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Scena ‘Prima.

Enter Flanins, Murellns and certaine Commoners
oter the Stage.

Flanins.
Ence:home youidle Creatures,get you home:
[sthis a Holiday ? What, know you not
(Being Mechanicall) youought not walke
Vponalabouring day,without the figne
Of your Profeffion ? Speake,what Trade art thou ?

Car. Why Sir,a Carpenter,

Mur. Whereis thy Leather Apron,and thy Rule?
What doft thou with thy bef Apparrellon ?

You fir, what Trade are you ?

Cobl. Truely Sir, in refpeétofafine Workman, Tam
but as you would fay,a Cobler.

Mpur. Butwhat Trade are thou ? Anfwer me direétly.

Cob. A TradeSir, thacT hope Imay vie, witha fafe
Conicience, which is indeed Sir,a Mender of bad {oulés.

Fla, What Trade theuknaue? Thounaughty knaue,
what Trade?

Cobl. Nay 1 befeechyou Sir, be not out with me: yet
if you be out Sir, 1 can mend you,

AMnr, Whatmean'(t thou by that ? Mend mee, thou
fawcy Fellow ?

Cob. Why fir, Cobble you.

Fla. Thouart a Cobler,art thou?

Ceb, Truly fir, all that I liue by, is with the Acle: I
meddle with no Tradefmans matters, nor womens mat-
ters; but withal I am indeed Sir,a Surgeon to old fhooes:
when they arein great danger, T recouer them, As pro-
per men as euer trod vpon Neats Leather, haue gone vp-
on my handy-~worke.

Fla. But wherefore artnotin thy Shop to day?

Why do'(t thou leade thele men about the fircers?

Cob. Truly fir, to weare out their fhooes, to get my
{elfe into more worke, Butindeede fir, we make Holy-
dayto fee Cofir, and to reioyce in his Triumph,

Mar. 'Wherefore reioyce ?

What Conqueft brings he home 2

"What Tributaries follow him to Rome,

To gracein Captiue bonds his Chariot Wheeles?
YouBlackes,you {tones,you werfe then fen{lefie chings:
O you hard hearts, you cruell men of Rome,

Knew you not Pempey many a time and oft ?
Haueyouclimb’d vp to Walles and Battlements,

To Towresand Windowes? Yea, to Chimney tops, ?
Your Infants inyour Armes, and there haue fate
The liue-long day,with patient expetation,

-

————— -

To fee great Pompey pafle the ftreers of Rome ¢
And when you faw his Charioc buc appeare,
Haue you not made an Vniuerfall fhout,
That Tyber trembled voderneath her bankes
To beare the replication of your founds,
Made in her Concaue Shores?
And do younow put on your beft attyre ?
And do younow cull our 2 Holyday ?
And do you now ftrew Flowers in his way,
That comes in Triumph ouer Pompeyes blood ?
Be gone,
Runne to your houfes, fall vpon your knees,
Pray to the Godsto intermit the plague
Thatneeds muft lighe on this Ingratitude.
Fla. Go,go,good Countrymen, and for this faulc
Aflfemble allthe poore men of your fore 3
Draw them to Tyberbankes,and weepe your teares
Intothe Channell, till the loweft freame
Do kiffe zhe mof exalted Shores of all.
Exennt all the Cormmeoners,
Sce where their baleft mettle be not mou'd,
They vanifh tongue-tyed in their gmlcinefle :
Go youdowne that way towards the Capitoll,
This way willI: Difrobe the Images,
If you do finde them decke with Ceremonies.
CMur, May we do fo?
You know icis the Feaft of Lupercall,
Fla. 1tisno mateer,let no Images
Behung with Cafirs T.ophees : 1le aboit,
And driue away the Vulgar from the ftreets;
So do youtoo, where you perceine themthicke,
Thefe growing Feathers, pluckt from Ceefars wingy
Will make him flye an ordinary pitch,
Whoclfe would foare aboue the view of men,
And keepe vsall inferuile fearefulnefle, Exennt
Enter Cafar, Antony for the Courfe,("alphnrnia, Portia, De-
cimsyCicero, Brutms,Caffins,Caskaya Soothfayer:af-
ter them Murelius and Flanis.
Cef Calphurnia.
Csik, Peaceho, Cefar (peakes. |
Cef. Calphurnis.:
Calp, Heeremy Lord.
Cef. Stand you direétly in Antonio’s way,

When he doth run his courfe. .Antonio,
Ant, Cafar,my Lord.
Caf. Forget nocin your fpeed Aatonie,
Towouch (alpburnia :tor our Elders fay, ]
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The Tragedie of Fulius Z’w/?zr.

The Barren touched in this holy chace,

Shake off their fterrile curfe,
Awt, 1{hall remember,

When Cefar fayes,Do this; it is perform’d.
Cef- Ser on,and leaue no Ceremon
Seoth, Cdfar,

v

y out.

Cef. Ha? Who calles?
Cask, Bideuery noyfebs Rill: peace yetagaine,
Czf, Whoisicinthe e?
T heare a Tongue thriller then all the Muficke
Cry, Cafar : ce, {zfar is turn’d to heare,
Sooth., Beware the Ides of March,
Czf. What manisthat?

Cef. Sethim beforeme, letme fee his face.
Caffi.Fellow, come from the

Cef. What {ayft thou to me now? Speak once againe
Sooth. Beware theldes of March,

Cef. HeisaDreamer,let vs leaue him: Pafle.

Let me not hindex Caffius your defires ;
Ile leaue you.

{4ffi. Brautns,1do oblerue younow oflate :
I'have not from your eyes, that gentleneffe
And fhew of Loueyas I was wont to haue g
You beare too ftubborne,and too firange a
Ouer your Friend, that loues you.

Br's.
Be not decei
Iturne the trouble
Meerely vpon my {elfe,

t

i

jand

ein’d : If T haue veyl’d my looke,
Jountenance

exed I am

§ Of late, with paffions of fome difference, .
Conceptions onely proper to my {elfe,

Which g'mcforx:c‘fodyic (perhaps) to my Behauiours :
But let not therefore my good Friends be greeu’d
(Among which number Caffiws be you one)
Nor conftrue any further fiyy negle&,

Then that poore Bratas with himfelfe at warre,
Forgets the fhewes of Loue to other men.

Caff;. Then Brutus, | haue much miftook your paffion
By meanes whereof , this Breft of mine hath buried
Thoughts of great value,worthy Cogitations,

Tellme good Brarus, Can you {ee your face?

Brautus. No Caffins:

For the eye fees not it felfe

! [

but by refletion,

By fome other things.,
Caffins. "Tisiuft,
And it is very much lamented Brastos,

That you haue no fuch Mirrors, as will turne

Your hiddenworthineflcinto your eye,
“harvorimroh { our 0 Aoy =

nat youmrgheiec you thadow:

[ haue heard,

Where many of the beft refpect in Rome,

(i 4 J
mmortall Cefar

(]

{peaking of Bratus,'

s
re
{Excepti )

And groaning vnderneath this Ages yoake,
Haue wifh’d, that Noble Bruras had his eyes.

» what dangers, would you

(Tires

cf =

1isnotinm
' Brutws,beprepar’d to heare:

Br.A Sooth-fhyer bids you beware the Ides of March
y ¥ .

throng,look vpon Cefar.

Senuct. Exenunt. JManct Braut. (5 C ,1]]'.
C Will you go fee the order of the courfe ?
DBrut. Not 1.
Caffi. 1pray youdo,
Brut, T am not Gamefom: I do lacke fome part
Of that quicke Spirit thatisin Anrony :

2

| And fince you know, you cannot fec your f¢
So well as by Refle&ion; I-your Glaffe,
Will modeftly difcouer to your felfe
That of your felfe, which youyet know not of.
And be notiealous on me,gentle Brutss :
WereI a common Laughter, or did vie
To ftale with ordinary Oathes my loue
To euery new Protefier: if you know,
That I do fawne on tnen, and hugge them hard,
And after fcandall them : Orifyou know

r p 3
That I profeffe my felfe in Banquertting
Toall the Rout, then hold me dangerous,

-
J

Elotrifby and Shont,

Brs. What meanes this Showting ?
I do feare, the People choofe Cefar
Fortheir King.
Caffi. 1,do youfeareit?
Then muft I thinke you would not haueit fo;
Bras. 1 would not Caffine, yet T louve him well
But wherefore do you hold me hecre fo long?
What isit, that you would impart tome?
Ifit be ought toward the generall good,
| Set Honor in one eye, and Death y’th other
And I will looke on both indifferently :
For let the Gods fo fpeed mee,as 1 loue
The name of Honor, morethen I feare death,
Caffi. 1know that vertue to be in you Braraus,
As well as I do know your outward fauour,
Well, Honor is the fubie& of my Story :
I cannoctell, what you and other men
Thinke of this life : Bue for my fingle felfe,
1 had as liefe not be, as live to be;
Inawe of [uch a Thing, as I my felfe,
\ T was borne free as Cafar, fo were you,
We both baue fed as well, and we can both
Endure the Winters cold, as well as |
For ence, vpona Rawe and Gufiie day,
The troubled Tyber, chafing with her Shores,
Cefar {aide to me, Dac'ft thou (/fiusnow
Leape in with me into this angry Flood,
And fwim to yonder Point ¢ Vpon the word,
Accoutied as I was, I plunged in,
And bad him follow : fo indeed he did.
The Torrent roar’d, and we did buffetit
With lufty Sinewes, throwing it afide,
And ftemming it with hearts of Controuerfie.
Butere we could arriue the Point propos’d,
i Cafar cride, Helpe me Caffius,01 1 finke,
I (as e£neas, our great Anceflor,
Did from the Flames of Troy, ypon his fhoulder
The old eAnehyfesbeate) fo, from the waues of Tyber
DidIthe tyred (efar : And this Man,
Isnow become a Ged, and Caffim is
A wretched Creature, and muft bend his bedy,
If Cefar carelefly but ned on him.
He had a Feaucr whenhe was in Spaine,
And when the Fit was on him,I did marke
How he did (hake : Tis true, this God did thake,
His Coward lippes did from their colour flye,
And that fame Eye,whofe bend doth awe the World,
) Did loefe his Luftre : 1 did heare him grone::
I, and that Tongue of his, char bad the Romans
Marke him, and write his Speeches in their Bookes,
l Alad, it cried, Gine me fome drinke Tiriniu,!
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A:. 2 ficke Girle -Ye Gods it doth amaze me,
| A man of fuch afeeble temper {hould
So get the fase of the Maicftic
And beare the Palme aloné,

Shont:

Bra, Another generall fhout
1 do beleeue, that thefc appland
For {ome new Honors, thatarelieap’d on Cafar,

Caffi. W hy map, heunmbcm.\
Like a Coloflus,and we petty men
Wnlk‘c vndcrhi‘

ke weor ,d;,
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Mf:q at 1("'P‘CL‘1"""_‘3 are \/m‘}ct

’lb faulc Kmﬂ““ﬁ:“’frm/xsnot:ur
e in onr Selues, tnat we are yiderlings.

Brostus and Cfar : W That {hould be inthat ((’J’:’."i":

Why ‘houla that name be fonnded more thed yours

F Wirite them together : \on'ra,m;.,ic MNat

~

aiName?:

Sound them, ndml become the mouth afyvell ;
Weigh them, itis as heauy : Coniure with. ‘e
Brates will fait 2 Spirigas foone as Cafar.
Now in the names of all the Gods at once,
Vpon what meate dom this our (lfj?r feede;
That heis growne {o great? Age, th ouart {L am’d.
Rome, thon hattloft thebieed of Noble Bloods.
When went thére by an Age, fince the great Flood,
Butitwas fam’d with more Lh..n with ene man?
When could they fay(tillnow )that talk’ uqfhcﬂ‘c,
That her wide.- W alkes i incompaft but ongman 2
Now is'it Rome indeed, and R oome enough
Whenthere isinit but one'onely man.
O!you and 1, haue heard our Fathers (ay,
There was a Brutus once, that would haue brook’d
Theternall Divell to keepe his State in Rome,
Aseafi l}’ a9 a ng '
Brn, That you do loue me, T am nothing icalous:
What you would.worke me woj ba vﬁ-iomc"w 162
How I haue thought of this,and ofthefetimes
I {hall regount m.cxeahcr For this prefent,
I would not fo (withloue | might mrrcat you)
Be any further moou ‘d: What y you ha leiam,
I will com:Jcr what you haue to {ay
I will with patience heare, and finde atime
Poth meete to heare,and an{wer {uch highithings,
Titl then my’\jobleln u},c:.cw\rru).z “this.:
Brutus had rather be Vxlmgcr,
Then to tgpwicHimielfc a Sonne of Rome
Vader thefe hard Conditions,as this time
Is _11 e to lay.vpon vs.
Caffi. 1amglad that m; weake words
Hauc {trucke but thus much fhew of fire from Brutss

E?Iff“ Cuf" f"ﬁ’w brs Traime,

Brs. .T-h G re done,.
And Cefar is returning,
Caf:. AS[L@}? pafle by

Plucke Caska by the Sleeue,
And he will (afeer his fowre ‘,c
What hath proceeded worthy aote to day
Bre, I will do fo: butlegke you,Caffis
The angry fpot doth glow en; (“ arshraw, ! 1.
And all the vefty lno’lw] kea chidde xlTLJl“C‘
(ax/;:f;frﬂma(ﬂL»cc}Chp,.emy;A Gigera 5aW) .
Lookeswisth fach Fesret,and fuch fi fiery gy es I\
As we hauefeene himin the C apitoll
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Being croft in Conference, bg’ fome Senators, o
L(Jf Catka will tell vs what the matter is.
Caf. .A»?ramr,
,a’it" Cafa
Cafe Ik.[ﬂ]{:’l“‘:lut men about me, that arcfat,

mch, headed men, and fuch as {leepe 2-nights :
Yond Caffis bas a leane and hungr vmokc
He thinkes too much : fuch men are dam"’mn
Ant. Feare him not Cgfar, he’s not dangerous;
isa Noble Iiomanﬁand well ginen,
Wounld he were fatter ; Ifz
Yet it iny name w"rr-lyablc to l»:
I do not know the man [ {hould mny.i
So foone asthat {pare Caffizzs, He rea
He is a great Obferuer, and he lookes

Quize L«;H‘U(‘h the Deeds of men. He lougsnoP

He

e
arc dymnot :

Ceaf. - Bue

=3 much,

‘;r‘._veg, _

As thou doft Anton 7 - he heares no E;meL
Seldome he{miles, and {mailes 10 fuch a {ort v
Asifhe mock’d J..mi elfe, and {corn’d his i'}“u

mow'd to {r mlc 2t any thing.
he, be neuer at hearts eafe,

- Drmh' a greater then mmni;chz
ie
]“’ ce what is to be fear’d,

That could be
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are t *ry very dangerous

T ¢ I feare s for alwayes lam Cafar,
Come onmyri ﬁ‘. hand, {or ‘this eare is deafe,

L

,what thou think’ft ¢ qﬂnm. Sennip.
E xeunt Cafar and bis Trgive.

