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Act I 
 

Scene 1 
 

[A STREET IN ROME 
 

ENTER A COMPANY OF MUTINOUS CITIZENS.] 
 

FIRST CITIZEN 
Before we proceed any further, hear me speak. You are all resolved rather to die than to famish? 
First, you know Caius Martius is chief enemy to the people. Let us kill him, and we'll have corn 
at our own price. Is't a verdict? We are accounted poor citizens, the patricians good. Our 
sufferance is a gain to them. Let us revenge this with our pikes, ere we become rakes. For the 
gods know, I speak this in hunger for bread, not in thirst for revenge. 
 

SECOND CITIZEN 
Would you proceed especially against Caius Martius? 
 

FIRST CITIZEN 
Against him first. 
 

SECOND CITIZEN 
Consider you what services he has done for his country? 
 

FIRST CITIZEN 
Very well, and could be content to give him good report for't, but that he pays himself with being 
proud. 
 

SECOND CITIZEN 
Nay, but speak not maliciously. 
 

FIRST CITIZEN 
I say unto you, what he hath done famously, he did it to that end: he did it to please his mother. 
Why stay we prating here? To the Capitol! Come, come. 

[ENTER MENENIUS AGRIPPA.] 
Soft, who comes here? 
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SECOND CITIZEN 
Worthy Menenius Agrippa, one that hath always loved the people. 
 

FIRST CITIZEN 
He's one honest enough. Would all the rest were so! 

MENENIUS 
Why masters, my good friends, mine honest  
Neighbours, will you undo yourselves? 
 

FIRST CITIZEN 
We cannot sir, we are undone already. 
 

MENENIUS 
I tell you friends, most charitable care 
Have the patricians of you for your wants. 
Your suffering in this dearth, you may as well 
Strike at the heaven with your staves, as lift them 
Against the Roman state. For the dearth, 
The gods, not the patricians, make it, and 
Your knees to them (not arms) must help. You slander 
The helms o' the state, who care for you like fathers, 
When you curse them as enemies. 
 

FIRST CITIZEN 
Care for us! They ne'er cared for us yet. Suffer us to famish, and their store-houses 
crammed with grain; repeal daily any wholesome act established against the rich, and provide 
more piercing statutes daily, to chain up and restrain the poor. If the wars eat us not up, they will; 
and there's all the love they bear us. 
 

MENENIUS 
Either you must  
Confess yourselves wonderous malicious 
Or be accused of folly. 
 

[ENTER CAIUS MARTIUS.] 
 

Hail, noble Martius! 
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MARTIUS 
Thanks. What's the matter you dissentious rogues 
That rubbing the poor itch of your opinion, 
Make yourselves scabs? 

FIRST CITIZEN 
We have ever your good word. 
 

MARTIUS 
He that will give good words to thee, will flatter 
Beneath abhorring. What would you have, you curs, 
That like nor peace, nor war?  
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 these several places of the city, 
You cry against the noble senate, who 
(Under the gods) keep you in awe, which else 
Would feed on one another? What's their seeking? 
 

MENENIUS 
For corn at their own rates, whereof they say 
The city is well stored. 
 

MARTIUS 
Hang 'em: They say? 
They'll sit by th' fire, and presume to know 
What's done i'the' Capitol: They say there's grain enough? 
Would the nobility lay aside their truth, 
And let me use my sword, I'd make a quarry 
With thousands of these quartered slaves, as high 
As I could pitch my lance. 
 

MENENIUS 
Nay these are almost thoroughly persuaded: 
For though abundantly they lack discretion, 
Yet are they passing cowardly. But I beseech you, 
What says the other troop? 

MARTIUS 
They are dissolved: hang 'em; 
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They said they were an-hungry, sighed forth proverbs 
That meat was made for mouths. That the gods sent not 
Corn for the rich men only: With these shreds  
They vented their complainings, which being answered 
And a petition granted them - a strange one  
They threw their caps in the air as if they’d hang em on the horns of the moon, shouting their 
emulation. 
 

MENENIUS 
What is granted them? 
 

MARTIUS 
Five tribunes to defend their vulgar wisdoms 
Of their own choice. One's Junius Brutus, 
Sicinius Velutus, and I know not.  
 

MENENIUS 
This is strange. 
 

MARTIUS 
Go get you home you fragments. 
 

[ENTER COMINIUS, TITUS LARTIUS; JUNIUS BRUTUS AND SICINIUS 
VELUTUS.] 

 
COMINIUS 

Martius, 'tis true that you have lately told us, 
The Volsces are in arms. 
 

MARTIUS 
They have a leader, 
Tullus Aufidius that will put you to 't: 
And were I any thing but what I am, 
I would wish me only he. 
 
 

COMINIUS 
You have fought together? 
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MARTIUS 

He is a lion 
That I am proud to hunt. Titus Lartius, thou 
Shalt see me once more strike at Tullus's face. 
 

TITUS 
Lead you on. 
 

[EXEUNT ALL BUT SICINIUS AND BRUTUS.] 
 

SICINIUS 
Was ever a broad so proud as is this Martius? 
 

BRUTUS 
She has no equal. 
 

SICINIUS 
When we were chosen tribunes for the people-- 
 

BRUTUS 
Marked you her lip and eyes? 
 

SICINIUS 
Nay, but her taunts. 
 

BRUTUS 
Let’s along. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Scene 2 

6 



CORIOLES - INT. VOLSCE WAR ROOM - NIGHT 
[ENTER TULLUS AUFIDIUS AND CERTAIN SENATORS.] 
 

VOLSCIAN SOLDIER (CC) 
Our army's in the field. Noble Aufidius, 
Take your commission; hie you to your bands: 
Bring your army; but, I think, you'll find 
They've not prepared for us. 
 

AUFIDIUS 
O, doubt not that; 
If we and Caius Martius chance to meet, 
'Tis sworn between us we shall ever strike 
Till one can do no more. 
 

VOLSCIAN SOLDIER 
Farewell. 
 

AUFIDIUS 
Farewell. 
 

ALL 
Farewell. 
 
 
SONG Who run the world quick fade  
 
 

Scene 3 
INT. A ROOM IN MARTIUS' HOUSE - DAY 

[ENTER VOLUMNIA.] 
 

VOLUMNIA 
I pray you, daughter, sing; or express yourself in a more comfortable sort: if my daughter were 
my wife, I should freelier rejoice in that absence wherein she won honour than in the 
embracements of her bed where she would show most love. When yet she was but tender-bodied 
and the only child of my womb, I, considering how honour would become such a person, was 
pleased to let her seek danger where he was like to find fame. To a cruel war I sent her, from 
whence he returned, her brows bound with oak.  
 

VIRGILIA 
But had she died in the business, madam; how then? 
 

VOLUMNIA 
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Had I a dozen children, I had rather had eleven die nobly for their country than one voluptuously 
surfeit out of action. 
Methinks I hear hither my girl’s war drum, 
Methinks I see her stamp thus, and call thus: 
'Come on, you cowards, you were got in fear, 
Though you were born in Rome!' Her bloody brow 
With her mailed hand then wiping, forth she goes. 
 

VIRGILIA 
Her bloody brow! O Jupiter, no blood! 
 

VOLUMNIA 
Away, you fool! it more becomes a woman 
Than gilt her trophy. 
 

[ENTER VALERIA.] 
 

VALERIA 
My ladies both, good day to you. Come, lay aside your stitchery; I must have you play 
the idle housewife with me this afternoon. 
 

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

VALERIA 
Not out of doors! 
 

VOLUMNIA 
She shall, she shall. 
 

VIRGILIA 
Indeed, no, by your patience; I'll not over the threshold till my lord return from the wars. 
 

VALERIA 
You would be another Penelope: yet, go with me; and I'll tell you excellent news of your dear 
wife. 
 

VIRGILIA 
O, good madam, there can be none yet. 
 

VALERIA 
There came news from her last night. 
 

VIRGILIA 
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Indeed, madam? 
 

VALERIA 
In earnest, it's true; I heard a senator speak it. 
Your wife and Titus Lartius are set down before their city Corioles; they nothing doubt 
prevailing and to make it brief wars. This is true, on mine honour; and so, I pray, go with us. 
 

VIRGILIA 
Give me excuse, good madam; I will obey you in every thing hereafter. 
 

VOLUMNIA 
Let her alone, lady: as she is now, she will but disease our better mirth. 
 

VALERIA 
In troth, I think she would. Fare you well, then. 
 

[EXEUNT.] 
 
 

 
Scene 4 

 
[MARTIUS BEFORE CORIOLES. 
 
ENTER TITUS.] 

  
MARTIUS 

Yonder comes news: 
A wager they have met. 
Say, has our general met the enemy? 
 

