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TRAGEDY

Julius Ceefar.

e Attus Primus. Scena Prima.

. Enter Blavius, Caska, and certain Commoners over the Stage.
Flavins, Ence: home, you idle Creatures, get youhome :
, Is this a Holyday ? What, know you not
( Being Mechanical ) you ought not walk
Upon a labouring day, without the Sign
Of your Profeflion ? Speak, what Trade art thou?
Car. Why, Sir, a Carpenter. '
Cask. Where is thy Leather Apron, and thy Rule ?
‘W hat doft thou with thy beft Apparelon?
You, Sir, what Trade are you ?
Cobl. Truly, Sir, in Refpeét of a fine Workman, 1 am but, as yos
would fay, a Cobler. .
Cask. But what Trade art thou? Anofwer me directly. .
Cobl. A TradeSir, that I hope I may ufe with a fafc Confcience, which
is indeed, Sir, a Mender of bad Soles.
Flav. What Trade, thon Knave ? Thou naughty Knave what, Tradc?
Cobl. Nay, 1 befeech you, Sir, be not out with me: yet if you be out,
Sir, 1 canmend you.
Cask. What mean’lt thou by that? Mend me, thoufawcy Fellow ?
Cobl, Why, Sir, Cobble you, C 7
-Flav. Thou arta Cobler, art thou? o .
Cobl. Truly, Sir,all that I live by is with the Awl: [ meddic with no
}‘i:adefman’s matters, nor Womens matters 3 but withall I am indesttfle
' e Az ir,
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Sir, a Surgeon to old Shooes: when they are in great danger I recover
them, As proper Men as ever trod npon Neats Leather, have gone upon
my Handy-work, : : -

Flay. But wherefore art’ hot in thy Shop to day ?

Why doft thou lead thefe Men about the Sercets ?

Cobl, Truly, Sir, to wear out their Shooes, to get my felf into more
Work. But indced, Sir, we make Holy-day to fee Cefur , and to rejoice
inhis Triumph. . TN R :

Cask. Wherefote rejoige § Y .

What Conqueft brings he hiome 2 ©

What Tributaries follow him to Rome,

To grace in Captive Bonds his Chariot Wheels ?

You Blocks, you Stones, you worle than' fenfelefs things :

O you hard Hearts ! you cruel Men of Rome s

Knew you not PempeyInany a time and oft ? @ ‘
Have you climbd vp tofM2Ns and Battletgengss + ©  « ©
To Towersand Windows? Yea, to Chim'he?’!‘ops, v
Yourt Infants in your Arms, and there have fate

The live-long day, with patient expectation,

‘To fee great Pompey pafs the Streets of Rome ?

And when you faw hs Chariot ?ut appear, 5

Have you not matd an Ugiverfal Shougy 15 > 7 - v v -
That Tyber trembled underneath her Banks,

To hear the Replication of your Sounds,

Made in her Concave Shores?”

And do you now put on your beft Attire ?

And do yon now'callout 4 Holy;day? o L5 .
And do you now fttew Flowers jn his way, .. -
That cones in"Trlamph over Pempey’s Blood 2 o :
Be gone; o

Run to your Houfes, fall upon your Knecs;

Pray to the Gods to intermit the Plague,

That needs muft light on this Ingratitude. ‘

Flav. Go, go, good Country-meh, and for this Fault,

Aflemble all the poor Men of your fort ;

Draw them to Tyber Banks, ‘and weep ydur Tears

Into the Chanel; till the loweft Stream ‘

Dokifs the moft exalted Shores of all.

. LExcunt all the Commenersi
. e

See whicre theji’ bafeft Mettle bic tot mov’d,

"They vanifh tdngue-ty’d in their Guiltinefs:

Go you down that way, towards the Capitol,

This way will }: Dif-robe the Images,

If youdo find them deck’d with Ceremonies:
Cask, May wedofp? o

You know it is the Feaft of Lupercal, N
‘ Flav;

" Who elfe would foar above the View of Men,
Hon

he. TR A

Flay. It is no matter, let no Images
Be hung with Cefar’s Trophiest IlFabout,
And drive away the Vulgar from the Sereets;:

So do you too, where you perceive them thick. '
Thefe growing Feathers, pluckt from Cefar’s Wing,
Will make him fly an ordinary Pitch, -

\

And keep us all in fervile fearfulnefs. +: o )'." ' -[Esean.
B (IR AV IS R L SRR TD I
Enter Czfar, Anthony for the Courft, Galphutnia, Portia, Decius,
Cicero, Brutus, Caflius, Caska, -a:Seotbfayer : aftcr thom
Murellus and Flavivs. ’
Cafar. Calphurnia, =~ - 0 it T
Cask, Peace, ho, Cefar fpeaks, .-
Cef. Calphnrnia, P T
Calph. Here, my Lord. S
Cef. Stand you direCtly in Autonio’s way, - -
When he doth ran his Courfe.  Ansenio. :
Ant. Cefar, myLotd, /- =+ i nnn

4

Caf. Forget not in your'fpeed '.A'g'ilmio e
Yo touch Calphurnia : for-our’E_l,'del‘s fay, Yo

. The Barren touched inthisHoly Chace,

Shake off’ their fterile Curfe. .
Ant, | fhall remember;, . - ¢

When Cefar fays, Do this ; it is perform’d. AR
C«/. Seton, and leave no Ceremony out. S
sothf. Cafar. o
C«f. Ha!l Who calls? SR »
Cask, Bid every noife be ftill : peace, yet again.
Cef. Who isit inthe Prefs that calls on me ¢

I hear a Tongue, fhriller than all the Mufick,

Cry, Cefar: Speak, Cefar is turn’d to hear.
Soothf. Beware the Ides of March. © - -
Cesf. What Man is that? - '
Brus. A Soothfayer bids you beware the Zdes of March.
Cef. Set him bele‘e me, let me fee his Face.
Caff. Fellow, come from the Throng, look upon Cefar.
Cef. What fay’ft thou to me-now'? ‘Speak once again.
Soothf. Beware the Ides of March, s .
Cef. Heiga Dreamer, let us leave him': Pafs. - Coe

* [Sénnet. Exennt. Manent Brut, & Cafl,

Caff. Will you go fee the Order of the Courfe? '
Brut. Not 1. - ¢
Caff. 1 pray youdo. A
Brut. I am not Gamefom : 1 dolack fome parc

Of that quick Spirit that is in Antony ¢ :

(

K

Lt me not hinder, Caffins, yous Defires ; - - |
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. Be nopdeceiv'd: 1f | have veil'd my ook, -+
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11! leave you. U DR ‘ .
Caff. Brutus, 1 do obferve younaw of Jate.: | '

I have not from your Eyes that Gentlenef$y . . . -

And Shew of Love, as weaswong to have: .

You bear too ftubbotn, ‘and too tsange a hend

Over your Friend, that lovesyou. . = . -
Brut. Caffins, '

I turn the Trouble of my Countenance
Meerly vpon.my folf, . Vened I s,
Of late, with-Paflions.of foma Diffe
Conceptions only proper vamy felfy, - »
Which give fome Soil (perhaps) to my Behaviours: .. ’
But let not therefore my good Friends beggisv'd, e :
( Among which Number , Caffius, be youone )
Nor conftrue any further my Negle(t,
Than that poor Brutus with himﬁlf at War,
Forgets the Shews of Love to other Men. L
Caff. Then, Brutus, 1 have much miftook your Paffion, .
By means whereof this Breaft of mine hath bocjed. . -
Thoughts of great Value, wort Gogigaions., .~ (L o,
Tell me, good Brutus, canyou fceyoun Face? : RETNE
Brut. No, Caffius :
For the Eye fees not it felf, but by refletion,
By fome other things. . o e e At
Caffius, STisjuft, " O T YT E WY S TP B
And’it is very much lamented, Bruas, . G e
That you have no fuch Mirrors, as will turn R R
Your hidden Worthinefs into your Eye,
That you might fee your Shadow: . .- ...,
I have heard, T T P
Where many of the beft RefpeinRpmy. . . -
(Except immortal Cafar) fpeaking of Beatary . 1 <
And groaning underneath this Age’s Yoke, o
Have wilhd, thas Nohle Brasus bed hisEyes. .
Brut. Into what Dangers would yau
Lead me, Caffius & : I R A R B
That you would have:me feck inmy felfy., . .. .-
For that which isnotinme? YAt e e o
caff. Thetcfore, good Brusuy ,,bwm»q;’dso heag:s..
And fince you knovwryougapsac l!u.‘xourfc If,
So well as by Reflection 3 I, your Gials,, . .
Will modeftly difcover to your felf, N .
That of your felf, which you yet know not ofl L 4. ,
And be not jealous o mey. genly Britusy . b e
Were 1 a common Laugpter, ordidule .~ . . R

rence,

IR DUV

'

To ftale with ordinary Oaths my Love, T

ihe 1WAV D L0 JUdUs CRiat. 5

To every new Proteftor: if youknow, .
That I dofawn on Men, and hug them hard,
And after fcandal them : Or if you know,
That I profefs my felf in Banquetting,

To all the Rout, then hold me dapgerous.

Flouvifh and Sho;t.

Brut, What means this fhouting ?
1do fear the Pcople chufe Cafar
For their King.
Caff. 1,do youfearit ? —_—
Then muft I think you would not have it fo.
Brut, 1would not, Caffim, yet Ilove him well:
But wherefore do you hold me here fo long ?
What is it, that you would impartto me?
If it be ought toward the general good,
Set Wonour in one Eye, and Death i’th’ other,
And I will look on both indifferently :
For let the Gods fo fpeed me, as [love
The Name of Honour, more thanIfear Death.
Caff. Uknowthat Vertue to be in you, Bratas,
As well as1 do know your outward Favour.
Well, Honour is the Subject of my Story -
1 cannot4ll, what you and other Men
Think of this Life : but for my fingle felf,
1 had as lief not be, uslive to be
In awe of fuch athing, as I my felf.
1 was born free as Ca%v, {o were you,
We both have fed as well, and we can both
Endure the Winters cold, as well as he.
For once, upon a Raw and Gufty day,
Thetroubled Tyber, chafing with her Shores,
Cefar faid to me, Dar’ft thou, Caffius, now
Leap in with me, into this angry Flood,
And fwim to yonder Point? Upon the word,
Accoutred as1 was, 1 plunged in,
And bad him follow : fo indeed he did.
The Torrent roar’d, and we did buffet it,
With lufty Sinews, throwing it afide,
And ftemming it with Hearts of Controverfie.
But c’er we could arrive the Point proposd,
Cefar cry’d, Help me, Caffine, ot fink. .
I (as eEneas, our great Anceftor, .
Did, from the Flames of Troy, upon his fhoulder,
The old Anchifes bear) fo, from the Waves of Tybir,

Did I the tired Cefar : And this Man . |
. B s




Is now become a.God, and Caffiss is Coe
A wretched Creature, and muft bend his Body,- i ‘
If Cefar carelefly bug nod on him. o :
He had a Fever when he was in Spain,
And when the Fit wason him, kdid mark -
How he did fhake: tis true, this God did fhake :
His Coward Lips did from thtir Colour fly,
And that fame Eye, whofe bend doth awe the World,
Did lofe his Luftre: 1did hear him'groan :
1, and that Tongue of his, that bad the Romans
‘Mark him, and write his Speeches in their Books,
Alas, it eryed, Giveme fome drink, Titinins, :
Asa fick Girl: Ye Gods,, it dotly amaze me, o
A Man of fuch afecble Tem ¢ guld | o
So get the ftart of the Majeftick World,
And bear the Palm alone. : .
Shout. . . . Flourifh !
Brut. Another general Shout?~ = "¢ ' : o
1 do believe that thefe Applaufesare - oo -
For fome new Honours, that atg heap’d on Cafar.
Caff. Why, Man, he doth beftride the narrow World,
Like a Coloffws, and we petty Men [
Walk under his huge Legs, and peep about,
To find ourfelves diMhonourable Graves,
Men, at fome times, are Mafters of their Fates. "
The Fault (dear Brautus) is not i our Stars, B
But in our felves, that we are Underlings..
Brutus and Cefar : What fhould be in that Cefar 7
Why fliould that Name b¢ founded more than yours?:
Write them together : Yours is as faic a Name: -
Sound them, it doth become the Mouth as well. - .
Weigh them, itisas heavy: Conjure with %em, i
Brutus will ftart a Spiritasfoonas Cefar.’ -~ -
Now, inthe Mames of all the Gods at once,
Upon what Meat doth this our Cefar feed,
That heis grown fo great ? Age, thouars fham'd.
Rome, thou hat loft the breed of Noble Bloods. . -
When went there byan Age, fince the Great Flood,
But it was fam’d with more thanwith aneMan? *
When could they fay (tillnow) that talk’d of Reme,
That her wide Walks incompafs’d but one Man 2
Now is it Rome indced, and Rome.enough,
When there is in it but one only Man. }
0! youand I, have heard opr Fathers fay, :
“T'heye was a Brutus once, ‘that would have brook’d -
Th' Eternal Devil to keep his State in Rgme, |

As cafily as a King.

L

Brus,
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Brut. That you do love me, Iam nothingj\ealous '
What you would work me to, [ have fomgpim: . -
How I have thought of this, and of thefe gimes, : . -
1 fhall recount hereafcer.  For this prefent, .
1 would not (with fo Love I might insreat you)
Be any further mov’d : What you have faid,
1will confider : what you have tofay .. ,
1 will with Patience hear, and find a time, - :
Both meet to hear, and anfwer fuch high things. -
Till then, my Noble Friend, chew upon this:
Brueus had rather be a Villager,
Than to repute himf{elf a Son of Rome
Under thefe hard Conditions, as this time
Is like to lay upon us. v o
Caff. I am glad that my weak words .
Have {truck but ¢hus much fhew-of Fire from Bratus, .

. . Enter Clar avd his Train;
Brus. The Games are-done, o
And Cefaris rcturnini. . TN IS
Caff. Asthey pafs by, .
PluckCaska by theSleeye, '~ i . .0 i
And he will (after his fowre fathion) tellyon ....- -
What hath proceeded worthy Note today. .. -
_ Brap Lwilldofo: byt look you, Caffis,
The angry Gpos.doth glow on Cs¢far’s Brow,
And all the reft look like a chidden Ttain ;-
Calphurnia®s Chetkis pale, and Cisero
Looks with fuch Ferret, and fuch fiery Eyes,
Aswe have feen him inthe Cagitol
Being croft with Conference, by fome Senators.
Caf]. Caska will tell us what the matter is.
Cefar, Antonio, o
Ant. Cafar. . .
C4f, Let me have Men about me that are fat,
Sleek-headed Men, and fuch as fleep anights:
Yond Caffins hasa lean and hungty Look,
He thinks toomuch: fuch Men are dangerous.
Ant, Fear himnot, Cafar, he’s not dangerous;
He is a Noble Roman, and well given.
Cafar. Would he were fatter ; but I fear himnot :
Yet if my Name were lyable to Fear,
1 do not know the Man I fhould avoid '
So foon as that fpare Caffius.  He reads much,
He is a great Obferver; .and lie looks' -
Quite through the Deeds of Men, He loves noPlays,
As thou doft, Antony: he hears no l\guﬁck.;'
RN 2

.
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Seldom hc fmiles, and fmiled intfu¢hafore. - " '
Asif he mock’d himfelf, and‘{6ih’d his Spirie, ' "

That could be mov’d to fmile-at any thing. o
Such Men as he be never at Hearts Eafé, .
Whiles they behold a geeater than themfelves,
And therefore arc they very dangerous.

I rather tell thee what is to befear™d, - - !
Than what I fear : for always I am'Cufar, ‘o
Come on my right hand, for thisEar isdeaf,” = *

And tell me truly, what thou think'ft-of him, - [Senmer.-
. CExent Clar and bis Train.

Cask. You pull’d me by the Cloak, would you fpeak withme?: -

Bras, 1, Caskg, tell us what hath chanc’d today, - .
That Cfar looks fo fad. * o .

Cask, Why, you werewith him,’ were you not #:

Brus. 1 ﬂxoulg not then ask, Caska, what had chanc’d.

Cask. Why, there wasa Grown offer’d him § and being offer’d him, he put
it by with the back of his hand thus, and then the People fella fouting.

Brut. What was the fecond Noife for ? N

Cask, Why, for that too. R

Caff. They fhouted thrice; what wasthe laft Cry for?- . .-

Cask. Why, for thattoo. ' : Lo

Brut. Was the Crown offer’d him thrice# o _

Cask, 1, marry was’t, and he pat it by thrice, every time gertlepthan
other;, and at every putting by, mine honeft Neighbours fouted. '

Caff: Whooffer’d him the Crown? " S

Cask. Why, Antony. R -

Brur. Tellys the manner of it, gentle Cikae - :

Cask. 1canaswell be hang’d as tell the mannerof it: It was meer Fool<
ery; I did notmark it. 1faw Adark, Antony offer him a Crown,yet *twas not
aCrown neither, *twas onc of thefe-Coronets :” and; as I told you, he put it
by once : -but for all that, to my thinking, he would fain have had it, Then
he offered it to him again - then he put it by again: But, to mythinking, he
was very loth to lay his fingers off it And then he offered it the third time ;
he put ic, the third time, by, and ftill, as he refus’d i¢, the Rabblement how--
ted;and clapp'd their chopp’d hands, and threw up their fweaty Night-caps,
and uttered fuch a deal of [tinking breath, becaufe Cefar refus’d the Crown,:

’

)

that it had almoft choaked Cefar: For he'fwounded, and fell down atit: -

And, for my own part, I durft not laugh, for fear of opening my Lips, and»
receiving the bad Air. .

Caff. But, fofs, I pray yqu : what, did Cefar fwound? :

Cask. He fell don in the Market- place,. and foam’d at mouth , and was.
fpecchlels. - :

Brur. >Tis very like he hath the Falling-ficknefs, .

Caff. No, Ctfar hath itnot: but you, and I, .
And honeft Caska,. we have the Falling-ficknefs. . . -

The TRAGEDY of Julius Cafar. ‘ 9

Cask, 1 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-plea-
fed, and difpleafed them, asthey ufe todo the Players in the Theatre, | am
no true Man.

Brut. ‘What faid he, when he came unto himfelf?

Cask. Marry, before he fell down, when he perceiv’d the Common
Herd was glad he refus’d the Crown, he pluck’d me-ope his Doublet, and
offer’d them his Throat to cut, and I had been a Man of any Occupation, if
1 would not have taken him ata word, I would I might go to Hell among the
Rogues, and fo he fell. When he came to himfelf again, he faid, If he had
done, or faid any thing amifs, he defir'd their Worlhips to think it was his
Infirmity. Three or Four Wenches, where 1 ftood, cryed, Alas, good Soul,
and forgave him with all their hearts: But there’s no heed to be taken of -
them: 1f Cefar had ftabbd their Mothers they would have done nolefs.

Brus. !And after that, he came thus fad away ?

Cask. 1, Co

Caff. Did Cicero fay any thing ?

Cask, 1, he fpoke Grecek,

Caff. Towhat Effect?

Cask. Nay, and'1 tell you that, Pl ne'et look you i’th? face-again. But
thofc thatunderftood him, fmil’d at one another, and fhook their heads: but
for minc own part,it was Greek to me. I could tell you more newstoo : Adu.
vellus and Flavims , for pulling Scarfs off Cafar’s Inmages, are put to filence, .
Fare you well. There was more Foolery yet, if I could remember it.. .

Caf]. Will you fupp with me, to night, Caska ?

Cask, No, 1am promis’d forth, i

caff. Will you dine with me to morrow ? ,

Cask, 1, if 1 be alive, and your Mind hold , and your Dinner worth
the eating. .

Cafl. Good, 1 willexpect you.

Cask, Do fo: Farewcl both. [Exie,

Brut. What ablunt Fellow is this grown to be ? :
He was quick Mettlc when he went to School.

Caff. So he is now, in Execution ‘

Of any bold or Noble Enterprife,
However he puts on this tardy Form: -
This Rudenefs isa Sawce to his good Wit,
Which gives Men ftomach to digeft his words .-
With better Appetite.
Brut, Andfoitis:
For thistime I will leave you:-
To morrow, if you pleafe to fpeak with me, -
1 will come hometo you: or if you will, -
Come home to me, and I will wait for you.
Caff. Iwilldofo: till then think of the World. .

1 4

[E_x» Brut.:

Well, Bruws, thou art Noble: yet1fee, '
nisiininssionii i «"—':é;y—;:sa'.—

W




1. T'Reléate their Reafons, they ars Natural:

vo “The TR AGEDY of Julius Cxfar.

Thy Honourable Mettle may be wrought

From that it is difpos’d : therefore it is meet,

That Noble Mindskeep ever with their Likess

For who fo firm, that cannos be feduc’d ?

Cefar doth Bar me hard, but'he loves Brurus,

1f Twere Brutns now, and he were Caffius, .

He thould not humour me. - I will thisNight,’

In feveral Hands, in at His Windows throw,

As if they came from feveral Citizens,

Writipgs, all tetiding to the great Opinion

That Rems ho'ds of his Name: wherein obfcurely

Cxfar’s Ambition fhall be glanced at. \

And after this, letCefar foat.him fure, o o

For we will fhake hipn, ‘or worfe daysendure.  ~~ @7 .. [Ex.
Vo A bt .

Thunder and Lightning. Enter vCésvlka, and "'l"x.‘elbonius:” :

Treb. Good Even, Caska : brought you C«fer home ?

Why are you breathlefs, and why ftare youfo? -- s
Cask. Arenotyjoumov’d, whenallthefwayof Barth ... -

Shakes like a thinguafirm? O Cigero, - . - o

T have feen Tempelts, when the fcolding Winds

Have riv’d thy knotty Oaks, and I have feen

Th’ ambitious Ocean fwell, and rage, and foam,

To be exalted with the threatning Clouds

But never till to Night, never till now,

Did I go through a Tempe(t-dropping-fire.

“Either there is a Civil Strife in Heaven,

Or elfe the World, too fawcy with the Gods,

Incenfes them to fend Deftruction. .
Treb, Why, faw you any thing more wonderful ?
Cask, A cominon Slave, you know him well by fight,

Held up hisleft Hand, which did flame and burn

Like twenty Torches joyn’d, and yet his Hand,

Not fenfiblc of fire, remain’d unfcorch’d.

Befides, 1 ha? not fince put up my Sword,

Againft the Capitol] meta Lion,

Who gaz’d upon mc , and went furly by,

Without anoying me. And there were drawn

Upon a heap, a hundred ghaftly Women,

Transformd with their fear, whofwore, they faw

Men, all in fire, walk up and down the Streets.

And ycfterday, theBird of Nightdidfit,

Even at Noon-day, uponthe Market-place,. | .

Howting and fhrieking, When thicfe Prodigies . - Y

Do fo conjoyntly meet, let not Men fay, .

