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JULIUS CZAESAR.

INTRODUCTION.

]J/’HEN SHAKESPEARE made choict of this fubje.*,
be no doubt commendably confulted the genius of Fis
native land, avhere the fpirit of liberty, however impair:d,
has ever remained a check upon pover 5 and where could be
Jearch for more noble examples, more flriking offeriars of
freedouty, than among the laff Romans, avbo dravely con-
tended for that choiceff principls of political life 2 Senfible of
his bold and important defign, be feums to have collefed the
tmoft force of his porveis 5 wwheredy be bas maintained more
Sflrengthy more dignity, and aniformity, than in any other
of his pieces s but as there are noue of the temder er more
common pafjions introduced, as 1t veffs upon one great inde-
pendant idea, the love of our country, it can never be very
popular ; there muft be good fenfe and very generous frelings,
20 relifb it thorouably 3 Ceofides it requives a greater number
of good Jpeakers, than gcnzrally meet in ore theatre.

I7e wifb, hoavever, our fenators, as a bedy, avere to
befpeak it, annually 5 that each avould get moft of it by
heart, that it fhould be occafionally terformed at both uni-
werfities, and at every public feminary in thefe kingdoms
Jo would the author receive diftinguifbed «.ell earned ho-
mour 5 and the putlic reap, ave doubt not, e/ .tial bereft.

Vor. V. B 2
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DRAMATIS PERSON A,

Juorivs C&sar, Mr. Clarke.
Ocravius Casar, Mr. Wroughton.
AxToNY, Mr. Smith.
BruTus, Mr. Benfley.
Cassius, Mr, Hull.
Casca, Mr. Gardner.
'TREBON1US, Mr. Perry.
L1cARIUS, Mr. Holtom.
Drcius BruTvus, Mr. Davis.
METELLUS, Mr, Cufbings
Cinna, Mr. Bates.

1ft PLEBEIAN, Mr. Hamiltosn.
2d PLEBEIAN, Mr., Quick.

2d PLEREIAN, Mr, Dunftall.
PINDARUS, Mr. R. Smith,
PorTIA, Mrs., Hartley.
CALPHURNIA, Mrs. Vincent.

Guards and Aitendants.

SCENGE, for the three frfp Aéts, at Rome; afterwares
at an Ifle ncar Mutina, ar Sardis, and Philippi.
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JULIUS CZASAR.

ACT L

SCENE, & Street in Rome,

Enter Calca, D. Brutus, and certain Commonsers *.

Mob, huzza.

Casc a,

ENCE ; home, you idle creatures, get you home;
Is this a holiday? what! know you nox,
Being mechanical, you ought not walk
Upon a labouring day, without the fign
Of your profeflion ? {peak, what trade art thou ?
Car. Why, Sir, a carpenter.
Cafca. Where is thy leather aprou, and thy rule?2
What doft thou with thy beft apparel on ?
You, Sir, What trade are you ?
Cob. Truly, Sir, in refpe& of a fine workman, I am
but, as you would {ay, a cobler.
Cafca. But what trade art thou? anfwer me, direltiy.
Cob. A trade, Sir, that I hope I may uf: with a {aie*
confcience ; which 1s, 1indged, a mender of bad foals,

Cajca. What trade, thou knave ¢ thou nau_hty knave,
what trade ?

% Though ludicrous charaflers appear very incompatible Wwith
tragedy, yet tl e mob, in this hiftoric 1 piece, are natural, juftifiable,
and exc edi 'y w 1 fupp rted ; feve:al char. cters in the originaly to
avoid en umbering the Drama, are judicioufly blended with others;
particularly thofe of Fl w/us and Adarulius, in the fiilt {cene, are
thrown 1into Cafca and D.cius Brutus,

B3



¢ JULIUS CAESAR.

Cob. Nay, I befeech you, Sir, be not out with me:
yet 1f you be out, Sir, I can mend you.

Cafca. What mean’ft thou by that 7 mend me, thou
favcy fellow ?

Cob. Why, Sir, cobble you.

Cafca. Thou art a cobler, art thou ?

Cob. Truly, Sir, all that I Live by, is the awl: [
meddle with no tracefman’s matters, nor woman’s mat-
ters 3 but with-all I am, indeed, Sir, a furgeon to old
fhoes ; when they are in great danger, I recover them.
As proper men as ever trod upon neats-leather, have
gone upon my handy-work,

Cafca. But wherefore art not in thy fhop, to-day?
Why doft thou lead thefe men about the fireets !

Geb, Truly, Sir, to wear out their fhoes, to get my-
{clf 1ntc moie work., But, indeed, Sir, we make holia
day to fee Ce/ar, and to rejoice in bis triumph.

Cafca. * Wherefore rejoice l~——what conqueits brings

he home ?
W hat tributaries follow him to Rowe,
I"o grace in captive bonds his chariot wheels ;
You blocks, you flones, you worfe than fenfelefs things !
O you hard hearts ! you cruel men of Rome !
Knew you not Pompey 2 many a time and oft,
Have you climb’d up to walls and battlements,
To tow’rs and windows, yea, to chimney tops,
Your 1nfants in your arms, and there have f{at,
The live-long day, with patient expeftation,
"To fee great Pompey pafs the ftreets of Rome
And when you faw his chariot but appear,
Have you not made an univerfal fhout,
'T'hat 976e¢r trembled underneath his banks,
‘I'o Lear the replication of your founds,
Made in his concave fhore ?
And do you now put on your beft attire,
And do you now cull out an holiday ?
And do you now {trew flowers in his way,

* This fpeech 1s 2 noble and very emphatic reproof to the incon-
ffient flutuation of popular applaufe, ufually begot by prejudice,
ard guided by ceprice,

That



JULIUS CAESAR. 7

'That comes in triumph over Pompey’s blood ?
Be gone e
Run to your houfes, fall upon your knees,
Pray to the Gods to intermit the plague,
That needs muft light on this ingrautude.
Dec. B. Go, go, good countrymen. [ Exeunt Commonersw
Go you down that way towards the capitol,
This way will I ; difrobe the images,
If you do find them deck’d with ceremonies.
Thefe growing feathers, pluck’d from Cez/ar’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. [Excant feverally.

Enter Cafar, Antony for the courfe, Calphurnia, Decius
Brutus, Caflius, Cafca, g Sooth/ayer, Trebontus, e,

Cz/f. Calphurnige e
Cafca. Peace, ho! Ce/far {peaks.
Ce/. Calpbarnig——
Calp. Here, my loid.
Cz/. Staud you dire&ly in Autonius’ way,
When he doth run his courfe,—mammam Int01i1 5 m———
Ant. Czfar, my lord.
Cz/. Forget not in your fpeed, Antonius,
To touch Calphurnia ; for our elders fay,
The barren touched in this holy chafe,
Shake off their fterile curfe.
Ant. 1 fhall remember:
When Cz/ar fays, do this, it 1s perform’d.
C«/. Set on, and leave no ceremony out.
Kocth, (z/ar.
Cz/. Ha! who calls?
Ca/c. Bid every noife be ft1ll ; peace yet again,.
Ce/. Who 1s 1t in the prels that calls on me !
I hear a tongue fhriller than all the mufic,
Cry, Cez/ar. Speak; Cez/ar 1s turn’d to hear..
Socth. Beware the 1des of March.
Cz/. What man i1s that?
Bru, A foothfayer bids you beware the ides of 37.7¢h,
Cz/. Set him before me, let me fee his face.
Caf. Fellow, come from the throng, look upon Ce/ars
b 4



3 JULIUS CASAR,

Ce/. What {ay’ft thou to me, now ? {peak once again,
Sooth. Beware the 1des of March.
Ca/f. * He is a dreamer, let us leave him ; pafs.

| Excunt Celar and train,

Marent Brutus and Caffius.

Caf. 1 Will you go {ee the order of the courle ?
Bru. Not L.
Ca/. 1 pray you, do.
Bru. I am not gamefome 3 1 do lack forme part
O that quick {pirit that 1s in Adniony
Let me not hinder, Cafius, your defires ;
11 leave you,
Cof. Bratus, T do oblerve you now of late,
I have not from your eyes that gentienefs
find fhew of love, as 1 was wont to have:
You bear too fivbborn and too ftrange a hand,
Over your friend that loves you.
Bra, Capius,
Be not deceiv’d : JIf I have veil’d my look,
{ tarn the troubie of my countenance,
ferely upon myfelf. Vexed I am,
Of late, with paflions of {ome difference,
Ccnceptions only proper to myfelf;
Which gives fome foil, perhaps, to my behaviour
But let not therefore my good friends be griev’d,
Among which number, Cg/ius, be you one;
Nor conftrue any farther my negleét,
"T'han that poor Bratus, with himfelf at war,
Forgets the thews of love to other men.

* Cefar’s contemptuous reply to the feothfayer, befpeaks good
fenfe and f{uitable {pirit + Fulius fhould be fupported by a bold, mara
tial figure, with graceful countenance, and dignified deportment;.
a full, diftin€t, manly utterance,

t In this converfation between Brusus and Cafius, we percerve
the latter, as a deep politician, moft cautioufly touching the pulfe of
his undifguifed friend’s noble feelings. To do their charaétersjultice,
Brutys fhould exhibit a firiking confequence, though not a weightineis
of figure; plactd, yet expreflive features, with a round, flexible,
declamatory voice, rather compofed of medium and lower tones, than
thofe of a fofter nature: Caffius fhould po.iefs great fpirit, volubility,
and power of voice; flendernsfs of figure al o feems neceffary, with
peevifh features,
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Caf. Then, Brutus, I have much miftook your pafiion,

By means whereof this breaft of mine hath buried
‘Thoughts of great value, worthy cogitations.
Tell ine, good Brutus, can you fec your face ?
Bru. No, Caffius ; for the eye {ees not itfelf ¥,
But by reflection from {fome other thing,
Cas. >Tis juit,
And 1t 1s very much lamented, Bruazus,
That you have no fuch mirror as will turn
Your hidden worthinefs into your eye,
‘That you might fee your thadow. I have heard,
Were many of the buit refpelt in Rowe,
(Except immortal Cear) {peaking of Lratus,
And ¢roaning uanderneath this age’s yoke,
Have wifh’d that noble Bruras had his eycs.
Bru. Iuto what dangers would you lead me, Cafflus,
That you would have me feck 1nto mylelf,
Yor taat which 1s not 1n me ?
Ca/. Therefore, o od B-utes, be prepar’d to hears,
And 'nce y u know you cannot fee yourflf,
So well as by reflecti n; I, your glafs,
V ill modeldy d icover to yoarleli,
Th t of you { if which vet you know not or,
And be noty .l us of me, g ntle Bris.
Weelaco1a nlavoler, or did ufe
10 1 v wich ord nary caths my love,
1o everv n w prote 1or ; if you know,
That [ o f1vn on n ca, and hug them hard,
And aiter fea dal tl »m; or if you know
‘1 hat I prorefs r1 { It in banque ing
Toall tieroat, : nh .d me dangerous,
[ Llourefiy anlt/ ree fou. s
E on. NVhitmeras ke “iooting ? I do fear the people
CoucC " frther o
Cefe A, doyou s "rie?
Th nmut I thin< you would not have it fo.
L Twouldiot, C~rrs; vetll ve him wel,
- Lert edoy uwtd nel refrlorc?
.18 17, tnat yoawoullir p rrto me ?

%« Tasge Lk “sbea . JfV,

33



10 JULIUS CASAR,

Ef it be aught toward the general good,

Set honour 1n one eye, and death 1’th’ other,

And 1 will look on both indifferently :

For let the gods {o {peed me, as I love

"I'he name of honour, more than 1 fear death.
Ca/. I know that virtue to be in you, Bratus*,

As well as I do know vour outward favour.

Well, honour is the {ubject of my flory :

I cannot tell what you and other men

Think of this life ; but for my fingle felf,

1 had as hef not be, as live to be

In awe of fuch a thing as I myfelf.

¥ was born free as Cz/ar, {fo were you ;

We both have fed as well ; and we can both

Fndure the winter’s cold, as well as he.

For once upon a raw and gufly day,

'I'he troubled Z74er, chafing with his fhores,

Cefar {ays to me, ¢ Dar’ft thou, Caffras, now,

‘¢ J.eap 1n with me Into this angry flood,

¢ And {wim to yonder point }”’——Upon the word,

Accoutred as I was, I plunged 1n,

And bade him follow : {c indeed he did.

'T'he torrent roar’d, and we did buffet it

With lufty finews, throwing it afide,

And ftemming it with hearts of controverfy,

But ere we could arrive the point propos’d,

Cazfar cry’d, ¢ Help me, Caffius, or I fink.”?

I, as Lwueas, our great anceftor,

Did from the flames of 770y upon his fhoulder,

The old Auchifes bear, fo, from the waves of Tiber,

Did I the tired €2/ar: and this man

Is mow become a god ; and Caffrus 1s

A wreiched creature, and muft bend his body,

It Cezfar carelefsly bat nod on him.

He had a fever, when he was in Spain,

And when the fit was on him, I did mark

How he did thake: ’tis true, this God did fhake;

* Tho’ this fpeech of Caffrus is unufually Iong, yet there is fuchan
exquifite variety of expreflion and richnefs of defcription, that the

actor muft be very deficient of capability, who does not entertain, if
act ftrike, in1t,
His
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His coward lips did from their colour fly,
And that fame eye, whofe bend doth awe the world,
Did lofe its lultre ; I did hear him groan :
Ay, and that tongue of his, that bade t.e Romans
Mark him, and write his fpeeches in the:r books,
Alas! 1t ¢cry’d ¢ Give me fome drink, T2tinius’’ =
As a fick girl.  Ye gods, 1t doth amaze me
A man of {fuch a feeble temper, fhould
So get the ftart of the majeftic world,
And bear the palm alone. [Sbout. Flourifb.
Bru. Another general fhout!”
I do believe that thefe applaufes are
For fome new honours that are heap’d on Ce/ar.
Caf. Why, man, he doth beftride the narrow world, -
Likc a Coloffus 3 and we petty men
Walk under his huge legs, and peep about
To find ourlelves dithonourable graves.
Men at {foimetimes are maflters of their fates <
‘The fault, dear Brurus, 1s not in our ftars,
But 1 ourlfelves, that we are underlings.
Brutus and Caofar! what fhould be in that C2/ar ?
Why fhould that name be founded more than your’s ?
Write them together, your’s is as fair a name :
Sound them, 1t doth become the mouth as well :
Weigh them, 1t is as heavy : conjure with ’em,
Brutus will flart a fpirit, as foon as Cﬁ/ar.
Now 1a the name of all the gods, at once,
Upon what meat doth this our Ca/ar feed,
‘That he is grown fo great ? Age, thou art {ham’d ;
Reome, thou haft loft the breed of nob'e 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, “ull now, that talk’d of Rome,
1 bat her wide walls incompats’d but one man ?
Oh ! you and I have heard our fathers { v,
"I'here was a Brufus once, that would ha brook’d
Th’ eternal devi!l to keep his ftate 1n Reowme,
As ealily as a king.
Lru. That you co love me, T am nothing jealous 3
What you would work me to, I have fome aim;

IHow 1 have thought of this, and of thefe times,
B o I fhall




13 JULIUS CASAR.

I fhall recount hereafter : for this prefent,

I would not (fo with love I might intreat you)

Be any further mov’d. What you have faid, *

I will confider ; what you have to fay,

¥ will with patience hear ; and find a time

Both meet to hear, and anfiver fuch hich things *,
Cas. I am glad that my weak words

Have ftruck bat thus much fhew of fire from Bruta:.

Enter Caxlar gnd Fis traism.

Bru. The games are done, and Ce/ar is returning,
Caf. As they pals by, pluck Cafca by the fleeve,
And he will, after his four fathion, tell you

What hath proceeded worthy note to-day.
Briu. I will do {o; but lock you, Caffius,

The angry {pot doth glow on Ce/zr’s brow,

And all the reft look like a chidden train,
Caf. Cafea will tell us what the matter is.
Ceef. Antonius
Ant. Cafar ?
Cef. Let me have men about me that are fat,

Sleek-headed men, and {uch as fleep a-nights ¢

Yon Cg/ffius has a lean and hungry look.