Ar dtell metruely

(‘.’,»::i_. You pul’d me by the cloake, would you fpeake
\ulu'l [DC »
Bra, 1Caska,tell vs what hath chanc’dto day

ar }O(‘:l\hw fO lhi

Wh y ou were with him, we re you not : 2

I thould not then ask & (wska what hiad ‘chane’d.

W m there was'aCrawne offei*d himn; & bein's

N, he mu;by with tl nba;kcot lmhandtum

hen the people fell a fhouting. ; :

Brss. What was the fecond noyfe fm ? , !
». Whyfor that roo ) ’

T 'rve} ["muu,' :hrice: what Wwas "1f*11ﬁ cry m>~

p
\.

<

“1113 it (00,

7as the Crowne offer’d bim tlirfce >

[ marry was’t, and hee pucit by tirice, cuetiel
¢ then other 3 and at euery },u.un by mine!

1 'S l}‘l()'\ﬂ}[(:(b_

Yer’'d him the

/?ﬂrﬁ,z ¥ !

Crowne?

the manner of it, m.nt
mc.:l*.“ hang

> Caska.
°d as tell themanner of

erie, I did not marke i, ¥'fawe

r him a Crowne, ytt"twas not'a
cher, twas one 6f thefe Coronets's undasI g

ee put it by oncc:'\n*(or all that, tomy thin,

1E WO L.,axueb e had it. [hm -hi”ﬁr\»'“““"
raine { then hee tu'c..?. againe : boct \“'\Hhmk- ‘
s he wi m.r:_rylo ath tol av{u,i ngers off it. And then |

offered if\'l’:’.hh | cimre ; hee putivthe 'hﬂ timeby,

~
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TheTrag edie of Fultus C wfar.

i. Butloft] pray you: what.did Cefar | mound>

Cask, He fell downe in the Marker-pl: we,and foam’d
at mouth,and was {peechlefle,

Brut, ‘Tisvery hike he hath the Falling ficknefTe,

Caffi. Nmefzr Hmntmt but you,and I,

And noneft Caska,we hauethe Failing fic me‘e,

Cask. 1know not what you meane by that, but Tam
"'ueCj"*: fell downe. If the tag-ragge people did not
cnp nim, and hifle him, 'Iff‘ljrdilt¢79mh{ ieas’d, and dif-
pleas’d thzm,as they \’ic to doe the Playc ¢ in ch.: Thea-
tre, | amho true man.

Brut. What {aid he;when he came vnto himfelfe ?

Cask. Marry vefore he feli downe, when he percein’d
the common Heard was glad he refus’d the Crowne, he
.pluckt me ope his Doublet, and offer’d them his Throat
ito cut: and I had beene a man of any Occupation, if I
would not haue taken himatawerd, I would ITmighe
' goe to Hell among the Rogues, and {0 hee fell. When
“he came to himf c:tk.npamc hee faid, I{ hee had dane,or
faid any thing amiffe,he defir’d their Wozﬂhps tot nnkc
it was his infirmitie. Three or foure Wenches where I
ftood, crycd, Alaffe good Soule, and forgaue him with
all their hearts: Bug there’s no heed to be caken of thern;
if Ciefar had (tab'd their Mothers,they would haue done
no lefle.

Brut. And after that,he came thus fad away

Cask. I,

Caffi. Did Cicero (ay any thing ?

Cuk. I,he fpoke Greeke,

Caffi. Towhatcffeét?

Cask; Nay,and 1 tell you chae, Ile ne're looke you
y'th’ face againe, But thofe thatvnderftood him, {mil’d
at one another, and thooke their heads: but for mine
owne part, it was Greeketome. I could tell you more
newes too ; Murrellus and Flanius, for pulling Scarffes
off Cefars Images,ace put to flence. Fare you well,
There was more Foolerie yet, if I could remem-
ber it.

Ce [l Will you fuppe with me to Night,Caska?

Cask. No,Iam promis’d forch,

Caffi. Will you Dine with me to morrow 3

Cusk; Lyif Ibealiue, and your minde hold, and your
i Dinner worth the catinb,

Cajfi. Good,I will expeél you,

Cask, Doefo': fareweli both. Exit,

Brut. What ablunt fellow is this grownetobe 2
He was qvick Mettle,when he went to Schoole.

Caffi. So ishe now, in execution
Of any bold,or Noble Ent erprize,

Ho waseuer he puts on this tardie forme:

Th1s RudenefTe is a Sawce to his good Wit,
Which giues men ftomacke to dxfgeﬁ his words
'8 With becter Appetite,

il.{, - Bra. And Toiitiss

L Iror this time I will leaue you:

i To HOUOW',IFVO upleafe to fpeake with me;,

It Lwill come home toyou: of xfy'm will, &

| Come home to me,and I will wait foryou, |

Caffi. Iwill.doe fo : ull then, thmj ce of{ the World.
Exit Brutus,

S
o,

WWelllBrutees thouart Noble:yer I fee,
T i

Honorable M= tt‘n:ra y be wroughe
rmm chatitis difpos’d ; th mcforc it is me ;r,
hu loble mindes keepe euer with their likes
ho fo ’i’-rms.maa cannot be feduc’'d? ™
loth beare me hardibut he loues Fratss.

1f I were Bratus now,and he were Caffinsy*

He fhould not humer me. Twill this Nighe, \

In feuerall Hands,m at his Windowes throw

As if they came from feuerall Citizens,

Writings,all tending to the great opinien

That Rome holds LJ{ bis Name : wherein obfeurely

Cafars Ambition (hall be glanced at,

And after this,ler Cafar feat him fure,

For wee will fhake him, or worfe dayes endure,
Exit.

Thunder, and Lightning, Enter Caska,
and Cicero,

Cic. Good euen,Caska : brought you C’ceﬁzrhomﬁ?'
Why are you breat 1leffe and why ftare youfo ?
Cask, Arenot youmowd,when all the fv ay of Earth

Shak:s like a thing vnfirme? O Cicero,

1 haue feene Tempefts,when the fcoldmg Winds
Haue riv’d the knottic Oakes,and I haue feene
Th'ambitious Ocean {well,and rage,and foame,
To be exalted with the threatning Clouds:

But neuer till to Night,neuver till now,
DidI gocthroughaTempef’f droppi ﬂr-ﬁrg,
Eyther there is a Ciuill firife in Hcau\n,
Or elle the Woild,too fawcie with the Gods,
Incenfes them to fend deflru&ion,

Cic. Why, {aw you any thing mere wonderfuli?

Cask. A commonflane,youknow him well by fighe,
Held vp his left Hard,mh'm did flame and bure
Like twentie Torches ioyn’d; and yer his Hand,,
Not fenfible of fire,remain’ d vnlcorch’d,
Befides,I ha'not fince put vp my Sword,
Againftthe Capitoll I mera Lyon,
Who glaz’d vpon uic, and went furly by,
Without annoying me. And there were drawne
Vpon a heape,a hundred g’lﬂly YWomen,
¥ ra*bmrmﬂd with their feare, who fwore,:hcy faw
Men,sll in fire,walke vp and downe the fireetes,
And yeiterday,the Bird of Nighr did fit,
Eucn at Noone-day, vpon the Market place,
Howting,and fhreckiog. When thefe Prodigics
Docfo con.oyntl} meet, let not men fay,
Thefeare their Reafcns,they are Naturall :
For I beleeue,they are portentous things
Vnm I'.c (‘!ymwrc that they point vpon.

. Indeed,itis a firange difpofed time:

Bu: men may conflrue things after their fafhion,
Cleane from the purpofe of the things themfelues.
Comes Cefar to the Capxmll to Morrow ?

Cask, Hedoth: for be did bid Antonio
Send word to you,hewould be there to morrow.

Cic. Good-night then;Caska :
This difturbed Skie is not to walke in.

Cask . Farewell Ciceros "Exit Cicera.

Enter Caffius.

Caffi. Who's there ?

Cask, A Romane,

Caffi. Caska.by your Voyce.

Cask, Your Eare is good.
C‘ajﬁﬁ,w}yat Night is this?

Cajfi. Averypleaﬁng‘ilghttohoneﬂmen.
Cask, Who ener knéw the Heaeitsmenace fo ?
Caffi. {Ttofe that haue l\nawne the Farth fo full of
faults,

For

.
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| For my part,I hiaue walk'd about the freets,

Submitting me ynto the perillous Night ;

And thus vnbraced,Caka,as you fee,

Haue bar’d my Bofome to the Thunder-ftone :

And when the crefle blew Lightning feem’d to open
The Breft of Heauen, I did prefent my felfe

Even inthe ayme jond very afh of it, (uens ?

Cask, Buewherefore did you fo much tempt the Hea-
Ivische part of men,to feare and tremble,

When the moft mightie Gods$,by tokens {fend
Such dreadfull Heraulds,to aflonifh vs,

Caffi. You aredull,Caska :

And thofe fparkes of Life,that fbould beina Roman,
You doe want, or elfe you vie nor.

You looke pale,and gaze,and put on feare;

And eaft your felfe in wonder,

To fee the firange impatience of the Heaueus:

But if you would confider the triie caufe,

Why all thefe Fires,why ail thefe gliding Gholts,
Why Birds and Beafs,from qualiticand kinde,
Why Oldmen Fooles,and Children calculate,
Why all thefe things change from their Ordinance,
Their Natures,and pre-formed Faculries,

To monftrous qualitie ; why you fhali finde,

That Heauen hath infus’d them with thefe Spirits,
To make them In(truments of feare,and warning,
Vite fome monfirous State,

Now could I (Caska)name to thee 2 man,

Moft like this dreadfull Night,

That Thunders,Lightens opens Graues,and roares,
As doth the Lyon in the Capitoll :

A man no mightier then thy felfe,orme,

In perfonall adtion ; yet prodigious growne,

And fearefull,as thefe frange eruptions are,

Cask, 'Tis Cafar that you meane
Is it not, Caffirs 2

Caffi. Letitbe whoit is: for Romans now
Haue Thewes,and Limbes,like to their Anceflors;
But woe the while,our Fathers mindes are dead,

And we are gouern’d with our Mothers (pirits,
Our yoake,and fufferance, thew vs Woraanifh.

Cask, Indeed,they (ay,the Scnators to morrow
Meaneto eftablith CefarasaKing :

And he {Ball weare bis Crowne by Ses,and Land,
In euery place,faue here in Italy.

Caffi. 1know where I will weare this Daggerthen;
Caffins from Bondage will delwer Caffin :
Therein,yee Gods,you make the weake moft firong;
Therein,yee Gods,you Tyrants doe defeat,

Nor Stonie Tower,nor Walls of beaten Brafle,
Norayre-lefle Dungeon,nor firong Linkes of Tron,
Can be retentiue to the ffrengeh of {pirit:

But Life being wearie of thefe worldly Barres,
Neuer lacks power to diimifle it felfe,

If I know this know all the World befides,

That parc of Tyrannie that I doe beare,

I can fhake off at pleafure, T bwnder fFill,

Casf, Socan I
So euery Bond-man in his owne hand beares
The power to cancell his Captiuitie,

Caffi. Andwhy {hould Cefar be a Tyrant then?
Poore man,] know he would not be a Wolfe,

But that he fees the Romans are bur Sheepe :
Hewere no Lyon,were not Romans Hindes.
Thofe that with haftc will make a mightie fire,
\Ecgin it with weake Strawes, What ¢rafhis Rome?
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What Rubbifh,and what Offall? when it ferues
For the bafe matter,to illuminate
Sovile athing as Cefar. But oh Griefe,

Where haft thou led me? I (perhaps) fpeake this
Before a willing Bond-man : then I know

My anfwere muft be made. Buc Iam arm’d,
And dangers are to e indifferent.

