[V LIVS

oA ctus Primus.

CAESAR.

Scana Prima.

Enter Flanins, Murcllss , and cor1aine Commoners
exer the Stage,

FL‘“"“O
Ence: home youidie Creatures,get you home:
Isthis a Holiday ? What, know you not
(Being Mechanicall) youought not walke
Vponalabouring day,without the figne
Of your Profeflion? Speake,whac Trade art thou ?
Car. Why Sir,a Carpenter.

Mur. Whereisthy Leather Apron,and thy Rule?
What doft thou with thy beft Apparrellon?

You fir, what Trade are you ?

Cobl. Truzly Sir, inrefpeétofafine Workman, Iam

but as you would fay, a3 Cobler.

Afwr, Butwhat Tradeart thon ? Anfwer me direily.

Cob. A Trade Sir, that L hope I may vic, witha fafe

Confcience, whichis indeed Sir,a Mender of bad foules.

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

Cobl. Nay 1befeech youSir, be not out with mez yer
if you be out Sir, I casmend you,

Afsr. Whatmean ft thou by that 2 Mend mee, thou
fawcylcllow?

Cob, Why fir, Cobble you.

Fia. Thouart a Cobler,arcthou?

Ceb, Truly fir, allthac] liue by, is withthe Aule: I
meddle with no Tradefmans martters, nor womens mat-
ters; but wichal am indeed Sir,a Surgeonto old fhooes:
whien they arein great danger, I recouerthem, Aspre-
per men as euer trod vpon Neacs Leather, hauc gone vp-
on my handy-worke.

Fla. But wherefore artnotin thy Shop to day?

Why do’ft thou leade thefe men about the fireers?

Cob, Truly bir, to weare out their fhooes, toger my
felfc into more worke, Butindeede fir, we make Holy-
day to fee C<far, and 10 reioycein his Triumph,

© Mwr. Whereforereioyce2

What Conquelt brings he home ?

W hat Tributaries follow him to Rome,

To gracein Captiuc bonds his Chaciort Wheeles?,
YouBlazkes,you (tones,you worfethen feafleffe things:
O you hard hearts, you crucll men of Rome,

Knew you not Pempey many a time and oft ?
Haueyou clunb'd vp to Walles and Bactlements,
To Towresand Windowes? Yea, toChimney tops,
Your Infants in yous Armes, and there haue fate
The live-lang day,with paticnt expeQation,

-~

To fee great Pemspey pafe the firects of Rome Gg
And when you faw his Charioc but appeare,
Haue you notmade an Voiverfall (hout,
That Tyber trembled voderneath her bankes
To heare the replication of your founds,
Madenher Concaue Shoses ?
And do younow put o1, your beft attyre?
And do younow cutl cuta Holyday ?
And doycunow firew Fiowers in his wey,
That comes in Tuwmph ouer Pomvpeyes blood ?
De gone,
Runne te your houfes, fall vpon your knees,
Pray to the Gods to intermit the plague
Thatnerdsmuft light onhis Ingratstude.
Fla. Go,go good Countrymen, and for this faule
Affemble sli the poote men of your fore ;
Draw them 1o Tyberbankes,and weepe your teares
Intothe Channell, till the lowe{t Rreame
Do kiffe th2 mofl exalted Shores of all,
Exewnt all the Commentra,
Sce where their bafeft mettle be notmoud,
They vamih tongue-tyed in their gumiltineffe :
Go youdowne that way towards the Capitoll, .
This waywilll : Difrobe the Images,
1fyou do finde them decke wich Coremonies.
Hur, May we do fo?
You know itis the Feaft of Lupercall,
Fla. Iticnomatter,let no Images
B:hung with Cafirs Tiophees : e about,
And driue away the Vulgar from the firects
So do ycutoo, where you perceiue themthicke,
Thefe growing Festhers, pluck from Cefars wing,
Will make hir flye an ordinary pitch,
Who clfe wouid foare aboue the view of men,
And keepe veall inferuile feasefulnedTe, Exewnt
Enter Cafar, Avtomy for she Cowrfe,( alpburmia, Portia, De-
c1s4syCicero, Brutm,Caffine,Cuskays Seotbfayer:af-
ter thems Murelins and Flanins.
Cef* Calpburnia.
Cak, Peaceho, Cofar (peakes.
Cef. Calpburnsa..
Caip, Heeremy Lord.
LCqf. Stand you dire&ly in Awtonio’s way,
When he dothrun his coutfe . Anronio,
Ant, Cefar,my Lord.
Cef. Forgetnotin your fpeed Anionse,
Totouch upburnia ; Ku our Elders fay,
k k
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The Burren souched 1 this Holy chace,
Shake off their {terrile cusfe.

