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JULIUS CASAR.

ROME.
A Street.

Enter Flavius, Marullys, and certain Commoners.

Flav, HENCE home, youidle creatures, ges you home3
Is this a holiday 7 What! know you not,

Being mechanical, you ought not walk,

Upon a labouring day, without the fign
Ot your profeffion ?—Speak, what trade art thou ?
Car. Why, fir, a carpenter.
Mar, Where is thy leather apron, and thy rule ?
What doft thou with thy beft apparel on -
You, fir; what trade are you ?
Cob, Truly, fir, in refpe of a fine workman, Iam but,
as you would fay, a cobler.

Mar. But what trade art thou? Anfwer me dxreétly
Cod. A trade, fir, that, .1 hope, I may ufg with a fafe
confcience 3 which is, indeed, fir, 2 mender of bad foals.
Mar. What trade, thou knave? thou naughty knave,
what trade ? f
Cob. Nay, I befeech you, fir, be not out with e,

Yer, if you be out, fir, I can mend you. - 4.
YOL. V. L Mar,



146 JULIUS CZESAR.

Mar. Wrgé.tﬂmeane& thou by that? Mend me, thou
{aucy fellow ?

Cob. Why, fir, cobble you.
Flav. Thou art a cobler, art thou?

Cob. Truly, fir, all that I live by is the awl: I meddle
with no trade,—man’s matters, nor woman’s matters, but
*with all. I am, indeed, fir, a furgeon to old fhoes;
when they are in great danger, I recover them. As pro-
per men as ever trod upon neats-leather, have gone upon
my handy-work.

Flav. But wherefore art not in thy fhop to-day ¢
Why doft thou lead thefe men about the ftreets ?

Cob. Truly, fir, to wear out their thoes, to get myfelf
into' more work. But, indeed, fir, we make holiday, to {ee
Cefar, and to rejorce in his triumph.

Mar. Wherefore rejoice? What conqueft brings he

home ?

\Vhat tributaries follow him to Rome,
To grace in captive bonds his chariot wheels ?
You blocks, you ftones, you worfe than {enfelefs things !
O, you hard hearts, you cruel men of Rome,
knew you not Pompey ¢ Many a time and oft
Have you climb’d up to walls and battlements,
To towers and windows, yea, to chimney-tops,
Your 1nfants 1n your arms, and there have fat
The live-long day, with patient expectation,
‘To fee great Pompey pafs the fireets of Rome :
And when you faw his chariot but appear,
Have you not made an univerfal thout,

That Tyber trembled underneath * his bariks,
" To hear the replication of your {ounds,

3 avith all. |—with a/l, wherein the gze/ is concerned.

* bisfebher.
Made



JULIUS CESAR 147

Made in his concave fhores?
And do you now put on your beft attire ?
And do you now cull out a holiday ?
And do you now ftrew flowers in his way,
That comes in triumph over ¢ Pompey’s blood ¢
Be gone ;

Run to your houfes, fall upon your knees,

Pray to the gods to intermit the plague

That needs muft light on this ingratitude,

Flay. Go, go, good cotintrymen; and, for this fault,

Affemble all the poor men of your fort ;

Draw them to Tyber banks, and weep your tears
Into the channel, till the loweft ftream

Do kifs the moft exalted thores of all. [ Exeunt Commoners,
See, d whe’r their bafeft metal be not mov'd;

They vanith todgue-ty’d in their guiltinefs,

Go you down that way towards the Capitol :

This way will I : Difrobe © the 1mages,

If you do find them deck’d with ceremonies,

Mar, May we do fo ?

You know, it is the feaft of f Lupercal.

- Flgv. It is no matter ; let no images

Be hung with Caxfar’s trophies. I'll about,

And drive away the vulgar from the ftreets :

So do you too, where you perceive them tthk

Thefe growing teathers pluck’d from Czfar’s wing,
Will make lnm fly an o dmary pitch ;

¢ Pampqy s blood ? J—his fons vanqtu{h d by Ce/ar in § ;-.:mz
4 qupe’r}—a contraltion of awhether, commen’in our author’s time.
® the image;, |=of Czlar, decorated with feftive ornaments, or mill-
L&l’} tr0ph165
Y Lupereal. ]—-—-The fefiival of the Lupercalia was celebrated at Reme

m February, b y the Priefts of Pax, whofe touch, on this occaﬁon, was
deemed frlendly both to conception and delivery.

L 2 Who
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Who elfe would foar above the view of men,
And keep us all in fervile fearfulnefs. [ Exeuni.

SCENE IL
The faine.

Enter Cefar y Antonys for the courfey Calpburnia, Portia,
Decimus, Cicero, Brutus, Caffius, Cafca, a Saatbfayer, e

Czj. Calphurnia,
Cafea. Peace, ho ! Czfar {peaks.

Czf. Calphurnia,——

Calp. Here, my lord.

Cef. Stand you directly in Antonius’ way,
When he doth run his courfe.——Antonius.

Ant. Cefar, my lord.
. Cef. Forget not, in your {peed, Antonius,
To touch Calphurnia: for our elders fay,
The barren touched in this holy chafe,

Shake off their fterd cusfe,
Ant. 1 thall remember

When Cefar fays, Do this, 1t 15 perform’d.
Cef. Set on; and leave no ceremony out.
Sooth, Cefar.
Cef. Ha! Who calls?
Czfea. Bid every noife be ftill :~~Peace yet again.
Cz/. Who is it in the prefs, that calls on me?
I hear a tongue, fhriller than all the mufick,

Cry, Cefar: Speak; Ceafar is turn’d to hear.
Seoth. Beware the ides of March.

Cef. What man 1 that ?

Bru. A {oothfager, bids you beware the ides of March.

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

Caf. Fellow, come from the throng: Look-upon Cfar.
| ' Cef.
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Czf. What fay'ft thou to me now? Speak once again,
Sooth. Beware the ides of March.

Czf. He is a'dreamer ; let us leave him—pafs.
[* Sennet.  Exeunt Cafar, and train.
Caf. Will you go fee the order of the courfe ?
Bry. Not 1.
Csf. 1 pray you, do.
Bry. I am not gamefome ; I do lack fome part
Of that quick fpirit that is in Antony.
Let me not hinder, Caffius, your defires;
I'll leave you.
Caf. Brutus, I do obferve you now of late:
I have not from your eyes that gentlenefs,
And fhew of love, as I was wont to have ;
"You bear too ftubborn and too ftrange a hand
Over your friend that loves you,
Bru. Caffius,
Be not deceiv'd: If I have veil'd my look,
I turn the trouble of my countenance
Merely upon myfelf. Vexed I am,
- Of late, with paffions * of fome difference,
Conceptions only proper to myfelf,
Which give fome {oil, perhaps, to my behaviours :
But let not therefore my good friends be griev'd ;
(Among which number, Caffius, be you one)
Nor conftrue any further my negle&, -
Than that poor Brutus, with himfelf at war,
Forgets the fhews of Jove to other men.
Caf. Then, Brytus, I have much miftook *your paffion;
By means whereof, this breaft of mine hath bury'd

¥ Sennet.)—Sonata, a martial air.

D You bear too fabborn, &c.}—Yon behave tog diﬁantly to.

’ of fome difference, |-—difcordant.
¥ your pafion ;]—tbe fubje® of your folicitude,

L 3 Thoughts
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Thoughts of -great value; worthy cogitations.
Tell me, good Brutus, can you fee your face ?
Bru. No, Caffius: ! for the eye fees not itfelf,
But by reflection ™ from fome other things.
Caf. "Tis juft:
And 1t 1s very much lamented, Brutus,
That you have no fuch mirrors, as will turn
Your hidden worthinefs into your eye,
That you might fee your fhadow. I have heard,
Where many of the beft refpect in Rome,
(Except immortal Czfar) {peaking of Brutus,
And groaning underneath this age’s yoke,
Have wifh’d that noble Brutus had his eyes.
Bra. Into what dangers-would you lead me, Cafius,
That you would have me feek into myfelf
For that which 1s not in me ? |
Caf. Therefore, good Brutus, be prepar’d to hear
And, fince you know you cannot fee yourfelf
So well as by reflection, I, your glafs,
Will modeftly difcover to yourfelf
That of yourfelf which yet you know not of.
And be not jealous of me, gentle Brutus :
Were I ® 2 common laugher, or did ufe
To {tale with ordinary oaths my love
To every new protefter ; it you know
That I'do fawn on men, and hug them hard,
And after {canda] them ;- or if you know

P for the e fees mot igelf,}—" nor doth the eye :{/?:_ff
behold z{/.'eév" :
Troivr.and Cress. A. IIl. S. 3. 4chil.
rs'?z ﬁ:zrf Gi lwar fﬂzrg: ]—Zy j&m-’ cther tbz.n S,
a a corzmsm laugher, &c.]—one, that, to ra.lfe a laugh would wantonly
facriice every other confideration, or was wont to, invite, by the cuf-

tomary lare of vows of mvioiable a.ttachmf-:nt every candidate to a fhare
ol my afietion.
That
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That I © profefs myfelf in banqueting
To all the rout, then hold me dangerous,

[ Flourifh and fbout.
Bru. What means this fhouting? I do fear the people

Choofe Cafar for their king.
Caf. Ay, do you fear 1l:P -

Then muft I think you would not have it fo
Bru. 1 would-not, Caffius 5 yet I love him well ;=

But wherefore do you hold me here fo long ?

What 1s 1t that you would impart to me ?

If it be aught toward the general good,

Set honour in one eye, and death 1’ the other,

And I will look ?on both indifferently

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

The name of honour moreé than 1 fear death.
Caf. 1 know that virtue to be in you, Brutus,

As well as I do know your outward 4 favour.

Well, honour is the fubjeét of my ftory.—

[ cannot tell, what you and other men

Think of this life ; but, for my fingle felf,

I had as lief not be, as live to'be

In awe of fuch a thing as 1 myfelf,

I was born free as Cafar; {o were you:

We both haye fed as well ; and we can both

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

For once, upon a raw and * gulty day,

The troubled Tyber ® chafing with his fhores,

Cafar f3id to me, Dér’ﬂ thoy, Caffius, now

° profefs myfelf ]—deal out my profeflions of regard promif{cuoufly.

P ou both indifferently : |—on dearp—with coplnels and impartiality.
9 fawour.]—fteatures, face, countenance.
' gufty }—tempeftuous.

¥ chafing avith bis flores,)—fretung within, rufhing impetuouily be-
tween them,

L 4 Leap
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Leap in with me into this angry flood,

And fwins to yonder point ?—Upon the word,
Accoutred as | was, | plunged n,

And bade him follow : fo, indeed, he did.
The torrent roar’d; and we did buffet it

With lufty finews ; throwing it afide,

And ftemming 1t with hearts of controverfy.
But ere we could ® arrive the point propos’d,
Czflar cry’d, Help me, Caffius, or I fink.

I, as Aineas; our great anceftor,

Did from the flames of Troy upon his thoulder
The old Anchifes bear, fo, from the waves of Tyber
Did I the tired Cfar: And this man

Is now become a god; and Caflius 1s

A wretched creature, and muft bend his body,
If Cfar carelefsly but nod on him.

He had a fever when he was in Spain,

And, when the fit was on him, I did mark

How he did {hake : ’us true, this god did {hake :
His coward lips ® did from their colour fly ;

And that fame eye, whofe bend doth awe the world,
Did lofe his Juftre : 1 did hear him groan :

Ay, and that tongue of his, that bade the Romans
Mark him, and write his {peeches in their books,
Alas! it cry’d, Give me fome drink, Titinius,

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

A man ¥ of {uch a feeble temper thould"

So get the ftart ¥ of the majeftic world,

“And bear the palm alone, [Shout,  Flourifo,

* arrive]—H. VI. P, 1. A. V.8, 3. K. Edav.
¥ did from their coloxr fly ;)—grew pale, their coloyr fled from them,
Y of fuch a feeble temper ]—compofed of fuck frail materials,
¥ of the mejefic quarld,}=-the reft of his countrymen, ‘the mafters of
the world. :
Bru 9
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Bru. Another general thout !
I do believe, that thefe applaufes are
For fome new honours that are heap’d on Cafar.
Caf. Why, man, he doth beftride the narrow world,
Like a Coloffus ; and we petty men
Walk under his huge legs, and peep about
To find ourfelves dithonourable graves.
Men at fome time are mafters of their fates :
The fault, dear Brutus, 1s not in our ftars,
But in ourfelves, that we are underlings.
Brutus, and Cafar : What fhould be in that Czfar ?
Why fhould that name be {founded mere than yours ?
Write them together, yours 1s as fair a name;
Sound them, it doth become the mouth as well ;
Weigh them, it 1s as heavy ; conjure with them,
Brutus will ftart a fpirit as foon as Cefar.
Now 1n the names of all the gods at once,
Upon what meat doth this our Cafar feed,
That he is grown fo great ? Age, thou art tham’d:
Rome, thou haft loft the breed of noble bloods !
When went there by an age, fince the great flood,
But it was fam’d with more than with one man ?
When could they fay, till now, that talk’d of Rome,
That her wide * walls Incompals’d but one man?
Now 1s it Rome indeed, apd room enough,
When there is in it but one only man.
O! you and I have heard our fathers fay,
There was a ¥ Brutus once, that would have brook’d
Y The eternal devi] to keep his ftate in Rome,
As eafily as a king.

Bru. That you do love me, I'am nothing jealous;

* wallyl——avalbs, Y Brutus]~Lucius Funins,
* Tbe srernal devil | =—His perpetual dominion—iizfernal.

What
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What you would work me to, T have fome aim:
How I have thought of this, and of thefe times,
I fhall recount hereafter 3 for this prefent,
I would not, fo with love I might entreat you,
Be any further mov’d. What you have faid,
I will confider ; what you have to fay,
I will with patience hear; and find a time
Both meet to hear, and anfwer, fuch high things.
Till then, my noble friend, *chew upon this ;
Brutus had rather be a villager,
Than to repute himfelf a fon of Rome
Under fuch hard conditions as this time
Is like to lay upon us.
Caf. 1 am glad, that my weak words
Have ftruck but thus much thew of fire from Brutus.

Re-enter Czfar, and bis Train.

Brz. The games are done, and Czfar is returning,
Caf. As they pafs by, pluck Calca by the fleeve ;
And he will, after his four fathion, tell you
Whar hath proceeded, worthy note, to-day.
Bry. 1 will do fo :—But, look you, Caffius,
The angry fpot doth glow on Cafar’s brow,
And all the reft look like a chidden train :
Calphurma’s cheek 1s pale ; and Cicero
Looks with fuch ® ferrét and fuch fiery eyes,
As we have feen him in the Capitol,
Being crofs’d 1n conference by fome {enators.
Cef. Cafca will tell ys what the matter s,
C«/. Antonius,
Ant. Calar,

2 choww upon this jJ—rpminate, refiet upen this at your leyfure.
° fﬂ';'c:‘]'-:'l‘ﬁd-
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C#/. Let mé have men about me, that are far;
Sleeck-headed men, and fuch as fleep o’ nights :
Yon Caffius has a lean and hungry look ;

He thinks too much ; {fuch men are dangerous.

Ant, Fear him noty Czfar, he’s not dangerous ;
He 1s a noble Roman, and well given.

Cz/. "Would he were fatter :—But I fear him not
Yet if my name were liable to fear,

T do not know the man I fhould avoid

So foon as that {pare Caffius. He reads much;
He 1s a great obferver, and he looks

Quite through the deeds of men : he loves no plays,
As thou doft, Antony ; he hears no mufick :
Seldom-he fmiles; and {miles in fuch a fort,
As 1if he mock’d himfelf, and {corn’d his fpirit
That could be mov’d to {mile at any thing.
Such men as he be never at heart’s eafe,
Whiles they behold a greater than themfelves ;
And therefore are they very dangerous,

I rather tell thee what is to be fear'd,

Than what 1 fear; for always I am Cefar.
Come on my right hand, for this ear is deaf,
And tell me truly what thou think’ft of him.

| Exeunt Czfar, and bis train,

Manent Brutus and Coffius: Cafea to them.

Cafea. You pull’d me by the cloak ; would you fpeak
" with me?

Bru. Ay, Calca, tell us what hath chanc’d to-day,
That Ceefar looks fo fad.

Cafca. Why you were with him, were you not ?
Bru. 1 fhould not then afk Cafca what had chanc’d.

Cafta. Why, there was a crown offer’d him: and being
offer’d
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offer’d him, he put it by with the back of his hand, thus:
and then the people fell 2’ thouting,

Bru. What was the {econd noife for?

Cafca. Why for that too.

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

Cafca. Why for that too.

Bru. Was the crown offer’d him thrice ?

Cafca. Ay, marry, was't, and he put it by thrice, every
time gentler than other ; and at every putting by, minc
honeft neighbours fhouted.

Caf. Who offer’d him the crown ?

Cafca. Why, Antony.

