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YULIUS CAESAR

4

ACT L SCENE L
SCENULE Rome.

Enter Flavias, Murellus, and certain Com-
moiers cver the Slage.

FLAVIUS.

"NCE; Home vou idle Creatures, gat
you home; : .
Is thisa Holy-day § What know vou not,
LZ semg Mechanical, you ought notto wajk
WP\ Upon a labouring Day, without the Sign
=% Of your Profeflion? Speak, what Trade

art thou ?

Car, Why Sir, a Carpenter.

Mu». Where is thy Leather Apron, and thy Rule?
What doft thou with thy belt Apparel on?
You Sir, what T'rade are you?

Cob. Truly Sir, in refpe& of a fine Workman I am
but as you would fay, a Cobler, |

Mur. But what Trade art thou? anfwer me diredtly,

Csb. A Trade, Sir, that I hope I may ufe with a fafe
Conlcience, which is indeed, Sir, a mender of bad Soals,

Flav, What Trade, thou Krave? thou naughty Knave,
what T'rade ?

'Cob, Nay, I befeech you, Sir, be not out with me; yet
if you be out, Str, I can mend you.

Myr, What mean'ft thou by that! Mend me, thou
izacy Fellow ! |

Cob,
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Cob. Why, Sir, Cobble you. |

Flay. Thou art 2 Cobler, art thou ?

Cob. Truly Sir, allthat I live by, is the Awl: I med-
dle with no Tradelman’s Matters, nor Woman’s Matters;
but withal, I am indeed, Sir, 2 Surgeon te old Shooes ;
when they are in great Danger, I recover them. As pro-

per Men asevertrodupon Neats-Leather, have gone upon
my handy-work.

Flzv. But wherefore artnot in thy Shop to Day ?
Why doft thou lead thefe Men about the Streets ?

Cs6. Truly Sir, to wear cut their Shooes, to ‘get my
felf into more work. But indeed Sir, we make Holy-day
tofee Cz/ar, and torejoice in his Triumph.,

Alur. Wherefore rejoice ! —— What Conquelt brings
he home?

What Tr:butaries follow lam to Rome.
"T'o grace in Captive Bonds his Chariot Wheels ?
¥ ou Blocks, you Stones, you worfe then fenlefs Things
O you hard rlearts! You creel Men of Rome!
aew vou rot Pempey # many a time and oft
Have you ciimb'd up to Walls and Battlements,
To Towers and Windows, yea to Chimney tops,
Your Infants in your Arms, and there havefate
'The Live-long Day with patient ExpeQation,
‘To{ee great Pompey pals the Streets of Rome 2
Ard waen you faw his Chariot but appear, -
Lave you not made an Univerfal Shout,
That Tyber trembled underneath his Banks
‘To hear the Replication of your Sounds,
Made 1n his Concave Shores ?
And do ycu now puton your beft Attire ? -
Arnd do you now cull out an Holy-day ?
And do you now ftrew Flowers in his way,
That comes in Trniumph over Poupey’s Blood ?
Be gone =
Rugot?: your Houfes, fall upon your Knees,
Pray to the Gods, to intermit the Plague,
'That needs mufl Iight on this Ingratstude.

Flaw. Gogo, good Counirymen, and for thiz Fault
Aflemble zil the poor Menof your {ort,
Draw them to 7342 Bank, and weep your Tears
Inte the Charnel, ‘uil che lowell Strean

Do



JurLivs CEsAR. "

Do kifs the moft exalted Shoresof all.[ Exeunt Commonerss

See where their bafeft Mettle be not mov'd,

They vanith tongue-ty’d in their Guiltinefs.

Go you down that way towards the Capitol,

T hlS way will I ; Difroble the Images,

If youdo find them deck'd with Ceremonies.

Mur. May we do fo?
V'ou khow it is the Feaft of Lupercal.

Flav. It 1s no matter, let no Images
Be hung with Cz/ar’s Trophies ; I'll about,
And driveaway the Vulgarirom the Streets ;

So do you too, where you perceive them thick.

t'hele growing Feathers pluckt from Cz/ar’s Wing,

Will make him Ry or ordinary Pitch,

Who elfe would foar above the view of Men,

And keep us all in fervile Fearfulnefs, [Excunt.

Enter Celar, Autooy for the Courfe, Calphurnia, Portia,
Decius, Cicero, Bratus, Caffius, Cafka, a S20th /a)fn
( f!er thems I\Iule It and Flavius,

f:/ C:z!r‘é:z: na.
{.‘%ﬁ%. Fcazc ho, Cfar fpeaks.
Cef. Calpburnia,
Calp. Here my Lord. .
Cz/. Stand you direétly In dntonio’s way, -

When he doth run his Courfe, amm Antama.
Ant. Cefar my Lord.

Cz/. Forget not in your fpeed, Autam,

To touch Calpburnia; for our Elders fay,

The Barren touched in this holy Chafe,

Shake oft their fteril Courle.

Ant. 1 fhall remember.

When Cez/far fays, Do this ; it is perform'd.
Cafar. Set on, and leave no Ceremony out. |
Sooth. Cefar.

Cz/ Ha! whocalls ?

Cajt. Bid every Noife be ftill; Peace yet again,
Cz/. Who i1s 1t in the Prefs that calls on me;
[ hear a Tongue, fhriller than all the Mufick,
Cry, C(f/ar Speak; Cz/far isturn'd to hear,
Saotp. Beware the Ides of March.
Cef. What Man is-that ?
Bru. A Sooth-faver bids you beware the Ides of Marclv

Cz/.
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L/ Set him before me, Jet me fee his Face,
Cas Fellow; come from the Throng, look upon Ce/ar,
Czf. What fay’it thou to me now ? Speak once again
Sezth, Beveare the Ides of March, |
Caz/. He ica Dreamer, let us leave him ; Pafs.
* | Exeunt. Manent Brutus and Caffiu
Ca/. Wil yon go fee the order of the Courfe ? )
Bru, Not 1, )
Ca/f. 1 prav-you do.
Era. 1 am not Gamelom ; I do lack fome parg
Of that quick Spirit that is in Arrony ;
Let me not hinder, Caffius, your Defires ;
i’il leave you. -
Ca/. Brutas, I do obferve you now of latg;
I have not from your Eyves that Gentlenefs
. And fthew of Love, as I was wont to have ;
. You bear too flubborn, and tco flrange 2 Hand
Over your Friends, that love you.
Bru Cafias,
Be not decev'd : If I have vell'd my Look,
I turn the Troable of my Countenance
Aleerly upon my felf. Vexed I am
Q7 late, with Paflions of fome Difference,
Conceptions only proper tomy {elf,
VWhrich give fome Soil, perhaps, to my Behaviour :
Rat let not therefore my good Friends be griev'd,
Among which Number Caffas be you one,
INor confirue any further my Negledt,
'T'han that poor Brutus, with himfelf at War,
Forgets the fhews of Love to other Men.
>/ Then Brutus, I have much miftook your Paflion,
Bv Meanswhereof, this Breaft of mine hath buried
Thoughts of great Value, worthy Cogitations.
'Tell me good Brautus, can you iee your Face?
, Bru. No, Caffius ; for the Eye fees not it felf,
But by Refletion, by fome cther things,
Cq/_‘ *T'1s jllﬂ'
And it is very much lamented, Bratus,
That you have no fuch Mirrors, as will tura
Your hidden worthinels into your Eye,
That you might fee your Shadow. I have heard
Where many of the beft Kefpect in Roe,
_ Except
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Except immortal Czfar, fpeaking of Brutus,
And groaning underneath this Age’s Ycak,
Have wifh’d that noble Brutus had his Eyes.
Bru. Tnto what Dangers would you lead me, Caffus ?
That yo would have me feek into my felf,
For that which is not in me?
Caf. Therefore; good Brutus, be prepar'd to hear :
And fince you know you cannot fee your felf
So well as by Refletion; I, your Glafs,
Will modeftly dilcover to your felf
~ That of your {elf, which yet you know not of.
- And be not jeaious of me, gentle Brutus ;
Were 1 a common Laugher, or did ufe
To flale with ordinary Oaths my Love
To every new Proteftor; if you know
That I do fawn on Men, and hug them hard,
And after fcandal them ; or if you know,
That 1 profels my fel: in Banqueting
To all the Rout, then hold me dangerous.
[ Floursyfp and Shout,
Bru. What means this Shouting ? I do fear, the People
Chule Cz/ar for their King.
Caf. Ay, do you fear it ? ,_ -
Then muft I think you would not have it fo.
Bru. I would not, Cafrus; yet 1 love him well :
But wherefore do you hold me here {o Jong ?
What 1s 1t, that you would impart to me
If it be ought toward the genzral Good,
Set Honour in one Eye, aud Deachi’th’ other,
And I will leok on both indifferently:
ror let the Gods fo fpeed me, as I love
The name of Honour, more than I fear Death,
Caf. 1 know that Virtue to be in you, Brutus.
As well as-I do know your outward Favour ;
Well, Honour' is the {ubje& of my Story :
I cannot tell, what you and o:her Men
Think of this Lite; but for my fingle felf,
I had as lief not be, as live tobe
Inawe of fuch a Thing as I my feif.
I was born free as Cefar, fo were you,
We bo:h have fed as well, and we can both -
Endure the Winter's cold, as weli as ke
A Eo;
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For once, upon a raw and gufiv Day,
T'he tronbled yber chafing with his Shores,
C.zjar ays to me, Dar'tt thou Caffus now
Leap in with me into thisangry Fload,
And {wim to yonder Point } Upon the word,
Accouired as I was, I plunged in,
And bad him foliow ; fo indeed he did.
"T'he Torrent roar'd, and we did buffet it
Vith luty Sinews, throwing i afide,
And flemming it with Hearts of Controverfy.
But e’er we could arrive the Point propos'd,
Cefar cry’d, Heip me Caffius, or T {ink.
1, as Zueas, our great Anceflor,
1d irem the Fiames of Tray, upon his Shoulder
1'he old Anchifes bear, fo, from the Waves of Tyber
Did I thetired Cefar : And this Man
Is now become a God, and Caffus is
A wretched Creature, and muft bend his Boedy,
1f Cefar carelefly bu: 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 fhake :.’Tis true, this God did fhake,
His coward Lips did from their Colour fly,
And that fame Eye, whofe bend doth awe the Woild,
1id lofe his Lufire; I did hear him groan -
Ay, aund that Tongue of his that bad the Romans
nlark lim, and write his Speeches in their Books
Aas!it cry'd e—— Give ﬁe fome drink, T7271i 15 mm——
Asa fick Girl.  Ye Gods, it doth amaze me,
A Man of fuch a feeble Temper fhould
o get the Start of the majelick World, .-
And bezr the Palm alone. [Stout, Flourif
Bru. Another general Shout? *
I co telieve, that thele Applaufes are
Fer fome new Henours that are heap’d on Cz/ar.
. Caf. Why Man, he doth beftride the narrqw Werld
1.ike a Colgffus, and we petty Men
Walk ender his huge Legs, and peep about
1 o £nd our {elves, difhonourable Graves.
ivien at Jome times are Mafers of their Fates
‘Tte }aul:, dear Brutus, 1s not in our Stars,
tut in ow {elves, that we are Underlings,

Bruiw
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Brutus and Cefar. What fhould bein that Cafar ?
Why fhould that Name be founded more than yours 2
Write them together ; .yours is as fair a Name

Sound them, it doth become the Mouth as well ;
Weigh them, it is as heavy ; Conjure with “em,

Brutus will ftart a Spirit a Spirit as foon as Gz/ar.
Now in the Names of all the Gods at once.

Upon what Meat doth this our Ce/ar teed,

That he is grown fo great ! Age, thou art fham'’d;
Rome, thou hait loft the bréed 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 incompaft -but 6ne Man? -
Now is it Reme indeed, and Room enough

When there is in 1t but one only Man.

O ! you and I have heard our Fathers fay,

There was a Brutus once, that would have brook’d
Th' eternal Devil to keep his State in Rome,

As eafily as a King. .

Bra. That you do love me, I am nothing jealous ;
What you-would worke to, I have foine aim ;.
How I have thought of this, and of thefe times
[ thall recount hereafter : For this prefent, |
| would not fo (with Love I might intreat you)

Be any farther mov’d. What you have faid,

[ will confider ; what you have to fay,

I will with Patience hear, and find a time

But meet to hear, and anfwer fuch high Things.
'T'ill then, my noble Friend, chew upon this;
Brutus had rather be a Villager,

Than to repute himfelf a Son of Rome

Under fueh hard Conditions, as this Time
Islike to lay upon us. |

(af I am glad that my weak Words
Have firuck but thius much thew of Fire from Brutus.

Enter Cxlar and bis Train,

Bru. The Games are done, and Ce/ar Is returning,

CafAsthey pals by, pluck Caftz by the Sleeve,
And he will, after his fowre Fathion, tell you
What hath proceeded worthy Noteto day.

Bru, 1 will do fo : But look you, Caffius,

The
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i'he angry Spot ‘doth glow on Ce/ar’s Brow,
And all the reft look like a chidden Train;
Calpourria’s Cheek is pale, and Cicero

Looks with fuch Ferret, and fuch fiery Eyes
As we have feen him in the Capitol,

Being croft with Conterence in fome Senators,

Caf. Casta will tell us what the Matter is.
Cef. Antono.

Ant. C{/Ezr.

Cz/" Let me have Men ahout me that are Fat,
Sieek headed Men, and fuch as fleep a-Nights:
icnd Caffus has a lean and hungry Look,

e thinks too much ; fuch Men are dangerous.

At Fear him not, C#/ar, Tie’s not dangerous,
He 1 2 noble Reman, and well given.

Cz/. Would he were fatter; but I fear him not -
Ye: if my Name were liable to Fear,

1 do rot know the Man I fhould avoid,
So foon as-that fpare Caffus. He reads much,
re 1s a great Obferver, and he looks
Quiie tarough the Deeds of Men. He loves no Playe,
As thou doft, Antomy; he hears no Mufick :
veldom ke fmiles, and fmiles in fuch a fort
As if he mock’d-himfelf, and feorn'd his Spirit
That conid be mov'd to {mile at any thing.
Such Men as he be never at Hearts Eafe,
" Whilft they behold a greater than themfelves,
And therefore are they very dangerous.
I rather teli thee what is to be fear’d,
‘I"pan what I fear; for always Iam Czfar.
Come on my right Hand, for this Ear is deaf,
And tell me wruly what thou think’ft of him.
| [ Exeunt Cfar and his Train.

Cask. You puli'd me by the Cloak, would you fpesk
with me? -

Bru. Ay Casia, tel: us what hath chancd to Day,
'} hat Crzfnr ]DO_kS {fo {ad. ’

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

Bra, 1 fhould not then ack Castqa what had chanc'd.

Ca:k. Why, theie was a Crown offer'd him ,b and

eing
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hoing offered him, he put it by with the back of his
Hand, thus, and then the Peop'e fell a Shouung

Bry What was the {econd ’\}’m e o5 !

Cask. Why, tor 1hat too.

Caf. They fthoated thrice: what was the Jaft Cry for?

Cask. Why, for that too.

Bru. Was the Crown offer'd him thrice ?

Casé. Ay morry was't, and he put it by thrice, every
time gentler than ‘other ; and at every putting by, mine
honelt Neighbours thouted.

Caf. Who oiter'd him the Crown?

Cask. Why, Antony.

Bru, Tell us the manner of it, gentle Casta.

Cast. I can as well be hang’d as tell the manner of
it : It was meer Foolery, I did not mark it. I faw Maré
Auton J offer him a Crown, yet ’twas not a Crown nei-
ther, *twas one of the’e Coronets; and, as I told you,
he put it by once; but for all that, to my thinking, he
would fain have had it. Then he offered it to him again :
then he put it by again ; but to my thinking, he was
very loth tolay his Fingersoff it; and then he oftered it the
third time; he put it-the third time by ; and ftill as
he refus’d it, the Rabblement houted, and- clapp’d
their chopt Hands, and threw up their {weaty Night-caps,
and uttered fucha deal of flinking Breath, becau%e Ce/ar
refus'd the Crown, that had it almoﬁ choaked Cz/far ;
for he {wooned, and fell down at it: and for mine own
put, 1 durft not laugh, for fear of opening my Lips and
recewving the bad Air.

