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Dramatis Perfong. -

JULIUS Cefar.

O&avius Cefar,
M. Antony, E Triumvirs after the Death of Julius Cafar,
M. Emil, Lepidus, ) - .

Cicero.

Brutus, 1
Caflius,

Cafca,

Trebonius,
Ligarius,

Decimus Brutus,
Metellus Cimber,
Cmya, .
Pahi L5 R Benators.
Flavius,
Maraullus,
-I:E-diig;a;: S” } Friends to Brutus and Caflius.
Artemidorus, A Sophift of Cnidos.

A Soothfayer.

Young Cato.

Cinna, thesPeet.

Lucilius, '3y
Dardaniasy * )
Volumnius, r
Varo, L g oumse 20 Brutus.

)
Claudius,
Strato,
Lucius, J
Pindarus, Servant to Caflins.

Calphurnia, Wife to Cxfar: - -
Portia, 7zfe to Brutus.

= 4+ i &

Confpirators againft Julius Czfar.

- i" L] llhn-.-.. -

} Tribunes, and Enemies to Cazfar.

Plebeians, Guards and Attendants.

SCENE for the three frfp Ats in Rome, for the beginning of

the fourth at an Ifland near Bononia, for the remainder of the

Sfourth near Sardis, for the fifth in the Fields of Philippi.

JU-



e T S N S w7 3 NP WP S~ WV VG O Y
82 QOB 3 B 2 3 T QT2 0 2 G 75 W 2 Q1P L5 8 3 O 7

FULIUS CAEGSAR

ACT I. SCENE L

A Streer in Rome.

Enter Flavius, Marullus, and ceriain Plebeians.

Fravius.

ENCE ; home, you idle creatures, get you home;
Is this a holiday ? what, know you not,
Being mechanical, you ought not walk

Upon a labouring day, without the fign
Of your profeflion? {peak, what trade art thou ?

1 Pleb. Why, Sir, a carpenter.

Mar. Where 1s thy leather apron, and thy rule?
What doft thou with thy beft apparel on?
You, Sir, what trade are you?

2 Pleb. Truly, Sir, in refpe& of a fine workman I am but as
you would fay, a cobler.

Mar. But what trade art thou? anfwer me directly.

2 Pleb. A trade, Sir, that I hope I may ufe with a fafe con-
{cience, which is indeed, Sir, a mender of bad {oals.

Flav. What trade, thou knave? thou naughty knave, what

trade P
2 Pleb. Nay, I befeech you, Sir, be not out with me; yet if

you be out, Sir, I can mend you.
Flav. What mean’ft thou by that? mend me, thou fawcy fel-

low ?

2 Pleb. Why, Sir, cobble you.

Flav.
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Flav. Thou art a cobler, art thou? - S

2 Pleb. Truly, Sir, all that I live by, is the awl : T meddle
with no man’s matters, nor woman’s matters ; but withall, I am
indeed, Sir, a furgeon to old thoes; when they are in great dan-
ger, I re—cover them. As proper men as ever trod upon neats-lea-
ther have gone upon my handy—work

Flav. But wherefore art not in thy fhop to-day ?

Why doft thou lead thefe men about the ftreets ?

2 Pleb. Truly, Sir, to wear out their fhoes, to get my felf into
more work. But indeed, Sir, we make holiday to fee Ce/ar, and
to rejoice in his trlumph
Mar. Wherefore rejoice | —-~ what conqueft brings he home ?
What tributaries follow him to Roze,

To grace in captive bonds his chariot wheels P
You blocks, you ftones, you worfe than fenfelefs things !
O you hard hearts ! you cruel men of Rosme !
Knew you not Pompey ¢ many a time and oft
Have you climb’d up to walls and battlements,
To towers and windows, yea, to chimney tops,
Your infants in your arms, and there have fat
The live-long day with patient expeation,

To fee great Pompey pals the ftreets of Rome :
And when you faw his chariot but appear,
Have you not made an univerfal fhout,

That Zyber trembled underneath his banks

To hear the replication of your f{ounds,

Made in his concave fhores? And do you now
Put on your beft attire? and do you now

Cull out an holiday ? and do you now

Strew flowers in his way, that comes to Rose
In triumph over Pompey’s blood 7 Be gone,

" Run to your houfes, fall upon your knees,
Pray to the Gods, to intermit the plague,

That needs muft light on this ingratitude.

Flav. Go, go, good countrymen, and for this fault

Afiemble all the poor men of your fort,

Draw
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Draw them to Zyber’s bank, and weep your tears
Into the channel, ’till the loweft ftream |
Do kifs the moft exalted fhores of all. [ Exeunt Plebeians.
See whe’r their baleft mettle be not mov’d ;
They vanifh’d tongue-ty’d in their guiltinefs.
Go you down that way tow’rds the Capitol,
This way will I; difrobe the images,
If you do find them deck’d with ceremonies.
Mar. May we do fo?
You know it is the feaft of Lupercal.
Flav. It 1s no matter, let no images
Be hung with Ce/ar’s trophies ; I'll about,
And drive away the vulgar from the.ftreets:
So do you too, where you perceive them thick.
Thefe growing feathers pluckt from Cez/ar's wing
Will make him fly an ordinary pitch,
Who elfe would {oar above the view of men,

And keep us all in fervile fearfulnefs. [ Exeunt [everally.

SCENE IL

Enter Cefar, Antony for the Courfe, Calphurma, Portia, Decimus,
Cicero, Brutus, Caffius, Cafca, and a Soothfayer.

Cz/. Calpburnial
Cafc. Peace, ho! Cezfar fpeaks.
Czf. Calpburnial
Calp. Here, my Lord. -
Ce/. Stand you dire&ly in Antonius’ way,
When he doth run his courfe —-- Antonius /
Ant. Cefar, my Lord.
Cz/. Forget not in your {peed, - Antonius,
To touch Calphurnia ; for our elders fay,
The barren touched in this holy chafe,
Shake off their fteril courfe.
Ant. 1 {hall remember. -
When Cez/far fays, Do this; it is perform’d. _ |
VoL. V. Cc Cz/.
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Cez/. Set on, and leave no ceremony out.
Sooth. Cefar]
Cz/. Ha! who calls?
Cafc. Bid every noife be ftill; peace yet again.
Cz/. Who is it in the prefs that calls on me?
I hear a tongue fhriller than all the mufick,
Cry, Czfar ! Speak; Cefar is turn'd to hear.
Sooth. Beware the Ides of March.

Cz/. What man is that?
Bru. A {ooth-fayer bids you beware the Ides of March.

Cz/. Set him before me, let me {ee his face.

Ca/f. Fellow, come from the throng, look upon Cz/ar.
Cz/. What fay’ft thou to me now ? {peak once again.
Sooth. Beware the Ides of March.

Cz/. He is a dreamer, let us leave him ; pals.
[ Exeunt. Manent Brutus and Cailius.

SCENE IIL

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

Brwu. Not 1.
- Ca/f. 1 pray you do.

Br#z. T am not gamefome; I do lack fome part
Of that quick {pirit that is in Anrony :
Let me not hinder, Caffius, your defires;
I'll leave you.
Caf. Brutus, 1 do obferve you now of late;
I have not from your eyes that gentlenefs
And fhew of love, as I was wont to have
You bear too {tubborn and too ftrange a hand
Over your friend that loves you.
Bru. Caffius,
Be not deceiv’d : if I have veil'd my look,
I turn the trouble of my countenance
Meerly upon my felf. Vexed I am
Of late, with paflions of fome difference,

Con-
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Conceptions only proper to my {elf,

Which give fome {oil, perhaps, to my behaviour :
But let not therefore my good friends be griev’d,
Among which number, Caffixs, be you one,

Nor conftrue any further my negle&,

Than that poor Brurus, with himielt at war,
Forgets the fhews of love to other men.

Caf. Then, Bruzus, 1 have much miftook your paflion,
By means whereof, this breaft of mine hath buried
Thoughts of great value, worthy cogitations.

Tell me, good Brutus, can you fee your face?

Bru. No, Caffius; for the eye fees not it felf,
But by reflexion from {ome other things.

Caf. *Tis juit.
And it 1s very much lamented, Bruzus,
That you have no fuch mirrors, as will turn
Your hidden worthinefs into your eye,
That you might fee your thadow. I have heard
Where many of the beft refpe& in Rome,
(Except immortal Cz/ar) {peaking of Brutus,
And groaning underneath this aEe’s yoak,
Have wifh’'d that noble Brur«s had his eyes.

Bru. Into what dangers would you lead me, Caffrus,
That you would have me feek into my felf,

For that which is not in me?

Caf. Therefore, good Brutwus, be prepar'd to hear:
And fince you know you cannot fee your felf
So well as by reflexion; I, your glafs,

- Will modeftly difcover to your felf

That of your felf, which yet you know not of.
And be not jealous of me, gentle Brutus -
Were I a common laugher, or did ufe

To ftale with ordinary oaths my love

To every new proteftor ; if you know

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

And after fcandal them ;. or if you know | ‘
Cc2 That
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That I profefs my felf in banqueting
To all the rout, then hold me dangerous. [ Flourifh and feows.
Bru. What means this thouting? I do fear, the people
Chufe Cz/ar for their King.
Caf. Ay, do you fear it?
'Then mutft I think you would not have it {o.
Bru. 1 would not, Caffius; yet 1 love him well:
But wherefore do you hold me here fo long?
What is it that you would impart to me?
If it be ought toward the general good,
Set honour in one eye, and death 1’ th’ other,
And I will look on death indifferently :
For let the Gods fo fpeed me, as I love
The name of honour, more than I fear death.
Ca/. 1 know that virtue to be in you, Brutus,
As well as I do know your outward favour.
Well, honour is the fubje& of my ftory :
I cannot tell, what you and other men
Think of this life; but for my fingle {elf,

I had as lief not be, as live to be
In awe of {uch a thing as I my felf.

I was born free as Cz/ar, {o were you;
- We both have fed as well, and we can both
Endure the winter’s cold, as well as he.

For once, upon a raw and guity day,

The troubled Zyber chafing with his fhores,
Cefar fays to me, Dar’f} thow, Caflius, now
Leap in with me into this angry flood,

And _fwim? to yonder point ? upon the word,
Accoutred as I was, I plunged in,

And bad him follow; fo indeed he did.
The torrent roar’d, and we did buffet it
With lufty finews, throwing it afide,

And ftemming it with hearts of controverfie,

(a) Swimming was ome of the gemerous exercifes pra¥ifed at Rome, and learnt by all the youts
of the beft birth and quality as & mecefJary qualification towards good [oldier/bip. But
. u
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But ere we could arrive the point propos’d,

Cefar cry’d, Help me, Gallws; or 1 firk.

I, as Aneas, our great anceftor, -

Did from the flames of 770y upon his fhoulder

The old Anchifes bear, {o, from the waves of Tyber

Did I the tired Cefar: and this man

Is now become a God, and Caffius is

A wretched creature, and muft bend his body,

If Czfar carelefly but nod on him.

He had a feaver when he was in Spasn,

And when the fit was on him, I did mark

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

His coward lips did from their colour fly,

And that fame eye, whofe bend doth awe the world,

Did lofe its luftre; I did hear him groan:

Ay, and that tongue of his that bad the Romans

Mark him, and write his {peeches in their books,

Alas it cry’d, Give me fome drink, Titinius -

As a fick girl.  Ye Gods, it doth amaze me,

A man of {uch a feeble temper fhould

So get the ftart of the majeftick world,

And bear the palm alone. [ Shout.  Flourifh.
Bru. Another general {thout! *

I do believe, that thefe applaufes are

For fome new honours that are heap’d on Cz/ar.
Caf. Why, man, he doth beftride the narrow world

Like a ColofJus, and we petty men

Walk under his huge legs, and peep about,

To find our felves difhonourable graves.

Men at {fome times are mafters of their fates:

The fault, dear Brutus, is not in our ftars,

But in our felves, that we are underlings.

Brutus, and Cefar ! what fhould be in that Cez/far #

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 ;

Weigh



'y

206 JurLius C £s AR

Weigh them, it is as heavy; conjure with ’em,
Brurus will ftart a {pirit as {oon as Ce/far.

Now in the names of all the Gods at once,

Upon what meat doth this our Ce/ar feed,

That he is grown fo great? Age, thou art fham’d ;
Rome, thou haft loft the breed of noble bloods.
When went there by an age, fince the great flood,
But it was fam’d with more than with one man ?
When could they fay, ’till now, that talk’d of Rowmze,
That her wide walls incompaft but one man? 2

O! you and I have heard our fathers fay,

There was a Brutus once, that would have brook’d
Th’ eternal devil to keep his ftate in Rozze,

As eafily as a King.
Bru. That you do love me, I am nothing jealous;

What you would work me to, I have fome aim ;
How I have thought of this, and of thefe times,
I {hall recount hereafter : for this prefent

I would not ({fo with love I might intreat you)
Be any further mov’d. What you have faid,

I will confider ; what you have to fay,

I will with patlence hear, and find a time

Both meet to hear, and anfwer fuch high things.
"T1ll then, my noble friend, chew upon this;
Brutwus had rather be a v1llager,

Than to repute himfelf a fon of Rome

Under {fuch hard conditions, as this time

Is like to lay upon wus..
Ca/. 1 am glad that my Weak words

Have ftruck but thus much fthew of fire from Brutus.

(a) ~=--- but one man ?

Now is it Rome mdeed, and room enough
When there is in it but one only man.

O! you and I, &r«.

SCENE
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SCENE IV.

Enter Calar and bis Train.

Bru. The games are done, and Ce/ar is returning.

Caf. As they pafs by, pluck Ca/ca by the {leeve,
And he will, after his {four fafthion, tell you

What hath proceeded worthy note to-day.
Bruz. 1 will do {o: but look you, Caffius,
The angry fpot doth glow on Czfar’s brow,
And all the reft look like a chidden train;
Calphurnia’s cheek is pale, and Cicero
Looks with fuch ferret and fuch fiery eyes,
As we have feen him in the Capitol,
Being croft in conf’rence with {ome Senators.

Caf. Cafca will tell us what the matter is.
Czf. Antonius !

Ane. Cefar.

Ce/. Let me have men about me that are fat,
Sleek-headed men, and fuch as {leep a-nights:
Yond Caffius has a lean and hungry look,

He thinks too much; fuch men are dangerous.

Ant. Fear him not, Cez/dr, he’s not dangerous,
He is a noble Roman, and well given.

Cz/. Would he were fatter; but I fear him not:
Yet if my name were liable to fear,

I do not know the man I {hould avoid,

So foon as that {pare Caffrius. He reads much,

He is a great obferver, and he looks

Quite through the deeds of men. He loves no plays,
As thou doft, Anzony ; he hears no mufick :
Seldom he fmiles, and fmiles in fuch a fort

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

That could be mov'd to {mile at any thing.

Such men as he be never at heart’s eale,

Whilft they behold a greater than themf{elves,
And
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And therefore are they very dangerous.
I rather tell the® what is to be fear'd,
‘Than what I fear; for always I am Cae_/ézr
Come on my rlght hand, for this ear is deaf,
And tell me truly, what thou think’ft of him.
[ Exeunt Celar and his Train.

SCENE V.,

Manent Brutus, Caflius, and Cafca.

Cafc. You pull’d me by the cloak, would you {peak with me?
Bru. Ay, Cafca, tell us what hath chanc’'d to-day,
That Cefar looks {o {fad.

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

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

Cafc. Why there was a crown offer’d him ; and being oH‘er d
him, he put it by with the back of his hand, thus, and then the
people fell a {houting.

Brx. What was the fecond noife for?

Cafc. Why, for that too.

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

Cafc. Why, for that too.

Bru. Was the crown offer’d him thrice ?

Cafc. Ay marry was’t, and he put it by thrice, every time gent-
ler than other; and at every putting by, mine honeft neighbours
ihouted.

