius.

Caf. O look, Titinius, look, the villains fly !

My felf have to mine own turn'd enemy ;

This enfign here of mine was turning back,

I flpw the coward, and did take it from him.

Tit. O Capus, Brutus gave the word too early,

Who having fome advantage on OElavius

Took it too eagerly ; his foldiers fell to fpoil,

Whilit we by Antony were all inclos'd.

Enter Pindarus.

Pin. Fly further off, my Lord, fly further off,

Jidark Antony is in your tents, my Lord
5

Fiy therefore, noble Cajjius, fly far off.

Caf. This hill is far enough. Look, look, Titinius,

Are thofe my tents where I perceive the fire ?

Tit. They are, my Lord.

Caf. Titinius, if thou lov'ft me,
Mount thou my horfe, and hide thy fpurs in him,

'Till he have brought thee up to yonder troops

And here again 5 that I may reft affur'd,

Whether yond troops are friend or enemy.
Tit. I will be here again, ev'n with a thought. [Exit*

Caf. Go, Pindarus, get higher on that hill,

My fight was ever thick
;
regard Titinius,

And tell me what thcu not' ft about the field. [Exit Pin.

This day I breathed firft 5 time is come round.

And where I did begin, there mall I end
;

jvly life is run its compafs. Now, what news ?

Witkin, Oh, my Lord!

Caf
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Caf, What news ?

Pit?, Within. Titinius is inclofed round about <
•

; With horfemen, that make to him on the fpur,

Yet he fpurs on. Now they are almoft on him
;

'Titinius ! now fome light oh, he lights too—:

—

He's ta'en and hark, they fhout for joy. [Sher/t*

Caf Come down, behold no more
j

Oh coward that I am, to live fo long,

To fee my bell friend ta'en before my face.

Enter Pindarus.

Come hither, firrah
;

In Partbia did I take thee prifoner,

And then I fwore thee, faving of thy life,

That whatfoever I did bid thee do,.

Thou fhouldit attempt it. Come, now keep thine oath,

Now be a freeman, and with this good fword

That ran through Cafar's bowels, fearch this bofom.

Stand not to anfwer j here take thou the hilt,

v And when my face is cover'd, as 'tis now,
Guide thou the fword Cafar, thou art reveng'd

Ev'n with the fword that kill'd thee. [Kith himfeIf.
Pin. So I am free, yet would not fo have been,

Durft I have done my will. 0 Cajfius,

Far from this country Pindarus lhall run,

Where never Roman fhall take note of him. [Exiti

SCENE V. j?fffw Titinius, and MefLla.

Msf. It is but change, Titinius 5 for Q5ia<vius

Is overthrown by noble Brum? power,

As CaJJiu? legions are by Antony,

'Tit. Thcfe tidings will well comfort CaJJius,

Mef. Where did you leave him ?

lit. All difconfclate,

With Pindarus his bondman, on this hill.

Mef. Is not that he, that lyes upon the ground ?

S7f. He lyes not like the living. Oh my heart L
Mef. Is not that he ?

Tit. No, this was he, Mejfala,

But Caffius is no more ! Oh fetting fun,

As in thy red rays thou doft fink to night,

So ia his red blood Cajfiu? day is fet
j

The
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The fun of Rome is fet ! our day is gone,

Clouds, dews, and dangers come j our deeds are done $

Miftrufl of my fuccefs hath done this deed.

Mef. Miftruft of good fuccefs hath done this deed.

Oh hateful Error, Melancholy's child !

Why doft thou mew to the apt thoughts of men
The things that are not ? Error, toon conceiv'd,

Thou never com'ft unto a happy birth,

But Jciirft the mother that engender'd thee.

Tit. What, Pindattus ! where art thou, Pindarus ?

Mef. Seek him, 'jitinius, whilft I go to meet

The noble Brutus, thrufting this report

Into his ears j I may fay, thrufting it
j

.For piercing fteel and-^arts invenomed

Shall be as welcome to the ears of Brutus,

As tidings of this fight.

Tit, Hyejou, Mcjjala,

And I will feek for Pindarus the while, [Exit MefTala*

Why didft thou fend me forth, brave CaJJius ?
Did I not meet thy friends, and did not they

Put on my brows this wreath of victory,

And bid me give it thee ? didft thou not hear their ihouts ?

Alas, thou haft rnifconftru'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 Caius Cajfuis.

By your leave, Gods—This is a Roman's part [Stabs bimfelf.

Come, CaJ/ius* fword, and find Titinius* heart, [Dies,

SCENE VI.
Alarum. £nter Brutus, Mefi'ala, young Cato, Strato,

Volumnius, and Lucilius.

J3ru. Where, where, McJ/d/a, doth his body lye ?

Mef. Lo, yonder, and Titinius mourning it.

Bru. Titinius' face is upward.

Cato, He is flain.

Bra, Oh Julius Cafar, thou art mighty yet

!

Thy fpirit walks abroad, and turns our fwords

|n our own proper entrails. [Lcvj alarums,

Qato, Brave Tjpnius /

Look,
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Look, if he have not crown'd dead CaJJius I

Bru. Are yet two Romans living fuch as thefe ?

Thou laft of all the Romans ! fare thee well
j

It is impoifible that ever Rome
Should breed thy fellow. Friends, I owe more tean
To this dead man, than you mall fee me pay.

I fhall find time, Cajjuis, I mall find time -

Come therefore, and to Tbajfos fend his body
\

His funeral mall not be in our camp,
Left it difcomfort us. Lucilius, come,
And come, young Cato, let us to the field.

Labco and Flanjius fet our battels on.

'Tis three o'clock, and, Romans, yet ere night

We mail try fortune in a fecond figbt. [Exeunt*

SCENE VII. Tec Field of Battel.

Alarum, Enter Brutus, MefTala,Cato, Lucilius,<r«^Flavius,

• Bru, Yet, countrymen, oh yet, hold up your heads,

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 !

A foe to tyrants, and my country's friend.

I am the fon of Marcus Cato, ho !

Enter Soldiers and fight,

Bru. And I am Brutus, Marcus Brutus, I

Brutus my country's friend j know me for Brutus. [Exit,

Luc. Oh young and noble Cato, art thou down ?

WT
hy, now thou dieft as bravely as litinius,

And may'rt be honour' d, being C*rVs fon.

Sold. Yield, or thou dieft,

Luc. I only yield, to die
$

There is fo much, that thou wilt kill me ftraight
5

,
[Giving Lim money.

Kill Brutus, and be honour'd in his death.

Sold. We muft not. Amoble prifoner

!

Enter Antony.

2 Sold, Room, ho ! tell Antony, Brutus is ta'en.

1 Sold. I'll tell the news, here comes the General

:

Brutus is ta'en, Brutus is ta'en, my Lord.

Ant. Whes^ ishe?
Luc. Safe, Antony j Brutus isfafe enough.
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t dare aflure thee, that no enemy
Shall ever take alive the noble Brutus : ,

The Gods defend him from fo great a fhame

!

When you do find him or alive, or dead,

Ke will be found like Brutus, like himfelf.

Ant, This is not Brutus, friend, but I afiure 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 Ocrtfrvius'* tent

Kow every thing is chancM. [Exeunt.

SCENE VIII. Another fart of the Field,

Enter Brutus, Dardanius, Clitus, Strato, and Volumnius.
Bru. Come, poor remains of friends, relt on this rock.

Cli. Statilius fhew'd the torch-light, but, my Lord,
He came not back, he is or ta'en, or (lain.

Bru. Sit thee down, Clitus
; flaying is the word,

It is a deed in fafhion. Hark thee, Clitus— [WMfpering^
Clt. What I, my Lord ? no, not for all the world.

Bru. Peace then, no words.
' Cli. Til rather kill my felf.

Bru. Hark thee, Dardanius I

Dar. I do fuch a deed ?

Cli. Oh Dardanius I

Dar. Oh Clitus !

Cli. What ill re'queft did Brutus make to thee ?

Dar. To kill him, Clitus : look, he meditates,

Cli. Now is that noble vefTel full of grief,

That it runs over even at his eyes.

Bru. Come hither, good Volumnius, lift a word.
'

Vol. What fays my Lord ?

Bru. Why this, Volumnius
;

The Ghoft of Oe/ar hath appear'd to me
Two feveral times by night 5 at Sardis, once

;

,And this laft night, here in Pbilifpi-Fields.

I h now my hour is come.
Vol. Not fo, my Lord.

Bru, Nay, I am lure it is, Volumnius.

Thau fecit the world, Velumiius
i how it goes

5

Our
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Our enemies have beat us to the pit i [Alarum,
It is more worthy to leap in our felves,

Than tarry 'till they pum us. Good Volumnivs,

Thou know'ft that we two went to fchool together j

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.

[Alarumjlllh
Cli. Fly, fly, my Lord, there is no tarrying here.

Bru. Farewel to you, and you j and you, Volumniuu
Strato, thou haft been all this while afleep

$

Farewel to thee too, Strata
;
countrymen,

My heart doth joy, that yet in all my life,

I found no man, but he was true to me.
I mall have glory by this lofing day,

More than Ociavius and MarkAntony
By this vile conqueft mall attain unto.

So fare you well at once, for Brutus
1
tongua

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 ivithin, Fly, fly, fly*

Cli. Fly, my Lord, fly

Bru. Hence ; I will follow thee.

I pr'ythee, Strato, ftay thou by thy Lord
$

Thou art a fellow of a good refpecr,

Thy life hath had fome fmatch of honour in't.

Hold then my fwoid, and turn away thy face,

"While 1 do run upon't. Wilt thou, Strat'o ?

Stra. Give me your hand firft—fare you well, my Lord ?

Bru. Farewel, good Strato Ctefar, now be ftill
5

I kill'd not thee with half fo good a will.

[He runs on his fword and dies,

SCENE IX.

Alarum. Retreat. Enter Antony, O&avius, Meffala.

Lucilius, and the Army.
OB. What man is that ?

Mef. My mafter's man. Strato, where is thymafter ?

Stra. Free from the bondage you are in, Mcjfala 5

The con^u'rors can, but make a fire of him ;

' F«r

i
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For Brutus only overcame himfelf,

And no man elfe hath honour by his death.

Luc. So Brutus mould be fjound. I thank thee, Brutus9

That thou haft prov'd Lucilius* faying true.

Oc7. All tha,t ferv'd Brutus I will entertain them.
Fellow, wilt thou beftow thy time with me ?

Stra. Ay, if McJJala will prefer me to you,

00. Do fo, good Me/fala. *

Mef. How died my Lord, Strato t

Stra. I held the fwdrd, and he did rut* on it,

Mef. Otlanius, take him then to follow thee,

That did the lateft fervice to my matter.

Ant. This was the nobleft Roman of them all

;

All the confpirators, fave only he,

Did that they did in envy of great Cosjar :

He only, in a general honeft thought

And common good to all, 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 !

Oct. According to his virtue let us ufe him,
With all refpeet, and rites of burial.

Within my tent his bones to-night mall lye,

Moft like a foldier. orderM honourably.

So call the field to reft, and let's away,

To part the glories of this happy day.

[Exeunt mnes,
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OCTAVIUS C/ESAR.
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Sex. Pompeius.
Domitius ./Enob arbus,^
Ventidius,
Canidius,
Eros,
SCARUS,
Dercetas,
Demetrius,
Ph ILO,
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Ag ripp a,

DoLABELLA,
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TH YREUS,
Taurus,"
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Menas,
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Va r rius,
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J
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Friends and Followers of
Antony.

Friends to Caefar.

Servants to Cleopatra.Mardian,
Seleucus,
DlOMEDES,
A Socthfayer,

Cloian.

Cleopatra, <$ueen of JEgypt.

Oct a vi a, Sifter to Caefar, and Wife to Antony,

Char mian, 7 Laj;es aftending on Cleopatra.
Iras, S

Amhajfadors from Antony to Caefar, Captains, Soldiers,

Mcjfengcrs, and other Attendants,

*Xbe Scene is differs"d in federal Farts of the Roman

Empire*
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Antony and Cleopatra.

ACT I. SCENE I.

The Palace at Alexandria in ./Egypt.

Enter Demetrius and Philo.

P&il.y^'YAY , but this dotage of our General

O'er-flows the meafure 5 thefe his goodly eye%
^ That o'er the flies 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. Jffis captain's heart,

Which in the fcuffles of great fights hath burft

The buckles on his breaft, reneges ail temper,

And is become the bellows and
#
the fan

To cool a gypfy's luft. Look where they come

!

Enter Antony, and Cleopatra, her Ladies in the Train,

Eunuchsfanning her.

Take but good note, and you mall fee in him
The triple pillar of the world transform'

d

Into a ftrumpet's fool. Behold and fee.

Cke. If it be love indeed, tell me how much ?

Ant. There's beggary in the love that can be reckon'd,

Cleo, I'll fet a borne how far to be belov'd.

Ant. Then mull: thou needs find out new heav'n, new
earth.

Enter a Mejfenger.

Mef. News, my good Lord, from Rome,
> Ant. It grates me. Tell the fum»
Cleo, Nay, hear it, Antony.

X 3 f
Fuhia
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Fulvia perchance is angry ; or who knows,

If the fcarce-bearded C<rjar have not fent

His pow'rful mandate to you j Do this, or this
5

Take in that kingdom, and infranchife that J

Perform' t, or elfe we damn thee.

Ant. How, my love ?

Clco. Perchance, (nay, and mod like,)

vYou mull not ftay here longer, your difmiffion

Is come from Catfar ; therefore hear it, Antony.

Where's Fufoia's procefs ? C*far*s ? I would fay ; both

Call in the meffengers 5 as I'm &gyp?$ Queen,

Thou bluiheft, Antony, and that blood of thine

Is Cafirs homager : fo thy cheeks pay fhame,

When fhrill-tongu'd Fulvia fcolds. The meffengers.

/int. Let Rome in Tyber melt, and the wide arch

- Of the rais'd empire fall ! here is my fpace,

» Kingdoms are clay ; our dungy earth alike

Seeds beaft as man ; the ncblenefs of life _ #

Is to do thus ; when fuch a mutual pair,
<

[Embracing

And fuch a twain can do't 5 in which, I bind

(On pain of punifhment) the world to weet

We Hand up peerlefs.

Cko. Excellent falflicod !

Why did he marry Fuhia , and not love her ?

I'll feem the fool I am not 5
Antony

Will be himfelf.

Ant. But itirr'd by Cleopatra :

Now for the love cf love, and hi? foft hours,

J^et's not confound the time with conference harrti ;

There', not a minute of our lives fliould ftretch

Without fome pleafure now : what fport to-night ?

Cko. Hear the ambafladors.

Ant. Fie, wrangling Queen I

Whom every thing becomes, to chide, to laugh,

To weep ; whofe every pamon fully drives *
f

To make it felf in thee fair and admir'd.

No meflcnger but thine j and all alone

To-night we'll wander through the ftreets, and note

The qualities of people. Come,, my Queen,
^
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Laft night you did defire it. Speak not to us. v

[Exeunt with their train*

Dem. Is Cafar with Ant onius prizM fo flight ?

Phil. Sir, fometimes, when he is not Antony9

He comes too ihort of that great property

Which ftill fhould go with Antony*

Dan. I'm forry,

That he approves the common liar Fame,
Who fpeaks him thus at Rome j but I will hope

Of better deeds to-morrow. Reft you happy ! [Exeunt*

SCENE II.

j?fl^>\^nobarbus,Charmian, Iras,Alexas, and a Soothfayer.

Char. Alexas, fweet Alexas, moft any thing Alexas, al-

moft mo ft abfolute Alexas, where
1

s the Soothfayer that you
prais'd to th' Queen ? Oh ! that I knew this hufband

which, you fay, muft change for horns his garlands.

Alex, Soothfayer !

Sooth. Your wiU ?

'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 your hand.
AE.no. Bring in the banquet quickly : wine enough^

Cleopatra"?, health to drink.

Char. Good Sir, give me
Good fortune.

Sooth. Madam, I make not, but forefee.

Char. Pray then, forefee me one.

Sooth. You fhall be yet

Far fairer than you are.

Char. He means in rlelh.

Iras. \No, you fhall paint when old.

Char. Wrinkles forbid !

Alex. Vex not his prefcience, be attentive.

Char. Hufh !

Sooth. You fhall be more beloving, than beloved.

Char. I had rather heat my liver with much drinking.

Alex. Nay, hear him.
Char. Good now, fome excellent fortune ! Let me be

married to three Kings in a forenoon, and widow them all 5

let
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let me have a child at fifty, to whom Herod of Jewry may
<io homage. Find me, to marry me with, Oftavius Ca-
Jar j and companion me with my mifrrefs.

Sooth. You mall out-live the Lady whom you ferve.

Char, Oh excellent, I love long life better than figs.

Sooth. You have feen and proved a fairer former fortune,

than that which is to approach.

Char. Then belike my children mall have no names
j

Pr'ythee, how many boys and wenches rauft I have ?

Sooth. If every of your wi flies had a womb,
And fertile every wifli, a million.

Char. Out, out, fool, I forgive thee for a witch.

Alex. You think none but your meets are privy to

Your wifhes.

Char. Nay come, and tell Iras hers.

Alex. We'll know all our fortunes.

A£.no. Mine, and mofl of our fortunes to-night, mall bp

to go drunk to bed.

Iras. There is a palm prefages chaftity,

If nothing elle.

Char. Ev'n as th' o'erflowing Nile prefageth famine.

Iras. Go, you wild bedfellow, you cannot foothfay.

Char. Nay, if an oily palm be not a fruitful prognofti-

cation, 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 laid.

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 hufband's nofe.

Char. Our worfer thoughts heav'nsmend !—'Alexas—» \

Come, his fortune, his fortune. Oh let him marry a

woman that cannot go, fweet Ifis, I befeech thee, and let

her die too, and give him a worfe, and let worfe follow

worfe, 'till the worft of all follow him laughing to his grave,

fifty-fold a cuckold. Good IJis, hear me this prayer,

though thou deny rne a matter of more weight
5
good Ifis,

I befeech thee

!
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Iras . Amen, dear Goddefs, hear that prayer cf the people

!

For, as it is a heart-breaking to fee a handfomc man Joofe-

wiv'd, fo it is a deadly forrow, to behold a foul knave un-

cuckolded
5

therefore, dear JJis y
keep decorum, and for-

tune him accordingly.

Char. Amen.
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 III. Enter Cleopatra.

JEno. Hufh, here comes Antony.

Char. Not he, the Queen.
Cleo. Saw you my Lord ?

JEno. No, Lady.

Cleo. Was he not here ?

Char. No, Madam.
Cleo. He was difpos'd to mirth, but on the fudden

A Roman thought had Itruck him. JEnobarbus I

JEno. Madam.
Cleo. Seek him, and bring him hither 5 where's Alexas ?
Alex. Here at your fervice

;
fee, my Lord approaches.

Enter Antony with a McJJ'enger and Attendants.

Cleo. We will not look upon him
5
go with us. [Exeunt.

Mef. Fahjia thy wife firft came into the field.

Ant . Againft my brother Lucius ?

Mef. Ay, but foon

That war had end, and the time's ftate made friends

Of them, jointing their forces againft Ca?far,

Whofe better iffue in the war, from Italy

Upon the firft encounter, drave them.

Ant. Well,

What worfe ?

Mef, The nature of bad news infects the teller.

