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JULIUS CESAR

ACT 1 SCENE I

A Street in Rome.,

Enter Flavius, * Marullus, and certain Commoners.

Fravius.

ENCE; home, you idle creatures. Get you
| home.

Is this a holiday # What! know you nor,

Being mechanical, you ought not walk
Upon a labouring day without the fign
Of your profeflion? Speak, what trade art thou ?

Car., Why, Sir, a carpenter.,

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

Cob. Truly, Sir, in refpect of a fine workman, I am
bue, as you would fay, a cobler.

Mar. But what trade art thou? Anf{wer me di-

rectly.
Cob. A trade, Sir, that, I hope, I may ufe with a

fafe confcience; which is indeed, Sir, a mender of -
bad {foals,

' Murellus,] 1 have, upon the to this tribune, his right name,
authority of Plutarch, &c. given  Blarullus, '1'HEOBALD.

33 | Flay.



4 JULIUS CESAR.

Flav. What trade, thou knave? thou naughty
knave, what trade?
Cob. Nay, Ibefeech you, Sir, be not out with me;
yet if you beout, Sir, I can mend you. -
* Mor. What mean’ft thou by that? Mend me,

thou faucy fellow 2
~ Cob. Why, Sir, cobble you.

Flav. Thou art a cobler, art thou ?

Ccb. Truly, Sir, all, that I live by, 1s the awl, |
meddle with no tradefman’s matters, nor woman’s
matters; but wiih all, I am, indeed, Si., a furgeon o
old {hoes; when they are 1n great d:nger, 1 recover
them. As proper men as ever trod upon neats-leather
have gone upon my handy-work.

.Flav. But wherefore art not in thy fhop to-day ¢
Why deft thou lead thefe men abcur the {treets?

Cob. Truly, Sir, to wear out their {hoes, to get
myfeif into more work. But, indecd, Sir, we make
holiday to fee Cefar, and to repoice in his triumph,.

Mer. Wherefore rejoice? What conqueft brings he

home ?
What tributaries foliow him to Resme.
To grace in captive bonds his chariot-wheels ?
You L‘ocns, you ftones, you worle than fenfelefs
tnings !
O you hard hearts! you cruel men cf Raie!
Knew you nct Pempey 2 muny 2 tme and oft
Have you climb’d up to walls and battlements,
Totowers and wincdows, yea, to chimney-tops,
Your infants in your arms, and there have fate

* Mar, Ftat mean’ft th u by
2ba:?] As the C.bier, in the
sceaine {neech | E’
prececiep ipeech, replies to #/a-
w18, BOT 10 Maratit; y s p].:-:in,
[ thipk, this {peech maft be given
t0 Flavi e TrEOBALD,

I have replaced Rarziius, who

might propaily enough reply to
a faucy {entence cireCied to s
colleagre, and to whom the,
fpeech was probzbly given, that
he might noet ftand too long un-
empioyed upon the fiage.

The.



JULIUS CAES AR 3
The live-long day with patient expeQtation, .
To fee great Pompey pafs the ftreets of Rome;
And when you faw his chariot but appear,
- Have you not made an univerfal fhout,
That Tyber trembled underneath his banks -
To hear the replication of your founds,
Made in his concave thores ?
And do you now put on your-beft attire ?
And do you now cull out an holiday ?
And do you now ftrew flowers in his way,
That comes in triumph over Pompey’s blood 2
Be gone ———
Run to your houfes, fall upon your knees,
Pray to the Gods, to intermit the plague
That needs muit light on this ingratitude,
Flav. th, go, good countrymen; and for that
ault | {. |
Affemble all the poor men of your fort,
Draw them to Tyber’s bank, and weep your tears
Into the channel, ’till the loweft tream
Do kifs the moft exalted fhores of all. - |
. | Execunt Commoners.
See, whe’re their bafelt metal be not mov’dy
They vanifh 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 {o? |
You know, it is the fealt of Laupercal.
Flav. It is no matter.,  Let no images
Be hung with Czfar’s trophies.  I'll about,
And drive away the vulgar from the ftreets?

3—deckd awith ceremonies,} Ce- by Cefar’s tropkies; 1. e. fuch
remionies, for religious ornaments.  as he had: dedicated to the Gods.
Thus afterwards heexplainsthem . WarBURTON.

B 3 So
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So do you too, where your perceive them thick.
Thefe growing feathers, pluckt from Cefar’s wing,
Will make him fly an ordinary pitch;
Who elfe would foar above the view of men,
And keep us all in fervile fearfulnefs.

[ Exeunt feverally.

SCENE IL

Ener Cefar, Antony. For the Courfe, Calphurnia,
Porcia, Decius, Cicero, Brutus, Caffizs, Cafca, a
Secth/a er.

Czf. Calpburma
Cafca. Peace, ho! Czfar {peaks,
Czf. Calpburiia—==
Calp. Here, my Lord.
Czf. Stand you direltly in Antonius’ way,
When he doth run his Courfe—— Antonitis——
Ant. Cefar. My Lord.
Cz/. Forget not in your {peed, Artoniuc,
To tou:h Calpburria;, for our Elders fay,
The barren, touched in this holy chafe,
S ‘ake off their fteril curfe.
Ant. 1 fhall remember. |
When Cefar fays, do this; it is perform’d.
Cz[. Seton, and leave no ceremony out.
Sxth. Cear,
Cel. Ha! who calls?
Cafca. B:d every noife be Qill, Peace! Yet again.
Czf. Who isit in the Prefs, that calls on me?
I hear a tongue, fbriller than all the mufick,
Cry, Cefar. Speak; Cefar is turn’d to hear.
Seo:h. Beware the Ides of March.,
Czf. What man is that?
Eru. A fouth-fayer bids you beware the Ides of
Maicb.

Cef.



JULIUS CESAR

Ce/. Set him before me ; let me fee his face.
Cafca. Fellow, come from the throng. Look ur
Cefar.
Cef. What fay’ft thou to me now? Speak
* again.
Sooth. Begwa]'e the Ides of March.
Cef. He is a dreamer; let us leave him. P
[+Senmet.  Exeunt Cxfar and

s

1

S CENZE IL

Manent Brutus and Caffius,

Ca/. Will you go fee the order of the Courfe 2
Bry. Not 1. | |
Caf. 1 pray you, do. | | |
Bru. Tam not gamefome ; I do lack fome part
Of that quick {piric that is in Antony. ~
Let me not hinder, Caffius, your defires;
I’ll leave.you.
Caf. Brautus, I 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 tao ftubborn and too 5 ftrange a hand )
Over your friend that loves you, ‘
Bru. Caffius, R
Be not deceiv’d : if I have veil’d my look, -
I turn the trouble of my countenance
Meerly upon myfelf. Vexed I am,
Of late, with ¢ paffions of fome difference,
Conceptions.only proper to myfelf, |

4 I have here inferted the word  of martial mufick. :
Sennet, from the original edition, 5 frange a band) Sfrguge
that | may have an opportunity isalien, unfamiliar, fuch asmigh
of retrating: a halty conjeture becomea franger. :
in one of the marginal dire&ions 6 —paffions of fome difference, ]
in Henry VIII. Sennet appears With a fluttuation of difcordant
to be a particular tune or mode opinions and defires.

B 4 Which

{
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Which give fome foil, perhaps, to my behaviours ;
But let not therefore my good friends be griev’d,
Among which number, Caffizs, be you one,

Nor conftrue any further my neglet,

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

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

Tell me, good Brutus, can you fee your face ?
Bru. No, Caffius; for the eye fees not itfelf,
But by reflexion from fome other things.
Caf. *Tis jult;
And itis very much lamented, Brutus,
That you have no fuch mirrors, as will turn
Your hidden worthinefs into your eye,
That you might {ee your fthadow. I have heard,
Where many of the beft refpect in Rome,
Except immortal C#/zr, {peaking of Bratus,
And groaning underneath this age’s yoke,
Have wifh’d, that noble Brutus had his eyege— —

Bru. Into what dangers would you lead me, Caffius,

That you would have me feek into myfelf,
For that which is not in me ?

Caf. Therefore, good Brutus, be prepar’d to hear;
And fince you know, you cannot fee yourfelf
So well as by reflexion; I, your glafs,

Will madeftly difcover to yourfelf

That of yourfelf, which yet you know not of,
And be not jealous of me, gentle Brutus :
Were I a common laugher, or did ufe

7 To ftale with ordinary oaths my love

To every new proteftor; if you know,

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

T 95 j?aff ZLil0 rra’fﬂa*y cn'bhs  fion by the ﬂdfe or allurement of
my vz, &¢,) To invite «ffomary oaths,
every mew prefofse 1o my affec-

And



JULIUS CASAR, :

And after fcandal them or if you know,
That I profefs myfelf in banqueting
To all the rout; then hold me dangerous.

[ Elourifb and fhout.

Bru, What means this fhouting? I do fear, the
People S

Chufe Cefar for their King.
Caf.. Ay, do you fearit?

Then mutt I think, you would not have it fo. .
Bru. 1 would not, Caffius; yet I love him well.

But wherefore do you hold me here fo long ?

What is it, that you would impart to me?

If it be aught toward the general good,

Set Honour in one eye, and Death i’th other,

® And I will look on both indifferently,

For, let the Gods fo fpeed me, as I love

The name of Honour, more than I fear Death,
Caf. 1 know that virtue to be in you, Brautus,

As well as I do know your outward favour,

Well, Honour is the fubjeét of my ftory.

I cannot tell, what you and other men

Think of this life ; but for my fingle felf,

8 And I will look on both indif-

feremly ;] This is a contra-
diction to the lines immediately
fucceeding. If he /Jov’d honour
more than he fear’d death, how
could they be both indifferent to
him ¢ Honour thus is butin equal
balance to death, which is not
{peaking at all like Brutus: for,
in a foldier of any ordinary pre-
tenfions, honour fhould always

preponderate.  'We mull certainly
read,

And I awill look on death indif-

Serently,
What occafion’d the corruption,
I prefume, was, the tranfcribers
Imagining, the adverb rudifz- ens-
&y mult be applied to two things

oppos’d. But the vfe of the word
does not demand it; nor does
Shakcfpeare alyays apply it fo, In
the prefent paffage it fignifies ne-

gledtingly ; without fear, or con-

cern: And fo Cafea afterwards
again in this alt, employs it,
And dangers are to me indif
ferent,
Iweigh themnot; noramdeterr’d
on the fcore of danger.
WARBURTON.
This long note is very trifling,
When Brutus firlt names bonour
and death, he calmly declares
them indifferent ; but as the
image kindles in his mind, ke
fcts bonour above kfen Is mnot

this natural ? ‘
I had
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I had as lief not be, as live to be

In awe of {uch a thing as I myfelf.

I was born free as Cefar, fo were you ;

We both have fed as well ; and we can both
Endure the winter’s cold, as well as he.

For 6nce upon a raw and gufty day,

The troubled Tyber chafing with his fhores,

Cefar {ays to me, ‘¢ dar'ft thou, Caffius, now

““ Leap in with me into this angry flood,

““ And {wim to yoader point?”’—Upon the word,
Accoutred as I was, I plunged in,

And bid 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 controverfy.

But ere we could arrive the point propos’d,

Czfar cry’d, ¢ Help me, Caffius, or 1 fink.”

I, as Zneas, our great Anceftor,

Did from the flames of Troy upon his thoulder
The old Anchifes bear, fo, from the waves of Tyber
Did I the ured Cefor ; and this man

Is now become a God ; and Caffius 1s

A wretched creature, and muft bend his body,

If Cefar carelefly but nod on hun.

He had a fever when he was in Spasn,

And when the it was on him, 1 did mark

How be did fhake ; ’ds true, this God did fhake ;
9 His coward lips did from their colour fly,

And tiat fame eye, whofe Bend doth awe the world
Did lofe 1ts luftre ; I did hcar him groan ;

Ay, and that tongue of his, that badz the Romans
M.rk him, and write his {peeches in their books,
Alas! 1t cry’d—*¢ give me fome drink, Ta/inius”—

9 L7. coward I35 did from their  preflion was for the fake of as

cclour fly,] A plain man falfe a piece of wit: a poor
would have faid, the co/our flod quibble, alluding to a coward fly-

f woe £is5 1ps, and pot his kips frem  1ng from his coloars. Ware.
iceir colsar, But the falfe ex-
As
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Asa fick gril. . Ye-Gods, it doth amaze me,
A man of - fuch a feeble tempet fhould-
So * get the ftart of the majeftick world,
And bear the Palm alone. - [Shous, - Flourifh,
Bru. Another general fhout! |
I do believe, that thefe applaufes are ~
For fome new honours that are heap’d on Cefar,
Caf. Why, man, he doth beftride the narrow world
Like a Coloffus 5 and we petty men
Walk under his huge legs, and peep about
" To find ourfelves dithonourable graves.
Men at fome times are mafters of their fates:
The fault, dear Bratus, is not in our ftars,
But in ourfclves, that we are underlings.
Brutys and Czfar ! what fhould be in that Cefar ?
Why fhould that name be founded, more than yours?
Write them together, yours is.as fair a name;
Sound them, it doth become the mouth as well ;
Weigh them, it is as heavy ; conjure with “em,
Brutus will fare a fpirit, as foon as Cefar.
Now in the names of all the Gods at once, -
Upon what meat does this our Cefar feed,
That he is grown fo great? Age, thou art tham’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 Rome,
That her wide walls incompafs’d but one man ¢
Now is it Rome, indeed ; and room enough,

' ——pet the flart of the majo/~ their dominion Orbis Romanus,
tickawerld, &c.] Thisimage But the particular allufion feems

is extremely noble: it is taken to be to the known ftory of Ce-
from the olympic games. The "far’s great pattern Alexander,
majefl.ck aorld is a fine periphra- who being afked, Whether he
fis for the Roman empire : their would run the courfe at the Olym-
citizens fet themfelves on a foot- pic games, replied, Yes, if the
ing with Kings, and they called racers avere Kongs. Wars,

Whn
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‘When there is in it but one.only man.
Oh! 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 Rame,

As eafily as a King. .

Bru. That you "do love me, I am nothmg |ea|0us s
What you would work me to, I have fome aim.
How I have thought of this, and of thefe times,
I thall 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 patience hear ; and find a time -

Both meet to hear, and anfwer fuch high thlntrs.
>Till then, my noble friend, * chew upon this;
Brutus had rather be a wllager

Than to repute himfelf 2 fon of Rome

Under fuch hard conditions, as this time

Is like to lay upon us.

Caf. I am glad that my weak words
Have ftruck but thus much thew of fire from Brautus.

S CE N E IV

Enter Clar and bis Train.

Bru. The Games are done, and Czfar is returning,
Caf. As they pafs by, pluck Cafca by the {leeve,
And ke will, after his four fafhion, tell you
What hath proceeded worthy note to day.
Bru. I will do fo. But look you, Caffius,
The angry fpot doth glow on Czfar’s brow,
And all the reft look like a chidden traim
‘Calpurnia’s cheek is pale; and Cicero

3 —eternal dewil—] 1 thould 3 ——cbeaw upon this;] Confider
think that our anthoar wrote ra- this at leifure ; raminate on this,
ther, inferzal dezil,

4 Looks
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Looks with fuch # ferret, and fuch fery eyes,
As we have {een him n the Capitol,
Being.croft in-cont’ rence by fome-Senators.

Caf Cafca will tc]l us what the matter i s,

Caf. Antonisym—e—m |

Ant. Cefar 2

Csf. [To Ant. apart.] Let me have men about me

that are fat,

S'eek headed men, and fuch as ﬂeEp a- nights 3
Yond Caffius has a lean and hungry look, :
He thinks too much. Such men are dangerous. |
~ Ant. Feyr him not, Cefar, he’s not dangerous ;
He is a noble Roman, and well given.

Cef. 5 *Would ne were fatter. But I fear him not;
Yet if my name were lizble to fear,
I do not know the man I fhould avoid,
So foon as that fpare Caffius. He reads much
He is a great obferver; and he looks
Quite through the deeds of men. He loves no plays,
As thou doft, Antony; he hears no mufick ;
Seldom he fmlleq and {miles in.fuch a forr,,
As if he mock’d hlmfelf and {corn’d his fpmt,
‘That could be mov’d to fmile at any thing,
Such men as he be never at heart’s eafe,
Whilft they behold a greater than themfelves ;
And therefore are they very dangerqus,
I rather tell thee what is to be fear’d
Than what I fear; for always 1 am C;efm.
Come on my nﬂht hand, for this ear is deaf,.
Acd tell me truly, what thou think’ft of him,

[Exeunt Ceefar afzd bis Tmm.

4 —-ﬁn*f;‘,—-] A ferret hasred Kuockbam’s preCh {0 the Plg"

cyes. woman, Coﬂ:e, there's no malict
S Would Le were futter ; 1 in fat ﬁ:hr.r s 1 never fear thee,
Fabnfn, in his Bartrolomen Sair, aud I can’jcape thy lcan moon-calf

unjuftly feers ar this paflioe, In there. WARBURTON,

"SCENE
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S CENZE V.
Manent Brutus am:f Caffius : Calca to them.

Cafca. You pull’d me by the cloak. Would you
{peak with me?
Bru. Ay, Cafca, tell us what hath chanc’d to-day,

That C. rj?:zr looks fo fad.
Cafea. Why, you were with him, were you not?

Bru. 1 fhould not then atk Cafca what had chanc’d.

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

Brz. What was the fecond noife for?

Cafcs. Why, for that too, o

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

Cafca. Why, for that too.

Bru. Was the crown offer’d him thrice?

Cafca. Ay, marry, was’t, and he put it by thrice,
every time gentler than other; and at every putting
by, mine honeft neighbours {hou:ed.

Caf. Who ofier’d him the crown?

Cefta. Why, Autory.

Bruz. Tell us the manner of 1t, gentle Cafca.

Cafca. 1 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 3 ——yet *twas not a
crown neither, twas one of thefle coronets ; and,
as I told you, he put it by once; bur for all that, to

my tﬁlnklnn' he would fain have had it. Then he
ofer’d it to him again : then he put it by again ; but,
to my thinking, he was very loath to lay his fingers
off 1it. And then he offer’d it the third ume ; he put
it th: third time by; and ftill as he refus'd it, the

rabblement
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rabblement hooted, and clapp’d their chopt hands,
and threw up their fweaty night-caps, and utter’d fuch
a deal of ftinking breath, becaufe Cefar refus’d the
crown, that it had almoft choaked Cefar; for he
fwooned, and fell down atit; and for mine dwn part,
1 durft not laugh, for fear of opening my lips, and
receiving the bad atr. |

Caf. But, foft, 1 pray you. What? Did Cefar

fwoon ?

Cafecs. He fell down in the market-place, and foam’d
at mouth, and was fpeechlefs. ‘

Bru. *Tis very like; he hath the falling Sicknefs.

Caf. No, Cefar hathit not; but you and I,

And honeft Cafea, we have the falling ficknefs.

Cafea. | know not what you mean by that; but, I
am fure, Cefar 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 ufed to do the Players in
the Theatre, I am no true man.

Bru. What {aid he, when he came unto himfelf ?

Cafca. Marry, before he fell down, when he per-
ceiv’d the common herd was glad he refus’d the
Crown, he pluckt me ope his doublet, and offcr’d
them his throat to cut. An’-I had been ¢ a man of
any occupation, if I would not have taken him ar a
word, | would I might go to hell among the rogues.
And fo he fell. When he came to him{elf again, he
faid, If be bad done, or [aid any thing amifs, be defir'd
1beir Worfbips to think it was bis infirmity. Three or

- four wenches where 1 ftood, cry’d, alas, good [oyl!—
and forgave him with all their hearts : but there’s no
heed to be taken of them; if Cefar had ftabb’d their
mothers, they would have done no fefs, |

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

S 2man {Jf' any arra‘ta!faﬂ,] Had Plebeians to whom he Oﬁ];rﬂd his
I'been a mechanick, one of the throat,
La/

7
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Caf. Did Cicero fay any thing ?

Cafca. Ay, he fpoke Greck.

Caf. To what efieét?