Anxt. 1thall remember,
| Waen Cefar fayes,Do this; it is perform'd.

C4f- Sec on,and leaue 0o Ceremony ou.

South, Cefar,

Cef. Ha? Who calles? .

Cask, Bideuery noylebe flill: peace yetagaine

Cef. Whoisitinthe prefle, that callesoame?
Theare a Tongue fhriller then all the Muficke
Cry, Cefar : Speake, ("zfar is turn'd to heare,
|  Sooth, Bewarstheldes of March,

Cef. Wharmanis that?

Br.A Sooth-fayer b:ds yon beware the Ides of March

Cef. Sethimbeforeme, let me fee s face.

Caffi.Fellow, come from the throng,look vpon Cefar.

Cef. What {ayft thou o me now? Speak onceagaine,

Sooth. Beware the Ides of March,

Cef. HeisaDreamer,let vs leaue him: Paffe.

Sennet. Exeunt. Manct Brut, (& Caff,

Cajfi. Will you go fee the order of the courfe?

Bres. Notl. .

Caffi. 1pray youdo.

Brut, 1am not Gamefom: I do lacke fome part
Ofthat quicke Spiitthatisn Anrony
Let me not inder Caffins your defires
Lie leaue you.

(afi. Brugu,1doobferue younowoflate:
Thave not from your eyes,thac gentlenc(le
And thew of Loue,as } was wenetohaue g
You beare too ftubborae,and too ftrange a hand
Ouer your Friend, that loues you.

Bru. Caffivs,
Benot deceiu’d : 1€ haue veyl’d my looke,
I turne the trouble of my Countenance
Mecerely vpon my felfe. VexedIam
Of late, with paffions of fome difference,
Couceptions onely proper to my felfe,
Which giue fome {oyle (perhaps) to my Behauiours :
But let not therefore my good Friends be greeu’d
(Among which number Caffzm be you one)
Nor conftruc any further my negle&,
Then that poore Brwrus with himfelfe at warre,
Forgets the hewes of Louc to other men.

Ca4;. Then Braims, 1 haue nuch miftook your paffion,
By meanes whereof ,this Breft of mine hath buried
Thoughts of great value,worthy Cogitations.

Tellme good B/ arsss, Can you fee your face?

Loucs. No Caflius:
For che eyc tees noc it felfe but by reflection,
By fome orher things,

Cifie, *Tisft,
And 1t 15 very much lameated Bravis,
Tliat you hate no fuch Mirrors, as will turne
Y our hidden worthinc(leinto your eye,
That you mughe fec yous thadow:
1 hauc heard,
Where maay of the beft refpzctin Rome,
(Except immortall Cefar) fpeaking of Brutss,’
And groaneng vnderneath this Ages yoake,
Haue wifh’'d, that Nobie Brarws had his eyes.

Ers, Inco what dangers, would you

Leade me Caffins? _

That you'would haue me fezl.einto my felfe,

For that wlachisnotinme?

h Caf. Therefore good &razms, be prepar’d to heare :

.

|

Aud fince you know, you cannot fee your felfe
Sowell as by RefleGtion; 1 your Glaffe,
Willmodeftly difcouer to your felfe

Thac of your feife, which you yet know not of.

.| Andbenoticalous on me,gentle Brusn :

Werel acommon Laughter, or did vfe

To ftale with ordinary Oathes my loue

To euery new Protefter: if you know,

That1 do fawne on wen, and hugge them haud,
And after fcandall them : Orif you know,
That I profeffe my felfe in Banquerting
Toallthe Rout, then hold me dangerous,

Floursfby and Shont,

Brs. Whatmeanes this Showting ?
I do feare, the People choofe Cefar
FortheirKing
Caff. 1, doyoufeareir?
Then muft I thinke you would not haueit fo,
Brs. Y would not Caffins, yer 1 loue hum well:
Bucwherefore do youhold e hecre folong?
Whatisit, that you would impart tome ?
11t be oughe toward the generall good,
SetHonor in one eye, and Death v’th other,
And I will loohe en both indifferently :
For let the Gods fo fpeca mee,as 1 loue
The name of Honor, more then I feare death,
Caffi. Iknow it vertueto bein you Brwm,
Aswclias] do know your outward fauour,
Well, Honor 1 the fubie@ of my Story :
I cannoccil, what youand other men
Thinke of this Iife : Bue tor my fingle felfe,
T hadaslietenot be, asliucto bes
Jaawe of fucha Thing, as I my felfe.

| 1 was borne frec as Cefar, fo were you,

Weboth haue fed as well, and we can both

Endure the Winters cold, as well as hee.