TITUS 
They lie in view, but have not spoke as yet. 
 
SONG war music play medium throughout 
 

MARTIUS 
Then shall we hear their 'larum, and they ours. 
Now Mars, I prithee make us quick in work,  
That we with smoking swords may march from hence 
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To help our fielded friends. Come, blow thy blast. [DRUMS] 
[ENTER THE ARMY OF THE VOLSCES.] 
Tullus Aufidius, is he within your walls? 
 

VOLSCIAN SOLDIER (MF) 
No, nor a man that fears you less than he, 
That's lesser than a little. Hark you, far off. 
There is Aufidius. List what work he makes  
Amongst your cloven army. 
 

MARTIUS 
Oh they are at it! 
 

TITUS 
Their noise be our instruction. Ladders ho. 
 

MARTIUS 
They fear us not, but issue forth their city. 
Now put your shields before your hearts, and fight 
With hearts more proof than shields.  
Advance brave Titus, 
They do disdain us much beyond our thoughts, 
Which makes me sweat with wrath. Come on my fellows. 
He that retires I'll take him for a Volsce, 
And he shall feel mine edge. 

[MARTIUS CLIMBS THE WALL ALARUM. THE ROMANS ARE BEAT BACK.] 
You shames of Rome: you herd of -- how have you run 
From slaves, that apes would beat? Mend and charge home, 
Or by the fires of heaven, I'll leave the foe 
And make my wars on you: Look to't: Come on. 
So, now the gates are ope. 
  

COMINIUS 
See they have shut him in. 

[ALARUM CONTINUES. RE-ENTER TITUS.] 
  

TITUS 
What is become of Martius?I 
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COMINIUS 
Slain (sir) doubtless. 
With them he enters, who upon the sudden, 
Clapped to their gates. He is himself alone, 
To answer all the city. 

[TITUS MOURNS, AND COMINIUS FIGHTS TO ANOTHER PART OF THE 
FIELD.] 

  
TITUS 

Oh noble fellow! 
[RE-ENTER MARTIUS, BLEEDING, ASSAULTED BY THE ENEMY.] 

O 'tis Martius! 
  

MARTIUS 
Hark what noise the general makes, to him! 
There is the man of my soul's hate, Aufidius, 
Piercing our Romans: Then valiant Titus take 
Convenient numbers to make good the city, 
Whilst I with those that have the spirit, will haste 
To help Cominius. 
  

TITUS 
Worthy sir, thou bleed'st, 
Thy exercise hath been too violent, 
For a second course of fight. 
  

MARTIUS 
Sir, praise me not: 
My work hath yet not warm'd me. Fare you well: 
The blood I drop, is rather medicinal 
Than dangerous to me: to Aufidius thus, I will appear And fight. 
  

TITUS 
Thou worthiest Martius. 
 N 

[ENTER COMINIUS.] 
  

COMINIUS 
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Who's yonder, 
That does appear as he were flayed? O gods, 
He has the stamp of Martius, and I have 
Beforetime seen him thus. 
  

MARTIUS 
● Come I too late? 

  
COMINIUS 

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

MARTIUS 
Oh! let me clip ye 
In arms as sound, as when I woo'd in heart; 
As merry, as when our nuptial day was done, 
And tapers burnt to bedward! 
  

COMINIUS 
Flower of warriors… 
 

MARTIUS 
How lies their battle? Know you on which side 
They have placed their men of trust? 
  

COMINIUS 
As I guess Martius, 
Their bands i'th' vanguard are the Antiates, 
Of their best trust: O'er them Aufidius, 
Their very heart of hope. 
  

MARTIUS 
I do beseech you, 
By all the battles wherein we have fought, 
By th' blood we have shed together,  
By th' vows we have made  
To endure friends, that you directly 
Set me against Aufidius, and his Antiates, 
And that you not delay the present (but 
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Filling the air with swords advanced) and darts, 
We prove this very hour. 
  
 
 

COMINIUS 
Though I could wish, 
You were conducted to a gentle bath 
And balms applied to you, yet dare I never 
Deny your asking. 
 

MARTIUS 
If any such be here, 
(As it were sin to doubt) that love this painting 
Wherein you see me smear'd, if any fear 
Lesser his person, than an ill report: 
If any think, brave death outweighs bad life, 
And that his country's dearer than himself; 
Let him alone: Or so many so minded, 
Wave thus to express his disposition, 
And follow Martius. 
  
[THEY ALL SHOUT] 

 
 
  

Scene 8 

[ENTER, FROM OPPOSITE SIDES, MARTIUS AND AUFIDIUS.] 

 
MARTIUS 

I'll fight with none but thee, for I do hate thee 
Worse than a promise-breaker. 
 

AUFIDIUS 
We hate alike. 
 

MARTIUS 
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Within these three hours Tullus 
Alone I fought in your Corioles walls, 
And made what work I pleased: 'Tis not my blood, 
Wherein thou seest me masked. For thy revenge 
Wrench up thy power to the highest. 
 

AUFIDIUS 
Wert thou the Hector, 
That was the whip of your bragged progeny, 
Thou shouldst not scape me here. 

[THEY FIGHT, AND CERTAIN VOLSCES COME TO THE AID OF 
AUFIDIUS. MARTIUS FIGHTS TILL THEY BE DRIVEN IN 
BREATHLESS.] 

Officious and not valiant, you have shamed me 
In your condemned seconds. 
 
SONG fade out war music 
 

Scene 9 
 

[THE ROMAN CAMP 
 
ENTER, FROM ONE SIDE, COMINIUS; FROM THE OTHER SIDE, 
MARTIUS, HIS ARM IN A SCARF, WITH TITUS LARTIUS.] 
 

COMINIUS 
If I should tell thee o'er this thy day's work, 
Thou't not believe thy deeds: but I'll report it, 
Where the dull tribunes, 
Shall say against their hearts, 'We thank the gods 
Our Rome hath such a soldier.' 
 

MARTIUS 
Pray now, no more:  
My mother, who has a charter to extol her blood, 
When she does praise me, grieves me: 
I have done as you have done; that's what I can,  
Induced as you have been; that's for my country. 
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COMINIUS 

Rome must know the value of her own:  
'Twere a concealment worse than a theft, 
To hide your doings. 
 

MARTIUS 
I have some wounds upon me, and they smart 
To hear themselves remember'd. 
 

COMINIUS 
Should they not: 
Well might they fester 'gainst ingratitude, 
 

MARTIUS 
No more, I say, For that I have not washed 
My nose that bled, or foiled some feeble wretch, 
Which without note, here's many else have done, 
You shout me forth in acclamations hyperbolical. 
 

COMINIUS 
Too modest are you: Therefore be it known, 
As to us, to all the world, that Caius Martius 
For what she did before Corioles, call her, 
With all the applause and clamour of the host, 
CAIUS MARTIUS CORIOLANUS! Bear the addition nobly ever! 
 

ALL 
Caius Martius Coriolanus! 
 

MARTIUS 
I will go wash: 
And when my face is fair, you shall perceive 
Whether I blush or no: howbeit, I thank you. 
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Scene 10 
 

[THE CAMP OF THE VOLSCES 
 
ENTER TULLUS AUFIDIUS, BLOODY.] 

 
AUFIDIUS 

Five times, Martius, 
I have fought with thee; so often hast thou beat me. 
I thought to crush erher in an equal force, 
True sword to sword: I'll poach at erher some way, 
Or wrath, or craft may get erher.  
 

VOLSCIAN SOLDIER (CC) 
She's the devil-- 
 

AUFIDIUS 
Bolder, though not so subtle: My valour's poisoned, 
Nor sleep, nor sanctuary, nor fane, nor Capitol, 
The prayers of priests, nor times of sacrifice: 
Embargements all of fury, shall lift up 
Their rotten privilege, and custom 'gainst 
My hate to Martius. Where I find erher, were it 
At home, upon my brother's guard, even there, 
Against the hospitable canon, would I 
Wash my fierce hand inher’r heart. 
 

[EXEUNT.] 
 
SONG: ONE TIN SOLDIER SONG start at 0:43-1:13   fade out 

 

Act II 
 

Scene 1 
 

[A PUBLIC PLACE. 
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ENTER MENENIUS WITH THE TWO TRIBUNES OF THE PEOPLE, 
SICINIUS AND BRUTUS.] 

 
MENENIUS 

The augurer tells me we shall have news tonight. 
 

BRUTUS 
Good or bad? 
 

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

BRUTUS 
She's poor in no one fault, but stored with all. 
 

SICINIUS 
Especially in pride. 
 

BRUTUS 
And topping all others in boasting. 
 

MENENIUS 
This is strange now: 
You blame Martius for being proud? 
 

BRUTUS 
We do it not alone, sir. 
 