Cafca. Nay, an’ I tell you that, I'll ne’er look you
Y th® face again. Buat thofe, that underftood him,
imil’d at one another, and fhook their heads ; but for
minz own part, it was Greek to me. I could tell you
more news too. Marullus and Flgvius, for pulling
{carfs oif Czfar’s Images, are put to filence. Fare
you well. There was more foolery yet, if I could re-
member it. |

Caf. Will you fup with me to night, Cafca ?

Cafca. No, 1am promis’d forth.

Caf. Will you dine with me to-morrow ?

Cafca. Ay, if 1bealive, and your mind hold, and
your dinner be worth the eating.

Cef. Good. I will expet you. |

Cafca. Do fo. Farewel Both, [ Exst,

Bru. What a blunt fellow 1s this grown to be?

He was quick mettle, when he went to {chool.

Caf. So 1s he now, in execution

Of any bold or noble enterprife,

However he puts on this tardy form. .

This rudenefs is a fauce to his good wit,
Which gives men ftomach to digeft his words
With better appetite.

Bru. And foiris. For this ume I will leave you,

To-morrow, if you pleafe to {fpeak with me,
I will come home to you ; or, if you will,
Come home to me, and I will wait for you,
Caf. 1 will do fo. Till then, think of the world.
[ Exit Brutus,

\WVell, Brutus, thou art noble; yet, I fee,
7 Thy honourable Metal may be wrought

7 957 benaurable Metal may ke The beflt mezal or temper may be
wreugo!t worked iato qualities contrary to

Fromeaxtat it is difpes’d ;=] 1ts original conftitation.
From
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From what it is difpos’d; therefore *tis meet,
That noble minds keep ever with their likes,
For who fo firm, that cannot be feduc’d ?
Czfar doth bear me hard, bur he loves Brutas;
*1f I were Brutus now, and he were Caffius,

He fhould not humour me,

I will, this night,

In feveral hands, in at his windows throw,

As if they came from feveral citizens,

Writings, all tending to the great opinion

That Rome holds of his name,- wherein obfcurely
Ce/ar’s ambitioa fhall be glanced at.

And, atter this, let Cefar {eat him fure; .
For we will fhake him, or worfe days endure. [Exit,

S CENZE VL

Thunder and lightning.  Enter Calcay bis fthord drawi
and Cicero, meeting bim.

. Cic. Good even, Cafed, 9 Brought you Czfar home?
Why are you breathlefs, and why ftare you fo?
Cafca. Are not you mov’d, when all cthe * fway of

carth

Shakes like a thing unfirm? O Cicero !
I have feen cempefts, when the fcolding winds
Have riv’d the knotty oaks ; and I have feen

$ If I avere Bratus now, and

b€ avere Cafhus,

He foould not humour me.~]
‘Thisis areflexion on Braruss in-
gravtude; which concludes, as
15 ufual on fuch occafions, in an
encothium on his own better con-
ditions, Jf ] avere Brutus, {fays
hej and Brutus, Caflins, be fooutd
n:t cajode me as I do by, To hu-
zour fignifies here to turn and
~wind him, by inflaming hispaf-
hions, The Oxford Editor alters
the latt line to

YoL. VII.

Cefar fhiuld not lecwe e
What he mieans by it, 15 not
warth inquiring. Wargs

‘The meaning, I think, is this,
Czlar bves Brutus, bat if Brutus
and [ acere to change places, bis
love ﬁarr/a' not Mumoyr e, thould
not take hold of my affelion,
{o as to mdke me forget my
PI’iHGiPIES.:

9 —Brought yeu Cafar Lom: 7]
Did you attend Cz/ar home?

' fivay of farfé ] The whole

weight or mumeatam of this olobe.,

¢ Th
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Th® ambitious ocean {well, and rage, and foamj
To bte exalted with the threatning clouds ;
But never till to-night, never tili now,
Did 1 go through a tempeft dropping fire.
Either there 1s a civi} firife in heav’n
Or elfe the world, too favey with the Gods,
Incenfes them to fend deftruétion.
Cic. Why, faw you any thing more wonderful ?
Cafea. A common f{lave, you know him well by hight,
Held up his left hand, which did flame and burn,
I.ike twenty torches _]om’d and yet his hand,
Not {enfible of fire, remain’d unicorch’d.
Befides, 1 ha’ not fince pur up my {word,
Againit the Capitol I met a lion,
* Who glar’d upon me, and went furly by,
Wihout annoying me. And there were drawn
Upon a heap a hundred ghaftly women,
Transformed with their fear ; who {wore, they faw
Men, a'l in fire, walk up and down the ftreets.
And yefterday, the bird of night did fit,
Ev’n at noon-day, upon the market-place,
Hooting and fhrieking. When thele Prodigies
Do {o conointly meet, let not men fay,
Thefe are their recfons,  They are natuial s
Yor, I believe, they are portentous things
Unto the Climate, that they point upon.
Cic. Indeed, it is a ftrange-difpofed time
But men may confirue things after their fathion,
Clean from the purpofe of the things themieives:
Comes Cefar to the Capitol to-morrow ?
Cefea. He doth: fi.,r he did bid Antonius
Send word to you, he would be there to-morrow,
Cic. Geod night then, Cﬂﬁ'a; this difturbed ﬁ{)f

Is not to walk in.

Cafca. Farewel, Cicero. [ Exit Cicero.
2 IFloglar'd uponme,—] The I ho glaz’d upon mey—mmr—
firit edition reads, Terhaps, Who gaz d rpru u.e.

SCENE
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S CENE VIL
i Enter.Caflius,
Caf. Whos there ? L
Cafca. A Roman. o
Caf. Cafca, by your vaice, o |
Cafca. Yourearisgood. Cgfins, what mght is this!
Caf. A very plealing night to honeft men.
Cafza. Who ever knew the heavens meénage fo?
Caf. Thofe, that have known the earth fo full of
faults. -
For my part, 1 have walk’d about the ftreets,
Submitting me unto the perilous nighg ; -
And thus unbraced, Cafca,, as.you fee,. .
Have bar’d my. hafom to the: Ehundt‘.‘f}ﬁi)hﬂ “
And when the crafs blue iight'ning feem’d to open
The brealt of heav’n, I'did prefent myfclf
Ev’n in the dim and very flafh of it.
Cafca. But wherefore did you fo thuch tempt the
. heav’ns ! L
It is the part of men to fear and tremble,
When the moft mighty Gods, by tokens, fend
Such dreadful heralds to aftonifhi us.
Caf. You are dull, Cafca; and thofe fparks of life,
That fhould be in a Roman, vou do want,
Or elfe you ufe not; you look pale, and gaze,
And put on fear, and calt yourlelf in wonder,
To fee the ftrange impatience of the heav’ns :
But if you would confider the true caufe,
Why all thefe fires, why all thefe gliding ghofts,
? Why birds and beafts, from quality and kind,

il

j!

3 Why birds and leafir, from  afer the next line.
guality and find,] That is Wiy birds and beaffe, frem pua-

Why they deviare from quality ity and Find,

and natre, This line might  JFhy all 14:/; things ctange

perhaps be more properly placed . fram thir ardinancie ‘
C 2 \’\Thy
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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 has infus’d them with thefe {pirits,
To make them inflruments of fear and warning
Unto fome monftrous ftate.
Now could I, Cafcz, name to thee a man
Moft like this dreadful night ;
T hat thunders, lightens, opens Graves, and roars
As doth the lion in the Capitol
A man no mightierf than thyfelf, or me,
In perfonal aftion; yet prodigious grown,
And fesfful, as thefe firange eruptions are.
Cafra. *Tis Cefar that you mean ; is it not, Cafius ¢
Caf. Letitbe who it 18 : for Romans now
Have thewes and limbs like to their anceftors ;
Bur, woe the while! our fathers’ minds are dead,
And we are govern’d with otr niothers’ {pirits:
Our yoke and fuff’rance fhew us womanith.
Cafea. Indeed, they fay, the Senators to-morrow
Mean to eltablith Czfar as a King
And he fhall wear his Crown by fea and iand,
In every place, fave here in ltaly.
Caf. 1 know, where I wiil wear this dagger then.
Caoffivs from bondage will deliver Caffins,
Therein, ye Gods, you make the weak moft ftrong;
Therein, ye Gods, you tyrants do defear;
Nor {tony tower, nor walls of beaten brafs,
Nor zirlefs dungeon. nor ftrong links of iron,
Can be retzntive to the ftrength of fpirit:

z cnd ehillren calenlates]  lation, Slairfpeare, with his ufual

Ca.c.lar- Rere figniaes w foretel

r ‘j:‘rf‘pl‘ief_; : Yor the cutom of
‘arctelline fortunes by judicial
Anraiogy {.s.hich “““““

r that
s oA r{:u‘:h 13 '.'Ggu:)rbemg rer-
{ormzo by 2 .3

P 4 Teryega ™ L
O L0tz Ca.lae

e

o
oy

liberty, emplovs the fpecies [cal-
culate] for the genrs [foretel. }
WARBURTON.
Stakefteare found the hberty
eftablithed. T ¢a'calate a natis
7y, 15 the techaical term.

But

.JJ-,
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But life,. b‘eing weary of 'thefe worldly bars,
Never lacks power to difmifs itfelf.
If I know this ; know alf the world befides,
That part of tyranny, that I'do bear,
1 can fhake off at pleafure.

Cafca. So can I: ;
So every bondman in his own hand bears
"The power to cancel his captivity.

Csf. And why fhould Cefar be a tyrant then?
Poor man! I know, he would not be 2 wolf,
But that he fees, the Romans are but fheep ;

He were no lion, were not Romans hinds.

Thofe that with hafte will make a mighty fire,
Begin it with weak ftraws. What trafhlis Rome,
What rubbith, and what offal, when it ferves
For the bafe matter to illuminate

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

-5 My an{wer muft be made. But I am arm’d,
And dangers are to me indifferent.

Cafea. You fpeak to Cafca, and to fuch a man,
That 1s no flearing tell-tale. ¢ Hold my hand:
7 Be faltious for redrefs of all thefe griefs,
And I will fet this foot of ming as far,

As who goes fartheft.

Caf. There’s a bargain made.

Now know you, Cafca, I have mov’d slready
. Some certain of the nobleft-minded Romans,
» To undergo, with me, an enterprize

~Of honourable dang’rous confequence ;

And I do know, by this they ftay for me

S My anfaver muft be made.—~] fame as, bere’s my hand.
-1 thall be called to account, and 7 Be falious for redrefs—— ]

mult anfwer as for feditious Facious feems here to mean a¢-
words. rive, o

® —Hold my kand:] Is the
C 3 &
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In Pompey’s Porch. Far now, this fearful mﬂ'ht, :
There is no ftir, or walking in the ftrcf:ts ;.
And the complexion of the element . ..
8 Tn favour’s, like the work we have in hand ;

Moft bloody, fiery, and moft teriible.

- Enter Cinna.

Calzq. Stand clofe a while, for hete -comes one 1n
hafte.
Caf. *Tis Cinna, 1 do know him by hls gRil 3
He is a friend. ~ Crnaa, where hafte you fo?

Cin. To ‘find out you. Who's that, Metellys
Cimber ?
Czaf. No, it 15 Cafca, -one tncorporate
To cur attempts. Am I not ftaid for, Cinna 2
Ciz. Pm glad on’t. What a fearful night is this ?
There’s two or three of us have feen ﬁranﬂ’e ﬁﬁhts.
Caf. Am I not ftaid for? Tell me.
C:i. Yes, youare. O Caffirs ! if you could
But win the noble Brutus to our party
Caf. Be you content. Good Cinna, take this paper,
And look you lay 1t in-the Prator’s chair,
Where Brutus may but find it ; and throw this
In at his window ; fet thisup with wax
Upon old Bmms’ Statue. All this done,
Repair to Pompey’s porch, where you fhall find us.
1s Dectus Brarus, and Trebonins there ?
Cin. All, ‘but Metellus Cimber, and he’s gone
To feex you at your houfe. Well, I will hie,
And fo beftow thefe papers, a< you bade me. -
C4f. That done, repair to Pampey s Theatre,

[ £xit Cinna,
> Is fev'rous, like the wpork— bawe iz band ;
*1“ cld edition reads, [isf blood, fery, and moff tir-
" It favours, fke the awork—m—— rible.
I t‘aink we fhould read, Favour is Dok, csuntenance, ap-

:a {avour's, fke 1he wwork ave  feararce,
Come,



Come, Cafca, you and I will, yet,: ere, day, |

See Brutus at his thoufe; ghree parts of him

Is ours already, and the man entire

Upon the next encounter yields him ours, -
Cafca. O, he fits high in all the people’s hearts ;

And that, which would appear offence in us,

His countenance, like richeft alchymy,

Will change to virwe and to worthinefs.
Cz/. Him, and his worth, and our great nced of

him, ,_
You have right well conceited.  Let us go,
For it is after midnight ; and, ere day,

We will awake him, and be fureof him. [ Exeanz.

ACT II. SCENE L

BruTtUus's Garden.

Enter BruTUs,
" BruTuUS.

HAT, Lucus! hol

[ cannot by the progrefs of the ftars,
Give guefs how near to day———Lucius, 1 {ay!
—I would, it were my fault to fleep fo foundly, —~——
When, Lucius, when? awake, 1 fay; what, Lu-
cius !

Enter Lucius.

Luc. CalPd you, my Lord ?
Bru. Get me a taper in my ftudy, Lucixs:
When it is lighted, come and call me here,

C 4 Lur,
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Luc. 1 will, my Lord. [Exits
Bra. Tt muft be by his death ; and, for my part,
T know no perfonal caufe to fpurn at him;
But for the general. He would be crown’d ;
How that might change his nature, there’s the quef-
tion.
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 ﬁmg n him,
That at his will he may do danger with.
Th’ abufe of Greatnefs s, when it disjoins
9 Remorfe from Power : and, to fpeak truth of Cefar,
I have not known when his’ aE'e&wns {way'd
More than his reafon.  But ’tis a* commen proof,
That lowlinefs 1s young amb:tion’s ladder,
Whereto the climber upward turns his face;
But when he once attains the upmotft round,
He then unto the ladder turns his back,
Looks in the clouds, {corning the bafe degrees
By which he did afcend.  So Ccej&r may :
Then, left he may, prevent. And fince the quarrel
Will bear no colour, for the thing he 1s,
Fafhion irthus; that what he is, augmented
Would run to thefe, and thefe extremities :
Ard therefore think him as 3 {erpent’s eg

Which, hatch’d, would, 3 as his klngb’ﬂrow mif-
chievous s -
Ard kill bim in the fhell

Enter Tucius.

Lzuc. The taper burneth in your clofet, Sir:
S-arching the window for a flint, I found

This paper, thus feal’d up: and; I am {ure,

9 Remorle fiom Power:———] > —bafe degrees] Low fteps,
Reme fry for mercy,  Wass, 3 —as bis kind,—] Azcording
1 —comman proof. ] Common to his nature,

EII‘F’ iment,

I}

P
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It did not lie there, when I went to bed.

[Gz'ves bim zlve latter.

Bru. Get you to bed again, it is not day :
4[5 not to-morrow, boy, the Ides of Mar::/a 2

Luc. 1 know not, - Sir. .

Bru. Look in the kalendar, and bring me - word.

Luc. I will, Sir..

Bru. The exhalatlons, whizzing in the air,

[ Exit.

Give fo much l:ght, that I may:read by them. ,

Brutus, tbou flecp

[Opens the letter, and reads.
#s awake, and fee thyfelf

Shall Rome,—~Jpeak, firike, redrefs.

Brutus, thou flecp’ft : awake.

Such inftigations have been often dropt,

Where I have took them up:

$hall Rome——thus muft I piece 1t out,

““ Shall Rome ftand under one man’s awg? what!

¢ Rome 2

‘“- My anceftors did from the ftreets of Rome
«« The Tarquin drive, when he was call’d a King,”

Speak, firike, redrefs,

am I entreated

To fpeak, and ftrike? O Rome! I make thee promife,
If [he redrefs will follow, thou receiv’ft '

Thy full petition at the hand_ of Brutug!

4 It not 19-morrow, 5;:1’, the
FIRST of March ?] We
thould read Ipes: For we can
never fuppofe the {peaker to have
Joft fnurteen days in his account,
He is here plainly ruminating on
what the foothfayer told Cr/ur
[A¢t L Scene 2, ] in his prefence.

[,-—Bera{.w: the Jdes qf Maych. ]

The boy comes back and fays,
Sir, March is aafled ﬁurtm:
days. So that the morraqv avas
the Ides of March, as he fuppofed.
For March, May, Fuly, and Oc«
taﬁtr, had fix nones each {o that
the fifteenth of March was the
Ides of that month. Wars,

Ener
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Enter Lucius,

Luc. 5Sir, March is waited fourteen days.

Bru. °Tis good. Go to the g

knocks.

[ knocks within.
ate; fome body
[ Exit Lucius.

Since Caffius firft did whet me againft Cefar,

1 have not flept.

° Between the alting of a dreadful thmg
And the firlt motion, all the interim is

s In former editions,

Sir, March is awefled fifteen
The editorszre flishtly miftaken:
It was wafted but foarseen days;
this was the dawn of the 15th,
when the boy makes his report.

THEOBALD.

6 Beicveen the a:?z'::g g’ adrecd-

- fal thing,

Ard th: firfl motion, &c.] That
nice cnuc, Dmrrf us of Halicar-
zafjus, complains, that, of all
kind of beaaties, thofe great
firokes, which he calls the rer-
rible graces, and which are {o fre-
quert in H:zer, are the rarefl to
be found 1n the following wri-
tors.  Amongft our countrymen
it feems to be 25 much confined
t0 the Britifz Hemer, This de-
icnption of the cond:tion of con-
{pirators, before the execution of
their defign, has a pomp and
tersor 1n it that perfeltly afto-
nifhes. The excellent Mr, 4.7-
aijzr, whofe modefty made him
fomztimes diffident 1o his own
genias, bat whofe true judement
always led him to the fafelt
guices, {as we may fee by thofe
many fine firoxes in his Cazo bor-
rowed from the For/iprics of Ci-

Like

cero) has paraphrafed this fine de-
{cription ; bat we are no longer
to expelt thofe terrible graces
which animate his onq:nal
O tbink, awbat anxious moments
safs between
The birth of tlots, and their lafi
fafal eriods.
Ob, 'tis a dreadful interval of

time,
Filld ap avith horror all, and
Fig <with death. Cato,

I {hall make two remarks on this
fine imitation. The firf 1s, that
the {ubjets of the two confpira-
cies being {o very different, (the
fortunes of Cafar and the Roman
Empire being concerned in the
one ; and that of a few auxiliary
troops only in the other.) Mr.
Addfer conld not, with proprie-
ty, bring in that magmﬁcem cir-
cumitance which gives one of the
terrible praces of Shakefp:are’s de-
{cription ;

She Geniuz, andthbe Mortal 1iz

firuments

Are then in Courcil
For Kingdoms, in the Pagan The-
ology, befides £hEII' good, had
their evil Genius's, lﬂ-.emfe, re-
prefented here, with the moft

daring fireich of & iancy, as fitting
in,
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I ike a phantafma, or-a hideous dream:
The Genius, and the mortal inftruments
Are then in council; -and the ftate of man,.
Like to a little Kingdom, {uffers then

The nature, of an infurrection,

Enter Lucius.

Luc. Sir, ’tis your brother Caffius at the door,
Who doth defire to {ee you.