For once, vpona Rawe and Guttie day,

The troubled Tyber, chafing with her Shores,
Cafar fride tome, Dart thou (affius now

Leape i withmentothis angry Flood,

And tivim ro yonder Pone 2 Vpon the word,
Accourredas Twas,Iplungedin,

Andbadhim follow : {omdeed he did.

The Torrent roar'd, and we did buffer it

With lufty Sinewes, throwing ic afide,

And flemming it with hearts of Controucrfic.

But ere we could arriue the Posat propos’d,

Ce/far cride, Helpe me € +/T4s,0r 1 ke,

1( as eEneasyour grear Aucirtor,

D:d from the Flames of Troy, vpon his fhoulder
The old eAnebyfesbeare, fo, from the waues of Tyber
Did I the tyred ( «fer : And this Man,

Isnow become a God, and Caffims is

A wretched Creature, and muft bend his body,

It Cafar carelefly but nad on him.

He had a Feauer when he was i Spaine,

And when the Fit was on him,I did marke

How he did thake:: Tis true, this God did hake,
His Coward lippes did from their colour flye,

Ard that fame Eye,whofe bend doth swe the World,
Did loofe his Luftre : 1didheare him grone:

I,and that Tongue of his, that bad the Romans
Marke him, and write his Speect:es in their Bookes,
Alas, it cried, Gine me fome drinke T,
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AsafickeGirle : Ye Gods,it doth amaze me,
A man of fuch a feeble temper fhould
So get the Rart of the Maiefticke world,
Aadbeare the Palme alone.

Shont. Flowri/b.

Bru. Another generall fhout ?
1do bedceue, that chefe applaufes are
Foriemencw t{onors, thatare heap’d on Cofar,

Caf;. Why man, he doth beftride the natrow world
Yalke aColoflis and we peety men
\Walkevinderlishiege lepocs,and peepe about
7 ofinde our fclues diflionourable Graues.

Mecn at {ometime, z1e Malters of their Fates.

T he tauit (Jeere Bruzas )isnotin our Scarres,

But 'n our Sciucs, that we are vderlings.,

bratsa and Cefar : \What fhould be inthat Cefar 2
Why fhould that name be founded more then yours
Wiitethemtogether : Yours,isas faire aNams:
Sound them, itdoth Eecome tire imouth afwell ;
Weigh them, itis as hcauv . Coniv:c with ‘e,
Brutss will fRarv a Spiritastonne as Cefar,

Now inthenames ofall the Gods at once,

Vpon what meate doth this our Cofar feede,

That heis growre {o greae? Age thouart fham'd.
Rome, thou hattloft the brecd uf Noble Bloods.
Whenwent there by an Age, fince the great Flood,
Butitwas fam’d with more then with one man»
\When could they fay (tliiow)thac talk’d of Ronue,
That her wide Walkes incompaft but one man ¢
Ncw isiit Rome indeed, and Roome enough
Whenthercisinitbut one onely man.

Ol'youand I, haue heard our Fathers 2y,

There was a Brusus once, that would haue brook’d
Th'eternall Diueil to keepehis State in Rome,
AscafilyasaKing.

Brs. Thatyou do loue me, I am nothing icalous :
\What you would worke me too,1 haue fomeayme:
I{ow I'haue thought of this,and of thefe times
I (hall recount heereafter. Forthis prefent,

I would aot fo (with loue Imight intreat you)
Be anv further moou'd : What you haue faid,

I will cenfider:what you haue to fay

1 will with patience heare, and finde a time

Both mectete hieare,and antwer fuch hgh things,
TiH then, my NobleFriend, chew vpon this :
Eratss hadrather bea Villager,

Then to repute himfelfe a Sonne of Rome

Vader thele hard Conditions,asthisume
Isliketolay vpon vs,

Caffi. 1am gladthat my weake words
l Haue ftrucke but thus much thew of fire from Bratus,

l Esser Cafar ard bis Trame,

“4rw. The Gamesaredone,
And Cefar is returning,

Caffi. Asthey paflcby,
Plucke Caskaby the Sleeue,
And he will (atter his fowre fafhion) tell you
What hath proceeded worthy notc o day.

