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THE TRAGEDY OF
JULIUS CAESAR

Dranati s Per sonae

JULI US CAESAR, Roman statesman and gener al
OCTAVIUS, Triunvir after Caesar's death, |ater
August us Caesar,
first enperor of Rone
MARK ANTONY, general and friend of Caesar, a
Triunmvir after his
deat h
LEPI DUS, third nmenber of the Triunvirate
MARCUS BRUTUS, | eader of the conspiracy agai nst

Caesar
CASSI US, instigator of the conspiracy
CASCA, conspi rator agai nst Caesar
TREBONI US, ) : :

CAl US LI GARI US,
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DECI US BRUTUS,

METELLUS Cl MBER,

Cl NNA,

CALPURNI A, wi fe of Caesar

PORTI A, wife of Brutus

Cl CERO, senat or

POPI LI US, :

POPI LI US LENA,

FLAVI US, tribune

MARULLUS, tribune

CATO, supportor of Brutus

LUCI LI US, : " "

TI TI NI US,

MESSALA,

VOLUWNI US,

ARTEM DORUS, a teacher of rhetoric

Cl NNA, a poet

VARRO, servant to Brutus

CLI TUS, : " "

CLAUDI O

STRATQO

LUCI US,

DARDANI US,

Pl NDARUS, servant to Cassi us

The Ghost of Caesar

A Soot hsayer

A Poet

Senators, Citizens, Soldiers, Comroners,
Messengers, and Servants

SCENE: Rone, the conspirators' canp
near Sardis,
and the plains of Philippi.
ACT |. SCENE |I.
Rone. A street.

Enter Flavius, Marullus, and certain
Commoner s.

FLAVI US. Hence, hone, you idle creatures, get
you hone.
Is this a holiday? What, know you not,
Bei ng nechani cal, you ought not wal k
Upon a | aboring day w thout the sign
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O your profession? Speak, what trade art thou?
FI RST COMWONER. Wy, sir, a carpenter.
MARULLUS. Where is thy | eather apron and thy
rul e?
What dost thou with thy best apparel on?
You, sir, what trade are you?
SECOND COMMONER. Truly, sir, in respect of a
fine workman, | am
but, as you would say, a cobbler.
MARULLUS. But what trade art thou? Answer ne
directly.
SECOND COMMONER. A trade, sir, that, | hope, |
may use with a safe
consci ence, which is indeed, sir, a nender of
bad sol es.
MARULLUS. What trade, thou knave? Thou naughty
knave, what trade?
SECOND COMMONER. Nay, | beseech you, sir, be not
out with ne; yet,
if you be out, sir, | can nend you.
MARULLUS. What nean'st thou by that? Mend ne,
t hou saucy fell ow
SECOND COMMONER. Wy, sir, cobbl e you.
FLAVI US. Thou art a cobbler, art thou?
SECOND COMMONER. Truly, Sir, all that | live by
is with the aw; |
meddle with no tradesman's matters, nor
wonen's matters, but wth

awl. | amindeed, sir, a surgeon to old shoes;
when they are in
great danger, | recover them As proper nen as

ever trod upon
neat's | eather have gone upon ny handi work.
FLAVI US. But wherefore art not in thy shop today?
Wy dost thou | ead these nen about the streets?
SECOND COMMONER. Truly, sir, to wear out their
shoes to get nyself
into nore work. But indeed, sir, we make
hol i day to see Caesar
and to rejoice in his triunph.
MARULLUS. Wherefore rejoice? Wiat conquest
bri ngs he hone?
What tributaries follow himto Rone
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To grace in captive bonds his chariot wheel s?
You bl ocks, you stones, you worse than

sensel ess t hi ngs!

O you hard hearts, you cruel nmen of Rone,
Knew you not Ponpey? Many a tine and oft

Have you clinb'd up to walls and battl enents,
To towers and wi ndows, yea, to chimey tops,
Your infants in your arns, and there have sat
The livelong day with patient expectation

To see great Ponpey pass the streets of Rone.
And when you saw his chariot but appear,

Have you not made an universal shout

That Ti ber trenbl ed underneath her banks

To hear the replication of your sounds

Made in her concave shores?

And do you now put on your best attire?

And do you now cull out a holiday?

And do you now strew flowers in his way

That conmes in triunph over Ponpey's bl ood?
Be gone!

Run to your houses, fall upon your knees,
Pray to the gods to intermt the plague

That needs nust light on this ingratitude.

FLAVI US. Go, go, good countrynen, and, for this
faul t,

al

Assenbl e all the poor nmen of your sort,

Draw them to Ti ber banks, and weep your tears

Into the channel, till the | owest stream

Do kiss the nost exalted shores of all.
Exeunt

Conmoner s.

See whet her their basest nmetal be not noved;

They vani sh tongue-tied in their guiltiness.

Go you down that way towards the Capitol;

This way will |. Disrobe the inmages

If you do find themdeck'd with cerenoni es.

MARULLUS. May we do so?

You know it is the feast of Lupercal.

FLAVIUS. It is no matter; |et no inmages

Be hung with Caesar's trophies. 1'll about
And drive away the vulgar fromthe streets;
So do you too, where you perceive themthick.
These growi ng feathers pluck'd from Caesar's
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WIIl make himfly an ordinary pitch,
Who el se woul d soar above the view of nen

And keep us all in servile
f ear f ul ness. Exeunt .
SCENE | 1.

A public place.

Fl ouri sh. Enter Caesar; Antony, for the
course; Cal purni a,
Portia, Decius, G cero, Brutus, Cassius,
and Casca;
a great crowd follows, anong them a
Soot hsayer.

CAESAR. Cal purni a!
CASCA. Peace, ho! Caesar speaks.
Musi c
ceases.
CAESAR. Cal purni a!
CALPURNI A. Here, ny lord.
CAESAR. Stand you directly in Antonio's way,
When he doth run his course. Antonio!
ANTONY. Caesar, ny |ord?
CAESAR. Forget not in your speed, Antonio,
To touch Cal purnia, for our elders say
The barren, touched in this holy chase,
Shake off their sterile curse.
ANTONY. | shall renenber.
When Caesar says "Do this,” it is perfornid.
CAESAR. Set on, and | eave no cerenony
out . FI ouri sh.
SOOTHSAYER. Caesar!!
CAESAR. Ha! Who calls?
CASCA. Bid every noise be still. Peace yet again!
CAESAR. Who is it in the press that calls on ne?
| hear a tongue, shriller than all the nusic,
Cry "Caesar." Speak, Caesar is turn'd to hear.
SOOTHSAYER. Beware the ides of March.
CAESAR. What man is that?
BRUTUS. A soot hsayer you beware the ides of
Mar ch.
CAESAR. Set him before ne let ne see his face.
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CASSI US. Fellow, cone fromthe throng; | ook upon
Caesar.

CAESAR. What say'st thou to ne now? Speak once
agai n.

SOOTHSAYER. Beware the ides of WMarch.

CAESAR. He is a dreaner; let us |leave him Pass.

Sennet. Exeunt all but

Brutus and Cassi us.

CASSIUS. WIIl you go see the order of the course?

BRUTUS. Not 1.
CASSI US. | pray you, do.
BRUTUS. | am not ganesone; | do | ack sone part

O that quick spirit that is in Antony.
Let nme not hinder, Cassius, your desires;
['"I'l |eave you.

CASSI US. Brutus, | do observe you now of |ate;
| have not from your eyes that gentl eness
And show of love as | was wont to have;

You bear too stubborn and too strange a hand
Over your friend that |oves you.
BRUTUS. Cassi us,

Be not deceived; if | have veil'd ny | ook,
| turn the trouble of ny countenance
Merely upon nyself. Vexed | am
O late with passions of sone difference,
Conceptions only proper to nyself,
Wi ch give sone soil perhaps to ny behaviors;
But |l et not therefore ny good friends be

gri eved-
Anmong whi ch nunber, Cassius, be you one-
Nor construe any further ny negl ect
Than that poor Brutus with hinself at war
Forgets the shows of |ove to other nen.

CASSI US. Then, Brutus, | have nmuch m stook your

passi on,
By neans whereof this breast of mne hath

buri ed
Thoughts of great value, worthy cogitations.
Tel | me, good Brutus, can you see your face?

BRUTUS. No, Cassius, for the eye sees not itself
But by reflection, by sone other things.

CASSIUS. 'Tis just,

And it is very nuch | anented, Brutus,
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That you have no such mrrors as will turn
Your hidden worthiness into your eye
That you m ght see your shadow. | have heard
Were many of the best respect in Rone,
Except imortal Caesar, speaking of Brutus
And groani ng underneath this age's yoke,
Have wi sh'd that noble Brutus had his eyes.

BRUTUS. Into what dangers would you | ead ne,

Cassi us,

That you woul d have ne seek into nyself
For that which is not in ne?

CASSI US. Therefore, good Brutus, be prepared to

hear ,

And since you know you cannot see yourself
So well as by reflection, | your glass
WIIl nodestly discover to yourself
That of yourself which you yet know not of.
And be not jeal ous on nme, gentle Brutus;
Were | a common | augher, or did use
To stale with ordinary oaths ny | ove
To every new protester, if you know
That | do fawn on nen and hug them hard
And after scandal them or if you know
That | profess nyself in banqueting
To all the rout, then hold nme dangerous.

FI ouri sh
and shout.
BRUTUS. What neans this shouting? | do fear the
peopl e

Choose Caesar for their Kking.
CASSI US. Ay, do you fear it?
Then nust | think you would not have it so.
BRUTUS. | would not, Cassius, yet | |love him
wel | .
But wherefore do you hold ne here so | ong?
What is it that you would inpart to ne?
If it be aught toward the general good,

Set honor in one eye and death i' the other
And | will ook on both indifferently.
For let the gods so speed ne as | |ove

The nanme of honor nore than | fear death.
CASSIUS. | know that virtue to be in you, Brutus,
As well as | do know your outward favor.
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Well, honor is the subject of ny story.
| cannot tell what you and ot her nen
Think of this life, but, for ny single self,
| had as lief not be as live to be
In awe of such a thing as | nyself.
| was born free as Caesar, SO were you;
We both have fed as well, and we can both
Endure the winter's cold as well as he.
For once, upon a raw and gusty day,
The troubl ed Tiber chafing with her shores,
Caesar said to ne, "Darest thou, Cassius, now
Leap in with me into this angry fl ood
And swimto yonder point?" Upon the word,
Accoutred as | was, | plunged in
And bade himfollow So indeed he did.
The torrent roar'd, and we did buffet it
Wth lusty sinews, throwing it aside
And stemming it with hearts of controversy.
But ere we could arrive the point proposed,
Caesar cried, "Help ne, Cassius, or | sink!
|, as Aeneas our great ancestor
Did fromthe flanmes of Troy upon his shoul der
The ol d Anchi ses bear, so fromthe waves of
Ti ber
Did I the tired Caesar. And this man
I s now becone a god, and Cassius is
A wretched creature and nust bend his body
| f Caesar carelessly but nod on him
He had a fever when he was in Spain,
And when the fit was on himl did mark
How he did shake. 'Tis true, this god did
shake;
Hs coward lips did fromtheir color fly,
And that sane eye whose bend doth awe the world
Did lose his luster. | did hear him groan.
Ay, and that tongue of his that bade the Romans
Mark himand wite his speeches in their books,
Alas, it cried, "Gve ne sone drink, Titinius,"
As a sick girl. Ye gods! It doth amaze ne
A man of such a feeble tenper should
So get the start of the npjestic world
And bear the pal m al one.
Shout . FI ouri sh.
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BRUTUS. Anot her general shout!
| do believe that these appl auses are
For sone new honors that are heap'd on Caesar.
CASSI US. Wiy, man, he doth bestride the narrow
wor | d
Li ke a Col ossus, and we petty nen
Wal k under his huge | egs and peep about
To find ourselves dishonorable graves.
Men at sone tinme are nmasters of their fates:
The fault, dear Brutus, is not in our stars,
But in ourselves that we are underlings.
Brutus and Caesar: what should be in that
"Caesar"?
Wiy shoul d that nane be sounded nore than
your s?
Wite themtogether, yours is as fair a nane;
Sound them it doth becone the nouth as well;
Weigh them it is as heavy; conjure with 'em
"Brutus" wll start a spirit as soon as
"Caesar."
Now, in the nanes of all the gods at once,
Upon what neat doth this our Caesar feed
That he is grown so great? Age, thou art
shaned!
Rome, thou hast |ost the breed of nobl e bl oods!
When went there by an age since the great fl ood
But it was faned with nore than with one man?
When could they say till now that tal k' d of
Rone
That her wi de walls enconpass'd but one nman?
Now is it Rone indeed, and room enough,
When there is in it but one only nman.
O you and | have heard our fathers say
There was a Brutus once that woul d have brook'd
The eternal devil to keep his state in Rone
As easily as a king.
BRUTUS. That you do |ove nme, | am not hing
j eal ous;
What you would work ne to, | have sone aim
How | have thought of this and of these tines,
| shall recount hereafter; for this present,
| would not, so with love | mght entreat you,
Be any further noved. What you have said
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| will consider; what you have to say
Il wll with patience hear, and find a tine
Both neet to hear and answer such high things.
Till then, ny noble friend, chew upon this:
Brutus had rather be a villager
Than to repute hinself a son of Rone
Under these hard conditions as this tine
Is like to | ay upon us.
CASSIUS. | amglad that ny weak words

Have struck but thus nmuch show of fire from

Br ut us.

Re-enter Caesar and his Train.

BRUTUS. The ganes are done, and Caesar is

r et urni ng.
CASSI US. As they pass by, pluck Casca by the
sl eeve,
And he wll, after his sour fashion, tell you

What hath proceeded worthy note today.

BRUTUS. | will do so. But, |ook you, Cassius,
The angry spot doth gl ow on Caesar's brow,

And all the rest ook Iike a chidden train:

Cal purnia's cheek is pale, and Cicero

Looks with such ferret and such fiery eyes

As we have seen himin the Capitol,

Being cross'd in conference by sone senators.
CASSIUS. Casca will tell us what the matter is.
CAESAR. Ant oni o!

ANTONY. Caesar ?

CAESAR. Let ne have nen about ne that are fat,
Sl eek- headed nen, and such as sleep o' nights:
Yond Cassius has a | ean and hungry | ook;

He thinks too nmuch; such nen are dangerous.
ANTONY. Fear himnot, Caesar; he's not dangerous;

He is a noble Roman and well given.