-~ Bru. Ts healone ?

in confultation with the confpira-
tars, whom he calls their Mortal
Inflruments, But this, as we {ay,
would have been too pompous an
apparatus to the rape and defer-
tion of Sypbax and Sempronius,
The other thing obfervable is,
that Mr. Addifon was fo- ftruck
and affefted with thefe terrible
graces in his original, that inftead
of imitating his author’s fenti-
ments, he hagh, before he was
aware, given us only the copy of
his own impreflions made by
them, For,
" Ob, tis a dreadful interval of

1i1me,

Fill'd up-ewith Horror all, and
big avith death,

derfully of troth, and lays the

foul fo open, that oneé can hardly

think it ‘poflible for any man,

who had not fome time- or other
been engaged in a confpiracy, to
give fuch. force of colouring to
Nature, WaRBURTON,

The oy of the Greek cri-
ticks does not, I think, mean
{entiments which rai/z fear, more
than «wender, or any other of the

tumaltuous paflions; 7o Qibor 1
that which frikes, which affo-

nifbes, with ‘the idea either of

fome great fubjed, or of the au-
thor’s abilities.
Dr. #arburtor’s pompous ¢ri-

ticifm might well have been

fhortened, The Genzusis not the

are but the affettions raifed by gemius of a kingdom, nor are the

fuch forcible Images as thefe,
- All 1he Iufrim is
Like a Phantalma, or a hideou;
Dream,
the State of Man,
Like to a little Kingdom, fuffers
then
The Nature of an infurreflion.
Comparing the troubled mind of
a confpirator to a flate of Anar-
chy, is juft and beautiful; but
the infrim, or interval, to an
bideous vifion, or a frightful

aream, holds fomething fo won-

thfiruments, confpirators. Shake-

Speareis defcribing what paffes in

a fingle bofom, the infurredion
which a confpirator feels agita-
ting the little Lingdom of his own
mind; when ‘the Gans, or
power that watches for his pro-
tetion, and the mortal inflruments,

the paflions; which excite him to
a deed of honour and danger,
are 1n council and debate; when
the defirc of aftion and the care
of fafety, keep the mind in con-
tinqal fluftuation and difturbance.

Luc.
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Luc. 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 7 of favour.
Bru. Let them enter. [ Exit Lucius.
They are the fation. O Confpiracy !
Sham’ft thou to fhew thy dang’rous brow by night,
When Evils are moft free? O then, by day
 Where wilt thou find a cavern dark enough,
To mafk thy monftrous vifage? Seek none, Confpi-
racys
Hide itin Smiles and Affability ;
3 For if thou path, thy native femblance on,
Not Erebus itfelf were dim enough
To hide thee from prevention.

S CENE IL

Enter Caffips, Cafca, Deciys, Cinna, Metellus, and
Trebonius.

Caf. 1 think, we are too bold upon your Reft.
Good-morrow, Bratus. Do we trouble you?
Bru. 1 have been up this hour ; awake all night.
Know I thefe men, that come along with you ? [ Afide,
Caf. Yes, every man of them ; and no man here,
But honours you ; and every one doth wiih,
You had but that opinioa of your felf,
Which every noble Roman bears of you.
This 1s Tresomius.
Bru. Heis welcome hither.

Caf. This, Dectus Brutus,

L
/’

of faveur.] Any dif- 8 For if toou path, tby sative
anftion of countenance. Jemblance on, | 1f thou walk
" in thy troe form,

Bry,
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Bru, He is welcome too.
Caf. This, Cafea; this, Ginna ;
And this, Metellus Cimber.
Bru, They are all welcome. -
‘What watchful cares do interpofe themfelves
Betwixt your eyes and night ? |
Caf. Shall I entreata word ? [ They whifper.
Dec. Here lies the Eaft : doth not the day break
here ?
Cafea. No, L
Cin. O pardon, Sir, it doth; and yon grey lines,
That fret the Clouds, are meflengers of day.
Cafca. You fhall confefs, that you are both de-
ceiv’d: )
Here, as I point.my {word, the Sun arifes,
Which is a, great way growing on the South,
Weighing the youthful feafon of the year.
Some two months hence, up higher toward the North
He firlt prefents his fire; and the high Eaft
Stands, as the Capitol, diretly here.
Bru. Give me your hands all over, one by one.
Czf. And let us {wear our refolution,

Bruy. ? No, notanoath, If not the face of men,
- The

time's abufe, i. e, the general
corruption of manners which had
reduced publick libertys to this
condition ; and which, that libers
ty reftored, would reform. But
row, what is The Fack of men ?
Did he mean they had honeft
looks. This was a poor and low

29

9 No, not an oaih 5 if that the

FACE of men, &c.] The
confpirators propofe an oath as
the {anétion of their mutnal faich.

‘This, Brutus, very much in cha-
ratter, oppofes: Becaufe an cath
was the uvfual cement of thofe
lawlefs cabals, which have not

virtue enough in themfelves to
keep their members together :
On this confideration his argu-

ment againlt an oath turns: And

oblervation, unworthy Brutus,
and the occafion, and the pran.
deur of his fpeech: Befides, it
1s foreign to the turn and argu-

the motives he thought fufficient ment of his difcourfe, which is
-to preferve faith amongft them, to thew the ftrong cement of the

were thefe: The [fufferance of confederacy, from the juffice of
1oeir fouls, 1. e, their commife-  their caufe, not from the natural

ration for expi-ing literty s The homour of the confpirators, His
argument
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The {ufferance of our fouls, the time’s ébi]fei‘
It thele be motives weak, ‘break off betlmes, |
And ev’ry man hence to his idle bed ;
So let high-fighted tyranny range on,

“I'ti each man drop by lottery.

But if thtf:l'e,

As Iam {ure they do, bear fire enough

To kindle cowards, and to fteel with valouf

The melting fpirits of women ; then, countrymen;
What need we any fpur, but our own caufe,

To rrick us to redrefs? What other bond,

Than fecret Romans, that have fpoke the word,
And will not palter ? and what other oath,

Than honefly to honefty engag’d,

That this fhall be, or we will fall for ic?

* Swear priefts, and cowards, and men cautelous;
Old feeble carrions, and fuch fuffering fouls
‘That welcome wrongs: unto bad caufes, fwear

" Such creatures as

men doubt; but do not ﬁam

The even virtue of our enterprize,

Nor th’ infuppreflive mettle of our fpirits;

To think, that or our caufe, or our performance,
Did need an oath: When ev’ry drop of blood,

argument ftanas thus, You reguire
an cotl 13 Feep us together 3 bul
Sure the firomg motives that drew
as irio ¢ ofederacy avilf keep us con-
Jederated, Thefe motives he enu-
merates; but Th Face of men
not beirg one of thefe motives
muil reeds be a corrupt reading,
Stakefreare, without quellion,
wrote, \
If :ler the FATE cf men,
Or of mankind, which, in the
idezs of 2 ff&.-;-:'rzn, Was ianh'Ed
m the f 1z of thexr Renubhck.
And 115 was the principal mo-

tive which engaged the God-like

Zratus 1n the undertaking.
WarBURTCN,

"This elaborate emendation i,
I think, erroneons. Th¢ face ¢f
men 18 the countenante, the regard,
the effeemm of the publick; in
other terms, bowsur and reputae
tion 5 or; the face of men may
mean, the dejeéted look of thc

eople.

d cII—IPe reads, with the other mo-
dern editicns,

—— If that th: face of men,
bt the old reading is,

——if not the face, &¢.

1 This is imitated by Otavay,
IVier i aould bind me, is there

need of naths & &c.
Yenice pr referved,

That
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That ev’ry Roman bears, and nobly bears,
Is cuilty of a feveral baftardy, .
If he dorh break the {malleft particle
Of any promife that hath paft from hm
Csf. But what.of Cicero ? fhall we found hlm P
I think, he will fand very ftrong with use .
Caﬁa Let us not Jeave him out.
Cin. No, by no means.
Met, O let us have him, for his filver halrs
Will purchafe us 2 good opinion,
And buy men’s voices to commend our deeds: "
It thall be faid, his Judgment rul’d our hands ;
Our youths and wildnefs fhall no whit appear, '
But all be buried in his gravity.
Bru, O, name him not; let us not break with him ;
For he will never follow any thing,
That other men begin.
Caf. Then leave him o,
Cafca. Indeed, he is not fit.
Dec. Shall no man elfe be touch’d, but only Cefar ?

Caf. Decing, well urg’d: I think, it is not meet,
Mark Antony, {o well belov’d of Cz/far,

Should out-live Cefar : we fhall find of him

A fhrewd contriver, And you know, his means,
It he improve them, may well ftretch fo far,

As to annoy us all 3 which to prevent,

Let Antony and Ca?/ar fall together.

Bru. Our courfe will feem too bloody, Caius Caffius,
To cut the head off, and then hack the limbs,
Like wrath in death, and envy afterwards :

For Antony is but a limb of Cefar.

Yet us be facrificers, but not burchers, Caius,
We all ftand up againtt the ipirit of Ceefar,
And in the [pirit of man there is no blood:

O, that we then could come by Cefar’s fpirit,
And not difmember Ceefur! but alas!

Cefar muft bleed for it.  And, gentle friends,
Let’s kill him boldly, but not w:athfu]ly ;

Let’s



22 JULIUS CZESAR

Let’s carve him as a.difh fit for the Gods,
Not hew hiin as a carcafe fit for hounds.
And let our hearts, as fubtle mafters do,
Stir up their fervants to an alt of rage,
And after feem to chide them, This fhall make
Our purpofe neceffary, and not envious
Which, fo 4 ppearing to the commor eyes,
We ihall be call'd Purgers, not murderers.
And for Mark dntargr, think not of him ;
For be can do no more than Cefei’s arm,
‘When Czfar’s head 1s off.
Caf. Yet I do fear him ;

For in ch’ imrraﬂ:ed love he bears to Cefar

Bru. A]as, good Caffius, do not think of him:
If he love Cefar, all that he can do
{s to himfelf ; * take thought, and dié for C@&r |
And that were much, he fhould for he is giv'n
To fports, to w1ldnefs, and much company.

Treb. There is no fearin him; let him notdie s

For he will live, .and laugh at this hereafter:
[Clock firikes.

3L Peace, count the clack.
Caf. The clock hath ftricken three.
Ireb. *T1s ume to pdrt,
Caf. Butit 15 doubtful yet,
If C«far will come forth to-day, or ro:
2 For he is fuperftitious grown of late,
Quite from the main opinfon he held once

Of fantafy, of dreams, and ceremonies:
It

* —taze rltﬁngéf,—-] That 1s,
turn melancholy.
3 Fer be r:ﬂr frf'rfzaw groan
of fatf,
Quite from the main opinion be
beld once
of _ﬁzn!ﬂﬁ, ¢f dreams, and ce-

remontes: | Ca far, as well as
]

Caffus, was an Ep:curcan. By

m-in apzmarz Caﬁﬂ.r intends a.
compliment to his fe&, and
means {olid, fundamcntal opi-
nion grounded in trath and na-
ture: As by fantefy 1s meant
ominous foreboding; and by ce-
remonies, atonements of the Gods
by means of religfous rites and
{acaificess A little after, where

Cﬂ{ﬂéurmd
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1t may be, thefe apparent prodigies,

The unaccuftom’d terror of this night,

And the perfualion of his augurers,

May hold him from the Capitol to-day.
Dec. Never fear that; if he be fo refolv’d,

I can o’erfway him ; *for he loves to hear,

That unicorns may be betray’d with trees,

And bears with glafles, elephants with holes,

Lions with toils, and men with faterers.

But when I tell him, he hates flaiterers,

He fays, he does ; being then moft flattered.

Let me work 3

For I can give his bumour the true bent,

And I will bring him to the Capirol.
Caf. Nay, we will all of us be there to fetch him.
Bry. By the eighth hour. Is that the uitermott ?
Ciz. Be that the uttermoft ; and fail not then.
Met. Carns Ligarius doth bear Cefar hard, -

Who rated him for fpeaking well of Pompey ;

I wonder, none of you have thought of him.
Bru. Now, good Merellys, go along to him

He loves me well ; and I have giv’n him reafons ;

Send him buat hither, and I'll fathion him.
Caf. The morning comes upon’s, We’ll leave you,

Brutus ‘
And, friends! difperfe yourfelves; but all remembér
What you have faid, and thew yourfelves true Romans.

Ca/:'plircrﬁfa ﬁjys, than Igaa’fng, ﬁ,ref, pre.lominart
Caefar, 7 never flood on cere- cpirion
monies, 4 —for be lowes 10 bear, &c.]'

et novw fb{yﬁ;kl;f me: It Wwas ﬁﬂﬂ'}y !mﬂglﬂﬂd b}’ the

The poet ufes. Ceremonics in g POCh to make G- /ar delight in
quite different fenle, namely, the 'S foit of conver ﬁm““" The
RUTNING accidents to omens, E;prin- Author of St Ewrrmamz'_s 1ite
cipal {uperfiition of antiquity. tells us, that the great Prince of

" Conde took mach pleafure in re-

Ao as s _ marking on the toible and ridi-
Tain ofinion, is nothing more cole of charadlers. W aRB.

Vo. VIL D Bru.

WARBURTON.
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T

Bru. Good Gentlemen, look frefh and mernily 3
* Let not our looks put on our purpofes ;
But bear it, as our Romen actors do,
With untir’d {pirits, and formal conftancy.
And fo, good-morrow to you every one, [ Exeunt.

Manet Brutus.

Boy! Lucins!—Faft afleep. It 1s no matter,
Enjoy the honey heavy dew of Slumber,
‘Thou haft no figures, nor no fantafies,
‘Which bufy care-draws in the brains of men
Therefore thou {leep’lt fo found. "

S C E N E L

Euter Porcia.

Per. Brutus, my Lord!
ru. Porciz, what mean you? Wherefore rife you
now ?
It is not for your health, thus to commit
Your weak condition to the raw cold morning,
For. Nor for yours neither. You've ungently,
Bruus,
Stol’n from my bed 3 and, yefternight at {upper,
Ycu {uddenly arofe and walk’d abourt,
Mufing and fighing, with your arms a-crofs,
And, when I afk’d you whart the matter was,
You ftar’d upon me with ungentle looks ;
I urg’d you further ; then you fcratch’d your head,
And too impatiently ftamp’d with your foot:
Yet 1 infifted ; yer you anfwer’d not;
But with an angry wafture of your hand,
Gave fign for me to Jeave you: fo I did,
Fearing to firengthen thar impatience,

5 Let ot gur Lreks——] Let not cur fzcos jas o7, that is, awear
cr jboaw our defion:,
Which
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Which feem’d too much inkindled ; and, withal,
H0ping it was but an effect 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.
Bryu. 1 am not well in health, and that 1s all.

 Por. Brutus is wile, and were he not in health,
He would embrace the means to come by 1t.
Bru. Why, fol do. Good Porcia, go to bed.
Por. Is Brutus fick ? and 1s 1t phyfical

To walk unbraced, and fuck up the humours
Of the dank morning? what, is Brutus fick ¢

And will he fteal out of his wholefome bed,
To dare the vile contagion of the night?
And tempt the rheumy and unpurged air,
To add unto his ficknefs? No, my Bratus,
You have fome fick offence within your mind,
Which, by the Right and Virtue of my place,
1 ought to know of : and, upon my knees,
I charm you, by my once-commended beauty,
By all your vows of love, and that great vow
Which did incorporate and make us one,
‘T'hat you unfold to me, yourfcif, your half,
Why you are heavy, and what men to-night
Have had refort to you; for here have been
Some iix or feven, who did hide their faces
Even from darknefs.
Bru. Kneel not, gentle Porcra. |
Por, 1 thould not need, if you were gentle Brazus.
Wilthin the bond ¢t marriage, tell me, Brutus,
Is 1t excepted, I thould know no fecrets
“T'hat appertain to you ? am I yourfelf,
Bus, asit were, in fort or limitation,

To keep with you at meals, confort your bed,
D2 And
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Anlralk to you fometimes ? dwell I but in the {ub-

urbs

Ot your good pleafure ? If it be no more,
Porcia is Brutus® harlot, not his wife.

Bru. You are my true and honourable wife ;
Asdear to me, as are the ruddy drops

That vifit my fad hear:.

Por. If this were true, then fhould I know this

{ecret.

-

t grang, I am a woman ; but wichal,

A woman that Lord Brutus took to wife

I grant, [am a woman ; but withal,

© A woman well reputed Cats’s daughter.

Think you, 1 am no ftronger than my fex,

Being fo father’d, and fo hufbanded ?

Tell me your counfels, I will not difclofe them :

| have made {trong proof of my conftancy,
Giving myfelf a voluntary wound

Liere, in the thigh : can I bear that with patience,
And not my hufband’s fecrets ?

Bru. O ye Gods!

Render me worthy of this noble wife.

[ Knogckh.

Hark, hark, one knocks: Psreia,*go in a while s
And, by and by, thy bofom fhall partake

1he fecrets of my hearr.

S A awoman awell rfP:!{J : Ca-
to's duughter.} This falfe
pomnting fhould be corrected thus,
A4 cweman aed reputed Cato’s
daus brer.
;. £« worthy of my birth, and
iie relation 1 bearto Cars. This
indeed was a good reafon why
fne {hould be intrufled with the
{ecrer. Bux the falfe poinung,
which gives a {enfe only imply-
ing that {he was a woman of a
gocd charadler, and that fhe was

Cato’s daughter, gives no goad
reafon : For fhe mizht be Cutss
daughter, and yet uot inherit his
firmnefs; and fhe might be a wo-
man weil reputed, and yer not
the beft at a fecre:. But if fhe
awas well reputed Car0’s duvghter,
that 15, worthy of her birth, fhe
could neither want her father's
love to her country, nor his re-
folution to engage 1n its deliver-
ance. WaRrs,

All

F ok T R
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All my engagements I will conitrue to thee,
Al the chara&ery of my fad brows.— | |
J.eave me with halte. [ Exit Porcia,

Enter Lucius and Ligarius,

Lucius, who's there that knocks ?
Luc. Here is a fick man, that would Ipeak with
ou.
Bru, Ca};'m Ligarius, that Metellus fpake of. .
Boy, ftand afide. Casus Ligarins! how?
Cai. Vouchfafe good -morrow from a feeble tongue.
Bru. O, what a time have you chofe our, brave
Carus,
To wear a kerchief ? “would you were not fick!
Caz. 1 am not fick, ¥ Brutus have 1n hand
Any exploit worthy the name of honour.
Bru. Such an exploit have I in hand, Ligarius,
Had you an healthful ear to hear it.
- Cas. By all the Gods the Romans bow before,
'Y here difcard my ficknefs. Soul of Rese!
‘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 impofiible ;
“Yea, get the berter of them. What’s to do?
Bru, A piece of work, that will make fick men

73 T

whole.
& Cai. But are not fome whole, that we muft make
fick?

~ Bry. That we muft alfo. What it is, my Cains,
-1 fhall unfold to thee, as we are going,
To whom it muft be done.
- Cai. Set on your foot,
+:And with a heart new-fir'd I follow you,
1o do I know not what : but it fufficeth,

) D 3 That
o ]

!
It
b
&
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‘That Bru:us leads me on.
£ru. Follow me then. [ Exeunt,

S CENE 1V

" Cianzes to Caelar’s Palace.
Tlhunder azd Lizbtuizg.  Enter Julius Caefar,
C. f 7 OR heav’n, nor earth, have been at peace

10-DIShi ;
i riu‘:' hath Ca'pouiiiain her ﬂeep cry’d out,

¢ Help, ho! they murder C#fzr.” Who's within?

Enter a Servant,

Serv. My Lord ?
Czf. Go bid the pricits do prefent facrifice,

Anrd bring me their opinions of fucccds.
Szre. 1 will, my Lord. [ Exit,

Euzer Calphurnia,

C:l. What mean you, Cgfar? think you to walk

forth
You fhall not flir out of your houfe to-day.
Csf. Czfar fhall forth.  The things, that threatned
me,
Ne'er lookt but on my back, when they fhall fee
The face of Cefar, they are vanifhed.
Cal. Csfer, 1 never ftood on ceremonies,
Yet now they fright me. There is one within,
Befides the thmtrs that we have heard and fcen,

Kecounts moft horrid fights feen by the Watch,
A lionefs hath whelped in the {t:eets,

And Graves have yawn'd, and yielded up their dead ;
FICI‘CC
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Fierce fiery warriors fight upon the clouds,
In ranks and {quadrons and right form of war,
Which drizzled blood upon the Capitol :
The noife of battle hurtled in the air;
Horfes did neigh, and dying men did groan;
And Ghofts did thriek, and fqueal about the ftreets.
O Czfar! thefe things are beyond all ufe,
And I do tear them.

Cef. What can be avoided,
Whofe end is purpos’d by the mighty Gods?
Yet Cefar fhall go forth: for thefe predictions

Are to the world in general, as to Ce/ar.
Cal. When beggars die, there are no comets fecn 3

The heav’ns themfelves blaze forth the death of
Princes. ‘

Czf. 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 molt firange that men thould fear,
Seeing that 7 death, a neceffary end,
Will come, when it will conie..

