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JULIUS

F

CASAR.

o Attus Primus.

Enter Flavius, Muiellus, and certain Commoners over
the Stage,

Flav " Ence: home you idle Creatures, get you home:
Is this a Holy.day? What, know you not

(Being Mechanical) you ought not walk
Upon a labouring day, without the fign
O1 your Profeflion ?. Speak, what Trade art thou ?

Car. Why Sir, a Carpenter.

Mar, Whereis thy Leather Apron, and thy Rule?
Vhat doft thou with thy beft apparel on?

You lir, what Trade are you?

Cob. Truly Sir, in refpect of a fine workman, I am but
a5 you would fay, a Cobler,

Mur. But what Trade art thou? anfiver me diretly,

¢ob. A Trade, Sir, that 1 hope | may ufe with a fafe
Coufcicnce, which isindecd, Sir, a meader of bad foals.

Fla, What Trade thou Knave? Thou naughty Knave,
what Trade?

Cubo Nay 1 befiech you Sir, be not out with me: yet
if yoube one Sir, [ can mend you.:

Mur. What meai?t thou by that : Mend me, thou
fawcy (:llow ?

Cob. Why Sic, Cobble you.

Fls. Thouarta Cobler, art thou?

Cub. Truly Siry all that 1 live by is with the Awl: 1
meddle withno Tradefinans matters, nor Womans mat-
ters; but withal, Tam indecd, Sit a Surgeon to old Shaocs,
when they are in great danger, 1 recover them.  As pro-
per men as ever trod upon Neats-Leather, have gone up-
onmy handy work, :

Flr. Bur whercfore art not in thy Shop to day ?

Why dolt thou leid thefe men about the Rreets?

Cob, Truly Sir, to wear out their Shooes, to_get my
fR!f into morc work. But indeed Sir, we make Holy-day
to fee Cafar, and to rejoyce in his Trinmph.

v, Wherefore vejoyce?

What Conqus [t brings he home ?

What Tributaries follow him to Rome,

To grace in Captive Bonds his Chariot Whecls ? ,
You blocks, you ftones, you worfe than fenfelefs things
0 you hard hearts, you cruel men of Rome,

Ktew you not Pompey many a time and oft ?

Have you climb’d vp to Walls and Battlements,
To Towers and Windows? Yeato Chimney tops,
Your Infantsin your Arms, and there have fate
The live-long day with patient expetation,

To fic great Pompey pafs the freets of Rome :

Aud when you faw hi Chariot but appear,

Have you not made an Univerfal hout,

That Tyber trcmbled underncath her banks

Scena Prima.

To hear the replication of your founds,
Made in her Concave Shores ?
And do you now put on your beftattire?
Aud do you now cull out an Holy-day ?
And do you now ftrew Flowers in his way,
That comes in Triumph over Pompey's {loodl
Be gone,
Run to your Houfes, fall upon your knecs,
Peay to the Gods to intermit the Plague
That needs muft light on this ingratitude,
Fla. Go, go, good Countrymen, and for this fault
Allemble all the poor men of your fort ;
D:aw them to Tyber banks, and weep your tears
Into the Channel, till the loweft ftrcam
Do kils the moft exalted Shores of all.
[ Exeunt all the Commoners.
See where their bafeft mettle be not mov'd,
They vanifh tongue-ty’d in their guiltinefs :
Go you down that way towards the Capitol,
This way will I: Difrobe the lmages,
1€ you do find them deck’d with Cercmonics.
Mur. May wedo fo?
You know it isthe Feaft of Lupercal,
Fla, Itisnomatter, let no Images
Be hung with the Ceflr’s Trophies: I'll about,
And drive away the Vulgar from the ftreets ;
So do you too, where you perceive them thick.
Thefe growing Feathers, pluck’d from Cefar’s wing,
Will make him fly an ordinary pitch,
Who elfe would forc above the view of men,
And keep us all in fervile fearfulnefs. [Exennts
Enter Caefar, Antony for the Courfe, Calphurnia, Portia,
Decius, Cicero, Brutus, Caffivs, Caska, a Sooth-
fayer : afrer them Murellus and Flavius,

Cuf. Calphurnia,

(:k, Peace ho, Cafar [peaks,
Caf. Cilphurnia,

Calp. Heremy Lord.

Cyf. Stand you dircétly in Antonio’s way,
When he doth run his coutfe.  eAntonio.

Anty Cefar, my Lord.

Cef. Forget not in your fpecd, Anronio,
To touch Calphurnia : tor our Elders fay,
The barren touched in this holy chafe,
Shake off their fteril curfe,

Ant. 1 hall remember

| When Cefar fays, Do this; it is perform’d,

Czf. Seton, and leave no Ceremony out.

Sooth, Cafirs .
Cef.
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Cef. Ha! Who calls?

Ca k. Bid every noife be ftill : peace yet again,

Cef. Whoisitin the prefs, that calls on me ?

1 hear a tongue fhriller than all the Mufick
Cry, Cefar : Speak, Cefar is turn’d to hear,

Sooth. Beware the Ides of Marchs

Cqf What man is that ?

Br. A Sooth-fayer bids you beware the Ides of March,

Cef. Set him before me, let me fee his face,

Caffi, Fellow, come from the throng, look upon Cefar.

Cef. What fay'ft thou to me now ? Speak once again.

Soath, Beware the lacs of March.

Cef. Heisa Dreamer, let us lcave him: Pafs,

Senates Exeunt, Manent Brut, ¢ Cafli,

Caffi. Will you go fee the order of the courfe ?

Brut. Not I,

Cuffi. I pray you do,

Rrue, 1am not Gamefom : 1 do lack fome part
Of that quick Spirit that is in Aurony :

Let me not hinder Caffinm, your defires 3
1’1l leave you,
+ Caffi. Brutus, 1 do obferve you now of late :
[ hiave not fromyour cyes that gentlenefs
And fhew of Love, as [ was wont to have
You bear too ftubborn, and too ftrange a hand
Over your Friends, that love you,
Bris. Caffis, .
Be not deceiv’d ¢ if Ihave veild my look,
I tuen the trouble of my Countenance
Meerly upon my felf, ~ Vexed I am
Of late, with paflions of fome difference,
Conceptions only proper to my felf,
Which give fome foil (perhaps) to my Behaviours :
But let not therefore my good friends be griev’d
(Among which number Caffius be you one)
Nor conftrue any further my neglect,
Than that poor Brutus with himfelf at War,
Forgets the fhews of Love to other men.

Caffi. Then Brurms, [ have much miftook your paffion,
B{ means whereof, this Breaft of mine hath buried
Thouglts of great value, worthy Cogitations.

Tell me good Brutw, can you fec your face ?

Brie No Caffins :
For the eye fees not himfelf: but by reflection;
By fome other things.

Caffi. *Tis juft,
And it is very wuch lamented, Brusus,
That you have no fuch mirrors, as will turn
Your hidden worthinefs into your eye,
That you might fee your fhadow:
[ have heard,
Where many of the beft refpect in Rome,
(Except Immortal Cefar) fpcaking of Brutus,
And groaning underneath this ages yoak,
Have will’d that Noble Bratus had his cyes.

Bru, Into what dangers would you
Lead me, Caffim 2
That you would have me feck into my felf,

For that which is not in.me?

(offi. Therefore good Brutus be prepar’d to hear ;
And fince you know you cannot fee your felf
So well as by reflection; 1 your Glafs,

Will modeftly difcover to your felf

That of your felf, which yet you know not of,

And be not jealous on me, gentle Brutus,

Were | a common Laughter, or did ufe

To ftalc with ordinary Oaths my Love

To every new Proteftor : if you know,

That T do fawn on men, and hug them hard,

And after fcandal them : or if you know,

That I profefs in Banqucting

To all the Rout, then hold me dangerous.
Flourifh and Shone.

Bru, What means this Shouting 7

I do fear the people choofe Cefirr
For their King.
Cuffr. 1, do you fearit?
Then muft [ think you would not have it fo,
Bru. 1 would not, Caffins, yet 1 love him well
But whercfore do you hold me here fo long 2
What isit, that you would impart to me?
If it be ought toward the gencral good,
Sct Honour in one eye, and Death i'tlPother,
And I will look on both indiffcrently :
For let the Gods fo fpeed me, as 1 love
The name of Honour, more than [ fear Death.
Caffi. L know that vertuc to be in you, Zruus,
As well as [ do know your outward favour,
Well, Honour is the Subject of my Story :
| cannot tell, what youand other men
Think of this life : But my fingle felf,
I had as licf not be, as live to be
In awe of fuch a thing, as I my felf,
1 was born free as Cefar, fo were you,
We both have fed as well, and we can both
Endure the Winters cold, as well as he,
For once upon a Raw and Gufty Day,
The troubled Tybér chafing with her Shores,
Cefar fays to me, dar’ll thou € affins now
Leap in with me into this angry Flood,
And fwim to yonder Point ¢ Upon the word,
Accounted as | was, I plunged in,
And bad him follow : foindeed he did.
The Torrent roar’d, and wedid bunffec ic
With luity Sinews, throwing it afide,
And flemming it with hearts of Controverfic,
But ¢’re we could arrive the Point propos'd,
Cefar cry'd, Help me Caffius, or 1fink,
| (as eAneas, our great Anceltor,
Did from the Flames of Troy, upon his fhoulder
The old eAnchifes bear ) fo, from the Waves of Tyber
Did I the tired Cefr : And this Man
Is now become a God, and Caffius is
A wretched Creature, and muit bend his body,
If Cefur carelefly but nod on him,
He had a Feaver_ when he was in Spain
And when the Fit was on him, [ did matk
How he did thake : *Tis true, this God did fhake,
His Coward lips did from their colour flye,
And that famc eye, whole bend doth awe the World,
Did lofe his Lultre : I did hear him groan::
1, and that tongue of his that bad the Romans
Mark him, and writ his Speeches in their Books,
Alas! it cryed, Give me fomedrink, Titiuins,
As a fick Girl: Ye Gods, it doth amaze me,
A man of fuch a fecble temper Mhould
So get the Rart of the Majeftick Wotld,
And bear the Palm alonc,
Shont, Flourifh,
Bru, Another general fhout ?
[ dobelicve, that thefe applaufes arc
For fome ncw Honours that arc heap’d on Cefur.
Caffi. Why man, he doth beftride the narrow VVorld
Like a Coloffus, and we petty men
VValk under his huge Legs, and peep abont
To find our felves difhonourable Graves.
Men at fome time, are Mafters of their Fates,
The faule (dear Brutns) isnot in ovr Stars,
Butin our felves, that we are Underlings.
Brutus and Cafar: VVhat fhould be in that Cefar ?
Why fhould that name be founded more than yours ?
Write them together : yours is as fair a Name:
Sound them, it doth become the mouth as well,
VVeigh them, it isas heavy : Conjure with ’em man,
Brutus will ftart a Spirit as {oon as Cefor.
Now in the names of all the Gods ar once,
Upon what meat doth this our Cefar feed,
That he is grown fo great ? Age, thou art fham'd.
oNi,
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Rome, thou haft loft the breed of noble Blouds.
When went there by an Age, fince the great Flond,
But it was fan’d with more than with one man ?
When could they fay (till now) that talk’d of Reme,
That her wide walks incompaft but one man?

Now is it Roreindeed, and Room enough

When there is in it but one only man,

0! you and 1, have heard our Fathers fay,

There was a Brarus once, that would have brook'd
Ti cternal Devil to keep his State in Rome,

As cafily as a King.

Bra, That you do love me, I am nothing jealous:
What you would work me to, 1 have fome aim:
How I have thought of this, and of thefe times
1 tall recount hereafter: For this prefent,

1 would not fo (with love I might entreat you)
Be any further mov’d : What you have faid,

I will confider : what you have to fay

I will with patience hear, and find a time

Both meet to hear, and anfiwer fuch high things.
Tillthen, my noble Friend, chew upon this :
Brutw had rather be a Villager,

Than to repute himfIf a Son of Reme

Under thefe hard Conditions, as this time

Is like to lay upon us.

Caffi. 1am glad that my weak words
Have fttuck but thus much fhew ot fice from Brutw.

Enter Cfar and bis Train,

Bru. The Games are done,
And Cefar is returning.
Caffi. Asthey pafs by,
Pluck Caska by the Slecve,
And hewill (after his fowre fafhion) tell you
What hath proceeded worthy note to day.

Bru. 1willdo fo: butlook you, Ca@m,
The angry fpot doth blow on Cefars brow,
And all the reft look like a chidden train ;
Calphurnia’s Cheek is pale, and Qicero
Looks with fuch Ferree, and fuch fiery Eyes
As we have feen him in the Capitol
Being croft in Conference, by fome Senators,

Caffi. Caska will tell us what the matter is»

(af: Antonio,

Ant, Cofar.

Cef. Lct me have men about me that are fat,
Sleek-hcaded men, and fuch as ficep a nights :
Yond Caffius has a lean and hungey look,

He thinks toomuch : {uch men are dangerous.

Ante Fear him not, Cefar, he’s not dangerous,
He is a Noble Rgman, and well given,

Cef. Would he were fattery But Ifear mnot:
Yet if my name were liable to fear,

1 do not know the man I fhould avoid,
So foon as that fpare Caffius, He reads much,
He isa great Obferver, and he looks
Quite through the Deeds of men. He loves no Playes,
As thou doft dnrony : he hears no Mulfick :
Seldom he finiles, and fimiles in fuch a fort
As if he mock’d himfelf, and fcornd his fpirit
That could be mov'd to fmile at any thing,
Such men as he, be never at hearts ¢afe
Whiles they behold a greater than themfelves,
And therefore are they very dangerous,
1 rather tell thee what is to be fear'd,
Than what 1 fear: for always Iam Cefar,
Come on my right hand, for this Ear is deaf,
And tell me truly, what thou think’ft of him.
Sennits
LExeunt Czefac and his Train

Cask, You pull'd me by the Cloak, would you fpeak
with me?

Bra, | Cuskay tell us what hath chancd to day-

That Cefar looks {0 fad.

Cask. Why you were with him, were you not ?

Bru, 1 thould not then ask Caska what had chapc’d,

Cask. Why there was a Crown offer’d him y and being
offer’d him, he put it by with the back of his hand thus,
and then the people fella fhouting.

Bru, What was the fecond noife for ?

(ask, Why for that too,

Caffi. They fhouted thrice: what was the laft cry for ?

Cask, Why for that too.

Bra, Was the Crown offer’d him thrice ?

. Cask. 1 macry was’t, and he put ic by thrice, every
time gentler than other; and at every putting by, mine
honelt Neighbours fhouted,

Caffi. Who offer’d him the Crown ?

Cask, Why, Antony.

Bra, Tell us the manner of it, gentle Caska.

Cask, 1 canas well be hang’d as tell the manner of it:
It were meer Foolery, I did not markit, I faw Ak
Antony offer him a Crown, yet *twas not a Crown neither,
*twas one of thefe Coronets : and as| told yov, he put it
by once: but for all that, to my thinking, he would fain
have bad it. Then he offercd it to him again: then he
putit byagain: but to my thinking , he was very loth
to lay his Fingers oft it. And then he offered it the third
time:: he put it the third time by, and ftill as he refus’d
it, the rabblement houted, and clapp’d their chopt hands,
and threw up their fweaty Night-Caps, and uttered fuch
a deal of ftinking breath, becaufe Cefar refus’d the
Crown, that it _had (almoft) choaked Cefar : for he
fwoonded , and fell downat it: And for mine own part,
Idurft not laugh, for fear of opening my Lips, and re-
ceiving the bad Air.