CAESAR. Wul d he were fatter! But | fear himnot,
Yet if ny nane were liable to fear,
| do not know the man | shoul d avoid
So soon as that spare Cassius. He reads nuch,
He is a great observer, and he | ooks
Quite through the deeds of nen. He | oves no

pl ays,
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As thou dost, Antony; he hears no nusic;
Sel dom he smles, and smles in such a sort
As if he nock'd hinself and scorn'd his spirit
That could be noved to smle at anything.
Such nen as he be never at heart's ease
Wil es they behold a greater than thensel ves,
And therefore are they very dangerous.
| rather tell thee what is to be fear'd
Than what | fear, for always | am Caesar.
Conme on ny right hand, for this ear is deaf,
And tell ne truly what thou think' st of him
Sennet. Exeunt Caesar and all his
Train but Casca.
CASCA. You pull'd nme by the cloak; would you
speak with ne?
BRUTUS. Ay, Casca, tell us what hath chanced
t oday
That Caesar | ooks so sad.
CASCA. Wiy, you were with him were you not?
BRUTUS. | should not then ask Casca what had
chanced.
CASCA. Wy, there was a crown offered him and
bei ng offered him
he put it by with the back of his hand, thus,
and then the
peopl e fell ashouting.
BRUTUS. What was the second noise for?
CASCA. Wy, for that too.
CASSI US. They shouted thrice. Wiat was the | ast
cry for?
CASCA. Wy, for that too.
BRUTUS. Was the crown offered himthrice?
CASCA. Ay, marry, wast, and he put it by thrice,
every tine gentler
than other, and at every putting by mne
honest nei ghbors
shout ed.
CASSI US. Wio offered himthe crown?
CASCA. Wy, Antony.
BRUTUS. Tell us the manner of it, gentle Casca.
CASCA. | can as well be hang'd as tell the
manner of it. It was
nere foolery; | did not mark it. |I saw Mark
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Antony offer hima
crown (yet 'twas not a crown neither, 'twas
one of these
coronets) and, as | told you, he put it by
once. But for all
that, to ny thinking, he would fain have had
it. Then he offered
it to himagain; then he put it by again. But,
to ny thinking, he
was very loath to lay his fingers off it. And
then he offered it
the third tinme; he put it the third tine by;
and still as he
refused it, the rabbl enent hooted and cl apped
their chopped hands
and threw up their sweaty ni ghtcaps and
uttered such a deal of
stinking breath because Caesar refused the
crown that it had
al nost choked Caesar, for he swounded and fell
down at it. And
for mne own part, | durst not |augh for fear
of opening ny lips
and receiving the bad air.
CASSI US. But, soft, | pray you, what, did
Caesars wound?
CASCA. He fell down in the nmarketplace and
foamed at nouth and was
speechl ess.
BRUTUS. 'Tis very like. He hath the falling
si ckness.
CASSI US. No, Caesar hath it not, but you, and I,
And honest Casca, we have the falling sickness.
CASCA. | know not what you nean by that, but |
am sure Caesar fell
down. If the tagrag people did not clap him
and hiss him
accordi ng as he pleased and di spl eased them
as they use to do
the players in the theatre, I amno true nman.
BRUTUS. What said he when he canme unto hinsel f?
CASCA. Marry, before he fell down, when he
per cei ved the common
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herd was gl ad he refused the crown, he plucked
nme ope his doubl et

and offered themhis throat to cut. An had
been a man of any

occupation, if I would not have taken himat a

word, | would I
m ght go to hell anong the rogues. And so he
fell. When he cane

to hinself again, he said, if he had done or
sai d anything am ss,

he desired their worships to think it was his
infirmty. Three or

four wenches where | stood cried, "Alas, good
soul!" and forgave

himwth all their hearts. But there's no heed
to be taken of

them if Caesar had stabbed their nothers,
t hey woul d have done

no | ess.
BRUTUS. And after that he cane, thus sad, away?
CASCA. Ay.

CASSIUS. Did Cicero say anything?
CASCA. Ay, he spoke G eek.
CASSI US. To what effect?
CASCA. Nay, an | tell you that, 1'll ne'er |ook
you i' the face
agai n; but those that understood himsmled at
one anot her and
shook their heads; but for mne own part, it
was Greek to ne. |
could tell you nore news too: Marullus and
Fl avius, for pulling
scarfs off Caesar's inmages, are put to
silence. Fare you well.
There was nore foolery yet, if could renmenber
it.
CASSIUS. WIIl you sup with nme tonight, Casca?
CASCA. No, | am prom sed forth.
CASSIUS. WIIl you dine with ne tonorrow?
CASCA. Ay, if | be alive, and your m nd hol d,
and your dinner worth
t he eating.
CASSI US. Good, | will expect you.
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CASCA. Do so, farewell,
bot h. Exit.
BRUTUS. What a blunt fellowis this grown to be!
He was quick nettle when he went to school.
CASSIUS. So is he now in execution
O any bold or noble enterprise,
However he puts on this tardy form
This rudeness is a sauce to his good wt,
Wi ch gives nen stomach to digest his words
Wth better appetite.
BRUTUS. And so it is. For this time | wll |eave
you.
Tonorrow, if you please to speak with ne,
| will cone hone to you, or, if you wll,
Conme hone to ne and | will wait for you.
CASSIUS. | wll do so. Till then, think of the
wor | d.

Br ut us.
Well, Brutus, thou art noble; yet, | see
Thy honorable nettle may be w ought
Fromthat it is disposed; therefore it is neet
That nobl e m nds keep ever with their |ikes;
For who so firmthat cannot be seduced?
Caesar doth bear ne hard, but he | oves Brutus.
If I were Brutus now and he were Cassi us,
He should not hunmor ne. | will this night,
In several hands, in at his w ndows throw,
As if they cane from several citizens,
Witings, all tending to the great opinion
That Ronme hol ds of his name, wherein obscurely
Caesar's anbition shall be glanced at.
And after this | et Caesar seat himsure;
For we will shake him or worse days
endur e. Exit.
SCENE 111 .
A street. Thunder and |ightning.

Enter, from opposite sides, Casca, with his
sword drawn,
and Ci cero.

Cl CERO. Good even, Casca. Brought you Caesar
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hone?
Wiy are you breathless, and why stare you so?
CASCA. Are not you noved, when all the sway of
earth
Shakes |like a thing unfirn? O Ci cero,
| have seen tenpests when the scol di ng w nds
Have rived the knotty oaks, and | have seen
The anbitious ocean swell and rage and foam
To be exalted with the threatening clouds,
But never till tonight, never till now,
Did | go through a tenpest dropping fire.
Either there is a civil strife in heaven,
O else the world too saucy with the gods
I ncenses themto send destruction.
Cl CERO. Wy, saw you anyt hi ng nore wonderful ?
CASCA. A common sl ave- you know hi mwel | by
si ght -
Hel d up his left hand, which did flanme and burn
Li ke twenty torches join'd, and yet his hand
Not sensible of fire remain' d unscorch'd.
Besi des- | ha' not since put up ny sword-
Agai nst the Capitol | nmet a lion,
Who gl az'd upon ne and went surly by
Wt hout annoying ne. And there were drawn
Upon a heap a hundred ghastly wonen
Transfornmed with their fear, who swore they saw
Men all in fire walk up and down the streets.
And yesterday the bird of night did sit
Even at noonday upon the market pl ace,
How i ng and shrieking. Wen these prodigies
Do so conjointly neet, |et not nen say
"These are their reasons; they are natural ":
For | believe they are portentous things
Unto the clinmate that they point upon.
CICERO. Indeed, it is a strange-disposed tine.
But nmen may construe things after their
fashi on,
Clean fromthe purpose of the things
t hensel ves.
Conmes Caesar to the Capitol tonorrow?
CASCA. He doth, for he did bid Antonio
Send word to you he would be there tonorrow.
Cl CERO. Good then, Casca. This disturbed sky
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Is not to wal k in.
CASCA. Farewel |,
G cero. Exit G cero.

Ent er Cassi us.

CASSI US. Who' s t here?
CASCA. A Roman.
CASSI US. Casca, by your voice.
CASCA. Your ear is good. Cassius, what night is
t hi s!
CASSI US. A very pleasing night to honest nen.
CASCA. Who ever knew t he heavens nenace so?
CASSI US. Those that have known the earth so full
of faults.
For ny part, | have wal k' d about the streets,
Submitting nme unto the perilous night,
And t hus unbraced, Casca, as you see,
Have bared ny bosomto the thunderstone;
And when the cross blue lightning seemd to
open
The breast of heaven, | did present nyself
Even in the aimand very flash of it.
CASCA. But wherefore did you so nuch tenpt the
heavens?
It is the part of nen to fear and trenble
When the nost m ghty gods by tokens send
Such dreadful heralds to astonish us.
CASSI US. You are dull, Casca, and those sparks
of life
That should be in a Roman you do want,
O else you use not. You | ook pale and gaze
And put on fear and cast yourself in wonder
To see the strange inpatience of the heavens.
But if you would consider the true cause
Wiy all these fires, why all these gliding
ghost s,
Wiy birds and beasts fromquality and kind,
Wiy old nen, fools, and children cal cul ate,
Wiy all these things change fromtheir
or di nance,
Their natures, and preforned faculties
To nonstrous quality, why, you shall find
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That heaven hath infused themw th these
spirits

To make theminstrunments of fear and warning

Unto sone nonstrous state.

Now could I, Casca, nane to thee a nman

Most |ike this dreadful night,

That thunders, |ightens, opens graves, and
roars

As doth the lion in the Capitol,
A man no mghtier than thyself or ne
I n personal action, yet prodigious grown
And fearful, as these strange eruptions are.
CASCA. 'Tis Caesar that you nean, is it not,
Cassi us?

CASSIUS. Let it be who it is, for Romans now
Have thews and linbs like to their ancestors.
But, woe the while! Qur fathers' mnds are

dead,
And we are govern'd with our nothers' spirits;
Qur yoke and sufferance show us wonmani sh.

CASCA. Indeed they say the senators tonorrow

Mean to establish Caesar as a Kking,
And he shall wear his crown by sea and | and
In every place save here in Italy.
CASSIUS. | know where | will wear this dagger
t hen:
Cassius from bondage wi Il deliver Cassi us.
Therein, ye gods, you nmake the weak nost
strong;
Therein, ye gods, you tyrants do defeat.
Nor stony tower, nor walls of beaten brass,
Nor airless dungeon, nor strong |inks of iron
Can be retentive to the strength of spirit;
But life, being weary of these worldly bars,
Never | acks power to dismss itself.
If I know this, know all the world besides,
That part of tyranny that | do bear
| can shake off at pl easure.
Thunder still.
CASCA. So can |I.
So every bondman in his own hand bears
The power to cancel his captivity.
CASSI US. And why shoul d Caesar be a tyrant then?
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Poor man! | know he woul d not be a wolf

But that he sees the Romans are but sheep.

He were no |ion, were not Romans hi nds.

Those that with haste will make a mghty fire
Begin it with weak straws. \Wat trash is Rone,
What rubbi sh, and what offal, when it serves
For the base matter to illum nate

So vile a thing as Caesar? But, O grief,
Where hast thou led ne? | perhaps speak this
Before a willing bondman; then | know

My answer nust be nmade. But | am arnid,

And dangers are to ne indifferent.

CASCA. You speak to Casca, and to such a man
That is no fleering tell-tale. Hold, ny hand.
Be factious for redress of all these griefs,
And | will set this foot of mne as far
As who goes farthest.

CASSI US. There's a bargai n nade.

Now know you, Casca, | have noved al r eady

Some certain of the nobl est-m nded Romans

To undergo with nme an enterprise

O honor abl e- danger ous consequence;

And | do know by this, they stay for ne

I n Ponpey's Porch. For now, this fearful night,
There is no stir or walking in the streets,

And t he conpl exi on of the el enent

In favor's |i ke the work we have in hand,

Most bl oody, fiery, and nost terrible.

Enter G nna.

CASCA. Stand cl ose awhile, for here conmes one in
hast e.
CASSIUS. 'Tis G nna, | do know himby his gait;
He is a friend. G nna, where haste you so0?
CINNA. To find out you. Wio's that? Metellus
G nmber ?
CASSIUS. No, it is Casca, one incorporate
To our attenpts. AmI| not stay'd for, C nna?
CINNA. | amglad on't. What a fearful night is
t hi s!
There's two or three of us have seen strange
si ght s.
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CASSIUS. Am | not stay'd for? Tell ne.
CI NNA. Yes, you are.
O Cassius, if you could
But win the noble Brutus to our party-
CASSI US. Be you content. Good Cinna, take this
paper,
And | ook you lay it in the praetor's chair,
Where Brutus may but find it; and throw this
In at his window, set this up with wax
Upon ol d Brutus' statue. Al this done,
Repair to Ponpey's Porch, where you shall find
us.
| s Decius Brutus and Trebonius there?
CINNA. Al but Metellus C nber, and he's gone
To seek you at your house. Well, | will hie
And so bestow these papers as you bade ne.
CASSI US. That done, repair to Ponpey's Theatre.
Exi t
G nna.
Conme, Casca, you and | will yet ere day
See Brutus at his house. Three parts of him
s ours already, and the man entire
Upon the next encounter yields himours.
CASCA. O he sits high in all the people's

hearts,
And t hat which woul d appear offense in us,
Hi s countenance, |ike richest al cheny,

WIIl change to virtue and to wort hi ness.
CASSIUS. Hmand his worth and our great need of
hi m
You have right well conceited. Let us go,
For it is after mdnight, and ere day

W will awake hi mand be sure of
hi m Exeunt .
ACT |Il. SCENE |.

Enter Brutus in his orchard.

BRUTUS. Wat, Lucius, ho!
| cannot, by the progress of the stars,

G ve guess how near to day. Lucius, | say!
| would it were ny fault to sleep so soundly.
When, Lucius, when? Awake, | say! What, Luci us!
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Ent er Luci us.

LUCIUS. Call'd you, ny lord?
BRUTUS. Get ne a taper in ny study, Lucius.
Wen it is lighted, cone and call ne here.

LUCIUS. | will, ny
| ord. Exit.
BRUTUS. It nust be by his death, and, for ny
part,

| know no personal cause to spurn at him
But for the general. He would be crown' d:
How t hat m ght change his nature, there's the
guesti on.
It is the bright day that brings forth the
adder
And that craves wary wal king. Crown himthat,
And then, | grant, we put a sting in him
That at his will he may do danger wth.
The abuse of greatness is when it disjoins
Renorse from power, and, to speak truth of
Caesar,
| have not known when his affections sway'd
More than his reason. But 'tis a common proof
That lowiness is young anbition's | adder,
Whereto the clinber-upward turns his face;
But when he once attains the upnost round,
He then unto the | adder turns his back,
Looks in the clouds, scorning the base degrees
By which he did ascend. So Caesar may;
Then, lest he may, prevent. And, since the
guarr el
WIIl bear no color for the thing he is,
Fashion it thus, that what he is, augnented,
Wuld run to these and these extremties;
And therefore think himas a serpent's egg
Whi ch hatch'd would as his kind grow
m schi evous,
And kill himin the shell.

Re- ent er Luci us.

LUCI US. The taper burneth in your closet, sir.
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Searching the window for a flint I found
Thi s paper thus seal'd up, and I am sure
It did not lie there when | went to bed.
G ves
himthe letter.
BRUTUS. Get you to bed again, it is not day.
s not tonorrow, boy, the ides of March?
LUCI US. | know not, sir.
BRUTUS. Look in the cal endar and bring ne word.
LUCIUS. | will,
sir. Exit.
BRUTUS. The exhal ati ons whizzing in the air
G ve so nmuch light that | may read by them
Opens the
| etter and reads.
"Brutus, thou sleep' st: awake and see thyself!
Shall Rone, etc. Speak, strike, redress!”

"Brutus, thou sleep'st: awake!"

Such instigations have been often dropp'd

Were | have took them up.

"Shall Ronme, etc." Thus nust | piece it out.

Shal | Ronme stand under one nman's awe? Wat,
Rome?

My ancestors did fromthe streets of Rone

The Tarquin drive, when he was call'd a king.

"Speak, strike, redress!™ Am| entreated

To speak and strike? O Rone, | neke thee
promn se,

If the redress will follow, thou receivest

Thy full petition at the hand of Brutus!

Re- ent er Luci us.

LUCIUS. Sir, March is wasted fifteen days.

Knocki ng
wi t hi n.
BRUTUS. 'Tis good. Go to the gate, sonebody
knocks.
Exi t
Luci us.

Since Cassius first did whet ne agai nst Caesar
| have not sl ept.

http://darkwing.uoregon.edu/%7Erbear/shake/jc.html (21 of 82)4/11/2005 8:33:13 AM



William Shakespeare: Julius Caesar.

Bet ween the acting of a dreadful thing
And the first notion, all the interimis
Li ke a phantasnma or a hi deous dream

The genius and the nortal instrunents

Are then in council, and the state of nan,
Like to a little kingdom suffers then
The nature of an insurrection.

Re- ent er Luci us.