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

Cafca. 1 can as well be hang’d, as tell the manner of it;

it was mere foolery, I did not markit. I{aw Mark An-
tony offer him a crown ;—yet ’twas not a crown neither,
‘twas one 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 offer’d it to him again; then
he put it by again: but, to my thinking, he was very loth
to lay his fingers off it. And then he offer'd it the third
dme ; he put it the third time by : and ftill as he refus'd
it, the rabblement hooted, and clapp'd their chopt hands,
and threw up their {weaty nignt-caps, and utter’d fuch a
deal of ftinking breath bcca,ufe Cafar refus’d the crown,
that 1t had almoft choak’d Cefar; for he fwooned, ¢ and
fell down at iz: And for mine own part, [ durft not laugh,
for fear of opening my lips, and receiving the bad air.

Caf. But, foft, | pray you: What? did Ca:far fwoon ?

Cafce. He fell down in the market-place,and foanyd at
mouth, and was [peechlefs.

¢ teronets 3 j—¢haplets of laprel.
4 and feil desgnt—Cafar Wes fuliell 10 e fakiong-fioknefiy

Bry.

oo
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Bru. *Tis very like; he hath the falling-ficknefs,
Caf. No, Cafar hath it not; but you, and I,
" And honeft Cafca, we have the falling-ficknefs.

Cafca. 1 know not what you mean by that; but, I am
fure, Cafar fell down. If ©the tag-rag people did not clap
him, and hifs him, according as he pleas’d; and difpleas’d
them, as they ufe to do the players 1n the theatre, T am
no true man,

Bry. What faid he, when he came unto himfelf ?

Cafea. Marry, before he fell down, when he perceivd
the common herd was glad he refus’d the crown, he
pluck’d me ope his doublet, and ofter’d them his throat to
cut.~—An I had been fa man of any occupation, if I
would not have taken him at a 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 worfhips to think it was his
infirmity. Three or four wenches, where I ftood, cry’d,
Alas, good foul!—and forgave him with all their hearts:
But there’s no heed to be taken of them; if Cafar had
ftabb’d their mothers, they would have done no lefs.

Bru. And after that, he came, thus {ad, away ?

Cafea. Ay,

Caf. Did Cicero fay any thing ?

Cafca. Ay, he {poke Greek.

Caf. To what effet?

Cafea. Nay, an I tell you that, I'll ne’er look you 1’ the

face again : But thofe, that underftood him, fmil'd at one
another, and fhook their heads : but, for mine own part,

® the tag-rag people]—<¢ Before 1he tag return.”
Cor. A.IIl. S. 1. Com.

a man of any occupation,)—2 common mechanic, one of thofe ple-
Belans ta whom he made¢ the offer, | |

f

1t
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it was Greek to me. I could tell you more news too:
Marullus and Flavius, for pulling fcarfs off Czfar’s images,
are Sput to filence. Fare you well, There was more
foolery yet, if I could remember it.

Caf. Will you {up with me to-night, Cafca ?

Cafea. No, 1 am promis’d forth.

Caf. Will you dine with me to~morrow ?

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

Caf. Good; 1 will expect you.

Cafca. Do fo: Farewel both. | Exit.

Bru. What a blunt fellow 1s this grown to be!
He was quick mettle, when he went to {chool.

Caf. So 1s he now, 1n execution
Of any bold or noble enterprize,
However he puts on this tardy form.
This rudenefs is a {auce to his good wit,
Which gives men ftomach to digeft his words
With better appetite.

Bru. And {o1tis. For this time I will leave you:
To-morrow, if you pleafe to fpeak with me,
I will come home to you ; or, if you will,
Come home to me, and [ will wait for you.

Cef. 1 will do fo :—ull then, think of the world.

[ Exit Brutus.

Well, Brutus, thou art noble: yet, I fee,
®Thy honourable metal may be wrought

From that it 1s difpos’d : Therefore ’tis meet
That-noble minds keep ever with their likes :
For who {o firm, that cannot be feduc’d ?

® put tc flence.]—cafhiered, turned out of their office.

2 7 gy benoirable meral may be iwraug}.:t]—Th}' naturﬂl}' gnoa dif.
pofiicn may be perverted.

Cefar
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Cefar doth bear me hard; but he loves Brutus :

If I were Brutus now, and he were Caffius,
He fhould not ! humour me. I will this night,
In feveral hands, in at his windows throw,

As if they came from feveral citizens,

Writings, all tending to the great opinion

That Rome holds of his name; wherein ob{curely
Czfar’s ambition fhall be glanced at:

And, after this, let Cfar feat him fure;

For we will thake him, or worfe days endure. | Exit.

SCENE I

A Street,

Thunder and lightring, Euter Cafta, bis fword drawn ; ond

Cicero, meeting bim.

Cic. Good even, Cafca: * Brought you Cefar home 2
Why are you breathlefs ? and why ftare you fo ?

Cafca. Are you not mov'd, when !all the fway of earth
Shakes, like a thing unfirm ? O Cicero,
I have feen tempefts, when the {colding winds
Have riv’d the knotty oaks; and I have feen
The ambitious ocean fwell, and rage, and foam,
To be exalted with che threatning clouds :
But never till to-night, never till now,

Did I go through a tempeft dropping fire.
- Either there is a civil ftrife in heaven ;

! bumour me.]—~with all his favours cajole me out of my principles.
% Brought you Cefar home ?]—Did you attend him ?
' all the fway of earth]—=the whole weight; body, frame of this globe.

Or
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Or elfe the world, too faucy with the gods,
Incenfes them to {end deftru&ion.
Ciz. Why, faw you any thing more wonderful ?
Cafca. A common flave (you know him well by fight)
Held up his left hand, which did flame, and burn,
Like twenty torches join'd ; and yet his hand,
Not fenfible of fire, remain’d unfcorch’d.
Befides (I have not fince put up my {word)
Againft the Capitol I met a lion,
Who = glar’d upon me, and went furly by,
Without annoying me : And there were drawn
Up on a heap a hundred ghaftly women,
= Transformed with their fear; who fwore, they {aw
Men, all 1n fire, walk up and down the ftreets.
And, yefterday, ®the bird of night did fit,
Even at noon-day, upon the market-place,
Hooting, and fhrieking, When thefe prodigies
Do {o conjointly meet, let not men fay,
Thefe are their reajons,~—They are natural ;
For, I believe, they are portentous things \
Unto the climate that they point upon.
Cic. Indeed, 1t 15 2 ftrange-difpofed time :
But men may conftrue things after cheir fathion,
F Clean from the purpofe of the things themielves.
Comes Czfar to the Capitol to-morrow ?
Cafez. He doth; for he did bid Antonius
Send word to you, he would be there to-morrow.
Cic. Good night then, Cafca: this difturbed fky
Is not to walk m.

. * glar'd }—look’d furoufly—gaz’4.
* Transfirmed awith their fear ; ]| —Their features having {uffered an
alteration from their fears. ® the bird of night }—the owl.
» Clean froml—Entrely—¢¢ dean through.”
Cou.of Exrors, A. L. S. 1. Lgeon.

Ca/cs.
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Cafea. Farewel, Cicero. [ Exit Cicere.

Enter Caffius.

Caf. Who's there ¢

Cafca. A Roman,
Cof. Calca, by your vorce.

Cafea. Your ear i1s good. Caflius, what night is this ?
Csf. A very plealing night to honeft men.
Cafca. Who ever knew the heavens menace {0 ?
* Caf. Thofe, that have known the earth fo full of faults.
For my part, I have walk’d about the ftreets,
Submutting me unto the perilous night ;
And, thus unbraced, Calca, as you fee,
Have bar’d my bofom to the thunder-ftone :

And, when the crofs blue lightning feem’d to open
The breaft of heaven, I did prefent myfelf

Even in the aim and very flafh of it,

Cafca. But wherefore did you fo much tempt the hea-
vens ?

It 1s the part of men to fear and tremble,
When the moft mighty gods, by tokens, fend
Such dreadful heralds to aftonith us.

Caf. You are dull, Cafca; and thofe fparks of life
That fhould be in a Roman, you do want,
Or elfe you ufe not: You look pale, and gaze,
And put on fear, and caft yourfelf 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 90ld men fools, and children * calculate ;
Why birds, and beafts, from quality and kind s
Why all thefe things change, frem their ordinance,

t ofd men fools,]—old dotards. 5 calculate ; J~=ptophefy.
YOL. V, M Their
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Their natures, and pre-formed faculties,
To monftrous quality ; why, you fhall find,
That heaven hath infus’d them with thefe {pirits,
To make them inftruments of fear, and warning,
Unto fome monftrous fiate.
Now could 1, Cafca, name to thee a man
Moft Like this dreadful night ;
That thunders, lightens, opens graves, and roars
As doth the lion 1n the Capitol :
A man no mightier than thvfelf, or me,
In perfonal aftion ; yet ¢ prodigious grown,
And fearful, as thefe {trange eruptions are.
Cafca. *T1s Cefar that you mean: Is it not, Caffius?
Caf. Let it be who it is: for Romans now
Have t thews and limbs like to their anceftors -
But, woe the while ! our fathers” minds are dead,
And we are govern’d with our mothers’ {pirits :
Our yoke and fufferance fhew us womianith.
Cafca. Indeed, they fay, the {enators to-morrow
Mean to eftabhith C=far as a king :
And he fhall wear his crown, by {ea, and land,
In every place, {ave here in Italy.
Caf. 1 know where I will wear this dagger then ;
Caffius from bondage will deliver Caffius :
‘Therein, ye gods, you make the weak moft ftrong
Therein, ye gods, you tyrants do defeat :
Nor ftony tower, nor walls of beaten brafs,
Nor airlefs dungeon, nor ftrong links of iron,
Can be retentive to the ftrength of fpirit ;
But life, being weary of thefe worldly bars,

’ praa’fgfﬁmg-—poft‘entous.
* thews |—finews, mufcles, firength.
HI 'IV'I Pﬂl’t IIt ﬁl IIL S- & Fﬂf’l Hﬂ':ﬂt A‘l I- 81'3- Lﬂ}f:

Never
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Never lacks power to difmifs telf. o |
1f I know this, know all the world befides,
That part of tyranny, that I do bear,

I can fhake off at pleafure.
Cafea. So can1:

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

Caf. And why fhould Cafar be a tyrant then
Poor man! I know, he would not be a wolf,
But that he {ees the Romans are but fheep ;

He were no lion, were not Romans hinds,

Thofe that with hafte will make a mighty fire,
Begin it with weak ftraws : What trafh is Rome,
What rubbifh, and what offal, when it ferves

For the bafe matter to illuminate

So vile a thing as Czfar ¢ But, O, grief'!

Where haft thou led me ? I, perhaps, {peak this
Before a willing bondman: then T know

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

Cafea. You fpeak to Cafca: and to fuch a man,
That 1s no ¥ flearing tell-tale, * Hold my hand :
Be factious for redrefs of all thefe griefs;

And I will fet this foot of mine as far,
As who goes fartheft.
Caf. There’s a bargain made.

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

Of honourable-dangerous confequerice ;

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

" ﬂﬁy anfwer muft be made :}~=1 fhall be called to account for this dee
claration of my fentiments. v flearing |—trifling.

" Ihld my band : be faftions]—Take my hand ; be addive, &,
M 2 In
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In Pompey’s porch : For now, this fearful night,
There 1s no ftir, or walking in the ftreets;

And the complexion of the element

*Is fev’rous like the work we have 1n hand,
Moft bloody, fiery, and moft terrible.

Enter Cinna.

Cafea. Stand clofe awhile, for here comes one 1n hafte,
Caf. *T1s Cinna, 1 do know him by his gait;
He is a friend.~—Cinna, where hafte you {o ?
Cin. To find out you: Who’s that ¢ Metellus Cimber?
Caf. No, 1t 1s Cafca; one incorporate
To our attempts. Am I not ftad for, Cinna ?
Cin. 1am glad on’t. 'What a fearful mght is this !
There’s two or three of us have feen ftrange fights,
Caf. Am I not ftaid for? Tell me.
Cin. Yes,
You are. O, Caffius, if you could but win
‘The noble Brutus to our party ~——
Caf. Be you content: Good Cinna, take this paper,
And look you lay it ¥ in the pretor’s chair,

Where Brutus may but find it; and throw this
In at his window 5 {et this up with wax |

Upon old Brutus® ftatue : all this done,

Repair to Pompey’s porch, where you thall find us.
Is Decimus Brutus, and Trebomus, there ?

Cn. All but Metellus Cimber ; and he’s gbnc

To {eek you at your houfe. Well, I will hie,
And fo beftow thefe papers as you bade me.

Caf. That done, repair to Pompey’s theatre,
| Exit Cinné.

* Is fev’rousy—1Is favour’d, It favours like—Refembles.

Y in tbe praser’s chair,)—Birutas and Caffius were then preetors.

Come,
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Come, Cafca, you and I will, yet, ere day,
See Brutus 4t his houfe : three parts of him
Is-ours already ; and the man entire,
Upon the next encounter, yields him ours.
Cafea. O, he fits high in all the people’s hearts
And that, which would appear offence in us,
His countenance, like richeft alchymy,
Will change to virtue, and to worthinel.
Caf. Him, and his worth, and our great need of him,
You have right well conceited. Let us go,
For it is after midnight ; and, ere day,
We will awake himd, and be fure of him. [ Exeunt,

ACT II. SCENE I

Enter Brutus, in bis Orchard.

Bru. What, Luctus! ho!
I cannot, by the progrefs of the ftars,
Give guefs how near to day.~——Lucius, I fay l-—
1 would 1t were my fault to fleep fo foundly.—
*When, Lucius, when ? Awake, 1 fay : What, Lucius

Enter Lucius.

Luc, Call’d you, my lord ?
Bru, Get me a taper in my ftudy, Lucius :
When it 1s lighted, come and call me here.
Luc. 1 will, my lord. - [Exin
Bry. It muft be by his death : and, for my part,
I know no perfonal caufe to fpurn at him,

* When, Lucius, when?]—Why, how now, Lugius ?

M 3 But
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But for the general. He would be crown’d :—

How that might change his nature, there’s the quetftion,
it is the bright day, that brings forth the adder;

And that craves wary walking, Crown*_ him ?—T hat ;-
And then, I grant, we put a fting in him,

That at his will he may do danger with.

The abufe of greatnefs is, when it disjoins

2 Remorfe from power: And, to fpeak truth of Cafar,
I have not known when his affections ® fway’d

More than his reafon. But ’tis a common proof,

That lowlinefs is-young ambition’s ladder,

‘Whereto the climber-upward turns his face :

But when he once attains the upmoft round,

He then unto the ladder turns his back;

Tooks in the clouds, fcorning ©the bafe degrees

By which he did afcend : So Cafar may ;

Then, left he may, prevent. And, ©{ince the quarre]
Will bear no colour for the thing he is,

Fathion it thus; that what he is augmented,

Would run to thefe, and thefe extremities;

And therefore think him as a ferpent’s egg,

Which, hatch'd, would, € as his kind, grow mifchievous ;
And kill him 1n the fhell.

Re-cuter Lucius.

Lue. The taper burneth in your clofet, fir,
Searching the window for a flint, I found

2 Remor/z]—Viercy, pity,the more delicate feelings of the minc.
b j&yﬂ_}*‘{ mare than bis rffzf:m, &c.]—got the malftery over it, Buat'tis
2 matler of ordiaary experience, &c.
* :fz bgfe degrees}—ihe humble feps. . '
4 fnce the guerrel, &c.}—T[race our delign will admit of no pretext, if
we view him ;n the light he hath hitherto appeared.

© a5 bis kind,|—like the reft of his {pecies.

"This
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This paper, thus feal’d up ; and, I am fure,
It did not lie there, when I went to bed.
Bru. Get you to bed again, it 1s not day.
Is not to-morrow, boy, * the ides of March? .
Luc, I know not, fir,
Bru. Look in the kalendar, and bring me word.
Luc. T will, fir. [ Exit.

Bru. ‘The exhalations, whizzing in the air,

Give fo much light, that I may read by them. |
[ Opens ibe letter, and read:.
Brutus, thou fleep’ft 5 awake, and fee thyfelf. "
Shall Rome——Speak, firike, rédrefs!
Brutus, thou fleep’ft 5 awake ~—
Such 1nftigations have been often dropp’d
Where 1 have took them up.
$hall Rome——Thus muit 1 piece 1t out ;
Shall Rome ftand under one man’s awe ? What! Rome ¢
My anceftors did from the ftreets of Rome
The Tarquin drive, when he was call’d a king,
Speak, ftrike, redrefs l—Am 1 entreated
To {peak, and {trike ? O Rome ! I make thee promife,
If the redrefs will follow, thou receiveft
Thy full petition at the hand of Brutus !

Re-cnter Lucius,

Luc. Sir, March 1s wafted fourteen days. [ Knocks within,
Bru. "T1s good. Go to the gate ; fomebody knocks.

[ Exit Lucius,
Since Caffius firft did whet me againft Cfar,

I have not {lept.
Between the a&ing of a dreadful thing,
And the firft motion, all the interim is

Eotbe ides]—the 1 sth day,
MV 4 Like
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Like a & phantaima, or a hideous dream :

& The genius, and the mortal inftruments,
Are then in council; and the ftate of man,
Like to a little kingdom, fuffers then

The nature of an infurrection.

Re-enter Lucys.

Lue. Sir, *tis your * brother Caffius at the door,
Who doth defire to fee you.