He thinks tco much: fuch men are aangerous.
Ant. Fear him not, Ce/ar, he’s not dangerous:

Ile 1s a noble Roman, and well given.
Cz/f. Would he were fatter ; but I fear him not :

Yet 1f my name were liable 10 fear,

I do not know the man I thould avoid,

So foon as that {pare Cafius. He reads mucn ;

He is a great obferver ; and he lcoks

Quite thre. gh the deeds of men., He loves no plays,

As thou doft, Autony ; he hears no mufick :

Seldom he fmiles; and fmiles in fuch a fort,

As if he mock’d himfelf, and fcorn’d his {pirit,,

That could be mov’d to fmile at any thing.

*Svch men as he be never at heart’s eafe,

v L1ilt they behold a greater than themielves ;

* Touere are four lines and an half of the original, {ucceeding this,
tranfpoled judicioully to another of Brutus's fpeeches, three pages furs.

t:ﬂ (Y Oy,
Andf
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And therefore are they very dangerous.
I rather tell thee what 1s to be fear’d,
Than what 1 fear ; for always I am Cz/ar *.
Come on my right hand, for this ear is de f,
And tell me truly, what thou think’ft of him.
| Exernt Cudnr and bis traia,
NManent Brutus azd Caflius : Calca 70 1hem.

Cafca. + Yeou pull’d me by the cloak; would you
{peak with me?

L #. Ay, Cafca, tell us what hath chanzd, to-day,
That Cz/ar locks {o {ad.

Cafca. V hy, you weie with him, were you not ?

Bru. I fhould not then afk Cafca what had chanc’d.

Cafca. Why, there was a crown offered him ; and
being ofter’d him, he put it by with the back of his-
hand, thus, and then the people fell a thouting.

Bru. What was the fecond notfe for ¢

Cafca. Why for that too.

C./. They fhouted thrice, what was the laft cry for ?

Cajca. Wy, for that too.

B u. Was the crown offered him thrice ?

Cajca. Ay, marrv, was’t, and he put it by thrice, every
time gentier than the o.her; and at every putti.g by,
mine honeft neizhbours fhouted.

Cafi Who o lered him the crown ?

Cajca. Why, Adateny.

Bru. 'Tell us the manper of it, gentle Ca/ 4.

Cafca. 1 can as well b~ hang’d, as tell tl ¢ manner of
1t ; 1t was mete foolery, 1did not mark 1t. 1 {av Mark
Antony ofter him a crown ; and, as I told y u, he put 1t
by once; but for all that, to my thinking, he would fain
have hod 1t. Then he offer’d it to hin again . then he
put it by again : but to my thinking, he was very loth
to lay his fingers oft 1t.  And then he offer’d it a th'rd

% There 1s much difcernment and dgrtty in thic {re ¢chy th u h
the rule of phyfiognomy does not alwavs fland good, n rd esan L=
ftradtion fr .m amuflements always maik a difcontented ipirit, yet they
are ‘n general very proph tic  arks,

t A tou h, fenfible blunte {5 of expreffion { ems he leading re~
quiite fr Cafca; his d feripti nof the reatment Cafar met with
from the mob, 1s cyaically and nervoufly pleafant,

time ;
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time ; he put it the third time by ; and ftill as he refus’d
it, the rabblemen houted, and clapp’d their chopt hands,
and threw up their {weaty night-caps, and utter’d fuch
a deal of ftinking breath, becaue Cz/ar refus’d the
crown, that it had almoft choaked Ce/ar; for he
fwooned, and fell down atit: and for mine own part, I
durﬂ not laugh, for fear of opening my hips, and receiv-
ing the bad air.

Ca/f. But foft, I pray you: what! did Cz/ar {woon ?

Cafca. He fell down in the market-place, and feam’d
at moath, and was {peechlefs.

Bru. ’"1'1s very like ; he hath the falling ficknefs.

Caf. No, Ce/ar has it not; but you and I,

And honeft Cafca, we have the falling ficknels,

Cajfca. 1 know not what vou mean by that ; but am
fure Czjar fell down ; if the tag-rag ppople did nut - L D
him and hifs him, according as he p?eaff_d and dupleas’d
them, as they us’d to do the players in the theatre ¥, I
am no true man.

Bru., What faid he, when he came unto him{elf ?

Cafca. Marry, before he fell down, when he perceiv’d
the common herd was glad he refu.’d the crown, he
pluckt me ope his doublet, and offcred them his throat
tocut: an’ I had Deen a man of any occupation, if I
would not have taken bhun at a word, I would I might
oo to hell among the rogues! and {o be fell. When hLe
came to humfelf again, he faid, ‘¢ If he had done, or
¢¢ {aid any thing amifs, he defired their worfhips to think
¢ it was hisinfirmity.”> Three or four wenches, where I
flood, cried, Alas, good foul l—and forgave him with
all their hearts: but there’s no heed to be taken of them
it Cefar had ftabb’d their mothers, they would have done
no lets.

Bru. And after that, he came, thus fad, away?

Cajca. Av.

(af. Did Cicero fay any thing ?

Cajca. Ay, he {poke Greek.

Cafi To what cfiedt ?

* This is not the only place in this play where Shalcfpeare jndi-
cloufly endeavours to rcalize his fvencs, by making the chura&ers als
lade 10 ftage action.
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Cafca. Nay, an’ I tell you that, I’ll ne’er look you
1’ th’ face again. But thofe, that underftood him, fmil’d
at one another, and fhook their heads; but for mine
own part 1t was Greek to me. I could tell you more
news t0o. Marullus and Flawvius, for pulling {carfs off
Cezfar’s 1mages, are put to filence, Fare you well.
There was more foolery yet, 1f 1 could remember it.

Ca/. Will you fup with me, to-night, Cajca ?,

Cafca. No, I’m promis’d forth,

Ca/. Will you dine with me to-morrow ?

Cajca. Ay, if 1 be alive, and your mind hold, and
your dinner be worth the eating.

Ca/f. Good, I will expeét you.

Cafca. Do fo; farewel both. [Exit.

Bru. What a blunt fellow is this grown to be
He was quick mettle when he went to fchool.

Ca/. So he 1s now, in execution
Of any bold or noble enterprize,

However he puts on this tardy form ;

This rudenefs 1s a fauce to his good wit,
'Which gives men ftomach to digeft his words,
With better appetite,

Bru. And {o1tis: for this time I will leave you,
To-morrow, 1f you pleale to {peak with me,

I will come home to you ; or, if you will,
Come home to me, and I will wait for you,

Ca/. I will do fo *.

Bra. >Till then, my noble friend, chew vpon this :
Brutus had rather be a villager,

'[han to repute himfelf a {fon of Rome,

Under fuch hard conditions, as this time

Is like to lay upon us. [ Exit Brutus,
Ca/. Well, Bratus, thou art noble ; yet I iee,

Thy honourable metal may be wrought

From what it is difpos’d ; therefore ’tis meet,

That noble 1tinds keep ever with their likes:

For who {o firm, that cannot be feduc’d ?

C.zfar doth bear me hard ; but he loves Brutus.

* Here the tranfpofed lines come in advantag ouly, for the altor’e
g'}iﬂg Oﬂ:-
It
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If I were Bratus now, and he were Ca/ffrus,

He fhould not humour me~— I will, this night,
In feveral hands, in at his windows throw,

As if they came from feveral citizens,

Wiritines, all tending to the great opinion

T'hat Roine holds of his name : wherein oblcurely
Ce/ar’s ambitien fhall be glanced at.

And, after this, let Cefar {eat him fure ;

For we will fhake him, or worfe days endure *.

ACT I

Thunder and lightning. Enter Calca, bis jfword drawe,
and 'Yrebonins meeting bim.

TREBONTIUS.

OQD even, Ca/fra; brought you Czfar home +?
Why are you breaihlefs, and why itere you {o?
Cafca. Are ynu not mov’d, when all the {fway of earth
Shakes Like a tu. .z unfirm ¢ O Trebonias !
I have feen tempefts, when the {colding winds:
Have riv'd the knotty cak. ; and I have {cen
Th’ ambiticus ocean fwell, and rage, and foam, .
To be exalted with the th-eatning clouds :
But never tiil te-mght, never tll now,
Did I go throuzh a tempefl dropping fire.
f.icher there 1s 2 cival firide 1n heav’n,
Or elfe the world, too faucy with the gods,
Incenfes them to fend deftruétion,
77e. Why, {av you any thing more voaderfal 2
Cofea. A common flave, you kncw him well by fight,

% It is well conceived to end the firk alt with Cafus’s {oliloquy,

as it otheiwile muft ke very ted s
The Fift at Las fuficient Fonaels, and that ¢f an important na- -

ture ; the characters are anfoided in a muterly manner j the defign of
the plot is well preduced ; the jentim-ats are equal to the {ubjelt,
and tae la-guage koeps pate witn them.

+ Thouth the fecond all gonerally terins here, yet as omens and
prodigies are too much infiflel upon, 1in this [ ly, we think it wouid
commence better with Cofirs and Cafea mecting,, .

Helg -

-
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¥l 1d up his left hand, which did flame and burn,
Like twenty torches join’d ; and yet his hand,
Not {enfible of nre, remain’d unfcorch’d.
Betides, (I ha’ not fince put up my {word)
Againft the capitol I met a lion,

Who glar’d upon me, and went {urly by,
Without annoying me.

And, yefterday, the bird of night did fit,

Ev’n at noon day, upon the market-place,
Houting and thrieking. When thefe prodigies.
Do fo conjointly meet, let not men fay,

¢ That they are natural.”

For, I believe, they are portentous things,
Unto the climate that they point upon *,

T re. Indeed, 1t is a ftrange difpofed time;
But men may conftrue things after their fafhion,
Clean from the purpofe of the things them{elves.
Comes Caz/ar to the capitol to-morrow ?

Cafca. He doth ; for he did bid sntonius
Send word to you to meet him there, to morrow.

Zre. Good night then, Cafea ; this difturbed fky

¥s not to walk in.

Cafeca. Farewel, Trebonius. [Exit Tre,

Enter Caflius.

Caf. Who's there?
Cajca. A Roman.

Cef. Cajea by your voice.

Cafca. Your ear is good. Caffus, what night is this ¥
Ca/. A very pleafing nigl t to honeft men,

Cofcas Who ever knew the heavens menace {o ¢

Ca/. "U'hcfe that have known the earth fo full of faults,
For my part I have walk’d about the itreets,

Submitting me unto the perilous night

Have bar’d my bofom to the thund r ftoue;

And when the crofs blue lightning fcem’d to open
The breaft of heaven, 1did pr fent1  §

Ev’n 1n the aim and very flaih of it.

* If {o much of prodi_ies, which for Roxms are 1 rv clar Cers
2tic, can be reconcil ble to myd rn ear, th yare h re produced in
a ft Lrgeoflinth 2 orfeuf 1 oby s,
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Cafca. But wherefore did you fomuch tempt theheav’ns?
It 1s the part of men to fear and tremble,
When the moft mighty gods, by tokens, {end
Such dreadful heralds to aftonifh us.
Ca/. You are dull, Ca/ca ; and thofe {parks of lile,
That fhould be in 2 Roman, you do want,
Or elfe you ufe not; you look pale and gaze,
And put on fear, and caft yourfelf in wonder,
To {ee the ftrange impatience of the heav’ns:
Now could I, Cafca, name to thee a man,
Moft like this dreadful night +;
That thunders, lightens, opens graves, and roars,
As doth the lion in the capitol ;
A man no mightier than thyfelf or me,
In perfonal altion ; yet prodigious grown,
And fearful as thefe ftrange eruptions are.
Cafea. *Tis Cafar that you mean, is-1t not, Caffius ?
Ca/. Let it be who 1t is ; for Remans now
Have thewes and limbs like to their anceftors ;
But, woe the while! our fathers minds are dead,
And we are govern’d with our mothers {pirits ;
Our yoke and {uff’rance fhew us womanifh.
Cajca. Indeed, they fay, the fenators to-morrow,
Mean 10 eftablifh C2z/ar as a king :
And he fhall wear his crown by {ea and land,
In every place, fave here in Italy.
Caf. 1 know where I will wear this dagger, then J,
Caffius from bondage will deliver Caffrus.
"Therein, ye gods, you make the weak moft ftrong ;
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 {pirit :
But life being weary of thefe worldly bars,
Never lacks power to difmifs itfelf,

+ This application of the ominous appearances to Cefar, is ex-
tremely well calculated to open and promote Caffius’s deep defign,

% This 1s a moft noble fpeech, if we view it as fpringing from the
bofom of patriotifmj the two lines marked ¢, fhould be tranipofed,
there being as they ftand an ¢rror an the chimax; the fecond fhould

be firfls
If
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Yf T know this, know all the world befides,
That part of tyranny, that I do bear,
I can fhake off at pieafure,

Cafca. So can l:

So every bondman in his own hand bears
'The power to cancel his capiivity.

Ca/. And why fhould Cz/ar be a tyrant, then?
Poor man! I know, he wculd not be a wolf,
But that he fces the Romans are but fheep ;

He were no lion, were not Romans hinds.

‘Thofe thzat with hafte will make a mighty fire,
Begin it with we.k firaws, What trafb 1s Rome /
What rubbith #nd what offal ! when 1t {erves

For the bafe matter to illuminate

So vile a thing as Cer/ar ! But, oh grief!

"‘Where haft thou led me ? I, perhaps, fpeak this
Before a willing bondiman ; then I know

My anfwer muft be made. DButl am arm’d,
And dangers are to me indifferent,

Cafca. You foeak to Cafca, and to fuch a man,
Thart 1s no flearing tell-tule. Hold my hand :
Be faltious for redrefs of all thefe gricfs,

And I will {et this foot of mine as far,
As who goes farthett.

Ca/. There’s a bargain made.

Now know you, Cafca, I have mov’d already
Some ceitain of the nobleft minded Romans,
To undergo, with me, an enterprize,

Of honourable dangerous confequence ;

And I do know, by this they ftay for me,

In Pompey’s porch.

Enter Cinna.

Cajca. Stand clofe a while, for here comes one 1n hafte.
Ca/. ’T1s Cinna, I do know him by his gait ;

He is a friend. Cixna, where hafte you {o?
Cin. To find out you: who’s that, Merellus C.mher ?
Ca/. No, 1t1s Cafca, one incorporate

To our attempts. Am I not ftaid for, Cinna ?
Cin. Yes, you are,

O Caffius ! could you win the noble Brurus

10 our party———-—
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Ca/f. Be you content; Good Cizna, take this papere
And look you lay it in the praetor’s chair,
Vhere Bruius may but find 1t; and throw this
In at his window ; fet this up with wax
Upon old Brurus® ftatue : ail this done,
Repair to Pompey’s porch, where you fhall find us,.
Is Decius Brutus and Trebonius there ?
Cin. All but Metellys Cimber, and he’s gone
'To feck you at your houfe. Well, I will hze,
And {o bettow thefe papers, as you bid me.
Caf. That done, repair to Pompey’s theatre.
[ Exit Clnnas
Come, Cafca, you and I will yet, ere day,
See Brutus at his houle ; three parts of him
Are ours already, and the man intire,
Upon the next encounter, yields him ours. [ Exeunty,

SCENE, Brutus’s Garden.

Eunter Brutus.

Bru. What, Lucius, ho!
I cannot by the progrefs of the ftars,
Give guefs how near to day—Lucius, 1 fay !
I would it were my fault to {leep fo foundly.
When Lucius, when ? awake, L{ay ; what, Lucius 2

Enter Lucius.