Caf. But foft I pray you ; what did Ce/ar fwoon?

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

Bru. *Tis very like, he hath the Falling-Sicknels,

Caf. No, Cefar hath it not; bat you and I,

And honelt Caska ; we have the Falling- Sicknefs.

Cast. I know not what you mean by that; but I am
fure Czfar fell down; if the tag-rag People did not clap
~ him, and hifs him, according as m plcafed and dii-
p‘eafed them as they ufe to do the Players in the Thea-
tre, I am no truve Man.

Bru. What f{aid he, when he cam¢ unto himfeil?

Cash,
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Cask. Marry, before he fell down, when he perceiv'd
the common Herd was glad -he refus’d the Crown, he
pluckt me ope his Doublet, and offered them his Throat
to cut; and I had been 2 Man of any Oecupation, if |
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 defired their Worfhips to think it
was his Infirmity. Three or four Wenches where |
ftood, cryed, Alas, good Scul-----and forgave him wich
all their. Hearts ; But ther'es no heed to be taken of them;
if Cz/ar "had flabb’d their Mothers, they. would have
done uo lels.

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

Cask. Ay.

Cz/. Did Cicers {ay any thing ?

Cask. Av, he {poke Greet. -

Cz/. To what effet ?

Cask. Nay, and I tell you that, I'll ne’er look you i'th’
Face again. But thofe that underftood him, fmil'd at one
another, and fhook their Heads; but for mipe own part
it was Greet to me. I could tell you more News too:
Murellus and Flavius, for pulling Scarfs of Cez/ar’s Ima-
ges, are put to Silence. Fare you well, "There was ore
Koolery yet, if I could remember. 1.

Caf. Will you fup with me to Night, Caséa ?

Cast. No, Iam promis'd forth.

Caf. Wil you dine with me to Morrow ?

Cask. Ay, if I bealive, and your Mind hold, and your
Dinner be worth the eating.

Caf. Gocod, 1 will expeét yeu.

Cask, Do fo: farewel both. fExit,

Brz. What a bjunt Fellow 1s this grown to be ?

He was quick Mettle, when he went to School,

Caf. Sois he now, in Execution
Of any bold or ngble Enterprize.
However he puts on this tarday Form :
‘This Rudenefs is 2 Sawce t0 hiz good Wit,
Which gives Men flomach to digeft his Words
With better Appetites. . '

Bru. Andfo it is: For this time I will leave you.

To morrow, if you pleafe fo fpeak with me,
I will
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1 will come home to you; or if you wall,
" Come home to me, and 1 will wait for you.
Ca/ 1 will do fo: ’till then think of the World.
" [Exit Brutus.
Well Bratus, thou art Noble: Yet I fee
Thy honourable Mettle may be wrought
Trom that ’tis difpofed, therefore ’tis meet
That noble Minds keep ever with their likes .
For who fo firm, that canngt be feduc'd ?
(#far doth bear me hard, but he loves Brutus.
If T were Brutus now, and he were Caflius,
He thould not humour me. I will this Night,
In {everal Hands, in at his Windows throw,
As if they came from feveral Citizens,
\Writings, all tending to the great Opinion
That Rome ho'ds of his Name: Wherein obfcurely
Cafzr's Ambition fhall be glanced at.
And after this, et Cefar {eat him fure,

For we will fhake him, or worfe days endure. [Exi2,
Thunder and Lightning, Enter Caska, bis Sword
drawn, and Cicero,

Cie. Good Even, Caska ; brought you Cz/ar home?
Why are you breathlefs, and why ftare you fo?
Cask. Are not you mov'd, when all the {way of Earth
Shakes, like a thing unfirm? O Cicero !
I have feen Tempeits, when the {fcolding Winds
Have riv’d the knotty Oaks, and I have feen
Th' ambitious Ocean fwell, and rage, and foam,
T'o be exalted with the threatning Clouds;
But never ’till to Night, never 'till now,
Did I go through a Tempeift dropping Fire,
Rither their is a Civil.Strife in Heav'n,
Or elfe the World, too faucy with the Gods,
Incenfes them to fend Deftruction.
Cic, Why, faw you ‘any thing more wonderful ?
Cask. A common Slave, 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, 1 ha’ not fince put up my Sword,
Againft the Capitol I meta Lion,
Who glar'd upon me, and went furly by,
‘ With-
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\Witncut annoying me. And there vrere drawn
Upon a heap, ahundred gaftly Women,
‘Transformed with their Fear, who {wore, they faw
Men, allin fire, walk upand down the Streets.
And yefterday, the Bird of Nigh:did fit,
Even at Noan-day, upon the Marker place,
Houting and fhrieking. When thefe Pmd...glcs
Do fo ccn_}o nily meet, “let not Men fay,
Thefe are their Reafons, they are Natural ;
For I believe, they zre portenteus things
Unto the Cl:mate that they point upon.
Cic. Indeed, it is a ftrange difpofed time :
But Men may mn&rue things after their Fathion,
Ciean from the purpole of the things themlelve:.
Comes Cz/ar to the Capiial to morrow ?
Cazsz. He doth : For he did bid Antonis
Send word to you, he wouid be there to morrow.
Cic. Good Night then, Caska; this difturbed Sky
Is not te walk in.
Ca/z. Farewel, Cicero. [ Exit, Cicero.
_ En_rfr Caflius,
Caf. Who's there?
Cﬂ:é A Rﬂmﬂﬂ -
Caf. Caska, by your Yaice.
Cash. Your Ear is good Caffus, what Night is this?
Cz/. ‘A very pleafing Night to honelt Men.
Cast. Who ever knew the Heav'ns menace fo?
Ca/. Thofe that have known the Earth fo full of Fauits.
For mv par: I have walk’d about the Streets,
Submitting me unto the perillous Night ;
And thus unbraced. Casfa, as you fee,
Have bar'd my Bofom to the Thunder-fione ;
And when the crofs blue Lightning {cem’d to open
'The Breaft of Heav'n, 1 did prefent my ’elt,
Lvenin the aim and very flafh of 1it.
Ca /% Butwherefore did you fo much tempt theHeav'ns ?
It is the [sa t of Men to fear and tremble,
When the moft mighty Geds, by tokens, fend
Such drradful Herads to aftonifh us.
Ca/. You areduil, Cafta - and thofe fparks of Life

T hat fheu'd be ina Ra man, you do want,

Or elfe you ufe 0ot ; Youlook pa'e, and gize,
Ard
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And pat on fear, and caft yourfelf in wonder,
To fee the ftrange impatience of the Heav'ns :
Put if you would confider the true Caufe,

Why all thefe Fires, why ali thefe gliding Ghofts,
Why Birds and Beails, from quality and kind,
Why old Men, Fools, and Children calcuiate;
Why all thefe things change from their Ordimance,
Their Natures, and pre-formed Faculties,

To monftrous quality ; why, you fhall find,

That Heav’n hath infus’d them with thefe Spirits,
To make them inftruments of fear and warning,
Unto fome monftrous State.

Now could 1, Cafta, nameto thee a Man,

Molt like this dreadful Night,

T'hat Thunders, Lightens, opens Graves, and roars,
As doth the Lion inthe Capitol ;

A Man no mightier than thy felf, or me,

In perfonal Aétion ; yet prodigious grovin,

And feartul, asthefe ftrange Eruptions ar?.

Cajt *Tis Cefar that you mean; is it not, Cafius ¥

Ca/. Let itbe who it 1s : For Romans now
Have Thewes and Limbs liké to their Ancellors ;
Dat woe-the while, our Fathers Minds are dead,

And we are govern'd with our Mother Spirits,
Ou: Yoke and Sufferance fhew us womanith:

Ca/f:. Indeed, they fay, the Senators, to morrow
Mcan to elablthh Czfa- a5 & Ring:

And he fhall wear his Crown by Sea, and Land,
In every Place, fave here in Italy. ‘

Ca/ 1 know where I will were this Dagger then ;
Caffius from Bondage will deliver Caffius.
Therein, ye Gods, you make the weak moft ftrong ;
Therenn, ve Gods, you Tyrants do defeat:
~or {tony Tower, nor Walls of beaten Brafls,
Nor aitlefs Dungeon, nor ftrong Links of Iron,
Can be re:entive to the firength of Spirit
But Life, bemng weary of thefe werldly Bars,

Never lacks Power to difmifs 1t felf,

It T know this, know all the World befides s

That part of Tyrannv, that I do bear,

: can fhake oft at pleafuse.

Cal.



18 JurLivs Ca&sar.

Cask. So can 1.
So every Bondman in his own Hand bears
The Power to cancel his Captivity.
Caf. And why fhould Cefar be a Tyrant then?
Peor Man, I know he would not be 2 Wolf,
But that he fees the Romans are but-Sheep ;
He were no Lion, where not Roma»s Hinds.
Thofe that with hafte will make a mighty Fire,
Begin it with weak Straws. What trath is Rome?
What Rubbifh, and what Offal? when it ferves
For the bafe Matter, to illuminate
So vile a thing as Cefzr. But, oh Grief'!
Where haft thou led me ? I perhaps fpeak this
Eefore a willing Bondman: Then I know
My Anfwer muft be made. But I am arm’d,
Ard Dangers are to me indifferent.
Cast. You fpeak to Casta, and to fuch a Man,
That 15 no fleaisng Tell fale. Hod, my Hand :
Be fattious for redrefs of all thefe Griefs,
sind I will fer this Foot of mine as far,
. s who goes fartheft.
Cask. ‘There’s a Barglin made.
Now know you, Casta, I have mov'd already
Some certain of the nobleft-minded Remans.
Tc undergo, with me, an Enterprize,
Of honourable dangercus Confequence :
And I s kaow, Uy this they flay for me
In Pomgey's Porch ; for now this fearful Night, °
T here is no ftir, or walking in the Streets,
And the Complexion of the Elemeént
Is Feav'rcus, like the Work we have 1n hand,
Moft bloody, fiery, and motft terrible.
Enter Cinna.
Cask. Stand clofe a while, for here comiesone in hate.
Ca/. °Tis Cirza, I know him by his Gate,
He is a Friend. Cinna, where hafie you fo?
Cin. To find out you : Who's that, Merellus Cimber
Caf. No, it is Caska, one incorporate -
Te our Attempts. Am I not flaid for, Cimma?
Ciz. I am glad con't. What a fearful Night is this!
There’s two or tiree of us hive feen ftrange Sights.
Ca/ Am I no: ftaid for? tell me, - C
' i
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Cin. Yes, you are, _ _
0 Caffius! 1f you could but win the noble Bratus .

I'0 out Partyeeme |
Caf. Be you content. Good Cixna take this Paper,

And look you lay it in the Pretors Chair,
\Where Brutus may but find it; ard throw this
in at his Wind; fet this up with Wax
Upon old Brutus Statue : All this done,
Repair to Pompey's Porch, where you ihall find us.
s Decius Brutus, and Trebonius there ?
Cin. All, but Metellus Cimber, and he's gone
I'0 feck you at your Houfe. Well, I will hie,
And fo beftow thefe Papers as you bad me.
Cz/. ‘That done, repair to Pompey’s Theatre, [ Ex. Cin,
Come Casta, you and I will, yet e’er Day,
See Bratus at his Houfe; three parts of him
Js ours already, and the Men entire,
Upon the next Encounter, yields him ours,
Cask. O, he’ fits high in all the Peoples Hearts:
And that which would appear Oftence 1n us,
His Countenance, like richeft Alchymy,
\Will change to Virtue and to Worthinefs.
Ca/. Him, and his Worth, and our great need of him,
You have right well conceited; let us go,
For it is after Midnight, and €'er Day,
We will awake him, and be fure of him. [Exeunt.

VA TATATATARATAVARATATARY!
ACT I. SCENE 1.
SCENE A Garden.

Euter Brutus, ,

HAT Lucius! ho!e—
[ cannot, by the Progrefs of the Stars,
Give guefs how near to. Daye——-Lucius, 1 fay !
I would it were my faul: to fleep fo foundly,
When, Lucius, when ! awake, I fay! what Lucins!
| FEnter
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Enter Lucius, .

Lac, Call'd you, my Lord ?.

Bra. Get me 3 Taper in my Study Lucius :
When it 15 lighted, come and ll me here..

Luxe. 1 wil, my Lord. [ Fe

Bra. It muft be by his Death : And for my parr,
I know no perfonal Caufe to fpmin at him,
Bst for the general. He would be crown’d---
How that might change his Nature, there’s the Quefticr.
It ic the bright Day that brings forth the Adder,
And that craves wary Walking : Crown him ---that. - .
And then I gran: we put a Sring in him, -
Thatat Lt will-he may do danger with,
Thavu’e of Greatnefs, 13, when 1t difjoins
Remerie from Power: and to {yeak truth of Crefar,
I kave not known, when his:Affections {wased,
nore than his Realon. But *:i; 2 ccmmon Proof,
'I'hat Lowhnefs is young Ambition s [.adder,
Vhereto the Climber upward wras his Fuce;
But wiien he once attains the upmolt Round,

Ie then unto the Ladder mirns his Fack,
Looks in tae Clouds, fcorning the bafe: Degrees

. By which he did aivend : So C.efer may :

‘I'hen, leit he may, prevent ; and fince the Quarrel
W] bea- no colour, for the thing he is,

~Falbion it thus ; that what he is augmented. .

Wou'd ran to thefe, and thefe Extremities :

. Ard therefore think him asa Serpent’s Egg,

Which hatch'd, would, as kind, grow miichievous,
And kiil him in the Shell.
.- Enter Lucius. ..
Luzc, The Taper burneth in your Clofet, Sir :
Searching the Window for a Flint, I found
‘This Paper, thus feal'd up, ard I am {ure,
It did not lie there, when I went to Bed.
‘ [Gives bim the Leiter.
Bru. Get you to Bed again, it is not Day :
Is not to Morrow, Boy, the firft of March. -
Lu:, 1 know noi, Sir. |
Bru. Look in the Xalender, and bring me word,
Luc, T wil}, Sir, [ Exit.
Ery. Fhe Lxhalatons, whizzing in the Afr,
Give
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(ive {o much lighi; that I may read-by them.
. [Obrm the Letter and reads

N-uts, 0ok /Zﬁ?p !i', awake, and fee thy yfelf:
sha!l Rome,-- /}?m{' [firtke, redrefs,
Biatus £002 //ﬂx*p 7: ..-i’w.,a.{'e“ PSR
Such Initigations have been ofien drﬁpt
Where 1 have took them ap: ..
Shall Rome---T hus mul I 1ece 1t aut.
b'n’[ Rome fland under one '\hn s awe ! What Rome ?
Ay Auceltors did from the Streets of Rome

The Tarquin drive, when. he was ¢:i'd a King.

Speak, flrike, redrefi---Am I entreated _
o fpeak, and fhrike ¥ O Rome, I male thee pmmzfe,
If the redrefs will follow, thou. recew’i{ -
Thy full Petition at the Hand .of Dratus.
Euter Lucma

Luc. Sir, March iswafted fifieen Days. [ Knock avithin.

Bra. "Tis good. Go to the Gate, fcmebody knocks -
Since Caffens firlt did whet me againit C&’ﬁ:} ,
[ have not ilept..
Ketween the aétinz of a dI‘EIdﬁll thmg,
find the firlt motion, all the Interim is
[ikke a Phantaima, or a hideocus Dream :
The Genius, and the mortal Intruments,
Are then 1n Counci}; and the State of Man,
Like to a little Kingdom, fuffers then,
The nature of an Infurre&ion.

Enter Lucws.

Luc. Sir, 'us your Brothe: Caffius at the Door,
Who doth defire to {ee you.

Bri. Is he alone?

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

bhf Do ycu know them.?

.z No, Sir, their Hats are pluckt about thetr Ears,
nnd ha!f their iaces buried in their Cloaths,
That by no means I may difcover them,
By any mark of Favour.