Ant. When it concerns the fool or coward : on.

Things that are part, are done, with me : *Tis thus—

—

Who tells me true, though in the tale lye death,

I hear as if he flatter' d.

Mef. Labienus

Hath, with his Parthian force, thro' extended AJia,
His conqu'ring banner from Euphrates Ihook

Ani
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And Syria, to Lydia and Ionia
5

Whilft

Ant. Antony thou wouldft fay.

Mef. Oh, my Lord !

Ant. Speak to me home, mince not the gen'ral tongue^

Name Cleopatra as fhe's call'd in 'Rome.

Rail thou in Fuhia's phrafe, and tauntjny faults

With fuch full licence, as both truth and malice

Have power to utter. Oh then we bring forth weeds,

When our quick minds lye ftill ; and our ill, told us,

Is as our earing j fare thee well a while.

Mef. At your noble pleafure.

Ant. From Sicyan how the news? fpeak there.

Mef. The man from Sicyon, is there fuch an one ? [Exit*

Attend. He flays upon your will.

Ant. Let him appear
;

Thefe ftrong Mgyptian fetters I muft break,

Or lofe my felf in dotage. What are you ?

Enter another MeJJ'enger nuitb a letter,

1 Mef. Fidvia thy wife is dead.

Ant. Where died me ?

2 Mef. In Sicyon.

Her length of ficknefs with what elfe more ferious

Jmporteth thee to know, this bears.

Ant. Forbear me. [Exit Mefjengera

There's a great fpirit gone ! thus I defir'd it.

What our contempts do often hurl from us,

We wifti it ours again j the prefent pleafure,

By revolution lowring, does become
The oppoflte of itfelf 5 file's good, being gone

;

The hand could pluck her back, thatfhov'd her on.

I muft from this enchanting Queen break off".

Ten thoufand harms, more than the ills I know,
My idlenefs doth hatch. How now, Ai nobarlui f

Enter ^nobarbus.
A£no. What's your pleafure, Sir ?

Ant. I muft with hafte from hence.

AZno. Why then we kill all our women. We fee how
mortal an unkindnefs is to them 5 if theyfufFer our depar -

ture, death's the word.

Ant. I muft be gone. A£no,
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JEno, Under a compelling occafion, let women die. It

were pity to caft them away for nothing, though between

them and a great caufe, they mould be efteem'd nothing.

Cleopatra catching but the leaft noife of this dies inftantly
\

I have feen her die twenty times upon far poorer moment

:

I do think there is mettle in death, which commits fomc

loving act upon her, me hath fuch alacrity in dying.

Ant, She is cunning paft man's thought.

JEno, Alack, Sir, no 5 her paflions are made of nothing

but the fineft part of pure love. We cannot call her winds

and waters, fighs and tears : they are greater ftorms and

tempers than almanacks can report. This cannot be cun-

ning in her : if it be, me makes a fhow'r of rain as well as

Jove.
Ant. Would I had never feen her !

JEno. Oh Sir, you had then left unfeen a wonderful piece

of work, which not to have been bleft withal, would have
diicredited your travel.

Ant. Fulvia is dead.

JEno. Sir! s

Ant. Fulvia is dead,,

AE.no. Fuhiaf
Ant. Dead.

JEno. Why, Sir, give the Gods a thankful facriflce j

when it pleafeth their deities to take the wife of a man.

from him, they mew to man the tailors of the earth ; com*
forting him therein, that when old robes are worn out

s

there are numbers to make new. If there were no more
women but Fit/via, then had you indeed a cut, and the

cafe were to be lamented : this grief is'crowned with conw

folation, your old fmock brings forth a new petticoat, and
indeed the tears live in an onion that mould water this forrow*

Ant. The bufinefs me hath broached in the Irate,

Cannot endure my abfence.

JEno. And the bufinefs you have broach' d here cannot
be without you, efpecially that of Cleopatra, which wholly
depends on your aboad.

Ant. No more light anfwers : let our officers

Have notice what we purpofe. I mall break
JliQ caafe of our expedience to the Queen,

And
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And get her leave to part. For not alone

The death of Fit/via, with more urgent touches,

Doth ftrongly fpeak t'us ; but the letters too

Of many our contriving friends in Rome
Petition Vis at home. Sextus Pompeius

Hath giv'n the dare to Ccefar, and commands
The empire of the fea. Our flipp'ry people,

(Whofe love is never link'd to the deferver,

'Till his deferts are part,) begin to throw
Pompey the Great and all his dignities

Upon his ion j who high in name and pow'r,

Higher than both in bldod and life, Hands up
For the main foldier j whofe quality going on

The fides o* th' world may danger. Much is breedings

Which, like the * courfer's hair, hath yet but life

And not a ferpent's poifon. Say, our pleafure,

To fuch whofe place is under us, requires

Our quick remove from hence.

AEno. I'll do't. [Exeunt,

SCENE IV.
Enter Cleopatra, Charmian, Alexas, and Iras,

Geo, Where is he ?

Char, I did not fee him fince.

Geo, See where he is, who's with him, what hedo'i,

I did not fend you 5 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.

,
Geo, What fliould I do, I do not ?

Char, In each thing give him way, crofs him in nothing.

Geo. Thou teacheft like a fool : the way to lofe him.

Char, Tempt him not fo, too far. I wifh, forbear
j

In time we hate that which we often fear,

Enter Antony,
But here comes Antony.

Geo. I'm fick, and fullen.

* Alludes to an old idle notion that the hair of 3 horfe dropt into

corrupted water, will turn to an animal*

Anu
4
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Ant. I am forry to give breathing to my purpofe.

Cleo. Help me away, AzzrCharmian, 1 /hall fall,

It cannot be thus long, the fides of nature [Seeming to faint*

Will not fuftain it.
'

Ant. Now, my deareft Queen,—-
Clco, Pray you ftand farther from me.
Ant. What's the matter ?

Cko. I know by that fame eye there's fome good news*

What fays the marry'd woman ? you may go
$

Would fhe had never given you leave to come \

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
Clco. Oh never was there Queen

So mightily betrayM
j

yet at trie firft

I faw the treafons planted.

Ant. Cleopatra ,

Cleo. Why /hould I think you can be mine, and true.

Though you with fwearing fhake the throned Gods,
Who have been falfe to Fufoia f riotous madnefs

!

To be entangled with thefe mouth-made vows,
Which break themfelves in fwearing.

Ant. Aloft fweet Queen,
Clco. 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
3

Eternity was in our lips, and eyes,

Blifs in our brows, none of our parts fo poor,

But was a ray of heav'n. They are fo ftill,

Or thou the greateft foldier of the world
Are turn'd the greateft liar.

Ant. How now, Lady ?

Cleo, I would I had thy inches, thou fhouldft. know
There was a heart in Aigypt.

Ant. Hear me, Queen
j

The ftrong neceiTity of time commands
Our fervices awhile ; but my full heart

Remains -in ufe with you. Our Italy

Shine/o'er with civil fwords j Sextus Pompeius
Makes his approaches to the port of Rome,
Vol. VII, Y Equality
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Equality of two domeftick pow'rs

Breeds fcrupulous faction ; the hated , grown to ftrength,

Are newly grown to love j the condemn'd Pompcy,
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 mould falve my going,

Is Fuhia^s death.

Clco. Though age from folly could not give me freedom,

It does from childifhnefs. Can Fulvia die ?

Ant. She's dead, my Queen.
Look here, and at thy fovereign leifure read

The garboils me awale'd 5 at the laft, bell.

See when, and where me died.

Cleo. O moft falfe love !

Where be the facred vials thou mou'dft fill

With forrowful water ? now I fee, I fee,

In Fulvia^s death, how mine mall be receiv'd.

Ant. Quarrel no more, but be prepar'd :o know
The purpofes I bear ; which are, or ceafe,

As you wall give th' advices \ by the fire

That quickens NtJus
1
flime, I go from hence

Thy ;foldier, lervant, making peace or war,

As thou affe&Tt.

Clco. Cut my lace, Charman, come ;

But let it be, I'm quickly ill, and well.

So Antony loves.

Ant. My precious Queen, forbear,

And give true evidence to his love^ which Hands

An honourable tryal.

Cleo, So Fulvia told me,
I pr'ythee turn afide, and weep for her,

Then bid adieu to me, and fay the tears

Belong to /Egypt. Good now, play one fce/ie

Of excellent diftembling, let it look

Like perfect honour. •

Ant, You'll heat my blood 5 no more.

Cleo, You can do better yet } but tins is meetly*
* Ant*
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Ant . Now by my fword—
Geo. 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 andlmuft part, but that's not it,

Sir, you and I havelov'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 fubjecl:, I fhould take you
For idlenefs it felf.

Cleo, 'Tis fweating labour,

To bear fuch 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

Sitlawrell'd victory, and fmooth fuccefs

Be ftrew'd before your feet

!

Ant. Let us go : come,
Our feparation fo abides and flies,

That thou refiding here, goeffc yet with me,
And I hence fleeting, here remain with thee.

Away. [Exeunt*

SCENE V. Caefar's Palace in Rome.
Enter Octavius Caefar reading a letter, Lepidus, and

Attendants.

Caf. You may fee, Lepidus, and henceforth know,
It is not Cafar^s natural vice, to hate

A great competitor. From Alexandria

This is the news j he fi/hes, drinks, and waftes

The lamps of night in revels j not more manly
Than Cleopatra , nor the Queen of Ptolemy

* Allforgotten, is an old way of fpeaking for, dp to forget every

thing.

Y z More
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More womanly than he
j
hardly gave audience,

Or did vouchfafe to think that he had partners.

You fhall find there a man, who is the abftract

Of all faults all men follow.

Lep, I muft not think

They're evils enough to darken all his goodnefsj

His faults in him feem as the fpots of ermine,

Or fires by night's blacknefs : hereditary,

Rather than purchaft 5 what he cannot change,

Than what he chufes.

Caf. You're too indulgent. Let us grant it is not

Amifs to tumble on the bed of Ptolemy,

To give a kingdom for a mirth, to lit

And keep the turn of tipling with a flave,

To reel the ftreets at noon, and ftand the, buffet

With knaves thatfmell of fweat
$

fay this becomes him 3
(As his compofure muft be rare indeed

Whom thefe things cannot blemifh) yet muft Antony

No way excufe his foils, when we do bear

So great weight in his lightnefs. If he fill'd

His vacancy with his voluptuoufnefs

;

Full furfeits, and the drynefs of his bones,

Call on him for't. But to confound fuch time,

That drums him from his fport, and fpeaks as loud

As his own ftate, and ours 3 'tis to be chid,

As we rate boys, who immature in knowledge,

Pawn their experience to their prefent pleafure,

And fo rebel to judgment.

Enter a Mejfcnger.

hep. Here's more news.

Mef. Thy biddings have been done ; and every hour,

Moft noble Cafar, malt 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.

&ef. I mould have known no lefs
;

It hath been taught us from the primal ftate,

That he which is, was wifli'd until he were :

Aiii
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And the ebb'd man, ne'er lov'd 'till ne'er worth love,

*Comes 'dear'd by being lack'd. The common body,

Like to a vagabond flag upon the ftream,

Goes to, and back, lacquying the varying tide

To rot it felf with motion.

Mef. Cafar, I bring thee word,

Menecrates and Menas, famous pirates,

Make the fea ferve them, which they ear and wound *

With keels of every kind. Many hot inroads

They make in Italy, the borders maritime

Lack blood to think on't, and flufh youth revolt.

No vefiel can peep forth, but 'tis as foon

Taken as feen : for Pompey^s name ftrikes more
Than could his war refiited.

Caf. Antony,

Leave thy lafcivious wafTails. When thou once
From Mutina wert beaten, where thou flew'ft

Hirtius and Pan/a confuls, at thy heel

Did famine follow, which 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 palate then did deiga

The rougher!: berry on the rudeft hedge :

Yea, like the flag, when fnow the pafture meets,

The barks of trees thou browfed'ft. On the Alps,

It is reported thou didft eat ftrange flefh,

Which fome did die to look on 3 and all this,

(It wounds thine honour that 1 fpeak it now,}
Was born fo like a foldier, that thy cheek

So much as lank'd not.

Lep. It is pity of him.

Caf. Let his ihames quickly

Drive him to Rome 5 time is it that we twain ^
Did mew ourfelves i' th' field, and to that end
AfTemble we immediate council

j
Pompcy

Thrives in our idlenefs.

Lep. To-morrow, Cafar,
I /hall be furnifh'd to inform you rightly,

Both what by fea and land I can be, able,

y 3 t«
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To front this prefent time.

Caf. 'Till which encounter,

It is my bufinefs too.

Lep. Farewel, my Lord
;

What you mall know mean time of ftirs abroad,

I jfhall befeech you, let me be partaker.

Caf. Doubt it not, Sir, I knew it for my bond.

Farewel. [Exeunt*

SCENE VI. The Palace in Alexandria.

Enter Cleopatra, Charmian, Iras, and Mardian,

Cleo, Charmian t

Char, Madam.
Cleo. Ha, ha,—give me to drink Mandragcras.

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.
Cfeo. O, that is treafon.

Char. Madam, I truft not fo.

Cleo, Thou eunuch, Mardian I

Mar. What is your Highnefs' pleafure ?
'

Cleo. Not now to hear thee ling. I take no pleafurc

In ought an eunuch has ; 'tis well for thee,

That being unfeminar'd, thy freer thoughts

May not fly forth of AEgypt. Haft thou affections?

Mar. Yes, gracious Madam.
Cleo. Indeed ?

Mar. Not in deed, Madam, for I can do nothing

But what indeed is honeit to be done

:

Yet have I fierce affections, and think

What Venus did with Mars,
Cleo. Oh Charmian I

Where think'ft thou he is now ? ftands he, or fits he?
Or does he walk ? or is he on his horfe P

Oh happy horfe to bear the weight of Antony !

Do bravely, horfe, for wot' It thou whom thou mov'ft?
The demy Atlas of this earth, the arm
And burgonct of man. He's fpeaking now,
Or murmurin g, Where 's my ferpent of old Nile ?

For fo he calls me ; bow I fscu my felf

With



Antony and Cleopatra.

With mod delicious poifon : Think on me,
That am with Phoebus' amorous pinches black,

And wrinkled deep in time. Broad-fronted Ca.Jar%

"When thou waft here above the giound, I was

A morfel for a Monarch j and great Pompey

Would ftand and make his eyes grow in my brow,

There would he anchor his afpect, and die

With looking on his life.

Enter Alcxas.

Alex. Sovereign of AZgvpt, hail

!

Clco. How much art thou unlike Mark Antony f
Yet coming from him, that great med'ein hath

With his tine! gilded thee. How goes it with

My brave Mark Antony f

Alex. Laft thing he did, dear Queen,

He kift, the laft of many doubled kiftes,

This orient pearl. His fpeech fticks in my heart,

Clco. Mine ear muft pluck it thence.

Alex. Good friend, quoth he,

Say the firm Roman to great Af.gypt fends

This treafure of an oyfter j at whofe foot,

To mend the petty prefent, I will pace

Her opulent throne with kingdoms. All the Eaft^,

Say thou, mall call her miftrefs. So he nodded,

And foberly did mount an arm- girt ftced,

Who neigh
1

d fo high, that what I would have fpoke

Was beaft-like dumb'd by him.

Cleo. What, was he lad

Or merry?
Alex. Like to the time o' th' year, between

TIT extreams of hot and cold, he was not lad

Nor merry.

Clco. Oh well divided difpofition !

Note him, good Cbarmian, 'tis the man ; but note hi

He was not fad, for he would mine on thofe

That make their looks by his. He was not merry,
Which feemM to tell them, his remembrance lay

In JEgypt with his joy ; but between both.

Oh heav'nly mingle ! be'ft thou fad, or menyp

The violence, of either thee becomes,
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So do's it no man clfe. Met' ft thou my pofts ?

Alex. Ay, Madam, twenty feyeral mefiengers.

Why do you fend fo thick ?

Cleo. Who's born that day
#

When I forget to fend to Antony,

Shall die a beggar. Ink and paper, Ckarm'ian.

Welcome, my good Alexas. Did I, Charmian,

Ever love Cafar fo ?

, Char: Oh, that brave defar t

Cleo. Be choak'd with fuch another emphanYl
Say, the brave Antony.

Char. The valiant Cafar.

Cleo. By I/is, I will give thee bloody teeth,

If thou with Cafar paragon again

My man of men.
Char. By your molt gracious pardon,

I fing but after you.

Cleo. My fallad days

!

When I was green in judgment, cold in blood !

To fay, asT faid then ! But come away,

Get me ink and paper ; he fhall have every day

A feveral greeting, or I'll unpeople Algypt. [Exeunt*

A C T II. SCENE I.

Sicily.
Enter Pompey, Menecrates, and Menus.

Pom. T F the great Gods be juft, they mall alfcft

The deeds ofjufteft 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 fue 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 mall do well

:

The people love me, and the fea is mine
5

My power's a crefcent, and my auguring hope
Says it will come to th' full, Mark Antony

In
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InJEgypt fits at dinner, and wilFmake
,No wars without doors. Cafar gets mony where

He lofes hearts
5
Lcpidus flatters both,

Of both is fiatter'd $ but he neither loves,

Nor either cares for him.

Mcne. Cafar and Lcpidus

Arc in the field, a mighty ftrength they carry.

Pom. Where have you this ? 'tis falfe.

Mcne. From Sthins. Sir.

Pern. He dream:
5
they are in Rome together looking

For Antony : but all the charms of love,

Salt Cleopatra, foften thy wan lip !

Let witchcraft join with beauty, lun: with both 5

Tie up the libertine in a field of feafts,

Keep his brain fuming
j
Epicurean cooks,

iSharpen with cloylefs favvce his appetite
;

That fleep and feeding may prorogue his honour,

Even to aLcthe'd dulnets

!

Enter Varrius.

How now, Varrius f

Var. This is molt certain, that I mall deliver

:

Mark Antony is every hour in Rome
Expected. Since he went from JEgypt> 'tis

A fpace for farther travel.

Pom. I could have given lefs matter

A better ear. Menas, I did not think

This am'rous furfciter would have donn'd his helm
For fuch a petty war ; his foldierfhip

Is twice the other twain 5 but let us rear

The higher our opinion, that our furring

Can from the lap of JEgypfs widow pluck

The ne'er lu ft- wearied ^Sto^y.

Men. I cannot hope,

Cafar and Antony lhall well greet together.

His wife, who's dead, did trefpaffes to Cafar,
His brother warr'd upon him, although 1 think
Not mov'd by Antony.

Pom. I know not, Menas,
How lelTer enmities may give way to greater.

Were't not that we Hand up againA them all,

'Twere
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'Tvvere pregnant they mould fquare between themfelves $

For they have entertained caufe enough
To draw their fwords ; 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 ftrongeft hands.

Come, Mcnas. [Exeunt,

SCENE II. ROME,
Enter ./Enorbarbus and Lepidus.

Lep,- Good JEncbarbui, 'tis a worthy deed.

And mall become you well, entreat your captain

To fort and gentle fpcech.

Aino. I mall entreat him
To anfwer like himfelf

j
,if Cxfar move him,

Let Antony look over Capias head,

And fpeak as loud as Mars. By Jupiter, .

Were I the wearer of Antonio*'§ beard,

I would not fliave't to-day.

Lep. 'Tis not a time

For private ftomaching. .