Lue. Call’d you, my lord ¢
Bru. Get me a taper in my ftudy, Lucius:
When 1t is highted, come and call me nere.
Lze, T will, my lord. [Exiis
Bru. * It muft be by his death ; and, for my part,
I know no perfonal caufe to {purn at him;
But for the general.  He would be crown’d—
How th~t might change his nature, there’s the queftion..
It 1s the bright day that brings forth the adder ;
And that craves wary walking : crown him—that—
And then I grant we put a fting 1n him,
That at his will he may do danger with.

¥ The refleftive hefitation of this fpeech, is truly fine; and the
remarks, paracularly on the progrefs of ambition, richly inflruétive.

It requirgs an actor of very found judgment, to do 1t juflice, Th*
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*T'h’ abufe of greatnels 1s, when 1t disjoins

Remoife from power: and to fpeak truth of C.e/ar,
I have ot known when his atretions fway’d,

More than his reafon. But ’tis a common proof,
That lowlinefs 1s young ambition’s ladder +,
Whereto the cl'mber upward turns his face;

But when he once attains the upmoft round,

He then unto the ladder turns his back,

Looks 1n the clouds, {corning the bafe degrees,

By which he did afcend : {o Cex/ar may :

Then, left he may, prevent. And fince the quarrel
Will bear no colour, for the thi g he is,

Fafhion 1t thu. ; that what he 15, augmented,

Wou d run to ‘hefe, and thefe extremities :

And, therefore, think him as a {erpent’s eoyp,
Wli'ch, hatch’d, would, as his kind, grow mifchievouss

And & ll him 1n the {hell

Luter Luclus.
Luc. The taper burneth in your clofet, fir.
Searching the window for a fiint, I found
""his paper, thus fcal’d up ; and I am {ure,
Itdia notlie there when I went to bed.{ Gives him thelcttere
Bru. (et you to bed again, itis not day i:
Is not to-morrow, boy, the ides of March 2
Luc. 1 kneow not, fir.
Bru. Look in the kalendar, and bring me word.
Luc. I'W'll] fir. [E%'af.
Bru. The exhalations whizzing in the air,
Give fo much light that I may rex1 by th m.
| Opcns the le ter, and readss

Brutus, zhon fleep’}, awake, and fee thyje f§ :

4+ This piture of ~mb’tion 1s excesd'ng'y beau "ful, and filtly
jufts 1t 1 ver fic  n feveral ftations of l'te, every d v,

i The humanity o Br-ru’s difjofitio ‘s a 1e> ly fet forth, in
his kind attertion to the health .nd ¢ re ot h's p1 e this pl afing
m.rk of his ch.rater, 1s with great judg 1ent introduc.d m re than
Oonce,

§ Nothing cotld b mote politically con eiv d than this infinuative
approach to patri t ¢ f nfi ility 5 efpec ally « h re the patriot fto d in
a degree of pecul’ar coafidence v h the e flaver f his comnry ¢
bre king 1n too abruptly upon the tce tngs of tr1 nifthip, m ht pre
julice the moft virtuous mind againft the moft {alitary prop fition.

1 Shall
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Shall Rome—/fpeak, firike, redrefs.

Brutus, thou fleep’ f} 5 awake.
Such inftigations have been often dropt,

Where I have tock them up :

Shall Reme—thus muft 1 piece it out:

¢ Shall Rome ftand under one man’s awe ? what! Rome ®
‘¢ My anceftors did from the fireets of Rome,

¢ The Tarquin drive, when he was call’d a king.
Speak, flrike, redrefs—Am I intreated then,

To fpeak and firike ? O Rome ! I make the promife,
If the redrefs will follow, thou receiv’it

"Thy full petition, at the hand of Brusaus !

Exnter Lucius,

Luc. Sir, March is watted fourteen days. [ £nocks within,
Bru. "Tis good, go to the gate; {fomebody knocks.
[ Exit Luctus,
Since Cqffius firft did whet me againft Ce/ar,
I have not {lept.——
Between the alling of a dreadful thing,
And the firft motion, all the interim 1s
Like a phantaima, or a hideous dream :
The genias and the mortal infiruments
Avre then m council; and the ftate of man,
Like to a little kingdom, fuffers then,
‘T'he nature of an infurreftion t,

Enter Lucius.

Luc. Sir, ’tis your brother Caflus at the door,
Who doth defire to {ee you.
Bry, Is he alone?
Luc. No, fir, there are more with him.
Bru. Do you know them ?
Luc. No, fir, their faces are buried in thetr robes :
‘That by no means I may difcover them,
By any mark or favour. -
Bru. Let them enter. [ Exit Lucius,
They are the faction. O Confpiracy 1!
Sham’ft thou to fhew thy dangerous brow by night,

4+ A juft and beautiful pafloge this,
T Thisis a firiking refleétion on confpiracy, wortby a mind fupe«

rior to concealed tranfaétions,
When
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When evils are moft free? O then, by day

Where wilt thou find a cavern dark enough,

To mafk thy monftrous vifage? feek none, Confpiracy,
H:de 1t 1n {miles and affability ;

For if thou put thy native {femblance on,

Not Erebus it{elf were dim enough

10 hide thee from prevention,

Enter Caflius, Cafca, Decius, Cinna, Metellus, and
"T'rebonius.

Ca/. 1 think, we are too bold upon your reft ;
Good morrow, Brutus, do we trouble you ?
Bru. 1 have been up this hour, awake all night.
Know I thefe men that come along with you? [ Afde,
Ca/. Yes, every man of them, and no man here,
Eut honours you, and every one doth wifh,
You had but that opinion of your{elf,
Which every noble Roman bears of you.
This 1s Trebonius.
Bru. He 1s welcome hither.
Ca/f. This is Dectus Bratus.
Bru. He 1s welcome, too.
Ca/. This Cafca; this Cinna;
And this, Merellus Cimber.
Bru. '{ hey are all welcome.
W nat watchful caies do interpofe themfelves,
Betwixt your eyes and night ?
Ca/. Shall I intreat a word ? [They awbifper.
Dec. Here lies the eaft :+ doth not the day break here 1
Cafca. No.,
Ci». O pardon, fir, it doth : and yon grey lines,
That fret the clouds, are meflengers of day.
Ca/ca. You fhall confefs that you are both deceiv’d s
Here, as 1 point my {word, the fun anfes,
Which is a great way growing on the {outh,
Weighing the youthful feafon of the year,
Some two months hence, up higher toward the north,
He firft prefents his fire, and the high ealt

+ Breaking from the main fuhjeft here, is prettily and politely
eonceived, to give Bruius and Caffius time for a bricf previous explas
Batlon.,

3 Stands
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Stands as the capitol, direftly here.
Bru, Give me your hands all over, one by one.
Caf. And let us {wear our refolution.
Bruz. No, not an oath : 1f that the face of men %,
'The {fuff’rance of our {ouls, the time’s abufe,
} thefe be motives weak, break off, betimes
And ev’ry man hence to his idle bed :
So let high-fighted tyranny range on,
*T1il each man drop by lottery : but if thefe,
As I am fure they do, bear fire enough
To kindle cowards, and to {teel with wvalour
The melting {pirits of women, then, countrymeny
What need we any {pur, but our own caufe,
To prick us to redrefs ? what other bond,
Than {ecret Romans that have {poke the word,
And will not palter ? and what other oath,
'Than honefty to honelty engag’d,
That this fhall be, or we will fall for it ?
Swear priefts and cowards, and {uch fuffering fouls
"T'hat welcome wrongs ¢ unto bad caufes {wear
Such creatures as men doubt ; but do not fain
'The even virtue of our enterprize,
Nor th’ infuppreflive metal of our {pirits,
T'o think, that or our caufe, or our performance,
Did need an oath, When every drop of blood,
"That every Roman bears, and nobly bears,
Is gutlty of a feveral bafiardy,
iIf he doth break the fmalleft particle,
Of any promife that hath paft from him ?
Caf. But what of Cicero ? fhall we found him ?
I think he will ftand very firong with us.
Cafca. 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,

® We do not recolle€t a more manly and fpirited addrefls, than this
of Rrutus 3 his declining the fecurity of oaths, 1s truly fenfible; it
being inconteftible that men who will break their words ferioufly
given, feldom are bound by more folemn obligations j it therefore con-
veys a delicate compliment to the confpirators, as men of determined

piinciplese
And
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And buy mens voices to commerd our de ds:
it thall be {aid his judgment rul’d o1r har d
Our youtls and wildnels fhall no wlit appear,
But all be buried 1n his gravity.

Brx. O, name him not : let us not break with him:
For he will never fellow any thing,

That cther men beoin,

Cef. 'l hen leave him o1,

C fie 1 d5dhetsr tfit. |

D - .'alno man elfe be toreh’d butonlv Cr ¢+ 2

C /. Lecons, well urg’d s I think, 161 n t meet,
Mo 7 4.y, {ovell bilov’d of Cr ar,

Saou'd 01t- * e Ceefer » v e fhall ind of bim
Af e dcortrve. Andyou know, hic mean,,
It he improve tlen, r 2y well ft.etch {o fur,

As to annoy us all 3 which to prevent,

Let 4»#:-)ard C ,arf 1t cerrer.

Bra. Our courfe v 1 *em too bloodv, Carus Crlras,
To cutt! he~1 off, and then hack the limbs * ;
Iike wrath in deata, and envy af erwards :

Por Aic. y 15 but a limb ot Ce/ar.

Let us be fienticers, but not butchers, Ca/us :
We all fand vp ag inft the fpirit of C Jar,
And in the {fprrit of man there 1s no b oed ¢
O, that we t en could come by € /ar’s {pirst,
And no difmcaber Cr/ar ! but alae!

Cajar muft b ced for it—— Ard, ocntle fi'ends,
Ted's kill him boldly, but not wratafully ;
I.et’s carve him as a d th nt for the geds,

Not hew him as a carcafe ut for hounds.

And, this fhall make

Our purpofe neceflary, not envicus:

Which {o appeanirg to the commen eyes,

We fhall be cailed purgers, not murcerers.
And for Jlark Antor , think not of him ;

Feor he can do ro more than Ca/ar’s arm,
Whea C#/ar's head 1s off,

Cas. Yet 1 do fear hum g
For in th? 11 grafted lIove he bears to Cz/ar——e—

* The nb'e *1-'tof | m.rit , eviucn. i Brv us'- ¢caa. Oty )
admi.acly expieacdan ths § o,

VoL, V. C



26 JULIUS CZASAR.

Bru. Alas, good Caffius, do not think of him:
iIf he love Cz/ar, all that he can do,
Is to himfelf, take thought, and die for Cz/far :
And that were much, he thould ; for he is giv’n
'To {ports, to wildnefs, and much company,
T re. There 1s no fear in him ; let him not die;
Tor he will live and laugh at this, hereafter.
[Clock firikes three
Pru, Peace, count the clock,
§re. T1s time to part.
Ca/. The clock has ftricken three.
Cafca. But it is doubtful yet,
If Cefar will come forth to-day, or no:
For he 1s fuperftitious grown of late,
Quite from the main opinion he held once,
Of fantafy, of dreams, and ceremonies :
It may be thefe apparent prodigies,
"The unaccuftom’d terror of this night,
And the perfuafion of his augurers,
May hold him from the capitol to-day.
Dec. Never fear that 3 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 glafles, elephants with holes,
Lions with toils, and men with flatterers.
He fays, he does; being then moft flattered *.
L.eave me to work :
For I can give his humour the true bent;
And I wili bring him to the capitol.
Ca/. Nay, we will all of us be there to fetch him.
Bru. By the erghth hour, 1s that the uttermoft ?
Cin. Be that the uttermolt, and fail not then.
Met. Caius Ligarius doth bear Ce/ar hard,
Who rated him tor fpeaking well of Pompey ;
I wonder none of you have thought of him.
Caf. Now, good Metellus, go along to him:
He loves me well ; and 1 have given him reafons ;
Send him but hither, and DIl {fathion him.

* What Decius here mentiens is not a mark of peculiar weaknefs
in Criar 5 1t 1s almoft an univerful trap for human nature, and many

af the wileft have fallen into 1L,
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Ca/. The morning comes upon’s; we will leave you,
LDrutus s

Anrd, friends, difperfe yourfelves; but all remembcr

W kat you have faid, and thew yourfelves true Romaus.
Bru. Goed gentlemen, look freth and meiriiy ;

L.t not our looks put on our purpofes;

Pat bearit, as our Roman altors do,

With unu d {pirits, and f rmal conftancy ;

And fo good morrow to you every one. [ Exeunt.

I Tanet Brutus *,

Boy! Lucius ! faft afleep ¢ 1t 1s no matter—
BEnjoy the honey-heavy d w of Slumber:
Thou haft no fipures, nor ro faatale ,
Which buly care draws in the brains of men ;
'1 berefc re thou fleep’ft fo found,

Enrer Portia +.

P r. B-utus, my lord!
Bru. Portia, what mean you ? wherefore rise you now !
It 1s not for your health, thus to comm’t
Ycur weak condinion to tl e raw cold morning,
Por. Nor for your’s neither. You’ve ungently, Bratus,
Stole from my b=d : and yefternight at fupper,
Y ou fucuenly arofe and walk’d abour,
M {rg and {2hing, with your arns a-crofs ;
\1d, « Len I «%’d you what the matter was,
You flar’d upun me wita ung ntie looks,
Yet | infifted, yet you anfwer d not;
But with an angry wattwre of your hind,
Gave fign for me to leave you: {o 1 d°d,
Fearing to fire cthen that impatience,
Which feem’d too much inkindl.d ; and, widchal,
Hopirg 1t was Lut an cffect of humour;
Which {ometime hath his hour with every man.

* Th's thort {o'ilcquy is ufually omitted, in r pr { nt tion, huty ¢
thi~l 1t 17,1 y me 't perufaly and therefore bave reta ned it.

+ Th 1 y wnd Copfurnia may be fupported by middling abslit es;
¢ dfi uvesl mtheclief reuuiﬁte

I 1 higily pio able th.t S7a* %eare would have len'h n d 1nd
erii ted ther toth, had 1t Lect thﬂ cuft»m of ks d. ;4t0 have the

fcmale charater p:.rtoxrnt:d, as now, by wom I
e o2 It
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It will not let you eat, nor talk, nor fleep ;

And could 1t work {o much vpon your fhape,

As 1t hath much prevail’d on your condition,

I thould not know you, Brurus., Dear, my lord,
Malie me acquainted with your caufe of grief,

Bru. 3 am not well in health, and that 1s all.

Por. Brutus 1s wife, and were he not 1n health,
He would embrace the means to come by 1it.

Bru. Why fol do: good Portia, go to bed.

Por. What, 1s Brutus fick ?

And will he fteal out of his wholefome bed,
‘T'o dare the vile contagion of the night?

And tempt the rheumy and unpurged air,

'To add unto his ficknefs ? no, my Biutus,
You have {fome fick offence within ycur mind,
Which, by the Right and Virtue of my place,
1 ought to know of : and, upon my knees,

I charm you, by my once commended beauty,
By all your vows of love, and that great vow,
Which did incorporate and made us one,
"That you unfold to me, yourfelf, your half,
Why you are heavy; and what men, to-uight,
Have bad refort to you ; for here have been
Some fix or feven, who did hide their faces
Even from darkneis.

Brz. Kueel not, gentle Portia,

Por. I thouid not need, 1t you were gentle Bratas.
Within the bond of marrage, tell me, Brazus,
Is 1t excepted, I fheuld know no fecrets
'T'hat appertain to you? am I yourfelf,
but, as 1t were, 1n {ort or limttation ?

"To keep with you at meals, confort your bed,

And talk to you fometimes? duwell I but in the fuburbs
Of your good pleafure ? if 1t be no more,

Portig 1s Brutus’ harlot, not his wife,

Bru. You are my true and honourable wife ;
As dear to me, as are the ruddy drops
'That vifit my {ad heart.