Cask. Youfpeake to Caske,and to fucha man;
Thatisno flearing Tell-tale. Hold, my Hand:
Be faltious for redrefle of all thefe Griefcs,

And I'will {er this foor of mine as farre,
As who goes farthe(t,

Caffi. There’saBargaine made,

Now know you, Caska,I haue mou'd alread
Some certaine of the Noblzft minded Romans
To vader-goe,with me, an Enterprize,

Of Honorable dangerous confequence;;

And I doe know by this, they flay for me

In Pompeyes Porch : for now chis fearefull Nighe,
There is no ftirre,or walking in the fireetes 3

And the Complexion of the Element

Is Fauors,like the Worke we have in hand,
MotBloodie, fierie,and moft terrible,

Enter Cinsa,

Casba. Stand clofe 2 while, for heere comes one in i
hafie.

Caffi. "Tis Cinna,l doe know him by his Gate,
Heisa friend. Cimna,where hate you fo?

Cirna, To finde out you : Who's that, Merellus
Cymber ?
~ Caffi. No,itis Caska, one incorporate
To our Attemprs. Am I not (tay'd for,Cinna ?
Cinna, Yam glad on’t,
What a fearefull Nighe is this ?
There’s two or three of vs haue feene firange fights.

Cofi. Aralnot ftay’d for ? ell me,

Cinna. Yes,youare, O Caffisns,

If you could buc winne the Noble Brares
To our partye——

Caffi. Beyou cantent. Good Csena,take chis Paper,

Andlooke youluy it in the Pretors Chayre,

Where Brutus may but finde it : and throw this

In at his Window ; fet this vp with Waxe

Vpon old Brutus Statue : all chis done,

Repaire to Pospeyes Porch,where you fhall finde vs,
Is Decises Brutses and Trebowina there ?

Cinna. Allbut Aetelins Cymber,and hee’s gone
To fecke youat your houfe. Well,I will hie,

And fo beftow thefe Papers as you bad me.

Caffi. Thardone,repayre to Pompeyes Thearer,

Exit Cinng.
Come Caska,youand I will yet,cre day,
Sec Bratus ac his houfe : three parts of him
Is ours alteadie, and the man entire
Vpon the next encounter,yeelds him ours.

Cask; O,he fitshighinall the Peoples hearts :

And that which would appeare Offence invs,
2 \ y .

His Countenance, like richeft Alchymie,

Will changeto Vertue,and to Worihineffe,

Caffi. Him,and his worth,and our great need of him,
You haue right well conceited : let vs goe,
For it is alter Mid-night, and ere day,

We will awake him, and be {ure of him,
Exmnt,
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Enter Brotws in bis Orchard,

Brat. What Lucias, hoe ?
I cannot,by the progrefle of the Starres,
Giue guefle how neere to day.-Lucins,] {ay ?
I would it were my faulc tofleepe fo foundly.
When Lucins,when ? awake,I fay: what Lacise ?

Enter Liutcins.

Luc. Call'd you, my Lord?

Brae. Get mea Taporin my Study, Lucins :
When it is lighted,come and call me here.

Lue. I will,my Lord. Exit.

Brat, Ttmuft be by his death : and formy part,
I know no perfonall caufe,to fpurne at him,
But for the generall, He would be crown’d:
How that might changehis nature,there’s the queftion?
Tt is the bright day,that brings forth the Adder,
And that craues warie walking : Crowne himthae,
And then I graunt we puta Sting in him,
That at his will he may doe danger with.
Thabufe of Greatnefle,is,when it dis-ioyne
Remorfe from Power ¢ And to fpeake truch of Cafar,
I haue not knowne;when his Affe&ions fway’d
More then his Reafon, But'tisa common proofe,
That Lowlynefle is young Ambitions Ladder,
Whereto the Climber vpward turnes his Face ;
But when he once atraines the vpmoft Round,
He then vato the Ladder turnes his Backe,
Lookes in the Clouds,fcorning the bafe degrees
By which hedid alcend : {o Cefar may ;
Then leaft he may,preuent. And fince the Quarrell
Will beare no colour, for the thing he is,
Fafhion it thus ; that what he is,augmented,
Would runne to thefe,and thefe extremities:
And therefore thinke him as a Serpents egge,
Which hatch’d,woald as his kinde grow mifchieuons;
And kill him inthe {hell.

Enter Lucivs.

Luc. The Taper burnech in you®Clofet,Sir :
Searching the Window fora Fling,] found
This Paper,thus feald vp,and I am fure
It did not lyc there when I went to Bed.

Gines bim the Letter.

Brat. Get youto Bed againe,itisnotday ¢
Is not to morrow (Boy) the ficft of March ¢

Lwe. I know not,Sir.

Brur. Lookeinthe Calender,and bring me word.

Luc. Twill, Sir. Exit,

Brut. The exhalations,whizzing in the ayre,
Giug fomuchlight,thac I may reade by them.

Opérs the Letter,and veadss,

Brutss thon [leep'[F; awake, and fee thy [elfe :
Shall Rome,Ge. [peake.ftriks, vedreffe.
Brutus,thou flep [t : awake. :
Such inRigations haue beene often dropt,
Where | haue tooke themvp 3
Shall Reme,5ec, Thusmult 1 pieceitout ¢
Shali Rome fland vndet one tmans awe ? What Rome ?
My Anceftors did from the ftrectes of Rome
The Targrin deine, when he was eall'da King.
\ Speake, fikike, redreffe. Am 1 cntreated

/

S

st

To fpeake,and ftrike? O Rome, I makethee promife,
If the redreffe will follow,thou receiveft
Thy full Petition at the hand of Brasas,
Enter Lucins.
Lwnc. Sir,March is walted fifteene dayes,.
Knocke within, i
Brut. "Tis good. Go tothe Gate,fome body knocks:
Since Ca/]im firft did whet me againlt Cefar,
I haue not flept, £
Betweene the a&ting of 2 dreadfull thine,
Andthe firt motion,all the Mnterimis
Like a Phantafmasor a hideous Dreame
The Genins,and the mortall Infiruments
Are then in councell 3 and the ftate of 2 man,
Like to a little Kingdome,fuffers then
The nature of an Infurre&ion,
Enter Lucivis. :
Lue. Sit,’tisyour Brother Caffims at the Doore,
Who doth defite to fee you,
Brue, Ishealone?
Luc, No,Sir,there are moe with him;
Brat. Doeyouknowthem? ;
Lnc. No,Sir,their Hats are pluckt about their Eares,
And halfe their Faces buried in their Cloakes,
That by no meanes I may difcouer them,
By any warke of fauour,
Brut. Let’em enter: 0
They are the Fadtion. O Confpiracie,
Sham'ft thou to thew thy dang’rous Brow by Nighe,
When euills are moft free 2 Othen,by day
Whete wilt thou finde 2 Caverne darke enough,
To maske thy monftrous Vifage?Seek none Confpiracie,
Hide it in Smiles,and Affabilicie :
For if thou path thy natise femblance on,
Not Erebus it felfe were dimme enough,
To hide thee from prevention,

Enter the Confbivaters,Caffins,Caska, Deciras,
Cinna, Metellus,and Trebovins.

(. 1thinke weare roobold vpon your Reft:
Good morrow Bretus,doe we troubleyou ?

Brut. 1hauebeene vp this howre,awake all Night:
Know I thefe men;that come along with you?

Caff. Yes,euery man of them; and no man here
But honors you : and every one doth wifh,
Youhad but that opision of your {eife,
Which enery Noble Roman beares of you.
This is Trebonss.

Brut. He is welcome hither.

Caff. This,Deciuns Bratus,

Brut. Heis welcometoo.

Caff. This, Caska 3 this, (iunae 3 and this, CHMerellne
Cymiber,

Brat, They areall welcome,
What watchfull Cares doe interpofe them{clues
Betwixe your Eyes,and Night?

Caff. Shall]encreata word? They whifper.

Decini. Here lyes the Eaft : doth not the Day breake
heere ?

Cak. No.

Cin. Opardon,Sir,it doth ; and yon grey Lines,
That fret the Clonds,are Meffengers of Day.

Cask, Yoo fhall confefle,that you are both deceiu’d :
Heere,as I poigt my Sword,the Sunne arifes,
Which is a great way growing on the South,
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Weighing the youthfull Seafon of the yeare, Let's kill him Boldly, but not Wrathfully :

Some to moneths hence; vp higher toward the North
HefirR prefenes his fise and the high Eaft
Stands as the Capitall, disettly heere.
Brs. Giue me your handsall ouer,one by one,
Caf. Andlet vs fweare our Refolurion.
Brut. No,novanOaghe: if not the Face efmen,
The fufferance of our Soales, the times Abufe;
f thefe be Matiues weake, breake offbetimes,
And euery man hendé,’vo his idle bed :
So let high-fightedsTyranny range on,
Till each man drop by Lottery. Buc'if thefe
(AsI am {ure they do) beare fire enough
To kindle Cowards, and co ffeele with valour
Themelting Spirits eEwomen. Then Countrymen,!
Whatneede we any {pusre, but our owne caule,
To prickevs toredrefle ? What other Bond,
Then fecrer Romans, that haue fpoke the word,
And will not palter ? And what other Qath,
Then Honefty te Honefty ingag'd,
That this thall be, or we will fall for it,
Sweare Priefts and Cowards, and men Cautelous
Old feeble'Carrions, and fuch {uffering Soules
That welcome wrongs : Vinto bad caules, fweare
Such Creatures as men doubr; but do not faine
The euen vergue of our Enterprize,
Nor th'infupprefline Mettle of our Spirits,
To thinkesshat or our Caufe,or our Performance
Did neede an Oath, When euery drop of blood
That euery Roman beares, and Nobly beares
Is guilty ofa feuerall BaRtordie,
Ifhedo breake the fmallft Particle
Ofany promife that hath paft from him.

(«f. But what of Cscere 2 Shall we found him ?
Ithinke he will ftand very firong with vs.

Cask, Let vsnotleaue himout,

Cyn. No,by no meanes.

Metel, O letvshaue him, for his Siluer haires
Will purchafe vsa good opinion:

And buy mens voyces, to commend our deeds 3
It (hall be fayd, his iudgement rul’d our hands,
Ouryouths,and wildenefle, fhall no whit appeare,
Burall be buried in his Grauity.

Bru. Onamehimnot; let vs not breake with him,
For he will neuer follow any thing
That other men begin, *

Caf. Thenleaue him out,

Cask, Indeed, he isnoz fit.

Dzeims. Shallno mau elie be toucht,but onely €ufir ?

Caf. Decins well erg’d : I thinke itis not meer,
Marke Antony.fo well belou'd of Cofar,

Should out-liwe Cxfar, we thall inde of him

A {hrew’d Contriuer. And you know, his meanes
If he improue them, may well firetch fo farre

As to annoy vs all : which to preuent,

Let Antony and Cefar fall togecher.

Brs. Qur courle will feeme too bloody, Cains Cafsins,
To cut the Head off, and then hacke the Limbes
Like Wrath in deach, and Enuy afterwards:

For Antony, is but a Limbe of Ceefar.
Let’s be Sacrificers, but not Butchers Caind :

3 e

SRR

———— e

Let’s carue him, as a Difh fit for the Gods,
Nothew him as a Carkafle fic for Hounds:
And let our Hearts, as fubtle Mafters do,
Stirre vp their Seruants to anadte of Rage,
And after feeme to chide’em. This fhall make
Our purpofe Neceflary,and not Enuious.
Which {o appearing to the common eyes,
We fhall be call’d Purgers, not Murderers,
And for Marke Antony,thinke not of him:
For he can do nomore then Cefars Arme,
When Cefarsheadis off,

Caf. YetI feare him,!
For in the ingrafted loue he beares to Cfar,

Brs. Alas,good Csfsins, do not thinke of him
If he loue Cefar, all thathecan do
Is to himfelfe; take thought,and dye for Cufar,
And that were much he {hould : for he is giuen
To {ports,to wildenefle,and much company,

Treb. There isno feare in him; let him not dye,
Forhe will live, and laugh at this heereafter.

Clocke frikes,

Bree, Peace, count the Clocke.

Caf. The Clocke hath firickenthree,

Treb. *Tis time to part.

Caff Butitis doubtfull yet,

Whether Cefar wiil come forth to day ot no:
For he is Superfitious growne oflate,

Quite from the maine Opinion he held once,
Of Fantafie, of Dreames, and Ceremonies :

It may be, thele apparant Prodigics,

The vnaccuftom’d Terror of this night,

And the perfwafion of his Augurers,

May bold him fromthe Capitoll to day.

Decizzs. Newer feare that : Ifhe be {o refolu’d,
I can ore-{way him ; For heloues to heare,

That Vioicornes may be betray’d with Trees,
And Beares with Glafles, Elephants with Holes,
Lyens with Toyles, and men wich Flacterers,
But, when I tell him, he haces Blatterers,

He {ayes,he does; being then moft flattered,

Let me worke :

For I can giue his humour the true bent 3

And T will bring him to the Capitoll.

Caf. Nay,we will all of vs, be there to ferch him!

Eru, By the eight houre,is that the vetermofi?

Cin. Bethacthe vitermoft, and failenot then,

Met, (aims Ligarims doth beare Cefar hard,
Who rated him for fpeaking well of Pompey
I wonder none of you haue thought of his.

Bru, Now good ¢ Metellus go along by him s
He loues me well, and I haue giuen him Reafons,
Send him but hither, and Ile fathion him.