"Caf. Who ofter’'d him the crown ?

Cafc. Why, Antony.

Bru. Tell us the manner of it, gentle Ca/ca.

Cafc. I can as well be hang’'d as tell the manner of it: it was
meer foolery, I did not mark it. I faw Mark Antony offer him
a crown, yet twas not a crown neither, ’twas one of thefe coro-
nets; and, as I told you, he put it by once; but for all that, to
my thlnkm g, he would fain have had it. Then he offered 1t to
him again: then he put it by again ; but, to my thinking, he was

very loth to lay his fingers off it. And then he offered it hthfl
thir



Jurius C &£s AR 2009

third time ; he put it the third time by; and ftill as he refus’d it,
the rabblement fhouted, and clapp’d their chopt hands, and threw
up their {weaty night-caps, and uttered fuch a deal of ftinking
breath, becaufe C#/ar refus’d the crown, that it had almoft choaked
Cz/ar ; for he fwooned, and fell down at it: and for mine own
part, I durft not laugh, for fear of opening my lips, and receiving
the bad air.

Ca/. But foft, I pray you; what, did Czfar {woon ?

Cafc. He fell down in the market-place, and foam’d at mouth,
and was {peechlefs.

Bru. 'Tis very like; he hath the falling-ficknefs.

Cz/. No, Cef/ar hath it not; but you, and I,

And honelft Cafca; we have the falling-ficknefs.

Cafc. 1 know not what you mean by that ; but I am {ure Cz/ar
fell down : If the tag-rag people did not clap him, and hifs him,
according as he pleas’d, and difpleas’d them, as they ufe to do the
players in the theatre, I am no true man.

Bruz. What {aid he, when he came unto himf{elf ?

Cafc. Marry, before he fell down, when he perceiv’d the com-
mon herd was glad he refus’d the crown, he pluckt me ope his
doublet, and offer’d them his throat to cut: If I had been a man
of any occupation, if I would not have taken him at his word,
I would I might go to hell among the rogues; and {o he fell.
When he came to himfelf again, he faid, If he had done, or faid
any thing amifs, he defir’d their Worfhips to think it was his in-
tirmity. Three or four wenches where I ftood, cry’d, Alas, good
Jowul ~—-- and forgave him with all their hearts: but there’s no heed
to be taken of them; if Czfar had ftabb’d their mothers, they

would have done no lefs.

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

Ca/fc. Ay.

Caf. Did Cicero {ay any thmg P

Cafc. Ay, he {poke Greek.

Ca/. To what effe&t?

Cafc. Nay, if I tell you that, I'll ne’er look you 1'th’ face again.
But thofe that underftood h.lm, {mil’d at one another, and fhook

VoLr. V. Dd their
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their heads; but for mine own part it was Greek to me. I could
tell you more news too: Marwllus and Flavsus, tor pulling {carfs
oft Gefar’s Images, are put to filence. Fare you well. There was
more foolery yet, if I could remember it.

Ca/. Will you {up with me to-night, Ca/fca 2

Cz/fc. No, 1 am promis'd forth.

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

Cafc. Ay, if I be alive, and your mind hold, and your dinner

be worth the eating.
Cz/. Good, 1 will expeét you.
Cafc. Do {o: farewel both. - [ Exi,
Bruz. What a blunt fellow 1s this grown to be!
He was quick mettle, when he went to {chool.
Ca/. So is he now, in execution
Of any bold or noble enterprize,
However he puts on this tardy form:
This rudenefs is a fawce to his good wit,
Which gives men ftomach to digeft his words
With better appetites.
Brz. And {o it 1s: for this ime I will leave you.
To~-morrow, if you pleale to {fpeak with me,
I will come home to you ; or if you will,
Come home to me, and I will wait for you.

Ca/. 1 will do {fo: ’till then, think of the world. [ Ex:z Brutus.
Well, Bruzus, thou art noble: yet I fee
Thy honourable metal may be wrought
From that it 1s difpos’d, therefore ’tis meet
That noble minds keep ever with their likes:
For who {o firm, that cannot be feduc’d?
Czfar doth bear me hard, but he loves Brutus.
If I were Brutus now, and he were Caffius,
Czfar {hould net love me. -——- I will this night,
In feveral hands, in at his windows throw,
As if they came from {everal citizens,
Writings, all tending to the great opinion

That Rome holds of his name: wherein obfcurely
| Cefar’s
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Czfar’s ambition fhall be glanced at.
And after this, let Czfar feat him fure,
For we will fhake him, or wotfe days endure.

[Ex1r.

SCENZE VI
Thunder and lightning. Enter Calca, bis fword drawn,

and Cicero.

Cre. Ood even, Cafca; brought you Cefar home ? _
Why are you breathlefs, and why ftare you fo?
Cafc. Are not you mov’'d, when all the fway of earth
Shakes like a thing unfirm? O Cicero/
I have {een tempefts, when the {colding winds
Have riv’d the knotty oaks, and I have feen
Th’ ambitious ocean {well, and rage, and foam,
To be exalted with the threatning clouds:
But never ’till to-night, never ’till now
Did I go through a tempeft dropping ﬁre.
Either there 1s a civil ftrife in heav’n,
Or elfe the world, too faucy with the Gods,
Incenfes them to fend deftruéhon.
Cic. Why, faw you any thing more wonderful ?
Cafc. A common {lave, you know him well by fight,
Held up his left hand, which did flame and bumn,
Like twenty torches join'd ; and yet his hand,
Not fenfible of fire, remain’d unicorch’d.
Befides, (I ha’ not {ince put up my {fword)
Againft the Capitol I met a lion,
Who glar’d upon me, and went {urly by,
Without annoying me. And there were drawn
Upon a heap, a hundred ghaftly women
Transformed with their fear, who fwore they faw
Men all in fire walk up and down the ftreets.

And yefterday, the bird of night did fit, B
| Dd 2 Even
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Even at noon-day, upon the market-place,
Houting and thrieking. When ‘thele prodigies
Do fo conjointly meet, let not men fay,
Thefe are their reafons, they are natural :
For I believe, they are portentous things
Unto the climate that they point upon.
Cic. Indeed, it is a firange-difpofed time:
But men may conftrue things after their fafhion,
Clean from the purpofe of the things themfelves.
Comes Cz/ar to the Capitol to-morrow ¢
Cafc. He doth: for he did bid Anzonius
Send word to you, he would be there to-morrow.
Cic. Good-night then, Cafca; this difturbed fky
Is not to walk 1n.
Cafc. Farewel, Cicero. [ Exiz Cicero.

SCENZE VIL

- Enter Caflius.

Caf. Who's there?
Cafc. A Roman.
Caf. Cafca, by your voice.
Cafc. Your ear is good. Caffius, what night is this?
Caf. A very plealing night to honeft men.
Cafc. Who ever knew the heavens menace fo?
Ca/. Thofe that have known the earth fo full of faults.
For my part I have walk’d about the ftreets,
Submitting me unto the perilous night ;
And thus unbraced, Cafca, as you fee,
Have bar’d my bofom to the thunder-ftone:
And when the crofs blue lightning {feem’d to open
The breaft of heav’n, I did prefent my {elf
Ev'n in the aim and very. flath of it. ,
Cafc. But wherefore did you fo much tempt the heav'ns?
It is the part of.men.to fear and.tremble,
When the moft mighty Geds, by. tokens; fend .
o Suc
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Such dreadful heralds to aftonilh us. -
Caf. You are dull, Gafca; and thofe fparks of life
That thould be in a Roman, you do want,
Or elfe you ufe not; you look pale, and gaze,
And put on fear, and caft your {elf in wonder,
To {ee the ftrange impatience of the heav’ns:
But if you would confider the true caule,
Why all thefe fires, why all thefe gliding ghofts,
Why birds and beafts from quality and kind,
Why old men, fools, and children calculate;
Why all thefe things change, from their ordinance,
Their natures and pre-formed faculties
To monftrous quality ; why, you fhall find,
That heaven hath infus’d them with thefe {pirits,
To make them inftruments of fear and warning,
Unto fome monftrous ftate. Now could I, Ca/ca,
Name to thee a man moft like this dreadful night ;
That thunders, lightens, opens graves, and roars
As doth the lion in the Capitol ;
A man no mightier than thy felf or me,
In perfonal action; yet prodigious grown,
And fearful, as thefe ftrange eruptions are.
Cafc. "Tis Cefar that you mean; is it not, Caffius @
Ca/. Let it be who it 1s: for Romans now
Have thewes and limbs like to their anceftors ;
But, woe the while! our fathers minds are dead,
And we are govern'd with our mothers {pirits:
Our yoke and {uff’rance fhew us womanifh.
Cafc. Indeed, they fay, the Senators to-morrow
Mean to eftablith Czfar as a King:
And he fhall wear his crown by {ea, and land,
In every place, fave here in Izaly.
Caf. 1 know where I will wear this dagger then.
Caffius from bondage will deliver Cffres. .
Therein, ye Gods, you make the weak moft ﬁ:rong :

Therein, ye Gods, ‘you tyrants do defeat:

213
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Nor
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Nor ftony tower, nor walls of beaten brafs,
Nor airlefs dungeon, nor ftrong links of iron,
Can be retentive to the ftrength of {pirit:
But life, being weary of thefe worldly bars,
Never lacks power to difmifs it {felf.

If I know this; know all the world befides,
That part of tyranny that I do bear,

I can fhake oft at pleafure.

Cafc. So can I:

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

Caf. And why (hould Cezfar be a tyrant then?
Poor man! 1 know he would not be a wolf,
But that he fees the Romans are but fheep;

He were no lion, were not Komans hinds.

Thofe that with hafte will make a mighty fire,
Begin it with weak ftraws. What trath is Rosme,
What rubbifh, and what offal, when it ferves
For the bafe matter to illuminate

So vile a thing as Czfar? But, oh grief!
Where haft thou led me? I, perhaps, fpeak this
Before a willing bondman: then I know

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

Cafc. You {peak to Cafca, and to fuch a man,
That is no flearing tell-tale. Hold my hand:
Be factious for redrefs of all thefe griefs,

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

Ca/. There’s a bargain made.

Now know you, Cafca, 1 have mov'd already
Some certain of the nobleft-minded Roszans,
To under-go, with me, an enterprize,

Of honourable dang’rous confequence ;

And I do know, by this they ftay for me

In Pompey’'s porch. For now this fearful night,

There
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There is no ftir, or walking in the ftreets;

And the complexion of the element
Is feav’rous, like the work we have in hand,

Moit bloody, fiery, and moft terrible,

Enter Cinna.

Cafc. Stand clofe a while, for here comes one in hafte.
Caf. "Tis Cinna, 1 do know him by his gate;
He is a friend. Cinna, where hafte you fo?
Cin. 'To find out you: who's that? Mezellus Cimber &
Caf. No, it i1s Cafca, one incorporate
To our attempts. Am I not ftaid for, Cinna 2
Cin. I'm glad on’t. What a fearful night is this!
There’s two or three of us have feen ftrange fights.
Ca/. Am I not ftaid for? tell me.
Cin. Yes you are.
O Caffius ! could you win the noble Bruzus
'To our party -—-
Caf. Be you content. Good Cinna, take this paper,
And look you lay it in the Prator’s chair,
Where Brutus may but find it; and throw this
In at his window ; {et this up with wax
Upon old Brutus’ ftatue: all this done,
Repair to Pompey’s porch, where you fhall find us.

Is Decimwus Brutus, and Trebonius there?
Cin. All but Metellus Csmber, and he’s gone

To {eek you at your houfe. Well, I will hie,
And fo beftow thefe papers as you bad me.
Caf. That done, repair to Pompey’s theatre. | Ex#t Cinna.
Come, Cafca, you and I will, yet, ere day,
See Brutws at his houfe; three parts of him
Are ours already, and the man entire
Upon the next encounter yields him ours.
Cafc. O, he fits high in all the people’s hearts:
And that which would appear offence in wus,
His countenance, like n alchymy,

Will
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Will change to virtue, and to worthinefs.

Caf. Him, and his worth, and our great need of him,

You have right well conceited ;- let us go,
For it 1s after mid-night, and ere day
We will awake him, and be {ure of him.

| Exeunt.

OFE) B OIS 10 S 9F2) SIS0 S8R B 05 It ISR Ry SRR oIy Sl SiR SIS Iy

ACT 1. SCENE L
A Garden belonging to Brutus.

Enter Brutus.

I would it were my fault to fleep fo {foundly.
When, Lucius, when? awake, I {fay! what, Lucius/

Enter Luclus.

Lwc. Call'd you, my Lord ?
Bru. Get me a taper in my ftudy, Lucius :
When it is lighted, come and call me here.
Luc. 1 willy my Lord.
Brw. It muft be by his death: and for my part,
I know no perfonal caufe to {purn at him,
But for the general. He would be crown'd ----
How that might change his nature, there’s the queftion.
It is the bright day that brings forth the adder,
And that craves wary walking: crown him --— that -—-
And then I grant we put a fting in him,
That at his will he may do danger with.
Th’ abufe of greatnefs is, when 1t disjoins
Remorfe from power: and to {peak truth of Cez/ar,
I have not known when his-affections {fway’d
More than his reafon. But "tis 2 common proof,

HAT, Lucius! hol —--
\ N ; I cannot, by the progrefs of the ftars,
Give guefs how near to day ---- Lucius, 1 fay !

| Exit.

That;
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That lowlinefs is young ambition’s ladder,

Whereto the climber upward tums :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 degrees

By which he did afcend: fo Cefar may :

‘Then, left he may, prevent. And fince the quarrel
Will bear no colour for the thing he is, ,
Fafhion it thus; that what he is, augmented,
Would run to thefe and thefe extremities :

And therefore think him as a ferpent’s egg,

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

FEnter Luctus. :

it
1.'& .
- ?ﬁgﬂ.
- __"'

Luc. The taper burneth in your clofet, Sir:
Searching the window for a flint, I found
‘This paper, thus feal’d up, and I am fure
It did not lye there, when I went to bed. | Gsves bim a letter.
Bru. Get you to bed again, it is not day:
Is not to-morrow, bay, the Ides of March ®
Liwc. 1 know not, Sir.
Bru. Look in the kalendar, and bring me word. |
Luc. I will, Sir. [ Exiz.
Bru. The exhalations, whizzing in the air,
Give fo much light, that I may read by them.
| [Opens the letter, and reads.
Brutus, zhou fleep’ft ; awake, and fee thy [elf :
Shall Rome —~— fpeak, firike, redrefs.
Brutus, zhow flecp’f} : awake.
Such inftigations have been often dropt,
Where I have took them up:
Shall Rome —— thus muft I piece it out,
Shall Rosme ftand under one man’s awe? what, Rome ®
My anceftors did from the ftreets of' Rome |
The Targuin drive, when he was call'd a King, ..
VoL. V. - Ee Speak,
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Speak, [firike, redrefs. —— am!'I:entreated then B
To {peak, and ftrike? O Rome/ I make thee prormfc,
It the redrefs will follow, thou receiv'ft

Thy full petition at the hand of Bruzus.

Enter Lucius.

Luc. Siry, March 1s wafted fourteen days. [ Knock within.
Bru. *Tis good. Go to the gate, fome body knocks.
{ Exit Lucius.
Since Caffius firft did whet me againft Cz/ar,
I have not {lept. ——-
Between the a&ing of a dreadful thing,
And the firft motion, all the interim is.
Like a phantaima, or a hideous dream :
‘The Genius and the mortal inftruments
Are then in council; and the ftate of man,
Like to a little kingdom, fuffers then
The nature of an infurre@ion.

Enter Luclus.

Luc. Sir, ’tis your brother Caffius at the door,
Who doth defire to fee you.
Bru. Is he alone?
Lwne. No, Sir, there are more with him.
Bru. Do you know them ?