Caffi. But foft 1 pray you: what did Cefar fiwound ?

Cask. He fell down in the Market-place, and foam’d
at mouth, and was fpeechlefs,

Brut, *Tis very like he hath the falling-ficknefs.

Caffi. No, Cefur hathitnot: butyou, and I,

And honeft Caska, we have the falling ficknefs,

Cusk, 1know not what you mean by that, but 1 am fure
Cafar fell down, if the tag rag people did not clap him,
and hifs him, according as he pleas’d,, and difpleas'd
them, as they ufe to do the Players in the Theatee, I am
notrue man,

Brur, What faid he, when he came unto himfelf?

Cask, Marry, before he fell down, when he perceiv’d
the common Herd was glad he refusd the Crown, he
plucke me ope his Doubler, and offer’d them his Throat
tocut: and 1 had been a man of any Occupation,, if 1
would not have taken him at a word, 1would I might
go to Hell among the Rogues, and fo he fell.  When
he came to_ himfelf again, he faid, 1f he had done, or
faid any thing amifs, he defir'd their worfhips to think
it was his infirmity. Three or four Wenches where I
ftood , cryed, Alas good Soul, and forgave him with
all their hearts: But there’s no heed to be taken ofthem s
if Cefar had ftabb’d their Mothers, they would have done
no lefs.

Brut, And after that, he came thus fad away.

Cask, 1.

Caffi, Did Cicero fay any thing?

Catk, 1, he fpoke Greek,

Caffi. Towhat effect ?

Cask, Nay, and I tell you that, Ple ne’re look you i’ th’
face again. But thoft that under(tood him, fimil'd at one
another, and fhook their heads: but for mine own partit
was Greek tome, I could tell you more news too: Mu-
vellus and Flevim, for pulling Scarffs off Cefars Images,
are put to filence, Fare you well. There was more Foolery
yet, if 1 could remember it,

(affi. Will you fup with me to night, Caska?

Cask, No, I am promis'd forth,

, Caffi. Will you dine with me to morrow?

Cask,
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Cuark, 1, il 1bz alive, and your mind hold, and your
Dinncr worth the cating,
Caffi. Good, 1 will expect you.
Cusk, Dofo: farewel both. LExit.
Bru, What a blunt fellow is this grown to be?
He was quick Mettle, when he went toSchool.
Caffi. So ishe now, in Exceution
Of any bold or noble Enterprize,
How-cver he puts on this tardy form:
This Rudencfs isa Sawce to his good wit,
Which gives men ftomach to digelt his words
With betcer Appetites.
Brot, Andfoitis:
For this time 1 will leave you :
To morrow if you pleaft to fpeak with me,
{ will come home to you 3 or if you will,
Come home to me, and | will wait for you,
Caffi, Lwill dofo: till then, think of the World,
: [Exir Brutus,
Well Bratus, thonart Noble: Yet1 fec
Thy honourable Metal may be wrouglit
From that it is difposd, thércfore 'tis mect,
“T'hat Noble minds keep cver with their likes:
For who fo firm, that cannot be feduc’d?
C.fwr doth bear me hard,, but he loves Brutuss
11 were Bruews now, and he were Caffins,
He (hould not humor me, 1 will this nigh,
In feveral hands, in at his Windows throw,
Asif they came from feveral Citizens,
Writings, all tending to the great op!nion
That Rome holds of his Name': whercin obfcurely
Cefars ambition Mall be glanced at, .
And after this, let Cefar feat him fure,
For we will hake him, or worfe days endure,  [Exit.

Thunder and Lightning, Enter Caska,
and Cicero,

Cic. Good exen, Casks: brought you (‘efar home ?
Why arc you breathlefs, and why ftare you fo?
Cusk, Are notyou movd, whenall the fivay of Earth
Shakes, likea thing unfirm? O Cicero,
[ have feen Tempefts, when the fcolding Winds
Haye rivid the knotty Oaks, and I have fcen
T’ ambitious Ocean fwell, and rage, and foam,
To be exalted with the threatning Clouds:
But never till tonight, never till now,
Did | go througha Tempeft-droppingfire.
Fither there isa Civil ftrife in Heaven,
Or clfe the World, too fawcy with the Gods,
Incenfes them to fend deftruction.
Cie. Why, (aw you any thing morc wonderful ?
Cusk, A common flave, you know him well by fight,
Held up his lefrhand, which did flame and burn
Like twenty Torches joind ; and yet bis hand,
Not fenfible of fire, remain’d unfcorch’d,
Befides, | ha’ not fince put up my Sword,
Againtt the Capitol 1 meta Lion,
Wio glaz’d upon me, and went furly by,
Without annoying me. And there were drawn
Upon a heap, a hundred gallly Women,
Transformed with their fear, who fworc, they faw
Men, all in fire, walk up and down the ftreets.
And yefterday, the Bird of Night did fit,
Even at Noon day, upon the Markcet placey
Houting, and frecking, When thefe Prodigics
Do fo conjointly mect, let not men fay,
Thele are their Reafons, they arc Natural:
For | believe, they are portentous things
Ulato the Climate, that they point upon.
Ce. Indeed, it isa firange difpofed time:
But men may conftrue things after their fafhion,
Clean from the purpofe of the things themfelves,
Comes Cafiir up the Capitol to morrow ? .

-| Why all thelc fires, why all thefe gliding Ghofts,

Cusk, e doth: for he did bid Antovio

Send word to you, he would be there to morrow,
Cic. Good-night then, Ciska :

This difturbed Sky is not to walk in.

Cask, Farewel, Cicero, [€xit Cicero

.
v Enr Caflivs,
Cyffi. Who's tiere ?
Cusl, A Romane.
Caffi. Caska, by your Voice,
Cask; Your Ear is good.
Caffins, What night is this?
Cuffi. A very pleafing night to honeft men,
Cusk, Who cver knew the Heavens menace fo?
; C[.«]]i. Thofe that have known the Earth fo full of
aults,
For my part I have walk’d about the firects,
Submitting me unto the perilious Night :
And thus unbraced, Caska, as you fee,
Have bar’d my Bofom to the Thunder.ftone :
And when the crofs blue Lightning feem’d to open
The Breaft of Heaven, 1did prefent my felf
Fven in the aim, and very flafh of it. (vens?
Cask_ But whercfore did you fo much tempt the Hea
It is the part of men, to fear and tremble,
When the moft Mighty Gods by tokens fend
Such dreadful Heralds, to aftonifh us.
Caffi, Youare dull, Caska ;'
And thofc fparks of Life that thould be in a Rem.m,
You do want, or clfe you ufe not,
You look pale, and gaze, and put on fear,
And Alt your felf in wonder,
To fee the ftrange impatience of the Heavens :
But if you would confider the true caufe,

Why Birdsand Bealts, fiom quality and Kind,
Why Old men, Fools, and Children calculate,
Why all thefe things change from their Ordinance,
Their Natures, and pre-formed Faculties,
To monftrous quality 5 why you hall find,
That Heaven hath infus'd them with thefe Spirits,
To make them inftruments of fear, and warning,
Unto fome monflrous State.
Now could | (Casks) name to thecaman,
Mot like this drcadtul Nighe,
That Thunders, Lightens, opens Graves, and tears,
As doth the Lyon in the Capitol 5
A man no mightier than thy fIf, or me,
In pesfonal action 5 yet prodigious grown,
And fearful as thefe ftrange eruptions are.
Cask, *Tis Cafar that you mean,
Isit not, Cifjius ?
Cuffi. Letic be who itis: for R omans now
Have Sinews and Limbs like to their Anceftors;
But woc the while, our Fathers minds arc dead,
And we are govern*d with our Mothers fpirits,
Our yoke, and fufferance, tew us Womanifh.
Cuk, Indeed, they fay, the Sepators to morrow
Mean to eftablifh Cafar as a King:
And he Mall wear his Crown by Sea, and Land,
In every place, fave here in Jealy
Caffi. 1 know where [ will wear this Dagger then 5
Cuffins from bondage will deliver Caffius ¢
Thercin, ye Gods, you make the weak moft ftrong ;
Therein, ye Gods, you Tyrants do defeat,
Nor ftony Tower, nor Walls of beaten Brafs,
Nor air.lefs Dungeon, nor ftrong Links of Irom,
Can be retentive to the ftrength of Spirit :
But Life being weary of thefe Worldly Bars,
Never lacks power to difmifsit felf,
1€ T know this, know all the World befides,

That part of Tyranny that 1 do bear, )
I can fhake off" at'pleafure. ([ Thunder ftill,
L
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Cask, So canl: .

So cvery Bondman in his own hand bears

The power to Cancel his Captivity,

Caffi. And why fhould (iefar bea Tyrant then?
Poor man, 1 know he would not bea Wolf,

But that he fees the Romans arc but Sheep 3

He were no Lyon, were not Romans Hinds.
Thofe that with halte will make a mighty fire,
Begin it with weak Straws, What trafh is Rome 2
What Rubbifh, and what Offal? when it ferves
For the bafe matter, toilluminate

So vilea thing as Cfar. But oh grief!

Wherc halt thou led me? I (perhaps) fpeak this
Before a willing Bondman:: then I know

My anfiwer mult be made. But Tamarm’d,
Aud dangers are to me indifferent.

Cusk. You {peak toCaske, and to fuch aman,
Thatis no flearing Tell.tale. Hold, my hand :
Be factious for redref(s of all thefe Griefs,

And | will fet this foot of min as far,

As who goes fartheft.

Caffi. There’s a Bargain made.

Now know you, Caska, I have mov’d already
Some certain of the Nobleft minded Romans

To under-go, with me, an enterprize,

Of Horourable dangerous confequence 3

And 1 do know by this, they ftay for me

In Pompey’s Porch 3 for now this fearful night,
There is no ftir, or walking in the ftreets,

And the Complexion of the Element

Is Favours, like the work we have in hand,

Molt bloody, fiery, and moft terrible,

Enter Cinna.

Cuik, Stand clofe a while, for here comes on¢ in
hafte.
Caffi, *Tis Cinnay 1do know him by his Gate,
He is a Friend, Ciuma, where hafte you fo ?
Cimma, To find out you: Who's that, Aerells
Cymber 2
Cyfi No, it is Caska, one incorporate
To our Attempts. Am Inot ftaid for, Ginna ?
(i Lam glad on’c.
What a feartul Night ?
There's two or three of us have feen ftrange fights,
Caffi. Am1 not ftaid for ? tell me.
Cin, Yes, youare, O Caffius,
1M you could but win the Noble Britus
To our party — ' X
Caffi. Be you content.  Good Cinna take this paper,
And look you lay it in the Prerors Chair,
Where Brutw may but find it : and throw this
In at his Window; fet this up with Wax
Upon old Brutus Statuc : all this done,
Repair to Pompey’s Porch, where you fhall find vs.
Is Decins Brutus and Trebonius there ?
Cin, All, but Meellus Gymber, and he’s gone
To feek you at your Houfe, Well, 1 will hie,
And fo beftow thefe papers as you bad me.
Caffi. That don, repaic to Pompey’s Theater.
[Exit, Cinna,
Come Cuskg, youand [ will yet, ere day, .
Sce Brutus at his Houfe : three parts of him
Is ours already, and the man entire
Upon the next encounter, yields him ours.
Cusk, O, he fits high in all the peoples hearts:
And that which would appear offence in us,
His Countenance, like richeft Alchymy,
Will change to Vertue, and to Worthinefs. .
Caffi, Him, and his worth, and our great need of him,
You have right well conceited : Ict us go,
For itis after Mid-night, and cre day,

Afbtus Secundws.

Enter Brutus in bis Orchard,

Bru. Hat Lucins, hoc?
W I cannot, by the progrefs of the Stars,
Give guefs how near to day — Lucins, 1 fay?
1 would it were my fault to fleep fo foundly.
When Lucins, when? awake, 1fay : what Lucins ?

Enter Lucius,

Lug, Calld you, my Lord?

Bra. Get mea Taper in my Study, Lucius :

When it is lighted, come and call me here,

Lue. 1will, my Lord. [&xit,
Bru, It muft be by hisdeath: and for my pact,

I know no perfonal caufe, to fpurn at him,

But for the general, He would be crown'd :

How that might change his Nature, there’s the queftion ?
1t is the bright day, that brings forth the Adder,

And that craves wary walking : Crown him that,
And then I grant we put a fting in him,

That at his will he may do danger with,

Th’ abufe of Greatnefs, is, when it disjoins

Remorfe from power: And to fpeak truth of Cefur,
1 have not known, when his affections fway’d

More than his Reafon. But ’tis a common proof,
That Lowlinefs is young Ambitions Ladder,

Whereto the Climber upward turns his face :

But when he once attains the upmoft Round,

He then unto the Ladder turns his back,

Looks in the Clouds, [corning the bafe degrecs

By which he did afcend: fo Cefar may 5

Then left he may, prevent. And fince the quarrcl
Will bear no colour, for the thing heis,

Fafhionit thus ; that what he is augmented,

Would run to thefe, and thefe extremities :

And therefore think him as a Serpents Egge,

Which hatch’d, would as his kind grow mifthievous;
And kill him in the fhell.

. Enter Lucius,

Luc, The Taper burneth in your Clofet, Sir:
Searching the Window fora Flint, 1found
This Paper, thus feal'd up, and Iam fure
It did not Iye there when 1 went to Bed.
Gives himthe Letter,
Bru. Get you to Bed again, it is not day :
Is not to Morrow (Boy) the firlt of March ?
Lue. 1 know not, Sir:
B, Look in the Kalendar, and bring me word,
Lue, 1 will, Sir, . [Ewit,
Bru. The exhalations, whizzing in the air,
Give fomuch light: that I may read by them,
Opens the Lester and reads,
Brutus, thou fleep’(t 5 awake, and Jee thy felf :
Shall Rome, &c. fpeak, flrike, r:dnflv.
Brutus, thou fleep)ft : awake.
Such inftigations have been often dropt.
Where I have took them up :
Shall Rome, ¢¢, Thus muft I piece it out:
Shall Rome {tand under one mansawe? What Rome ?
My Anceftors did from the ftreets of Rome
The Tarquin drive, when he was call’d a King,
Speak, firike, redrefs, Ao¥dentreated .
To fpeak, and firike? O Rome, 1 make thee promife,
I the redrefs will follow, thon receiveft
Thy full Petition at the hand of Brmus N
nter

We will awake him, and be fure of him. [Exeunts
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Enter Lucius,

Lue, Siv, March is wafted fiftcen days,
) [Knock, within.
Bra, *Tis good. Goto the Gate, fome body knocks : |
Since Caffins firft did whet me againft Cefar,
I have not flept.
Between the acting of a dreadful thing,
And the firft motion, all the Interim is
Like a Phantafma, . or a hideous Dream :
The Genins, and the mortal inftruments
Acc then in counfel 5 and the ftate of man,
Like to a litlc Kingdom, fuflers then
The nature of an infurrection,

Enter Lucius,

Lue. Sir, *tis your Brother Caffius at the door,
Who doth defireto fee you.
Bru. Is he alone?
Lue. No, Sir, thereare moe with him,
Bra, Do you know them ?
Luc. No, Sir, their Hats are pluck’d about their Ears,
And half their Faces buried in their Cloaths,
That by no means I may difcover them,
By any mark of favour,
Bruty Let them enter :
They arc the Fattion, O Confpiracy,
Shan’[t thou to hew thy dang’rous Brow by Night,
When evils are moft free? O then, by day
Where wilt thou find a Cavern dark enough,
To mask thy monftrous Vifage ? Seek none, Confpiracy,
Hide it in Smiles, and Affability :
For if thou path thy native femblance on,
Not Erebus it felf were dim enough,
To hide thee fiom prevention,

Enter the Confpirators, Caflius, Caska; Decius, Cinna,
Metellus, and Trebonius.