/Eno. Every time

Serves for the matter that is then born irft.

Lep. But fmall to greater matters mufl: give way*

A, no. Not if the fmall come firft.

Lep. Your fpeech is paflion
;

But pray you ftir no embers up. Here comes

The noble Antony.

Enter Antony and Ventidius.

y3£wc. And yonder Ctffar.

Enter Caefar, Mecaenas, and Agrippa.

Ant. If we compofe well here, to Parthia.—
Hark thee, Vtntulius.

Caj. I do not know, Mectenai ; a/k Agrippa.

Lep. Noble friends,

That which combin'd us was moft great, and let not

A leaner action rend us. What's amife,

May it be gently heard ! when we debate
,

Our trivial difference loud, we do commit
Murther in lieaiing wounds. Then, noble partners,
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(The rather for I earneftly bcfcech)

Touch you the fowreft points with fwecteft terms,

No curftnefs grow to th' matter.

Ant. 'Tis fpoken well
j

Were we before our armies and to fight,

I fhould 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 are not fb

:

Or being, concern you not.

Caf. I muft be laugh t at,

If, or for nothing, or a little, I

Should fay myfelf offended, and with you
Chiefly i* th' world : mere laught at, that 1 ihculd

Once name you derogately j when to found

Your name it not conccrn'd me.
Ant. My being in /Egypt

9 Cafar 9
what was'ttoyou ?

Caf. No more than my refiding here at Rome
Might be to you in /Egypt : if you there

Did practife on my ftate, your being in /Egypt
Might be my queftion.

Ant. How intend you, practis'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'd for you, you were the word of war. *

Ant. You do miftake the bufinefs : my brother never

Did urge me in this act : I did inquire it,

And have my learning from fome true reporters

That drew their ivvords with you. Did he not rather

Difcredit my authority with yours,

And make the wars alike againft my ftomach,

Having alike your caufe ? of this my letters

Before did fatistie you. If you'll patch a quarrel,

As matter whole you've not to make it with,)

t muft. not be with this.

Caf, You praife your fclf,

By
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By laying defects of Judgment to rne : but

You patch up your excufes.

Ant. Not fo, not fo
j

J know you could not lack, I'm certain on*t,

Very neceflity of this thought, that I

Your partner in the caufe 'gainft which he fought

Could not with grateful eyes attend thofe wars
Which fronted mine own peace. As for my wife,

I would you had her fpirit in fuch another
5

The third o* th' world is yours, which with a fnafile

You may pace eafie, but not fuch a wife.

JEtto. Would we had all fuch wives, that the me*
might go to wars with the women.

Ant. So much uncurbable her garboils, Cafar9
Made^out of her impatience, which not wanted
Shrewdnefs of policy too, I grieving grant,

Did you too much difquiet j for that you mud
But fay, I could not help it.

Caf. I wrote to you,

When rioting in Alexandria you

Did pocket up my letters ; and with taunts

Did gibe my mirlive out of audience.

Ant. Sir, he fell on me, ere admitted : then

Three Kings I had newly feafted, and did want

Of what I was i' trf morning : but next day

J told him of my felf, which was as much
As to have afkt him pardon. Let this feiiow

Be nothing of cur ftiife : if we contend,

Out of our queftion wipe him.

Caf. You have broken

The article of your oath, which you fhall never

Have tongue to charge me with.

hep. Soft, Cajar,

Ant. No,
JuCpiduSy let him fpeak,

The honour's facred which he talks on now,

Suppofing that I lackt it : but on, C^far,

The article of my oath.

Caf. To lend me arms and aid, when I re^uir'd them,

Yhe which you both deny'd,

Anu
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Ant . Neglected rather

;

And then when poifon'd hours had bound me up.«

From mine own knowledge. As nearly as I may,
I'll play the penitent to you j but mine honefty

Shall not make poor my greatnefs, nor my power
Work without it. Truth is, that Fa/War,

To have me out of ASgypt, made wars here
;

For which my fclf, the ignorant motive, do
So far a/k pardon, as befits mine honour
To ftoop in fuch a cafe.

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
Speaks to attone you.

Lcp. Worthily fpoken, Meca'nas.

ALno. Or if you borrow one another's love for the in-

itant, you may when you hear no more words of Pompey
return it agaim: you mall have time to wrangle in, when
you have nothing elfe to do. '

Ant. Thou art a foldier only
;
fpeak no more.

JEno. That truth fliould be filent, I had almoft forgot.

Ant. You wrong this prefence, therefore fpeak no more.
JEno. Go to then : your confiderate ftone.

Co?/. I do not much diflike the matter, but

The manner of his fpcech : for't cannot be

We mall remain in friendihip, our conditions

So differing in their acts. Yet if I knew
What hoop would hold us ftaunch, from edge to edge

O j

th' world I would purfue it.

Agr. Give me leave, Cafar.

Ctef. Speak, Agrippa.

Agr. Thou hart a lifter by the mother's fide,

AdirnVd Ottawa : great Mark Antony

Is now a widower.

C*f. Say not lb, Agrippa
5

If Cleopatra heard you, your reproof

Were well deferv'd for rafhnefs.

Ant. I am not married, Q#far\ let mchcar
Agrippa further fpeak.

Vol. VII, Z Agr.
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Agn To hold you in perpetual amity,
To make you brothers, and to knit your hearts
With an urrflipping knot, take Antony
Ocla^v'ui to his wife ; whofe beauty claims
No worfe a hufband than the beft of men

;

Whofe virtue, and whofe general graces fpeak
That which none elfe can utter. By this marriage,,

All little jcaloufies, which now feem 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 I have fpoke,
For 'tis a ftudicd, not a prefent thought,
By duty ruminated.

Ant. Will Cafar fpeak ?

Caf. Not till he hears how Antony is touch'A
With what is fpoke.

Ant. What power is ill Agrippa
(If I would fay, Agrippa, be it fo,)

To make this good ?

Caf. The power of Ctefar, and
His power unto OElavia.

Ar.t. May I never
To this good purpofe, that fo fairly fhews,
Dream of impediment ! let me have thy hand j
Further this aft of grace : and from this hour,
The heart of brothers govern in our loves,

And fway our great defigns !

Co1

/. There is my hand :

A filter 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 !

Ant. I did not think to draw my fvvord 'gainft Pompey^
For he hath laid Grange courtefies'and great
Of late upon me. I muft thank him only,
Left my remembrance fufTer ill report

5

At heel of that delie him,

Lep,
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Lep. Time calls on's

:

Of us muft Pampey prefently be fought,

Or elfe he feeks out us.

Ant. And where lyes he ?

Caf, About the mount Mifcnum.
Art. What's his ftrcngth ?

Ca'f. By 'land great and increafing, but by fea

He is an abfolute mafic r.

Ant. So's the fame.

Would we had fpoke together ! Hafte we for it,

Yet ere we put ourfelves in arms, difpatch w$
The bufinefs we have talk'd of.

Caf. With mofc gladnefs

;

And do invite you to my fitter's view,

Whither ftraight I'll lead you.

Ant, Let us, Lcpidus,

Not lack your company.
' Lep. Noble Antony,

Not ficknejs mould detain me. [Exeunt* '

SCENE HI.
Manent ^Bnobarbus, Agrippa, Mecaenas.

Mcc. Welcome from /Egypt\ Sir.

Atno. Half the heart of Cajar, worthy Mccanas ! my
honourable friend Agrippa !

Agr. Good ALnobarbus !

Mec. We have caufe to be glad, that matters are fo well

digefted : you itay'd well by't in Aigypt.

Al w. Ay, Sir, we did fleep day out of countenance, and
made the night light with drinking.

Alec. Eight wild boars roaftcd whole at a breakfait, and
but twelve perfons there;— Is this true?

A£no. This was but as a flic by an eagle : we had much
more monftrous matter of feaft, which worthily deforved

noting.

Mcc. She's a mofl triumphant Lady, if report be fquare

to her.

Aino. When me firft met Mark Antony , me purs'd up
* his heart upon the river of CyJnus.

Agr. There me appear'd indeed : or my reporter devis'd

well for her.

Z z Mnu
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JEno. I will tell you
;

The barge fne fat in, like a burninVd throne

Burnt on the water j the popp was beaten gold,

Purple the fails, and lb perfumed, that

The winds were love-fick with 'em ; the oars were filver,

Which to the tune of flutes kept ftroke, and made
The water which they beat; to follow farter,

As amorous of their ftrokes. For her own perfon,

It beggar' d all defcription ; me did lye

In her pavilion, cloth of gold, of tiiiue,

O'er-picluring that Venus, where we fee

The fancy out-work nature. On each fide her

Stood pretty dimpled boys, like fmiling Cupids,

With divers- colour'd fans, whofe wind did feem

To glow the delicate cheeks which they did cool,

And what they undid did.

Agr. Oh rare for Antony !

JEno. Ker gentlewomen, like the Nereids, or

So many mermaids, tended her i' th* eyes,

And made their bends adorings. At the helm,

A feeming mermaid fteers j the filkcn tackles

Swell with the touches of thofe flower-foft bands.

That yarely frame the office. From the barge

A ftrangc invifible perfume hits the fenfe

Of the adjacent wharfs. The city cart.

Her people out upon her ; and Antony

Enthron'd i' th' market-place, did fit alone,

Whirling to th' air , which but for vacancy,

Had gone to gaze on Cleopatra too,

And made a gap in nature.

Agr, Rare JEgyptian I
-

ALno. Upon her landing, Antony fent to her,

Invited her to fupper : me reply'd,

It mould be better he became her gueft
;

WhicJb me entreated. Courteous A?itony,

Whom ne'er the word of No woman heard fpeak,

Being barber'd ten times o'er, goes to the feaft
j

And for his ordinary pays hi c heart,

For what his eyes eat only.

Agr, Royal wench !
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She made great Cafar lay his fword to bed,

He plough
1

d her, and fhe cropt,

JEno. I faw her once

Hop forty paces through the publick Greet

:

And having loll her breath, fhe fpoke, and panted.

That me did make defeel, perfection,

And, breathlefs, power breathe forth.

Mec. Now Antony

Muft leave her utterly.

JEno. Never, he will not.

Age cannot wither her, nor cuftom ftale

Her infinite variety : other women cloy

The appetites they feed, but me makes hungry

Where moft fhe fatisfies. For vileft things

Become themfelves in her, that the holy priefts

Blefs her, when fhe is riggifh.

Mec. If beauty, wifdom, modefty, can fettle

The heart of Antony, QBavia is

A blefs'd allot' ry to him.

Agr. Let us go.

Good ALnobarbus, make your felf my guell,

Whilft you abide here.

JEno. Humbly, Sir, I thank you. [Exeunt*
Enter Antony, Caefar, Otiavia between them.

Ant. The world, and my great office, will fometimes
Divide me from your bofom.

OB. All which time,

Before the Gods my knee ihali bow in prayers

To them for you.

Ant. Good-night, Sir. My Ocla<via
y

Read not my blemiihes in the world's report

:

I have not kept my fquare, but that to come
Shall all be done by th' rule

5
good-night, dear Lady,

OB. Good-night, Sir.

Caf. Good-night. [Exeunt Caefar and OUavia*SCENE IV. Enter Soothfayer.

Ant. Now, firrah ! do you wifh your felf in /Egypt f
Sooth. Would I had ne'er come from thence, or you

thither.

Ant% If you can, your reafon ?

z 3 s$m
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Sooth* I fee it in my notion, have it not in my tongue;

but yet hie you to JEgypt again.

Ant. Say to me, whofe fortune mall rife higher, Cafar
r
$

or mine ?

§ooth. Carfares.

Therefore, O Antony
,

ftay not by his fide.

Thy Damon, that's thy fpirit which keeps thee, is

Noble, couragious, high, unmatchable,

Where Cafar's is not. But near him thy angel •

Becomes a fear, as being over powerM
,

And therefore make thou fpace enough between you.

Ant. Speak this no more.

Sooth. To none but thee ; no more but when to thee j—

*

If thou doft play with him at any game,
Thou' i t fure to lofe : he's of that natural luck

He beats thee 'gainft the odds. Thy luitre thickens,

"When he mines 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 Ventidiui, I would fpeak with him. [Exit Sooth,

He mall to Parthia.—Be it art, or hap,

He hath fpoke true : The very dice obey him,

And in our fports my better cunning faints

Under his chance ; if we draw lots, he fpeeds J

His cocks do win the battel ftill of mine,

When it is all to nought : and his quails * ever

Beat mine, in-coop'd at odds. I will to AZgypt
5

And though I make this marriage for my peace,

I' th' Eaft my pleafure lyes. Oh come, Vcntidius
y

Enter Ventidius.

You muft to Parthia, your commilhon's ready :

Follow me and receive' t. [Exeunt,

Enter Lepidus, Mecasnas, tfwd'Agrippa.

Lep. Trouble your felves no farther : pray you haften

Your Generals after.

Agr. Sir, Mark Antony

* Lucian relates that at Athens Quail-fighting was exhibited at
&ews; and many c-ta ancient Authors mention it as a frort much in
»ie.

Will
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Will e'en but kifs Oclavia, andwil] follow.

Lep. 'Till I mall fee you in your foldier's drefs,

Which will become you both, farewel.

Mec. We fliall

As I conceive the journey, be at th' mount
Before you, Lepidus.

Lep. Your way is fhorter,

My purpofes do draw me much about
$

You'll win two days upon me.
Both. Good fuccefs

!

Lep. Farewel ! [Extuni>

SCENE V. The Palace in Alexandria.

Enter Cleopatra, Charmian, Iras and Alexas.

Geo. Give me fome mufick : mufick, moody food

Of us that trade in love.

Omnes. The mufick, hoa !

Enter Mardian the Eunvth*

Geo. Let it alone, let us to billiards s comc^

Charmian.

Char. My arm is fore, beft play with Mardian.

Geo. 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.
Geo. And when good-will is fhew'd, tho't come too fhort,

The actor may plead pardon. I'll none now.
Give me mine angle, we'll to the river, there

My mufick playing far off, I will betray

Tawny-fin fifh
j
my bended hook fhall pierce

Their flimy jaws : and, as I draw them up,

I'll think them every one an Antony,

And fay, ah ha
;
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.

Geo. That time ! oh times !

I laught him out of patience, and that night

I laught him into patience, and next morn
Ere the ninth hour I drunk him to his bed 5

Then
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Then put my tires and mantles on him, whilft

I wore his fword Philippine. Oh from Italy,—

—

Enter a Meffenger.

Rain thou thy fruitful tidings in mine ears,

That long time have been barren.

Mef. Madam ! madam !

Cleo. Antonyms dead ?

If thou fay' ft fo, villain, thou kill*A thy miftrefs

:

But well and free,

If thou fo yield him, there is gold, and here

My blueft veins to kifs : a hand that Kings
Have lipt, and trembled killing.

Mef. 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 Antony

Be free and healthful
5
why fo tart a favour

To trumpet fuch good tidings ? if not well,

Thou mould
1

ft come like a Fury crown' d with fnakes,

Not like a formal man.

Mef. Will't pieafe you hear me ?

Cleo. I have a mind to ftrike thee ere thou fpeak'ftj

Yet if thou fay Antony lives, 'tis well,

Or friends with Ctefar, or riot captive to him,

I'll fet thee in a mower of gold, and hail

Rich pearls upon thee.*

* It zvcis a ceremony among the Eaftern nations at coronations, tri-

umphs, and greatfejlivals, that tbeir Kingsfitting in Jlate had foowcrs of

gold and pearl and preciousJloncs poured down up.n them: to which cujiorn

Milton alfo alludes :

Or where the gorgeous Eaft with richeft hand
Show'rs on her Kings Barbarick Pearl and Gold. B. ii. v. 3.

Thisfact is verified by Hijlorlans. In the Life cf Timur-bec or Tamer-
lain written by a Periian a cotemporary Author, are the following words

as they arc tranjlated by Monf. Pe'tis de la Croix in the account there

given of his Coronation. . B. ii. chap. I.

Les Princes du iang royal & les Emirs repandirent a pleineS mains

% fc tete quantity U'Qr & de pierrer^s felon la coutume.
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Mef Madam, he's well.

Cleo. Well faid.

Mef And friends with Ca?far,

Cl&o. Thou'rt an honeft man.

Mef Cafar 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

The good precedent j fie upon but yet
;

But yet is as a jaylor to bring forth

Some monftrous malefactor. Pr'ythee, friend,

Pour out thy pack of matter to mine ear,

The good and bad together : he's friends with Ca'far,

In ftate of health thou fay'ft, and thou fay'ft, free.

Mef Free, Madam ! no : I made no fuch report,

He's bound unto Oclavia.

Cleo, For what guod turn ?

Mef. For the beft turn i' th' bed.

Cleo. I am pale, Cbarmian.

Mef Madam, he's married to 0Elaula,

Cleo, The moft infectious peftilence upon thee !

[Strikes him doivn,

Mef Good Madam, have but patience.

Cleo, What fay you ? [Strikes him.

Hence, horrible villain, or I'll fpurn thine eyes

Like balls before me ; I'll unhair thy head :

[She hales him up and down.
Thou malt be whipt with wire, and flew'd in brine,,

Smarting in lingring pickle.

Mef. Gracious P/ladam,

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 had#
Shall make thy peace, for moving meT to rage,

And I will boot thee with what gift belide

Thy modefty can beg.

And at thi bottom of the page is this note
;

Cette coutume fubfifte encore auiourd'hui non feulement an cou-
ronnemcn: des Princes mais encore a»x marriages des Particu-

Icrt.

Mef.
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Mef. He's married, Madam.
Clco. Rogue, thou haft liv'd too long. [Draws a dagger.

Mcf. Nay then I'll run :

What mean you, Madam ? I have made no fault. [Exit,

Char. Good Madam, keep your felf within your felf,

TJie man is innocent.

Cleo. Some innocents Tcape not the thunderbolt.

Melt sEgypt into Nile ; and kindly creatures

Turn all to ferpents ! Call the flave again
j

Though I am mad, I will not bite him 5 call*

Char, He is afraid to come.
Cleo, 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, $ir,

Re-enter the Meffenger,

Though it be honeft, it is never good

To bring bad news: give to ti gracious meflage

An hoft of tongues, but let ill tidings tell

Themfelves, when they be felt.

Mef. I have done my duty.

Clco. Is he married ?

I cannot hate thee worfer than I do,

If you again fay yes.

Mcf. He's married, Madam.
Cleo. The Gods confound thee, doft thou hold there ftill ?

Mef. Should I lie, Madam ?

Clco. Oh, I would thou didft
;

So half my JEgypt were fubmerg'd', and made
A cittern for fcard makes ! Go get thee hence,

Had ft thou Narcijfus in thy face, to me
Thou wouldft appear moft ugly : he is married ?

Mcf. I crave your Highnefs' pardon.

Cleo. He is married ?

Mcf. Take no offence, for I would not offend you j

To punifh me for what you make me do,

Seems much unequal : he's married to Otla<via.

Cleo, Oh, that his fault mould make a knave of thee,

That fay'ft but what thou'rt fure of! Get thee hence,

The merchandifes thou haft brought from Rome
Are
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Are all too dear for me :
,

Lye they upon thy hand, and be undone by 'em !

[Exit Mcf.

Char, Good your Highnefs, patience.

Clco. In praifing Antony, I have difprais'd Ca?far.