Bru. Is he alone ?.

Luc. No, fir, there are more with him.

Bra. Do you know them ¢

Luc. No, fir; their hats are pluck’d about their ears,
And half their faces buried in their cloaks,
That by no means I may difcover them
By any * mark of favour.

Bru. Let them enter. [Exit Lucius.
They are the faction. O confpiracy!
Sham’ft thou to fhew thy dangerous brow by night,
When evils are moft free? O, then, by day,
Where wilt thou find a cavern dark enough,
To mafk thy monftrous vifage ? Seek none, confpiracy;

Hide it in fmules, and affability :

& ;'banfaﬁm,]——a phantom, a vifion.

B The genius,)—The being fuppofed to prefide, as well over in-
dividual perfons, as larger communities, and the powers of body or
mind, the infiroments of human aétions, are then affembled to deliberate
on tae 1mporiant enterprize ; fo that, as in an infurretion, the whole
kingdom, from the higheft to the loweft, is in a general commotion; 1n
the hittle kingdom, man, his whole flate, from his governing genius, to
his meaneft facolty, 15 ftrenuoufly engaged and exerted.

—————————————*“ 1magin’d worth,” &c.

_ Troiv. and Cress. A. 1L, S. 3. Ulfes.

2 Lrorber Caﬁ:u}——Caﬁm was fellow prztor, and had married Funia,
Bruzzs’ fifter.

* mark of fawour,]—trace of their countenance, diftin@tion of features.

Fos
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I For if thou path, thy native femblance on,
Not Erebus 1tfelf were dim enough
To hide thee from prevention.

Enter Caffius, Cafea, Decimus, C inna, Metellus, and Treém{m,,
Caf. 1 think, we are too bold upon your reft;

Good morrow, Brutus: Do we trouble you ?
Bru. 1 have been up this hour; awake, all night.
Know I thefe men, that come along with you ?
Caf. Yes, every man of them; and no man here,
But honours you: and every one doth wifh,
You had but that opinion of yourfelf,
Which every noble Roman bears of you.
This 13 Trebonius.
Bru, He 1s welcome hither.,
Caf. This, Decimus Brutus.
Brx. He 1s welcome too.
Caf. This, Cafca; this, Cinna;
And this, Metellus Cimber.

Bru. They are all welcome,
What watchful cares do interpofe themfelves
Betwixt your eyes and night ¢ °
Caf, Shall I entreat a word ? [ They whifper.
Dec. Here lies the eaflt : Doth not the day break here 2
Cofca. No. |
Cin, O, pardon, {ir, it doth ; and yon grey lines,
That ™fret the clouds, are meflengers of day.
Cafea. You fhall confefs, that you are both deceiv’d.
Here, as I point my fword, the fun arifes;
Which is a great way % growing on the fouth,

v For if thou path, ]--If' thou walkin thy genuine form, appear in thy
proper colours. ™ fret|—-variegate, diverfify.

" growing on the fouth, J—in the fouthern hemifphere, confidering haw

¢arly "tis in the year,
Weighing
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Weighing the youthful {eafon 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, direétly here.

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

Cef. And let us {wear our refolution.

Bru. No, not an oath : If not 2 the face of men,
The fufferance of our fouls, the time’s abufe,—
If thefe be motives weak, break off betimes,

And every man hence to his idle bed ;

So let ? high-fighted tyranny range on,

Till each man drop 1by lottery. But if thefe,
As I am fure they do, bear fire enough

To kindle cowards, and to fteel with valour

The meltng {ptrits of women ; then, countrymen,
What need we any {pur, but our own caufe,

To prick us to redrefs ? what other bond,

Than * fecret Romans, that have {poke the word,
And will not ¢ palter ? and what other oath,
Than honefty to honefty engag’d,

That this thall be, or we will fall forit ?

Swear priefts, and cowards, and men * cautelous,
Old feeble = carrions, and fuch fuffering fouls
That welcome wrongs; unto bad caufes {wear
Such creatures as men doubt : but do not {tain

" The even virtue of our enterprize,

° 1he face of ﬂ*m,]—-—a regard to the countenance of the public, to
nonour and reputation ; to the fhewing ourfelves men—-—tbe faiths of men,

P bigh-fighted |—with lcok erect, triumphant.
q 5J loztery . ]—by decimation, election to death by lbt
f jicret]—trufty, faithful to a fecret imparted,
* seher #]~—prevaricate.
“ That palter wath us 1n a double fenfe.”

- . .
t rautelous, |—cautious, " caryions,|—worthlefs wretch

v Tffu: &UEH -vir?ue]-—-T he imegrity.

Mace. A.V. S. 7 Mach.

€5

Nor
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Nor the ¥ infuppreffive mettle of our {pints,

To think, that, or our caufe, or our performance
Did need an oath ; when every drop of blood,
That every Roman bears, and nobly bears,

xIs guilty of a feveral baftardy,

If he do break the fmalleft particle

Of any promife that hath pafs’d from him.

Caf. But what of Cicero ! Shall we found him ?
I think, he will ftand very ftrong with us,

Cafca. Let us not leave him out,
Cin. No, by no means.

Met, O, let us have him; for his filver hE‘.lI'S
Will purchafe us a good opinion,

And buy men’s Voices to commend our deeds ;
It fhall be faid, his judgment rul’d our hands ;
Our youths, and wildnefs, fhall no whit appear,
But all be bury’d in his gravity.
Bru, O, name him not: let us not ¥ break with him ;

For he will never follow any thing
That other men begin.

Caf. Then leave him out.
Cafca. Indeed, he 1s not fit.

Dec. Shall no man elfe be touch’d, but only Cfar ?

Csf. Decimus, well urg’d :—I think, it is not meet,
Mark Antony, fo well belov’d of Caefar,
Should outlive Cafar : We fhall find of him
A forewd contriver ; and, you know, his means,
If he improve them, may well ftretch fo far,
As to annoy us all : which to prevent,

Let Antony, and Cefar, fal] together,

c

¥ infuppreffrve ]—invincible.
* Is guilty of ]—Would defervedly incur the ftigma of.
I break ayith bim ;]~impart our defign to him.

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

For Antony is but a2 imb of Cafar.

Lt us be facrificers, but not butchers, Caius,
We all ftand up againft the fpirit of Cafar ;
And in the {pirit of men there s no blood:
Q, that we then could come by Cafar’s {pinit,
And not difmember Czfar! But, alas,

Cefar muft bleed for it! And, gentle friends,
Let’s kill him boldly, but not wrathfully ;
Let’s carve him as a difh fit for the gods,
Not hew him as a carcale fit for hounds:
And let our hearts, as fubtle mafters do,

Sur up their fervants to an aét of rage,

And after feem to chide them. This {hall make
Our purpofe neceffary, and not  eavious :
Which fo appearing to the common eyes,

We fhall be call’d purgers, not murderers.
And for Mark Antony, think not of him;
For he can do no more than Cxfar’s arm,
When Czfar’s head 1s off.

Caf. Yet I fear him:

For in the ingrafted love he bears to Cafar,——

Bru. Alas, good Caffius, do not think of him :
If he love Cefar, all that he can do

Is to himfelf; ® take thought, and die for Czfar:
Ard that were rauch he fhould 3 for he 1s given

To iports, to wildnels, and much company.
Trz5. There 1s no fear in him ; let him not die;

Fer he will live, and laugh at this hereafter, [Clack ffrikes.

2 enoy |——malice. * envious ; j~-malicious,
5 tare thought,]—grow meiancholy.

Bru.
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Bru. Peace, count the clock.,

Caf. The clock hath ftrucken three.

Treb. *Tis time to part.

Caf. But it is doubtful yer,
Whe’r Cfar will come forth to-day, or no;
For he is fuperftitious grown of late ;
Quite from °the main opinion he held once
Of fantafy, of dreams, and ceremonies :
It may be, thefe apparent prodigies,
The unaccuftom’d terror of this niglit,
And the perfuafion of his augurers,
May hold him from the Capitol to-day.

Dec. Never fear that: If he be {o refolv’d,
I can o’erfway him: -for he loves to hear,
That ¢ unicarns may be betray’d with trees,
And bears with glaffes, elephants with holes,
Lions with toils, and men with flatterers :
But, when I tell him, he hates flatterers,
He fays, he does ; being then moit flattered.
et me work :

For I can give his humour the true bent;
And I will bring him to the Capitol.

Caf. Nay, we will all of us be there to fetch him.
Bru. By the eighth hour: [s that the uttermoft?
Cin. Be that the uttermoft, and fail not then.
Met. Caws Ligarius doth bear Cefar © hard,

© the inain opinion, &c.}—leading, predominant—z1be mean opinion of
prognoftications, ominous forebodings, and atonements by means of
religious rites and facrifices.

4 unicorns, &c.]——Unicorns are {aid to be taken by one fkulking behind
a tree, and thereby eluding his horn ; which, flicking in the trunk, de-
tains the beaft till he 1s difpatched by the huater—2Besrs by means of a
mirror, which they gaze on, while the purfuers take their fatal aim—

and Elephants in pitfalls, flightly covered, whercon the proper bait i
Jaid. ° hard,}~a grudge—jatred,

Who
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Who rated him for fpeaking well of Pompey :
1 wonder, none of you have thought of him,
Bru. Now, good Metellus, go along to him:
He loves me well, and 1 have given him reafons ;
Send him but hither, and I'll fathion him.
Cef. The morning comes upon us: We'll leave you,
Brutus :—
And, friends, difperfe yourfelves : but all remember
‘What you have faid, and thew yourfelves true Romans,
Bru. Good gentlemen, look frefh and merrily ;
Let not our looks * put on our purpoles ;
But bear it as our Roman a&ors do,
With untir’d {pirits, and formal conftancy :
And {o, good morrow to you every one. [ Exeant.

Manet Brutus.

Boy! Lucius !—Faft afleep ? It is no matter;
Enjoy the honey-heavy dew of {lumber:

Thou haft no figures, nor no fantafies,
Which bufy care draws in the brains of men;
Therefore thou fleep’ft {o {found.

Enter Portia.

Por. Brutus, my lord !

Bru. Portia, what mean you ! Wherefore rife you now?
It 1s not for your health, thus to commit
Your weak € condition to the raw cold morning.

Por. Nor for yours neither. You have ungently, Brutus,
Stole from my bed: And yefternight, at fuppcr, |
You fuddenly arofe, and walk’d about,

Mufing, and fighing, with your arms acrofs :
And when I afk’d you what the matter was,
You ftar’d upon me with ungentle looks

£ put on cur purpefes ; |—-betray our defigns, & condition]-—frame.

I urg'd
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1 urn"d you further ; then you fcratch’d your head,
And teo Lapatiently ftamp’d with your foot :
Yet I infifted, yet you anfwer’d not;
But, with an angry wafture ot your hand,
Gave fign for me to leave you: So I did;
Fearing to ftrengthen that impatience,
Which feem’d too much enkindled : and, thha]

Hoping it was but an cffect of humour,

Which fometime hath his hour with every man.

It will not let you eat, nor talk, nor {le¢p;

And, could it work fo much upon your fhape,

As it hath much prevail'd oh your * condition,

I thould not know you, Brutus, Dear my lord,

Make me acquainted Wwith your caufe of grief.
Bru, 1 am not well in hedlth, and that is all.
Por, Brutus is wile; and, were he ot in health,

He would embrace the means to come by it,
Bry, Why, To I do :—Good Portia, go to bed,
Por. Is Brutus {ick ? ‘and is 1t phyfical

To walk unbraced, and fuck up the humours

Of the dank morning ? What, is Brutus fick ;

And will he fteal out of his wholefome bed,

To dare the vile contagion of the night?

And tempt the rheumy and unpurged air

To add unto his ficknefs ? No, my Brutus ;

You have fome fick offence within your mind,

Which, by the right and virtue of my place,

Iought to know of : And, upon my knees,

[ charm you, by my once commended beauty, .

By all your vows of love, and that great vow

Which-did incorperate and make us one,

That you unfold to me, yourfelf, your half,

‘ mnd:t:oﬂ,]—-tempﬂr difpofition.
I charm you,}=1 conjure you—charge y2u.

Why
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Why you are heavy : and what men to-night
Have had refort to you: for here have been
Some fix or feven, who did hide their faces

Yven from darknefs.

Bru. Kneel not, gentle Portia.

Por. 1 fhould not need, if you were gentle Brutus.
Within the bond of marriage, tell me, Brutus,
Is it excepted, I fhould know no fecrets
That appertain to you? Am [ yourfelf,
But, as 1t were, 1n fort, or limitation ;
To keep with you at meals, comfort your bed, |
And talk to you fometimes ? Dwell I but in the fuburbs
Of your good pleafure 2 If it be no more,
Portia is Brutus’ harlot, not his wife.

Bru. You are my true and honourable wife ;

As dear to me, as are the ruddy drops
That vifit my fad heart.

Pyr. If this were true, then fhould I know this {ecret.
I grant, [ am 2 woman; but, withal,
A woman that lord Brutus took to wife :
I grant, ] am a woman; but, withal,
A woman well-reputed ; Cato’s daughter.
Think you, I am no fironger than my fex,
Being {o father’d, and fo hufbanded ?
Tell me your counfels, I will not difclofe themn:
I have made ftrong proof of my conftancy,
Giving myfelf a voluntary wound
Here, in the thigh : Can I bear that with patience,
And not my hufband’s fecrets ?
Bru, O ye gods,
Render me worthy of this noble wife I [ Knoct.
Hark, hark ! one knocks: Portia, go in a while;
And by and by thy bofom fhall partake
The {ecrets of my heart,



FJULTUS CESAR  “177

All my engagements [ will conftrue to thee,
k All the chara&tery of my fad brows ;= |
Leave me with hafte. [ Exit Porna,

Enter Lucins and Ligarius.

Lucius, who 15’t that knocks ?

Lue. Here is a fick man, that would fpeak with you.
Bru. Caius Ligarius, that Metellus fpake of,
Boy, ftand afide.~—~Caius Ligarius! how ?
Lsg, Vouchfafe good morrow from a feeble tongue.
Bru, O, what a time have you chofe out, brave Caius,
To wear a kerchief ? *Would 'you were not fick !
Lig, T am not fick, if Brutus have 1n hand
Any exploit worthy the name of honour,
Bry. Such an exploit haveé I in hand, Ligarius,
Had you a healthful ear to hear of it. |
Lig. By all the gods that Romans bow before,
I here difcard my ficknefs. - Soul of Rome'!
Brave fon, deriv’d from honourable loins!
Thou, like !an exorcift, haft conjur'd up
My mortified {pirit, Now bid me run,
And I will ftrive with things impoffible ;
Yea, get the better of them, W hat’s to do ?
Bru. A piece of work, that will make fick men whole.
Lig. But are not fome whole, that we muft make fick ¢
Bry, That muft we alfo. What 1t 15, my Calus,
I thall unfold to thee, as we are going
To whom it muft be done.
Lig. Set on your foot ; |
And, with a heart new-fir'd, I follow you,

:‘ All the charaflery}—All that is charatered, imprinred thereon.
an exorciff,]—an enchanter,

YOL.. V. N To
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To do I know not what : but 1t fufficeth,
That Brutus leads me on.

Bru. Follow me then. | Exeant.

SCENE IL
Czfar’s Palace.

Thunder and lightning.  Enter Cefar, in bis nighi-gown. |

Czf. Nor heaven, nor earth, have been at peace to-
, night: . ...
Thrice hath Calphurnia in her fleep cry’d out,
Help, bo! They murder Cefar. Who’s within @

Enter a.Servaut.

Serv. My lord?
Csf. Go bid the Priefts do prefent facrifice,
And bring me their opimons of fuccefs.
Serv. I will, my lord. [ Exit.

Enter Calpburnia.

Cal. What mean you, Czfar? Think you to walk forth?
You fhall not ftir out of your houfe to-day.
Czj. Cefar fhall forth : The things, that threaten’d me,
Neer look’d but on my back ; when they fhall fee
The face of Ceafar, they are vanifh’d.
Cal. Czfar, ™1 never ftood on ceremonies,
Yet now they fright me. There 1s one within,
Befides the things that we have heard and feen,
- Recounts moft horrid fights feen by the watch.
A lionefs hath whelped 1n the ftreets ;

= [ never flood on ceremanies, J=1 never paid a fuperftitious regard to
prodigies, Or Omens.

And
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And graves have yawn'd, and yielaed up their dead
Fierce fiery warriors fight upon the clouds,

In ranks, and {quadrons, and right form of war,
Which ®drizzled blood upon the Capitol :

The noife of battle ° hurtled in the air,

Horfes did neigh, and dying men did groan ;

And ghofts did fhriek, and fqueaf about the ftreets,

O Czfar! thele things are beyond all ule,
And I do fear them.

Cz/. What can be avoided,
Whofe end 1s purpos’d by the mighty gods ?
Yet Cafar thall go forth: for thefe predicions
P Are to the world 1n general, as to Ceefar,
Cal. When beggars die, there are no comets feen;
The heavens themielves blaze forth the death of princes,

C#/. Cowards die many times before their deaths ;
The valiant never tafte of death but once.