The TRAGEDY of Julis Cafar.

For 1 believe, they are portentous things

Unto the Climate that they point upon. ‘
Treb. Indeed, itis aftrange difpofed time: -

But Men may conftrue thingsafier their fathion,

Clean from the purpofeof the things themfelves.

Comes C«far to the Capitol to morrow ? :
Cask, He doth: For hedid bid Antenio

Send word to you, he would be there to morrow,
Treb. Good night then, Caskas .

" This difturbed Sky is not to walkig.

Cask, Farewel, Trebonins.

Enter Caflivs.

Caff. Who's there ?

Cask, A Roman,

Caff. Caska by your Voice.

Cask, Your Ear is good.
Caffius, what night is this?

Caff. A very pleafing Night to honeft Men.

Cask, Who ever knew the Heavens menace fo ?

Caff. Thofe that have known the Earth fo full of Fauls.-.
For my part, I have walk’d about the Streets,
Submitting me unto the perilous Night ;
And thus unbraced, Cmia, as you fee,
Have bar’d my Bofom to the Thunder-ftone:
And when the crofs, blue Lishtning feemd to open
The Breaft of Heaven, 1did prefent my felf
Even in the Aim, and very Flath of it.

Cask. But wherefore did you fo much tempt theHeavens? -
1t is the part of Men, to fear and tremble,
When the moft mighty Gods, by Tokens, fend
Such dreadful Heraulds, to affonifh us.

Caff, Youaredull, Caska
And thofe fparks of Life, that fhould be in a Roman,
You dowant, orelfe you ufe not. -
You look pale, and gaze, and put on Fear,
And caft your felf in Wonder,
To fee the ftrange Impatience of the Heavens:
But if you would confider the true Caufe, .
Why all thefe Fires, why all thefe gliding Ghofts,
Why Birdsand Beafts, from Quality and Kind,
Why Old Men, Fools, and Children calculite,
Why all thefe things change from their Ordinance,
Their Natures, and pre-fofmed Faculties, .
To monftrous Quality ; why you fhall find,
That Heaven hath infus’d them with thefe Spirits,
To make them Inftruments of Fear, and Warning,

LEx. Cicer.

Unto.
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Unto fome Monftrous State. |
Now could I, Casks, name totheeaMan,

‘Mot like this dreadful Night,

That Thunders, Lightens;-opens Graves, and roars,
As doth the Lion in the Capitol :
A Man no mightier than thy fcif, or me,

. InPerfonal Action;, yet prodigious grown, .
And fearful as thefe trange Eruptions arc.

Cask. >Tis Cefar that you mean:

Isit not, Caffins ? :
: Caff.-Letit be whoit is: for Romans now,

Have Thews, and Limbs, like to their Anceftors ;
But we the while, our Fathers Minds are dead,
And we are govern’d with our Mothers Spirits,
Our Yoke and Sufferance fhews us Womanifh.

Cask. Indeed, they fay, the Senators to morrow
Mean to eftablifh Cefar asa King -
And he fhall wear his Crown by Sea and Land,
In every place, fave here in Jealy.

Caff. U know where I will wear this Dagger then g
Caffins from Bondage willdeliver Gaffius :
Therein, ye Gods, you make the weak moft ftrong 5
Therein, ye Gods, you Tyrants do defeat.
Nor ftony Tower, nor Walls of beaten Brafs,
Nor air-lefs Dungeon, nor ftrong Links of Iron,
Can be rctentive to thedtrength of Spirit :
ButLife, being weary of thefe worldly Bars,
Never lacks power to difmifs it felf,
1f 1 know this, know all the World befides,
That part of Tyranny that1 do bear,
I can fhake oft' at Pleafure.

Cask. Socanl:
So every Bond-man in his own hand bears
‘The Power to cancell his C?xtivity.

R

LThunder §i

Caff. And why fhould C<far be a Tyrant then?

Poor Man, | know he would not bea Wolf,

But that he fcesthe Romans are buk Sheep:

Hewere no Lyon, were not Romans Hirds.

“Thofe that with hafte will make a mighty Fire,
‘Begin it with weak Straws.  What Trath is Rome-?

‘What Rubbifh, and what Offal ? whenjtferves
-For the bafe Matter to illuminate .

So vile a thing as Cefar. But, Oh Grief;
“\Where haft thou led'me? 1 (perhaps) [peak this
-Before a willing Bond-man:: then1know L
"My anfwer muft be made. Butlamarm’d, S
-And Dangers are to me indifferent. ik

ask,
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Cask. Youfpeakto Caska, and to fuch a Man,
That is na flearing Tell-tale. Hold, my Hand:
Be fattious for redrefs of all thefc Griefs,

And I will fet this Foot of mine as far,
As who goes fartheft.

Caff. There’s a Bargain made.

Now know you, Caska, I have mov’d already
Some certain of the nobleft minded Romans
To undergo, with me, an Enterprize,

Of Honaurable dangerous Confequence

And I do know by this, they ftay for me

In Pompey’s Porch: for now this fearful Night,
There is no ftir or walking in the Streets,
And the Complexion of the Element

In Favour’s like the Work we have in hand,
Moft bloody, fiery, and moft terrible.

Enter Cinna.

Cask, Stand clofe a while, for here comes one in hafte.
Caff. *Tis Cinna, 1 do know him by his Gate,
He isa Friend, Cinne, Wherchafteyoufo?

Cinna, ‘To find out you: Who?sthat, Metellus Cimber ?

Cafl: No, itisCaska; oneincorporate
To our Attempts. Am 1 not ftay’d for, Cinna?

Cin, 1am glad on’.

What a fearful Night is this!

There’s two or three of us have feen ftrange Sights.
Cafl. AmInot ftay’d for? Tellme. - , .
Cin. Yes, youare, O Caffins,

If you could but win the Noble Brutus

To our Party—

Caff. Be you content. Good Cinna, take this Paper,
And look you lay itin the Prator’s Chair,

Where Brutus may but find it : and throw this

In at his Window : fet this up with Wax

Upon old Brutus Statue : all this done,

Repair to Pompey’s Porch, where you fhall find us.

Are Decins Bratus and Trebonius there?

Cin. Allbut Metclius Cimber, and he’s gone
To feek you at your Hoofe. Well, 1 will hic,
And fo beftow thefe Papersas you bad me. )

Caff. That done, repair to Lompey’s Theatre.

: [Exit Cinna.

Come, Caska, youand [ will yet, ¢er day,

Sce Brutus at his Houfe : three parts of him

Is qursalready, and the Mangntire

(1%

Upon
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Upon the next Encounter, yields him ours,
Cask. O, he fits hié;h inall the Peoples hearts:
And that which would appear Offence in us,
His Countenance, like richeft Alchymy,
Will change to Vertue, and to Worthinefs.
Cafj. Him, and his Worth, and our great necd of him,
You have right well conceited : let usgo, :
For it is after Mid-night, and ¢’er day,
We will awake him, and be fure of him.

LExenns.

< o Atus Secundms.
Enter Brutus iz his Orchard..

Brut. What, Lucius, ho?
1 cannot, by the Progrefs of the Stars,
Give guefs how near to day--Lucius, 1 Tay?
1 would it were my Fault to fleep fo founJ;y. .
When, Lucins, when ? awake, 1fay : what, Lacius ?

Enter Lucius.

Luc. Call’d you, my Lord? . .

Brue. Get me a Taper in my Study, Lwoine
When it is lighted come and call me here.
Lue. I'will, my Lord. LExis.
Brus, It muft be by his death : and for my part,
1 know no Perfonal Caufe, to fpurnat him,
But for the general. - He would be Crown’d : : :
How that might change his Nature, therc’s the Queftion?
It is the bright Day, that brings forth the Adder, o
And that craves wary walking : Crown him thas,
And then ! grant we puta Sting in him,
That, at his will, hemay do Danger with.
Th’ Abiife of Greatnefs, is, when it dif joyns
Remorfe from Power : And to (peak truth of Cefar, -
1 have not known, when his Affections fvay’d
More than his Reafon.  But ’tis a common proof,
‘That Lowlinefs is young Ambitions Ladder,
Whereto the ~limber upwards turns his Face :-
Bus when he once attains the upmoft Round,
He then uoto the Ladder turns his Back,
Looks in the Clouds, fcorning the bafe degrees-
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By which he didafcend : fo Cefar mayy ‘
Then, lc{t he may, prevent. And fince the Quarrel
Will bear no Colour, for the thing he is,
Falliion it thus ; that what he is, augmented,
Would run to thefe, and thefe Extremitics ¢
And therefore think him as a Serpent’s EgF,
Which hatch’d, would as his kind grow milchicvous ;
And kill him in the Shell.

Enter Lucius,

Lue, The Taper burneth in your Clofey, Sir
Searching the Wigdow for a Flint, 1 found -
This Paper, thus feal’d up, and Tam fure.
1t did not lie there when 1 went to Bed:

Brut. Get you to bed again, itis notday :
Is not to morrow (Boy) the firft of Aarch?
Luc. 1know not, Sir,
Brus. Look in the Calendar, and bring moe word. -
Lxe, 1will, Sir. Lo .
Brut. The Bxhalations, whizing in the Air,
‘Give fomuch light, that{ may tead by them,

COpens the Lzm? and reads;
If »

Brutus, thow flecp’ff 5 awake and fes thy fe
Shall Rome, &c. [peak, ftrike, redrofs,
Brutus, thos jlup:jf + awake.
Such Inftigations have been oftendropt,
Where 1 have téok theri up
Shall Rome, &¢. Thus mufl plece it out,
Shail Rome ftand under one Man's Awe? What Rome ?
My Anceftorsdid from the Btreets of Rome
The Tarquin drive, when he was callda King.
Speak., (ivike, redrefs. - Am]I entteated
‘o {peak, and ftrike? O Rom?, 1 make thee promife,
If the Redrefs will follow, thou receiveft
Thy full Petition at the Hand of Brutss.

Fnter Lucius.

Luc, Siv, March is wafted Fifteen Days,.

Brut. *Tis good. Go tothe Gate, fome body knocks.
Since Caflius fitft did whet me againft Cafar,
I have not flept., L
Between the atting of a dreadful thing,
And the firflt Motion, all the Interim iz:

LGives him thé Letscr,

LBxit.

[Knock withiuv, -

ug

Like




i 0)

Like a Phantafma, or a hidcous Dream
The Genins, and the mortal Inftruments
Are then in Councel; and the State of Man,
Liketo alitcle Kingdom, fuffers then

The nature of an Infurrection,

.Enter Lucius,

Lue. Sir, ’tis your Brother Caffius at the Door,
Who doth defire to fee you. | " . o
Brue. Is he alone ?
Luc. No, Sir, thereare more with him.
Brut, Do you know them ? o .
Lue, No, Sir, their Hats are pluckt about their Ears
And half cheir Faces buried in tﬁeir Cloaks, ,h B
- That by no means I may difcover them, '
By any mark of Favour. :
Brat. Let ’ementer -
They are the Faction. O Confpiracy,

When Evils are moft frec! O then, by day,

Where wilt thou find a Caverndark enough, " 3
To mask thy monftrous Vifage ? Seek none Confpiracy,
Hide it in Smiles and Affability : o ' o
For if thou path thy Native Semblance on,,

Not Erebus it felf weredim enough,. -

To hide thee from Prevention. A

Metcllus and Trebonigls
. T 3
Cafl: Tthink weare tooboldupon your Reft: - -

Brut. 1 have been up shis hour, awake all Night ¢
Know [ thefe Men, that comealong withyou? .
Caf]. Yes, every Man of them; andno Man here
But honours you : and every one doth wifh, )
You had but that Opinion of your felf,
Which every Noble Roman beurs of you.
This is Trebonins,
Rrur, Heis welcome hither. .
Caff. “This, Decius Brutus.
Brut, Heis welcome too. g
Caff. This, Caskay this, Cinnasy and this Metellns Cimber.
Brix. They all rc welcome, ‘ ' :
What watchful Cares do interpofc themfelves
Betwixt your Eyes and Night ?

Sham’ft thou to fhew thy dang’rous Brow by, Night;> ' i , e

Enter the Confpirators, Caflius, Caska, Decius, Cinna; .

Good morrow, Bratus, do wetroyble you . e
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Caff. Shall lintreat aword ? . [They whifper.
Decins, Here lies the Eaft: doth not the Day break herc?
Cask, No.

Cin. O pardon, Sir, it doth; and yon® grey Lines,

That fret the Clouds, are Meflengers of Day.

Cask, You fhall ¢onfefs, that you ave both decciv’d -,
Here, as [ point my Sword, the Sun arifes, ) o
Which isa great way growing on the South,

Weighing the youthful Seafon of the Year,

Some two Months hence, up higher toward the North
He firft prefents his Fire, and the high Eaft

Stands as the Capitol dirctly here.

Brus. Give me your hands all over, one by one.

Caff. And let us fwear oug Refolution. ‘

Brue. No, not an Oath®: if not the Face of Men,

The Sufferance of our Souls, the times Abufe;
If thefe be Motives weak, break off betimes, "
And every Man henge, to hisidle Bed: .
So let high-fighted Tyranny range on, =~ = .
Till eachMandrop by Lottery, , Butif tliefi-

- (As L am fure they do) bearFire éncugh.
To kindle Cowards, and to fteal with'Valour: )
The melting Spirits of Woren. Then, Couuntrymen,
What need we any Spur, butour own Gaufe, . ‘
To prick us to Redrefs? What other.Bond, = . ° -
Than fecret Romans, that hve fpoke the word, o
And will not palter 2 And what othgr Qat",
Than Honefty to Honefty ingag’d, .~ -
That this fhall be, or we will fall for it.
Swear Pricfts and Cowards, and Men'cautelous,
Old fecble Carrions, and fuchi fuffeving Souls
That welcome Wrongs - Unto bad atfes, fwear
Such Creaturcs as Mcn doubt ;, but do not ftain
The even Vertue of our Entcrprizéy
Nor th’ infuppreflive Mcttle of our Spirits,
To think, that, or our Caufe, or our Peiformance
Did need an Oath.  When every drop of Blood
"That cvery Roman bears, and Nobly bears, '
Is puilty of a feveral Baftardy, ' ’
If he do break the finalleft Particle
Ofany Promifec that hath pafs’d from him. .

Caff. But what of Cicero? Shall we found him?-

1 think he will ftand very ftrong with us. ‘ B

Cask. Let us not leave him out. .

Cin, No, by no means. S

Metel. O letus have him ! for ks Silver Hairs
Will puschafe vs a good Opinion:

7

And
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And buy Men’s Voices, tocommend our Deeds:
It Mall be faid, his Judgment rul’d our Hands,
Our Youths and Wildncfs, fhall no whit appear,
But all be buricdin his Gravity.
Brut. O name him not 3 let s not break with him,

_ For he will -never follow any thing

That other Men begin.
Cqff. Thenleave him out. 4
Cask. 1ndeed, he is not fit, o S
Decins. Shall no Man elfe B¢ touch'd, butonly ¢ +far +
Caff. Decigr, well urgd s I ehink it is not méct,

Mark_Antony, fo well belov’d ofC;{dr N

Should out-five Cufar, w2 Mall fin of him 1

A Mhrewd Contriver. And you know, his tneans,

If he improve them, indy well freteh fo far

As to annoy us all: whichi to preveng,

Let Antony and Ccfar fall together. o
Brar. Our Courfe will feem too bloody, Caius Caffins, -

Tocut the Head off, and then hack the Limbs: o

‘Like Wrath in Death, and Envy afterwards: =

For Antony is buta Limb of Cafar, =

Let’s be Sacrificers, but not Butehers, Caing »

We all ftand up againft the Spirit of Cefar,

And in the Spirit o?Mcn ther¢ Is.no Blood:

O that we then could come by C'Y‘.’#‘s $pirle,

And not difmember C<far ! Dok (alas?)}

Cefar muft bleed for it. And gentle Friends, -

‘Let’s kill him Boldly, but not Wrathfully:

Let’s Carve him, asa Difh fit for the Gads,

Not hew him as a Carkafs it for Hounds ;

And let our Hearts, as fubtle Mafters do,

Stir up their Servants to an at of Rage, .

And after (cem to chide *em. This (ha)l make.

Our Purpofe neceflary, and not enviotss.

Whichfo appearing to the comuion Eyes,

We fall be call’d Purgers, not Murdeters.

And for Mark Anteny, think not of him:

For he can do no more than Cefar's Atm,

When Cefar’s Head is off.
Caff. Yet fear bim, ‘

For the ingrafted Love he bears to Cefur.
Brus. Alas! good Caffius, do notthink of hitn:

If he love Cefur, allthat hecando - )

Is to him{!f ; take thought, and dic for Cefar ;

And that were much -he fhould ; for heisgiven

To Sports, to Wildnefs, and much Company.

Treb.
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Treb, There isno feagin him ; ‘let him not die,
For he will live, and laugh at this hereafter.
Clock fivikes.

Brut; Peace, count the Clock,
Caff. TheClock hath ftricken Three,
Treb. 'Tis time to part.
Caff. ‘But it is doubtfulyet,
Whether C«/far will come forth to day, orno:
For he is Superftitious grown of Jate,
Quitefrom the main Opinion he held once,
Of Fantafie, of Dreams, and Ceremonies :
1t may be, thefc apparent Prodigies,
The unaccuftom’d Terrour of this Night,
And the Perfwafion of his Augurers, .
May hold him from the Capitol to Day.
Decins. Never fear that: if he be fo refolv’d,
Ican o’er fway him : For he loves to hear,
That Unicorns may be betray’d with Trees,
And Bears with Glafles, Elephants with Holes,
Lions with Toyls, ‘and Men with Flatterers.
But, when I tell him he hates Flatterers,
He fays, hedoes ? being then soft flattered.
Let mework .
For I can give his Humour the true bent ;
And I will bring him to the Capitol.
Caff. Nay,we will all of us be there to fetch him.
Brue. By the eighth Hour, is that the utterinoft ?
Cin, Bethas the uttermoft: and fail not then,
Met. Caisa Ligarius doth bear Cefar hard,
Who rated him for fpeaking well of Pompey,
I wonder nonc of you have chonght of him.
Bru. Now good Metellus go along by him :
He loves me well, and I have given him Reafons,
Send him but hither, and Pl fathion him,
Caff. TheMorning comes upon’s:
We'll leave you, Brutus, o
And Friends dilperfe your felves ; but all remember
What you have faid, and fhew your felves true Romans.
Brat, Good Gentlemen, look frefh and merrily.
Let not our Looks put on our Purpofes, .
But bear it as our Roman Allors do,
With untir’d Spirits, and formal Conftancy.
And fo Good-morrow to you cvery ong, {Eaeunt.
. Manet Biutus.
Boy: Lucius : Faft afleep 7 It is no matter,
Enjoy the Honey-heavy Dew of Slumber :
“Thou haft no Figures, nor no Fantafies, ,

'

Which .
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%\Ig;ccl;é)rueﬁﬁ gzrﬁ :i;a:;fvgii:n lghc Rralng of l\ﬁoéj . o Why you arer:v Ta%il:tﬁz: th?fhE] ols G H
. cep’lt fo found. B Have had Refort tgiyou-, for here have blegen I :
Enter Dortia. o v o ,v ' fi?/?:g’;gg:rel?ﬁcg.hodldhlde their Faces
Port. Bratus, my Lord. C e Brut. Kneelnot, gentle Portia,
D e you? whercorerifyounows it L oudnctsecd, i youwere gl Bru
h ' Isit excepted, I fhould know 1o Secrets ’

It is not for your Health, thus to commit: - -

Your weak Condition to the raw cold Morning.' - e

]l’orfr. Nor foBr )éours x:lcitllltcr. : Y’lilavc Sungcntly’,‘ Brutus, R gl:‘::sal[’tl’;?r‘zf’};go}’;u i)rAli?n:iz,:tl;; :g]f,
St s 4 ernight i R . . ,
Yguefuii%g\?;yar;fe, ggd fvcalli’crll lagbouj:t, UPP}‘ r: . , : To keepwith youat l\’rl_eals, comfort your Bed,
Muling, and fighing, with your Armsa-crofs: o ST 3“1‘1 (t)?xlrk t(;’o()i‘;)“l f"(‘,“e";“?? -ftlbjw“'“ I'bus in the Suburbs
%nd R hc’l&l ask'd you W'h:llt ihe malltt{n wk“,.‘ ‘ L S Portyia is %rmm fﬁ;’l:fr no!:l hi:\r},l‘;)ialore,

ou ftar’d upon me, with ungentle Looks, : = - .. r . y . .
1 urg’d you farther ;’ then you fcratch’d your Head, i A Iarm. You are my true, and Honourable Wife,
Andtooi &ngatiently ftam rp’d :v‘i:h‘your Foot: : T; . ::ri ﬁt?nl:]ye'fags ézg rt‘:hc: ruddy Drops,
Yet linfifted; yct you anfwer’d not . S o ) 2 .
But withan a;)gry Wafier of your h’an'd, : e s : 1 ggr’):‘llafn:]:w;;f;gl-!ei)::] ;[i‘tflt‘mld Uknow this Sectet

R ) 3 N

Gave fign for me to leave you ; So Idid, « +: .

Fearing to ﬁ’rengthen that Inﬁmienc‘e, % o i‘\ Womlan that‘bord Br‘mli;l took to Wife::

Which feem’d too much inkindled; and withal, grans [ am a Woman ; but withall,

Hoping it was but an Effect of Humour, %h\yﬁman wlell repuﬁ:d : Caro’s Daughter.

thcr {'om]ctlmc hath his Houﬁ( with t;lvery Man, Bei:]"g rg?';thea;;:] no! ;ggs‘;‘r’ tbhzm ?Sex,

It will not let you eat, nor talk, norf{leep; ‘ s fusbande

And couldit work fo ntmch upon’ your Sha ’e, : ;I‘l;:ll me ):iou{rt Counfels, fI Wfl" not difclofe ’em :

As it hath much prevail’d on your Condition, Gi:}l:gmn:yi‘cl froané(ﬁ;t;: o v‘gv an[tancy-,
ary Woun

1 thould not know you, Brutus, 1ear my Lord,
Make me acquainted with your Caufe of Grief.
Brue. | am not well in healthy; and thatis ail.

Pore. Brutns is wife,.and were he not in Health,

He would cmbrace the meansto come by it.
Brar. Why, fo Ido: good Portia, go to bed.
Port. Is Brutas fick? And isitPhyfical

Towalk unbraced, and fuck up the Humours

Of the dank Morning ? What, is Bratus fick ?

And will he fteal out of his wholfome Bed,

T'o dare the vile Contagion of the Night?