Caffi. 1think we arc too bold upon your Reft:

Good morrow, Brutas, ¢o we trouble you?

Bra, 1 have been up this hour, awake all Night :
Know I thefe men, that come along with you?

Caffi. Yes, every man of them 5 and no man here
But fionours you: and every oue doth wifh,

You had but that opinion of your felf,

Which every Noble Roman bears of you,

This is Trebonim,

Bry, He is welcome hither,

Caffi. This, Decins Brutus,

Bru. He is welcome too.

Caffi. This, Caskas this, Gimas and this Merellus
Cimber.

Bru, They are all welcome,

What watchful ¢ares do interpofe themfelves

Betwixt your Eyes and Night ?
Caffi, Shall lintreat a word ? [ They whifper.
Dec. Here lies the Eaft : doth not the Day break here?
Cask, No.

Gin, O pardon, Sir, it doth, and yon grey Lines,
That fret the Clouds, are Meflengers of Day.

Casks You fhall confefs that you are both deceiv'd :
Hereas I point my Sword, the Sun arifes,

Which is  great way growing on the South,

Weighing the youthful Scafon of the year.

Some two montls hence, up higher toward the North
He firlt prefents his fire, and the high Eaft

Stands as the Capitol, directly here.

Bru, Give me your hands all over, onc by onc.

Caffin And let us fwaar our refolution.

Bru. No, notanOath : if not the face of men,

If thefe be motives weak, break off betimes,
And every man hence, to his idle bed :

So let high-fighted-Tyranny range pn,

Till cach man drop.by Lottery..” Butif thefe
(As Lam furc they do) bear fir¢ enough
Takindle Cowards, and to fteel with valour
The melting Spirits of women ; Then, Countrymcn,
What nced we any.fpur, but our own caufe
To prick us to redrefs? What other Bond,
Then fecret Romans, that have fpoke the word,
And will not palter ? And what. other Oath,
Than Honefty to Honcfty engag’d,

That this lhan be, or we will fall for it.

| Swear Pricfts and Cowards,. and men cautclous;

Old feeble Carrions, and fuch fuffering fouls
That welcome wrongs : Unto bad caufes, fwear
Such Creatures as men doubt ; biit do not ftain
The even vertue of our Enterprize,

Nor th*infuppreflive Mettle of our Spirits,

To think, that or our Caufe, or our Performance
Did need an Qath, . When every drop of blood
That every Roman bears, and nobly bears,

Is guilty of a feveral Baltardy, -

IF he doth break the fmalleft Particle

Of any promife that bath paft from him, -

Caffi. But what of Cicero? Shall we found him?
Lthink he will ftend wery ftrong: withus,

Cask, Let us not leavehim out,

Cin,-No, by no.means . % .- ’

Met, O let us have him, for-his filver hairs
Will purchafe us a good opinion,

And buy mens voices, . to commend our deeds:
It thall be faid,: his judgment rul’d our hands,
Our youths, and wildnefs, fhall no whit appear,
But all be buried in: his gravity.

Bru, O name him noty let-us.not break with him,
For he will never follow: any thing
That other men begin,

Caffi. Then leave him out,

Cask, Indeed, he is not fit,

©Dec, Shall no man elfe be touch’d, but only Cafar ?

Caffi. Decins, Wellucg'd : I think it is not mect,
Mark eAntony, fo well belov'd of Cefar,

Should out.live Cefar, we Mall find of him

A fhrewd Contriver.  And you know, his means,
If he improve them, may well (ireteh fo far

As to annoy usall : which to prevent,

Let Amony and Cefur fall:together, ;;

Brus Our courfe will feem too hloody, Cains Cajfins,
To cut the Head off, and then hack the Limbs :
Like wrath in death, and Envy afterwards.

For Antony isbut aLimbof Cefar. . .
Let’s be Sacrificers, but not Butchers, (ains:
We all ftand up againft the Spirit of Cafar,
And in the Spirit of men, there is no blood :
O that we then could come by Cefar’s Spirits,
And not difmember Cefar ! But (alas)

Cefar muft bleed for it.  And.gengle Friends,
Let’s kill him boldly, but not wrathfully :
Let’s carve him, asa Difh fic for the Gods,
Not hew him as a Carkafs fic for Hounds

And let our hearts, as fubtle Mafters do,.

Stir up theit Servantsto an act of; rage,

And after feem to chide them,  This fhall make
Our purpofe neceflary, and not. envious.
Which fo appearing to the common cyes,

We fhall be call’d Purgers, not Murderers,
And for Mark, Antony, think not of him :

For he can do no more than Cefar’s Arm,

When Cefur’s head is off.

Caffi. Yetl fear him, K

For in the ingrafted Love he bears to Cafars

Bru, Alas, good Caffims, do notthink of him :

The fufferance of our fouls, the timesabufe ;

I he love Cefar, all that he cando
Ccce
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Is to himfelf, take thought, and dye for Cefir.
AAd that were much he fhould : for he is given
To fports, towildnels, and much company,
- Treb, Thereis no fear ';‘n hinl(‘\_', tl\“ hl;n not die,
ill live, and laugh at this heceafter.
For he will live, and lavg [Cluk frike
Bru, Peace, count the Clock.
Caffi. The Clock hath ftricken three.
Treb. "Tis time to part,
Caffi. Butit is doubtful yet,
Whether Cefar will come forth to day, or no:
For he is fuper(titious grown of late,
Quite from the main opinion he held once,
Of Fantafie, of Dreams, and Ceremonies :
Itmaybe, thefe apparent Prodigies,
The unaccuftom’d terrour of this Night,
And the perfiwafion of his Augurers,
May hold him from the Capitol to day, )
Dec. Never fear that s if he be fo refolv’d,
I can o're-fiway him : for he loves to hear,
That Unicorns may be betray'd with Trees,
And Bears with Glaffes, Elephants with Holes,
Lyons with Toils, and Men with Flatterers.
Bur, when I tell him, he hates Flatterers,
He fays, he does ; being then moft flattered.
Let me work:
For 1 can give his humour the true bents . |
And | will bring him tothe Capitol, .
Caffi. Nay, we will all of us be there to fetch him.
Bru. By the cighth hour, is that the uttermoft ?
Cin, Be that the uttermoft, and fail not then.
Met. Cains Ligarins doth bear Cefar hatred,
Who rated him for fpeaking well of Pompey 3
[ wonder none of you have thought of him.
Bru. Now good Metellus go along by him :
He loves me well, and 1 have given him Reafons,
S:nd him buc hither, and U'll fafhion him.
Caffir The Morning comes upon’s :
Wee'l leave you, Brutus, -
And Friends difperfe your felves : but all remember
What you have faid, and fhew your felves true Romant.
Bru. Good Gentlemen, look frefh and merrily,
Let not our looks put on our purpofes,
But bear it as our Roman Actors do,
With untic’d fpirits, and formal Conftancy,

Manet Brutus.

Boy: Lucin : faftafleep? It is no matter,
Enjoy the hony:heavy-dew of Slumber :

Thou hat no Figures, nor no Fantafies,
Which bufie care draws in the Brains of men;
Therefore thou fleep’tt fo found.

Enter Portia,
Por. Brutus, myLord,

It is not for your health, thus to commit

Your weak condition to the raw cold Morning,
Por. Nor for yours neither, Y’have ungently, Brutiy

Stole from my Bed : and yefternight at Supper

You fuddenly arofe, and walk’d about,

Mufing, and fighing, with your arms a-crofs:

And when 1 ask’d you what the matter was,

You ftar’d upon me with ungentle looks.

1 urg'd you further, then you fcratch’d your head,

And too impatiently ftamp’d with your foot :

Yet 1 infifted, yet you anfwer’d not,

But with an angry wafter of your hand

Gave fign for me to leave you : Soldid,

Fearing to ltrengthen that impatience

Which feem’d too much inkindled, ‘and withal,

Hoping it was but an effect of Humour,

Which fometime hath his hour with every man.

And fo good morrow to you every one. LExennt.

B, Portie, What mean you? wherefore rift you now ? | The fecrets of my heart,

Le will not let you eat, nor talk, nor flccp s

And could it work fo much upon your fhape,

As it hath much prevail’d on your Condition,

I Mould not know you, Brutus. Dear, My Lord,
Make me acquainted with your caufe of grief,
Bru. 1 am not well in health, and that is all,

. Por. Brutus is wife, and were he not in health,
He would embrace the means to come by it.
Bru, Why fo | do: good Portia, go to Bed,
Por, s Brutus lick? and is it Phylical
To walk unbraced, and fack up the Y\umors
Of the durk Morning? What, is Braras fick ?

And will he fteal outof his wholfom Bed,

To dare the vile contagion of the Night ?

And tempt the Rheumy, and unpurged Air

To add unto his ficknefs ?.No, my Brurus,

You have fome fick offence within your mind,

Which by the Right and Vertue ot my place

T ought toknow of : And upon my knees,

Icharm you, by my once commended Beauty,

By all your vows of Love, and that great Vow

Which did' incorporate and make us one,

That you unfold to me, your felf, your half;

Why you are heavy, and what men to night

Have had refort to you : for here have been

Some fix or feven, who did hide their faces

Even from darknefs.

Bra. Kneel not, gentle Portias

Por. 1 fhould not need, if you were gentle Brutus,
Within the bond of Marriage, tell me, Brusus,

Isit excepted, 1 fhould know no fecrets

| That appertain to you ? Am I your felf,

But as it were in fort, or limitation ?

To keep with you at meals, comfort your Bed,

And talk to you fometimes ? Dwell I'but in the Suburbs
Of your good pleafure ? If it be no more,

Portia is Brusus Harlot, not his Wife,

Bru, You are my true and honourable Wife,

As dear to me, as arc the ruddy drops

That vifit my fad heart.

Por. 1f this were true, then fould I know this fecret.
I grant I am a woman but withal,

A woman that Lord Bratas took to Wife :

I grant Iam & woman; but withal,

Awoman well reputed: Caro’s Daughter,

Think you, I am no ftronger than my Sex,

Being fo Father’d, and fo Husbanded ?

Tell me your Counfels, Iwill not difclofe them :

I have made ftrong proof of my Conftancy,

Giving my felf a voluntary wound

Here, inthe Thigh: CanIbear that with paticnce,

And not my Husband’s Secrets?

Bru. Oye Gods! i
Render me worthy of this Noble Wife, [Knock,
Hark, hatk, one knocks: Portia, go ina while,
And by and by thy bofome fhall partake

All my engagements, I will conftrue to thee,
All the Charactery of my fad brows: .
Leave me with hafte LExis Portia,
Enter Lucius and Ligarius.

Lucins, who's that knocks ?
Lac. Here isa fick man that would fpeak with you,
Bra, Cains Ligarins, that Metellus (pake of,
Boy, ftand afide. Cains Ligarins, how ?
Cai. Vouchfafe good morrow from a feeble tongue,
Bru. O what atime have you choft out, brave Cains,
To wear a Kerchief? Would you were not fick.
Cai, Lamnot fick, if Bratus havein hand
Any exploit worthy the name of Honour,
Bra. Such an exploit have L in hand, Ligarins,
Had you an healthful Ear to hear of it,
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Cui. By all the Gods that Romans how before,
Ehere difcard my ficknefs, Soul of Rome,
Brave Son, deriv’d from honourable Loins,
‘Thou like an Exorcilt, halt conjur’d up
My mortificd Spirit. Now bid me run,
And [ will firive with things impoffible,
Yea get the better of them, What'sto do?
B, A picce of work,
That will make fick men whole,
Cai, But are not fome whole that we muft make fick ?
Bra, That mult we alfo, What itis, my Caims,
1 {lall unfold to thee, as we are going,
To whom it mult be done,
CGai, Sct on your foot,
And with a heart new fir’d, I follow you,
Todo | know not what: But it fufficeth

Tlunder and Lightning,
Enter Julivs Ceefar in hie Night-Gown

Cef. Nor Heaven, nor Earth,

Have been at peaceto night :

Thrice hath Calphurnia in her fleep cryed out s
Help, ho: They murder Gefar, Who's within?

Enter a Scrvant,

Ser. My Lord,
(¢f. Go, bid the Pricfts do prefent Sacrifice,
And bring me their opinions of Succefs.

Enter Calphurnia,

You thall not tir out of your houfe to day.

Gef. Cafar hall forth ;" the things that threatn’d me,
Ne’r lookt buton my back : When they fhall fee
The face of Cjir, they are vanifhed.

Culph. (efary 1 never ftood on Ceremonics,
Yet now they frght me:  There is one within,
Befides the thing that we have heard and feen,
Recounts moft nrtid fights feen by the Watch,
A Lionefs hath welped in the ftrcets,
And Graveshave ywn'd and yielded np theic dead
Fierce fiery warriows fight upon the Clouds
In Ranks and Squadtons and right form of war
Which drizzel’d blocd upon the Capitol :
The noife of Battel hirried in the Air:
Horfes did niigh, anddying men did groan,
And Ghoft dd fhriek and fqueal about the ftreets.
O Cefar, tlefe things are beyond all ufe,
And I do fyr them,

(4f. Wl‘rr can be avojded
Wiiofe ends purpos’d by the mighty Gods?
Yet Cefor fall go forth : For theft: Predictions
Ae to theiorld ingeneral, as to Cafar,

Calph, VYhen Beggars die there are no Comets feen,
The Heavgs tl\cmfclves blaze forth the death of Princes,

Caf. Cavards dic many times before their deaths,
The valiar: never tafte ofy death bu once:: .
Of all the vondeisthavl yet have heard,
1t feems ¢ me mof: £5a0: thac men (hould fear,
Seeing tht death, anecellaty,p
Will come, when it will come-

Enter @ Strvai.

What fay the Avgurers? .

Ser. They would not have you ﬂn‘f fo:lt)h o
Plucking the Entrails of an Offering for b
They could nat find a heart within the bealt,

Caf. The Godsdo thisin (hamc of Cowadife:
Cofar Mould be a bealt withouta heart

“That Bruts lads me on, [ Thunder.
Bru, Follow me then, LExenn.

Ser. 1will, my Lord. [é€xit, | Left] be laught at when 1 tcll them fo,

Cal. Whit mean you, Cefar ¢ Think you to walk forth? | But for your private fatisfaction,

. N[
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I he Mould flay at home to day for fear :
No, Ceflr fhall noty Danger knows full well
That (ufr is more dangerons than he,
We hear two Lions litter’d in one day,
And 1 the lder and morc terrible,
And Cafar fhall go forth,

Cul. Alas, my Lord,
Your wifdom is confum’d in confidence :
Do notgo forth to day: Callit my fear,
T'hat kecps you in the houfe, and not your own,
We'll fend eMark eAatony to the Senate houfe,
And he fhall fay your arc not well to day :
Let me upon my knce prevail in this,

Cef. Mark eAnony tall fay 1 am not well,
And for thy humour, T will {tay at home.