Of all the wonders that I yet have heard,

It feems to me moft firange that men fhould fear;
Seeing that death, a heceflary end,
Will come, when it will come.

Re-enter a Servant.

What fay the augurers ?

§erv. They would not have you to ftir forth to-day.
Plucking the entrails of an offering forth,
They could not find a heart within the beaft.
(/. The gods do this in fhame of cowardice :
Cafar thould be a beaft without a heart,
It he (hould ftay at home to-day for fear.

No, Cfar fhall not : Danger knows full well,

: drizzled]—dropped, let fall in fmall particles.
burtled }—ruftled, rattled, P dre to]~Concern equally,

N 2 That
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That Czfar is more 9 dangerous than he.
We are two lions, litter’d 1n one day,

And [ the eider and more terrible :

And Cefar fhall go forth.

Cal Alas, my lord,
Your wifdom is confum’d in confidence.
Do not go forth to-day : Call 1t my fear,
That keeps you in the houfe, and not your own.
Wc'll fend Mark Antony to the {enate-houfe ;
And he fhall {ay, you are not well to-day :
I et me, upon my knee, prevail in this.

Czf. Mark Antony fhall fay, I am not well;
And, for thy humour, I will ftay at home,

Enter Decimus.,

Here’s Decimus Brutus, he fhall tell them fo.

Dec. Cefar, all hail! Good morrow, worthy Czfar
I come to fetch you to the {enate-houfe.

Cef. And you are come 1n véry happy time,
To bear my greeting to the fenators,
And tell them, that I will not come to-day:
Cannct, is falfe ; and that I dare not, falfer;
I vall not come to day : Tell them fo, Decimus.
Cal. Say, he 1s fick.,
Cef. Shail Czfar fend a lye ?
~ Have | in conqueft ftretch’d mine arm {o far,
To be afeard to tell grey-beards the truth #—
Decimus, go tell them, Cfar will not come.
Dec. Moft mighty Cefar, let me know fome caule,
Left I be laugh'd ar, when I tell them fo.
Czf. The caufe is in my will, I will not come ;
That is enough to fatisfy the fenate.

 dangerpus |—formidable.
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But, for your private {atisfation,
Becaufe I love you, I will let you know.
Calphurnia here, my wife, ftays me at home :
She dreamt to-night fhe faw my ftatue,
Which, like a fountain, with a hundred fpouts,
Did run pure blood ; and many lufty Romans
Came fmiling, and did bathe their hands in it.
And thefe does fhe apply for warnings, portents
Of evils imminent; and on her knee
Hath begg'd, that I will ftay at home to-day.
Dec. This dream is all amifs interpreted ;
It was a vifion fair and fortunate :
Your ftatue fpouting blood in many pipes,
In which fo many {miling Romans bath’d,
Signifies, that from you great Rome fhall {uck
Reviving blood ; and that great men * fhall prefs
For tinctures, ftains, relics, and cognifance,
This by Calphurnia’s dream is fignify’d.
Czf. And this way have you well expounded it.
Dec, 1 have, when you have heard what 1 can fay:
And know it now: The fenate have concluded
To give, this day, a crown to mighty Cafar.
If you fhall fend them word, you will not come,
Their minds may change. Befides, 1t were $a mock
Apt to be render’d, for fome one to fay,
Break up the fenase 1ill another time,
When Cefar’s wife ball meet with better dreams.
If Ceefar hide himfelf, thall they not whifper,
Lo, Cefar is afraid ?
Pardon me, Czfar ; for my dear, dear love

" Joall prefs, &c.]—fhall come to you, as to a faint, for reliques, asto_
A {overerga, for additional honours.

' @ meck)~a {neer,

N. 3 | To
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T'o your ! proceeding bids me tell you this;
® And reafon to my love s liable.

Cef. How foolith do your fears feem now, Calphurnia!
1 am afthamed | did yield to them.— |
Give me my rovoe, for I will go :—

Euter Publius, Brutus, Ligarius, Metellus, Cafca, Trebonius,
and Cinna.

And leok where Publius 1s come to fetch me.
Pup. Good morrow, Cefar.,
Cef. Welcome, Publs.—
What, Brutus, are you firr’d {o early too ?
Good moriow, Cafca.—Caius Ligarius,
Cefar was ne’er fo much your enemy, 1
As that {ame ague which hath made you lean.—
Vhat i1s’t o’clock ?
Bru. Cefar, *uis firucken eight.
C</f. 1 thank you for your pains and courtefy,

Euter Antony.

See! Antony, that revels long o’nights,
Is notwithftanding up :—Good morrow, Antony.
Ant. So to moft noble Cziar.
Czf. Bid them prepare within :—
I am to blame to be thus waited for.—
Wow, Cinna :—Now, Metellus :—What, Trebonius!
I have an hour’s talk in ftore for you;
Remember that you call on me to-day :
Be near me, that 1 may remember you.
Tres, Cafar, I will:——and {o near will I be, [/fide
That your beft friends thall with I had been further.

¢ p;-arzea’iﬂg]—prégreﬁive advancement.
“ dAnd rejen 1o my loeve is liable.]—And reafon perfe@tly coingides
with what my love fuegefis on this occafion, /
()
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Czf. Good friends, go in, and tafte fome wine with me ;
And we, like friends, will ftraightway go together.

Bru. ¥ That every like is not the fame, O Ceefar,
The heart of Brutus yerns to think upon ! [ Exeunts

SCENE IIL
A Strees near the Capitol,

Enter Artemidorus, reading a paper.

Cafar, beware of Brutus take beed of Caffius 5 come not
near Cafca y bave an e)'} to Ginma 5 truft not Trebonius 3 mark
well Metellus Cimber : Dectmus Bratus loves thee not ;5 thoy
baft wrong’d Coius Ligarius, There is but one mind in all
thefe men, and it is bent againff Cefar. If thou be'ft not
immortal, look about you: Security gives way to confpiracy.
The mighty gods defend thee !

Thy lover,
Artemidorus,
Here will I ftand, till C={at pafs along,
And as a fuitor will | give him this.
My heart laments, that virtue cannot live
Out of the ¥ teeth of emulatien.

If thou read this, O Cefar, thou may’ft live ;
It not, the fates with traitors do P contrive. [ Exit,

V' That every like is not the.fume,}—That every one fhould not be the
very thing he appears.

¥ teeth of emulation.]==the reach of envy.
* contrive, ]~~confpire, combine to deftroy thee.

N 4 SCENE
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SCENE 1V,
Anotber part of the [ase fivees.

Enter Pertia anad Lucius.

Por. 1 prythee, boy, run to the fenate-houfe;
Stay not to anfwer me, but get thee gone :

Why doft thou ftay ¢

Lue. To know my errand, madam,

Por. 1 would have had thee there, and here again,
Ere I can tell thee what thou fhould’{t do there.—
O conftancy, be ﬁrong upon my fide !

Set a huge mountain *tween my heart and tongue‘
I have a man’s mind, but » woman’s miglit.
How hard it is for women to keep counfel !—
Art thou here yet ?
Luzc. Madam, what thould I do?
Run to the Capitol, and nothing elfe ?
And fo return to you, and nothing elfe ?

Por. Yes, bring me word, boy, if thy lord look well,
For he went fickly forth: And take good note,
What Cfar doth, what fuitors prefs to him.
Hark, boy ! what notfe is that?

Luc. 1 hear none, madam.

Por. Prythee, liften well:

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

Enter Artemidorus.

Por. Come hither, fellow : Which way haft thou been?
Art. At mine own houfe, good lady.
Per. What 15t o’clock ?

Art.
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Art. About the ninth hour, lady.
Por. s Cafar yet gone to the Capitol ?

Art. Madam, not yet ; I go to take my ftand,
To fee him pals on to the Capitol ?

Por. Thou haft fome {fuit to Cefar, haft thou not ?
Art. That I have, lady, if it will pleale Cxfar
To be fo good to Cazfar, as to hear me:
I fhall befeech him to befriend himlelf.
Por. Why, know’ft thou any harm’s intended towards
him ?
Art. None that I know will be, much that I fear may
chance.
Good morrow to you, Here the ftreet is narrow :
The throng that follows Cefar at the heels,
Of {enators, of prators, common fuitors,
Will crowd a feeble man almoft to death
I'll get me to a place more void, and there
Speak to great Cefar as he comes along. [ Exiz.

Por. I mult go in.—Ay me ! how weak a thing
The heart of woman 1s! O Brutus! Brutus!

The heavens fpeed thee in thine enterprize !

Sure, the boy heard me :—Brutus hath a fuit,

That Czfar will not grant.—O, I grow faint :—

Run, Lucius, and commend me to my lord;

Say, I am merry : come to me again, |

And bring me word what he doth {ay to thee. [ Exeunt,

ACT
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ACT m. SCENE L
Tbe frect, and then |

The Capitol y the Senate fitting.

Floyrifp. Euter Csfar, Brutus, Caffius, Cafea, Decimus,
Netellus, Trebonius, Cinnay Antony, Lepidus, driemidorus,
Popilius, Publius, and the Sovtbfayer.

 Czf. The ides of March are come.
Sooth. Ay, Czfar; but not gone.
Art. Hail, Czfar! Read this {chedule.
Dec. Trebonius doth defire you to o’er-read,
At your beft leifure, this his humble fuit.
Art. O, Cefar, read mine firft ; for mine’s 4 {uit
That touches Cafar nearer: Read it, great Cafar.
Czf. What touches us ourfelf, fhall be laft ferv’d.
-Zrt. Delay not, Czfar ; read it inftantly.
Czf. What, 15 the fellow mad? |
Pub. Sirrah, give place.
Caf. What, urge you your pefitions in the ftreet ?
- Come to the Capitol,

| Cefar enters theCapitol,. the reft following.]

Pop. 1 with, your entetprize to-ddy may thrive, -

€4f. Whar enterprize, Popilius ?

Pop. Fare you well.

Bru. What faid Popilius Lena?

Caf. He wifh’d, to-day our enterprize might thrive,
I fear, our purpofg 1s difcovered.

Byru. Look, how he makes to Cefar : Mark him.

Caf. Calca, be fudden, for we fear prevention,~—

Brutus, what fhall be done ? If this be known,
Caffius,
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Caffius, or Czfar, never fhall turn back,
For I will flay myfelf.
Bru. Caffius, be conftant: .
Popifius Lena {peaks not of our purpefes:
For, look, he fmiles, and Cfar doth not cliange:

Caf. Trebonius knows his time : for, loek you, Brutus,
He draws Mark Antony out of the way.

[ Exeunt Ant. and Trek,
Dec. Where 1s Metellus Cimber? Let him go,
And prefently prefer his fuit to Ceefat.
Bru., He 1s ¥ addreft : prefs near, and fecond him.
Cin. Cafca, you are the firft that * rear your hand.
Czf. Are we all ready ? What 1s now amils,
That Cafar, and his fenate, muft redrefs ¢
Met. Moft high, moft mighty, and moft puiffant Cafar,
Metellus Cimber throws before thy feat [ Kneeling.
An humble heart: |
Czf. 1 muft prevent thee, Cimber.
Thefe couchings, and thefe lowly courtefies,
Might fire the blood of ordinary men.;
And turn ® pre-ordinance, and firft decree,
Into b the law of children. Be not ¢fond,
To think that Cafar bears {uch rebel blood,
That will be thaw’d from the true quality
With that which melteth fools ; I mean, fweet words,
Low-crooked curt'fies, and bafe {paniel fawning.
Thy brother by decree is banifh'd ;
It thou doft bend, and pray, and fawn, for him, -
I {purn thee like a cur out of my way,

Y addreft : |—prepared, ready. 2 rear your)—rears bis.
pre -ordinance,]—ordinance long eftablifhed, prefcription.

b the law]—courfe, manner of detcrmmmg-—!ane, line.

* fond, ] ~f0 weak.
Know,
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‘Know, Cefar doth not wrong : nor without caufe
Will he be fatisfied.

Met. Is there no voice more worthy than my own,
To found more fweetly in great Czfar’s ear,

For the repealing of my banifh’d brother ?

Bry. 1 kifs thy hand, but not in flattery, Cafar;
Defiring thee, that Publius Cimber may
Have an immediate freedom of repeal.

Czf. What, Brutus !

Caf. Pardon, Czfar; Cafar, pardon:

As low as to thy foot doth Caffius fall,
To beg enfranchifement for Publius Cimber.

Cezf. 1 could be well mov’d, if [ were as you ;
If I could pray to move, prayers would move me :
But I am conftant as the northern ftar,
Of whole true-fixt, and refting quality,
There 1s no fellow in the firmament.
The fkies are painted with unnumber’d {parks,
They are all fire, and every one doth fhine ;
But there's but one 1n all doth hold his place :
So, 1 the world ; ’tis furnifh’d well with men,
And men are fleth and blood, and 9 apprehenfive ;
Yer, 1n the number, I do know but one
T hat ¢ unaffailable holds on his rank,
Unfhak’d of motion: and, that I am he,
Let me a little fhew 1t, even in this;
That I was conftant Cimber thould be banifh’d,
And conftant do remain to keep him fo.

Cin. O Cefar,——

Cz/. Hence: Wilt thou lift up Olympus ?

° apprebenfve ;] —intelligent beings, fulceptible of fear, &¢.
® unaffailable, &c.]—whofe fixed refolve can never be fhaken by ary
attack of xotion.
- Dec.

Y
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Dec. Great Cefar———
Cz/. Doth not Brutus bootlels kneclP -
Cafca. Speak, hands, for me. [ They fab Cefar.
Csf. Et tu, Brute?——Then fall, Czfar! [ Dies.
Cir. Liberty ! ‘Freedom! Tyranny is dead |——.
Run hence, proclaim, cry it about the ftreets.
Czf. Some to the common pulplts, and cry out, -
Liberty, freedom, and enfrancbifement !
Bru. People, and fenators ! be not affrighted ;-
Fly not; ftand ftill :—ambition’s debr is paid.
- Cafea. Go to the pulpit, Brutus. *
Dec. And Caffius too.
Bru. Where’s Publius ?
Cin. Here, quite confounded with this-mutiny.
Met, Stand faft together, left fome friend of Caefar’s
Should chance '
Bru. Talk not of ftanding : —Publius, good cheer ;
There 15 no harm intended to your perfon,
f Nor to no Roman elfe: {o tell them, Publius,
Ca/. And leave us, Publius ; left that the people,
Rufhing on us, fhould do your age fome mifchief, .

Bru. Do fo;-and let no man abide this deed,
But we the doers.

Re-enter Trebonius.

Caf. Where is Antony
Tre. Fled to his houfe amaz'd :

Men, wives, and children, ftare, cry out, and run,
As 1t were dooms-day.

Bru. Fates! we will know your pleafures ;—

£ Nor to no]—For two negatives to deuy more forcibly was common
in Shakfpeare’s time.

¢ »or nature zewver lends.”

Meas, for Me g, AL S.1. Dde,
That
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That we fhall die, we know ; s but the time,
And drawing days eut, that men ftand upon.

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

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

His time of fearing death.—$ Stoop, Romans, ftoop,
And let us bathe our hands in Czfar’s blood
Up to the clbows, and befmear our fwords : |
‘Then walk we forth, even to the market-place;
And, waving our red weapons o’er our heads,
Let’s all cry, Peace! Freedom! and Liberty !
Caf. Stoop then, and wath.——How many ages hence,
Shall this our lofty {cerie be atted oveér, -
In ftates unborn, and accents yet unknown ?
Bru. How many times fhall Cefar bleed in fport,
That now * on Pompey’s bafis lies along,
No worthier than the duft ?
Caf. So oft as that fhall be,
So often fhall the knot of us be cali’d ;
The men that gave their country liberty,
Dec. What, thall we forth ?
Caf. Ay, every man away !
Brutus fhall lead ; and we will grace his heels
With the ! moft boldeft and beft hearts of Rome.

Euter a Servant.

Bru. Soft, who comes here ? A friend of Antony’s.

8 Stoop, Romans, fleop, &c.]—It was perfeltly confiftent with ancient
and religious ufage, thus to dip the hands and weapons in the blood of

the viftrm. Brutus had befor... ftyled him{elf and his aflociates ‘¢ Sacri-

feers.”

B on Pempey’s bafis|—at the bafe of Pompey’s flatue.
: ﬂﬂ boldeft | wmrm—s=mare better, Temp, AL 8. 2. Pro,

Serv,
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Serv. ‘Thus, Brutusy did-my mafter bid me kneels -~
Thus did Mark' Antony bid me fall down; |
And, being proftrate, thus he bademe fay. . g
Brutus is noble, -wife; valiant, and honeft: e
Cafar was mighty, bold, royal, and loving ; -
Say, I love Brutus,-and I honeur hifn ;-

Sey, 1 fear'd Caefar, hosiaur’d biin, and Jov'd hims
If Brutus-will vouchfate, that Antony -

May fafely come to' him; :and be réfolv’'d | -+ .

How Czfar hath deferv’d to hie 1n déath, e

Mark Antony {hall not Jove Cafar dead. '

So well as Brutus living; but will follow

The fortunes and affairs of naoble Britus,

Thorough the hazards.of :this-* untrod'ftate, .