Bru. Let them enter. [Exit Lucigs.
They are the Faltien. O Confpi piracy ! |
‘nam'it thou to fhew thy dang’rous Prow by Night,

When Fyils are meit free? 0O then , by fay :
Wihere
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Where wilt thou find a Cavern dark enough,
To mask thy monftrous Vifage ? Seck none, Confpiracy,
Hide it with Smiles and Affability :
For if thou path thy native Semblance on,
Not Erebus itfelf were dim enongh,
To hide thee from Prevention.
Enter Caflius, Caska, Decius, Cinna, Metellus a»d
T'rebonius.
Caf. Lthink we aretoo bold upon your Reft;
Good Morrow, Brutus, do wetrouble you?
Bru. I have been up this hour, awake all Night :
Know I thefe Men, that come along with you 2 [4fide.
Caf. Yes, every Man of them ; and no afan here
But honours you : And every onedoth wifh,
You had but that Opinion of your feli,
Which every noble Roman bears of you,
This is Trebonius,
Bru. He is welcome hither.
Ca/. This Decius Bratus.
Bru. He is welcome too.
Cz/. This, Cafka; this, Cinra
And this Metellus Cimber.
Bru. They are all welcome.
What watchful Cares do interpofe themfelves,
Betwixt your Eyes and Night ?

Cz/. Shall I intreata word ? [They evhifper
D:c. Hereliesthe Eaft: Doth not the Day break here ¢
Caft, No.

Cin. O pardon, Sir, it doth, and yon grey Lines,
That fre: the Clouds, are Meflengers of Day.

Ca/t. You fhall confefs that you are both deceiv’d :
Here as I point my Sword, the Sun arifes,
Which isa great way growing on the South,
Weighing the youthful Seafon of the Year.
Some two Months hence, up higher toward the North.
He firft prefents his fire, and the high Eaft
Stands as the Capitol, direltly here.

Bru. Give me your Hands all over, one by ene.

Caf And let us fwearour Refelution,

Brz. No, not an Oath : 1f not the Yace of Men,
The Sufferance of our Souls, the Time's abufe,

If thefe be Motives weak, break oft beumes, At
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" And ev'ry Man hence, to his idle Bed :
~ Solet high-fighted “T'yranny range on,

'[iil each Man drop by Lottery. But if thefe,
As I am fure they do, bear Fire enough

«0 kindle Cowards, and to fleel with Valour

The melting Spirits of Women ; then, Countrymen,
What need we any {pur, but our own Caufe

To prick us to redrels? What other Bond,
Than fecret Romans, that have fpoke the word,
And will notpalter?- And what other Oath,
Than Honefty to Honefty engag'd,

That this fhall be, or we will fall for 1t

Swear Priefts, and Cowards, and Men cautelous,
Old feeble Carrions, and fuch fuftering Souls

That welcome wrongs: Unto bad Caules, fvear
Such Creatures as Men doubt ; but do not ftain
The even Virtue of our Enterprize,
Nor th’ infupprefiive Mettle of our Spirits,
To think, that or our Caufe, or our Performance,
Did need an Qath, when every drop of Blood
That every Roman bears, and nobly bears,
Is guilty of a feveral Baftardy,
If he doth break the fmalleft Particle
Of any promife, that hath paft from him,

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

Cask. Let 95 not leave him out.

Cin. No, by no means.

Met. O let us have him, for his Silver Hairs
Will purchafe us a good Opinion,
And buy Mens Voices, to commend our Deeds :
It thall be faid, his Judgment rul’d our Hands ;
Qur Youths, and Wildnefs, fhall no whit appear,
But all be buried in bis Gravity.

Brz. 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 ont.

Cast, Indeed he is not fit.

Dec. Shall no Man elfe be touched, but only Cz/far?
Ca/. Decius, well urg'd; I think it is not meet,
Mark Antony, fo well belov'd of Cefar,

Sheuld
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Stonld out-live Czfar ;: we thall find of him

A fhrewd Contriver.  And you know, his means,
If he mprove them, may-weli firetch {o far,

As to annoy us a2ll; which o prevent,

Let Adntoz and Cg/lar fall together,

Bry. Cur Courfe wiil feem too bloady, Caius Caffus,
To cutthe Head oit, and then hack the Limbs; -
I.ike wrath m Death, and envy afterwards
For .i':zf;?g}‘-‘ 15 b'ﬁt d Lin‘:b of Crfjkr. -
Lets be Sacrificers, but not Butchers, Cafrus
We ail fand spagainit the Spirit of C(ﬁ;ar,.

And 1n the qp it of Men, there is no Bluad :

O that we then .could come by Cea/ar’s Spirits,
And na: difmember Cefar ! bat, alas!
Czar muit bleed forite  And, gentle Friends,
Let’t kil him bo'dly, bat not wrathfully ;°
Ler’s carve him. s a-Difh f:t for the Gods,

Not hew him.as a Caikals fit for Hounds ;

And let our Eearts, as {ubtle Mailers do,

Stir up their Servantﬁ to an aft of Raga/

And afier feem to chzde them. This fhall make
Our purpo’e neceilary, and not enyieus '
Which {o appearirng to the commen E cs,

Ve fhaii be call'd Pureers, not Murdesers,

And for diark Autery. think nat of hiny;

For he can de no more than Cezfar's Arm,

When C;Eft??" Head is Gﬁ'. ,

Ca/EE'If*arhlm, , o
For in the ‘ngralied Love he bears to C. elar — .

Brz. Alas, good Caffius, do not think of: him
If he love’ C.z!ar, all that he can co
Is to himtelf, take thought, and die forCefar.

And that were much he fheuld; for e is giv'n
To Sports, to Wildnels, and much Company. -

Treb. Theres no fear mn him ;: let him; ROt dic,.
ForLe wiil live, and faugh-at this | herea._ter. {Clackdirie.”

Bre. Peace, count the Clock. . . ., -

Caf The Clock ha:h ftricken thiee.

Treb. "Tis time to part,

Caf. Batitis dcabiful vet,

Whether Cafar wili com: fartn to T‘at or N0

H . *on
- - Ada LI [ . - "
{ -

Cler
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For he is {uperdtiticus -grown of late,

Quite from the maix Opinion he held once,

Of Phantafie, of Dieams, and Ceremonies :

It may be, thefe apparent Prodigies,

The unaccuftom’d terror of tlus Night,

And the perfuafion of his Augurers,

May hold him from.the Caprtol to Day.
Dec. Never fear that; if he be {o refolv'd,

I can o'er-fway him; for he loves io hear,

That Unicorns mav be betray’d by . Trees,

And Bears with Glafles, Elepaants with Holes,

Lions with Toils, and Nen with Flatterers.

But when [ tell him, he hates Flatterers,

He fays, he does, heing then moft: flatter'd.

Let me work - — -

For I can give his Hutnour the true bent;

And T wi'l bring him to the Capitol.
Caf, Nay, we will all of us there to fetch him.
Bru. By the eighth hour, is that the uttermott?
Cin. Be that the nttermoft, and fail not then.
Met. Caius Ligarius doth bear Cefar hatred,

Who rated him tor {peaking well of Pompe; 3

{ wonder none of veu have thought en him.
Bree, Now good Bleteflus go along by him :

He loves me well ; and [ have given him Realons,

Send him but hither. and I'll fathion him.

Ca/ T he Morning coraes upon’s ; we'll leave you Bratus,
Aud Friends difperfe vourfelves ; butall :emember,
What you have faid, and fthew yousfeives true Romans.

Eru. Good Gentlemen, look frefh and mernly,
Let got-our Looizs put on our Purpoles,
Eut bear it as our Roman A&ors do,
With untir'd Spirits, and formal Conftancy ;
And {u good Morrow 0 vouevery one. . Excunt,

Nlayent Brutus,
Bov ! Lucins? falt afleep? It is no matter,
tnjoy they Honey-heavy-dew of Slumber ;
Uhou hait no Figures, nor Phantaties,
Which bufie Cace draws in the Brains of Men ;
tnerefore thou dleep'it fo found.

B Enty.
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Enter Portia. -

Por. Brutus, my Lord !

Bry. Pertia,what meanyou ? Whereforerife you now?
It is not for your Health thus to commit
Vour weal Condition to the raw cold Morning.

Por. Nor for vours neither. You've ungently, Brautus,

Stole from my Bed: And yefternight at Supper

You fuddenly arofe, and walk’d about,

Mufimg, and fighing, with your Arms a-crofs :

And when I afk’d you what the matter was,

Yoo ftar'd upon me with ungentle Looks.

I urg’'d you further, then you f{cratch’d your Head,

And too impatiently ftamp’d with your Foot ;

Yet I infilted, vet you anfwer'd not,

But with an angry wafture of your Hand,

Gave fign for me to leave you: So I did,

Fearing to firengthen that Impatience,

Which feem’d too much inkindled ; and withal,

Fioping it wasbutan efrect of Humour,

Which fometime hath his Hour with every Man.

T+ will not let you eat, nor talk, nor fleep:

nd could it work fo much upon your Shape,

4s it hath much prevail'd on. your Condition,

1 thould not know you, Bratus. Dear, my Lord,

Aake me acquainted with your caufe of Grief,
Bry. Iam not well in Health, and that 1s all,
Por. Brutus is wife, and were he not in Health,

He would embrace the means to COme by it.
Brz. Why fol do: Goed Portia, g0 1O Bed.
P,r. Is Brutzs fick? And is it Phyfical

To walk unbraced, and fuck up the Humours

Of the damp Morning? What 1s Bratus fick?

And wiil he fteal out of his wholfom Bed,

“T'o dare the vile Contagion of the Night ?

And tempt the Rheumy and unpurged Atr,

To add unto his Sicknefls ? No, my Brutus,

Vou have fome fick Offence within vour Mind,

“hich, by the Right and Virive of my Place,

I ougnt to know of: and upon my krees,

I charm you, by my once commended Beauty,

By ail your Vows of Love. and that great Vow, -

Which did incorporae and make u: one, -
_ : I
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That you unfold to me, yourfelf, yourhalf; |
Why you are heavy, and what Men, to'Night,
Have had refort to you; for heré have been’ ' * °
Some fix or feven, who did hide their Faces
Even from darknefs. | e
Bru. Kfeel not) gentle: Portia. ' © '
Por. 1 fhu“llgl not ne?d,f-if- you' ' were gentle Bruzus, -
Within the Bond -of Marriage, -tell me, Brasus,
Is it excepted, I fhould know no Secrets
That appertain to you? Am 1 yourfelf,
But as it were in fort, or Limitation? S
To keep with you at Meal:, Comfort your' Bed,
Aud talk to you foretimes? Dwell I but in'tie Subuibs
Of your good Pleafure ? If it be no more,: -
Portiz is Brutus’ Harlot, not 'his Wife. =
Brx. You are my true and honourable Wife,
As dear to me, as are the ruddy drops
That vifit my fad Heart.
Por. If this were true, then fhould I know this Secret.
[ grant I am a .Woman ; but withal, ’
A Woman that Lord Bratus took to Wife: -
I grant I am a Woman, bat withal,
A Woman 'well reputed : Cats’s Daughter. -
'Think you, I am no-ftronger than my Sex,
Being fo father'd, and fo husbanced?
Tell me your Councils, I will not difclofe them -
1 have made firong proof of my Conftancy,
(ziving myfelf a voluntary Wound
Here, in the Thigh; can I bear that with patience,
And not my Husband’s Secrets? |
Bru. O ve (sods!!
Render me worthy of this nole Wife. [Kuck,
ark, hark, one knecks: Portia goin 2 while,
Aud, by and hy, thy Bofont jhall pertake
The Secrets of my Ideart, .
All my Engagements I will conftrue to thes,
All the CharaGtery of my fad Brows:
J.cave me with halte, [ Ex, Porta,
Enter Lucins and Ligarius, |
Lucins, who's that knocks? .
Luc. Flere 1s a fick Man that would fpeals with vou,
. Bra.,
Iz

1
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Brz. Cains Ligarius, that Metellus fpake.of.

Boy, fland afide. Casus Ligarius! how?
Ca:i. Vouchfafe good Morrow from a feeble Tougue
Bru. O what a ume-have you chofe out, brave Caixs

To wear a Kerchief: Would you were not fick.
Cai. I am unot fick, iff Bruzus ha}ée_iq_}-‘nd

Any Exploit worthy the name of Honour.:
Brz. Such-an Exploit have I in hand®izarius,

Had you an healthfol Far to hear of it. |
Cai. By all the Gads the Romans bow before,

I here difcard my Sicknefs. Soul of Kome, =

Brave Son, deriv’d from honourable Loins, -

Thou like an Exoraft, hath conjus'd vp

My mortified Spirit.  Now bid me run,

And I will firive with thingsimpotible,

Yet get the better of them, Whatsto do?
Bru. A piece of work, that will make fick Men whele.
Ca:. But are not fome whele that we muft make fick ?
Bru. That muft we alfo. What it is, my Caius,

I fhall unfold to thee, as we are going,

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

Ard with a Heart new fir'd, I follow- you,

To do I know not what : But it fufficeth

That Bratus leads me cn. {Thunder

. Bry, Follow me then, © (Exeunt,

SCENE II. Cezfar’s Palace.
Thunder and Lignininz. Enter Julius Cofar in bis Night-

(onvi, -
Ces. Nor Heave, n@ Earth, have been at Peace to-
Night;
Thrice hath Ca.pizrnia in her Sieép cry'd out 2
Help, ho; they murder Cafer. Wio's within 2
Enter a Sciuart.
Ser. hl}' Lord. -
Cas. Go, bid the Priefts do prewent Sacrifice,
And bring me their Opinions ot Succels.
Ser. I will my Lord. ‘ [Eaxxe.
Enter Calphuima.
Cal What mean you, Cx/ar 7 I'hink vou o,walk ﬁ;{lh r
ou
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Yoy (hall not flir out of ‘your Houfe to Day.

Ces. Cafar fhall forth ; the things that threatned me,
Ne'er lookt but en my BIC]{ When they fhall fee
The Face of ‘Cefar, they are vanifhed.

" Cal. Cofar 1 netier"ltood on Ceremonies,

Yet now they - fright mF There s -one within,-
Befides the.things that we-have heard and feen, -
Recounts moft horrid fights feen by the Warch.

A Lionefs hath witelp'd in the Streets,

And Graves have yawn'd and yielded up their dead ;
Fierce hery, Warriors fight upen the Clouds,

In Ranks and Squadrons, and right form of War,
- Which drizz'ed ‘Blood upon the Capitol :

The noife 'of - ‘Battle _hurried in the Air,

{Horles did acigh, aud dying Men did groan,

And Ghofls dld fhriek and fqueal 1baur the Streeta.
O Cefar! thefe thmgs are beyond all ule;

And I do fear them. . - -

Ces. What can be avo:ded
Whofe end is’ purpos’d by the mighry Gods ?

Yet Cz/ar fhall go forth; For thefe Predu':'hnns
Are 1o the World 1a general as'to Czfar. - _

Cal. When Beggars die, there aré'no Comets{feen; -
The Heav'ns themfelves blaze forth thie death'of Princes,

Ces. Cowards die many times-before their:Deaths, -
.The Valiant never tafte of Death but ‘once:

Of all the Wondess that I yet Lave heard,
It feems to me moft ftrange that Men fhould fear,
Seeing that Death, a neceflary end
Will come, when it will come. o
. Euter a Ser ‘vm*ﬁ'
What {ay the Aogarers?. - -

Ser. They-would not have you: ta Ihr forth to Day,
Plucking the Entrails of an Offering forth,

They could not find 2 Heart within the Beaft.