27

Enter Decius,

Here’s Decius Brutus, he fhail tell them fo,
Dec, Cefar, all hail: Good morrow, worthy Cefar,
I come to fetch you to the Senate houfe.
Cqf. And yonarc come in very happy time,
To bear my greeting to the Senators,
And tell them that | will not come to day :
Cannot s falfc . and that I dare not, falfer:
1 will not come to day, tell them fo, Decius,
(al. Say he’sfick,
Cef. Shall Cefar fend a Lic?
Have in Conqueft ftretcht mine arm fo far,,
To beafraid to tell Grey-beards the truth:
Decius, go tell them Cefar will not come,
Dec. Molt mighty Cefar, let me know fome caule,

Cef, The caufeisin my will, I will not come,
That is enough to fatisfic the Senate,

Becaufe I love you, 1 willlet you know,
‘Calphurnia here my wife, ftays me at home :

She dreamt to night fhe faw my Statue,

Which like a Fountain , withan hundred fpouts,
Did run pure blood : and many lulty Romans
Came finiling, and did bathe their handsinit:

- And thefe docs the apply, for warningsand portents,
And evils imminent; and on her knee

Hath begg’d that I will ftay at home to day.

Dec. This drcam is all amils interpreted,

It was a vifion fair and fortunate ;

Your Statue fpouting blood in many Pipes,

In which fo many fmiling Romans bath’d,

Significs that from you great Rome fhall fack
Reviving blood, and that great Men fhall prefs
For Tinctures, Stains, Reliques, and Cognifance.
This, by Calphurnia’s dream is fignified.

Cef. And this way have you well expounded it.
Dec. 1 have, when you have heard what 1 can fay,
And know it now, the Senate have concluded

To give thisday a Crown to mighty Cefar.

If you fhall fend them word you will not come,
Their minds may change. Befides it were a mock
Apt to berender’d for fome onc to fay,

Break up the Senate till another time,

When Cafar’s wife (hall meet with better Dreainis:
If Cafur hide himfelf, fhall they not whifper,

Lo, (fur isafraid?

Pardon me, Cefar, for my dear dear love,

To your Proceeding, bids me tell you this :

And reafon to my love is liable.,

(f. How foolifh do your fears feem now, Calphurnia ?
Iam athamed 1 did yicld co them,

Give me my Robe, for I will gos

Cce 2 Enter

.
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Enter Brutus, Ligarius, Metellus, Caska, Trebonius,
Cinna, and Publivs,

And look where Publin is come to fetch me.
Pub, Good morrow, Cefrs
Ceft Welcom, Publius
\What, Bratus, are you ftirr’d fo eatly too?
Good morrow, Caska, Cains Ligarins,
Cofor was ne're fo much your Encmy,
A that lame Ague which hath made you lean.
\What is't a Clock ?
Bru. Csfar, uis ftrucken cight,
Cef. 1 thank you for your pains and curtefie.

Enter Antony.

Scc Antony, that revels long a-nights,
lsnolwithﬁanding up. Good morrow, Antony.
Aut, So to moit noble Cefir,
Cef. Bid them prepare within
[ am to blame to be thus waited for.
'Now Ginma, now Metellus : what, Treboniass,
| have an hours talk in Rore for you:
Remember that you call on me to day 2
B¢ near me, that may remember you.
Treb. Cefor, 1 will 3 and fo near will I be,
That your belt Friends fhall wifh | had been further.

And we (like Friends) will ftraightway o together.
Bru. That cvery like is not the fame, O Cefiry
The heart of Brutus carns to think upon.

Enter Actemidorus.

boft wrong'd Caivs Ligarius.

iy Gods defend thee,
h Thy Lover Aytemidorus,

Here will 1 ftand, till Cefar pafs along,

And as a Sutor will 1 give him this:

My heact laments, that Vertue canuot live
Out of the teeth of Emulation. .

If thou read this, O Cafer, thou mayeft live;
1f not, the Fates with Traytors do contrive.

Enter Pottia and Lucius,

Por. Tprythec, Boy, run to the Senate-houfe,
Stay not to anfiwer me, but get thee gone,

Why doft thou Ray ?

Luc. Toknow my Errand, Madam.

Por. 1 would have had thee there and here again
Ere 1 can tell thee what thou fhould’ft do there :
O Conltancy, be ftrong upon my fide,

Set p huge Mountain tween my Heart and Tongue :
| have a mans mind, buta womans might :
How hard it is for women to keep comnfels
Art thou here yet ?
Luc. Madam, what fhould 1do?
Run to the Capitol, and nothing clfe?
And fo return to you, and notiing elle?

Por. Yes, bring me word if thy Lord look well,
For he went fickly forth :_and take good note
\What Csfar dath, what Svitors prefs to him.
Hark Boy, what noifc is that?

Luc. 1 hear none, Madam,

Por, Prythec liften well :

1 heard a bufsling Rumou like & Fray,

C¢f. Good Friends go in, and tafte fome Wine with me,

Crefar, beware of Brutus, take heed of Caffius, come not
near Caska, hiave an eyeto Canna, truff uot Lrebonius, park
well Metellus Cymber, Decius Brutus loves thee noz :'Hmo
There ss. but one mind in all
thefe men, and it is bent againft Ceelar 2 If thou beeft nor In- S
ot aly look about you : Security grves Wiy o Confpiracy. ?hr

of Julivs Caxfar.

And the wind brings it from the Capitol.
Luc. Sooth, Madam, 1 hear nothing.

Enter the Soothfayer,

Por. Come hither f¢llow, which way haft thou been?
Sooth, At mine own houfe, good Lady.
Por, What is't a Clock ?
Sooth, About the ninth hour, Lady.
Por. s Cufar yet goneto the Capitol ?
Sooth. Madam, not yet, 1go to take my fland,
To fee him pafs on to the Capitol,
Pore Thou haft fome fute to Gefor, halt thou not?
Sooth, That 1 have, Lady, if it will pleafe Cefir
Tobe fo good to Cefur, s to hear me:
1 fhall befeech him to befiiend himfelf.
Por. Why know'lt thou any harn’s intended towards
him?
Sooth. Nonc that 1 know will be,
Much that I fear may chance :
Good morrow to you: here the ftreet is nairow
The throng that follows Cefar at the heels
Of Senators, of Piwtors, common Suitors,
Will crowd a fecble man (almolt to death :
Pll get me to a place more void, and there
Speak to great Cefar as he comes along.
Por. 1 muit goin:
Ayeme! How weak a thing
The heart of Woman is? O Brutus,
The Heavens fpecd thee in thine enterprize,
Sure the Boy heard me Brati hatha fuit

LExit,

[ Exeunt. | That Cefar will not grant. - O, [grow faint s

Run, Laucius, and commend me to uy Lord,
Say 1 am merry 3 Come to me again,
And bring me word what he doth fay to thee

Abtus Tertins.

Flourifh, i
Enter Cxefar, Brutus, Caflius, Caska, pecius, Metellus,
Trebonius, Cinna, Antony, Lepius, Artemi-
dorus, Popilius, and the Sochfayer,

Cdf. Thc Ides of March arc come.
Soath. Iy Cefar, but not gmes
Art, Hail, (efar 1ead tnis Schedule.
Dec. Trebonias doth delive you b o'rereid
(Atyour beit eifure) this his hunble fait.
edrt, O Cefar, vead mine firfl: for mit'sa fuit
That touches Cafar ncarer, Read it, great Gfar.
Caf, What touches us our fclf; fhall be lat ferv'd,
irt, Delay not, Cefir, read it inftantly.
Cof. \What, is the fellow mad?
Pub, Sitrab, give place, )
Caffi. What urge you your Petitions if thiftreet?
Come to the Capitol. .
Pop. 1 with your Enterprize t0 day may thive,
Caffi. What Enterprize, Popilins?
Pop. Farc you well,
Brus. What faid Popilins Lena® .
Caffi. Hewill’d today (:}",""ml’“lc migh: thrive:
_er ow purpofe is difepr S
l [Bw:.ul,gokphnw b ‘A(s_ toCefar: mark hi!n,
Caffi. Caska, by en, for we fear prevention,
po] ¥he done ? If this be known,
Brutus, Whalfiever thall turn back, )
Cuffins o1 Gy my RIF, 4
Fou | ‘l]i{/ﬁm be conftant :
.- s Lena fpeaks not of ¢ 3
urvhi‘uk he fm‘"l(s, anlz{cg:ﬁ:}l;ul::{ggfzhang“
I Caffi. Trcbomuues knows his time ¢ for look you, Brutusy

.
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He dvaws Mk, Antony out of the way.
“Dec, Where is Merellus Cimber ? It him go,
And prefently prefer his fuit to Cefar,
Bra, He isaddreft: prefs near, and fecond him,
Cin. Caska, you arcthe firlt that rears your hand.
Cof. Arcwe allready? What isnow amifs,
That Cefar and his Senate muft redrefs ?
M, Molt high, moft mighty, and moft puiffant Cefr,
Metelins Cber throws before thy Scat,
An humble heart, .
Cef. 1 malt prevent thee, Cimber:
Thele couchings, and thefe lowly curtfies ¢
Might fire the blood of ordinary men,
And turn pre-Ordinance, and firlt Decree,
Into the lanc of Children,  Be not fond,
To think that Cefur bears fuch Rebel Blood
That will he thaw’d from the true quality
With that which melteth Fools, I mean, fweet words,
Low-crooked-curtfies, and bafe Spaniel fawning :
Thy Brothee by Decree is banifhed :
If thou doft bend, and pray, and fawn for him,
1 fpurn thee like a Cur out of my way ¢ -
Know, C¢far doth not wrong, nor without caufe
Will he be fatisfied.
Met, Is there no voice more worthy than my own,
To found more fweetly in great Cefur’s Ear,
For the repealing of my banifi'd Brother 2
Bru, 1Kifs thy hand, buc not in flattery, Cefar :
Defiring thee that Publins Cimber may
Have an inmediate freedom of repeal.
Cef. What Bratus?
Caffi. Pardon, (ifur : Cefiry pardon:
As low as to thy Foot doth Caffim fall,
To beg infranchifement for Publivs Gimber.
Cef.” Lconld be well mov'd, if 1 were as you,
1£ I could pray to move, Prayers would move me :
But [ am conftant as the Northern Star,
Of whoft true fixt, and refting quality
‘There is no fellow in the Firmament,
The Skics are painted with unnumbred fparks,
They are all fire, and cvery one doth fhinc :
But there’s but one in &ll doth hold his placc.
So, in the World, ’tis furnifi’d well with men,
And men are flef and blood, and apprehenfive ;
Yet in the number, 1do know but onc
That unafailable holds on his rank,
Unfhak’d of motion : and that, 1 am he,
Let me a little hew it, evenin this:
“That I wasconftant Cimber fhould be banifl'd,
And conftant do remain to keep him fo,
Cin, O Cafars
Cof, Hence: wilt thou lift up Olympus?
Dec. Great Cefar,
Cef. Donot Brutus bootlefs kneel?
Cask, Speak hands for me,
. They ftab Ciefar,
Coft Et tu Brute— Then fall Cefar.
Ciy, Liberty, Freedom; Tyranny isdead,
Run hence, proclaim, cry it about the ftreets,
Caffi. Some to the common Pulpits, and cry out,
Liberty, Freedom, and Enfranchifement,
Bri. People and Senators, be not affrighted :
Fly not, ftand ftill, ambitions debt is paid.
Cask, Go to the Pulpit, Brurus,
Dec. And Caffius too,
Bru, Wherc’s Publins ?
Gin. Here quite confounded with this mutiny,
Met. Stand faft together, left fome friend of Cafur’s
Should chance—
Bru, Talk not of fanding.  Publins, good cheer,
There is no Larm intended to your Pecfon,
Nor ot no Roman cife : fo tell them, Publis.
. Caffi. And leave us, Publins, lelt that the People
Rufhing onns, fhould do your age fome mifchicf.

Brn. Do fo, and lct no man abide this decd,
But we the Docrs,

Enter Trchonius,

Caffi. Wherc is Autony?

MTnlr\,vflcd to his houfe amaz’d,
, Wives, and Children, fta ) @

As it wore Doomelday. » Marcy ey out, andsun,
Bru. Fates, we will know your pleafures :

That we fhall dye we know, tis but the time

And draving days out, that men fiand upon, /
Cuzk; \Why hie that cuts off twenty years of life,

Cuts of fo many years of fearing dcath, Y

Soare we Cefur’s fiiends, that have abridg’d
"asume of faaring death, ftoop Romans, floup,
And Ict us bath our hands in Csfar's blood
Qp to the Elbows, and befinear our Swords :
Lhen walk we forth even to the Market Place,
And waving our red Weapons o’re our heads ’
Let’s all cry Peace, Frecdom, and Liberty, ’
Caffi. Stoop then, and wafh, How many ages hence
Shall this our lofty Scene be acted over,
In States unborn, and Accents yet unknown ?
 Bru. How many times fhall Cefar bleed in fport,
That now on Pompey’s Bafis lics along,
No worthier than the duft ?
Caffi. So oft as that fhall be,
So often fhall the knot of vs be call'd,
The men that gave their Country Libertys
Dec. What, fhall we forth?
Caffi. 1, every man away,
Brutus fhall lead, and we will grace his heels
With the moft boldeft, and beft hearts of Rome,

Enter aScrvant.

Bru, Soft, who comes here ? a friend of Antony’s.
Ser, ‘Thus, Brutus, did my Mafter bid me kneel ;
Thus did Mark_dnsony bid me fall down, ’
And being proftrate, “thus he bad me fay,
Brutus is noble, Wile, Valiant, and Honeft ;
Cefar was Mighty, Bold, Royal, and Loving :
Say, Ilove Brutus, and I honour him ;
Say, Ifcar’d Cefar, honour’d him, and lov’d him.
IF Bruus will vouchfafe, that dutony
May fafely come to him, and be rejolv’d
How Csfar hath deferv’d tolye in death,
Mark, Antony thall not love Cefar dead
So well as Brutns living ¢ but will follow
The Fortuncs and Affairs of Noble Brutus,
Thorough the hazards of this untrod State,
With all true Faith, So fays my Mafter Antony,
Bru, Thy Mafter isa Wife and Valiant Roman,
I never thought him worfe :
Tell him, fo pleafe him come unto this place
He fhall be fatisfied, and by my honour
Depart untouch’d.
Sery VIl fetch him prefently, [Exit Servant,
Bra, I know that we fhall have him well to Friend,
Caffi. Iwifh wemay: But yet have Ia mindq
That tears him much : and my mifgiving fill
Falls fhrewdly to the purpofe.