And tempt the Rheumy, and unpurged Air,

‘T'oadd unto his Sicknefs ? No, my Bratus,

You have fome fick Offence within your Mind,

Which, by the Right, and Vertue of my Place,

I ought to know of : And upon my Knegs,

1 charm you, by my once commended: Beauty,

By all your Vows of Love, and that great Vow,-

Which did incorporate and makc us onc,
That you unfold to me, your felf, your half,

KT P—

Here, inthe Thigh: Canl bear that with Patience,
And not my Husband’s Secrets ?
Brut. OyeGods! :
Render me worthy of this Noble Wife. [Knock. -
Hark, hark, one knocks: Porsisgoina while,
And by and by thy Bofom fhall partake
The Secrets of my Heart. )
All my Engagements | will conftrue to thee,
All the Charatery of my Sad Brows:
Leave me with hafte. [Exit Portic.

Enter Lucius and Ligarius.

Lugins, Who's that knocks ?

Lue. Hereisa fick Man that would fpeak with you.
Brut. Caivis Ligarins, that Mesellus {pake of.

Boy, ftand afide. “Caius Ligarins, how ? v
Cwius, Vouchfafe good morrow from a fecble Tongue.
Brut. O what a time have you chofe out, brave Cains,

To wear a Kerchief? Would you werenot fick.
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Cains. 1am not fick, if Brarus have in hand

Any Exploit worthy the Name of Honour,
Brae. Such an Exploit have L in hand, Ligarins,

Had you a healthful Ear to hearof it. .
Cains. By all the Gods, that Romans bow before,

1 here difcard my ficknefs. Soul of Rome,

Brave Son, deriv’d from Honourable Loins,.

Thou, like an Exorcift, haft conjur’dup

My mortified Spirit. Now bid me run,

And I will ftrive wich things impoflible,

Yea, get the better of them. What's to do?

- Brut. A piece of Work,

That will make fick Men whole. .
Cains. But arenot fome whole, that we muft make fick ?
Brat. That muft we alfo. What itis, my Caim,

1 thall unfold to thee, aswe are going, .

To whom it muft be done.
Cains. Set on your Foot,

And with a Heart new-fir'd, 1 follow you,

Todo I know not what: butit fufficeth,

That Brutus leads me on.
Brus. Follow me then.

LT hunder,
LExennts

Thunder and Lightning.
Enter Julius Cefar, sn bis Night-Gown.

Cef. Nor Heaven, nor Earth,
Have been at Peace to Night:
“Thrice hath Calpburnia, inher Sleep cry’d out
Help, ho! They murther Cefar. W ho’s within ?

Enter a Servant.
Serv. My Lord.
Cef. Go, bid the Priefts do prefent Sacrifice,
And bring me their Opinions of Succefs.

Serv. 1 will, my Lord. LExit.

Enter Calphurnia.

Cal. What mean you, Cefar, think you to walk forth?
You (ha'l not ftir ous of your Houfe today,

Caf. Cafar fhall forth; thethings that threaten’d me,
Never look’d but on my Back: When they fhall fee,
The Face of Cafar, they are vanifhed.

Calph. Cafar, 1 never ftood on Ceremonies,
Yet now they fright me : ‘There isone within,

Befides the things that we have heard and feen,
Recounte
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Recounts moft horrid Sights, fcen by the Watch.
A Lionefs hath whelped in the Streets, .
And Graves have yawn’d, and yielded uptheir dead; ‘
Fierce fiery Warriours fight upon the Clouds,
In Ranks and Squadrons, and right Form of War,
Which drizled Blood upon the Capitol ;
Thenoifc of Battel hurtled in the Air;
Horfes do neigh, and dying Men did groan,
And Ghofts did fhriek, and fqueal about the ftreets.
O Cefar, thefe things are beyond all ufc,
And 1 do fear them.
Caf. What can be avoided,
Whofe End is purpos’d by the mighty Gods 2
Yet Cefar fhall go forth: for thele Predictions
Are to the World in general, asto Cefar.
Calph. When Beggars dic there arc no Comets feen ;
The Heavens them{clves blaze forth the Death of Princes.
Csf. Cowards dic many times before their Deaths;
The valiant never tafte of Death but once :
Of all the Wonders, that 1 yet have heacd,
1¢ feems to me moft ftrange that Men fhouid fear,
Seeing that Death, aneceflary End;
Will come when is will come,
Emnter a Secvant,
What fay the Augurers ?
Serv, They would not have you to ftir forth to day.
Plucking the Intrails of an Offering forth,
"They could not find a Heart within the Beaft.
Cef. The Godsdo this in fhame of Cowardice :
Cefar thould bea Beaft without a Hears
If he fhould ftay at home to day for fear ;
No, Cefar fhall not ; Danger knows full well,
That C«far is more dangcrous than he.
We hear two Lyons litter’d in one day,
And I the elder and more terrible,
And C.far fhall go forth.
Calph. Alas, my Lord,
Your Wifdom is confum’d in Confidence;
Do not go forth today: callitmy Fear,
That keeps you in the Houfe, and not your own.
Well fend AMark Anseny to the Senate-houfe,
And he fhall fay, you are not well today:
Let me, upon my Knee, ?revail in this.
Cef. Mark_Antony fhall fay [am not well,
And for thy Humour, [ will ftay at home.
Enter Decius.

Here’s Decins Bratus, he fhall tell tllx;m fo.
) 2

Deey
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Decins. Cifaryallhail: Good morrow, worthy Cefar,
1 come to fetch you to the Senate-houfe. Lo
C.f.- And you are come in'very happy time,
Tobear my Greeting to the Senators,
And tell them that I will-not come today :
Cannot, is falfe; and that Idare not, falfer:
1 will not come to day, tellthem fo,. Decing,
Calph. Say he is fick. S
C.f. Shall Cefar fend aLye ? e
Have | in Conqueft ftretch’d mine Arm fo far;
Tobeafraid to tell Grey-beards the Truth
Decius, Go, tell them, Cefar willnot come. "
Dec. Moft mighty Cefar, let me know fome Caufe,
Left i be laugh’d at, when Ltellthemfo. = =
Cef. The Caufeis in my Will, 1 will not come
That is enough to fatisfic the Senate. . -
Bus for ‘our private Satisfation,
Becaufe I love you, 1 will let you know, )
Calphurnia, here, my Wife, ftays me ag-homes ., .
She dreamd to night, fhe faw my Statue, ;¢
Which, like a Fountain, with an hundred Spbuts,
Did run pure Blood ; and many lulty Romans
. Came fimiling, and did bathe their Hands in.it;
And thefe does fhe apply, for Warnings and.Portents,
And Evils imminent ; and on her Knee DT
Hath begg’d, that I will ftay at hometo day. - .o v

Des. ThisDrcam is all amifs interpreted;:” « . .- .. ¢

It was a Vifion fair and fortundte : 4
Your Statuc, Tpouting Blood in many Pipes;.
In which fo many fmiling Romans bath’d, . .

Signifies, That from you great Rome:fhall futk . ...

Reviving Blood, and that gréatMen fhall prefs- .+ .. . .

For TinQures, Stains, Reliques, and Cognifance,. - .,
This, by Calpburnia’s Dream, is fignifieds. .. .. -

C«f. And this way have you well expounded it. .

Dec. 1 have, when you have heard what I can fays. .
And know it now, the Senate have concluded, . .1,
To give, this day, aCrown to mighty Gefars 170 -
If you fhall fend them word you will not come, . ...

Their Minds may change.  Befides,:it were a Motk . ., L

Apt fo be render’d, for fomconetofay, . ryoot
Break vp the Senate, till another time: AT
When C ofar’s Wife fhall meet with better Dreaps,. i
If Cefar hide himfelf, fhall chey-not whifper, i, . . ©
Loe, Ctfarisafr.id? Rt IV R
Pardon me, C«far, for my dear, dear Love

"T'o, your Proceeding, bids me tell you this:
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And Reafon to my Love s liable, - ]

Cef. How foolifhdo Xour Fears feem now, Calpburnia ?
I am afhamed 1 did yield to them,
Give me my Robe, for I will go.

Enter Brutus, Ligarius, Mctellus, Caska, Trebonius,
Cinna, and Publius.

And look where Pablins is come to fetch me,
Pub. Good morrow, Cefar.-
Cef. Welcome, Publins.
What, Bratus, arc you ftirr’d fo early too?
Good morrow, Caska, Cains Ligarins ;
.Cefar wasne’er fomuch your Enemy,
As that fame Ague which hath made you lean.
What is’t a Clock ? _
Brut, Cafar, ’tis ftrucken Eight.
Cef. 1thank you for your Pains and Courtefie,

Enter A.n‘tony. .

See, Antony, that revels long a-nights
Is notwithftanding up. Good morrow, Antony.
Ant. So to moft Noble Cefar,
. Cef. Bid them prepare within :
1 amto blame to be thus waited for. ]
Now, Cinna, now, Metellus: what, Trebonius;,
1 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, €afar, 1 will: and fo near will I be,
That your beft Friends Mall with | had been further.
Cef. Good Friends, go in, and taftc fome Wine with me,
And we (like Friends) will {traighsway go together,
Brut. That every like is not the fame, O Cefar !
The Heart of Brutus earns to think upon. CExeunt.

Enter Artemidorus.

 Cuxfar, beware of Brutus, take heed of Caffiuss come not near Caska, bave
an eye to Cinna, truft not Trebonius, mark, well Metellus Cimber, Decius
Brutus loves thee not : Thon haft wrong’d Caius Ligarius. ~There is bus one
Mind in all thefe Men, and it 3 bent againft Ceelar = If thou beeft not Immor-
tzl, look about yow. Secnrity givesway so Confpiracy, The mighty Gods defend
thee. S .

Thy Lover, Artemidorns.

Herewill | ftand, till Cafar pafsalong,
B 1Y aiun hios hic - My

Amd man Cuibnn
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My Heart laments, that Vectue cannot live
Out of the Teeth of Emulatfon. - .
If thou read this, O C«far, thou may’ft live,
If not, the Fates with Traitors docontrive. [Ewit,

Enter Portia and Lucius.

Port, 1prithee, Boy, runto the Senate- houft,
stay not to anfwer me, but get thee gone.
\Why doft thou ftay ? .

Luc. To know my Errand, Madam. )

Port. 1 would have had thee there and here again,
Ier 1 can tell thee what thou fhould(t do there =
O Conftancy ! be ftrong upon my fide. "~
Set a huge Mountain *tween my Hearrand Tongue : *
1 have a Man’s Mind, but a Woman’s Mtht:

How hard it is for Women to keep Counfel
Art thou here yet ?

Luc. Madam, what fhuold Ido
Run to the Capitol, and nothing elfe;

And fo return to you, and nothing elfe?

Port. Yes, bring me word, Boy, if thyLord look well,
For he went fickly forth: and take ood Note
What Cefar doth, what Suitors prefs to him.
Hark, Boy, whag Noife is that ¢

Luc. 1hear none, Madam.

Pors. Prithee, liften well:

I heard a buftling Rumour, like a Fray,
And the Wind brings it from the Capitol,
Lue. Sooth, Madam, I hear nothing.

Enter the Soothfayer.

Port.-Come hither, Fellow, which way haft thou been ?
Soothf. At mine ownHoufe, good Lady.
Port. Whatis't a Clock?
Soothf. About the Ninth Hour, Lady.
Port, Is C-:{ar yet gone to the Capitol ?
Soothf. Madam, notyet; 1goto take my ftand.
To fec him pafs on to the éap tol.
Port. Thou haft fome Suit to Cefar, haft thou not?
Soothf, That I have, Lady, if ic will pleafe Cafar

To be {0 good to Cefar, as to hear me:

{ thall befeech him to befriend himfelf. .
Port. Why, knowft thou any harm’s intended towards him ?
Soothf. None that Lknow will be.

Mneh that I fear may chance :
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Good morrow to you; here the ftreet is narrow
The Throng that follows Ce/far at the heels,
Of Senators, of Prxtors, common Suitors,
Will crowd a feeble Man (almoft) to Death
1l get me to a place more void, and there
Speak to great Cefar, as he comes along,
Port. Fmut goins
Ay, me! How weak athing
The Heart of Woman is! O Brutus,
The Heavens fpeed thee in thine Enterprife.
Sure the Boy heard me: Brass hath a Suit
That C<far will not grant. O, I grow faint!
Run Lacine, and commend me to my Lord,
Say I am merry ; Come to me again,
And bring me word what he doth fay to thee.

13

[Exit,

7

[Exewn:.

o Attus Tertius.

* Flowrifb.

Enter Cafar, Brutus, Caflius, Caska, Decius, Metellus, Trebonius,

Cinna, Antony, Lepidus, Artimedorus, Publius,

and the Soothfayer.

C4f. TH E Ides of March are come.
. Soothf. 1, Cafar, but not gone.

Art. Hail, Cefar: Read this Scedule.

Decius. Trebonims doth defire you to o’er-read
(At your beft leifure) this his humble Suit.

Art. O Cefar, sead mine firlt: for mine’s a Suit,
That touches C«far ncarer. Read it, great Cefar.

Caf. What touches us, our felf fhall be laft ferv’d.

Are. Delay not, C«far, read it inftantly.

C«f. What, isthe Fellow mad?

Publ. Sirrah, . give place.

Caff. What, urge you your Petitions in the ftreet ?
Come to the Capitol. '

Popil, 1 withyour Enterprife to day may thrive:

Cafl. What Enterprife, Popillins? i

Popil. Fare you well.

Brut, What faid Popillins Lena ?

Caff. He wiht today our Enterprife might thrive:
1 fear our Purpofe is difcovered. '

Rynt.

T
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Brue, Look, how he makes to Cefar ; mark him.
Caff. Caska, be fudden, for we fear Prevention.
Brutus, what fhall bedone ? 1f this be known,
Caffins Or Cefar never fhall turn back,
For I will flay my felf,
Brut, Caffius, be conftant :
Popillins Lena fpeaks not of our Purpofes,
For look, he finiles, and C«/ar doth not change. .
Caff. Trebonins knows his time: for look you, Brutus,
He draws Mark Antony out of. the Way.
Dec. Whereis Metellus Cimber ¢ Let him go,
And prefently prefer his Suit to Cefar.
Brur. Heisaddreft: prefs near, and fecond him.
Cin, Caska, youare the firlt that rears your hand.
Cef. Arc weall ready ? What is now amifs,
That Cefar and his Senatc muft redrefs?
" Metel. Mott high, moft mighty,and moft puifant Cefar!
Metellus Cimber throws before thy Seat '
An L,umble Heart.
C.;[. 1 muft prevent thee, Cimber:
Thefe Couchings, and thefe lowly Courtefics
Might fire the Blood of ordinary Men,
And turn pre-Ordinance,. and firdt Decree, *
Into the Lane of Children. Benot fond
Tothink that Cafar bears fuch Rebel-blood,
That will be thawd from the true Quality
With that which melteth Fools, 1 mean, fweet words,
Low-crooked Courtefies, and bafe, Spanicl Fawning :
Thy Brother, by Decree, is banifhed : o
If thou doft bend, and pray, and fawn for him,
I fpurn thee, like aCurr, ous of my way:
Know, Cefar doth not wrong, nor without Caufe
Will he be fatisfied. )
Mtel. 1s there no Voice more worthy than my own,
To found more fweetly in'great Cefar’s Ear,
For the repealing of my banifh’d Brother ¢
~ Brut. | kifs thy Hand, but not in Flattery, Cefar :
Defiring thee, that Publius Cimber may
Have an immediate Freedom of Repeal.
Csf. What, Bruns? - ' :
Caff. Pardon, Cafar: Cefar, pardon,
As low as to thy Foot doth Caffins fall,
To beg Infranchifement for Pablins Cimber.
Caf. 1 could be wellmov’d, if Iwere as you,
If I could pray to move, Prayers would move me:
But I am conftant as the Northern Star,
Of whofe true fixt, and refting Qbality,

There

e

Thereis no Fellow in the Firmament. - .
The Skiesare paintcd with unnumbred Sparks,
“They are all Fire, and every one dath fhine
But there’s but one in all doth hold his Place.
So, in the'World ; *tis furnifhd well with Men,

- And Men are Flefh and Blood, and apprehenfive

Yet in the Number, 1de know but One
That unaffailable holds on his Rank,
Unfhak’d of Motion : and that Iam he,
Let mea little fhew it, evénin this: .
“That 1 was conftant Cimber fhould be banifh’d,
And conftant do remain to keep him fo.
" . Cinna. O Cafar!
Cef. Hence: Wilt thou lifs up Olympus 7
- Decins. Great Cafar. . ‘
Cef. Doth not Brasus bootlefs kneel ?

Cask, Speak hands for me. )
) . .. LThey ftabb Ceelar, -
Cef. Etthy Bruted—o Then fall Cafar. o [ Dies.
Cin. Liberty, Freedom; Tyranny is dead ¢ : :
Rup hence; proclaim; cry it about the Streets.
Caff. Some to the common-Pulpits,: and cry out,
Liberty, Freedom, and Epfranchifement. .
Brus. Peopleand Senators, benot affrighted :
Fly not; ftand ftill : Ambition’s Debt is paid.
Cask. Go to the Pulpis, Bruts.
Dec. And Caffins too. L
Brut, Where’s Publins ? S ]
Cin. Here, quite confounded with this Mutiny: :
" Mer. Stand faft together, left fome Friend of Cefar’s fhould chance —
Bras. “Talk not of Standing. Publins, good cheer,
There is no harm intended toyour Perfon,  ° :
Nor to 10 Roman elfe: fo tell them, Publine.
Caff. Aud leave us, Publins Jeft that the People,
Rulhing on us, fhould do your Age fome mifchief. 3
Brat. Do fo, and let no Man abide this Deed, ‘
But we the Doers. ) ) ‘

Enser Trebonivs.

Caff. Whereis Antony ?
Treb. Fled to his Houfeamaz’d:

“Men, Wives, and Childgany. ftare, cry-out, and run,

Asit were Doomfday.

Byut. Fates, we will know your Pleafures
That we Mall dic, we know ; 'tis but the time
Anwd drawing Days out, that Men ftand \;apon.
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Cask, Why he that cuts off twenty Kears of life, - .
Cuts off fo many years of fearing'death. - -
Bru. Grant that, and then is death a benefit:
So are we Cafar’s Friends, that have abridg’d
His time of fearing death. Stoop, Romans, ftoop,
And let us bath our hands in C¢far’s blood '
Up to the Elbows, and befmear our Swords:  *
Then walk we forth, even to the Market place,
- And wavinglour red Weapons oe’r our heads,
Let’s all cry Peace, Freedom, and Liberty. .
Caff. Stoop then, and wafh. How many Ages hence
Shall this our lofty Scene be acted over, - .
In State unborn, and Accents yet unknown ? .
Bru. How many times fhall Cefar bleed in fpore ?
That now on Permpey’s Balis lic along,
No worthier than the duft?
Caff. So oft as that fhall be,
So often fhall the knot of us be call’d,
The Men that gave their Countey Liberty.
Dec, What, fhall we forth? v
Caff. 1, every Man away. . .
Brusns fhall lead, and we will grace his heels
With the moft boldeft, and belk hearts of Rore,

Enter 4Servahe. -
g Cae Sl '
Bru, Soft, who comes here? A Friend of Antomy's:.
Ser. Thus Brumus did my Mafter bid me kneel 5
Thus did Mark_Antony bid me fall down, -
And being proftrate, thus he bad me %v-: ]
Brutus is Noble, Wife,” Valiant, and Honeft;, - B
Cefar was Mighty, Bold, Royal, and Loving:® - - : :
Say, 1love Brutus, and | honout him S
Say, I fear’d Cefar, honour™! him, and lov'd him.
If Brutus will vouchfafe, that Antony -
May fafely come to him, and be refolv’d .
How Cefar hath deferv’d to lie in death,
Mark Antony thall not love Cefar dead
So welk as Bratas living ; but will follow"
The Fortunes and Affairs of Noble Brutus,
Through the hazards of this untrod State, ‘ »
With all true Faith, "So fays my Malter Aniony. o
Brs. Thy Malter is @ Wife and Vaaliant Rbmawj i1 -
1 never thought him worfe: . _ :
Tell him, fo pleafe him cone unto this place, Ce
He thall be fatisfied : and by my Honour. .
Depart sntouck’d. : _ s;r
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Ser. L1l fetch him prefently., - LE&xit Servant.
Bru. 1know that we fhall have him well to Friend. :
Caff. 1wifth wemay: Butyct.havel a mind ‘
That fears him much : and my mifgiviog ftill
Falls fhrewdly to the purpofe. : .

Enter Antony:
Bru, But here comes Aneeny, . |
Welcome Mark Ansony.
Ant, O mighty C.e/{r ! Doftthou lle fo low?
Are all thy Conqueflts, Glories, Triumph+, Spoils,
Shrunk to this little Meafuré 2 Fare theewell, .
I'’know not Gentlcmen what you intend, :
Whoelfe muft be let blocd, who elfeis raok ¢
I£1 my felf, there isno hour fo fig
As Cefar’s deaths hour ; nor no Inftrument
Of half that worth, as thofe your Swordsy made rich
« With the moft Noble blood of all this World. , c
Idobefeech ye, if you bear mehaed, ..
Now, whil’ft your purpléd hands do reek and fmoak,
Fulfil your pleafure. Live h Thoufand years, -
{ hall not fiod my felf fo apt todie, .. v
No place will pleafe me fo, no ‘mien of death,
As here by Cefar, andby youcutoff, .~ : ..
The Choice and Mafter Spiritsof this Age,
Bru. O Antony ! Beg not your death of us:
Though now we muft appear bloody and crucl,
As by our hands, and this our prefent At '
You fee we do : Yet fee you but cur hands, .
And this, the bleeding bufinefs they have done,
Qur hearts you fee not, they are pitiful.
And pity to the general wrong of Rome,
As fire drives out fire, fo pity, pity’
Hath done this deed on Cefar. For your pars, ’
To you, our Swords have leaden points, Mark Antony :
Our Arms in (trength of melice, and our hearts
Of Brothers temper, do receive you in, .
With all kind love, good thoughts, and reverence,
Caff. Your Voice fhall be as [trong as any Mans,
In the difpofing of new Digpitics.
Bru. Onlybe patient, till we have appeas®d
The Multitude, befide themfelves with fear,
_And then, wewilldeliver you the caufe,
Why I, that did love Cefar when 1 ftrook him,
Have thus proceeded.
Ant, 1doubt not of your-Wifdom..

Let cach Man rendei me his bloody hand. .
' E 2 ~ Fickt
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Firlt, Marcus Brutus, will 1 thake with yous A

Next, Cains Caffins, do Itakeyour hand;

Now, Decins Brutus, yours; now yours, Metellus:,

Yours, Cinna;, and, my valiant Caska, yours; = .

Though latt, not leatt inLove, yours, ood Trebonins. .1

Gentlemen all : Alas, what fhall I fay§ ) .

My Credit now {tandson fuch flippery Ground, - v

“That onc of two bad ways youmuft conceit me, -

Either a Goward, or a Flatterer.

“That | did love thee, Cefar, O, ’tls true!