Enter Sevvant.

What fay the Augurs?

Serv. They would not have you to fir forth to-day.
Plucking the entrails of an Offering forth,
They could no: find a heart within the beatt,

[ Exit Servant.

. Cef. The Gods do this  in thame of cowardife :
Cefar thould be a beaft without a heart, |
If he thould ftay at home to-day for fear,

7_—‘-dearb, a neceffary end, &c.] in the mouth of Ce/ar.
Thisis a fentence derived from 8 —in foame of cowardif ]
the Stoical do&trine of predeftina- The ancients did not place cou~
ton, and is therefore improper rage but wifdom in the heart.

D.g4 No,
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No, Czfzr thall not; Danger knows full well,
‘That C«/cr 1s more danzerous than he;
¥ \We were tvo hons [itrer’d in one day,
Ard I the elder and more terrnible ;
And Cefcr thall go forth.

Ce!l. ~lis, my Lord,
Ycur wifdom is confum’d in confidence :
Lo not go forth to day ; call it my fear,
"I 'hat keeps you in the houle, and not your own.
Vo'l fead Adark Antony to the Senate-houfe,
Ard ke wil fay, you are not well to-day :
L-t me, upen my knee, prevail in this.

Cef. Adavk Antony fhall fay, I am not well;
Ard, for thy humour, I will ftay at home,

S CENUELE V,

Euter Decius.

Here’s Deczes Brutfus, he fhall tell them fo.
D:c. Cefar, all hail! Good morrow, worthy Cefar
I come to fotch you to the Senate-houfe.
Cezf. And you are come 1n very happy time,
To bear my Greeting to the Senators,
And tell them that I w«ill not come to-day :
Cannot, 1s .l ; and that I dare not, falfer;
1 will not come to-day. T¢ll them fo, Decius.
Cal. Say, he is fick,

o Tacld ed nons, t¢ the whole; and the fer.timent
F7e hezrd tas izasje—=] The will neither be unworihy of
friz fobio, Shakéfzeare, nor the boatt too ex-

—J0 e Leare ravagant for Cr _/zzr in a vein of
"The copie: have beenail corrupt, vanity to utter: that he and Dan-
znd ine palage, of courfe, vmn-  ger were two twin whelps of a
tellimble.  But the fiightaltera- lion, and he the elder, and more
t1on, | have made, refiorzs fenfe  terrible of thetwe.,  ThEeos,

Cz/,
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Czf. Shall Cfar fend a lye?
fJave 1 in conqueft ftretcht mine arm fo far,
To be afraid to tell Grey-beards the truih ¢
Decius, go tell them, Czfar will not come.
Dec. Moft mighty Cefar, let me know fome caufe, .
Left 1 be laughd at, when [ tell them fo.
Cef. The caufe is in my will, I will not come;
That is enough to fatisfy the Senate.
But for your private fatisfaction,
Becaufe I love you, [ will let you know,
Calpburnia here, my wife, ftays me at home:
She dreamt laft night, fhe faw my Statue,
Which, like a fouptain with an hundred fpouts,
Did run pure blood : and many lufty Romans
Came (miling, and did bathe their hands 1n 1t.
Thefe (he applies for warnings and portents,
AnJ 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 Statve, fpouting blood in many pipes,
In which fo many {miling Romans bath’d,
Signifies, that from You great Rome fhall fuck
Reviving blood ; * and that Great Men {hall prefs
For tin€tures, ftains, relicks, and cognifance.
This by Calpburnia’s Dream is fignify’d,

V—and that Great Mes fhall
prefs
For tinétures, flains, relicks,
and cognifance,] 'That this
dream of the ftate’s fpouting
blood thould fignify, the increafe
of power and empire to Rome
from the influence of Cefar’s
arts and arms, and wealth and
honour to the noble Romans
through his beneficence, exprefled

by the words, From You, great

Bome /(?t?/[ ﬁtf.{' ?‘m'fq,:fug éfaazf,

Czf,

is intelligible engugh. But how
thefe great men thould literally

prels for tinures, flains, relicks,
and cognifan. e, when the fpouting
blood was only a {ymbolical vi-
fion, I am at a lofs to apprehend.
Here the circumflances of the
dream, and the interpretation of
it, are confounded with one ano-
ther, This line therefore,

For tinftures, fains, relicks, and

cognifance,

mult necds be in way of fimili-

tude
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Czf. And this way have you well expounded it.
Dec. 1have, when you have heard what I can fay 3
And know it now, the Senate have concluded
‘To give this day a Crown to mighty Ce/ar.
If you fball {end them word you will not come,

Their minds may change.

Befides it were 2 mock

Apt to be render’d, tor fome one to fay,

“ Freak up the Senate ’uill another time,

¢ When Cefai’s Wife fhall meet with better Dreams,”
If Czfer hide himfelf, fhall they not whifper,

““ Lo, Cefar is afraid!”

Pirdon me, Cefar; for my deay, dear, love
To your proceeving bids me tell you this:
* And reafon to my love 1s liable,
Csf. How foolifh do your Fears feem now, Cal-

pournia 2

I am afhamed, I did yield to them.

Give me my Robe, for I will go.

tuce only; and if {o, 1t appears
that tome lnes are wanting be-
tween this and the preceding ;
v hich waat {houald, for the fu-
tore, be marked with aferifks.
The {znfe of them 1s not difficult
10 recover, and, with 1t, tie pro-
priety of the line in queition.
‘I'he {peaier had {aid, tre Staice
1l'nl"ﬂ'. b, C-:rfd 5 1niig-

e N:me fhoeld four:th and in-
creafe in empire, aad that prezat
men fhould rrefs to him to par-
wake of his geod Jortune, juil as
men ran with handkerchiefs, &e.
io dip them 1n the blood of mar-
tyrs, that they may partake of
their mrriz. 1ts true, the thooght
1s from the Chnfiian Hitiorv; but
fo {mall an anzchroniim i1s no-
thmn witli cur poet, DBefides, 1t
is not my Interp:etation which
‘noduces i it, 1t was there before :

rqntnn4,

-

And, lcok,

For the line in queftion can bear
no other fenfe than as an allufion
to the blood of the Martyrs, and
the fuperflition of fome Churches
with regard to 1t, Wars.

I am not of opinion that any
thing is loft, and have therefore
marked no omiffion. Thef{peech,
vhich 15 intentionally pompous,
i5 fomewhat confuled, There
are two allulions; one to coats
armorial, to which princes make
zddiions, or give new linfures,
and new marks of cognifance ;
the other to martyrs, whofe re-
liques are preferved with venera-
tion. 'The Romans, {ays Brutus,
all come to you as to a faint, for
reliques, as toa prince, for ho-
nours.

2 And reafon, &c.] And reafon,
or proprietv of conduct arnd lan-
guage, 1s fubordinate to my love,

SCENE
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SCENE VL

Eater Bruttis, Ligarius, Metellus, Cafca, Trebonius,
| Cinna and Publius. T

Where Puplius is come to fetch me.

Pub. Good-morrow, Cefar.

Cef. Welcome, Publius.
What, Brutus, are you ftirr’d fo early too?
Good-morrow, Cafca. Caius Ligarius,
Cefar was ne’er fo much your enemy,
As that fame Ague which hath made you lean,
What is ’t o’clock ¢

Bru. Cazfar, ’us ftricken eight.

Cz/. 1 thank you for your pains and courtefy.

Enter Antony.

See! Antony, that revels long o’ nights,

Is notwithftanding up. Good-morrow, Auiony.
Ant. So.to moft noble Cz/far. 'J
Czf. Bid them prepare within:

I am to blame to be thus waited for.

Now, Cinna; now Metellus, What Trebonits !

I have an hour’s talk in ftore for you, |

Remember, that you call on me to-day;

Be near me, that I may remember you,

Treb. Cefar, I will.——And fo near will Ibe,

[ dfpde.

That your beft Friends thall with I had been further.

" Czf. Good Friends, go in, and tafte fome wine with

e, ‘ .

And we, like Friends, will ftraightway go together.
Bru. Thatevery like is not the fame, O Cefar,

The heart of Bratas yerns to think upon! [ Exeunt,

SCENE

\
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SCENZE VI

Changes 1o a Street mear the Capitol.
Enter Artemidorus, reading a paper.

2 S AR, beware of Brutus; zake beed of Caffius ;
come not near Calcay bave an eye to Cinna ; fruft
a0t Trebonius 3 mark well Metellus Cimber 3 Decius
Brotus loves thee not 3 thou baji wiong'd Cawus Liga=
rius. There is but one mind in all thefe men, and it is
peni againfi Cefar.  If thou beft not immorial, look
seut ibeey fecurity gives way 10 confpiracy. The
srighty Gods aefend thee !
Thy Lover, Artemidorus.

Here will I ftand, nll C«/er pals along,

And as a fuitor will give him this:

My heart laments, that virtue cannot live

Ourt of the teeth of emulation,

If thou read this, O Czfar, thou may’ft live ;

if cot, ° the fates with Traitors do contrive. [ Exir.

Enter Porcia and Lucius,

Por. 1 pr’ythee, Boy, run to the Senate-houfe;
Stay not to an{wer me, but get thee gone.
Why deft thou ftay ¢

Luc. To know my errand, Madam.

Por. 1 would have had thee there, and here again,
Ere I can tell thee what thou fhouldft do there————
G Conftancy, be {trong upon my fide,
S:t a huge mountain tween my heart and tongue ;
T have 2 man’s mind, but a woman’s might.
How hard it is for women to keep counfel !
Art thou hrre yet?

3 —tle ﬁ:*;.r ..urf.-:: T razisry ds eoslirive. ] The .;ates ;ﬁm uﬂfv tr:u-
w1t ia contriving thy ceftruftion.

! Lug,
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T.4c. Madam, what fhould I do*
Run to the Capitol, and nothingelfe?
* And fo return to you, and nothing elfe ¢ ‘
Por. Yes, bring me word, boy, if thy Lord look
well,
For he went fickly forth : and take good note,
What Czfar doth, what fuitors prefs to him.
Hark, boy! what noife is that ?
Luc. 1hear none, Madam,
Por. Prythee, liften well:
1 heard a buftling rumour like a fray,
And the wind brings it from the Capiro},
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 is’t o’clock ?

Art. About the ninth hour, Lady.

Por. Is Cefar yet gone to the Capitol 2

Art. Madam, not yet. -1 go to take my ftand,
To fee him pafs on to the Capitol.

Por. Thou haft fome fuit to C2far, haft thou not ?

Art. That I have, Lady. If it will pleafe Cefar
To be fo good to Cefar, as to hear me,
I fhall befeech him to befriend himfelt.

Por. Wl;]y, know’ft thou any harm intended tow’rds

im ¢

Art. None that I know will be, much that [ fear;
Good-morrow to you, Here the ftreet is narrow :
The throng, that follows Cefar at the heels,
Of Senators, of Pretors, common Suitors,
Will crowd a feeble Man almoft to death ;
I'll get me to a place more void, and there
Speak to great Cefar as he comes along. [ Exir,

Por.
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Psr. I muft goin—ahme! how weak a thinﬂ.___f
The heart of Woman is! O Britus! Brytus!
The heavens {peed thee in thine enterprize!
Sure, the Boy heard me:—Brutys hath a Suit,
That Cefar will not grant.—O, 1 grow faint
Run, Lucius, and commend me to my Lord 3
Say, 1 am merry ; come to me again,

And bring me word what he doth fay to thee.’
[ Excunt [everally.

ACT IllI. SCENE L

The Street before the Capitol ; and the Capitol

0]36’?1.

Flourifp. Enter Cfar, Brutus, Caffius, Cafca, De-
cius, Metellus, Trebonius, Cinna, Antony, Lepi-

dus, Artemidorus, Popihus, Publivs, and the
Sooth-fayer.

CEsAR.

HE 1des of March are come.
Swoth. Ay, Cefar, but not gone,

Art. Hail, Cefar. Read this {chedule.

Dec. Trebonius doth defire you to o’er-read
At your beft [e1{ure, this his humble fuir,

drt. O Cefery read mine firft ; for mine’s a fuit,
That touches Czfar nearer. Read 1t, great Cefar.

Czf. What touches us ourfelf, fhall be laft {ferv’d.

Ar¢. Delay not Czfar, read it inftantly.,

Cz[. What, is the fellow mad ?
Pud, Surrah, give place.

Cqf.
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Csf. 'What, urge you your petitions in the {treet ?
Come to the Capitol. | |
Pop. 1 wifh,. your enterprize to-day may thrive,
Csf. What enterprize, Popilius?
Pop. Fare you well. |
Bru, What faid Popilius Lena ¢
Caf. He wifh’d, to-day our enterprize might thrive.
I fear, our purpofe is difcovered. ~
Bru. Look, how he makes to Cefar. Mark him.
Caf. Cafca, be fudden, for we fear prevention,
Brutus, what fhall be done, if this be known ¢
Caffius, or Czfar, never fhall turn back ;
ForI will flay myfelf.
Bru. Caffus, be conftant.
Popilius Lena fpeaks not of our purpofe s
For, look, he fmiles, and Czfar doth not change,
Caf. Trebonius knows his time;; for look you, Bratus,
He draws Mark Antony out of the way.
Dec, Where is Metellus Cimber ¢ Let him go,
And prefently prefer his fuit to Cefar.
Bru. He is addreft; prefs near, and fecond him.
Cin. Cafca; you are the firft that rears your hand.
C#/. Are weall ready? what is now amils,
That Cefar and his Senate muft redrefs ? |
Met. Moft high, moft mighty, and moft puiffant
| Czfar, .
Metellus Cimber throws before thy feat [ Kneeling.
An humble heart,
Czf. 1 mult prevent thee, Cimber.
Thefe couchings and thefe lowly curtefies
* Might fire the blood of ordinary men,

* Might fire the blood of ordi-  afierwards in this play he fays,
nary men,} It is plain we  The power of fpeech to sTIR
fhould read, ~ mens bloods. WaRrs.

—{tir the bloode— - This is plaufible, but notfo
Submiflion does not fire the blood, neceffary as that it fhould be ad-
but melt it to compaffion; or, as mitted into the text,
he fays juft after, thaav it, So '

And
6 -
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5 And tourn pre-ordinance and firft decree

6 Tato tie lane of children.  Be not fond,

T think that Cefar bears fuch rebel blood;

That will be thaw’d from the true quality

With thz: which melteth fools ; I mean, {weet words;
Low-crooked curtfies, and bafe fpaniel-fawning,
Thy brother by decree is banifhed ;

If thou doit tend, and pray, and fawn for him,
1 fourn thee like a cur out of my way.

Krow, Cefzr doth not wrong; nor without caufe
Wiil he be fausfied.

Me:. Is therz no voice more worthy than my own,
To jound more {weetly in great Cefar’s ear,

For the repealing of my banifh’d brother ¢

Eru. 1 kifs thy hand, but not in flattery, Cefar ;
Defiring thee, that Publas Cimber may
Have an immedia:e freedom of repeal.

Cof. What, Brulus!

C-/. Pardon, Cefer; Cefar, pardon;

As low as to thy foot doih Caffius fall,
To beg cairanchifement for Pablius Cimber.

Czf. Icould be well movd, ifI were asyous;
If | couid pray to move, prayers would move me;
But I am conftant as the northern ftar,

Of whofe true, fixt, and refting quality,
There is no fellow 1n the firmament

The fkies are painted wizh unnumbred fparks,
They are all fire, and every one doth fhine ;
But there’s but one in all doth hold his place.
So, in the world, ’tis furnifh’d well with men,

S Ard turs pre-ordinavce—] It was, change pre-ordinance ara
Pre-grdirance, for ordirance al- decree into the law of children ;
reacdy efiablithed. Ware. into fuch {light determinations as

¢ Into the lane of flrffcfrfn.—] every ftart of will would alter.
I do not well underfiand what is  Laze and Jawe in fome manu-

meant 0y the Jaze of children. I {cripisare not eafily diftinguifhed.
thould read, the lesr of children,
And



JULIUS CESAR. 49

And men are flefh and blood, and 7 apprehenlive ;
Yet, in the number, I do know ® but one
That unaffailable ? holds on his rank,
Unfhak’d of motion: and that I am he
Let me a little thew it, ev'n in this;
That I was conftant, Cimber thould be banifh’d ;
And conftant do remain to keep him {o.
Cim. O Cefar—~——s |
Czf. Hence! Wilt thou lift up Olympus 2
Dec. Great Cefar
Cz/. ' Doih not Bruius bootlefs kneel ?
Cafca. Speak hands for me. [They fpab Cfar.,
Cef. Ettu, Brue?——Then fall Cefar! [ Dies,
Cin. Liberty! Freedom! Tyranny is dead—— |
Run hence, proclaim. Cry it about the ftreets.
Caf. Some to the common Pulpits, and cry out,
Liberty, freedom, and crfranchifzment.
Bru. People, and Senators! be not affrighted 5
Fly not, ftand ftill. Awmbition’s debt is paid.
Cafca. Go to the Pulpit, Bratus..
Dec. And Caffius too. |
Bru. Where’s Publius 2 -
Cin. Here, quite confounded with this mutiny,
Mes. Stand faft together, left fome friends of
Ceefar’s
Should chance e
Bru. Talk not of ftanding. Pudlius, oood cheer ;
There 1s no harm intended to your perfon,
Nor to no Roiran elfe 5 o tell them, Publius.
Caf. And leave us, Publius, lelt that the people,
Ruthing on us, fhould do your age fome mifchief,

.| =———apprebenfive;] Sufcep- his courfe, We commonly {ay,
tlbie of fear, or other paflicns. To hold a rank, and, To bold on
~—but one] One, and on-  a courfe.or way.

ly one, ' Doth not Brutus Jootlefs
¥ ———bolds on bis rank,] Per- kneel?] I would read,

haps, bolds on bis race ; conttnues Do not Brutus bootlefs kneel I

VoL. VII. E Bry.



50

JULIUS CES AR,

7z, Do fo: and let no man abide this deed, -

But we the Doers.

S C ENE

I1.

fater Trebonius.

Cal. Where 1s Antony ?

9re. Fled to his houfe amaz’d.
Men, wives, and children, ftare, cry out, and run,

As 1t were Dooms-day,

Brr. Fates! we will know your pleafures ;
‘That we {hall die, we know 5 ’tis but the time,
And drawing days out, that men ftand upon.

Czf. Why, he that cuts off twenty years of life,
Cuts of fo many years of fearing death. |

Brz. Grant that, and then is death a benefit:
So are we Cefar’s friends, that have abridg’d

His time of fearing death.

* Stoop, Romans, ftoop s

And let us bathe cur hands in Ce/far’s blood

* Inzll the edinoas this {fpesch
15 afcnbed to Brasus, than which
nothicg is more inconfiftent with
his mild and philofophical cha-
iafter. Bur {as 1 often find
fpecches in the later editions pat
Inio vrong mouths, differentfrom
the firft publithed by the author)
I think this hiberty not unrezfon-
able. PopE.

—S1c5p, Romans, fsop,] M.
Pore has ardiarily taken away
the remainder of this{peech from
Bratus, and placed 1t to Cafea:
becavfe, he thinks, nothing is
more inconhfieat with Brufus’s
miid and philofophical charatter.
I have made bold to reftore the

{peech to its nght owner. Brutus
citcem’d tae death of Cefar a

facrifice to liberty : and, as fuch,
gloried in his heading the enter-
prife. Befides, our poet is firictly
copying a falt in hiftory. Plu-
tarch, in the life of Cg/ar, fays,
“ Brutus and his followers, being
et bot aiththemurder, march’d
“ in a body from the fenate-
* houfe to the Capitol, with their
¢ drawn [words, with an air of
“ confidence and affurance.”
And, in the life of Brujus,wem
“ Brutus and his party betook
“ themfelves to the Capitol, and
 in their way feawing their
¢ kands all bloody, and their na-
¢ ked {fwords, pradafm’d /fﬁfr{y
“ to the people,” THEOB.
Dr, Warbarion follows Pope.

tp
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Up to the elbows, and beimear our fwords ;-
Then walk we forth ev’n to the Market-place, . .
And, waving our red weapons o’er our heads, -~
Y et’s all cry, ¢ Peacé! Freedom! apd Liberty!”
- Caf. Stoop then, and walh. How many.ages hence
o [ Dipping their fwords in Cafar’s blgod,
Shall this our lofty Scene be acCted o’cr, |
In States unborn, and accents yet unknown?
Bru. How many times Thall Cg/far bleed in ipost, .
That now on Pompey’s Balis lies along,
No worthier than the duft ¢ ﬁ :
Caf. So oft as that fhall be,
So often fhall the knot of us be call’d
The men that gave their country liberty: . .
Dec. What, fhall we forth ?
- Caf. Ay, every man away. =
Brutus fhall lead, and we will grace his heels
With the moft boldeft, and beft hearts of Rome,

Enter a Servant.