(4. Themorning comes vpon's :

Wee'lleaue you Brutsu,
And friends difperfe your felues; but all remémber
What you baue(aid, and fhew your felues crue Romans,

Brzs. Good Gentlemen, looke frefh and mersily,
Les not our lookes put on ouy purpofes,

Butbeare itasour Roman A&ors da,
With voryr’d Spirics and formall Cenflancie,

We all fand vp againft thedpiric of Cefar, And {o good morrew to you cuery ongs Lxennt,
And in the Spirit of men, thers is no blood s Manet Bristua.
O that we then covld come by (fiefars Spiris, { Boy : Lacins : Fatafleepe 2 Itis nomareer,
And not difmémber Csfar ! Buc (alas) | Eni ny-heauy-Dew of Slumber
Cafar muft bleed forit, And gentle Friends, i‘ no Figures, nor no Fantafies,
Which/
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W hich bufie care drawes, in the braines of gen 3
Therefore thou fieep’ft fo found,
Enter Portia
Por, Brusus, my Lord,
Bre,Portia: What meane you?wherfore rife you now?
Ttis not for your health, thus to commit
Your weake condition, to the raw cold morning.
|  Por. Nor for youssneither., Y haue vngently Bratus
Stole from my bed: and yelternight at Supper
Youfodainly arofe,and walk’d about,
| Mufing,and fighing, with your armes a-crofle
And when I ask’d you whar the matter was,’
You &ar’d vponme, with vngentle lo_okcs,
1vrg’d you fusther, then you {cratch d your head,
And too impatiently ftampt with yourfoore
YecIinfifted, yet youan{wer’d not,
But with an angry wafter of your hand
Gaue figne for me to leaue you : So I did,
Fearing to ftrengthen that imputience
Which {eem’d too much inkindled ; and withall,
Hoping it wasbut an effet of Humor,
Which fometime hath his houre with euery man.
Tt will not let you eate, nor talke, nor fleepe
And could it worke {o much vpon your {hape,
Asit hath much prenayl’d on your Condltion,
I fhould notknow you Bratus, Deare my Lord,
Make me acquainted with your caufe of greefe,
Brx, 1am not wellinhealch, and thatisall.
Por. Bratusis wife,and were he notin health,
He would embrace the meanes to come by it.
Br#. Why foIdo: good Portiago to bed.
Por. 1s Brutus ficke? And is it Phyficall
‘T'o walke vnbraced, and fucke vp the humours
Of the danke Morning ? What, is Bratas ficke?
And will he Geale out of his wholfome bed
To dare the vile contagion of the Night?
And tempt the Rhewmy,and vnpurged Ayre,
To adde voto hit ficknefle ? No my Bratus,
You haue fome ficke Offence within vour minde,
Which by the Right and Vertoe of my place
Ioughe to know of: And vpon my kaces,
I charme you, by my once commen ded Beauty,
By all your vowes of Loue, and that great Vow
Which did incorporate and make vs ope,
That you vnfold to me, your felfc; your }1:.11 fe
Why you are heauy : and what men to night
Haue had teforcto you: for heere haue beene
Some fixe or fenen, who did hide their faces
Euen from darknefle.
Bra, Kneele not gentle Portia.
Por. 3fhould notneede, if you were gentle Brutws.
Within tho Bond of Marriage, tell me Bratam,
Is it excepred,I fhould know no Sccrct{
{ That appertaine to you 2 Am I your Selfe,
! But as it were in {ort, or limitation ?
To keepewith you at Meales, comfort your Bed,
1 And talkevo you fometimes? Dwell T butin the Suburbs
[ Of vaur good pleafure ? 1fit.be nomore,
| Portiais Bratus Harlot, not his Wite.
i Bre, Youaremy trueand honourable Wife,
| As deere to md; as are the ruddy droppes
| ThaeviGemy {ad hearts :
Por. 1fthiswere true,then fhould I know thisfecrer,
i T oraunt lam a' W omang but withall,
,-"»,*;»’Voman that Lord Brurm tooke to Wifes:
raunt I ama Woman; but withall,
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(efar.

A Woman welirepuced : ((ate’s Daughter.
Thicke you, 1 amno flronger thenmy Sex
Being fo Father'd, and (o Hasbanded ?
"Tell me your Counfels, I willnor difclofe em :
T haue made firong proofe of my Conftancie,
Giuing my felfea yoluntary wound
Heere,in the Thigh: Can 1 besige that with patience,
And not my Husbands Secrets?

Bru. O yeGods !
Render me worthy of this Noble Wife,
Harke,harke,one knockes : Portia go ina while,
And by and by thy bofeme fhall partake
The fecrets of my Heart.
All my engagements, I will conftrue to thee,
Allthe Charractery of my fad'browes:
Leane me with haft.

Knocke,

Exit Pordia,

Enter Lucisss and Ligariw.

Lucins, who's that knockes.

Lue, Heereis a ficke manthat would fpeak with you.

Bru, Cains Ligarius,that Metellus fpake of,
Boy,ftand afide, Cains Ligarim,how ?

Cai. Vouchfafe good morrow from a feeble tongue,

Bra. O what a time haue you chofe out brave Casns
To weare a Kerchiefe ? Would you were not fickg.

Cai, 1am not ficke, if Brutus havein hand
Any exploit worthy the name of Honor.

Brm, Such an exploit have Iin hand Ligarius,
Had yot a healthfull eare to heare ofit,

'Cai. By allthe Gods that Romans bow before,
1 heere difcard my fickneffe. Soule of Rome, T
Braue Sonne, deriu’d from Honourable Loines, <5 =
Thoulike an Exorcift, haft coniur'd vp
My meortified Spirit, Now bid me runne,
And I will ftziue with things impoflible,s
Yea get the better of them. What'stodo?

Bra. A peece of worke,
That will make ficke men whole,

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

Bru, Thavmuft we alfo. Whatitis my Cains,
I fhall vnfold to thee,as we are going,
To whom it muft be done.

Cai. Setonyour foote,
And with ahesrz new-fir'd, 1 follew you,
TodoIknow not what : burit{fufhicech
That Bratus leadsme on.

Eru, Follow me then.

T;fﬂﬂdc’f s
Exeunt

Thunder ¢ Lfgbtyi:fg.
Enter Iulius Cafar im bus Night-gowne,

Cefar. Nor Heauen, nor Earth,
Haue beene at peace tonight:
Thrice hath Calpburnia, in her fleepe cryed out,
Helpe,ho : They murther Cefar. Who's within ?
Enter a Seraant,
Ser. My Lord.
Cef. Go bid the Priels do prefent Sacrifice,
And bring me their opinions of Succefle.
Ser. I will my Lord.
Enter Calphursia.
Cal.What mean you Cefar? Think youto walk forth?
You fhall not flirre out of your houfe to day.
Caf. Cafar (hall forch; thethings thae threaten’d me,
Ne're look’d but onmy backe : When they fhall {ec
The face of (¢far, they are vanifbed.

Exit

("’:gfp, |
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M’?

Calp. Cafar,Incuer flood on Ceremonies,
Yetnow they fright me : There is one within,
Belides the things that we haue heard and {eene,
Recounts moft horrid fights feene b by the Watch,
A Lionnefle hath whelped in the ftreets,
And Graues haue yawn'd, and yeelded vp their dead;
Fierce fiery Warriours fight vpon the Clouds
In Rankes and Sqmdm ns, and right forme of Warre
Which drizel’d blood vpon the (‘apn:ol
The noife of Bactell hurtled in the Ayre:
Horfles do neigh, and dying men did grane,
And Ghofts did ﬁmeke and {queale about the ftreess,
O Cefar, thefe things are b;yond all vie,
And I do feare them,
Csf. Whatcanbeauvoyded
Whofe end is purpos’d by the mighty Gods ?
Yet Cefar {hal Ige {orth : for theie Predi&ions
Areto the world in generall, as to Cefar.
Calp. When Beggers dye, there are no Comets feen,
The Heauens themfelues blaze forth the deach of Princes
Cef. Cowards dye many times before their deaths,
The valiant neuer tafte of death but once ¢
Ofall the Wonders that I yet haue heard,
Itfeemes to me moft firange that men (hould feare,
Seeing that death, a neceffary end
Will come when it will come.
Enter a Seynant,
What fay the Augurers ?
Ser, Thcy would not haue you to ftirre forth to day
Plucking theintrailes of an Offering forth,
They could not finde a heart within the beaft.
Czf. The Gods do this in (hame of Cowardice:
Cefar (hould be a Bealt without a heart
Ifhe (hould ftay at home to day for feare:
No Cefar (hall nor; Danger knowes full well
That Cefar is more dangerous then he,
Weheare two Lyons litter’d in one day,
And I the elder and more terrible,
And C'a:ﬁzr fhall go foorth,
Calp, Alas my Lord,
Your wifedome is conium dinconfidenca:
Donot go forth to day : Callit my feare,
That keepes you in the houfe, and not your owne,
Wee'l fend CMark Antony to the Senatehoufe,
And he fhall fay, vou are not well today ;
Let me vpon my knee,preuaile in this.
(ef. Mark Antony {hall fay 1 am not well,
And for thy hunior, I will ftay at home,
Enter. Decizs.
Heere’s Decins Brutus he {hall cell them fo.
Deci, Cefar,all haile : Good morrow worthy ((efar,
I come to fetch you to the Senate houfe.
Cef. Andyou are comeinvery happy time,
Tobeare my greeting to the Senators,
1 And tell themthat I willnot come to day s
Cannor,is falfe : and that I dare not,falfex;:
Iwill not come to day, tell them {o Deciss.
Calp. Sayheis ficke.
Cmf. Shall (efar fend a L yc> )
Haue I in Con qm.’% freteht mine Arme {o farre,
Tobe afear’d to tell Gray-beards the truth:
Decins go tellthem, (efar will not come:
" Deci. Moft mig hiv Ca:fer let me know fome caufe,

Y

it e g

Buc for your prinate fatisfaction,
zufe ] lone you, I will let yo uks 10W,
u,;lpm»mm heere my wife,(layes me at home s
She dreampt to mgh fhe faw my St atue,

W hich like a Fountaine, with an bundred {pouts
D:d run pure blood : and many lufty Romans
Came fmllmo & did bathe theirhands nic:
Andthefe does {he apply,for warnings and portents,
And euils imminent 3 and on ber knee
Hatch begg’d, that 1 wall ftay at home to day.

Deci. This Dreame is all amifle interpreted,
It was avifion, faire and forcunate :
Your Statue fpouting blood in many pipes,
In which {o many {miling Romans bath’d,
Signifiesthat from you great Rome fhall fucke
Reuining blood, and that great men {hall preffe
For Tin&us gS‘-:amcs,ReInques}and Cognifance,
This by Celpburnia’s Dreame is fignified.

Cef. And this way haue you well expotinded it,

Deci. 1haue, when you haue heard what I can fay:
And know it now, the Senate haue concluded
To gine this day,a Crowne to mighty Cafar,
]Fyuu (hall fend them word you will not come,
Their mindes may chawgc Befides,it wese a mocke
Aprto be render’d, for fome one to f'ay,
Breake vp the Seﬂatc, tilf another time
When Cafars wife (hall meere with better Dreames,
If Czfar hide himfelfe, fhall they not whifper
Loe Cefar is affraid ?
Pardon me Cefar, for my deerc deere loue
To your proceedmg, bids me tell you this
And reafon ro my love is liable.

([ How foolifh do your fears {eeme now Calphurnia?
I am athamed T did yeeld to them.
Giucme my Robe, for I will go.

Enter Brutus, Ligarins, Metellus ,Caska, Treba-
zives | Cynnazand Publisg,
And lockewhere Prél.m is come to fetch me,

Pub. Good morrow Cefar.

Cef. Welcome Publins. ] :
What Bratws,ave you firr'd {o earely too 2 :
Good morrow:(aka : Cains Ligarin;

Cefarwas ne’refo much your enemy, ..

As that fame Ague whichhath made you leane.

What is’t a Clocke?
Tﬁm Cafar, tis ftrucken cight. . i
/. Ithanke you foryour psines and curzefic, . H
Enter Antony. Ve e
See, Antowythat Reuels longa-nights . A :
Isnotwith@anding vp. Good morrow .Arlmgﬁ Law il

Ant. SotamoftNoble Cefar. | - e

Caf. Bidthem prepare within : oEEn]

I am too blame to be thus waited for. -
Now Cyma,now Metellss: what Trt;ﬁam‘{- '
I haue an hourestalke inftorefor yous '; 19 L T
Reraember-that you call on meto day s -
Beneere me, that I may tcmemberyou. :
Treb. Creﬁzrl will : angl fo.neere will T bey
Thu your beft Friends fhall wifh 1 had beene further.
Cef{Good Friends go inyand tafte. fome wine with me.
And we (hkanends)w:ll ﬂmght way. gotogether. - |
Bra, Thateuerylikeishot the fame, O Cefar, :

Le@t Ibelaughrat ‘when I tell them fo. The heart omer;g_rimes tothinke vpom . . Exéan#
Cef, The cauic is in my Will, T willnat come, , Enter Arremidarss,, || 5
That is erough to fatisfie the Senate. - ! | Cefar, 5emn of Brastns; mle_e heede of Cnﬁsm, ceme awt
e et nn TR "“”/
.
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neere é,,,ulu haue an eye 10 Cynna; tru/Pnot Trcbonins, marke
ell e Metellus Cy fr*é'ar Decitis Biiitns /f’!’.‘:’b thee not T:’novs
baf wrong'd€aips Ligarins, Theres butoiie mpsié i s all
thefe men 41 nd it 15 bent /'fm.f Cafar : 14 thow beeft ot Trm-
mortall, fa@f\_c abowt you : Srm/,q gtues way to Confpiracie .
The mi 7!51‘/ Gods defend thes,

e YiErIIAor s,

along
l(,‘l,f;,

Heete will "\'rrmd,x il ¢ rf., J;,,,
And asa Sturorwill I give mm
Mv.wﬁrchm its, that Veertue ':.nﬂ.-.';zii'uc
Out ef thie
Ih'm“rwjuuu,(w'.~ 1€
Ifnot, che Fatesiwith Traitors do contriue.

v Eviter Portia and Lucins.