Char, Many times, Madam.
Clco, I am paid for it now : lead me from hence,

I faint ; oh Iras, Charmian 'tis no matter.

Go to the fellow, good Alexas, bid him
Report the feature of Otlavia, 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, Charmian,

Though he be painted one way like a Gorgon,

Th' other way he's a Mars, Bid you Alexas

Bring word, how tall Ihe is : pity me, Charmian,

But fpeak not to me. Lead me to my chamber. [Exeunt*

SCENE VI.
The Coaft of Italy near Mifenum.

Enter Pompey andMenas at one door 'with drum and trum-

pet : At another Caefar, Lepidus, Antony, /Enobarbus,

Mecaenas, Agrippa, with Soldiers marching,

Pom. Your hoftages I have, fo have you mine J

And we mall talk before we fight.

Cef. Mori: 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 mull perifh here.

Pom. To you all three,

The fenators alone of this great world,

Chief factors for the Gods. 1 do not know,
Wherefore my father mould revengers want,
Having a fon and friends j fince Julius Cafar,
Who at Philippi the good Brutus ghofted,

There faw you labouring for him. What was it

That mov'd pale Cajfius to confpire ? and what
Mad$ tfie all-honour' d> hoasft Roman Brutus}

Witk
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With the arm'd reft, courters of beauteous freedom,

To drench the Capitol, but that they would

Have one man but 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. *

Ca?f. Take your time.

Ant. Thou canft not fear us, Pompey, with thy fails,

We'll 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 ofmy father's houfe.

But fince the cuckow builds not for himfelf,

Remain in't as thou may' ft.

Lep. Be pleased to tell us,

(For this is from the prefent) how you take

The offer we have fent you

Ca?f. There's the point.

Ant. Which do not be intreated to, but weigh
What it is worth embraced.

Ct?f. And what may follow

To try a larger fortune.

Pom. You've made me offer

Of Sicily, Sardinia ; and I muft

Rid all the fea of pirates ; 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

Puts me to fome impatience : though I lofe

The praife of it by telling
j
you muft know

When Ca?far and your brother were at blows,

Your mother came to Sicily, and did find

Her welcome friendly.

Ant3 I have heard it^ Pompey,
Ani

f
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And am well ftudied for a liberal thsnks,

Which I do owe you.

P»m. Let me have your hand :

I did not think, Sir, to have met you here.

Ant. The beds i' th' eoft are foft, and thanks to you,

That call'd me timelier than my purpofe hither

:

For I've gain'd by it.

Gaf. Since I faw you laft,

There is a change upon you.

Pom. Well I know not

What counts hard fortune carts upon my face,

But in my bofom /he mall never come,
To make my heart a vaifal.

Lep. Well met here !

Pom. I hope fo, Leptdus, thus we are agreed

:

J crave" our composition may be written

And feal'd between us.

Caf. That's the next to do.

Pom. We'll feaft each other ere we p3rt, and let'*

Draw lots who mall be^in,

Ant. That will I, Pompey.

Pom. No, Antony, take the lot

:

But firft or lafb, your fine JEgyptian cookery
Shall have the fame. I've heard that "Julius Gafar
Grew fat with feafting there.

Ant. You have heard much.
Pom. I have fair meaning, Sir.

Ant. And fair words to it. i

Pom. Then fo much have I heard.

And I have heard Apollodorus carried—
ASno. No more of th * : he did fo.

Pom. W.lat, I pray you ?

JEno. A certain Queen to Cajar in a mattrefs.

Pom. 1 4<now thee now, how far'il thou, foidier ?

[To /Enobarbus,

JEno. Well, and well am like to do, for I perceive

Four feafts are toward.

Pom. Let me make thy hand,

I never hated thee : I ha*e fcen thee fight,

When I have envied thy behaviour,

Vol.VII, A a M*>s
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JEno, Sir,

I never lov'd you much, but I ha' praisM 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
j

Aboard my galley I invite you all.

Will you lead, Lords ?

All. Shew us the way, Sir.

Pom, Come. [Exeunt. Manent /Enob. j»^Menas#
Men. Thy father, Pompey, would ne'er have made this

treaty.

You and I have known, Sir. [To /Enobarbus.

JEno. At Tea, I think.

Men. We have, Sir.

JBno, You have done well by water.

Men. And you by land.

JRttO. I will praife any man that wijl praifeme, though

it cannot be denied what I have done by land.

Men. Nor what I have done by water.

JEr'iO. Yes, fornething you can deny for your ownfafety

:

you have been a great thief by fea.

Men. And you by land.

JEno. There I deny my land-fervice ; but give me your

hand, Mer.as
}

if our eyes had authority, here they might

take two thieves killing.

Men. All mens faces are true, whatfce'er their hands are,

J£>w. But there is ne'er a fair woman, has a true face.

Mxn. No flander, they fieal hearts.

JEno. We came hither to fight with you.

Men. For my part, I am lorry it is turn'd to a drinking.

pompey doth this day laugh away his fortune.

JEno, If he do, fure he cannot weep't back again.

Men. You've faid, Sir j we look'd not for Mark An-
tony here

;
pray you, is he married to Cleopatra?

JEno. Ca'/ar's filter is call'd OSavia.
Men. True, Sir, {he was the wife of Cains Marcellus*

A.no. But now /lie is the wife of Marcus Antonius.
Men. Pray ye, Sir*

A£?;c t 'Tis true*
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Men, Then is Ca>far and he for ever knit together.

<&no. 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.

J£no. I think fo too. But you {hall find the band that

lecms to tie their friendmip together, will be the very

ftrangler of their amity : OBanjia is of a holy, cold, and

itill convert tion.

Men, Who would not have his wife fo ?

/Eno, Not he that himfelf is not fo $ which is Mark An-
tony, He will to his Mgyptian dim -again 5 then mall the

fighs of Oclanna blow the fire up in Ca?far, and, as 1 faid

before, that which is the ftrength of their amity, fhall

prove the immediate author of their variance. Antony will

ufe his affection where it is : he married but his occafioa

here.

Men. And thus it may be. Come, Sir, will you aboard ?

I have a health for you.

JEno, I mall take it, Sir : we have us'd our throat's in

Mgypt*
Men, Come, let's away. [Exeunt.

SCENE VII. Pompey'5 Galley.

Mujick plays. Enter t<wo or three fervants with a banquet*

1 Ser. Here they'll be, man j fomeo' their plants are ill

rooted already, the leaft wind i' th' world will blow them
down.

2 Ser. Lepidus 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 5 reconciles them to his entreaty, and

himfelf to th' drink.

1 Ser. But it raifes the greater war between him and
his difcretion.

2 Ser. Why,, this it is to have a name in great mens fel-

lowfhip : I had as lieve have a reed that will do me no fer-

vice, as a partizan I could not heave.

1 Ser. To be call'd into a huge fphere, and not to be
feen to move in't, are the holes where eyes mould be_,

which pitifully difafter the cheeks.

A a 2 Trun.pets,
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trumpets. Enter Caefar,Antony, Pompey, Lepidus, Agrippa,

Mecaenas, ./Enobarbus, Menas, with other Captains.

Ant. Thus do they, Sir : they take the flow o' th' Nile

By certain fcale, i' th' pyramid
;
they know

By th
1

height, the lownefs, or the mean, if dearth

Or fo:zon follow. The higher Nilus fwells,

The more it promifes 5 as it ebbs, the feedfman

Upon the flime and ooze fcattcrs his grain,

And mortly comes to harveft.

Lep. You've ftrange ferpents there.

Ant. Ay, Lepidus.

Lep. Your ferpent of Mgypt is bred now of your mud
by the operation of your fun j fo is your crocodile.

Art. They are fo.

Fern. Sirrah, fome wine ! a health to Lepidus.

Lep. I am not fo well as I mould be : but I'll ne'er out.

JEno. Not 'till ycu have flept $ I fear me, you'll be in,

'till then.

Lep. Nay, certainly, I have heard the Ptolemy** pyra-

mids are very goodly things 5 without contradiction I have

heard that.

Men. Pompey
}
a word. [AJide.

Pom. Say in mine ear, what is't ? •

Men. Forfake thy feat, I do befeech thee, captain,

And hear me fpeak a word.

Pom. Forbear me 'till anon. [Wbifpers.

This wine for Lepidus.

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 5 it is juft fo high as it is, and moves with

its own organs. It lives by that which nourifheth it, and

the elements once out of it, it tranfmigrates.

Lep. What colour is it of ?

Ant. Of its own colour too.

Lep. 'Tis a ftrange ferpent.

Ant. 'Tis fo, and the tears of it are wet.

Ccrj. Will this defcription fatisfie him ? .

Ant. With the healths that Pompey gives him, elfe he is

a very Epicure.

Pom. Go hang, Sir, hang ! tell me of that ? away !

Do
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1

Do as T bid you. Where's the cup I call'd for >

Men. If for the fake of merit thou wilt hear me,
Rife from thy ftool.

Pom, I think thou'rt mad 5 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

Be jolly, Lords. [to fay ?

Ant. Thefe quick-fands, Lepidus,

Keep off them, for 'you fink.

Men. Wilt thou be lord of all the world ?

Pom. What fay' ft thou ? I

Men. Wilt thou be Lord ofthe whole world ? that 's twice*

Pom. Hcwjhall that be ?

Men. But entertain it, and
Although 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 thoudar'ft be, the earthly Jove

:

Whatever the ocean pales, or iky inclips,

Is thine, if thou wilt ha't.

Pom. Shew me which way.
Men. Thefe three world -ftiarers, thefe competitor?,

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 ftiouldft have done,

And not have fpokenon't. In me 'tis villainy,

In thee 't had been good
t
fervice : thou muft know,

'Tis not my profit that does lead mine honour
j

Mine honour"it : repent that e'er thy tongue

Hath fo betray'd thine act. Being done unknown,
I mould have found it afterwards well done

j

But muft condemn it now., Deuft, and drink.

Men. For this

I'll never follow thy pall'd fortunes more 5

Who feeks, and will not take when once 'tis offer'd,

Shall never find it more.

Pom. This health to Lepidus.

Ant, Bear him afhore, I'll pledge it for him, Pojrfsy,

A a 3 ' MM*
,



282 Antony and Cleopatra,

JEno. Here's to thee, Menas.

Men. /Enobarbiis, welcome.

Pom. Fill 'till the cup be hid.

JEno, There's a ftrtfng fellow, Menas. [Pointing to Lep.

Men. Why?
JEno. He bears the third part ofthe world,man ! feeft not?

Men. The third part then is drunk 5 would it were all,

That it might go on wheels.

JEno. Drink thou, encreafe the reels.

Men. Come.
Pom. This is not yet an Alexandrian feaft.

Ant. It ripens towards it j ftrike the vefTels, hoa.

Here is to Carfar.

Ccef. I could well forbear it

;

\ It's mcnltrous labour when I warn my brain

And it grows fouler.

Ant. Be a child o' th' time.

Caf. Pofiefs't, I'll anfwer ; but I had rather faft

From all, four days, than drink fo much in one.

JEno. Ha, my brave Emperor, mall we dance now
Th' AZgyptian bacchanals, and celebrate our drink?
Pom. Let's ha't, good foldier.

Ant. Come let's all take hand;:,

'Till that the conquering wine hath ftcept our fenfe

In foft and delicate Lethe.

Aino. All take hands :

Make battery to our ears with the loud muficjc,

The while I'll place you, then the boy fhall fing.

The holding every man mail bear as loud,

As his ftrong fides can voily.

tMufick plays. /Enobarbus places them band in band.

The SONG.
ComCy thou monarch of the fine,

Plumpy Bacchus with pink eyne,

In thy vats our cares be droioti'd

:

JVitb thy grapes cur hairs be crown*d7
Cup us ' till the world go round,

Cup us 'till the world go round,

o/.
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Ca>f What would you more ? Pompey, good -night.

Good brother,

Let me requeft you off $ our graver bufinefs

Frowns at this levity. Gentle Lords, let's part,

You fee we have burnt our cheek. Strong JLnobarbus

Is weaker than the wind $ and mine own tongue

Splits what it fpeaks 5 the wild difguife hath almoft

Antickt us all. What needs more words ? good night.

Good Antony, your hand.

Pom. I'll try you on the more.

Ant. And mall, Sir
5

give's your hand.

Pom, Oh, Antony, you have my father's houfe.

But what ? we're friends : come down into the boat.

JEno. Take heed you fall not, Menas.
Men. I'll not on fhore :

No, to my cabin thefe drums ! thefe trumpets! what

!

Let Neptune hear we bid a loud farewel

To thefe great fellows. Sound and be hang'd found out

!

[Sound a four-if?, with drums.

JEno. Hoo fays a ! there's my cap.

Mttu Hca, noble captain, come. [Exeunt.

ACT III. SCENE I.

A Camp in Syria.

'Enter Ventidius as in triumph, the dead body of Pacorus

born before him, Silius, Roman Soldiers and Attendants.

Fen. j^OW, darting Parthia, art thou (truck, and now
Pleas'd fortune does of Marcus CraJ/us'' death

Make me revenger. Bear the King's fon's body

Before our hoft
;
thy Pacorus, Orodes,

Fays this for Marcus Craffus.

Sil. Noble Ventidius,

Whilft yet with Parthian blood thy fword is warm, x

The fugitive Parthians follow. Spur through Mediay

Mfopotamia, and the fhelters whither

The- routed ily. So thy grand captain Antony

Shall fet thee on triumphant chariots, and

Put garlands on thy head.

Ven* Silius, I've done

Enough. A lower place, note well, mav make
Too



2.84 Antony Cleopatra.

Too great an act : for learn this, Silius, better

To leave undone, than by our deed acquire

Too high a fame, when he we ferve's away.

Cafar and Antony have ever won
More in their officer, than pcrfon. 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 Antonius good, but 'twould offend him

;

And in his offence mould my performance perifh. <

.67/. Thou haft, Veniidius, that, without the which
A foldier and his fvvord grant fcarce diftin£iion :

Thou wilt write to Antony,

Ven. I'll humbly fignifie what in his name,

(That magical word of war) we have erTedted ;

How with his banners, and his well-paid ranks,

The ne'er-yet-beaten horfe of Parthia

We've jaded out o' th' field.

Sil. Where is he now ?

Vcn. He purpofeth to Athens ; with what hafte

The weight we muft convey with's will permit,

We mall appear before him. Pafs along. [Exeunt*

SCENE II. ROME.
Enter Agrippa at one door, ^Enobarbus at another,

Agr. What, are the brothers parted ?

JEno. They have difpatcht with Pompey, he is gone,

The other three are fealing. Oclavia weeps

To part from Rome : Cafar is fad, and Lepidus,

Since Pompey'' s feaft, as Menas fays, is troubled

With the green -ficknefs.

Agr. 'Tis a noble Lepidus,

JEno. A very fine one
j
oh, how he loves Cafar I

Agr. Nay but how dearly he adores Mark Antony I

JEno, Cafar f why, he's the Jupiter of men.

Agr. What's Antony, the God of Jupiter ?

JEno.* Speak you of Cafar ? oh the non-parett

!
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Agr. Of Antony ? oh the Arabian bird !

JEho. Would you praife Cafar f fay,Cafar ! go no further.

Agr. Indeed he plied them both with excellent praii:s.

JEno. But he loves Cafar beft, yet he loves Antony :

Hoo! hearts, tongues, figures, fcribes, bards, poets, cannot

;

Think, fpeak, caft, write, fing, hoo ! his love to Antony,

But as for Cafar, kneel, kneel down, and wonder.

„ Agr. Both he loves. \

Mr.o. They are his fhards, and he their beetle. So—
This is to horfe j

adieu, noble Agrippa, [Trumpets,

Agr. Good fortune, worthy foldier, and farewel.

Enter Csfar, Antony, Lcpidus, and Oclavia.

Ant. No farther, Sir.

Caf, 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 farther! bond

Shall pafs 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 fortrefs of it j for much better might we
Have lov'd without this mean, if on both parts

This be not cherifht.

Ant, Make me not offended

In your diitrufr.

Caf I have faid.

Ant. You mall not find,

Though you be therein curious, the leaf?: 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 filler, fare thee well

;

The elements be kind to thee, and make
Thy fpirits all of comfort j fare thee well

!

Oil. My noble brother !

Ant. The Aprir 6 in her eyes, it is love's fpring,

And thefe the mowers to bring it on ; be chearful.

Cel. Sir, look well to my hufband's houfe 5 and

Caf. What,
O&avia ?
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03. I'll tell you in your ear.

Ant. Ker tongue will not obey her heart, nor can
Her heart inform her tongue 5 the fwan's down-feather,
That ftands upon the fwell at full of tide,

And neither way inclines.

JEno. Will Ccrfar weep ?

Agr. He has a cloud in's face.

Alj:o. He were the worfe for that, were he a horfe
j

So is he, being a man.
Agr. Why , Mmbarbus f

When Antony found Julius Cafar dead^

He cryed almoft to roaring : and he wept,
When at Pbilippi he found Brutus flain.

A~.no. That year indeed he was troubled with a rheum,
What willingly he did confound, he wail'd 5

Believe' t 'till I weep too.

Caf. No, fweet Oclavia,

You mall hear from me ftill j the time mail 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
$
[Embracing kim.~\ thus I let you go,

And give you to the Gods.

Caf. Adieu, be happy !

hep. Let all the number of the flars give light

To thy fair way !

Caff. Farewel, farewell [Kijfcs Q£tavia,

Ant. Farewel 1 [Trumpets found. Exeunt*

SCENE III. The Pa/ace in Alexandria.

Enter Cleopatra, Charmian, Iras, and Alexas,

Cleo. Where is the fellow ?

Alex. Half afraid to come.

Clco. Go to, go to : come hither, Sir.

Enter the Mejfenger as before.

Alex. Good Majefty,

Herod of Jewry dare not look upon you,

But when you are well pleas'd. .

CL'o. That Herod's head

I'll have $ but how ? when Antony is gone,

Through whom I might command it ; come thou near,

Mcf
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Mef Moft gracious Majefty !

Cleo. Didft thou behold O&avia f

Mef. Ay, dread Queen.

Cleo. Where ?

Mef. Madam, in Rome, I lookt her in the face i

And law her led between her brother and

Mark Antony.

Cleo. Is fhe as tall as me ?

Mef. She is not, Madam.
Cleo. Didft hear her fpeak ? is (he ftrill-tongu'd or low ?

Mef. Madam, I heard her fpeak, /he is low-voic'd.

Cleo. That's net fo good j he cannot like her long.

Char. Like her? oh I/is ! 'tis impoflible.

Cleo. I think fo, Charmian 5 dull of tongue, and dwarfiih,

What majefty is in her gate ? remember
If e'er thou lock'dft on majefty.

Mef She creeps
5

Her motion and her ftation are as one :

She fhews a bedy rather than a life,

A ftatue than a breather.

Cleo, Is this certain ?

Mef Or I have no obfervance.*

Chan Three in ^Egypt
Cannot make better note.

Cleo. He's very knowing,
I do perceive't j there's nothing in hef yet.

The fellow has good judgment.
Char. Excellent.

Cleo. Guefs at her years, I pr'ythee.

Mef. Madam, ftie was a widow.
Cleo. Widow ? Charmian, hark.

Mef And I do think /he's thirty.

Cleo. Bear* ft thou her face in mind ? is't long or round ?