(at.rr The Geids do this in thame of Cowardife »

Cefar. thould be a-Beaft without a Heart, -
If he thould ftay.at home:to Day . for: fear: -
No, Ce/gr:fhall' not; Danger knows full well, -
That Cie/ar.1s-more dangerous than he. -

We heard two Lions litter'd in cne: Day,

B3.  And
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And T the elder and more terrible ;
Anc Cefar ihall go forth.
{sl. Alas, my Lord,
Yoar Wifdom 1s confum’d in Confidence -
Tz not go forth to Days call 1t my. Pear,
'f'-a- kesps you in the Houfe,and not your.own.
v ¢ jend Mark Anteny to the Senate-Houle,
+.~- he will fay. you are not-well to Day:
i:: me uron my. Knee, prevailin this.
«.of. Mark dntony fhall fay I am not well,
Ard or thy Humour, I will ftay at home,
Enter Decius.
YHere's Decius Brz;fza;, he fhall tell them.fo. :
Dec. Cefar, all hail! Good-Morrow, worthy Cafar,
I come to fetch you to the Senate-Houfe.
Cz/. And you are come in very happy time,
To bear my Greeting to the Senatars, - :
And tell them that I will not come to Day :
Cannot is falfe, and that I dare not, falfe;
I will not come to Day ; tell them fo, Dectus.
Cal Sayheisfick. - . .
Ce/. Shall Cefar fend a Lie? .. - i,
Have I in Conqueft . ftretcht mine-Arm {o far,
-To be afraid to tell Grey-beards the Truth?
" Decius, gotell them Cefar will not come.
Dzc. Molt mighty Cefar, let me know fome Caule,
Teit T be laugh'd at when I tell them fo.
Czf. The Caufe is in my Will, I will not come ;
"That is enough ;o fatishe the Senate.
RBat for your private Satisfaétion,
Becaufe Ilove you, I wiil let yon know,
Calphurnia Lere, my Wife fays me at home:
She dreamt laft Night fhe faw my Statwe, . |
V/hich like 2 Fountain, with an hundred Spouts,
Did run pure Blood; and many lafty Romans
Came fmiling, and did bathe their Hands in 1t :
And thefe does fhe apply, for Warnings and Portents,
And Evils imminent ; and on her Knee
Hath begg'd that I will itay at home to Day,
Dec. ‘This Dream is all amifs interpreted, -
Tt was a Vifion fair.and fortunate:
Your Statue fpouting Blood in many Pipes,



Jurivs Czmsar., 9

In which fo many {miling Romans bath'd,
Signifies that from you great Rome fhall fuck
Reviving Blood, and thas great Men fhall pref
For Tinctures, Stains, Relicks, and Cognifance.
This, by Calphurnia’s Dream s {ignified.
Cz/. And this way bhave you well expounded it.
Dec. 1 have, when you have heard what I can fav ;.
And know it now, the Senate have concludad
To give this Day a Crown to mighty Ca/ar.
If you fhall fend them Word you will not come,
Their minds may chauge. Befides it were a mock
Apt to be rendered, for fome one to fay,
Eicak up the Senate ’till another time,
When Cayar's Wife fhall meet with better Dreams
W Cafar hide himielf, fhall they not whiper,
Le, Cafar is alraid! *
Pardon me, Cafar, for my dear dear Love,
To your Proceeding, bids me tell you this:
And Reafon to my Love is liable,
Ce/. How foolith doyour Fearsfeem now Calphurnin
I am'athamed I did yield to them.
Give me my Robe, for I will go.
Enter Brutus, Ligarius, Metellus, Caska, Trebonius,
Cinna, and Publius.
And look were' Publius is come to- fetch me.
Pyb. Good-morrow; Cez/ar.
Ceaf. Welcome, Publius.
What Brutus, are you ftirr'd fo early too ?
Good-morrow, Cafba : Cains Ligarius,
Cafar was ne'er fo much your Enemy,
As that fame Ague which hath made you lean,
What is't a Clock ?
Bru. Cefar, 'tis firucken eight.
Ce/. I thank you for your Pains and Courtelic,
: Eunter .- Antony.
See Antony, that revelslong a nights,
Is notwithftanding up. Good-morrow, Auforp.
Ant. So to moft nOble'CcEfar.
Czf. Bid them prepare within :
I 'am to blame to be thus waited for.
Now Cinna; now Metellus; what, Tribonius ?
1 have an Hour’s talk in ftore for you, . *
B. .il-_l KE-

.
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R emember that you cali on me to Day,
Be near me that I mav remember. you.
Treb. Cezfar, I will; and fonear will Tbe, [dri.
‘That vour beft Friends fhall wifh I had been further.
Ca/. Geod Friends go inand tafte fomeWine with me,
And we, hhel‘nmuﬁ, will l’ctalghtuav 0 together.
- Bra. Trat cvery like is not the fame, Cejar,
‘Ti.c Heartof Erautxs earns to think upen. [ Exeunt,

SCENE EI Tb5:Street.

Enter Brtemidorus reading a Paper.
2far, bewcare of . Bruwe, tale keed of Caflws, com:
ni? ncar Caka, Lave an Eye to Cinna, trafi not Treboni-
s, mark aueli \u.tellus Cimber, Decius Brutus Joces
2EE rar s 1L0i ﬂ:? ¢ f::.rarg "d Catus Liganua. There is but
cne I ?:(E in ali thele Men, and it is bent apainfl Celar.
JTf frou f.r.:r : not: ;'*?’20?‘.‘&! lock about thee : Sﬂ?ﬂﬁ{) ngua
a.ay b0 Confbiray. The mighty Gods defend thee. ,
"Thy Lover Artemidora:,
ere will [ flard, 'till Cofar pafs along,
And asa Suntor will I give hlm thic :
Ay Hezn laments, that Virtue cannot live
Out of the Tecth of Emulaticn.
If thou rezd this, O Ce/fer, thou may’ft live ;
If not, the Fates with [raitors do contrive. [ Exit,

Enter Portia and Lucius.
Por. 1 prithee, Boy, run to the Senate-hcue,
Stay not to anfiver. me, but get thee gone,

Why doft thou ftay ?

Lr;.. ‘fo know vy Errand, Madam..

Bor. I would havetold thee there, and hereagam,
Fre I can tell thee what thou fhouldft do there e

. O Conftancy, be ﬂrr:.-rg upon my Side,

Set a huge Mountain 'tween my Heart and Tongue;
I havea "Man’s Mind. but a Weman's Might :
How hard it is for Women to keep Coun’el !

Ar thou here yet £
Lur. NMadam, what {hec!d T do ?

Run 1o the Capitol, and rotiung eife !
: Ard
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And fo returntoyon, and nothing elfe ?
Por. Yes, bring me word, Boy, if thy Lord look welly.
For he went fickly forth : and take good nete,
What Cefar doth, whatSuitors prefson: him.
Hark Boy ! what Notlfe 1s that ?
Lue. I hear none, Madam.
Por. -Prithee liften'well :: = .
I heard a bluftring’ Rumour like a Fray,
And the Wind brings it from the Capitol.
Luc. Sooth, Madam, I hear nothing.

Enter Artimidorus,.

Por. Come hither Fellow, which way haft thoii heen ?
Art. At my own Houfe, good-Lady.
Por. What is’ta Clock ?
Art. About the ninth Hour, Lady,
Psr. 18 Cefair yet gone to the Capitol ?
Art. Madam, not yet, I goto make my fland,
To fee him pafs oni'to the ‘Capitol.
Por. Thou haft fome Suit'to Ce/ar, hall thou not !
Art. That I have, Lady, if it will pleafe C.o/ar
To be {o gaod to Czfar, as to hearme:;
F fhall befeech him to defend himfelf.
Psr. Why know'it thou any harm's intended towards
Art. None that I know will be, ‘him ?
Much that I fear may chance.
Good-Morrow to you. Here the Street is narrow ;
The T hrang that follows C#/ar at the Heels
Of Senators, of Praors,common Suitors,
Wil 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. [Ex:t.
Por. I muftgoin — Ayeme! how weak a thing

The Heart of Womanis! O Bratus! ’
The Hev'ns fpeed thee in thy Enterprize.

oure the Boy heard me : Bruzus hath a Sujt

That Czfar will not grant. O, I grow faint:
Run Lucixs, and commend me to 'my Lord,

Say I am merry ; come to me again,

And bring me word what Le doth fay to thee. [ Extunt,
Es - ACT
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ACTIL SCENE I
SCENE The Capitol.

F!g:::{ﬂ’. E :zfzr-C@far, Brutus, Caflius, Caska, Decius,
wfetellus, Trebonius, Cinna, Antony, Lepidus, Artemi-
dorus, Popilius, and tbe Seoth-[ayers.

Cqf. HE Ides of March are come.

_ . Sooth. Ay, Ce/far, but not-gone. .
Ari Hail, Czfar : Read this Schedule. =
Der. Trebomins dothdefire you to o’er-read,

At vour beit leifure, this hishumble Suit.

Art, O Cafar, read mine firlt 5 for mine’s a Suit
That touches Cefar nearer, Readit, great Cefar.
Cez/, What touches us our felf, fhall be laft ferv’d.

_4rt. Delay not, Cz/ar, read it inftandy,
Cef. Whatis the Fellow mad ?
P4, Sirrah, give place. * |
Caf. What urge you your Petitionsin the Street ?
Come to the Capitol. | "
Pgp. 1 with your Erjterprize to Day may thrive,
Caf. What Enterprize, Potilius ?
P:p. Fare yocu well.
5 vz, W nzt faid Papi!frzs Lena @ _
Cas. He with'd to Day our Enterpnize might thrve
I Sear ear Perpole is difcovered.

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

Caf. Cafea, be fudden; for we fear prevention.
Brusys, what thell be done? I f this be known,
£aiGus or Calor never {hal] turn. back,
vor [ will {lay my {elf.

Bru. Cﬁf:ﬂ.'p' be coniiant : _

Popilius Lena {beaks not of our Purpofes.

Tor look he {frmies, and Cafzr doth not change. |

Caf. Treborius knows his e ; for look you, Bruius,
He oraws Mark Artomy) cat of the Way.

Dec. Where 1s Metellus Cimber 2 Let him go,
4nd prefently prefer-his Suit to Cg/er.

"B, Heis addreft; prefs near, and fecond him,
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Cin. Cafta. you are the firft that rears your Hara.

Cz/. Are we all ready ? What 15 now amuts,
That Cezfar and his Senate muft redrefs ?

Me¢. Moft high, moft mighty,and moft puiffant Celar,
Metellus Cimber throws before thy Seat [ Kuecling
An humble Heart.

Cezf* 1 muft prevent thee, Cimber ;

Thefe Couchings, and thefe lowly Curtefies
Aight fire the Blood of ordinary Men, -

*And turn Pre-@Qrdinance, and firft Decreg,

Into the lane of Children. Be not fond,

To tuink, that Ca/ar bears fuch Rebel Bload,
That will be thaw'd from the trae Quality,

With that which melteth Fools; I mean fweet Words, .
I.ow-crooked-curifies, and bafe Spaniel Fawning,
Phy Brother by Decree is banifhed ; |
If thou doft bend, and.pray, and fawn for him,
I fourn thee like a Cur out of my way.

Know, Cez/ar doth not wrong, nor without Caufe
Will hebe fatished. '

HMet. Is there no Voice more worthy than my own, .
To found more fweetly in great Cerfar's Ear, |
'or the repealing-of my banifh’d Brother?

Bra. I kifs thy Hand, but not in flattery, Cer/ar;:
Defiring thee, that Publius Ciber may
t{ave an immediate Freedom of Repeal.

U/, What Brutus I e

Caf. Paxdon, Cefar, Cafar, Pardon;
£z low as to thy Foot doth Caflus fall,

I'o beg Enfranchiement for Publine Cimber,

Ca/. I could be weil mov'd, if I were as yous:
it I. could pray to move, Prayers would move mesr -
but 1 am conjtant as the Nownthern Star, '

Of whole true, fixe, and reiting Quality,

There i: nodetiviv in the Firmament ;

T'he Skies are painted with unnumbred {parks,

they are qui Fire, and every one doth thine,

But there’s but ane i all doth hold his place.

50, in the World, tis furnifh’d well with Men, -

And Man are Flefhrand Pi}!ond, and apprehienfive 5.

Yet in the number, T do knew but one
fhay voaffailsble holdson his Rank.

Unthakds
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Unfhak’d of Mozion : and that I am he,
Let me a iittle thew it, cven 4n this ;
- That I was conftant Cimber thou'd be banifh’d,
And coaitant do remdin to keep him fo,

Cim. O Cd’/ (1) e

Lf: Hence ! wiit thou Lift up Og)ﬂ'PHI 2

:. Great Cjar -

{. f;f Do not Brazes, bootlefs kneel.

Cafe. Spzak Handsfor rie. [They Stab Cafar:

Lm'. L Ettu Frate e T hen fall C.» /ar.

Ciz. Liberty ! Freedom! Tyranny is dead emme

Run hence, p:oilaim, cry it about the Strects emm-

Caj Sume w0 the comman Puipits, and cry ou, .
Liperty, Freecem, and Enfranchifement.

Br. Prl't‘pl and Senators, be not aflirighted. s
ronot, diand i, Ambition’s Debi is paxd,

Cafz. Go o the Feipit, Brutus,

Dec. And C. Hf 25 tOO.

Bru, Where’s Publins ?

Cix, Here. guie confounded withthis Mutmy

Jdet,-Stand fa i together, leit fome Iriend of Cefar’s
Shouid chence eme—

Bre, Tak nat of -nding. Paélfm, good Cheer,
‘There 1s Ko aarm mlendcu 10 your Perim,
Mor 10 10 Romanelie; fotell them Publius,

Cz/ And lesve us, P.Jéluu, leit that the People
R..!ﬁnrg on r-. {rould 42 yaur Age fome Mifchief.

Erz. Lo {o, and’les no Man abldc this Deed,
Bat we thie Doer:,

Enzer Trebonws,

Cafl VWiere 1s Artoiy ?

Treb. Fled to his Lc-.l e amazd,

¢en, Wives, and Childien, ftare, cry aut, and run.
..‘3.5 it were Dooms day.

Bru. Fates, we wiliknow your Pleafures;
Thatwe {nall die, we know ; ’us butthe Time

And drawing Da; s out, that Men ftand upon,

(,zzj% Why he that cuis off twenty Yearsof Life,
Cutsof fo many Yearsof fearing Death.

Brz, Graat that, and then is Death a Benefit,
So are we Czfar’s Friends, that have abridg'd.

His I me of fearing Death, S:00p Rimans, ftcap,

I

And
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And let'as bathe our Hands in C2/ar's Blood.
Up to the Elbows, and -befmear our Swords ;
Then walk we fortheven to the Market-place,
And waving our red Weapons o'er our Heads,
Let'sall cry Peace! Freedom ! and Liberty.
Cas. Stoop then, and wafhe—eHow many Ages hence
[ Dipping their Swords in Cfar's Blood,
Shall this our lofty’ Scene be afted over,
In Statesrunborn, and Accents, yet unknown }
Brz. How many times fhall C2/ar bleed n fport,.
. That now on Pompey’s Bafies lies along,
No worthier than the Daft ?
Caf. So oft as that fhall be,
So often fhall the Knot of us be call'd,
"The Men that give their Country Liberty..
Dee. What, what, fhall- we forth ?.
Caf. Ay, every Man away.
Brutus fhiall lead, and we wi ce his Heels:
With the moft bold, and the beft Heasts of Reme.
Enter a Servant:
Bru. Soft, who comes here? a Frind of Awony’s,
§er. Thus, Brutus, did my Mafter bid me Kneel;
Thus did Mar# Antony bid me fall down, [ Kneeling:
And being proftrate, thus he bad me fay,
Brutus is Noble, Wife, Valiant and Honeft ;
Ceefar was Mighty, Bold, Royal and Loving ;
Say, I love Brutus, and I honour him ;
Say, I fear'd Czfar, honour him, and lov'd him.
If Brutus will vouchfafe, that Antony
May fafely come to him, and be refolv'd:
How Cz/ar hath delerv'd tolie in Death,,
Mark Antony thall not love Cefar dead
So well as Brutus hving 5 but will follow-
The Fortunes and Affairs of noble Brutas,
Thorough the hazards of this untred State,
With all tmae Faith. So fays my Mafter dntony.
Bru. Thy Mafter is a wifeand valiant Roman;
. I never thought him worfe, -
Tell him, {o pleafe him come unto this place,
He fhall be fatisfied,.and by my Honcur
Depart untouch'd,
cr. Il fetch him prefen:ly, [Exit. Servant.

Br,



o

18 JurLius Ca&Esanr.

Bru. 1 know that we fhall have him well to Friend,

Ca/. I with he may; but yet haveI a mind
That fears him much ; and my mifgiving ftill
Falls fhrewdly to the purpofe.

Enier Antony.,
' Bru. But here- comes Antsny.
Welcome Mark Antony ;

Ant, O mighty Cefar ! doft thou lie fo Iow -
Areall thy Conquefts, Glories, Triumphs, Spoils,
Shrank to this hittle Meafure ? ——— Fare thee well.