Bru. 1willdo fo: butlooke you Caffins,
The angry fpot doth glow on Cefars brow,
Andallthe reft, looke like a chidden Traire
Calphurnia’s Cheeke is pale, and Cicers
Lookes with fuch Ferret,and fuch fiery eyes |
As we hauc feene him in the Capitoll

(N
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Caffi. Cakawnlltell vs what tae masrer s,

Cef. Amtano,

Ant, Cafar.

Caf. Letmehaue men abour me, thatare fue,
Slecke-headed men, and fochas fleepe a-nighs -
Yond Cuffius has aleane and hungry looke,

He thinkes too much : fuch men are danyerous,

Ant. Feare him not Cafar, he'snot dangerous,
He 1s 2 Noble Roman,and well ginen,

Cef Wouldhe were fateer ; But 1feare himnot :
Yett myname were lyable te feurc,

Ido nut{(now the man I fhould auoyd

Sotooneas that fpare Caffim, Hereades much,

He s a great Obferiucr, and he lookes

Quite through the Deedsof men. He loucsno Plaves,

< thou doft .9mtony - he hearcs no Muficke ;

Scldome he fmules, and {miles in fuch a fort

Asifhemock’d himfelfe, snd fcorn'd his piric

That could be mou’d to fimle atany thing,

Such menashe, be neuer athearts eate,

Whiles they behold a greater thien chemfelues,

And therefore are they.sery dangerous,

Irather tell thee what is o be fear’d,

Then what I teare : foralwayes lam Cefar,

Come on my righthand, {or this earc 1s deafe,

Ar drell mecruely, whatthou think‘R of him.  Sewnyy
Lxenxs Cafar and bis Trame.

Cask, Youpul'd me by the cloake, would youi fpeake
with me?

Bra. I Caskastellvs whathach chanc’dto duy
That Cefarlookes (o fad.

(ast; Why you were with him, were younot ?

Lru. 1(houldnocthen atk e wka what had chanc’d

Cask, \Why there was aCrowne offer’d bim; & bcmg
offer'd hum, he putic by with the backe of hus hund thus,
and then the people fell athoutmng.

Brs. What was the fecond noyfe for ?

Casl:. Why for that too.

/i, They (houted chrice; what was thelaft cry for?

Cuk, Why for that oo,

Ern. Wasthe Crowne offer'd him thiice ?

Cask_ 1 marry was’e, and hee pucicby thrice, eucrie
time geutles then other ; and at euery putting by, mine
Louelt Neighbors (howied.

Caffi Who ofter'dliumthe Crowne ?

Cask. Why Antony,

Zrw Tellvsthe manner of it gentle Caska.

Cackas Tcan aswell bee hang'd as tell the manner of
it : Iewas roeere Foolerie, 1 did not markeat. § fawe
CHarke  Aniony offer hun a Crowne, yet ‘twas not a
Ciowneneyther, twas one of thefe Coronets : and as |
told you, hee put 1t by once : but for atl that, to my thin-
king. he would faine haue had . Then hee offcred it to
him againe : then hee purit by agrine: but to my think-
ng,he was very loath to isy his fingers off it, And then
he offricd st the thicd time § hee put 1s the thisd ume by,
and (hilas hee refusdir, the rabblement howted, and
clapp’dtheir chopt hands, and threw v pe their fweatie
N she-cappes, and vitered fuch a deale of finking
breath, becaufe Cafar 1efus’dche Crowne, thacis had
(almoft) choaked Cefar: for hee fwoonded, and fell
downeagit: And for mine owne pare, J dusfinor laugh,
for feare of opening my Lippes, and receyuing the bad

Ayre,
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Caffi. Bucfoft I pray you: what,did Cefar fwound ?

Cak. He fell downe in the Markec-place,and foam'd
st mouth,and was {peechle(le,

Brut, "Tisvery like he hach the Falling ickuac(Te,

Caffi. No,Cefsr hatinaxnot: but you,and {,

And henet Casks, we haue the Falling ficknefle,

Cusk. 1know not what you meane by that, but J am
fure Cafar fell downe, It the tag-ragge people did no¢
clap tum, and mffe him, according as he pleas'd, end duf-
pleas’d tiizm,as they vie co doc the Players in the Thea-
tre, [ am ne true man.

Brut. What fa1d he,whenhe came vnto himfelfe?