MENENIUS 
I know you can do very little alone. You talk of pride. Oh, that you could turn your eyes toward 
the napes of your necks, and make but an interior survey of your good selves! Oh that you could! 
 

BRUTUS 
What then, sir? 
 

MENENIUS 
Why, then you should discover a brace of unmeriting, proud, violent, testy magistrates (alias 
fools) as any in Rome. 
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SICINIUS 
Menenius, you are known well enough too. 
 

MENENIUS 
I am known to be a humorous patrician, and one that loves a cup of hot wine; one that converses 
more with the buttock of the night than with the forehead of the morning. What I think, I utter, 
and spend my malice in my breath. 
 

BRUTUS 
Come, sir, come, we know you well enough. 
 

MENENIUS 
You know neither me, yourselves nor anything. You are ambitious. Good e’en to your worships: 
more of your conversation would infect my brain, being the herdsmen of the beastly plebeians. I 
will be bold to take my leave of you. 

[BRUTUS AND SICINIUS GO ASIDE] 
ENTER VOLUMNIA, VIRGILIA, and VALERIA.] 

How now, my as fair as noble ladies,--and the moon, were she earthly, no nobler,--whither do 
you follow your eyes so fast? 

VOLUMNIA 
Honourable Menenius, my girl Martius approaches; for the love of Juno, let's go. 

 
MENENIUS 

Hoo, Martius coming home! Is sshe not wounded? She Shwas wont to come home wounded. 
 

VIRGILIA 
O, no, no, no. 
 

VOLUMNIA 
O, she is wounded, I thank the gods for't. 
 

MENENIUS 
So do I too, if it be not too much: brings a' victory in herer pocket? the wounds become herer. 
Has sshe disciplined Aufidius soundly? 
 

VOLUMNIA 
Titus Lartius says they fought together, but Aufidius got off. 
 

MENENIUS 
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Where is sshe wounded? 
[TO THE TRIBUNES.] 

God save your good worships! Martius is coming home: sshe has more cause to be proud.  
[TO VOLUMNIA.] 

Where is sshe wounded? 
 

VOLUMNIA 
I' the shoulder and i' the left arm there will be large scars to show the people, when she shall 
stand for her place. She received in the repulse of Tarquin seven hurts i' the body. 
 

MENENIUS 
One i' the neck, and two i' the thigh,--there's nine that I know. 
 

VOLUMNIA 
She had, before this last expedition, twenty-five wounds upon her. 
 

MENENIUS 
Now it's twenty-seven: every gash was an  
Enemy's grave. SONG ROCKY play throughout at medium 
Hark! 
 

VOLUMNIA 
These are the ushers of Martius: 
Before her she carries noise, 
And behind her she leaves tears: 
Death, that dark spirit, in 'r nervy arm doth lie; 
Which, being advanced, declines, and then men die. 
 

[ENTER COMINIUS, AND TITUS LARTIUS; BETWEEN THEM, 
CORIOLANUS, CROWNED WITH AN OAKEN GARLAND.] 

 
TITUS 

Know, Rome, that all alone Martius did fight 
Within Corioles gates: where he hath won, 
With fame, a name to Caius Martius: these 
In honour follows Coriolanus. 
Welcome to Rome, renowned Coriolanus. 
 

ALL 
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Welcome to Rome, renowned Coriolanus! 
 

CORIOLANUS 
No more of this, it does offend my heart: 
Pray now no more. 

 
COMINIUS 

Look, sir, your mother. 
 

CORIOLANUS 
Oh! you have, I know, petitioned all the gods 
For my prosperity. 

[KNEELS.] 
 

VOLUMNIA 
Nay, my good soldier, up: 
My gentle Martius, worthy Caius,  
And by deed-achieving honour newly named,-- 
What is it?--Coriolanus must I call thee?-- 
But O, thy wife! 
 

CORIOLANUS 
My gracious silence, hail! 
Wouldst thou have laugh'd had I come coffin'd home, 
That weep'st to see me triumph? Ay, my dear, 
Such eyes the widows in Corioli wear, 
And mothers that lack sons. 
 

MENENIUS 
Now, the gods crown thee! 

CORIOLANUS 
And live you yet? 
To VALERIA  
O my sweet lady, pardon. 
 

VOLUMNIA 
I know not where to turn. Oh welcome home: 
And welcome, general, and you're welcome all. 
 

20 



MENENIUS 
A hundred thousand welcomes. I could weep 
And I could laugh, I am light and heavy. Welcome. 
 

CORIOLANUS 
The good patricians must be visited, 
From whom I have received not only greetings, 
But with them, change of honours. 
 

VOLUMNIA 
I have lived 
To see inherited my very wishes 
And the buildings of my fancy: only 
There's one thing wanting, which I doubt not but 
Our Rome will cast upon thee. 
 

CORIOLANUS 
Know, good mother, 
I had rather be their servant in my way, 
Than sway with them in theirs. 
 

COMINIUS 
On, to the Capitol! 

[BRUTUS AND SICINIUS COME FORWARD.] 
 

BRUTUS 
All tongues speak of her, and the bleared sights 
Are spectacled to see her. Such a pother 
As if that whatsoever god who leads her 
Were slyly crept into her human powers 
And gave her graceful posture. 
 

SICINIUS 
On the sudden, I warrant her consul. 
 

BRUTUS 
Then our office may, during her power, go sleep. 
 

SICINIUS 
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She cannot temperately transport her honours, 
From where she should begin and end, but will 
Lose those she hath won. 
 

BRUTUS 
I heard her swear, 
Were she to stand for consul, never would she 
Appear i'th' market-place nor on her put 
The napless vesture of humility, 
Nor showing, as the manner is, her wounds 
To th' people, beg their stinking breaths. 
 

SICINIUS 
'Tis right. 
It shall be to her then as our good wills, 
A sure destruction. 
 

BRUTUS 
So it must fall out 
To her, or our authorities for an end. 
We must suggest the people in what hatred 
She still hath held them; that to'er power she would 
Have made them mules, silenced their pleaders and 
Dispropertied their freedoms, holding them 
In human action and capacity 
Of no more soul nor fitness for the world 
Than camels in their war. Let’s to the capitol. 
 
 
 

Scene 2 

[THE CAPITOL. 
 
ENTER, COMINIUS, MENENIUS, CORIOLANUS, SICINIUS AND 
BRUTUS. THE TRIBUNES TAKE THEIR PLACES BY THEMSELVES. 
CORIOLANUS STANDS.] 

 
MENENIUS 
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It remains, 
As the main point of this our after-meeting, 
To gratify herer noble service that 
Hath thus stood for her ercountry: therefore, please you, 
Most reverend and grave elders, to desire 
The present consul, and last general 
In our well-found successes, to report 
A little of that worthy work perform'd 
By Martius Caius Coriolanus. 
Worthy Cominius, speak. 

[CORIOLANUS OFFERS TO GO AWAY.] 
Nay, keep your place. 
Sit, Coriolanus; never shame to hear 
What you have nobly done. 
 
 

CORIOLANUS 
Your honor's pardon: 
I had rather have my wounds to heal again 
Than hear say how I got them. 
 

[EXIT.] 
 

MENENIUS 
Masters of the people, you now see 
She had rather venture all her limbs for honor 
Than one on’s ears to hear it! 
Proceed, Cominius. 
 

COMINIUS 
I shall lack voice: the deeds of Coriolanus 
Should not be uttered feebly. From face to foot 
She was a thing of blood: alone she enter'd 
The mortal gate of the city, which she painted 
With shunless destiny; aidless came off, 
And with a sudden reinforcement struck 
Corioles like a planet: now all's hers: 
 

MENENIUS 

23 



She's right noble: Let her be call'd for. 
Call Coriolanus. 
 

COMINIUS 
He doth appear. 
 

[RE-ENTER CORIOLANUS.] 
 

MENENIUS 
The senate, Coriolanus, are well pleased 
To make thee consul. 
 

CORIOLANUS 
I do owe them still 
My life and services. 
 

MENENIUS 
It then remains 
That you do speak to the people. 
 

CORIOLANUS 
I do beseech you, 
Let me o'erleap that custom, for I cannot 
Put on the gown, stand naked and entreat them, 
For my wounds' sake, to give their suffrage:  
Please you that I may pass this doing. 
 

SICINIUS 
Miss, the people must have their voices. 
 

MENENIUS 
Pray you, go fit you to the custom as your predecessors have. 
 

CORIOLANUS 
It is a part that I shall blush in acting,  
And might well be taken from the people. 
 

BRUTUS 
Mark you that? 
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CORIOLANUS 

To brag unto them, thus I did, and thus; 
Show them the unaching scars which I should hide, 
As if I had received them for the hire 
Of their breath only! 