If then thy Spirit lookupon usnow, -~ . v

Shall it not grieve theo, dearcr than thy Death, : -

To fee thy Antony making his Peace, 110+

shaking tic bloody Fingers of thy Foegpv.i v ...

Moft Noble, inthe Prefence of thy Coarfey '

Had I as many Eyes as thou haft Wounds,

Weeping as falt as they tream forth thy Blood. -

It would become me better,- than to clofe: o 1+ !

In terms of Friendfhip with thine Eneries, = i

Pardon me, Fulins, here waft thou bay’d, brave-Hart,

Here didft thou fall, and here thy;Hunters ftand, -

Sign’d in thy Spoil, and Crimfon’d in thy Lethe,

O World ! thou waft the Forelt to-this:Hart,

And this indeed, O World, the Hart'of thees | . .

How, likea Deer, ftrucken by mbny Princesy. .

Doft thou here lie ? e
Caff. Mark_Antony, UL
Ane, Pardun me, Cains Caffius:

T

“The Encmies of Cafar thall fay this:

Then, iuaFricnd, it is cold Modefty. . »

Caff. 1blame you not for-praifing Cefar fo,_.
But what Compa¢t mean you to have withus? -~ ° ..
Will you be prick’d in number of out Friends;
Or fhall we on, and not depend on you?-* :

_Ant. Therefore Itook your hands,. bug.was indeed
Sway’d from the Point, by lookingdownonCeafars . .
Friends am I with youall, and love'you all, . R

Upon this hope, that you fliall give me Reafons, oo

Wy, and wherein, Cé¢far was dangerous.
Brut. Or elfe were this a favage Spetacle;
Our Reafons are fo full of -good Regard,
That were you, Antany, the jon o " Cefary..
Y ou thould be fatisfied. ‘ ‘
Ant, That’salll feek, .
And am moreover Suitor, that I may
Produce his Body to the Market-place, ~
And, inthe Pulpit, as becomes & F:;end,

N

speak in the Order of his Funeral.
Brus. You fhall, Mark-Antony.
~ Caff. Bruus, aword withyou :
You know not whas you do; Do not confent
That Anteny fpeak in his Funeral: o
Know you how much the People may be mov’d .
By that which he will utter? .
Brut. By your Pardon :
I will my felf into the Pulpit fielt,
And fhew the Reafon of our Cafar’s Death.
What Antony fhall fpeak, 1 will proteft
He fpeaks by Leave, and by Permiffion :
And that'we are contented Cefar hall -
Have all true Rites, and lawful Ceremonies,
1t fhall advantage more, than do us wrong.
Caff: 1 know not what may fall, Llikeit not.’
Brut. Mark Antony, here, take you C«far's Body ¢
e . You fhall not in your Funeral Speech blame us;
: But fpeak all good you can devife of Cefar,
And fay, you do’ by our Permiffion: '
Elfe fhall you not have any hand at all
About hisFuneral. And you fhell fpeak,
In the fame Pulpit whereto I am goingy
After my Speech is ended. S
Ant. Beitfo:
C 1do defire no more, S
v Brat. Prepare the Body then, and follow nd:
: M [ Manet Antony.
: Ant. O pardon me, thou bleeding Picce of Eatth:
i, That I am meek and gentle with thefe Butchers.
; | Thou art the Ruines of the Nobleft Man,
That ever lived in the Tide of ‘Times.
Woe to the Hand, that Med this coftly Blood.
Over thy Wounds, now do1 Prophefie, .
(Which, like dumb Mouths,do ope their Ruby Lips,

v To beg the Voice, and Utterance of my Tongue) .

AT A Curfe fhall light upon the Limbs of Men;

Domeftick Fury, and fiere Civil Strife, - -~
Shall cumber all the Parts of Jealy : ;

‘ Blood and Deftruction Mall be fo in ufe,

.And dreadful @bjetls fo familiar,

‘ That Mothers fhall but fimile, when they behold..
4 Their Infants quartered with the hands of War:
All Pity choak’d with Cuftom of fell Deeds,
And Cefar’s Spirit ranging for Revenge,

With Are by his fide, come hot from Hell,

' ' Shall, in thefe Confines witha Monarch’s Voice,.

Sx;cak -
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Cry havock, and let flip the Dogs of War,
That this foul deed, fhall fmell above the Earth .
With Carrion Men, groaning for Burial,

Enter OQtavio’s Servane.
- [T

You ferve Oétavius Cefar, do you not ?

Ser. 1do, Mark, Antony.

Ant, Cefar did write for him to come to Roms.

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

Ant. Thy heart is big : get theea-part and weep:
Paflion I fee is catching from mine Eyes,
Secing thofe Beads of forrow ftand in thine,
Began to water. s thy Maiter coming ?

Ser. Helies to night within feven League of Rome.

Ant. poft back with fireed, ...
And telt him what hath chanc’d : ) CoL
Here is a mourning Rowse, a dangerous Reme, . -, , L
No Rome of {afety for Oftavius yet,
‘Hye hence, and tell him fo. Yet ftay a while,
Thou fhalt not back, till 1 have born this coarfc
Into the Market place: There fhall I try
In my Oration, how the People take
T he cruel lue of thefe bloody Men 5
According to the which, thou (halt difcourfe .
To young Oftavins, of the ftate of things. ’
Lend me your hand. ‘ [ Exennt.

Enter Brutus and ga;}‘i}u_o the I’Jdpl't; -and Callivs,
with the Plebeians,

Ple. We willbe fatisfied,: let usbe fatisfied,
Bru, Then follow me,. and give me Audience, Friends,
Caffins go you into the other ftreet, . .
And part the Numbers: -, e
Thofe that will hear me fpeak, let?em ftay heres
Thofe that will follow Caffius, go with him,
And publick Reafons [hall be rendred
Of Cefar's death.
1. Ple. 1 will hear Bruws fpeak, - :
2. Twill-hear Caffins, andcompdre their Reafons,
When feverally we hear them rendred.
3. The Noble Bruas is afcended s Silence.
Bru. Be patient till the laft. ) ‘
Romins, Countrey-men, and Lovers, hear me for my caufe, 3gd be ﬁlet:xt,
. thag
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that you may hear. Believe me for mine Honour, and have refpect to mine
Honour, that youmay believe. Cénfure me in your Wifdom, énd dwake
yourSenfes that you may the better Judge. If therc beany inthis Aflembly,
any dear Friend of Cefar’s, to him I fay, that Brutus fove'to Csfar, was no
lefs than his. If then that Friend demand, why Brautus rofe againft Cefar,
this is my anfwer : Not that I lov’d Cefar lefs, but that I lov’d Reme more,

-Had you rather Cefar were living,and di€ all Slaves ; ‘than that C.[er wete

dead, tolive all Freemen ? As Cefar lov’d me, Iweep fot him;; as'he was
Fortunate, I rejoiceat it; as he was Valiant, 1 hohour him: But, as'he was
Ambitious, I flew him. There is Tears, for his Love: Joy,for his Fortune:
Honour, for his Valour: And Death, for his Ambition. Who s licre fo
bafe, that would bea Bondman? Ifany, fpeak, for him havel offended.
Who is here fo rude, that would not bea Romap ? If any, fpeak, for him
havel offended. Who ishere fo vile; thay wilf not love his Cointry 2 If
any, fpéak, for himhave I offended. I paufe for a Reply.

All. None Brutus, none.

Brutws. Then none have I offended. " [ have done no more to Cefar, than
you fhall do to Bratus. The Queftion of his dedth, is inroll'd in the Capi-
tol: his Glory no extenuated, wherein tie was worthy ; - nor his offences
enfore’d, for which he fuffered death. S ' .

Enter Mark Antony, with Celar®s Body.

Here comes his Body, monrn’d by Mark, Anteny, who though he had no
hand in his death, fhall receive the benefit of his dylng, a place in the Com-

mon-wealth, as which of you fall iot ? With this I depart, that aslflew -
*my beft Lover for the good of Rome, | have the fame Dagger for my fif,

when is fhall pleafe my Country to need my death,

All. Live Brutus, live, live, :

1. Bring him with Triumph home unto his Houfe.

2. Give him aStatue with his Anceftors. =+

3. Let him be Cefar. n v

4. Cufar’s better parts )
Shall be Crown’d in Bratas. A

1. Well bring him to his Houfe,
W ith Shouts and Clamours.

Brut. My Country-men. }

2. Peace, Silence, Brutus fpeaks. C,

1. Peace ho. ’ ‘

Brut. Good Countrymen, let me depart alone,
And (for my fake) ftay here with Anrony
Do grace to Cafar’s Corps, and grace his Speech -
Tending to Cefar’s Glories, which Mark: Antony- '
(By our permiffion) is ellow’d to make.
Ido intreat you, not a Man depart, C
Save I alonc till 4ntony have fpoke. LExit.

. * Stay ho, and .lcc ushea: fl*!@rk fnfmy; ; . o Let
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.3 Lgt him goyp inte.the publick Chair, .~ - ’

We'll hear him :, Noble Antony, gavpey. - -
- Ant, For Brutus fake | am beholding tp you.
4 What, does lic fay of Bratus? ’
31 He fays; for Brusus fake
He finds himfelf. beholding to us all. L
-+ "Twereheft he fpcak no haym of. Brutus here? .
-+ This.Cefanwas 3 Tyrant. .
3 Nay, thavscertain: v - .
We.are bleft that Roms is vid of ‘him, -
* 2 Pedce, let us hear what Antony can fay. |
Ant; You, gensle Romans,. . .0 )
- All. Peace,ho,y; Jay’s hieat him.

 Ane. Friends, Romans, {Countrymen, lend me your Eafs, .
) [

1 come to bury Cefar, ot to praile him:
The Evil that Men do, lives af{ér:the'm,

/The good is oft interred with their-Bones,

§o let it be with Cafar. ., The Noble Bratu
.Ha_th‘told,ypa,&gﬁ:yyyégampiﬁggs: ' !
If it were fo, it was agrievous Fanlt,
And grievoufly hath Cafar anfwerd it. .
Here, under leave of Brugus, and she reft,
For Brutus is an Honourable Man, B
Aa.arc-they gll:3, alt HongurableMen) .-,
-Gome 1 to fpgal in CefarisFuneral. ..
e was my Frignd, fait ful, and jutt fo me s
But Bruus f3ysy he was Ambitious, .
{_\lm:] Bm)m is :la'1n Honourable Man.

¢ hath brought many Captives home to .
Whofe Ranfoms did th;rgle)qc;al, Coﬂ'ers,iﬁ;?"”. '
Did this it Cefar fcem Ambitigns ? , . .,

Ambition fhonld be madeof fterner Stuff,

Yet Bratus fays he was Ambitious,

And Bratus is an Honourable Man.

You all did fee, that on the Lupercal,

I thrice prefentéd hima Kingly Crown. o
Which he did thrice refufe. Was this Ambition?
Yet Brutas fays he wad Ambitious, T

And fure he is an Honowrable Man.

I fpeak not to difprove what Brytus fpoke

But here [ am to fpeak what-Ldo knqw 5 ’

When that the poor have c?y’d, Cefar ha'tﬁ‘v,vci)il: ‘L' ) g L

You'all did love him once, faat.withous Caufe, g 8

What Canfe with-holds you then, to moyen for- him ?
O Judgment ! thou art fled to brutith Bealts, .
And Men have loft ¢heir Reafon. Bear with me,
My Heart is in the Coflin there with Cefar, ’

LY id - ’

+

|
i
i
Sy i— 1

‘The TRAGBDY of Julius Ceelar, 37

And I muft pavfe, till it come back to me,
1 Methinks there is much Reafon in his Sayings.
2 If thou confider rightly of the matter,
Cefar has had great Wrong,
3 Has he,Malters? I fear there will'a worfe comein his place.
4 Mark’d ye hiswords ? he would not take the Crown,
Therefore "tis certain, he was not ambitious.
1 IF it be found fo, fome wiil dear abide it.
2 Poor Soul, his Eyesare red as Firc with weeping. ﬂ
3 There’snota Nobler Man in Rome than Axtony. ’
4 Now mark him, he begins again to fpeak.
Ant. But yefterday, the word of Cefar might
!
i
!

Have ftood againft the World : Now lics he there,
And none fo poor to do him Reverence.

O Mafters ! If 1 weredifpos’d to ftic

Your Hearts and Minds to Mutiny and Rage,

I tould do Brutus Wrong, and Caffius Wrong:
Who (youall know) are Honoura le Men.

1 will not do them wrong: I rather chufe ;
To wrong the dead, to wrong my felf and you, :
Than 1 will wrong fuch Honourable Men.

But here's a Parchment, with the Seal of Cefar, -
I found it in his Clofct, “tis his Will :

Let but the Commons hear this Teftament : .,
Which (pardon me) 1donotmeanto read, .
And they would go and kifs dead Cefar’s Wounds,

And dip their Napkins in his 5acre Blood ) ‘
Yea, beg a Hair of him for Memory, i
And dyinF, mention it within their Wills, ’ !
Bequeathing it as a rich Legacy,

Unto their IMue.

4 'We'll hear the Will, read it, Mark Antony.

All. The Will, the Will; we will hear Cefar’sWill. .

“4r. Have Patience, gentle Friends, 1 muft not read it. g
It is not meet you know how Cafar lov’d you: ‘
You arenot Wood, you are not Stoncs, but Men, {4
And being Men, hearing the Willof Cefar, i
It will inflame you, it will make you mad; ‘
*Tis good you know not that you are his Heirs,
For if you fhould, O what will come of it? :

4 Read the Will,- we'll hear it, Antony: . 3
You thall read us the Will, Cefur’s Will. :

Ans. Will yoube patient ? Wil you ftay a while ?
1 have o%erfhot my felf to tell you of it
1 fear 1 wrong the Honourable Men, )
Whofe Daggers have ftabb’d Cefar : 1 do fear it.

4 They were Traytors: Honourable l!\:den ?

A
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All. The Will, the Teftament, . .
2 They were Villains, Murderers : the:Will,iead the Will.
Ant. You will compell me then to read the' Will
Then make a Ring about the Corpfe of Cafur,
And let me fhew you him-that made the Will:
Shall I defcend ? and will yougive me leave ?
All, Come down, )
2 Defcend.
3 You fhall have leave.
4 A Ring, ftand round.
1 Stand from the Hearfe, ftand from the Body.
2 Room for Autony, moft-Noble dntony.
Ant, Nay, prefsnot fonpon me; ftand far:off.
All. Stand back: Room : Bear back. L
Ant. If you have Tears, prepare to fhed them now.
You all do know this Mantle ; I cemember,
The firft time ever Cefar put it on,
*Twas on a Summer's Evening, inhis Tent,
That day he overcame the Nervii. -
Look, inthis place run Caffius Daggerthsough ;.
Sce what a Rent the envious Casksmade: .
Through this, the well-beloved Brutus ftabb’d,
And as he pluck’d his curfed Steel away
Mark how the Blood of Cafar followed it,
As ruthing out of doors, to be refolv’d .
If Bratus {o unkindly knock’d ormno-:
For Brutus, as you know, wasCefur's Angel. ‘
Judge, O ye Gods, how dearly C;jar lov’d him.
This was the moft unkindeft Cut of all,
For when the Noble Cefar faw him ftab, |
Ingratitude, more ftrong than Traytors Arms,
Quite vanquifh’d him: thenburl his mighty Heart,
And in his Mantle, mufiting op his Face, .
Even at the Bafe of ‘Pempey's Statue - '
(Whichall the while ran Blood) great Cefar fell.
O what a fal) was there, my Countrymen? .
Then I, and you, and all of us fell down,
Whil’ft bloody Treafon flourifh'd ovex us..
O now you weep /! and I perotive poufeel
Thedint of Pity: Thefe are gractous Dsops.
Kind Souls, what weep you, when you but behold.
Our Cefar’s Velture Wounded ? Look you here,
Here is Himfelf, marr’d as.youfoe with Traytors..
1 O piteous SpeQtacle! L
2 O-Noble Cefar !
3 O woful Day! :
4. O Traytors, Villains! -

O

o (Y . .
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1 O moft bloody Sight ! S ERETE
2 We willbe reveng’d: Revenge, .
About, feek, burn, fire, kill, flay-/
Let not a Traytor live.
Ane, Stay, Countrymen,
1 Peace there, hear the Noble Anrony.
2 Well hear him, we?ll follow him, we'll diewith him,
“Ant. Good Friends, fweet Friends, let me not ftir 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 doit : "They are Wife and'Honourable,
And will, no doubt, with Reafonsanfwer yow
I come not (Friends) to fteal away your Hearts,
I am no Orator, as Bratus is;
But (as you know meall) a plain, blunt Man,
That love my Friend, and that they know full well,
That gave me publick leave tofpeak:of-him :-
For I have neither Wit, nor Words, nor Worth,
Adion, nor Utterance, nor the Power of ‘Speech;
To ftir Mens Blood. 1only fpeak righton: '
I tell you that, which you yourfelvesdoknow, ' - - - -
Shew you fiweet C« far’s Wounds ; poor, poor dumb Mouths;-
And bid them fpeak forme: Buewere 1-Brutus,
And Brusus Antony, there werean Antory: o
Wopld ruffle up your S {rits, arid put a Tongue:
Tn every Wound of Ca/l:r,"that fhould move
The Stones of Rome, to Rife and Mutiny.
Al WellMutiny.
1 Wellburn the Houfe of Brautas.
3 Away then, come; feck the-Confpitators.
Ant. Yet hear me, Countrymen, yethear me fpeak.
All. Peace,ho; hear Antony, moft Noble Antony.
Ant. Why, Friends, you go to do you know not what:
Wherein hath C.cfar thus deferv’d your Loves?
Alas, you know not, I muft tell you then:
You have forgot the Will I told you of. .
All. Moft true. The Will ; let's ftay and hear the Wiil.
“Ant. Here is the Will, and under Cefar’s Seal :
To every Roman Citizen he gives,
Toevery feveral Man, feventy five Drachmaes.
2 Pleb. Maft Noble Cefar, we’ll revenge his Death.
.3, Pleh. Q'Royal Cafar! ’ o ‘
Ane. Heéar me with Patfence. '
All, Peace, ho,
‘Ant. Morcover lic hath left you all his Walks,

His private Arbors, and new planted Orchards, ,
F2 On
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On this fide Tyber, he hath lefsthem you,
And to your Heirs for ever : common Pleafures
To walk abroad, and Recreate your felves.
Here wasa Cafar : when comes fuch another ?
1 Pleb. Never, never: come, away, away :
we’ll burn his Body in the Holy Place,
And with the Brands fire the Traytors Houfes,
Take ug the Body.
; 2 Pieb. Go, fesch fire.
3 Pleb. Pluck down Benches.
l 4 Pleb. Pluck down Forms, Windows, any thing.
An, Now let it work: Mifchief, thou arta-foot,
Take thou what Courfe thou wilt. .
How now, Fellow ? ,

[Ex. Plebeians,

Enter Servant..

Serv. Sir, Oftavius is alceady come to Rome.
Ans. Whereis he? )
Serv. Heand Lepidws-are at Cefur’s Houfe.
Ant. And thither will I ftraight tovifit him:.
‘ He comes upon a Wifh. Fortune is merry, .
| And in this Mood will give us any thing. .
! Serv, | heard him fay, Brusus and Caffius
Arec rid like Madmen, through the Gates of Kome..
Ant. Belike they had fome notice of the People, .
How I had mov’d them. Bring.me to Offaviw. [Exeunts
Enter Cinna the Poet, and after bim the Plebeians.

Cinna. 1dreamt to night, that 1 did feaft with Cefar.

And things unluckily charge my Fantafie :
1 have no Will to wandes forth of doors,
Yet fomething leads me forth..

1 What is your Name? -

2. Whither are you going ?

3 Where do you dwell ? )

4 Areyoua married Man, ora Batchelor?

2 Anfwer every Man directly.

1 I, and briefly.

4 1, and wifely.

3 I, and truly, youwere beft. .

Gin, What.is my Name? Whither am I going ? Wheredol dwell? Am
1 married Man or a Batchellor ? Then toanfiwer every Man, directly and
briefly, wifely and truly: wifely I fay, 1am a Batchellor.

2 That’s as much as to fay, they are Fools thaxmarey : yowll bearme a

Bang for that I fear; proceed diredtly..

Cinna,

L

_‘lh‘
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Ginna. Dire@ly 1 am goingto Cefar’s Funeral,

1 AsaFriend, oran Enemy?

Cinna. AsaFriend.

» That Matter is anfwered directly.

4 For your Dwelling s briefly. _

Cinna, Briefly, I dwell by the Capitol.-

3 Your Name, Sir, truly,

Cinna. Truly, my NameisCinna.

v Tear him to pieces, he’saConfpirator. )

Cinna. 1 am €inna, the Poct ; 1am Cinna, the Poet,

4 Tear him, for his bad Verfes; Tear him, for his bad Verfes.

Cinna. | am not Cinnathe Confpirator.

4 Itis no matter, his Name's Csnna; pluck but his Name out of his Heart,
and turn him going.

3 Tear him, tear him
Caffime, burn all.  Some to
Ligarins. Away, go.

41

Come, Brands, ho, Fire-brands: to Brutus, to
Decins’s Houfe, and fome to Caska’s; fome to

LExeunt all the Plebeians.

oAtus Quartus.
Enter Antony, O&avius, .a#d Lepidus.

Ant. THefe many then fhall dye, their Namcs are prick’d.
Oftav. Your Brother too muft dye 5 confent you, Lepidus ?
L;[. 1 do confent.
Ottav, Prick him down, Am”f"
Lep. tlpon Condition Publins fhall not live, -
Who is your Sifter’s Son, Mark Antony.
An. He fhall not live; look, witha SposI damn him, .
But, Lepidu, go you to Cefar’s Houfe :
Fetch the Will hit¥|er, and we fhall deterniine
How to cut off fome Charge in.Legacies. .
Lep. What, thall [ find you here ?
Ottav. Or here, or at the Capitol.
Ant. This is a flight unmeritable Man,
Meet to be fent on Errands: is it fit,
The three-fold World divided, he fhould ftand.
One of the three to fhare it ?
Oftav. So you thought him,
And took his Voice, who fhould be prick’d to dye, -
In our black Sentence, and Profcription.
Ans. Ofavim, 1 have feen more days than you ;. .
And though welay théfe Honours on this Man,

[Ex. Lepidus.

[ — .
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To eafe our fclves of diversiflanditoupDoady, - = (olibye o
Hec fhall but bear them, as the Afs bears Goldy < .+ e,
To groanand fweat under the Bufinefs, Anin
Eithcr led or driven, as we point the Way:: R
Aud having brought our Treafure, wherews willy; '
Then take we down his Load, andéugnhimoff,, - i -
(Liketo the cmpty Afs) to fhake his Ears, ¢ = 0o ne ol
Aund graze in Commons, EEETDPE ‘
Oftav, Youmay doyour Wills o, i 700 g
But he’s a tryed, and valiant Soldier.’ o
Ans. Soismy Horfe, Offavin; and for that
1 do appoint him ftore of Provender. »
Jtis'a Creaturethat bresctito fighe, . - .. ...