With all true faith, So fays'my mafter Antony,
Bru. Thy mafter-is:a wife and vahant Roman;

I never thought him worfe,

Tell him, {o pleafe him:-come unto th.lS place,

wt -
. i.-,

He fhall be fatisfied ; and, by my honour, r
Depart untouch’d.
Serv, T'll ferch him ,prf:fent}y. | Exit Servant,

Bru. 1 know, that we fhall have him well to friend.
Caf. 1 wifh we may: but yet have 1 a mind,

That fears him much ; and my mifgiving ! ftill

Falls fhrewdly to the purpole.

Re-enter Anlony.

Bru. But here comes Antcmy —Welcome, Mark An-
tony.

Ant. O mighty Cefar! Dolt thou lie fo low?
Are all thy conquefts, glories, triumphs, {poils,
Shrunk to this little meafure ?—Fare thee well.—

“ wntrod ]~new, = ! ffill ]—generally.
I know
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I know not, gentlemen, what you intend,
Who elfe muft be let blood, who elfe'is ™ rank ¢

If I myfelf, there 1s no hour fo fit
As Czfar’s death’s hour; nor no inftrument
Of half that worth, as thofe your fwords, made rich
With the moft noble blood of all this world. -
I do befeech ye, if you ® bear me hard,
Now, whilft your purpled hands do reek and fmokc,
Fulfil your pleafure. Live a thoufand years,
I fhall not find myfeif fo apt to di€:
No place will pleafe me fo, no mean of death,
As here by Cafar, and by you cut off;
The choice and mafter {pirits of this age.
Bru. O Antony! beg not your death of us.
Though now we muft appear bloody and cruel,
As, by our hands, and this our prefent adt,
You fee we do; yet {ee you but our hands,
And this the bleeding -bufinefs they have done :
Our hearts you fee not, they are pitiful ;
And pity to the general wrong of Rome
(As fire drnives out fire, {o pity, pity)
Hath done this deed on Czfar. For your part,
T'o you our fwords have leaden points, Mark Antony:
Our arms, °in ftrength of malice, and our hearts,
P Of brothers’ temper, do receive you in
With all kind love, good thoughts, and reverence.
Caf. Your voice {hall be as ftrong as any man’s,

In the difpofing of new dignities.

® rak :}—full of it to excefs, exuberant; grown too great for the
public fafety.

® bear me bard,}—owe me any ill will, entertain {entiments of enmity
zgamft me.

in firength of malzce,]—that have juft difplay’d their ftrong revenge.
? Of brotiers’ temper,]—United in that deed like thofe of brothers.

Bru.
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Bru. Only be patient, till we have ap"peais’d
The multitude, befide thémfelves with fear,
And then we will deliver you the caule,
Why I, that did love Czfar when I {’cruck himi,
Have thus proceeded.
Ant. 1 doubt not of your wifdom.
Let each man render me his bloody hand » |
Firft, Marcus Brutus, will I fhake with you j—=
Next, Caius Caffius, do I take your hand ;—
Now, Decimus Brutus, yours ;—now yours, Metellus :—
Yours, Cinna ;—and, my valiant Cafca, yours ;— |
Though laift, not leaft 1n love, yours, good Trebonius:
Gentlemen all,~alas ! what fhall I fay ?
My credit now ftands on fuch flippery ground,
That one of two bad ways you muft conceit me,
Either a coward, or a flatterer.
That I did love thee, Cafar, O, ’ts true:
If then thy {piric look upon us now,
Shall 1t not grieve thee, 4 dearer than thy death,
To fee thy Antony making his peace,
Shaking the bloody fingers of thy foes,
Moft noble ! in the prefence of thy corfe?
{Had I as many eyes as thou haft wounds,
Weeping as faft as they ftream forth thy blood;
It would become me better, than to clofe
In terms of friendfhip with thine enemies,
Pardon me, Julius {—Here waft thou - b'ay’d brave hatt;
Here didft thou fall ; and here thy hunters ftand,
Sign’d in thy fpoil, and crimfon’d in ° thy lethe.
O world! thou waft the foreft to this hart;

Y dearer |—more forely,
" bay’d,]—furrounded by thy purfuers.

* thy lethe,]—death, blood fhed at thy fall. Wlien the Scors fit up all
mght with a corpfe, they call it a Lethe-avake,

YOL. Vv, Q And
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And this, indeed, O world, the heart of thee,—

How like a deer, firucken by many princes,
Doft thou here hie!

Caf. Mark Antony,
Ant. Pardon me, Caius Caffius ;
The enemies of Czfar fhall fay this;
Then, in a friend, 1t 1s cold modefty.

Caf. 1 blame you not for praifing Czfar {o ;
But what compact mean you to have with us?
Will you be prick’d in number of our friends ;
Or fhall we on, and not depend on you?

Ant. Therefore I took your hands ; but was, indeed,
*Sway’d from the point, by looking down on Ceafar.
Friends am I with you all, and love you all ;

Upon this hope, that you fhall give me reafons,
Why, and wherein, Czfar was dangerous.

Bru. Or elie were this a favage {petacle:
Our reafons are {o full of good regard,

That were you, Antony, the fon of Cafar,
You fhould be {ausfied.
Ant. That’s all 1 feek :

And am moreover fuitor, that I may
Produce his body to the market-place ;
And 1n the pulpit, as becomes a friend,
Speak in the order of his funeral.

Bru. You fhall, Mark Antony.

Czf. Brutus, a word with you.
You know not what you do; Do not confent,  [fid.
That Antony {peak 1n his funeral :

Know you how much the people may be mov’d
By that which he will utter ¢
Bru. By your pardon ;—

* Sway’d ]—Drawn afide,
] will
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I will myfelf into the pulpit firft,

And fhew the reafon of our Czfar’s death :

What Antony fhall ipeak, I will proteft

He {peaks by leave and by permiffion ;

And that we are contented, Cefar thall

Have all true rites, and lawful ceremonies,

It fhall advantage more, than do us wrong.
Caf. 1 know not what may fall; Ilikeitnot,
Bry. Mark Antony, here, take you Czfar’s body.

You thall not in your funetal fpeech blame us,

But fpeak all good you can devife of Czfar ;

And fay, you do’t by our permiffion ;

Elfe thall you not have any hand at all

About his funeral : And you fhall fpeak

In the fame pulpit whereto I am going,
After my {peech 1s ended.

Ant. Beit o,

[ do defire no more.
Bry, Prepare the body then, and follow us.
[ Lxennt Confpirators.

Manet Antony.

nt.” O, pardon me, thou bleeding piece of earth,
That I am meek and gentle with thefe butchers'!
Thou art the ruins of the nobleft man,
That ever lived in the tide of times.
Woe to the hand that fhed this coftly blood !
Over thy wounds now do I prophefy,—
Which, like dumb mouths, do ope their ruby lips,
To beg the voice and utterance of my tongue ;=
*A curfe fhall light upon the limbs of men ;

“ A curfe all light upon the limbs of men 3]—This curfe 1s generally
delcriptive of the horrors of war ; and, in the prefent inftance, points at
e wounds and Jifmemberings it occalions. |

Q 2 Domeftick
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Domefuick fury, and fierce civil ftrife,

Shall cumber all the parts of [taly:

Blood and deftruction thall be fo in ule,

And dreadful objets fo familiar,

‘That mothers fhall but {iile, when they behold
Their infants quarter’d with the hands of war ;
All pity * choak’d with cuftom of fell deeds:
And C=far’s {pirit, ranging for revenge,

With Até by his fide, come hot from hell,
Shall in thefe confines, with a monarch’s voice,
“Cry Hevock, and let {lip the dogs of war ;
That this foul deed fhall {mell above the earth
= With carrion men, groaming for burial.

buter a Servant.

You ferve Oétavius Cefar, do you not?
Serv. 1 do, Mark Antony.
Aut. Cefar did write for im, to come to Rome.
Serv. He did recewve his letters, and 1s coming :
And bid me {ay 1o you by word of mouth,—
O Cefar | — [Seeing the body,
Ant. Thy heart is big; get thee apart and weep.
Paflion, 1 {ee, 1s catching ; for mine eyes,
Seeing thofe beads of {forrow {tand 1n thine,
Began to water. Is thy mafter coming ¢
Serv. He lies to-night within {even leagues of Rome.
Ant. Poft back with {peed, and tell him what hat
chanc’d :
Here 15 2 mourning Rome, a dangerous Rome,

¥ chsak’d J=—extinguithed.
v & Havock,J—Difclaim all quarter.
“ Do not ¢ry Hawock?> Cor. A.IIL S. 1. Mer.
X With carrion men,]—Mixed with the ftench of thofe flaughtered
“heaps, which fhall cover the earth in confequence of it. N
¢
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v No Rome of fafety for O&tavius yet ;
Hie hence, and tell him fo. Yet, ftay a while;
Thou fhalt not back, till I have borne this corfe
Into the market-place: there fhall I try,
In my oration; how the people take
“"The cruel iffue of thefe bloody men ;
According to the which, thou fhalt difcoijrfe‘
To young Oétavius of the ftate of things,
Lend me your hand | [L‘xgm‘,z; a.:rfla' C':zy':zr’.r 506{1}’.

SCENE I

The Forum. |

Enter B?{;zﬁus and Cﬂiﬂié.{, with the Plebeians.
Pleb. We will be fatisfied ; let us be fatisfied.

Bru. Then follow me, and give me audience, friends.—
Caffius, go you into the other ftreet,
And part the numbers.—
Thole that will hear me fpeak, let them ftay here ;
Thofe that will follow Caflius, o with him ;
And public reafons fhall be rendered
Of Czfar’s death.

I Pleb. T-will hear Brutus {peak.

2 Pleb, T will hear Caflius ; and compare their reafons,
When feverally we hear them rendered.

[ Exit Caffus, with foine cf the Plebeians :

, Brutus goes into the roffruin,
- 3 Pleb. The noble Brutus is afcended : Silence!

¥ No Rome)—Ne room.
““ That I have room with Rome to curfe a while.”’

K. Joun, A, 1}, S. 1. Ceuf.
* Tie cruel iffue]—This event brought about by cruel means.

O 3 Bru. .



Bru. Be patient till the laft.

Romans, countrymen, and *lovers! hear me for my caufe;
and be filent, that you may hear: believe me for mine
honour ; and have refpe& to mine honour, that you may
believe : cenfure me in your wifdom; and awake your
{enfes, that you may the better judge. If there be any i
this affembly, any dear friend of Cefar’s, to him I fay,
that Brutus’ love to Czfar was no lefs than his, If then that
friend demand, why Brutus rofe againft Czfar, this 1s my
anfwer,—Not that [ lov'd Cafar lefs, but that I lovd
Rome more. Had you rather Czfar were living, and die
all flavesy than that Czfar were dead, to live all free men?
As Cafar lov’d me, I weep for him; as he was fortunate,
I rejoice at it; as he was valiant, 1 honour him: bur, as
he was ambitious, I {lew him: There are tears, for his
love ; joy, for his fortune; honour, for his valour ; and
ceath, for his ambition. Who 1s here {o bafe, that would
be a bond-man ? If any, fpeak; for him have I offended.
Who 1s here fo rude, that would not be a Roman? If
any, {peak ; for him have I offended. Who 1s here fo
vile, that will not love his country? If any, {peak; for
him have I offended. 1 paufe for a reply.

All. None, Brutus, none.

Bru. Then none have I oftended. 1 have done no
more to Cefar, than you fhall do to Brutus. P The quel-
tion of his death 1s enroll’d 1n the Capitol : his glory not
extenuated, wherein he was worthy; nor his offences

cenforc’d, for which he fuffered death.

Enter Mark duntony, Ge. with Cefar’s body.
Here comes his body, mourn’d by Mark Antony ; who,

3 [puers ] |—friends.
b Tke queffion}—T he whole matter, 2 full account.
© enforc’d, |~—exaggerated.

though
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though he had no hand in his death, fhall receive the
benefit of his dying, a place in the commonwealth ; as’
which of you fhall not? With this I depart; That, as I
flew my °beft lover for the good of Rome, I have the

fame dagger for myfelf, when it fhall pleafe-my country to
need my death.

All, Live, Brutus, live! live! |
1 .P[c?&- Bring him \Vil'h triumph home unto his hOUfe.

a-Pleh., Give him 3 ftatue with his anceftors.
g Pleb. Let him be Czfar.

4 Pleb. Czfar’s better parts
Shall be crown’d 1n Brutus,

1 Pleb, We'll bring him to his houfe with fhouts and
clamours.

Bru. My countrymen,—
2 Pleb. Peace ; filence! Brutus fpeaks,
1 Pleb. Peace, ho'!
Bru. Good countrymen, let me depart alone,
And, for my fake, ftay here with Antony :
Do grace to Cafar’s corpfe, and grace his fpeech
Tending to Cafar’s glories; which Mark Antony
By our permiffion is allow’d to make,
I do intreat you, not a man depart,
Save I alone, till Antony have fpoke. | Exit.
1 Pleb. Stay, ho! and let us hear Mark Aatony.

3 Pled. Let him go up into the public chair ;
We’ll hear him :—Noble Antony, go up.
/nt. For Brutus’ {ake, I am beholden to you.
4 Pleb. What does he fay of Brutus?
3 Pleb. He fays, for Brutus® fake,
He finds himfelf beholden to us all.

4 Pleb, *Twere beft he fpeak no hatm of Brutus here.

Mook

L

¢ beff lowcr]—deareft friend.
O 4 ¢ Pled,
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1 Ples. This Cefar was a tyrant.
3 Pleb. Nay, that’s certain : -
We are bleft, that Rome 1s rid of him.

2 Plzb. Peace; let us hear what Antony can fay.

Ant. You gentle Romans,—
Al Peace, ho! let us hear him.

Ant. Friends, Romans, countrymen, lend me your €ars;

i come to bury Cefar, not to praile him.

The evil, that men do, lives after them

1ne good 1s oft interred with their bones ;

So let it be with Czfar! The noble Brutus
Hath told you, Czfar was ambitious :

It 1t were fo, 1t was a grievous fault ;

And grievoufly hath Cefar anfwer'd i,

Here, under leave of Brutus, and the reft,

(For Brutus 1s an honourable man ;

So are they all, all honourable men)

Come I to ipeak in Ceefar’s funeral.

He was my friend, faithtul and juft to me :

But Brutus {ays, he was ambitious ;

And Brutus 1s an honourable man.

He hath brought many captives home to Rome,
Whofe ranfomns did the general coffers fill:

Did this in Cafar {eem ambitious ?

When that the poor have cry’d, Cafar hath wept ;
Ambition thould be made of fterner ftuff:

Yet Brutus {ays, he was ambitious ;

And Brutus is an honourable man,

You all did {ee, that, on the Lupercal,

I thrice prefented him a kingly crown, -*
Which he did thrice refufe. 'Was this ambition ?
Yet Brutus {ays, he was ambitious ;

And, fure, he is an honourable man.

I fpeak not to difproye what Brutus fpoke,
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But here T am to fpeak what'I do know,

You all did love him-orice, not without caufe ;

What caufe withholds.you then t0 mourn for him 2~
O judgment, thou art fled to brutifh beafts,

And men have loft their reafon ! —Bear. with me ; 5

My heart is in the coffin there with Cefar,

And I muft paufe till 1t come back to me.
1 Pleb, Methinks, there 1s. much reafon in his. fay}ngs.
2 Pleb. If thou confider rightly of: the matter,

Cefir. has had great wrong.
3 Pleb, Has he, maiters:

| fear, there will a2 worfe come 1n his place,

4 Pleb. Mark’d ye his words? He would not take the:

crown.;
Therefore, ’tis certain, he was not ambitious,
1 Pleb, If it be found fo, {fome will dear abide 1t.
2 Plep.- Poor foul! his eyes are red as fire with:weeping.
3 Pleb. There’s not a nobler man in-Rome, than Antony,
4 Pled. Now mark him, he begins again to fpeak;
Ant. But yefterdaythe word of Czfar might
Have ftood againft the world : now lies he there, L
And none ¢ fo. poor to:do him reverence. *
O mafters.! if 1 were difpos’d to ftir
Your hearts and minds to.mutiny and rage,
I thould do Brutus wrong, and Caffius wrong,
Who, you all know, are honourable men :
I will-not do them wrong ; I rather .choofe
To wrong the dead; to wrong mylelf, and you,
Than I will wrong fuch honourable. men.
But here’s a. parchment, with the {eal of Cafar,
I tound it in his clofet, *tis his will:
et but the commons hear this teftament,

® /o poar}~~but thinks 1t bencath him.