0 Mef Round even to faultinefs.

Cleo. For th' moft part too,

They're fooiifh that are fo. Ker hair what Colour ?

Mef Brown, Madam ; and her forehead
As low as fhe would wilh it.

* Qtyervance is here uftd for Qbfervatim.

Cle*.
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Cleo, There's gold for thee.

Thou muft not take my former marpnefs-ill,

I will employ thee back again $ I find thee
'

Moft fit for bufinefs. Go, make thee ready,

Our letters are prepar'd. [Exit Mef.
Char. A proper man.
Cleo. Indeed he is fo j 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 fome majefty, and mould know.
Char. Hath he feen majefty ? IJis die defend !

And ferving you fo long.

Cleo. I've one thing more to afk him yet, good Ckarmian :

But 'tis no matter, thou malt bring him to me
Where I will write : all may be well enough.

Char. I warrant ycu, Madam. [Exeunt,

SCENE IV. ATHENS.
Enter Antony and Octavia.

Ant. Nay, nay, O&avia, not only that,

That were excufable, that and thoufands more
Of femblable import, but he hath wag'd

New wars 'gainft Pompey j made his will, and read it

To publick ear, fpoke fcantily of me j

And when at any time perforce he could not

But pay me terms of honour, cold and fickly

vented them j moft narrow meafure lent me 5

When the beft hint was given him, he not took't,

Or did it from his teeth.

OEl. Oh, my good Lord,

Believe not all \ or if you muft believe,

Stomach not all. A more unhappy lady,

If this divifion chance, ne'er ftood between

Praying for both parts : the good Gods will mock me^
When I mall pray, 0 blefs my Lord and hujbandl

Undo that prayer, by crying out as loud,

Oh blefs my brother ! Hufband win, win brother,

Prays, and deftroys the prayer j no midway
*Twixt thefe extreams at all,

Ant, Gentle Oclavia,
Let
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Let your beft love draw to that point which feeks

Beft to preferve it : if I Jofe mine honour,

I lofe my felf 5 better I were not yours,

Than yours fo branchlefs. But as you requeued,

Your felf mall go between's ; the mean time, Lady,
I'll raife the preparation of a war
Shall ftrain your brother ; make your fooneft hafte?

So your defires are yours.

Och Thanks to my Lord,

The Jove of power make me, although moft weak,
Your reconciler! wars 'twixt you twain would be
As if the world mould cleave, and that flain men
Should folder up the rift.

Ant, When it appears to you where this begins,

Turn your difpleafure that way 5 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 cofi

Your heart has mind to. [ExeunU

Enter ,/Enobarbus and Eros.

yEno, Haw now, friend Eros

?

Eros. There's ftrange news come, Sir.

Mno. What, man ?

Eros. Ctzjar and Lepidus have made war
On Pompey,

JEno, This is old 5 what's the fuccefs ?

Eros, Cafar having made ufe of him V th' wars

'Gainft Pompey, prefently denied him rivalty :

Would not let him partake of the glory of them 3

Not refting here, accufes him of letters

Which he had formerly written to Pompey ,

Upon his own appeal he feizes him,

So the poor third is up, 'till death inlarge

His confine.

Mno, Then, World ! thou haft a pair of chaps, no more:

And throw between them all the food thou haft,

They'll grind each other. Where is Antony f
Eros, He's walking in the garden thus ; and fpurns

The rulh that lyes before him. Crys, Fcol Lepidus !

.And threats the throat cf that his officer

Vol. VII. B b That
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That murderM Pompcy,

JEno, Our great navy's rigg'd.

Eros, For Italy and Ccejar j more, Domitius}
My Lord defires you prefently

j
my news

I might have told hereafter.

JEno. 'Twill be naught,

But let it be
$

bring me tc Antony,

Eros, Come, Sir. [Exeunt,

SCENE V. The Palace in Rome,
Enter Caefar, Agrippa, and Mecaenas.

Caf, Contemning Rome, he has done all this, and more,
In Alexandria 5 here's the matter of it

:

r th* market-place on a tribunal filver'd,

Cleopatra and himfelf in chairs of gold

Were publickly enthron'd $ at the feet fat

Cdefarion, whom they call my father's fon,

And all the unlawful iflue that their luft

Since then hath made between them. Unto her

He gave the 'Itablimmentof AZgypt, made her

Of lower Syria, Cyprus, Lydia,

Abfclute Queen.

Mec. This in the publick eye ?

Caf, I' th' common mew-place where they exercife.

His fons were there proclaim'd the Kings of Kings j

Great Media, Partbia, and Armenia
He gave to Alexander j to Ptolemy afiign'd

Syria, Cilicia, and Phoenicia : fhe

In the habiliments of the Goddefs Jfis

That day appear' d, and oft before gave audience,

As 'tis reported, fo.

Mec. Let Rome be thus

Inform'd
$ who, quealie wnh his infolence

Already, will their good thoughts call from him.

Caf, The people know it, and have now receiv*d

His accufations.

Agr. Whom do ,c he accufe ?

Caf. Cafar, for that having in Sicily

Sextus Pompeh:s fpoil'd, we had not rated him
His part 0' th' ifle. Then does he fay, he lent TO$

Some (hipping unreftor-'U, Laftly he frets

That



Antony and Cleopatra. 291
That Lepidus of the triumvirate

Should be depos'd 5 and being, that we detain

All his revenue.

Agr, Sir, this mould beanfwer'd.

Ccef. 'Tis done already, and his meflfenger gone :

I told him Lepidus was grown too cruel,

That he his high authority abusM,
And did deferve his change. For what I have conquer' d_,

I grant him part 5 but then in his Armenia,
And other of his conquer'd kingdoms, I

Demand the like.

Met:. He'll never yield to that.

Caf. Nor mull he then be yielded to in this.

Enter Octavia uuith Attendants,

OB. Hail, Cafar, and my Lord ! hail, moft AtzxCcefar I

C&f. That ever I fhould call thee caft-away

!

OB. You have not call'd me fo, nor have you caufe.

Caf. Why haft thou ftol'n upon me thus ? you come not
Like Cafar's fitter 3 the wife of Antony
Should have an army for an uiher, and

The neighs of horfe to tell of her approach,

Long ere Ihe did appear. The trees by th' way
Should have born men, and expectation fainted

Longing for what it had not. Nay, the dull

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 oftent of our love 5 which left unfhewn,

Is often left unluv'd ; we mould have met you
By fea, and land, fupplying every ftage

With an augmented greeting. v

OB. Good my Lord,

To come thus was I not conftrain'd, but did it

On my free will. My Lord, Mark Antony,

Hearing that you prepar'd for war, acquainted

My grieving ear withal j whereon I begg'd

His pardon for return.

C<zf. Which foon he granted,

Being an obftruct 'tween his luft and him,
OB. Do not fay fo, my Lord.

B b 2 Cafi
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Caf I have eyes upon him,

And his affairs come to me on the wind

:

Where is he now ?

O&. My Lord, heisin^f^j.
Caf No, my moll wronged filter

;
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 affernbled

JBcccbus the King of Libya, Archelaus

Of Cappadocia, Philadelphos King
Of Paphlagonia 5 the Thracian King Adallas,

King Malebus of Arabia, King of Ponty
Herod of Jewry, Mithridates King
Of Comagene, Polemon and Amintas,

The Kings of Mede, and Lycaonia,

With a larger lifr. of fcepters.

Off. Ah me molt wretched, '

That have my heart parted betwixt two friends^

That do afflict each other !

Caf, Welcome hither
;

Your letters did with-hold our breaking forth >

'Till we perceiv'd both how y:u were wrong led,

And we in negligent danger ; cheer your heart.

Be you not troubled with the time, which drives

O'er your content thefe ftrong necefiities,

But let determin'd things to deftiny

Hold unbewaiPd their way. Welcome to Romis
Nothing more dear to me. You are abused

Beyond the mark of thought j and the high God?^

To do youjuftice, make their minifters

Of us, and thofe that l«ve you. Be of comfort,

And ever welcome to us.

Agr, Welcome, Lady.

Mec. Welcome, dear Madam.
Each heart in Rome does love and pity you j

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.

Q&. Is it fo, Sir?
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Caf. It is moft certain : Mer, welcome

;
pray you

Be ever known to patience. My dear'ft filler ! \Exe*

SCENE VI. ACTIUM.
Enter Cleopatra ar\d ./Enobarbus.

Cleo. I will be even with thee, doubt it not.

JEno. But why, why, why ?

Cleo. Thou haft forefpoke my being in thefe wars
5

And fay'ft it is not fit.

JEno. Weli ; is it, is it ?

Clco. Is't not denounced againft us ? why mould not we
Be there in perfon ?

Mno. Well I could reply ;

If we mould ferve with horfe and mares together,

The horfe were meerly loft j the mares would bear

A foldier and his horfe.

Cleo. What is't you fay ?

JEno. Your prefence needs muft puzzle Antony
;

Take from his heart, take from his brain, from's time,

What mould not then be fpar'd. He is already

Traduc'd for levity, and 'tis faid in Rome,

That Photinus an eunuch, and your maids,

Manage this war.

Cleo. Sink Rome
9 and their tongues rot

That fpeak againft us ! A charge we bear i' th* war,

And as the prelident of my kingdom will I

Appear there for a man. Speak not againft it,

I will not ftay behind.

Enter Antony and Canidius.

JEno, Nay, I have done :

Here comes the Emperor.

Ant. Is't not ftrange, Canidius
,

That from Tarentum, and Brundufum,
He could fo quickly cut th* Ionian fea,

And take in Toryne f You have heard on't, fweet ?

Clco. Celerity is nevermore admir'd
Than by the negligent.

Ant , A good rebuke,

Which might have well becom'd the beft of men
To taunt at flacknefs. Come, Canidius, we
Will fight with him bv fea,

B b 3 C/<*»
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Cko, By fea, what elfe ?

Can, Why will my Lord do fo ?

Ant, For that he dares us.

JEno, So hath my Lord dar'dliim to fingle fight.

Can, Ay, and to wage this battle at Pharjalia,

Where Caefar fought with Pompey. But thefe offers.

Which ferve not for his vantage, he /hakes off,

And fo mould you.

JEno, Your mips are not well mann'd,

Your mariners muleteers and reapers, people

Ingroft by fwift imprefs. In Czjar^ fleet

Are thofe, that often have
1

'gainft P'ompey fought
j

Their mips are yare, your's heavy : no difgrace

Shall "fall you for refuting him at fea,

Being prepared for land.

Ant, By fea, by fea.

ALno. Moft worthy Sir, you therein throw away
The abfolute foldierfhip you have by land,

Diftra£t your army, which doth moft confifl

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.

Cko, Why, I have fixty fails, Cafar none better.

Ant, Our overplus of mapping will we bum,
And with the reft full-mann'd, from th 1

head of Affiant

Beat the approaching Co-far. If we fail,

We then can do't at land.

Enter a MeJJenger,

Thy bufinefs ?

Mej\ 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. Canidius,

Our nineteen legions thcu malt hold by land,

And our twelve thoufand horfe. We'll to our ftip.

Away, my Thetis ,
*

Enter a Soldier,
/

Hov now, worthy foldkr ? •
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Sold. Oh noble Emperor, do not fight by fea,

Truft not to rotten planks : do you mifdoubt

This fword, and thefe my wounds ? let the Mgyptians
And the Phoenicians, go a ducking : we
Have us'd to confer ftanding on the earth,

And fighting foot to foot.

Ant. Well, well, away. [Exeunt Ant. Cleo.andJEnob-,

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 leader's led,

And we are womens men.
Sold. You keep by land

^he legions and the horfe whole, do you not ?

Can. Marcus 0flavins, Marcus Jufteus,

Vublicola, and Celius, are for fea :

But we keep whole by land. This fpeed of Ctffar*'*

Carries beyond belief.

Sold. While yet in Rome,

His power went out in fuch diffractions as

Beguil'd all fpies.

Can. Who's his lieutenant, hear you ?

Sold. They fay, one Taurus.

Can. Well I know the man.
Enter a Mejfenger.

Mcf. The Emperor calls for Canidius.

Can. With news the time's in labour, and throws forth,

Each minute, fome. [Exeunt*

Enter Czfar with his Army, marching,

Csef. Taurus I

Taur. My Lord.

Caf. Strike not by land. Keep whole, provoke not battle

'Till we have done at fea. Do not exceed

The prefcript of this fcroul : our fortune lyes

Upon this jump. [Exeunt*

Enter Antony and i^nobarbus.

Ant. Set we our fquadrons on yon fide o' th' hill,

In eye of C^far's battle ; from which place

Wc may the number of the (hips behold,

And fo proceed accordingly, [Exeunt*

SCENE
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SCENE VII.

Canidius marching ivith his land Army one way over the

Jiagey and Taurus the Lieutenant of Caefar the other ivay :

after their going in, is heard the noije of a Sea-fght,

Alarum. Enter ^Enobarb*us.

Aino. Naught, naught, all naught, I can behold no
* Th* Antonias th' ALgyptian admiral, [longer

$

With all their fixty, flies and turns the rudder ;

To fee' t mine eyes are blafted.

Enter Scarus.

Scar. Gods, and GoddefTes, all the whole fynod of them

!

JEno. What's thy paffion ?

Scar. The greater cantle of the world is loft

With very ignorance ; we have kifsM away
Kingdoms and provinces.

ALno. How appears the fight ?

Scar. On our iide like the token' d pefHIence,

Where death is fure. Yond ribauld nag of Atgypt,

(Whom leprofie o'ertake!) i' th' midft o' th' fight,

(When vantage like a pair of twins appear'cl

Both as the fame, or rather ours the elder
j)

The brize upon her, like a cow in June,
Hoifts fails, and flies.

Mm. 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 height, flies after her

:

I never faw an action of fuch fliame
5

Experience, manhood, honour ne'er before

Did violate fo it felf.

AZne* Alack, alack

!

Enter Canidius.

Can. Our fortune on the fea is out of breath,

And finks rnoft lamentably. Had our General

Been what he knew himfelf, it had gone well

;

* Th* Anhriias% &c, (which Plutarth lays was the name of CUnpa-
#ra's fuip.)

Oh
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Oh he has given example for our flight,

Moft grofly by his own.
Am. Ay, are you thereabouts ? why then good-night

Indeed.

Can. Toward Peloponnefus are they fled.

Scar. 'Tis eafic to
r
t. And there I will attend

What further comes.

Can. To Cafar will I render

My legions and my horfe 5 fix Kings already

Shew me the way of yielding.

Mno. I'll yet follow

The wounded chance of Antony, though my reafon

Sits in the wind againft me. [Exeunt fe<veralb$,

SCENE VIII.

Enter Antony, with Eros and other Attendants.

Ant. Hark, the land bids me tread no more upori't,

It is afham'd to bear me. Friends, come hither,

I am fo lated in the world, that I

Haye loft my way for5 ever. I've a fhip

Laden with gold, take that, divide it
j

fly,

And make your peace with Cxjar.

Cmncs. Fly ! not we.

Ant. Fve fled my felf, and have inftruc"r.ed coward*

To run, and fhew their moulders. Friends, be gone.

I have my felf refolv'd upon a courfe,

Which has no need of you. Be gone,

My treafure's in the harbour. Take it oh,

I follow'd that I blnih to look upon
5

• My very hairs do mutiny, for the white

Reprove the brown for ralhnefs, and they them
For fear and doating. Friends, be gone

;
you mall

Have letters from me to fome friends, that will

Sweep your way for you. Pray you look not fad,

Nor make replies of lothneis 3 take the hint

Which my defpair proclaims. Let them be left

Which leave themfelves. To the fea-fide ftraight-way 1

I will poflefs you of that fhip and treafure.

Leave me, I pray, a little
5
pray-you now

Nay, do fo j for indeed I've loft command,
Therefore, I pray you— I'll fee you by and by [Sits d&wn.
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Enter Cleopatra led by Charmian and Iras, to Antony.

Eros. Nay, gentle Madam, to him, comfort him.

Iras. Do, mod dear Queen*

Geo. 'Do ? why, what elfe ? let me
Sit down ; oh Juno !

Ant. No, no, no, no, no.

Eros. See you here, Sir ?

Ant. Oh fie, fie, fie.

Char. Madam !

Iras. Madam, oh good Emprefs!
Eros. Sir, Sir, my Lord !

Ant. Yes, yes ; he at Fhillppi kept
His fword e'en like a dancer, while I ftrook

The lean and wrinkled Cajfius, and 'twas I

That the fad Brutus ended j he alone

Dealt on lieutenantry, and no practice had
In the brave fquares of war

;
yet now-— no matter—*

Clco. Ah ftand by.

Eros. The Queen, my Lord, the Queen
Iras. Go to him, Madam, fpeak to him,

He is unqualified with very fhame.
' Cko. Well then, fuftain me : oh!

Eras. Moft noble Sir, arife, the Queen approaches 5

Her head's declin'd, and death will feize her, but

Your comfort makes the refcue.

Ant. I have offended reputation 5

A moft unnoble fwerving

.
Eros, Sir, the Queen.

Ant. O whither haft thou led me, ALgypt ? fee

How I convey my fhame out of thine eyes,

By looking back on what I've left behind

'Stroy'd in diftionour.

Cl:o. Oh, my Lord
5
my Lord

;

Forgive my fearful fails ; I little thought

You would have follow' d.

Ant, /Egypt, thou knew' ft too well,

My heart was to thy rudder ty'd by th* JMng,
And thou ftiould'ft towe me after. O'ermyfphrit

Thy full fupremacy thou knew'ft, and that

Thy
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Thy beck might from the bidding of the Gods
Command me.

Cleo. Oh, my pardon !

Ant. Now Imuft
To the young man fend humble treaties, dcdge

And palter in the fiiift of lownefs, who
With half the bulk o' th' world play'd as I pleas'dj

Making and mairiBg fortunes. You did know
How much you were my conqueror, and that

My fwcrd, made weak by my afrettion, would
Obey it on all caule.

Cleo, Oh ! pardon, pardon !

Ant. Fall not a tear, I fay 5 one of them rates

All that is won and loft
;

give me a kits,

Even this repays me. We fcrat our fchoolmafter,

Is he come back ? Love, I am full of lead
;

Seme wine there, and our viands : fortune knew:?,

We fcorn her moft, when moftfhe offers blows. [Exeunt*

SCENE IX. Oelar's Camp.

Enter Caefar, Agrippa, Dciubclla, Thyrcus, ivitb others,

Cicf. Let him appear that's come ixQm Antory.

Know you him ?

Dol. Ctffar, 'tis his fchoolmafter,
;

An argument that he is pluckt, when hither

He fends fo poor a pinnion of his wing,

Which had fuperfiuous Kings for meficngers, 1

Not many moons gone by.

Enter AmuaJJadorfrom Antony.

Cof. Approach and fpeak.

Amb. Such as I am, I come from Anting :

I was of late as petty to his ends,

As is the morn-dew on the myrtle leaf

To the grand fea.

Ceef. Be't fo, declare thine office.

Amb. Lord of his fortunes he falutes thee, and
Requires to live in JEgypt ; which not granted,

He leffens his requefts, and to thee fues

To let him breathe ' between the heav'ns and earth

A private man in Athens : this for him.

Next, Cleopatra dees confefs thy greatnefs 5

Submits
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Submits her to thy might, and of thee craves

The circle of, the Ptolemies for her heirs,

Now hazarded to thy grace.