To wind, toftop, to rundirectly on: _ I
His corporal Motioh, govern’d bymy Spirit,. - *©a vl

And in fome tafté, is Lépidu hut fb; o
He muft be taught, and train’d, and bid go forth:
A barren-fpitited: Fellow, one that feeds

On Objeéts, -Arts, and Imitations,

Which out of uft; and ftal’d-by-other Men,

Begin his Fafhion. Do not talk of him,

But asa Property : and nawy, Q&fieWingy. Y. ...
Liften greatthings. Brutusand Caffius

Ate levying Powers ; We muft ftrai z’make head :
Thercfore let'olir AlliancebeccombiPtly =~ =0 o
Our beft Friends made, our means ftretch’d,

And.let us-prefently go fiviniComacely .~ .o ot

How covért Matters may beibett difolos™d), - -
Aud open Perils furcft anfwered.

Oftav. Letusdofo: for weare at theStake,
And bayed about with many Bremiege. 22 i
And fome that {mile, have in their Hexsts, Ifear, . -
Millions of Mifchiefs:” T

Drum. Enter Brutus, Lucillivs; and-the Army. Titinius
and Pindarus meet them, Co
Brur. Stand, ho. T
Lucil, Give the Word, ho, arid ftand.
Arut. What now, Lucillius, i8 Caffiws near ?
Lucil. Heisat hand 5 and Pibddvus is come
To do you Salutation from his Mafter. : , :
Brut. He greetsme well.  Your Mafter, Pindarns;
In his own Change, or by ill Offeets;,.  « -+ i o
Hath given me fome worthy Cauféto wifh, -
‘Things done, undone: Butif e be'at-hand, ~ ™
1 fhall be fatisficd. : :

*

i EE:'u’mm.' ‘
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Pin. 1do not doubs e o
But that my Noble Mafter will appear - o
Such as he is, full of Regard and Honour. .

Brus, He isnot doubted. A word, Lusilling,
How he receivid you :- let me be refolv’d.

Lucil, With Courtefie, and with Refpe enough,
But not with fuch familiar Inftances, .
Nor with fuch free and friendly Conference, °
As he hath vs’d of old. .

Brute. Thou haft defcrib’d
A hot Friend, cooling: Ever note, Luwcillins,
When Love begins to ficken and decay, ..
It ufcth an enforced Ceremony,
There are no Tricks in plainand fimple Faith
But hollow Men, like Horfes hot at hand,
Make gallant Shew, and Promife of their Mettle :

L Low March within.
But when they fhou!d endure the bloody Spur, .
They fall their Crefts ; and, like deceitful Jades,
Sink in the Tryal. Comes his Army on? S
Lugil. They mean, shis Nightin Sardis ¢o bequarter’d :

The greater Part, the Horfe, ir general,
Are come with Caffins,

. ‘Enter Camus and b Powers,. ..

Brut. Hark, heisarriv’dy
March gently on to meet him.
Caff. Stand, ho.
Brue, Stand, ho : {pcak the Word along. .-
Stand. - : !
Stand.
Stand. L .
Caff. Moft Noble Brother, you have done me Wrong..
Brut. Judge me, ye Gods; wrong I mine Enemies ?
And if notfo, how fhould I wrong a Brother? -
Caff. Brutus, this fober Form of yours hides Wrongs, ,
And when you do them ——— e L
Brut. Caffims, be content,
Speak your Griefs foftly, I do know you well.
Before the Eyes of both our Armies here
(Which fhould perceive nothing but Love from us) :
Let us not wrangle.  Bid them move away :
Then in my Tent, Cuffim,;enlarge your Griefs,
And I will give you Audience, '
Caff. Pindarws
Bid our Commanders lead theis Chargesoff .

A Besla.
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A little from this Ground. - : Mutt | give way and room to your rafh Choler ? o
Brut. Lucillins, doyouthe like, and let noMan~ Shall I be frighted when a Mad man ftarcs ?
Come to our Tent, till we have done our Conference. Caff. OyeGods, ye Gods! Muft 1 endure all this ?
Let Lacins and Titinius guard ous Door. : "CExeunt. Brur. Allthis? I, more: Fret till your proud Heart break.
‘ [ Manent Brotus and Callivs, . Go, fhew your Slaves how cholerick you are,
Caff. That you have wrong'd me, ‘doth-appear in this: o And make your Bond-men tremble. Mouft 1 bow ?
} You have condemn’d and nioted Luciss Pella, . Muft 1 obferve you? Muft I ftand and crouch .
| For taking Bribes here of the Sardiansy . Under your Tefty Humour ?, By the Gods, _
Wherein my Letters, praying on his fide, . You fhall digeft the Venom of your Spleen, L o o
Becaufe | knew the Man, waslighted off. Though it do fplit you. For, from this day forth, ‘
Brut. You wrongd your feif,. to write in fuch a Cafe. Pll ufe you for my Mirth, yea, for my Laughter,
Caff. In fuch a timeas this, it isnot meet - : : When you are Wafpifh, .. ) :
“That every nice Offence fhould bear his Comment. Caff. Is it come to this ? ) ' ’ o N
Brut. Let me tell you, Caffius, you yout felf . Brue. You fay youare a hetter Souldier = ‘ i

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.

Caff. You wrong me eyery way :,

Are much condemn’d to have an itching Palm,
To fell, and mart your Offices for Gold,
To Undefervers.

Caff. 1anitching Palm?

You know that you-are Bruus that fpeaks this, 1 You wrong me, Brautus: o, i -
Or, by the Gods, this Speech were elfe your laft. 1 faid, an Elder Souldier, not a Better oo
Brat. The Name of Caffius honours this Corruption, Did I fay Better ? i e
And Chatifement doth therefore hide his Head. Braut. 1f youdid, I carendt, ., dond

U ’
Caff. When Cefar liv’d, he durlt not thus havé mov’d me.

Caff. Chaftifement ?

Brur. Remember March, the Ides of March remember Brut. Peace, Peace, you durftnot fo have tempted him,
Did not great Fulins bleed for Jultice fake? SR Caff. 1 durft not ? Lo

What Villain touch’d his Body, that did ftabb, Brut. No. S :
And not for Juftice? What, Shall one of Us, : Caff. What ? dugft not tempt hime . o . .
That ftruck the fore-moft Man of all this World, Brus, For your Life you durft not. ' ’

s fhall we now, . Caff. Do not prefume too much upon my I,:ove,

Contaminate our Fingers, with bafe Bribes ? . 1 may do that | fhall be forry for. o
And fell the mighty fpace of our large Honours, ' Brur. You have done that you fhould be forry for.
For fo much Tra/h, as may be grafped thus? There isno Terrour, Caffiws, inyour Threats: -
.Y had rather bea Dog, and bay the Moon, For 1 am arm’d fo ftrongin Honefty, - = "
Than fuch a Roman. That they pafs by me, as the idle Wind, -

Caff. Brutus, baitnotme, . Which I refpeét not. 1 did fend to you
il not endure it : you forget our felf, For certain Summs of Gold, which you deny’d me,
Tohedgcmein, lama Souldier; I, For I can raife no Money by vile Means:

But for fupporting Robber

.Older in Practice, abler than your felf, o By Heaven, 1had rathercolamy Hearty ... .\ . o. i
To make Conditions. : And drop my Blood for. Drachmacs, . fhatt towring. . -, o -
Brur, Gotoo: you are not-Caffius. From the hard handsiof: Peafants theif vile Trath - e

Cqff. 1am. By any Indire(tion. 1did fend L '

To you for Gold to pay my Legions,

Brat. 1fay, you are not. : ’
1 thall forget my felf; v Which you deny’d me : was that don¢ like Caffims ?

Caff. Urge me no more,
‘Have mind upon your Health: Tempt me no-farther. P - Should I have anfwer'd Caind Caffime (02 ;1 - . . . . 1
Brut. Away, flight Man. S : When Marcus Brutus geows £0 CONSLOUS, |, . -y, IR |
Caff. Is't poflible? _ » ' To lock fuch Rafcal Counters from bis Friends, = © s j
! Brus. Heat me, for I will fpeak. Be ready, Gods, withall yourThundér-bgl_ts,\ Lo ‘\
o e s Ml el AT o ‘
I
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Dalh him to pieces. ‘

Caff. deny’d younot, : o

Brut, Youdid, ‘

Caff. 1did not. ‘He wasbut a Fool
That brought my Anfwer back. Brutus hath tiv’d my Heart :
A Friend fhould bear his Friend's Infirmicies 5 '
But Brutus makes mine greater thantheyare. '’

Brar. 1do not, till you practife themon'me. "

Caff. Youlove menot. o ‘ ‘

Brus. 1 do not like your Faults,

Caff. A friendly Eye could never fee fuch Faults,

Brut. A Flatterer’s would not, though they do appear
As huge as high Olympus. . R

Caff. Come, Antony, and young Oftwviui, cotné, -
Revenge your felves alone on Cdﬁ“’lf,‘ SRETE N B
For Caffius is a-weary of the World: =~
Hated by one he loves, brav’d by his Brother,
Check’d like a Bond-man, all his Failts obfetv>d 3

Set in a Note-book, learn’d, and conw’d by rea, © -+ Lo
T

To caft into my Teeth. O, I could Wéep:
My Spirit from mine Eyes. = There is my Dagger, i
And here my naked Breatt; Within, a Heart -~ "1~
Dearer than Plure’s Ming, sicher thati-Gold : - -
If that thou beeft a Roman, take it forth.

1 that deny’d thee Gold, will give my Heart;

Strike as thou didft at C¢far 3 For I kno

know. .
When thou didft hate him worft, thou loved’(t himbétter, "

Than ever thou loved'lt Caffius.
Brue. Sheath your Dagger :
Be angry when you will, it fhall have Scope:
Do what you will, Dithonout fhalt be Hamour.
O Caffims, you are yoked witha Lamb, IR

That carries Anger, as the Flint bears Flee, @ st e

Who much inforced, thewsa halty Spatk,
And ftraight is cold again. -
Caff. Hath Caffims livid
‘To be'but Mirth and Laughter to his Bratws, .
When Grief, and Blood ill-temper’d; -vexdth him? -
Brut, When I fpoke ¢hat,’ l'_ﬁ’?
Caff. Do you confefs fo mbth
Brus. And my Heart too.
Caff. O Brutus ! .
Erut. \What?s the matter 7
Caff. Have not you Love enough to bear withme,

lee!m‘yan‘h:_mld.' s

. When that rafh Humour, which my Mdthervgiw me, . o=
Makes me forgetful ? o L e

Brut. Yes, Caffins 5 and fr'dm‘he‘ncﬁorvh.'m'/ P

¢ i1l- tomper®d too,»: “- N
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When you are over-earnelt with your Bratas,
He'll chink your Mothet chides, and leave you fo.

Enter a Poet.

Poet. Let me go in to fee the Generals,

There is fome Grudge between *ém ; *tis not meet
They be alone. : .

Lueil. You fhall not come to them.

Poes, Nothing bus Death fhail ftay me.

Caff. How now ? What’s the matter?

Poer, Forthame, you Generals; what do you mean?
Love, and beFriends, astwo fach Men fhould be,

For I have feen more Years, I’'m fure, than ye.

Caff. Ha, ha, how vilely doth this Cynick thyre |

Brut. Getyou hence, Sirrah : Sawcy Fellow, hence.

Caff. Bear with him, Brutus; *sis hisFafhion.

Brus. 1"l know his Humour, when he knows his time :
What fhould the Wars do with thefe Jiggling Fools ?
Companion, hence. ’

Cafl. Away, away, be gone. )

Brut, Luciflin, ant Titiniw, bid the Commandérs
Prepare to lodge their Companies to night.

Caff. And comeyout felves, and bring Meffala with you,
Immediately to us. ’ -

Brut. Lucilling, a Bowl of Wine.

Caff. 1did not think you could have beew foangey.

EBrut, O Caffins, 1am fick of many Griefs,

Caff. Of your Philofophy you make no ufe,

If you give place to accidental Evils.

Brut. No Man beatéSorrow better, Portia is dead.

Caff. Ha, Portia?

Brus. She is dead.

Caff. How *fcap'd I killing, whex I croft you fo?

O infupportable and touching Lofs !
Upon what Sicknefs?
Brut, Impatient of my Abfence.
And Grief, that young Oftavins, with Mark Artonyy -
Have made themfelves fo ftrong : For with her Death
That Tydings came. With this fhe fell diftralty
And (her Attendants abfent) fwallow’d Fire.

Caf. And dyd fo?

Brut, Evenfo.

Caff: O ye immortal Gods !

[Exie Poct,

G 2 R fmcr
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R R A AT R

Enter By, with Wine and Tapers, |

Brut. Speak no more of her: GivemeaBo i
In this | bury all Unkindnefs, Caffim. e a Bowl of VE];;);?,,@
_Cuff. My Heart is thirfty for that Noble Pledge. S
Fill, Lucius, till the Wine; 0’¢s-fwell the Cup : -

I cannot drink too much of Brums Love.

Enter Titiniug and Mcﬂ'ala:

Brat. Come in, Titimius :, .-
Welcome, good Meffalas St Coe e
Now fit we clofe aboutthis Taper here, . = ...+ = . .7
And call in queftion otoNeceflities: -+ 1 1.1/ . vl

Caff. Portia, art thou gone?. Lot

Brut. No more, I prayyou. .. . “n
Meffala, lhaveherercce}(vedLettcrs, T
That young Oftaviss, and-Mark,dntonyy: (v 0y .+ . PR
Come down upon us with a mighty Power, Lo
Benﬁ:}rfgtl!\idcurliﬂcditizntowar(} I’hih;gpi. o e

off My felf haveiLiatters of the felf-fame Tepure. .*

Brar. Withwhat Addition? = ., . me'f‘,enure

Meff. That by Profcviption, and Bills of Que-Jawry, . L

Nt

g aedn

v WL

)

.;)

Ottavins, Antony, and Lepidws, R YN
Ha;e putﬁ(‘) death an hundrec:’genator,sq D0 Gaearl] ot T e
Brus. Therein ourkgteecs donot well agrea 5 pOR e
Mine fpeak of feventy Senatarythas dyld 1y ;{,‘f." I.’",r.“f P ml T
By their Profcriptions, Cicerobeing gne. .. IR Y .

Caff. Ciceroone?

Meff. Cicero isdeadyinndzby\thatQg“j‘é;ib{‘lirpﬁr'i,p;iﬁg;hv o o

Had you your Letters from your Wife, my Lord ?
Brut, No, Meffala.

Meff. Nor nothingjnyeur Letters,writ of heg? | e CRRNNS

Brut. Nothing, Mcffula.
Meff. That methinks is ftrange. :
Brut. Why ask you? ) Lo
Hear you ought of hepin.yonrs2 - ' e
M. No, my Lords i f iliyl ol S
Brut. Now, as you are 3 Roman, itell e £ry AT
M:[J. Then, like a Roman, bear:the. ?Pruth ?,téﬂ; e
For certain Me is dead, and by ftrange Manner, . .
Brur. Why, farewel, Portia: We muft dye, Adiffala:
With meditating that fhe muft dyconce, . v o
! have the Patience to endure it now. ARSI
A0 Even fo great Men great Lofles fhould endure. '
€4ff. | have as much of this in Art;as you,
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But yet my Nature conld not bear it fo.

Brut. Well, to our Work alive. What do youthink
Of marching to Philkppi prefently ?

Caff. 1do not think it good.

Brar, Your Reafon?

Caff. Thisitis:

»Tis better that the Enemy feek us,

So fhall he wafte his Means, weary his Souldiers,
Doing himfelf Offence ; w! illt we lying ttill,
Are full of Reft, Defence, and Nimblenefs.

Brut, Good Reafons muft, of force, give place to better :

The People, *twixt Philippi and this Ground,

Do ftand but in a forc’d Affections .

For they have grudg'd us Contribution.

The Enemy, marching along by them,

By them fhall makec a uller Number up,

Come on refref’d, new added, and encourag’d :.
From which Advantage fall we cut him off,

If at Philippi we do face him there,

Thefe Pcople at our Back.

Caf. Hear me, good Brother..

Brut. Under your pardon. You muft note befide,
“That we have try’d the utmoft of our Friends:
Our Legions are brim-full, our Caufe is ripe,.
The Enemy encreafeth every day,

We, at the height, are ready to decline,

There is a Tide in the Affairs of Men, .
Which, taken at the Flood, leads on to Fortune ;.
Onmitted, all the Voyage of their Life

Is bound in Shallows, and in Miferics.

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

And we muft take the Current when it ferves,

Or lofe our Ventures. - - :

Caff. Then with your Willgoon: we'llalong
Our felves, and meet themat Philippi.

Brat, The deep of Night iscrept upon our Talk;
And Nature muft obey Neceffity, '
Which we will niggard with a little Reft:
“There is no more to fay. .

Caff. No more, good night :

Early to morrow will we rife, and hence.

Enter Lucius. -
Brat, Lucias, my Gown: faréwel, good Meffala, [Ex

Good night, Titinius; Noble, Noble Caffius,
Good night, and good repofe.
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Caff. O my dear Brother !
This was an ill-beginning of the Night
Never come fuch Divifion *tween our Souls :
Letit not, Brutus,

Enter Lucius with the Gown,

Brut. Every thing is well,
Caff. Good night, my Lotd.
Brut. Good night, good Brother.

Tit. Meffa. Good night, Lord Brasss.
Brus. Farcwel, every one, o
Give me the Gown. Where is thy Inftrament?
Luc, Herein the Tent. o '

Brut. What, thou {peak’(t drowfily ;
Poor Knave, 1 blame thee not, thou dry o¢r-watch'd.

-Call Clandio, and fome othér of mry Men,

Pl have them fleep on Cufhions inmy Tent.
Lus. Varrm, and.Clandio ?

Enter Varrus and Clavdio.

Var, Callsmy Lord?
Brue, I pray you, Sirs, licinmy Tent adileep,

It may be I fhall raife you by and by,

On bufine(s to my Brother Caffius.
Var. So pleafe you, we will ftand,

And watch your Pleafure. i
Brut. 1will nog haveit fo: Lieddwn, good Sirs,

It may be I fhall otherwife bethink e,

Look, Lucius, here’s the Book I fought for for:

I put it in the Pocket of my Gown, o
Lxe. | was fure your Lord/hip did not give it me. -
Byut., Bear withme, good

And touch thy Inftrument a Strain or two.
- Lug. 1, my Lord, an’ pleafe you.
- Braut. 1t does, my Boy:
1 trouble thee too much, bug thouart willing.
Luc. 1tis my Duty, Sir. ‘
Brut. 1 thould not urge thy Duty paft thy Migh,
1 know young Bloods look for a time of Rdl.
Luc, Thaveflept, my Lord, already.
Bras, It was well dore, and thou [halt fleep again :
I will not hold chee lorig. If Iddlive,
J will be good tothee.
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(

. Fam mwch forgetful.
-Canft thou hold up thy heavy Eyes awhile,

[Ev Call- Tit, Meflal.

Mafick
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Mufick_and a Song. i
This isafleepy Tune : O murd’rous Slumber !
Layeft thou thy Leaden Mace upon my Boy,
That plays thee Mufick? Gentle Knave, good night:
1 will not do thee fo much wrong to wake thee::
If thou doft nod, thou break’ft thy Inftrument;
Pl take it from thee, and (good Boy) good night.
Let me fee; let me fee; Is not the Leaf turn’d down
Where I left reading? Here it s, 1think.

Enter the Ghoft of Cxfar.

How ill this Taper burns! Ha! Who comes here?
1 thinkitis she Weaknefs of mine Eyes,
That fhapes this monftrous Appatition.
It comes uponme: Art thou any thinF ?
Art thou fome God, fome Angel, ot fome Devil,
That mak’t my Blood cold, and my Hair to ftare?
Speak to me, What thouart?

Ghoft. Thy evil S({)irit, Brutus.

Brur. Why com’lt thou?

Ghaft. To tell thee, thou fhalt fee me at Philippi

Brut, Well: then1 hall fee thee again ?

Ghoft. 1, atPhilq:{i.

Brat, Why, 1will fcetheeat Philippi then :
Now I have taken Heart, thou vanifheft. :
111 Spirix, 1would hold more Talk with thee.
Boy, Lucins, Varrus, Clandiol Sirs, Awake:
Clandso.

Luc, The Strings, my Lord, are falfe.

Brus, He thinks he ftill is at his Infteument.
Lucins, awake. T

Lwue. My Lord. .

Brwr. Didlt thou dream, Lwsins; thatthou focried’ffoutp-

Lxe. MyLord, I do not know that I did ery. .

Brat, Yes, that thou didit: Didft thon fee any thing?

Lug. Nothing, my Lord.

Bras. Sleep again, Lacius: Sicrah, Gliwdio, Fellow,
Thou, Awake, S L

Var. My Lord. '

Cland. My Lord. T R

Brur. Why did you fo cry out, Sirs, in your Sleep

Both, Did we, my Lord? :

Brut. 1: faw you any thing? -

Var, No, my Lord, 1 faw nothing,

Claud, Nor I, my Lord. e C

Brut, Go, and comfmend me to my Brosher Caffius : B

- ¢
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Bid him fet on his Powers betimes before,

And we will follow. :
Both. It fhallbe done, my Lord.: LExeunt

e Attus Quintus.

Enter Oftavius, Antony, and their o!rmy.k

Ottav NOw, Antony, our Hopes are anfwered 3
You faid the Enemy would:nos come down, "

But keep the Hills, and upper Regions: . . ;

It proves not fo: their Battels arcat hand, | .

They mean to warn us at Philippi here :

Anfwering before we do demand of them.

Ant. Tut, I am in their Bofoms, and I know

Wherefore they duit: They could be content ) )

To vifit other Places, and come down . ‘ ) R

AWith fearful Bravery: thinking by this Face, . b

To faften in our Thoughtd, that they have Courage ;

But ’tis not fo. S

Enter a Meflenger.

[T TR S
Miffeng. Prepare you, Generalsy o . i a0 11

The Encmy comes on in gallantSheéw 7 i :

Their bloody Sign of Battelishungout, * v .7y

And fomething to be done immediately. S
Ant. Ogtavins, lead your Battel fof’t’ly on,

Upon the Left-hand of the even Field. SN
Oftay. Upon the Right-hand I, keep thou the Left, o
Ant.. Why do you crofs me inthis Exigent ? R
Oftav. 1do riot crofsyous but Iwilldofo. . i o oo L Mareh,

Drum. Enter Brutus, Camds, avd theiy Army.

Brut. They ftand, anid would have Parley: .. ..\ . . P

Caff. Stand fatt, T inins, we muft out and talk. = ..