LUCIUS. Sir, '"tis your brother Cassius at the
door,
Who doth desire to see you.
BRUTUS. |Is he al one?
LUCIUS. No, sir, there are nore with him
BRUTUS. Do you know t henf?
LUCIUS. No, sir, their hats are pluck'd about
their ears,
And half their faces buried in their cloaks,
That by no neans | may di scover them
By any mark of favor.
BRUTUS. Let 'em
enter. Exit Luci us.
They are the faction. O Conspiracy,
Shanmest thou to show thy danger ous brow by
ni ght,
Wen evils are nost free? O then, by day
Were wilt thou find a cavern dark enough
To mask thy nonstrous vi sage? Seek none,
Conspi racy;
Hde it in smles and affability;
For if thou path, thy native senbl ance on,
Not Erebus itself were di menough
To hide thee from prevention.

Enter the conspirators, Cassius, Casca,
Deci us, Ci nna,
Met el lus G nber, and Treboni us.

CASSIUS. | think we are too bold upon your rest.

Good norrow, Brutus, do we trouble you?
BRUTUS. | have been up this hour, awake all
ni ght .
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Know | these nmen that cone along with you?
CASSI US. Yes, every man of them and no man here
But honors you, and every one doth w sh
You had but that opinion of yourself
Wi ch every nobl e Ronman bears of you.
This is Treboni us.
BRUTUS. He is wel conme hither.
CASSI US. This, Decius Brutus.
BRUTUS. He is wel cone too.
CASSI US. This, Casca; this, Cnna; and this,
Met el l us G nber.
BRUTUS. They are all wel cone.
VWhat wat chful cares do interpose thensel ves
Betwi xt your eyes and night?
CASSIUS. Shall | entreat a word?
They whi sper.
DECIUS. Here lies the east. Doth not the day
break here?
CASCA. No.
CINNA. O pardon, sir, it doth, and yongrey lines
That fret the clouds are nessengers of day.
CASCA. You shall confess that you are both
decei ved.
Here, as | point ny sword, the sun arises,
Which is a great way growi ng on the south,
Wei ghi ng the yout hful season of the year.
Sonme two nont hs hence up higher toward the
north
He first presents his fire, and the hi gh east
Stands as the Capitol, directly here.
BRUTUS. G ve ne your hands all over, one by one.
CASSI US. And | et us swear our resolution.
BRUTUS. No, not an oath. If not the face of nen,
The sufferance of our souls, the tinme's abuse-
| f these be notives weak, break off betines,
And every man hence to his idle bed;
So let high-sighted tyranny range on
Till each man drop by lottery. But if these,
As | amsure they do, bear fire enough
To kindle cowards and to steel with val or
The nelting spirits of wonen, then, countrynen,
What need we any spur but our own cause
To prick us to redress? What other bond
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Than secret Ronans that have spoke the word
And will not palter? And what other oath
Than honesty to honesty engaged
That this shall be or we will fall for it?
Swear priests and cowards and nen caut el ous,
A d feeble carrions and such suffering souls
That wel come wrongs; unto bad causes swear
Such creatures as nmen doubt; but do not stain
The even virtue of our enterprise,
Nor the insuppressive nettle of our spirits,
To think that or our cause or our perfornmance
Did need an oath; when every drop of bl ood
That every Roman bears, and nobly bears,
s guilty of a several bastardy
If he do break the smallest particle
O any prom se that hath pass'd from him
CASSI US. But what of Cicero? Shall we sound hinf
| think he will stand very strong with us.
CASCA. Let us not |eave himout.
CI NNA. No, by no neans.
METELLUS. O |et us have him for his silver
hai rs
W Il purchase us a good opinion,
And buy nen's voices to commend our deeds.
It shall be said his judgenent rul ed our hands;
Qur youths and wi | dness shall no whit appear,
But all be buried in his gravity.
BRUTUS. O nane himnot; |let us not break with
hi m
For he will never follow anything
That ot her nen begin.
CASSI US. Then | eave hi m out.
CASCA. Indeed he is not fit.
DECI US. Shall no nman el se be touch'd but only
Caesar ?
CASSI US. Decius, well urged. | think it is not
meet
Mark Antony, so well bel oved of Caesar,
Shoul d outlive Caesar. We shall find of him
A shrewd contriver; and you know his neans,
If he inprove them nmay well stretch so far
As to annoy us all, which to prevent,
Let Antony and Caesar fall together.
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BRUTUS. Qur course will seemtoo bl oody, Caius
Cassi us,
To cut the head off and then hack the |inbs
Li ke wath in death and envy afterwards;
For Antony is but a |inb of Caesar.
Let us be sacrificers, but not butchers, Caius.
We all stand up against the spirit of Caesar,
And in the spirit of nen there is no bl ood.
O that we then could cone by Caesar's spirit,
And not di snenber Caesar! But, al as,
Caesar nust bleed for it! And, gentle friends,
Let's kill himboldly, but not wathfully;
Let's carve himas a dish fit for the gods,
Not hew himas a carcass fit for hounds;
And | et our hearts, as subtle nmasters do,
Stir up their servants to an act of rage
And after seemto chide "em This shall make
Qur purpose necessary and not envious,
Wi ch so appearing to the common eyes,
We shall be call'd purgers, not nurderers.
And for Mark Antony, think not of him
For he can do no nore than Caesar's arm
When Caesar's head is off.
CASSIUS. Yet | fear him
For in the ingrated | ove he bears to Caesar-
BRUTUS. Al as, good Cassius, do not think of him
If he | ove Caesar, all that he can do
Is to hinself, take thought and die for Caesar.
And that were nuch he should, for he is given
To sports, to wildness, and nuch conpany.
TREBONI US. There is no fear in himlet himnot
di e,
For he will live and |laugh at this hereafter.
d ock
strikes.
BRUTUS. Peace, count the clock.
CASSI US. The clock hath stricken three.
TREBONIUS. 'Tis tine to part.
CASSIUS. But it is doubtful yet
Whet her Caesar will conme forth today or no,
For he is superstitious grown of |ate,
Quite fromthe main opinion he held once
O fantasy, of dreans, and cerenoni es.
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It may be these apparent prodigies,
The unaccustom d terror of this night,
And t he persuasion of his augurers
May hold himfromthe Capitol today.

DECI US. Never fear that. If he be so resol ved,
| can o' ersway him for he |loves to hear
That unicorns may be betray'd with trees,
And bears with gl asses, el ephants with holes,
Lions with toils, and nen with flatterers;
But when | tell himhe hates flatterers,

He says he does, being then nost flattered.
Let nme work;

For | can give his hunor the true bent,

And | will bring himto the Capitol.

CASSIUS. Nay, we will all of us be there to

fetch him

BRUTUS. By the eighth hour. Is that the utter

nost ?

CINNA. Be that the utternost, and fail not then.
METELLUS. Caius Ligarius doth bear Caesar hard,
Who rated himfor speaking well of Ponpey.
| wonder none of you have thought of him
BRUTUS. Now, good Metellus, go along by him

He loves ne well, and | have given hi mreasons;
Send himbut hither, and I'Il fashion him
CASSI US. The norning cones upon 's. We'll [|eave

you, Brutus,
And, friends, disperse yourselves, but all
remenber
What you have said and show yoursel ves true
Romans.
BRUTUS. Good gentl enen, |ook fresh and nerrily;
Let not our | ooks put on our purposes,
But bear it as our Roman actors do,
Wth untired spirits and formal constancy.
And so, good norrow to you every one.
Exeunt
al | but Brutus.
Boy! Lucius! Fast asleep? It is no natter.
Enj oy the honey-heavy dew of sl unber;
Thou hast no figures nor no fantasies,
Wi ch busy care draws in the brains of nen;
Therefore thou sl eep' st so sound.
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Enter Porti a.

PORTI A. Brutus, ny |ord!
BRUTUS. Portia, what nean you? Wherefore rise
you now?

It is not for your health thus to conmt

Your weak condition to the raw col d norning.
PORTI A. Nor for yours neither. have ungently,

Br ut us,

Stole fromny bed; and yesternight at supper

You suddenly arose and wal k' d about,

Musi ng and sighing, with your arns across;

And when | ask'd you what the matter was,

You stared upon ne with ungentle | ooks.

| urged you further; then you scratch'd your

head,

And too inpatiently stanp'd with your foot.

Yet | insisted, yet you answer'd not,

But with an angry waiter of your hand

Gave sign for nme to |l eave you. So | did,

Fearing to strengthen that inpatience

Whi ch seem d too nmuch enkindl ed, and w t hal

Hoping it was but an effect of hunor,

VWi ch sonetine hath his hour with every man.

It will not let you eat, nor talk, nor sleep,

And, could it work so nuch upon your shape

As it hath nmuch prevail'd on your condition,

| should not know you, Brutus. Dear ny |ord,

Make nme acquainted with your cause of grief.
BRUTUS. | amnot well in health, and that is all.
PORTIA. Brutus is wise, and, were he not in

heal t h,

He woul d enbrace the neans to cone by it.
BRUTUS. Wiy, so | do. Good Portia, go to bed.
PORTIA |Is Brutus sick, and is it physical

To wal k unbraced and suck up the hunors

O the dank norning? What, is Brutus sick,

And will he steal out of his whol esone bed

To dare the vile contagion of the night

And tenpt the rheuny and unpurged air

To add unto his sickness? No, ny Brutus,

You have sone sick offense within your m nd,
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VWi ch by the right and virtue of ny place
| ought to know of; and, upon ny knees,
| charmyou, by ny once commended beauty,
By all your vows of |ove and that great vow
Wi ch did incorporate and nake us one,
That you unfold to nme, yourself, your half,
Wiy you are heavy and what nen toni ght
Have had resort to you; for here have been
Some six or seven, who did hide their faces
Even from dar kness.
BRUTUS. Kneel not, gentle Portia.
PORTI A. | should not need, if you were gentle
Br ut us.
Wthin the bond of marriage, tell ne, Brutus,
Is it excepted | should know no secrets
That appertain to you? Am | yourself
But, as it were, in sort or limtation,
To keep with you at neals, confort your bed,
And talk to you sonetines? Dwnell | but in the
subur bs
O your good pleasure? If it be no nore,
Portia is Brutus' harlot, not his wfe.
BRUTUS. You are ny true and honorable w fe,
As dear to ne as are the ruddy drops
That visit ny sad heart.
PORTIA. If this were true, then should | know
this secret.
| grant | am a wonman, but w t hal
A woman that Lord Brutus took to w fe.
| grant | am a wonman, but w t hal
A worman wel | reputed, Cato's daughter.
Think you I am no stronger than ny sex,
Being so father'd and so husbanded?
Tell me your counsels, | will not disclose 'em
| have made strong proof of ny constancy,
G ving nyself a voluntary wound
Here in the thigh. Can | bear that with
pati ence
And not ny husband's secrets?
BRUTUS. O ye gods,
Render nme worthy of this noble w fe! Knocking
wi t hi n.
Har k, hark, one knocks. Portia, go in awhile,
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And by and by thy bosom shal |l partake

The secrets of ny heart.

Al ny engagenents | will construe to thee,

Al the charactery of ny sad brows.

Leave ne with haste. [Exit Portia.] Lucius,
who's that knocks?

Re-enter Lucius with Ligarius.

LUCIUS. Here is a sick man that woul d speak with

you.

BRUTUS. Caius Ligarius, that Metellus spake of.
Boy, stand aside. Caius Ligarius, how?

LI GARI US. Vouchsafe good norrow froma feeble

t ongue.
BRUTUS. O what a tine have you chose out, brave
Cai us,
To wear a kerchief! Wuld you were not sick!

LIGARIUS. | amnot sick, if Brutus have in hand
Any exploit worthy the name of honor.

BRUTUS. Such an exploit have | in hand, Ligarius,
Had you a healthful ear to hear of it.

LI GARIUS. By all the gods that Romans bow bef ore,
| here discard ny sickness! Soul of Rone!
Brave son, derived from honorabl e | oins!

Thou, |ike an exorcist, hast conjured up
My nortified spirit. Now bid ne run,
And | will strive with things inpossible,
Yea, get the better of them Wat's to do?
BRUTUS. A piece of work that will make sick nen
whol e.

LI GARI US. But are not some whol e that we nust

make sick?

BRUTUS. That nust we also. Wuat it is, ny Caius,
| shall unfold to thee, as we are going
To whom it nust be done.

LI GARI US. Set on your foot,

And with a heart newfired |I follow you,
To do I know not what; but it sufficeth
That Brutus | eads ne on.
BRUTUS. Fol | ow ne
t hen. Exeunt .
SCENE | 1.
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Caesar's house. Thunder and
| i ght ni ng.

Enter Caesar, in his nightgown.

CAESAR. Nor heaven nor earth have been at peace
t oni ght .
Thrice hath Cal purnia in her sleep cried out,
"Hel p, ho! They nurther Caesar!" Who's within?

Enter a Servant.

SERVANT. My | ord?
CAESAR. Go bhid the priests do present sacrifice,
And bring nme their opinions of success.

SERVANT. | will, ny
| ord. Exit.

Ent er Cal purni a.

CALPURNI A. What nean you, Caesar? Think you to
wal k forth?
You shall not stir out of your house today.
CAESAR. Caesar shall forth: the things that
threaten' d ne
Ne' er |ook'd but on ny back; when they shall
see
The face of Caesar, they are vani shed.
CALPURNI A. Caesar, | | stood on cerenonies,
Yet now they fright ne. There is one wthin,
Besi des the things that we have heard and seen,
Recounts nost horrid sights seen by the watch.
A lioness hath whelped in the streets;
And graves have yawn'd, and yielded up their
dead;
Fierce fiery warriors fight upon the cl ouds,
In ranks and squadrons and right form of war,
Wi ch drizzl ed bl ood upon the Capitol;
The noi se of battle hurtled in the air,
Hor ses did neigh and dying nen did groan,
And ghosts did shriek and squeal about the
streets.
O Caesar! These things are beyond all use,
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And | do fear them
CAESAR. VWhat can be avoi ded
Whose end is purposed by the m ghty gods?
Yet Caesar shall go forth, for these
predi ctions
Are to the world in general as to Caesar.
CALPURNI A. When beggars die, there are no conets
seen;
The heavens thensel ves bl aze forth the death
of princes.
CAESAR. Cowards die many tinmes before their
deat hs;
The val i ant never taste of death but once.
O all the wonders that | yet have heard,
It seens to ne nost strange that nen shoul d
f ear
Seei ng that death, a necessary end,
WIIl conme when it will cone.

Re- ent er Servant.

What say the augurers?
SERVANT. They woul d not have you to stir forth
t oday.
Pl ucking the entrails of an offering forth,
They could not find a heart within the beast.
CAESAR. The gods do this in shane of cowardi ce.
Caesar should be a beast w thout a heart
If he should stay at hone today for fear.
No, Caesar shall not. Danger knows full well
That Caesar is nore dangerous than he.
W are two lions litter'd in one day,
And | the elder and nore terrible.
And Caesar shall go forth.
CALPURNI A. Al as, ny lord,
Your wi sdomis consuned in confidence.
Do not go forth today. Call it ny fear
That keeps you in the house and not your own.
W'l send Mark Antony to the Senate House,
And he shall say you are not well today.

Let nme, upon ny knee, prevail in this.
CAESAR. Mark Antony shall say | am not well,
And, for thy hunor, | will stay at hone.
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Ent er Deci us.

Here's Decius Brutus, he shall tell them so.
DECI US. Caesar, all hail! Good norrow, worthy
Caesar!
| conme to fetch you to the Senate House.
CAESAR. And you are cone in very happy tine
To bear ny greeting to the senators

And tell themthat | will not cone today.
Cannot, is false, and that | dare not, falser:
| will not cone today. Tell them so, Deci us.

CALPURNI A. Say he is sick.
CAESAR. Shall Caesar send a lie?