Luc. No, Sir, their hats are pluckt about their ears,

And half their faces buried in their cloaks,
‘That by no means I may difcover them
By any mark of favour. '

Bru. Let them enter. I [ Ex:t Lauctus.
‘They are the faction. O Confpiracy ! ‘
Sham’ft thou to thew thy dang’rous brow by mght
When evils are moft free? O then, by day
Where wilt thou find a ‘cavern dark enough; -

To mafk thy monftrous viage ﬁ:e'k 'none, Confpiracy,
Hide it in fmxles and affability : - 3 |

For
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For if thou march, thys n%thI femblance on,,
Not Erebus it felf were dimenough -+ - -

To hide thee from prevention.. . - . .«

SCENE IL
Enter Caflius, Calca, Decunus Clnna, Metellus, and Trebonius.
Caf. I think we are too bold upon your reft ;

Good morrow, Brutus; do we trouble you?

Bru. I have been up this hour, awake all night.
Know I thefe men that come along with you? [ Afde

Caf. Yes, cvery man of them ; and mo man here
But honours you: and every one doth wifh
You had but that opinion of yeur felf,
Which every noble Roman bears Of yoll.
This 1s Zrebornius.

Bru. He is welcome hither.

Caf. This, Decinus Brutus.

Brz. He i1s welcome too.

Caf. This, Cafca; this, Cinna,
And this Mezellus Gsmber.

Bru. They are all welcome.
What watchful cares do interpofe themfelves
Betwixt your eyes and nightp

Ca/f. Shall I entreat a word ? [TZgw whifper.
Dec. Here lyes the Eaft: doth not the day break here ?
Ca/c. No.
Cin. O pardon, Sir, it doth, and yon. grey lines,
That fret the clouds, are meflengers of day.
Cgfe. You fhall confefs that you are both deceiv’ d:
Here, as I point my {word,. the {fun anfes,
Which is a great way growing on the South,
Weighing the youthful {eafon of the year.
Some two months hence, up higher; toward the North -
He firft prefents his fire, a:.nd the h:gch;Eaﬁ o -
Stands as the Capitol, dire&ly here. - SE VPR |
- Ee 2 Bru.
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Bru. Give me your:hands bllioverprone: by one:’ IS B

Ca/. And let us. fivear ous ¥efolution, -t ~
Bruz. No, not an oath: if thatvthesface of men,
The {ufferance of Gur fouls, ' the :tikie’s abufe,
If thefe be motives weak, brea:!;ibff betimes,
And ev’'ry man hence to his idle bed :
So let high-fighted tyranny range on,
*Till each man drop by lottery. But if thefe,
As I am fure they do, -Bear fir¢: enough :
To kindle cowards, and to fteel with valour
The melting {pirits of womnien M”thcn, countrymen,
What need we any {pur but our:own caufe,
To prick us to redrefs ! .what other bond,
Than fecret Romans, that:have fpoke the word,
And will not palter ? and sizhiat-other oath,
Than honefty to honeﬁy engag’d,
That this fhall be;: or we wﬂl fall for it?
Swear priefts, and cowards, and men cautelous,
Old feeble carrions, and fuch fuftering fouls
That welcome wrongs: unto bad caufes, {fwear
Such creatures as men doubt; but do not ftain
The even virtue of our enterprize,
Nor th’ infuppreflive mettle of our {pints,
To think, that or our caufe, or our performance,
Doth need an oath: when ev'ry drop of blood
That ev'ry Roman bears, and: nobly bears, - -
Is guilty of a feveral baftardy, |
If he doth break the {malleft particle ..
Of any promife that hath paft from him.. -
Ca/. But what of Cicero # fhall we found him ?
I think he will ftand very ftrong with us.,
Cafc. Let us not leave him out. -
Cin. No, by no means..

Mez. O let us have hany J'ﬁ:'mfhls ﬁlvcr,sha:lrs

Will purchafe us a good :opihion; - 3
And buy mens voices to::commmend dlmldceds
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Our youths and Wllanefs fha:“; Q- thy; )aptm;
But all be buried-in his gra |

*
- r

VItY ;. %
Brz. O name him- not : let us n,otbu:eak wuth hl.m., .

For he will never follow any thmg

That other men begin. | S

Ca/. Then leave him out. SRR
Dec. Indeed, he is not. ﬁt. oy
Shall no man elfe be touch’ d; but- only G'ceﬁr 4

Caf. Decimus, well urg’d.: I -think it is not meet,

Mark Antony fo well belov’d of:Cefer: .
Should out-live Cegfar : we fhall find;.of him

A fhrewd contriver. And you know, -his means,

If he improve them, may well ftretch {o far

As to annoy us all ; which to prevent;
Let Antony and Cceﬁzr fall togethens .

Bru. Our courfe will feem toa blooav, Cam.t Cafrss, 1
To cut the head off, and then hack the limbs;

Like wrath in death, and envy afterwards;.

For Antony is but a limb of Cceﬁm. i

Let us be f{acrificers, but not butchers:

We all ftand up againft the fpmt of C@_/&r,
And in the {pirit of man ther€ is no blood :

O that we then could; come by Ce/far’s {pirit,
And not difmember Gefar / but, alas]

Czfar muft bleed for it..: And; gentle. friends,
Let’s kill him boldly, but not wrathfully ; |
Let’s carve him as a difh fit for the Gods,
Not hew him as a carcafs fat for hounds. ;
And let our hearts, . as{ubtle mafters doy .
Stir up their fervants to an aét of rage,

And after feem to chide them. ;. 'This: ﬂlall ma.ke

Our purpofe neceﬂllry and not enviousz ., -
Which fo appearing:toithe;pommoni C}Eﬁ,{i ¢

We fhall be call’d purgers, not paurdeyers. .- * oy
And for Mark Antodyy think nat.of limg o o0
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For he can do no more thaiy: G'q&r § mn,
When Ce/ar’s head isoff: -
CQ/- Yet I do fear hlm ' bl
For the ingrafted love he bears. to- G'%/Ew-a ——
Bru. Alas, good Gafftus, do not think of h1m :
If he love Czfar, all that he can do
Is to himfelf, take thought, and die for Cefar
Ana that were much he {hould ; for he is givin
To {ports, to wildnefs, and’ much compan
Treb. There is no fear m him’; let’him not dle,
For he will live, and laugh at this. hereafter.
Bru. Peace, count the clock.
Ca/. The clock hath ftricken: three.
Treb. *Tis time to part. -+ -
Caz/. But it is doubtful yet,
If Cczjézr will come forth to-day, or no:
For he is fuperfhtlous grown of late,
Quite from the main opinion he held once
Of fantafies, of dreams, and ceremonies
It may be, thefe apparent prodigies,
"The unaccuftom’d terror of this night,
And the perfuafion of his augurers,
May hold him from the Capitol to-day.
Dec. Never fear that ; if he be {o refolv’d,
I can o’er-fway him; for he loves to hear
‘That unicorns may be betray’d with trees,
And bears with glafies, elephants with holes,.
Lions with toils, and men  with flatterers:
But when I tell him he bhates flatterers, .
He fays he does; being then moft flattered.
Leave me to work
For I can give his humour the true bent.
And I will bring him to’ the Gapital. .

r l f

[Clock firikes.

Ca/. Nay, we will alk-of us:be there tb fctch lum.

Bru. By the eighth hour it that the uttermoit ¢

Cin. Be that the uttermdft; and fail. not, then.
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Met. Caius Ligarius.doth-bedar Cafar thatred,, . =~ - = : n
Who rated him for {peaking well of Pompeps : . .- . .+ . - f
I wonder none of you have thought of amd.» -+« . .

Bru. Now, good Mezellus, ‘go adong to him:::- ..o~~~
He loves me well ; and I have: giv'ih him reafons ; a
Send him but hlther, and I'll fathion - him. | ’

Caf. The morning comes upon’s; we'll leave you, Brutm . !
And, friends! difperfe your {elves ; »but all remember f'
What you have faid, and.{hew your {elves true Romans.

Bru. Good Gentlemen, look frath and: mierrily ;

Let not our looks put on our ‘purpofes,

But bear 1t as our Roman a&ors do,

With untir’d {pirits, and formal conftancy 5 - . |
And fo good-morrow to you every one. | Bxennt.

Manet Brutus.,

Boy ! Lucius! faft afleep? it is no matter,' -» =~
Enjoy the honey-heavy dew of flumber: :

Thou haft no figures, nor no fantafies;

Which bufie care draws in the brains of men -
Therefore thou fleep’ft {o found.

SCENE III
| Em‘er Portia.

Por. Brutus, my Lord ! ¥ S
Bru. Portia, what mean you? wherefore rife you now ?
It 1s not for your health thus to commmt
Your weak condition to the raw cold ‘morning.
Por. Nor for yours neither. You've ungently, Bruras,
Stole from my bed : and yefternight at fupper
You fuddenly arofe and walk’d about, -
Mufing, and fighing, with your arms a-crofs:
"And when I afk’d you what the mhatter was,
You ftar’d upon me with ungentle looks.
I urg’d you further, then you fcratch’d your: head, -
' An
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And too impatiently ftamp'd with your foot
Yet I infifted, yet you anfiei’d not,

But with an angry wafture of your hand
Gave fign for me to leave you: fo I did,

Fearing to flrengthen that impatience,
Which {eem’d too much inkindled ; and w1tha]

Hoping it was but an efte& of humour,
Which fometime hath his hour with every man.
It will not let you eat, nor talk, nor fleep;

And could it work fo much -upon your fhape,
As it hath much prevail’'d on your condition,

I thould 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 1s wile, and were he not in health,

He would embrace the means to come by it.

Bru. Why, {o 1 do: good Portia, go to bed.

Por. 1s Brutus fick, and is it phyfical
"To walk unbraced, and fuck up the humours
Of the dank morning ? what! is Brurus {ick,
And will he fteal out of his wholefome bed,
To dare the vile contagion of the nighg,
And tempt the rheumy and unpurged air,
To add unto his ficknefs ? no, my Bruzus,
You have fome fick offence within your mind,
Which, by the right and virtue of my place,
I ought to know of: and upon my knees,
I charge you, by my once-commended beauty,
By all your vows of love, and that great vow
Which did incorporate and make us one,
That you unfold to me, your felf, your half,
Why you are heavy: and what men to-night
Have had refort to you: for here have been
Some f{ix or feven, who did hide their faces

Even from darknefs. |
Bru. Kneel not, gentle Porsia.

Por.
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Por. 1 thould not need, if you were gentle Brutus.
Within the bond of marriage, tell me, Bruzus,
Is it excepted, I 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, confort your bed,
And talk to you? dwell I but in the {fuburbs
Of your good pleafure? if it be no more,

Portia is Brutus’ harlot, not his wife.

Bru. You are my true and honourable wite;
As dear to me, as are the ruddy drops
That vifit my fad heart.

Por. If this were true, then fhould I know this fecret.
I grant I am a woman ; but withal,
A woman that Lord Brurus took to wife:
I grant I am a woman ; but withal,
A woman well reputed ; Caro’s daughter.
Think you, I am no ftronger than my fex,
Being {o father’d, and fo hufbanded?
Tell me your counfels, I will not difclofe them :
I have made ftrong proof of my conftancy,
Giving my f{elf a voluntary wound
Here, in the thigh: can I bear that with patience,
And not my hufband’s {ecrets?

Bru. O ye Gods!
Render me worthy of this noble wife.
Hark, hark, one knocks: Porzia, go in a while,
And by and by thy bofom fhall partake
The fecrets of my heart.
All my engagements I will conftrue to thee,
All the chara&ery of my fad brows.

2295

[ Knock.

Leave me with hafte. . _[Exz't Portia. ..

Enter Lucius a»d Ligarius.

Lucins, who's there that knocks?

Luc. Here is a fick man that would fpeak with you.
VoL. V. F{

Bru.
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Bru. Casus Ligarius, that Metellus ipake of.
Boy, ftand afide. Casws Ligarius! how ?

Lig. Vouchfafe good-morrow from a feeble tongue.
Bru. O what a time have you chofe out, brave Caius,

To wear a kerchief? would you were not fick !
Lig. 1T am not fick, if Bruzus have in hand

Any exploit worthy the name of honour.
Bru. Such an exploit have I in hand, Ligarius,

Had you an healthful ear to hear of it.
Lig. By all the Gods the Romans bow before,

I here dilcard my ficknefs. Soul of Rome,

Brave {fon deriv’d from honourable loins,

Thou like an exorcift haft conjur'd up

My mortified fpirit. Now bid me run,

And I will ftrive with things impoffible ;

Yea, get the better of them. What's to do?
Bru. A piece of work, that will make fick men whole.
Lig. But are not fome whole that we muft make fick?
Bru. That muft we alfo. What it is, my Cazus,

I {hall unfold to thee, as we are going,

To whom it muft be done.

Lig. Set on your foot,
And with a heart new-fir'd I follow you,
To do I know not what: but it {fufhiceth

That Brzutus leads me on.
Bruz. Follow me then. [ Exeunt.

SCENZE 1V.

Cefar’s Palace.

ﬂunder and Lightning. Enter Julius Ceafar.

OR heav’n, nor earth, have been at peace to-night;
Thrice hath Calpburnia in her {leep cry’d out,
Help, bo ; they murder Cefar, Who's within?

Cz/.

Enter
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Enter a Servant.
Ser. My Lord.

Cz/. Go bid the Priefts do prefent {facrifice,
And bring me their opinions of fuccefs.
Ser. 1 will, my Lord.

Enter Calphufnia

227

[ Exit.

Calp. What mean you, Cefar & think you to walk forth?

You fhall not ftir out of your houfe to—&ay

Cz/. Cefar {hall forth; the things that threatned me,

Ne'er lookt but on my back when they {hall {ee
The face of Czfar, they are vanifhed.

Calp. Cefar, 1 never ftood on ceremanies,
Yet now they tright me: there 1s one within,
(Befides the things that we have heard and {een)
Recounts moft horrid fights {feen by the watch.
A lionefs hath whelped in the fireets,
And graves have yawn’d and yielded up their dead
Fierce fiery warriors fight upon the clouds,
In ranks and {quadrons and right form of war,
Which drizzled blood u pon the Capitol :
The noife of battel hurtled in the air,
Horfes did neigh, and dying men d1d groan,
And ghofts did fhriek and {queal about the ftreets.
O Cezfar ! thefe things are beyond all ulfe,
And I do fear them.

Cz/. What can be avoided,
Whofe end is purpos’d by the mighty Gods?
Yet Ce/far {hall go forth: for thefe predictions
Are to the world in general; as to Cz/ar.
Calp. When beggars die, there are no comets feen,

The heav’ns themfielves blaze forth the death of Princes.

Cz/. Cowards die many times: before their deaths
The valiant never tafte of death but once: |
Of all the wonders that I yet have heard, |
It feems to me moft ftrange that men {hould fear :

- Ff2

Seéing
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Seeing that death, a necefiary end,
Will come, when it will come.

Enter a Servant.

What fay the Augurs?
Ser. They would not have you to ftir forth to-day.

Plucking the entrails of an oftering forth,
They could not find a heart within the beaft.
Cz/. The Gods do this in {thame of cowardife :
Cz/ar {hould be a beaft without a heart,
If he fhould ftay at home to-day for fear. *
Calp. Alas, my Lord,
Your wildom 1s confum’d in confidence:
Do not go forth to-day ; call it my fear,
That keeps you in the houfe, and not your own.
We'll fend Mark Antony to the Senate-houfe,
And he will fay you are not well to-day :
Let me, upon my knee, prevail in this.

Ce/. Mark Antony {hall fay I am not well,
And for thy humour, I will ftay at home.

SCENE V.

Enter Decimus.