Enter Antony,

Bru. But here comes Autony :

Welcome, Mark Antony,

Ant, O mighty Cefar ! doft thou Iye fo low 7
Avc all thy Conquefts, Glorics, Triumphs, Spoils,
Shrunk to this lictle Meature? Fare thee well,

1 know not, Gentlemen  wiiat you intend,

Who clfe muft be let blood, who clfe is rank :

Ccocy It

[

|
|
i

/|

Bru. Grant thit, and then isdcatha benclic:
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lf, thered r fo fic

| my Ielf, there is no hour fo f
»ll{s C.:Hnr’s deaths hour; nor no inftrument

) Swords 3 made rich
DF half that worth, as thofe your Swords;
) \)\fil;:thc moft Nol;le Blood of all this World,

“do befeech ye, if you bear me bard,

s fow, whil'lt your purpled hands do reek and finoak
>

i i ive a thoufand years,
“fulil your pleafre,  Liveat :
lhillmll)nul find my I foapt to dye.

s he Cafar, and by you cut off,
\ h()rlfol;cye aﬁ{l‘ Mafter Spiritsof this age. )
B, O Anony ! Beg not your death of us:

J

Though now we muft appear bloody and crucl,

 our this our prefent At
As by our hands, and
:"\u fee wedo: yet fee you but our hands,

itiful :
O)ur heatts you fee not, they arep
A:]H‘p.:y lu3 the general wrong of Rome,
As fice drives out fire, fo pity, pity,

Of Brothers temper, do receive you in,

lifpofing of new Diguitics.
" [I}‘r:.( ‘Olmy hgc paticnt till we have appeas’d
The multitude, befide themfelves with fear,
And then we will deliver you the caufe,

ave thus proceeded, .
[hj;lll.,ld(?lll)[ not of your wlfdom.i i
Let each man render me his blor)(lyl lagu..
Firll, Marcus Brutus, will I fhake vgn \d you;
Nxt, Cains Caffiiss, doltake your afl u;s
/ wow, Decius Brutus, yours, now yours,

a

Gentlemen all, alas, what fhall 1 fay,

i y latterer.
Either a Coward, or a'F i )
That [ did love thee, Ciefar, Otis truc 2
1i then thy Spirit look upon us now,

Tofee thy nteny making his peace,
él:)a\il';;lgt){le blooly fingers of thy fi)cs?r‘
Moft Noble in the prefence of thy Coar (\,}
Had | as many cyes, asthou hatt wounds,

1t would become me better, thanto clofe

Here didft thou fall, and here thy Hunter

olt thou here Iye?
DOCn}]i. Mk, Antony.

Ant, Pardon me, ,C'"]’” "CF;ﬁu: l:is .

e Enemies of Cefur fhall fay this:
%I:zn, ina friend, it is cold Modefty.

Cafi. 1 blame you not for praifiug Gcfa]: k:,?
But what compadt mean you to have “f“icx:‘ds.
Will you be prick’d in number of ourour) N
Or fhall weon ; and not dcpcndlz‘x:nz;s, ! wasinded
Sway’d from the point, by looking dowar:lon Cefars
Fricnds am | with 3{0\\ all, @“ﬁ 1:)[\;2 chL fos,

n this hope, that you fal give
kl\pl?) and wEt;cin Cofar was d-.mgm{ms.l )
o, Orelf were this a favage fpedtacle:

oAnt, Thercfore 1 ook your

| Our reafons are o full of good regard,

The ﬁaé;;/}; of Julius Cachr.

That were you Antony the Son of Cafar
You fhould be fatisfied.
A, Thavsall 1 feck,
And am moreover fuitor that Tmay
Produce his Body to the Market-place,
And in the Pulpit as becowmes a friend,
Speak in the order of his Funeral,
Bru, You Mhall, Ak Autony. "
Caffi. Bruns, a word with you: N
You know not wh'::r y(ln_l dl;):, dolnut confent
ntony fpeak in his Funeral : ,
-ll;l;::)[wl;l'ou I{ovg much the people may be mov’d
By that which he wnlll utter,
Bra. By your pardon:
1 willmy leyf into the Pulpit hrﬂ,,
And fhew the reafon of our Cefin’s death,
What Antony fall fpeak, I will protelt
He fpeaks by leave, and by permiflion :
And that we are contented Cefar (lnall )
Have all true Rites, and lawful Ceremonics,
1t Mall advantage more, than do ns wioig,
(affi. 1 know not what may fall, 1 like ienot, "
Bri, Mark, Antony, here take you Cufar’s Body :
You fhall not in your Funcral fpeech b'lamc us,
But fjcak all good you can devife of Cefur,
And fay you do’t by our permiflion : ]
Elfe Mall’ you not have any hand at al ‘
About his Funeral,  And you fhall fpea
In the fane Pulpit whereto 1 am going,
Alter my fpecch is ended.

.+ No place will pleafe m2 fo, no mean of death,

Al this, the bleeding bufinefs they have done :

i [ art,
this deed on Cefar, ~ For your patt, .
lg ;t?;{;)nzm Swords have leaden points, li,l{”k Antony'y
dur Armsin ftrength of malice, and our Hearts

i i hts, and reverence.
Jith all kind love, good thoughts,
W é‘.:ﬁ. Your voice fall beas flrong as any mans,

Why I, that did love Gefir when 1 ftrook him,
’ 1 do defire no more.

ne, thou bleeding picce of Earth:
%mr?::&uc,ck and gentle with thefe Butchers.
Thou art the Ruines of the No!{lgﬂ man
That ever lived in the Tide of Times. ood
Wae to the hand that fhed this coftly Blood.
Over thy wounds, now do I prophelic, o s
(Which Tike dumb mouths do ope their ruby lips,
To beg the voice and utterance of my tonguc)
A Cwife fhall light upon the limbs of men;
Domeftick fury, and fierce civil ftrife,
Shall cumber ail the parts of Zraly: ;
Blood and dc[tm&cilonr ﬂr\all‘ll)'e rfo in ufe,

«ful objects fo familiar,

%{:gt(thgthm ih)all but finile, when they Pewhylg'
Their Infants quartered with the hands od ars
All pity choak’d with cuftom of fell decds,
And Cifar’s Spirit ranging for rcvcng:i, "
With Are by his fide, come hot from }f’ , e
Shall in thefe Confines, witha Monarch’s voice,
Cry havock, and let flip the Dogs of War,

Metellus

ali ha, YOUIS 5
Yours, Cinat 3 and my valiant Caska, yourss = )
'\l‘ﬁg:g’h ;a’ﬂ, ,uut lealtinJove, yours, good Trehonins

i h flippery ground,
My credit now ftands on fucl ]
:['}Xat onc of two bad ways youmuft conceit me,

Ghall it not gricve thee dearer than thy death,

Wecping as fall as they flream forth thy blood,

i ip with thine Encmiess

In terms of friendfhip with t! it e heatt
Pardon me, Fulins, herc was't thou bay dsftand

i poi imfon’d in thy Lethe,
ign’ thy fpoil, and Crimfon’d int
S(])g&?:):ll:l ! tyhulu walt the Foreft to tlnsl-lauhxz
And this indeed, O World, the Hart of thees
How like a Deer, ftricken by many Princes,

Ant. Beitfo:

By ¢ the Body then, and lollowus. [Exennr,
. Manes At;tony.

i 2 he earth
hat this foul decd fhall fmell above t
{Viath Carrion men, groaning for burial.

Enter OQavio’s Servant,

You ferve Oﬂ;wi:uk Cefur, doyounot?

Ser, 1do, Mark, Antony.

i;:zt C-cﬁ‘ir did write for him to come to Rowe,

Ser. He did receive his Letters, and is coming,
And bid me fay to you by word of mouth——
O Cafar!

I

Ant, Thy heart is big, get thee a-part and weep:

Paffion 1 fie is catching, for minc cycs,l.

Seeing thofe Beads of forrow ftand in tl;nc,

Began to water, I$ thy Mafter coming £ Rone
%rr. He lies to night within feven Leagues of 3
Ant. Polt back with lﬁmlc{”c’d

11 him what hath chanc'd 2
ﬁ?rﬂc f: a mourning Rome, a dangerous Rome,
No Rome ot {afety for Octavins yet, e

Here comes his Body, mournd by Mark_dntony, who
though he had no hand in his death, Thall reccive the bene
fit of his dying, a Place in the Commonwealthy as which
of you fhall not? With this [ depart, That as [ flew my
beft Lover for the good of Reme, 1have the fame Dagger

for my felf, whenit fhall pleate my Countrey to nced my
Death,

Shall be crown’d in Bratas,

WVith Shouts and Clamors,

And (for my fake) ftay here with Antony ;
Do grace to Cefer’s Corps, and grace his Speech

e e

e ———

———
Hie hence, and tell him fo,  Yet ftay a while,
‘Thou Ihalt not back, till I have born this Coarfe
Into the Market-place: There hall I ¢r

In my Oration, how the people take

The cruel iffuc of thefe bloody men,

According to the which, thou Mal difcourfe
Lo young Ottaviu of the ftate of things,

Lend me your hand,

Euter Brutvs, aud goes into the Pulpit 5 and Caflius,
with the Plebeians,

Pleb. We will be fatisfied « let us be fatisficd.

Brur. Then follow me, and give meaudience, Friends,

(4ffins, go you into the other Strect,

And part the Numbers :

Thofe that will hear me fpeak, let %em ftay here;;
Thofe that will follow Caffius, go with him,
And publick Reafons fhall be rendred

Of Cefur’s death,

1. Pleb, 1 will hear Brunns fpeak,

2. | will hear Cufius, and compare their Reafons,
When feverally wehear them rendred,

3. The noble Brurus is afcended ; Silence.

Brur. Be patient till the Jaft,

Romaus, Country-men, and Lovers, hear me for my
Cauft, and be filent, that you may hear.  Belicve me for
minc Honour, and liave reipec to mine Honour, that you
may believe. - Cenfire me in your wildom, and awake
your Senfes, that you may the hetter judge. " IF there be
any in this Allembly, any dear Friend of Cefar’s, tothem

L lay, That Brutus love'to Cefir was no lefs than his, If;

then, that Friend demand, why Brutus rofe againlt C.efar,
this is my Anfiwer : Not that I loyd Cefar lefs, but that
1lov’d Rome more. Had you rather Cefar were living,

and dycall Slaves ; than that Cefir were dead, to live 1)
Frec-men? As Cafar lov’d me, Tweep for him'; as he was
fortinate, I rejoyce at ity as he was valiant, I honounr
him: But, as lie was ambitious, I flew him.  There is
Tears for his Love, Joy for his Fortunc, Honour for his
Valour, and Death for his Ambition, = Who is here fo
bafe that would be aBond-man? Ifany, fpeaks for him
have Lotfended.  Whoiis here fo rude, that would not be
A Roman 2 If any, fpeak 5 for him have | oflended,  Who
is heee fo vile, that will not love his Coumtrey ? If any,
fpeak s forhim have | offended. I paufk for a reply,

. None, Brutus, nonc.
Brut. "Then none have | offended, I have done no

more to Cefirr than you hall do to Bruus, The Queftion
ol his Death is incoll'd in the Capitoly bis Glory not cx-
tonuated, wherein he was worthy ; not his offences en.
lorc’d, for which he fuflied death,

Enter Mark Antony, wirth Cefar’s Body.

Al Live, Brutus, live, live,

1. Bring him with Triumph home unto his houfe,
2. Give hima Statue with his Anceftors,

3+ Let him be Cefir,

4. Cefar’s better Paits

1. We'll bring him to his houfe

Bruts iy Country-nen—

2. Peace, filence, Bruvms fpeaks,

1, Peace, Ho,

Brat. Good Country-men, let me departalone,

 The Tragedy of J

[Exennt. | Aur. For Brutus's fake 1 am beholden to

Have ttoad againtt the World , Now Iy
And none o poor to do him re verence,
O Matters ! it [ weredifposd to flic
Your heartsand minds to mutiny ani
I fhould do Brugus wrong, and Cufj
Who (youall know ) are Honontable men,
Twill notdotlhiem wrong : Trather chufe

To wrong the dead, to wrong iy 11 and you,
Than I will wrong fuch Honoura
But iere s a Pacchient, wich 1)

-
of Julius Caefar,

‘Tending to (afar’s Glorics, which Harl, Autory
(By our permiflion) isallow'd to make,
I'doentreat you, notaman depart,
Save Lalone, till Antony have fpoke,
1. Stay, Hoe, and Ict us hear Mark Atony,
3. Lethim go up into the Publick Crai
Well hear him : Noble Auran y o up

{Exir, ]

jon,
4. What docs lic fay of fyugys > !

3. He faysfor Bruuss fake
He finds himfelf beholden 1o us all.

4 "Twerebett fpeak no harm of Brutus here,

1, This Cafar wasa Tyrant,

3. Nay, that’s certain ; .
Weare glad that R ome is rid of him,

2, Peace, let us hear what eAutony can fay,

<, Yougentle Romans——

AN, Peace, Hoe, Ict usbear him,

<Aut, Friends, Romns, Country-inen, lend me your ears:
[ come to bury Cfin, not to praife kim :
The evil that men do, lives after them,
‘The Good is oft interred with the Bones;,
Solet it be with Cefar, The Noble Brisus
Hath told you, Cafar was ambitions :
IF it were'fo, it was a grievous fault,
And gricvoully hath Cofer anfiver'd it
Here, under Jeave of Brutusy and the reft,
(For Brutus is an honourable man,
Soarcthey all, all honourable men)
Come I to fpeak in Cefir’s Funcral,
He was my Friend, faithful and juitto me;
But Brutus fays, He was ambitious,
And Brutas is an Honourable man,
He hath brought many Captives home to & gnir,
Whofe Ranfomics did the general Coffers il
Did this in Cefar feem ambitious ?
Wihen that the poor have cry’d, Cefar hath wept :
Ambition fhould be made of ferncr Stuff;
Yet Brurus fays, He was ambitious, ,
And Brutns is an Honourable man, i

Youall did fee, That on che Lupercal, ‘
[ thrice prefented him a Kingly Crown,
Which hedid thrice refufe. Was this Ambition ?

Vet Brutus fays, He was ibitious,

And fuce he isan Honourable man,

! fpeak ot to difprove what Byuens fpoke,

But here 1am to fpeak what ( do know

Yousall did love him onc:, not without caufe,

What caufe with-holds yon then to mourn for him ?