I know not Gentlemen, what you intend,

W ho elfe muilt be let blood, who el{e is rank 3

If I my felf, there is no Hour fo fit |
As Czfar’s Deaths Hour ; nor no Inftrument

Or half that worth, as thofe your Swords, made rich
With the moeft noble Blood of ajl this World.

I co befeech ye, if you bear me hard,

Now, whilit your purpled Hands do reek and {moak,
Fulfl your Pleaiure. 1Live a thoufand Years,

I fhall not find my {elf {o apt to die :

No place wiil pleale me fo, no mean of Death,

As here by Cz/ar, and by you-cut off,

‘The Choice and Mafer Spirits of this Age.

Brie. O Aztomp ! Beg not your Death of us:

Though now we muft appear bicody and cruel,

As, by our Hands, and tius our prefent A&,

Yoo Jee we do ; ver fee you bat our Hands,

And this, the bleeding Bufinefs they have done.

Qur Hearts you {ee not, they are pinfa! ;

And ity to the general wrong of o,

As Fire drives cut Fure, {o Piry, Pity,

tlath donc tius deed enCafer.  Yor your par,
‘T you, our Swords have leaden Points, Mari Jiten;
Our Arms in flrength of Malice, and our Hearts
Uf Brothers temper, do receive veu in,

Wih ali kind Love, good Thovgh:s and Reverence,

Caf. Your Voice fhall be as {irond as any Man's
in the difpoling of new Diguities,

" Bru. Only be patient "ull we have appeas'd .
The Mulitude, befide themieives wich fear,
Ard then we will deliver youthe Canle, -
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Why I, that did love Cezfar when I ftrook him,
Have thus proceeded. '
Ant 1 doubt not of your Wildom.
1Let ach Man render me his blocdy Hand ;
Tirlt, Marcus Brutus, will I fhake with you;
Next, Caius Caffius do I take your Hand ;
Now Decius Brutus, yours; now yours, Merellus ;
Yours, Cinna; and my valiant Caska, yours;
Though laft, not leatt in love, yours, good Trebonius 3
Gentlemen all———alas, what fhall 1 fay, -
My Credit now ftands. ou fuch flippery Ground,
That ene or twobatt ways you muit conceit me,
Fither a Coward, or a Flatterer.
That I did lové thee, Czfar, O ’tis true ;
If then thy -Spirit-look  upon us now,
Shall it not gieve thee dearer than thy Death,
To fee thy Autony making his Peace,
Shaking the bloody Fingers of thy Foes,
Moft Noble! in the prefence of thy Coarfe ?
Had 1 as many Eyes,.as thou haft Wounds,
Weeping as falt as they ftream forth thy Bleod, .
It would become me better, than to clofe
In terms of Friendfhip with thine Enemies.
Pardon me, Fulius— here waft thou bay’d, brave ha,
Here didft thou - fall, and here thy Haunters ftand
Sign'd in thy fpoil, and crimfon’d in thy Lesbe.
0O World / thou waft the Foreft to this Hart,
And this indeed, O World, the Hart of thee.
How like a Deer, firicken. by many Princes,
Doft thou here lye? ‘
Caf. Mark Antony wm——
Ant. Pardon me, Caius Caflius ;.
The Enemies of Czfar fhall fay this:-
Then in.a Friend, it is cold Modefty. P
Caf. Iblame you not for praifing Cafar fo,
But what compa& mean.you to have with us ¢
Will. you be prick’d in number of our Friends,
Or fhall we on s and not depend on you >
Ant. Therefore I took your Hands, but was indecd
Sway’d from the Point, by looking down on Cajar,
¥Friends am I with you all, and love you all,
Upon this hope; that you fhall give me Realons, i
| Wiy,
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Why, and wherein Cafar was dangerous.

Bru. Or elie were thisa favage Spe@acle,
©ur Reafon are fo full of good regard. -
That were you Antony the Son of Czfar,
You fhall be fatisfied.

Anz, That's all I feek ;-

And am moreover Suitor, that I may
Produce his Body to the Market-place,.
And in the Palpit as become a Friend.
Speak 1n the Order of his Faperal.

Bru. You thall, Mark dntony. .

Ces. Brutus, a word with you ee——- :
You know not what you do, do not confent [ 4-
‘That Antony {peak in his Funeral : '
Know you how much the People may be mov'd
By that which he wil] utter

Bru. By your Pardon, -
I will my felf into the Pulpit firft,
And fhew the Reafon of our C£far’s Death:
What Antony fhall fpeak, I will proteft.
He fpeaks by leave, and by permiffion;.
And that we are contented Cefzr thall-
Have all true Rites, and lawful Ceremeonies ::
It ihall advantage more, than do us wrong.

Caf. 1 know not what may fall, I like it not.

Bru Mlark Antony, neretake your Cefar’s Body ;-
You fhal] not in your Funeral Speech blame us,

Bur fpeak all good you-can devife of Cafar,
And fay you do't by cur Permiffion :
Elfe you fhall not have any hand at al]
About his Funeral. And you fhall fpeak -
In the fame Pulpit whereto I am going,.
Aiter my Speech is. ended.
Art. Be 1t fo ;.
I do defire ro more,
Bra, Prepore the Body then, and follow us, [Exeuns:
S Manet Antony.

A::¢: O pardon me, thou bleeding piece of Earth,
That 1 am meek and gentle with thefe Butchers.
Thou art the Ruins of the nobleft Man
That ever lived in the Tide of 'Times.

Wos tothe Hand that fhed this coftly Blood !- o
* (i
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Over the Wounds, now do I prop‘uci'y,

(Whichlike 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;

Domeftick Fury, and fierce civil Strife,

Shall camber all the parts of ftaly;

Blood and Deftruétion fhall be fo 1n ule,

And dreadful Objets fo familiar, )

That Mothers fhall but {mile, when tney behold

Their Infants quartered with the Hands of War ;

. All Pity choak’d with Ciiftom of fe!i Deeds,

And Cefasr’s Spirit ranging for Revenge,

With Are by his fide, come hot from Hell,

Shall in thefe Confines, with a Monarch’s Voice,

Cry havock, and let flip the Dogs of War,

That this foul Deed fhall fmeil above the Earth.

With Carrion Men,’ groaning for burial.

Enter O8aviuss Seraant, -

You ferve Ofawvius Cefar, do you not?
Ser. I do, Mark Antony.

 Ant, Cafar did write for him to come to Rome,

Ser. He did receive his Letters, and is coming,

And bid me fay to you by word of Mouth-me=e

O Cezfar ! [Seeing the Body.
Ant. Thy Heart is big, get theeapart and weep ;

Paflion I feets catching, for mine Eyes, |

Seeing thofe Beads of Sorrow fland in thine,

Began to water. Is thy Mafter coming ? . .
Ser. He lies to Night within feven Leagues of Rome,
Ant, Poft back with {peed, and tell him what hath

Hereis a mourning Rome, 2 dangerous Rome, [chanc’d

No Rome ot Safety fer Octawvius yet; -

Hie hence, and tell him fo.. . Yet flay a while

Thou fhalt not back, ’till I have born this Coarfe

Into the Market-place : There fhall I try

In my Oration, how the ‘People take

The cruel Hiue of thefe bloody Men ;

According to the which, thoa fhalt difcourfe

To young O&a<sus of the ftate of things.

Lend me your Hand, *  [Exeunt with Cafar’s Body.
- - SCENE
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SCENE II. 7be Forum,

Lrter Brutus, and goes into the Pulpit; and Caflivs, with
the Plebeians.

Plb. We will be fatisfied ; let us be fatisfied.

Bra, ‘then follow me, and give me Audience, Friends,
Caffus, go you into the other Street, -
£nd part the Numbers;

Thofe that will-hear me {peak, let 'em ftay here ;
Thofe that will follow Ca/liz; go with him,

And publick Reafons fhall be rendred

Of Cefar’s Death.

1 Pich. I will hear Bratuas fpeak.

2 Plcb. I will hear Caffius, and compare their Reafons
When feverally we hear them rendered.

[Exeant Caflins, avith fome of the Plebeians,

3 Pleb. The Noble Brutus is afcended : Silence.

Bru. Be Patient till the laft.

Romans, Country-fiien, and Lovers, hear me for my
Canfe, and be filent, that you may hear. Believe me for
mine Honour, and have refpeét to mine Honour, that you
may believe.” Cenfure me in your Wifdom, and awake
yeur Senfes, that you may the better judge. If there be
any in the Aflfembly, any dear Friend of Cefar’stothem
I fay, that Brutus love to Czfar was no lefs than his. If
then, tha: Friend demand, why Bratus rofe againfiCarfar,
this is my An{wer: Not that I lov’d Cefar lefs, but that
I lov’d Rome more. Had you rather Cafar were living,
and die all Slaves; than that Cefzr were dead, to live all
F'ree-men * AsCazfar lov'd me, I weep for him ; ashe was
Fortunate, I rejoice at it; -as he was Valiant, I honour
him ; but as he was Ambitious, I flew him. There is
Tears for his Love, Joy for his Fortune, Honour for his
Valour, and Death for his Ambition. -Who is here {0
bale that would be a Bond-man ? If any, fpeak ; forhim
have [ offended. Who is here fo rude, th.atwould not be
& Roman ? If any, {peak ; for him have I offépded. Who
is here b vile that will not love hisCountry 2 If any,{peak:
{or him have I offended,~ I paufe for a Reply——

All, None, Brutys, none, ~ p

ru.
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Br«. 'Then none have I offended. I have done no more
:0 Cafar than you fhall-do to Brutus. The Queftion of
his Death 1s inroll'd in the Capitol; his Glory not extenu-
ated, wherein he was worthy ; nor his Offences enforc’d,
forwhich he fuftered Death.
Enter Mark Antony avithCefar’s Body.
Here comes bis Body, ‘mourn’d by Mark Aunteny’s wha
tho' he had no hand in his Death, fhall receive the Be-
nefit of his dying, a Place in the Commonwealth; as
which of you fhall not? With this I depart, Thatas I
flew my beft Lover for the good of Rome, I-have the .
fame Dagger for my felf, when it fhall pleafe my
Country to need my Death. ]
All. Live, Britus, live, live, |
1 Pleb. Bring him with Triumph home unto hisHoule,
2 Pleh. Givehim'a Statute with his Ancefiors.
3 Pleb. L.et him be:Cafar. -
4 Pleb, Ceefar’s better Parts
Shall be crown'd in Brusus.
1 Ples. We'llbring him to his Houfe
With Shouts and Clameors.
Bra,:My Countrypmenonme .-
2 Pleb, Peace | Silence ! Brutus fpeaks,
t Pleb. Peace, Ho!, ' -+ SR
Bru. Good-Countrymen, let pte depart alone,
And for my fake, flay hiere with Antony ;
1o grace to Gzfar’s Corps, and grace his Speech
Tending 1o Czfar’s Glories, which - Mark- Antony,
By our Pe?'\ifﬁon, 15 allow'd to make.
I do intredt you, not-a:-Man depart,
Save I alone, "tll Antony have fpoke. - [Ext.
1 Pleb. Stay, Ho, and let us hear Mark Antony.
3 Pleb. Let him go up into the publick Charr,
We'll hear him : Noble 4ntony, go up.
Ant. For Brutus's fake I am beholden to you.
4 Pleb. What does he fay of Brutus ?
3 Pleb. He fays, for Brutus's fake -
He finds himfelf beholden to us all. _
4 Pleb. "T'were beft he fpeak no harm of Brutus here.
. ¥ Pleb. This Czfar was a- Tyrant,
- 3 Pleb. Nay, -that's certain ; |
We are glad that Reme is rid of - him,

2 P t;e!:.
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2 Pleb. Peace, let us hear what Areznp can fay.
Ant. You gentle Romans
Adifl, Peace, Ho, let us hear him., -
Ant. Friends, Romans, Countrymen, lend me yourEar:,
I come to bury Czfzr, no: to praife him.
‘The evil that Men do lives after them, -
The Good is oft interred with their Bones :
So let it be with Cafar. The noble Brutus,
Hath told you, Ce/ar was ambitious;
It 1t were fo, it was a grievoas Fault,
And grievoudly hath Cefar anfwer'd i.
Here, under leave of Brurus, and the reit,
{For Brutus is an honeurale Man,
Eo are they all,- all honourable Men)
Come I to fpeak in" Ce/ar's Faneral.
He was my Friend, faithtul and jult to me;
But Brutus fays, He was ambitious; -
And Brutus is an honourable Man
He hath brought many Captives home to Rom,
Who'e Ranfoms did the general Coffers fill ;
Did this in Cefar feem ambitious ?
When #hat the Poor have cry’d, Cefar hath wept;
Ambition thould be made of flerner Stuff;
Yet Brutus fays, He was ambitious;
And Brutus is an-henourable Man.
You all did fee that on the Zupsrcal,
I thrice prefented him a Kingly Crown, .
Which he did twice refufe. - Was this Ambition ?
Yet Brutus fays, He was ambitious,
And fure he 1s an honourable Man,
1 {peak not to difprove what Bratus fpoke,
But here I am to fpeak what 1 do- know.
"ou all did love him once, not without caufe,
W’hat caufe wuh holds you then: to mourn for him !
O Judgment! thog art fled to brutith Beafls,
And Men have lcft their Reafon---Bear w:th me,
My Heart is in the Coffin there with Ca/ar,
Ahd T mult paule ’all it come back to me. .
L Pleh. Methinks thereis-much Reafons in his Saym o,
If thou confider rightly of the Matter,
(C#far has had great wrong. ‘(come in his place

3 Dleb. Has he, Mafters¢ I fear there will a vir]c}rgc
. 4 Plét
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4 Pleb. Mark’d ye his words? He would not take the

Therefore "tis certain, he was not ambitious.  .(Crown,
1 Pleh. If it be found fosforve will dear abide it.
2 Plcb. Poor Sould hisEyes areredas Fire with weeping,
3 Pleb. There’s not a nobler Man in Rome than Antony.
¢ Pleh. Now mark him, he begins again to fpeak,

. Ant, But yeflerday the word of Cafur might

Have flood agatnft the World; now lies he there,

And none fo poor to do him Reverence,

O Matfters! if T were difpos’d to fhir

Your Hearts and Minds to Mutiny and Rage,

I fhould do Brutas wrong, and Cajfius wrong ;

Whe, you all know, are honourable Men.

I will not do them wrong: I rather chufe

To wrong the Dead, to wrong myfel and you,

Than I will wrong {uch Honourable Men.

But here’s a Parchment, with the Seal of Ce/ar.

I tound it in his Clofet, 'tis his Will, - '

Let but the Commons hear this Teftament,

Which, pardon me, I do not mean to Read,

And they would go and kifs dead Ce/far’s Wounds,

And dip their Napkins 1o his {acred blood ;

Yea, beg a Hair of him tor Memory,

And dying, mention it within ther Wills,

Bequeathing itas a rich Legacy

Unto their Ifiue. . |
4 Pleh. We'll hear the Wiil, read it Mark Antomy,
Al, The Will, the Will ; we wi'] hear Ca/2r’s Will,
Ant. Have Patience, gentle Friends, 1 muft not read i,

it 15 not meet you know how Cg/ar lov'd you.

You are not Wood, you are not Stones, but Men :

4nd being Men, hearing the Wil of Ca/zr,

It will inflame you ; it will make you Mad;

"T'is good you know not that yoa are his Heurs, -

For 1f you fhould---O what would come of it ?
4 Pleb. Read the Will; we'll hear it, Antony:

You fhall read us the Will, Cefar’s Will.
Ant. Will you be patient? wiil you {tay awhi:e,

[ have o'er-fhot myfelf to tell you of it.

I fear [ wrong the honcurable Men,

Whofe Daggers have flabb'd Cejar-.-1 do fear 1.

' 4 Ples.
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4 Pleb. They were Traytors—--Honourable Men !

Al! The Wll“ the Teftament !

2 Pl:b. They were Villains, Murderers, the Wil
read the Will !

Ant. You will compel me then to read the Will;
Then make a Ring about the Corps of Cesar,

And let me thew you him that made the Will.
Shall I defcend ; and will you gve me leave?