Cuk Marry before he fell downe, when he perceiu’d
the common Heard was glad bie retus’d the Crowne, he
pluckt me ope his Doublet, and offcr'd them his Throat
tocuc: and 1 had beenc a man of any Occupation, if |
would not haue taken him at a word, I would ] mighe
goets Hell among the Rogues, and (o hee fell. When
he came to himeife sgae, hee {aid, Ii hee had dene,or
faid mL thing amiffe,he defic’d theiv Worthips tc thinke
it was his infirmitie, Three or foure Wenches where I
ftood, cryed, Alsfle good Sole, aud forgaue him with
all their heares: Bue there’s no heed to be taken of them;
if Cefar had ftab’d their Mothers,they would haue done
no lefle.

Brae. And after that,be came thus (ad away.

Cﬂ‘k I.

Caffi. Did Cicero {3y any thing ?

Cuk. 1.he fpoke Greeke.

> Caffi. Towhateftedt?

Cask. Nay,and 1tell you that, Ile ne're looke you
i'th’ face againe. But thofe that ynderood him, fml’d
at one another, and thooke their heads: but for mme
owne part, it was Greeke tome. I could tell you more
newes too: Afwrrelius and Flamius, for pulling Scarffes
off Cefars Images,are put to filsnce, Fare you well,
There was more Foolerie yet , if 1 could remem-
ber it.

Caffi. Will you {uppe with me to Night,Caske?

Cut. No,1am promis'd forth,

C.ffi. Will youDine with me to morrow?

Cask. 1,if Ibealive, and your minde hold, and your
Dinoer worth the eating..

Caffi. Good,I will expeét you,

Cask_ Doefo; farewellboth, Exst,

‘Brut. What a blunt fcllow is this growncto be 2
He was quick Mettle,when he went te Schoole.

Caffi. So is he now, in execution
Of any bold,or Noble Enterprize,

How-cuer he puts on this tardie forme:

This Rudenefe is a Sawce to his good Wi,
Which giues men Romacketo difge his words
With becter Appetite,

Brue, Andf{ostyse

For this trme T will leave you:
To motrow,if you pleafe to peake withme,
1 will come home to you: orif you will,
Comehome to rae,and I will wait for you,
Caffi. Twilldoe fo: till then,thinke of the World.
Exit Brutwa.
Wel Brurms thou are Noble:yee I fee,
Thy Honorable Mettle may be wrought
From thatsrisdilpos'd : thereforeitis meee,
7T hat Noble mindes kecpe ener with their likes :

For whoe {o firme,that cannot be feduc’d?
kc.fjisr doth beare me hard,but Le loues Brwtws,

1£ 1 were Brasm now,and he were Caffine,
He fhould not humer me. 1 will this Night
In feuerall Hands,im athis Windowes throw
As if they came from feuerall Citizens, ’
Wiitings,ali tending to the great opinion
ThatRome holds of his Name : wherein obfcurely
Cajwrs Ambition {hall be glanced at,
Ana after this,let Cafar feat him fure,
For wee wili fhake him, or worfe dsyes endure,

" Exir.

T bwnder, and iiﬁfoming. Enter Caka,

Cxere,

Cre. Good euen,Caska : brought you Cefar ho
Why are you bicathlefle,and whyg ﬁa{e you f[o ? me?
Cask, Arenotyoumou'd,when all the fway of Earth
Shakes, like a thing vefitmie ? O Cicero,
1 haue feene Tempetits,whenthe fcolding Winds
Haue riu'd che knottie Oakes,and I haue feene
Th'ambicious Ocean tweli,and rage,and foame,
To be exalted with the threatning Clouds;
But never ull to Nighe,never till now,
Did I goethrough a Tempefi-dropping-fire,
Eyther thereis a Craill fir:fe in Heauen,
Or ele the Wotld,too fawcie with the Gods,
Incenies them to (end deftro@ion,
Cic. Why, faw you any thing more wooderfull ?
Cask, A common flace, you know him well by fighe,
Heid vp hisJeft Hard,which did flame agd burne
Like twentie Torchics ioyn'd; and yer Ms Hand,
Nor fenfible of fire,remain’d vnfcorch’d,
Befides, 1 ha'not fince put vp my Sword,
Againtt the Capitoll Imet a Lyon,
Who glaz’d vpon meyand went furly by,
Wichout annoying me. And there were drawne
Vponaheape,a hundred gaftly Women,
Traisformed with their feare, who fworethey faw
Men,allinfire,walke vp and downe the ftreetes,
And yeiterdsy the Bird of Nughe did fic,
Eucn 2t Noone-day,vpon the Market place,
Howting,and fhrecking, When thele Prodigics
Doe fo comoyntly mieer, le not men fay,
Thelearetheis Reafous,they are Naturall:
For Tbcleeue,they are portentous things
Vato the Clymate,thac they poine vpon.
Cse, Indeed,itis a frange difpofed time:
But men may confirue things atfter theis fathicn,
Cleane from the purpofe of thethings themiclues.
Corhes Cafar to the Capizoll to morrow ?
Cask, Hedoth: forhe did bid Antewie
Send word to you,hie would be there co morrow.
Cic. Good-mpghethen,Casks :
This difturbed Skie is not to walke in.
Cask. Farewell Cicero, Eost Cicero.