Here's Decimius Brutwus, he fhall tell them fo.
Dec. Cejar, all hail! good-morrow, worthy Ce/ar,
I come to fetch you to the Senate-houfe.
Cz/. And you are come in very happy time,
To bear my greeting to the Senators,
And tell them that I will not come to-day :
Cannot is falfe, and that I dare not, falfer;

(a) ~---- to-day for fear: |
No, Czfar fhall not ; Danger knows full well,
That Cefar 1s mgre dangercis than.he. ..
We were two 1ions litter'd in" one day,
And I the elder and more terrible:; .
And Cefar fhall go forth. |

Calp. Alas, &re.

I will
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I will not come to-day ; tell them fo,: Decirnus.
Calp. Say he is fick. -
Cz/. Shall Czfar fend a lie?
Have I in conqueft ftretcht mine arm fo far,
To be afraid to tell grey-beards the truth?
Decimnus, go tell them Cefar will not come.
Dec. Moft mighty Cefar, let-me know fome caufe,
Left I be laught at when I tell them fo.
Cz/. The caufe is in my will, I will not come;
That 1s enough to fatisfie the Senate.
But for your private {atistaction,
Becaule I love you, I will let you know.
Calphurnia here, my wife, ftays me at home:
She dreamt laft night fhe faw my ftatue, which
Like to a fountain, with an hundred fpouts,
Did run pure blood ; and many lulty Remans
Came {miling, and did bathe their hands in it.
Thefe {he apphes for warnings and portents
Of evils imminent ; and on her. knee
Hath begg’d that I will ftay at home to-day.
Dec. This dream is all amifs interpreted ;
It was a vifion fair and fortunate :
Your ftatue {pouting blood in many pipes,
In which fo many {miling Romans bath’d,
Signifies that from you great Rome {hall fuck
Reviving blood, and that great men fhall prefs
For tincures, ftains, relicks, and cognifances.
This by Calphurnia’s dream is {rgnify’d.
Cz/. And this way have you well exPounded it.
Dec. 1 have, when you have heard what I can fay ;
And know it now, the Senate have concluded
To give this day a crown to mighty Cez/ar.
It you fhall fend them word you will not come,
‘Their minds may change. Befides, 'it were a-mock
Apt to be render’d, for fome one to fay,
Break wup the Senate’till another time,

320
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When Calar’'s wife fball tneet with better dreams :
If Czfar hide himfelf, fhall they not whifper,
Lo, Cefar is afraid/

Pardon me, Ce/ar, for my dear dear love
To your proceeding bids me tell you this:
And reafon to my love is hiable.

Cz/. How foolith do your fears {feem now, Calpburnia !

I am athamed I did yield to them.
Give me my robe, for I will go:

SCENE VL

Enter Brutus, Ligarius, Metellus, Cafca, Trebonius, Cinna,

and Publhus.

And look where Publizs 1s come to fetch me.
Pub. Good-morrew, Cz/far.
Cz/. Welcome, Publises.
What, Brutus, are you firr'd fo early too?
Good-morrow, Cafca : Oh! Caixs Ligarius,
Cz/ar was ne’er {o much your enemy,
As that {fame ague which hath made you lean.
What 1s’t a-clock ?
Bru. Cezfar, ’tis ftrucken elght

Cz/. I thank you for your pains and courtel:e.

Enter Antony.

See Antony, that revels long a-mights,
Is notwithftanding up. Good-morrow, Arzony.
Ant. So to moft noble Cz/ar.
Cez/. Bid them prepare within:
I am to blame to be thus waited for. |
Now, Cinna; now, Metellus; what, Trebonius !/
I have an hour’s talk in fore for you,
Remember that yon calk oni me:to-day,

Be near me, that I may remember you.
Treb. Cefar, 1 will; and fo.near will. k be,

[ Afide.
‘That
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That your beft friends fhall wiafh I had been further.
Czf. Good friends, go in, -and tafte fome wine with me,
And we, like friends, will ftraightway go together.

Bru. That every like is not the fame, O Ce/far, | Afide.
The heart of Brutus yerns to think upon! [ Exeunt.
SCENZE VIIL ’

The STREET.

Enter Artemidorus reading a paper.

/ES AR, beware of Brutus, zake beed of Caflius, come not

near Calca, bave an eye to Cinna, tru/f} not Trebonius, ark

well Metellus Cimber, Decimus Brutus loves zhee not; thou baf?

wrong d Cawus Ligarus. There is but one mind in all thefe men, and

it 15 bent againft Caelar. If thou beeft not immortal, look about thee :
Jfecurity grves way to confpiracy. The mighty Gods defend thee /

‘Thy lover Arzemidorus.

Here will I ftand, ’till Ce/ar pafs along,

And as a {uitor will I give him this:

My heart laments, that virtue cannot live

Out of the teeth of emulation.

If thou read this, O Cez/ar, thou may’ft hve;

If not, the fates with traitors do contrive. [ Exiz.

Enter Portia and Lucius.

Por. 1 pr’ythee, boy, run to the Senate-houfe,
Stay not to anfwer me, but get thee gone:
Why doft thou ftay?

Luc. To know my errand, Madam.

Por. 1 would have had thee there, and: here again,
Ere I can tell thee what thow fhouldft do there, «<~—-
O conftancy, be ftrong upon my fide,
Set a huge mountain ‘tween my heart and tongue ; )

I have
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I have a man’s mind, but a woman’s might:
How hard it is for women to keep counfel!
Art thou here yet?

Lzc. Madam, what fhould I do?

Run to the Capitol, and nothing elfe?
And fo return to you, and nothing elfe?

Por. Yes, bring me word, boy, if thy Lord look well,
For he went {ickly forth: and take good note,
What Ce/ar doth, what f{uitors prefs to him.
Hark, boy! what noife is that?

L.uc. 1 hear none, Madam.

Por. Pr'ythee liften well:

I heard a buftling rumour like a fray,
And the wind brings it from the Capitol.
Luc. Sooth, Madam, I hear nothing.

Enter Artemidorus.

Por. Come hither, fellow, which way halt thou been ?
- Art. At mine own houfe, good Lady.
Por. What 1s’t a-clock ?
Art. About the ninth hour, Lady.
Por. 1Is Czfar yet gone to the Capitol ?
Art. Madam, not yet; I go to take my ftand,
To {ee him pafs on to the Capitol. |
Por. Thou haft {fome fuit to Cz/ar, haft thou notr
Art. That I have, Lady, if it will pleale Cz/ar
To be fo good to Cz/ar, as to hear me:
I thall befeech him to defend himfelf.
Por. Why, know’ft thou any harm intended tow’rds him?
Art. None that I know will be, much that I fear;
Good-morrow to you. Here the {treet is narrow :
The throng that follows Cz/ar at the heels,
Of Senators, of Prators, common {uitors,
Will crowd a feeble man almoft to death :
I'll get me to a place more void, and there
Speak to great Cz/ar as he comes along. ' [E;rff :
| ‘ or.
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Por. I muft go in -—- aye me! how weak a thing
The heart of woman 1s! O Brutus! Brutus!
The heavens fpeed thee in thine enterprize !
Sure the boy heard me: Brzrus hath a {uit
That Cz/ar will not grant. O, I grow faint:
Run, Lucius, and commend me to my Lord,

Say I am merry ; come to me again,
And bring me word what he doth fay to thee. [ Exeunt.

SEERCH CB LD EHERE TR R CRER CR T e eh LR e LR G G R IR Er Ll a2
ACT IIl. SCENZE L

The Entrance into the Capitol.

Flourifh.  Enter Celar, Brutus, Caflwus, Cafca, Decimus, Me-

tellus, Trebonius, Cinna, Antony, Lepidus, Artemidorus,
Popilius, Publius, azd the Sooth-fayer.

CE s aARr.

HE Ides of March are come.
I Sooth. Ay, Cefar, but not gone.
Art. Hail, Cefar | read this {chedule.
Dec. Trebonius doth defire you to o’er-read,
At your beft leifure, this his humble fuit.
Art. O Cezfar, read mine firft ; for mine’s a fuit
That touches Cz/azr nearer. Read it, Cez/far.
Cz/. What touches us our felf, fhall be laft ferv'd.
Art. Delay not, Czfar, read it inftantly.
Cez/. What, is the fellow mad?
Pub. Sirrah, give place.
Caf. What, urge you your petitions in the ftreet?
Come to the Capitol.
Pop. 1 with your enterprize to-day may thrive.
Ca/. What enterprize, Popilius @
Pop. Fare you well. |
Vor. V. Gg Dru.



234 Jurirus C E'sAR:

Bru. What faid Popilius Lerna ?

Czf. He wifh’d to-day our enterprize might thrive :
I fear our purpofe is difcovered.

Bru. Look how he makes to Ce/ar ; mark him.

Czf. Cafca, be fudden, for we fear prevention.
Brutus, what fhall be done? if this be known,
Caffius or Cefar never fhall turn back,
For I will {lay my felf.

Bru. Caffius, be conftant:

Popilius Lena {peaks not of our purpole ;
For look he fmiles, and Czfar doth not change.

Cuaf. Trebonius knows his time ; for look you, Brutus,
He draws Mark Antony out of the way.

Dec. Where is Metellus Gimber 2 let him go,

And prefently prefer his {uit to Cz/ar.
Bru. He is addreft ; prefs near, and {fecond him.

Cin. Cafca, you are the firft that rear your hand.

Cz/. Are we all ready? what is now amuls,
That Ce/ar and his Senate muft redrefs ?

Met. Moft high, moft mighty, and moft puiflant Cefar,
Metellus Cimber throws before thy feat [ Kneeling.
An humble heart.

Cez/. 1 muft prevent thee, Cimber ;

Thefe crouchings and thefe lowly curtefies

Might fire the blood of ordinary men,

And turn pre-ordinance and firft decree

Into the lane of children. Be not fond,

To think that Cefar bears fuch rebel blood,

That will be thaw’d from the true quality

With that which melteth fools ; I mean {fweet words,
Low-crooked-curt’fies, and bafe {paniel fawning.
Thy brother by decree is banithed ;

If thou doft bend, and pray, and fawn for him,

I fpurn thee like a cur out of my way.

Know, Cefar doth not wrong, nor without caufe

Will he be f{atisfied.

~ 232
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Met. Is there no voice more worthy than my own,
To found more {fweetly in great Ce/ar'’s ear,
For the repealing of my banifh’d brother?.: .
Bru. 1 kifs thy hand, but not in flattery,. C@ﬁir 5
Defiring thee, that Paélzm Cimber may
Have an immediate freedom of repeal.
Cz/. What, Brutus]----
Caf. Pardon, Cezfar, Czfar, pardon ;
As low as to thy foot doth Cgzffrus fall,
To beg entranchifement for Publius Girnber.
Cz/. 1 could be well mov'd, :if I were as you;
If I could pray to move, prayers would move me:
But I am conftant as the northern ftar. 2
Let me a little thew it, even 1n thisg
That I was conftant Czuber {hould be banifh’d,

And conftant do remain to keep him fo.
Cin. O Cefar -—~-

Cz/. Hence! wilt thou kit up O[ympw ?
Dec. Great Cefar ----

Czf. Do not, Brutus, bootlefs kneel.

Cafc. Speak hands for me. [Zhey flab Catas.

Czf. Et tu, Brute? -—-- then fall C'cg/fzr /
Cin. Liberty ! freedom ! Tyranny is dead ———-

Run hence, proclaim, cry it about the fireet —
Cz/. Some to the common pulpits, and cry out,

Liberty, freedom, and enfranchifement.
Bru. People and Senators! be not affrighted ;

Fly not, ftand ftill. Ambition’s debt is paid.

(a) ~enem northern ftar,. .

Of whofe true, fixt, and refting quality,

There is no fellow in the hrmament 3.

The skies are painted with unnumberd fparks,

They are 2ll fire, and every one doth fhine,

But there’s bur one in all doth hold his pla.ce

So, in the world, ’tis furnifh’d wel with mén,

And men are fleth and blood, and apprehenﬁve -
Yet in the number, I do know but ene

That unaflailable holds on his. rauk, .

Unihak’d of motion: and that I am he.,l |
L.ct me, &rve.

Gg 2
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Cafc. Go to the pulplt, Brm‘m
Dec. And Caffius tao.: ,

Bru. Where§: Publsus. ? |

Cin. Here, quite confounded W1th thlS mutiny.

Mer. Stand faft together, left {fome friend of Cz/ar’s

Should chance ----

Bru. Talk not of ftanding. Pudlius, good cheer ;

There is no harm intended to your perfon,
Nor to no Roman elle ; {o tell them, Publius.
Caf. And leave us, Publius, left that the people
Rufhing on us, fhould do your age fome mifchief.
Bru. Do {o, and let no man abide this deed,

But we the doers.

SCENZE IL

Emer Trebomus

Ca/. Where’'s Antony : 2
Treb. Fled to his houfe amaz’d.

Men, wives, and children, ftare, cry out, and run,
As it were dooms-day.

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

Ca/. Why, he that cuts oft twenty years of the:,

Cuts off fo many years of fearmg death. T
Bru. Grant that, and then is death &bemﬁt

So are we Cz/far’s fnends, that have abridg’d

His time of fearing death. Stoop, Ramans, ftoop,
And let us bathe our hands in Cz/ar’s blood

Up to the elbows, and befmear our {fwords;

‘Then walk we forth even to the market-place,
And waving our red weapons o’er our heads,

Let’s all cry, Peace!: freedom ! -and liberty !

Ca/. Stoop then, and wathis+—how.many ages hence

[ Dipping their fwords in Celar’s led

Shall
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Shall this our lofty fcene be ated oler, .
In ftates unborn, and accents yet unknown!
Cafc. How many times fhall Cz/ar bleed in fport,
That now on Pompey’s bafis lyes along,
No worthier than the duft!
Bru. So oft as that fhall be,
So often {hall the knot of us be call’d
'The men that gave their country liberty.
Dec. What, {hall we forth?
Caf. Ay, every man away.
Brutus {hall lead, and we will grace his heels
With the moft bold and the beft hearts of Romze.

Enter a Servant.

Bru. Sott, who comes here?
Ser. A fnend of Antony’s.
Thus, . Brutus, did my mafter bid me kneel
Thus did Mczrﬁ Antony bid me fall down,
And being proftrate, thus he bad me fay.
Brutus is noble, wife, valiant and honeft ;
Czfar was mighty, royal, bold and lovmg ;
Say, I love Brutus, and I honour him;
Say, I tear'd Cef/ar, honour’d him, and lov’d him.
It Brutus will vouchfate that 4nzony
May {ately come to him, and be refolv’d
How Cez/ar hath deferv’d to lye in death:
Mark Antony {hall not-love Cz/ar dead
So well as Bruzus living ; but will follow
The fortunes and affairs of naoble Bruzus,
Thorough the hazards of. this untrod flate,
With all true faith. So fays 'my mafter Anzony.
Bru. Thy mafter is a wile and valiant Rosman,
I never thought him worfe.
Tell him, fo pleafe him come unto this place,
He {hall be fatished, and.: by my honum-‘,
Depart untouch’d.. . .. AL

| Kneeling.

Ser,
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Ser. T'll fetch him prefently. | Exit Servan:.
Bru. 1 know that we fhall have him well to friend. |

Ca/. 1 with we may: but yet have I a mind
That fears him much ; and my mifgiving ftill
Falis fhrewdly to the purpofe.

SCENZE Il

Enter Antony.

Bru. But here comes Antony. Welcome, Mark Antony. -

Ant. O mighty Czfar / doft thou lye fo low?
Are all thy conquefts, glories, triumphs, {poils,
Shrunk to this little meafure ? -—-- fare thee well.