Caf. For Antony ,

I have no ears to his requeft. The Queen
Of audience nor defire mall fail, fo fhe

From -/Egypt drive her all-difgraced friend,

Or take his life there. This if me perform,

She fhall not fue unheard. So to them both.

Amb. Fortune purfue thee!

C-ff. Bring him through the bands. [Exit Ambajfa&or.

To try thy eloquence now 'tis time, difpatch,

From Antony win Cleopatra, promife, [To Thyreos.

And in our name j when /he requires, add more
As thine invention offers. Women are not

-In their beft fortunes ftrong ; but want will perjure

The ne'er -touchM veftal. Try thy cunning, Thyriut9
Make thine own edict for thy pains, which we
Will anfwer as a law.

Thyr. Ctffar, I go.

Caf, Obferve how Antony becomes his flaw,

And what thou think' ft his very action fpeaks

Jn every power that moves.

"Thyr, Ca?far, I ihall. [Exeunt*

SCENE X. Alexandria.
Enter Cleopatra, /Enobarbus, Charmian, and Iras,

Clco. What fhall we do JEnobarbusf

Mno. Drink, and die. *

Cleo. Is Antony, or we, in fault for this ?

Atno. Antony only, that would make his will

JLord of his reafen. What although you fled

From that great face of war, whofe feveral ranges

Frighted each other
; why mould he follow you ?

The itch of his affedrion mould not then

* This reply of JEmbarbus feems grounded upon a particularity

in the conduft oi Antony and Cleopatra which is related by Plutartbs

that after their defeat at Atlmm they inftituted a fociety of friends

who enterM into engagement to die with them, not abating in the

mean time any part of that luxury, excefs, aud riot, in which th-jy

tad lived before.

* Hav«
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Have nickt his captainftiip at fuch a point,

When half to halt" 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, ivitb the AmbaJfador%
Ant. Is that his anfwer ?

Amb. Ay, my Lord.

Ant. The Queen
Shall then have courtefie, fo flie will yield

Us up.

Amb. My Lord, he fays fo.

Ant. Let her know't.
To the boy Cafar fend this grizled head,
And he will fill thy wifhes to the brim
With principalities.

Cleo. That head, my Lord ?

i Ant. To him again, tell him he wears the rofe

Of youth upon him 5 from which, the world mould note

Something particular j his coin, mips, legions,

May be a coward's, whofe minifters would prevail

Under the fervice of a child, as foon
As i* th' command of Cafar. I dare him therefore

To lay his gay caparifons apart,

And anfwer me declin'd, fword againft fword,

Ourfelves alone 5 Til write it, follow me. [Exit Antony,
JEno. Yes, like enough ; high-battled Ca'far will

Unftate his happinefs, and beftag'd to th' mew
Againft a fworder. I fee mens judgments are

A parcel of their fortunes, and things outward

Do draw the inward quality after them
To fufter all alike. That he mould dream,

Knowing all meafures, the full Cafar will

Anfwer his emptinefs ! Cafar, thou haft fubdu'd

His judgment too.

Enter a Servant.

Ser. A mefTenger from Cafar.

Cleo. What, no more ceremony ? fee, my women —

«

Againft the blown rofe may they flop their nofe,

V$l. VII. C c That
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That kneePd unto the buds. Admit him, Sir.

ASno. Mine hone'fty and I begin to fquare
;

[Afide.

Tho' loyalty well held, to fools does make
Our faith meer folly

j
yet he that can endure

To follow with allegiance a falPn lord,

Do's conquer him that did his mailer conquer,

And earns a place i' th' ftory.

Enter Thyreus.
Cleo. Cafar^s will ?

¥hyrt Hear it apart.

Cleo. None here but friends
;
fay boldlr.

Ihyr* So haply are they friends to Antony.

Aino. He needs as many, Sir, as Cafar has 5 .

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.

Tbyr. So.

Thus then, thou moft renown' d 5 Cafar intreats

Not to confider in what cafe thou Hand" ft

Further than he is Cafar.
Cleo. Go on

j
right royal.

Tbyr. He knows that you embrace not Antony
As you did love, but as you fear'd hizn.

. Cleo. Oh ! [Afide,

Tbyr. The fears upon your honour therefore he

Do's pity, as conftrained blemifhes,

Not as deferv'd. I

Cleo. He is a God, and knows
"What is moft right. Mine honour was not yielded,

But conquer'd meerly.

AZno. To be fure of that,

I will a/k Antony. Sir, thou'rt fo leaky [AJids*

That we muft leave thee to thy finking, for

Thy deareft ijuit thee. [Exit /Enob.
Tbyr. Shall I fay to .Cafar

"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 itafT

To lean upon. But it would warm his fpirits,

To hear from me you had left Antony>
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And put yourfelf under his /hrowd, the great,

The univerfal landlord.

Cleo. What's your name ?

Tbyr. My name is Thyrcus,

Cleo. Molt kind meifenger,

Say to great Cuejar this j in deputation

I kifs his conquering 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'JEgypt.
Thyr. It is your nobleft courfe :

Wifdom and fortune combating together,

If that the former dare but what it can,

No chance may ihake it. Give me grace to lay

My duty on' your hand.

Cleo. Your Cctjar\ father,

When he hath mus'd of taking kingdoms in,

Bellow 'd his lips on that unworthy place,

As it rain'd kifles.

SCEN E XI.

Enter Antony and ^nobarbus.
Ant. Favours ! by Jove that thunders •

[Seeing Thyreus kijs her hand?

What art thou, feHow ?

Tbyr. One that but performs

The bidding of the fulleft man, and worthieft

Tro have command obey'd.

AEno. You will be whipp'd.

Ant. Approach there ah you kite ! now, Gods and

devils !

Authority melts from me of late. When I

Ciy'd, Ho.'i ! like boys unto a mufc, Kings would
Start forth, and cry, Tour icill f have you no ears ?

Tm Antony yet, Take hence this jack and whip him.

Eftter Servants.

JEno. 'Tis better playing with a lion's whelp,
Than with an old one dying.

Ant. Moon and ftars !

CWhip him : were't twenty of the greateft Tributaries

That do acknowledge Cajar, fhouid I find them
Cc 2 So
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So fawcy with the hand of her here, (what's her name
Since fhc was Cleopatra ?

)

—whip him, fellows

'Till like a boy you fee him cringe his face,

And whine aloud for mercy. Take him hence.

Tbyr. 'Mark Antony

Ant, Tug him away
j
being whipp'd

Bring him again, this jack of Cajar"
1

^ mail

Bear us an errand to him. [Exeunt with Thyreus.

You were half blafted ere I knew you : ha ! [To Cleopatra,

Have I my pillow left unpreft in Ro?ne
}

Forborn the getting of a lawful race,

And by a gem of women, to be abus'd

By one that looks on feeders ?

CIco, 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.

C/eo, Oh, is't come to this ?

Ant, I found you as a morfel cold upon

Dead CafaSs trencher : nay, you were a fragment

Of Cneus Po?npey, belides what hotter hours

Unregiftred in vulgar fame, you have

Luxurioufly pickt out. For I am fure,

Though you can guefs what temperance mould be,

You know not what it is.

CIco, 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 5 this kingly feal,

And plighterof high hearts ! O that I were

Upon the hill of Bafan> to out-roar

The horned herd, tor I have favage caufe
\

And to proclaim it civilly, were like

A halter' d neck, which does the hangman thank

For being yare about him. Is he whipp'd ?

Enter a Servant ivitb Thyreus.

Ser, Soundly, my Lord.
Ant.
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Ant, CryM he ? and begg'd a pardon ?

I Ser, He did a/k favour.

Ant, If that thy father live, let him repent

Thou waft not made his daughter 3 and be thou forry

To follow Cafar in his triumph, fince

Thou haft been whippM for following him. Henceforth

The white hand of a lady feaver thee,

Shake to look on't. 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 molt eafie 'tis to do't
5

When my good liars, that were my former guides,

Have empty left their orbs, and mot their fires

Into the abyfm of hell. If he miflike

My fpeech, and what is done, tell him he has

Hipp
t

archus my enfranchised bondman, whom
He may at pleafure whip, or hang, or torture,

As he mall like, to quit me. Urge it thou :

Hence with thy ftripes, be gone. [Exit Thyr*
Clco. Have you done yet ?

Ant, Alack, our terrene moon is now eclipsM,

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 ?

Clco, If I be fo,

From my cold heart let heaven ingender hail,

And poifon't in the fource, and the firft ftone

Drop in my neck 3 as it determines, fo

Diffolve my life 3 the ncxtCefarion fmite \

'Till by degrees the memory of my wOmb,
Together with my brave ALgyptians all,

By the difcandying of this pelletted ftorm,

Lye gravelefs ; 'till the flies and gnats of Nib
Have buried them for prey.

Ant, I'm fatisfied

;

C c 3 Cafar
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Cafar fetl down 'fore Alexandria, where

I will oppofe his fate. Our force by land

Hath nobly held 5 our fever' d navy too

Have knit again, and float, threatning moft fea-Iike*

Where haft thou been, my heart ? doft thou hear, Lady ?

If from the field I mail return once more
To kifs thefe lips, I will appear in blood,

I and my fword will earn my chronicle

:

There is hope in it yet.

Clco. That's my brave Lord.

Ant. I will be treble-finew'd, hearted, breath'd,

And right malicioufly : for when mine hours

Were nice and lucky, men did ranfom lives

Of me for jefts 5 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 j once more
Let's mock the midnight bell.

Cko. It is my birth-day,

I had thought t'have held it poor. But fince my Lord is

Antony again, I will be Cleopatra,

Ant. We will yet do well.

Cleo. Call all his noble captains to my Lord.

Ant. Do fo, we'll fpeak to 'em, and to-night I'll force

The wine peep through their fears. Come on, my Queen 5

There's lap in't yet. The next time I do fight,

I'll make death love me : for I will contend

Even with his peftilent fcythe. [Exeunt9

JEno. Now he'll out-ftare the lightning ; to be furious

Is to be frighted out of fear, and in that mood
The dove will peek the eftridge. I fee frill

A diminution in our captain's brain

Reftores his heart ; when valour preys on reafofy

It eats the fword it fights with 5 I will feek

Some way to leave hiias, [Exit*

ACT
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ACT IV. SCENE I.

Caefar's Camp.

Enter Caefar, with Agrippa, Mecaenas, and bis Armyf

Csefar reading a letter.

Ctef. T-l E calls me boy, and chides as he had power

To beat me out of JEgypt. My meflenger

He hath whipt with rods, dares me to perfonal combat,

Cafar to Antony. Let the old ruffian know,
He hath many other ways to die : mean time

I at this challenge laugh.

Mec. Cafar muft think,

When one fo great begins to rage, he's hunted

Even to falling. Give him no breath, but now
Make boot of his diftra6tk>n : never anger

Made good guard for it felf.

,

Caf. Let our beft heads

Know that to-morrow the laft of many battels

We mean to right. 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*

SCENE II.

The Palace in Alexandria.

Enter Antony and Cleopatra, /Enobarbus, Charmias;,

Iras, Alexas, with others.

Ant. He will not fight with me, Domithis f
JEno. No.
Ant. Why mould he not ?

JEno. He thinks, being twenty times of better fortune

He's twenty men to one.

Ant. To-morrow, foldier,

By fea and land Til fight : or I will live,

Or bathe my dying honour in the blood

Shall make it live again. Woo't thou fight well ?

Mno. I'll ftrike, and cry, "Take all.

Ant. Well faid, come on

:

Call forth my \mM& fefYaats, fet's tonight;
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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,

And Kings have been your fellows.

Cleo. What means this ?

A£no. 'Tis one of thofe odd freaks which forrow ihoots

Out of the mind.

Ant. And thou art honeft too :

I wi/h 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
5

Scant not my cups, and make as much of me
As when mine empire was your fellow too,

And fuffer'd my command.
Cleo. What does he mean ?

Ai.no. To make his followers weep.
Ant. Tend me to-night

j

May be it is the period of your duty,

Haply you ftiall not fee me more, or if,

A mangled fhadow. It may chance to-morrow,
You'll ferve another mafter. I look on you,

As one that takes his leave. Mine honeft friends,

I turn you not away, but like a mafter

Married to your good fervice, ftay till death •

Tend me to-night two hours, I alk no more,

And the Gods yield you for't

!

ASno. What mean you, Sir,

To give them this difcomfort ? look, they weep.

And I, an afs, am onion-ey'd5 for ftiame,

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,

You take me in too dolorous a fenfe
;

I fpake t' you for your comfort, did delire you

To burn, this night with torches ; know, my hearts,
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I hope well of to-morrow, and will lead you,

Where rather I'll expect victorious life
;

Than death and honour. Let's to fupper, come,

And drown confidcration. [Exeunt*

SCENE III.

A Court of Guard before the Palace,

Enter a Company of Soldiers,

1 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
5
good-night to you.

1 Sold, Well, Sir, good-night.

[They meet with other Soldiersa

2 Sold. Soldiers, have careful watch.

1 Sold. And you
;
good -night, good-night.

[They place themfehes in every corner of the ftage*

2 Sold. Here we j and if to-morrow
Our navy thrive, I have an abfolute hope
Our landmen will ftand up.

1 Sold,, 'Tis a brave army, and full of purpofe.

[Mujick of the hautboys is under the fiagt^

2 Sold, Peace, what noile ?

1 Sold, Lilt, lift

!

2 Sold. Hark

!

1 Sold. Mufick i' th' air.

3 Sold. Under the earth.

It iigns well, do's it not ?

7. Sold. No.
1 Sold. Peace I fay : what /hould this mean ?

2 Sold, 'Tis the God Hercules, who loved Antony,
Now leaves him.

1 Sold. Walk, let's fee if other watchmen
Do hear what we do.

2 Sold. How now, mafters ?

Gmnes. How now ? how now ? do you hear this f
1 Sold. Is't not ftrange ?

3 Sold. Do you hear, mafters ? do you hear ?

1 Sold. Follow the noife fo far as we have quarter,

Let's fee how 'twill give off,

_ 0wne:~3
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Omnes. Content : 'tis ftrange. [Exeunt.

SCENE IV. Cleopatra'* Palace.

Enter Antony and Cleopatra, with others.

Ant. Eros, mine armour, Eros.

Cleo. Sleep a little.

Ant. No, my chuck : Eros, come, mine armour, Eros,

Enter Eros.

Come, my good fellow, put mine iron on
j

If fortune be not ours to-day, it is

^Becaufe we brave her. Come.
Cleo, Nay, I'll help too.

Ant, What's this for ? ah, let be, let be, thou art

The armourer of my heart
5

falfe, falfe
5

this, this.

Cleo. Sooth-la I'll help : thus it mull be.

Ant, Well, well,

We fhall thrive now. Seeft thou, my good fellow ?

Go put on thy defences.

Eros. Briefly, Sir.

Cleo. Is not this buckled well ?

Ant. Oh ! rarely, rarely

:

He that unbuckles this, * till we do pleafe

To dofF't for our repofe, mall hear a ftorm.

Thou fumbleft, Eros, and my Queen's a Squire

More tight at this than thou
j

difpatch. O love

!

That thou could'ft fee my wars to-day, and knew'ft

The royal occupation ; thou mould'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 rife betime,

And go to't with delight.

Sold, A thoufancj? Sir,

Early though' t be, have on their riveted trim,

And at the port expect you. [Shout. Trumpets Jlourijb.

Enter Captains and Soldiers.

Cap. The morn is fair
5
good-morrow, General.

AIL Good-morrow, General.

Ant. 'Tis well blown, lads

!

This morning, like the fpirit of a youth
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That means to be of note, begins betimes.

So, To
j
come, give me that,'—this way—well faid.

Fare thee well, dame, whate'er becomes of me,
This is a foldier's kifs : rebukeable,

And worthy mameful check it were, to ftand

On more mechanick compliment 5 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 retire to your chamber ?

Cleo. Lead me

:

He goes forth gallantly : That he and Cafar might
Determine this great war in fingle fight t

Then Antony—but now—well, on. [Exeunt,

SCENE V. A Camp.

Wrumpets found. Enter Antony rf«^Eros : an old Soldier

meeting them.

Sold. The Gods make this a happy day to Antony !

Ant. Would thou and thofe thy fears had once prevail'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 ftill

Followed thy heels.

Ant. Who's gone this morning ?

Eros. Who?
One ever near thee.,* Call for JEnobarbus,

He mail not hear thee, or from Cafar's camp
Say, J 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 fubferibe gentle adieus, and greetings s

Say, that I wifh he nerer find more caufe
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To change a matter. Oh, my fortunes have

Corrupted honeft men ! difpatch, my Eros, [Exeunt,

SCENE VI. Caefar'i Camp*

Enter Caefar, Agrippa, ivitb iEnobarbus, and Dolabella.

Caf. Go forth, Agrippay and begin the fight

:

Our will is, Antony be took alive
j

Make it fo known.
Agr. Cafar, I mall.

Caff. The time of univerfal peace is near ;

Prove this a profp'rous day, the three-nook'd world

Shall bear the olive freely.

Enter a Mejfenger,

Mef, Mark Antony is come into the field.

Caf. Go, charge, Agrippa
;

Plant thofe that have revolted in the van,

That Antony may feem to fpend his fury

Upon himfelf. [Exeunt,

ALno. Alexas did revolt, and went to Jewry on
Affairs of Antony 5 there did perfwade

Great Herod to incline himfelf to Cafar,
And leave his mafter Antony. For his pains

Cafar hath hang'd him : Canidius and the reft

That fell away have entertainment, but

No honourable truft : I have done ill,

Of which I do accufe my felf fo forely,

That I will joy no more.

Enter a Soldier g/" Caefar.

Sold. AZncbarbus, Antony

Hath after thee fent all thy treafure, with
His bounty over-plus. The meflenger

Came on my guard, and at thy tent is now
Unloading of his mules.

JEno. I give it you.

Sold. Mock me not, AEnobarbus,

I tell you true : beft you fee fafe the bringer

Out of the hoft : I mull: attend mine office,

Or would have don't my felf : Your Emperor
Continues Hill a. Jove. [Exit,

AE.no. I am alone the villain of the earth,

And feel I am fo moil. Oh Antony,

Thou
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Thou mine of bounty, how wouJdft thou have paid

My better fcrvice, when my turpitude

Thou dofr 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 may die j the foul'lt Left fits

My latter part of life. [Exit*

SCENE VII.

Before the Walls ofAlexandria.
Alarum. Drums and Trumpets. Enter Agrippa,

Agr. Retire, we have engag'd our felves too far :

Cafar himfelf has work, our oppofition

Exceeds what we expected. [Exit*

Alarum. Enter Antony, and Scarus ivounded.

Scar. O my brave Emperor, this is fought indeed
j

Had we done fo at nrft, we had drovcn them home
Yv^ith clouts about their heads.

Ant. Thou bleed'ft apace.

Scar. I had a wound here that was like a T,
But now 'tis made an H.

Ant. They do retire.

Scar. We'll beat 'em into bench-holes j I have yet

Room for fix fcotches more.

Enter Eros.

Eros. They're beaten, Sir, and our advantage ferves

For a fair victory.

Scar. Let us fcore their backs,

And match 'em up, as we take hares, behind 5

'Tis fport to maul a runner.

Ant. I will reward thee,

Once for thy fprightly comfort, and ten-fold

Jor thy good valour. Come on.