Bru, Soft, who comes here? A friend of Antony’s:
Serv. Thus, Bratus, did my mafter bid me kreel 3
Thus did Mark Antony bid me fall dewn ; [kneeling.
And, being proftrate, thus he bade tne fay.
Brutus is noble, wife, valiant and honeft 4
Cefar was mighty, bold, royal and loving ;
Say, I love Brutus, and I honour-him
Say, I fear’d Czfar, honour’d him, and lov’d him.
It Brutus will vouchfafe that Anzony
May fafely come to him, and be relolv’d
How Cefar hath deferv’d to li¢ in death:
Moark dntony fhall not love Cefar dead,
So well as Brutus living ; but will follow
T'he fortunes and affairs of noble Brutus,
Thorough the hazards of this untrod State,
With all true faith. So fays my mafter Antony.
Bry. Thy mafter is a wife and valiant Roman 3
E a 1 I neveg
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I rever thought him worfe,
Tell him, fo pleafe him come unto this place,

He fhall be fatisfed ; and by my honour,

Depart untouch’d.
Serv. Pll fetch him prefently. [ Exit Servant,
Bru. 1know, that we fhall have him well to friend.
Caf. 1 with, we may: but yet have I a mind,
That fears him much; and my mifgiving ftill .

Falls fhrewdly to the purpofe.

S CE N E I,

Entcr Antony.

Bru. But here comes Aufony. Welcome, Mark
Antony.
Ant. O mighty Czfar! doft thou lie fo low 2
Are all thy conquefts, glories, triumphs, {poils,
Shrunk to this little meafure ?-——fare thee well,
I krow not, Gentlemen, what you intend,
Who elfe muft be let blood, 3 who elie is rank
If I myfelf, chere is no hour fo fic
As Czfar’s death’s hour ; nor no infltrument
Of half that worth as thole your {words, made rich
With the moft noble blood of all this world.
1 do befeech ye, if ye bear me hard,
Now, whillt your purpled hands do reek and {moke,
Fulfl your pleafure. Live a thoufand years,
I fhall not find myfelf fo apt to die:
No place will pleafe me {o, no mean of death,
As here by Cefar, and by you cut off|
The choice and mafter {pirits of this age.
Bru. O Apteny! beg not your death of us:
Though now we muit appear bloody and cruel,
As, by our hands, and this our prefent act,
You fee, wedo; yet fee you bur our hands,

J— elfe is rank;} Who overtopfed bis equals, and growws
clfc may be {uppofed to have 100 bigh for the publick fafety.
And
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And this the bleeding bufinefs they bave doney = .~ °
Our hearts you fee not, they are pitiful; = < -
And pity to the general wrong of Rame
(As fire drives out-fire, fo pity, pity)™
Hath done this deed on Cefar. Fotf.yaur part, -
To you our fwords have leaden points,” Mark Antony’s
+Our arms exempt from malice, and .our hearts, -
Of brothers’ temper, do:receive you'in- -
With all kind love, good thoughts; and.reverence,
Caf. Your voice fhall be as {trongas any. man’s
In the difpofing of new dignities. o
Bru. Only be patient, ’till we have appeas’d
The multitude, befide themfelves with fear ; -
And then we will deliver you the caule,
Why I, that did love Cefar when I ftrook him,
Proceeded thus.
Aut. 1 doubt not of your wildom.
Let each man render me his bloody hand.
Firlt, Marcus Brutus, will 1 (hake with you ;
Next, Caius Caffius, do I take your hand 3
Now, Decius Brutys, yours; now yours, Metellus;
Yours, Cinnas and, my valiant Cafca, yours;
Tho' laft, not lealt in Jove, yours, good Trebonius.
Gentlemen all—alas, what fhall [ fay?
My credit now ftands on fuch flippery ground,
That one of two bad ways you muft conceit me,
Either a coward or a flatterer, .
That I did love thee, Czfar, oh, *tis true;
If then thy fpirit look vpon us now,
Shall it not grieve thee, dearer than thy death,
To fee thy Antory making his peace, -
Shaking the bloody fingers of thy foes,
Moft Noble! in the prefence of thy corfe?
Had [ as many eyes, as thou haft wounds,

4 Qur ams exempt fram ”ma- perhaps the true reading.’ The
lecy—] Thisis the reading old copy has,
only of the modern editions, yet ~ Our aras in Rrength of malice.

Esz Weeping'
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Weeping as faft as they ftream forth thy blood,
It would become me betrer, than to clofe
In terms of friendthip with thine enemics. .
Pirdon me, Fulius—-here wafl thou bay’d, brave hart ;
Here didft thon fall, and here thy hunters {land
Sign’d 1n tay fpoil, and * crimfon’d in thy Lethe,
O world! thou waft the foreft to this hart,
And this, indeed, O world, the heart of thee.
How like a deer, ftricken by many Princes,
Doft thou here lie? |
Caf. Mark Autony.
Ant. Pardoa me, Caius Caffius
The enemies of Ceefar fhall fay this:
‘Then, in 2 fricnd, it 1s cold modefty.
Cz/. 1 blame you not for praifing Cefar fo.
But what compaét mean you to have with us?
Will you be prick’d in number of our friends,
Or fhall we on, and pot depend on you?
Ant. Therefore 1 took your hands; but was, 1a-
deed, ‘
Sway’d from the point, by looking down on Cz/ar,
Friends am [ with you all, and love you all ;
Upon this hope, that you fhall give me reafons,
Why, and wherein C£/ar was dangerous.
Brz. Or elfs this were a favage {peltacle,
Ovur reafons are {o full of good regard,
That were you, Aitony, the Son of Cefar,
You fhould be fatisfed.
Ant, That’s all 1 feek s
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,

5 —crimfor’d in 15y Lethe.] L. might bea D.imperfelth avrote,
Mr, 7becbald fays, The di2iona- . therefire be «will bgve death in-
15 ackncavledge no fuch word s flead of it. After all this pother,
Lethe s yet be is mst avithout fup- Letbe was a common French
poftion,téas Shakefpeare coin’dtbe  word, fignifying death or defiruc-
%cprd; and yet for all that, the  tion,fromthe Latin Jesbum, W ak.

Bru.

L
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Bru. You fhall, Mark Antony.

Caf. Brutus, a word with you..——-
You know not what you dos do not-confent, [ Afide.
That Antony fpeak in his funeral :
Know you, how much the People may be mov'd
By that which he will uttere
Bru, By your pardon,
I will myfelf into the Pulpit firft,
And fhew the reafon of our Cezfar’s death.
What Aitony thall fpeak, 1 will proteft
He fpeaks by leave, and by permiffion 3
And that we are contented, Cefar fhall
Have al] due rites, and lawtul ceremonies :
It fhall advantage more, than do us wrong,.
Cof. 1 know not what may fall. 1 like it not.
Bru. Mark Antony, here, Take you Cefar’s body.
You fhall not in your funeral fpeech blame us,
But fpeak all good you can devife of Cefar,
And {ay, youdo’t by our permiffion,
Ele fhall you not have any hand at all
About his funeral. And you fhall {peak
In the fame Pulpit whereto I am going,
After my {peech s ended. |
Ant. Be it o, .
I do defire no more. |
Bru. Prepare the body then, and follow us.
[ Exeunt Confpirators.

S CENE 1V

Manct Antony,

Aut: O pardon me, thou bleeding piece of earth!
That T 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 thed this coftly blood !

& ’ v . . - .
~~in the tide of times.] That is, in the courfe of times,

k4 Over
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Over thy woun's now do 1 prophefy,
Which, like dumb mouths, do ope their ruby lips,
To beo the voice and uiteran.ce of my tongue,

L

A curfe fhell licht 7upon the limbs of men;
Domitick fury, and ficrce civil ftrife,

StiJl umber all the parts of Jialy ;

Bloo- a d dcftruéi n fhall be fo in ufe,

An ¥ dreaful ohjelts fo famiiar,

T hat motsers {ha'l but fmile, when they behold
Th ir ‘o ants quarcer’d with the hards ot war:
Ail pit; choak’d with cuftom of fuil deeds ;
Ard C=/17s {pint, 1an ang for revenge,

With .22 5y his fide come hot from hell,

Siall in thefe confine-, with a Monarch’s voice,
* Cirv Hzvse, and let fiip the Dogs of war;
That this foul deed fhall {mell above the earth
ith carrion men, groaning for burwul,

o

. ——cton the LIM3S qf:r:e::_:]
We i 'd reaq,
LINE of mer.
J, €. human ace,

W ARBURTOY,

Harzer 12ad-,
kind sf = n.

T rather ta:nk i: monld be,

—:i2 Wives of men.

gniefs we reol
th {e ivmms f ren.
That i-.:bhfe ~w6.d 508 men,
The e-rommonn s « f the word
J; =m exfily made the change

S Cry Havock —] A learn-
ed cor efponcens ha- 1-formed
me, that, i the mulita: v cpera-
tions of old tmes, bavnrg was
ib2 wor! by which ceclaration
wa- mace, that no quarter {Lould
be ;il‘{‘iﬁ.

In a & ntided, Tl O~
Fee of toe  fia i & Ma if-
crad ip tbe Tyme ¢f Ferre, con-

tained in the Black Book of
the Admi:alty, there 1s the fol-
luwrae chapier.

< The peyne of hym that
¢ cricth bavscé & of them that
¢ follweth hym, ent,v.”

¢ 7:-m St quis iaventus fue-
€ rit i C.AMOFEM INCPCIIL qui
“ vouater Huvcfh,”
¢ Alfo that no man be {o har-
dy to crye iJavek upon peyne
¢ wat be that s b gynner fhall
«« he deece therefore: & the re-
«“ manent that doo the fame or
“ folow fhzli lole their horle &
“ ha:neis s and the perfones of
¢ {uch as foioweth & efkrien
s¢ {hal be under arreft of the
« Coneftable &  Marcichall
“ wzrde unto tyme tnat they
‘“ have made fyn; & founde
¢t {i1-ctie no morr to oftende ; &

his body in prifon at the Kyng
“ WyLC—,"
Entet

£

41
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Enter Q&avius’s Servant.

You ferve OSavius Cefar, do you not?
Serv. 1 do, Mark Antony.
Ant. Cefar did write for you to come to Rame
Sery. He did receive his letters, and 1s coming ;
And bid me fay to you by word of mouth
O Czfar! [Secing the Body.
Ant. Thy heart is big, get thee apart and weep 3
Paffion T fee 1 (:atchmtr for mine eyes,
Seeing thofe Beads of forrow ftand 1n thine,
Began to water. Is thy mafter coming?
Serv, He lies to-night within feven leagues of Rome,
Ant, Poft back with (peed, and tell him what hath
chanc’d.
Here 1s 2 mourning Rome, a dangerous Roine,
No Rome of fafety for Oétavius yet s
Hie hence, and tell him fo. Yet ftay a while;
Thou {lialt not back, ’cill I have bome this corfe
Into the market-place : there fhall I try
In my Oration, how the people take
The cruel! iflue of thefe bloody men 4
According to the which, thou fhalt difcourfe
To young Offavius of the ftate of things.
—Lend me your hand. [ Exennt with Ceefar’s body.

S C ENE Y,

Changes to the Forum.

Enter Brutus, and mounts the Roftras Caﬂius, with
" the Plebeians,

E will be fatisfied.. Let us be fatisfed.
Bru. Then follow me, and give me
audience, friends.
Caffius, go youinto the other ftreet,
And part the numbers.
Thole that will hear me {peak, let "em ftay here;

T hofe,

Pled.
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Thoie that will follow Caffius, go with him,
And publick reafons fhall be rendered
Of Cefsi’s death.

1 Pleb. 1 will hear Brutus {peak.

a Pleb. Y will hear Caffius, and compare their rea-

fons,
VWhen fev’rally we hear them rendered.
[ Exit Caflius, with fome of tbe Plebeians,

3 Pleh. The noble Brutus is afcended : filence!

Bru. Be patieat ’till the lait.

Roinans, ? Countrymen, and Lovers! hear me for
my caufe; and be filent, that you may hear. Believe
e for mire honour, and have relpect to mine honour,
tha: you may believe. Cenfure me in your wifdom,
and awake your fenfes, that you may the better judge.
If there be any in this aflembly, any dear friend of
Cefzi’s, to him 1 {ay, that Brufus’s love to Cefar was
no lefs than his. If then that friend demand, why
Biutus rofe againft Cefar, this i1s my Anfwer: Not

that 1 lov’d C:f‘f&?' lefs, but that I lov’d Rome more.
Had you rather Cefar were living, and dye all {laves ;
than that Cefar were dead, to. live all free men ? As
C<far 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, honour for his valour,
ara death for his ambition.

5 Countrymcn, ard Lovers 1 &c,
Thzaie 1s no where, 1n zll Sooke-
ipeare’s works, a itroager proof
of kis not beine what we czll a
“*‘0 ar, than t]‘l:; or of his not
L r*.,wmz any mmg of the cenins
of iezrned astiquity, This fpﬁ-ech
cf Brufzs i3 wrcte in imiration
of ks famed laconic brevity, and
15 very fine 1o 1ts kind. But no
more like that brevity, than his
vmes were hke Brutui’s. The
lzconic brevitv  was

- +rﬁ‘-
dﬂ-:ci‘-d‘.

fimple, natural and eafy: this 5
quamnt, artificial, gingling, a-d

abounding with forced antithe.

f;s’s. In aword a brevity, that
for its falle eloquence would have
{uited any charalter, and for its
good fenfe would have become
the greateft of our author’s time ;
but yet, in 2 flile of declaiming,
that fits as i1l upon Brutus as our
author’s trowfers or collar-band

would have done, " WARE.

Who



JULIUS CESAR. g

Who is here o bafe, that would be a bond-man?
If any, fpeak ; for him have I offended.
Who is here fo rude, that would not be a Roman ¢
If any, fpeak ; 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 paufe for a Reply.

All. None, Bruius, none,

Bru. Then none have 1 offended. |

I have done no more to Czfar, than you fhall de to
Brutus, ‘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 {uf-

fered death.
Euter Mark Antony with Cefar’s body.

Here comes his body, mourn’d by Mark Antony ; who,
though he had no band in bis death, fhall receive the
benefit of b's dving, a place in the Commonwealth;;
as which of you fhallnot? With this I depart, that
as [ flew my beft lover for the good of Rome 3 I have
the fame. dagger for myfelf, when it fhall pleafe my
Country to need my death. |

All. Live, Brutus, Rve!. live!

1 Plep. Bring him gith tgumph home unto his houfe.

2 Pleb. Give him a ftacue with his Anceftors.

3 Pleb. Let him be Cefar.

4 Pleb. Czfar’s better Parts
Shall be crown’d in Brutus.

1 Ples. We'll bring him to his houfe
With thouts and clamours.

Bru. My Countrymen—

2 Pleb. Peace! filence! Brutus {peaks.

I Pleh. Peace, ho!

Bru. Good Countrymen, let me depart alone,
And, for my fike, ftay here with Antony,
Do grace to Ceefar’s corps, and grace his fpsech

Yending to Cefar’s Glories; which Mark Autony

By
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By our permiffion is allow’d to make.
I do intreat you, not a man depart,

Save I alone, ull Antony have {poke: [ Exil,

S CE N E VL

1 Pleb. Stay, ho, and let us hear Mark Aniony.
3 Pleb. Let him go up into the public Chair,
We'll hear him., Noble Antory, go up.
Ant. For Bratus’ {fake, I am beholden to you.
4 Pleh. What does he fay of Brujus?
3 Plzp. He {ays, for Brutus' {ake
He finds him{elf beholden to us all.
4 Pleb. *T'were beft he fpeak no harm of Brutus here.
1 Plzb. This Cefar was a Tyrant.
3 Pigb. Nay, that’s certamn.
We are bleft, that Romze is nd of him.
2 Pleb. Peace; let us hear what Aatony can fay.
Ant. You gentle Romars
All. Peace, ho, let us hear him.
Ant. Friends, Rowans, Countrymen, lend me your
ears.
I come to bury Cefar, notto praile him.
The Evil, that men do, lives after them,

The Good is oft 1nterred with thetr bones ;
So let 1t be with Cefar ! noble Pretus

Hath told you, Cefai was ambitions;

If it were fo. it was a grievous fault,

And grievoufly hath Cefer anfwer’d it.
Here, under lcave of Brazus, and the reft,
For Brz:us 15 an honourable man,

So are they all, all honourable men,

Come I o {pesk in Cefer’s funcral.

He was my friend, faithfcl and juft to me,
But Brztus lays, bz was ambitious ;

And Brutus is an noncurable man.

He nath brought many captives home to Rome,
Whefe ranfoms did the general coffers fill

Did
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Did this in Czfar feem- ambitious ? ,
When that the poor have cry’d, Cefar hath wept ;
Ambition fhould be made of fterner ftuff,
Yet Brutus {ays, he was ambitious 3
And Brutus is an honourable man.
You all did fee, that, on the Lupercal,
I thrice prefented him a kingly crown, .
Which he did thrice refufe. Was-this ambition ?
Yet Brutus {ays, he was ambitious;
And, fure, he is an honourabie man,
I fpeak not, to difprove what Brasus {poke,
But here I am to fpeak what I do know.
You all did love him once, not without caufe ;
W hat caufe with-holds you then to mourn for him 2
O judgment ! thou art fled to brutith bealts,
And men have loft their reafon. Bear with me,
My heart is in the coffin there with Ce/far,
And I muft paufe *till it come back to me.
1 Pleb. Methinks, there is much reafon in his fay-
ings.
If thou confider rightly of the matter,
* Cefar has had great wrong,

g Pleb. Has he, Mafters? 1 fear there will a worle

come in his place.
4 Pleb. Mark’d ye his words ? he would not take
the crown s

v Czflar bas bad great wrong.] Wil he be Jfatisfied. ~mm——v
3 Pleb, Calar bad rever avrong  But the verfe, as cited by Ber
but aith juft caufe. 1f ever there . Fohufon, does not connelt with,
was fuch aline written by Shake- 171l be be fatisfed. Perhaps thi
Jpeare, I could fancy it misht play swas never printed in Bex
have its place here, and very hu- - Fobafon’s time, and fo he had
moroufly in the charalter of 2 nothing to- judge by but as the
Plebeian. One might believe Ber:, altor pleafed to {peak it.  PorpE.
Johnfor’s remark was made upon I have inferted this note, be-
no better credit than {ome blun- caufe itis Pape’s, for it is other-
der of an altor in {peaking that wife of no value. It 15 flrange
verfe near the beginning of the that he. fhould fo much forget

third aét. the date of the copy before him,

Know, Crfar doth aot avrong; as to think it not printed in fosn-
nor without canfe Jfou's time,

4 Thereforeg
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Therefore, ’tis certain he was not ambitious.
1 Pleh. 1f i be found fo, fome will dear abide it
2 Pl:b. Poor foul! his eyes are red as fire with
weeping.
9 Pleh. There’s not a nobler man in Rome than
Antony.
4 Pleb. Now, mark him, he begins to fpeak.
Apt. But yefterday the word of Czfar might
Have ftood againft the world ; now lies he there,

* And none {o poor to do him reverence.
O mafters! if I were difpos’d to ftir

Your hearis and minds to mutiny and rage,
I thould do Bratus wrong, and Caffius wrong,
Who, you all know, are honourable men.
I will not do them wrong: I rather chufe
To wreng the dead, to wrong myfelf and you ;
Than I will wrong fuch honourable men.
But here’s 2 parchment, with the feal of Cefar,
T found it in his clofer, ’as 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 Cefar’s wounds,
And dip their napkins 1n his facred blood ;
Yez, beg a hair of him for memory,
And dying, mention it within their Wills,
Bequeathing 1t as a rich legacy
Unrto their iflue.
a Pleb. We'll hear the Wil read it, Mark Anlony.
. The Will, the Will. We will hear Czfar’s
Will.
Ant. Have patience, gentle, friends, I munft net
read it;
It is not meet you know how Cefar lov’d you.
You are notr wood, you are not ftones, but men,
And, being men, hearing the will of Cefar,
It will inflame you, it will make you mad.