Have | in conquest stretch'd mne armso far
To be afeard to tell greybeards the truth?
Decius, go tell them Caesar will not cone.
DECI US. Most mghty Caesar, |let ne know sone
cause,
Lest | be laugh'd at when | tell them so.
CAESAR. The cause is innmy wll: I will not cone,

That is enough to satisfy the Senate.

But, for your private satisfaction,

Because | love you, | will let you know.

Cal purnia here, ny wife, stays ne at hone;

She dreamt toni ght she saw ny statue,

Which, like a fountain with an hundred spouts,

Did run pure bl ood, and many | usty Romans

Cane smling and did bathe their hands in it.

And t hese does she apply for warnings and

portents

And evils inmmnent, and on her knee

Hath begg'd that | will stay at hone today.
DECIUS. This dreamis all am ss interpreted,;

It was a vision fair and fortunate.

Your statue spouting blood in many pipes,

In which so many sm |ing Romans bat hed,

Signifies that fromyou great Rone shall suck

Revi ving bl ood, and that great nmen shall press

For tinctures, stains, relics, and cogni zance.

This by Calpurnia's dreamis signified.
CAESAR. And this way have you wel|l expounded it.
DECI US. | have, when you have heard what | can
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say.
And know it now, the Senate have concl uded
To give this day a crown to m ghty Caesar.
If you shall send themword you will not cone,
Their m nds may change. Besides, it were a nock
Apt to be render'd, for soneone to say
"Break up the Senate till another tine,
When Caesar's wife shall neet with better
dreans. "
| f Caesar hide hinself, shall they not whisper
"Lo, Caesar is afraid"?
Pardon nme, Caesar, for ny dear dear |ove
To your proceeding bids ne tell you this,
And reason to ny love is liable.
CAESAR. How foolish do your fears seem now,

Cal purni a!
| amashaned | did yield to them
Gve nme ny robe, for I will go.

Ent er Publius, Brutus, Ligarius,
Met el | us, Casca,
Tr eboni us, and G nna.

And | ook where Publius is cone to fetch ne.
PUBLI US. Good norrow, Caesar.
CAESAR. Wl cone, Publi us.
What, Brutus, are you stirr'd so early too?
Good norrow, Casca. Caius Ligarius,
Caesar was ne'er so much your eneny
As that sanme ague which hath nade you | ean.
What is't o' clock?
BRUTUS. Caesar, 'tis strucken eight.
CAESAR. | thank you for your pains and courtesy.

Ent er Antony.

See, Antony, that revels long o' nights,
I s notw thstandi ng up. Good norrow, Antony.
ANTONY. So to nobst nobl e Caesar.
CAESAR. Bid them prepare wthin.
| amto blane to be thus waited for.
Now, Cinna; now, Metellus; what, Trebonius,
| have an hour's talk in store for you;
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Renenber that you call on ne today;
Be near ne, that | may renenber you.

TREBONI US. Caesar, | will. [Aside.] And so near
will | be
That your best friends shall wish | had been
further.
CAESAR. Good friends, go in and taste sone w ne
wi th ne,
And we like friends wll straightway go
t oget her.

BRUTUS. [Aside.] That every like is not the
sanme, O Caesar,
The heart of Brutus yearns to think
upon! Exeunt.
SCENE 111 .
A street near the Capitol.

Enter Artem dorus, reading paper.

ARTEM DORUS. "Caesar, beware of Brutus; take

heed of Cassius; cone

not near Casca; have an eye to G nna; trust
not Trebonius; nmark

wel |l Metellus Ci nber; Decius Brutus |oves thee
not; thou hast

wronged Caius Ligarius. There is but one mnd
in all these nen,

and it is bent against Caesar. If thou beest
not imortal, | ook

about you. Security gives way to conspiracy.
The m ghty gods

def end t hee!

Thy | over,
Artem dorus. "
Here will | stand till Caesar pass al ong,
And as a suitor will | give himthis.

My heart |anments that virtue cannot |ive
Qut of the teeth of enulation.
If thou read this, O Caesar, thou mayest |ive;
If not, the Fates with traitors do
contrive. Exit.
SCENE | V.
Anot her part of the sanme street, before the
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house of Brutus.
Enter Portia and Luci us.

PORTIA. | prithee, boy, run to the Senate House;
Stay not to answer ne, but get thee gone.
Wiy dost thou stay?
LUCI US. To know ny errand, nadam
PORTIA. | would have had thee there, and here
agai n,
Ere | can tell thee what thou shoul dst do
t here.
O const ancy, be strong upon ny side!
Set a huge nountain 'tween ny heart and tongue!
| have a man's m nd, but a wonman's m ght.
How hard it is for wonen to keep counsel!
Art thou here yet?
LUCI US. Madam what should |I do?
Run to the Capitol, and nothing el se?
And so return to you, and nothing el se?
PORTI A. Yes, bring nme word, boy, if thy lord
| ook wel |,
For he went sickly forth; and take good note
What Caesar doth, what suitors press to him
Har k, boy, what noise is that?
LUCIUS. | hear none, madam
PORTIA. Prithee, listen well.
| heard a bustling runor like a fray,
And the wind brings it fromthe Capitol.
LUCI US. Soot h, madam | hear not hing.

Enter the Soot hsayer.

PORTI A. Cone hither, fellow
Whi ch way hast thou been?

SOOTHSAYER. At mi ne own house, good | ady.

PORTI A. What is't o' clock?

SOOTHSAYER. About the ninth hour, | ady.

PORTI A. |Is Caesar yet gone to the Capitol?

SOOTHSAYER. Madam not yet. | go to take ny stand
To see himpass on to the Capitol.

PORTI A. Thou hast sone suit to Caesar, hast thou

not ?
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SOOTHSAYER. That | have, lady. If it will please

Caesar
To be so good to Caesar as to hear ne,
| shall beseech himto befriend hinself.

PORTI A. Wiy, know st thou any harm s intended

t owar ds hi nf?

SOOTHSAYER. None that | know wll be, nmuch that

| fear may chance.

Good norrow to you. Here the street is narrow,
The throng that foll ows Caesar at the heels,

O senators, of praetors, conmon suitors,

WIl crowd a feeble man al nost to death.

"Il get ne to a place nore void and there

Speak to great Caesar as he cones
al ong. Exit.

PORTIA. | nust go in. Ay nme, how weak a thing

The heart of worman is! O Brutus,

The heavens speed thee in thine enterprise!

Sure, the boy heard ne. Brutus hath a suit

That Caesar will not grant. O | grow faint.

Run, Lucius, and comend ne to ny |ord;
Say | amnerry. Cone to ne again,

And bring nme word what he doth say to thee.

several ly.
ACT 111. SCENE I.
Rone. Before the Capitol; the Senate
sitting above.

A crowd of people, anpong them Artem dorus and

t he Soot hsayer.

Fl ouri sh. Enter Caesar, Brutus, Cassi us,

Casca,

Deci us, Metellus, Trebonius, C nna, Antony,

Lepi dus,

Popi | i us, Publius, and others.

CAESAR. The ides of March are cone.
SOOTHSAYER. Ay, Caesar, but not gone.
A Hail, Caesar! Read this schedul e.

DECI US. Trebonius doth desire you to o' er read,
At your best leisure, this his hunble suit.

ARTEM DORUS. O Caesar, read mne first, for

http://darkwing.uoregon.edu/%7Erbear/shake/jc.html (36 of 82)4/11/2005 8:33:13 AM



William Shakespeare: Julius Caesar.

mne's a suit
That touches Caesar nearer. Read it, great

Caesar.

CAESAR. What touches us ourself shall be | ast
served.

ARTEM DORUS. Del ay not, Caesar; read it
i nstantly.

CAESAR. What, is the fell ow nmad?
PUBLI US. Sirrah, give place.
CASSI US. What, urge you your petitions in the
street?
Conme to the Capitol.

Caesar goes up to the Senate House, the rest
foll ow.

POPILIUS. | wi sh your enterprise today may
thrive.

CASSI US. What enterprise, Popilius?

POPI LIUS. Fare you wel | .

Advances

to Caesar.
BRUTUS. What said Popilius Lena?
CASSI US. He wi sh'd today our enterprise m ght
thrive.
| fear our purpose is discovered.
BRUTUS. Look, how he nmakes to Caesar. Mark him
CASSI US. Casca,
Be sudden, for we fear prevention.
Brutus, what shall be done? If this be known,
Cassi us or Caesar never shall turn back,
For I will slay nyself.
BRUTUS. Cassius, be constant.
Popi | i us Lena speaks not of our purposes;
For, |l ook, he smles, and Caesar doth not
change.
CASSI US. Trebonius knows his tine, for, |ook
you, Brutus,
He draws Mark Antony out of the way.
Exeunt Ant ony
and Treboni us.
DECI US. Where is Metellus Cinber? Let him
And presently prefer his suit to Caesar.
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BRUTUS. He is address'd; press near and second
hi m
CINNA. Casca, you are the first that rears your
hand.
CAESAR. Are we all ready? What is now ani ss
That Caesar and his Senate nust redress?
METELLUS. Most high, nost mghty, and nost
pui ssant Caesar,
Metel lus Cinber throws before thy seat
An hunbl e
heart. Kneel s.
CAESAR. | nust prevent thee, G nber.
These couchi ngs and these lowy courtesies
Mght fire the blood of ordinary nen
And turn preordinance and first decree
Into the | aw of children. Be not fond
To think that Caesar bears such rebel bl ood
That will be thaw d fromthe true quality

Wth that which nelteth fools- |I nmean sweet
wor ds,

Low crooked court'sies, and base spaniel -
f awni ng.

Thy brother by decree is banished.
I f thou dost bend and pray and fawn for him
| spurn thee like a cur out of ny way.
Know, Caesar doth not wong, nor wthout cause
W11l he be satisfied.
METELLUS. |Is there no voice nore worthy than ny
own,
To sound nore sweetly in great Caesar's ear
For the repealing of ny banish' d brother?
BRUTUS. | kiss thy hand, but not in flattery,
Caesar,
Desiring thee that Publius G nber may
Have an i nmedi ate freedom of repeal.
CAESAR. \What, Brutus?
CASSI US. Pardon, Caesar! Caesar, pardon!
As low as to thy foot doth Cassius fall
To beg enfranchi senment for Publius C nber.
CAESAR. | could be well noved, if | were as you;
If | could pray to nove, prayers woul d nove ne;
But I am constant as the northern star,
O whose true-fix'd and resting quality

http://darkwing.uoregon.edu/%7Erbear/shake/jc.html (38 of 82)4/11/2005 8:33:13 AM



William Shakespeare: Julius Caesar.

There is no fellowin the firmnent.
The skies are painted with unnunber'd sparks;
They are all fire and every one doth shine;
But there's but one in all doth hold his place.
So inthe world, "tis furnish'd well with nen,
And nmen are flesh and bl ood, and apprehensi ve;
Yet in the nunber | do know but one
That unassail abl e hol ds on his rank,
Unshaked of notion; and that | am he,
Let me a little showit, even in this;
That | was constant Ci nber shoul d be banish'd,
And constant do remain to keep him so.
CI NNA. O Caesar -
CAESAR. Hence! WIt thou lift up A ynpus?
DECI US. G eat Caesar -
CAESAR. Dot h not Brutus bootl ess kneel ?
CASCA. Speak, hands, for ne!
Casca first, then the
ot her Conspirators
and Marcus
Brutus stab Caesar.
CAESAR. Et tu, Brute?- Then fall, Caesar! D es.
CI NNA. Liberty! Freedoml Tyranny is dead!
Run hence, proclaim cry it about the streets.
CASSI US. Sonme to the common pul pits and cry out
"Liberty, freedom and enfranchi senent!”
BRUTUS. Peopl e and senators, be not affrighted,
Fly not, stand still; anbition's debt is paid.
CASCA. Go to the pul pit, Brutus.
DECI US. And Cassi us too.
BRUTUS. Wiere's Publius?
CINNA. Here, quite confounded with this nutiny.
METELLUS. Stand fast together, |est sone friend
of Caesar's
Shoul d chance-
BRUTUS. Tal k not of standing. Publius, good
cheer,
There is no harmintended to your person,
Nor to no Roman else. So tell them Publius.
CASSI US. And | eave us, Publius, lest that the
peopl e
Rushi ng on us shoul d do your age sone mn schief.
BRUTUS. Do so, and let no nan abide this deed
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But we the doers.

Re-ent er Treboni us.

CASSI US. Where is Antony?
TREBONI US. Fled to his house anmazed.
Men, wi ves, and children stare, cry out, and
run
As it were doonsday.
BRUTUS. Fates, we will know your pleasures.

That we shall die, we know, "tis but the tine
And draw ng days out that nen stand upon.
CASSI US. Wiy, he that cuts off twenty years of

life
Cuts off so many years of fearing death.
BRUTUS. Grant that, and then is death a benefit;
So are we Caesar's friends that have abridged
Hs tine of fearing death. Stoop, Romans,
st oop,
And | et us bathe our hands in Caesar's bl ood
Up to the el bows, and besnear our swords;
Then wal k we forth, even to the marketpl ace,
And wavi ng our red weapons o' er our heads,
Let's all cry, "Peace, freedom and l|iberty!"
CASSI US. Stoop then, and wash. How many ages
hence
Shall this our lofty scene be acted over
In states unborn and accents yet unknown!
BRUTUS. How many tinmes shall Caesar bleed in
sport,
That now on Ponpey's basis |lies al ong
No worthier than the dust!
CASSIUS. So oft as that shall be,
So often shall the knot of us be call'd
The nmen that gave their country |iberty.
DECI US. What, shall we forth?
CASSI US. Ay, every nman away.
Brutus shall lead, and we will grace his heels
Wth the nost bol dest and best hearts of Rone.

Enter a Servant.

BRUTUS. Soft, who cones here? A friend of
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Ant ony' s.
SERVANT. Thus, Brutus, did nmy master bid ne
kneel ,
Thus did Mark Antony bid ne fall down,
And, being prostrate, thus he bade ne say:
Brutus is noble, w se, valiant, and honest;
Caesar was mghty, bold, royal, and | oving.
Say | love Brutus and | honor him
Say | fear'd Caesar, honor'd him and | oved
hi m
If Brutus will vouchsafe that Antony
May safely conme to himand be resol ved
How Caesar hath deserved to lie in death,
Mark Antony shall not | ove Caesar dead
So well as Brutus living, but will follow
The fortunes and affairs of noble Brutus
Thor ough the hazards of this untrod state
Wth all true faith. So says ny naster Antony.
BRUTUS. Thy master is a wi se and valiant Roman;
| never thought himworse.
Tell him so please himcone unto this pl ace,
He shall be satisfied and, by ny honor,
Depart untouch'd.

SERVANT. 1'Il fetch him
presently. Exit.

BRUTUS. | know that we shall have himwell to
friend.

CASSIUS. | wish we may, but yet have | a m nd
That fears himnuch, and nmy msgiving still
Falls shrewdly to the purpose.

Re- enter Antony.