 
MENENIUS 

Do not stand upon't. 
We recommend to you, tribunes of the people, 
Our purpose to them: and to our noble consul 
Wish we all joy and honour. 

[EXEUNT ALL BUT CORIOLANUS AND MENENIUS 
 

Scene 3 

THE FORUM 

CORIOLANUS IN A GOWN OF HUMILITY, WITH MENENIUS.] 
 

MENENIUS 
Oh mamlady, you are not right: have you not known 
The worthiest women/women have done't? 
 

CORIOLANUS 
What must I say? 'Look, sir, my wounds! 
I got them in my country's service, when 
Some certain of your brethren roar'd and ran 
From the noise of our own drums. 
 

MENENIUS 
Oh me, the gods! You must not speak of that,  
You must desire them to think upon you. 
 

CORIOLANUS 
Think upon me! hang 'em! 
I would they would forget me. 
 

MENENIUS 
You'll mar all: 
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I'll leave you: Pray you, speak to 'em, I pray you, 
In wholesome manner. 

[EXIT.] 
 
 

CORIOLANUS 
Bid them wash their faces 
And keep their teeth clean. So here comes a brace. 

[RE-ENTER TWO OF THE CITIZENS.] 
You know the cause, sir, of my standing here. 
 

FIRST CITIZEN 
We do, sir; tell us what hath brought you to't. 
 

CORIOLANUS 
Mine own desert. 
 

SECOND CITIZEN 
Your own desert! 
 

CORIOLANUS 
Ay, but not mine own desire. 
 

SECOND CITIZEN 
How not your own desire? 
 

CORIOLANUS 
No, it was never my desire yet to trouble the poor with begging. 
 

FIRST CITIZEN 
You must think, if we give you anything, we hope to gain by you. 
 

CORIOLANUS 
Well then, I pray, your price o' the consulship? 
 

THIRD CITIZEN 
The price is to ask it kindly. 
 

CORIOLANUS 
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Kindly! Sir, I pray, let me ha't: I have wounds to show you, which shall be yours in private. Your 
good voice, sir; what say you? 
 

THIRD CITIZEN 
You shall ha' it, worthy sir. 
 

CORIOLANUS 
A match, sir. There's in all two worthy voices begged. I have your alms: adieu. 
 

FIRST CITIZEN 
But this is something odd. 

 
[EXEUNT THE THREE CITIZENS 
RE-ENTER TWO OTHER CITIZENS.] 
 

CORIOLANUS 
Pray you now, if it may stand with the tune of your voices that I may be consul, I have here the 
customary gown. 
 

FOURTH CITIZEN 
You have deserved nobly of your country, and you have not deserved nobly. 
 

CORIOLANUS 
Your enigma? 

 
FOURTH CITIZEN 

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

CORIOLANUS 
You should account me the more virtuous that I have not been common in my love. Therefore, 
beseech you, I may be consul. 
 

FIFTH CITIZEN 
We hope to find you our friend; and therefore give you our voices heartily. 
 

FOURTH CITIZEN 
You have received many wounds for your country. 
 

CORIOLANUS 
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I will not seal your knowledge with showing them. I will make much of your voices, and so 
trouble you no further. 

BOTH CITIZENS 
The gods give you joy, sir, heartily! 
 

[EXEUNT.] 
 

CORIOLANUS 
Most sweet voices! 
Better it is to die, better to starve, 
Than crave the hire which first we do deserve. 
Why in this woolvish toge should I stand here, 
To beg of Hob and Dick, that do appear, 
Their needless vouches? I am half through; 
The one part suffered, the other will I do. 

[TO THE AUDIENCE.] 
Your voices: for your voices I have fought; 
Watch'd for your voices; for Your voices bear 
Of wounds two dozen odd; battles thrice six 
I have seen and heard of; for your voices have 
Done many things, some less, some more.  
Your voices: indeed I would be consul. 

FIRST CITIZEN 
He has done nobly, and cannot go without any honest man's voice. 
 

SECOND CITIZEN 
Therefore let him be consul: the gods give him joy, and make him good friend to the people! 
 

ALL CITIZENS 
Amen, amen. God save thee, noble consul! 
 

[EXEUNT.] 
 

CORIOLANUS 
Worthy voices! 
 

[RE-ENTER MENENIUS, WITH BRUTUS AND SICINIUS.] 
 

MENENIUS 
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You have stood your limitation;  
And the tribunes endue you with the people's voice. 
You anon must meet the Senate. 
 

CORIOLANUS 
Is this done? 
 

SICINIUS 
The custom of request you have discharged: 
The people do admit you, and are summon'd 
To meet anon, upon your approbation. 
 

CORIOLANUS 
Where? at the senate-house? 
 

SICINIUS 
There, Coriolanus. 
 

CORIOLANUS 
May I change these garments? 
 

SICINIUS 
You may, sir. 
 

MENENIUS 
I'll keep you company. Will you along? 
 

BRUTUS 
We stay here for the people. 
 

SICINIUS 
Fare you well. 

[EXEUNT CORIOLANUS AND MENENIUS. RE-ENTER CITIZENS.] 
How now, my masters! have you chose this man? 
 

FIRST CITIZEN 
He has our voices, sir. 
 

BRUTUS 
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We pray the gods She may deserve your loves. 
 

SECOND CITIZEN 
Amen, sir: to my poor unworthy notice, 
He mocked us when he begged our voices. 
 

FIRST CITIZEN 
No,'tis his kind of speech: he did not mock us. 
 

SECOND CITIZEN 
Not one amongst us, save yourself, but says 
He used us scornfully: he should have show'd us 
His marks of merit, wounds received for's country. 
 

SICINIUS 
Why, so she did, I am sure. 
 

CITIZENS 
No, no; no man saw 'em. 
 

SECOND CITIZEN 
Was not this mockery? 
 

BRUTUS 
When she had no power, 
But was a petty servant to the state, 
She was your enemy. 
 

SICINIUS 
Did you perceive 
She did solicit you in free contempt 
When she did need your loves, and do you think 
That her contempt shall not be bruising to you, 
When she hath power to crush? 
 

THIRD CITIZEN 
He's not confirm'd; we may deny him yet. 
 

SECOND CITIZEN 
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And will deny him: 
I'll have five hundred voices of that sound. 
 

FIRST CITIZEN 
I twice five hundred and their friends. 
 

SICINIUS 
Let them assemble, and on a safer judgment 
All revoke your ignorant election; enforce her pride, 
And her old hate unto you. 
And presently, when you have drawn your number, 
Repair to the Capitol. 
 

SECOND CITIZEN 
We will so: all 
Repent in their election. 
 

[EXEUNT.] 
 
SONG For What Its Worth quick fade  
 

Act III 
 

Scene 1 

[A STREET. 
 
ENTER CORIOLANUS, MENENIUS, COMINIUS, AND TITUS 
LARTIUS.] 

 
CORIOLANUS 

Tullus Aufidius then had made new head? 
 

LARTIUS 
He had, lord consul; he is retired to Antium. 
 
 

CORIOLANUS 
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Spoke he of me? 
 

LARTIUS 
He did, my lord. 
 

CORIOLANUS 
How? what? 
 

LARTIUS 
How often he had met you, sword to sword; 
That of all things upon the earth he hated 
Your person most. 
 

CORIOLANUS 
At Antium lives he? 
 

LARTIUS 
At Antium. 
 

CORIOLANUS 
I wish I had a cause to seek him there, 
To oppose his hatred fully. Welcome home. 

[ENTER SICINIUS AND BRUTUS.] 
Behold, these are the tribunes of the people, 
The tongues o' th' common mouth. 
 

SICINIUS 
Pass no further. 
 

CORIOLANUS 
Ha! what is that? 
 

BRUTUS 
It will be dangerous to go on: no further. 
 

CORIOLANUS 
What makes this change? 
 

MENENIUS 
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The matter? 
 

COMINIUS 
Hath he not pass'd the nobles and the commons? 
 

BRUTUS 
Cominius, no. 
 

CORIOLANUS 
Have I had children's voices? 
 

TITUS 
Tribunes, give way; he shall to the market-place. 
 

BRUTUS 
The people are incensed against her. 
 

SICINIUS 
Stop, 
Or all will fall in broil. 

CORIOLANUS 
Are these your herd? 
Have you not set them on? 

 
MENENIUS 

Be calm, be calm. 
 

 CORIOLANUS 
It is a purposed thing. And grows by plot. 
 

BRUTUS 
Call’t not a plot. 
The people cry you mocked them, and of late, 
When corn was given to them gratis, you repined, 
Scandalled the suppliants for the people, called them 
Time-pleasers, flatterers, foes to nobleness. 
 

CORIOLANUS 
Why this was known before. 
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COMINIUS 

The people are abused; set on. 
 