I know not, gentlemen, what you intend,

Who elfe muft be let blood, who elfe is rank;

It I my felf, there is no hour fo fit

As Czfar’s death’s hour3 nor no inftrument

Of half that worth as thofe your fwords, made rich
With the moft noble blood of all this world. !
I do befeech ye, if you bear me hard,

Now whilft your purpled hands do reek and {moak,
Fulfil your pleafure. Live a thoufand years,

I {hall not find my felf fo apt to die:

No place will pleafe me {fo, no means of death,

As here by Cez/ar, and by you cut off,

The choice and mafter {pirits of this age. |

Bru. O Antony! beg not your death of us:
Though now we muft appear bloody and cruel,
As, by our hands and this our prefent aét,

You fee we do; yet fee you but our hands,
And this the bleeding bufinefs they have done:
Our hearts you fee not, they are pitiful ;

And pity to the general wrong of Romee,

(As fire drives out fwe, {o pity, pity).

Hath done this deed on Czfar. For your part,

To you our {words have leaden points, Mark Antony *
o e R our
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Qur arms exempt from malice, and our hearts L
Of brothers’ temper, do receive you in - .
With all kind love, good thoughts, and reverence. -

Ca/. Your voice fhall be as flrong as any man’s
In the difpofing of new dignities.

Bru. Only be patient ’till we have appeas’d
The multitude, befide themfelves with fear;
And then we will deliver you the caufe,
Why I, that did love Cefar when I ftrook him,
Proceeded thus.

Ant. T doubt not of your wifdom.
Let each man render me his bloody hand ;
Firlt, Marcus Brutus, will 1 (hake with you; -
Next, Caius Caffius, do 1 take your hand ;
Now, Decirnus Brutus, yours; now yours, Metellus
Yours, Cinna ; and, my valiant Ca/fca, yours;
Though laft, not leaft in love, yours, good T7ebonius.
Gentlemen all ~--- alas, what {hall I fay?
My credit now ftands on {uch flippery ground,
That one of two bad ways you muft conceit me,
Either a coward, or a flatterer. ~
That 1 did love thee, Cezfar, oh ’tis true;
If then thy {pirit look upon us now,
Shall it not grieve thee dearer than thy death,
To {ee thy Antony making his peace,
Shaking the bloody fingers of thy foes, S
Moft noble! in the prefence of thy corfe? | ,
Had I as many eyes as thou haft wounds,
Weeping as faft as they ftream forth thy blood,
It would become me better than to clofe
In terms of friendfhip with thine enemies.
Pardon me, Fwlius--— here wat thou bay’d, - brave hart,
Here didft thou fall, and here thy hunters ftand
Sign’d in thy {poil, and crimfon’d in thy death. 2

() =mwmm in thy death.

O world! thou waft the foreft to this hart,

“And this indeed, O world, the heart ot thee. .
Tow



24.0 JurLrius C&EsaRr.

Caf. Mark Antony -—-
Ant. Pardon me, Casus Cafftus ;
The enemies ot Cez/ar fhall fay this:
Then, in a friend, it 1s cold modefty.
Caz/. 1 blame you not for praifing Cz/ar fo,

But what compact mean you to have with us?
Will you be prick’d in number of our friends,

Or fhall we on, and not depend on you?

Ant. Therefore I took your hands, but was indeed
Sway'd from the point, by looking down on Cezfar.

Friends am I with you all, and love you all,
Upon this hope, that you (hall give me reafons
Why, and whercin Cezfar was dangerous.
Bru. Or elfe were this a favage {pectacle.
Our reafons are fo tull of good regard,
That were you, Antony, the fon of Czfar,
You f{hould be fatisfied.
Ant. That’s all T {eek ;
And am moreover fuitor, that I may
Produce his body to the market-place,
And in the pulpit, as becomes a friend,
Speak in the order of his funeral.
Br«. You thally, Markt Antony.
Caf. Brutus, a word with you -—-
You know not what you do, do not confent
That Antony {peak in his funeral
Know you how much the people may be mov’d
By that which he will utter ¢
Bru. By your pardon,
I will my felf into the pulpit firft,
And fhew the realon of our Ce/ar’s death.
What Antony {hall {peak, I will proteft
He {peaks by leave, and by permiffion;

How like a deer ftrlcken by many princes,

Doft thou here lye ?
Caf. Mark Antony, &c.

| Afide.

And
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And that weé are contented Ce/far {hall

Have all due rites, and lawful cerémonies:

It fhall advantage more, than do:us. wrong. - -
Cz/. 1 know not what may fall, I like it: not.
Bru. Mark Antony, here take you Cz/ar’s body :

You fhall not in your funeral fpeech blame us,

But {peak all good you can devife of Cz/ar,

And fay you do’t by our permiffion:

You fhall not elfe have any hand at all

About his funeral. And you fhall {fpeak

In the fame pulpit whereto I am going,

After my fpeech 1s ended.

Ant. Be it {o;
I do defire no more.

Bru. Prepare the body then, and follow us.

SCENZE 1V.
Maner Antony.

Ant. O pardon me, thou bleeding piece of earth |

That I am meek and gentle with thefe butchers.
Thou art the ruins of the nobleft man

That ever lived in the tide of times.

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

(Which, like dumb mouths, do ope their ruby lips,
To beg the voice and utterance of my tongue)
A curfe fhall light upon the kind of men;
Domeftick fury, and fierce civil ftrife,

Shall cumber all the parts of Iraly;

Blood and deftruction fhall be fo in ufe,

And dreadful obje&s fo familiar,

‘That mothers fhall but fmile, when they behold
‘Their infants quarter’d by the hands of war,

All pity choak’d with cuftom of fell deeds.

And Cefar’s Spirit, ranging for revenge,
VoL. V. > Hh

{ Exernt.
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With 4:¢ by his fide come hot from hell,

Shall in thefe confines, with a monarch’s voice,
Cry Havock, and let {lip the dogs of war;
"That this foul deed fhall {mell above the earth

With carrion men, groaning for burial.

Enter O&avius's Servant.

You ferve O&avius Cefar, do you not?
Ser. 1 do, Mark Antony.
Ant. Cefar did write for him to come to Rosze.
Ser. He did receive his letters, and is coming,
And bid me fay to you by word of mouth -—-
O Czfar! [ Seeing thé body,
Ant. Thy heart is big, get thee apart and weep;
Paflion I fee is catching, for mine eyes
Seeing thofe beads of {forrow fland in thine,
Begin to water. Is thy mafter coming ?
Oder. He lyes to-night within feven leagues of Rome.
Ant. Poft back with {peed, and tell him what hath chanc’d.
Here 1s a mourning Rome, a dangerous Rozze,
No Rome of fatety for Ofavius yet;
Hie hence, and tell him fo. Yet ftay a while,
Thou fhalt not back, ’till I have born this corfe
Into the market-place: there fhall I try
In my Oration, how the people take

The cruel iffue of thefe bloody men;
According to the which, thou fhalt difcourfe

To young O&Zavius of the ftate of things.
Lend me your hand. [ Exeunt with Cefar’s body.

SCENE
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SCENE V.

The For uwm,
Enter Brutus, and mounts the Roftra. Caflius, with the
Plebeians.
Pleb. E will be {atished ; let us be {atisfied.

Bru. Then follow me, and give me audience, friends.
Caffius, go you into the other ftreet,
And part the numbers :

Thofe that will hear me {peak, let ’em ftay here;
Thofe that will follow Caffius, go with him,
And publick reafons fhall be rendered
Of Ce/ar’s death.

1 Pleb. 1 will hear Brutus {peak.

2 Pleb. 1 will hear Caffius, and compare their reafons,
When fev'rally we hear them rendered.

[ Exit Caflius, with forne of the Plebeians.
3 Pleb. The noble Brutus is afcended : filence!
Bru. Be patient ’till the laft.

Romans, Countrymen, and Friends! hear me for my caufe;
and be filent, that you may hear. Believe me for mine honour,
and have refpe& to mine honour, that you may believe. Cenfure
me in your wifdom, and awake your fenfes that you may the bet-
ter judge. If there be any in this affembly, any dear friend of
Cefar’s, to him I fay, that Bruzus’s love to Czfar was no lefs
than his. If then that friend demand, why Brurus rofe againft
Cefar, this is my anfwer: Not that I lov’d Cz/ar lefs, but that
I lov’d Romme more. Had you rather Cefar were living, and dye
all {laves ; than that Cefar were dead, to live all free-men? As
Czfar lov'd me, I weep for him; as he was fortunate, I rejoice
at it; as he was valiant, I honour him; but as he was ambitious,
I flew him. There are tears for his love, joy for his fortune, ho-
nour for his valour, and death for his ambition. Who's here fo
bafc that would be a bond~-man? if any, fpeak; for him have I

Hh 2 offended.
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offended. Who is here fo rude, that would not be a Roman @ if
any, {peak ; for him have I offended. Who is here {o vile, that
will not love his country ? if any, fpeak ;* for him have I offended.
-—-- I paule for a reply ———

Al. None, Brutus, none.
Br. Then none have I offended ---- I have done no more to

Czfar than you fhall do to Bruzus. The queftion of his death is
inroll’d in the Capitol ; his glory not extenuated, wherein he was
worthy ; nor his offences enforc’d, for which he {uftered death.

Enter Mark Antony with Cafar’s body.

Here comes his body, mourn’d by Mark Antony : who though he
had no hand in his death, fhall receive the benefit of his dying,
a place in the common-wealth ; as which of you fhall not? With
this ¥ depart, that as I {lew my beft lover for the good of Rosne,
I have the {ame dagger for my {elf, when it fhall pleale my coun-
try to need my death.

All. Live, Brutus, live!

1 Pled. Bring him with triumph home unto his houfe.

2 Pleb. Give him a ftatue with his anceftors.

3 Pleb. Let him be Cez/ar.

4 Pleb. Czfar’s better parts
Shall now be crown’d in Bruzus.

1 Pleb. We'll bring him to his houfe
With fhouts and clamours. *

Bruz. My countrymen ----

2 Plet. Peace! filence! Brutus {peaks.

1 Pleb. Peace, hol

Bru. Good countrymen, let me depart alone,
And for my fake, ftay here with 4nzony ;
Do grace to Cefar’s corps, and grace his {peech
Tending to Cz/ar’s glories, which Mark Antony
By our permiflion is allow’d to make.
I do intreat you, not a man depart,

Save I alone, *tll 4nzony have fpoke. [ Ext.
SCENLEL
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SCENE VL

1 Pleb. Stay, ho, and let us hear Mark Antony.
3 Pleb. Let him go up into the publick chair,
We'll hear him : noble Antony, go up.
Ant. For Brutus {ake I am beholden to you.
4 Rleb. What does he fay of Brurus 2
3 Pleb. He fays, for Brutus’ {ake
He finds himielf beholden to us all.

4 Pleb. "T'were beft he {peak no harm of Brutus here.

1 Pleb. This Czfar was a tyrant.
3 Pleb. Nay, that’s certain;
We are glad that Romze is rid of him.
2 Pleb. Peace, let us hear what Anrony can fay.
Ant. You gentle Romans -—~-

All. Peace, ho, let us hear him.

Ant. Friends, Romans, countrymen, lend me your ears;

I come to bury Cefar, not to praile him.

The evil that men do, lives after them,

The good 1s oft interred with their bones ;

So let it be with Czfar ! noble Brutus

Hath told you, Cefar was ambitious;

If it were {o, it was a grievous fault,

And grievoully hath Ce/ar anfwer'd it.

Here, under leave of Bruzus, and the reft,
(For Brutus is an honourable man,

So are they all, all honourable men)

Come I to {peak in Cefar’s funeral.

He was my friend, faithful and juft to me;
But Brutus {ays, he was ambitious

And Brutus 1s an honourable man.

He hath brought many captives home to Roze,
Whofe ranfoms did the general coffers fill ;
Did this in Cefar feem ambitious ?

When that the poor have cry’d, Ce/ar hath wept;

Ambition {hould be made of fterner ftuff.

245
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Yet Brutus {ays, he was ambitious ;
And Brutus 1s an honourable man.
You all did fee; that at the Lupercal
I thrice prefented him a kingly crown,
Which he did thrice refufe. Was this ambition ?
Yet Brutus {ays, he was ambitious ;
And {ure he is an honourable man.
I {peak not to dilprove what Brusus {poke,
But here I am to {peak what I do know.
You all did love him once, not without caufe,
What caufe with-holds you then to mourn for him ?
O judgment! thou art tled to brutifh beafts,
And men have loft their reafon -~-- bear with me,
My heart 1s in the cothin there with Ce/ar,
And I muft paufe ’till it come back to me.
1 Pleb. Methinks there is much reafon in his {ayings.
If thou confider rightly of the matter,
Cez/ar has had great wrang. * [ place.

3 Pleb. Has he, mafters? I fear there will a worle come in his
4 Pleb. Mark’d ye his words? he would not take the crown;
T herefore 'tis certain, he was not ambitious.
1 Pleb. If it be found {fo, fome will dear abide it.
2 Pleb. Poor {oul! his eyes are red as fire with weeping.
3 Ples. There's not a nobler man 1n Roze than Anrony.
4 Pleb. Now mark him, he begins again to {peak.
Ant. But yelterday the word of Ce/ar might
Have {tood againit the world ; now lyes he there,
And none {o poor to do him reverence.

(a) Cefar has had grear wrong.
2 P/v6. C.far had never wrong, but with juft caufe.
If ever there was fuch a /ine written by Shakeflpear, I fhould fancy it might bave its place bere, and
very hxmoroufly in the charali.r of a Plebeian. Oune might believe Ben John{on’s remark was made
upor n> bett.r credit than [ocme blunder of an alfor in [peaking that werje umear the beginming of the
third alf
Know Cefar doth not wrong, nor without caufe

W ill he be fatisfy’d --~--
But the verfe as cited by Ben Johnfon does not connelt with ---- Will he be {atisfy’d.  Perkaps tius

play was never printed in Ben Johnfon’s rime, and fo ke tad nothing to judge by, but as the altor
pleas’d to fpeak it.

O ma-
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O mafters | if I were difpos’d to ftir

Your hearts and minds to mutiny and rage,

I thould do Brutus wrong, and Caffizs wrong ;

Who, you all know, are honourable men.

I will not do them wrong: I rather chufe

To wrong the dead, to wrong my felf and you,

Than I will wrong {fuch honourable men.

But here’s a parchmient, with the {eal of Ce/ar,

I found it in his clofet, ’tis his Will;

Let but the Commons hear this teftament,

(Which, pardon me, I do not mean to read)

And they would go and kifs dead Cez/ar’s wounds,

And dip their napkins in his facred blood ;

Yea, beg a hair of him for memory,

And dying, mention it within their Wills,

Bequeathing it as a rich legacy

Unto their iffue.
4 Pleb. We'll hear the Will ; read it, Mark Antony.
All. The Will, the Will ; we will hear Cz/a7’s Will.

Ant. Have patience, gentle friends, I muft not read it,

It 1s not meet you know how Cez/ar lov’d you.
You are not wood, you are not {tones, but men:
And being men, hearing the Will of Ce/ar,
It will inflame you, it will make you mad.
*T'is good you know not that you are his beirs,
For if you thould --— O what would come of it?
4 Pleb. Read the Will; we’ll hear it, Antony -
You fhall read us the Will, Cefar’s Will.
Ant. Will you be patient? will you ftay a while?
(I have o’er-thot my felf to tell you of it.)
I fear I wrong the honourable men,
Whofe daggers have ftabb’d Cz/ar --— 1 do fear it.

4 Pleb. They were traitors ---- honourable men !
All. The Will! the teftament !

2 Pleb. They were villains, murderers ; the Will ] read the Will |

Ant. You will compel me then to read the Will?

Then



248 JurLius CAE£s AR,

Then make a ring about the corps of Ce/ar,
And let me fhew you him that made the Will.

Shall I defcend ? and will you give me leave ?
All. Come down.

2 Pleb. Defcend. | He cormnes down from the pulpir.

3 Pleb. You fhall have leave.
4 Pleb. A ring ; ftand round.

1 Pleb. Stand from the hearfe, ftand from the body.
2 Pleb. Room for Antony -—-- molt noble Anztony !

Ant. Nay, prefs not {o upon me, ftand far off.
- AJl. Stand back -—- room ---—- bear back ----

Ant. If you have tears, prepare to fhed them now.