BRUTUS. But here conmes Antony. Wl cone, Mark
Ant ony.
ANTONY. O mighty Caesar! Dost thou lie so | ow?
Are all thy conquests, glories, triunphs,
spoi | s,
Shrunk to this little neasure? Fare thee well.
| know not, gentlenen, what you intend,
Who el se nust be | et blood, who else is rank.
If | nmyself, there is no hour so fit
As Caesar's death's hour, nor no instrunent
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O half that worth as those your swords, nade
rich

Wth the nost noble blood of all this world.

| do beseech ye, if you bear ne hard,

Now, whil st your purpled hands do reek and

snoke,
Ful fill your pleasure. Live a thousand years,
| shall not find nyself so apt to die;
No place will please ne so, no neans of death,

As here by Caesar, and by you cut off,
The choice and master spirits of this age.
BRUTUS. O Antony, beg not your death of us!
Though now we nust appear bl oody and cruel,
As, by our hands and this our present act
You see we do, yet see you but our hands
And this the bl eeding busi ness they have done.
Qur hearts you see not; they are pitiful;
And pity to the general wong of Rone-
As fire drives out fire, so pity pity-
Hat h done this deed on Caesar. For your part,
To you our swords have | eaden points, Mark
Ant ony;
Qur arns in strength of malice, and our hearts
O brothers' tenper, do receive you in
Wth all kind | ove, good thoughts, and
reverence.
CASSI US. Your voice shall be as strong as any
man' s
In the disposing of new dignities.
BRUTUS. Only be patient till we have appeased
The nmul titude, beside thenselves with fear,
And then we will deliver you the cause
Wiy |, that did | ove Caesar when | struck him
Have t hus proceeded.
ANTONY. | doubt not of your w sdom
Let each man render ne his bl oody hand.
First, Marcus Brutus, will | shake with you;
Next, Caius Cassius, do | take your hand;
Now, Decius Brutus, yours; now yours, Metellus;
Yours, Cinna; and, ny valiant Casca, yours;
Though last, not |east in |ove, yours, good
Tr eboni us.
Gentl enen all- alas, what shall | say?
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My credit now stands on such slippery ground,
That one of two bad ways you nust conceit ne,
Either a coward or a flatterer.

That | did |love thee, Caesar, O 'tis true!

If then thy spirit | ook upon us now,

Shall it not grieve thee dearer than thy death
To see thy Antony nmaking his peace,

Shaki ng the bl oody fingers of thy foes,

Most noble! In the presence of thy corse?

Had | as many eyes as thou hast wounds,
Weeping as fast as they streamforth thy bl ood,
It woul d becone ne better than to close

In terns of friendship with thine enem es.
Pardon ne, Julius! Here wast thou bay'd, brave

hart,

Here didst thou fall, and here thy hunters
st and,

Sign'd in thy spoil, and crinson'd in thy
Let he.

O world, thou wast the forest to this hart,
And this, indeed, Oworld, the heart of thee.
How | i ke a deer strucken by many princes
Dost thou here [|ie!

CASSI US. Mark Antony-

ANTONY. Pardon me, Caius Cassi us.
The enem es of Caesar shall say this:

Then, in a friend, it is cold nodesty.
CASSIUS. | blanme you not for praising Caesar so;
But what conpact nean you to have with us?

WIIl you be prick'd in nunber of our friends,
O shall we on, and not depend on you?
ANTONY. Therefore | took your hands, but was
I ndeed
Sway' d fromthe point by |ooking down on
Caesar .
Friends am|l with you all and |ove you all,
Upon this hope that you shall give ne reasons
Wiy and wherein Caesar was danger ous.
BRUTUS. O else were this a savage spectacl e.
Qur reasons are so full of good regard
That were you, Antony, the son of Caesar,
You shoul d be satisfied.
ANTONY. That's all | seek;
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And am noreover suitor that | my
Produce his body to the marketpl ace,
And in the pulpit, as becones a friend,
Speak in the order of his funeral.
BRUTUS. You shall, Mark Antony.
CASSI US. Brutus, a word with you.
[ Aside to Brutus.] You know not what you do.
Do not consent
That Antony speak in his funeral.
Know you how nuch the people nay be noved
By that which he will utter?
BRUTUS. By your pardon,
Il will nyself into the pulpit first,
And show the reason of our Caesar's death.
What Antony shall speak, | will protest
He speaks by | eave and by permn ssion,
And that we are contented Caesar shal
Have all true rites and | awful cerenonies.
It shall advantage nore than do us w ong.

CASSIUS. | know not what may fall; | like it not.
BRUTUS. Mark Antony, here, take you Caesar's
body.

You shall not in your funeral speech bl ane us,
But speak all good you can devi se of Caesar,
And say you do't by our perm ssion,
El se shall you not have any hand at al
About his funeral. And you shall speak
In the sane pul pit whereto | am goi ng,
After ny speech is ended.

ANTONY. Be it so,
| do desire no nore.

BRUTUS. Prepare the body then, and foll ow us.

Exeunt
all but Antony.
ANTONY. O pardon ne, thou bl eeding piece of
earth,

That | am neek and gentle with these butchers!
Thou art the ruins of the nobl est man
That ever lived in the tide of tines.
We to the hand that shed this costly bl ood!
Over thy wounds now do | prophesy
(Which i ke dunb nouths do ope their ruby |ips
To beg the voice and utterance of ny tongue)
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A curse shall |ight upon the |inbs of nen;
Donestic fury and fierce civil strife

Shall cunber all the parts of Italy;

Bl ood and destruction shall be so in use,

And dreadful objects so famliar,

That nothers shall but sm|e when they behold
Their infants quarter'd with the hands of war;
Al pity choked with customof fell deeds,

And Caesar's spirit ranging for revenge,

Wth Ate by his side cone hot fromhell,

Shall in these confines with a nonarch's voice
Cry "Havoc!" and let slip the dogs of war,

That this foul deed shall snell above the earth
Wth carrion nmen, groaning for burial.

Enter a Servant.

You serve Cctavius Caesar, do you not?
SERVANT. | do, Mark Antony.
ANTONY. Caesar did wite for himto cone to Rone.
SERVANT. He did receive his letters, and is
com ng,
And bid ne say to you by word of nouth-
O Caesar!
Sees t he body.
ANTONY. Thy heart is big; get thee apart and
weep.
Passion, | see, is catching, for m ne eyes,
Seei ng those beads of sorrow stand in thine,
Began to water. |Is thy master com ng?
SERVANT. He lies tonight within seven | eagues of
Rone.
ANTONY. Post back with speed and tell hi m what
hat h chanced.
Here is a nourning Rone, a dangerous Rone,
No Rone of safety for Cctavius yet;
H e hence, and tell himso. Yet stay awhil e,
Thou shalt not back till | have borne this
corse
Into the marketplace. There shall | try,
In ny oration, how the peopl e take
The cruel issue of these bl oody nen,
According to the which thou shalt discourse
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To young Cctavius of the state of things.
Lend nme your hand. Exeunt with
Caesar's body.
SCENE | 1.
The Forum

Enter Brutus and Cassius, and a throng of
Ctizens.

CITIZENS. W w || be satisfied! Let us be
sati sfied!
BRUTUS. Then foll ow ne and gi ve ne audi ence,
friends.
Cassius, go you into the other street
And part the nunbers.
Those that will hear nme speak, let 'em stay
her e;
Those that will follow Cassius, go with him
And public reasons shall be rendered
O Caesar's death.
FIRST CITIZEN. | wll hear Brutus speak.
SECOND CITIZEN. | will hear Cassius and conpare
t heir reasons,
When severally we hear them rendered.
Exit Cassius, with
some Citizens.
Brut us goes
into the pulpit.
THIRD CI TI ZEN. The nobl e Brutus is ascended.
Si | ence!
BRUTUS. Be patient till the |ast.
Romans, countrynen, and |overs! Hear nme for ny
cause, and be
silent, that you may hear. Believe ne for mne
honor, and have
respect to mne honor, that you may believe.
Censure nme in your
w sdom and awake your senses, that you may
the better judge. If
there be any in this assenbly, any dear friend
of Caesar's, to
himl say that Brutus' |ove to Caesar was no
| ess than his. If
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then that friend demand why Brutus rose
agai nst Caesar, this is

nmy answer: Not that | |oved Caesar |ess, but
that | | oved Rone

nore. Had you rather Caesar were |iving and
die all slaves, than

t hat Caesar were dead to live all freenen? As
Caesar |oved ne, |

weep for him as he was fortunate, | rejoice
at it; as he was
valiant, | honor hinm but as he was anbiti ous,

| slew him There

Is tears for his love, joy for his fortune,
honor for his val or,

and death for his anbition. Who i s here so
base that would be a

bondman? If any, speak, for him have I
of fended. Who is here so

rude that would not be a Ronman? |If any, speak,
for him have |

of fended. Who is here so vile that will not
| ove his country? If
any, speak, for himhave | offended. | pause

for a reply.
ALL. None, Brutus, none.
BRUTUS. Then none have | offended. | have done
no nore to Caesar
t han you shall do to Brutus. The question of
his death is
enrolled in the Capitol, his glory not
ext enuat ed, wherein he was
wort hy, nor his offenses enforced, for which
he suffered deat h.

Enter Antony and others, wth
Caesar's body.

Here cones his body, nourned by Mark Antony,
who, though he had

no hand in his death, shall receive the
benefit of his dying, a

pl ace in the commonweal th, as which of you
shall not? Wth this |
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depart- that, as | slew ny best |over for the
good of Rone, |

have the sanme dagger for nyself, when it shal
pl ease ny country

to need ny death.

ALL. Live, Brutus, live, |ive!

FIRST CITIZEN. Bring himw th triunph honme unto
hi s house.

SECOND CI TIZEN. Gve hima statue with his
ancestors.

THIRD CI Tl ZEN. Let him be Caesar.
FOURTH CI TI ZEN. Caesar's better parts
Shall be crown'd in Brutus.
FIRST CITIZEN. We'll bring himto his house with
shouts and
cl anors.
BRUTUS. My countrynen-
SECOND ClI Tl ZEN. Peace! Silence! Brutus speaks.
FI RST CI Tl ZEN. Peace, ho!
BRUTUS. Good countrynen, |let ne depart al one,
And, for ny sake, stay here wi th Antony.
Do grace to Caesar's corse, and grace his
speech
Tending to Caesar's glories, which Mark Antony,
By our permission, is allow d to nake.
| do entreat you, not a nman depart,

Save | alone, till Antony have
spoke. Exit.
FIRST CI TI ZEN. Stay, ho, and | et us hear Mark
Ant ony.
THIRD CI TIZEN. Let himgo up into the public
chair;

We'll hear him Noble Antony, go up.
ANTONY. For Brutus' sake, | am beholding to you.
Goes
into the pulpit.
FOURTH CI Tl ZEN. What does he say of Brutus?
THI RD CI Tl ZEN. He says, for Brutus' sake,
He finds hinself beholding to us all.
FOURTH CI TI ZEN. ' Twere best he speak no harm of
Brut us here.
FIRST CI TI ZEN. This Caesar was a tyrant.
THIRD CI TI ZEN. Nay, that's certain.
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We are blest that Rone is rid of him
SECOND ClI Tl ZEN. Peace! Let us hear what Antony
can say.
ANTONY. You gentl e Romans-
ALL. Peace, ho! Let us hear him
ANTONY. Friends, Romans, countrynen, |lend ne
your ears!
| come to bury Caesar, not to praise him
The evil that nmen do lives after them
The good is oft interred with their bones;
So let it be wth Caesar. The nobl e Brutus
Hath told you Caesar was anbiti ous;
If it were so, it was a grievous fault,
And grievously hath Caesar answer'd it.
Here, under | eave of Brutus and the rest-
For Brutus is an honorabl e man;
So are they all, all honorabl e nen-
Come | to speak in Caesar's funeral.
He was ny friend, faithful and just to ne;
But Brutus says he was anbiti ous,
And Brutus is an honorabl e man.
He hath brought many captives hone to Rone,
Whose ransons did the general coffers fill.
Did this in Caesar seem anbitious?
When that the poor have cried, Caesar hath
wept ;
Ambi tion should be nmade of sterner stuff:
Yet Brutus says he was anbiti ous,
And Brutus is an honorabl e man.
You all did see that on the Lupercal
| thrice presented hima kingly crown,
Which he did thrice refuse. Was this anbition?
Yet Brutus says he was anbiti ous,
And sure he is an honorabl e man.
| speak not to disprove what Brutus spoke,
But here | amto speak what | do know.
You all did |ove himonce, not wthout cause;
What cause wi thholds you then to nourn for hinf
O judgenent, thou art fled to brutish beasts,
And nen have |ost their reason. Bear with ne;
My heart is in the coffin there with Caesar,
And | nust pause till it cone back to ne.
FIRST CI TI ZEN. Methinks there is nmuch reason in
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hi s sayi ngs.
SECOND CI TIZEN. If thou consider rightly of the
matter,
Caesar has had great wong.
THIRD CI Tl ZEN. Has he, nasters?
| fear there will a worse cone in his place.
FOURTH CI TI ZEN. Mark'd ye his words? He would
not take the crown;
Therefore '"tis certain he was not anbitious.
FIRST CITIZEN. If it be found so, sone wll dear
abide it.
SECOND CI Tl ZEN. Poor soul, his eyes are red as
fire with weeping.
THIRD CI TI ZEN. There's not a nobler man in Rone
t han Ant ony.
FOURTH CI TI ZEN. Now mark him he begins again to
speak.
ANTONY. But yesterday the word of Caesar m ght
Have stood against the world. Now lies he
t her e,
And none so poor to do himreverence.
O masters! If | were disposed to stir
Your hearts and mnds to nutiny and rage,
| should do Brutus wong and Cassi us w ong,
Who, you all know, are honorabl e nen.
Il will not do themwong; | rather choose
To wong the dead, to wong nyself and you,
Than | will wong such honorabl e nen.
But here's a parchnent with the seal of Caesar;
| found it in his closet, "tis his wll.
Let but the commons hear this testanent-
Wi ch, pardon ne, | do not nean to read-
And they woul d go and ki ss dead Caesar's wounds
And dip their napkins in his sacred bl ood,
Yea, beg a hair of himfor nenory,
And, dying, nention it within their wlls,
Bequeathing it as a rich | egacy
Unto their issue.

FOURTH CI TIZEN. W'll hear the wll. Read it,
Mar k Ant ony.
ALL. The wll, the wll! W wll hear Caesar's

will.
ANTONY. Have patience, gentle friends, | nust
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not read it;
It is not neet you know how Caesar | oved you.
You are not wood, you are not stones, but nen;
And, being nen, hearing the will of Caesar,
It will inflame you, it will nmake you nad.
"Tis good you know not that you are his heirs,
For if you should, O what would cone of it!

FOURTH CI TIZEN. Read the wll; we'll hear it,
Ant ony.
You shall read us the will, Caesar's wll.
ANTONY. WII| you be patient? WIIl you stay
awhi | e?

| have o' ershot nyself to tell you of it.
| fear I wong the honorable nen
Whose daggers have stabb'd Caesar; | do fear
it.
FOURTH CI TI ZEN. They were traitors. Honorable

men!

ALL. The will! The testanent!

SECOND CI TI ZEN. They were villains, nurtherers.
The will!