Scar. I'll halt after. [Exeunt,

Alarum. Enter Antony again in a March,

Scarus with others.

"

Ant. We've beat him to his camp ; run one before,

And let the Queen know of cur geils 5 to-mcrrow
Before the fun ihali fee's, we'll fpill the blood

yhat has to-day efcap'd, I thank you all 3 .

Vol. VII, $ d For

1
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for doughty-handed are you, and have fought

Not as you ferv'd my caufe, but as't had been
Each man's like mine

5
you've fhcwn your felves all Hectors,,

Enter the city, clip your wives, your friends,

Tell them your feats, whilft they with joyful tears

Warn the congealment from your wounds, and kifs

The honour'd gafhes whole. Give me thy hand,[To Scarus.

Enter Cleopatra.

To this great * faiery I'll commend thy acts,

Make her thanks bids 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 grey
Do fomething mingle with our brown, yet have we
A brain that nourilhes 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 l*ate of mankind had
Deftroyed in fuch a /hape.

Cleo. I'll give thee, friend,

An armour all of gold 5 it was a King's.
Ant. He has deferv'd it, were it carbuncled

Like holy Phoebus'' car. Give me thy hand
j

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,

* The word Faiery here is to be underftood in the fenfe of /«-
ibantrtjt which it often carries in the old Romances.

That
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That heav'n anJ earth may ftrike their founds together,

Applauding our approach. [Exeunt*

SCENE VIII. Cxfar's Camp.

Enter a Centry, and his Company, ^nobarbus follows.

Cent. If we be not reliev'd within- this hour,

Wc ma ft return to tiY court of guard 5 the night

Is fliiny, and they fay, we mall embattel

(By th* fecond hour i' th' morn.
1 Watch. This laft day was

A mrewd one to's.

JE.no. O bear me witnefs, night

!

2 Watch. WJiat man is this ?

I Watch. Stand dole, and liften to him.
JE.no. Be witnefs to mc, O thou bleiTed moon,

When men revolted mall upon record

Bear hateful memory
;
poor JEnobarbus did .

•

Before thy face repent.

Cent, JEnobarbus f

3 Watch, Peace
5

Hark further.

JEno. Oh fovereign miftrefs of true melancholy,

The poifonous damp of night difperge upon me I

•That life, a very rebel to my will,

(pay haug no longer on me. Throw my heart

A^:unft the flint and hardnefs of my fault,

Which being dried with grief, will break to powder,

And finim all foul thoughts. O Antony,

Nobler than my revolt is infamous,

Forgive me in thine own particular,

But let the world rank me in regifter

A mailer-leaver, and a fugitive :

Oh Antony ! oh Antony > [Dies.

1 Watch. Let's fpeak to him.

Cent. Let's hear him, for the things he fpeaks

'May concern Ctefar,

2 Watch. Let's do fo, but he fleeps.

Cent. Swoons rather, for fo bad a prayer as his

Was never yet for fleep.

1 Watch. Go we to him.

2 Watch, Awake, Sir, awake, fpeak to us.

D d 2 1 Watch*
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1 Watch, Hear, you Sir !

Cent* The hand of death hath caught him.
[Drums afar cjf.

Hark how the drums din early wakes the keepers

:

Let's bear him to the court of guard 5 he is

Of note. Our hour is fully out.

2 Watch. Come on,

He may recover yet, [Exeunt*

S C E N E IX. Betvjcen the tivo Can\;>s.

Enter Antony, and Scarus, with their Army,
Ant. Their preparation is to-day by Tea,

V/e plcafe them net by land.

Star* For both, my Lord.

Ant. I would thry'd fight i'th' fire, or in the air>

"We'd fight there too. But this it is j our foot

Upon the hiJls adjoyning to the city

Shall ftay with us. Order for fca is given,

They have put forth the haven : further on,

Where their appointment we may beft difcover,

And look on their endeavour. [Exeunt*

Enter Caifar, and his Army,
Ctef. Not being cmirg'd, we will be ftiii by land,

Which as I uke't we mall net 5 for his belt force

Is forth to man his galiies. To the vales,

And hold our beft advantage. [Exeunt.

[Alamm afar offy as at a fea-fght.

Enter Anteny and Scarus.

Ant. Yet they're not y in'd :

"Where yond pine ftands, I frail difcovcr all.

I'll bring thee word ftraight, how 'tisrlike to go. [Exit.

Scar. Swallows have built

In Cleopatra's fails their neits. The augurs

Say, they know not they cannot tell look grimly,

And dare not fpeak their knowledge. Antony

Is valiant, and dejected, and byftarts

His fretted fortunes give him hope and fear

Of what he has, and has not. [Exit,

SCENE X. Alexandria.
Enter Antony.

Ant. All is loft !

This
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This foul /Egyptian hath betrayed 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 when I am reveng'd upon my charm,

I have done all. Bid them all fly, be gone.

Oh fun, thy uprife mail I fee no more :

Fortune and Antony part here, even here

Do we /hake hands-— -all come to this ! the hearts

That fpanicPd me at heels, to whom I gave

j

Their wi flies, do difcandy, melt their fweets

On bloiToming Cajar : and this pine is bark'd,

That over-topt them all. Betray'd I am.
Oh this falfe foul of /Egypt ! 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 loofe

Beguil'd me to the very heart of lofs.

What, Eros, Eros

!

Enter Cleopatra.

-Ah, thou fpell ! avant.

Cleo. Why is my Lord enrag'd againft his love ?

Ant. Vanifli, or I fhall give thee thy deferving,

And blemifh C^/ar^s triumph. Let him take thee,

And hoift thee up to the ihouting Plebeians
j

Follow his chariot, like the greateft lpot

Of all thy fex. Monfter-like be the ftiew

For poor' ft diminutives, for dolts j and let

Patient Oclavia plough thy vifage up
With her prepared nails, 'Tis well thou'rt gone.

[Exit Cleopatra,

If it be well to live. But better 'twere

Thou feirft into my fury, for one death

Might have prevented many. Eros, hoa !

The fliirt of Neffus is upon me ; teach me,
Chides, thou mine anceftor, thy rage,

Led thee lodge Lichas on the horns o' th' moon,
And with thoie hands that grafpt the heavier! ciub ;
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Subdue thy worthieft felf. The witch mall die
\

To th
1 Roman boy foe hath fold me, and I fall

Under her plot : flie dies for't. Eros, hoa ! [Exit*

Re-enter Cleopatra, Charmian, Iras, and Mardian.

C/eo. Help me, myweiiacn ! oh he is more mad
Than Telatnon for his mield 5 the boar of TheJJaly

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,

T han greatnefs going off.

Cko. To th' monument

:

Mardian, go tell him I have flain myfelf,

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 XI. Enter Antony and"Eros.
Ant. Eros, thou yet behold' {I me.
Eros, Ay, noble Lord.

Ant. Sometime we fee a cloud that's dragoniih,

A vapour fometime like a bear, or lion,

A tower'd citadel, a pendant rock,

A forked mountain, or blue promontory
With trees upen't, that nod unto the world,

And mock cur eyes with air. Thou'ft 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 diflimns, and makes it indiflinct

As water is in water.

Eros. It do's, my Lord.

Ant. My good knave, Eros, now thy captain is

Even fuch a body ; here I'm Antony,

Yet cannot hold this vifible fhape, my knave.

I made thefe wars for AZgyftt j and the Queen,
Whofe heart I thought I had, for me had mine,
Which whilrt it was mine, had annext unto't

A million more, now loft ! fhe, Eros, has

Packt caids with Cafar} and fajfe play'd my glory

Untt
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Unto an enemy's triumph

Nay, weep not, gentle Eros, there is left us

Our felves to end our felves.

Enter Mardian.

Oh thy vile lady !

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,

She hath betray' d me, and mall die the death.

Mar. Death of one perfon can be paid but once,

And that ftie has difcharg'd. What thou wouldft d#

Is done unto thy hand 5 the laft /he fpake

Was Antony ! 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 fo buried in her.

Ant . Dead then ?

Mar. Dead.

Ant. Unarm me, Eros, the long day's talk is done,

And we muft fleep
j

that,thou depart' ft hence fafe

[To Mardian.

Does pay thy labour richly
;
go. Pluck off

j [Ex. Mardian.

The feven-fold fhield 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, Eros, apace,

No more a foldier—bruifed pieces, go
$
[Unarming hhnfelf.

You have been nobly born, ---from me a while,—[Ex .Ergs*

I will o'er-take thee, Cleopatra, and

Weep for my pardon. So't muft be, for now
All length is torture $ fince thy torch is out,

Lye down and ftray no further. Now all labour

Marrs what it does, yea, very force entangles

It felf with ftrength ;
fleep then and all is dc ne.

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
j

Did*
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DiJo and her Sichtzus * lhall want troops,

And all the haunt be ours. Come, Eros, Eros

!

Enter Eros.

Eros. What would my Lord ?

Ant. Since Cleopatra died,

I live in fuch difhonour, that the Gods
Deteft my bafenefs. I, that with my fvvord

Quarter'd the world, and o'er green Neptune^s back
With mips, made cities 5 condemn my felf, to lack

The courage of a woman 5 lefs noble-minded
Than Hie which, by her death, our Cajar tells,

V>n conqueror of my felf. Thou art fworn, Eros,

That when the exigent mould come, which now
Is come indeed, when I mould fee behind me
Th' inevitable profecution of difgrace

And horrour 5 that on my command thou then

Wouldft kill me. Do it, for the time is come

:

Thou ftrik'ft not me, 'tis Cafar thou defeat
1

ft.

Put colour in thy cheek.

Eros. The Gods with-hold me !

Shall I do that which all the Parthian darts,

Though enemy, loft aim, and could not ?

Ant. Eros,

Wouldft thou be window'd in great Rome, and fea

Thy mafter thus with pleacht arms, bending down
His corrigible neck, his face fubdu'd

To penetrative fhame, whilft the wheel
1

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
Aloft 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,

* Gonjux ubi priftinus i!li

Refpondet curis, aequatque Sicbaus amorem.
V\rg % JEn % lib, vi, v, 47.?.
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Or thy precedent fervices are all

But accidents unpurpos'd. Draw, and come.

Eros. Turn from me then that noble countenance

Wherein the worfhip of the whole world lyes.

Ant . Lo thee. fuming from hint,

Eros. My fword is drawn.

Ant. Then let it do

The thing why thou haft drawn it.

Eros. My dear mafter, /

My captain, and my Emp'ror ! Let me fay,

Before I Itrike this bloody ftroke, Fareivel

!

Ani. 'Tis laid, man, and farewel

!

Eros. Farewel, great chief! Shall I ftrlke now ?

Ant. Now, Eros.

Eros. Why, there then-—-thus I do efcape the forrow

QfAntony's death. [Eros kills bim[elf
Ant. Thrice nobler than my felf

!

Thou teacheft me, oh valiant Erost what
I fliould, and thou could'ft not

$
my Queen and Eros

Have by their brave inftruc'tion got upon me
A noblencfs in record. But I will be

A bridegroom in my death, and run into't

As to a-lover's bed. Come then, and, Eros,

Thy mafter dies thy fcholar j to do thus

[Falling on his fcvord*

I learnt of thee.—-Hew, not yet*iead ? not dead ?

The guard how ! oh difpatch me !

SCENE XII. Enter Dercetas and Guard.

1 Guard. What's the noife ?

Ant. I've done my work ill, friends : O make aneni
Of what I have begun.

2 Guard. The ftar is fall'fl.

I Guard. And time is at his period.

All. Alas, and woe

!

Ant. Let him that loves me, ftrike me dead,

I Guard. Not I.

a Guard. Not I.

3 Guard. Nor any one. [Exeunt*

Der. Thy death and fortunes bid thy followers fly.

This (word but fhewn to Cajara with thefe tidings,

Shall
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Shall enter me with him.

Enter Diomedes.
DtOi Where's Antony f
Der. There, Diomed, there.

Dio, Lives he ? wilt thou not anfwer ?

Ant. Art thou there, Diomed ? draw thy fword, and give

Sufficing ftrokes for death. [me
Dio. Moft abfolute Lord,

My miftrefs Cleopatra fent me to thee.

Ant. When did me fend thee ?

Dio. Now, my Lord.

Ants Where is me ?

Dio. Lockt in her monument.
She had, alas ! a prophefying fear

Of what hath come to pafs ; for when me faw
(Which never mail be found) you did fufpect

She had difpos'd with Ca?far> and that your rage

Would not be purg'd, fhe fent word me 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 Diomed 5 call my guard I pr'ythee.

Dio. What, ho ! the Emperor's guard. The guard,what,

Come, your Lord calls. [hoa !

Enter tie Guard.

Ant. Bear me, good friends, where Cleopatra bides,

'Tis the laft fervice that I mall command you.

Guard. Woe are we, Sir, you may not live to .wear

All vour true followers out

!

All. Moft heavy day !

Ant, Nay, good my fellows, do not plcafe marp fate

To grace it with your forrows. Bid that welcome
Which comes to punifli us, and we punhh 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. [Exeunt, bearing Antony.

SCENE XIII. A magnificent Monument,

Enter Cleopatra, Charmian, and Iras, above,

Cleo. Oh Charmian, I will never go from hence.

Char, Be comforted, dear Madam.
cu*.
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Clco. No, I will not

:

All ftrange and terrible events are welcome,

But comforts we defpife 5 our fize of forrow

Proportioned to our caufe, rauft be as great

As that which makes it.

Enter Diomedes.

How now ? is he dead ?

Dio. His death's upon him, but net dead. Look out

O' th' other fide, his |uard have brought him hither*

Enter Antony born by the Guard,
Cleo. O thou fun,

Turn from the fphere thou mov'ft in! darkling ftand

The varying more o' th' world ! O Antony !

Help, Charmian, help, Iras, help
;
help, friends,

Below there, let us draw him hither.

Ant. Peace.

Not Cafar's valour hath o'er -thrown Antony
But Antony hath triumpht on himfelf.

Clco. So it mould be, that none but Antony
Should conquer Antony, but woe 'tis fo !

Ant. I am dying, Algypt, dying
;
only yet

I here importune death a while, until

Of many thoufand kifTes the poor laft

I lay upon thy lips. Comedown.
Cleo. I dare not,

Dear, dear my Lord, your pardon that I dare not,

Left I be taken j not th' imperious mew
Of the full-fortun'd Ca>far ever mall

Be brooch'd with me j if knife, dru£s, ferpents have
Edge, operation, or fting, I am fafe :

Your wife 0Salvia, with her modeft eyes

And ftill conclufion, mall acquire no honour,

Demuring upon me. But come, come, Antony,

(Help me, my women.) we mufl: draw thee up
Amft, good friends.

Ant. Oh quick, or I am gone.

Clco. Here's fport indeed ; how heavy weighs my Lord \

Ourftrength is all gone into heavinefs,

That makes the weight. Had I great Juno's power,
The fowig^wwg'd Mercury fhcuid fetch thee up,

And
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And fet thee by Jove^s fide. Yet come a little,

Wilhers were ever fools. Oh come, come, ccme—

-

[They dra<w Antony up to Cleopatra,

And welcome, welcome ! Die where thou haft hVd,
Quicken with kiffing j had my lips that power,

TRus would I wear them out.

All Oh heavy fight

!

Ant. I am dying, JEgypt, dying.

Givs me fome wine, and let me fpeak a little.

Cleo. No, let me fpeak, and let me rail fo high,

That the falfe hufwife Fortune break her wheel,

Provok'd by my offence.

Ant. One word, fweet Queen.

Of Ccsfar feek your honour, with your fafety.

Cleo. They do not go together.

Ant. Gentle, hear me
;

None about Cajar truft, but Proculcius.

Cleo. My refolution and my hands I'll truft,

None about Cajar.

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 liv'd j the greateft Prince o'th' world,

The nobleft once j and now not bafely die,

Nor cowardly put off my helmet to

My countryman j a Roman, by a Roman
Valiantly vanquifli'd. Now my fpirit is going ;

I can no more [Antony dies*.

Cleo. Nobleft of men! woo't die ?

Kaft thou no care of me ? mall 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 5 the odds is gone,

And there is nothing left remarkable,

Beneath the vifiting moon. [She faints.

Char, Oh quietnefs, Lady.

Iras, She is dead too, our Sovereign,

I Star,.
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Char, Lady !

Iran. Madam !

Char, Oh Madam, Madam f

Iras, Royal JEgypt ! Emprcfs

!

Cleo. Peace, peace, Iras,

No more but a nicer woman, and commanded
Ey fuch poor paffion as the maid that milks;

And does the meant!! chares. It were for me
To throw my fceptre at th' injurious Gods,
To tell them that this world did equal theirs,

Till they had ftolFn our jewel. All's but nought:
Patience k fottift, and impatience decs

Become a dog that's mad : then is it fin,

To rum into the fecrct hcufe of death,

Re death dare come to us ? how do you, women ?

"What ? what ? good cheer ! why, how now, Cbarmian P
My noble girls ? ah, wometf, women ! look,

Ctu- lamp is fpent, it's cut good Sirs, take heart,

JWe 7

ll bury him : and. then what's brave, what's noble,
Let T

s do it after the high Roman famion,

And make death proud to take us. Come away,
This cafe of that huge fptrit now is cold.

Ah, women, women ! come, we have no friend,

fct tcfclution, and the briefer! end.

[Exeunt bearing offAntony's body,

ACT V. SCENE I,

Caefar'i Camf.
Enter Casfar, Agrippa, Dolabella, Mecsnas, Proculeius.,

Gallus, and Train.

Caf, QO to him, Dolabella, bid him yield,

Being fo fruftrate, tell him, he but mocks
The paufes that he makes.

Del, Cafar, I mall. [Exit Dolabella.

Enter Dercetas with the fword of Antony.
Caf. Wherefore is that ? and what art thou that dar#

Appear thus to us ?

Der. I am call'd Dercetas,

Mark Antony I fervM, who beft was vvorthy
Beft to be ferv'd ; whilft he flood up, "and lboke.
Vol. VII. E e He



326 Antony and Cleopatra.

He was my rnafter, and I wore my life

To fpend upon his haters. If thou pleafe

To take me to thee, as I was to him
I'll he to Cafar : If thou pleafcft not,

I yield thee up my life.

Caf What is't thou fay'ft ?

Der. I fay, oh Cafar, Antony is dead,

Caf The breaking of 10 great a thing ihouM make
A greater crack in nature. The round world
Should have (hook lions into civil itreets,

And citizens to their den?. The death of Antony
Is not a fingle doom, in that name lay

A moiety of thz world.

Der. He is dead, Cafar,
Not by a publick minifter of juftice,

Nor by a hirM knife : but that fel f-hand

Which writ his honour in the acts it did,

Hath with the courage' which the heart did lend i$

Splitted the heart it felf. This is his (word,

I robb'd his wound of it : behold it ihin'd

With his moll noble blood.

Caf Lock you fad, friends ?

The Gods rebuke me but it is a tiding

To warn the eyes of Kings.

Agr. And ftrange it is,

That nature muft compel us to lament

Our molt perfifted deeds.

Mec. His taints and honours

Weigh*d equal in him.

Agr. A rarer fpirit never

Did freer humanity ; but you, Gods, will give uj

Some faults to make us men. Cafar is touched.

Mcc. When fuch a fpacious mirror's fee before hna^
ffe needs muft fee himfeif.