You all do know this mantle ; I remember
The firft time ever Cz/ar put it on,
*T'was on a {ummer’s evening in his tent,

That day he overcame the Nervis, —-

Look! in this place, ran Caffizs’ dagger through -

See what a rent the envious.Cafca made. -——

Through this, the well-beloved Bruzus ftabb’d ;
And as he pluck’d his curfed fteel away,

Mark how the blood of Cz/ar follow’d it!

As rufhing out of doors, to be refolv’'d,

If Brutus {o unkindly knock’d; or no:

For Brutus, as you know, was Ce/ar’s angel.

Judge, oh you Gods! how dearly Cz/ar lov'd him.

This, this, was the unkindeft cut of all;

For when the noble Cz/ar {aw him {tab,
Ingratitude, more ftrong than traitors arms,
Quite vanquifh’d him; then burft his mighty he
And in his mantle muffling up his face, -
Even at the bafe of Pompey’s ftatue which

All the while ran with blood, great Ce/ar fell.
O what a fall was there, my countrymen !
Then I, and you, and all of us fell down,
Whilft bloody treafon flourifh’d over us. -

O, now you weep, and I perceive you feel

The
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The dint of pity ; thefe are gracious drops.
Kind fouls! what, weep you when you but behold
Our Czfar’s vefture wounded ? look you here!
Here is himfelf, marr’d as you fee by traitors.
1 Pleb. O piteous {pectacle |
2 Pleb. O noble Cefar /
3 Pleb. O wotul day |
4 Pleb. O traitors, villains!
1 Pleb. O moft bloody fight!!
2 Pleb. We will be reveng’'d : revenge: about -—— feek ~—- burn
—--- fire —-— kill -—~-{lay | let not a traitor live.
Ant. Stay, Countrymen --~-
1 Pleb. Peace there, hear the noble Anzony.
2 Pleb. We'll hear him, we'll follow him, we’ll die with
him ----
Ant. Good friends, fweet friends, let me not ftir you up
To {uch a {udden flood of mutiny: "
They that have done this deed, are honourable.
What private griefs they have, alas, I know not,
That made them do it; they are wile and honourable ;
And will no doubt with reafons anfwer you.
I come not, friends, to fteal away your hearts;
1 am no Orator, as Brutus is:
But, as you know me all, a plain blunt man,
That love my friend ; and that they know full well,
That give me publick leave to {peak of him:
For I have neither wit, nor words, nor worth,
A&ion nor utt’rance, nor the power of {peech,
To ftir mens blood ; I only {peak right on.
[ tell you that which you your felves do know,
Shew you fweet Cefar’s wounds, poor, poor dumb mouths!
And bid them {peak for me. But were I Bruzus,
And Brutus Antony, there were an Antony
Would ruffle up your {pirits, and put a tongue
In every wound of Cefar, that {hould move
The ftones of Rome to rife and mutiny. ‘ ,
Vo L. V. 1 i .-‘.'4//1
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Al. We'll mutiny —- - R
1 Pleb. We'll burn the hotufe of Bratews, A
3 Pleb. Away then, ‘come, {sék the confpirators.
Ant. Yet hear me, cotintrymen, yet hear me {peak.
Al. Peace, ho, hear Anrony, mofit noble Arrony.
Ant. Why, friends, you go to do you know not what.

Wherein hath Czfzr thus deferv’d your loves?

Alas, you know not; I muft tell you then:

You have forgot the Will I told you of.
A, Moft true —— the Will -——- let’s ftay and hear the Will.

Ant. Here is the Will; and under Czfar’s feal.

To ev'ry Roman citizen he gives,
To ev'ry feveral man, fev'nty five drachma’s.
2 Pleb. Moft noble Geefar / we’ll revenge his death.
3 Pleb. O royal Cefar /
nt. Hear me with patitnce.
All. Peace, ho!l
Ant. Moreover, he hath left you all his walks,
His private arbors, and new-planted orchards
On that fide Ziber, he hath left them you,
And to your heirs for ever ; common pleafures,
To walk abroad, and recreate your felves.
Here was a Czfar, when comes {uch another ?
1 Pleb. Never, never; come, away, away ;
We'll burn his body in the holy place, -
And with the brands fire all the traitors houfes.
Take up the body.
2 Pleb. Go fetch fire.
3 Ples. Pluck down benches.
4 Pleb. Pluck down forms, winduws, any thing. |
" [ Bwewrnr Plebeians with the body.
Ant. Now let it-work ; mifchief, thou art afoot ; |
Take thou what courfe thou wilt ! -—— How now, fellow ?

Enter, a Servans.
Ser. Oftavius is already comi€ to Rome

Ant.
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Ant. Where is he? ‘ -

Ser. He and Lepidus. are at Gefgr’s howlay o -, 1

Ant. And thither will 1 {traight, to vifit him; = ./
He comes upon a with, Fortune is merry, |

And in this mood will give us any thing. =
Ser. 1 heard him fay, Brutwus and Cqffius .

Are rid, like madmen, throughithe gates af Rosme.

Ant. Belike they had fome notige: of the people,
How I had mov’'d them. Bring me to Q&gusus.

[ Exeunt.

SCENE. VIL
Enter Cinna the Poet, and after him the Plebeians.

Cin. 1 dreamt to-night, that I did feaft with Ce/er,
And things unluckily charge my fantafie;

I have no will to wander forth of dooss:
Yet {fomething leads me forth.

1 Pleb. What 1s your name?
2 Ples. Whither are you going !
3 Pleb. Where do you dwell?

4 Pleb. Are you a married man, 4015' a batchelor?
2 Pleb. Anfwer every man direétly.

1 Pleb. Ay, and briefly. SR

4 Pleb. Ay, and wilely. _ ,
3 Pleb. Ay, and truly, you were beft. TN
Cin. What is my name? whither am I going? -where do 1
dwell? am I a married man, or a batchelor? then to anfwer £YETY
man dire&ly and briefly, wifely and truly ; wd’e;y, | ﬁy ~—-J.am

a batchelor.

2 Pleb. Thas's as .mauch,as to fay, they.ase- fools dzac maw,
you'll bear me a bang for that, I fear: proceed diretly.

Cin. Directly, 1 am going to Gefar's ‘funeral. - o

1 Pleo, As-a friend, or an engmy? . . .. v

Cin. As a friend.

2 Pleb. That matter is anfwered direétly. |

4 Pleb. For your dwdm ,bn,:ﬂy. P T 137 CEPEERT S (G G Sy
R Ii12 Cin.
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Cin. Briefly, 1 dwell by the Capltol S ]
3 Pleb. Your natife; St trulys: '+ “*‘“" R PR (T NN

Cin. Truly my name is Cinna.
1 Ples. Tear him to pleces , he’s a confpirator.

Cin. 1 am Cinna the poet,i I am Cinna the

4 Pleb. Tear him for his bad verfes, tear him for his bad Verfes

Cin. 1 am not'Chma the céhfplrator
4 Pleb. It is no thatter; his name’s Gimna ; pluck but his name

out of his heart, and ttfn him going.
3 Pleb. Tear him, tear him; come, brands, ho, firebrands:

To Brutus, to Caffius, bum dll, Some to Decimus’s houle,
And fome to Cafca’s, fome to Ligarius : away, go. | Exeunt.

T T O o YT DR 1t YR AP T o EIT P YT ey e L

ACT IV. SCENE L
A fmall Ifland in the little River Rhenus 7ear Bononia.
Enter Antony, O&avius, and Lepidus. -

ANTONY.

Hefe many then fhall die, their names are prickt.
T O&. Your brother too muﬁ: d1e confent you, Le-
pidus 2 o

Lep. 1 do confent.

O&2. Prick him down, Antony. |

Lep Upon condition Publius {hall not live,
Who is your fifter’s fon, Mark Antony. S

Ant. He fhall not live'; look, with a’ ﬁjot, I damma him.
But, Lepidus, go you to Cce/br s houfe ; ’ oot
F etch the Will hither, and we {hall determme S
How to cut oftf fome charge in legaCIes SRR

Lep. 'What? thall 1 find you here? | ¢

O&2. Or here, or at the'Chpitol.:*' "' -~ ’[Emt Lep}&us

Ant This is a {light arm 'ﬁBle Mafli o -

Meet
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Meet to be fent on errandsg is it fit,.

adl

The three-fold world divided, he; {h ufd,,l ftand =
One of the three to fhare it? \

b_'l
r -
4= P L. - . - - ..
I S T I I A ¢

O&. So you thought him, . = = .
And took his voice who fhould be prickt to die,
In our black fentence and profcription.

Ant. Oftavius, 1 have lgen more 'da;ys than you ;
And though we lay thefe honours on this,man,
To eafe our {elves of divers {land’rous loads;

He fhall but bear them, as the afs bears gold,
To groan and {weat under the bufinefs,

Or led or driven, as we point the way ;

And having brought our treafure where we will,
Then take we down his load, and turn him oft
Like to the empty afs, to fhake his ears,

And graze in common. B

O&. You may do your wilks ;o
But he’s a try’d and valiant foldier. |

Ant. So is my horfe, Ofavius, and for that
I do appoint him ftore of provender. .

It is a creature that I teach to fight,
To wind, to ftop, to run direétly on,

His corporal motion govern’d by my {pirit.

And in {fome tafte, 1s Lepidus but {o; | ;:"‘i 0
He muft be taught, and train’d, and bid go forth, %
A barren-{pirited fellow, one that feeds N C

On abje& orts, and imitations, |

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

Begin his fafthion. Do not talk of him,

But agaiproperty. - And now, Q&favius,

Liften grgrft things —~-- Brutus and Caffius =

Are levying powers; we muft ftraight make head.
Therefore let our alliance be combin’d, -
Our beft friends made, and,opr beft means fﬁ'etchﬁ out ;

-And,let. usiprefently go fit in gaune
How covert matters may, be }iﬁ

L 3L

- L] 4 \ i - :-‘.‘~
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And open perils fureft anfwered. SRR

O&. Let us do {o for we-are at: t:he Pcake, e
And bay’d about wmth many enemies: -
And {fome that {mile have in their hearts, I fear, -
Millions of mifchiefs. [ Exewnt.

SCENE IL
Before Brutus's tent, in the Camp near Sardis.

Drum. Enter Brutus, Lucilius, and Soldiers : Titinius.
and Pindarus meeting tbem.

Bru. ¢t Tand, ho!
Luc. Give the word, ho! and ftand!
Bru. What now, Lucilius ? 1s Caffius near ?
Lzc. He 1s at hand, and Pizdarus is come
To do you f{alutation from his mafter.
Bru. He greets me well.  Your mafter, Pindarus,
In his own charge, or by ill officers,
Hath given me {ome worthy caufe to wifth
Things done, undone; but it he be at hand,
I {hall be fatisfied.
Pin. 1 do not doubt
But that my noble mafter will appear
Such as he 1s, tull of regard and honeur.
Bru. He 1s not doubted. Hear, a ward, Lucsius ——-
How he receiv’d you let me be refolv’d. . |
Luc. With courtefie, and with refpe& enough,
But not with {uch familiar inftances, . S

Nor with fuch free and friendly conference, -
As he hath us’d of old. o N

Brz. Thou haft defcnb’d | -
A hot friend, cooling; ever note, Lua&m, |
When love beglna 1o, {icken and decay, |

It ufeths an enforced CEremonyi, »ii L. .

There are no tricks in plain and ﬁmple f'alth *
(S But
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But hollow men, like horfes hot at hand,
Make gallant thew and promife of their mettle,
But when they {hould endure the ‘bloody fpur,
They fall their creft, and like deceithul jades
Sink in the tryal. Comes his army on?
Luc. They mean this night in Sardss to be quarter’d ;
The greater part, the horfe in general,
Are come with Caffius. [ Low march within.

Enter Caflius and Soldiers.

Bru. Hark, he is arriv’d ;
March gently on to meet him.
Caf. Stand, ho!l
Bruz. Stand, ho! fpeak the word along.
I ithin. Stand | *
W ithin, Stand !
FVithin. Stand |
Caf. Moft noble brother! you have done me wrong.
Bru. Judge me, you Gods! wrong I mine enemies ?
And if not {fo, how fhould I wrong a brother ?
Caf. Brutus, this {ober form of yours hides wrongs,
And when you do them —-
Bru. Ca[ s, be content,
Speak your griefs {oftly, I do know you well.
Before the eyes of both our armies here,
(Which fhould perceive nothing but love from us)
Let us not wrangle. Bid them move away ;
Then in my tent, Caffus, enlarge your griefs,
And I will give you audlence
Caf. Pindarus,
Bid our commanders lead their charges off
A little from this ground.
Bru. Lucilius, do the like, and It no man
Come to our tent, ’till we have done o confercncei

Let Lucius and Tmmus guard the door ' [Exemt'
' SCENE
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SCENZE IIL
Brutus’'s Zezz.
Re-enter Brutus and Caflius.

Caf. THat you have wrong'd me, doth appear in this,

You have condemn'd and noted Lucius Pella,
For taking bribes here of the Sardians ;

Wherein my letter (praying on his ﬁde
Becaufe I knew the man) was {lighted of.
Bru. You wrong'd your felf to write in fuch a cafe.

Ca/. In fuch a time as this, it 1s not meet
That ev'ry nice oftence fhould bear its comment.

Bru. Yet let me tell you, Caffius, you your felf
Are much condemn’d to have an itching palm,
To fell, and mart your ofhices for gold

To undefervers

Caf. 1 an itching palm ?
You know that you are Bruzus that {peak this,

Or, by the Gods, this {peech were elfe your laft.
Bruz. The name of Caffius honours this corruption,
And chaftifement doth therefore hide its head.

Ca/. Chaftifement ! ——--
Bru. Remember March, the Ides of March remember |

Did not great Fulius bleed for juftice fake? -
What villain touch’d his body, that did ftab,
And not for juftice? what, fhall one of us,
That ftruck the foremoft man of all this world,
But for fupporting robbers; fhall we now
Contaminate our fingers with bafe bribes ?
And fell the mighty fpace of our large honours
For {o much trafth, as may be gralped thus? ——
I had rather be a dog, and bay the moon,
Than fuch a Roman.

Ca/. Brutus, bait not me,

I'll
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I'll not endure it; you forget your felf,
To hedge me in; I am a foldier, I,
Older in pra&ice, abler than your felf
To make conditions.
Bru. Go to; you are not, Caffius.
Ca/. 1 am.
Bru. 1 fay, you are not.
Ca/. Urge me no more, I fhall forget my felf -——
Have mind upon your health ---- tempt me no farther.
Bru. Away, {light man.
Caf. Is’t poflible ? —--
Bru. Hear me, for I will fpeak.
Muft I give way and room to your rafh choler?
Shall I be frighted, when a madman ftares?
Caf. O Gods! ye Gods! muft I endure all this?
Bru. All this! ay, more. Fret till your proud heart break ;
Go {hew your flaves how cholerick you are,
And make your bondmen tremble. Muft I budge?
Muft I obferve you? muft I ftand and crouch
Under your tefty humour? by the Gods,
You fhall digeft the venom of your {pleen,
Tho’ it do {plit you. For from this day forth,
I'll ufe you for my mirth, yea, fér my laughter,
When you are waipifh.
Ca/. Is it come to this?
Bru. You fay, you are a better foldier;
Let it appear {o; make your vaunting true,
And it {hall pleafe me well. For mine own part,
[ {hall be glad to learn of noble men.
Ca/. You wrong me every way —- you wrong me, Brutus;
I faid, an elder foldier, not a better.
Did I fay better ?

Bru. If you did, I care not.

Ca/. When Cz/far liv’d he durft not thus have mov'd me.