* dzd nome o posr——] ‘The meaneft man is now too high to
do reverence 1o Crfar.
' - ’Tis
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*Tis good you know not, that you are his heirs ;
For if you thould, O what would come of it?
4 Pleb. Read the Will, we will 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'erfhot myfelf, to tell yau of it,’
I fear, I wrong the honourable men, -
Whofe daggers have ftabb’d:Cefar. 1 do fear ir.
4 Pleb. They were traitors. Honourable men!
All. The Will! the Teftament ! .
2 Pleb. They were villains, murderers., The Willt
read the Will!
Ant. You will compel me then to read the Will2
Then make a ring about the corps of Cee/ar,
And let me {hew you him, that made the Will,
Shall I defcend ? and will you give me leave s
All. Come down.,
o Pleb. Defcend.  [He comes down from the pulpit.
g Pleb. You fhall have leave, ﬁ
4 Pleb. A ring; ftand round.
1 Plep. Stand from the hearfe, {tand from the body.
2 Pleb. Room for Antony——moft noble Antony.
Ant, Nay, prefs not fo upon me, ftand far off.
All. Stand back! room! bear back!
Ant. If you have tears, prepare to {hed them now.
You all do know this mantle; 1 remember,
The firlt time ever Cefar put 1t on,
*Twas on a'fummer’s evening in bis tent,
That day he overcome the Nervii.
Look! in this place, ran Caffins dagger through ;
See, what a Rent the envious Cafce made s
Through this, the well-beloved Brutus ftabb’d
And as he pluck’d his curfed fteel away,
Mark, how. the blood of Cefar follow’d it!
As rufhing out of doors, to be refoiv’d,
If Brutus {o unkindly knock’d, or no.
For Brutus, as you know, was Cefar’s angel,
Judge, oh you Gods! how dearly Cefar lov’d him ;
1 This



64 JULIUS

CAESAR,

This was the moft unkindeft cut of all;
For when the noble Czfar faw him ftab,
Ingratitude, more ftrong than traitors’ arms,
Quite vanquifh’d him ; then burft his mighty heart;
3 And, in his mantle mufling up his face,
Even at the Bale of Pompey’s ftatue,
Which all the while ran blood, great Cfar fell.
O what a fall was there, my coontrymen !
Then I, and you, and all of us fell down:
Whilft bloody treafon flourifh’d over us.
O, now you weep; and, [ perceive, you feel
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 himlelf, marr’d, as you fce, by trators,

1 Pleb. O piteous fpectacle !

2 Pleb. O noble Czfar!

3 Pleb. O wotul day!

4 Pleh. O tranors, villains!
1 Ples. O moft bloody fight!
2 Pi:h. We will be reveng’d : revenge: about—

feek purn fire

tor live.

An:. Stav, Countrymen

3 And, iz Lis mant’e, &c.]
Read the lines thus,

AnZy in Fis maniie malling i)

Ui race,

Foico ol the nvbilz rar Elezd,

great C=2far feis,

F<'n gt the Bafe of Pempey’s

Statue.

Piytarch tells us, that Ca/lr
received many wourds 1n the face
on this occaflion, io that it might
ke {2id 1o ren bleed. But, In-
jtead of that, the Statue, 1n this
rezding, and rot the face, is faid
to do 10; 1t 15 plam tnefe two
Jines fhould be tranfpofed : And

Kill———=flay ! let not atrai~

then the refle@ion, which follows,
O <vhat a fail was there—
15 nateral, lamenting the difgrace
of being at laft fubdued in that
quarrel in which he had been
compleat victor, Wars.
I know not whether the trani-
pofition be needful: the 1mage
fcems to be, that the blood of
Czfar flew up~n the ftatue, and
trickled down it. And the ex-
clamation,
O what a full awas there—
follows better after
e———great Celar fell,
than with a lice interpofed.

1 Pleo.
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1 Pleb. Peace there. Hear the noble Antony.
2 Pleh, We’ll hear him 5 we'll follow him; we’ll
die with him.
Ant. Good friends, fweet friends, let me not flir
you up
To fuch a fudden flood of mutiny ¢
They, that have done this deed, are honourable.
What private griefs they have, alas, I know not,
That made them do it; they are wife and honourable,
And will, nodoubt, with reafons anfwer you.
I come not, friends, to fteal away your hearts;
I am no Orator, as Bruiys is, |
But, as you know me all, a plain blunt man
‘That love my friend ; and that they know full well
That give me publick leave to fpeak of him ;
*For I have neither wit, nor words, nor worth,
Action nor utt’rance, northe power of {peech,
To ftir men’s blood ; T only fpeak right on.
I tell you that, which you yourfelves do know ;
Shew you fweet Ceefar’s wounds, poor, poor, dumb
mouths! " |
And bid them fpeak for me. But were I Brutus,
And Brulus Antony, there were an Antony
Would ruffle up your fpirits, and put a tongue
In every wound of Cefar, that fhould move
The ftones of Rome to rife and mutiny,
Al. We’'ll mutiny |
1 Pleb. We'll burn the houfe of Bratus,
3 Pleb. Away then, come, feck the confpirators,
Ant. Yet hear me, Countrymen ; yet hear me {peak.
All. Peace, ho. Hear Antony, moft noble Antony.
4nt. Why, friends, you go to do you know notg
what. ~
Wherein hath Cefar thus deferv’d your loves?
Alas, you know not. I muft not tel] you then.

\

% For 1 bave neither avit, ] words,
'Z!.'he old copy reads, which may mean, I have no per-
For' I hawe neitber writ, mor ned and premeditated oration.

Yor. VII. F You
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You havz fa-got the Will, I told you of.
Aii. Moft true—the Will—Let’s {tay and hear the

Will.

Ant. Here is the Will, and vnder
Reimzi QiLZen he gives,

Totvr

Cefar’s {eal.

Toev'ry feviral man, fev’nry-five arachma’s,
2 Pn:” Moit noble C:ffr_: I'well revenge his death.

2 Plea. O royal Cafar!

,:"--;
of J F I -

all, Pesce, ho!

Hear me with paiicnce,

Ant. Mo:eover, he hath lcft you all his walks,
His private aibours, anc new-planied orchards,
5 On that {ide 73 he hath left them you,

And to your heirs for ever ;

common plcalures,

To walk abroad, and recreate yourleives.

Here was a Cefar.

When comes {uch another ¢

1 Pieh. Never, never; come, away, away ;
AVe'll burn his body 1n the holy plaze,
And with the brands fire all the traitors’ houles.

Take up the body.
2 Plei. Go, fetch fre.

2 Pleb. Pluck down benches.

4 Pled. Pluck down forms, “windows, any thing.
[ Excunt Plebeians with the body.

Art, Now let it work.

T:ke thou what courle thou wilt!

feliow ?

s Or this fde Tiber;] The
{cene 15 herz in the Ferum neer
the Cadits!, and in the molt fre-
caented part of the city; but
Czfar’s gardens were very re-
moze fmm that quarter.

Trzas Tiberim longe cubat is,

gres: Czfaris hortos,
{zys Horaee: And toch the Nau-
macrta and GarZens of Celar
were ferarated 1'0.n the main

gy by ;he niver; and lzy cot

Mi{chief, thou art afoot,

wide, on 2 line with Mount 7a-
niewlumn,  Qur Author therefore
ccriainly wrote;

On that fide Tiber ;

2ad Plutarch, whom Siakee
Jteare very diligently ftudied, in
the lice of Aercus Bratus, {peak-
ing of Cefar’s Wl, exprefly
fays, That he left to the publick
his eardens, and walks, deyord
the {ilar, ‘T'HEOBALD.

Enter
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Enter a Servant.

Serv. O&quius is alyeady come to Rome.

Ant. Where is he? |

Serv. He and Lepidus are at Cafar’s houfe.

Ant. And thither will | ftraight, to vifit him.
He comes upon a with, Fortune is merry,
And in this mood will give us any thing.

Serv. 1heard him fay, Brutus and Caffius
Are rid, like madmen, through the gates of Rome.

Ant. Belike, they had fome notice of the people,
How I had moy’d them. Bring me to Ofavius.

| [ Exeunt.

SCENE VI

Enter Cinna the Poet, and after him the Plebeians.

Cin. I dreamt to-night, that I did fealt with Cefar,
And things unluckily charge my fantaly,
1 have no will to wander forth of doors,
Yet fomething leads me forth.

1 Pleb. What is your name?

2 Pleh. Whither are you going ¢

3 Pleb. Where do you dwell ?

4 Pleb. Are you a married man, cr 3 bachelor?

2 Pleb. Anfwer every man, direltly.

1 Pleb. Ay, and briefly.

4 Pleb. Ay, and wilely.

3 Pleb. Ay, and truly, you were beft. |

Cin. Whatis my name ? Whitheram [ going? Where
do I dwell ? am I a married man, or abachelor? then
to anfwer every man directly and briefly, wifely and
truly. Wifely, I fay———1I am a bachelor.

2 Pleb, That’s as much as to fay, they are fools

F2 that
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that marry; you'll bear me a bang for that, I fear.
Proceed. Direltly.

Cin. Dire@ly, 1 am going to Cefar’s funeral.

1 Plzh. As a friend, or an enemy?

Cin. As a friend.

o Pleb. That matter is anfwerd direltly.

2 Pleb. For your dwelling. Briefly,

Cin. Briefly, Idwell by the Capitol.

3 Pleb. Your name, Sir. Truly.

Cin. Truly, my name is Cinna.

1 Plzh. Tear him to pieces, he’s a confpirator.

Cin. 1 am Cinna the poet, I am Cinua the POEL.

4 Plkb. Tear him for his bad verfes, tear hlm for

his bad verfes.

Cin. 1 am not Ciana the confplrator

4 Plzb. It 1s no matter, his name’s Cinia 3 pluck
out his name out of his heart, and turn him going.

3 Pleb. Tear him, tear him, Come, brands, ho,

firebrands.
To Brutus, to Caffius, burn all. Some to Decius’s
" houfe,
And fome to Cafca’s, fome to ngﬁrms Away. Go.

[ Exeynt,

ACT
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ACT IV. SCENE I

6 A finall Hand riear Mutind,

Enter Antony, O&avius; and Lepidus:

ANTONY.

. HESE many then fhall die. Thei'r names are

prickt.

O&4. Your brother too muft dies conferit you

Lepidus 2
Lep. 1 do confent,

Oﬂﬁ. " riCk him dOﬁh, /f'ﬂtéff};i L
- Lep. Upon condition, Publius thall not live ;
Who is your fifter’s fon, Mark Antony.

Ant. He fhall not live,
him.,

Look, with a fpot I dafnﬁi

But, Lepidus, go you to Cejar’s houfe;
Fetch the Will hither, and we fhall determine
How to cut off fome charge in legacies,

Lep. What, fhall I find you here ?

Ofa. Or here, or at the Capitol.

[ Exif Lepiduss

~ Ant, This is a flight, unmeritable, man,

Meet to be {ent on errands.

Is ic fit,

The three-fold world divided, he fhould ftand
One of the three to fhare 1t?

" 4 fuall Wfand] Mr; Rowe,
dand Mr, Pype after him, have
mark’d the {tene here to be at
Rome, The old copies fay no-
thing of the place. Shakefpeare,
I dare fay, knew from Pintarch,
that thefé Triemvirs met upon

¥ 3

the proftription, in a littleifland ;
which Appian, who is more par-
ticular, fays, lay near Mutiza,
tipon the river Lavinius, Tatosn,
A fmzll ifland in the little ri-

vér Rbeius; near Bononia.
 HanxER.

Ofia,
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O&a. So you thought him ;

Anrd took his voice who fhould be prick’d to die,
In our biatk {entence and profcription,

Znt. Ofavius, | have feen more days than you;
And though we lay thefe honours on this man,
To eafe ourfelves of divers fland’rous loads;

He thall but bear them, as the afs bears gold,

To groan and fweat 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 lcad, and turn him off,
Like to the empty afs; to fhake his ears,

And graze in Commons,

Ofa. You may do your will 3
But he’s a try’d and valiant {oldier.

Ant. Sois 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 directly on;
His corporal moti-n govern’d by my {pirit.
And, in fome tafte, is Lepzdus but {o ;-
He muft be taught, and train’d, and bid go forth 3
7 A barren-pirited fellow, one that feeds
On abject Orgs, and imitations ; ‘
‘Whicn, out of ufe, and {tal’d by other men,
Begin his fathion. Do not talk of him,
But as a property. And now, Offavius,

Liften great things

7 In the old editions,

A éﬂrrfr:-:f?frfh‘a’ ﬁflaw, one
- omz tha: fods

Oz objelts, arts, and imita-
tizm , &c.] "Tis bard to con-
ceive, why he fhoald be call’d a
barren-fpiritid feliow, that could
feed enzher on cbieds, or arts :
that iz, as I preiume, from his
ideas and judgment npon them ;

Brutys and Caffius

faleand obfolete imitation, indeed,

fixes fuch a charaller. I am
perfuaded, to make the poet con-
{onant to himfeif, we maft read,
as I have reftored the text,

~ On abjedt Orts, '
1. e, on the feraps and fragments
of things rejedded and defpifed by
others. THEOBALDS

Are
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Are levying powers ; we muft ftraight make head.
Therefore let our alliancz be combin’d ; |
Our beft friends made, our beft medns {tretcht;
And let us prefently go fit in council,
How covert matters may be beft difclos’d,
And open perils fureft anfweréd.

Ofa. Let us do foy for we are at the {lake,

- And bay’d about with many enemies 3
And fome, that fmile, have in their hearts, I fear,

Millions of mifchiefs.

[Exesz.

s CENE IL.

Before Brutus’s Tent, in the comp nezar Sardis.

Dirum, Enter Brusus, Lucilivs, and Soldiers: Titinus
and Pindarus meeting them.

Bru. CYTAND, ho!

Luc. Give the word, ho! and {tand !
Bru. What now, Laucilius? is Caffius near ?
Luc. He is at hand, and Pingarus 1s come

To do you falutation from his mafter,
~ Bru. He greets me well,  Your malfter,

Piﬂdﬂrﬂ},

® 11 his own change, or by ill officers,
FHah given me fome caule to wifh

Things done undone ; but if he be at hand,

8 In bis own change, or by #]

officersy| The fenfe of which
1s this,” Eirber your mofter, by the
change of his wirtuous nature, or
by his officers abufing the power le
bad intrufted to them, Lath d-xe
Some things I could acifl undone.
‘This implies a doubt which of the
two was the cafe. Yct, imme-
diately after, on Pindarus’s fay-

ing, His mafler acas fuli of re-

I fhall

gard and honour, he replies, te {s

not doubted, To reconcile this

we {hould read,
In bis vown CHARGE, or by ill

officers,
1. e, either by thofe under his im-
mediate command, or under the
command of his lieutencuts who
bid abufed their truff. Chzrgeis
{o ufual a word m Shake/peare,
to fignify the forces committed to

Fou the
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I fhall be fatisfied,
P:a. 1 do not doubt,

JULIUS CAESAR;

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

Bru. He is not doubted. A wordy LucilitySemmmmm
How he receiv’d you, let me be refolv’d.

Luc. With courtefy, and with refpect enough s
Bur not with {uch familiar inftances,
Nor with fuch free and friendly conference,

As he hath us’d of old.

Bru. Thou haft defcrib’d
A hot friend cooling. Ever note, Lucilius,
When love begins to {icken and decay,
It ufeth an enforced ceremony.
There are no tricks in plain, and fimple faith ;

But hollow men,

like horfes hot at hand,

Make gallant fhew and promife of their mettle,
But when they {hould endure the bloody {pur,
They fall their creft, and, like deceitful jades,

Sink in the trnal.

Comes hisarmy on ¢

Luc. They mean this night in Sardis to be quar-

ter d,

The greater part, the horfe in general,

Are come with Caffius.

[ Low wmarch within,

Eiitcr Callius and Soldiers.

Bra. Hark, he 1sarriv’d ¢

the truft of 2 commander, that
I think it neecalels to give any
1iiarces. ‘VARBIJFTUH.
The E.I:ﬂmﬂﬂt: for the change
proceied are mindicient, Bratus
cculd not bot know whether the
wrongs commiitad were done by
ihafe who were immediately un-
«r the ccmmand of Ceffzs, or
tacle uncer bis cincers. The an-
iwer 0f Brutas to the fervant is

only an at of artful civility; his
queftion to Lucilins proves, that
his fufpicion flill continued. Yet
I cannot bat {ufpe a corruption,
2nd would read, |
.n bis cawn change, or by ill ofa
fices.
‘That is, either changing his 1ncli-
nation ¢f Lizz/felf, or by the illof-
Jices and bad influence of others.

March
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Match gently on to meet him.
Caf. Stand, ho!
Bru. Stand, ho! Speak the word along.
Within, Stand!
Within. Stand !
Within, Stand! , : |
Caf. Moft noble brother, you have done me wrong.
Bru, Judge me, you Gods! Wrong .l mine ene-
mies ? | -
And, if not fo, how fhould I wrong a brother?
Caf. Brutus, this fober form of yours hides wrongs,
And when you do theme—m——

Bru. Caffius, be content, .
Speak your griefs foftly—I do knéw you well.—

Before the eyes of both.our armies here, o
Which fhould perceive nothing, but love, from us,
Let us not wrangle, Bid them move away ;
Then in my Tent, Caffius, enlarge your griefs,
And I will give you audience. - o
Caf. Pindarus, |
Bid our commanders lead their charges off
A little from this ground. |
Bru, Lucilius, do the like 3 and let no man
Come to our tent, ’till we have done our conference.
Let Lucius and Titinius guard our door, | Exeunt.

S C E N E IL
Changes to the Infide of Brutus’s Tent,

Re-enter Brutus and Caflius.

. Caf. HA'T you have wrong’d me, doth appear
il’l [hlS, '
You have condemn’d and noted Lucius Pella,
For taking bribes here of the Sardians; |
Wherein, my letter praying on his fide
Becaule
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Becanfe I knew the man, was {lighted off.
Bru. You wrong’d yourfelf to write in fuch a cafe,
Caf. In fuch a time as this, it 1s not meet

That ? ev’ry nice offence fhould bear its comment.
Bru. Let me tell you, Caffius, you yourfelf

Are much condemn’d to have an itching palm;

To fell, and mart your offices for gold,

To undefervers.

Caf. 1 an itching palm ?

You know, that you are Brutus, that fpeak this ;
Or, by the Gods, this fpeech were elfe your laft.

Bru. The name of Caffius honours this corruption,
And chaftifement doth therefore hide its head.

Caf. Chaftifement!

Bru. Remember March, the Ides of March re-

member !

Did not great Fulius bleed for juftice {ake ?

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 fo much trath, as may be grafped thus f———
* 1 had rather be a dog, and bay the moon,

Than fuch a Roman.

Csf. Brutus, bait not me,

9 —s'ry nice offence—] 7, e.
{mal] trifling offence.  Wars,

* 1 bad rather be a dogy and

bay tbe mosn,
~ Than fuch a Roman.] The
poets and common people, who
generally think and fpeak alike,
fuppofe the dog bays the moon,
out of envy to its brizhtnefs ; an
allufion to this notion makes the

beauty of thepaflage in queition:

Brutus hereby infinuates a covert
accufation againft his friend, that
it was only envy at Cegfar’s glo-
ry which fet Cazfus on conlpiring
againt him ; and ancient hiftory
{eems to countenance fuch 2
charge. Caffus underflood him
in this fenie, and with much
confcious pride retorts the charge
by a like infinuation,

~—-Brutus, bay not me. Wars.