Caf O Antony

!

I've follow'd thee to this— but we do launce

Difeafes in our bodies. I muft perforce

Have fljewn to thee fach a declining diiy,

Or Jook'd on thine j we could not {fall together

In thewhole world. But yet jet n5e lament
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With tears as fovereigft as the blood of hearts.

That thou my brother, my competitor,

In top of ail defign, my mate in empire,

Friend and companion in the front of war,

The arm of mine own body, and the heart

Where mine its thoughts did kindle 5 that our fta?s

Unreconciliable mould divide

Our equalnefs to this. Hear me, good friends *

But I will tell you at fome meetcr feafon.

The bufinefs of this man looks out of him,

We'll hear him what he lays. Now whence are you ?

Enter an ^Egyptian.

j&gypt. A pocr JEgyptian yet ; the Queen my malrcfe

Confin'd in all flic has (her monument)
Of thy intents defires inftruction,

That me preparedly may frame her felf

To th' way ihe's fere'd to.

Ccef. 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 Ccvjdr cannot live

To be ungentle.

JEgyp. May the Gods preferve thee ! \Exit,

Caf. Come hither, Proculeius, go and fay

We purpofe her no mame
;
give her what comforts

The quality of her pafiion mall require
;

Left in her greatnefs by fome mortal ftrokc

She do defeat us : for her life in Rome
Would be eternaling our triumph. Go,
And with your fpeedieft bring us what me fays,

And how you find of her.

Pro. Cafar, I ihall. ^[ExitVrb^
Ca>f. Gallus, go you along ; where's DolabeUa9[Exit Qxt*

To fecond Proculeius f
All Dolabdla !

Caf. Let him alone ; for I remember now
How he's employ'd : he mall in time be ready.

Go with me to my tent, where you mall ice

How hardly I was drawn into this wsr,

Kow caim and gentle I proceeded full

2 U
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In all my writings. Go with me, and fee

What I can fhew in this. -[Exeunt*

SCENE ft The Monument.

Enter Cleopatra, Charmian, Iras, Mardian, and
Seleucus, above.

Cleo. My defolation does begin to make
A better life 5 'tis paltry to be Ca?far :

Not being fortune, he's but fortune's knave,

A minifter of her will j and it is great,

To do that thing that ends all other deeds,

Which {hackles accidents, and bolts up change,

Which makes us deep, nor palate more the dug

O'th' beggar's nude and Gafar*$*

Enter Proculeius, and Gallus, below.

Pro. Ca>far fends greeting to the Queen of JEjJJrt*

And bids thee ftudy on what fair demands

Thou mean' ft to have him grant thee.

Cleo. What's thy name ? v
Pro. My name is ProcuUius,

Cleo. Antony
Did tell me of you, bad me truft you, but

I do not greatly care to be deceiv'd,

That have no ufe for trufting. If yc-ur matter

Would have a Queen his beggar, you muft tell him,
That majefty, to keep decorum, muft

J
No lefs beg than a kingdom : if he pleafe

To give me conquer' d JE?yj>t for my fon,

He gives me lb much of mine own, as I

Will kneel for to him with thanks.

Pro. Be of good cheer :

You're fall'n into a princely hand, fear nothing;

Make your full ref 'rence freely to my Lord,

Who is fo full of grace, that it flows over

On all that need. Let me report to him
Your fvveet dependency, and you mall find

A conqu'ror that will pray in aid * for kindnefs,

Where lie for grace is kneel'd to.

* Praprg in aid is a Lav/--term ufed for a petition made in z
Court of Juitice for the carting in of help* from another tktt bath an
i.iiercft in the c-iule in queftion.

a*
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Clco. Pray you tell him,

I am his fortunes vaffal, and T bend to

The greatnefs he has got. '

I hourly learn

A doctrine of obedience, and would gladly

Look him i' th' face.

Pro. This I 'll report, dear Lady.
Have comfort, for 1 know your plight is pity'd

Of him that c?.us'd it.

Gall, You fee how caMIy /he may be furpriz'd.

[They enter the Monument by a ladder,

Pro. Guard her 'till Cafar come.
Iras. Oh royal Queen,
Char. Oh Cleopatra, thou art taken, Queen.
Clco. Quick, quick, good hands. [Draiuirig a daggeK
Pro. Hold, vvonhy 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 matter's bounty, by

Th' undoing of your felf i let the world fee

Kis noblenefs well aclcd, which your death

Will never let come forth.

Cleo. Where art thou, death ?

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, I'll not drink, Sir f

If idle talk will once be accellary,

I'll not fleep neither. This mortal houfe I'll ruin,

Do Cafar what he can. Know, Sir, that I

Will not wait pinion' d at your matter's Court,

Nor once be chaftis'd with the fober eye

Of dull O&avia. Shall they hoitt me up,

And mew me to the Ihouting varletry

Of cens'fing Rome ? rather a ditch in JEgypt

Be gentle grave to me ! rather on Nilus^ mud
Lay me ftark-naked, and let the water-flies

Blow me into abhorring ! rather make
My country's h\v.\\zR: Pyramidmy gibbet,

And hang me up in chains

!
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Pro. You do extend

Thefe thoughts of horrour further than you Hidl

Find caufe in Ca'far.

Enter Dolabella.

Do!. Proculeius,

"What thou haft done my matter Qefar knows,

And he hath fent for thee : as for the Queen,

I'll take her to my guard.

Pro. So, Dolabella
,

It fhall content me belt ; be gentle to her

:

To Ca'far I will fpeak what you ihall pleale_, [To Cleopatra.

If you'll employ me to him.

Cleo. Say, I would die. [Exeunt Prcculeius and Gallus-

Dol. Mo ft noble Emprefs, you have heard of me.
Cleo. I cannot tell.

Dol. Affuredly 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 ./^o/y

9

Oh fuch 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 Hack
A fun and moon, which kept their courfe, and lighted

The little orb o' th' earth.

Dol. Mori fovereign creature

Cleo. His legs beftrid the ocean, his reared arm
Crefted the world : his voice was propertied

As all the tuned fphcres, and that to friends

:

But when he meant to quail, and make the orb,

He was as ratling thunder. For his bounty.,

There was no winter in't : an Autumn 'twas,

That grew the more by reaping : his delights

"Were dolphin -like, they fhew'd their back above

The element they liv'd in ; in his livery

Walk'd crowns and coronets, realms and ifhnds were
As plates dropt from his pocket.
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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 fuch,

It's part the fize of dreaming : nature wants ftufF

To vye ftrange forms with fancy
$
yet to form

An Antony, were nature's prize 'gainfl: fancy,

Condemning fhadows quite.

Dol 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 purrVd fuccefs, but I do feel

By the rebound of yours, a grief that moots
My very heart at root,

Cleo. I thank you, Sir.

Know you what Cafar means to do with me ?

Vol. I'm loth to tell you what I would you knew,
Cleo. Nay, pray you, Sir.

Vol. Though he be honourable —

—

Cleo. He'll lead me then in triumph ?

Dol. Madam, he will,

I know't.

All. Make way there Ctffar.

SCENE III.

Enter Caefar, Gallus, Mecaenas, Proculeius, and Attendants,

CeeJ. Which is the Queen of AZgypt ?

Dol. It is the Emperor, Madam. [Cleo. kneels*

Caf. Ari(e, you mall not kneel i

I pray you rife, rife, JEgypt.

Cleo. Sir, the Gods
Will have it thus

j
my mafler and my lord

J muftobey.

; Caf. Take to you no hard thoughts

:

"the record of what injuries you did us,

Though written in our flem, we fhall remember
As things but done by chance.

Cleo. Sole Sir o* th' worlds
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I cannot parget mine own caufe fo well

To make it clear, but do confefs I have

Been laden with like frailties which before

Have often fliam'd our fex.

Caf. Cleopatra
9
know,

We will extenuate rather than inforce :

If you apply your felf to our intents,

(Which tow'rds you are moft gentle) you {hall find

A benefit in this change 5 but if you feek

To lay on me a cruelty by taking

Antonyms courfe, you fliall bereave your felf

Of my good purpofes, and put your children

To that deftruction which I'll guard them from,

If thereon you rely. I'll take my leave.

Cleo. And may through all the world : 'tis yours 5 and we.
Your fcutcheons, and your figns of conqueft, (hall

Kang in what place you pleafe. Here, my good Lord.

Caf, You fhall advife me in ail for Cleopatra.

Cleo. This is the brief ofmony, plate, and jewels

I am peffeft of— 'tis exactly valued,

Not petty things omitted — where' s Seleuats f
Scl. Here, Madam.
Cleo. This is my treafurer, letbim fpeak, my Lord,

Upon his peril, that I have referv'd

To my felfnothing. Speak the truth, Sclcucus.

Set. I had rather feal my lips, than to my peril

Speak that which is not.

Cleo. What have I kept back ?

Set. Enough to purchafe what ycu have made knowR,
Caf. Nay, bluih not, Cleopatra j I approve

Your wifdom in the deed.

Cleo. Cafar ! behold

How pomp is follow' d : mine will now be yours,

And ihould we fhift eftates, yours would be mine.
Th' ingratitude of this Seleucus do's

Ev'n make me wild. O Have, of no more truft

Than love that's hir'd. What, goelt thou back ? thou fkalt

Go back, I warrant thee ; but I'll catch thine eyes

Though they had wings, Slave, foul-Ids villain, defg,

O rarely bafe.

!

Caf,
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Caf. Good Queen, let us intreat you.

Cleo. O Ccefar, what a wounding fhame is this,

That thou vouchsafing here to vh'it me,
Doing the honour of thy lordlinefs

To one fo wrcak, that mine owniervant mould
Parcel the fum of my difgraces by

Addition of his envy ! Say, good Cafar9

Thatlfomc lady-trifles have referv'd,

Immoment toys, things of fuch dignity

As we greet modern friends withal ; and fay

Some nobler token I have kept apart

For hwia and Offavia, to induce

Their mediation, muft I be unfolded

By one that I have bred ? the Gods 1 it fmites me
Beneath the fall J have. Pr'ythee go hence,

Or I mall mew the cinders of my fpirits

Through th' aflies of mifchance. : wert thou a man,
Thou would'ft have mercy on me.

Caf. Forbear, Se/eucus,

Cleo. Be't known, that we the greatcfr are mif- thought

For things that others do $ and when we fall,

We pander others merits with our names,

Are therefore to be pitied,

Caf. Cleopatra,

Not what you have referv'd, nor what acknowledged,

Put we i' th' roll of conqucft, ftill be't yours 5

Beftow it at your pleafure, and believe

Cafar's no merchant to make prize with you

Of things that merchants fold. Therefore be cheer'd,

Make not your thoughts your poifon
$

no, dear Queen,

For we intend fo to difpofe you, as

Your felf mall give us counfel : feed, and fleep.

Our care and pity is fo much upon you,

That we remain your friend, and fo adieu.

Cleo. My mafter, and my lord

!

Caf Notfo; adieu. [Exeunt Casfar, and his Train*

SCENE IV.
Cleo. He words me, girls, he words me, that I mould not

Be noble to my felf. But hark thee, Cbarmian. [Wbifpers,

Irau
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Iras, Finiih, good Lady, the bright day is done,

And we are for the dark.

Cleo. Hie thee again.

I've fpoke already, and it is provided,

Go put it to the hafte.

Char. Madam, I will. [Exit Charmiano

Enter Dolabella*

Dol. Where is the Queen ?

Iras. Behcid, Sir.

Cleo. Dolabella !

Dol. Madam, as thereto fworn, by your command,
Which my love makes religion to obey,

I tell you this : Ctefar through Syria

Intends his journey, and within three days

You with your children will he fend before
5

Make ycur beft ufe of this. I have performed

Your pleafure and my promife.

Cleo. Dolabella,

I lhall remain your debtor.

Dol. I yourfervant.

Adieu, good Queen, I muft attend on Caefar. [Exit*

Cleo. Farewel, and thanks. Now,/nzs, what think' ft thou?
Thou, an JEgyptian puppet, malt be ihewn
In Rome as well as I : mechanick flaves

With greafie aprons, rules, and hammers, mall

Uplift us to the view. In their thick breaths,

Rank of grofs diet, lhall we be enclouded,

And forc'd to drink their vapour.

Iras. The Gods forbid !

Cleo. Nay, 'tis moft certain, Iras : fawcy liclors

Will catch at us like lirumpets, and ftall'd rhymers

Ballad us out o' tune. The quick Comedians
Extemp' rally will llage us, and prefent

Our Alexandrian revels : Antony
Shall be brought drunken forth, and I mail fee

Some fqueaking Cleopatra boy * my greatnefs

I' th' polture of a whore.

* Heretofore the parts of women were ac"led upon the fiage by
boys. •

Iras,
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Iras, O the good Gods

!

Cleo. Nay, that's certain.

Iras, I'll never fee it j for I'm fure my nails

Are Wronger than mine eyes.

Cleo, Why, that's the way
To fool their preparation, and to conquer

Their mcftafTur'd intents. Now, Charmian .*

Enter Charmian.
Shew me, my women, like a Queen : go fetch

My beft attires. I am again for Cydnus
To meet Mark Antony. Sirrah Iras, go —
Now, noble Charmian, we'll difpatch indeed,

And when thou'aft done this chare, I'll give the leave

To play 'till dooms-day — bring our crown, and ail,

[A noife within,

"Wherefore this noife ?

Enter a Guard/man,
Guard/. Here is a rural fellow,

That will not be deny'd your Highnefs' prefence
5

He brings you figs.

Cleo, Let him come in. How poor an inftrument

[Exit 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

I'm marble conftant : now the fleeting moon
No pianet is of mine.

Enter Guard/man, and Clown with a bajkct.

Guard/. This is the man.
Cleo. Avoid and leave him. [Exit Guard/man*

Haft thou the pretty worm ofNilus there,

That kills and pains not ?

Clown. Truly I have him : but I would not be the party

that mould defire you to touch him, for his biting is im-
mortal : thofe that do die of it, do feldom or never re-

cover.

Cleo. Remember' ft thou any that have dy'd onf t ?

Clown. Very many, men and women too. I heard of

fne of them no longer than yefterday, a very honeft wo-
man,
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man, but Something given to lie, as a woman mould not

do, but in the way of honefty. How ihe dy'd of the

biting of it, what pain me felt ! truly, (he makes a very

good report o' th' worm : but he that will believe half that

they fay, mall never be faved by all that they do : but this

is moft fallible, the worm's an odd worm.
Cleo. Get thee hence, farewel.

Clown, I wifli you all joy of the worm.
Cleo. Farewel.

Glefwn, You mult think this, look you, that the worm
will do his kind.

Cleo. Ay, ay, farewel.

Clown. Look you, the worm is not to be trufled but in

the keeping of wife people j for indeed there is no goodnefs

in the worm.
Cleo, Take no care, it mall be heeded.

Clown. Very good : give it nothing I pray you, for it is

not worth the feeding.

Cleo, Will it eat me ?

Clown, You muft not think I am fo Hmple, but I 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-fon devils do the Gcds great

harm in their women : for in every ten that they make,
the devils mar live.

Cleo, Well, get thee gone, farewel.

Clown, Yes forfooth, I v/iili you joy o' th* worm. [Exit*

SCENE' V.
Cleo. Give me my robe, put on my crown ; I have

Immortal longings in me. Now no more
The juice of JEgypt^s grape mall moift this lip.

Yare, yare, good Iras, quick methinks I hear

Antony call, I fee him rouie himfelf

To praife my noble act. I hear him meek
The luck of Cajar

y
which the Gcds give men

T' excufe their after-wrath. Hufband, I come y
Now to that, name my courage prove my title !

I am fire, and air
j
my other elements

I give to bafer life. So ---have you done ?

Come
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tome then, and take the laft warmth of my lips.

Farewel, kind Charmian
;
Iras, long farewel. [KiJJing them*

Have I the afpick in my lips ? doll: fall ?

, [To Iras, tuho falls down.

If thou and nature can fo gently part,

The ftroke of death is as a lover's pinch,

Which hurts, and is defir'd. Dolt thou lye flill ?

Jf thus thou vaaidteft, thou tell' ft the world

It is not worth leave-taking. [Iras dieu

Char, DiiTolve, thick cloud, and rain^ that I may fay,

The Gods themfelves do weep

!

Cleo. This proves me bafe —
If me firft meet the curled Antony ,

He'll make demand of her, and fpend that kifs

Which is my heav'n to have. Come, mortal wretch,

With thy fharp teeth this knot intrinMcate

[To the Serpent, applying it to her Ireajf,

Of life at once untie : poor vencmous fool,

Be angry and difpatch. Oh, couldft thou fpeak,

That I might hear thee call great Cafar afs,

Vnpolicied !

Char. Oh eaftern frar !

Cleo. Peace, peace !

Do ft 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.

D Antony ! — nay, I will take thee too.

[Applying another Afp to her arm.
What mould I ftay— [Dies,

Char. In this wild world ? fo fare thee Well

:

Now boaft thee, Death, in thy poileftion lyes

A lafs unparallel'd. Downy windows clefe,

And golden Pbabm never be beheld

Of eyes again fo royal ! your crown's awry,
I'll mend it, and then play —

Enter the Guard rujhing in.

1 Guard, Where is the Queen ?

Char. Speak foftly, wake her not.

1 Guard. Co:far hath feat— [Charmisn applies theAfp,

VOL.VH. Ff Char.
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Char. Too flow a mefTenger.

Oh come, apace, difpatch, I partly feel thee.

1 Guard. Approach, ho ! all's not well: CafaSs beguil'd.

2 Guard. There's Dolabella fent from Co7far j call him.

I Guard. What work is huxefiharmian? is this well done?

Char. It is well done, and fitting for a Princefs

Defcended of fo many royal Kings.

Ah, foldiers ! [Charmian
Enter Dolabella.

Dol. How goes it here ?

S Guard. All dead !

Dol. Cafar, thy thoughts

Touch their effects in this
;
thy felf art coming

To fee performed the dreaded act which thou

So fought'ir. to hinder.

Enter Carfar and Attendants,

Jill. Make way there, way for Cafar.

Dol. Oh, Sir, you arc too lure an augurer
5

That you did fear, is done.

Caf. Braveft at hd
?

She levell'd at our purpofe, and being royal

Took her own way. The manner of their deaths ?

3 do not fee them bleed.

Dol. Who was laft with them ?

1 Guard. A fimple countryman, that brought her figs s

This was his bafket. .

Caf. Poifon'd then !

I Guard. Oh Ccffar !

This Charmian liv'd but now, me ftccd and fpake :

I found her trimming up the diadem

On her dead miftrefs, tremblingly me ftood,

And on the fydden dropt.

Ccsj. Oh noble weaknefs !

If they had fwallow'd poiibn, 'twould appear

J3y external fwelling ; but (lie looks like lleep
j

As me would catch another Antony

Jn her ftrong toil of grace.

Dol. Here on her breaft

There is a vent of blood, and fomething blown :

Tne like is on her arm,
2 Guard,
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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 Nile,

Caf. Moft probable

That fo /he died 3 for her phyfician tells me
She hath purfu'd conclusions infinite

Of eafie ways to die. Take up her bed,

And bear her women from the monument
5

She fhall 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 5 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, Dolabella, fee

High order in this great folemnity. [Exeunt omneu

7he End ofthe Seventh Volume.
