Enter Caffim,

Cafi. Who's there ?

Cak. ‘A Romane,

Coffi. Caska,by yourVoyce.

Cask, Your Earcisgond.
Caffie,what Nighg isthis?

Caffi. AverypleafingNight to honeftmen.

Cask, Who euet knew the Heauens menace fo ?

Caffi. Thofc thathaue knowae the Earth fo full of
faults,

For
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For my part,] haue walk'd about the fireets,

Submisting me vato the perillous Night ;

And thus vnbraced,Caka,a3 you fee,

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

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

Euen inthe ayme, and very flafh of it, (uens ?

Cak. But wherefore did you fo much tempt the Hea-
Itisthe part of men,to feare and tremble,

When the moft mightie Gods,by tokens fend
Such dreadfull Heraulds,to atonifth vs.

Caffi. Youare duli,Casxs :
And thofe fpackes of Life,thac thould beinaRoman,
You doe want, or elfe you v{e nor.
You looke pale,and gaze,and put on feate,
And caft your felfe in wonder,
To feethe firange impatience of the Heauens:
But if you would confider the true caufe,
Why all thefe Fires,why ail thele gliding Ghofts,
Why Birds and Beafis,from qualitic and kinde,
Why Old men,Fooles,and Children calculaze,
Why all thefe things change from their Ordinance,
Their Naturesyand pre-formed Faculties,
Tomon(trous qualitie ; why you fhall finde,
That Heauen hath infus’d them with thefe Spirits,
To make them Inltruments of feareand warning,
Vate fome monfirous State.
Now could I (Caskz)name to thee aman,
Moft like this dreadtull Night,
That Thunders,Lightens,opens Graues,and roares,
As doth the Lyon in the Capitoll
A man nomightier chenthy {elfe,orme,
In perfonall adion ; yet prodigious growne,
And fearefull,as thefz ftrange eruprions are,

Cuk. 'Tis Ccfar that youmeane:
Is it not, Caffims ?

Cafi. Leticbe whoit is: for Romarsnow
Haue Thewes,and Limbes,hike to their Anceftors:
But woe the while,our Fathers mindes are dead,
And we are gouern'd with pur Mothers fpirts,

Our yoake,and fufferance, thew vs Womamth.

Cask, Indecd they fay,the Senators to morrow
Meanc to eftablifh CefarasaKing :

And he (hall weare bis Crowne by Ses,and Land,
In cuery place,faue herein Jtaly .

Caffi. 1koow where I will weare this Dagger then;
Caffins from Bondage will deher Caffim :
Therein,yee Gods,you make the weake moft frong;
Therein,yce Gods,you Tyrsnts doe defeat.

Noxt Stonie Tower,nor Walls of beaten Braffe,
Nor ayre-lefle Dungeon,nor firong Linkes of Iron,
Can be retentiuc to the firenpth of fpirit:

But Life being wearie of thefe worldly Barres,
Neuer lacks power tq difmifTe it felfe,

If I know thi kpow all the World befides,

That part of Tyrannie that I doe beare,

I can (hake off s: pleature, Tbwnder fill,

Cask. Socin I
So euery Bond-man in his owne hand beares
The power to cancell his Caprivitie. |

Caffi. Andwhy (hould Cefir be a Tyrant then?
Poore man,] kaow he would not be a Wolfe,

But that he fees the Romans ate but Sheepe:

He were no Lyon,were not Romans Hindes,
Thofe that with haftc will makeamightie fire,
chg'm it with weake Strawes, What trathis Rome?