Otlav. Mark Antony, fhall we give Signof Battel? .

Ant. No, Cefar, wewillan{wer on their Charge, .0 v o .

Make forth, the Generals would have fome Words. .-

Oftav. Stir not untill the Signal. - o

Brut. Words before Blows : s it fo, Countgymeng- .- -+

Otlav. Not that we love Words bettery asyoudo, -, .. :

Brur. Good Words are better than bad Strokes, Offauing. ... | L

_Ant. Inyour bad Strokes, Bratasy you give goed Watds, - ]
o WWitnefs
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Witnefs the Hole you made in Ciefar’s Heart,
Crying, long live, Hail, Cefar.
Caf]. Antony,
The Pofture of your Blows are yet unknown;
But for your Words, they rob the Hibls Bees,
And leave them Honey-lefs,
Ant, Not Sting-lefs too.
Brut. O yes, and Sound-lefs too.
For you Kave ftollen their Buzzing, Antony,
And very'wifely threat before you {ting.
Ane. Villains! Youdid not fo, when yourvile Daggers
Hackt one another in the Sides of Cefar :
You fhew’d your Tecth like Apes,
And fawn’d like Hounds,
‘And bow?d like Bond-men, Kifling Cefar’s Fect;
Whil’lt damned Caska, likcaCurr, behind,
Struck Cafar on the Neck. O, you Flatterers !
Caff. Flatterers? Now, Brutus, thank your felf ;
This Tongue had not offended foto day,
If Caffins might have rul’d.
Otta. Come, come, the Caufc. Ifarguing make us fweat,
The Proof of it will turn to redder Drops
Look, 1 draw aSword againft Confpirators,
When think you that the Sword goesup again?
Never, till Cafar’s Three and thirty Wounds
Be well aveng’d; or till another Cefar
Have added Slaughter to the Sword of Traytors.
Brut. Cefar, thou canft not dye by Traytors Hands,
Unlefs thou bring’t them with thee.
Ofta. Sol hope:
I was not born to dye on Bruus Sword.
Brar. O, if thouwer's the Nobleft of the Strain,

Young Man, thou could’ft not dye more honourable.
Caff. A peevilh School-boy, worthlefs of fuch Honour,
Joyn’d with a Masker, anda Reveller.
Ant. Old Caffims Rill,
Otta. Come, Antony: away :
Defiance, Traytors, hurl wein your teeth.
If you dare fight to day, come to the Field,
1f not, when you have Stomachs.

Caff. Why now, blow Wind, fwell Billow,
And fwim Bark: :
The Storm is up, and all is on the Hazard.

Brat. Ho, Lucillins, hark, 3 word with you.

[ Lucillivs and Mc(Mala fand forth:

Luc. My Lord.
: M
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Caff. Meffala.
Mcffal. What fays, my General ?
Caff. 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 Battel all our Liberties.
You know that I held Epicarus ftrong,
And his Opinion: Now 1 change my Mind,
And partly credit things that do prefage.
Coming from Sardis, on our former Enfign
Two mighty Eagles fell, and there they perch’d ;
Gorging and feeding from our Souldiers hands,
Who to Philipps here conforted us:
This Morning are they fled away, and gone,
And, in their fteads, do Ravens, Crows, and Kites
Fly o%r our heads, and downward look on us,
As we were fickly Prey ; their Shadows feem
A Canopy mott fatal, under which
Our Army lies, ready to give up the Ghoft.
Meffal. Believe not fo,
Caff. 1 but believe it partly,
For I am frefh of Spirit, and refolv’d
To meet all Perils very conftantly.
Brut. Evenfo, Lucillius.
Caff. Now, moft Noble Bratus,
The Gods to day ftand friendly, that we may,
Lovers in Peace, lead on our daysto Age.
But fince the Affairs of Men reft ftill incertain, .
Let’s reafon with the worft that may befall.
If we do lofe this Battel, then is this
The very laft time we fhall fpeak together:
What are you then detepmined todo ?-
Brut. Even by the rule of that Philofophy,
By which I1did blame Cato, for the Death,
Which he did give himfelf, Iknow nothow:
But 1 do find it cowardly, and vile,
For fear of what might fall, {o to prevent
Thetime of life, arming my felf with Patience,
To ftay theProvidence of fome high Powers,
That govern us below.
Caff. Then, if we lofe this Battel,
You are contented to be led in Triumph
Thorow the Strects of Rome ?
Brut. No, Caffius, No:
Think not, thouNoble Romar,
‘Ehat ever Brutus will go bound to Rome,
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He bears too great a Mind, But this fame day

Muft end that Work, the Jdes of March begun,

And whether we fhall meet again, 1know not:

Therefore our everlafting Farewel tako:

For ever, and for ever, farewel, Caffius !

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

If not, why then, this Parting was well made.
Caff. For ever, and for ever, farewcl, Brutus !

if we do meetagain, we’ll {mile indecd 5

If not, tis true, this Parting was well made.
Brut, Why thenlead on. O, thata Man might know

. The End of this Day's Bufinefs, ¢'re it come :

But it fufficeth, that the Day will end,
And then the End isknown. Come, ho, away. [Eajem/r.

Alarnm, Enter Brutus and Meflala.

Brat. Ride, ride, Meffla, ride and give thefe Bills
Legions, on the other fide.
Unto the Leglors, C Loud Alarum.

Let them fet on atonce: forl perceive
But cold Demeanor in Qffavio’s Wing :

And fudden Pufh gives them the overthrow:
Ride, ride, Me/]%la, let them all come down. L Exenne.

Alarsms.  Enter Caflius and Titinivs;

Caff. O look, Titinius, look, the Villains fly :
My felf have to mine own turn’d Enemy 3
TKis Enfign here of mine was turning back,

1 flew the Coward, and did take it from him.

Titin, O Caffiusy Brutus gave the word too early,
Who having fome Advantage on Offavinis,
Took it too cagerly , his Soldiers fell to Spoil,
Whilft we by Anteny arc all inclos’d.

Enter Pindarus,

Pind. Fly further off, my Lord: fly further off
Mark Antony is in your Tents, my Lord:
Fly therefore, Noble Caffius, fly far off. o
Caff. This Hill is far cnough.  Look, look, Titinius!
Are thofc my Tents where I perceive the fire ?
Titin. They arc, my Lord.
Caff. Titinins, if thou loveft me, L
Mount thou my Horfe, and hide thy Spursin him,
Till he have brought thec vp to yoxﬁie; Troops, .
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And here again, that I may reft aflur’d,
Wy‘et'hcrlyopﬁ’l;l‘r}?ops are Friend or Enemy.
itin. 1 will be here again, even with a Thought.

Caff. Go, Pindarws, get higher on that Hill, B (Es.
My Sight was ever thick : regard Titinius,
And tell me what thou not’[t about the Field ;-
This day 1 breathed firft, Time-is come round
And where 1 did begin, there fhall I end, ’
My Life is run his Compafs. Sirrah, what News?:

Find, above.] O, my Lord!

Caff. What News ? :

Pind. Titinins is enclofed round about:
With Horfe-men, that make to him on the Spur,.
Yet he fpurson. Now they are almoft on him :
Now, Titinins. Now, fome Light: O, he lights too;
He’s ta’en. ’ [Shout.
And, hark, they fhout, for Joy.

Caff. Come down, behold no more:
O Coward that I am, to live fo long,
To fee my beft Friend ta%n before my Face.

Enter Pindarus.
Come bither, Sirrali : In Parthiadid I take thee Prifoner,.

And then I fwore thee, faving of thy Life,
That whatfoever I did bid thee do,

" Thou fhould'ft attempt it. Come now, keep thine Oath,

Now be a Free-man, and with this good Sword,

That ran through Cefar’s Bowels,. fearch this Bofom,

Stand not to anfwer : Here, take thou the Hilts

And when my Face is cover’d, as’tis now, .

Guide thou the Sword Cefar, thou art reveng'd

Even with the Sword that kill’d thee. LFalls on his Sword.
_Pind, So, Iam free; :

Yet would not fo have been

Durft I have done my Will. O Caffins !

Far from this Country Pindarus (hall fun,

Where never Roman fhall take note of him.

Enter Titinivs-and Mellala,

Aeff. Ttis but change, Titinius: for Oftavins -
Is overthrown, by Noble Brutus Power,.

_ As Caffius Legions are by Antony.

Tinn, Thefe Tydings will well comfort Caffim..
Meff. Where did you leave him.. " i
Titin. Alldifconfolate, -

WRikh. ,J
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\With Pindarns his Bond-man, on this Hill.

Meff. 1s not that he that lies upon the Ground ?

Tiesn. He lies not like the Living. O, my Heart!

Meff. 15 not that he?

Tifin. No, this was he, Meffula,

But Caffius isnomore. O fetting Sun!

As in thy red Rays thou doft fink to night ;

So in his red Blood Caffius day is fet.

“The Sun of Rome is fet. Our day is gone,

Clouds, Dews, and Dangers come; our Deedsare done
Miftruft of my Succefs hath done this Deed.

Mefj. Miftruft of good Succefs hath done this Deed.
O hateful Errour, Melancholy’s Child :

Why do’ft thou fhew to the apt Thoughts of Men
The things that are not 7 O Error foon conceivd,
Thou never com’ft unto a happy Birth,

But kilPft the Mother that engender’d thee.

Titin. What, Pindarus? Where art thou, Pindarus?:

Meff. Seek him, Titimins, whilft 1 goto mecs
The Noblc Bratus, thrafting this Report
Into his Ears ; 1 may fay, thruttingit:

For piercing Steel, and Darts invenomed,
Shall be as welcome to the Earsof Brutus,
As Tydings of this Sighs.

Titin. Hicyou, Meffalay

And I will feek for Pindaras the while: -
Why did'tt 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 ? Did”[t thou not hear their Shouts ?
Alas, thou haft mifconftrued every thing.
But hold thee, take this Garland on thy Brow,
Thy Brautus bid me give it thee, and 1
Will do his bidding. Braess, come apace,
And fee how I regarded Cains Caffins:
By your leave, Gods: This is a Roman’s Part,
Come Caffins Sword, and find Titinins Heart.
“Alarum. Enter Brutus, Meflala, younz Cato, Strato,
Volumnius, and Lucillius. .

Brue. Where, where, Meffula, doth his Body lie?

Meff. Lo, yonder, and Titinius mourning it.

Braut. Titiniuss Faceisupward.

Cato. Heis flain.

Brut. O Fulius Cafar! thouart mighty yet;
Thy Spirit walksabroad, and turns our Swords
In our own proper Entralls.

. Cato. Brave Titinins !

[Ex.Mell,.

L Laa mné Cénmndd dead Caflius

[ Low Alarums.
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CKills himfelf.

Brus.:
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Brat, Areyet two Romans living fuch as thefe ?
The latt of all the Romans, fare thee well s
It isimpoflible, that ever Rome
Should breed thy Fellow. Friends, [ own more Tears
To thisdead Man, than you (hall fce me pay.
1 fhall find time, Caffiusy 11hall find time.
Cometherefore, and to Tharfus fend his Body 5
His Funeral fhall not be in our Camp,
Left ic dilcomfort us. Lucillins, come,
And come, young Cato, let us to the Field, :
Labio and Flavie, fct our Battels on.
’Tis Three a Clock, and, Romans, yet ere Night,

We fhall try Fortune in a fecond Fight. [Ex.

Alarum,  Enter Brutus, Meflala, Cato, Lucillius,
and Flavius.
Brut, Yet,Country-men; O yet, hold up your Heads.
Cato. What Baftard doth not ? Who will go with me ?
I will proclaim my Name about the Field.
I amthe Son of Aarcus Cato, ho.
A Foc to Tyrants, and my Country’s Friend.
1 am the Son of AMarcus Cato, ho.
Enter Soldiers, and fight,
Brut. And I am Brutus, Marcus Bratas, 1, .
Brutus, my Country’s Friend: Know me for Bratus,
Lug. O young and Noble Care! art thou down?
Why, now thoudyeft, asbravely as Titinins,
And may’ft be honour’d, being Care’s Son,
Seld. Yicld, or thou dyeft.
Lue. Ounly I yicldto dye:
There is fo much, that thou wilt kill me ftraight :
Kill Brautus, and be horour’d in his Death.
Sold, We muft not : A Noble Prifoner.
Enter Antony.
2 Sold. Room, ho : tell Autony, Bratus is ta’en.
1 Sold. D'l tell the News. Here comes the General,
Bruusista’en, Brmusista’en, my Lord.
Ant. Whereishe?
Luc. Safe, Antony, Brutus is {afe enough :
I dare aflure thee that no Enemy :
Shall ever take alive the Noble Brutus -
The Gods defend him from {o great a Shame,
When you do find him, or alive, or dead;
He will be found like Brutus, like himfelf.
Ant, Thisisnot Bratus, Friend, but, I aflure you,
A Prize no lefs in Worth ;. keep this Man fafe,
jﬁ'}'}'vc it a1l Kindnef§. 1 had rather have
Sué!\}"ic'n |my Friends, than Enemics. Go on,

o |
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And bring us word, unto Octavins Tent,
How every thing is chancd. [ Exennt,
Enter Brutus, Dardanivs, Clitvs, Strato, and Volumnius.

Brut. Come, poor Remains of Friends, rclt on this Rock.

Clis. Statilins Mew’d the Torch-light, but,my Lord,
He came not back : he is or ta’en, or flain.

‘Brut. Sit thee down Glitus : Slaying is the Word,

It is a Deed in Fathion. Hark thee, Clitus.

Clit. What, 1, my Lord? No, not for all the Warld,

Brut. Peace then, nowords. .

clit, Pl rather kill my felf.

Brus. Hark thee, Dardanins.

Dard. Shall1do fuch a Deed ?

Clit. O Dardanius !

Dard. O Clitus!

Clit. What ill Requeft.did Bratns make to thee?

Dard. Tokill him, Clitus : look, he meditates,

Clit. Now is that Noble VefTel full of Gricf,

That it runs over, evenat his Eyes,
" Brat. Come hither, good Volumnins, lift a word.

Volumn. What fays, my Lord ?

Brut. Why this, Polumnins:

The Ghott of Cefar hath appear’d to me

Two feveral times by Night : at Sardis, once;

And this laft Night, here in Philippi Ficlds:
1 know my hour is come.

Volumn. Not fo, my Lord. )

Brat. Nay, | am fure it is, Zolumnins.
Thou fee’lt the World, Pelummius, how it goes, ‘
Our Enemies have beat us to the Pit: CLow Aldvums,
1t is more worthy to leap in our felves, .

Than tarry till they pufhus.  Good Polumnins,

Thou know’lt, that we two went to School together :

Even for that our Love of old, I prithee

Hold thou my szord Hiltsd ﬁ&{vhi}ﬂ: 1 rgq Ondlt.my Lord
cefor a Frien .

Volumn. That’s not an B s (il

Clit. Fly, fly, my Lord, thereisno tarrying here. :

Brat. Farewel to you, and yov, and you, Folumnius, .

Strata, thou haft been all this whileafleep:

Farewcl to thee, to Strato, Country-men :

My Heart doth joy, that yet in all my Life,

ll%und no Man, but he was tructo me. .

I fhall have Glory, by this lofing Day,

More than Otavins, and Mark Antony,

By this vile Conqueft fhall attain unto. e Hath

S farsunu well at.once. far Brutus Tongue .
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. Hath almoft ended his Lifcs Hiltory ¢ .
o Nighs bangs upon minc Eyes, my Bones would reft,. -
i 4 That have but labour’d to attain this Hour, ,
e Cnio. L dlarum.  Gry within, Fly, S
" Clit. Fly, my Lord, fly.: . L 4 ﬂyf i
‘ , Brut, Hence: Iwillfollow: - ... - . .
¥ prithee, Strato, ftay thoubythy'Lord, . ..o o L
1 “Thouart a Fellow of 4.goud Rtf(f)_e(t,; Y e
i Thy Lifc bath had fome finatch of Honoprinje. . -
i Hold then my Swdrd, and'tytn away thy Face,”. - ..
! While 1do runuponit. Wil thou, Strate? En
\ Sirat. Give me your hand firflt. Fare you well, my Lord. :;. ..
Brut. Farewel, good Strato—— Cefarynow beftill, . v .12
; L kilP’d not thee with half fo good a Will, C CDiesy
| - Alarum. Retrear,  Enter Antony, O&tavius; Mcflala, . «
| “Lucillivs, and the .Army,. oy
Ofta. What Man isthat? = -~ 1 o
M. My Mafter’s Man,  Strato, Whereis thy-Mafter-?:
Strat, Free from the Bondage you arein, Mefaley
: “The Conquerors can but make a Fire of him: .. ., .
i For Brutus only overcaméhimofelfy: - ..o
And no Man elfe hath Honour by his Degth,.: - -
Lucil, -So Bratus fhould be found. Ithank thee, Brutms,
That thou haft prov’d Lucillings Saying true. -
Otta. All that ferv’d Brugus,. 1 will entertain them.

Vi f,v

‘Fellow, wilt thou beltow thy Time withme?. . ..y -, - Vo !

-~ Strars 1, If Meffalawill prefermeto You. . i '
0&a. Do fo, good Mefala. S e e
Meff. How dyed my Mafter, Strgro i\ ooy :

Strat. 1 held the Sword; and hedidqunonit. i/, . - ¢ ™
M:f]. Oftavias, then take him to follow thee, ‘

That'did the lateft Serviceto my Mafter.. .. .. ..
" Ant. This was the Noblelt Roman\of themall: ., KPR v
All the. Confpiratorsy favepply;ha;';,:"m ot v
.Did that they did inEnvy of Great Cafans ., e
Heonly, in'a general honeft Thought, .~ i
And common good to all, made ongof them. .

His Life wasgentley and the Elements

:§o mixt in him, - that Nature might @andup,- ¢, . -
And fay toall theWor,ld,\‘;this\w;r.‘;,Mau-.,;‘ i ot

0cta. According to his Vertug Jesusnfehim ;1" g
‘With all Refpect, and Rites of Bogial, . o o
Within my Tent his Bones to-nigl (hall lye, " -
Moft like a Soldier ordered Honodrably: - . : -
So call the Field torelt, and let’s away, it oL v, 4.
To part the Glories of this happy Day. ... . LEx. Oimpes.. "

prptl

(HRE
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..On this fide Tyber, hehath Iefithemyon, 1%, oo L ' * Cinna. Diredtly Iam going to Cafar’s Fuheral ERTIIa
And to your Heirs for ever : common Plegl‘ures L s AsaFriend, oran Enemy? . R
To walk abroad, and Recreate your felves.: - .- * L. i . Cinna. AsaFriend. o )
. Herewasa Cafar when comes fiuch another? ° ‘ . 2 That Matter is anfwered dlremy
r 1 Pleh, Never, nevers come, away, away : . ’ + For your Dwelling, briefly.
' We’ll burn his Body in the Holy Place, - -, i . Cimma. Briefly, I dwell by the Capnol
And with the Brands fire the Traytors Houfes. S v . 3 Your Name, Sir, truly,
Take up the Bady. - S aaa Cinna. Truly, my Name is Cinna,
2 Pleb. Go, fetth fire. s g v : 1 Tear him to picces, he’saConfpirator.
3 Pleb. Pluck down Benches. - o Cinna. 1am Cinna, thePoet s Iam Cinna, the Poet, :
4 Pleb. Pluck down Forms, Wmdows, any thing.  [Ex. Plebeians. ' 4 Tear him, for hisbad Verfes; Tear him, for his bad Verfes
Ant, Now let it work:, Mifchief, thau arca- f°°ta o ' ) Cinna. 1am not Cinna the Confpirator. ‘
Take thou what Courfe thoy wxlt- Y L o : 4 Itis no matter, msNamesC;mm pluck but his Name outof hlsHeart.
- How now, F‘""""? o P R R and turn him going.

o s RO 3" Tear him, tear him; Come, Brands, ho, Fire-brands: to Brmm, to
G S, . ‘ Caffin, burnA all.  Some to Deciks’s: :Houfe, and famc to Caska’s ), fome to

. ‘ ‘ i ay, go.