O Judgment ! thow art fled co Bratiih Bealls,

And Men have loft their Reafon, Bear with me,

My heartisinthe Coffin there with C. iy

And 1 mutt paufetill ir come back to me,

1. Methinks there is much reafon in bis Say ings,

IF thon confider rightly of che matter,

Cafar has liad grear wrong, (p'ace.
3. Has he, Malters 2 [ (ear there willa worfi come in his
4 Mark’d ye his words? He would not take the Crown, |

Therefore ’tis ceetain, he was not ambitious, i
1. 1 it be found fo, fome will dear abide i, |
2. Poor Soul ! hiseyesare red as fire with veeping, |
3. There’s not a nobler man in Romie than exrony, i
4+ Now mark hiw, he beginsagain to fpeak,
<nt. Bueyelterday the word of ¢ o might

eshe there,

cwong s

e,
o Cafary

{roond l’
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e
1 found it in his Clofet, ’tis his Will:
Let but the Commons hear this Teftament :
(Which pardon me) 1do not mean to read,
Aud they would go and kifs dead Ceff’s \Wounds,
And dip their Napkins in his Sacred blood :
Yea, bigahaiv of him for Memory, .
And dying, mention it within their Wills,
Bequeathing it as & rich Legacy
Unto their iflae, .
4 Weell hear the Will, read it, Mark Anany.
All, The Willy the Willy we will hear Cefar’s Will,
Aut, Have patience, gentle Friends, 1 muft not read it.
It is not mect you know how Cefar lov’d you:
Youare not Wood, you are not Stones, butmen:
And being men, hearing the Will of Cafar,
1t will inflame you, it will make you ma‘d 5
Tis good you know not that youare his Heirs,
For ifyou fhould, O what would come of it?
4 Read the Will, wee'll hear it, Autony:
You Mall read us the Will, Cefar’s Will. .
_anr, Will yoube Patient ? will you ftay a while?
| have o're fhot my felf to tell you ofit,
| fear | wrong the Honourable men, .
Whofe Daggers have ftabbd Cefar : Tdofearit.
4. They were Traytors, Honourable men?
oAll. The Will, the Teftament. .
2. They were Villains, Murderers: the Will, read the
Will,
oAnt, You will compel me then to read the Will;
Then make a Ring about the Corps of Cefor,
And let me fhew you him that made the Will:
Shalt 1 defcend ? and will you give meleave?
All. Come down.
. Defeend,
. You fhall have leave.
. A Ring, ftand round.
" Stand from the Hearfe, ftand from the Body.
2 Room for urony, moft Noble Aurony.
_Ant. Nay prefs not fo upon me, ftand far ofl.
A, Stand back, room, bear back.
nt. 1€ you have tears, prepare fhed them nows
You all do know this Mantlc, I remember
The firlt time ever (efar put it on,
"Tuas on a Summers Evening in his Tent,
That day he overcame the Nervii
Look, in this place ran Caffius’s Dagger through:
See what a Rent the envious Caska made :
Through this, the well beloved Brutas ftab’d,
And as he pluck’d his curfed Stecll away,
Mark how the blood of Cafar followed ity
‘As rufhing out of Doors, to be refolv’d,
\f Brutsss fo nukindly knock’d, or no:
For Brutus as you know, was Cefar’s Angcl.' .
Tudge, O you Gods, how dearly Cefar lov'd him:
This was the moft unkindeft cut of all.
For when the Noble Cefirr faw bim ftab,
Ingratitude, more ftrong than Traitors arms,
aite vanquifhid him = then burft his Mighty heart
And in his Mantle, mufling up his face,
Even at the Bafe of Pompey’s Statue
(Which all the ‘while ran blood) great Cefar fll.
0O what a fall was there, my Country-men?
Then 1, and you, and all of us fell down,
WhiPft bloody Treafon flourifh’d over us.
0O now you weep, and 1 perceive you fecl
The dint of pity : Thefe arc gracious drops.
Kind Souls, what weep you, when you but behold
Our (efar’s Vefture wounded 2 Look you here,
Herc is Himfelf, marr'd as you fee with Traytors.
1. O pitcous Spectacle !
2. O Noble (efar!
3. O woful day!
4. O Traytors, Villains!
1. O moft bloody fight !

Y

o

e T

\

. 2. We will bereveng'd: Revenge
About, feek, burn, fire, killy flay,
Let not a Traytor live,

Ant. Stay, Country-mcen,

1. Peace there, hear the Noble Anrony,

2. Wecll hear him, wee'll follow him , wee'll dye
with him.

Ant, GoodFriends,fwect Friends, let me not ftir yoyup
To fuch a fudden Flood of Mutiny : -
They that have done this Deed, are Honourable,

What private griefs they have, alas 1 know not,
That made them do it: They are wile and honourable,
And will no doubt with reafous anfiver you.
1 come not (Friends,) to Itcal away your hearts 3
I am no Orator, as Brutusis s
But (as you know meall) plain blunt man
That love my Friend, and that they know full well,
That give me publick leave to fpeak of him:
For 1 have neither Wit, nor words, nor worth,
Adtion nor utterance, nor the power of fpeech,
To ftir mensBlood. 1only fpeak right on:
1 tell you that, which you your felves do know,
Shew you fiveet Cifar’s Wounds,poor, poor dumb mouths,
And bid them fpeak for me: But werc | Brutus,
And Brutus Antony, there were an eAutony
Would rufilc up your Spirits, and put a Tongue
1n every Wound of Cefar, that fhould move
The ftones of Rome torilc and mutiny.

All, Wee'll Mutiny.

1. Wee'll burn the Houfe of Brutus,

3. Away then, come feck the Confpirators,

“Aut. Yet hear me, Country-men, yet hear me fpeal,

All. Peace ho, hear Autony, moft Noble entony.
“Ant. Why, Friends, you go to-do you know not what.
Whercin hath Cefar thus deferv’d your loves 2
Alas you know not, 1 muft tell you then:
You have forgot the Will I toldyou of.
4ll. Mofttrue, the Will, let’s flay and hear the Will,
wdut, Here is the Will, and under Cefar’sSeal:
To every Roman Citizen he gives,
To cvery feveral man, feventy five Drachmacs.
2. Ple. Moft noble C.eftrr, wee'll revenge his Death,
3. Ple. O Royal Cefar.
ZAnt, Hear me with patience.
All. Peace ho,
wAur. Moreover he hath lefc youall his Walks,
His private Arbours, and new-planted Orchards:
On this fide Tyber, he hath left them you,
And to your Heirs for ever : common pleafures
To walk abroad, and recreate your felves,
Here was a Caefar : when comes fuch another ?
1. Ple. Never, never: come, away, away:
Wee'll burn his body in the holy place,
And with the Brands fire all the Traytors Houfes.
Take up the Body.
2. Ple. Go fetch firc,
3. Ple. Pluck down Benches. .
4. Ple. Pluck down Forms, Windows, any thing.
[ Exennt Plebcians.
Ant. Now let it work : Mifchief thou art a foot,
Take thou what courfc thou wilt.
How now, Fellow?

Enter Servant.

Ser. Sir, Offavins is already cometo Rome.

Ant, Where is he ?

Ser. He and Lepidus arc at Cef’s Houfe, |

Ant. And thither will I ftraight, to vifit hims
He comes upon a wifh, Fortunc is merry,
Andin this mood will give us any thing,

Ser. 1heard him fay, Bratus and (affius
Arerid like Madmen through the Gates of Rome.

Ant. Belike they had fome notice of the people,

How | had moved them, Bring mc to Otavins. [Exeunt,
Enter

i ————

Tbe Tragedy of Julius Gxfar.

Enter Cinnathe Poet, and afeer

Yet fomething leads me fosth,
What is your Name ?
Whither are you going ?
Wiiere do you dwell ?

SrEep

Aufwer every man directly,
I, and bricfly,
.1y and wikly,
3. 1, and truly, you werc beft.

>

1. As a Friend, or anEncmy ?
Cin, As a Friend,

4. For your Dwiclling : briefly,

3. Yppr Name, Sir, truly.
G Truly my Name is Cinna.

+ ~
Verfes,
Cin, 1am not Ginna the Confpirato

Cin. 1 decame to Night, that I di i

I dre ] 5 that 1 did Fealt with €,
And things untuckily charge my Fantafic : s
I have no will to wander forth of Doors,

Arc youa Married Man, or a Batchellor?

Cin. Whatismy Name? Whither am [ goii
'? ing ? Wi

élo !A‘Iv(\:cll ? Aml ;AMamcd Man, or aBa%chel%or? T]lf:lc)
o Antwer every Man direétly and bricfly, wi y
truly :leﬂJy, I'fay, Lam a Batchellor, by wikly and
2. That’s as much as.to fay, they are Fools that Marry :
yowll bear me a bang for that | Ich: Proceed ljirc{:lry[y.

Cin, Dircétly, 1am going to Cefar’s Funeral, '

2, That matter is anfwered directly,

Cine Briclly, 1 dwell by the Capitol.

1, Tear him to picces, he’s « Confpirator.
Cin, 1am Cinmy the Poct, | am Cinna the Poct,
Tear him for his bad Verfes, tear him for his bad

4 1t is no marter , his Name’s Ginna, pl i
! | uck but his
name out of his heart, and turn him guiné d

3. Tear him, tear him; Come Brands ho, Firebrands :
to (f!rmm, to (,'.:lﬁ:u, burnall.  Some to Decins’s Houles,
and fome to Ciska's, fometo Ligarius: Away, go.

LExeant all the Plebeians,

) He thait bue e
i she Dlebeians, | hear them, as the Afs

And having brought our uczure,
Then take we down his load, an

And graze in Commons,

Ott. Youmay do your will :
But he’s a tii’d aid valiant Souldier.
[ do appoint him fore of Provender,
Itis a Creature that | teach to fight )
To wind, to ftop, to run dircétly 01’1:

Aud in fome taft, is Lepidus but {0 :

On Objects, Arts, and Imitations.

Ecgi'n his fathion. Do not talk of him,

Lpt asaproperty : and now, Odavins,
iften great things. Bruts and (affins

Thercfore let our Alliance be combin’
Our beft Friends made, and ot?rmb)(!ll;: (:1’\
And let s prefently go fic in Council,

And open Perils furcft anfwered,

And bayed about with many Enemics,
Millions of Mifchiefs.

.
and Pindarus mees them,

Bru. Stand, ho,
Luc. Give the word, ho, and Stand,

To do you falutation from his Mafter.

Altus Quartus.

In hisqwn change, or by ill Officers,
Hath given me fome worthy caufe to with

[ hall be fatisfied.

Ant,"JHefe many then i
T bl y fhall die,
_0dt. Your Brother too muft dic :
picdus ? ’
Lep. 1do confent,

0Oét, Prick him down, Antony,

Who'is your Sifters Son, Aark, Antony,

But Lepidus, go you to Cefar’s Houfe :

Fetch the Will hither, and we fhall determine

How to cut off fome charge i i
ge in Legacies,

Lep. What? fhall I find you hgcrc ?s

Oét, Or here, or at the Capitol.

Meet to be fent onErrands : isit fit

The three.fold World divided, he ould ftand

Onc of the three to hare it ?

Ott. So you thought him,

And took his Voice who fhould be prickt

In our black Sentence and Profcription.
Ant. Oftavins, Thave feen more days

And though we lay theft honours on this man
To cafe our felves of divers fland’rous loads, ’

Enter Antony, O(tavius, and Lepidus,

Lep. Upon condition Publins fall not live,

An. He Mallnatlive 5 look, with a fpot, 1damn him,

Ant, Thisisa flight unmeritable man,

Pin. 1do not doubt
But that my Noble Mafter will appear
Such as heis, full of regard, and Honour.

their 2 i
Names are | How he receiv’d you: letme Le refolv'd.

confent you, Le-| But not with fuch familiar inflances,

Nor with fuch free and friendly Conference,

As he hath vs'd of old.
Bru. Thou hatt deferib’d

When Love begins to ficken and decay,
It ufethan enforced Ceremony.

But hollow men, like Horfes hot at hand,

Make gallant Mew, and promife of their Mettle :

Low March withi
But when they ould endure the bloody Spar. b i,
They fall their Creft, and like deceitful _ladis,

[Exit Lepidus.

Sink in the Trial. Comes his Ariny on?

;llc greater part, the Horfe in general
. I¢ C i
wodie ome with Caffius,

dhan you s Enter Caflivs and his Powers.

Bru, Hark, he isarriv’d:
March gently on to mect him.

H ; bears
T'o groanand Iwcat under the Bufinefs,
5

Ecther lea i driven, as we prine the way:
s where we will,

I it i :
(Like to the empty Afs) to fhake hisml?m]'lslm o
- 1l

Ant. Soismy Horfe, Oétavins, and for that
d

His corporal Motion, governd by my Spiit,
)

He muft be taught, and train'd, i
taught, and bid :
A barren fpirited Fellow, one that fccl:dfo fouh:

Which out of ufe, and flal’d by other men

Arc levying Powers; We muft [traight make head :

cans ftretcht out,
How covert matters may be beft difclos’d,
8

0it. Letusdofo: for we are at the ftake,

And fome that fmile have in their hearts, I fear,
Drum. Enter Brutus, Lucilivs, aid the Army. Titinius
im. What now, Lucilius, is Caffins near?

ue. Heisat hand, and Pindarus is come
. He greets me well, Your Mafter Pindars,

Things done, undone : But if he be at hand,

Bru. He is not doubted. A word, Lucilins,

Lue. With curtefie, and with refpect enough,

A hot Friend, cooling : Ever note, Lucilius,

There are no tricks in plain and fimple Faith :

Luc. They mean this Night in Surdis to be quarter’d:
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Caffi.
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Caffi. Stand, ho.
£ra, Stand, ho, fpeak the word along,

Stand.
Caffi. Moft Noble Brother: you have done me wrong,
Bru, Judge me, youGods ; wrong I mine Euemies ?
Aund if not fo, how Mould I wrong a Brother ?
«affi. Brutus, this fober form of yours, hides wrongs,
And when you do them —
Pra. Caffius, be content,
Speak your gricfs foftly, 1do know you well.
Before the Eyes of both our Armies here
\Vhich fhould perceive nothing but Love from us)
Lct us not wrangle, Bid them move away :
Then inmy Tent Caffius enlarge your Griefs,
Aund 1 will give you Audience.
Caffi. Pindarus,
Rid our Commanders lead their Charges olf
Alittle from this ground.
Brut. Lucilins, do you the like, and let no man
Come to our Tent, till we have done our Conference.
Let Lucis and Titinins guard our Door, [Exeunt.
Manent Brutus and Caflivs.
Caffi. That you have wrongd me, doth appear in this
You have condemn’d, and noted Lucius Pells
For taking Bribes here of the Sardians ;
\Whercin my Letter, praying on his fide,
Becaufe 1 knew the man, was flighted off:
Bra, You wrong’d your felf to writein fucha cafe,
C.fi. In fuch a time as this, it is not meet,
That cvery rice offence fhould bear his Comment,
Bris, Letme tell you, Caffizs, you your flfy
Are much condemn’d to have an itching Palm,
To fell, and Mart your Offices for Gold
To Undefervers,
Caffi. 1, an itching Palm ?
You know that you are Brutus that fpeaks this,
Or by the Gods, this fpeech were elfe your laft,
Bru. The name of Caffius honours this Corruption,
And Chaftifement doth thercfore hide his head.
Cafji. Chaltifement ?
Bru. Remember 5March,the Ides of Mreh remember:
Did not great Fulius bleed for Juftice fake ?
What Villaiu touch’d his Body, thatdid ftab,
And not for Jultice? What, fhall one of Us,
That ftruck the Formolt man of all this World,
But for fupporting Robbers : fhall we now
Contaminate our Fingers with bafe Bribes?
And full the mighty fpace of our large Honeurs
For fo much trath, as may be grafped thus ?
1 had rather be a Dog, and bait the Moon,
Than fucha Rom.or,

“ Caffi. Brutus, bait not me,

Pl ot endure it: you forget your fIf,

-] To hedge mein, 1'ama Souldier, ),

Older in practice, abler than your felf
To make Conditions,
Bri. Goto: you are not Caffius.
Caffis Tam,
a1y, youare not,
Caffi. Urge me no more, I fhall forget my felf:
Have mind upon your health: ‘I empt me no farther.
Bru, Away, flight man.
Caffi. 18t pofiible ?
Bra, ear me, for T will fpeak.
Mult | give way, and room to your rafh Choler?
Shall T be frighted, when a mad man ftares?
Cyfi. Oye Gods, ye Gods, mult Fendure all this?
Bri, Allthis? Imore, Fret till your proud heart break,
Go fhew your Slaves how Cholerick you are,
And make your Bondmen tremble. Muft I budge?
Muft 1 obferve you? Mult1 ftand and crouch