Read the will!
ANTONY. You will conpel ne then to read the wll?
Then nmake a ring about the corse of Caesar,
And |l et nme show you himthat nade the wll.
Shall 1 descend? And will you give ne | eave?
ALL. Cone down.
SECOND CI Tl ZEN. Descend.
He conmes down
fromthe pul pit.
THIRD CI Tl ZEN. You shall have | eave.
FOURTH CI TI ZEN. A ring, stand round.
FIRST CI TIZEN. Stand fromthe hearse, stand from
t he body.
SECOND CI TI ZEN. Room for Antony, nost noble
Ant ony.
ANTONY. Nay, press not so upon nme, stand far off.
ALL. Stand back; room bear back!
ANTONY. If you have tears, prepare to shed them
NOW.
You all do know this mantle. | renenber
The first tinme ever Caesar put it on;
"Twas on a sunmer's evening, in his tent,
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That day he overcane the Nervii.
Look, in this place ran Cassius' dagger
t hr ough;
See what a rent the envious Casca nade;
Through this the well-bel oved Brutus stabb'd;
And as he pluck'd his cursed steel away,
Mark how the bl ood of Caesar followd it,
As rushing out of doors, to be resol ved
| f Brutus so unkindly knock'd, or no;
For Brutus, as you know, was Caesar's angel .
Judge, O you gods, how dearly Caesar |oved him
This was the nost unki ndest cut of all;
For when the nobl e Caesar saw hi m stab,
Ingratitude, nore strong than traitors' arns,
Quite vanquish'd him Then burst his mghty
heart,
And, in his mantle nmuffling up his face,
Even at the base of Ponpey's statue,
Which all the while ran bl ood, great Caesar
fell.
O what a fall was there, ny countrynen!
Then I, and you, and all of us fell down,
Wi | st bl oody treason flourish' d over us.
O now you weep, and | perceive you feel
The dint of pity. These are graci ous drops.
Kind souls, what weep you when you but behold
Qur Caesar's vesture wounded? Look you here,
Here is hinself, marr'd, as you see, with
traitors.
FIRST CI TI ZEN. O piteous spectacl e!
SECOND CI TI ZEN. O nobl e Caesar!
THIRD CI Tl ZEN. O woeful day!
FOURTH CITIZEN. O traitors villains!
FI RST CI TI ZEN. O nost bl oody si ght!
SECOND CI TIZEN. W will be revenged.
ALL. Revenge! About! Seek! Burn! Fire! Kill!
Slay! Let not a traitor |ive!
ANTONY. Stay, countrynen.
FI RST CI TI ZEN. Peace there! Hear the noble
Ant ony.
SECOND CI TIZEN. W' Il hear him we'll follow
him we'll die with
hi m
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ANTONY. Good friends, sweet friends, |let ne not
stir you up
To such a sudden flood of nutiny.
They that have done this deed are honorable.

VWhat private griefs they have, alas, | know
not ,

That nade themdo it. They are w se and
honor abl e,

And will, no doubt, with reasons answer you.

| come not, friends, to steal away your hearts.

| amno orator, as Brutus is;

But, as you know ne all, a plain blunt man,

That love ny friend, and that they know full
wel |

That gave ne public | eave to speak of him
For | have neither wt, nor words, nor worth,
Action, nor utterance, nor the power of speech,
To stir nmen's blood. | only speak right on;
| tell you that which you yoursel ves do know,
Show you sweet Caesar's wounds, poor dunb
nout hs,
And bid them speak for ne. But were | Brutus,
And Brutus Antony, there were an Antony
Whul d ruffle up your spirits and put a tongue
In every wound of Caesar that should nove
The stones of Ronme to rise and nutiny.
ALL. W'l nutiny.
FIRST CITIZEN. W'll burn the house of Brutus.
THI RD CI Tl ZEN. Away, then! Cone, seek the
conspirators.
ANTONY. Yet hear ne, countrynen; yet hear ne
speak.
ALL. Peace, ho! Hear Antony, nobst nobl e Antony!
ANTONY. Wiy, friends, you go to do you know not

what .
Wherein hath Caesar thus deserved your | oves?
Al as, you know not; | nust tell you then.
You have forgot the wll | told you of.
ALL. Most true, the will! Let's stay and hear
the will.
ANTONY. Here is the will, and under Caesar's
seal .

To every Roman citizen he gives,
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To every several man, seventy-five drachnas.
SECOND CI TI ZEN. Most noble Caesar! W'll revenge
hi s deat h.
THIRD CI TI ZEN. O royal Caesar!
ANTONY. Hear nme with patience.
ALL. Peace, ho!
ANTONY. Moreover, he hath left you all his wal ks,
H s private arbors, and new pl anted orchards,
On this side Tiber; he hath left them you,
And to your heirs forever- common pl easures,
To wal k abroad and recreate yoursel ves.
Here was a Caesar! Wen conmes such anot her?
FI RST CI TI ZEN. Never, never. Cone, away, away!
We'll burn his body in the holy place
And with the brands fire the traitors' houses.
Take up the body.
SECOND CI TI ZEN. Go fetch fire.
THI RD CI Tl ZEN. Pl uck down benches.
FOURTH CI TI ZEN. Pl uck down fornms, w ndows,
anyt hi ng.
Exeunt Citizens
wi th the body.
ANTONY. Now let it work. Mschief, thou art
af oot ,
Take thou what course thou wlt.

Enter a Servant.

How now, fellow?
SERVANT. Sir, Cctavius is already cone to Rone.
ANTONY. Wiere is he?
SERVANT. He and Lepi dus are at Caesar's house.
ANTONY. And thither will | straight to visit him

He cones upon a wish. Fortune is nerry,

And in this nood will give us anything.
SERVANT. | heard himsay Brutus and Cassi us

Are rid |i ke madnmen t hrough the gates of Rone.
ANTONY. Be |ike they had sone notice of the

peopl e,
How | had noved them Bring ne to
Cct avi us. Exeunt .
SCENE |11,
A street.
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Enter C nna the poet.

CINNA. | dreant tonight that | did feast with
Caesar,
And t hings unluckily charge ny fantasy.
| have no wll to wander forth of doors,
Yet sonething | eads ne forth.

Enter Citizens.

FIRST CI TI ZEN. What is your nane?
SECOND CI TI ZEN. Wit her are you goi ng?
THI RD CI TI ZEN. Where do you dwel | ?
FOURTH CI TI ZEN. Are you a nmarried man or a
bachel or ?
SECOND CI TI ZEN. Answer every man directly.
FIRST CI TI ZEN. Ay, and briefly.
FOURTH CI TI ZEN. Ay, and wi sely.
THIRD CI TI ZEN. Ay, and truly, you were best.
CINNA. What is ny nane? Wihither am | goi ng?
Where do | dwell? Am |
a married man or a bachelor? Then, to answer
every man directly
and briefly, wisely and truly: wsely | say, |
am a bachel or.
SECOND CI TI ZEN. That's as nuch as to say they
are fools that marry.
You'l | bear ne a bang for that, | fear.
Proceed directly.
CINNA. Directly, I amgoing to Caesar's funeral.
FIRST CITIZEN. As a friend or an eneny?
CINNA. As a friend.
SECOND CI TI ZEN. That matter is answered directly.
FOURTH CI TI ZEN. For your dwelling, briefly.
CINNA. Briefly, | dwell by the Capitol.
THI RD CI Tl ZEN. Your nane, sir, truly.
CINNA. Truly, ny nane is C nna.
FIRST CI TIZEN. Tear himto pieces, he's a
conspirator.
CINNA. | amCi nna the poet, | am C nna the poet.
FOURTH CI TI ZEN. Tear himfor his bad verses,
tear himfor his bad
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ver ses.
CINNA. | amnot Cinna the conspirator.
FOURTH CITIZEN. It is no matter, his nane's
Cinna. Pluck but his
name out of his heart, and turn him going.
THIRD CI TI ZEN. Tear him tear him Cone, brands,
ho, firebrands. To
Brutus', to Cassius'; burn all. Sone to
Deci us' house, and sone
to Casca's, sone to Ligarius'. Away,
go! Exeunt .
ACT |1V. SCENE I.
A house in Ronme. Antony, Cctavius, and
Lepi dus, seated
at a table.

ANTONY. These nmany then shall die, their names
are prick'd.
OCTAVI US. Your brother too nmust die; consent
you, Lepidus?
LEPIDUS. | do consent -
OCTAVI US. Prick himdown, Antony.
LEPI DUS. Upon condition Publius shall not |ive,
Who is your sister's son, Mark Antony.
ANTONY. He shall not live; look, with a spot |
damm him
But, Lepidus, go you to Caesar's house,
Fetch the wll hither, and we shall determ ne
How to cut off sone charge in | egacies.
LEPI DUS. What, shall | find you here?
OCTAVIUS. O here, or at the Capitol.
Exit Lepi dus.
ANTONY. This is a slight unneritable man,
Meet to be sent on errands. Is it fit,
The three-fold world divided, he should stand
One of the three to share it?
OCTAVI US. So you thought him
And took his voice who should be prick'd to die
In our black sentence and proscription.
ANTONY. Cctavius, | have seen nore days than you,
And t hough we |ay these honors on this man
To ease oursel ves of divers slanderous | oads,
He shall but bear themas the ass bears gold,
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To groan and sweat under the business,
Either led or driven, as we point the way;
And havi ng brought our treasure where we wll,
Then take we down his |oad and turn himoff,
Like to the enpty ass, to shake his ears
And graze in conmons.
OCTAVI US. You may do your will,
But he's a tried and valiant soldier.
ANTONY. So is ny horse, Cctavius, and for that
| do appoint himstore of provender.
It is a creature that | teach to fight,
To wind, to stop, to run directly on,
Hi s corporal notion govern'd by ny spirit.
And, in sone taste, is Lepidus but so:
He nust be taught, and train'd, and bid go
forth;
A barren-spirited fellow, one that feeds
On objects, arts, and imtations,
Wi ch, out of use and stal ed by other nen,
Begin his fashion. Do not talk of him
But as a property. And now, Cctavi us,
Li sten great things. Brutus and Cassius
Are | evying powers; we nust straight make head;
Therefore let our alliance be conbi ned,
Qur best friends made, our neans stretch'd;
And let us presently go sit in council,
How covert nmatters may be best discl osed,
And open perils surest answered.
OCTAVI US. Let us do so, for we are at the stake,
And bay'd about with many eneni es;
And sone that smle have in their hearts, |
fear,
MI1lions of
m schi ef s. Exeunt .
SCENE | 1.
Canp near Sardis. Before Brutus'
tent. Drum

Enter Brutus, Lucilius, Lucius, and Sol di ers;
Titinius and
Pi ndarus neet them

BRUTUS. St and, hol!
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LUCI LIUS. G ve the word, ho, and stand.
BRUTUS. What now, Lucilius, is Cassius near?
LUCILIUS. He is at hand, and Pindarus is cone
To do you salutation fromhis nmaster.
BRUTUS. He greets ne well. Your naster, Pindarus,
In his own change, or by ill officers,
Hat h gi ven ne sone worthy cause to w sh
Thi ngs done undone; but if he be at hand,
| shall be satisfied.
Pl NDARUS. | do not doubt
But that ny noble master will appear
Such as he is, full of regard and honor.
BRUTUS. He is not doubted. A word, Lucilius,
How he received you. Let ne be resol ved.
LUCILIUS. Wth courtesy and with respect enough,
But not with such famliar instances,
Nor with such free and friendly conference,
As he hath used of ol d.
BRUTUS. Thou hast descri bed
A hot friend cooling. Ever note, Lucilius,
When | ove begins to sicken and decay
It useth an enforced cerenony.
There are no tricks in plain and sinple faith;
But holl ow nen, |ike horses hot at hand,
Make gal | ant show and prom se of their nettle;
But when they shoul d endure the bl oody spur,
They fall their crests and |like deceitful jades
Sink in the trial. Conmes his arny on?
LUCI LIUS. They neant his night in Sard is to be

guarter'd;
The greater part, the horse in general,
Are cone with Cassius. Low

march wi t hi n.
BRUTUS. Hark, he is arrived.
March gently on to neet him

Enter Cassius and his Powers.

CASSI US. Stand, ho!

BRUTUS. Stand, ho! Speak the word al ong.
FI RST SOLDI ER. St and!

SECOND SOLDI ER. St and!

THI RD SOLDI ER. St and!
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CASSI US. Most nobl e brother, you have done ne
W ong.
BRUTUS. Judge ne, you gods! Wong | mne enenies?
And, if not so, how should | wong a brother?
CASSI US. Brutus, this sober formof yours hides
W ongs,
And when you do them
BRUTUS. Cassius, be content,
Speak your griefs softly, | do know you well.
Bef ore the eyes of both our arm es here,
VWi ch shoul d perceive nothing but |ove from us,
Let us not wangle. Bid them nove away;
Then in ny tent, Cassius, enlarge your griefs,
And | will give you audience.
CASSI US. Pi ndar us,
Bid our commanders | ead their charges off
Alittle fromthis ground.
BRUTUS. Lucilius, do you the like, and let no man
Come to our tent till we have done our
conf er ence.
Let Lucius and Titinius guard our
door. Exeunt .
SCENE 111 .
Brutus' tent.

Enter Brutus and Cassi us.

CASSI US. That you have wong' d ne doth appear in
t his:
You have condemn'd and noted Lucius Pella
For taking bribes here of the Sardians,
Wherein ny letters, praying on his side,
Because | knew the man, were slighted off.
BRUTUS. You wong'd yourself to wite in such a
case.
CASSIUS. In such atine as this it is not neet
That every nice offense should bear his
conment .
BRUTUS. Let ne tell you, Cassius, you yourself
Are nmuch condemm'd to have an itching pal m
To sell and mart your offices for gold
To undeservers.
CASSIUS. | an itching pal n?
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You know that you are Brutus that speaks this,
O, by the gods, this speech were el se your
| ast .
BRUTUS. The nane of Cassius honors this
corruption,
And chasti senent doth therefore hide his head.
CASSI US. Chasti senent ?
BRUTUS. Renenber March, the ides of March
r emenber .
Did not great Julius bleed for justice' sake?
VWhat villain touch'd his body, that did stab,
And not for justice? Wat, shall one of us,
That struck the forenost man of all this world
But for supporting robbers, shall we now
Cont am nate our fingers with base bribes
And sell the m ghty space of our |arge honors
For so nuch trash as may be grasped thus?
| had rather be a dog, and bay the noon,
Than such a Roman.
CASSI US. Brutus, bait not ne,
"Il not endure it. You forget yourself
To hedge nme in. | ama soldier, I,
O der in practice, abler than yourself
To make conditi ons.
BRUTUS. Go to, you are not, Cassi us.
CASSIUS. | am
BRUTUS. | say you are not.
CASSIUS. Uge ne no nore, | shall forget nyself;

Have m nd upon your health, tenpt nme no
farther.

BRUTUS. Away, slight man!
CASSI US. Is't possible?
BRUTUS. Hear ne, for | wll speak.
Must | give way and roomto your rash chol er?
Shall 1 be frighted when a nmadnman stares?
CASSI US. O gods, ye gods! Miust | endure all this?
BRUTUS. All this? Ay, nore. Fret till your proud
heart break.
Go show your slaves how choleric you are,
And make your bondnen trenble. Miust | bouge?
Must | observe you? Must | stand and crouch
Under your testy hunor? By the gods,
You shall digest the venom of your spl een,
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Though it do split you, for, fromthis day
forth,
"Il use you for ny mrth, yea, for ny
| aught er,
When you are waspi sh.
CASSIUS. Is it cone to this?
BRUTUS. You say you are a better soldier:
Let it appear so, nmake your vaunting true,
And it shall please ne well. For m ne own part,
| shall be glad to | earn of noble nen.
CASSI US. You wrong ne every way, you w ong ne,
Br ut us.
| said, an elder soldier, not a better.
Did | say "better"?
BRUTUS. If you did, | care not.
CASSI US. When Caesar |ived, he durst not thus
have noved ne.
BRUTUS. Peace, peace! You durst not so have
tenpted him
CASSI US. | durst not?
BRUTUS. No.
CASSI US. What, durst not tenpt hinf
BRUTUS. For your |ife you durst not.
CASSI US. Do not presune too nuch upon ny |ove;
| may do that | shall be sorry for.
BRUTUS. You have done that you should be sorry
for.
There is no terror, Cassius, in your threats,
For | amarnmid so strong in honesty,
That they pass by ne as the idle w nd
VWhich | respect not. | did send to you
For certain suns of gold, which you denied ne,
For | can raise no noney by vile neans.
By heaven, | had rather coin ny heart
And drop ny bl ood for drachmas than to wing
Fromthe hard hands of peasants their vile
trash
By any indirection. | did send
To you for gold to pay ny | egions,
Wi ch you denied ne. Was that done |ike
Cassi us?
Shoul d I have answer'd Cai us Cassius so0?
When Marcus Brutus grows so covetous
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To | ock such rascal counters fromhis friends,
Be ready, gods, with all your thunderbolts,
Dash himto pieces!
CASSI US. | denied you not.
BRUTUS. You di d.
CASSIUS. | did not. He was but a fool
That brought my answer back. Brutus hath rived
ny heart.
A friend should bear his friend' s infirmties,
But Brutus nakes mine greater than they are.
BRUTUS. | do not, till you practise themon ne.
CASSI US. You | ove ne not.
BRUTUS. | do not |ike your faults.
CASSIUS. A friendly eye could never see such
faul ts.
BRUTUS. A flatterer's would not, though they do
appear
As huge as high d ynpus.
CASSI US. Cone, Antony, and young Cctavi us, cone,
Revenge yoursel ves al one on Cassi us,
For Cassius is aweary of the world:
Hat ed by one he | oves; braved by his brother;
Check'd like a bondman; all his faults

observed,
Set in a notebook, learn'd and conn'd by rote,
To cast into nmy teeth. O | could weep

My spirit frommne eyes! There is ny dagger,
And here ny naked breast; within, a heart
Dearer than Pluto's mne, richer than gold.
If that thou best a Roman, take it forth;
|, that denied thee gold, will give ny heart.
Strike, as thou didst at Caesar, for | know,
When thou di dst hate hi mworst, thou | ovedst
hi m better

Than ever thou | ovedst Cassi us.