Serw.. Sir, OEhwm is already come to Rome. ) S Figarins. Avay, § U 'EExﬂmt nlhb. Pleimans.
Am. Whereishe? | = L . . ) ‘ Do . TR
Serws Heand Lepiduy.axe at C'a]'qr’s Houfe. ce SR

HAm And thith& ?lllftmghtlto yifichim: | Co -} -
¢ comes upon a Wifh. Fortuge Is merry, . - g ‘

And in this Mobd will'giveys ay thing,. . _ . @ﬁ&m' ,anrtm. o
Serv. | heard him fay, Brutysand Caffins. T :

Are rid like Madmen, through'the Gatehof Rome. . . . . _ " Enter Antony, .O&avms, and- Lepxdusr
Ant. Belike they had fame notice of the ngplq, S o [ |

Emr Servant. a

Lo

How I had mov’d them. Brlag me to. O&awm o LExewt Anf. Hefe many then’ fhall dye, then' Names ate prick’d.
Enter Cinna the Doct, and nfnr Kim the Plebeians. . . Lep. Tdo Cgri?(f:::t Your Brother too mut dye y-confent you,ch:dm ?
L i Oétav. Prick him down, Awmeon
Cinna. 1 dreamt to night, thak ¥ did feaft W“h Cefar. Lep. Upon Condlugn Publim. !ﬁall not hve,
And things unluckily chasge my Fantafic : w : - . Who is your Sifter’s Son, Mark Antprty.- ...: .
I have no Will to wandegforth of doo;s, Lo e : Ant. He fhallfioe live; look, witha Spotl damn hxm,
s Yetfomething leads maforth. - P , But, Lepidw, ou to Cefars Houfe :
1 What is your Name?. R . . Fetchthe Willi er, and we fhall determie
2 Whither areyou golng s . . . A How to cut off fome Charge in Legacics.
3 Where do youdwell ? : 8 Lep. What, fhall I find you here ? v :
4 Are youa marrjed Man, or a Batchelor. P Co . . 1 Ottav, Or here, or at the Capitol. . © . [Bx Lepidus. \
2 Anfwer every Man dlfe& S J X : . Anm. This is aflight unmernrable Mnn, ' : e .
1 I andbriefly. e oo 1 Mect to be fent on Errands: is it fit, :
4 { a“g t“’::;;ly opwerebe ﬂ: e ‘ o d Thethree-foltt World divided, he fhould ltand ,
3 L, and truly, ec . o
Cin, What is mg Name? Whither am I going:’ Where doldwell? Am Olg;:uthscot%u t:l(;l[l};;;lr: hlrni:
1a married Man or a Batchellor ? Then to anfwer eyery Man,’ ducaly and And took his Voice, who fhould be pnck’d to dyc,
briefly, wifely and truly : wifely I fay; Jama Batchcllor. In ourblack Seqtcnce. and Profctiption.
2 ‘That’s as much as to fay, they-are Foolsthat marry you’ll bear. me ' Ant. Oftavins, | have feen moredays than you,
Bang for that I fear: P‘°‘i‘5d d""’-& ly.. et And though we lay thefe Honouis on this Man, "
X BN - i [+]

. ' ' . ' ) K l' .
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Toeafeour felves of divers fland’rous Loads, . « & OTURC A i Pin. 1do not doubt o A . .
He (hall but bear them, a3 the A bearsGoldy, - ' o I But that my Noble Mafter will appear |
Togroanand fweat under the Bufinefs,, » ¥ Such as hé 15, full of Regard an Honour. :
-+ Either led or driven, as we point theWay: . . . . . : B, He is not doubted. A word, Lucilling
And having brought our Treafure, wherewe will, . ) o How he recelv?d you : let mebe refolv’d.
_Then take we down his Load, and tura him off, . | Lacil. With Conrtefie, and with Refpétt enough,
' T (Liketo the empty Afs) to fhake his Ears, . S . ok But not with fuch familiar Inftances, o
~ And graze in Commons: D : Nor with fuch free and friendly Conference,
Oftav. You may do your Will: o . As he hath us’d of old.
But he's a tryed, and valiant Soldier. ' ' T, Brut. Thou haft deferib®d . |
Ape. Solsmy Horfe, Ottaviw, and for that ‘ 4 A hot Friend, cooling: Bver note, Lucilling, , T
1 do appoint him ftore of Provender. : ‘ i \When Love begins to ficken and decay, - ‘ ‘ |
it s a Creature that I teachto fight, - - 18 ufeth an enforced Ceremony. ' , |
To wind, to ftop, ‘to run diretly onvs .- - : There are no Tricks in plain and fimple Faith: |
His corporal Motlon, govern’d by my Spitit, . But bollow Men, like Horfeshotathand, -
And in fometafte; is Lepidmbuttos .. - e Make gallant Shew, and Promife of their Mettle: .
He muft betaught, and train*d, and bid go forth: . . KR [ Low March within.. -
. A bagron-fpirited Ecliow, one that feeds ' _ But when they fhould endure the bloody Spur, :
-On Objelts, Arts, and Imitations. . ' . They fall their Crefts; and, like deceitfol Jades, =
“Which outof ufe, and frald btothen Meny. - - . Sink in the Teyalypp@omes his Army-on?" N
“Begin his Fafhion. Do nes talk of him,: : B Lucil. They metffthis Night in Sardis tobequarter’d: .
. But as a Property : and now, Qitaving,. The greater Part, the Horfe, 1o general, o ) |
Liften great things. Brutus and Caffins . g8 Are come with Caffine. . L |
Are levying Powers; We muft (traith make head : ‘ ' , AT |
Therefore Jet our Alliancebe dombin’d, S 1z Enter Caflius and bis Powers. o .
Ous beff Friends made, our means ftretch’d, ] o -
And let us'prefently.go fitin Councel; ) _ ' Brar. Hark, heisarrivid; . e
‘How covert Matters may bebeft difclos™d, 1 March gently on to meet him. -~ A o |
And open Perils fuveft anfwered. 1 Caff. Stand, ho. ) ‘ |
0Oftav. Letusdofo: for wearcat the Stake, , Brat. Stand, ho: {peak the Word along.
And bayed about with many Enemies: Stand.
And fome that fmile, havein their Hearts, I foar, Stand.
Millions of Mifchiefs.. ‘ ‘ LExenms. Stand. 3 , :
: . . Caff: Moft Noble Brother, you have done me Wrong, : : |
Drum. Enter Brutus, Lucillius, and the Army. Titinive ' Bras. Judge me, ye Gods ; wrong 1 mine Enemics ? oo |
and Pindarug meés them. ’ And if not fo, how fhould I wronga Brother? |
: ) Caff+ Brusws, this fober Form of yours hides Wrongs, .
Brut. Stand, ho. » R . » And when you do them ——-— ~
Licil. Give the Word, ho, and ftand. . T " Brut. Caffim, becontent.
. Brr. What now, Lacilins, 48 Caffinsnear? Eh Speak yobr Griefs foftly, 1 do know you well.
Lugil, Heisat hand ; and Pindarus is.come - e o Before the Eyes of both our Armies here
Todoyou Galutation from his Mafter. . (Which fhould perceive nothing but Love from us)
Brat, He greetsme well.  Your Mafter, Dindarns, Let us not wrangle. Bid them move away &
In his own Change, or by.ill Officers, .. ..~ ‘ < Then in my Tent, C affiny, enlargeyour Gricfs,
Hath given me fome worthy Caufe to wimh, . And 1 will glve you Audience.. -
- “Things done, undone: Bugif hebeat hand, : . Caff. Pindarss, L ’ B
1 thall be fatisfied. . - . X Bid qur Commanders lead their Charges off -, o
' Piy. ‘ A little -
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A ll;ttle from this Ground. : g,
rut. Lucilling, doyouthe like, and let 1o’ SN
Come to our Tent, till we have d;ma our '(?oonl}g’::nce »
Let Lucjus and Titinsus ghard'our Daor, . ' " LEsennt,
g Manent Brutus and Cafli :
Caff. That you have wrong'd me, do Lo ' this.s anaLalius,
You have condemn’d and notchdLuci';:' P:/llldappear n chis: )
For taking Bribes here of the Sardiansy e
Whierein my Letters, praying on his ﬁi!e,
Becaufe 1 knew the Man, was%lighted ofi - .
g Brut, Youwrong’d yqur felf, “to-write.in fuch a Cafe,
Caff. In fuch a time asthis, it is not meet ’ o
That every nice Offence fhould bear his Comment.
Brar. Let me tell you, Cafius, you your {Elf
_ %refn};:ch cgndemn’d to hae anitching Paim, .+
o fell, and mart your Qffices’ R
To Undefervers.. y ces for Go d e
Caff. Vanitching Palm ? o S
You kinow that you are Bruss that fpeaks this; -~ »
Or, by the Gods, this Specch wereelf your laft.
A rﬁr&a’{lt"_l}enl:ht:\g ott;l Cgﬂiu; honogrs‘ this Corrupti
ifement doth therefore hide hi [ a
ga,m %ha[tiferl!:eent? hidghlsHead.

“ Brut. Remem r March, the Ides of Ma her
Did not great Jalins bleed f'or Juftice fake? reb rémember )
What Villatn touch®d his Body,-that did ftabb,

And not for Juftice? What, .Shall one of Us,, K
That ftruck the fore-moft Man of all this World, o
But for fupponing Robbers;, fhall we now,
Contaminate our Fingers, with bafe Bribes?
+ And fell the ighty fpace of our large Honours
.lﬁ‘r (l;o mgchb rag, as ms:iy be gralped thus 2 b
ad rather bea Dog, and ba )
Than fuch a Raman.g’ y theMoon,
Caff» Brusus, baitnot me,
PlI not endure it : you forget your felf,
'(l;ﬁhecjgep m%tip. 1 ‘z;;n a Souldier, I,
der in Practice, abler than you
To make ((;onditi:)ns. yout flf
Brut. Gotoo: you are not Caffius.
Caff. Lam. you fre not s ?
Brue. 1fay, youare not,
Caff. Urge me no more, 1 fhall forget my felf ;
Have mind upon your Health: Tempt me no farther,
Brut. Away, flightMan. ) :
- Caff. st poflible?
Brat, Hear me, for I will fpeak.

Muft
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Muft I glve way and room to your rafh Choler ?

Shall 1 be frighted when a Mad- man ftares ? U
Caff. O ye Gods, yc Gods! Muft 1 endurc all this? . ‘
Dews. Allthis? I, more: Fret till your proud Heart break. -

Go, fliew your Slaves how cholerick you are, c

And make your Bond-men tremble. Mult I bow?

Mutt I obferve you? Muft I ftand and crouch

Under your Tefty Humour BY: the Gods, .

You fhall digeft the Venom of your Spleen, - |

Though it do fplit you. For, from this day forth, .-

I}l ufe you for my Mirth, yea, for my Laughter,

When you are Walpilh.

Caff. Is it come to this ?
Brut. You fay youarca better Sopldier :

Let it appear fo ; make your vaunting true,

And it fhall pteafe me well.  For mine own part,

I fhall be glad to learn of Noble-men.

Caff. You wrong me cvery way:

You wrong me, Brutis:

I @aid, an Elder Souldier, nota Better ?

Did I fay Better ?

Brut, If youdid, I carenot. . ) ‘
Caff. When Cefar liv’d, he dueft not thus have mov’d rae.
Brut. Peace, Pcace, you durlt not fo have tempted hiai,

Caff. 1 durltnot ?

Brut, No.

Caff. What? durft not tempt him?

Brae, For your Life youdurft not.

Caff. Donot prefume too muchupon my Love,
I may do that 1 fhall be forry for.

Brut. You have done that you fhould be forry for.
There is no Terrour, Caffins, inyour Threats:
For 1 am arm’d fo ftrongin Honefty,
“That they pafs by me, as the idle Wind,
Which 1 refpect not. 1 did fend to you _
For certain Summs of Gold, which you deny’d mo,
For I can raife no Money by vile Means :

"By Heaven, 1 had rather coin my Heart,

And drop my Blood fot Drachmags, than to wring
From the hard hands of Peafants their vilé Txafh
By any lodirection. 1 did fend |
To you for Gold to pay my Legions,
Which you deny’d mc ¢ was that done like Caffirns ?
Should 1 have anfwer'd Caius Caffisa {02
When Marcus Brutus grows fo covetous,
To lock fuch Rafcal Counters from his Friends, o
Be ready, Gods, withall your Thunder-bolts,. ' :

G Dah .
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Dafh him to picces.
Caf]. 1deny’d younot,
Brur. Youdid, o0l tn

; hCaﬂ'. 1 dig'" a:‘:.'AfP}e beay biti a Fool
at brought my Anfwer back. Britus hath riv’ :

A Friend fhould bear his Friend’s Infirmities 5 vdmy Hoart:

But Brutns makes mine greater than they are.

Brar. 1do not, till you practife them on #19.:

Caff. Youlove menot. . .° B

Brat. 1 do not like your Fanlts, o '
caff. A friendly Eye could never fee fuch Faults.

Brut. A Flatterer’s would not, though they do appcar

As huge as high Olympus.

Caff. Come, Antony, and young, Oftavint, come,

Revenge your felves alone on Cn/ﬁm,

For Caffims is a-weary of the World :

Hated by one he loves, brav’d by his Brother,

Check’d like a Bond-man, all his Faults obferv’d ;

Set in a Note.book, learn’d, and conn’d by roat,

To caft into my Teeth. O, I could weep

My Spirit from mine Eyes. ~ There is my Dagger,

And here my naked Brealt: Within, a Heart

Dearer than Plsto’s Mine, richer than Gold :

If that thou beeft a Roman, take it forth.

I that deny’d thee Gold, will give my Heart;

Strikeas thou didft at Cefar ; For I know,

When thou didft hate him worft, thou loved’(t him better,

Than ever thou loved’lt Caffius.,

Brue. Sheath your Dagger :

Be angry when you will, it fhall have Scope:

Do what you will, Difhonour fhall be Humour.

O Caffius, you ¢re yoked with a Lainb,

That carrics Anger, as the Flint bears Fire,

Who much inforced, fhewsa hatty Spark,

And ftraight is cold again. .

Caff. Hath Caffiss livid

"To be but Mirth and Laughter to his Brutus,

When Grief, and Blood ill-temper’d, vexeth him?
Brut. When | fpoke that, [ was ill-temper’d too.
Caff. Do you confefs fo much? Give me your hand.
Bruws. And my Heart too. o
Caff. O Brutus !

Brue. What?s the matter. 3

Caff. Havenot you Love enough to bear with me,
When that rath Humour, which my Mother gave me,
Makes me forgetful ? :

Brut. Yes, Caffius 5 and from henceforth

When
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When you are over-carncft with your Brutus, ’
He’ll think your Mother chides, and leave you fo.

Epter a Poet.

Poet. Let me go in tofeb the Génerals, -~ SN
There is fome Grudge between e 5 "tis not meet. S
They be alone. :

Lucil, You fhall not come to them.

Poet. Nothing but Death fhall ftay me.

Caff. How now ? What’s the matter ?

Poet. For fhame, you Generals; what do you'mean? -

Love, and beFriends, astwo fuch Men fhould be, ..

For I have feen more Years, V'm fure, thanye.

Caff. Ha, ha, how vilely doth this Cynick rhyme !

Brat. Get you hence, Sirrah - Sawcy Fellow, hence.

Caff: Bear with him, Brutus; %is his Fafhion, . . . .

Brus. Il know his Humour, when he knbws his.time i - H.
What fhould the Wars do with thefc JigglirigFools ?- - ‘
Companion, hence. R I UL SN T

Caff. Away, away, be gone. - cpviah s Lo TEwie Poety.

Brut. Liscillins, and Titinins, bid:the Commanders - :
Prepare to lodge their Gom anics tonight. = - .

Caff: And come yolirfeh s, antl bring Ma(fala withyou, - @’
Immediately to us. b e o

Brut. Lucillins, a Bowl of Wine, -t B e

Caff. 1did not think you cotild have been fo angry.

_Brut, O Caffins, 1 amfick of many Gricfs.

Caff. Of your Philofophy you make no ufe,

If you give place to accidental Evils. :
Brus. No Man hearsSorrowbetter.  Portia is dead.
Caff. Ha, Portia?

Brus. Sheis dead.

Caff. How *fcap'd I killing, when] croft you fo?

O infupportable and touching Lofs!

tlpon what Sicknefs?

. Brur. Impatient of my Abfence.

And Gricf, that young Ofevinis, with Markdutony, . . .

Have made themfelves fo ftrong: For with her Death .+ + i®

That Tydings came. With this fhe fell diftract, X

And (her Attendants abfent) {wallow’d Fire.

Cafl. Anddy’dfo? o

Brut, Evenfo. ™Y SR R
Caff. O yeimmortal Gods?  -* o

TG ‘ Enter
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Enter Bey," with Wine «‘nlﬁ‘T;,F:";,. S ,' i
Brut. Speak no more of her : Give me a Bowl of Wine,

In this | bury all Unkindnefs, Caffins.. Drii
Caff. My Heart is thirfty for that Noble Pledge, : [ rmk;.‘

Fill, Lucing, till the Winc o%er-fwelltheGps oo B

1 cannot drink too much of Bratus Love.

) .
Enter Titinius and Meflala,

Brut. Come in, Titinius: P
Welcome, good Aeffalas: v
Now fit we alofe about this. Tapet here,:
And call in queftion our:Neceflities. T

Caff. Portia,, art thou gone?. .

Brur. No more, I prayyou. " = . =
Meffula, | have hiere received Lietters,, Sk
That young Oftavins, -and Mark, Amony; i

1
1 g N
¢ Voo

Come down upon us with a mighty Power,. e e

Bending their Expedition toward Philippi. . ‘
Mef].- My felf have Letters of the fclf-fame Tenure, '
 Brue, With what Addition 2 D )
Meff. That.by Proferiptipny, and Billsof Qut-lawyy,. ..;
Ottavins, Amony, and Lepidus, . 2
Have put todeath an hundred Senatogs, . .7, 0. S
Brur. Therein ouryLetters donot well agree.;, i ‘
Mine fpeak of feventy Senators that dyd , R

By their Profcriptions, Cicero being onc. . S

Caff Ciceroone? S . o
Meff. Cigero isdcad,"arid by chat Orderof Profeription.
Had you your Letters from your Wifc,-my Loxd? . . .-
Brut. No, Meffala, . o
Aeff. Nor nothing inyour Letters writof her?
Brut. Nothing, Meffals. . )
Meff. That methinks is ftrange: e ‘
Brur. Why ask you? TR Y
Hear you ought of herin yaurs2.: .1 L
Mcfl. No, my Lord: o) it L
Brut. Now, as you are a Rozian, fell me trug. S
Meff. Then, like a Roman; bear the Truth 1cell,
For certain fhe is dead, and by ftrange Manner. )
Brut. Why, fatewel, Portia: We mutt dye, Adeffalas,,
With meditating that (he muft dye once, o
1 have the Patience to endurc itnow. e
Meff. Bven fo great Men great Lofles fhould endurc.
¢aff. 1 have asmuch of thisin Art as you,

But

L]
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But yet my Naturc could not bearicfo, '~

Brur. Well, to our Work alive. ~ What do you think
Of marching to Philippi prefently?

Caff. 1donot think it good.

Brar. Your Reafon?

Caff. Thisitis: ,
2Tis better that the Encmy feek us, :

So fhall he wafte his Means, weary his Souldiers;
Doing himfelf Offence;, w: it we lying ftill,
Are full of Reft, Defence, and Nimblenefs,

Bius. Good Reafons muft, of force, give place to better :
The People, *twixt Philippi and this Ground,
Do ftand but in a forc’d Affection:”
For they have grodgd us Contribution.
The Enemy, marching along by them,
By them fhall makca fuller Number up,
Come on refreli’d, new added, and encourag’d c .
From which Advantage fhall we cut himoff, - ..
If at Philippi we do face him there, Co
Thefe People at our Back.

Caff. Hear me, good Brother. . . S

Brar. Under your pardon. You muft note befide,
That we have try’d the utmoft of our Friends:
Our Legions are brim-full,, oux Caufe is ripe,. .
The Encmy encreafeth every day, N T
We, at the height, are ready todeclifc. - . o
There is a Tide in the Affairs of Men, - C
Which, taken at the Flood, leads on to Fortunc;
Omitted, all the Voyage of their Life .
1s bound in Shallows, and in Miferics.
On fuch a full Sea arc we now a-float, ~ . - .
And we muft take the Current when'ic ferves, .,
Or lofc our Ventures, . rr " vy o

Caff. Then with your Willgoon: we'llalong
Our felves, and meet them at Philippi.

Brut. The decp of Night iscrept upon out Talk,.
And Nature muft obey Neceflity, Tl o
Which-we will niggard with a little Reft:
Thereis no moreto fay. . lui -

Caff. No morc, good night :

Early to morrow will. we rifc, and hence. .

Enter Lycios.

PR RN R t . ._
Brut, Lucins, my Gown: farewel,, good Meffals, . [Ex. Lucius. {
Good night, Titinins; Noble, Noble Caffins, '
Good night, and good repofe. i ol |
. 2aff. |

e R R N W
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-Call Clandio, and fome other of my-Men,
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Caff. O my dear Brotber! LA BRI
This was anill-beginning of the Night 4
Never come fuch Divifion *tween our Soufs :
Letic not, Bratus,

Enter Lucius with the Gown.

Brut. Every thing is well,

Caff. Good night, my Lotd,

Brut. Good night, good Brother.

Tie. Meffa. Good night, Lord Brasus.

Brur. Farewel, cvery ong, : . :
Give me the Gown. Whee is thy Inftrument?

Lue, Herein the Tent. 3 RS

Brat. What, thou fpeak’t drowfily ; S
Poor Knave, 1blame thecnot, thou art o’er-watch’d.
{1 have them fleep on Cufhions inmy Tent. =~ -

Lus. Varrasy and Clandio ? ;

Enter Vareus and Claudios Lo RN

Par, Callsmy Lord? : Co
Brat. I pray you, Sirs, licinmy Tent and fleep, - B

It may be I fhall raife you by andby, -« i+ v 0 s '

On bufinefs to my Brother Caffius. - e
Var. Sopleafeyou, wewilltand, " -~ 7 ..

And watchyour Pleafure.

Brue. Twill not haveit fo: Licdown, good Sirs,

1t may be I Mall otherwife bethink me. T

Look, Lucius, here’s the Book I foughtfor fo:: :

I put it in the Pocketof my Gown. " ¢ AT
Luc. 1 was fure your Lord(hip did not give itme. . -+ ./
Brar. Bear withme, good Boy, IsmamithForgetful:

Canit thou hold up thy heavy Eyesawhile,

And touch thy Inftrument a Strain or'two. .
Luc. 1, my Lord, an’ pleafe you. .- -to o, il -
Frar. Tt does, my Boy: ~ worv b lanna b o i g

I trouble thee too much, but thov art willing, N SR
Luc. Itis my Duty, Sir. [ ‘ o
Brat. | Mould not urge thy Duty Paft thy Might,’

1 know young, Blcods look for a time of Reft,

Lue, 1 have fleps, my Lord, dheelddy:-
Brue. 1 was well done, and thou fhalt fieep again:

1 will not hiold thee long, 1f LdElve;» - - 0% v o s e

1 wili be good to thee. O I T U SRR

[Ex Call. Tit. Mefla.
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M:{Fak and a Song.
This isafleepy Tune : O murd’rous Slumber !

Layeft thou thy Leaden Macc upon my Boy,

That plays thee Mufick ? Gentle Knave, good night:
1 will not do thee fo much wrong to wake thec:

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

1°ll take it from thee, and (good Boy) good night.
Let me fec; let me fee; Isnot the Leaf turn’d down
Where I lcft reading ? Here itis, 1think.

Enter the Ghoft of Cafar.

How ill this Taper burns! Ha! Who comes here?
1 think it is the Weaknefs of mine Eyes,
That fhapes this monftrous A pparition.
It comes uponmc ¢ Art thou any thing ?
Art thou fome God, fome Angel, or fome Devil,
"T'hat mak’ft my Blood cold, and my Hair to ftare ?
Speak to me, What thou art?
Ghoft, Thy evil Spitit, Brutus.
Brut. Why com’ft thou?
Ghoft. To tell thee, thou fhalt fec meat Philippi.
Brut. Well: thenl fhall fe thee again ?
Ghoft. 1, at Philippi.
Brur, Why, 1 wil{ fee theeat Philipps then
Now! have taken Heart, thou vanifhcft.
111 $piriv, 1would hold more Talk with thee.
Boy, Lucins, Varris, Clandio! Sirs, Awake:
Clandio.
ZLuc. The Strings, my Lord, are falfc.
Brut. He thinks he ftill is ac his Inftrument.
Lucins, awake.
Lue. My Lord. .
B, Didll thou dream, Lacins, that thou fo cried’ftout?
Zuc, My Lord, I do not know that 1 did cry. .
Brur. Yes, that thou didft: Didft thon fce any thing ?
Luc. Nothing, my Lord.
Bramt. Sleep again, Lusins: Sirrah, Clandso, Eellow,
Thou, Awake.
Par. My Lord.
Claud. My Lord. )
Brut. Why did you fo cry out, Sirs, in your Sleep ¥
Both. Did we, my Lord?
Brus. 1: faw you any thing?
Var. No, my Lord, I faw nothing.
Cland. Nor I, my Lord.
Brut. Go, and commend me to my Brother Caffins :

51

Bid
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fid him fet on his Powers betimes hefore,

And we will follow.
Both. It Mall be done, my Losd.

52

[Exeunt.

[Pl

o Attus Quintus.
Enter Oftavius, Antony, azd their  Army.