Por, If this were true, then fhould I know this {ecret.
I grant, I am a woman ; but withal,

A woman that lord Brutus took to wife
I grant,
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I grant, I am a woman ; but withal,
A woman well reputed ; Cazo’s daughter.
‘Think you, I am no ftronger tian my fex,
EBeing {o f rher’d, and {o hufbanded ?
Tell me vy ur counfels, I will not difc'ofe them :
I have maae {trong proof of my conftancy,
Giving mylelf a vojuntary wound,
Here, in the thioa - can [ bear that with patience,.
And not my hufoand’s {fecrets ?
Bra. O ye gous,
Render me worthy of this noble wifa, [ Kneed.
Hark, hark, one knocks : Portia, go in a while;
And, by and by, thy bofom fhall partake

"The fecrets of my heart. [ Zxeurt,

SCENE changes to Cxlar’s palace.
T hunder and lighining. Enter Julins Cefar.

C«/. Nor heav’n, nor eairth, have been at peace tos
night ;
Thrice hath Calpburnia in her fleep cry’d out,
¢¢ Help, ho! they murder Cz/ar.” Who’s within }

Euter a Servant.

Ser. My lord ?
Cz/. Go bid the priefts do prefent facrifice,
And bring me their opmions of fuccefs.
Ser. I will, my lord. [Exits

Enter Calphurnia.

Cal. What mean you, Cez/ar ? think you to walk forth #-
You fhall not ftir out of your houfe, to-day.

Cz/. Cz/ar fhall forth ; the things, that threaten’d me,,
Ne’er look’d but on my back : when they fhall {ee
The face of Cz/ar, they are vanifhed.

Cal. Cefar, 1 never ftood on ceremonies,
Yet now they fright me : there 1s one within,
(Befides the things that we have heard and feen)
Recounts moft horrid fights {een by the watch ;
T'hat graves have yawn’d, and yielded up their dead,
O Cz/ar ! thefe things are beyond all ufe,
And 1 do fear them.

Co/. ¥ hat can be avoided,
C 3 Whole
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Whole end 1s purpos’d by the mighty gods ?
Yet Ce/ar fhall go forth : for thefe prediftions
Are to the world in general, as to Caz/ar.

Cal. When begoars die, there are no comets {feen ;
The heay’ns themfelves blaze forth the death of Prmceq
- Cef. Cowards die many times before their deaths;
The valiant never tafte of death but once:

{ all the wonders that I yet have heard,

Jt feems to me moft firange that men fhould fear:
Seetng that death, a neceflary end,
Wiil come, when 1t will come *,

Enter a Serwvant.

What fay the Augurs ¢
Ser. They would not bave you to ftir forth, to-day,
Piacking the entrails of an offering forth,
"I'aey could not find a heart within the beaft.
[ Exit Servant,
Cz/. The G~ds do this in {hame of cowardice :
Ccx/ar fhould be a beaft without 4 heart,
1t he thould ftay at home, to- c;a}, for fear,
No, Cez/ar thall not,
Cal Aias, my lord,
Your witdom 1s Confum’d 1n confidence *
Do not go forth, to-day; call 1t my fear,
That keeps you in the noufe, and not your own,
We'll fend Mark Antony to the fenate-houfe,
And he wil fay, you arve not well to-day :
Let me, upon my knee, prevail in this.
Cef. Mark Antony fhall {ay, I am not well ;
And, for thy humour, I will flay at home,

Enier Decius,

Here’s Decius Brutus, he fhall tell them fo.
Dec. Czjar, all hail ! good morrow, worthy Ce/ar g
I come to terch you to the fenate-houfe.
Cez/ And you are come in very happy time,
To bear my greeting to the {enators,
And tell them that I will not come to-day:
Cannot, is falfe; and that I dare not, falfer;

% There 15 true magnanimity of refelution expreffed, with ners
vous brevity, in this fpeech,
I will
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I will not come, to-day; tell them fo, Decius.
Cal. Say, he 1s fick.
Ce/. Shall Cz/rr fend a Lie?
Have I 1in conquett firetch’d mine arm fo far,
'I'o be afraid to tell grey-beards the truth ¢
Decius, go, tell them, Ce/ar will not come *.
Dec. Moft mighty Cejar, let me know fome caufe,
Leit I be laugh’d at, when 1 tell them fo,
Ce/. The caufe 1s 1n my will, I will not come:
That 1s enough to {atisfy the {enate,
But for your private {atisfaltion,
Becaule I love you, I will let you know.
Calphurn:a here, my wife, ftays me at home :
She dreamt, laft night, fhe faw my {tatue,
Which, like a fountain, with an hundred fpouts,
Did run pure blood ; and many lufty Romans
Came fmiling, and did bathe their hands in it,
Thefe fhe applies for warnings and portents,
And evils imminent; ard on her knee
Hath begg’d, that I will ftay at home to-day.
Dec. 1his dream 1s all amifs interpreted ;
It was a vifion fair and fortunate :
Your ftatue, {fpouting blood in many pipes,
Wherein {o many {miling Romans bath’d,
Signifies, that from you great Rome fhall fuck
Reviving blood ; and that great men fhall prefs
For tinftures, ftains, relicks, and cognifance.
This by Calpbarnia’s dream is fignmify’d.
Ce/. And this way have you well expounled 1t,
Dec. + I have, when you have heard what I can fay ;
And know 1t now, the fenate have concluded
To give this day a crown 10 mighty Ce/ar.
If you fhall {end them word you will not come,
Their minds may change, Befides, it were a mock,
Apt to be render’d, for {ome one to fay,
¢“ Break up the fenate ’till another time,
““ When Ce/ar’s wife fhall meet with better dreams.”

* The hiftorical charalter of Czfar 1s finely fupported throughout
this play.

+ There is deep policy, well managed, in the method Derius t. kes
to touch the mafter-firings of Cefar’s teelings, pride and ambition.

C 4 1t
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If Cz/ar hice himfelf, fhall they not whifper,
‘““ Lo! Cefar1 afraid !”
Pardon me, Ce/ar ; for my dear, dear love
"T'o your proceeding, bids me tell you this:
And reafun to my love 15 liable,
Ce/. How foolith do your fears feem, now, Caltburnia?
I am athamed [ did yield to them,
I will go:

Enter Metellus, Cafca, Trebonius, ezd Cinna,

And Jook where Trebonins comes to fetch me.
Pub. Good-morrow, Ce/ar.
Ce/. Welcome, good Trebonins, welcome.
What 15’t o’clock ?
?re Ccf/H", ’tis frucken eight.
C=/. 1 thank you for your pains and courtefy.

Enter Antony.

See Aitony, that revels long a’ nights,
is notwithftanding up. Good morrow, Aaiony,.
Lut, S0 to moft noble Cajar.
(ot B tivem prepare within s
"f ~ 10 blame to be thus waz:ted for,
‘rebenins ! I have an hour’s talk in ftore for you,
}" emeinber that you call on me to-day ;
{ie near me, that I may remember you,
ET re. Cafary I will j===——and fo near will I be, [ 444z,
"That your beit friends fthall with I had been further,
Cz/. Good friends, go in, and tafte fome wine with me,
And we, like friends, will firaightway go together.
Bru. That every like 1s not the fame, O Cafar * ;
[ Afides

The heart of Brutas yearns to think upon ! [ Exeunt.

* This fpeech, though feldom fpoken, fhould be preferved; as
contalning a very pathetic mnatural reflettion,

What we have faid of the firft adt, may ferve for the fecond, with
this addition, that the plet ftill goes on with propriety of prografiion,



JULIUS CASAR, 33

ACT Ill»
SCENE changes to a foreet near tle cap.tols

Enter Artemidorus reading a paper.

C.L{,SAR, beware ¢f Brutus; rake be d of Caflius ;
corie wnel RnreE'r Cd'{:a; Lave an £ye ro Cinna; fmﬂ
nor 1 eb nius gy mark avell Metellus Cimber; Decius
B a.as Loves thee not 5 thon boft awrong’d Calus Ligarius.

L re 15 but one wiad in o U fo peny, and it is bent
a oz, } Calar, Ift}a. beesr not immortal, look about thee »
Je ar y ives avcy to conjpira y.  The mighty Gods defend
f/?.:é' -"

Thy Lover, Artemidora..
Here will I ftard, ° 1'l Cc /a7 pals along,

And as a tuitor will I e1ve him this:
It th uread th1s, O C-yzr, tlou may’ft hive ;
If not, the faw~ wi h trat.ers do contrive. [ Eaie.

E tr Porin grt Licius b,

Por. T pr’ythee, boy, rua to the fenate houfe ;
Stay not to anfwer mre, bur get thee goae:

\fff"}' doft thHu . .

Luc. To knov myerrind, M «

Por. ITw tld have h a thee the » ard here again,
Eie I can tell hee wnat thou fho ) it do tacrese—
O Comitancy, be i rong upoa m ' fuc,

Seta h-ge moun ain’tveer 13y h roand tem_1e;
I have a man’s miu., bLat a svomn’s maght:
Art thoa here yei?
Luc, Mlacar:, what thou'd I do?
Run to the capit.l, ane ro ung cife ?
Aad fo return to ou, and nothiny c.fe?

Por. Yes, brire nie word, bov, 1f thy lerd 1 og well,

For he went fick]y for a5 ard take g.od no.e,

*¥ It being .l to bue'n *he third alt here, we conform but
think it woul open bett -y 1th the {enate feated, asinthe o- _inal;
elpcaaly as tius . &1 too lo _ already, even w™ h ut thi- { ene.

1 71t {eene, howesir inferior to w0 e othersin tnis play, pre-
fon. 1. 'y imageof t' e fearsaid a pre’ 1 15 which naw
orp.edy 3 fumele mind, in fuch a critical 1 wwa.don,

C 3 What
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What Ce/zr doth, what {uitors prefs to him..
Hark, boy ! what nonife is that ?
Luc, I hear none, Madam.
Por. Pi’ythee liften well :
I heard a bufthing rumour like a fray,
And the wind brings 1t from the capitol,
Luc. Sooth, Madam, 1 hear nothing.

Enter Artemidorus.

Por, Come hith-r, fellow, which way haft thou been?
Art. At mine own nhoufe, good lady,
Por. What 15’t o’ciock ?
Art. About the ninth hour, lady.
Por. 1s Cefar yet gone to the capitol ?
Art Nadim, notyet: T go to take my fland,
'To {fee him pafs on to the ¢.priol.
Por. Thou uaft fome fut to Cez/ar, haft thou not ?
Art. That I have, lady, 1f 1t will pleafe Ce/ar
To be fo good to Czfar, as to bear me:
I fhall befeech hinm to befriend himielf.
Por. Why, know’lt thou any harm 1ntended tow’rds

him ?
Art. None that I know will be, muoch that I fear.
Good-morrow to you, [ Exis,

Per. I muft go in—ay me! how weak a thing
The heart of woman 1s! O Brazus! Brutus !
‘The heavens {peed thee 1n thine enterprize :
Sure, the boy heard me :——Bruzus hath a fuit,
That Ce/ar will not grant,——0,. I grow faint:
Run, Lucius, and commend me to my lord ;
Say, I am merry; come to me again,
Aind bring me word what he doth {ay to thee.

[ Exeunt feverally

S CENE the capitol 5 fenators feated.
Flourifh. Difcoerz? C@far, Brutus, Caffius, Cafca, De-

cius, Metellu., ‘{.ebonius, Cinna, and Antony.

Ca/. Trebonius xnows his time ; for look you, Sratus,
He diaws Mark Antony out of his way,

Dec. Where 18 Metellus Cimber 2 let him go,
Ard rrefentdy prefer his fuit to Uz/ar.

B-u, He is addreft ; prefs near, and fecond him,
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C:n. Cafca, you are the firft that rears your hand.

Cz/. Are we all ready ? what 1s now amifs,
‘That Cz/ar and his fenate muft redrefs ?

Met. v oft high, moft mighty, and moft puiflant Cz/ur,
Detellus Cumber throws before thy {eat LKneelii ¢
An humble heart.

Cz/. 1 muft prevent thee, Cimber ;

Thefe coucnings and thefe lowly courtefies

Might fire tl e blood of ordinary men,

And turn pre-ordinance and firlt decree

Into tne law of children. Be not fond,

To think that Ce/ur bears {uch rebel blood,
'T'hat will be tha+’d from the true quality,

Wi.h that which m.lteth fools; I mcan, {weet words :
Low crooked curt’fies, and bafe fpanicl fawning,
T'hy brother by decree 1s banifhed ;

1f thou doft Lend, and pray, and fawn for him,

I {purn thee l.ke a cur cut of my way.

Know, Ca/ar doth not wrong, nor without caufe,
W ill he be {a. fied *.

Blet. ls there no voice more worthy than my own,
To found more {weetly in great Ce/ar’s ear,

For the repealing of my b.nifh’d brother ?

Biu. I kifs thy hand, but not in flattery, Ce/3r
Deiiring thee, that Puliius Cimber may
Have an immediate freedom of repeal.

Ce/. What, Brutus !

Co/f. Pardon, Cejar; Ce/ar, pardon ;

As low as to thy foot doth Cajfrus .11,
'1 0 beg entranchifement for Pulblius Cimber.

Ce/. 1 could be weil mov'd, it I were as you s
If 1 could prav to move, prayers would move me.
But [ am conftant a the ncrthern flar,

Of whofe tiue fixt and refi'ng quality,

There is no fellow in the finnament :

The fkies are painted with unnumber’d fparxgs,
They are all firte, and every one doth fhine;

% Ben “fohnfon invidioufly chaiges § atcpeare with having {ii.
Y ¢ g

¢ Know, Cafardoth no v ong, bt w.th juft caunfe.” Whether he
afferts this from malic , or the m.fi.ke of {ume carelels copy, 1s ner

ﬁttaiﬂl
C 6 Lot
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But there’s bat one in all doth held his place.
So, in the world, ’tis furnith’d well with men,
And men are fleth and blood, and apprehenfive ;:
Yet in the number, I do know but one,
"That unaflzilable holds on his rank,
Unfhak’d of motion: and that one am L.
Liet me a little fhew 1t, even 1n this;
Trat [ was conftant Cimber faould be banifh’d, .
And confiant do remain to keep him fo.
Cim. O Cefarm————
Cz/" Hence! wilt thou lift ap Ohmpus ?
Dec. Grear Cafar——
C@C Doth not Brutas bootlefs kneel ?
Cafca. Speak hands for me, [They frab Celar,
Cz/f. Ettu, Bryte 2=——then fall Carfar / * [ Dies,
Bra. Liberty ! freedom !=——tyranny 1s dead——-—
Run hence, proclaim, cry it about the ftregtsm———
Cg/. Some to the common pulpits, and cry out,
Liberty, freedom, and enfranchifement.
Brx. People, and {epators! be not affrighted ;
Fly not, ftand ftill.  Ambition’s debt 1s paid.
There 1s no harm intended to your perfons,
Nor to no Roman €lle, [ Exeunt all the fenatorsy
Ca/. Leave us, Publius, left that the people,
Iufhing on us, fhould do your age {fome mifchief,
B u. Do {o; and let no man abide this deed,

But we the doers.
Eunrter Trebonius.

Ceof. Where 1s dntony 2

Zre. Fled to his houfe, amaz’d.

en, wives, and children stare, cry out, and rum;,
As it were doom’s- day.

Bru. Fates! we will know your pleafures ;
That we fhall die, we know ; ’us but the time,
And drawing days out, that men ftand upon.

Csf. Why, he that cuts off twenty years of life,

Cuts off {o many years of fearing death,

* This brief exclamation is extremely beautiful, and 2 moft pae
thetic rebuke tec Brutus. It has an additional merit alfo, in preferving

the chaftity of the hiftorical part,
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Hru. Grant that, and then 1s death a benefit.
So are we Ce/ar’s friends, that have abridg’d
His t1 ne of fearing death, Stwoop, Romarns, ftoops
And let us bathe our hands 1n C2/ar’s blood ;
Then walk we forth, €’en to the market-place,
And, waving our red weapons o’er our heads,
Let’s all cry Peace! freedom! and liberty!

Cal. + Sicop then, and wafh—bow many aces bence,

[Dipping their fwords in Ceya:’s blood..