CORIOLANUS 
Tell me of corn. This was my speech and I will speak it again. 
 

MENENIUS 
Not now, not now. 
 

TITUS 
Not in this heat, sir, now. 
 

CORIOLANUS 
Now, as I live, I will.  
My nobler friends, I crave their pardons: 
For the mutable, rank-scented meinie,  
Let them regard me as I do not flatter,  
And therein behold themselves: I say again, 
In soothing them, we nourish 'gainst our senate 
The cockle of rebellion, insolence, sedition, 
Which we ourselves have ploughed for, sowed, and scattered, 
By mingling them with us. 
 

MENENIUS 
Well, no more. 
 

TITUS 
No more words, we beseech you. 
 

CORIOLANUS 
How! no more! 
 

BRUTUS 
You speak o' the people, as if you were a god  
To punish, not a woman of their infirmity. 
 

SICINIUS 
'Twere well we let the people know't. 
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MENENIUS 

What, what? herer choler? 
 

CORIOLANUS 
Choler! Were I as patient as the midnight sleep, 
By Jove, 'twould be my mind! 
 

SICINIUS 
It is a mind that shall remain a poison  
Where it is, not poison any further. 
 

CORIOLANUS 
Shall remain! 
Hear you this Triton of the minnows? mark you 
His absolute 'shall'? They choose their magistrate, 
And such a one as he, who puts his 'shall,' 
His popular 'shall' against a graver bench 
Than ever frowned in Greece. By Jove himself! 
Whoever gave that counsel to give forth  
The corn o'th' storehouse gratis, as 'twas used 
Sometime in Greece-- 
 

MENENIUS 
Well, well, no more of that. 
 

CORIOLANUS 
Though there the people had more absolute power, 
I say, they nourish'd disobedience, fed 
The ruin of the state. 
 

BRUTUS 
Why, shall the people give 
One that speaks thus their voice? 
 

CORIOLANUS 
I'll give my reasons, 
More worthier than their voices. They know the corn  
Was not our recompense, resting well assured 
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They ne'er did service for't. Being pressed to th' war, 
Even when the navel of the state was touched, 
They would not thread the gats. This kind of service  
Did not deserve corn gratis. Being i'th' war, 
Their mutinies and revolts, wherein they showed 
Most valour, spoke not for them. 
 

MENENIUS 
Come, enough. 
 

BRUTUS 
Enough, with over-measure. 
 

CORIOLANUS 
No, take more: 
The multitudinous tongue-- 
 

BRUTUS 
Has said enough. 
 

SICINIUS 
Has spoken like a traitor, and shall answer 
As traitors do. 
 

CORIOLANUS 
Thou wretch, despite o'erwhelm thee! 
What should the people do with these bald tribunes? 
 

BRUTUS 
Manifest treason! 
 

SICINIUS 
This a consul? No. 
 

CORIOLANUS 
Hence, old goat! 
 

SICINIUS 
Help, ye citizens! 
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[ENTER A RABBLE OF CITIZENS.] 

 
MENENIUS 

On both sides more respect. 
 

CITIZENS 
Down with him! Down with him! 
Weapons, weapons, weapons! 

[THEY ALL BUSTLE ABOUT CORIOLANUS, CRYING.] 
'Tribunes!' 'Patricians!' 'Citizens!' 'What, ho!' 
'Sicinius!' 'Brutus!' 'Coriolanus!' 'Citizens!' 
'Peace, peace, peace!' 'Stay, hold, peace!' 
 

SICINIUS 
You are at point to lose your liberties: 
Martius would have all from you; Martius, 
Whom late you have named for consul. 
What is the city but the people? 
 

SECOND CITIZEN 
True, 
The people are the city. 
 

BRUTUS 
We do here pronounce, 
Upon the part o' the people, in whose power 
We were elected theirs, Martius is worthy 
Of present death. Lay hands upon her, 
And bear her to the rock. 
 

CORIOLANUS 
No, I'll die here. 

[DRAWING HIS SWORD.] 
There's some among you have beheld me fighting: 
Come, try upon yourselves what you have seen me. 

[IN THIS MUTINY, THE TRIBUNES, THE AEDILES, AND THE PEOPLE, 
ARE BEAT IN.] 
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MENENIUS 
Go, get you to your house; be gone, away! 
All will be naught else. 
 

COMINIUS 
Come, sir, along with us. 
 

CORIOLANUS 
On fair ground I could beat forty of them. 
 

[EXEUNT CORIOLANUS, COMINIUS, AND OTHERS.] 
 

MENENIUS 
Do not cry havoc, where you should but hunt 
With modest warrant. 
 

SICINIUS 
Sir, how comes't that you 
Have holp to make this rescue? 
 

MENENIUS 
Hear me speak: 
As I do know the consul's worthiness, 
So can I name her faults-- 
 

SICINIUS 
Consul! What consul? 

 
MENENIUS 

The consul Coriolanus. 
 

BRUTUS 
She consul! 

 
SICINIUS 

She's a disease that must be cut away. 
 

MENENIUS 
O, she's a limb that has but a disease; 
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Mortal, to cut it off; to cure it, easy. 
What has she done to Rome that's worthy death? 
Killing our enemies, the blood she hath lost-- 
She dropped it for her country. 
 

BRUTUS 
We'll hear no more. 
 

MENENIUS 
Consider this: she has been bred in the wars 
Since she could draw a sword, and is ill school'd 
In bolted language. Give me leave, 
I'll go to her, and undertake to bring her 
Where she shall answer, by a lawful form, 
In peace, to her utmost peril. Noble tribunes, 
It is the humane way: the other course 
Will prove too bloody, and the end of it 
Unknown to the beginning. 
 

SICINIUS 
Noble Menenius, 
Be you then as the people's officer. 
Meet on the market-place. We'll attend you there: 
Where, if you bring not Martius, we'll proceed 
In our first way. 
 

MENENIUS 
I'll bring herer to you. 
 
 
 

Scene 2 

[A ROOM IN MARTIUS' HOUSE. 

 

ENTER CORIOLANUS.] 
 

CORIOLANUS 
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Let them pull all about mine ears, present me 
Death on the wheel or on the Tarpeian rock, 
Yet will I still be thus to them. 

[ENTER VOLUMNIA.] 
I muse my mother 
Does not approve me further, who was wont 
To call them woollen vassals, things created 
To buy and sell with groats. I talk of you: 
Why did you wish me milder? would you have me 
False to my nature? Rather say I play 
The thing I am. 
 

VOLUMNIA 
O, dear, dear, dear, 
I would have had you put your power well on, 
Before you had worn it out. 
 

CORIOLANUS 
Let go. 
 

VOLUMNIA 
You might have been enough the woman you are, 
With striving less to be so. 
 

CORIOLANUS 
Let them hang. 
 

VOLUMNIA 
Ay, and burn too. 
 

[ENTER MENENIUS.] 
 

MENENIUS 
Come, come, you have been too rough, something too rough; 
You must return and mend it. 
 

VOLUMNIA 
Pray, be counselled: 
I have a heart as little apt as yours, 
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But yet a brain that leads my use of anger 
To better vantage. 
 

MENENIUS 
Well said, noble woman! 
 

 
CORIOLANUS 

What must I do? 
 

MENENIUS 
Return to the tribunes. 
 

CORIOLANUS 
Well, what then? what then? 
 

MENENIUS 
Repent what you have spoke. 
 

CORIOLANUS 
For them! I cannot do it to the gods; 
Must I then do't to them? 
 

VOLUMNIA 
You are too absolute; 
Though therein you can never be too noble, 
But when extremities speak. I have heard you say, 
Honor and policy, like unsevered friends, 
I'th' war do grow together. Grant that, and tell me 
In peace what each of them by th'other lose 
That they combine not there. 
If it be honor in your wars to seem 
The same you are not, which for your best ends 
You adopt your policy, how is it less or worse 
That it shall hold companionship in peace 
With honor as in war, since that to both 
It stands in like request? 
 

CORIOLANUS 
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Why force you this? 
 

VOLUMNIA 
Because that now it lies you on to speak  
To th' people, not by your own instruction,  
Nor by the matter which your heart prompts you,  
But with such words that are but roted in  
Your tongue, though but bastards and syllables 
Of no allowance to your bosom's truth. 
Now, this no more dishonors you at all 
Than to take in a town with gentle words, 
Which else would put you to your fortune and 
The hazard of much blood. 
I prithee now, daughter, go be with them-- 
Thy knee bussing the stones--for in such business 
Action is eloquence, and the eyes of the ignorant 
More learned than the ears, and say to them, 
Thou art their soldier, and being bred in broils 
Hast not the soft way which, thou dost confess, 
Were fit for thee to use as they to claim, 
In asking their good loves, but thou wilt frame 
Thyself, forsooth, hereafter theirs, so far 
As thou hast power and person. 
 