Por. I prythee Boy,run to'the Senate-houfe,
Stay notto ai{wer me, but gecthice gone,
Why doefichou ftay?

Li#c, Toknows 1/crrﬂ‘4,f\"";;’. an,

Pori: I would haue had thee thereand h
ExeTican-tell ¢hee what thou fhould'tk dot
¢, be ftrong vpon my fide,

cta uu“ Mountaine ‘tweene my Heart and

lm';c a (harrs niinde, butawomans mighr:
How Thard icis for women tokeepe coumdf.
Art thou heere yet? »

Lac.’ Madam 1,what fhould T
Run®oithe Capitoll,and nothing
And fo returne to you,and noLnn g

Por. Yes,bring me word Boy,ift
For he went fickly forth : and take good note
What Cefar do“.,w aat Gmo,’sprcf ¢ tohim,”

Hearke Boy,what noyfe is¢hat 2
Laes Theare noneMadam;
Por. ’)~yLl\m!1f‘cvlwcli.
I heard abufsling I\umor lﬂu.a Fray,
| Andthe winde bimgs it from the Ca plLoIl ’
Leey-Soeth Madam Thearenothing.
Enter the Sooshfayer,
.. Gomehither Fallow, which way ha@tthou bin?
,.‘Suazu. At mmn owne hroufe,pood Lady,

nuldtion.

gethrof Er

_;ri

lA
Tongue ;

(

Por. Whatis’taclocke?
Swm. Abbugrche nintwhoureLady. -« =
Per. Is Cafar yorg gopekothe Capitoll?

?gor!:. M adam 1€ vel,l ‘g6 torakemy fand;
To {ee bqha-fnfﬂe:@n to theGapleoll,

Por. Thou haft fome {uite to C« ﬁ, haftthounot?

Sooth, ThatThaue Ladyificwill pledte Cofar
To be- iou"*'fiad‘:dd Cuefarspsitoheare me
1 (hall befeech him to befriehd himfelfe.

Par, \V hy .n&w,@hou any: harmc 3 ;htcﬂdnd to='

Noae that T Tmc)w vm‘,bx- i
Much that I feare may cnmtca 3 s ) OFF
(Good morrow to' yeu'k hidere cheftreetis F‘l“‘I’DW :
Thethro 7"‘*!@5&13\""5 '€ sfarat the heeles
-‘01 Senator .}c.. Plﬂft{‘)r: teoniviion Sutors)
“1mo*v | gfcéblemars(@imoftyco w:atl :
timeroa Il@;c MoK vrﬂfd,nvd thede
(E Lo fdag Ca
Po 'I'm*ft ﬂenn fos
3?&3'1 iie? ’l—’m«cﬂr fnke‘lthm;’ S50 2
Thahehrt' ok Wpoiwan is 20 B, - THE:
TheHathiny (pagde xh eis elenc enrerprized T
g-h«m\ buy iilﬂqa‘md i»"raeuzﬂhdlh afivite 10 2a
¢ Cafar willnotgrant: (8 grow faint =
R Lici#n and o mmcntme o iy I‘M’rf

.—r-\,“ ‘ 1

'

"

AHlarl)

)y Eordlook well,

ut s iedomes along, Evit

|
\

|
|
|
|
|
|
|

—— = 1

(33}’ [am merry; CO"]]"‘ tom C‘l"ﬂil"‘

And bring me wor d what he doth {: faytothee,”  Exenn: |

Aitus Tertins.

Floarib,
Euter Cafar, Bratus, Caffins, Caska, Decins, Me rrimr, T re-
bonins,C ]mmjxf ntaf.i;',]f,cpzdu, .Art imedorus, Pub-
iinsyand the Seoth(ayer,

Cef. TheIdes of March are come,

Sooth. 1 (zfar,butnot gone,

Are. Haile Cefar : Read this Scedule.

Deci. Trebonins doth defire you to ore-read
(At your befx leyfure) this his humble fuite,

Art. O Cefar, reade mine firfi : for mine's  fuite
Thautouches Cefar neerer, Read it great Cafer.

Cef. What touches vs our felfe,(hall be laft feru'd,

Art. Delay not Cefar,rezd itin {mmly

Cef. Whatyis the t!i’r wmad ?

Pub. Sirra,giue place

Caffi. Whart,vrge you your Petitions in the (treet ?
Cometo the (nmro

Popil. I wifh your enterprize to day may thrive,

Caffi. Whart mwmm Papillins?

Popz[ Fare you wel

Bru. What faid Pepillises Lena ?

caff. He 'mfbtmc;ay otrenterprize might thriue :
I feare our purpofeis difcouered.

Bru, Leoke how he makes to Cefar: matke him.

Caffi. Catkabe (odaine,for we feare preuention.
Brutus \v.lﬂltﬂﬂ lbc donep Ifthis be knowne, |

»/]'m m {ma. neuer fhall turnebacke,
-For I will{ “]1’"‘ felfe. O

Bra. Q(,,Jf;zs be conflant :
Popiflss Lena {peakes ot _«:u.wrnoics
For looke Cafar'd .Llnmuhfmrzr

he mm,:; ang €

1w

Caffi. Trebowizs kuoweshis time: for la«)}, you Frfn 15
He drawes Adark_Antowy ouc of the way.
Deci. Whereis Mertellus Cimber,lethigygog
And prefently preferre his'fuite to Cefar.
Bru. Heis addre@t : prefle neere;andfecondbim.
Cin. Caska,you are the firft that reares yéur hand,
Cef. Areweall ready? Whatisnowamifle,
That Cafar and his Senate muft redreffe ?
/I!efe/ Moft high,moft mighty,and moft puifant Cefar
Metellus Cymber throwes before thy Seate
An humbleheart,
Cef. 1mufipreuentthee Cymber :
Thefe couchings,and thefe lowly courtefies
Might fire the blood of'ordinary men, '
Andmm pre-Ordinance,and mi}Decrc...
Intothe lane:of Childrén. ‘Be not fond. °

Tothinke that (':eﬂir beares fuch Rebell blood : ;

That will be thaw’d from the true qualicy

With that which melteth Fooles, T meane fwveet werds
Low-crocked-curtfics,and bafe opanmllﬁww ng

Thy Brotherby decreeisbanifhed ! :

If thou doeft Bend, and pray,and fawnefor him,
Ifpurnetheelikéa Cuifrd oneof my way

Know, Cefar doth not wrong, nor meu chofe

N ill hebefacisficd:

Merel,Is there novoyce morc worthy then my owae,

19 |
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T he Tragedseof Fulsus' (ufar.

To{ound more {weetly in great Cafars eare,
For the repealing of my, banifh’d Brother?
Brs. 1 kiffechy hand, butnotin flattery Cefar:
Defiting thee, that Publins Cymber may
Haue animmediate freedome of repeale,
Cef. What Brutus?
Caffi. Pardon Cefar : Cefar pardon s
Aslowe as to thy foote doth (/s fall,
To begge infranchifement for Publins Cymber.
Cef. 1could be well mouw'd, if I were as you,
IfI could pray to mooue, Prayers would mooue me:
But I am conftant as the Northerne Starre,
Of whofe true fixt, and refting quality,
There is no fellow in the Firmament,
The Skies are painted with vanumbred fparkes,
They areall Fire, and euery one doth {hine :
But, there’s but one in all doth hold hisplace.
So,1n the World; *Tis furnifh’d well with Men,
And Men are Flefh and Blood;and apprehenfiue;
Yetin thenumber, I do know butOne
IThat vnaflayleable holds on his Ranke,
'Vnfhak’d of Motion : and that [ am he,
Lecme alittle thew it, euenin this:
That I was conftant Cymber fhould be banifh’d,
And conftant do remaine to keepe him fo.
Cinna, O (zfar.
Cef. Hence: Wil thoulifc vp Olympus 2
Decinsa Great Cafar,
Csf. Dothnot Brutus bootlefle kneele ?
Cask, Speakehands for me. '
They [Fab Cafar,
Cef. &t TuBrute? Then fall Cefar,
Cin. Liberty,Freedome; Tyranny is dead,
Run hence, proclaime, cry it abous the Streets.
Caffi. Some to the common Pulpits,and cry out
Liberty,Freedome,and Enfranchifement.
Bru. People and Senators, benotaffrighted :
Fly not, ftand fiill : Ambitions debt is paid.
Cask, Go to the Pulpit Bratus,
Dec. And Caffins too.
Brie. \Vhere’s Publises ? :
Civ. Heere, quite confounded with this mutiny.
Met. Standfaft tegether,leat fome Friend of Clefars
Should chance -
Brs. Talkenot of fanding. Publims good cheere,
There is no harme intended to your perfon,
Nor to no Roman clfe: {o tell them Publizs.
Caffi. And leaue vs Publims, leaft chac thepeople
Ruthing on vs, {hould do your Age fome mifchiefe.
Bru. Do fo, and let no man abide this decde,
But we the Doers.
Enter Trebovins,
Caffi. Where is Antony?
Treb. Fled to his Houfe amaz’d:
Men, Wiues,and Children,fare,cry out,and run,
Asit were Doome{day.
Bru. Yatesywe will know your pleafures :
That we fhall dye we keow, tis but the:time
And drawing dayes out, that men Rand vpon,
Cask, Why he that cuts off twenty yeares oflife,
Cuts off fo many yeares:of fearing death.
Bru. Grantthar, and then is Death a Benefit
Soare we Cafars Friends, that haue abridg'd
His time of fearing death:’ Stoope Romans,ftoope,
And let vs bathe our handsin Cafars blood
Vp tothe Elbowes, and befmeare our Swords :

Dyes

-

1o -

| Then walke weforth, euento the Market place,
And wauing our t=d Weapons o’re our heads, -
Let’s all ery Peace, Freedome,and Libersy.

Caffi. Stoop then,and wath, How many Ages hence
Shall chis our lofty Scene be aded ouer, -
InState voborne, and Accents yet ynknowne?

Bra. How many times fhall Cefar bleed infpore,
That now on Pompeyes Bafislye along,

No worthier then the duft
Caffi. Sooftasthat fhall be,
So often fhall the knot of vs be call’d,
The Men that gaue their Country liberty.

Dzc. What,fhall we forth?

Caffi. 1,euery manaway,

Brutus fhall leade, and we will grace his heeles
With the mo(t boldeft,and beft hearts of Rome.
Enter a Serpamt, '

Bru. Soft,who comesheere? A friend of Antonies.

Ser. Thus Brutms did my Mafter bid me kneele;
Thus did Mark_eAntonybid mefall downe,

And being proftrate,thus he bad me fay :

Bratusis Noble, Wife, Valiant,and Honef? :

Qeﬁar was Mighty, Bold,Royall,and Louing:

Say, Iloue Bratus, and T honour him

Say, I fear’d Cafar, honour’d him,and low’d him:

If Bretas will vouchfafe, that 4nrony

May [afely come to him, and be refolu’d

How Cefar hath deferw’d to Iyein death,

Mark Antony, fhallnot love Cefar dead

So well as Brutss living s but will follow

The Fortuaes and Affayres of Noble Bratiu, 1

Thorough the hazards of this vatrod State,

With all trye Faith, So fayesmy Mafter Antony.
Brn, Thy Maflerisa Wifeand Valiant Romane,

I neuer thought bira worfe's

Tell him, {o pleafe him come vnro this place

He {hzll be {atisfied : and by my Honor

Departvntouch’d.

Ser. Ileferch him prefently. Exit Serstant.

Bru, 1know that we fhall haue him well to Friend,

(4ffi. T wifh wemay : Batyer have I s minde
That feares him much :aad my mifgiving Rl
Falles (hrewdly to the purpafe. '

Eunter Arrony.

Bru. Butheere comes Antony :
Welcome Mark Antouy,

Aut. Omighty Cafar! Doft theu lyefolowe?
Areallthy Conquefts,Glories, Triomphes, Spoiles,
Shrunke tothis licele Meafure ? Fare thee well,

I know not Gentlemen what you intend,

Whe elfe muft be let blood, whoelfeis ranke :

1f I my f{elfe there isno honre fo fic

As Cefars deaths houre's morno Inflrument

Of halfe therworth, as thofé your Swords; made rich
With the moft Nobleblood of all this World.

I dobefeech yee, ifyou beare mehard,

Now, whil’ft your purpled hands do recke and fmoake,
Fulfill your pleafure, ' Litse'd thoufand yeeres,

I fhallnot finde my felfe {6 apt to dye. -

No place will pleafe me fo, nomeane of death,

As heere by Cefar, and by you cut off,

The Choice and Mafter Spirits'of this Age.