Bru. Peace, peace, you durft not {o have tempted him.

Caf. 1 durft not! —— ‘
VoLr. V, K k Bru.
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+ Bru. No.

Ca/. What? durft not tempt him !

Bru. For your life you durft not.

Cz/. Do not prefume too much upon my love,
I may do that I fhall be forry for.

Bru. You have done that you fhould be forry for.
There 1s no terror, Caffius, in your threats;
For I am arm’d {o ftrong in honefty,
That they pafs by me, as the idle wind,
Which I refpe&t not. I did fend to you
For certain fums of gold, which you deny’d me;
For I can raile no money by vile means.
By heaven, I had rather coin my heart,
And drop my blood for drachma’s, than to wring
From the hard hands of peafants their vile trafh,
By any indirection. I did fend
To you for gold to pay my legions,
Which you denied me; was that done like Caffrus @
Should I have anfwer’d Casus Caffises {o?
When Marcus Brutus grows fo covetous,
To lock {uch rafcal counters from his friends,
Be ready, Gods, with all your thunderbolts,
Dafh him to pieces!

Ca/. I deny’'d you not.

Bru. You did.
Ca/. I did not ---- he was but a fool

That brought my anfwer back ---- Brutus hath riv’d my heart.
A friend fhould bear a friend’s infirmities,
But Brutus makes mine greater than they are.

Brw. I do not: will you praétife that on me?

Ca/. You love me not.
Bru. 1 do not like your faults.

Cz/. A friendly eye could never fee fuch faults.
Bru. A flatt’rer’'s would not, tho’ they do appear

As huge as high Olympus.

Caf. Come, Antony, and young O&favius, come!
Revenge
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Revenge your felves alone on Caffrus,

For Caffius 1s a weary of the world ;

Hated by one he loves, brav’d by his brother,
Check’d like a bondman, all his faults obferv’d,
Set in a note-book, learn’d, and conn’d by rote,
To caft into my teeth. O I could weep

My {pirit from mine eyes! ---- There is my dagger,
And here my naked breaft ---~ within, a heart
Dearer than Plurus’ mine, richer than gold ;

If that thou beeft a Rorran, take it forth.

I that deny’d thee gold, will give my heart;

Strike as thou didft at Cefar; for 1 know,

When thou didft hate him worft, thou lov’dft him better
Than ever thou lov’dft Caffius.

Bru. Sheath your dagger ;

Be angry when you will, it {hall have {cope;

Do what you will] dithonour thall be humour.

O Caffius, you are yoaked with a lamb,

That carries anger as the flint bears fire,

Which much enforced, fhews a hafty fpark,

And f{traight 1s cold again.
Ca/. Hath Caffius hiv'd

To be but mirth and laughter to his Brurus,

When grief and blood ill-temper’d vexeth him ?
Bru. When I {poke that, I was ill-temper’d too.
Caf. Do you confefs fo much? give me your hand.
Bru. And my heart too. | | Embracing.
Caf. O Brutus!
Bru. What’s the matter ¢
Ca/. Have not you love enough to bear with me,

When that rath humour which my mother gave me
Makes me forgetful ?

Bru. Yes, Caffius, and from henceforth
When you are over-earneft with your Brurus,
He’ll think your mother chides, and leave you fo. *

(a) =~--- and leave you {o.

K k 2 Enter
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SCENE IV.
.. . Enter Lucilius and Titinius.

Bru. Lucilius and :Zatinius, bid the commanders
Prepare tonlodge their companies to-night.
Cz/. And come your felves, and bring Meffala with you
Immediately to us. [ Exeurt Lucilius and Titinius,
Bru. Lucius, a bowl of wine.

Cz/. 1 did not think YOu could have been fo angry.
Bru. O Caffius, 1 am f{ick of many griefs.

Cz/. Of your philofophy you make no ufe,
It you give place to accidental evils.

Bru. No man bears forrow better --—- Porzia’s dead.
Caf. Ha! Portia ] —--

Bru«. She 1s dead.

Ca/. How ’{cap’d I killing, when I croft you fo?
O 1infupportable and touching lofs !
Upon what ficknefs?

Brz. Impatient of my abfence,

And grief, that young O&avius with Mark Antony
Have made themfielves {o ftrong ; (for with her death

That tidings came) with this fthe fell diftradt,
And -(her attendants abfent) {wallow’d fire.

Caf. And dy’'d fo?

Enter Lucius and Titinwus, and a Poet,

Poez. Let me go in to fee the Generals,
There is fome grudge between ’em, ’tis not meet
They be alone.
Lwxe. You fhall not come to them. .
Poet. Nothing but death fhall ftay me. |
Caf. How now ? what’s the matter ? -
Poez. For fhame, you Generals ; what do you mean?
Love, and be friends, as two {uch men fhould be,
For ] have {cen more years I’m {ure than ye.
Caf. Ha, ha -=«« how vilely doth this Cynick rhime!
Bru. Get you hence, firrah; fawcy fellow, hence.
Caf. Bear with him, Brurus, ’tis his fafhion,
Bry. I’ll know his humcur, when he knows his time ;
'‘What fhould the wars do with thefe jingling fools ?
Companion, hence. ' 2. 1, /.7 7 7
Caf. Away, away, De gone. [ Ex:it Poct.

Bru. Luci/sus and Titinius, &Co
| Eru.
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Bru. Even {o. |
Caf. O ye immortal Godst ‘i -0

Enter Lucius with Wine and Tapers.

Bru. Speak no more of her: give me a bowl of wine.

In this I bury all unkmdnefs, Caf 1%5.

Caf. My heart is t}urﬂ:y for that noble’ pledge.
¥ill, Lucins, 'dll the wine o'er-fwell the cup;
I cannot drink too much of Bruzus’ love.

[ Drirks.

SCENE V,

Enter Titinlus and Meflala.
Bru. Come in, Titinius; welcome, good Meflala!)

Now fit we clofe about this taper here,
And call in queftion our neceflities.
Caf. Oh Portia! art thou gone?

Bru. No more, 1 pray you.
Me(Jala, 1 have here received letters,
That young Oéfavius, and Mark Antony,
Come down upon us with a mlghty power,

Bending their expedition tow’rd Philipps.
Me/. My f{elf have letters of the felf-fame tenour.

Brux. With what addition ?

Me/. That by profcriptions, and bills of outlawry
Oftavius, Antony, and Lepidus
Have put to death an hundred Senators.

Bru. Therein our letters do not well agree;
Mine fpeak of fev’'nty Senators, that dy’d
By their profcriptions, Cicero being one.

Caf. Cicero one? ———- : y
Mef. Cicerois dead ; and by that order of proicription.

Had you your letters from your wife, my Lord ?

Bru. No, Meflala.
Me/. Nor nothing in your letters writ of her? )

Bru. Nothing, Meffala.
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Me/. That, methinks, is ftrange.
Bru. Why afk you? hear you ought of her in yours?
Me/. No, my Lord.
Bru. Now, as you are a Roman, tell me true.
Mef. Then like a Roman bear the truth I tell;
For certain fhe is dead, and by ftrange manner.
Bru. Why, farewel Portia —--- we muft die, Mefjala.
With meditating that the muft die once,
I have the patience to endure it now.
Me/. Ev'n fo great men great lofles fhould endure.
Ca/. 1 have as much of this in art as you,
But yet my nature could not bear it fo.
Bru. Well, to our work alive. What do you think
Of marching to Philipp: prefently P
Ca/. 1 do not think it good.
Brzu. Your reafon?
Ca/. This it is:
"T'is better that the enemy feek us,
So fhall he wafte his means, weary his foldiers,
Doing himfielf oftence ; whilft we lying fiill,
Are full of reft, defence and nimblenefs.
Bru. Good reafons muft of force give place to better.
The people "twixt Philipp: and this ground,
Do ftand but in a forc’d affection ;
For they have grudg’'d us contribution.
The enemy, marching along by them,
By them fhall make a fuller number up,
Come on refrefh’d, new added, and encourag’d ;
From which advantage fhall we cut him off,
If at Philippi we do face him there,
Thefe people at our back.
Ca/. Hear me, good brother ----
Bru. Under your pardon. ---- You muft note befide,
That we have try’d the utmoft of our friends,
Our legions are brim-tull, our caufe is ripe;
The enemy encreafeth every day,

We,
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We, at the height, are ready to decline.
There is a tide in the affairs of men,
Which taken at the flood, leads on to fortune;,
Omitted, all the voyage of their life
Is bound in fhallows, and in miferies.
On fuch a full fea are we now a-float,
And we muft take the current when it ferves,
Or lofe our ventures,
Caf. Then with your will, goon; we will along
Our f{elves, and meet them at Philipps.
Bru. The deep of night is crept upon our talk,
And nature muft obey necefiity,
Which we will niggard with a little reft.
There is no more to fay.
Ca/. No more; good-night ; --—-
Early to-morrow we will rife, and hence.

Enter Luclus.

Bru. Lucius, my gown; now farewel, good Meffala,
| Exit Lucius.

Good-night, Zizinius : noble, noble Caffius,
Good-night, and good repofe.

Caf. O my dear brother!
This was an 1ill beginning of the night:
Never come {fuch divifion 'tween our fouls!
Let it not, Brutus.

Re-enter Lucius wirh the Gows.

Bru. Ev’ry thing 1s well.

Ziz. Mef. Good-night, Lord Brutus!

Bru. Farewel, every one. | Exeunt.
Give me the gown. Where is thy inftrument ?

Luc. Here in the tent.

Bru. What, thou {peak’ft drowfily?
Poor knave, I blame thee not; thou art o’er-watch’d.

Call Clawdius, and {fome other of my men;

I'll
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I'll have them fleep on cufhions in my tent.
Luc. Varro and Claudius ]

SCENE VL

Fonter Varro arnd Claudius.

Var. Calls my Lord ?
Bru. 1 pray you, Sirs, lye in my tent, and fleep;
It may be, I {hall raife you by and by,
On bufinefs to my brother Caffrus.
Var. So pleafe you, we will ftand, and watch your pleafure.
Bru. I will not have it {o; lye down, good Sirs:
It may be I fhall otherwife bethink me.
Look, Lucius, here’s the book I fought for fo;
I put it in the pocket of my gown.
Luc. 1 was {ure your Lordthip did not give it me.
Bru. Bear with me, good boy, I am much forgetful.
Canft thou hold up thy heavy eyes a while,
And touch thy inftrument, a ftrain or two?
Luc. Ay, my Lord, an’t pleafe you.
Bru. It does, my boy ;
I trouble thee too much, but thou art willing.
Luc. It 1s my duty, Sir.
Bru. 1 {thould not urge thy duty paft thy might ;
I know young bloods look for a time of reft.
Luc. 1 have {lept, my Lord, already.
Bru. It was well done, and thou fhalt fleep again;
I will not hold thee long. If I do live,
I will be good to thee. [ Mufick and a Seng.
This is a {leepy tune ---~- O murd’rous {lumber !
Lay’ft thou thy leaden mace upon my boy,
That plays thee mufick P gentle knave, good-night ;
I will not do thee fo much wrong to wake thee.
If thou doft nod, thou break’{ft thy inftrument,

I'll take it from thee; and, good boy, good-night.
But
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But let me fee, is not the leaf turn’d down
Where I left reading ? here it is, I think. [He firs down to read.

SCENZE VIL
Enter the Ghoft of Ceefar.

How ill this taper burns! -—-- ha! who comes here ?
I think it is the weaknefs of mine eyes,

That fhapes this monftrous apparition ----

It comes upon me ---- Art thou any thing ?

Art thou {ome God, {fome angel, or fome devil,

That mak’ft my blood cold, and my hair to ftare?

Speak to me, what thou art.
Ghoft. Thy evil {pirit, Brutus.
Brz. Why com’ft thou?

Ghoft. To tell thee thou fhalt fee me at Philippi.
Bru. Then I {hall {ee thee again?

Ghoft. Ay, at Philippi. | Exit Ghof3.
Bru. Why, I will {fee thee at Philipp: then. ~—-

Now I have taken heart, thou vanifheft,

Il {pirit; I would hold more talk with thee.

Boy ! Lucius! Parro! Claudius! Sirs! awake.

Clawdius !
Lzc. The ftrings, my Lord, are falfe.

Bru. He thinks he f{tll is at his inftrument.
Lucius ! awake.

Lwc. My Lord ! -—--

Bru. Didft thou dream, Lucius, that thou {o criedft out!
Lzc. My Lord, I do not know that I did cry.

Bru. Yes, that thou didft ; didft thou fee any thing ?
Lzc. Nothing, my Lord.

Bru. Sleep again, Lucius; furah, Claudius, fellow !

Varro! awake.
Far. My Lord |
Claxw. My Lord |
Bru. Why did you fo cry out, Sirs, in your {leep ? __
Voui. V. L1 Bozh.
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Both. Did we, my Lord?
Bru. Ay, faw you any thing?
Var. No, my Lord, I faw nothing.

Clax. Nor I, my Lord. |
Bru. Go, and commend me to my brother Caffius ;

Bid him fet on his pow’rs betimes before,

And we will follow.
Bozh. It thall be done, my Lord. [ Exeunt.
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ACT V. SCENE L
The Fields of Philippi, with the two Camps.
Enter O&avius, Antony, aznd their Army.

OcTavius.

OW, Antony, our hopes are anfwered.
N You faid the enemy would not come down,
But keep the hills and upper regions ;
It proves not {o; their battels are at hand,
They mean to wage us at Phi/ippi here,
Aniw’ring before we do demand of them.
Ant. Tut, I am in their bofoms, and I 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 thoughts that they have courage.

But 'tis not fo.

Enter @ Meflenger.
Me/. Prepare you, Generals ;

The enemy comes on in gallant {hew ;

Their bloody fign of battel is hung out,

And fomething’s to be done immediately.
Ant. Oflavius, lead your battel foftly on,

Upon the left hand of the even field.:
| QL2
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O&. Upon the right hand I, keep thou the left.
Ant. Why do you crofs me in this exigent ?

267

O¢&2. 1 do not crofs you ; but I will do fo. | March.

SCENE IL

Drum. Enter Brutus, Caflius, and their Armsy.

Bru. They ftand, and would have parley.

Caf. Stand faft, Zztinius, we muft out and talk.

O¢t. Mark Antony, {hall we give fign of battel ?

Ant. No, Cefar, we will anfwer on their charge.
Make forth, the Generals would have fome words.

O&Z. Stir not until the fignal.

Bruz. Words before blows: is it {fo, countrymen ?

O¢Z. Not that we love words better, as you do.

Bru. Good words are better than bad ftrokes, O&fZavius.

Ant. In your bad ftrokes, Brutus, you give good words.

Witnefs the hole you made in Ce/ar’s heart,
Crying, Long live, hail, Celar!
Caf. Antony, “

The pofture of your blows are yet unknown ;

But for your words, they rob the Hybdla bees,
And leave them honeylefs.

Ant. Not ftinglefs too. ?

Bru. You threat before you fting.

Ant. Villains! you did not {fo, when your vile daggers
Hack’d one another in the fides of Cez/ar.
You fhew’d your teeth like apes, and fawn’d like hounds,

And bow’d like bond-men, kifling Czfar’s feet ;

Whilft damned Cafca, like a cur, behind
Struck Cefar on the neck. O flatterers!
Ca/. Flatterers! now, Brurus, thank your felf;
(2) ~==-a {tinglefs too.
_Bru. QO yes, and foundlefs too.
For you have ftol’n their buzzing, Anrtony,

Ana very wifely threat before you fting.
Ant, Villains ! &re.

L1lo>

T his
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This tongue had not offended fo to-day,
It Caffius might have rul’d.
O¢t. Come, come, the caufe. If arguing make us {weat,
The proof of it will turn to redder drops.
Behold, I draw a fword againft conipirators ;
When think you that the fword goes up again?
Never, ’till Ce/ar’s three and twenty wounds
Be well aveng’d ; or ’till another Cez/ar
Have added flaughter to the fword of traitors.
Bru. Cefar, thou canft not die by traitors hands,

Unlefs thou bring’ft them with thee.