A

\ What Rubbith,and what Off211? when it ferises
For the bafe matter,to illuminate

Sovile athing as Cafar. But oh Gricfe,

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

My anfwere muft be made. But 1 em arm’d,
And dangers are to me indifferent,

Cusk, Youfpeake to Cuka,and co fucha msn,
That is no flearing Tell-tales Hold, my Hand :
Befa&ious for redrefle of all thefe Griefes,

And I will fet this foot of mine as farre,
As who goes fartheft,
Caffi. There'sa Bargsine made.
Now know you,Caske,I hsue moud al
Somec certaine of the Nobleft miaded Romaas
To vnder-goe,with me, an Enterprize,
Of Honorable dangerous confequence ;
And 1 doe know by this, they ftay for me
In Pompeyes Porch : for now this fearefuil Nighe,
Thete 13 no firre,or walking in the firceces g
And the Complexion of the Element
Is Fauors,like the Wotke we haue in hand, {
Moftbloodie,fierie,and moft terrible,

Enter Cimna,

Caska. Stand clofe a while, for beere comes ope in
hafte.
Caffi. "Tis Cinna,1 doe know him by his Gate,
Heisafriend. Cinna,wherehalte youfo?
Cimna, To finde our you: Who's chat, Aeteln
Cymber ?
Caffi. No,itis Caska, oneincorporate
To our Attempts. Am I not (1ay’d tor,Cemma?
Cinna. Jamgladon’t,
What a fearefull Nighe is this ?
There’s two or chree of vs haue feene RRrange fights.
Cafi. Am1not (tay’d for? tell me.
Cinna. Yes, youare, O Caffius,
If you could but winne the Noble Brusus
To our party—
Caffi. Beyoucontent Good Crana,take this Paper,
Andlooke youlay it in the Pretors Chayre,
Where Bratus inay but finde it : and thiow this
Inat his Window ; fet chis vp with Waxe
Vpon old Brurs Statae : all this done,
Repaire te Pompeyes Porch,where you fhall finde vs,
Is Deciss Braesus and Trebowsma there
Crrna. All,but MeteRius Cymber,and hee's goné
To fzcke you at your heufe. Well,1 will hie,
And fo beRow thefe Papers as you bad me.,
Caffi. Thatdone,repsyreto Pompeyes Theater,
Exs Ciwnd,”
Come Caska,youand I will yet,ere day,
Sce Bratms at Zns houfe : three parts of him
Is outs alreadie, and the inar entice
Vpon the nextencounter,yeelds Lim ours.
Cask, O,hefitshighanall the Prophes hearts:
Aad that which woula appe:re Offencein vs,
Ris Countenance, like riche Alchymie,
Will change to Vertue,and to Worthinefle,
Caffi. Him,and his worch,and our grese need of him,
You baue right well conceited: let vs goe,
For it is after Mid-a-ghe, and ere da
We will awake him, and be fure of him.

Exeums,
kk 3 J&"J
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| Actus Secundus.

Enter Bratus in bis Orchard,

Brat. What Lucus, hoe ?
I cannot,by the progrefle of the Searres,
Giue guefic how ncerc to day.-Lucine, fay ?
1 would it wese my faule tofleepe fo foundly.
When Lucins,when ? awake, I fay: what Lucis ?
- Enter Lucins.
Luc. Call'd you,my Lord?
Brus. Getmea Taporin my Study, Lucise :
Whenitislighted,come and call me here.
LZuc, I willpny Lord. Exit.
Brat, Ttmuft be by his death : and for my part
I know,no perfbnall caufe,to fpurne at him,
But for the generall, He would be crown’d s
How that might change his nature there’s the quefllion?
Icis the bright day,that brings forth the Addcr,
And that craues warie walking: Crowne him that,
And then I graune we puta Sung inhim,
That at his will he may doe danger with,
Th'abufe of Greatnefic,is,when it dis-ioynes
Remorfe from Power: And to fpeake truzh of Csfar,
I haue not knowne,when his Affe&ions fway'd
More then his Reafon. But’tisa common proofe,
That Lowlyneffe is young Ambitions Ladder,
Whereto the Climber vpward turnes his Face
But when he once attaines the vpinoft Round,
Hethen vote the Ladder turnes his Backe,
1 ookes in the Clouds,fcorning the bafe decrees
. Byrwhich he did afcend : fo Cefirmay ; °
Thenleaft he may,preucat. And fince the Quarrell
Will beare no colour,for the thing e is,
Fathion it thus ; that what he is augmented,
\Would runne to thefe,and thefe extrem.ties :
And therefore thinke him as a Serpeatsegge,
Which hatelvd,wonld as his hinde grow mitchieuous;
And kill him inthe (hell.
Enter Lucig,
Lyuc. The Taperburneth in your Clofet,Sir:
Secarching the Window for.a Flng,] found
This Paper,thus feal’d vp,and I am fure
It did nox lye there when [ went co Bed.
Gues bim the Letter,
Brat, Get youtoBed againe,itisnotday:
Is not to morrow (Boy) thz firft of March ¢
« Imz. T knownot,Sir.
Brur. Looke inthe Calender,and bring e word.
Lwc. Iwill, Sir. Exit,
Brus. The exhalations,whizzing in the ayre,
Giuc fomuch light,that I may reade by them.
Opens the Letter and reades,
Brutses thou [leep'[F; awake, and fee thy felfe :
Shall Rome,cre. [peake,firike, redreffe.
Brutus,thon flecp’ft : awake.
Such infligauons haue beene often drope,
Where [ haue tooke themvp @
Shall Porze,¢-c, Thus muft [ picceitoucs
Shall Rome ftand vnder one mans awe ? What Rome ?
My Anceltors did from the ftrcctes of Rome
The Targuin driue, when he was call'd 2 King,
J'spg.dv\e, [irike, redreffe. Am ] entrcated