Shall this our lofty feene be atted oer,
In flates unlorn, and accents yet unknown 2

Bru. Howw many times fpall CaAar bleed in fport,
Y hat noav on Pompey’s basis lies along,
No avoribier than the duft 2

Caf. So oft as that fhall De,
So often fhall tl2 knot of us be called
T he men that gave their ccuntry liberty.

Dec. What, fhall we forth ?

Ca/f. Ay, every man awav,
Brurus fhall lead, and we wi'l grace his heels,
With the moft boldeit, and beft hearts of Rome.

Enter a Servant.

Bru. Soft, who comes here? A friend of Antony’s.
Ser. Thus, Brutus, did my mafter bid me kneel *
Thus did Mark Anteny bid me fall down ; | Kneelirgs
And, being proftrate, thus he bad me fay.
Brutus 1s noble, wife, valiant, and honeit
Czjar was mighty, royal, bold, and loving:
Say, 1 love Brutus, and I honour him ;
Say, 1fear’d Cez/ar, honour’d him, and lov’d him,
It Brutus will vouch{afe that dntony
May fafely come to him, and be rciolved
How Cz/ar hath deferv’d to lie in deathn:
MMark Antony fhall not love Cez/ar dead,

+ Thie, and the two following fpeeches, though fel om delivered
on the ftage, certainly deferve p efervation, as they tend to naturalize
reprefentation, in the fame manner the mock trag dy 1n Ham/er does 3
a point our author was juftly fond of ; As has betore been obferved, in
a tormer note, page 14, ot this Play,

* This addrefs of Mark Antony’s fervant, is fo admirably written,
¢hat it was never uttered tolerably, without coefider.ble applaufe,

50
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So well as Bruzus living ;. but will follow

'T'he fortunes and affairs of noble Brurus,

‘Thorough the hazards of this untrod flate,

With all trae faith, So {ays my matie Anrony.
Bra, 'Thy mafter 1s a wiie and valiant Roman ;

I never thought him worfe.

Tell him, {o pleafe him come unto this place,

He fhall be fatisfied 3 and, by my honour,

Depart untouch’d.
Serw. P’ll tetch him, prelently. [ Exit Serwant,
Bru. 1 know that we {hall have him well to friend.
Ca/. I wifa, we may: burt yet have 1 a mind,

'That fears him much.
" Enter Antony *,

Bru. But here he comes. Welcome, Mark Antony.
Ant. O mighty Cefar, doft thou lie {o low + ¢}
Are all thy conquells, glories, triumphs, {poils,
Shrunk to this little meafure ? ———{fare thee well,
I know not, gentlemen, what you intend,
Who elfe muit be let blood, who elfe is rank :
It I mylelf, there is no hour fo fit,
As Cz/ar’'s deatl’s-hour ; nor no infirument
Of hzalf that worth, as thofe your {fwords, made rich
With the mofl no ‘e blood of all this world.
I do befeech ye, if you bear me hard,
Now whiift your purpled hands do reek and {moke,
Fulfil your plealure. Live a thoufand years,

I fhall not ind myfelf fo apt to die:
No place will pleafe me {o, no mean of death,

As here by Cz/ar, and by you cut off,
'T'he choice and malfter-fpirits of this age §.

* As Antony has nothing to fay in the firft alt, worth notice, we
pofiponed mentioning his exter.al qualifications,. and other requifites.
till he came confequentially forward : he thould rife above the middle
ftature; poflefs graceful, infinuative, yet commanding features; a
medium, mellow, manly tone of voice ; with as much elegance of.
action and deportment, as natural eafe, finely modelled, can furnifh.

v Shakefprare has here difplayed with peculiar beauty, his know-.
ledge of nature; by making Autony addrefs.his deceafed friend, asif.

no other perfon was prefent,

§ Thisis a brave, a feeling, and affecling addrels,.
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Bru. O Autony! beg not your death of us:
Though now we muit appear b.oody and cruel,
As, by our hands, and this our prefent act,
You fee we do ; yet {ee you but our hands,
Our hearts vou fee not, they are piuful ;
And pity for the general wrong of Rome,
Hath done this deed on C(Eyar for your part,
‘T'o you cur fuwords have leaden points, Mark Antony ;
And our hearts of brothers’ temper,, do receive you 1n,
Vith all kind love, good tlhoughts, and reverence.
Ca/f. Your voice fhall be as ftrong as any man’s,.
In the difpefing of new dignities.
Bru. Only be p tient, ’tll we have appeas’d
'The multitude, befide themfelves with fear
And then we will deliver you tie caufe,
Why I, that did love Cz/ar when I ftruck him,
Procecded tnus.
Ant. 1 doubt not of your wi{dom,
Let each man rendcr me his bloody hand *;
Firft, Marcus Brutus, will I fhake with you ;
I\ext Caius C flius, do I take your hand ;
Now, Decius Brutus, yours; now yours, ﬂfa’z‘ez’fﬂx;
Yours, Cinna; and my valiant Ca/fca, yours;
Though laft, not lealt in love, yours, good Trebonias.
Gentlemen all alas ! what fhall I fay ¢
My credit now ftands on fuch {lippery ground,
'That one of two bad wavs you mult conceit me,
Either a coward, or a flatterer.
That I did love thee, C.i/ar, oh, ’tis true:
If then thy fpirit look upon us now,
Shall 1t not grieve thee, dearer than thy death,
'To {ee thy Antony making his peace,
Shaking the bloody fingers of thy foes,
Moft noble ! in the prefence of thy corfe ?

* Though this rather {Lems to favour of timidity, yet, on confi.
deration, it appears a pol.tic and juftifiable conceflion to the ftate of
things : nature ard reafon approve double d.aling, with irrefiftable
power and villainy. There 1s another point, alfo, worthy obfervation,
i At ny’s prote{fed reconciliation with the confpirators, which no
coubt the author concetved morally : which 1s, that the fame fair-
t ced refervation of mind they ufed for the deftruction of Cefur.
thould retort upon themielves,

Had.
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Had I as many eyes, as thou haft wounds,
Weeping as faft as they fiream forth thy blood, .
1t would become me better, than to clofe
In terms of friendfhip with thine eneintes.
Pardon me, Fulius—-—here waft thon bay’d, good harty
Here didft thou fall, and here thy hunters iland,
Sign’d 1n thy {poil, and crimfon’d 1n thy death.
Caf. Mark dntony
Aut. Pardon me, Caius Caffrus &
The enemies of Ceefar thall fay this:
Then, 1n a friend, it is cold modeily.
Ca/ 1 blame you not for praifing Cz/ar {o,
But what compadt mean you to have with us< ?
Will you be prickt in number of our frienas,
Or thall we on, and not depend on youn ?
Azxt. Therefore I took your hands; bor was, indeed;

Sway’d from the point, by lookng down cn Cafar,
Friends am I with you all, and love you aidl ;

Upon this hope, that you fhall give me reafbns,
Why and wherein Cz/ar was danperous.

Bru. Or eile this were a favage fpsttacle.
Our reafons are {o full of good regard,

T'hat were you, Autony, the fon of Ca/far, .
You fhould be fati<fied.

Ant. That’s all T feek
And am moreover {uitor, that I may
Produce his body in the maiket-place,

And 1n the pulpit, as becomes a frigad, |
Speak in the order of his funeral,

Bru. You {hali, Mark Auiony.

Caf. Bratus, a word with you, mem—— ¥
You know rot what you do 3 do not confent [ Afides
That Aurony {peak in bhis funeral :

Know you how much the pecple may be mov’d,
By that which he will utter ¢
Bru, By your parcon,

¥ The real patriot is finely diftingnifhed here, from the pretended
one : Brirs, confcious that he ftruck for liberty alore, fulpe®s neo
ill confeaiences from Antony’s having the roftrum ; wh te Caffius,

who atted from malevolence and ambition, juftly i‘ur..,bcdes the real

cvenby ;
2 I will
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I will mylelf into the pulpit firft,

And fhew the reafon of our Cz/ar’s death.
What Autory fhall {fpeak, I will proteft
FHe {peaks by leave, and by permiffion ;
And that we are contented Ce/ar fhail
Flave all due rites, and lawful ceremonies ¢
It thall advantage, more than do us wrong.
Ca/f. T know not what may fall, I like 1t not.
Bru. Blark Antony, here take you Cez/ar’s body
You fhall not 1n your funeral-fpecch blame us,
Dut {fpeak all good you can devife, of Czfar ;
And fay, you do’t by our permiffion :
k.ife fhall you not have any hand at all,
About his funeral. And you fhall fpeak
In the fame pulpit whereto I am going,
After my {pcech 1s ended.
Ant. Be it {o s
} do defire no more,
Bru. Prepare the body then, and follow us.
[ Exennt Confpirators. DManet Antonya

Ast. + O pardon me, thou bleeding piece of earth !
That I am meek and gentle with thete butchers,
‘Thou art the ruins of the noble{t man,

"That ever lived in the tide of times..

Woe to the hand, that thed this coftly blood !
Over thy wounds now do I prophefy,

(Which, like dumb mouths, do ope their ruby lips,
"T'o beg the voice and utterance of my tongue)
A curfe fhall light upon the limbs of men ;
Domeflick fury, and fierce civil firife,

Shall cumber all the parts of Zaly ;

Blood and deftreétion fhall be {fo in ufe,

And dreadful objelts {o familiar,

"Ttat mothers fhall but fmile when they behold
"Their infants quarter’d by the hands of war;
All pity choak’d with cuftom of fell deeds ;

+ This { lilnquy 1s wr'tten with much {pirit and elegance, and
excellently adapted to Antory’s fituation ; 1t requiies forciblz expref-
fion, but fhould by no mecans rife 1nto a rant, as we have {.metimes

n:ﬁrd lt-
Angd
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And Ce/ar’s {pirit, ranging for revenge,

With 4¢Z by his fide come hot from hell,

Shall in thefe confines, with a monarch’s voice,
Cry havock, and let flip the dogs of war ;

"That this foul deed fhall {mell above the eatth.

Enter O&avius’s fervant.

You ferve O&awvins C#far, do you not?
Ser. Ldo, Mark Antony.
Ant. Czfar did write for him to come to Rome,
Ser. He did receive his letters, and is coming ;
And bid me {ay to you by word of mouth
O Cefar ! [ Seeing the bodye
Ant. Thy heart 1s big, get thee apart and weep ;
Paflion I {ee i1s catching ; for mine eyes,
Seeing thofe beads of forrow fiand 1n thine,
Begin to watgy. Is thy mafter coming ?
Ser. He lies to-night within feven leagues of Rome.,
Ant, Poft back with {peed, and tell him what hatl
chanc’d.
Here 1s a mourning Rome, a dangerous Rome,
No Rome of {afety for Qfavius yet;
Hie hence, and tell him fo. Yet flay a while ;
'Thou fhalt not back, ’till I have borne this corfe
Into the market.place 3 there fhail | try,
In my oratton, how the people take
The cruel iffue of thefe bloody men ;
According to the which, thou fhalt difcourle
'T'o young O&awvius of the itate of things.
[ Exeunt with Celar’s body

SCENZE changes to the Forum.

Enter Brutus, and mounts the rofirum 3 Caflius with the
Plebeians.

Pleb. We will be facisfied ; let us be fatisfied *.
Bru. Then give me audience, friends,

* We have had the misfortune to be prefent, when the low come-
dians have rendered the mob totally farcicalj that very cenfurable
mode fhould be carefully avoided==they ought to be ferioufly and igno-
rantly clamorous,

And
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And public reafons fhall be rendered
Of C# ar’s death,

1 Ples. Let’s hear ’em.

2 Pieb. Come, begin.

3 Pleh. The noble Bruras 1s afcended : filence !

Bru. Be patient to the lait.

* Romans, countrymen, and lovers! hear me for my
caufe, and be filent, that you may hear, Believe me for
mine honour, and have reipe&t to mine honour, that you
may believe. Cenfure me 1n your wifdom, and awake
vour {cnies, that you may the better judge, 1f there be
1ny in this affembly, any dear friend of Cz/ar’s, to him,
I {ay, that Bruzus’s love to Czfar was no lefs than his.
It then that friend demand, why Bratus rofe againit
Cefar, this 1s my anfwer; Not that I lov’d Cez/ar lefs,
but that I lov’d Rome more. Had you rather Cz/ar were
living, and die all flaves; than that Cez/ar were dead, to
live all free men ? As Cz/ar lov’d me, I weep for him;
as he was fortunate, I rejoice atit; as he was vahant, I
honour him ; but as he was ambitious, I flew him. There
are tears for his love, joy for his fortune, honour for his
valour, and death for his ambition. Who’s here fo bafe,
that would be a bondman ? if any, fpeak ; for him have
I offended. Who i1s here {o rude, that would not be a
Roman # 1f any, fpeak; for him have I ofrended. Who
is here fo vile, that will not love his country ! if any,
{peak ; for him have I offended.—1 paufe for a reply—

All. None, Bruatus, none.

Bru. Then none have I offended—1I have done no more
to Cz/ar, than you fhall do to Brutus. The quetthion of
his death 1s enrolled 1n the capitol, his glory not exte-
nuated, wherein he was worthy ; nor his offences en-

forced, for which he fuffered death.

Enzer Mark Antouny, aith Cafar’s body.

Here comes his body, mourn’d by Mark Antony, who,
though he had no hand in his death, fhall receive the

* This addrefs of Brutusis uncommonly neivous, honeftly unafs
felfted, nobly argumentative, and appeals to rcafon alone; he fcorns
the aid of prejudiced fallactous paffions; and withing heads to guide
heart”, apre.l to fadlsin a fne fl w of 1interroz tive oratery.

penefiy
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benefit of his dying,. a place in the commonwealth; as
which of you fhall not? With this I depart, that as [
{lew my beft lover for the good of Rome, I have the fame
dagger for myfelf,. when it {hall pleafe my country to

need my death §.
All. Live, Brutus, live! live!l
1. Pleb. Bring him with triumph home, unto his houfz,
2 Pleb. Give him a ftatue with his anceftors.
- Pleb. Let him be Cez/ar.
1 Pleb. We'll bring him to his-houle,
With fhouts and clamours.
Bru. My countrymenm——
2 Pleb. Peace! filence! Brutus {peaks.
1 Pleb. Peace, ho'l
Bru. (Good countrymen, let me depart alone,
And for my f{ake ftay here with Autony ;
Do grace to Cefar’s corps, and grace his {peech
Tending to Ce/ar’s glories ;. which Mark Autony
By our permiflion 1s allow’d to make.
i do intreat you, not a man depart,
Save I alone, ’till 4#tony have fpoke. [ Zxits
1 Pleb. Stay, ho, and let us hear Mark Antony.
3 Pleb. Let him go up into the public chair,
We'll hear him : noble 4ztony, go up.
Ant. For Brutus’s fake, 1 am beholden to you,
4 Pleb. What does he {ay of Brutus 2
3 Pleb. He fays, for Brutus’s {ake,
He finds himfeif beholden to us all.
4 Pleb, *T'were beft he fpeak no harm of Brurus, here.
1 Pleb. 'This Ce/ar was a tyrant,

1 This is as noble a fentiment as ever proceeded from the mouth
of man, and 1s exprefled with fimple unadorned dignity., The dif-
ferent modes of oratory farnifhed to Brutus and Auteny, are admirably
diftinguithed : the former, relying on a good caufe, addrefles in a
plain, open, though nervous flile § ufes no circumlocution, nor pays
the Plebeians any compliment, but that of feeling, like honeft fons of
freedom, for the good of their country: on the other hand, Awrony,
finding their prejudice in favour of Brutusand his purpofes, approaches
their attention with political caution, offers them flattery with moft
piaufible infinuation, and artfully touches upon thofe points moft-
likely to overturn their favourable opinion of the confpirators, This
feene of Antony 1s exquifitely written, and requires great affability of:
addrefs, with a peculiar fine flow of expreflion, to do it juftice, .
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4 Pleb. Nay, that’s certain ;
We are blet that Rome is rid of him.
z Pleb. Peace, let us hear what Autsny can {ay.
Ant. You gentle Romans
All. Peace, ho, let us hear him.
Ant. Friends, Romans, countrymen, lend me your €ars
1 come to bury C jar, not to praife him.
'The evil that men do lives after them ;
The good 1s oft interred with their bones;
So let it bc with Cz/ar ! noble Brutus
Hath toid you Ce/ar was ambitious ;
If 1t were {fo, 1t was a grievous fault;
And grievoufly hath Cey/ar anfwer’d it.
H re, under leave of Brutus, and the reft,
(For Brutus 1s an honourable man,
So are they all, all honourable men)
Come [ to {fpeak in Cez/ar’s funeral.
He was my f{riend, faithful and juft to me;
But Brutus {ays he was ambitious ;
And Brutxs 1s an honeourable man,
He hath brought many captives home to Rome,
Whofe ranfoms did the general cofters fill ;
Di1d this in Ce/ar {eem ambitious ¢
When that the poor have cry’d, Cz/ar hath wept ¢
Ambition fhould be made of fterner ftuff,
Yet Brut:s fays, he was ambitious,
Aad Brutus 1s an honourable man.
You all did fee, that, on the Lupsrcal,
I thrice prefented him a kingly crown ;
Which he did thrice refufe. Was this ambition 2
Yet Brutus fays, he was ambitious,
And, f{ure, he 1s an honourable man
I {peak not to difprove what Brutus {p ke,
But here I am to {peak what I do know.
You all did love him once, not without cauvfe -
What caufe wich-holds you then to mourn for him #
O judgment! thou art fled to brutith beafts,
And men have loft their reafon—bear with me.