U

Under your tefty humour ? By the Gods

You fhall digeft the Venom of your fplecn
‘Though it do fplic you. For from this day forth,
Pl nfe you for my Mirth, yea for my Laughter,
When you are wafpifh. ’
Caffi, Is it come to this?
Bru. You fay, you are a better Souldier :
Let it appear fo; méake your vaunting true,
And itihall pleafe me well. For mine own part,
[ fhall be glad to learn of Noble men,
Caffi. You wrong me cvery way :
You wrong me, Brutus:
1 faid, an Elder Souldier, not a Better.
Did I fay Better ?
Bru_1f you did, 1care not,
Caffi, When Cefar 1iv’d, he durft not thus have mov'd
me
Bru, Peace, peace, you durft not fo have tempted him,
Caffi. 1durlt not.
Bru. No.
Caffi. What? durft not tempt him?
Bru, For your life you durft not?
Caffi. Do not prefume too much upon my love,
I may dothat I hall be forry for,
Bru, Youhave done that you fhould be forry for,
There is no terror, Caffius, in your threats.
For lam arm’d fo ftrong in honclty,
That they pafs by me, as theidle wind,
Which I refpect not, 1did fend to you
For certain fus 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 Drachmacs, than to wring
From the hard hands of Peazants, their vile trafh
By any indirection. 1 did fend
To you forGold to pay my Legions,
Which you deny’d me : was that done like Caffins 2
Should 1 have anfwer’d Cains Caffins fo?
When Marcus Brutus grows fo covetous,
To lock fuch Rafcal Counters from his Friends,
Be ready gods with all your Thunder-bolts,
Dath him to pieces,
Caffi. 1deny’d you not,
B/}/: You d¥d. !
Caffi. 1did not. He was but a Fool
That brought my anfiver back, Brutus hath riv’d my heart,
A Friend fhould bear his Friends infirmities,
But Brutus makes mine greater than they are.
Bru, 1do not till you practife them on me.
Caffi. Youlove me not,
Bru 1 do not like your faults,
Caffi. A Friendly Eye could never fec fuch faults,
Bru, AFlatterers would not, though they doappear
As huge as high Olympie,
Caffi. Come, eAntony, and young Otavius come,
Revenge your felves alone on Caffius,
For Caffins is a weary of the World:
Hated by one he loves, brav’d by his Brother,
Check’d like a Bondman, all his favlts obferv’d,
Sct in a Note-Book, learn’d, and con’d by roat
Tocaftinto my Teeth, O could weep
My Spirit from mine Eyes: There is my Dagger,
And here my naked Breaft: Within a heart
Dearer than Plure’s Mine : Richer than Gold :
If that thou beelt a Rgman, take it forth.
I thatdeny’d thee Gold, will give my Heart:
Strike as thou didft at Cefar, for [ know,
When thou didft hate him worft, thou lovedft him better
Than ever thou lovedft Cafffus.
Bru, Sheath your Dagger :
Be angry when you will, it fhall have fcope,
Do what you will, difhonour fhall be humour.
O, Ciffius, you arc yoaked with a Lamb
That carries anger, as the Flint hears fire,

\Vho much inforced, fews a halty fpark, )
And
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And ftraighe is cold again,
Caffi. Hath Caffius liv’d
To be but Mirthand Laughter to his Bratus,
When grief and blood ill temper’d, vexeth him?
“Brun. When | [poke that, 1'was ill-temper’d too,
Cufff. Do you confefs fo much? Give me your hand,
Bras. And my heart too.
Cafff. O Brutus !
Bru, What's the matter? .
Caffi. Have not you love cnough to bear with me,
When tha rafh humour which my Mother gave me
Makes me forgetful ?

Bru. Yes, Caffins, and from henceforth
When you arc overscacneft with your Bratus,
Hee'll think your Mother chides, ‘and leave you fo.

Enter a Poct,

Po. Let me go in to fee the Generals,
There is fome grudge between "em, ’tis not meet
They bealone.
Luci. You fhall pot come to them,
Poet, Nothing but Death fall ftay me,
Caffi. How now? What's the matter ?
Poet, For (hame you Generals? what do you mean?

Love, and be Friends, as two fuch men fhould be,

For | have feen more years 'm fure than ye.
Caffi, Ha, ha, how vilely doth this Cynick rhime:
Bru, Get you hence, Sirrah: Sawcy fellow, heace.
Caffi. Bear with him, Brarus, *tis his fafhion.
Bru, I'll know his humour, when he knows his time :

| What Mould the Wars do with theft jigging Fools?
| Companion, hence.

Caffi. Away, away, be gone.
Brus. Lucilins and Titinius, bid the Commanders
Prepare to lodge their Companies to Night,

[mmediately to us,
Bru, Lucins, a Bowl of Wine,
(affi. 1 did notthink you could have been foangry.
Bru, O Caffins, | am fick of many gricfs.
Cuffi. Of your Philofophy rou make 0o ufe,
If you give placcto accidental evils. .
Jrur, No man bears forrow better, Portia is dead.
Caffi, Ha! Porvia?
Bru. She is deads X
Caffi. How fcap'd I killing, when 1 croft you fo?
O infupportable, and touching lofs !
Upon what ficknefs 2 .
Bra, \mpatient of my abfence ;.
And gricf, that young Offavins with Mark, Antony,
HHave made themfelvesfoftrong: For with her Death
Ihat tydings came. With this fhe fell diftract,
An: (her Attendants abfent) fwallow’d fire,
Caffi. And dy'dfo?
Brw. Even fo.
Caffi. O yeimmortal Gods!

Enter Boy with Wine and Taprs.

Bru, Speak no more of her: Give me a Bowl of Wine
In this 1 bury all unkindneR, Caffins [ Drinks
(affi. My ‘heart is thicfty for that Noble pledge,
Filly Lucis, till the Wine o’re fwell the Cup:
1 cannot drink too much of Bratus’s love,

Ener Titinivs, and Meffala,

Bru. Come in, Titinins +
Welcome, good Meffala:
Now fit we clofe about this Taper herc,
And call in queftion our neceffities,
Caffi, Portia, art thou gone ?

[Exis Poct.

Bru. No more, | pray you,
Meffata, § have here received Letters,
That young Octsvins, and Mark _Aony,
Come down upon us with a mighty power,
Bending their expedition toward Philippi,
Meff. My felf have Letters of the fel{ fame tenure,
Bru. With what Addition,
Meffs Thatby profcriptica, and Bills of Outlawry,
Ockavins, Antony, and Lepidus,
Have put to Death an hundred Senators.
Bru, Thercin our Letters do not well agree :
Mine fpeak of feventy Senators, thatdy'd
By their profcriptions, Crcero being une.
Caffi. Cicero one? .
Meff. Cicero is dead, and by that order of proftription.
Had you your Letters from your Wife, my Lord?
Brut. No, Meffala.
«Heff, Nor nothing in your Letters writ of her 2
Bru, Nothing, MefJala,
Meff. That methinks is ftrange,
Bru. Why ask you?
Hear you ought of her, in yours ?
Meff. No, my Lord,
Bru. Now, as you are a Roman, tell me true.
Meff. Then like a Roman, bear the truth 1 tell,
For certain fhe is dead, and by ftrange manner.
Bru. Why, farewel, Portia: we mult die, Meffala,
With meditating that fhe muft die once,
I have the patience to endure it now.
Myff. Even fogreat men, great loffes fhould endure.
Caffi. 1 have as much of this in Act as you,
But yet my Naturc could not bear it fo.
Bru, Well, toour work alive. What do you think
Of marching to Philippi prefently.
Caffi. 1do not think icgood.
Bru, Your reafon?
Caffio Thisit is:

Caffi. And come your felves,and bring Meflala with you | "Tis better that the Enemy feck us,

So fhall he wafte his means, weary his Souldiers,
Doing himfelf offence, whillt we lying &till,
Are full of reft, defence, and nimblenefs,
Bru. Good reafons muft of force give place to better;
The people ’twixt Phlliryi, and this ground
Do l‘Fand 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 refreMt, new added, and encourag’d;
From which advantafe fhall we cut him off.
If at Philippi we do face him there,
Thefe people at our back,
Cafff. Hear me, good Brother.
Bru, Under your Pardon. You mult note befide,
That we have try’d the utmoft of our Friends:
1| Our Legions are brim full, our caufeisripe,
The Enemy encreafeth every day,
Weat the height, are ready to decline,
There is a Tide in the affaics of men,
Which taken at the Flood, leadson to Fortune :
Omitted, all the Voyage of their Life,
Is bound in Shallows, and in Miferies.
.{ On fuch a full Sea, are we now a-float,
.| And we muft take the current when it ferves,
Or loofe our ventures. ,
Caffi. Then with your will go on : we Il along
Our felves, and meet chem at Philippi.
Bru. The deep of night is crept upon our talk,
And Nature muft obey Neccﬂir¥,
Which we will niggard with a little reft:
There is no more to fa{]. bt
Caffi. No more, good night,
Earl{yrfm Morrow will we rife, and hence.

Enter
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Enter Lucivs.

Brat. Lucins, my Gown : farewel, good Meffals,
Good Night, Titinius : Noble, Noble Caffius,
Good Night, and good repofe,

Caffi. O my dear Brother:

This was an ill beginning of the night :
Never come fuch divilion ’tween our Souls:
Let it not, Bratis,

Enter Lucius with the Gown,

Bru. Every thing is well.

Caffi. Good Night, my Lord.

Brir. Good Night, good Brother.

Tit. Meffa. Good Night, Lord Brutus,

Bru, Farewel, every one, LExeunt,
Give me the Gown, Where is thy Inftrument ?

Luc, Here inthe Tent,

Bru. What, thou fpeakeft drowfily ?
Poor Knave, I blame thee, thou art o’re-watch’d.
Call Claudio, and fome other of my men,
I'll have them fleep on Cuthions in my Tent.

Lug. Varrus and Qlandio,

Enter Varrus and Claudio.

Var. Calls my Lord ?
Bra. 1 pray you, Sirs, lic inmy Tent, and flcep,
It may be | Mall raife you by and by
On bufinefs to my Brother Caffiiss.
Var, So pleafcyou, we will ftand,
And watch your pleafure,
Bru. 1 will not have it fo: lic down, good Sirs,
[t may be I fhatl otherwife bethink me.
Look Lucius, here’s the Book I fought for fo:
I put it in the Pocket of my Gown.
Lue. | was fure your Lordfhip did not give it me.
Bru, Bear with me, good Boy, 1 am much forgetful,
Cantt thou hold up thy inftrument a ftrain or two.
Aund touch thy heavy Eyes a while.
Luac. 1, my Lord, an’t pleafe you.
Bra, It does, my Boy 3
I trouble thee too much, but thou art willing.
Lue. It is my duty, Sir.
Bru. 1 hould not urge thy duty paft thy might,
1 know young bloads look for a time of reft.
Luc.” have {lept, my Lord, already.
Bru, 1t was well done, and thou Mhalt fliep again:
I will not hold thee long. If Idolive,
1 will be good to thee,

Mufick, and a Song.

This is a flecpy Tune : O murderous flumber !
Layeft thou thy Leaden Mace upon my Boy,

That plays thee Mufick? Gentle Koave, good night :
Lwill not do thee fo much wrong to wake thee:

I thou doft nod, thou break’ft thy Inftrument,

Pl take it from thee, and (good Boy) good night.
Let me fee, letme fee? is nor the Leaf turn’d down
\Vhere 1 left reading ? Here icis, 1 think,

Enter the Ghoft of Cefar.

How ill this Taper burns.  Ha! Who comes here ?
I think it is the weaknefs of mine Eycs

That fhapes this monftrous Apparition.

It comes upon me : Att thou any thing ?

At thou fome God, fome Angel, or fome Devily
That mak’t my blood cold, and my haic to flarc?
Speak tome, what thou art.

Gheft. Thy evil Spiric, Bratus.

Bru, Wy com’ft thou ?
Ghoft. To tellthee thou talt fee me at Philippi.
Brute Well : then | fhall fee thee again?
Ghoft, 1, at Philippi.
Bra, Why, 1 will fec thec at Philippi then:
Now [ have taken heart, thou vaniﬂ\cl{.
1l Spirit, I would hold more talk with thee.
Boy, Luciue, Varrus, Claudio, Sirs: awake:
Claudio,
Luci. The ftrings, my Lord, are falfe,
Bru. He thinks he is ftill at his Inftrument,
Lucins, awake.
Lugi, My Lord,
th}u. Didt thou dream, Lucius , that thou fo cryedlt
out ?
Luc. My Lord, 1donot know that1 did cry,
Bru. Yes, thatthou didlt; Didft thou fee any thing?
Lue. Nothing, my Lord,
Bru, Slecp again, Lucins ¢ Sirrah, Clandio, Fellow,
Thou, awake. ’
Var, My Lord.
Clan, J‘Vly Lord.
Bru. Why did you fo cry out, Sirs, in your Sle
Both, Did we, r)ny Lordg » Sy nyourSkept
Bru, 1 faw you any thing?
Var, No, my Lord, 1 faw nothing.
Clan, Nor 1, my Lord.
Bru, Go, and commend me to my Brother C.ffius :
Bid him feton hispowers betimes before,
And we will follow,
Both. 1t fhall be done, myLord. [Exennt.

’ Attus Quintus.

Enter Otavius, Antony, and their eAvmy,

O,iq.NO W, Autony, our hopes are anfwered,

You faid the Encmy would not come down,
But keep the Hills and upper Regions :

It proves not fo: their Battels arc at hand,

They mean to warn us at Philippi here :

Anfwering before we do demand of them.

Ant, Tut Lam in their bofoms, and | know
Wherefore they do it: They could be content
To vifit other places, and come down
With fearful bravery : thinking by this face
To faften in our thonghts that they have Courage :
But ’tis not fo,

Enter aMeflinger.,

M. Prepare you Generals,
The Encmy comes on in gallant fhew:
Their bloudy fign of Battel is hung out,
And fomething to be done immediately.
eAnt, Otavins, lead your Battel foft¥y on
Upon the left hand of the evil Field.
Oéta Upon the right hand 1, keep thou the left.
Ant, Why do you crofs me in this exigent ?

Drum, Enter Brutus, Caflius, and their Aimy,

Bry, They ftand, and would have parley.

Caffi. Stand faft, Tirinins, we muftout and talk,
Oéta, eMark Antony, Mall we give fign of Battel?
Ant. No, Cefar, we will anfwer on their Charge,
Make forth, the Generals would have fome words.