All. Come down. ((He comes dowwn ﬁm tbe Pulpi,

2 Pleb. Defcend. -

5 Pleb. You fhall have leave.

Pifb A Ring, ftand round

1 Pick. Stand from the Hearfe, ftand from the Baody:

2 Pleb. Room for Antony---moft noble Antony !

Ant. Nay prefs not fo upcm me, fland far off.

A/, Stand back-—room---bear back aem—

Ant. It you have Tears, prepare to fhed them now,
You all do know this Mantle, I remember
The firt time ever Cesar put it on,

'Twas on a Summers Evening in his Tent,
That Day he overcame the Nerwii--- <
Look ! in this Place, ran Caffus’s Dagger through---
See what 2 Rent the envious Cazsia made---
Through this, the well beloved Brurus ftabb’d,
And as he pluck’d his curfed Steel away,
Mark how the Blood of Cesar follow’d it---
As rufhing out of Daors, to be refolv’d,
If Brutusfo unkindly knock’d, or no.
For Brutus, as you know, was Cersar’s Angel,
Judge, O you Gods! how dearly Cesar lov'd Jum!
This was the moft unlindeft Cut off all ;
For when the noble Casar faw him ﬂab
Ingratitude, more firong than Traitors Arms,
Quite vanqmfh'd him ; then burft his mighty Heatt:
And in his Mantle muiling up his Face,

Even at the Bafe of Pmpe;, s Statue,

Which all the while ran Blood, great Cafar fell.

O what a Fall was there, my Countrymen !

Then I, and you, and z2ll of us fell down,

Whilt bloody Treaion Hourithed over us.

O, now you weep, and I perceive you feel

The dint of Pity; theie are gracicus drops,

j
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Kind Souls! what weep you, when you but behold
Our Cafar’s Vefture wounded ? Look you here,
Here is himfelf, marr’d as you fee with ‘Lraitors,

1 Pleb, O piteous Spefacle’

2 Plzb. O noble Cefar!?

3 Pleb, O woful Day ! .

4 Plel. O Traitors, Villains/

1 Pleb. O moft bloody fight!

2 Pleb. We will be reveng’d: Revenge:
About———feek e burn e fire == kiil commeme flay !
Let not a T'raitor live.

Ant. Stay Countrymen---- o

1 Pleh. Peace there, hear the noble Antony.

2 Pleb, We'll hear him, we'll follow him, we’ll dye
with him-.-

Ant. Good Friends, fweet Friends, let me not ftir

you up .
To fuch 2 fudden Flood of Mutiny:
They that have done this Deed, are Honourable ;
What private Griefs they have, alas, I know not,
‘Fhat made them do it; they are wife and honourable ;
And will no doubt with Reafons anfwer you. |
I come not, Friends, to fteal away your Hearts ?
I am no Orator, as Brutys 1s ; .
But, as you know me all, a plain blunt Man,
That love my Friend, and that they know full well,
That give me publick leave to fpeak of him:
For 1 have neither Wit, nor Words, nor Worth,
A&ion nor Utterance, nor the Power of Speech,
To flir Mens Blood; I only {peak right on.
[ tell you that, which yon yourfelves do know,
Shew you {weet Ciefar’sWounds, poor, poor dembMouths,
And bid them fpeak for me ; but were I Brasus,
And Bratus Antony, there werean Antony
Would ruffie up your Spirits, and puta ‘Tongue
In every Wound of Cefar, that {hould move
I'he Stones of Rome to rile and mutiny,

AN, We'll muuny---

i Pleh, We'll burn the Houle of Brutus.

2 Pileb. Away then, come, {eek the Confpirators,

cint, Yet hear me, Countrymen, yet hear me ipeak.

i, Peuce ho, here Autony, moit noble Autony.

Ant.
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Ant. Why, Friends, you go to do you know not what.
Wherein hath Cz/ar thus deferved your Loves?

Alas you know nét: I muft.tell you then

You have forgot the Will -I told you of. [Will,
Al Mot true e the Willemeslet’s flay and hear che
Aat. Here is the Will, and under Cz/ar's Seal

To every Roman Citizen he gives,

To every {everal Man, feventy five Drachma’s.
2 Pleb. Moft noble Crf/dr’ we'll revenge his Death,

"= Pleb. O Royal Cefar !

nt. Hear me with Panence »
All. Peace ho! -
Ant. Moreover, he hath left vou ail his Walks,
His private Arbers, and new-pianted Orchards,
On this fide Tider, "he hath ieft them you,
And to your Hezrs for ever ; cemmon Pleafures,
To- walk abroad, and recreate- your f{elves.
Here was a Cefar, when comes iuch another ?
1 Pleb. Never, ngver ; come away, away ;
We'll burn his Podv 1n the holy Place,
And with the Br:mdsr fire ali the Traitors Houfes.
Take up the Body. %.-. :
2 Pleh. Go feich Rire.
s Pleb. Pluck down Benches.
4 Pieb. Pluck down Forms, Windows, anv thing.

[ Exeunt Plebeians cvith the Body.
Ant. Now let it work ; Miichief thou art afoot,
Take.thou what  Courfe thon wilt.
How now, Fellow ?

Enter @ Seragnt.

Ser. Sir, OZavius 1s already come 10 Rome,
Aut, Where is he?
Ser-Heand Lepidns are at Cafar’s Houle.
Aat. And thither will T ftraight, wo vifit him ;
He comes upon a wify., Fortune is merry,
And 1n this Mood wil] giveus anv thing.
Ser. I heard him fay_ Brutus and Ca 11
Are nid. like Al admen, througn the Gates of Peome.
Ant. Belike they had fome notice of the People,
How I had mov'd them. Bring me to OZewvius [ Fxeurs

fﬁ!f*
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Enter Cinna the Poet, and after him.the Plebeians,

Cin. 1 dreamt to Night that I.did feaft with Cafar,
And things unluckily charge my fantafy,

T have no will to wander forth of doors, -
Yet fomething ledds me forth,

1 Plebs What is your Name ?

2 Pleo, Whitheg are you going ?

3 Pleb. Where do you dwell ?

4 Pleb; Are you a married Man, or 3 Batchellor >

2 Pleb. Anfwer every Man dire&ly, -

1 Pleb. Ay, and briefly,

4 Pleb. Ay, and wiely, =

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

(it What is my Name? Whither am [ going ? Where
do [dwell? AmT a married Man, or a Batchellor ? Then-
to anfwer every Man dire&ly and briefly, wifely and tru-
Iy; wilely, Ilaye I am a Batchellor, 3

2 Pieo. That’s as much as to fay, they ‘are fools that
ﬁnarr}i ; youll bear me a bang for that, I fears Proceed

irectly., | |

Cin. Dire&ly 1 am going to Cefar’s Funeral.

t Pieb, Asa Friend, or an Enemy?

Ciita As a Friend, . _

2 Pleb. That matter js anfiyered dire@tly = .

4 Pleb. For your dwelling, ? bricfly.

Cin Briefly, I dwell by the Capitol,

3 I'ledy Your Name, Sir, truly,

‘it Truly my Name is Gigna, |

1 Pleb, Tear him to Picces, he’s a Confpirator,

Ga. [ am Cinna the Paet, 1 am Cinne the Poet.

4 Pleby Tear him for his bad Verfes, tear him for e
tid Verfes, o

Cin.. I am not Cinna the Confpirator,

4 Pleo. Tt is no matter, his Name’s Cinna, pluck bus

dis Name out of bis Heart, and turn him going, |

3 Pleb. Tear him,tear bim ; come brands ho,Firebrands: ‘

To Brutus, to Caffius, burnall, Some to Decius’s Houfe,

And fome ¢o Cuika’s, fome to Ligarius: Away, go.
L Excunt all the Plebeiarns,

€ ACT.
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ACT IV. SCENE L
SCENE Rome

Exter Antony, O&avius, and Lepidus.

Ant. T Hefe many then fhall die; theirNames are prickt,
G3. Your Brother too muft diej confent you,
Lep. I do confent. [ Lepidus?
03%. Prick him down, Anicny.
Lep. Upon Condition Publius fhall not live, -
Who is your Sifter’s Son, Mark Antony.
Ant. He fhall not live 5 look, with a Spot, I damn hia.
“But Lepidus; go you to Cefar's Houle;
Fetch the Will hitker, and we fhall determine
How to cut off iome Charge in Legacies,
Lep. Whar? fhall I find you here ?'
0&. Or here or at the Capitol. [ Exit Lepidus,
Ant, This is a flight unmeritable Man, |
Meet to be fent on Errands: Isit fit,
The three-fold World divided, he thould ftand
One of the three to fhareit? *
08. So you thought him,
‘And took his Voice, who fhonld be prickt to die,
In our black Sentence and Profcription.
ant. O%avius, 1 have feen more Days than you ;
And though we lay thefe Honours on this man,
To cale ourfelves of divers fland’rous Loads, - -
He fhall but bear them, as the Afs bears Gold;

To groanand fweat-under the Bufinefs,
Either led or driven, as we print the way,
And having brought our Treafure, where we will,
“Fhen take we down his Load, and turn him off,
Like to the empty Afs, to fhake his Ears,
And graze in Commons. .
0%. You may do your Will;

But he's a try’d and valiant Soldier. .

- _Ant. So is my Horle, :Ofavius, and for thaty
I do appoint him ftore of Provender. -

Ttis a Creature that I teaclito fight, ,
0
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To wind, to ftop, to run.direitly on,

His corporal Motion, govern'd by my Spiit 5

And in fome tafte, is Lepidus but fo; " _
He muft betaught, and train’d, and bid go fosth,
A barren {pirited Fellow, one that feeds

On Objeéts, Arts,.and Imitations,

Which out of ule, and ftal'd by other Men3
Begin his fafhion. )o.not talk of him, .

But as a Property: And now, Of#avius, -
Liften great things — Brutus and Caffius

Are levying Powersy we muft {traight make Head,
Therefore let -our Alliance be combin’d, |

Our belt Friends made, and our beft mc’ans‘&rEtcht
‘ - oul,

And let us prefently go fit in Council, . -
How covert Matters may be beft difclosd, .
And open Perils {uret anfwered, |

02, Let us do fo; for we are at the ftake,
And bayed about with many Enemies, -
And fome that fmile have in their Hearts, I fear,
Millions of Mifchiefs, | [ Exeunt.

S CENE IL Before Brutus's Teat, in the Camp -
" near Sardis, |

Drum, Enter Brutus, Lucilius, and Seldiers: Titinius
' and Pindarus mecting them.

Bra. Stand, he!
L#cs ‘Give thﬁ ‘Vora, hﬁ‘ Hnd ﬂ:and‘
Bru, What now, Lacilius? is Caffius near ?
Luc. He 1s at hand, and Pindarus is come
To do you Salutation from his Matfter, |
Bru. He greets me well.  Your Matter, Pindarus,
In bis own change, or by ill Ofhcers,
Hath given me {fome worthy caufe to with
Things done, undone; but 1f he be at hand,
I fhall be fatisfied.
Pip, T do not doubt
But that 'my noblé Mafter will appear
Such as he is, full of Regard, and Honour,

(-l 2 Bru.
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Bru. He is not- doubted. A word ZLusilius s
How he receiv’d you, let me be refolv’d,
Luc, With courtefy, and with refpe& enough,
But not with' fuch familiar Inftances,
Nor with fuch free and friendly Conference,
- As he hath us'd of old.
Bru. Thon haft deferibd :
A hot Friend, ‘cooling; ever note, Lucilius,
When Love begins to-ficksh and decay,
It ufeth an enfotced Ceremony.
There are no Tricks in plain and fimple Faith :
But hollow Men, like Horfes hot at hand,
Make gallant fhew, and promife of their Mettle.
. | [ Low March within.
But when they fliould endure the bloody -Spur,
They fall their Creft, and like deceitful Jades,
Sink in the Trial, Comes his Army on?
Zuc. They mean this Night in Sardis to be quarter'd ;
The greater Part, the Horle in general,
Are come with Caffius. | |
| Enter Caflius and Sildiers.
Bru. Hark, he is arriv'd ;
March gently op to meet him.
Caf. Stand, ho?
Bru, Stand, ho! fpeak the word along,.
iPathin, Stand ! |
Within, Stand !
WWithin. Stand! | | |
Caf. Moft roble Brother! you have don¢ me wrong.
Bru. Judge me, you Gods! wrong I mine Encmies?
Axnd if not fo, how fhould I wreng a Brother?
Caf. Bratus, this fober Form of yours hides wrongs,
And when you do them, ==
Bru. Caffius, be content,
Speak your Griefs foftly, I do know you well,
Before the Eyes of both our Armies here,
(Which fhould perceive nothing but Love from us)
Let us not wrangle, Bid them move away,
Then in my Tent Caffius enlarge your Griefs,
And 1 will give you Audience.
Caf. Pindarus,
B:d our Commannders lead their Charges off A Ll
) 1t§ie
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A little from this Ground. ,

Fru, Luciliusy do you the like, and let no Man
Come to our Tent, till wehave done our Conference.
Let Luciug and Titinius guard the Door, [ Exeunt.

~ Manent Brutus and Cafigs. .
cuf: That you have wrong’'d me, doth appear inthis,
You have condemn’d, and noted Lucius Peﬁ; |
For tuking Bribes here of the Sardians;
Wherein, my Letter praying on his Side, -
Becaufe I knew the Man, was flighted of,
 Bry. You wrong’d yourfeif ro-write in fuch a Cale.
Caf. In luch a time as this, it is hot meet,
That every nice Offence fhould bear his Comment,
Eru. Let_me tel} you, Caffus, you yourigh’

Are much condemn'd to bave an itcliing Palna,

To fell; and mart your Offces for Gold
To Undefervers. LT
Czf. Ian itching Palm ? '_
You know that you are Brutys that fpeaks this,
Or by ths Gods, this Speech were ¢lfe your lait.
Bru. Thenameof Caffias bonours this Corcuption,
And:-Chaftifement doth thereforechide diis Head,
Czf, Chaftifement! e’ C .
Bra. Remember March, the Ides of Mavch remember;
Did not great Fulius bleed for Jultice fake?
What Villain touch’d his Body, that did ftab, .
And not for Juftice? What, #mll one of Us,
That firuck the faremoft Man of all this World,
But for fupporting Robbers, fhall we now
Contaminate our Fingers with -bafe Bribss?
And fell the mighty Space of our large Honours
For fo much Trafh, as :may:lie gralpod thus
I had rather be a Dog, and dait the Moon,
Thanr fuch -2 Reman.
Caf. Brutus, bait not me,
I’ll not -endure ‘it; you forget yousfelf,
To hedge.me in, I am a.Soldier, I,
Older in PraQice, abler ‘than yourlelf
To make Conditions.
Bru, Go to; you are not Caffius.
Caf. I.am.
Bra, 1 {ay, you.are nots

Gaf.
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Caf. Urge me no more, I fhall forget myfelf —
Have mind upon your Health— Tempt me no farther.

Bru. Away, {light Man,

Caf. Ist poffible? —

Brz. Hear me, for I will fpeak.
. Mutt I give way and room to your rath Choler?
Shall 1 be frighted, when a Madman ftates ?

Caf. O ye Gods! ye Gods! muft | endure all this?