- (Which,
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(Which, pardon me, I do not mean to read)
And they would go and kifs dead Cefar’s wounds,
And dip their * napkins in his facred blood ;
Yea, beg 2 hair of him for memory,
And, dying, mention it within their wills,
Bequeathing 1t, as a rich legacy,
Unto their iffue.
4 Ples. We'll hear the will: Read 1t, Mark Antony.
All. The will, the will; we will hear Cefar’s. will. .
Ant. Have patience, gentle friends, I muft not read 1it;
It 1s not meet you know how Cafar lov’d you.
You are not wood, you are not ftones, but men;
And, being men, hearing the will of Cefar,
It will inflame you, 1t will make you mad :
*T1s good you know not that you are his heirs ;
For if you fhould, O, what would come of it!
4 Pleb. Read the will; we will hear 1t, Antony ;
You fhall read us the will ; Cefar’s will.
Ant. Will you be patient ¢ Will you ftay a while :
I have o’er-fhot myfelf, to tell you of i,
I fear, I wrong the honourable men,
Whofe daggers have ftabb’d Cefar: 1 do fear 1t.
4 Pleb. They were traitors : Honourable men'!
All. The will! the teftament ! |
o Pleh. They were villains, murderers: The will! read
the will | -
Ant. You will compel me then to read the will ?—
Then make a ring about the corpfe of Czfar,
And let me fhew you him that made the will.
Shall T defcend ¢ And will you give me leave 2

All. Come down. '
2 Ples. Defcend. [ He comses down from the puipit.

£ xapkins]=—handkerchiets.
3 Pleb.
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3 Pleb. You fhall have leave,
4 Pleb. A ring ; ftand round.
1 Pleb. Stand from the hearfe, ftand from the body.
2 Pleb. Room for Antony ;—moft noble Antony.
Ant. Nay, prefs not fo upon me; ftand far off.
All. Stand back! room ! bear back !
Ant. 1f you have tears, prepare to thed them now.
You all do know this mantle: I remember
The firft time ever Cafar put it on;
*Twas on a fummer’s evening, in his tent;
That day he overcame the Nervii :—
Look! in this place, ran Caflius’ dagger through :
See, what a rent the envious Cafca made :
Through this, the well-beloved Brutus ftabb’d ;
And, as he pluck’d his curfed fteel away,
Mark how the blood of Cefar follow’d it ;
As rufhing out of doors, to be refolv’d
If Brutus fo unkindly knock’d, or no;
For Brutus, as you know, was Cafar’s & angel :
Judge, O you gods, how dearly Cafar lov’d him!
" This was the moft unkindeft cut of all:
For when the noble Czfar faw him ftab,
Ingratitude, more ftrong than traitors’ arms,
Quite vanquifh’d him: then burft his mighty heart ;
And, in his mantle muffling up his face,
Even at the bafe of Pompey’s ftatue,
Which all the while ran blood, great Cefar fell.
O, what a fall was there, my countrymen !
Then I, and you, and all of us fell down,
Whilft bloody treafon flourifh’d over us.
O, now you weep ; and, I perceive, you fecl

€ angel : }-—prime favourite.
b This avas the moff unkindeft]—This, this was the unkindeft,

The
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i 'The dint of pity : thefe are gracious drops.
Kind fouls, what, weep you, wheh: you but behold
Out Ceefar’s vefture. wounded ? T.ook you here
Here 1s himfelf, * maft’d, as yow fee, with traltors..

1 Pleh. O piteous. {pettacle !
2 Pleb. O noble Cafar !

9 Plebr © wotul day !

4 Pleb. O traiors, villaing !

1 Ples. O moft bloody fight!

2 Pleb. We will .be reveng’d : -Revenge: - About,—
Seek,—burn,—fire,—~kili ——ﬂay'——let not 'a traltor lwe.

Ant. :Stay, countrymen. | :

1 Plzb. Peace there :—Hear the noble Antony.

o Pleo. We'll hear hlm, we’ll follow hlm, we'll dlc with'

him.
Ant. Good fnends fweet friends, let me not ftir: you up
To fuch a {fudden flood of mutiny.
They, that have done this deed, are honourable’,
\Vhat private griefs‘they have;alas, I. know not,
That made themy do’it; they are wife, and honourable,
And will, no doubt; with reafons aniwer you. -
I come not, friends, to fteal away your hearts;.
I am no orater, as:Brutus 1s: . © 7 oL LT
But, as you know me all; a-plain. bhunt: man,. i
That love my friend ; and that.theyknow full well
That gave me public leave to fpeak of-him. .
For 1 have neither wit, nor words,.norworzh,*'l
Adiion, nor utterance, nor the power of fpeech, .
To ftir men’s blaod : I only fpeak right on; ..
I tell you thar, which vou yourfelves:do know ;
Shew you {weet Clar's Wounds, ?Pé(}r, poor dumb ,mouthsl
And bid them {peak tcr me: But were I Brutus,

P The '“r]—-i‘le force, the impreffion. * marid,J—~mangléd.

- And
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And Brutus Antony, there were an Antony |
Would ruffle up your [pirits, and put a tongug
In every wound of Cefar, that fhould move
The ftones of Rome to rife and mutiny.
Al We'll mutiny. '
1 Pleb, We'll burn the heufe of Brutus.
3 Pleb. Away then, come, feek the confplrators
Anz. Yet hear me, countrymen; yet hear me fpeak.
All. Peace, ho! Hear Antony, moft noble Antony.

Ant. Why, friends, you go to do you know not what :
Wherein hath Cefar thus deferv’d your loves ?

Alas, you know not :~1 muft tell you then:—
You have forgot the will I told you of,
All. Moft true ;—the will ;—let’s ftay, and hear the will.
Art. Here 1s the will, and under Caefar’s {feal;
To every Roman Citizen he gives,
To every {everal man, {eventy-five drachmas.

2 Plev. Moft noble Cefar !—We'll revenge his death.
3 Pleb. O royal Ceefar!

Ant. Hear me with patience.

All. Peace, ho!

Ant. Moreover, he hath left you all hisewalks,
His private arbours, and new-planted orchards,
On 'this fide Tiber; he hath left them you,
And to your heirs for ever ; common pleafures,

To walk abroad, and recreate yourfelves.
Here was a Caefar: When comes fuch another ?

I Pleb. Never, never:—Come, away, away:
We'll burn his body in the holy place,

Ard with the brands fire the traitors’ houfes,
Take up the body.

L this)—that.

Pf?f&l
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2 Pleb. Go, fetch fire.
3 Pleb. Pluck down benches.
& Pleb, Pluck down forms, windows, any thing.
| Exeunt Plebeians, with tbe body.
Ant. Now let 1t work ; Mifchief, thou art afoor,
Take thou what courfe thou wilt l——How now, fellow’

Enter a Servant,

Serv. Sir, Octavius 1s already come to Rome.
Ant. Where 1s he ?
Serv. He and Lepidus are at Caefar’s houfe.
Ant. And thither will I ftraight to vifit him :
He comes ™ upon a with. Fortune is merry,
And in this mood will give us any thing.
Serv. 1 heard him {ay, Brutus and Caffius
Are nd hike madmen through the gates of Rome.
Ant. Belike, they had fome notice of the people,

How I had mov’d them. Bring me to Oétavius.
| Exeunt,

SCENE IIL
A Street.

Enter Cinna the Poety aid after bim the Plebeians.

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

¥ Ples. What 1s your name ?

2 Ples. Whither are you going ?

B upon a wwifh. |—opportunely.

B Adnd things unluckily charge my fantafy : }— And other circumftances
of an ominous caft, that have befallen me, dwell upon my fancy.

3 Pleb.
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2 Pleb, Where do you dwell 7

4 Pleb. Are you a married man, or a bachelor ?

2 Pleh. Anfwer every man directly.
1 Pleb. Ay, and briefly.

4 Pleb. Ay, and wilely.

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

Gin. What is my name ? Whither am I going ¢ Where
do I dwell ? Am I a married man, or a bachelor ? Then
to anfwer every man diretly, and briefly, wifely, and
traly. Wifely I fay, I am a bachelor.

2 Pleh. That’s as much as to fay, they.are fools that
marry :— ¥ ou’ll bear me a bang for that, I fear, Proceed;
direltly.

Cin. Direltly, I am going to Czfar’s funeral,

1 Plebs As a friend, or an enemy ?

Cin. As a friend.

2 Pleb. That matter is anfwer’d direétly.

4 Pleb. For your dwelling,—briefly.

Cin. Briefly, I dwell by the Capitol.

3 Ples. Your name, {ir, truly.

Cin, Truly, my name 3s Cinna.

1 Pleb. Tear him to pieces, he's a conipirator.

Cis. I am Cinna the poet, I am Cinna the poet.

4 Pleh, Tear him for his bad verfes, tear him for his
bad verfes.

Cin. 1 am not Cinna the co,r;fpirator.

4 Pleb, Tt1s no matter, his name’s Cinna ; pluck but his
name out of his heart, and turn him going.

3 Pleb. Tear him, tear him. Come, brands, ho! fire-
brands, To Brutus’ and to Caffius’, burn all., Some to
Decimus® houfe, and fome to Cafca’s, fome to Ligarius’:

Way ; go. [ Exennt.

ACT
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AGT IV. SCENE 1.

A Room tn Antony’s Houfe,
Antony, Offavius, aid Lepfdm, ﬂ.’dted at a tabl.

Ant. Thefe many then thall die; their names are prick’d,

Ofia. Your brother too muft die; confent you, Lepidus?

‘Lep. 1 do confent.

Ofta. Prick him down, Antony.

Lep, Upon condition °Lucius fhall not live;
¥ You are his fifter’s fon, Mark Antony.

Ant. He thall not live; look, witha fpot I ¢ damn him.
But, Lepidus, go you to Cfar’s houfe; h
Fetch the will hither, and we fhall determine -

How to cut off fome charge in legacies.

Léep. What, thall T find you here ?

O&a. Or here, or at the Capitol. [ Exit Lepidus.

Ant, This is a flicht unmeritable man,

Meet to be {fent on errands @ Is 1t fit,
The three-fold world divided, he fhould ftand
One of the three to fhare 1t ¢

C&a. So you thought him ;

Ard took his voice who fhould be prick’d to die,
In our black fentence and profcription.

Aiz. Oltavius, I have {een more days than you:
And though we lay thefe honours on this man, -
To eale ourfelves of divers flanderous loads,

He fhall but bear them 7 as the afs bears gold,

° Lurins]~—L. Cefar, Autony’s uncle—Publius.
¥ 1ou ere bis|~—Hls 15 yonr, 1 damn]—condemu,
t a5 ih: afs bears geld, |— :
~———<¢ [ike an afs, whofe back with mgots bows,” &¢.
Mezas. for Meas, A, II. S, 1. Duke.

To
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To groan and {weat under the bufinefs,
Either led or driven, as we point the way ;
And having brought our treafure where we will,
Then take we down his load, and turn him off,
Like to the empty afs, to fhake his ears,
And graze in commons.
Ofa. You may do your will ;
But he’s a try’d and valiant {oldier,
Ant, So is my horfe, Octavius 3 and, for that,
I do appoint him ftore of provender.
Itis a creature that I teach to fight,
To wind, to ftop, to run direltly on
His corporal motion govern’d by my {pirit.
And, in fome stafte, 1s Lepidus but {o;
He muft be taught, and train’d, and bid go forth
A barren-fpirited fellow ; tone that feeds
On objects, arts, and imitations;
Which, out of ufe, and 1tal'd by other men,
Begin his fathion: Do not talk of him,
But as ¥ a property. And now, Oltavius,
*Liften great things.—~—Brutus and Caffius
Are levying powers: we muft ftraight make head
Therefore let our alliance be combin’d,
Our beft friends made, and our beft means ftretch’d out ;
And let us prefently go fit in council,
How covert matters may be beft difclos’d,
And open perils fureft anfwered.
Odfa. Let us do fo : for we are at the ftake,

* tafle]—f{enfe.

" ore that feeds on objelis, arts, &c.]—one, whofe mind is fo perfeitly
devoid of invention, as to adopt, for its entertainment, the negleced
hints and obfolere purfuits of others.—On adsedt orts.

" a property.]—a tool.

Y Liften great things.]—*¢ Lifening their fear.”

Macs. A. IL. S, 2, Mach.

VOL. V., P And
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And 7bay’d abour with many enemies ;
And feme, that {mile, have in their hearts, I fear,
Miilions of mifchief. | Exeunt.

S CENE IL

Before Brutus® tenf, in the camp near Sardis.

rum. Enter Brutus, Lucilius, and Soldiers : Titinius and
Pindarus meeting them.

Bru, Stand, ho'!
Luc. Give the word, ho! and ftand,
Bru. What now, Lucilius? 1s Caffius near ¢
Luc. He 1s at hand ; and Pindarus is come
To do you falutation from his mafter.
Bru. He greets me well.—Your mafter, Pindarus,
2 In his own change, or by 11l officers,
Hath given me fome worthy caufe to wifh
Things done, undone : but, if he be at hand,
I {hall be fausfied.
Pin. 1 do not doubt,
But that my noble mafter will appear
Such as'he 15, full of regard, and honour,
Bru. He 1s not doubted.—A word, Lucilius ;—
How he receiv’d you, let me be refolv’d.
Luc. With courtefy, and with refpeét enough ;
But not *with fuch famibiar inftances,
Nor with fuch free and friendly conference,

As he hath us’d of old.
Bru. Thou haft deferib’d

A hot friend cooling : Ever note, Lucilius,

Y bay’d about }—{urrounded.

2 In bis owen change, or by ill officers,]—of condu®, or by the mif
management of his agents.—J/iz bis cavn charge.

* awith fuch familiar inflances]—{o familiarly.

When
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When love begins to ficken and decay,

It ufeth an enforced ceremony.

There are no tricks in plain and fimple faith

But hollow men, like horfes hot at hand,

Make gallant thew and promife of their mettle ;

But when they fhould endure the bloody fpur,

They fall their crefts, and, like deceitful jades,

Sink in the trial. Comes his army on ¢
Luc, ‘They mean this night in Sardis to be quarter’d ;

The greater part, the horfe in general,

Are come with Caffius. [ March within,
Bru. Hark, he 1s arriv’d :—

March gently on to meet him.

Enter Caffius and Soldiers,

Caf. Stand, ho!

Bru. Stand, ho! P Speak the word along,
Within. Stand.

Within, Stand.

Within. Stand.

Caf. Moft noble brother, you have done me wrong.
Bry. Judge me, you gods! Wrong I mine enemies:?
And, if not fo, how fhould I wrong a brother ?
Caf. Brutus, this fober form of yours hides wrongs;
And when you do theme—e—
Bru, Caflius, 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 ;

© Speak the word along.]—Give the word of command, or the watch-
word, from fentinel to fentinel.

c + L
griefs |—grievances,
P 2 Then
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Then 1n my tent, Caflius, enlarge your griefs,
And 1 will give you audience,
Caf. Pindarus,
Bid our commaznders lead their charges off
iirtle “rom this ground,
Bru. Lucilius, do you the like ; and let no man
Come to our tent, tll we have done our conference.
Let Lucius and Titinius guard our door. [ Exeunt.

SCENE IIL

The infide of Brutus’ tent,

Enter Brutus and Caffius.

Cef. That you have wrong’d me, doth appear 1n this:
You have condemn’d and noted Lucius Pella,
For taking bribes here of the Sardians;
Wherein, my letter, praying on his fide,
Becaufe I knew the man, was flighted of.
Bru. You wrong'd yourfelf, to write in fuch a cafe.
Caf. In fuch a time as this, 1t 1s not meet
That every ? nice offence fhould bear his comment.
Bra. Let me tell you, Caffius, you yourfelt
Are much condemn’d to have an 1tching palm ;
To fell and mart your offices for gold,
‘To undelervers.
Caf. 1 an 1tching palm ?
You know, that you are Brutus that {peak this,
Or, by the gods, this {peech were elfe your laft,

U nice offence fbould bear bis comment. }—trivial offence fhould be o

finiétly canvaffed.
¢« The letter was not aice.”’
ROM- ﬁHD JULI' An V- Si 2- Lﬂﬂl

Bra,
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Bru. The name of Caffius honours this corruption,
And chaftifement doth therefore hide his head.
Csf. Chaftifement! | ~
Bru. Remember March, the ides of March remember!
Did not great Julius bleed for juftice’ {ake ?
¢ What villain touch’d his body, that did ftab,
And not for juftice ? What, thall one of us,
That ftruck the foremoft man of all this world,
But for fupporting robbers; thall we now
Contaminate our fingers with bafe bribes ?

And fell the mighty fpace of our large honours,
For fo much tralh, as may be grafped thus ?-—
I had rather be a dog, and f bay the moon,
Than fuch 2 Roman.
Csf. Brutus, £ bait not me,
P’ll not endure it : you forget yourfelf,
bTo hedge me in; I am a foldier, I,
Older in prattice, abler than yourfelf o

1'To make conditions.

Bru. Go to; you * are not, Caffius.
Cof. 1 am,

Bru. 1 {ay, you are not.

Caf. Urge me no more, I fhall forget myfelf;
Have mind upon your health, tempt me no further,

Bru. Away, (light man !

Cqf. 1s’t poflible ?

¢ What villain)=—Which of us was fo much a villain—Did even the
meaneft of the band of patriots.

' bay the moon,}~~bark at it, as dogs are faid to dn, through envy of
its brightnefs. Cymsz. A. V. S.5. Pof.

J 5:1:: not m,]-—-—éﬂ not me.
B To hedge me in3)—To abridge my authority.
i Ta make conditions. ]——-Tﬂ dlfpﬂfe of offices; ; 10 rcgulate an army,

X gre not, Caffius, |=~You are not Gaffius~not yourlelf.