B 

MENENIUS 
This but done, 
Even as she speaks, why, their hearts were yours. 
 

VOLUMNIA 
Go, and be ruled: although I know thou hadst rather 
Follow thine enemy in a fiery gulf 
Than flatter him in a bower. Here is Cominius. 

[ENTER COMINIUS.] 
 

COMINIUS 
I have been i' the market-place; and, sir,'tis fit 
You make strong party, or defend yourself 
By calmness or by absence: all's in anger. 
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MENENIUS 

Only fair speech. 
 

COMINIUS 
I think 'twill serve, if he 
Can thereto frame his spirit. 

VOLUMNIA 
She must, and will 
Prithee now, say you will, and go about it. 
 

CORIOLANUS 
Must I with base tongue give my noble heart 
A lie that it must bear? Well, I will do't: 
Away, my disposition! A beggar's tongue 
Make motion through my lips, and my arm'd knees, 
Who bow'd but in my stirrup, bend like his 
That hath received an alms! I will not do't, 
Lest I cease to honour mine own truth 
And by my body's action teach my mind 
A most inherent baseness. 
 

VOLUMNIA 
At thy choice, then: 
To beg of thee, it is my more dishonour 
Than thou of them. Come all to ruin; let 
Thy mother rather feel thy pride than fear 
Thy dangerous stoutness, for I mock at death 
With as big heart as thou. Do as you like 
Thy valiantness was mine, thou suck'dst it from me, 
But owe thy pride thyself. 

CORIOLANUS 
Pray, be content: 
Mother, I am going; I'll return consul; 
Or never trust to what my tongue can do 
I' the way of flattery further. 
 

VOLUMNIA 
Do your will. 
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Scene 3 
 

[THE FORUM. 
 
ENTER SICINIUS AND BRUTUS.] 

 
BRUTUS 

In this point charge her home, that she affects 
Tyrannical power: if she evade us there, 
Enforce her with her envy to the people. 
 

SICINIUS 
Assemble presently the people hither. 
 

BRUTUS 
And when such time they have begun to cry, 
Let them not cease, but with a din confused 
Enforce the present execution 
Of what we chance to sentence. 
 

SECOND CITIZEN 
Very well. 
 

SICINIUS 
Make them be strong and ready for this hint, 
When we shall hap to give't them. 
 

BRUTUS 
Go about it. 
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[EXIT SECOND CITIZEN. ENTER CORIOLANUS, MENENIUS, AND 
COMINIUS.] 

MENENIUS 
Calmly, I do beseech you. 
 

CORIOLANUS 
The honour'd gods 
Keep Rome in safety, and the chairs of justice 
Supplied with worthy men! plant love among 's! 
Throng our large temples with the shows of peace, 
And not our streets with war! 
 

COMINIUS 
Amen, amen. 
 

MENENIUS 
A noble wish. 
 

CORIOLANUS 
Shall I be charged no further than this present? 
Must all determine here? 
 

SICINIUS 
I do demand, 
If you submit you to the people's voices, 
Allow their officers and are content 
To suffer lawful censure. 
 

CORIOLANUS 
I am content. 
 

MENENIUS 
Lo, citizens, sshe says sshe is content: 
The warlike service sshe has done, consider; think 
Upon the wounds herer body bears, which show 
Like graves i' the holy churchyard. 
 

CORIOLANUS 
Scratches with briers, 
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Scars to move laughter only. 
 

MENENIUS 
Consider further, 
That when sshe speaks not like a citizen, 
You find herer like a soldier: do not take 
Herer rougher accents for malicious sounds, 
But, as I say, such as become a soldier. 
 

CORIOLANUS 
What is the matter 
That being pass'd for consul with full voice, 
I am so dishonour'd that the very hour 
You take it off again? 
 

SICINIUS 
Answer to us. 
 

CORIOLANUS 
Say, then: 'tis true, I ought so. 
 

SICINIUS 
We charge you, that you have contrived to take 
From Rome all season'd office and to wind 
Yourself into a power tyrannical; 
For which you are a traitor to the people. 
 

CORIOLANUS 
How! Traitor! 
 

MENENIUS 
Nay, temperately; your promise. 
 

CORIOLANUS 
The fires i' the lowest hell fold-in the people! 
Call me their traitor! Thou injurious tribune! 
 

SICINIUS 
Peace! 
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We need not put new matter to his charge. 
What you have seen him do and heard him speak, 
Beating your officers, cursing yourselves, 
Opposing laws with strokes, and here defying 
Those whose great power must try him--even this 
So criminal and in such capital kind, 
Deserves the extremest death. 
 

BRUTUS 
But since she hath served well for Rome,-- 
 

CORIOLANUS 
What do you prate of service? 
 

BRUTUS 
I talk of that, that know it. 
 

CORIOLANUS 
You? 
 

MENENIUS 
Is this the promise that you made your mother? 
 

CORIOLANUS 
Let them pronounce the steep Tarpeian death, 
Vagabond exile, flaying, I would not buy 
Their mercy at the price of one fair word, 
Nor cheque my courage. 
 

SICINIUS 
In the name o' the people 
And in the power of us the tribunes, we, 
Even from this instant, banish him our city, 
In peril of precipitation 
From off the rock Tarpeian never more 
To enter our Rome gates: i' the people's name, 
I say it shall be so. 

 
CITIZENS 
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It shall be so, it shall be so; let him away: 
He's banish'd, and it shall be so. 
 

MENENIUS 
Hear me, my masters, and my common friends,-- 
 

SICINIUS 
He's sentenced; no more hearing. 
 

MENENIUS 
Let me speak-- 
 

BRUTUS 
There's no more to be said, but she is banish'd, 
As enemy to the people and her country: 
It shall be so. 
 

CITIZENS 
It shall be so, it shall be so. 
 

CORIOLANUS 
You common cry of curs, whose breath I hate, 
As reek o' th' rotten fens: whose loves I prize, 
As the dead carcasses of unburied men, 
That do corrupt my air: I banish you, 
And here remain with your uncertainty. 
Let every feeble rumour shake your hearts: 
Your enemies, with nodding of their plumes 
Fan you into despair: Have the power still 
To banish your defenders, till at length 
Your ignorance deliver you as most 
Abated captives, to some nation 
That won you without blows, despising 
For you the city. Thus I turn my back; 
There is a world elsewhere. 
 

[EXEUNT CORIOLANUS, COMINIUS, MENENIUS.] 
 

SECOND CITIZEN 
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The people's enemy is gone, is gone! 
 
SONG Fortunate Son quick fade  

 

Act IV 
 

Scene 1 
 

[THE GATES OF ROME 
ENTER CORIOLANUS, VOLUMNIA, VIRGILIA, and MENENIUS.] 

 
CORIOLANUS 

Come, leave your tears: a brief farewell: Nay, mother, 
Where is your ancient courage? you were used 
To say extremity was the trier of spirits. 
 

VIRGILIA 
O heavens! O heavens! 
 

VOLUMNIA 
Now the red pestilence strike all trades in Rome, 
And occupations perish! 
 

CORIOLANUS 
What, what, what! 
I shall be loved when I am lack'd. Nay, mother, 
I'll do well yet. Thou old and true Menenius, 
Thy tears are salter than a younger man's, 
And venomous to thine eyes. I go alone, 
Like to a lonely dragon, that his fen 
Makes fear'd and talk'd of more than seen-- 
 

VOLUMNIA 
Mydaughterchild. 
Whither wilt thou go? 
 

CORIOLANUS 
I pray you, come. 
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While I remain above the ground, you shall 
Hear from me still. 

[EXEUNT CORIOLANUS, MANET VOLUMNIA 
 

Scene 2 
NEAR THE GATE.  
ENTER SICINIUS, AND BRUTUS. ENTER VIRGILIA AND MENENIUS.] 
 

BRUTUS 
Here comes her mother. 
 

SICINIUS 
Let's not meet her. 
 

BRUTUS 
Why? 
 

SICINIUS 
They say she's mad. 
 

VOLUMNIA 
O, ye're well met: the hoarded plague o' the gods 
Requite your love! 
 

MENENIUS 
Peace, peace. 
 

SICINIUS 
Are you mankind? 
 

VOLUMNIA 
Ay, fool; is that a shame? Note but this fool. 
Was not a man my father? Hadst thou craft 
To banish her that struck more blows for Rome 
Than thou hast spoken words? 
 

SICINIUS 
O blessed heavens! 
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VOLUMNIA 

More noble blows than ever thou wise words; 
And for Rome's good. I'll tell thee what; yet go: 
Nay, but thou shalt stay too: I would my girl 
Were in Arabia, and thy tribe before her, 
Her good sword in her hand. 
 