Bra. Allthis! Ay more. Fret till your proud Heart
_ | break,
Go fhew your flaves Low Cholerick you are,
And make your Bondmen tremble, Muft [ budge ?
Muit I oblerve you? Muft I fland and crouch
Urder your tefty Humcur? By the Gods
You fhall digeft the Venom of your Spleen,
Tho’ it do fplit you. Forfrom this Day forth,
I'il ule you for my Mirth, yeafor my Laughter,
When you are walfpifh. -

Czf. Is it come to this? =

Bru. Ycu fay, you are a better Soldicrs
Let it appear {o; make your vaunting true,
And it fhall pleafe me well.™ For mine own part,
1 fhall be glad to learn of noble Men, - -

- Cafs You wrong me every way — you wrong me Fru-

I{aid, an Elder Soldier, not a Better. [ tus;
Did I {ay Better v -
Bra. If you did, T care nct. [mne,

Caf.” When Cefar livid, he durf not thus have m»v’'d
Eru. Peace, peace, you durfl not {o have tempted him.
€zf. Idurit not !ew

Eru. 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 1 fhall be forry for. '

Erz. You havedone that you fhould be forry for,
There is no Terror, Caffizs, in your T hreats, ¢
For I am arm’d {o {trong inlLonefty,

That they pals by me, as the idle Wind,

Which I refpe& not. I did fend to you

For certainfums of Gold, which you deny’d me;
For I can raifc no Morey by vile means.
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By Heav'n, 1 had rather coin my Heart,
And drop mysBlood for Drachma’s, than to wring
From the hard Hands of Peafants, their vile Trath
By any Indire@ion. 1 did fend
To you for Gold to pay my Legions,
Which you deny’d me; was that done like Cafftus ?
Snould [ have anfwered Cazus Caffius {o?
When Jdarcus Brutus grows {o covetous,
To lock fuch Rafcal Counters from his Friends,
Be ready Gods with all your Thunderbolts,
Dalh him-to pieces,
Caf. 1deny’d you not, .
Bra. Yeu did. -
Caf. I did not —He was but 2 Fool
That brought my an{wer back- Bratus hath riv’d my Heart.
A Friend fhould bear -a Friend’s Infirmities,
But Brutus makes mine greater than they are.
Bra. I do not ’till you pra&ile them onme, -
Caf. You love me not, |
Bru. I do not like your Faults, .+
Czf. A friendly Eye could never fee fuch Fauits,
Bru. A Flatterer'swould not, tho’ they do appear
As Ruge as high Olympas.
Caf. Come Antony and young Oltavius come,
Revenge yourfelves alone on Caffus,
For Callius is a weary of the World ;
Hated by one he loves, brav’d by his Brotber,
Check’d like a Bondman, all his Faults oblerv’d,
Set in a Note-Book, learn’d ard conn’d by rote,
To caft into my Teeth. O Icould weep
My Spirit from mire Eyes! There is my Dagger,,
And here my naked Breaft.—Within a Heart
Dearer than Pluto’s Mine, richer than Gold;
if that cthou be'elt a Roman take it torth.
[ that deny’d thee Gold, will give my Heart
Strike as thou did&t at Cefar, tor-1 know,. |
When thou didft hate him worl}, thou lov’d{ him bettar
Than ever thou lov’dil Caffrus. .
Bru. Sheath your Dagzer; o
Be angry when you will, it fhall bave {cope,
Do what you will, Difhonour fhall be humour,
O, Cafftus, you are yoked with a Lamb,

C 4 That
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That carries Anger asthe Flint bears Fire,

Who much inforced, fhe ws a hafty Spark,

And ftraigkt is cold again.

Caf. Hath Caffrus liv'd
To be but Mirth and Laughter to his Brutus,

Whea Grief and Blood ill-temper’d vexeth him ?
Bru. When I fpoke that, 1 wasill-temper’d.teo.

- Caf. Do you confefs fomuch? Give me your Hand.
Bru. And my Heart to. | Embracing
Caf. O Bratus'! | .

Bru. What’s the Matter?

Caf. Have rot you Love enough to bear with me,
When that rath Humour which my Mother gave me
Makes me forgetful? '

Eru. Yes, Caffius, and from henceforth
When you are over-earneft with your Brutas,

He'll 'think your Mother chides, and leave you fa.

Enter Lucius-and Titinius and a Poet.

Piet, Let me goin to fee the Generals, .
Lhere is fome grudge between ‘em, ‘tis not meet
i tey be alane. | |

Lis. You fhall not come tothem,

P:et, Nothing but Death fhall flay me,

(Caf, fdow now e What’s the matter ?

Ficet. For fhame you Generals; what do you.mean?
Love, and be Friends, astwo fuch Men fhould Ix,

For I have fven more Years I’m fure than ye.

Caf. Ha ha=~=how vilely doth this Cynick rhime!

Brz. Get you hence, Sirrah; fawey Fellow, hence.

Caf, Bear with him, Brubvs, ’tis his Fafhion.

Bre. 'l know his Humour, when be knows his Time;
What thould the Warsdo with thefe jigging Fools?
Companion, hence.

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

Bru. Luctlius and Titinius, bid the Commanders
Prepare to lodge their Companies to Night.

Caf. And come yourfelves,ard bring Meflala with you
Immediately to us, [ Exeunt Lucilius and Titinius.

Bru, Lutius, a Bow! of Wine. -

Caf. I did not think you could have bLeen {o angry,

Brz. O Caffius 1 am fick of mapy Gricts. -

_Caf: Of vour Philofophy you make ro uf,
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[f you give place to accidental Evils.

Brue. Nio Man ears Sorrowv better <= Pirtiais dead.

Cﬂﬁ Ha! Portia! e
. Bru. She is dead. .

Caf. How feap’d 1 killing, when { croft you fo?

O iniupportable and tcuching Lofs =~ = =~
Upon what Sicknefs? o |

Bru, Impatient of my abfence )

And Grigf, that young OFavius with Ma 'k Hiit.y.
Have miade themlielves fo ftrong: Forwith her Death
That tydings cathe. With this fhe fefl diftra&,

And (her Atténdants abfent) fiwallowd Fire..

Caf. And dy’d fa? |

Bru. Even [e. |

Caf. O ye immortal Gods! __

Enter Boy with Wine and Tapers., _

Bru, Speak no more of her: Give me a Bowl of Wine,
In this I {:ury all unkindnefs, Caffius. [ Drigks.

Caf. My Heart is thirfty for thit noble Pledge,

Fill, Lucius, ’till the Wine o’r-fwell the Cup;
I cannot drink too much of Brutus Love.
Enter Titinlus, and Meflala,

Bru, Come in, Titinius} welcome, good Meflala:
Now fit we clofe about this Faper here, |
And call in queftion our Neceffities.

Caf. Pirtia! art thou gone?

Bru. No more, 1 pray yeu,

Meflala, 1 have here received Letters,
That young Oflavius, and Mark Aitoily,
Come down upon us with a mighty Power,
Bending their Expedition toward Philippi.

Mefe Mytelf have Letters of the felf-iime tenuve..

Bru. With what Addition? o

Mef. That by Prolcription, and Bill' of Qut'awry,
Olavius, Antony, and Lepidus, | |
Have put to Death an lundred Semators.

Bru. Therein our Létters do hot well agrees
Mins {peak of feventy Senators, that dy’d
By their Profcriptions, Cicery beitig one,

Caf. Cicero one? == , e

Mef. Cicersisdead 3 and by that Order of Profeription,
Had yvou your Létters fron jour Wife thy Lo¥d?

Cs Bru,
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Mef. Nor nothing in your Letters writ of her
Erx. Nothing, Meflala.
Mef. That, methinks, is ftrange.,
Bra. Why ask you ? hear you ought of he-y in yours:
Mef. No, my Lord. | |
Bru. Now, as you are a Roman, tell me true;.
Me!, Then like 3 Roman, bear the Truth I tell, .
For certain fhe is dead, and by {trange manner,
Bru. Why, farewel, Portia — we muft die, Ae"ala,
With meditating that the muft die once,
I have the patience to endure it. now.
Mef. Even fo great Men, great Loffes fhould endure,
Caf. T have as much of this in Art as you,
But yet my Nature could not bear it fo.
Fru. Well, to our Work aliye.  What do you- think
Of. marching to Philipp: prelertly.
Czf. I do not think it geod.
Bru. Your Reafon?
Cafi Thisitis: +
"Tis better that the Enemy feek us,
So fhall he wafte Lis nieaps, weary his Soldiers,
Doirg himfelf Offence, whilit we lying fiD,
Are full of 1ef}, defence ard n'mblsreis.
Erie. &o0d Reafons mufl of force give place to better.
The People twikt Philstpi, and this Gronnd,
Do ftand but in a forc'd AffeQion;
For they have grudg’d us Contribution,
1lhe Enemy marching along by them,
By them fhall-make a fuller. Numbsr up,
Come 6n refrefht, rew added, and enccuragd
¥ rom which Advantage fhall we cut kim off,
It at Philippi we do tace. him there,
Tkrefe People at- our Back. |
- Czf. Hear me, good Brother — oo
£ru. Under your Pardon. Yeu muft note befide,
That we have try’d the utmoft of our F ‘rlgnds,
Our Legiors are brim full, our Caulfe is ripe,
The Enemy increafeth every Day. _
We at the Height, are ready to declina,
. There is-a Tide in the Affairs of Men,
‘W hich taken at the Flood, leads on to Fortune ;

Omitted

-
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Omitted, all the Voj’age of their Life,

Is hound in Shallows, and in Miferies.

On {uch a full Sea, are we now a-float, |

And we muit take the Current when it {erves,

Or lofe our Ventures. S
Caf. Then with your will go onj we will along

- Qur fzlves, and meet them at Philippi,

Bru. The deep of Night is crept upon our Talk,

And Nature muit obey Neceflity,

Which we will niggard with a little Reft 3

There is no more to fay.

Caf. No more; good Night .=
Early to Morrow” we will rife; and hence,
Enter Lucius:
Bru. Lucius, my Gownj farewel good Meflala,-
Good Night, Titinius: Noble, Noble Caffius;
Good Night, and good Repofe.
Caf. O my dear Brother!

1'his was an ill ‘beginning of the Night,.

Rever come fuch Divifion 'tween our Soulsy

Let it not, Bratus.

Enter Lucius with the Gown.
Bru. Every thing is well.
Caf. Good Night, my Lord.
Bru. Good Night, good Brother.
Tit. Meffa. Good Night, Lord Brutus.
Bru, Farewel, every one. [ Exeunti
Give me the Gown, Where is thy Inftrument ?
Luc, Here inthe Tent.
Bru. What, thou fpeakeit drowfily -

Poor Knave, I blame thee not, thou art o’er-watch’d,

Call Claudius, and fome other of my Men,

Pll have them flzep on Cufhions in my Tent..

Luc, Varro and Claudius,
" Enter Varro end Claudius.
#ar, Calls my Lord?
Bru. 1 pray you, Sirs, lye in my Tent, and fleep,

it may be, 1 fhall raife you by and by,

On Bufinefs to my Brother Caffius. [ Pleafure.
Var, So pleale you, we will ftand, and watch your
Bru, 1 will not have it {o; lye down, good Sirs,

It may be-I fhall otherwife bethink me, .

) | Look .
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Look Lucius, hére’s the Book I fought for fo
I put it in the Pockét of my Gown.
Lze, I was fure your Lordfhip did not give it me.
Bru. Bearwith me, good Boy, I am much forgetfu!,
Canft thou hold up thy heavy Eyes awhile,
And touch thy Inftrument, a ftrain or two?
Lac. Ay, my Lord, an't pleafe you.
Bru. It does, my Boy;
I trouble thee too- much, but thou art willing.
Zuc. It is my Duty, Sir, | |
Bra. Ifhould not urge thy Duty pait thy Might,
I krow young Bloods lock for a time of Reft
Zuc, I have llept, my Lord, already.
Bru. It was well-done, and thou fhalt fleep again;
I will nct hold thee long, If I do live,

I will be good to thee, gﬂ/ﬁgﬁck and a Sung,
This is a fleepy Tune ———— O murderous flumber!

Lay't thou thy Leaden Mace upon my Boy,
That plays thee Mufick ? Gentle Knave, good Night;
I will pot do thee fo much wrong to wake thee,
1f thou doft pod, thou break’t thy Inftrum.nt, |
11l take it from thee, and, good Boy; good Night.
Let me fee, let me fee? is not the Leaf turn'd down
Where 1 left reading ? Here it is, I think.
[ He fits dewwn to read.
. Enter the Ghoft of Ca!lar.
How i1l this Taper burns! Ha! Who comes here?
B thirk it is the weaknels of mine Eyes,
That fhapes this monftrous Apparition,
1t commes upon me; Art thou any thing?
Art thou fome God, fome Angel, or fome Devil,
That mak’ft my Blood cold, my Hair to flare ?
Jdpeak to me, what thou art?
" Ghdl. Thy evilSpirit, Brutus.
Bria. Why coon’ft thou ? . .
Gheff. To tell thee thou fhalt fee me at Philipps.,
Bri. Well—then [ fhall {ce thee again=—
Gé:F. Ay, at Philigpi. . [ Exit Ghf:.
Bru. Why, I will tee thee at Philzppi then,
Wow [ have taken heart, thou vanithelt,
3il- Spirit; I would hold more talk with thee. B
oy !



Jurivs CEsAr. 61

Boy! Lucius! Varro! Claudius! Sirs? awake!

Claudius ! _

Luc. The ftrings, my Lord, "are falfe,
Bru. He thinks he ftill is at his Inftrument.

Lucius! awake. -
Zuc, My Lord! |
B?ra. Didft thou dream, ZLwizus, that thou fo cricd(t

out: .

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

Bru. Yes, that thou didft; didt thou f¢e any thing 2
Luc, Nothitig, my Lord. '
Bru. Sleep again, Laiiusy Sirrah, Claudius, Fellow!

Thou! awake. | |

Var. My Lord!

Gau. My Lord! o

Bru. Why did you {o cry out; Sits, in your Steep?
toth. Did we, my Lord 2 | o
Brx. Ay, faw you any thing?

Var, No, my Lord, I {aw nothing.

Clay. Norl, my Lord.

Brus Go, and cothmend me to iy Brother Caffius ;

Bid him fet on his Powers betimes hefore, |

And we will follow,

Bsth, It thall be dore, my Lord, - [ Exeunt.

SOTLBBDVHIVVIBVIVVDVB

ACT V. SCENE L
SCEN E the Fields of Philippi, with the two Camps,

Enter OQavius, Antony, and their Armye

0fa. OW, Antimy, our Hopes are anfwvered,

| You faid the Enemy would not come down,
But keep the Hills and upper Regtons;
It proves not fo; their Battles are at hand,
They mean to-warn us at Philzppi hexe,
Anfwering before we do demand of them.

Ant. Tut, I am in their Bofoms, and I know
Wherefore they do ity they could be content

Te
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To vilit other Places, and- come down
With fearful bravery; thinking by this Face
To faften in our thoughts that they have Courage.
But ’tis not {o.. |
Enter a Meffenger.

Mef. Preparz you Generals, °
The Enemy comes on in.gallant fhew;

Their bloody-Sign of Battle is hung out,
And fomething to be done immediately.

Ant. Ofavius, lead your Battie foftly on
Upon the left Hand of the. even Field.

0%a. Upon the right Hand I, keep thou the left.

Ant. Why do you crofs me in this exigent ¢

08a. 1 do rot crofs you; but I will do {o, ~ [ Marils

Drum. Enter Brutus, Caflius, and their Aroy

Bru, They itand, and would have Parley.

Caf. Stand faft, Titinius, we muft go out and talk.

0&a. Nark Ant:ny, thall we give fign of Battel?

Ant, No, Czfar,- we will anlwer on their Charge.
Make forth, the Gererals would have fome Words.

Qfa.. Stir pot until the Sigral.

Brl. Words before Blows: is it fo, Ceuntrymen?

0%a. Not that we love Words better, as ycu do.

Lru. Good Words are better thap bad Strckes, Olfavius,

Azt. In your bad Strokes, Brutys,you give good Words.
Witnefs the hole ycu made in (gfar’s Heart,

Cryirg, Lorg live, hail Cefar.

Cﬂj: ﬁ-ﬂtﬂ?yj

The pofture of your Blows are. yet unknown;
But for your Words, they rob the Hifle Becss-
And leave them Honey-lefs,

Ant. Notftinglels too.

Eru. O yes, and foundlefs too;

For you have ftoln their buzzing Autony;
Apd very wifely threat-before you fting.

Ant, Villains ! you did not fo, when your vile Daggers
Hack’d one another in the fides of Cefar. .
You fhew’d your Teeth like Apes, and fawn'd like

[ Hounds; .
And bow’d Itke bond-men, kifing Cefar’s Feet;
Whilft damred Caste, like a Cur; behind

Struck Cefer on the Neck., O you Flatterers! o
al,
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~Caf, Flatterers! Now Bratus thank yourlel

This Tongue had not offended fo to day,

If Caffies might have ruld. |
Oita. Come, comey the Caufe. It arguing make us

[ fiveat,
Tlte proot of it will turn to redder Drops.