P 3 B t'#s
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Bri. Hear me, for I will {peak.
Mutt [ give way and room to your rath choler ?
Shall I be frighted, when a madman ftares ?
Caf. O ye gods! ye gods! Muft I endure all this ?
Bru. All this? ay, more: Fret, till your proud heart
break 3
Go, thew your flaves how cholerick you are,
And make your bondmen tremble. Muft I budge ?
Muft | obferve you? Muft I ftand and crouch
Under your tefty humour ¢ By the gods,
You thall digeft the venom of your {pleen,
Though it do {plit you: for, from this day forth,
I'll ufe you for my mirth, yea, for my laughter,
‘When you are waipith.
Caf. Is it come to this ¢
Bru. You f{ay, you are a better {foldier :
Let 1t appear {fo; make your vaunting true,
And it thall pleale me well : For mine own part,
I fhall be glad to learn of noble men,

Caf. Youwrong me ; every way you wrong me, Brutus;
I faid, an elder {oldier, not a better:

Did I fay better ?
Bru. If you did, I care not.
Caf. When Czfar hiv’d, he durft not thus have mov'd
me.
Bru. Peace, peace ; you durft not fo have tempted him.
Caf. 1 durlt not ?
Bru. No.

Caf. What ? durft not tempt him ?
Bru. For your life you durft not.

“Caf. Do not prefume too much upon my love,
i may do that I fhall be forry for.

Bru. You have done that you fhould be forry for.
There
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There is no terror, Caflius, in your threats ;
For I am arm’d {fo ftrong in honefty,
That they pafs by mé, as the idle wind,
Which I refpeét not. I did fend to you
For certain fums of gold, which you deny’d me ;—
For I can raife no money by vile means
By heaven, I had rather coin my heart,
And drop my blood for drachmas, than to wring
From the hard hands of peafants their vile trafh,
By any indirection. 1 did fend |
To you for gold to pay my legions,
Which you deny’d me : Was that done like Caffius ?
Should [ have anfwer’d Caius Caffius {o?
When Marcus Brutus grows fo covetous,
To lock fuch rafcal counters from his friends,
Be ready, gods, with all your thunderbolts,
Dafh him to pieces !
Caf. 1 deny’d you not,
Bra. You did.
Caf. 1 did not :—he was but a {ool,
That brought my anfwer back.—Brutus hath ! riv’d my
heart :
A friend fhould bear his friend’s infirmities,
But Brutus makes mine greater than they are.
Bru. 1 de not, ™ uill you practife them on me.
Cz/. You love me not.
Bru. Y do not like your faults,
Caf. A friendly eye could never {ee fuch faults.
Bru. A flatterer’s would not, though they do appear
As huge as high Olympus.

L ried) —{plit,
" till you pradtife them an me.]—=till, by your ill ufage, yoy force me

to remark them.
P4 Gl
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Caf. Come, Antony, and young Octavius, come,

Revenge yourfelves alone on Caffius, .
For Caffius is aweary of the world :
Hated by one he loves ; brav’d by his brother ;
Check’d like a bondman ; all his faults obferv’d,
Set 1n a note-book, learn’d, and conn’d by rote,
To caft into my teeth, O, 1 could weep
My {pirit from mine eyes |——There 1s my dagger,
And here my naked breaft ; within, a heart
Dearer than Plutus’ mine, richer than gold :
= If that thou be'ft a Roman, take it forth ;
I, that deny’d thee gold, will give my heart ;
Strike, as thou didft at Cafar; for, I know,
When thou didit hate him worft, thou lov’dft him better
Than ever thou lov’dft Caffius.
Bru. Sheath your dagger :
Be angry when you will, it fhall have {cope;
Do what you will, dithonour fhall be humour.
O Caffius, you are yoked with a lamb,
T hat carries anger, as the flint bears fire,
Who, much enforced, fhews a hafty fpark,
And ftraight is cold again.
Caf. Hath Cafiius liv'd
To be but mirth and laughter to his Brutus,
When grief, and blood dl-temper’d, vexeth him ¢
Bru. When I fpoke that, I was ill-temper’d too.

Caf. Do you confefs fo much ? Give me your hand,
- Bru. And my heart too,

Caf. O Brutus |—
Bru. What's the matter ¢

Caf. Have not you love enough to bear with me,

B If that thox be’f} a Roman,—one of the old ﬁam I adjure thee:
take out this heart, and thereby rid thy country of a fecund burthen.

V¥ hen
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When that rafh humour, which my mother gave me,

Makes me forgetful ?
Bry. Yes, Caffiusy and, from henceforth,

When you are over-earneft with your Brutus,
He'll think your mother chides, and leave you fo.
[ A noife withi.
Poet. {within.] Let me go in to fee the generals;
There is fome grudge between them, ’tis not meet
They be alone.
Luc. [within.] You fhall not come to them.
Poet, [within,] Nothing but death fhall ftay me.

Enter Poet.

Csf. How now? What’s the matter ?

Poet, For fhame, you generals : What do you mean 2
Love, and be friends, as two {fuch men fhould be;

For I have feen more years, I am fure, than ye.
Caf, Ha, ha; how vilely doth this cynic rhyme 1
' Bru. Get you hence, firrah ; faucy fellow, hence,

Caf. Bear with him, Brutus ; *tis his fathion.

Bru, Il know his humour when he knows his time
What fhould the wars do with thefe °jigging fools P~
PCompanion, hence.

Caf. Away, away, be gone. [ Exit Poet.

Enter Lucilius and Titinius,

Bry, Lucilius and Titinlus, bid the commanders
Prepare to lodge their companies to-night,

® jigping ﬁal; ?}=writers of fmall ludicrous pieces,
P Lompanion, hence, ]—Fellow, away.
g€ {CUTVY companion.’’

Hew, IV. P. 11 AVIL S. 4. Dol

Caf.
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Cef. And come yourfelves, and bring Meffala with you

Immediately to us. [ Exeunt Lucilins and Titinius,
Bru. Lucius, a bowl of wine.

Caf. 1 did not think you could have been {o angry,
Bru. O Caffius, 1 am fick of many griefs.
Caf, Of your philofophy you make no ule,
If you give place to accidental evils.
Bru. No man bears {forrow better :—Portia 1s dead.’
Caf. Ha! Portia?
Bru. She 1s dead.
Csf. How {cap’d 1 killing, when I crofs’d you fo =
O infupportable and touching lofs |—
Upon what ficknefs ?

- Bru. 11mpatient of my abfence ;
And grief, that young Otavius with Mark Antony
Have made themielves fo ftrong ;—for with her death
That udings came ;—with this fhe fell diftradt,
And, her attendants abfent, {wallow’d fire.
Caf. And dy'd fo?
Bru. Even {o.

Ca/. O ye immortal gods !

Enter Lucins, with wine and tapers.

r4. Speak no more of her. —Give me a bowl of
wine : —
In this I bury all unkindnefs, Caffius. [ Driigs.

Caf. My heart 15 thirfty for that noble pledge :—
Fill, Luctus, till the wine o’er-fwell the cup ;
I cannot drink too much of Brutus’ love.

Re-enter Titinius and Meffala,
Brz. Come 1, Titinws.—Welcome, good Meflala.~

 Impatien: ][—Upon impatience—and upon grief, &e.

Now




JULIUS CESAR 219

Now fit we clofe about this taper here,
And call in queftion our neceffities.
Caf. Portia! art thou gone?
Bru. No more, I pray you.—=—.
Meffala, I have here received letters,
That young Oétavius, and Mark Antony,
Come down upon us with a mighty power,
Bending their expedition tawards Philippi.
Mef. Myfelf have lerters of the felt-{fame tenour.
Bru. With what addition ¢
Mef. That by profcription, and bills of outlawry,
O&avius, Antony, and Lepidus,
Have put to death a hundred {enators.
Bra. Therein our letters do not well agree s
Mine fpeak of feventy fenators, that dy'd
By their profcriptions, Cicero being one.
Caf. Cicero one !
Mef. Cicero is dead,
And by that order of profcription.—
Had you your letters from your wife, my lord ?
Bry. No, Mefiala,
Mef. Nor nothing in your letters writ of her?
Bru. Nothing, Meffala.
Mef. That, methinks, is {trange.
Bru. Why afk you? Hear you aught of her in yours?
Mef. No, my lord.

Bry. Now, as you are a Roman, tell me true.

Mef. Then like a Roman bear the truth I tell :
For certain fhe 1s dead, and by ftrange manner.

Bru. Why, farewel, Portia.—~We muft die, Meffala :
With meditating that fhe muft die once,
I have the patience to endure it now,

Mef. Even fo great men great lofles fhould endure.

Caf.
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Caf. 1 have as much of this fin art as you,
But yet my nature could not bear it fo.
Bru. Well, to our work alive. What do you think
Of marching to Philippi prefently 2 |
Caf. 1 do not think 1t good.
Bru. Your reafon ?
Caf. This it 1s:
>T1s better, that the enemy feek us:
So fhall he wafte his means, weary his foldiers,
Doing himfelf offence ; whillt we, lying fill,
Are full of reft, defence, and nimblenefs.
Bru. Good reafons muft, of force, give place to better,
The people, 'twixt Philippi and this ground,
Do ftand but 1n a forc’d affection s
For they have grudg’d us contribution :
The enemy, marching along by them,
By them fhall make a fuller number up,
Come on refrefh’d, new-added, and encourag’d;
From which advantage fhall we cut him off,
If at Philipp1 we do face him there,
‘Thefe peaple at our back.

Caf. Hear me, good brother.
Bru. Under your pardon.—You muft note befide,

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

We, at the height, are ready to decline,
There 1s a tide in the affairs of men,

Which, taken at the flood, leads on to fortune ;
Omitted, all the voyage of their life
Is bound in thallows, and in miferies.

* in art]—in theory ; my philofophy teaches me the fame leffon of
patience.
On
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On fuch a full {fea are we now afloat ;

And we muft take the current when 1t ferves,
Or lofe our ventures,

Cqf. Then, with yaur will, go on; we will along
Ourfelves, and meet them at Philippi.

Bra. The deep of night is crept vpon our talk,
And nature muft obey neceffity ;
Which we will nigoard with a little reft.
There 1s no more to fay ¢

Caf. No more. Good night :
Early to-morrow will we rife, and hence.

Bru. Lucius, my gown. [Exit Luyc.]) Farewel, good
Meflala ;—

Good night, Titinius :~~Noble, noble Caffius,
Good night, and good repofe.

Caf. O my dear brother!
This was an 1ll beginning of the mght :

Never come fuch divifion ’tween our fouls |
Let 1t not, Brutus,

Bru, Every thing is well.

C4/. Good night, my lord.

Bru, Good night, good brother.

Tit. Mef. Good night, lord Brutus.

Bru, Farewel, every one, | Exeunt,

Re-enter Lucius, with the gown.

Give me the gown, Where is thy inftrument ?
Luc, Here in the tent.

Bru. What, thou fpeak'ft drowfily ?

Poor knave, I blame thee not ; thou art o’er-watch’d,
Call Claudius, and fome other of my men;

{1l have them fleep on cufhions in my tent,
Lue, Varro, and Claudius !

Enter
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Enter Varro and Cloudius.

Far. Calls my lord ?

Bru. 1 pray you, {irs, lie in my tent, and {leep;
It may be, I fhall raife you by and by
On bufinefs to my brother Caffius.

Var. So pleale you, we will {tand, and watch your
pleafure.

Bru, 1 will not have 1t {o: lie down, good firs ;
It may be, 1 fhall otherwife bethink me.
Look, Lucius, here’s the book 1 fought for fo ;
I put it in the pocket of my gown.

Lyc. 1 was fure your lordfhip did not give it me.

Bru. Bear with me, good boy, I am much forgetful.
Canft thou hold up tay heavy eyes awhile,

And touch thy inftrument a {train or two ?
Luc. Ay, my lord, an’t pleale you.
Bru, It does,'my boy : |
I trouble thee too much, but thou art willing.
Lye. It is my duty, fir.
Bru. 1 fhould not urge thy duty paft thy might;
I know, young bloods look for a time of reft.
Luc. 1 have {lept, my lord, already.

Bru. It was well done; and thou fhalt fleep again;
1 will not hold thee long: if 1 do live,
I will be good to thee. - [ Mufick, ond a_forg,
This is a fleepy tune :~—O murd’rous flumber !
Lay’ft thou thy leaden * mace upon my boy,
That plays thee mufic ?7—Gentle knave, good night;
I will not do thee fo much wrong to wake thee.—
If thou doft nod, thou break’ft thy inftrument ;

I'll take 1t from thee ; and, good boy, good night.

% macel—iceptre,
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Let me fee, let me fee ;=—Is not the leaf turn’d down,
Where I left reading? Here it is, T think.,

[ He fits down to. read.
Enter the Ghoft of Cefar.

How 1l this taper burns 1—Ha! who comes here ?
I think, it is the weaknefs of mine eyes,
That fhapes this monitrous apparition.
It comes upon me »=-Art thou any thing ?
Art thou fome god, fome angel, or fome devil,
That mak’ft my blood cold, and my hair to ftare
Speak to me, what thou art.
Ghoft. Thy evil fpint, Brutus,
Bry. Why com’ft thou ?
Ghoft, To tell thee, thou fhalt fee me at Philippi.
Bru, Well; then 1 fhall fee thee again ?
Ghoft. Ay, at Philippi. [ Exit Ghoft.
Bru, Why, I will {ee thee at Philippi then.—
Now I have taken heart, thou vanifheft :
il {pirity, I would hold more talk with thee.—
Boy! Luctus}—Varro! Claudius! Sirs, awake !—
Claudius !
Luc, The ftrings, my lord, are falfc.
Bry, He thinks, he ftill 1s at his inftrument, —
Lucius, awake,

Luc, My lord !
Bru. Didft thou dream, Lucius, that thou fo cry’dft
out ?

Luc. My lord, 1 do not know that I did cry.

Bru. Yes, that thou didft : Didft thou fee any thmﬂ"P
Lye. Nothing, my lord.

Bra. Sleep again, Luctus,—~Sirrah, Claudius !
Fellow thou ! awake;

Var,
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¥ar. My lord.

Clau., My lord.

Brz. Why did you fo ery out, firs, in your fleep ?

Both. Dhd we, my lord ?

Bru. Ay: Saw you any thing ?

Var. No, my lord, I faw nothing,

Clau. Nor I, my lord.

Bri. Go, and commend me to my brother Caffius;
Bid lum {et on his powers betimes before,
And we will follow. .

Botb. 1t {hall be done, my lord. [ Exeuns,

ACT V. SCENE L

Tbe Plains of Philippi.
Enter Qfiavius, Antony, and their Army.

Ofta. Now, Antony, our hopes are anfwered :
You {aid, the enemy would not come down,

But keep the hills and upper regions ;
It proves not {o: their ® battles are at hand ;

They mean to * warn us at Philippi here,
Anfwering before we do demand of them.

dnt. Tut, I am 1n their bofoms, and [ know
Wherefore they do it: they could be content
To vifit ocher places ; and come down
= With fearful bravery, thinking, by this face,
To faften in our thoughts that they have courage ;
But ’t1s not fo.

© battles|—‘orces. % aarn [—chailenge.
Y- With fearful oravery,]~Witha thew of courage, hiding a cowardly

heart.
Enler
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Enter a Meffenger.

Mef. Prepare you, generals :
The enemy comes on in gallant thew
Their bloody fign of battle is hung out,
And fomething to be done immediately.
Ant, Oftavius, lead your battle foftly on,
Upon the left hand of the even field. |
Ofa. Upon the right hand I, keep thou the left,
Ant. Why do you crofs me in this * exigent ?
Ofta. 71 do not crofs you ; but I will do fo. [ March,

Drum. Enter Bratus, Caffius, and their Army; Lutilius,
Titinius, Meflala, ¢,

Bry. They ftand, and would have parley.
Caf. Stand faff, Titinius: We muft out and talk.
Ofia. Mark Antony, fhall we give fign of battle 2
Ant. No, C&far, we will anfwer on their charge,
Make forth, the generals would have fome words,
Ofa, Stir not until the fignal.
Bru. Words before blows : Is it {o, countrymen ?
Ofta. Not that we love words better, as you do,
Bru, Good words are better than bad ftrokes, Ota-

V1S,
Ant. In your bad ftrokes, Brutus, you give good words s

Witnefs the hole you made in Cefar’s heart,
Crying, Long live! bail, Cefar!

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

¥ exigent ?l—-extremity.
T 1 do not crofs you 3 but I awill do fo.]—1 will not ; but mean 'to do as

you defire—I will not now ; but hereafter my fuperior genius wiil con-
trol yours,

* The pofture]=The quality.
YOL. V. Q. But
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But for your words, they rob the Hybla bees,
And leave them honeylefs.
Ant. Not {tinglefs too.
Bry. O, yes, and foundlefs too;
For you have ftol'n their buzzing, Antony,
And, very wilely, threat before you fting.
Ant. Villains; you did not {o, when your vile daggers
Hack’d one another.in the fides of Czfar:
You thew’d your teeth like apes, and fawn’d like hounds,
And bow’d like bondmen, kiffing Cefar’s feet
Whilft damned Cafca, like a cur, behind,
Struck Cefar on the neck. O you flatterers !
Caf. Flatterers!—Now, Brutus, thank yourfelf ;
This tongue had not offended {o to-day,
If Caffius might have rul’d.
Ofa. Come, come, the caufe: If arguing make us
fweat,
The proof of 1t will turn to redder drops.
Look, I draw a {word againft confpirators ;
When think you that the {word goes up again f—

Never, tll Czfar’s three and twenty wounds
Be well aveng’d ; or till another Caefar
Have added flaughter to the fword of traitors.