Bre. O Antony | Begge not your death of yst
Though now we muftappeare bloody and ¢ruell,
Asby our hands, and this our prefent Adte

R

Youfee wedo : Yer fee you but otr handsj

i
And/

B




~ 20O

The Tragedie of Fultus 58/;&5

Anmsj the bleeding bufineffe they hanedore:
Our hearts you {ee not, they are pittifull :

And pitty to the generall wrong of Rome,

As fire driues out fire, fo pitty, pitty

Hath done this deed on Cafar. For your part,

Our Armes in ftrength of malice, and our Hearts
Of Brothérs temper, do receiue you in,
With all kindeloue, good thoughts,and reverence,

Caffi. Yourvoyce fhall beas firong as any mans,
In the difpofing of new Dignities.

Bru, Onely be patient, till we haue appeas’d
The Maltitnde, befide themf{elues with feare,
Andthen, we will deliver you the caufe,
Why I, that did loue Ceefar when I firooke him,
Haue thus proceeded,

Ant. 1doubtnot of your Wifedome :
Let each man render me his bloody hand.
Fleft e Marcus Brutws will 1 fhake with you ;
Next Cairs Caffins do 1 take your hand;
Now Decizus Brestus yours; now yours Meteliss ;
Yours Cinna; and my valiant Caska,yourss
Though laft, not leaft in loue, yours good Trebonins
Gentlemen all: Alas,what {hall [fay,
My creditnow {tands on fuch flippery ground,
That one of two bad wayes you muft conceit me,
Eithera Coward, or a Flatterer.
That I did loue thee Cafar, O tis true
1f then thy Spirit looke vpon vs now,
Shall itnot greeue cthee deerer thenthy death,
To fee thy Auteny making his peace,
Shaking the bloody fingess of thy Foes 2
Moft Noble, in the prefence of thy Coarfe,
Had I as many eyes,as thou haft wounds,
W eeping as faft as they fireamme forth thy blood,
It would become me better, then toclofe
Intearmes of Friendfhip with thine enemies.
Pardon me J#/ius, heere was'c thou bay’d braue Hare,
Heere did’f thou fall ,and heere chy Hunters ftand
Sign’d in thy Spoyle,and Crimfon’d in thy Lethee,
O World! chou waft the Forreft to this Hare,
And this inged,() World, the Hart of thee,
How like a Deere, ftroken by many Princes,
Dof chou heere lye ?

Caffi. Mark Antony.

Axt, Pardoame Caiws Caffinns :
The Enemies of Cefar, fhall fay this:
Then, in a Friend, itis cold Modef(tie,

Caffi. 1blameyou not for praifing Cefar fo,
But what compa& meane you te haue with vs 2
Will you be prick!d innumber of our Friends,

Or (hall we on,and nefidependon you?

Aut, Therefore:I tooke your-hands,but was indeed
Swayd from the point, by looking. downe on Cefar,
{ Friends am I with youall jand loue you all,

Vpon this hope, that yon {hall,giue me Reafons,
Why,and wheggin, Czfar was dangerous.

Brw. Opells.were thisa favage Speacle:
Our Reafons are {o full of good regard,’-
That were ot iAnrony, the Sonne ofofar,
You fthould be fatisfied. |

Ant, Thar’sall Ifeeke,

And am moreouer fiitor, shat Lmay
Producghis body to the Market-place,
And in the Pulpit as becomes a Friend,
\Speake in the Order ofhis Functa‘l!.

To you, our Swords haue leaden points AMarke Antony :

Bre. You fthall Marke Antony,
Caffi. Brutms,aword withyou :

| You know not what you do; Do not confent

That Antony fpeakein his Funerall:
Know you how much the people may be mou’d
By that which he will veter,
Brs. By your pardon:
T will my felfe into the Pulpit firft,
And fhew the reafon of our Cefars death,
What dntony fhall fpeake, I will proteft
He {peakes by leaue,and by permifsion:
And that we are contented Cefar thall
Haue all true Rites,and lawfull Ceremonies,
It fhall aduantage more, then do vs wrong.
Caffi. 1Tknow not what may fall, I like it por.
Bru. (Mark eAntony, heere takeyon Cefurs body: -
You fhallnot in your Funerall fpeech blame vs,
Put {peake all good you can deuife of Cefar,
And fay you doo’t by our permifsion s
Elfe fhall you not haue any hand at all
Sbout his Funerall. Andyou fhall {peake
In the fame Pulpit whercto I am going,
After my {peech is ended,
Ant. Beitfo:
I do defire no more.
Brn, Preparethe body chen,and followvs, Exennt,
Manet Antony,
O pardonme, thou bleeding peece of Earth ;
That T am mecke and gentle with thefe Bucchers,
Thou art the Ruines of the Nobleft man
Thateuer lived in the Tide of Times.
Woe to the hand thac fhed this coftly Blood,
Ouer thy wounds,now do 1 Prophefie,
(Whichlike dumbe mouthes do ope their Ruby lips,
To begge the voyce and veterance of my Tongue)
A Curfe fhall light vpon the limbes of men;
Domefticke Fury, and fierce Ciuillfrife,
Shall cumber all the parts of Italy :
Blood and deftruction (hall be fo in vfe,
And dreadfull Obie&s fo familiar,
That Mothers fhall but finile,when they behold
Their Infants quartered with the hands of Warre:
All pitty cheak’d with cuftome of fell deeds,
And Cefars Spirit ranging for Reuenge,
With Are by his fide, come hot from Hell,
Shall in thefe Confines,with 2 Monarkes voyce,
Cry hauocke, and let flip the Dogges of Warre,*
That this foule deede, thall fmell aboue the earth
With Carrion men, groaning for Buriall.
Euter Ottaxio s Sernant,
You ferue Odtanins Cafar, do younot?
Ser. 1do Marke Antoxy,
Ant, (zfar did write for himto come to Rome,
Ser. Hedid receiue his Letters,and is comming,
And bid me {ay to you by word of mouth
O Cefar !
Ant, Thy heartisbigge: getthee a-partand weepe:
Pafsion T fee is catching from mine eyes,
Seeing thofe Beads of forrow ftand in thine, -
Began to water. Isthy Mafter comming ?

Ser. Helies to night within feuen Leagues of Rome, |

Ant. Poft backe with {peede,
And tell him what hath chan¢’d
Heereisamourning Rome, a dangerous Rome,
No Rome of fafety for Offamin yet,
Hic hence,and tgll him fo. Yet ftay a-while,

Thou !
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4. Mark'd ye his words? he would not take y Crown,
- | . . : i
T'herefore ’tis certaine,he was not Ambitious.:
1. Ificbefound fo, fomewill deere abideit,
3. Poore foule,his eyesare red as fire with weeping.
3. There’s nota Nobler man in Rome then Antony.
4+ Now marke him, he begins againe to {peake.

Aut. Butyell '

e

Czfar might 3
Now lies he there,

€nce,

|
N
|

and Caffius wrong :
Honourable men,

: I rather choofe
o wrong my felfe and you,
Then I will wrong fuch Honourable men.

3 . . cr.r
Bu:heere’sa Parchment, with the Seale of Cafar,
I found it in his Cloffer, tis his Will ;

Let but the Commons heare this Teftament :
( Which pardonme) I do not meaneto reade,
And they would go and kiffe dead Cefars wounds,
And L’}i'r’thF-;;‘ Napkins in his Sacred Blood ;
Yea, i)cggc a haire of him {or Memory,
And dy;ng, mention it within their Willes,
l'icqt‘-.erm.'mng itasarich Legacie
Vnto their iffue.
4 Wee'l heare the Will,reade it Marke Antony.
All. The Will,the Will; we will heare Cefars Will.
Ant, Haue patience gentle Friends,! muft notreadit,
Itis not meete you know how Cefir lov’d you :
Y Wood, youare not Stones, but men :
en, hearing the Will of Cefir
(¢ you mad;
I

)

1

: o, DY
inflame you, it will mal

you know not thatyou are his F
f vou thould, O what would come of it ?
4 Read the Will,wee'l heare it Antony :

You fhall reade vs the Will, Csfars Will.

Ant, Will yoube Patient? Will you {tay a-while?
1 haue o’re-thot my felfe to tell you ofir,

e S et

{1 feare wrong the Honourable men,
| Whofe Daggers haue {tabb’d Cefir: T do feare ic,

4 They were Traitors : Honourable men ?

All. The Will,the Teftament,

2 They were Villaines, Murderers:the Will,read the
Will,

Ant. Youwill compell me then to read the Will ;
hen make a Ring about the Corpes of Cdfar,
nd let me fhew you him that made the Will ;
fcend? And will you giue me lezue ?

Come downe.
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he Hearle, ftand from the Body.
Roome for Antony, moft Noble Aatony.
Ant, Nay preflenot fo vpon me, fland farre off,

All. Standbacke: roome,beare backe,

Aut. 1f you haue teares,prepare to fhed them now,
You all do know this Mantle, | remember
The firft time euer Cfar put it on,
"Twas on aSummers Euening in his Tent,

he ouercame the Nerny.
his place ran Caffins Dagger through :

See what a rent the enuicus Caska made :
Through this,the wel-beloued Bratms ftabb'd,
And as he pluck’d his cur{ed Steele away :

e A S
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The Tragedicof fui;;r Cafar.
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|
t
Matke how the blood of Cefar followed i, 1
As rufhing out of deores, to be réfoli’d |
It Brutus (o vnkindely knock’d,ot no: I
For Bruts,as you know, was Cefars Angel.
Tudge,O you Gods,how deerely Cifirlow'd hime ’
This was the moft ynkindeft cut ofall,
For when the Noble Cefar faw him fab,
Ingratitude, more firong then Traitors armes,
Quite vanquifh’d him : then burft his Mighty keart,
Andin his Mantle, muffling vp his face,
Euen at the Bafe of Pompeyes Statue
(Which all the while ran bloed)great Cafar fell,
O what afall was there,my Countrymen ?
Then I,and you,and all of vs fell downe,
Whil'ft bloody Treafon floutifh’d ouer vs.
Onow you weepe,and I perceitie you feele
he dintof pitty : Thele are gracious droppes.
Kinde Soules,what weepce you,when you bur behold
Our Cafars Vetture wounded ? Lookeyou heerc,
Heere is Himfel%,marr’d as you fee wich Traitors.

|

.

1. O pitteous fpetacle
2, ONoble Cefar
3. O wofullday !
s_ O Traitors, Villaines |
1. Omoltblosdy fight!
2. Wewill bereueng’d : Reuenge
About, lecke, burne, fire, kill,{lay,
Letnota Traitor live,
Ant, Stay Country-men.
1. Peace there,heare the Noble Antony,
2. Wee'l heare him,wee’l follow him, wee’l dy with
him. (you wp |
Ant. Good Friends,{fweet Friends,let me not fire
To fuch 2 fedaine Flood of Mutiny :
They thachaue done this Deede,are hon
What private g

¥
Thatmadethen

ourable,
reefes they baue, 2las I know pot,
1doit: They are Wife,and Honourable,
And will no doube with Reafons anfwer you.
I come not (Friends ) to feale away yeur hearts,
I amno Orator, as Bratus is ;
Burt (as you know me all) a plaine blunt man
That loue my Friend, and that they know full well,
That gaue me publike leave to fpeake of him:
‘or I have neycher writ nor words,nor worth,
Action,nor Vitgrance, nor the power of Speech,
To ftirre mens Blood, I onely fpeakeright on:
Ltellyou that,which you your felues doknow,
Shew you fweet Cefars wounds,poor poor dum mouths
And bid them {peake for me : But were I Bratas,
And Bratsss Antory, there were an Antony
Would ruffle vp your Spirits,and put a Tongue
In euery Wound of Cefar, that fhould moue
The flones of Rome, to rife and Mutiny,
eAll, Wee'l Mutiny,
t Wee'l burne the houfe of Brarws,
3 Awaythen, come,feeke the Confpirators.
<Ant. Yetheare me Countrymen,yet heare me fpeake |
All, Peace hoe,heare Antony moft Noble Antony,
Ant.Why Friends,you go to do you know not what :

W herein hath Cefar thus deferu’d your loves?

Alas you know not, I muft tell you then : |

You haue forgorthe Will I told you of, f
Ails Moft true,the Will,let’s ftay and heare the Wil, |
Ant, Heereisthe Will,and vnder Cefars Seale: |

To cuery Roman Citizen he gives,

Toeuery feuerall man, feuenty five Drachmaes.

¢
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) Pfe, Mnﬁ Noble Cefar,weelreuenge his death,
3 Ple. O Royall Cefar,
Ant. Heare me with patience,
All. Peacehoe
Ant. Moreouer,he hathleft you all his Walkes,
His priuate Arbors,and new-planted Orchards,
On this fide Tybcr he hath left them you,
And ro your heyres foreuer : common pleafures
To walke abroad,and recreace your felues,
Heere was 2 Cafar: when comes {uch another?
1.Ple. Neuer,neucr: come,away,away:
Wee’l burne his body inthe holy place,
And with the Brands fire the Traitors houfes.
Take vp the body,
2.Ple. Goferch fire.
3.Plz. Pluckedowne Benches,
4-Ple. Plucke downe Formes, Windowes,any thing.
Exit Plebeians,
Ant, Now letiz werke: Mifcheefe thouart a-foor,
Take thouwhat courfe thou wilr.
How now Fellow ?
Enter Servant.
Ser. Sir,Oitaninsisalready cometo Rome,
Ant, Whereis hee?
Ser. He and Lepiase are at Cifars houfe.
Ast. Andthither will T fraighe,to vific him
He comes vpon a wifh. Fortune is merr Vs
Andinthis mocd will giue vsany th.ng
Ser. 1heard him fay, Brautus and Caffins
Aterid hike Madmen through the Gates of Rome.
Apnt. Belike they had fome notice of the people
How I had moued them. Biing me to Oifanins, Exesnt

Enter ((inna the Poct,and after bim the Plebeians.