Il
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PIl not endure it ; you forget yourfelf,
* To hedge me in 3 | am a folder, I,
Older in practice, abler than yourlelf
3 To make conditions. |
Bru., +Go to: you are not Caffius.
Caf. 1 am,
Bru. I {ay, you are not. |
Caf. Urge me nomore, I fhall forget myfelf—
Have mind upon your health—tempt me no farther.

Bru, Away, {light man !
Caf. 1s’t poflible ? —

Bru. Hear me, for I will fpeak.
Muft I give way and room to your rath choler ?

Shall I be frighted, when a madman ftares?
Czf. O Gods! ye Gods! muit I endure all this?
Bru. All this! ay, more. Fret, ’till your proud

heart break 3
Go, fhew your flaves how cholerick you are,
And make your bondmen tremble. Muft I budge ?
Mult I obferve you ? muit 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,

* To bedge me in; ] That
is, to limit my authority by your
dire@ion or cenfure.

3 To make conditions.] That is,
to know on what terms it is fit
to confer the offices which are at
my difpofal,

4 Go to3 you are not Caﬂius.]
We are not to underftand this as
if Bratus had faid, You are not an
able foldier, which would be
wrangling on a childifh queftion
beneath the chara@er of Brutus,
On the contrary, when Cafius
had made fo unbecoming a boaft,
Brutus, in his reply, only re-

proves him for degeneracy: And
he could not do it in words more
pathetic than in faying, You are
not Caflius; 1, € Yoz are no
lonzer that brave, difinterefled,
philofophic Caflins, awhofe charac-
ter was made up of honour and
patriotifm 3 but are funk dowun o
the impotency and corruption of the
times. WARBURTON,

There is no danger of mifinter-
pretation, nor much need of ex-
pofitions. - Caffzus had not faid he
was an able foldier, but a foldier
whofe longer experience made
him more able to make conditions,

Il
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Pl ufe you for my mirth, yea, for my laughter,
When you are wafpith,
Caf. s it come to this?
Bru. You fay, you are a better foldier ;
Let it appear fo; make your Vaunting true,
And it fhall pleafe me well. For mine own part,
I fhall be glad to learn of noble men.
€4f. You wrong me every way——you wrong me,
Brutus ;
I {aid an elder foldier ; not a better,
Did I fay, better?
Bru. If you did, I care not.
Caf: When Cefar liv’d, he durft not thus have
mov'd me. |
Bru. Peace, peace, you durft not fo have tempted
him.
Caﬁ I durft not '——
Bru. No. :
© €af. What? durft not tempt him ?
ru. For your life you durft not.
Czf: Do not prefume too much upon my love ;
I may do that, 1 fhall be forry for.
r4. You have done that, you thould be forry fory
‘There 1s no terror, Caffius, 1n your threats ;
For 1 am arm’d {o {trong in honelty,
That they pafs by me, as the idle wind,
Which I refped not. 1 cid fend to you
For ceriain fums of gold, which you deny’d me ;
For I can raife no money by vile means ;
By heaven, I had rather coin my heart,
Ard drop my blood for drachma’s, 5 than to wring
From the hird hands of peafants their vile trafh,

By

L3

*Zr::r '6 WIIBg charalter, and exprefied in a
Fiom the  bard Garss of peafants  manner inimitably happy. For
1eir wile traff, ] This isa 10 aw ing, implies both to gEt i~

notie fentiment, altogether in  jnf/y; and w ufe/Zreein gcttmg&
Au
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By any Indireftion. 1 did fend

To you for gold to pay
Which you deny’d me.

m‘)jr‘;egions,

3s that done like Caffius ?

Should 1 have anfwer’d Caius Caffius fo ?
When Marcus Brutus grows fo covetous,

To lock fuch rafcal counters from his friends,
Be ready, Gods, with all your thunderbolts,

Dath him to pieces.
" Caf. 1 deny’d you not.
Bru: Youdid.

Caf. 1did not—he was but a fool,
That brovght my anfwer back,~——Brautus hath riv’d

my heart.

A friend fhould bear a friend’s infirmities,
But Brutus makes mine greater than they are.
" 6 Bru. 1 do not, ’till you practife them on me.

Czf. You love me not.

Bru. 1 do not like your faults.
Caf. A friendly eye could never fee fuch faults.
Bru. A flat’rer’s would not, tho’ they do appear

As huge as high Olyinpus.

' Caf. Come, Antony, and young Offavius, come ;
Revenge yourfelves alone on Caffius,

And bard bands fignify both the
peafant’s great labour and pains
in acquiring, and his great yn-
nvillingnéfs to quit his hold.
' " WaRBURTON.
¢ Bru. I do not, TILL you prac-
tife them on me.] But was
this talking like Britus?' Caffius
complained that his friend made
his infirmities greater thdn they
were.  To which Brutus rephies,
not #:/l thofe infirmities were in-
jurioufly turned upon me. But
was this any excufe for aggra-
vating  his  friend’s failings?
:_S‘:’:aée;{oeare knew betterwhat was

2

fit for his hero to fay, and cer-
tainly wrote and pointed the line
thus,

I donot. STILL you praflife
" them on me.
i. ¢. I deny your charge, and
this 1s a frefh injury done me.
WarBurTON.
The true meaning, which will
make all emendation unneceffary,
is this 3 I do not look for your
faults, I only fee them, and men-
tion them with vehemence, when
you force them into my notice,
by pradiifing them on me. |

For
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For Ceffius is a weary of the world ;

Hated by one he loves ; brav’d by his brother s
Check’d like a bondman ; all his faults obferv’d;

Set in a note-book, learn’d, and conn’d by rote,

To caft intomy teeth. O, I could weep

My fpirit from mine eyes { ~——"There is my dagger,
And here my naked breaft within, a heart

Dearer than Plutys’ Mine, richer than gold ;

7 If that thou be’ft a Roman, take it forth.

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

Strike as thou didft at Ce/ar; for I know,

When thou didft hate him worft, thou lov’dft him

better

Than ever thou lov’d{t Caffius.
Bru. Sheath your dagger;

%

7 If that thez BE'sT a Ro-
MAN, faie it forth, &c,}

Bot why is he bid to rip out his
heart, if he were & Roman ?
There 15 no other {enle bat this,
If yon have the courage of a
Romzz. Bot this is fo poor, and
fo little to the purpofe, that the
reading may be juftly {fufpelted.
The occafion of this quarrel was
Caffizs’s refufal to {upply the ne-
ceflitie: of hisfriend, who charges
it on him as a difhonour and
crime, with great afperity of lan-
guage. Calffizs, to fhew him the
1njeitice of accufing him of ava-
rice, tells him he was ready to
expofe his life in his fervice; but
at the fame ume, provoked and
exafperated at the other’s re-
proaches, he upbraids him with
the feverity of his temper, that
wonld pardon nothing, bat al-
ways aimed at the life of the of-
fender ; and delighted in his
blood, thoush a Roman, and at-

tached to him by the flrongeft
bonds of alliance; hereby o-
bliquely infinuating the cafe of
Czfar. The fenfe being thus
explained, itis evident we fhould
read,

If that thou neEDST A RO-

MAN'S, fake it forth,
7. e. if nothing but another Ro-
man’s death can fatisfy the unre-
lenting feverity of your temper,
take my life as you did Cz/far’s.

WARBURTON.

I am not fatished with the
change propofed, yet cannot de-
ny, that the words, as they now
fland, require fome interpreta-
tion. I think he means only,
that he 1s {o far from avarice,
when the caufe of his country
requires hberality, that if any
man fhould with for his heart, he
would notneed enforce his defire
any otherwife, than by fhewing
that he was a Roman.

Be
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Be angry when you will, jt fhall have {cope;

Do what you will, dithonour fhall be humeur.

O Cuffius, you.are yoked with a Lamb,

That carries anger, as the flint bears fire ;

Who, much enforced, fhews a hafty fpark,

And ftraight is cold again.

Cef. Hath Ca/ffius liv'd
To be but mirth and laughter to his Brutus,

When grief, and blood ill-temper’d, vexeth him ?
Bru., When I {poke that, T 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 ?

Caf. Have you not 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 Brutus,

He’ll think, your mother chides, and leave you fo.

[ A4 noife within,

Poet within, Let me goin to fee the Generals;
There 1s fome grudge between ’em, ’tis not meet
‘They be alone, ’

Luc. within, You fhall not come to them.

Poet within. Nothing butdeath fhall ftay me.

Enter Poet.

Csf. How now ? what’s the matter ?
Poet. For fhame, you Generals; what do you
mean ?
Love, and be friends, as two fuch men fhould be;
For | have {een more years, I’'m fure, than ye.
Caf. Ha, ha~~how vilely doth this Cynick rhimel
Bra, Get you hence, firrah; faucy fellow, hence.
Caf. Bear with him, Brufus, ’tis his fathion.
* Brde
9
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Bru. il . know his humour, when he knows his
time 3
What fhould the wars do with thefe jingling fools?

Companion, hence.
Caf. Away, away, begone. [ Exit Poet.

SCENZE IV

Enter Lucilius, asd Titinius,

ru. Lutilins and Titinius, bid the commanders
Prepare to lodge their companies to-night.
Caf. And come yourfelves, and bring Meffalz with
you
Immediately to us. [ Exeunt Lucilius and Titinius,
Bra. Lucius, a bowl of wine.
Caf. 1 did not think, you could have been fo angry,
Bm O Caffizs, 1 am fick of many griels.
Czf. Of your philofophy you make no ufe,
If you give place to accidental evils.
Bru. No man bears forrow better.  Porcia’s dead,
Caf. Ha! Porcig! ———
Bru, She is dead.
Csf. How *{cap’d I killing, when] croft you fo?
O infupporiable and touchmg lofs!
Upon whar ficknefs ?
Bru. Impatient of my ablence ;
And grief, that young Odavins with Mark Antony
Have made themfelves {o ftrong, (for with her death
Thar tidings came) With this the fell diftract,
And, her ALtenf’ants abfent, {wallow’d fire,
Caf. Anddy’dfo?
Bra. Bven fo.
Cef. O ye immortal Gods!
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Enter Bay w:tb Winé' and 77 apm.

“Bru. Speak no moe of het. Give me a bowl of
wine.
In this I bury all unkindnefs, Caffius: [D(mk.r.
Caf. My heart is thirfty for that noble pledge '
Fill, Lucius, ’till the wine oer-{wel] the cup
I cannot drmk too much of Brutus’ love |

------

Bru, Come in, 7 itinis,— Welcome, good M ofe
fala.

SCENE V.
Enter Titinius, and Meffala,

Now fit we clofe about this taper here,
And call in queftion our neceffities,
Ca/. Oh Porcia! are thou gone ?
Bru. No more, 1 pray you, e
MefJala, 1 have here received letters,
That young OfZavius, and Mark Antony,
Come down upon us with a mlghty power,
Bending their expedition tow'td Phdippi.
Mef. Myfelf have letters of the felf-fame tenour, -
Bry., With what addition ?
Mef. That by Profcription and bills of Outlawry,
Ofavius, 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 thexr Profcriptions, Cicéro being one,
Caf, Cicero one ? ———e

Mef. Cicero is dead ;
And by that order of profcnptlon

Had'you your letters from your wife, ‘my Lord?
Vou. VILI. G Bry.
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Bru. No, Meffala,
Mzf. Nor nothing in your letters writ of her:
Bru. Nothing, Mqﬂai’a
Mef. That, mr:thmks is {trange.,
Bruy, Why afk you: > Hear you aught of her in
yours:?
Mef. 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.

Bry. Why, farewel, Pmm We mutt die, Me/-
fala.
With meditating that fhe muft die once,
I have the panence to endure it now.
Mef. Ev’n fo great men great loffes thould endure.
Caf. 1 have as rmuch of this in art as you,
But yet my nature could not bear it {o.
Brz. Well, to our Work alive. What do you
think
Of marching to Philipp: prefently ? -
Caf. 1do not think 1t good.
Briz. Your reafon ?
Caf. Thisitis:
*Tis better, that the enemy feek us;
So fhall he wafte his means, weary his foldiers,
Doing himfelf offence ; whiift we, lying ftill,
Are full of reft, defence and mimblenefs.
Brz. Good reafons muft of force give place to
better.
The people, *twixt Pbhilippi and this ground
Do {tand but in a forc’d affection s
For they have grudg’d us contributzon.
The enemy, marchmcr along by them,
By them fhall make a “fuller number up,
Come on refrefh’d, new added, and encourag’d ;
Irom which advantage fhall we cut him off,

It at Ph:lipri we do face him there,
Thele
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Thefe people at our back.

Caf. Hear me, good brother—-
Bru. Under your pardon.—Y ou muft noté befide,

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

We, at the height, are ready to decline.
There is a tide in the affairs of mén,
Which, taken at the flood, leads on to foftune ;
Omitted, all the Voyage of their Life

Is bound in thallows, and in miferies, *

On fuch a full fea are we now a-float,

And we muft take the current when it {érves,

Or lofe our ventures. -
Caf. Then with your will go on ; -we will along °

Ourfelves, and meet thém at Pbilippi. * |
Bru. The deep of night is crept upon our talk,

And nature muft obey neceflity, . =

Which we will niggard with a little reft.

There is no more to fay, |
Caf. No moré, Good night.

Early to-morrow will we rife; and hence.

Enter Lucius.

Bru. Lucius, my gown. Farewel, good Meffula,
Good night, . Titinius. Noble, noble Caffius,
Good night; and good repofe, .

Caf. O nty dear brother! .
This was an ill beginning.of "the-night ; " -
Never come fuch divifion ’tween our fouls; - -
Letit not, Brutus! ~ P

| \
k * ,.

Enter Lucius with the Gown,

Tit. Mef. Good night, Lord Brutus, - .
G 2 Ery,
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" Bru. Farewel, every one. [Exeun!.,
Give me the Gown, Where i 1s thy mﬁrument? |
Luc. Here, .10 the Tent. |
Bru. What,- thou fpeak’ft drmﬁ}'ﬁlyP
Poor koave, I blime thee not ; thou arto er-watch’d
Call Claud:us, arid fome othef of my men ;
I’ll have them fleep os culhidns i in my Tent
Luc. Varro, and Cfaudms s

S CENE VL

Enter Varro and Claudius.

Var. Calls my Lord?

Bru. 1 pray you, Sirs, lie in my Tent, and fleep ;
It may be, I fhall raile you by and by,

On bufinefs to my brother Caffius, - -

Var. So pleafe you, we will ftand, and watch your

pleafure. -

Bru. T will not have it fo; lie.down, good Sirs:
It may be, 1 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 fure, your Lordihip did not give it me.
Bru. Bear with me, good boy, I am-much for-
‘ gttf._l
Canft thou hold up thy h:avy eyes a while,
And touch thy inftrument, a ftrain or two?
Luc. Ay, my Lord, ant pleafe you.
Bru. It does, my boy;
I trouble thee too much, but thou art willing,
Luc, It is my duty, 511'
Bru. 1 fhould not urge thy duty paft thy might ;
I know, young bloods ook for a time of reft,
Luc. have ﬂcpt, my Lord, already.

Bru. It was well done, and thou (halt fleep again;
1 will

Wy
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[ will not hold thee long. If Idolive, = - -
I will be good to thee. - -+ [Maufick ard a Somg.
This is 2 {leepy tune——O muyrd’rous flumber!
Lay'ft thou thy leaden mace upon my boy, = -
That plays the mufick ’—(Gentle kq_aﬁve, good night.
I will not do thee fo much wrong to wake thee.
gf thou doft nod, ;hoq}brc'a];’&;thy_ inﬁmmenrz |
*|l-take it from thee andy ‘good boy, good night,
—But let me fee—is not the leaf turn’d down,
Where I lefc reading? Here it is, I'think, -

[He fits down to read.

s CE N E VIL
Enter the Ghoft of Czfar.

How ill this taper burns!—ha! who comes here?
I think, it is the weakre{s of mine eyes,
That fhapes this monftrous apparition !
It comes upon me— Art thou any thing?
Art thou fome God, fome angel, or fome devil,
That mak’ft my blood cold, and my hair to ftarc ?
Speak to me, what thou art.
Ghoft. Thy evil {pirit, Brutys.
Bra. Why com’ft thou?
Gbhoft. To tell thee, thou fhalt fee me at Philipps,
Bru. Then, I fhall fec thee again. '
Ghoft. Ay, at Philippi.  [Exit Ghopt.
Bru. Why, 1 will fee thee at Philipps then,———
Now I have taken heart, thou vanitheft:
11l Spirir, I would hold more talk with the=.
Boy, Ludus! Varro! Claudius! Sirs! awake!
Claudius !
Luc. The ftrings, my Lord, are falfe.

" Bru. H: thinks, he'is ftill at his inftrument.
-~ Lucius! awake.

G 3 Luc,
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Luc. My Lord! |
Bru, Didft thou dream, Lucius, that thou {o criedit
out? _
Lzc. My Lord, T do not know that I did cry.
Bru. Yes, that thou didft; didft thou fee any
thing ? .

Luc. Nothing, my Lord.

Bru. Sleep again, Lucius. Sirrah, Claudius, fellow!
2 Thou! awake.

Var. My Lord!

Clau. My Lord !

Bru. Why did you fo cry out, Sirs, in your fleep ?

Botb. Did we, my Lord?

Bru. Ay, {aw youany thing?

Ver. No, my Lord, I faw nothing,

/az, Nor 1, my Lord.

Bru. Go, and commend me to my brother Caffius
B:id him f{et on his Pow’rs betimes before,
And we will follow.

Bots. It fhal! be done, my Lord. [ Exeunt,

® Thou! azwake.] The accent was intended to {peak to both his
;s {o unmufical and harth, s other men; who both awake,
impoflible the peet could begin  and anfwer, at an inftant, I read,
bis verfe thus,  Brutuys certainly  Parro ! awake, Wars.

ALl
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ACT V, SCENE L

The Fields. of Philippi, with the two Camps.

Enter OCtavius, Antony, émi their Army.

OcTAavVvivus.

OW, Aniony, our hopes are anfwered.
N You faid, the enemy would not come down,
But keep the hills and upper regions ;
It proves not fo; their batcles are at hand,
‘They mean to ¢ wansus at Philippi here,
Anfwering, before we do demand of them.

Ant. Tut, 1amin their bofoms, and I know
Wherefore they do it ; they could be content
To vifit other places,- and come down

With fearfal bravery, thinking, by this face,
To fa[’req? in our thoughts that they have courage,
But ’tis not fo. |

Enter a Meffenger.
Mef. Prepare you, Generals ;

The enemy comes on in gallant thew,
Lheir bloody fign of battle is hung out,
And {fomething to be done immediately.
Ant, Oflavius, lead your battle foftly on,
Ubpon the left hand of the even field.
Ofta. Upon the right hand I, keep thou the left.

? —wWarn yse—~] To avarn t0 alcrm. Hanmer read S,
feems to mean here the fame as They miean to wage us,

G4 At
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Azt. Why do you crofs me in this exigent ?
Qéa. 1do notcrofs you; but I willdofo. [Aarch.

S CENE IL

Drum. Enter Brotus, Caflius, and thzir drmy.

Bru. They ftand, and would have parley.

Caf. Stand falt, Titinius. We muft out and talk,

Oite. Mark Antony, fhall we give (ign of battle ?

Ant. No, Cgfer, we will anfwer on their charge.
Ma:ke forth, the Generals would have fome words.

Offa. Sur not until the higpal.

Bru. Words before blows. Is it fo, cquntrymen ?

O:a. Not that we love words better, as you do.

Bruz. Good words are better than bad ftrokes, O&a-

TIUS.
Art. In your bad ftrokes, Brutus, you give good
words.

Witnefs the hole you made in Czfar’s heart,
Crying, ‘¢ Long live! hail, Cefar!”

Caf. Antony,
The pofture of your blows are yet unknown ;

But for your wirds, they rob the Hybls bees,
And leave them honeylefs.