Bsu. Cefar, thou canit not die by traitors’ hands,
Unlefs thou bring’ft them with thee.
Oéia. So I hope ;

I was not born to die on Brutus’ fword.,
Bru. O, if thou wert the nobleft of thy ftrain,

Young man, thou could’ft not die more honourable.
Caf. A peevifh {chool-boy, worthlefs of fuch honour,

Join’d with a mafker and a reveller,
Ant, Old Caffius ftill !

2 the caufe : ]~let us decide the canfs,
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Ofs. Come, Antony; away.—
Defiance, traitors, hurl we 1n your teeth -
If you dare fight to-day, corhe to the ficld;
If not, when you have ftomachs.
[ Exeunt Oflavius, dutony and ériny.

Caf. Why now, blow, wind ; fwell, billow; and fwim,
bark !

The ftorm is up, and all 1s oh the hazard.,
Brs, Ho, Lucilius ; hark, a word with you.

[ Lucilius and Meffala fland forth.

Lue. My loxd. [ Bratus [peaks apart to Lacilins,
Csaf. Meflala.

Mef. What fays my general
Cof. Meflala,

This is my birth-day ; as this very day
Was Caffius born. Give me thy hand, Meflala :
Be thou my witnefs, that; againft my will,
As Pompey was, am I compell'd to fet
Upon one battle all our liberties.
You know, that I held Epicurus {trong,
And his opinion: now I change my mindy
And partly credit things that do prefage.
Coming from Sardis, on our ® former enfign
Two m]ghty eagles fell ; and there they perch’d;
Gorfrlno- and fcedmg ﬂ‘Om our fOldICI'S hﬂﬂdﬁ ,
Who to Philippt here conforted us:
This morning are they fled away, and gone;
And, in their fteads, do ravens, crows, and kites;
Fly o’er our heads, and downward look on us,
As we were fickly prey; their fhadows feemn
A canopy moft fatal, under which
Our army lies, ready to give up the ghoft,

Mef. Believe not fo.

b farmer]——ﬁrmeﬂ.
| Q. 2 Cef.



228 JULIUS CESAR:

Caf. 1 but believe 1t partly;

For I am frefh of {pirit, and refolv’d
To meet all perils very conftantly.

Bru. Even fo, Luciljus.

Caf. Now, moft noble Brutus,

The gods to-day ftand friendly ; that we may,
Lovers, 1n peace, lead on our days to age !
But fince the affairs of men reft ftll uncertain,
Let's reafon with the worft that may befal.

If we do lofe this.battle, then is this

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

Bru. Even by the rule of that philofophy,
By which I did blame Cato for the death
Which he did give him{felf ;—I know not how,
But I do find it cowardly and wile,

For fear of what might fall, {o ©to prevent
The time of life :—arming myfelf with patience,

¢ To ftay the providence of {ome high powers,
That govern us below.

Caf. Then, if we lofe this battle,
You are contented to be led in triumph
Thorough the fireets of Rome ?
Bru. No, Caffius, no : think not, thou noble Roman,
That ever Brutus will go bound to Rome:
He bears too great a mind,  But this fame day
Muft end that work, the ides of March begun ;
And whether we fhall meet again, I know not.
Therefore our everlafting farewel take :—
For ever, and for ever, farewel, Caffius !
If we do mect again, why we fhall {mile ;
If not, why then this parting was well made.
© i prevent the time of I{ﬁ' :]-—to haften the period, {horten the

courfe of 1t.—9 bz term of 1{)‘}.

$ To floy the providence}~=T10 await the difpofal. Cﬂf
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Cof. ¥ ot ever, and for ever, farewel, Brutus |
If we do meet again, we’ll fmile indeed ;
If not, ’tis true, this parting was well made.
Bru. Why then, lead on.—O, that a man might know
The end of this day’s bufinefs, ere it come !
But it fufficeth, that the day will end,
And then the end 1s known.—Come, ho! away! [ Exennt.

SCENE IL

Alarum.  Enter Brutus and Meffala.

Bru. Ride, ride, Meffala, ride, and give ¢ thefe bills
Unto the legions on the other fide: [ Loud alarm,
Let thern fet on at once ; for I perceive
But cold demeanour in O&tavius® wing,

And fudden pufh gives them the overthrow.

Ride, ride, Meflala; let them all come down, [ Exeunt,

SCLENE IIL

Alarum.  Enter Caflius and Titinius,

(af. O, look, Titinius, look, the villains fiy !
Mylfelf have to mine own turn’d enemy :
This enfign here of mine was turning back ;
I flew the coward, and did take it from him.

7it. O Caffius, Brutus gave the word too early :
Who, having fome advantage on O&avius,
Took it too eagerly ; his foldiers fell to fpoil,
Whilft we by Antony are all enclos'd,

Enter Pindarus.

in, Fly further off, my lord, fly further off;

© thefe bills]—containing frefh directions.

Q.3 Mark



230  JULIUS CASAR.

Mark Antony is in your tents, my Jord :
Fly therefore, noble Caflius, fly far off.
Cef. This hll 1s far enough. Look, look, Titinius;
Are thofe my tents, where I perceive the fire ?
Tit. They are, my lord.
Caf. Titinius, 1if thou lov’ft me,
Mount thou my horfe, and hide thy fpurs in him,
T1ll he have brought thee up to yonder troops,
And here again ; that I may reft affur’d,
‘Whether yon troops are friend or enemy.
Tit. I will be here again, even with a thought.  [Ex,
Csf. Go, Pindarus, get higher on the hill ;
My fight was ever thick ; regard Titinus,
And tell me what thou not’ft about the field.—
| Exit Pindarus,
This day 1 breathed firft: time is come round,
And, where I did begin, there thall I end ;
My life 1s run his compafs.—Sirrah, what news ?
Pind. [above.] O my lord !
Caf. What news ?
Pind. Thtinus is enclofed round about
With horfemen, that make to him on the {pur ;—
Yet he fpurs on.—Now they are almoft on him; now,
Titinus ' —Now {fome ’hght :~—0, he ’lights too :—
He’s ta’en ;—and, hark, they fhout for joy. { Shout,
Caf. Come down, behold no more.—
O, coward that [ am, to live fo long,

To {ee my beft friend ta’en before my face!

Re-enter Pindarus.

Come hither, firrah:

In Parthia did 1 take thee prifoner;

And then 1 {wore thee, faving of thy life?
That what{oever I did bid thee do,

Thou fhould’ft attempt it; Come now, keep thine oath;
Now



JULIUS CZESAR. 231

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

That ran through Ceefar’s bowels, fearch this bofom,

Stand not to anfwer : Here, take thou the hilts;

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

Guide thou the fword.—Cz=far, thou art reveng’d,

Even with the {word that kil’d thee. I Dies.
Pin. So, I am free; yet would not {o have been,

Durft 1 have done my will. O Caflius !
Far from this country Pindarus fhall run,

Where never Roman fhall take note of him. L Exit.

Re-enter Titinius, with Meffala.

Mef. It is but change, Titinius ; for Octavius
Is overthrown by noble Brutus’ power,
As Caffius’ legions are by Antony.
Tit, Thefe tidings will well comfort Caffius,
Mef. Where did you leave him?
Tit, All difconfolate,
With Pindarus his bondman, on this hiil.
Mg/, Ts not that he, that lies upon the ground ?
7it. He lies not like the living, O my heart !
Mef. Is not that he ?
Tiz. No, this was he, Meflala,
But Caffius is no more. O fetting fun !
As in thy red rays thou doft fink to night,
So 1n his red blood Caffius’ day s fet;
The {fun of Rome is fet! Our day 1s gone;
Clouds, dews, and dangers come ; our deeds are donz !
Miftruft of my fuccefs hath done this deed.
' Mf/l Miftyuft of good fuccefs hath done this deed.
O hateful error, melancholy’s child!
Why doft thou thew to the apt thoughts of men
The things that are not? O error, foon conceiv’d,

Q4 Thou
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Thou never com’ft unto a happy birth,
But kill'ft the mother that engender’d thee.
Ti¢ What, Pindarus ! Where art thou, Pindarus?
Mef. Seek him, Tminws; whilit I go to meet
The nob:e Brutus, thrufting this report
Into his ears: I may fay, thrufting 1t ;
For piercing fteel, and darts envenomed,
Shall be as welcome to the ears of Brutus,
As tidings of this fight.
7:f. Hie you, Meflala,
And I wil! feek for Pindarus the while. [ Exit Mef.
Why didft thou fend me forth, brave Caffius ?
Did [ not meet thy friends? and did not they
Put on my brows this wreath of vitory,
And bid me give it thee? Didft thou not hear their
thouts ? |
Alas, thou haft mifconftrued every thing.

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

Will do his bidding.—Brutus, come apace,

And fee how I regarded Caius Caffius.—

By your leave, gods :—This 1s 2 Roman’s part

Come, Caffius’ fword, and find Titinius’ heart. [ Dies,

Alerum,  Enter Brutus, Meffala, young Cato, Strato, Vo-
lumnius, and Lucilius.

Bry. Where, where, Meffala, doth his body lie ¢
Mg, Lo, yonder; and Titinius mourning it
Bris. Titinius’ face 1s upward.
Care. He 1s flain.
Brii. O Julius Cfar, thou art mighty yet!
Thy * pirit walks abroad, and turns our {words
In ou r own proper entrals, | Low alaryims
Cato,



JULIUS CESAR. 233

Cato. Brave Titinius !~

Look whe'r he have not crown’d dead Caffius!
Bru. Are yet two Romans living fuch as thefe ?—
{ Thou laft of all the Romans, fare thee well !
It is impofiible, that ever Rome
Should breed thy fellow,—Friends, I owe more tears
To this dead man, than you fhall fee me pay.—
[ fhall find time, Caffius, I thall find time.—
Come, therefore, and to Thaffos fend his body;
His funeral fhall not be in our camp,
Lett it difcomfort us.—Lucilius, come ;o
And come, young Cato; let us to the field.—
Labeo, and Flavius, fet our battles on :——
“Tis three o’clock ; and, Romans, yet ere night
We fhall try fortune in a fecond fight. [ Exeunt.

SCENE 1IV.
Another Part of the Field,

Alarum.  Enter Brutus, Cato, Luciliss, and others.

Bru. Yet, countrymen, O, yet, hold up your heads!
Cate. What baftard doth not? Who will go with me ?
I will proclaim my name about the field :—
I'am the fon of Marcus Cato, ho!
A foe to tyrants, and my country’s friend s
} am the fon of Marcus Carto, ho!

Enter Soldiers, and fight,
Bre. And I am Brutus, Marcus Brutus, I;

>

Brutus, my country’s friend ; know me for Brutus. [ Exit.
Lu¢, O young and noble Cato, art thou down ?

f Tbﬂ& ]—T}M. 1
.Why,
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Why, now thou dy’ft as bravely as Titinius;
And may’ft be honour’d ® being Cate’s fon.
1 Sold. Yield, or thou dieft.
Lue. *Only I yield to die:
There 1s fo much, that thou let kill me ftraight ;
|Offering money.
Kill Brutus, and be honour'd 1n his death.
1 Seld. We muft not.—A noble prifoner !
2 Sold. Room, ho! Tell Antony, Brutus 1s ta’en.
1 Sold. I'll tell the news.—Here comes the general:—

Enter Antony,

Brutus is ta’en, Brutus 1s ta’en, my lord.
Ant. Where 1s he ¢
Lue. Sate, Antony; Brutus is fafe enough :
I dare affure thee, that no enemy
Shall ever take alive the noble Brutus:
The gods defend him from fo great a fhame !
When you do find him, or alive, or dead,
He will be found like Brutus, like himf{elf.
Aut, This is not Brutus, friend ; but, I affure you,
A prize no lefs in worth : keep this man fafe,
Give hum all kindnefs : I had rather have,
Such men my friends, than enemies. Go on,
And fee whe'r Brutus be alive, or dead :
And bring us word, unto Oltavius’ tent,
Haw every thing 1s chanc’d, [ Exeunt.

 being Catd’s fon. ]—having approv’d thyfelf worthy of fuch a fire,
' Oz ’p I yield to diz :J—Qn this fole condition, that I may die.
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{

SCENE V.
Another Part of the Field.

Enter Bratus, Dardanius, Clitus, Strato, and Velumnius,

Bru. Come, poor remains of friends, reft on this rock,
C/i. Statilius fhew’d the torch-hght ; but, my lord,
He came not back ; he 1s or ta’en, or {lain.
Bru. Sit thee down, Chtus: Slaying 1s the word ;
It is a deed 1n fathion. Hark thee, Clitus.— [#hifpering.
Cli, What, I, my lord ? No, not for all the world.
Bru, Peace then, no words.
Cli, Pl rather kill myfelt.
Bru. Hark thee, Dardanius !
Dar. Shall I do fuch a deed ?
Cli. O, Dardanius !
Dar. O, Clitus!
C/i, What ill requeft did Brutus make to thee ?
Dar. To kill him, Clitus : Look, he meditates.
Cli, Now is that noble veffel full of grief,
That 1t runs over even at his eyes.
Bry. Come hither, good Volumnius ; hft a word.
Vol. What fays my lord ?
Eru. Why, this, Volumnius:
The ghoft of Cxfar hath appear’d to me
Two feveral times by night : at Sardis, once

And, this laft night, here in Philippt’ fields.
I know, my hour is come.
Vol. Not {fo, my lord.
Bry. Nay, I am fure 1t is, Volumnius.
Thou fee’ft the world, Volumnius, how it goes;
Our enemies have beat us to the pit: [ Alarum.
It
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It is more worthy, to leap in ourfelves,
Than tarry till they puth us. Good Volumnius,
Thou know’ft, that we two went to ichool together ;
Even for that our love of old, | pray thee,
Hold thou my {word-hilts, whilft [ run on it.
Vol. 1hat’s not an office for a friend, my lord.
[ Alarum fisll,
Cli. Fly, fly, my lord; there 1s no tarrying here.
Bry. Farewel to you;—and you;—and you, Volum-
nius,—
Strato, thou haft been all this while afleep ;
Farewel to thee too, Strato. Countrymen,
My heart doth joy, that yet, in all my life,
1 found no man, but he was true to me.,
I fhall have glory by this lofing day,
More than Oétavius, and Mark Antony,
By this vile conqueft {hall attain unto.
So, fare you well at once ; for Brutus’ tongue
Hath almoft ended his life’s hiftory :
Night hangs upon mine eyes; my bones would reft,
That have but labour’d to attain this hour.
[ dlarum. Cry within, Fly, fly, fly.
Cli, Fly, my lord, fily. [ Exeunt Clitus, Dar. and V4.
Bru. Hence; I will follow.
I priythee, Strato, ftay thou by thy lord :
Thou art a fellow of a good refpett ;
Thy life hath had fome fmack of honour in it:
Hold then my fword, and turn away thy face,
While I do run uponit. Wil thou, Strato ?
Stra. Give me your hand firft : Fare you well, my Jord.
Bru. Farewel, good Strato.—Cefar, now be fhll ;
I k1d’d not thee with half {o good a will.
[ He runs on bis fword, and dies.

Alarusie
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‘Alarum. Retreat. Enter Offavius, Autony, Meffala, Ly~
cilius, and the army.

O&4. What man is that ?

Mef. My mafter’s man.—Strato, where is thy malter ¢
Stra. Free from the bondage you are in, Meflala ;
The conquerors can but make a fire of him:
For Brutus only overcame himfelf,
And no man elfe hath honour by his death.
Luc. So Brutus fhould be found.—1I thank thee, Brutus,
That thou haft prov’d Lucilius’ faying true.
Ofa. All that ferv’d Brutus, I will entertain them.
Fellow, wilt thou beftow thy timc with me ¢
Stra. Ay, if Meflala will prefer me to you,
04, Do fo, good Mefiala.
Mef. How died my mafter, Strato s
Stra. 1 held the fword, and he did run on it.
Mef. O&avius, then take him to follow thee,
That did the lateft {ervice to my matter.
Ant. This was the nobleft Roman of them all :
All the confpirators, {fave only he,
Did that they did in envy of great Cefar
He, only, in a general honeft thought,
And common good to all, made one of them,
His life was gentle ; and the elements
So mix’d in him, that nature might {tand up,
And fay to all the world, This was a man!
Offa. According to his virtue let us ufe him,
With all refpe@, and rites of burial.
Within my tent his bones to-night thall lie,
Moft like a foldier, order'd honoﬁrably.-——-
So, call the field to reft: and let’s away,
To part the glories of this happy day. [ Excunt.