T Noth'ng can be more artful than the frequent meation of b itus
as a man of {irilt hoour,
M



46  JULIUS CAESAR,

My heart is in the coflin there with C=/ar,
And 1 muft paunfe, ’t1ll 1t come back to me.
t Ples. Methinks there 1s much reafon in his fayings.
If thou confider rightly of the matter,
Ce/ar has had great wrong.
3 Pleb. Has he, mafters? I fear there will 2 worle
come 1n his place.
4 Pleb. Mark’d ye his words ? he would not take the
crown ;
"Therefore, ’tis certain he was not ambitious.
1 Pleb, If 1t be found fo, fome will dear abide it.
2 Pleb, Poor foul! his eyes are red as fire with weep-
1n
3 Pleb. Thegre ’s not a nobler man in Rome than Axtony,
4 Pleb. Now mark him, he begins again to {peak.
Ant. But yelterday the word of Ce/ar might
Have ftood againft the world ; now lies he there,
And none {o poor to do him reverence.
O mafters ! 1f I were difpos’d to ftir
Your hearts and minds to mutiny and rage,
I thould do Brutus wrong, and Caffius wrong ;
Who, you all know, are honourable men.
I will not do them wrong : I rather choole
To wrong the dead, to wrong myfelf and you,
Than I will wrong fuch honourable men.
But here’s a parchment, with the {eal of Cez/ar,
1 found 1t in his clofet, ’tis his Will
Let but the Commons hear this Teltament,
(Which, pardon me, I do not mean to read)
And they would go and kifs dead Ce/ur’s wounds,
And dip their napkins in his facred blood ;
Yea, beg a hair of him for memory,
And dying, mention it within their Wills,
Bequeathing it as a rich legacy
Unto their iflue.

4 Pleb. WeE'll hear the Will ¢ read 1t, Mark Lutony.
ﬁ’ff. The Will, the Will; we will hear Cz/ai’s Will,
Ant. Have patience, gentle friends, T muft not read it:

It 15 not meet you know how Ce/ar lov’d you.
You are not wood, you are not flones, but men:
And being men, hearing the will of Cz/ar,
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1t will inflame you, it will make you mad.
>T'1s good you know not, that you are his beirs 3
For if you fhould——O what would come of it?
4 {le6. Read the Will, we will hear 1t, #utony ¢
You fhall read us the Will, Cz/ar’s Will.
Ant. Will you be patient? will you ftay a while ?
(I have over fhot myfelf to tell you of 1t)
1 tear I wrong the honourable men,
Whofe daggers have ftabb’d Ce/ar—I1 do fear it,
4 Pleb. They were traitors—honourable men !
All, The Will! the Teftament!
2 Pleb. 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 Ce/ar,
And let me fhew you him that made the Will.
Shall I defcend? and will you give me leave ¢
All. Come down.
2 Pleh. Delcend. [ He comes dewn [from the pulpir,
3 Pleb, You fhall have leave.
4 Pleb, A ring; ftand round.
1 Plb. Stand from the hearfe, ftand from the body.
2 Ples. Room for Antony—molt noble Antony.
Ant. Nay, prels not fo upon me, ftand far cff.
Al Stand back—room—bear back—
Ant. § If you have tears, prepare to fhed them, now,
You all do know this mantle ; I remember,
The firft time ever Cz/ar put 1t on;
>T'was on a fummer’s evening 1n his tent,
That day he overcame the Aerw.?
Look ! 1n this place ran Cafius’ dagger through ;—
Sce, what a rent the envious Cg/fca made.—
Through this, the well-belov’d Bruzus flabbed ;
And as he pluck’d his curfed fteel away,
Mark how the blood of Cez/ar follow’d 1t!
As ruthing out of doors, to be refolv’d,
It D -wutas {0 unkindly knock’d or no?
For Brutus, as you know, was Ce/ar’s angel.

§ The appeal here made to the paffions, is beautifully perfuafive,
and t. e picture of Ceeflar’s aflaflination, path.tically ftriking; the

circumftances attending it are moft a tfully and aeGingly enumerated.

Judge,
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Judge, oh you Gods! how dearly Cz/zr lov’d him 2
T'his, this, was the unkindeft cut of all ;

Hor when the noble Ce/ar {faw him fiab,
Ingratitude, more ftrong than traitors arms,

Quite vanquifh’d him : then burft his mighty heart's
And, in his mantle mufiling up his face,

Even at the bale of Pompey’s ftatue,

{ Which all the while ran blood) great Cz/ar fell.
‘O what a fail was there, my countrymen !

Then I, and you, and all of us fell down :

Whillt bloody treafon flourifh’d -over us.

O, now you weep, and, 1 perceive, you feel

'T'he dint of pity ; thefe are gracious drops.

Kind fouls! what, weep you when you but behold
Our Cx/ar’s vefture wounded ? look you here !
Here is himfelf, marr’d, as you fee, by traitors.

1 Pleb. O piteous fpeftacle!

2 Pleb. O noble Czjur !

3 Pfeb. O woful day !

4 Pleb. O traitors, villains'!

1 Pleb. O moft bloody fight!

2 Pleb. We will be reveng’d: revenge : about—mw—
feek burne—e———fir e K 1] [ smemmmflay | let not
a traitor live,

Anrt. Stay, countrymen

1 Pleb. Peace there, hear the noble Autony.

2 Pleh. We'll hear him, we’ll follow him, we’ll die
with him.

Ant. Good friends, {weet friends, let me not {iir you up
‘T'o {uch 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; they are wife and honourable,
And will, no doubt, with reafons an{wer you.

I come not, friends, to fteal away your hearts;

I am no Orator, as Bratus 1s:

But, as you know me well, a plain, blunt man,
That love my friend, and that they know full well,
That give me public leave to fpeak of him;

For I have neither wit, nor words, nor worth,
Action or utt’rance, nor the power of {pcech,

Te
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To fir mens blood ; I only {peak right on.
I ¢cll you that which you yourfelves do know ;
Shew you fweet Czfar’s wounds, poor, poor dumb moufhs,
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 tongue
In every wound of Cz/ar, that fhould move
The ftones of Rome to rife and matiny,
All. We'll mutiny
1 Pleb. We'll burn the houfe of Brutus.
3 Pleb. Away, then, come, feek the confpiratois.
Ant, Yet hear me, countrymen, yet hear me {peak,
All. Peace, ho, hear Antony, moft noble A tony.
Ant. Why, friends, you go to do you know not what,
Wherein hath Ce/ar thus deferv’d your loves ¢
Alas, you know not, T muft tell you then:
You have forgot the Will, [ told you of *,
All, Moft true the Will=———1let’s ftay and hear the
Will.
Ant. Here 1s the Will, and under Ce/ar’s {eal,
'To ev’iy Roman Citizen he gives,
'To ev’ry fev’ral man, feventy-five drachma’s,
2 Pleb. Moilt noble Cefar ! we’ll revenge his death,
3 Plb. O royal Ceefar !
Ant. Hear me with patience,
A1, Peace, ho!
Ant, Moreover, he hath left you all his walks,
His private arbors, and new planted orchards,
On that fide 7iber ; he hath lett them you,
And to your heirs, for ever; common pleafures,
To walk abroad, and recreate yourf{elves.
Heie was a Co/ar ! when comes fuch ano her?
1 Pleb, Never, never: come, away, away ;
We’ll burn his body in the holy place,
And with the brands fire all t] e traitors houfes.
T'ake up the body. [ Exeu it Plebelans avith the body.

* Antomy’s mention of 2 wiil, then turning off the fubjelt and re-
turning to it, 1s admirably judicious: while the viol nt changes of
popular afleftion and refentment, aford a moft natural, inftrutve
Icflun, to make us defpife the former, and be cautious of ancurrang
the latt.r,

Yoi, V. D
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Ant. Now let it work ; Mifchief, thou art afoot,
T'ake thou what courie thou wilt l~——-Ilow now, fellow!

Enter a Serwant.

Ser. Ofavius 1s already come to Rome.
Ant. Where 1s he ¢ ~
Ser. He and Lepidus are at Cefar’s houfe,
Ant. * And thicher will T firaight, to vifit him ;
Yle comes upon a wifh. Fortune 1s .merry,
And 1n this mood will give us any thing.
Bring me to O&avius. [ Exeunt,

ACT IV,

SCENE, a4 fnall ifland near Mutina.
Dijcevered Antony, Ofltavius, and Lepidus:
Ant, H E S E many then fhall die, their names ar

prickt,
OZ&. Your brother too muft die; confent you, Lepidus?
Lep. 1 do confent.
O%Z. Prick him down, Antony.
Lep. Upon condition Publius thall not live,
Who 1s your filter’s fon, Mark Autony.
Ant. He thall not live ; look, with a fpot I damn him,
But, Lepidus, go you to Ce/ar’s houfe ;
Fetch the Will hither, and we fthall determine
How to cut off fome charge in legacies.
Lep. What? fhall I find you here ?
O¢. Or here, or at the Capitol. [Exir Lepidu,
Ant. This 15 a {light unmeritable man,
Meet to be {fent on errands; 1s 1t fit,
'The three-fold world divided, he fhould ftand

One of the three to fthare 1t ?

* This fpeech concludes the third aft, much better than the fhort

bo {tcrous fcene of popular rage, introduced by the author,
There is more #nportant dignity, in the third aé, than we evet

remember to have met in any other piece; the oratorical part 18
incomparably fine,
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O 2. So you thought him,
And took his voice who fhould be prickt to die,

In our black fentence and profcription.
Ant. Ofavius, | have feen more days than you:

And though we lay thefe honours on this man,
'T'o eafe ourfelves of disers {fland’rous loads ;
He fhall but bear them, as the 2fs bears gold,
T'o groan and {weat under the bufinefs,
Or led or driven, as we point the way ;
And having brought our treafure where we will,
Then take we down his load, and turn him off,
L:ike to the empty afs, to fhake his ears,
And graze in commons *,
O&. You may do your will ;
But he’s a try’d and valiant foldier.
Ant. Sois my horfe, Ofawvius : and, for that,
I do appoint him ftore of provender.
It 1s a creature that I teach to fight,
To wind, toft p, to run dire‘tly on;
His corporal motion gover: ’a by my {pirit,
And, 1n fome tafte, is L,z 25 but {o:
Do not talk of him,
But as a property., And now, OZawvius,
L ften great thir gsew——Brutu, and Caffius
Are levylne poweis; we mult fi mglzt malke hezd,
Therefore let our alliance be combin’d,
Our beft friends made, and our beft mens firetch’d out,
And let us prefently go fit 1n council,
How covert matters may be beft difclos’d,
And open perils fureft an{w red,
O&. Let us do {o; for we are at tle flake,

And tay’d about with many enemies :
And fome, that {nile, have in taeir hearts, I fear,

Miilions of mif h.efs, [ﬁ,&er vl a

® At ry's declorations, re pe&i'ng Lefidus, fiow him to be an
1itc.elted, ungenciou hypou €. .
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SCENE Jefore Brutus’s Tent, in the Camp at Sardis.

Drum., Enter Brutus, Trebonius, and Soldiers: and
Pindarus meeting them .

Bru, Stand, hoa!

Tre. Give the word, hoa! and ftand.

Bru. What now, Trebonius, 1s Caflius near ?

Yre. He 1s at hand, and Pindarus 1s come
To do you falutation from his mafter.

Bru. He greets me well.  Your mafter, Pindarus,
In his own change, or by 1ill officers,
Hath given me fome worthy caufe to wifh

Things done, undene ; but if he be at hand,
1 fhall be fatisfied.

Pin. 1 do not doubt,

But that my noble mafter will appear,
Such as he 1s, full of regard and honour.

Bru. He 1s not doubted. A word, Tredonsyse—
How he receiv’d you, let me be refolv’d.

Tre. With courtefy and with refpeft enough,
But not with fuch familiar 1nftances,
Nor with fuch free and friendly conference,
As he hath us’d of old.

Bru. Thou haft defcrib’d
A hot friend, cooling : ever note, Trebonius,
When love begins to ficken and decay,
* It ufeth an enforced ceremony,
‘¢ There are no tricks in plain and fimple faith :
¢ But hollow men, like horfes hot at hand,
¢“ Make gallant thew and promife of their mettle
¢“ But when they fhouid endure the bloody fpur,
“ They fall their creft, and, like decentiul jades,
¢ Sink 1n the trial.”” Comes his army on ?

Tre. They mean this night in Sardis to be quarter’d:
The greater part, the horfe in general,

Are come with Ca/frus. [ Low march awithin

+ Through this a& and the next, Lucilius, Titiniusy &c. are ad-
v ..:tagecufly blended into Cafia and Trelonius.
* This line and the concluding queftion are, perhaps, fufficientto

retain in reprefentation 3 but the fimile is too beautiful to be withheld
from the reader,
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Enter Caflius and Calca.

Bru. Hark, he 1s arrived.
Co/. Stand, hoa'
Bru. Stand, hoa! fpeak the word along.
Within. Stand !
}ithin, Stani!
Within. Stand!
Ca/. Moft noble brother, you have done me wrong.
Bru Judge me, ye gods! Wroi o I mine enemies 2
And, 1f not fo, how fhould I wrong a brother ?
Caf. Br-tus, this fober form of yours hides wrongs,
And when y u do them
Bru. Ca/lius, be content,
Speak your griefs foftly, I do know you well.,
Before the eyes of both ous armies here,
(Which thould perceive nuthiny but love from us)
Let us not wrangle. bid theia move away :
Then 1n my tent, Ca/rus, enlarge your griefs,
And I will give you audience.
Ca/. Cafca,
Bid our commanders lead their charges off,
A hittle from tlus ground.
Bru. Trebonius, do the like ; and let no man
Come to our tent, ’t1ll we have done our conterence,
[ Exeunt..

* SCENE changes to the infide of Brutus’s Tent.

Re-enter Brutus and Caflius.

Ca/. That you have wrong’d me, doth appear in this,,
You have condemn’d and noted Lucius Pella,
For taking bribes here of the Sardians ;
Wherein my letter (praying on his fide,
Becaufe I knew the man) was {lighted of.
Bru, You wrong’d yourfelf, to write in fuch a caufe,.