O&. So I hope;
I was not born to die on Brutus {word.

Bru. O if thou wert the nobleft of thy ftrain,
Young man, thou couldft not die more honourable.

Ca/. A peevith {chool-boy, worthlefs of fuch honour,

Join’d with a mafker and a reveller.
Ant. Old Caffius {till,
O¢t. Come, Antony, away ;

Defiance, traitors, hurl we in your teeth:
If you dare fight to-day, come to the field ;
If not, when you have ftomachs. [Exe. O&avius, Ant. and Army.

S CENZE Il

Caf. Why, now blow wind, fwell billow, and fwim bark :
The ftorm is up, and all is on the hazard.

Bru. Lucilius, ---- hark, a word with you.
[ Lucilius and Meflala fand forzh.
Lwe. My Lord. [Brutus /peaks apart to Lucilius.

Caf. Meflala !

Mef. What fays my General ¢

Cal. Meflala,

This is my birth-day ; as this very day

Was Caffius born. Give me thy hand, Meffala ;
Be thou my witnefs, that againft my will,

As
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As Pompey was, am I compell’d to fet
Upon one battel all our liberties.
You know that I held Epicurus {trong,
And his opinion ; now I change my mind,
And partly credit things that do prefage.
Coming from Sardis, on our foremoft enfign
Two mighty eagles fell, and there they perch’d,
Gorging and feeding from our foldiers hands,
Who to Philippz here conforted us:
This morning are they fled away and gone,
And in their {teads do ravens, crows and kites
Fly o’er our heads, and downward look on us
As we were {ickly prey; their fhadows feem
A canopy moft fatal, under which
Our army lyes ready to give the ghoft.

Me/. Believe not fo. |

Ca/. 1 but believe it partly ;
For I am frefth of {pirit, and refolv’d
To meet all peril very conftantly.

Bru. Even {o, Lucilius.

Caf. Now, moft noble Bruzus,
The Gods to-day ftand friendly, that we may
Lovers in peace lead on our days to age!
But fince th’ affairs of men reft ftill incertain,
Let’s reafon with the worit that may befall.
If we do lofe this battel, then is this
The very laft time we fhall {peak together.
What are you then determined to do?
. Bru. Ev’n by the rule of that philofophy,
By which I did blame Czzo for the death
Which he did give himfelf; I know not how,
But I do find it cowardly, and vile,
- For fear of what might fall, {o to prevent
The time of life ; arming my {elf with patience,
To ftay the providence of fome high powers,
That govern us below.

e
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Cz/. Then if we lofe this battel,

You are contented to be led i1n triumph

Along the f{treets of Rozze.
Bru. No, Caffius, no; think not, thou noble Rorman,

That ever Brutus will go bound to Rozmze ;

He bears too great a mind. But this {fame day

Muft end that work the Ides of March begun.

And whether we {hall meet again, I know not;

Thereforc our everlafting farewel take ;

For ever, and for ever, ftarewel, Caffrus/

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

If not, why then this parting was well made.
Ca/. For ever, and for ever, farewel, Brutus/

If we do meet again, we’ll {mile indeed ;

If not, ’tis true, this parting was well made.
Bru. Why then lead on. O that a man might know

The end of this day’s bufinefs ere it come !

But it {ufhiceth, that the day will end,
And then the end is known. Come, ho, away. | Exeunt.

SCENZE 1IV.

Alarusn. Enter Brutus and Mefiala.

Bru. Ride, ride, MefJala, ride and give thefe bills
Unto the legions on the other fide. | Loud alarum.
Let them fet on at once; for I perceive
But cold demeanour in OéZavius’ wing ;
One {udden pufh gives them the overthrow.
Ride, ride, Meflalz, let them all come down. | Exeunt.

Alarwmn. Enter Caflius arnd Titinius.

Caf. O look, TZitinius, look, the villains fly !
My felf have to mine own turn’d enemy ;
This enfign here of mine was turning back,

I {lew the coward, and did take it from him.

Zit. O Caffius, Brutus gave the word too early,
Who
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Who having fome advantage on OfZavzus
Took it too eagerly ;. his foldiers fell to {poil,
Whilft we by .Anzony were all inclos’d.

FErter Pindarus.

Pin. Fly further off, my Lord, fly further off,
Mark Antony is in your tents, my Lord ;
Fly therefore, noble Cafius, fly far off.
Caf. This hill is far enough. Look, look, Titinius,
Are thole my tents where I perceive the fire ?
7:t. They are, my Lord.
Caf. Titinius, if thou lov’{t me,
Mount thou my horfe, and hide thy {purs in him,
'T1ll he have brought thee up to yonder troops
And here again ; that I may reft affur’d,
Whether yond troops are friend or enemy.
77t. 1 will be here again, ev’'n with a thought. | Exit.
Ca/. Go, Pindarwus, get higher on that hill,
My fight was ever thick ; regard Zizimius,
And tell me what thou not’ft about the field. [ Exi¢ Pin.
This day I breathed firft ; time is come round,
And where I did begin, there {hall I end;
My lite 1s run its compafs. Now, what news?
Pin. Within. Oh, my Lord!
Ca/. What news P
Pin. Within. Titinius is enclofed round about
With horfemen, that make to him on the {pur,
Yet he {purs on. Now they are almoft on him ;
Ti1tinius | now fome light --— oh, he lights too -—--
He's ta’en ----and hark, they fhout for joy. [ Shout.
Cz/. Come down, behold no more;
Oh coward that I am, to live {o long,
To fee my beft friend ta’en before my face.

Enter Pindarus.
Come hither, firrah;
In Parthia did 1 take thee prifoner,
And
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And then I {wore thee, faving of thy life,
That what{foever I did bid thee do,

Thou fhouldit attempt it. Come, now keei) thine oath,

Now be a freeman, and with this good fword

That ran through Ce/ar’s bowels, fearch this bofom.
Stand not to anfwer; here take thou the hilt,

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

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

Ev’n with the {fword that kill’d thee. | Kills lyiﬂg/é{f.

Pin. So, 1 am free, yet would not {fo have been,
Durft I have done my will. Oh Caffius,
Far from this country Pinzdarus {hall run,
Where never Roaz {hall take note of him.

SCENE V.

Enter Titinlus, arnd Meflala.
Mef. It is but change, Zitinius ; for Oavius

Is overthrown by noble Brxtus’ power,
As Caffius’ legions are by Antony.
75¢. Thele tidings will well comfort Caffrus.
Me/. Where did you leave him ?
7Z:z. All difconfolate,
With Pindarws his bondman, on this hill.
Me/. Is not that he, that lyes upon the ground?
7iz. He lyes not like the living. Oh my heart !
Me/. Is not that he?
7iz. No, this was he, Meffala,
But Caffizs is no more! Oh fetting fun,
As in thy red rays thou doft fink to night,
So in his red blood Caffrus’ day is fet ;

The fun of Rome is fet! our day is gone,

Clouds, dews, and dangers come ; our deeds are done;

Miftruft of my fuccefs hath done this deed.

Me/. Miftruft of good fuccefs hath done this deed.
Oh hateful Error, Melancholy’s child !

[ Ex,
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Why doft thou fhew to the apt thoughts of men
The things that are not? Error, {oon conceiv’d,
Thou never com’ft unto a happy birth,
But kill’ft the mother that engender’d thee.
7it. What, Pindarus! where art thou, Pindarus?
Mef. Seek him, Zitinius, whilft I go to meet
The noble Brutus, thrufting this report
Into his ears ; I may fay, thrufting it;
For piercing fteel and darts invenomed
Shall be as welcome to the ears of Brutus,
As tidings of this fight.
7it. Hye you, Meflala, .
And I will feek for Pindarus the while. [ Exit Meflala.
Why didft thou fend me forth, brave Caffius @ | |
Did I not meet thy friends, and did not they
Put on my brows this wreath of vitory,
And bid me give 1t thee? didft thou not hear their fhouts ?
Alas, thou haft mifconftru’d ev’ry thing.
But hold thee, take this garland on thy brow.
Thy Brutus bid me give it thee, and 1
Will do his bidding.  Brurzus, come apace,
And fee how 1 regarded Caius Caffius.
By your leave, Gods —-- This is a Roman’s part. [ Stabs himfelf.
Come, Caffius’ {word, and find Zzti7ius’ heart. | [ Dies.

SCENZE VL

Alarum. Enter Brutus, Meflala, young Cato, Strato, Volumnius,
and Lucilius.

Bru. Where, where, MefJala, doth his body lye ?
Mef. Lo, yonder, and 7##nius mourning it. |
Bru. Titinius’ face is upward.

Cato. He is flain.
Bru. Oh Fulius Cefar, thou art mighty yet!

Thy {pirit walks abroad, and turns our fwords

In our own proper entrails. [ Low alarums.
Vor. V. M m Cato.
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Cazo. Brave 7 istinsus/
Look, if he have not crown’d dead Caffrus/
Bru. Are yet two Romans living fuch as thefe?
Thou laft of all the Romans ! fare thee well ;
It is impoflible that ever Rosmze
Should breed thy fellow. Friends, I owe more tears
To this dead man, than you fhall {ee me pay.
I fhall find time, Cazffius, I {hall ind time -—
Come therefore, and to Z4affos {fend his body ;
His funeral fhall not be in our camp,
Left it difcomfort us. Lucilius, come,
And come, young Cazo, let us to the field.
Labeo and Flavius {et our battels on.
*Tis three o’clock, and, Romans, yet ere night
We fhall try fortune in a fecond fight. [ Exeunt.

SCENZE VIL

The Field of Battel.
Alarum. Enter Brutus, Meflala, Cato, Lucilius, a»d Flavius.

Bru. ET, countrymen, oh yet, hold up your heads.

| Cato. What baftard doth not? who will go with me?
I will proclaim my name about the field.

I am the fon of Marcus Cato, ho!

A foe to tyrants, and my country’s friend.

1 am the fon of Marcus Caro, ho'!

Enter Soldsers and fght.

Brse. And I am Bruitus, Marcus Brutus, 1 |
Brutus my country’s friend ; know me for Brutus. [ Exit.
Lauc. Oh young and noble Cazo, art thou down?
Why, now thou dieft as bravely as Zizimsus,
And may’ft be honour’d, being Cazo’s fon.
Soid. Yield, or thou dieft.
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Luc. 1 only yield, to die;
There is fo much, that thou wilt kill me ftraight ;
‘ szvzng‘ him money.
Kill Brutus, and be honour'd in his death. 4
Sold. We muft not. A noble prifoner!

Enter Antony.

2 Sold. Room, ho! tell Antony, Brutus is ta’en.
1 Sold. T’ll tell the news, here comes the General :
Brutus 1s ta’en, Brutus 1s ta’en, my Lord.
Ant. Where i1s he?
Luc. Safte, Antony; Brutus is fafe enough.
I dare a{Ture thee, that no enemy
Shall ever take alive the noble Bruzus -
The Gods defend him from fo great a thame!
When you do find him or alive, or dead,
He will be found like Bruzus, like himfelf.
Ant. This 1s not Brutus, fnend but I affure you,
A prize no lefs in worth ; keep thls man fafe,
Give him all kindnefs. I had rather have
Such men my friends, than enemtes. Go on,
And {ee if Brutus be alive or dead,
And bring us word unto O&#avius’ tent
How every thing is chanc’d. | 1 Exeunt.

SCENE VIIL A
Anather part qf the Field.

Enter Brutus, Dardanius, Clitus, Strato, azd Volumnius.
Bru. Ome, poor remains of friends, reft on this rock.
Cri Statilius thew’d the torch-light, but, my. Lord
He came not back, he is or ta’en, or {lain.
Bru. Sit thee down, Clitus ﬂaymg is the Word
It is a deed in fafhion. Hark thee, Clitus —~ = [ H MP”' mg .

Mm 2 C1.
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C/i. What I, my Lord? no, not for all the world.
Bru. Peace then, no words.
C/. I'll rather kill my felf.
Bru. Hark thee, Dardarnius!
Dar. 1 do fuch a deed?
C/li. Oh Dardanius !
Dar. Oh Clitus !/
C/i. What 1ill requeft did Brutus make to thee?
Dar. To kill him, Clizus : look, he meditates.
C/i. Now is that noble veflel full of grief,
‘That it runs over even at his eyes.
Bru. Come hither, good Zolumnius, it a word.
¥V ol. What {ays my Lord ?
Bru. Why this, Folumnius ;
The ghoft of Cz/ar hath appear’d to me
Two feveral times by night; at Sardzs, once;
And this laft night, here in Philippi-Fields.
I know my hour is come.
Vol. Not {fo, my Lord.
Bru. Nay, I am {ure it is, Folumnius.
Thou feeft the world, Zolusmnius, how it goes;
Our enemies have beat us to the pit: [ Alarum.
It is more worthy to leap in our felves,
Than tarry ’till they puth us. Good Folumnius,
Thou know'ft that we two went to {chool together;
Even for that, our love of old, I pr’ythee
Hold thou my fword’s hilt, while I run on it.
Vol. That’s not an office for a friend, my Lord. [Alarum fiill.
C/. Fly, fly, my Lord, there is no tarrying here.
Bru. Farewel to you, and you; and you, Folumnius.
Strato, thou haft been all this while afleep ;
Farewel to thee too, Szrateo; countrymen,
My heart doth joy, that yet in all my life,
I found no man, but he was true to me.
I fhall have glory by this lofing day,
More than OfZavius and Mark Antony
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By this vile conqueft fhall attain unto.
So fare you well at once, for Brutus tongue
Hath almoft ended his life’s hiftory.
Night hangs upon mine eyes, my bones would reft,
That have but labour’d to attain this hour.
[ Alarum. Cry within, Fly, fly, fly.
C/i. Fly, my Lord, fly -—-
Bru. Hence; 1 will follow thee.
I pr'ythee, Straro, {tay thou by thy Lord ;
Thou art a fellow of a good refpedt,
Thy life hath had fome {match of honour in’t.
Hold then my {word, and turn away thy face,
While I do run upon it. Wilt thou, Srraze?
Stra. Give me your hand firft ---- fare you well, my Lord !
Bru. Farewel, good Strato ---- Czfar, now be fhll;

I kill'd not thee with halt {o good a will.
. | He runs on bis [word and dies.

SCENE IX.

Alarum. Retreat. Enter Antony, O&avius, Meflala, Lucilius,
and the Army. ‘ .'

O&. What man is that? -

Me/. My mafter’s man. S7razo, where is thy mafter?

Stra. Free¢ from the bondage you are in, Meffala ;
'The conqu’rors can but make a fire of him :
For Brutus only overcame himfelf]
And no man elfe hath honour by his death.

Luc. So Brutus {thould be found. I thank thee, Bruzus,
‘That thou haft prov’d Lurilius’ {aying true. - |

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

Stra. Ay, if Meflala will prefer me to you.

O&. Do fo, good Mefjala.

Me/. How died my Lord, Szrazo?

Stra. 1 held the fword, and he did run on 1it.
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Mef. Oétavius, take him then to follow thee,
That did the lateft fervice to my mafter.
Ant. This was the nobleft Romar of them all :
All the confpirators, fave only he,
Did that they did in envy of great Cez/ar -
He only, in a general honeft thought
And common good to all, made one of them.
His life was gentle ; and the elements
So mixt in him, that nature might ftand up,
And fay to all the world, 74 was a man /
O¢2. According to his virtue let us ufe him,
With all refpe&, and rites of burial.
Within my tent his bones to-night fhall lye,
Moft like a foldier, order’d honourably.
So call the field to reft, and let’s away,

To part the glories of this happy day. | Exeunt omnes.