Cinna. 1dreamt to night, that 1did fea with Cefar,
And things vnluckily charge my Fantafie :

I hae no will to wander foorthofdoores,
Yet fomething leadsme foorth,

1. Whatis your name?

2. Whether are you going ?

3. Wharedoyou dwell?

4. Are you a matried man,or a Batchellor ?

2, Anl{wereuery man dirc&ly.

1. Landbreefely,

4. I,and wifcIy.

3. Land truly,you were beft,

Cin, Whatis my vame? Whetheram I going?Where
do Idwell? Am I awarried man,er aBarchellour ? Then
to anfwer euery man, dire@ly and breefely, wifely and
truly : w1fc!y I {ay,Iama Batchellor,

3 That's as muchas to {ay, they are fooles that imat-
rie : you'l beare me a bang for thac I feare : procecde di-
redly.

Cinna. Direltly Iam going to Cafersr Funerall,

1. AsaFriend, oran Enemy?

Cinna., Asa ﬁ:lcnd

2. That macteris anfwcrcd diveétly,

4. For yourdwelling : breefely.

Cinna. Breefely,I dwell by the Capitoll.

3. Yourname fir,truly,

Cinna. Truly my:uame isCinna.

1. Teare himto peeces, hee’s a Confpirator.

Cinna, 1am Cinnathe Poet.Jam Cinna the Poet,

4. Tearchim forhis bad yerfes, teare him for his bad
Verfes.

Cin. 1amnot Cinna the Confp:rai.orn

. Irisno matter, his name’s Cinna, plucke but his
name out of hisheare,and turne him going.

2, Teare him,tear him; Come Brands hoe,Firebran
to’brmta,to (bsz burneall. Someto Deiss I—’cufc
and fome tc Caska’s; lome to Ligariss : Away,go.

Exeunt 2l the Plebeians, |

B S . S S 1 S,
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Entey Antony O aniza,and Lepidms.

Anz. Thele many then thall die,their names are pricke

O&s.YourBrother too mult dye:confent you Lepidss? |

Lep. 1do confent.

Otta. Prickehim downe Aduiony.

Lep. Vpon condition Publizs (hall noc live, |
Whois your Sifters fonne, Adarke Antony. ’1

Ant. He fhall notliue; looke,with a {fpot I dam him, 1

But Lepidus, go youto Cefars houfc :
Fetchthe Will hither,and we {hall detetmine
How to cut oft fome chargein Legacits,
Lep. Whar? fhall 1 findéyouhcere 2
Otta. Orheere,orat the Capitoll. Exit Lepidus
Ant. Thisisa flight vomeritable man,
Mcet to be fent on Errands zis it fit
The three.fold World divided, he fhould {tand
One ofthe threeto thare it &

Octa. So youthoughthim,

And tooke his voyce who ﬂmuld beprickttodye
In our blacke S.mﬂncc and Profcription,

«Anr. Oauins, 1 haue feene more dayes then yot,
And though we lay thefe Honours on this man, 1
Tocafe our felues of diuers fland’rous loads, \
He fhall butbeare them,as the Affe beares Gold, |
To groane and {fwet vnder the Bufincfle, '
Eitherled or driuen,as we point the way :

And hauing brot.gh: our Treafure,where we will;
Then take we downe his Load, and turne him off
(Like to the empty Affe)to thake his cares,

And graze in Commoris.

Ofta, Youmaydo your will ¢
Buthee's a tried, and valiant Souldier.

Ant, SoismyHorfe Oﬂmma and fosthat
I do appoint him ftore o‘“l"roucndrrg
Icisa Creature thac I teach cofight;

To winde, to ftop, to run direétly on

His corporall Metion, gouern'd by my Spirit,
And in fome tafle, is Lep idae but {o :

He muft be taughe, and train’dyand bid go forth
A barren fp:n:ed Fellow ; one tl‘al: feeds

On Obiects, Agts,atid Imltatxons

Which out ofvfc and ftal’de by othet nien
Begin hi- fa!hlon Do not ralke of him,

Buc as a property : and now O anins,

Liften great things. Brwtwsand Caffius

Are lcuymn Powers; We muft traighe make head :

Therefore let our Alliance be combin’d,
Our beft Friends made, our meanes firetchic; !
And lecvs prefently go ficin Councell,
How couert matters may be bef? dife los’d
Andopen Perils fureft anfwered.

Ofta. Letvs dofo:for weare acthe flake,
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Andt m; :d about wuhmn) Lne:mc°
And fome that {mile hauein their hcmu}tﬁ:arc

Millions of Mifcheefes. Exennt
Drum, Eunter 'E?‘z'ﬁh!! Luc t[z/.',; and the __/‘]-,);;;.;y‘ Titsnirg

and Pirdarus mecte ther.
Bry, Stand ho,
ine the word ho, and Stand.
Bru, \\, hatnow Ltﬁ[‘u”fﬂr is Caffins neere ¢
Lucil. Heisat hand, and Pindarus is come
To do you 1{alutation fmm his-Mafter.
Bra. He greetsme well. Your Mafter Pindarms
In his owne m._ngc, or by ill Officers,
Hath giuen me fome worthy caufe to with
Things done; yndone : Butifhe be at hand
I {hall be fa: 1ched
Pin, 1donot doubt
But that my Noble Mafter will appeare
Suchas he is, full of regard, and Honeur.
¢+ Heisnot doubted, A word Lucillira
How herecciw’d yon : Jet me be refolu’d.
Lucil, With courtefie;and with refpe& enough,
But not with fuch familiar inftances,
Nor with {uch free and friendly Conference
Ashehath vs'd of 0ld.
Thou haft deferib’d
A bot Friend, cooling : Euer note Lucillins,
When Loue begins to fickenand decay
It vieth amenforced Ceremony.
There are no trickes, in plaine and fimple Faith:
But hollow men, like Horfes hot at hand,
Make gallant fhew,and promife of their Mettle :
. Low March within,
But when they fhould endure the bloody Spurre,
They fall theix Crefts, and like deceitfull Iades
Sinke in the Triall. Comeshis Army on?
Lucil, They meane this night in Sardis to be quarter’d:
The greater part, theHotfe in generall
Are come with Caffiua.
Enter Caffints and his Powers.
Bra. Hearke,beis arrin’d :
March gently'on to meete him.
C ,v/fz. Stand ho.
Brs, Stand ho, fpeake the word along.
Stand. '

| Stand,

Stand.
oble Brother,you haue-done me wrong.
ne you Gods; wrong I mine Enemijes?

ifnot .0, how fhould 1 wrong a Brother.
Caflr. Br. 4m;, u is fober forme of yours,hides wrongs,
And \\hcr_ )
Brt. (_,
Si )Cdl\c\dox]
b\ forethe ey
1

(Which {hould per

Iar\ knowyou well,
",* rmies heeregs,
ciue -.o;h..ng but Loue from vs) -

Let vs not wraingle. uhi them moue away :
Then io my Tent Caffins enlarge your Greefes,
And I will giue you Aud:crcc.

Caffi. Pmc,d,hfﬂ,

Bid our Commandersleade their Charges off
1

A little fromthiis ground.

Bru. Lucillius,do you the like, and let noman!
Come ro our Tent, till we haue done our Conference,
Let Lucins and Titinins guard our doore, Exeunt
Manst Brutus and Caffinss

‘T/)e Tragedie of f wlis Cefar.

|

l

Cd/f Thatyou haue wrong ‘dme,doth appear in this:
You haue cond=mn’d, and noted Luecin I’d[rx
Forta I\manaeslwcrc ottne Sardians 3
Wherein my Letters,praying on his hm e,
cc'mch knew the man was ﬂmn{c” off.
Bru. Youwrong’d your ieltc to write in fuch acafe,
C a,/z Infuch a time as this, it isnot meet
That euery nice offence fhoul d beare his Comment
Bru. Levme tell you Caffius, you !yom {elfe]
Are muchcondemn’d to haue an itching [ .11“1«,
To fell,and Mart your Offices for Gold
To Vnuelerucrs.
Caffi. 1,anitching Palme? )
Youknow that youare Brautss that {peakes this,
Or by the Gods, this fpeech were elfe your laft.
Bra, The name of Caffins Honors this corruption,
And Chaflicement doth therefore hide his head.
Caffi. Chafticement ?
Bru. Remember March, theIdes.of March reméber
Did not great Zuliss bleede tor Tuftice fake?
What Villaine touch’d his body, that did fiab,
And not for Iuftice ¥ What? Shall one of Vs,
That firucke the Formeft man of all this World,
But for fupporting Robbers : fhall wenow,
Contaminate our ‘mw r's, with bafe Bribes?
And {ell the mig hty {pac eoi our lasge Honors
For fo much nﬂf’ﬁ as may be grafped thus?
Ihadrather bea mer Jndbﬂ]fth Moone,
Then {uch a Roman.
Caffi. - Brutus, baite not me,
Ile net indure it s youforger your felfe
folxeugen1e1:1 TamaSould ier,I,
Older in pratice, Abler thenyour | c’fe
To make Conditions.
Lru. Gotoo:youa
Caffi. Lam,
Bru. 1lay,youarehot,
Caffi, Vrge menomore, Lthall forgecmy felfe:
Haue minde vpon your health2 T empt meno farther,
Bra. Aw“fﬂignunm
Caffi. Is'tpoflible?
Bru, Heare me, for I will {peake,
Muft I giue w.,y,and reometo yourtafl Choller?
Shall I hf: frighted, whena Madman ftares ¢
Caffi. Oye Gods s,ye Gods, Muft Tendure all'this?
Bru. Allthis? I mere : Fret till your proud hart break.
Go fhew your Slaues how Chollericke you are,
And make your Bondmen tremble; Muft Ihmme 2
Muft I obferue you? Muft1 ftand and crouch
Vinderyour Teftie Humour ? By the Gods,
You fhall digeft the Vénom of your Spleene
Thoughic do Splityou. 'For,from this dayforth,’
Ile vieyou for my - Mirth;'s yea for my Laogheer
When you are Wafpifh. cifis
Caffi. s it coreto chis? '
Bru. You fay, you afeabetter Souldier :
Letit :.ppeare {o; make your vaunting erue,
Anditfhallp eaﬁ: me well. - For mine owne part,
I thall be OIad to learne’of Nioble meny
Caff. You wrong meetery way:
You wrong me Bratus : {
I faide, an Elder Souldier, not chttero i
Did I fay Betrer ?
Bra. If voudid, I'care not. ‘"“r'
(ﬂ[f When Cafarhu d;he durftnot 1t thus haué mow'd
Bruz.Peace,peace,you durft not io haue tempted him,

f.'tt[:,'
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Hauenot y\;'
rath humou

ot tempt him ?
vou durft not,

P -~ " r-l - "
ume too asuch vpon my Loue,

1()4.“.51’*'0“";1*‘1. !

Enter a Poet, '

Letme goin to {eethe General J

, 5 1 : .udﬂf’ww ieene ‘em, 'tis not meete A

Vv’h*"»' | 1‘C'» _‘{’:{L‘IJ‘C. Idi 0 Vot *

For certaine fummes of Gold,wh }\nl"'*ll-‘,-‘(ﬂ’ 1m hall not come to them,

orIfaniaHLnon gru‘"m'w‘ meanes ; thing but deach thall G2y me. :

,(im,,pn,w Heart, now? VWhat’s the niat |

%:m drop my bloot r Drachmaes, then to wring ime you Generals; what do youmeane?

From the hard har 1eir vile trafh ‘riends,as twofuch men fhould bee, 1

L" any lt’l\f;fi tio tene more yeeres T’'me (ure then yee.

Iu\'OUxD ‘LQCO 7’113”1*"’10'7*9 \'.-‘f_,f,.. H“u'ﬂ.a howv ldel "(‘ncnL{\pk,ymgkcnmeA

4% “n

. }’ d me '+ was (HM done like Caffie: ¢ Bra. Get youhence firra: Sawey Fellow,hence,
{wer’d Cas ,jf /4§ Io ? (. Beare with him Bratus,’tis his fafhion,
: fo Couetous ile know his humor,when he knowes his time »
Tobc‘*"c {uch Rafcall Cot ‘f‘.'.f’{'ﬂm hl.-.“:’i:!‘.-n:.s, What fhould 11‘<’ Warres anuh thefe ligging Fooles?
!