Ant, Not ﬂ:inglefs t0O0.
Bru. O yes, and foundlefs too:
For you have ftol’n their buzzing, Antony ;
And very wilely threat, before you fting, .
Axt. Villains! youdid not fo, when your vile daggers
Hack’d one another in the fides of Cefar.
Youthew’d your teeth like apes, and fawn’d like hounds,
Ard bow’d like bond-men, kifling Cefar’s feet ;
Whilft damned * Cafea, like a cur behind,

' —Cifta,—] Cafea firuck Cor/far on the neck, coming /iksa de-
Eenerate cur febind b.m.
Struck
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Struck Cefar on the neck. O fatterers! ™
Caf. Flatterers! now Brutus, thank yourfelf;
This tongue had not-offendedfo to-day,
If Caffius might have rul’d. S
Offa. Come, come, the caufe. If -arguing .make
us {weat, |
The proof .of it will turn-to redder drops.
Behold, 1 draw a fword:-againft confpirators;
When think you, .that the fword goes up again ?
Never, ’till C2/ar’s * three and twenty wounts
Be well aveng’d ; or till another Czfar
Have added flaughter to the {fword of traitors.
Bru. Cefar, thou canft not die by traitors’ hands,
Unlefs thou bring’ft them with thee.
Ofa. Sol hope
I was not born 1o die on Bru/us’ {word.,
Bru, O, if thou wert the nobleft of thy Strain,
Young man, thou coulft not die more honourable.
Caf. A peevith fchool-boy, worthlefs of fuch hos
nour, |
Join’d with a mafker and a reveller.
Ant, Old Caffius fill | —nse
Ofla. 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.
[ Exeunt Octavius, Antony, and army.

* —three and thirty wounds} pian, Piutarch, and Swetomius s
Thus all the editions implicitly ;  And, Iam petfuaded, the error.
bqt I have ventur'd to reduce was not from the poet but his
this number to zhres and taventy  tranferibers. THROBALD,
from the joint authorities of 4p- |

S CENE
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[

S CE N E Il

Caf. W}ln)y, IE?W blow wind, {well billow, and {wim
ark |
The ftorm is up, and all is on the hazard.
Bru. Lucilius, hark, a word with you,
[Lualius and Meflala ffand forth.
Luc. My Lord. [Brutus [peaks apart to Lucilius,
Caf. Meffala.
Mef. What fays my General ?
Caf. Meffala.
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 Pompey was, am I compell’d to fet
Upon one battle all our liberties.
You know, that I held Epmm.r ftrong,
And his opinion ; now I change my mind 3
And partly credit things, that do prefage.
Coming from Sardis, on our foremoit enfign’
Two mlcrhty eagles fell ; and there they perch’d;
Gorging and feedmﬂ from our foldiers’ hands,
Who to Pbilz'_ppi here conforted us ;
This morning are they fled away and gone,
And, in their fteads, do ravens, crows and kites
Fly o’er our heads, and downward look on us,
As we were fickly prey ; their fhadows feem
A canopy moft fatal, under which
Our army lies ready to give the ghaft,
Me/. Believe not {o.
Cz/f. 1 but believe it partly ;
For I am frefh of fpirit, and refolv’d
To mezt all peril very conftanily.
Bru. Even {o, Lucilius.
Caf. Now, moft noble Brutus,
The
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gt

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 flill incertain,

I et’s reafon with the worft that may befall.

If we do lofe this battle, thenis this

3 The very laft time we fhall fpeak together.

What are you then determined to do? |
Bru. Ev’n by the rule of that philofophy,

By which I did blame Cato for the death

Which he did give himfelf; (I know not how,

But I do find it cowardly, and vile,

For fear of what might fall, fo to prevent

The time of life;) +arming myfelf with patience,

To ftay the providence of fome high powers,

That govern us below.

Caf. Then, if we lofe this battle,
You are contented to be led in triumph

Thorough the ftreets of Rome ? '
Bru. No, Caffius, no; think not, thou noble Rs-

man,

That ever Braius will go bound to Rome

He bears too great a mind, But this fame day

Muft end that work, the Ides of March begun,
And, whether we fhal] meet again, I know not
Therefore our everlafting farewel take.

3IThe wery laft tie we foall
Jpeak togetber.
What are you then determined to
do ?] 1. e. I am refolved in
{uch 2 cafe to kill myfelf. What
are you deterrnined of !} WaRB.
4 —arming myfelf with pa-
tience, &c.] It 15 evident,
that, bétween thefe words and
the foregoing, a fentence is drop-
ped out to this effeét [on the con-
trary, true courage is feen in the]
arming myfelf awith patience, &c.
As the text flands at prefent, the

¢

two different fentiments of d4if-
Itke and approbation are run toge-
ther, as parts related to one ano-
ther, WARBURTON,

Dr. Warburton thinks, that in
this {fpeech fomething 15 loft, but
there needed only a parenthefis
to clear’it. ‘The conftruétion 1s
this s I am determined to at ac-
cording to that philofophy which
dire@ed me to blame the fuicide
of Cato, arming myfelf with pa-
tience, |

Foy



92 JULIUS CAESAR.
For ever, and for ever, farewel, Caffius!
If we do meet again, why, we {hall {mile 3
If not, why, then this parting was well made.

Czf. For ever, and for ever, farewel, Brutus!
If we do meet again, we’ll {mile mdeed
If not, ’tis true, this parting was well made.

Bm Why then, lead on. O, that a man mlght

know
The end of this day’s bufinefs ere it come!
But it fufficeth, that the day will end ; |
And then the end is known. Come, ho. Away.
[ Exeunt,

S C E N E IV,

Alarm. Enter Brotus and Meffala.

Bru. Ride, ride, Meflala; ride, and give thefe
bills
Unto the legions, on the other fide. [ Lond alarm.
Let them fet on atonce; for I perceive
But cold demeanor i1n Offavius’ wing ;
A {udden Pufh gives them the overthrow.

Ride, ride, Meffala. Let them all come down.
[ Exeunt.

Hlarm, Enter Caffius and Titinius.

Czf. Olook, Titinius, look, the villains fly!
Myfelf have to mine own turn’d enemy ;
This enfign here of mine was turning back,
I flew the coward, and did take it from him.

Tit. O Caffius, Brutus gave the word too early,
Who, having fome advantage on Ofgvius,
Took it too eagerly ; his foldiers fell to fpoil,
Wailft we by futony were all inclos’d,

Enter
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Enter Pindarus..

- Pin. Fly further offy my Lord.. Fly further off,
Murk Antony is in your Tents, my Lord,
Fly therefore, noble Caffius, fly far off. N
Caf. This hill is far enough,  Look, look, Titi=
Hius,
Are thofe my Tents, where I perceive the fire ©
7it. They are, my Lord..
Caf. Titinius, if thou lov’lt me,
Mount thou my horfe, and hide thy fpurs in him,.
*Till he have brought thee up to yonder troops,
And here again; that I may reft affur'd,
Whether yond troops are friend or enemy.
73t, I will be here again, ev’n with a thought.
| [ Exite
Caf. Go, Pindarus, get higher on that hill.
My fight was ever thick. Regard Titinius,
And tell me what thou pot’ft about the field.
This day I breathed firft ; time is come round ;
And, where I did begin, there fhall'l end; |

My life is run his compafs.—Now, what news?
Pind. above. Oh, my Lord!

Caf. What news ?
Pind, Titinius is enclofed round about
With horfemen, that make to him on the fpur;
Yet he fpurs on. Now they are almoft on him;
Titinius! now fome ’light—oh, he ’lights toco——
He’s. ta’en—and bhark, they fhout for joy. [ Shout,
Caf. Come down, behold no more.
Oh, coward that I am, to live fo long,
To fee my beft friend ta’en before my face !

- Enter Pindarus.

Come hither, firrah.
In Parthia did 1 cake thee prifoner,

4 | And
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And then I {wore thee, faving of thy life,

That whatfoever I bid thee do,

Thou fthouldft attempt it. Come, now keep thine

oath,

Now bea freeman ;5 and, with this good {word,

‘That ran tlirough Cefar’s bowels, {earch this bofom.

Stand not to anfwer. Here take thou the hilt;

And when my face 1s cover’d, as ’tis now; |

Guide thou the fword. Ce/ar, thou art reveng’d,

Ev’n with the {word that kill’d thee. [ Kills bimelf.
Pird. So, 1 am free ; yet would not fo have been,

Durft 1 have done my Will, Oh, Caffius!

Far from this country Pindarys fhall run,

“YVhere never Roman fhall take note of hims [ Exist,

S CENE V.

Enter Titinus, and Mefiala.

Mef. It 1s but change, Zitinmus 3 for Ofiavius
is overthrown by noble Bruzsus’ power,
As Caffius’ legions are by Antony.
Tit. Thefe tidings will well comfort Ca/ffus.
Mef. Where did you leave him ?
7:¢. All difconfolate,
With Pirdaras his bondman, on this hill.
Mef. 1s not that he, that lies upon the ground ?
T1r. He lies not like the living. Oh my heart!
Mef. 1s not that he ?
71t. No, this was he, Meffala ;
But Ca/fusis no more! Oh, fetting Sun!
As 1n thy red rays thou doft fink to night,
Soin his red blood Caffius’ day is fet;
The Sun of Rome is fet! our day is gone
Clouds, dews, and dangers come; our deeds are

done,
Miftruft



Miftruft of my fuccefs hath done this deed.
. Mef. Miftruft of good fuccefs hath done this deed.
Oh hateful Error, Melancholy’s child! .
Who doft thou fhew to the apt thoughts of men
The things that are not ? O-Error, foon conceiv'd,
Thou never com’ft unto a happy birth,
But kill’ft the mother that engender’d thee.
Tit. What, Pindarus? Where art thou, Pindaras?
Mef. Seck him, Titinius; whillt I go to meet
The noble Bratus, thrufting this report
Into hisears; I may fay, thrufting it;
For piercing fteel, and darts invenomed,
Shall be as welcome to the ears of Bratus,
As tidings of this fight.
Tit. Hie, you Meffala, .
And I will feek for Pindarus the while. [ Exit. Mel.
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 victory,
And bid me give it thee ? Didft thou not hear theis .
fhouts? |
Alas, thou haft mifconftru’d every thing,

But hold thee, take this garland on thy brow;
Thy Brutus bid me give it thee; and I

Will do his bidding., Brutus, come apace

And fee how I regarded Caius Caffius.

By your leave, Gods. This is a Roman’s part.
[Stabs bimfelf,

Come, Caffius’ fword, and find Titinius® heart. [ Dres,

SCENE
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SCENZE VI

Alerm,  Enter Brutus, Meflala, yousy ™ Cato; Stfrato;
Volamnius;' a#d Luéilius,

Bru. Where, where, Meffala, doth his-body lie’]
Mef. Lo, yonder, and Ts/inius molrning it.
Bru. Titinius® face 1s upward;
Cato. He is {lain,
Bru. Oh Fulius Czfar; thou art mighty yet!
Thy {pirit walks abroad, - and turns-our fwords
In our own proper entrails, [ Low alarms,
Cato. Brave Titinius! |
Look,if ye have not crown’d dead Caffitts I'e—me=
Bru. Are yet-two Romans living, fuch as-thefe?
Thou laft of all the Romans! fare thee well,
It is impoffible, that ever Rome
Should breed thy fellow.- Friends, I owe more teary
To this dead man, than you fhall fee me pay.
I fhall find time, Caffus, 1 thall find time.
Come, therefore, 5 and to Fhaffos fend his body
His funeral fhall not be 1n our Camp,
Y eft it difcomfort us. Luctlius, comes
And come, young Catos let us‘tothe field,
Labes, -ana Flavius,- {fer our -battlés on.
>Tis three o’clock ; and, Romans, yet ere night

We.fhall ery fortune in a fecond fight, [ Exennt,

5 ———and 10 Tharlus fend b’s the whole tencr of hiftory war-
tody :] Thus all the editions  rants us to write, as I have re-
hitherto, very ignorantly. But flor'd the text, Thafes. THEOE,

SCENE
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S CEN E VIL

Alarm.

Enter Brutus, Mefiala, Cato, Lucilius, and

Flavius.

—_

Bru. Yet, Cou 1trvmen, 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 Son of Marcus Calo.

Ho!

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

I am the Son of Marcus Cato.

Ho!

Em‘er Soldiers and fight.

Bru. And I am Brums, Marms Bmms, I,
Brutus, my Country s friend. Know me for.Brutus.

[ Exit,

Luc. Oh young and noble Cato, art thou down?
Why, now thou dy’ft as brave]y as Titinius
And, may’ft be honour’d, ©being Cats’s Son.
Sold. Yield, orthou dleft
7 Lue, Only I yield to die;
There is fo much, that thou wilt kill me ftraicht ;

S ——being Cato’s Son.] 1. e.

worthy of him, Wars.
7 Luc, Ouly Lyieldto de;

D bere is fo much, that thou auvilt

ki lme firaight ;] This laft

line 1s unmtelligible ; the reafon

of which is the lofs of the pre-

ceding. For by the circumftances

I colle&t, that the-reply of the

[Oﬁrz:gg MONEY.
Kill

fo die, 1s wanting ; which cir-
cumitances may lead us too to
the difcovery of what that reply

was ; ¢nd reciprocally by that re-
ply to the recovery of the fenfe
of this unjntelligible line. I think

then it appears probable, that
when Lucilius had {aid, Oanly I

ytefd to die; the foldier, b,r

foldier to the words, Ouly I'yicld very nataral curiofity, pertinent-

VYou. VIIL

ly
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Kill Brutus, and be honour’d in his death.

Sold. We mufl not.

A noble Prioner!

Liter Antony.

2 Sold. Room, ho! Tell Antony, Brutus is ta’en.
1 Soid. ® Il iell the news, Here comes the General
Brutus is ta%en, Brutus is 12%en, my Lord

Vhere 15 Le?

A?".c.

Luc. Safe, Autory, Bratusis {afe enough.

I dare affure thee, that no enemy

Shall ever take alive the noble Brusus :

The Gods defend him from {o great a thame?
When you de find him or alive, or dead,

He will be found like Brafus, like himfelf.

Ant, This 1s not Brutus,

friend, but, I aflure you,

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

Give him all Lindnefs.

Such men my friends, than enemies,

I had rather have

Go on,

And f{ee if Brutus be alive or dead ;

Anc bring us word unto OFsvins Tent,
Fow ev’ry thing 1s chanc’d.

Iy cemarded, Wictoe” therecvas
5ét much r-flance on the part of
tle ensry ?  To which Lucilius,
wio bad a mind to die, as perti-
rently anfwer'd,
Toirz is ﬁ :'?:z:rrf'-', that thou it
kil me firaizir;
7. ¢. {o mech refiflance 1l cn
foot, that thou walt choofe torid
m2 cut of the wav, that thou
mzv’it go, withoot the embarras
of . pnf"‘ne;-, to the affiftance of
thy friends who flill want it.
\WAREBURTON.
Dr, Berburtsn has been mech

[E:wa'ekift.

inclined to find Jacunez, or paf-
fages broken by omiflion, through-
out this play. I think he has
been always miftaken. The fol-
dier here fays, Yield, or thou
atefl.  Lucilius veplies, I yield
only on this condition, that ]
may die; here is fo much gold
as thou feeft :n my hand, which
[ ofter thee as a reward for {fpeedy
death. What now is r.here want- .
ing ?

S LU tell the newws,~—] The
oid copy reads,

DI 1] thee nesus.

SCENE
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S CENE VIL
Changes to another part of the Field, .

Enter Brutus, Dardanius, Chtus, Strato, and Vo
lumnius.

Bry. OME, poor Remains of friends, relt on
this rock.
 Cli. Statilius thew’d the torch-light, but, my Lord,
He came not back, heis or ta’en, or flain.
Bry. Sit thee down, Clitus ; {laying is the word ;
It is a deed in fathion, Hark thee, Clit#se——
| [ bifpering.
C/i. What I, my Lord ? No, not for all the world.
Bru. Peace then, no words,
Cli, Pll rather kill myfelf. |
Bru, Hark thee, Dardanius!
Dar. 1 do {uch a deed ?
Cli. Oh, Dardanius!
"Dar. Oh, Clitas! |
C/i. What ill requeft did Brutus make to thee ?
Dar. To kill him, Clitus. Look, he meditates.
C/i. Now is that noble Veffel full of grief,
That it runs over even at his eyes,
Bru. Come hither, good Polumuins; lift a word.
Vol. What fays my Lord ?
Bru. Why, this, Volumnius ,
The Ghoft of Czfar hath appear’d to me
Two feveral times by night; at Sardis, once;
And, this laft night, here in Philippi’ fields.
I know, my hour is come,
Vol. Not fo, my Lord.
Bru. Nay, I am fure it is, Volumunius,
Thou feeft the warld, Polymnius, how it 00es 3
Our enemies have beat us to the pit, [ Aarm.

H 2 : Ic
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It is more worthy to leap in ourfelves,
Than tarry, ‘till they puth us. Good Volumnins,
Thou know’ff, that we two.went to {chool together ;
Even for that, our love of old, 1 prlythee,
Hold thou my {word’s hilt, while I run on-it,
Vol. That’s not an office for a Friend, my Lord.
| Alarm flill,
Cii. Fly, iy, my Lord; there is no tarrying here.
Bru. Farewel to you, and you, and'you, Velum-
niLs.
Strato, thou haft been all this while afleep;
s Farewel to thee too, Sfrafo.——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 loling day,
More than O&awius, and Mark Antony,
By this vile Conqueft fhall attain unto.
So, fare you well at once ; for Bretas’ tongue
Harh 2lmoft ended his life’s Hiltory.
Night hangs vpen mine eyes, my bones would reft, |
That have but labour’d to attain this hour.
[ Alerm.  Cry witbin, Fly, fly, fly.
Cii. Fly, my Lord, fly.
Bru. Hence; 1 will follow thee.
I priythee, Streto, ftay thou by thy Lord s
Thou art a feliow of a good refpect;
Thy life hath had fome fmatch of honour in’t,
Hold then my fword, and turn away thy face, .
While { dorun vponit. Wilt thou, Strare?
Sir2. Give me your hand firft.  Fare you well, my
Lord.
Bru, Farewel, good Strato.—Cefar, now be flill
1 kili’d not thee with half {o good a will,

[Eleruns on bis fwerd, and dies.

9 Farszel to thes feoy Strato.] reads,

'ﬂws the modera cditions, I Farewel i0 thee, to Strato,
think, nghtly. The old folio countrymen.
' SCENE
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SCENE’IX.

Alarm. Re!reat. Enter Antony, O&tavius, Meﬂ'a:a,
Lucilius, aund the army.

Ofa. What man is that ?
Mef. My Mafter’s Man. Strato, where is thy
Mafter ?
Stra. Free from the bonZage you are in, Me/f-
Jala :
The Conqu’rors can but make a fire of him,
For Brutus only overcame himf:If ;
And no man elfe hath honour by his death.
Luc. So Brutus fhould be found. I thank thee,
Brutus,
That thou haft prov’d Lucilius’ Saying true.

Ofla. All that ferv’d Bratus, 1 will entertain them,
Fellow, wilt thou beftow thy time with me?
Stra. Ay, if Meflala will prefer me to you.

Ofta, Do fo, good Meffala.-

Mef. How died my Lord, Strate ?
Stra. 1 held the fword, and he did run on it.

Mef. Ofavius, then take him to follow thee
That did the lateft fervice to my Mafter.
Ant, This was the nobleft Roman of them all :
All the Confpirators, fave only he,
Did that they did in envy of great Cﬁf&r
He, only, in a general honeft thought,
And common Good to all, made one of them.
His life was gentle, and the elements
So mix’d in him, that Nature might ftand up,
- And {ay to all the world; 7%is was a Man!
Offa. According to hls virtue, let us ufe him;
With all refpeét, and rites of burial,
Within my Tent his bones to-night fhall lie,

Moft like a Soldier, order’d honourably.
H 3 So
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So call the field to Reft; and let’s away,
To part the Glories of this happy day. [Exeunt omnes,

Of this tragedy many particn-
lar paffages deferve regard, and
the contention and reconcilement
of Brutus and Caffus 1s univer-
{ally celebrated ; bat I have ne-
ver been flrongly agitated in per-
" efing it, 2nd think it fomewhat

cold and unaffefting, compared
with fome other of Shakefpeare’s
plays ; his adherence to the real
ftory, and to Romar manners,
{eems to have impeded the natu-
ral vigour of his genius,

ANTONY