Behold, 1 draw a Sword againft Confpirators,
When think you that the Sword goes up again?
Never 'till Cefar’s three and thirty Wounds
B= wellaveng'd 4 or 'till another Ciefar
Have added Slaughter to the Sword of Traitors,
Bru. Cefar, thoun canit not dye by Trators Hands,
Unlels thcu bringft them with thee.
Ofta. So | hepe;
| was not born to die on Bratus Sword.
Bra.. O if theu wert the nobleft of thy firain,
Young Man, thou couldft not dye more Honourable.
Caf. A peevifh Scheol-boy, worthlefs of {uch Honous,
“Join'd with a Masket and a Reveller.
Ant. Old Calius till. |
Oila, Come, Antiny, away ;
Detiancey, Traitors burl we in your Teeth,
If you dare fight to day, come to the Field,
If not, when you have Stomachs. |
| [ Exe. O&avius. Antony, and Army.
Caf. Why now blow Wind; {well Billow, ancE fwil:{n
| Bark s
The Storm is upy and all 15 on the Hazard,
Bruse Ho, Lutcilius, = hark 2. word with you.
[ Lucilius end Meflala ffand feorth.
Luc. My Lord, . [Brutus fpeaks.apart to Lucilius.
Cal. Meffals. '
Mef. What fays my General ?
Caf. Meffala, this is my Birth-Day 3 as this very Day
Was Caffius born. Give me thy Band, Mcflalas
Be thou my Witnefs, that-againft my will,
As Pompey was, am I compell'd to fet:
Upon one Battel all our Liberties. |
You know that I held Epicurus ftrong,
And his Opinion; now I change my Mind,
And partly credit things that do prefage.
Conting from Saerdis, on our foremott Enfign

Two
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Two mighty Eagles fell, and there thzy pearch’d,
Gorging and feeding from our Soldiers Hands,
Who to Philippi here conforted us:
This Morning are they fled away, and gone,
And 1n their fteads, do Ravens, Crows, and Kites,
Fly o’er our Heads, and downward lovk on us
As we were fickly Prey; their fhadows feem
A Caropy moft fatal, under which
Our Army lies, ready to give up the Ghoft.

Mef. Believe not fo.

Caf. 1 but belicve it partly ;
For I am frefh of Spirit, and reflolv’d
. To meet all Peril, very conftantly.

Bru. Even {o, Lucius. .

Caf. Now moft Noble Bratus,
The Gods to Day ftand friendly ; that we may
Lovers in Peace, lead un our Days to Age.
But fince the Affairs of Men reft ftill incertain,
Let’s realon with the worft that may befal.
If we do lofe this Battel, then is this
The very laft time we fhall {peak together.?
What are you then determined to do?

Eru.-Even by the rule of that Phiicfopby,
By which I did blame Cafo, for the Death
Which he did give himfelf; I know not how;
But I do fird 1t cowardly, and vile,
For fear of what might fall, fo to prevent
Tke time of Life, arming myfelf with patiencty
To ftay the Providence of fome high Powers,
That govern us below. |

Caf, Thenif we.lofe this Battel,
You are coitented to be led in triumph,
- Through the Street, cf Rome. |

Bra. No, Caffizs, no; think not, thou noble Roma,
That ever Brutus will go bound to Rome,
He bears too great 2 Mind. Bue this {fame Day
Muft end that Work, the Ides of March begun.
And whether we fhail meer again, I know not;
Therefore our €verlafting farewel take ;
For ever, and for ever, farewel, Caffius ;
I we do meet again, why, we fhall imile,
if not, why thén, this parting was weil macz.

~
. -
L
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Caf. For ever, and for cver, farewel, Rrutus:

If we do'meet again, we'll fniile indeed :
If not, ’tis true, this parting was well made.

Bru. Why then lead on. O that a2 Man might know
The end of this Day’s Bufinefs, ere it come: .
But it fufhceth, that the Day will end, .

And then the end is known, Come ho, away, [ Exaunt.
Alarum. Enter Brutus and Meflala.

Bru. Ride, ride, Meflala, ride and give thefe Bills -
Unto the Legions, on the other ide, | Lowd Alarum.
Let them fet on at oncey for I perceive”

But cold Demeanor in 0:qvis’s Wing ;

And fudden pufh gives them the overthrow.

Ride, ride, Meffala, let them all coms down, [Excant.
- Alarams., Enter Cafiis and Titinius,

Caf. O look, Titinius, look, the Villains fly
My(elf have to minc own turp’d Enemy 3
This Enfign here of mine was turning back,

I fiew the Coward, and did take it from him,

Tit, O Caffius, Brutus gave the word top carly,
Who having fome advantage on Ofavius
Took it top'sagerly 4 his Saldiere fell to (neil;
Whillt we by Antoy are all inclos'd.

Enter Pindarus.

Pin. Fly further off my Lord, fly further off;
Mark Antony 1s in your Tents, my Lord;. .

Fly therefore, noble Caffins, fly far off. ,

Caf. This Hill is far enough. Look, lock, Tisius,
Are thofe my Tents where 1 perceive the Fire?

Iit, They are, my Lord.

Caf. Titenius, if thou loveft me,

Mount thou my Horfe,-and hide thy Spars in him,
Till he have brought thee up té yonder I'roops,
And here again, tﬁat I may reft aflurd,
Whether yond Troops are Friend or Enemy.
Tit. 1 will be here again, even with a thought. [ £xit.
Caf. Go, Pindarus, get thither on that Hill,
My nght was ever thick ; regard Titinias,
And tell me what thou not’it about the Field.
This Day I breathed firft, time is come round,
And where [ did begin,- there fhall | end,
My Lite 1s run his Compafs. Sirrah, what News ? ;
' | Pind.
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Find. above. Q, my Lord!
Csf. What News?
Pird. Titinius 1s enclofed round about

With Horfemen, that make to him on the Spar,

Yet he fpurs on. Now they are almoft on him;

Now Titznius ! Now iome light —O he lights t00 =

He’s ta’en — |

And hark, they fhout for Joy. .

Ca/. Come down behold ne more;

O Coward that 1 am, to live {o long.

To {ee my beft Friend ta’en before my Face!

‘ Enter Pindarus,

Come hither Sirrah; in Parthia did I take thee Prifoner,

And then I {wore thee, {aving of thy Life,

That whatfcever I did bid thee do, - |

Thou fhouldft attempt it, Come now, keep thine Catk,

Now be a Freeman, and with this good Sword

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

Stand not to anfwer: here take thou the Hilts,

Ard when my Face is cover'd, as ’tis now,

Cuide thou the Sword — Cefar thou art reveng'd,

- Even with the Sweord that kilfd thee.  [Kills himfelf.
Pind. So, I am free, yet would not fo have been;

Durit I bave done my Will. O Cadffixs, B

Far from tiis Country Pindaras fhall run, -

Where never Roman ihall take Note of hime - [Exits

Enter Titinius and Meflala.
Mef. It is but change, Titinius; for OFavius

Is overthrown by noble Brutus Fowgr,

As Caffius Legions are by Anteny,

T:t. Thefe 1idings will well comfort Caffius.

Nief. Where did you leave him? -

Tit. All difconfolate; .
With Pindarus his Bondman, on this Iill.

- Mef. Is not that he that lies upon the Ground ?
T:t. He lies not like the Living, O my Heart!
Mef. Is not that he? .
iit. No, this was he, Mefala.

But Caffius is no more. O -letting Sun!

As in thy red Rays thou doft {ink to Night, -

So in his red Blood Caffius Day 1s fet;

The Sun of Rome is fet. Our Day 1s gone,
Clouds
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Clowds, Devws, and Dangers come our Deeds are dones
Miftruft of my Succefs hath dore th's Deed.
Mef. Miftraft of good Succels hith done this Decd.
O hatetul Error, Melancholy’s Child !
Why doft thou fhew to the apt thoughts of Men,
The things that are not? O Error {oon conceiv'd ;
Thou never com’it unto a happy Birth,
But kill'ft the Mecther that engender’d thee.
Tit. What Pindarus? Vhere art thou, Prundarus?
Mef. Seek him, Titinius, whilit T go to meet
The noble Bratus, thrufting this report
Into bis Ears; I may [ay, thrufting it;
For piercing Steel, and Darts invenonred
Shatl be as welcome to the Ears of Brutus,
As tydings of this fight. 3
Tit. Hye you, Meflala, | '
And T will leek for Pindarus -the while,
Why didft thou fend me forth brave Caffius?
Did I not meet thy Friends, and did not they
Put on my Brows this wreath of Victory, -
And bid me give it«hee? Didft thoy not hear their
- - [ Shouts?
Alas, thou has mifconltrued every thing. -
But hold thee, take this Garland en thy Brow.
Thy Brutas bid me give it thee, and 1
Will do his bidding, Brafus come apace,
And fce how I regarded Caius Caffius.
By your leave, Gods This is a Roman's Part,
o [ Stabs himfelf.
Come Caflius Sword, and find Titinius Heart, [ .Dies.
Alarum. Enter Brutus, Meflala, y:ung Cato, Strato,
Velumnius, asd Lucilius, '
Bru, Where, where, MefJala, doth his Body lye?
Mef. Lo yonder, and Titinizs mourning It.
Bru. Titinius Face is upward,
Cﬂtf: HE iS ﬂ;lin- . |
Bru, O Fulius Cafar, thou art mighty yet, .
Thy Spirit walks abroad, and turns our Swords

In our own proper Entrails, (Low Alarams.
Cato, Brave Titinius'

Look where he have not crown’d dead Caffius.
Ery, Are yet two Romars living fuch as thcfe?l
+ Thou
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Thou lait of all the Romans, fare thee well ;

Tt is impoflible that ever Rome

Should breed thy Fellow. Friends, I awe more Tears
To this dead Man, than you fhall fce ma pay,

I fhall ind time, Caffizs [ fhall find time
Come therefore, and to Tharfus fend his Body,
His Funerals fhall not be in our Canm,

Left it difcomfort us. Lacilius comey

And come, voung Cats, let us to the Field,
Ldabio and Flavius, {et our Battles on;

“Tis three a Clock, and, Romans, yet ere Night,

We fhall try Fortune in a {econd fight. | Exeunt,
Alarum. - Enter Brutus, Meflala, Cato, Lucilius, and
Flavius.

* Bru. Yet Countrymen, O yet, hold up your Head;
' Cato. What Baftard doth not ? who will go with me?
I will proclaim my Name about the Field,
I am the Son of Marcus Cat:, ho.
A Foe to Tyrants, and my Country’s Friend,
I am the Son of Yiarcus Cats, ho,
o . Enter Soldiers end fight.

- Bra, And I am Bratus, Aiarcus Brutusy, 1
Bruius my Country’s Friend ; know me for Bratus,
Zuc, O young and noble Cats, art thou down?

Why now thou dieft as bravely as Titinaus,
Apd may’tt be honour’d being Catv’s Son.
Sold, Yield, orthon dieft. '
Zac. Only Iyield tadies . |
" There is fo much that thou wilt kill me {traight;
Kill Bratus, and be bomour’d in his Death.
541d, We muft nat; 2noble Pritoner.,
Enter Antomy. o
2 Scld. Room ho! tell Antony, Eradus ista'en.
t Sold. I'll tell thee News, here comesthe Geperal,
Brutus ista’en, Erutusistaen, my Lord,
Ant. Where 1s he? . L
Lur, Safe Antony, Brutus is fa’e ehoughs
¥ dare aflure thse, that no Enemy
Shall ever take alive the noble Bratus ¢
The Gods deferd him from fo great a fhame,
W hen you do find him or alive, or dead,
He will be found like Brisfus, like himlelfe
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Ant. Thisis not Brutus, Friend, but [ aflure you,

A prize no lefs in worth; keep this Man f{afe,

Give himall kindnefs, I had rather have

Suck Menmy Friends than Endmies. Go on,

And fee where Bratus be alive or dead,

And bring usword unto Oidavius Tent, *

How every tlﬁﬂg is chant’d. | [:Exerm't.

EnterBrutus, Dardanias, Clitus, Strato, and Volumnius,
Bru, Come, poor remains of Friends, relt on this R ek,
Cli. Staizlitus thew'd the Torch-light, but, my Lord,

He came not back, he is, or ta’en, or (lsin.

Bru. sit thee down, Clitusy {laying is the word,

It is a deed in fafhion. Hak thee, Clizus— [Wbifﬁerf:.:gi
Cli, What Iy my Lord ¢ No, not for all the World,
Bru. "eace then, no words,
cli, Il rather kill myfelf.

Bru. Hark thee, Dardanius

Dar, Shall [ do fuzh a Deed ?

Cli, O Dardantus !

Dar, O Clitus :

Cl;, What ill requeft did Brautus make to thee?
Dar. To kill him, Clites ¢ lock he meditates,
Cli, Now is that noble Veflel full of Grief,

‘That it runs over even at his Eyes.

Bru, Come hither,” good Folumnius, Lt a word,
Vel, ¥ hat {ays my Lord ¢
Bra. Why this, Polumnius

The Ghott of Cafzr hath appear’d to me

Two feveral times by Night ; at Sardis, once;

‘And this laft Night, here in Ph¥ippi-Fields.

1 know my hour is come.

- Vol. Not fo, my Lord. |

~Bru, Nay, 1 am fure it is, Volumnius.

Thou feeft the World, Polumnius, how it 0es, .

Our Enemies have beat usto the Pit ; Low Alarume

Jtis more worthy, to leap in ourfelves, '

Than tarry till they puth us. Good olummius,

Thou knoweft that we two went to School together s

Even for that, our love of old, I prethee

Hold thou my my Sword’s Hilt, while I run on it,

Vol That’s not an Ofhce for a Friend, my Lord,
| Aiam.*i:,f:f}l{.

ra S S r——
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cli. Fly, fly, myLord, there is no tarrying here.
Bru. Farewelto you, and you,and you, Polunnius.
Strato, thou haft beer all this while afleep 3
Farewel to thee, to Strats, Countrymen s
My Heart doth Joy, that yet in all my Life,
I found no Mar, but he was true to me,
I fhall have Glory by this lofing Day,
More than O2avius and Mark Antony,
By this vile Conquett fhall attain unto.
So fare you well at once, tor Brutus Tongue
Hath almoft ended his Liie’s Hiftory.
Night hangs upon mine Eyes, niy Bones would reft,
That have but labnur’df: to attain this H}Jur.
Alargm Cry within, Ely, ]
Cli. Fly, my Lord, iy = U : 1 f
- Bru. Hencey U will follow ;
I prethee, Strato, ftay thou by thy Lord,
THhou art a Fellow of a good relpe&; .
Thy Lite hath bad fome fnatch of Honour in it.
Hold then my Sword, and turn away thy Face,
‘While I do run upon it. Wilt thou, Sitrafe?
. Stra. Give me yourHand firft. Fare you well, my

{ Lord.
Bru. Farewel, good Strato — Cafar now be ftill,

I kill’d not thee with Lalf fo good a Will,
[ He runs on bis.Sword and di:.,
Alaruin, Retreat. Enter Arntony, O&avius, Meflala,Lu-
cilius, and the Army. '
Oi1a. What Manisthat? S
Mef. My Mafter’s Man, Strato, where is thy Mafter?
Stra. Free from the Bondage you are in, Meffals,
The Conquerors can but make a Fire of him:
For Brutus only overcame himfelf,
And no Man elfe hath Honour by his Death,
ZLuc, So Brutus thould befound. I thank thee, Bratus,
That thou haft prov’d Lucilius faying true,
O%a. All that ferv’d Brates I will entertain them,
Fellow, wilt thou beftow thy time with me?
Stra. Ay, if Meflala will prefer me to you.
08a. Da fo, good Mzffala.
Azf. How died my Lord, Strafo?
Stra, 1 held the Sword, and he did run on it. f
Mt
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Mef. O:taviusy then take him to follow thee,
That did the latelt Service to my Matter,
Ant. This wasthe nobleft Remaz of them all:
All the Conlpirators 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 mixt in him, that Nature might {tand up,
And fay to all the world 3 this'wasa Man,
Ofa. According to his Virtue, let usufe him,
With all refpe&, and rites of Burial
Within my Tent his Bones to Night fhall lye,
Moft like a Soldier, ordered honourably.
So call the Field to reft, and let’s away,

To part the Glories of this happy Day. [ Exeunt ompn:s