Ow, .Antoriy, OUr Hopes are anfwered 5
You faid the Enemy would not come down,
But keep the Hills, and npper Regions :
It proves not fo: their Battels arc at hand,
They mean to warn us at Philéppi here :
Anfwering before we do demand of them.
Ane. Tut, 1am in their Bofoms, and I know
Wherefore they doit: They could be content
“To vifit other Places, and come down
“With fearfol Bravery : thinking by this Face,
To faften in our ¥ houghts, that they have Courage;

But ’tis not {o.

Oftav.

Enter ¢ Meflenger.

Meffeng. Prepare you, Generals s
“The Enemy comes on in gallant Shew :
Their bloody Sign of Battel is hung out,
And fomething to be done immediately.
Aut. Oftavins, lead your Battcl foftfy on,
A1pon the Left-hand of the even Ficld.
Oftay. Upon the Right-hand T, keep thou the Left,
_Ant. Why do you crofs me inthis Exigent ?
Ottav. 1domot crofsyous; butl willdo fo.

Dy, Enter Brutus, Caflius, and thesr Army.

Brur, They ftand, and would have Parley.

Caff. Stand faft, Ti-inins, we muft out and talk.

Oftaw. Mark Amony, fhall wegive Signof Battel?

Ant. No, Cafar, wewill anfwer on their Charge.
Make forth, the Generals would have fome Words.

o av. Sticnot untill the Signal.

prar. Words before Blows : 1s it fo, Countrymen?

{ilav. Not that we love Words better, asyoudo,

Brur. Good Words are

Ant. Tnyour bad Strokes, Brutus, you give good Words,

better than bad Strokes, Oftavins, .

[ adarch.

Witnefs

. Joyn*d with a Masker, anda

* Witnefs the Hole you made iti Cefurs H

Crying, long livey Hail, Cefar. f. e
ThcaP' Ifmnn_)f', o e

¢ Pofture of your Blows are yet unknown;

But for. your Words, they rob the A g

. And léave them Honey-lefs. '9{“'9”137'7'
* Am. NotSting-lefstoo, ~ ~ .

E Brut. l?yc:i":lalrxd .S?lund-lcf's too.
or you have ftollen their Buzzin Antonyy.. =
And very wifely threat hefore youg (’tin'g”.mj '-

Ant. Villains! You did no¢ fo, when your vile Daggerﬁ i

You thew’d your Teeth like Apes, .
And fl':an,’éi'llill((e_ﬂounds, e
nd bow’d like Bond-men, kiflin Cefar’s Feet s
WhiP'lt damned Caska, 1ikeacux5, be[hind,,e s
Struck Cefaron the Neck: . O, you Flatterers! "
Caff. Flagterers? Now, Brutas; thank your elf 31
This Tongue had not offended fatp day, -~ .
If Caffims might have ruld,: ~ * ' '

Hacke one another in the Sides of Cefar.- .

.

Ofta. Come, come, the Caufe, if argning'mnkeﬂ'sfneat,

_The Pgoof of it will turn to redder Drops @
Look, ‘I draw a Sword sgainft Confpirators, ‘
When ghink you that the ‘Swiord goesap again? v

_ Never, till Cefar’s Three and thirsyiWaunds
Be well aveng’d; or till another Cafar

Hagc ﬂddgdfslﬂ\‘ htek'to (tthe S\zlord Ofgkaytors.'
vut. Cafar, thou canft not dyebyi
Unlefs thou biingt Ih%nﬁi with z{ée.{’ ) ::l'ytors Hands,
"Ofts. Solhope:. - Lo : ’
I was not porntodye on:Brutus Sword. ‘
Brist., O, if thoii wer* the Nobleftof the Strain,
Young Man, thou could’® not dye mog¢ hongurable.
off, A peeviih School.bo;}1 worthlefs of fuchBbiour,”

eveller:

.

Ans, Qld Caffins il
Otta. Comie, Antony: away : '
Defiance, Traytors, hurl we in your teeth.
If ‘you dare fight to day, come tothe Field,

If not, when you have'Stomachs, -

[&x.O&av, Ant.and the drmy. - .~

Caff. Why now, blow Wind, fiwell Billow,
And fwim Bark ¢ . :

" “The Storm is up, and all is on theHazard.

Brut, Ho, Luciflins, hark, a word with you..

Lwc, My Lord.

[Lacillius and Meftals fand foreks

-
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Caff.
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i(.‘aj]: Meffala. b
Meffal. What fays, my'General?
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Caff. Meffala, this is mY Blrth.day : as this very day

>

Was Caffiusborn. Give me thy hand;’ Meffala:
Be thon my Witnefs, fhat'agalnlt my Will:
(-As Pompey was) am 1 compell’d to fet
ipon one Battel all out Liberties,
You know that ] held Epicurus {trong, o
‘And his Opinion: Now:l change my Mind; -
And partly credit things that:do prefage. '
Coming from Swrdis, on our former Eafign -

v

Two mighty Eagles fell, and therethey perchd 5

Gorging and feeding from our Soyldiers hands, -
Who to Philippé here conforted uss * .
- "This Morning are they fled away,’ and gone, '

And, in their fteads, doRavens, Crows, .and Kites -

Fly o%er our heads, and downward 1ook on us,
As we were fickly Preys their Shadows feem -
‘A Canopy moft fatal, under whichi+#. .0 7
Our Army lies, ready togive up theGhoft.
- Meffal. Beli€ve not fo, B
Caff. 1hut believe'it partly, "' 0F
For 1 am frefh of Spirit, and refolyd e !
“Fo meet all Perils very conftanely. <1 Tl
. Brut. Even fo, Lusillins. r MJ’
Caff. Now, moft Noble Brunfisy W v
The Gods to day ftand friendly, thaf e wmay
Lovers in Peace, lead on our days (6"Age: S
But fince the Affairs of Men reft (till incertaing
Let’s reafon with the worlt that may befall. -
S;‘ we,do lofe this Batte , thenisthid "
he very laft time we fhall fpeak together?
_What gre you then dﬁmiqed’tb do? ib.
Braut. Even by the /'of ‘that Philofophy,.
By which 1did blame Cato, for the Death, .
Which he did give himifelf, 1know not how ¢
But1 dgfind it cowardly, and vile, ;
For fear of what might fall, fo to prevent. '

s,

ke time of life, arming my felf with patience,

To ftay the Providence of fome high Powersy’
“Fhat govern us below. o
Caff. Then, if we lofe this Battel,
. yon are contented to be led in T;'mmpb ‘
Thorow the Strects of Rome ? h
Brur. No, Caffius, NO
Think not, thou Noble Roman, ™
‘That gves Brutis will go bound to Rowe,

He

 Ride, ride, Meffala, let themall come down.
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He beats toogreat a Mind, Butthisfameday = . o
Mult end that Work, the Ides of Marebbegun, - ) :
And whether we {hall meetagain, Ikpownot: - |
Therefore our everlafting Fareweltake: .
For ever, and,forever, farewcl, Caffins !..
If we do meet again, why, we fhall fmile s~
If not, why then, this Parting was well madé,’”

Caff. Forevery and for ever, farewel; Brutus
if wedo meet again, well fmileindeeds. L
If not, ’tis truc, this Parting was well made. . I

Brus. Why then lead on. O, thata Man might know
The End of this Pay's Bufinefs, €'re it come R
But it fufficeth, that the Day will end, St o )
And then the End isknown. Come, .., away.

[Exeunt.
Alaram, Enter Brutus and Meflala.

Brat. Ride, ride, Meffala, side apd give thefe Bills .*
Unto the Legions, on the other fide.. )
) BTN CLoud sllarum.
Let them fet on atonce: for | perceiye )
But cold Demeanor in Oftavio’s Wing

_And fudden Pofh iyes them she overthrow :
L Excunte

Alarums.  Enter Caflius and Titinius.
Caff. O look, Titinins, look, the Villains fly :
My felf have to mine own turn’d Entmys
~This Enfign here of mine was turning back,
1 flew the Coward, and did take it from him. . K
Titin. O Caffiniy Brutis gave the word §o0 carly,
Who having fome Advanta e on Offavins, ¥
Took it too eagerly , his SO diers fell to Spoil,
Whilft we by Antonyare all inclosd.

« . Emer Pindarus.

Pind. Fly further off, my Lord: fly further off :
Mark Antony is in your Yents, my Lord:. . ‘
Fly thercfore, Noble Cafins, fly far off. L
Caff. This Hill igfar cnough. Look, looks Titinins !
Are thofe my Tents whete I perceive the fire ? :
Titin. They are, my Lord. ‘ .
Caff. Titinits, if thott loveft me, L
Mount thou my Horfe, and hide shy Spursinhimy =

Till he have brought thee 13p to yor;llerz Tro0ps, And
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And here again, that Imayreft aflurd,
Whether yond’ Troops are Friend or‘E;lemy.

Titin. 1will be here again; even witha Thought. -~ [Ew |

Caff. Go, Pindarus, get higher o i
My Sight was ever thi;k: reggard Ti?i;l}:f fill
And tell me what thou not’ft about ¢he Field
This day 1 breathed firft, - Time is come round
%ndLgvrhqre[ d‘{? bégin, thete fhall L end, - R
My Life is ran his Compafs, Sicrah B -
Pind, above.] O, mprord | » whit News?
gg{‘. \;‘Vhat News? . ' s i
Pind. Titinins is enclofed round about -
With Horfe-men, that make to him-on the Spur
]chthezr?“.rs.op. Now they are almoft on him : .
Hg’?la’ Cu"l.rma. Now, fome LIghF : ‘ O, he lights oo
And, haik, they fhout, for Jdy. .
Caff. Come down, behold nomore:
_ O Coward that I am, to live fo forig;’ . =~
aggyyface.

Esbom-.

To fee my beft ¥riend ta’en befor

I

Enser Plndatus.

Come hithe, Sirrahi : In Parehia did L tak iforier,
And then 1 fwore thee, faving of thy L?fee, thee Pﬂ[_'ox}er,
That whatfoever 1 did-bid ¢lice do, 2% * . -

‘Thou fhould'ft attempt it. Come now, ki i

Now be a Frec-man, and with this o“‘t,;d S:;)':"(tih'l.l?g QaF»l,’,

That ran through Cefar’s Bowcls, féhreh thiivéofomv

Stand not to an{wer : [Here, take thou the Hilts, - T

gnqdw}:le‘n m¥l F:;cc isdcover’d, as ’tis now, Y

Guide thou the Sword - ::Cafar, thovart reveng'd

Even with the Sword that kilPd thee. - 4 EF s, ‘
S et k fithez T Eﬁlb m‘?'mSwmt.

Yet would not fohave been - - S

Durlt 1 have done my Will. OCafims !

Far from this Country Pindarus thall rung

Where neves Roman fhall take note of him.

I Enser TRinivs and Meflala, t

AMeff> Itisbut ctange, Tirinius:. for Oﬂaui/«. .
is overthrown2 by Noble Bratus Power, .
As ﬁaﬂ?m_h:eg;opj are by edntony. o
tin, Thefe Tydings will well com I
Myff. Where did you leaye hiat. fortCuff
Titsn. Alldifconfolate, : o

TS
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With Pindarws-his Bond-man, . on shis Hillf ... .
Meff. Lsnot that he thatlies upon the Ground ?
Tirin. He lies not like the Living. O, my Heart!
Meff. Tsnot that he? Lo
Titin, No, this was he, Meffala; .
But Caffius is nomore. O fetting Sun ! :
As in thy red Rays thou doft fink tonight ¢ -
So.in his red Blood Caffins day is fet..-.. .. .«
The Sun of Rome is fer. Ourday isgone, /.o - -
Clouds, Dews, and Dangers come; our.Deedsare done :
Miftruft of my Succefs hath done this Deed. - ‘
Mef]. Miftrutt of good Succefs hath done this Deed.
O hateful Errour, Melancholy’s Child: .
Why do’ft thou fhéw to the.apt Thoughts of ‘Men
The things that are not 7 O Error-faon conceiv’d,
Thou never com’ft unto a happy Birth,
But killP’ft the Mother. that engender’d thee. C
Titsn. What, Pindaras? Where att. titon, Pindarus? .
Meff. Secck hirh, Titinins, whillt I goto meet o
The Noble Bratus, thrufting this Report. .
Into his Ears y 1 may fay, thruftingit:
For piercing Steel, and Darts invenomed,
Shall be as welcome to the Egrs of Bratus, .
As Tydings of thisSighe. .~ - . & .- i )
Titin. Hieyon, Meffala, ) .
And [ will feek for Pindarns the while: LEx.Mclf K
Why did’ft thou fend me forth, brave Caffins? .
Did I not meet shy Friends,. and did not they
Puk on my Brows this Wreath of Victory, . S
And bid me give it thee ? Dig°R thownot hear their Shouts ?
Alas, thou haft mifconftrued.cvery thing.
But hold theg, take this Garland on thy Brow,
Fhy Brutus bid me give it tiee, and I
Wiil do his bidding.  Brutus, come apace,
And fee how 1 regarded Cains Caffins: .- : -
By your leave, Gods: Thisisa Reman’s Part, . o
Come Cajfins Sword, and find Titinsus Heart. . - [Kills himfelf.
“Alarum. - Enser Brutus,-Meflala, sung Cato, Strato, :
. Velumnius, and Lucillius...
Brut. Where, where, Meffuls, doth his Body lie ? .
Meff. Loc,yonder, and Titinius mourning it. )
Brat. Tisinius’s Face isupward. : )
Caro. He s flain. . .
Brus. O Fulius Cafar! thouart mighty yet; .
Thy Spirit walksabroad, and turns ous Swords
In our own proper Entrails. _ [ Low Alarums.
Cato. Brave Titinins !
Look, where he have not Ciown’d dead Caffins !

‘-
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The laft of all the Roman¥; apd thée weth: 2ol i
It isimpoffible, that eveRbme: .= b
Should breed thy'Fellow. Friends, I own more Tgars

.1 Mhall find time, Caffius; Lfhall find gltmen

Come therefore, atid to T'harfus- fend liis Bodys- -

His Funeral Mall riot be jn our Camp, <, -

. Left it difcomfortus, Lucillins, Comey =t o

And come, young Catoy*letus'to the Field,:... *

Labio and Flavio, fet our Battelgon. ! . T
7Tis Three a Clotks-andy Romns. yet cre:Night,
We fhall try Fortunc ina fecond Flght, - b

L N x. <l N
" Alarnm.  EnterBrotus, Me lay Cato, Luciilius,
. DL \ R o

. i apd Flaviug. 11
Brat, Yet, Country-men; O yet, hold 4

e TR HG BDYiof Juliug:Cafai..
P fa

" Brut. Argyet two Romans Jvidg:gueh as thefe? -

To this dead Man, than you fhall {ec mepay. R

v

your Heads.

Cato. What Baftard doth nox? Who will go with tne ?

I will proclalm my Nanjt about the Field. -
Lamthe Son of Marcus Oy ligi i - v
A Foc to Tyrants, and my Coudtry’s riend. .
I am the Son of Marcns Cato, hoi U
. EnterSoldiets, and fight,
Brar. And 1 am Brutus, Mareus Bratusy 1y )
Brutns, my Country’s Friends-Know me for Bratks,
Lus. O youhg an%:Noble Catol art thondown? -
Wiy, now thowdyeit, as bravely as T¥timins,
And may’lt be honoutd, being'Car’s Son.
Sald. Yield, orthou dyeft. ool
Lus. OulyLyieldtodyes . -/ ‘
There is fo much, that thow wilt kill mié ftraight :
Kill Bratus, and be honour’d in his Dkath.
Sold. Wemutnot: A Noblé Prifohet.
: Enter Antony.
1 Sold, Room, ho : tell Antonyy Brutus istaden.
1 Sold. DPlitell the News, Here comes the General,
Brutus is ta’en, Bratusista’en, my Lord.
Anr, Wheredshe? 0o oot
Luc, Safe, Antbny; Brisu is firf énough
1 dare aflire thee that no Enemy 12
- Shall ever take alivetiiéNoble Bratas:
“The Gods defend him from'fo great'a Shame,
When you do find im, or.alive, ordead}-
te will be found like Braths, likehimfelf.
dut, “This is not Brutas, Eficady bk, Faflute you,: -
A Prize no lefs in Worth; keep this Man fafe, v
Give himall Kindnefs. [ had rather'have
Such Men my Friends, than Encmics. Go.on,
And (ec where Brutus bealive or dead,

*
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And

" Thou fee’lt the

The TRAGED Yof Julivg Cxfar. 59
And bring us word, ‘unto Ogtavins Tenty. i~ g N
How every thing is cha!\cld;'- v wl o L .
Biutns; Dhrdanius, Clitus, Strat0, 4d Volumnivs-
jmﬁnt&mﬁe\x’, ;‘)sgor‘ Remains’of Fri.e:nds_, reft on his Rack, .
Clit. Statiliins fhew’d the Torch-lights bu, my Lorq, .

He came not
Brut. Si(;t o
iq 3 Deed in Falhton.

e léﬁr. What, 1, my Lord? No, -not
Brut. Peace then, 00 words. v ' _
clis. VU rather kilk my-felf. o Lo e
Brut. Hark thee, Dardanias: R L
PDard. Shatt1 do fuch aDged?'*.: S SRR
clit. O Dardam"m! S T

. Q Clitust . o SR
gl::d What ;ll Requeft did Brasis make to _thegr
Dard. To kil hit, Chiras: laolk, he mcglta:eg. _
Clir. Now is that Nab! G‘kyeg;lgn\l qf-:@nef, o] -

- N over, evenat higdyEss s 2 R PO
Tk}gartul:t. Fégine hit’her, good Polumnisy litaward. . e
.Whatlhy:,,’mylford] i N PO

s Wh this, Volymninss . ok

Tlﬁnéhoﬁ:o¥ Ccf;’rhatk_\ appear’deome - R

Two feveral times by Night: qé:»dk; oncey ! e

And this laft Night, here in NbitippaEleldez. i v o

1 know m houris come, - - B
Vo!mnn.Y Not fo, my !,.ord.
Brat. Nay, 1am furé it is,

s, how ltgoes.
World, VelunHius, 5_ LLaw. Aln,r‘ﬂrt;;i.-,

: [E ;rcéup 2

back : heis or taen or flaig. 1t
hee down Clitus: Sl,ayin‘ 1y the SWord, - et
Hark thee, Gligus, -0t o o
for-all the World. -

il
[

" . .
Volummiss, - - 0 xiv o

Our Encmies have beat us £0 thePic:
1g morc worthy to leap inour felves, v
“'lgixsan tarry till they pufh igo1. Goad Folummiinsssi . L
Thou know’ft that we two went to Schabl toge'thcr, RN
Even for that our LOYE of old, Lprighee’
Hold thon my sword Hilts, ﬂ!;vm‘lrft‘l t\rxg f:dwm]y i.ord
. Volwn. That?s not an Qffice 01?: »n by Lo il
| y I 15 110 tarrying here:
_clii. Fly, fly, my Lord, thareiis no lanylg\g_ ]
ge::r. F‘Z;cwycl to you, aud you, angd you, Folwwnins.
Straro,, thow haft been all this whileafleep: * = "
Farewclto thee, to Strato, Cg\{ntry»meq: -
My Heart doth joy,. that yet Jn-all-.my,L|fe,

1 found no Man, but he was trueto e,

1 fhall have Glory, by this lofing:Dayy
Mo:c than Othwiu}, and Mark Antouyy .
By this vile Congqueft fhall dttain upto.
So farc you well at on<e, for Brutus Tonguc




60. The TRAGEDY of]uhus\ﬂ'zﬁr.’ oo
Hath almoftended his Life’s Hiftogye. wiwstiv cian Yo . o
- Night hiangs upon mjne Eyes, my Boneswouldfre&,,.d Y :
“That have but lahox{:r’d to Eat:ain this Hour., :
cuistartols g Al ,\qlmm? N
clit, Fly, mbls&drﬂya‘ desit «mﬁ’w e w'ﬁ' ""1
Bras, Hence.: Swill fllowt i 4it-210 o
1 prithee, Strato, ftay thou bythyxliord, salid 1o dtafl .
. Thou art a Fellow of &gadd Refpefkd ; S awor
Thy Life hath had fome fmatchoﬂﬂuwur initet: .y
Klold then my Swdgd,"and téinay amhyiuce,.“r ty
While Ido runuponis. . Wilk thow, Strape;p /.
" Strat. Gmmeyourhand firlt. Fare you well, myLwd
Byut, Farewel &ood Strat i Cafar, now bcﬂ;u N
1 kilPdnot thee With half fo gooda Willi -+, LDips. -
Alarum, Rmeah‘ Enter Antony, O&avms,m e
A Lucillius, and the Army,
Géta. WhatM g’lsthat? L T L
Meff, My Miftet?s Man,i:iStruto}s Wheteid th Multcn T
: Strd, Fteefrom theBon‘iwgeybu“m u.w.ﬂz.‘ S
! «* ‘The Conguerors.cait bus make a Fite of himy ..

’ ﬂ-)ﬂt.‘ .

e me——— T

‘For Brutusonly overcame himfelf; (wsse: - .

i And no Man ¢lfe hath Honout by: HD e
Lucil, §0.Bratus fhould be fonnd. ltbank tlm, .Bmm, TR

That thou haft prov’d Lucilfiy’s Sayleg true S !
0. Allthavfere’d Bratwsy Iwille ntertmuabem. SR '

Fellow, wilt thou beftow.thy Timewithmep - o

! Strat, l,*l Vljﬁqlawm prefer me to yOu, o

| Ofta. Do Oodﬂllﬂaa S 3

[

1

|

i

Mej}' How ¥e my Maftef, Strml e
Strar. 1 held th eSwurd and he didrunon w.
Mef]. OFitiigy th eneake him co follow thec, B
That did the fatelt Setvxceto my Mafter, " - .

- Ant. This was the’ Nobleﬂ: Rowian: of» themall Py
'\ ) Al :heC:o:ﬁbinqton. faveonly hieji om0
|
!

D| that they did in Envy of Grcat@tf r :
: eonly., n a general hone houg)ht,‘ e e
And common good to all, tadetoniof :hemu. M g
HisLife wasgem:lm. vand thc Elements . S i
So'mixtin him, that Matore: mngb:&andnp, P ROCR
| And fay toall the Worlds' thiswas¥{Many: .. '
l « * Ofta, Accordingto his Vertue el ugulbl
,  Withall Refpeét, and Rites of Buifialy s3¥%" | . .
i ,Wirhin my Tent bis Bones tp niighe ll'Ml lyc, Sy
"Moft like a.Soldicr ordeted Honoupdbly's . .« - 7
So'call'the Ficld to reft, andlet’s‘iﬁéwx ook L
} ' To part the Gloncs of- this hm‘pvaay.w X% LEx. Oppes. . -

FINI&‘ ‘ ‘