* Thais fcene exhibits a moft beautiful and maftetly contraft of ph.-
Jofophic firmnefs, and warm petulance : 1t is delightful in repreiem
tation, entcrtaining in peru‘al, and inftru&ive in both; the cool
reafoner we admire, the vel cm nt one we pity : this interview be=
twe~n the notle brothers, fheuld be flamped as a moft vfeful leflony,
upon the minds of youth in general,

D 3
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Caf. In {uch a time as this 1t 1s not meet
That every nice offence fhould bear 1ts comment.
Bru. Yetlet me tell you, Ca/ffus, you yourfelf
Are much condemn’d to have an itching palm ;
To {ell and mart your offices for gold,
"T'o undefervers.
Czf. 1 an itching palm?
You know that you are Brurus that {peak this;
Or, by the Gods, this {peech were elfe your laft.
Bru. The name of Cajfius honours this corruption,
And chaftifement doth therefore hide its head.
Caf. Chaftifement |
Bru. Remember March, the ides of March remember;
Did not great Falius bleed, for jultice {ake ?
What viliain touch’d his body, that did fab,
And not for juftice ? what, fhall one of us,
‘That ftruck the foremoft man of all this world,
But for {upporting robbers, thall we now
Contaminate our fingers with bafe bribes !
And {cll the mighty {pace of our large honours,
For {o much tralh as may be grafped thus ?
I had rather be a dog, and bay the moon,
Than fuch a Roman.
Cuafe Brutys, bay not me,
1'il not endure it 5 I am a {oldier, I,
Older in praltice, abler than yourfelf,
T'o make conditions.
Bru. Go ta: you are not, Cafius.
Caf. Tam.
Bru. 1 {ay, you are not.
Caf. Urge me no more, I fhall forget my/felf—m—
Have mind upon your health—tempt me no farther,
Bru. Away, flight man!
Ca/. Is’t pofible 7
Bru, Hear me, for I will fpeak.
Muft I give way and room to your rath choler ?
Shall I be frighted, when a mad-man ftares ¢
Caf. O Gods! ye Gods! muft I endure all this?
Bru, Allthis! ay, more. Fret, till your proud hear
breaks;
Go fhew your flaves how choleric you are,

And
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And make your bondmen tremble. DMuflt I budge ?
Mluit I obferve you ? muft I ftand and crouch,
Under your tetty humour? by the Gods,
You fhuall diget the venom of y ar {p'een,
Tho’ 1t do tplt you, For, from this day forth,
I’'ll ufe you for my mi-th, yea for my laughter,
When you are waip fh,
(Ca/. Is 1t come to this ?
Bru. You iy, you are a better foldier ;
Let 1t appear {0 ; make your vaunting true,
And 1t fhall pleafe me well. For mine own part,
I {hall be glad to learn of noble men.
Ca/e You wrong me, every way——you wIong me,
Brutus s
I faid an elder foldier ; not a better.
Did I fav, better
Dru. 1f you did, I care not. [me.
Caf. V'hen Ceefar Liv’d, he durflt not thus have mov’d
Bru. Peace, peace, you durft not {0 have tempted him,
Ca/f. 1durft not !
Bru. No.
Caf. What? durft not tempt him ?
Bru. For your life you durit not,
Ca/f. Do not prefume too much vpon my love;
I may do that I fhall be {orry for.
Brua. You have done that you fhould be forry far.
There 1s no terror, Ca// s, 1n your threats;
For I am armm’d fo much in honefty,
"I'hat they pafs by me, as the idle wind,
Which I refpet not. 1 did {end to you,
For certain fums of gold, which you deny’d me:
For I can raife no money by vile means ;
By heaven, 1 had rather coin my heart,
And drop my blood for drachma’s, thin to wring
From the hard hands of peafants their vile trafh,
By any indireétion, I did fend
To you for gold, to pay my legions,
Which you denied me: was that done like Cafius 2
Should 1 have anlwer’d Caius Ca/ffrus {0}
When Marcus Brutus grows {0 covetous,

D 4 To
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To lock fuch rafcal counters from his friends,
Be ready, Gods, with all your thunderbolts,
Dafh him to pteces*.
Ceo/. I deny’d you not.
bru. ¥ou did.
Caf. 1 cid not=—-=he was but a fool, g
That brought my anfwer back~~—Brazus hath riv'd my
heart,
A friend thould bear a friend’s infirmities,
But HBrusys makes mine greater than they are,
Bru. 1 do not, till you practife them on me.
{a/. You love me not,
Bra. 1 do net like your faults,
Ca/. A friendly eve could never fee fuch faults,
Era. A flatterer’s would not, tho’ they o appear
A< buge as high Ghmpus 1.
Caj. Come, Auntony, and young OfFavius, come;
Revenge yourleives alone on Caffius,
For Cafius 15 a-weary of the world ;
Hated by one he loves 3 brav’d by his brother s
Check’d Like a bondman 5 all his faults obferv’d 4
St 1n a note-Look, learn’d and conn’d by rote,
'f'o calt 1nto his teeth, O 1 could weep
My {pirit from mine eyes !—There is my dagoer,
And here my naked brealt —within, a heart,
Dearer than Plutys® mine, richer than golds
1t that thou be’ft a Roman, take it forth.
i, that deny’d thee gold, will give my heart;
Strike, as thou didft at Ce/far ; for I know,
When thou didft hate him worfl, thou lov’d{t him better,
"Than ever thou lov’d} Caflius.
Bru. Sheath your dagger;
Be angry when vou will, it fhall have {cope;
Do what you wiil, dithonour thall be humouy,
O Coffius, you are yoked with a lamb,
That carries anger, as the flint bears fire ;

* A glorious effuficn of an open, communicative friendfhip, here
burfts forth in a mejeftic flow of expreflion.
1 An admirable diftin€tion 15 here made between flattery and

friendfhip,
Who,
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Who, much enforced, thews a halty {park,
And fi-a’ght 1s cold again,

Caf. RHath Caffius 11v'd
T'o be but mirth and lnughter to his Brarus,

When grief and blood ill-temper’d vexeth him ?

Bru. When I {poke that, 1 was 1ll-temper’d too.

Ca/. Do you confefs {o much ? give me your hand.

Brux. And my heart too. [ Embracing,

Caf. O Brutus!

Bru. W hat’s the matter ?

Ca/. Have you not love enough to bear with me,
When that rafh humour which my mother gave me,
M ikes me forcetful ?

Bru. Yes, Caflius, and from henceforth,

When ycu are over-earnelt with your Bruzus,
He’ll think your mother chides, and leave you fo®,

Enter Trebonius.

Bru, B'd the com nanders, Trebonius,
Prepare to lodge their companies to-night.
Ca/. Then come youifelf, and bring Ca/fca with yoir
Immecdiztely to us. [ Exit Trebonius,
Bru. Lucius, a bowl of wie,
Ca/. I did nct thi~k ycu cou'd have been fo angry,
Bru. O Caffius, 1 am fick of many gniefs.
Ca/. Of your ph lofor hy you make no ufe,
If ycu give place to accidental evils,
Bru. INo maa bears {orrow better—Psr2i2’s dead,
C-f Bal Portial
Lirv. She 1s dead,
Caf. how *cap’d I killing, when I crofs’d you fo?
O 1mupy rtable ni toscning lofs !
Upon what tichnefs ?
Lro. TImmprient of mv abf{ nce,

And gric |, tnatvou. ~ U vins st h Mark A 1oy

* Sialefgeare bar int ~duced, a“er *h's { Lech, an ddch ~eéter of
aPoery to,j ktu ortive 1.7, wlici hive n rtr ec te
main acton, andturnirg a 2 tler flu™. 1 'nto n1l-timed, v opr -
fitavle la ¢1 1, icquilyc atgnelto c"hivien  Purnans hsm ¢
oj3*am .o n mayn r© ja n oftefiftilve , 3 nkitdor
S22 ¢ . rec uld never have fo wretchedly maT 1 the €t & o0 -

fHine a viou_w o 1c,
[D R Have
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Have made themfelves {o ftrong « (for with her de:
Thofe tidings came) with this e /2l didrazcs
And, her atrendancs ablens, fwallon & e

Ca/fl And dy’d 107

Bru. Even (o,

Ca/. O ye immortal Gods !

Enter Boy avith awine.

Bru. Speak no more of her ; give me a bowl of wi
In this I bury all unkindnefs, Caffius. [ Drint
Cha/. My heart is thirflty for that noble pledge,
Fuly Lucins, till the wine o’erfwell the cup ;
I cannot drink too much of Brutus’ love. .
Bra. Come in, good Cafca. Come, Trebonius,

Enter Calca and Trebonius.

Now {it we clofe about this taper here,
And call in queftion our neceflities.
Caf. O Pertia! art thou gone?
Bru. No more, 1 pray you—
Trebonius, 1 have here received letters,
‘That young O&awins, and Mark Antony,
Come down upon us with a mighty power,
Bending their expedition tow’rd Philippi.
“re. Mylelf have letters of the {elf-fame tenor.
Bru. With what addition ?
Zre. 'That by Profcription and bills of Qutlawry,
Odavius, Anteny, and Lepidus,
Have put to death an-hundred {enators.
Caf. Cicero one }=-
Tre. Cicerois dead 3 and by that order of Profcription
Had you your letters from your wife, my lord ?
Bru. No, Trebonius,
Zre. Nor nothing in your letters writ of her?
Bru. Nothing, Trebonius.
Yre. 'T'hat, methinks, 1s ftrange,
Bru, Why afk you ? hear you ought of her in yours!
Yre. No, my lord,
Bru., Now, as you are a Roman, tell me true.
Sre. Then like a Roman bear the truth I tell;
For certain fhe 1s dead, and by flrange manner.
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Bru. * Why, farewel Portia~we muft die, Trebenius.
With meditating that fhe muft die once,
Y have the patience to endure it now.
Zre. Lv'n {o great men great lofles thould endure.
Ca/. I have as much of this in art as you,
But yet my nature could not bear 1t fo.
Bru. Well, to our work alive, What do you think
Of marching to Phil:ppi, prefently?
Ca/. 1 do not think it good.
Bru. Your reafon ?
Ca/. Thisitis:
T'1s better that the enemy feek us ;
So fhall he wafte his means, weary his foldiers,
Doing himfelf offence ; whillt we lying itill,
Are full of reft, defence, and nimblenefs.
Bru. Good reafons muft of force give place to better.
The people, *twixt Philipp: and this ground,
Do ftand but in a forc’d affection ;
For they have grudg’d us contribution,
The enemy, marching along by them,
By them fhall make a fuller number up ;
Come on refrefht, new added, and encourag’d:
From which advantage fhall we cat him off,
If at Philipp; we do face him there,
‘Thefe people at our back.

Ca/. Hear me, good brother
Bru. Under your pardon.~—You muft note, befide,

That we have try’d the utmoft of our friends ;
Our legions are brim full, our caufe is ripe 3
The enemy increafeth, every day,

We, at the height, are ready to decline.

+ There 1s a ude 1n the affairs of men,

Which, taken at the flood, leads on to fortune;
Omitted, all the voyage of their 1 fe,

1s bound in fhallow~, and 1n miferies,

QOn fuch a full {fea are we now a-float 3

* This thort ftroke of exclamatory refignation is truly chara&eriftic,

and what follows admirably philvfophical,
+ This beautiful and juft remark on the critical ft te of humin
nature, claims our warmeft apirobation, and ought to be held 1n

geneialy as wil as Jafting remembiances

D6 And
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And we muft take the current when it ferves,
Or lofe our ventures.

Ca/. Then, with your will, goon: We will along-
Ourfelves, and meet them at Philippi.

Bru. The deep of night is crept upon our talk,
And nature muit obey neceility.
"There 1s no more to {ay.
Caf. No more; good night j—
Early to-morrow will we rife and hence.
Bru. Noble, noble Caffius,
ood night, and goed repofe b
Ca/. O my dear brother I
This was an 1ll beginning of the night =
Never come {uch divifion ’tween our fouls 3
l.et 1t not, Bratus!

Enter Lucius.

Bru. Eviery thing 1s well.
Cafea. Good night, lord Brutss,.

Bru. Farewel, every cne. L Exeunts
Where 1s thy inftrument 2

Luzc, Here, 1n the tent.

Bru. What, thou {peak’ft drowfily ?
Poor knave, I blame thee not; thou art o’erwatch’d.
Call Claudius and fome other of my men;

Y1l bave them {leep on cufhions in my tent..
Luc, Varro and Claudius !

Enter Varro and Claudius.
Var, Calls my lord ?
Bru. 1 pray you, f{irs, lie in my tent, and fleep;
It may be I {hall raife you, by and by,
On bufinefs to my brother Caflus.

Var. So pleafe yon, we will ftand and watch you:
pleafure.

- Bru. T will not have 1t {fo: lie down, good firs.
Cantt thou hold up thy heavy eyes a while, [70 Lug
And touch thy inftrument, a ftrain or two?

Luc. Ay, my lord, an’t pleafe you.

Bru. It does, my boy ;
i trouble thee too much ; but thou art willing.

Luco It 1s my duty, fir»
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Bra. I fhould not urge thy duty pa‘t thy might;

I know young bloods look for a time of reit.

Luc. 1 have lept, my lord, already.

Dru. [t was well done, and thou fhalt {leep again ;
I will not hold thee long., It I do live,
I will be good to thee. [ Mufic,
This is a {leepy tune—0O murd’rous lumber !
Lay’ft thou thy leaden mace upon my boy *,
That plays thee mufic? gentle knave, good night;
I will not do taee to much wrong to wake thee.
If thou doft nod thou break’ft thy inftrument;
P’ll take 1t from thee; and, good boy, good night:
But let me fee—1s not the leaf turn’d down,
Where I left reading ¢ here it 1s, I think.

| He fits down to recd.,

Enter the Gheft of Cafar.

How ill this taper burns!—ha! svho comes here ?
T think it 1s the weaknefs of mine eyes,
'That thapes this monitrous apparition—
It comes upon me—Art thou any thing ?
Art thou fome God, fome Angel, or fome Devil,
That mak’tt my blood cold, and my hair to itare?
Speak ta me, what thou art.
Ghoft. Thy evil fpirit, Bratus,
Bru. Why com’tt thou?
Ghof?. Vo tell thee, thou fhalt fee me at Philippi.
Bru. Then, I fhall {ee thee again—
Ghoff. Ay, at Philipps. [Exit Ghell.
Bru. Why I will fee thee at Philipps, then,.—
Now I have taken heart, thou vanifheft :
Il fpirit, I would hold more talk with thee.
Boy, Lucius! Varro! Claudius ! Sirs! awake!
Claudius ! Varre! awake.
Var. My lord!
Claz. My lord !
Bru. Why did you fo cry out, firs, 1n your fleep ?
Both., Did we, my lord ?
Bru. Ay, faw you any thing ¢

* Another pleafing inftance of Bruzus’s tender difpofition, chari®e
angly expreiied,
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Var. No, my lord, I faw nothing.
Clau. Nor I, my lord.
Bru. Go, and commend me to my brother Ca/ffus ;
Bid him fet on his pow’rs betumes before,
And we will follow.
Both, It thall be done, my lord. [ Exeunt,
Bru. * Sure they have rais’d fome devil to their aid,
And think to frighten Brautus with a fhade ;
But ere the night clofes this fatal day
I’ll fend more ghofls, this vifit to repay +.

ACT V,

SCENGE, T%e Fields of Philippi, avith the tawo Camps,

Enter OQavius, Antony, aznd their army.

OW, Antony, our hopes are anfwered.

You faid the enemy would not come Gown,
But keep the hills and upper regions ;

It proves not {o; their battles are at hand ;

'T'hey mean to warn us at Philipp: here,
Anfwering before we do demand of them.

Anrt. Tut, I am in their bofoms, and I know

Wherefore they do it ; they could be content

To vifit other places, and come down

I With fearful bravery ; thinking by this face,
"T'o faften in our thoughts that they have courage.
But ’tis not fo,

Euter Antony’s Serwant.

Me/. Prepare you, generals;

OC—?ﬁZ ¢

* As thefe four uncharateriftic, bouncing lines are ufed 1n repre.
fentation, by way of fending the actor off with a flourifh, we infert
them ; though very difgracetul to Brutus and Soagefpeare: we hawe
feen the ghoft introduced a fecond time ; but fuch an addition is in-
fufterable.