Be reads v( ods with all your Thunder-bolts, Companion hence
Dath him to peeces. Caf. ﬁ-.w;‘\' away be eone, Exit Poer
Caffi. Ideny’d younot. Brus Lucillins and Trtinins bid the Commanders
B i Prepare to L‘m getheir Com )panics to night. 1
Caffi. 1did not, Hewasbuta Foole ! C ,’: And come your felues, & L;,,p.n Meffala with you
Thatb v anfwer back,Brarus hach riv’d my hart: f Immediately to vs.
A Fri eare his Friends infirmities; Bru. Lucins,abowle of Wine.
But Bruius ,nm ¢ mine greatet then they are. Caf. 1d: o oe thinke you could haue bin fo angry.
Bru. 1donot, till youn practice them on me. I Bru. O Caffins,l am ficke of many greefes.
i Y ouloue me not. Caf. Ofyour Philofophy you make no vie,
Bre, 1donot likeyour F;;[J]rr;' Ifyou giue place to accidentall enils.
(affi. A fnemﬂv eye could neuer fee fuch faules. yman beares forrow becter, Portiats dead.
3. A Flatterers wouldnot, tho ugh Lhi‘}’ do appeare Portia?
Olympus. ‘| Jnc is dead.
e Antony, and yong OF 5 Luf Iqu ‘1 ap’d T killi ling,whenTcrofty you fo?
O infupportable, and t.‘omlnu“ loffe !
i _‘ Vpen what fickn t‘Tc?
ed by one he loues, brau’d L)\,T Em umrlm ‘ Bru, Linpatientof my abfence,
i lik 1bomx':.4:; | his faules obferu r!, \ And a‘v‘r('c‘f"_, t utyuﬁo Oltanins with Mark Antony

can d Dy roate aue made themf{elues {o Hiuny For witl xl.“ death

weepe ‘hat tydings came. With chis {(he fell diftra&,
.~ : o S A | 7
SF Ihereismy Dagger, and (I.r, A'*rml?nr,aoiu t\i vallow'd fire.
Andheeremy '*3:: Within,a Heart 3 Caf. Anddy’dfo?
‘ .
Deerer then P/ r-aMmc" ‘n then Gold: | Bre. Euen {o,

If that thou bee’ft a Roman, take it foorch.
Ithatdeny’d thee Gold,will giue my Heart : Enter Boy with ¥ ine and Tapers.

Strikeas tho 1(‘1 It at Cefar : For 1kno w, Bru. Speak no more of her Giue me a bowl of wine,

| Cafs Oyeimmortall Gods!
|
]
When thou did ﬂ‘ hate him worft, yloued’fthimbetter | InthisT bury all vakindnefle Cafsins. Drmkﬁ:
|

'I"hc-‘ cuer thou loued’(t Caffius. Caf. M" heart is thirfty for ¢ unrNohlcpledgc
Bree, She t'nyour Dagger: Fill Lecins,till the Wine ore-fwell the Cup :

1

{ Beangry when vou will, it (hall hwuﬂcopn - { Icannot drinke coomuch of Bratss loge, - f
| Do what you will, Difhonor, {hall be Humour,

| | o - :

1 ? Caffius, you 3rcyoakc& dffn a Lambe Enter Titinius and Meffala.

[ That car tes Anger, as the Flintbeares fire, ‘ :

\-VVJV]O{ 1 inf "“"‘d f\eu'cr-an'ah'~ park Bruteus Come in Tirs ’

‘ nuch inforced, WES e Spatle, ! #tees. Lome in Titining o

| And (rr" teiscold agen. Welcome good Cazefula;

Im Caffi. Ha ,J_f"r sliu’d : Now fit we clofe abour this Taper heere,

| Tobe but Mirth and Laughter to his Brazus, ' And call in queftion our neceflities,

1 When greefe and blood i ill temper’d, vexeth him ? Call. Portiq,artthou g gone?

i Dr hen I{pokethat, 1 wasill remper’d too. Bru. 'No more] pray you.

1 Do you confefie {o much? Giue me your _m.xd, Meffals, 1 haue heere received Letters,

'I . And my heart too. : Thatyong Offaniss, and Marke Antony

| Do | S Ty

E O Brs | Comedownevponvswitha un«'hr; powery
. | Bending the rpedition taward Pbm{ryp,,
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| take it from him.
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: Vriloner,
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s good Sword

S teacrh thisho
¢, learcnthis Do om

c 1_1\1’:1 the i1
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Meffa. 1s not that he that]
Titin. Helies not like the|
Me(fx, Is not that hee ?
Titin. No,this was he Meffala,
But Caffiws is na more.
Asinthy red!l

o

Rayes thau docft finl




Soin his red blood Cafiiss day is fet,
The Sunne of Rome is fer. Our day is gone,
Clowds,Dewes,and Dangers come; our deeds are done:
| Miftruft of my fuccefle hath done this deed.

Meffa. Miftruft of good fuccefle hach donethis deed.
O hatefull Esror, Mclancholies Childe :
{ Why do’f thou fhew o the ape thoughts of men
T‘l':C{T.‘hiﬂgS thatare not ? O E['{r)r foone COI‘lCC)’u’dJ
Thou neuer com’ft vnto a happy byrth,
| But ki’ the Morther that engendred thee.

Tit. What Pindarus? Where art thow Pindarus®
Meffa, Seckehim Titiniies ,whillt [ go to meet

‘The Noble Brutus thi ufting thisreport
Into his eares 3 Imay fay thrufting it :
For piercing Steele, and Darts inuenomed,
Shall be aswelcome tothe eares of Brarws,
As tydings of this fight,

Tit. Hye you Meffalz,
And [ will fecke for Piwdarusthe while =
Why did’(k thou fend me forth braue Cafsizs 2
Did I not meet thy Friends, and did not they
Put on my Browes this wreath of Victorie,
And bid me give it thee? Did’ft thou not heare their
Alas, thou haft mifconfirued euery thing. (thowts?
But hold thee, take this Garland on thy Brow,
Thy Brates bid me giue it thee, and [
Will do his bidding. - Brutus, come apace,
And fee how I regarded Cains Cafs
By yeourleaudGods: This js a Romans-part,
Come Cafsins Sword, and finde T¢inins hart.

145 2

Dies

Alarsm. Enter Brutus, MefJala, yong Cato,
Strato, Folumnins, and Lucillins,
Brs, Where, where Meffala, doth his body lye?
Meffa, Loe yonder,and Tirinins mourning ic,
Brw. Titinins face is vpward,
Cate. Heisf{laine.
Bru. O Inlins Cefar, thouart mighty yet,
Thy Spirit walkes abroad, and turnes our Swords
In our owne proper Entrailes,
Cato. Braue Titinius, :
Looke where he haue not crown’d dead Cie[rins.
Bre. Areycttwo Romanslining fuchasthefe?
Thelaft of all the Romans,far thee well :
Itisimpoflible, that euer Rome
Should breed thyfellow.Friends Towe mo tearcs
To this dead man, then'you fball fee me pay.
Ihall finde time, Cafsius : Idhallfinde time.
Come therefore, and to Tharfis (end his body,
His Funerals fhall not bein'ear Cainpe,
Leaftit difcomfortvs. Lucillinscome,
| And come yong Caro, let vsto the Fieldy ™
Labio and Flasio {et our Battaileson:
"Tis three a clocke, and Romans yet ere night,
We fhall try Fortuneiaa fecond fight,

Low Alarams.

‘,

Exemt, |
Alarsm, Enter Brutus, Meffala, Cato, Lwci[fzn:;f;:“ﬁ
and Flagins, 3,
Brs, Yer Country-men: O yet, hold vp your heads.
Cate.\What Baftard doth not 2 Who will go withme?
Twill proclaime my name about the Field.
I am the Sonne of Aarcus Cato,hoe.
A Foe to Tyrants,and my Ceuntries Friend.
Iam the Soune of Aarcus Cato,hoe.
Eunter Sonldiers.and fight.
And I am Bratnus, Marcus Brutws, 1,

The Tragedie of
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Brutus my Countries Friend : Know me for Brarus,

Lue. Q yong and Noble Cato, art thou downe 2
Why now thou dyeft, as brauely as Titiwins,
And may’ft be honour'd, being Cato’s Sonne,

Sold, Yeeld, or thou dyelt,

L#c, OnelyIyeeld todye:
There is fo much, that thou wilt kill me {traight:

I Brutns, and be honour’d in his death

Seld, We muftnot:

4

a Noble Priforer,

Enter s tony,
2.59ld. Roomehoe : tell Antony, Bratus is tane,
1.S0/d, Tle eellthee newes. Heere comes the Generall,
EBratus is tane, Brutus is tane my Lord,

Aut, W]

o

s

Whereis haep
Luc. Safe Antony, Brutus is fafe enongh:
I dare affure thee, thatno Enemy
Shall euer take aliue the Noble Brtas -
The Gods defend him fromifo great a fhiame, -
When you do fiade him,or aliuve,or dead, '«
He will be found like Bratus, like himfelfe.
Ant. This is not Bratus friend, bue Taflure you,
A prizenaleflein worth ; keepe thisman fafe,
Giue himall kindneffe. I had rather haue
Suchmen my Friends, then Enemies, Go 6n;
And {ee where Brutus be alive or dead,
And bring vs word, vnto Ot anins Tents
How euery thing is chanc'd. Exeunt.
Enter Brutus, Dardanins, Clitus, Strato,
and Uoluwsnines.
Drut, Come poore remaines of friends, reft on this
=Clit.
He cameno

liree hew’d the Torch-light,but my Lord
vacke: heis or tane,or {laine.
Drar. Sitthee downe,Clitws - flaying is the word,
At 1s ageed in fafhion. Hearke thee, Clitaus.
Clir. What I,my Lord ? No,not for all the World.
Brut, Peace then,no words,
Clit. 1lerather kill my (elfe,
Brat..Heatke thee, Dardaniss.
Bard, Shall Tdoe fuch a deed ?
Clit. O Dardanius. -
Dard. O Clitss. :
Clit. What ill requeR did Brutus make to thee?
Dard, Tokill him (litus : looke he meditates.
Clie,: Now is that Noble Veffell full of griefe,
That it runnes ouer euen at his cyes,
Brat. Come hither,good Uslumnins, lift a word.
Uolum,. What {ayes my Lord ?
Brar. Why this, Polumnies :
The Ghoft of Cefar hathappear’d tome
Two feucrall times by Nighr: at Sardis,once ;
Aud thislaft Night,here in Philippi fields:
1knew.my houre is come,

t = 'Volum, Notfo,my Lord,

@ Brat. Nay,1am {ure it is, Polammnins.

hou feelt the World,Folumnins how it goes,

Qur Enemies haue beat vs to the Pic:  Low Alartims.

It is more worthy, to leape in our felues,

Then tarry till they puthvs. Good Folumnius,

Thou know’R,that we two went to Schoole together:

Euen for that our loue of old, 1 prethee

Hold thon my Sword Hiles,whileft I runne on it.

Vel. That’s notan Office for 2 friend,my Lord,
Alarom shll,

Clit,

- &

=~

Fly,

o s
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Cly. Fly,flyemy Lord, thereis no tarrying heere.
Brs. Farewell to you,and you,and you Foelumriss,
Strate,thou hat bin all this while afleepe

Farewell to thee, to Strate, Countrymen:

My heart doth ioy, that yecin allmy life,

I found no man, but he was true to me.

1 thall haue glory by thisloofing day

More then Ottanisns and Marke eAdntony,

By this vile Conqueft fhall atraine vto.

So fare you well at once, for Brutustongue

Hath aimoft ended his liues Hiftory :

Night hangs vpon minc eyes, my Bones would ref,
That haue but labour’d, to attaine chis hioure.

Alarum,  Crywithin, Flye, flye,fiye.

Cly. Fly my Lord, flye.

Bru, Hence: I will follow :
I prythee Strato, (tay thou by thy Lord,
Thou art 2 Fellow of a good refpett :
Thy life hath had fome {match of Honorimic,
Hold then my Sword,and turne away thy face,
While Edo run vpon it. Wilt thou Strato ?

Brw. Farewell good S{mm.
I kill'd not thee with halfe fo good a will,

, Lucillins,and she Army.
Oéta, Whatman is that ?

oo

— TheTragedieof Fulivs Cefar.

Stra. Giue me your hand firft,Fare you welkmyLord. | And fay ts oll the world; This was a man.

Cafar,now be il
Dyes, |
Alarum. Retrear. Enter A»:an].oz’fauim,ﬂfeﬂ'alx,

l Toparcthe glories of this happy day.

i e i

(Meffa. My Mafters man.Straro, where is thy Ma&er? é
Stra. Freefromthe Bondage yonare in 2¢¢(fa/a,
The Conquerors can butmake afire of him
For Brutse onely ouercame himfelfe,
And no man elfe hath Honor by his death.
Lucils So Brutas (hould be found.Ithank thee Brasss
That thou haft prou’d Laciilis faying true,
Octa, Allthatferu'd Brutis,] will entereaine them,
Fellow,wilt thoubeftow thy time wich me ?
Stra. 1,if Meffala will preferre me to you.
Oita. Do fo,good Meffala.
CMeffu. How dyed my Mafler Strato?
Stra. 1held the Sword,and be did run onit,
Meffa. Oftarting, thentake him to follow thee,
That did the lateft feruice to my Mafter.
Aut. This wasthe Nobleft Roman of themall :
All the Confpirators faue onely hee,
Did that they did, in enuy of gréat Cefar:
He, onely in a generall honeft thought,
And common good to all, made one of them,
His life was gentle,and the Elements
So mixt in him, that Naturc might ftand vp,

Oita. According tohis Vertue, let vs viehim
Withall Refpect,and Rites of Buriall.
Within my Tent his bones to night fhall Iy,
Moft like a Souldier ordered Honourably:
So call the Ficld to refl, and let’s away,
Exeunt ornes.

et ; v