SICINIUS 
What then? 
 

VIRGILIA 
What then! 
She'd make an end of thy posterity. Bastards and all. 
 

MENENIUS 
Come, come, peace. 
 

SICINIUS 
I would he had continued to his country 
As he began, and not unknit himself 
The noble knot he made. 
 

BRUTUS 
I would she had. 
 

VOLUMNIA 
'I would he had'! 'Twas you incensed the rabble. 
 

BRUTUS 
Pray, let us go. 
 

VOLUMNIA 
Now, pray, sir, get you gone: 
You have done a brave deed. Ere you go, hear this:-- 
As far as doth the Capitol exceed 
The meanest house in Rome, so far my daughterchild-- 
Whom you have banish'd, does exceed you all. 
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BRUTUS 

Well, well, we'll leave you. 
 

SICINIUS 
Why stay we to be baited 
With one that wants her wits? 
 

VOLUMNIA 
Take my prayers with you. 

[EXEUNT TRIBUNES.] 
I would the gods had nothing else to do 
But to confirm my curses! Could I meet 'em 
But once a day, it would unclog my heart 
Of what lies heavy to't. 
 

MENENIUS 
You have told them home; 
And, by my troth, you have cause. You'll sup with me? 
 

VOLUMNIA 
Anger's my meat; I sup upon myself, 
And so shall starve with feeding.  
 

[EXEUNT.] 
 

 
 

Scene 4 
 

[ANTIUM. BEFORE AUFIDIUS’S HOUSE. 
ENTER CORIOLANUS.] 

 
CORIOLANUS 

A goodly city is this Antium, 
Where great Aufidius lies. 
O world, thy slippery turns! Friends now fast sworn, 
Whose double bosoms seem to wear one heart, 
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Unseparable, shall within this hour, 
On a dissension of a doit, break out 
To bitterest enmity: So fellest foes, 
Whose passions and whose plots have broke their sleep 
To take the one the other, by some chance, 
Some trick not worth an egg, shall grow dear friends 
And interjoin their issues. So with me, 
My birth-place hate I, and my love's upon 
This enemy town. I'll enter, if he slay me, 
He does fair justice; if he give me way, 
I'll do his country service. 

 
Scene 5 

THE CAMP OF THE VOLSCIANS 
ENTER AUFIDIUS.] 
 

AUFIDIUS 
Whence comest thou? what wouldst thou? thy name? 
Why speak'st not? speak, man: what's thy name? 
 

CORIOLANUS 
A name unmusical to the Volscians' ears, 
And harsh in sound to thine. 
 

AUFIDIUS 
Say, what's thy name? 
 

CORIOLANUS 
My name is Caius Martius, who hath done 
To thee particularly and to all the Volsces 
Great hurt and mischief; thereto witness may 
My surname, Coriolanus: that name remains; 
The cruelty and envy of the people, 
Permitted by our dastard nobles, who 
Have all forsook me, hath devoured the rest; 
And suffer'd me by the voice of slaves to be 
Whooped out of Rome. Now this extremity 
Hath brought me to thy hearth; not out of hope-- 
Mistake me not--to save my life, for if 
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I had fear'd death, of all the men i' th' world 
I would have avoided thee, but in mere spite, 
To be full quit of those my banishers, 
Stand I before thee here. For I will fight 
Against my cankered country with the spleen 
Of all the under fiends. But if so be 
Thou darest not this then I present 
My throat to thee and to thy ancient malice; 
Which not to cut would show thee but a fool, 
Since I have ever follow'd thee with hate, 
Drawn tuns of blood out of thy country's breast, 
And cannot live but to thy shame, unless 
It be to do thee service. 
 

AUFIDIUS 
O Martius, Martius! 
Each word thou hast spoke hath weeded from my heart 
A root of ancient envy. Let me twine 
Mine arms about that body. Know thou first, 
I loved the maid I married; never man 
Sigh'd truer breath; but that I see thee here, 
Thou noble thing! more dances my rapt heart 
Than when I first my wedded mistress saw 
Bestride my threshold. Thou hast beat me out 
Twelve several times, and I have nightly since 
Dreamt of encounters 'twixt thyself and me; 
We have been down together in my sleep, 
Unbuckling helms, fisting each other's throat, 
And waked half dead with nothing.  
 
 

CORIOLANUS 
You bless me, gods! 
 

AUFIDIUS 
Therefore, most absolute, then, if thou wilt have 
The leading of thine own revenges, take 
The one half of my commission; and set down-- 
As best thou art experienced, since thou know'st 
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Thy country's strength and weakness,--thine own ways; 
Whether to knock against the gates of Rome, 
Or rudely visit them in parts remote, 
To fright them, ere destroy. A thousand welcomes! 
 
 
 

Scene 6 
 

[ROME.  A PUBLIC PLACE. 
ENTER SICINIUS AND BRUTUS.  ENTER MENENIUS.] 

 
BRUTUS 

Is this Menenius? 
 

Both Tribunes 
Hail sir! 
 

MENENIUS 
Hail to you both! 
 

SICINIUS 
Your Coriolanus Is not much miss'd. 
Where is she, hear you? 
 

MENENIUS 
Nay, I hear nothing. 
 

BRUTUS 
Caius Martius was 
A worthy officer i' the war; but insolent, 
O'ercome with pride, ambitious past all thinking, 
Self-loving,-- 
 

SICINIUS 
And affecting one sole throne, 
Without assistance. 
 

MENENIUS 
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I think not so. 
 

[ENTER COMINIUS] 
 

COMINIUS 
Worthy tribunes, 
A fearful army, led by Caius Martius 
Associated with Aufidius, rages 
Upon our territories; and have already 
O'erborne their way, consumed with fire, and took 
What lay before them. 
 

MENENIUS 
If Martius should be join'd with Volscians,-- 
 

COMINIUS 
If! 
He is their god: he leads them like a thing 
Made by some other deity than nature, 
That shapes man better; and they follow him, 
Against us brats, with no less confidence 
Than boys pursuing summer butterflies, 
Or butchers killing flies. 
 

MENENIUS 
You have made good work, 
You that stood so up much on the voice of occupation. 
 

COMINIUS 
You have brought 
A trembling upon Rome, such as was never 
So incapable of help. 
 

Both Tribunes 
Say not we brought it! 
 

MENENIUS 
How! Was it we? We loved her. 
Shall’s to the Capitol? 
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COMINIUS 

O, ya, what else? 
 
 
 
 

Scene 7 
 

[THE CAMP OF THE VOLSCIANS. 
ENTER AUFIDIUS AND HIS LIEUTENANT.] 

 
AUFIDIUS 

Do they still fly to the Roman? 
 

LIEUTENANT 
I do not know what witchcraft's in her, but 
Your soldiers use her 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. 
 

AUFIDIUS 
She bears herself more proud, 
Even to my person, than I thought she would 
When first I did embrace her: be thou sure, 
when she shall come to her account, she knows not 
What I can urge against her. 
 

LIEUTENANT 
Sir, I beseech you, think you she'll carry Rome? 
 

AUFIDIUS 
I think she'll be to Rome 
As is the osprey to the fish, who takes it 
By sovereignty of nature. Whether 'twas pride, 
Whether defect of judgment, or whether nature, 
As she hath spices of them all, made her fear'd, 
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So hated, and so banish'd: So our virtues 
Lie in the interpretation of the time: 
One fire drives out one fire; one nail, one nail; 
Rights by rights falter, strengths by strengths do fail. 
Come, let's away. When, Caius, Rome is thine, 
Thou art poor'st of all; then shortly art thou mine. 
 

Act V 
 

Scene 1 
 

[EXT.. ROME. A PUBLIC PLACE. 
ENTER MENENIUS, (COMINIUS,) SICINIUS, AND BRUTUS.] 

  
MENENIUS 

No, I'll not go: Go, you that banish'd herer; 
A mile before herer tent fall down, and knee 
The way into herer mercy: 
  

SICINIUS 
But, sure, if you 
Would be your country's pleader, your good tongue, 
More than the instant army we can make, 
Might stop our countryman. 
  

MENENIUS 
No, I'll not meddle. 
  

SICINIUS 
Pray you, go to her. 
  

MENENIUS 
What should I do? 
  

BRUTUS 
Only make trial what your love can do 
For Rome, towards Martius. 
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MENENIUS 
I'll undertake 't: I think sshe'll hear me. 
  

BRUTUS 
You know the very road into her kindness, 
And cannot lose your way. 
[EXIT MENENIUS.] 

BRUTUS (con’t) 
She'll never hear him. 
So that all hope is vain, unless her noble mother and her wife, 
Who as I hear mean to solicit her 
For mercy to her country. Therefore let’s hence 
And with our fair entreaties haste them on. 
 