BRUTUS. Sheat he your dagger.
Be angry when you will, it shall have scope;
Do what you will, dishonor shall be hunor.
O Cassius, you are yoked with a |anb,
That carries anger as the flint bears fire,
Who, nuch enforced, shows a hasty spark
And straight is cold again.

CASSI US. Hath Cassius lived
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To be but mrth and | aughter to his Brutus,

When grief and blood ill-tenper'd vexeth hinf
BRUTUS. Wien | spoke that, | was ill-tenper'd
t 0o.
CASSI US. Do you confess so nuch? G ve ne your
hand.

BRUTUS. And ny heart too.

CASSI US. O Brut us!

BRUTUS. What's the matter?

CASSI US. Have not you | ove enough to bear with ne
When that rash hunor which ny nother gave ne
Makes ne forgetful ?

BRUTUS. Yes, Cassius, and from henceforth,

When you are overearnest with your Brutus,
He' Il think your nother chides, and | eave you
So.

PCET. [Wthin.] Let nme go in to see the generals.
There is sone grudge between 'em 'tis not neet
They be al one.

LUCILIUS. [Wthin.] You shall not cone to them

PCET. [Wthin.] Nothing but death shall stay ne.

Enter Poet, followed by Lucilius, Titinius,
and Luci us.

CASSI US. How now, what's the matter?
PCET. For shane, you general s! What do you nean?
Love, and be friends, as two such nen shoul d

be;
For | have seen nore years, |'msure, than ye.
CASSI US. Ha, ha! How vilely doth this cynic
r hyne!
BRUTUS. Get you hence, sirrah; saucy fell ow,
hence!
CASSIUS. Bear with him Brutus; 'tis his fashion.
BRUTUS. 1'Il know his hunmor when he knows his
tine.
What should the wars do with these jigging
f ool s?

Conpani on, hence!
CASSI US. Away, away, be
gone! Exit Poet.
BRUTUS. Lucilius and Titinius, bid the conmanders

http://darkwing.uoregon.edu/%7Erbear/shake/jc.html (63 of 82)4/11/2005 8:33:13 AM



William Shakespeare: Julius Caesar.

Prepare to | odge their conpanies tonight.
CASSI US. And cone yourselves and bring Messal a
wth you
| medi ately to us. Exeunt Lucilius
and Titinius.
BRUTUS. Lucius, a bow of

Wi ne! Exit Luci us.
CASSIUS. | did not think you could have been so
angry.

BRUTUS. O Cassius, | amsick of many griefs.
CASSI US. O your phil osophy you nmake no use,
If you give place to accidental evils.
BRUTUS. No nman bears sorrow better. Portia is
dead.
CASSI US. Ha? Portia?
BRUTUS. She is dead.
CASSI US. How 'scaped killing when | cross'd you
S0?
O i nsupportabl e and touching | oss!
Upon what sickness?
BRUTUS. | npatient of ny absence,
And grief that young Cctavius with Mark Antony
Have nade thensel ves so strong- for with her
deat h
That tidings canme- with this she fell distract,
And (her attendants absent) swallow d fire.
CASSI US. And di ed so0?
BRUTUS. Even so.
CASSI US. O ye imortal gods!

Re-enter Lucius, with wne and
t aper.

BRUTUS. Speak no nore of her. Gve ne a bow of

W ne.
In this | bury all unkindness,
Cassi us. Dr i nks.
CASSIUS. My heart is thirsty for that noble
pl edge.
Fill, Lucius, till the wine o' erswell the cup;
| cannot drink too nmuch of Brutus’
| ove. Dr i nks.

BRUTUS. Cone i n,
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Titinius! Exit Luci us.
Re-enter Titinius, wth Mssal a.

Wel cone, good Messal a.
Now sit we close about this taper here,
And call in question our necessities.
CASSI US. Portia, art thou gone?
BRUTUS. No nore, | pray you.
Messal a, | have here received letters
That young Cctavi us and Mark Antony
Conme down upon us with a m ghty power,
Bendi ng their expedition toward Phili ppi.
MESSALA. Mysel f have letters of the selfsane
t enure.
BRUTUS. Wth what addition?
MVESSALA. That by proscription and bills of
outl awy
Cct avi us, Antony, and Lepi dus
Have put to death an hundred senators.
BRUTUS. There in our letters do not well agree;
M ne speak of seventy senators that died
By their proscriptions, C cero being one.
CASSI US. Cicero one!
MESSALA. Cicero is dead,
And by that order of proscription.
Had you your letters fromyour wife, ny |ord?
BRUTUS. No, Messal a.
MESSALA. Nor nothing in your letters wit of her?
BRUTUS. Not hi ng, Messal a.
MESSALA. That, nethinks, is strange.
BRUTUS. Wiy ask you? Hear you aught of her in
your s?
MVESSALA. No, ny |ord.
BRUTUS. Now, as you are a Roman, tell ne true.
MESSALA. Then like a Roman bear the truth | tell:
For certain she is dead, and by strange manner.
BRUTUS. Wiy, farewell, Portia. W nust die,
Messal a.
Wth neditating that she nust die once
| have the patience to endure it now.
MESSALA. Even so great nen great |osses shoul d
endur e.
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CASSIUS. | have as nuch of this in art as you,
But yet ny nature could not bear it so.

BRUTUS. Well, to our work alive. Wat do you

t hi nk
O marching to Philippi presently?

CASSIUS. | do not think it good.

BRUTUS. Your reason?

CASSIUS. This it is:

"Tis better that the eneny seek us;

So shall he waste his neans, weary his
sol di ers,

Doi ng hinself offense, whilst we lying still

Are full of rest, defense, and ninbl eness.

BRUTUS. Good reasons nust of force give place to

better.

The people "twi xt Philippi and this ground

Do stand but in a forced affection,

For they have grudged us contri bution.

The eneny, marching al ong by them

By them shall nmake a fuller nunber up,

Conme on refresh'd, new added, and encour aged;

From whi ch advantage shall we cut himoff

If at Philippi we do face himthere,

These peopl e at our back.

CASSI US. Hear ne, good brother.

BRUTUS. Under your pardon. You nust note beside
That we have tried the utnost of our friends,
Qur legions are brimfull, our cause is ripe:
The eneny increaseth every day;

We, at the height, are ready to decline.
There is a tide in the affairs of nen

Whi ch taken at the flood | eads on to fortune;
Ornitted, all the voyage of their life

I's bound in shallows and in mseries.

On such a full sea are we now afl oat,

And we nust take the current when it serves,
O | ose our ventures.

CASSI US. Then, with your will, go on;
We'll al ong ourselves and neet them at
Phil i ppi .

BRUTUS. The deep of night is crept upon our talk,
And nature nust obey necessity,
VWhich we will niggard with a little rest.
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There is no nore to say?
CASSI US. No nore. Good ni ght.

Early tonorrow will we rise and hence.
BRUTUS. Luci us!

Re- ent er Luci us.

My
gown. Exi t

Luci us.
Farewel |, good Messal a;
Good night, Titinius; noble, noble Cassius,
Good ni ght and good repose.
CASSI US. O ny dear brother!
This was an ill begi nning of the night.
Never come such division 'tween our soul s!
Let it not, Brutus.
BRUTUS. Everything is well.
CASSI US. Good night, ny | ord.
BRUTUS. Good ni ght, good brot her.
TITINIUS. MESSALA. Good night, Lord Brutus.
BRUTUS. Farewel |, everyone.
Exeunt
al | but Brutus.

Re-enter Lucius, with the gown.

G ve nme the gowmn. Wiere is thy instrunent?
LUCIUS. Here in the tent.
BRUTUS. Wiat, thou speak' st drowsily?

Poor knave, | blame thee not, thou art

o' erwat ch' d.

Call d audio and sone other of ny nen,

I'l'l have them sl eep on cushions in ny tent.
LUCI US. Varro and C audi o!

Enter Varro and C audi o.

VARRO. Calls ny lord?
BRUTUS. | pray you, sirs, lie in ny tent and
sl eep;
It may be | shall raise you by and by
On business to ny brother Cassius.
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VARRO. So pl ease you, we will stand and watch
your pl easure.
BRUTUS. | would not have it so. Lie down, good
sirs.
It may be | shall otherw se bethink ne.
Look Lucius, here's the book | sought for so;
| put it in the pocket of ny gown.
Varro and
Claudio |lie down.
LUCIUS. | was sure your lordship did not give it
me.
BRUTUS. Bear with ne, good boy, | am nuch
forgetful.
Canst thou hold up thy heavy eyes awhil e,
And touch thy instrunent a strain or two?
LUCIUS. Ay, ny lord, an't please you.
BRUTUS. It does, ny boy.
| trouble thee too nuch, but thou art wlling.
LUCIUS. It is ny duty, sir.
BRUTUS. | should not urge thy duty past thy
m ght ;
| know young bl oods | ook for a tine of rest.
LUCI US. | have slept, ny lord, already.
BRUTUS. It was well done, and thou shalt sleep
agai n;
| will not hold thee long. If | do |ive,
| will be good to thee.
Musi c, and a song.
This is a sleepy tune. O nurtherous sl unber,
Layest thou thy | eaden nace upon ny boy
That plays thee nmusic? Gentle knave, good
ni ght .
Il will not do thee so nuch wong to wake thee.
| f thou dost nod, thou break'st thy instrunent;
"Il take it fromthee; and, good boy, good

ni ght .

Let ne see, let ne see; is not the |leaf turn'd
down

Were | left reading? Here it is, |
t hi nk. Sits down.

Enter the Ghost of Caesar.
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How ill this taper burns! Ha, who cones here?
| think it is the weakness of m ne eyes
That shapes this nonstrous apparition.
It conmes upon ne. Art thou anything?
Art thou sone god, sone angel, or sone devil
That nmakest ny blood cold and ny hair to stare?
Speak to nme what thou art.
GHOST. Thy evil spirit, Brutus.
BRUTUS. Wiy conest t hou?
GHOST. To tell thee thou shalt see ne at
Phil i ppi .
BRUTUS. Well, then | shall see thee again?
GHOST. Ay, at Phili ppi.
BRUTUS. Wiy, | will see thee at Philipp

t hen. Exit Ghost.
Now | have taken heart thou vani shest.
1l spirit, | would hold nore talk with thee.
Boy! Lucius! Varro! Caudio! Sirs, awake!
Cl audi o!
LUCI US. The strings, ny lord, are fal se.
BRUTUS. He thinks he still is at his instrunent.

Luci us, awake!
LUCIUS. My |ord?
BRUTUS. Di dst thou dream Lucius, that thou so
criedst out?
LUCIUS. My lord, | do not know that | did cry.
BRUTUS. Yes, that thou didst. Didst thou see
anyt hi ng?
LUCI US. Not hing, ny | ord.
BRUTUS. Sl eep again, Lucius. Sirrah d audio!
[ To Varro.] Fell ow thou, awake!
VARRO. My | ord?
CLAUDIO. My |ord?
BRUTUS. Wiy did you so cry out, sirs, in your
sl eep?
VARRO. CLAUDIO Did we, ny lord?
BRUTUS. Ay, saw you anyt hi ng?
VARRO. No, ny lord, | saw nothing.
CLAUDI O. Nor I, ny lord.
BRUTUS. Go and commend ne to ny brother Cassius;
Bid himset on his powers betines before,
And we will follow
VARRO. CLAUDI O It shall be done, ny
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| ord. Exeunt .
ACT V. SCENE I.
The pl ains of Philippi.

Enter Cctavius, Antony, and their Arny.

OCTAVI US. Now, Antony, our hopes are answered.
You said the eneny would not cone down,
But keep the hills and upper regions.
It proves not so. Their battles are at hand;
They nean to warn us at Philippi here,
Answering before we do demand of them
ANTONY. Tut, | amin their bosons, and | know
Werefore they do it. They coul d be content
To visit other places, and cone down
Wth fearful bravery, thinking by this face
To fasten in our thoughts that they have
cour age;
But 'tis not so.

Enter a Messenger.

VESSENGER. Prepare you, generals.
The eneny cones on in gallant show,
Their bl oody sign of battle is hung out,
And sonething to be done i mmedi ately.
ANTONY. Cctavius, |ead your battle softly on,
Upon the | eft hand of the even field.
OCTAVI US. Upon the right hand I, keep thou the
left.
ANTONY. Way do you cross nme in this exigent?
OCTAVIUS. | do not cross you, but I wll do so.

March. Drum Enter Brutus, Cassius, and
their Arny;
Lucilius, Titinius, Mssala, and others.

BRUTUS. They stand, and woul d have parl ey.

CASSI US. Stand fast, Titinius; we nust out and
t al k.

OCTAVI US. Mark Antony, shall we give sign of
battl e?

ANTONY. No, Caesar, we will answer on their
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char ge.
Make forth, the generals would have sone words.
OCTAVIUS. Stir not until the signal not until
t he signal.
BRUTUS. Words before blows. Is it so, countrynen?
OCTAVI US. Not that we |ove words better, as you
do.
BRUTUS. Good words are better than bad strokes,
Cct avi us.
ANTONY. In your bad strokes, Brutus, you give
good words.
Wtness the hole you nade in Caesar's heart,
Crying "Long live! Hail, Caesar!"
CASSI US. Ant ony,
The posture of your blows are yet unknown;
But for your words, they rob the Hybla bees,
And | eave t hem honeyl ess.
ANTONY. Not stingless too.
BRUTUS. O vyes, and soundl ess too,
For you have stol'n their buzzing, Antony,
And very wi sely threat before you sting.
ANTONY. Villains! You did not so when your vile
daggers
Hack' d one another in the sides of Caesar.
You show d your teeth |ike apes, and fawn'd

| i ke hounds,
And bow d |i ke bondnen, kissing Caesar's feet;
Whi | st dammed Casca, |ike a cur, behind

St rooke Caesar on the neck. O you flatterers!
CASSI US. Fl atterers? Now, Brutus, thank yourself.
Thi s tongue had not of fended so today,
| f Cassius m ght have rul ed.
OCTAVI US. Cone, cone, the cause. If arguing nmake
us sweat,
The proof of it will turn to redder drops.
Look,
| draw a sword agai nst conspirators;
When think you that the sword goes up again?
Never, till Caesar's three and thirty wounds
Be well avenged, or till another Caesar
Have added sl aughter to the sword of traitors.
BRUTUS. Caesar, thou canst not die by traitors'
hands,
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Unl ess thou bring' st themw th thee.
OCTAVI US. So | hope,

| was not born to die on Brutus' sword.
BRUTUS. O if thou wert the noblest of thy

strain,

Young man, thou coul dst not die nore honorable.
CASSI US. A peevi sh school boy, worthless of such

honor,

Join'd wth a masker and a revel er!