Octa, Stir not until the Signal.
Bru. Words before blows : is it fo, Country-men?
it

Ofta. 1 donot crof§ you: but Iwilldofo, - [arch,
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0O¢la. Not that we love words better, as yowdo.
Bru. Good words arc better than bad ftrokes, Ofwvins,
Ant. 1 your bad ftrokes, Brutus, you give good words,
Witnefs the holc you made in ('efars heart,
Crying, long live, hail Cefar.
Caffi, Ansony,
The pofturc of your blows are yet unknown ;
But for your words, they rob the Hibla Becs,
And lcave them Honey-lefs.
Ant. Not Rtinglefs too,
Bru, O yes, aud foundlefs too :
For you have ftolntheir buzzing, Antony,
And very wifely threat before you tting. .
e, Villains : you did not fo, when your vileDaggers
Hack onc another in the fides of Cafar -
You tew’d your teeth like Apes,
And fawn’d like Hounds,
And bow’d like Bondmen, kiffing Cefar's fect :
Whillt damned Cuka, like a Cur, behind
Struck Cafar on the neck. O you flatterers!
Caf. Flattercrs? Now Brutus thank your felf :
This tonguc had not offended o to day,
If Caffius might have rul'd.
Otta, Come, come, thecaufe, 1farguing make us fwet,
The proof of it will tuen to redder drops :
Look, I draw a Sword again{t Confpirators,
When think you that the Sword goes up again ?
Never till Cefar’s three and thicty wounds
Be well aveng'd ; or till another Cefar
Have added Slaughter to the Sword of Traytors.
Brus Cefar, Thou canft not die by Traytors hands,
Unlefs thou bring(t them with thee,
0éta. Solhope:
[ was not born to die on Brutus Sword. .
Bru Q if thouwert the Nobleft of thy Strain,
Young-man, thou could(t not dic more honourable.
Cafji. A peevifh School-Boy, worthics of fuch honour
Join’d with a Masker and a Reveller.
Ant, Old Caffius fill,
Ofta. Come, eAntony : aWay :
Defiance, Traytors, hurle we in your teeth.
If you darc fight to day, come tothe field:
1€ not, when you have ftomachs,
[Exis Ottavius, Antony, and Army.
Caffi. Why now blow wind, fwell billow,
And fwim Bark :
The Storm is up, and all is on the hazard,
Bru, Ho, Lucikins, hark, a word with you
Lucillivs, and MclTala fand forth.
Lue. My Lord,
Caf. Meffala.
Meffa, What fayes my General ? .
Caf Meffala, this is my Birth-Day: as this very day
Was Cafins born, Give me:thy hand, Meffala :
Be thou my witnefs, that againft my will,
(As Pompey was) am I compell’d to fet
Upon onc Battel all our Libertics.
You know that Lheld Epicurus ftrong,
And his opinion : Now I change my mind,
And partly credit things that do prefage.
Coming from Sardis, on our former Enfign,
Two mighty Eagles fell, and there they pearch’d,
Gorging and feeding from our Souldiers hands,
Who to Philippi here conforted us:
This Morning are they fled away, and gone,
And in their fteads, do Ravens, Crowsand Kites,
Fly o’re our heads, and downward look on us
As we were fickly prey ; their thadows feem
A Canopy moft fatal, under which
Our Army lies, ready to give up the Ghoft.
Wleffs. Believe not fo.
Caffi. 1 but believe it partly,
For 1am fref of fpirit, and refolv’d

To meet all peril, very conftantly.

Bru, Evenfo, Lucille,
Caffi. Now mult Noble Brutus,
The gods to day ttand fricndly, that vie may
Lovers in peace, lead on our days o age.
But fince the affuirs of men refts fill incertain,
Letsreafon with the worft that may befal,
1f we do lofe this Battel, then is this
The very Jaft time we thall fpcak together :
What are you then determined to do ?
Bru, Even by the rule of that Philofophy,
By which I did blame Caro, for the death
Which he did give himfelf, 1 know not how ;
But | do find it Cowardly, and vile,
For fear of what might fall, o to prevent
The time of life, arming my felf with patience,
To ftay the providence of fome high Powers,
That govern us below.
(affi. Then if we lofe this Battel,
You are contented to be led in triumph
Through the ftrects of Rome.
Bru, No, Caffiusy no:
Think not thou, Noble Roman,
That ever Brueus will go bound to Rome,
He bears too great a mind, But this fame day
Muft end that work, that Ides of earch begun.
And whether we fhall mect again, | know not:
Thercfore our cverlafting farcwel take :
For cver, and for ever, farcwel, Caffius,
If we do mcct again, why, we fhall fimile:
If not, why then this parting was well made,
Caffi. For ever, and for ever, farewel, Brutus :
If we do meet again, wee’l finile indeed 3
If not, "tis true, this parting was well made.
Brs., Why then lead on, O thata man might know
The end of this days bufinefs, ere it come:
But it fufficeth, that the day willend,
And then the end is known. Comcho, away, [Exeunr,

 eAlarum, Enter Brutus and Meflala.

Bru. Ride, ride, Meffula, tide and give thef: Bills
Unto the Legions, on the other fide.
[ Loud Alarum.
Let them fet onatonce: for I perceive
But cold demcanour in Offevio's Wing :
And fudden pufh gives them the overthrow :
Ride, ride, Meffala, lct them all come down,  [Exennt,

Alprums,  Enter Caflius and Titinius,

Caffi. O look, Titinins, look, the Villains fly +
My felf have to mine own turn’d Eneny :
This Enfign here of mine was turning back,
[ flew the Coward, and did take it from him,
Titin, O Caffius, Brutus gave the word too early,
Who having fome advantage on Ottavius
Took it too cagerly : His Souldiers fell to fpoil,
Whillt we by Ausony are allinclos’d.

Emer Pindarus:

Pind, Fly further off my Lord : fy further off;
Mark_ Antony is in your Tents, my Lord:
Fly therefore, Noble Caffins, fly far off. )
Caffi. This Hill is far enough. Look, look, Titinius,
Are thofc my Tents where | perceive the fice?
Tir, They are, my Lord.
Caffi. Titinins, if thou loveft me, o
Mount thou my Horfe, and hide thy Spurs in him,
Till he have brought thee up to yonder Troops,
And here again, that [ may reftaffac’d
Whether yond Troops are Friend ot Eneriy. )
Tir. 1will be here again, even with a thonght. ~ [Exit.

Caff. Go, Pindarw, get thither on that Hill,
o S0 "Dad My
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My fight was cver thick : regard, Titinius,
And tell me what thou not’ft about the field,
This day | breath’d fift, time is come round,
And where 1 il begin, there fhall | end,
My it is tun his compafs. - Sicrah, What news ?
Piud. Above. O, my Lord,
Coffi \What news ?
Poud, Titinius is enclofed round about
WVith Hoifemen, that make to him on the Spur,
Yet he fpurs on, Now they are almoft on him:
Now Titzzies, Now fome light: O he lights too.
He's tane. [ Shont.
And rark, they hout for joy.
(affi. Com: down, behold no more:
0 Coward, that [ am, tolive fo long,
To fee my belt Friend tane before my Face !

Enter Pindarus.

Come hither Sicrahy In Parrhia did 1 take thee Prifoner,
And then | fwore thee, faving of thy life,
‘That whatfocver 1 did bid thee do,
Thou Mouldit attemptit. Come now, keep thine Oath,
Now be a Freeman, and with this good Sword
“That raur througd Cafars Bowels, fearch this Bofom.
Stand not to Anfwer: Here, take thou the Hilts,
And when my face is cover’d, as’tis now,
Guide thou the Sword —— Cafar thouart reveng’d,
Lven with the Sword that kil’d thee, LKills bim,
Pin. So, 1 am free,
| Vet would not fo have been,
Duift 1 have done my will, O Caffins,
Far from this Country Pindaris fall run,
Where never Roman fhall take note of him. N

Enter Titinius, .and Mellala,

2Mcff, Ttis but change, Titinins': for Offavins

Is overthrown by Noble Brutus power,

As Caffis Legions are by Antony,

Titn, Thele tidings will well confort Caffius.

Meffa. Where did you leave him?

Titm. All difconfolate,

With Pindarus his Bondman, on this Hill. -
Meff. Is not that he that lies upon the ground ?
T, He lies not like the Living. O my heart!
Mffa. Is not that he ¢
Tutin. No, this was he, Aeffila,

But Cayfius is no more, O fetting Sun:

Asin thy red Rayes thou doft fink to night 5

So in his red blaod Caffius day it fet.

The Son of Rome is fer, Our day is gone,

Clouds, Dews, and Dangers come 3 our deeds are done :

Miftruft of my mceefs hath done this deed.

Meff. Miltrutt of good fuccefs hath done this deed.

O hatefol Error, Melancholies Child :

Why doft thou thew to the apt thoughts of men,

The things that are not? O Error foon conceiv'd,

Thou never com’(t unto a happy Birth,

But kill'ft the Mother that engendred thee,
Tit,-What Pindarus? Where art thou, Pindarus ?
Meffa. Seek"him, Tuinins: whillt 1 go to meet

The Noble Brutus, thrufting this report

Into his Ears; I may fay, thrulting it:

For piercing Stecl, and Darts invenomed

Shall be as welcome to the Ears of Brutus,

As tydings of this fight,

Tir. Hye you, Aeffula,

And 1 will feek fo. Pindarns the while:

Why did thou fend me forth, brave Caffins ?

Did 1 not mect thy Friends, and did not they

Put on my brows this wreath of Victory,

And bid me give it thee ? Didft thou not hear their fhouts?

Alas, thou halt mifconftrued every thing,

But hold thee, take this Garland on thy I)Jrow

Thy Brutus bid me give it thee, and [ ’

Will do his bidding. Brutus, come apace,

And fee how 1 regurded Caims Caffins ¢ ’

By your leave, gods: This is « Romans part,

Come Caffius Sword, and find Tirinins heart, L Dies.

Alarum,  Enter Brutus, Meflala, young Cato,
Strato, Volumnius, and Lucillius,

Bru. Where, where, Meffala, doth his Body lie?
Miffa. Lo yonder, and Titinins mourning it.
Bru Tivinins face is upward,
Curo, He is flain,
Bru. O Fulins Cefar,thou art mighty yet,
Thy Spivic walks abroad, and turns our Swords
[ our own proper Entrails. LLow tlavnms,
Cato, Brave Litsuins, '
Look where he have not Crown'd dead Cugfius.
Bru. Arc yet two Romans living (uch as thefe ?
The laft of all the Romans, fare thee well ; )
Ic is impoflible that ever R pme
Should biced thy Fellow: Eriends I owe moe tears
To this dead man, than you fhall fie me pay.
1 thall find time, Caffiis = i Mall find time.
Come thercfore, and to Tharfus fend his body,
His Funerais all not be in our Camp, !
Left it difcomfort us. Lucillins come,
And come, young Caro, let us to the Field,
Labio and Flaving, et our Battels on:
*Tis three a Clock, and Romans yetere night,
We fhall try Fortune in a fecond fight, [Exennt,
Alarum,  Enter Brutus, Meflala, Cato, Lucillins,
and Flavius.

Bru. Vet Countrymen: O yet, hold up your heads.
(aro. What Baftard doth not ? who will go with me ?
1 will proclaim my name about the field.
1 am the Son of Marcus Cato, ho,
A Foe to Tyrants, and my Countreys Friend.
1 am the Son of Adarcus Cato, ho.
Enter Souldiers and fighs,
And T am Bratus, Marcus Brusus, 1,
Bratus my Countries Friend: know me for Brarns,
Lug. O young and Noble Curo, art thou down?
Why now thou dyeft, as bravely as Titinius,
And may’lt be honour’d being Cato’s Son.
Sould.” Yield, or thou dyeft.
Lue. Only 1yield todie:
Thereis fo much, that thou wilt kill me ftraight :
Kill Brutus, and be honour’d in his Death,
Sould, We muft not: a Noble Prifoner.

Enter Antony.

3. Sould, Room ho : tell Autony, Brutus is tane,
1. Sould. V'll tell thee news, here comes the General,
Brutus is tanc, Brutus is tane, my Lord.
Ant. *Where is he ?
Luc. Safc eAntony, Brutus is fafe enongh :
[ dare aflure thee, that no Enemy
Shall ever rake alive the Noble Brutus :
The gods detend him from fo great a fhame,
When you do find him or alive, or dead,
He will be found like Brutus, like himfelf,
Ant, This is not Bruras, Friend, bur I aflure you,
A prize no lefs in worth : keep this man fafe,
Give him all kindnefs, I had rather have
Such men my Friends, than Enemics. Goon,
And fee wherc Brutus be alive or dead,
And bring us unto Offavins Tent,

How every thing is chanc’d. [Exeunt,

Enter
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Enter Brutus, Dardanius, Clitus, Strato,
and Volumnius,

Bru. Come,poor remains of Friends, reft on this Rock.
Cit, Staulluss hew'd the Torch-light, but, my Lord,
He came not back, he is, or tane, or flaia.
Bra, Sit thee down, Clirus : (laying is the word,
{c isa decd in falhion, Hark thee, Chiens,
Clir. What I, my Lord? No, not for all the World,
‘Bru, Pcace then, No wores,
Clir, Vil racher kil my (elf.
Bru, Hark thee, Dardanins.
Dard. Shall I do fucha Deed ¢
clt, O Dardanini. i
Dar, O Clitus, : Lo
Clir. What ill requeft did Brurus make to tliee?
Dar. Tokill bim, Clirus : look he meditates, *
Clir. Now is that Noble Vellel full of grief,
That it runs over even at his Eyes.
Bri, Come hither, good Volwming, lift a word.
Volwm, What fays, my Lord?
Bru. Why this, Volumnins :
The Gholt of Cefar hath appear’d to me
Two feveral times by nights at Sardis, once 5
And this laft nighe, here in- Philippi-fields :
| know my hour is come.
Volum. Not fo, my Lord,
“Bru, Nay, [ am forc it is, Volumnins,
Thou fceft the World, Polumnins, how it goes,
Our Enemies have beat us to the Pic: [ Low Alarum,
It is morc worthy, to leap in our felves,
Than tarry till they pulh us, Good Polumnins,
Thou knoweft that we two went toSchool together :
Even for that our love of old, I prethee
Hold thow my Swards Hilt, while I run on it.
¥ol, That's not an office for a Friend, my Lord.
[ Alarum fFill.
Clit. Fly, fly, my Lord, therc isno tarrying here,
Bru, Farewel to you, and you, and you, Volumnins.
Strato, thow halt been all this while aflecp :
Farewel to thee, to Strato; Countrymen::
My heart doth joy, that yecall my life,
I found no man, but he was true to me.
1 thall have glory by this loofing day,
Morc than Offavius and Mark Antony,
By this vile Conqueft hall attain uto.
So farc you well at once, for Brutus tongue

Hath almoft ended his lives Hiftory :
Night Fangs upon mine Fyes, my Bones would reft,
That have but Jabour'd, to attain this hour.
Alarum,  Cry within, Flic, flie, flie.

Cli, Flie, my Lord, flic.

Bru, Hened: | will follow :
[ prethee, Strato, flay thou by thy Lord,
Thou ar€a Fellow of a good refpect ¢
“Thy life Kath had fome (match of hovour init.
Hold then my Swoid, and turn away thy face,
While [ do runupon it, Wilt thou, Strate?

Strar, Give me your hand firft. Farc you well, my Lord,

Bru, Farewel, good Strato, — Cafar, now be Lll,
1kilP’d not thee wich half fo good a will. ( Dies.

Alarum, Rgtreat, Enter Antony, Ottavius, Meffala,
Lucillius, and the Army.

Ofta. What man is that?

Meff+. My Maflers man. Strato, where is thy Mafter ?

Stra. Frec from the Bondage youare in, Meffalay
The Conquerours can but make a firc of him :

For Bratus only overcame himfelf,
And no man elfc hath honour by his Death.

Luci. S0 Brutus fhould be found. 1 thank thee, Brutus,
That thou haft prov’d Lucilius faying true,

Oéta. All that ferv’d Brutus 1 will entertain them,
Fellow, wilt thou beltow thy time with me?

Stra. 1, if Meffala will prefer me to you.

0éta. Do fo, good Meflala.

Meffa. How died my Lord, Strato?

Stra. 'l held the Sword, and he did runon it,

Meffs. Oftavins, then take him to follow thee,
That did the lateft fervice to my Mafter,

Ant, This was the Nobleft Roman of them all:

Al) the Confpirators fave onlly he,
Did that they did, in envy of great Cefar =

He, only ina general honelt thought,

And common good to all, made one of them.
His lifc was gentle, and the Elements

So mixt in him, that Nature might ftand up,

And fay toall the World 5 This was a man.

- Ofta. According to his Vertue, let us ufe him
With all rcﬁ‘)l_t&, and rites of Burial.
Within my Tent his Bones to night fhall lic,
Moft like a Souldier, ordered honourably :

So call the field toreft, and let's away,

To part the glories of this happy day. LExennt ommes.
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