+ After {o fine, fo powerful, fo luxurianat an effufion of genius as
the third, no author but §hakz[pcare cculd have {uftained the fourth
a& with fuch ability.

1 Fearful brawvery is rather a licertious expreffion ; but es 1t obyie
oufly 1mplies affedted refolutior, accompanied with rt:al timidity, we

know not whether it deferves cenfure or no, -
¢
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The enemy comes on in gallant thew;
Their bloody firn of battle 1s hung out,
And fometning to be done immed:ately.
Ant. Ofavius, lead your batile foftly on,
Upon the left hand of the even field.
Oca. Upon the ri_ht hand I, keep thou the left.
Art. Why do you crofs me in this exigent?
O&a. 1 do not crofs you 3 butl will do fo. [March.

Drum. Enter Brutus, Caflius, and their army.

Bru. They fland, and would have parley *,
Words before blows : Is it fo, countrymen ?
O¢fa. Not that we love words better, as you do.
Bru. Good words are better than bad &rokes, O&avius.
Ant. In your bad ﬁl‘okes, Brm‘za;, you give good words,
Witnefs the hole you made in Cz/ar’s heart,
Crying, ¢ long live! hail, Cz/ar !
Caf. Antony,
The pofture of your blows are yet unknown ;
But for your words, they rob the Hyb/a bees,
And leave them honeylefs.
Ant. Not {tinglefs, too ?
Bru. O yes, and {oundiefs too:
For you have ftole their buzzing, Antony ;
And very wifely threat before you fting.
Ant. Villains ! you did not fo, when your vile daggers
Hack’d one another in the fides of Ce/ar.
You fhew’d your teeth like apes, and fawn’d like hounds,
And bow’d like bond-men, kiffing Cz/ar’s feet ;
Whillt damned Cafea, like a car behind,
Struck Cwe/ar on the neck. O flatterers !
Ca/f. Flatterers! now, Prutus, thank yourfelf;
This tongue had not offended {o to-day,
If Cafius might have rul’d.
O¢&a. Come, come, the caufe: If arguing make us
{iveat,
The proof of it will turn to redder drops.
Behold, I draw a {word again{t confpirators ;
When think you that the {word goes up again ?

* This parley, among the chiefs, 1s fupported with great fpirit¢
they fay much in few words,
Never,
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Never, ’tll Cz/ar’s three-and-twenty wounds-
Be well aveng’a; or ’till another Cz/ar
Have added flaugiter to the {ivord of traitors.

Bra, Cefar, thou can’ft not die by traitors hands,,.
Unlefs thea biimo’{t them with thee.

O&a. 57 i hope ;
I was not boin to die en Bratus’ {word.

Bra. O, 1f tnou wert the noblelt of thy firain,
Young man, thou coculd’ft not die more honourable,

Cz/. A pecvifr {chool-boy, worthlefs of fuch honour y
Join’d with a2 m-“zer and a reveller.

Arnt. Old Cafrus f1i] | e e

Olia, Come, dntony, away ;
Defiance, traitors, hurl we in your teeth :
If you care fight to-day, come to the field ;
If not, wzen you have {tomachs.

| Zxewar OQtavius, Antony, and army,

Cafi Wiy, now blow wind, {well billow, and {wim
bark !
'Lhe ftorm 15 up, and all is on the hazard t.
The

1 The following converfation between Caflius and Cafea is fome-
times, but very-imoroperly, rejefted by the ftage: it is a fine pilture
of that impreflion which ominous appearances made on the braveft
Remans, and ever will make on the wifeft, and moft refolute, where.
{ych prediltive chimeras are countenanced,

Caf, Cafca,
Cafca, Wihat [ays my general 2
Cai, Calca,
This is my birth-day 5 as this wery day
Was Caflivs born, Give me thy band, good Cafca s
Be thou my witrefsy that againft my wwill,
As Pomvey wwas, am I compell’d 10 [et,
Upon onc baitle a [ orr liberties.
Yen knew that I l.[d Epicurus frorg,
Ard bis opinion 5 now Lehange my mind 3
A ;meffj credit things that do prefage.
Lo frﬂm S 11'{115} on our foremoft enfign
20 m;gr!f“ g S feﬁ and tbere tihi:y pcrrb d3
G g ng ane jeediry from our foldiers hands,
#. 5 Ph .. ry Lore conforted us @
T morting ore they ] Gl away and gone,
Ll n .!‘/:?EH freacs, o ravens, crows, and kites

Ily o’cr our beads 5 arnd dgwnepard look ont usy
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The Gods to-day ftand friendly ; that we may,
Lovers in peace, lead on our days to age!
But fince the affairs of men reft ftill incertain,
Let’s reafon with the worft that may befal.

If we do lofe this battle, then 1s this

The very lait time we fhall {peak together.
What are you then determined to do?

Bru. Ev’n by the rule of that philofophy,
By which I did blame Cazo, for the death
Which he did give himfelf; 1 know not how,
But I do find 1t cowardly and vile,

For fear of what might fall, {o to prevent

The time of life, arming myfelf with patience,
To ftay the providence of fome high powers,
That govern us below +.

Caj. Then, if we lofe this battle,

You are contented to be led in triumph
‘Through the ftreets of Rome 2

Bru. No, Caffius, no ; think not, thou noble Roman,
That ever Brutus will go bound to Rome ;

He bears too great 2 mind. But this fame day
Muft end that work the i1des of Alarch begun ;
And whether we fhall meet again, I know not ;
Therefore our everlafting farewel take ;

For ever, and for ever, farewel, Caffius!

If we do meet again, why we fhall {mile ;

If not, why then this parting was well made.

Caf. For ever, and for ever, farewel, Brutus!
If we do meet again, we’ll {mile indeed ;

If not, ’tis true, this parting was well made.

Bru. Why then, lead on. O that a man might know

As we quere fickly prey 5 their fhadows [cem
A canopy noft fataly under wbich
Our army lics ready to give the ghoff.
Cafca. Believe not fo,
Caf. I lut belie eit gartly;
For Iam frefb of [pirity and refo'v’d
To meet all perd wvery corflantly.

+ Tho” Brutus, by fuicide, alts contrary to this noble fentiment,
yet does 1t not lose any of 1ts force; but mufl ever appear a gem in
realon’s eye, though unacquainted with Chriftianity, 1a which fuch
a principle {s peculiarly fuitable,

The
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'The end of this day’s bufinefs, ere it come!
But 1t fufficeth that the day will end ;
And then the end is known. Come, ho, away. [Exan

Alarm. Exter Brutus qud Trebonius.

Bra. Hafte, hafte, 7redonius, hafte, and give thefe bill
Unto the legions, on the other fide, [ Loud alarn,
Let them fet on at once : for I perceive
But cold demeanor in O&awvixs’ wing,

And {udden puth gives them the overthrow;
Hatte, hafte, Trebonius ; let them all come down. [ Exeun,

Alarm, Enter Caflius and Calca.

Cz/. O look, good Cafra, look, the villains fiy !
Myv{clf have to mine own turn’d encmy :
This enfign here of mine was turning back,
I fiew the coward, and did take it from him.

Cafca. O Caffius, Brutus gave the word too early;
Who having fome advantage on Ofavius,

'Took it too eagerly ; his foldiers fell to {poil,
Whillt we by Anteny were all inclos’d.

Enter Pindarus.

Pin. Fly further off, my lord, fly further off.
Mark Antony 1s in your tents, my lord ;
Fly therefore, noble Cafius, fly far off.
Ca/. This hill is far enough., Lock, look, my Ca/s
Are thole my tents, where I perceive the fire?
Cajca. 'They are, my lord.
Ca/f. Cafca, if thou lov’ft me,
Mount thou my torfe, and hide thy fpurs in him,
'T'ill he hath brought thee up to yonder troops,
And here again ; that I may reft aflur’d,
Whether yon troops are friend or enemy.
Cafia. I will be here again, ev’n with a thought, [ Exit
Caf. Go, Pindarus, get higher on that hill,
My fight was ever thick ; keep thine on Cafca.
And tell me what thou not’ft about the field.
This day I breathed fitft ; time is come round 3
And where 1 did begin, there fhall I end ;
My life has run its compafs. Now, what news?
Pind, {above.] Oh, my lord ! 3
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Ca/. What news ?
Pind. Caf a is inclofed round about
W ith horfemen, that make to him on the {pur;
Yot he fpurs on.  Now they are almoft on him :
N w, Cfea, now! fome light ~h, he lights t00—m
Hels ta’en—and hark, they fhout for joy. [ Shouts.
Ca/. Come down, behold no more;
Oh, coward that I am, to live {o long,
To {ce my bel friend ta’en before my face!

Enter Pindarus.

Come hither, firrah.

In Parthia did I take thee prifoner;

And then I fwore thee, faving of thy life,

'That whatfoever I did bid thee do,

Thou fhouldft attempt it. Come, now keep thine oath,

Now, be a freeman ; and with this good fword,

That ran throu h Cz/ar’s bowels, fearch this bofom.

Stand not to an{wer ; here, take thou the hilt:

And when my face is cover’d, as ’tis now,

Guide thou the {word— Cez/ar, thou art reveng’d,

Ev’n with the fivord thar kill’d thee——  [Kills bim/elf.
Pind. So, I am free ; yet would not fo have been,

Durft I have done my will. Oh, Cafrus !

Far from this country Piundarus fhall run,

Where never Romarn (hall take note of him., [Exit.

Enter Trebonius and Cafca.

Tre. It is but change, gond Cafea: for OZavius
Is overthrown by noble Bruzus’ power,
As Caffius’ legions are by 4 ueny.
Cafca. Thefe tidings will well comfort Ca/ffrus.
Y re. Where did you ltave him ¢
Cuajca. All diiconfolate,
With Pizndarus his bondman, on this hill.
7 re. Is not that he that lies vpon the ground ?
Cajca. He lies not like the hving, Oh my heart!
T re. Is not that he ?
Cajca. No, this was he, Trebonius ;
But Caffius 1s no more! Oh, etting {un'!
As in thy red rays thou doit firk, to night,
S0 1n his red biocod, Cafius’ day is fet ; T
G
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The {un of Rome 1s fet! our day 1s gone;
Clouds, dews, and dangers come ; our deeds are done,
Miftruft of my fuccels hath done this deed.
Tre. Miftruit of good {uccels hath done this deed.
Cafca. What, Pindarus ! where art thou, Pindarus?
Tre. Seek him, whilit [ go meet the noble Bruzus,
With tidings of this finht.
Cafea. Hie you, Trebonius,
And [ will feek for Pindarus, the while. [ Exit Tre,
Why didft thon fend me forth, brave Caffius !
Did I not meet thy friends, and did not they
Puat on my brows this wreath of victory,
And bid me ¢ive it thee ; didit thou not hear their fhouts?
Alas, thou iait mifconftru’d ev’ry thing.
But hold ihee, take this garland on thy brow.
'Thy Brutus bid me give 1t thee; and 1
Will do his bidding. Brutus, come apace;
And fee how I regarded Caius Caffius.
By your leave, gods—-—--——T‘us 1s a Roman’s part,
[Stabs himflf.

Come Caffius’ fword, and find out Ca/ea’s heart.

Alarum. Eunter Brutus, Trebonius, Decius, Cinna, ard
Metellus,

Bru, * Where, where, Trebonius, doth his body lie?
Zre. Lo, yonder, and Cafca mourning it.
Bru. Cafca’s face 1s upward.
Are yet two Romans living, {uch as thefe ?
'The laft of all the Romans ! fare thee well ;
It is 1mpofiible that ever Rowme
Should breed thy fellow., Friends, I owe more teats
'T'o this dead man, than you fhall fee me pay,
Oh, Fulius Ce/ar, thou art mighty yet,
Thy fpirit ftalks abroad, and turns our fivords
Into our own proper entraiis.
Come, let us to the field, and yet ere nwht,
We’ll try our fortunes in a {econd fight. [ Exeunt,

* The hurry of a battle is neceflarily confufed, wherefore as little
dialogue thould be introduced, as poflible ; the original is accerdingly
in Yeprefentation confiderabiy reduced, and the cataftrophe broughe on
with more fpirit,
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Enter feveral Soldiers, awith Tre. prifoner, meetiny Ant,
1 Sold, Here comes the general:

Brutus 1s ta’en, Brutus is ta’en, my lord.

At Where 15 he ?
Tre. Safe, Antony; Brutus is {afe enough,

I dare affure thee that no enemy

Shall ever take zlive the noble Brutus :

The gods defen ! him from fo great a thame!

When you vo find him, or alive, or dead,

He will be found like Brarus, like him{elf.

Ant, This 1s not Brutus, fricnd, but I affure you

A prize no lefs in worth ; keep this man fafe,

Give him all kindnefs. [ had rather have

Such men my friends than enemies. Go on,

And fee 1f Brutus be alive or dead ;

And bring us word unto O&avius’ tent,

How every thing hath chanc’d. [ Exeunt.

Ewurer Brutus, Dec,us, Metellus, and Cinna.
Bru., Come, poor remains of friends, reft here.

Slaytng 1s the word ;

It 1s a deed in fathion. Hark thee, Decius. [Whifpering.
Dec, What 1, my lord ? nn, not for all the world.
Bru., Peace then, no words.

Dec, T'll rather kil? 1. - elf,

Bru. Come hither, gooi B3 zellus 3 1ift a word.
Det. What {fays my lord ?

Bru. Why, this, Metellus ;

The gholt of Ce/ar hath appear’d to me,

'T'wo feveral times by night; at §-rdis, once;

And, this Jaft night, here in Phi.ippi fields.

I know my hour is come.

Met. Not fo, my lord.
Bru, Nay, I am fave 1t 15, Metellus.

Thou feeft the world, Afezellus, how it goes ;

Our enemies have beat us to the pit: [ Alarum,

It 1s more worthy to leap in curfelves,

Than tarry ’till they puth us. Good Metellus,

Thou know’ft that we two went to fchool together ;

Even for that, our love of old, I pr'ythee,

Hold thou my {word’s hilt, while I run on it.

Metr. That’s not an ofiice for a friend, my lord.
1 { dlarum fill
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Bru. Why then, farewel;
My heart hath joy, that yet in all my life,
I found no man, but he was true to me.
I thall have glory by this lofing day.
Retire, and let me think a whilew=
Now, one laft look, and then, farewel to all;
Scorning to view bis country’s awrongs,
Thus Brutus alaays firikes for liverty.
Poor flavifh Rome, fareawel *,

Cz/ar, now be ftill ;
1 kill’d not thee with half {o good a will. OQh!
[ He rans on bis fword, and dis

Alarum. Retreat. Enter Antony and O&avius, win
Trebonius prifoner.
Ant. Whom mourn you over ?
Met, > T'is Brutus.
Tre. So Brutus thould be found. Thank
Thee, noble Brutus, that thou haft
Proved Zrebonius’ {aying true.
Ant. This was the nobleft Roman of them all +;
All the confpiramrs, fave only bhe,
Did that they did 1n envy of great Cee/ar
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 1n him, that Nature might ftand up,
And fay to all he woitld 5 ¢ This was a man ¥’
O&a. According to his virtue let us ufe him ;
With all refpedt and rites of burial.
Within my tent his bones to-night fhall lie,
Moft like a foldier, order’d honourably,
So call the field to relt 3 and let’s away,
To part the glories of this happy day. [ Zxeunt omaei

% The italick lines are not Shakelpeare’s, but not improperly in
troduced,

4+ This elogium of Antony’s upon a dead foe, is elegant, compres
henfive, and generous ; might not the piece better conclude here i
But Sbake[peare probably found the neccflity-of bumouring the muli
tude, with a rhyme at the end ; though by the negligent manner i
which it is apparently executed, in other parts of his works, as well
as this, it is evident in how contemptible a light he held it,

The End of Jurius CxEsar,