ANTONY. O d Cassius still!
OCTAVI US. Cone, Antony, away!

Defiance, traitors, hurl we in your teeth.

If you dare fight today, cone to the field;

I f not, when you have stomachs.

Exeunt Cctavius, Antony,
and their Arny.
CASSI US. Wiy, now, bl ow and, swell billow and
sw m bar k!

The stormis up, and all is on the hazard.
BRUTUS. Ho, Lucilius! Hark, a word with you.
LUCILIUS. [Stands forth.] My lord?

Brutus and Lucilius
converse apart.
CASSI US. Messal a!
MESSALA. [Stands forth.] What says ny general ?
CASSI US. Messal a,

This is ny birthday, as this very day

Was Cassius born. Gve ne thy hand, Messal a.

Be thou ny witness that, against ny wll,

As Ponpey was, am | conpell'd to set

Upon one battle all our liberties.

You know that | held Epicurus strong,

And his opinion. Now | change ny m nd,

And partly credit things that do presage.

Coming from Sardis, on our forner ensign

Two m ghty eagles fell, and there they perch'd,

Gorging and feeding fromour soldiers' hands,

Who to Philippi here consorted us.

This norning are they fled away and gone,

And in their steads do ravens, crows, and kites

Fly o'er our heads and downward | ook on us,

As we were sickly prey. Their shadows seem

A canopy nost fatal, under which
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Qur arny lies, ready to give up the ghost.

MESSALA. Bel i eve not so.

CASSIUS. | but believe it partly,
For | amfresh of spirit and resol ved
To neet all perils very constantly.

BRUTUS. Even so, Lucili us.

CASSI US. Now, nobst nobl e Brutus,
The gods today stand friendly that we may,
Lovers in peace, |ead on our days to age!
But, since the affairs of nmen rest still

I ncertain,

Let's reason with the worst that may befall.
If we do lose this battle, thenis this
The very last tinme we shall speak together.
VWhat are you then determned to do?

BRUTUS. Even by the rule of that phil osophy
By which | did blane Cato for the death

Whi ch he did give hinself- | know not how,
But | do find it cowardly and vile,
For fear of what mght fall, so to prevent

The tinme of life- armng nyself with patience
To stay the providence of sone high powers
That govern us bel ow.
CASSIUS. Then, if we |lose this battle,
You are contented to be led in triunph
Thorough the streets of Rone?
BRUTUS. No, Cassius, no. Think not, thou noble
Roman,
That ever Brutus will go bound to Rone;
He bears too great a mnd. But this sane day
Must end that work the ides of March begun.
And whet her we shall neet again | know not.
Therefore our everlasting farewell take.
Forever, and forever, farewell, Cassius!
If we do neet again, why, we shall smle;
If not, why then this parting was wel |l nade.
CASSI US. Forever and forever farewell, Brutus!
If we do neet again, we'll smle indeed;
If not, 'tis true this parting was wel|l nade.
BRUTUS. Wiy then, lead on. O that a man m ght
know
The end of this day's business ere it cone!
But it sufficeth that the day wll end,
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And then the end is known. Cone, ho!
Anay! Exeunt.
SCENE 1 1.
The field of battle.

Al arum Enter Brutus and Messal a.

BRUTUS. Ride, ride, Messala, ride, and give
these bills
Unto the | egions on the other
si de. Loud al arum
Let them set on at once, for | perceive
But cold deneanor in Cctavia' s w ng,
And sudden push gives themthe overthrow
Ride, ride, Messala. Let themall cone
down. Exeunt .
SCENE |11,
Anot her part of the field.

Al aruns. Enter Cassius and Titinius.

CASSIUS. O |ook, Titinius, |look, the villains
fly!
Mysel f have to m ne own turn'd eneny.
This ensign here of m ne was turning back;
| slew the coward, and did take it from him
TITINNUS. O Cassius, Brutus gave the word too
early,
Who, having sone advantage on Cctavi us,
Took it too eagerly. His soldiers fell to
spoi |,
Wil st we by Antony are all encl osed.

Ent er Pi ndar us.

PINDARUS. Fly further off, ny lord, fly further

of f;
Mark Antony is in your tents, ny |ord;
Fly, therefore, noble Cassius, fly far off.
CASSIUS. This hill is far enough. Look, | ook,
Ti tinius:

Are those ny tents where | perceive the fire?
TITINNUS. They are, ny |ord.
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CASSIUS. Titinius, if thou |ovest ne,
Mount thou ny horse and hide thy spurs in him
Till he have brought thee up to yonder troops
And here again, that | nmay rest assured
Whet her yond troops are friend or eneny.
TITINNUS. I will be here again, even with a
t hought . Exit.
CASSI US. Go, Pindarus, get higher on that hill;
My sight was ever thick; regard Titinius,
And tell nme what thou notest about the field.
Pi ndar us
ascends the hill.
This day | breathed first: tine is cone round,
And where | did begin, there shall | end;
My life is run his conpass. Sirrah, what news?
Pl NDARUS. [ Above.] O ny |ord!
CASSI US. What news?
Pl NDARUS. [Above.] Titinius is enclosed round
about
Wth horsenen, that nake to himon the spur;
Yet he spurs on. Now they are alnbst on him
Now, Titinius! Now sone light. O he lights
t 0o.
He's ta'en [ Shout.] And, hark! They shout for
j oy.
CASSI US. Conme down; behold no nore.
O coward that | am to live so |ong,
To see ny best friend ta' en before ny face!
Pi ndar us
descends.
Come hither, sirrabh.
In Parthia did | take thee prisoner,
And then | swore thee, saving of thy life,
That what soever | did bid thee do,
Thou shoul dst attenpt it. Conme now, keep thine
oat h;
Now be a freeman, and with this good sword,
That ran through Caesar's bowels, search this
bosom
Stand not to answer: here, take thou the hilts;
And when ny face is cover'd, as 'tis now,
@Qui de thou the sword. [Pindarus stabs him]
Caesar, thou art
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revenged,
Even with the sword that kill'd
t hee. Di es.
PI NDARUS. So, | amfree, yet would not so have
been,
Durst | have done ny will. O Cassi us!

Far fromthis country Pindarus shall run,
Wher e never Ronan shall take note of
hi m Exit.

Re-enter Titinius with Mssal a.

MESSALA. It is but change, Titinius, for Qctavius
I s overthrown by noble Brutus' power,
As Cassius' |egions are by Antony.
TITINNUS. These tidings would well confort
Cassi us.
MESSALA. Were did you | eave hinf
TITINNUS. Al disconsol ate,
Wth Pindarus his bondman, on this hill.
MESSALA. |Is not that he that |ies upon the
ground?
TITINNUS. He lies not like the living. O ny
heart!
MESSALA. |s not that he?
TITINIUS. No, this was he, Messal a,
But Cassius is no nore. O setting sun,
As in thy red rays thou dost sink to night,
So in his red blood Cassius' day is set,
The sun of Rone is set! Qur day is gone;
Cl ouds, dews, and dangers cone; our deeds are
done!
M strust of ny success hath done this deed.
MESSALA. M strust of good success hath done this
deed.
O hateful error, nelancholy's child,
Wiy dost thou show to the apt thoughts of nen
The things that are not? O error, soon
concei ved,
Thou never conest unto a happy birth,
But kill'st the nother that engender'd thee!
TITINIUS. Wat, Pindarus! Were art thou,
Pi ndar us?
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MESSALA. Seek him Titinius, whilst | go to neet
The noble Brutus, thrusting this report
Into his ears. | may say "thrusting" it,
For piercing steel and darts envenoned
Shall be as welcone to the ears of Brutus
As tidings of this sight.
TITINNUS. Hi e you, Messala,
And | wll seek for Pindarus the while.
Exit Messal a.
Why didst thou send ne forth, brave Cassius?
Did | not neet thy friends? And did not they
Put on ny brows this weath of victory,
And bid ne give it thee? Didst thou not hear
t heir shouts?
Al as, thou hast m sconstrued everyt hi ng!
But, hold thee, take this garland on thy brow
Thy Brutus bid ne give it thee, and |
WIIl do his bidding. Brutus, cone apace,
And see how | regarded Cai us Cassi us.
By your |eave, gods, this is a Roman's part.
Come, Cassius' sword, and find Titinius' heart.
Kills
hi nsel f.

Al arum Re-enter Messala, wth Brutus,
young Cat o,
and ot hers.

BRUTUS. Were, where, Messala, doth his body |ie?
MVESSALA. Lo, yonder, and Titinius nourning it.
BRUTUS. Titinius' face is upward.
CATO. He is slain.
BRUTUS. O Julius Caesar, thou art mghty yet!
Thy spirit wal ks abroad, and turns our swords
I n our own proper
entrails. Low al ar uns.
CATO. Brave Titinius!
Look whe'er he have not crown'd dead Cassi us!
BRUTUS. Are yet two Romans |iving such as these?
The last of all the Romans, fare thee well!
It is inpossible that ever Rone
Shoul d breed thy fellow. Friends, | owe noe
tears
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To this dead man than you shall see ne pay.
| shall find time, Cassius, | shall find tine.
Conme therefore, and to Thasos send his body;
H s funerals shall not be in our canp,
Lest it disconfort us. Lucilius, cone,
And cone, young Cato; let us to the field.
Labi o and Fl avio, set our battles on.
"Tis three o' clock, and Romans, yet ere night
We shall try fortune in a second
fight. Exeunt .
SCENE | V.
Anot her part of the field.

Alarum Enter, fighting, Soldiers of both
arm es;

t hen Brutus, young Cato, Lucilius, and
ot hers.

BRUTUS. Yet, countrynmen, O, yet hold up your
heads!
CATO. What bastard doth not? Who will go with ne?
| will proclaimny nane about the field.
| amthe son of Marcus Cato, ho!
A foe to tyrants, and ny country's friend.
| amthe son of Marcus Cato, ho!
BRUTUS. And | am Brutus, Mrcus Brutus, |;
Brutus, ny country's friend; know ne for
Br ut us! Exit.
LUCI LIUS. O young and noble Cato, art thou down?
Why, now thou diest as bravely as Titinius,
And mayst be honor'd, being Cato's son.
FI RST SOLDI ER. Yield, or thou diest.
LUCILIUS. Only | yield to die.
[OFfers noney.] There is so nuch that thou
wilt kill nme straight:
Kill Brutus, and be honor'd in his death.
FI RST SOLDI ER. W nust not. A noble prisoner!
SECOND SOLDI ER. Room ho! Tell Antony, Brutus is
ta' en.
FIRST SOLDIER. 1'Il tell the news. Here cones
t he general.

Ent er Antony.
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Brutus is ta'en, Brutus is ta'en, ny |ord.
ANTONY. Wiere is he?
LUCI LIUS. Safe, Antony, Brutus is safe enough.
| dare assure thee that no eneny
Shal | ever take alive the noble Brutus;
The gods defend himfromso great a shane!
When you do find him or alive or dead,
He wll be found Iike Brutus, l|ike hinself.
ANTONY. This is not Brutus, friend, but, I
assure you,
A prize no less in worth. Keep this man safe,
G ve himall kindness; | had rather have
Such nmen ny friends than enemes. Go on,
And see wheer Brutus be alive or dead,
And bring us word unto Cctavius' tent
How everything is
chanced. Exeunt .
SCENE V.
Anot her part of the field.

Enter Brutus, Dardanius, Cditus, Strato, and
Vol umi us.

BRUTUS. Cone, poor remains of friends, rest on
this rock.
CLITUS. Statilius show d the torchlight, but, ny
| ord,
He cane not back. He is or ta'en or slain.
BRUTUS. Sit thee down, Citus. Slaying is the

wor d:
It is a deed in fashion. Hark thee,
Citus. Wi spers.
CLITUS. What, |, ny lord? No, not for all the
wor | d.
BRUTUS. Peace then, no words.
CLITUS. I'll rather kill nyself.
BRUTUS. Har k t hee,
Dar dani us. Wi spers.
DARDANI US. Shall | do such a deed?

CLI TUS. O Dar dani us!
DARDANI US. O ditus!
CLITUS. What ill request did Brutus nmake to thee?
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DARDANI US. To kill him ditus. Look, he
medi t at es.
CLITUS. Now is that noble vessel full of grief,
That it runs over even at his eyes.
BRUTUS. Cone hither, good Volumius, list a word.
VOLUMNI US. What says ny | ord?
BRUTUS. Wiy, this, Vol ummi us:
The ghost of Caesar hath appear'd to ne
Two several tines by night; at Sardis once,
And this last night here in Philippi fields.
| know ny hour is cone.
VOLUMNI US. Not so, ny | ord.
BRUTUS. Nay | amsure it is, Vol umius.
Thou seest the world, Volumius, how it goes;
Qur enem es have beat us to the
pit; Low al aruns.
It is nore worthy to leap in ourselves
Than tarry till they push us. Good Vol umi us,
Thou know st that we two went to school
t oget her;
Even for that our love of old, | prithee,
Hold thou ny sword-hilts, whilst | run on it.
VOLUMNI US. That's not an office for a friend, ny

| ord.
Al arum
still.
CLITUS. Fly, fly, nmy lord, there is no tarrying
her e.
BRUTUS. Farewell to you, and you, and you,
Vol umi us.

Strato, thou hast been all this while asleep;

Farewel |l to thee too, Strato. Countrynen,

My heart doth joy that yet in all ny life

| found no man but he was true to ne.

| shall have glory by this |osing day,

More than Cctavius and Mark Antony

By this vile conquest shall attain unto.

So, fare you well at once, for Brutus' tongue

Hat h al nost ended his life's history.

Ni ght hangs upon m ne eyes, ny bones woul d rest

That have but labor'd to attain this hour.
Alarum Cry within,

"Fly, fly, fly!"
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CLITUS. Fly, ny lord, fly.
BRUTUS. Hence! | will follow
Exeunt ditus, Dardanius,
and Vol umi us.
| prithee, Strato, stay thou by thy |ord.
Thou art a fellow of a good respect;
Thy life hath had sone smatch of honor in it.
Hold then ny sword, and turn away thy face,
VWiile | do run upon it. WIt thou, Strato?
STRATO. G ve ne your hand first. Fare you well,
nmy | ord.
BRUTUS. Farewel |, good Strato. Runs
on his sword.
Caesar, now be still;
| kill'd not thee with half so good a
will. Di es.

Alarum Retreat. Enter Qctavius, Antony,
Messal a,

Lucilius, and the Arny.

OCTAVI US. What man is that?
MESSALA. My master's man. Strato, where is thy
mast er ?
STRATO. Free fromthe bondage you are in,
Messal a:
The conquerors can but nmake a fire of him
For Brutus only overcane hinself,
And no man el se hath honor by his death.
LUCI LI US. So Brutus should be found. | thank
t hee, Brutus,
That thou hast proved Lucilius' saying true.
OCTAVIUS. Al that served Brutus, | wll
entertain them
Fellow, wilt thou bestow thy tinme with ne?
STRATO. Ay, if Messala will prefer nme to you.
OCTAVI US. Do so, good Messal a.
MVESSALA. How died ny nmaster, Strato?
STRATO. | held the sword, and he did run on it.
MESSALA. Cctavius, then take himto follow thee
That did the |atest service to ny naster.
ANTONY. This was the nobl est Roman of themall.
Al the conspirators, save only he,
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Did that they did in envy of great Caesar;
He only, in a general honest thought
And common good to all, nade one of them
Hs life was gentle, and the el enents
So mx'din himthat Nature m ght stand up
And say to all the world, "This was a nman!"
OCTAVI US. According to his virtue let us use him

Wth all respect and rites of burial.
Wthin ny tent his bones tonight shall lie,
Most |ike a soldier, ordered honorably.
So call the field to rest, and let's away,
To part the glories of this happy

day. Exeunt .

.2 Renascence Editions
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