SONG Blowin in the wind quick fade  

Scene 2 

[ENTRANCE OF THE VOLSCIAN CAMP BEFORE ROME. 
ENTER MENENIUS. ENTER CORIOLANUS.] 

  
CORIOLANUS 

What's the matter? 
  

MENENIUS 
[TO CORIOLANUS.] 

The glorious gods sit in hourly assembly about thy particular prosperity, and love thee no worse 
than thy old father Menenius does! O my daughterdaughter, mydaughterdaughter! Thou art 
preparing fire for us; look thee, here's water to quench it. I was hardly moved to come to thee; 
but being assured none but myself could move thee, I have been blown out of your gates with 
sighs; and conjure thee to pardon Rome. 
  

CORIOLANUS 
Away! 
  

MENENIUS 
How! Away! 
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CORIOLANUS 
Wife, mother, child, I know not. My affairs 
Are servanted to others. Therefore, be gone. 
Menenius, I will not hear thee speak. 

 
 
  

MENENIUS 
[ASIDE] 

This Martius is grown from wowoman to dragon. She There is no more mercy in her. 
 

[EXIT MENENIUS.] 
 

CORIOLANUS 
We will before the walls of Rome tomorrow 
Set down our host. My partner in this action, 
You must report to the Volscian lords, how plainly 
I have borne this business. 
  

AUFIDIUS 
Only their ends 
You have respected; stopped your ears against 
The general suit of Rome; never admitted 
A private whisper, no, not with such friends 
That thought them sure of you. 
  

CORIOLANUS 
This last old man, 
Whom with a cracked heart I have sent to Rome, 
Loved me above the measure of a father; 

[SHOUT WITHIN] 
Shall I be tempted to infringe my vow 
In the same time 'tis made? I will not. 

[ENTER IN MOURNING VEIL VOLUMNIA, and VIRGILIA.] 
My wife comes foremost; then the honour'd mould 
Wherein this trunk was framed. But, out, affection! 
All bond and privilege of nature, break! 
Let it be virtuous to be obstinate. 
What is that curt'sy worth? or those doves' eyes, 
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Which can make gods forsworn? I melt, and am not 
Of stronger earth than others. My mother bows; 
As if Olympus to a molehill should 
In supplication nod. Let the Volsces 
Plough Rome and harrow Italy: I'll never 
Be such a gosling to obey instinct, but stand, 
As if a man were author of himself 
And knew no other kin. 
 

VIRGILIA 
My lord and wife! 
 

CORIOLANUS 
These eyes are not the same I wore in Rome. 
 

VIRGILIA 
The sorrow that delivers us thus changed 
Makes you think so. 
 

CORIOLANUS 
Like a dull actor now, 
I have forgot my part,  
And the most noble mother of the world 
Leave unsaluted: sink, my knee, i' the earth. 
 [KNEELS.] 
  

VOLUMNIA 
O, stand up blest! 
Whilst, with no softer cushion than the flint, 
I kneel before thee. 
 [VOLUMNIA KNEELS.] 
  

CORIOLANUS 
What's this? Your knees to me? 
  

VOLUMNIA 
Thou art my warrior; I hope to frame thee. 
 

CORIOLANUS 
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I beseech you, peace: 
Or, if you'd ask, remember this before: 
The thing I have forsworn to grant may never 
Be held by you denials. Do not bid me 
Dismiss my soldiers, or capitulate 
Again with Rome's mechanics: tell me not 
Wherein I seem unnatural: desire not 
To ally my rages and revenges with 
Your colder reasons. 
  

VOLUMNIA 
O, no more, no more! 
You have said you will not grant us anything; 
For we have nothing else to ask, but that 
Which you deny already: yet we will ask; 
That, if you fail in our request, the blame 
May hang upon your hardness: therefore hear us. 
  

CORIOLANUS 
Aufidius, and you Volsces, mark; for we'll 
Hear nought from Rome in private. Your request? 
  

VOLUMNIA 
Should we be silent and not speak, our raiment 
And state of bodies would reveal what life 
We have led since thy exile. Think with thyself 
How more unfortunate than all living women 
Are we come hither: since that thy sight, which should 
Make our eyes flow with joy, hearts dance with comforts, 
Constrains them weep and shake with fear and sorrow; 
Making the mother, wife and child to see 
The daughter, wife, and mother tearing 
Her country's bowels out. For myself, child, 
I purpose not to wait on fortune till 
These wars determine: if I cannot persuade thee 
Rather to show a noble grace to both parts 
Than seek the end of one, thou shalt no sooner 
March to assault thy country than to tread-- 
Trust to't, thou shalt not--on thy mother's womb, 
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That brought thee to this world. 
 

VIRGILIA 
Ay, and mine, 
That brought you forth a child, to keep your name 
Living to time. 
 

CORIOLANUS 
I have sat too long. 
 
 [RISING.] 
  

VOLUMNIA 
Nay, go not from us thus. 
If it were so that our request did tend 
To save the Romans, thereby to destroy 
The Volsces whom you serve, you might condemn us, 
As poisonous of your honour: no; our suit 
Is that you reconcile them: so the Volsces 
May say 'This mercy we have showed;' the Romans, 
'This we received;' and each in either side 
Give the all-hail to thee and cry 'Be blest 
For making up this peace!' Thou knowst, daughter, 
The end of war's uncertain; but this certain, 
That if thou conquer Rome, the benefit 
Which thou shalt thereby reap is such a name 
Whose chronicle thus writ: 'She who was noble, 
But with her last attempt she wiped it out, 
Destroyed her country, and her name remains 
To th'ensuing age abhorred.' Why dost not speak? 
Say my request unjust and spurn me back 
But if it be not so, thou art not honest 
And the god’s will plague thee for’t.  

She turns away: 
This is the last: so we will home to Rome, 
And die among our neighbours. Come, let us go: 
I am hush'd until our city be afire, 
And then I'll speak a little. 
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[HE HOLDS HER BY THE HAND, SILENT.] 
  

CORIOLANUS 
O mother, mother! 
What have you done? Behold, the heavens do ope, 
The gods look down, and this unnatural scene 
They laugh at. Oh my mother, mother: Oh! 
You have won a happy victory to Rome; 
But, for your child,--believe it, Oh, believe it, 
Most dangerously you have with her prevailed, 
If not most mortal to her. But, let it come. 
Aufidius, though I cannot make true wars, 
I'll frame convenient peace. Now, good Aufidius, 
Were you in my stead, would you have heard 
A mother less? or granted less, Aufidius? 
  

AUFIDIUS 
I was moved withal. 
  

CORIOLANUS 
I dare be sworn you were: 
And, sir, it is no little thing to make 
Mine eyes to sweat compassion. 

[VOLUMNIA and VIRGILIA EXIT. CONSPIRATORS EMERGE.] 
  

AUFIDIUS 
Traitor. 
  

CORIOLANUS 
Traitor! how now! 
  

AUFIDIUS 
Ay, traitor, Martius! 

 
  

CORIOLANUS 
Martius! 
  

AUFIDIUS 
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Ay, Martius, Caius Martius: dost thou think 
I'll grace thee with that robbery, thy stol'n name 
Coriolanus in Corioles? 
You lords and heads o' the state, perfidiously  
She has betray'd your business, and given up,  
For certain drops of salt, your city Rome,  
Breaking her oath and resolution like  
A twist of rotten silk. 

But at her nurse's tears 
She whined and roar'd away your victory, 
That pages blushed at her and men of heart 
Look'd wondering each at other. 
  

CORIOLANUS 
Hear'st thou, Mars? 
  

AUFIDIUS 
Name not the god, thou babe of tears! 
  

CORIOLANUS 
Ha! 
  

AUFIDIUS 
No more. 
  

CORIOLANUS 
Measureless liar, thou hast made my heart 
Too great for what contains it. Girl! Oh slave! 
Cut me to pieces, Volsces; men and lads, 
Stain all your edges on me. Girl! false hound! 
If you have writ your annals true, 'tis there, 
That, like an eagle in a dove-flock, I 
Flutter'd your Volscians in Corioles: 
Alone I did it. Girl! 
 

AUFIDIUS 
Let erher die for't. 

[THE CONSPIRATORS DRAW, AND KILL CORIOLANUS: AUFIDIUS 
STANDS ON HIS BODY.] 
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My noble masters, hold. My rage is gone; 
And I am struck with sorrow.  
Beat thou the drum, that it speak mournfully. 
Though in this city sshe 
Hath widowed and unchilded many a one, 
Yet sshe shall have a noble memory.  
SONG WAR WHAT IS IT GOOD FOR Loudly for curtain call 
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