gy,

?

I

To fpeake,and ftrike? O Rome, I make thee promife,
If the redrefle will follow,thou receiueft
Thy full Petition at the hapd of Brarw,
Enter Lucins.
Lwc. Sir,March is wafted fifccene dayes.
Knocke within.
Brut, 'Tis pood. Go tothe Gate,fome body knocks:
Since Caffine ﬁsrﬂ did whet me againft Cefar,
I haue not {lept,
Betweene the a&ing of a dreadfull thing,
And the firft motion,all the /nterim is
Like a Phantafmayora hideous Dreame ¢
The Gewins,and the mortall Inftruments
Aze then in councell; and che ftate of aman,
Liketo alittle Kingdome,fuffers then
The nature of an Infurre@ion,
Enter Lucins.
Luc. Sit,’tis your Brother Caffims at the Doore,
Who doth defire to fee you,
Brat, Ishealone?
Luc, No,Sir,there are moe with him;
Brst. Doc youknow them?
Luc. No Sir,their Hats are ptuckt about their Eares,
And halfc their Faces buried in their Cloakes,
That by no meancs I may difcoucer them,
By sny mnaike of tauour,
Brut. Let’en enter:
They are the Faction. O Confpiracie,
Sham'(t thou to thew thy dang’rous Brow by Nighe,
When eulls arc moft free 7 O then,by day
Where wilt thou finde a Cauerne darke enough,
To maske thy monftreus Vilage?Seek none Confpiracie,
Hide it in Stmiles,and Aflabilie:
Forif thou path thy natiue femblance on,
Not Frebus ie {ell= were dimme enough,
To hide thee fion, preusniion,

Enter the Conffurators, Caffins,CaskgyDecins,
Cruna,Metellus and Treborsss.

(4. 1thinkeweare too bold vpenyour Reft:
Good moirow Drutss,doc we troubleyou ?

Lrat. 1haae beene vp this howre,awake all Night :
Know Tthele men,that come along wich you?

Coff. Yes,euery man of them ; and noman here
But honors you : and euery one doth wifh,
Youhad but thac opinion of your felfe,
Which enery Noble Roman beares of you.
This is Trebonises.

Brut, Hc is welcome hither,

Caff. This,Decinms Brutsws,

Brat. Heiswelcometoo,

Caff. Thas, Casks ; this, (swna ; and this, Marelns
Cymiber.

Brat. They are all welcome,
What watchf)ll Cares doe interpofe themfelues
Betwixt your Eyes,and Night ? T

Caf. Shalllentreata word? They whifper.

Deciss. Here lycs the Eaft : doth not the Day breake
heere ?

Cauk, No.

Cin. Opardon,Sir,itdoth; and yon grey Lines;
That fret the Clouds,are Mcflengets of Day.

Cask, You fhail confeffe,that you ase both decein’d :
Heere,as I point my Sword,the Sunne arifes,

Which 1s a great way growing on the South,
’ Weigh-

————
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W eighing the youthfull Seafon of the yeare,
Some to moneths hence, vp higher toward the North
Hefirft prefents his fireyand the high Eaft
Stands as the Capitoll, direétly heere.

Brs. Giueme your handsall ouer,one by one,
Caf. Andlctvs {weare our Refolution,
Brut. No, not an Oath :if not the Face of men,
The fufferance of our Soules, the times Abufe
1f chele be Mottucs weake, breake off betimesy
Aund euery man hence, to hisidle bed:
So let high-fighted- Tyranny range on,
Till cach man drop by Lotcery. Butif thefe
(AsIamtuiethey de)bearc hreenongh
To kindle Cowards, and to fteele with valour
The meiting Spinits of women. Then Countrymen,’
\\Vhatneede weany fpurre, but our owne caute.
Toprickevsto redre(le? What other Bond,
Then fecret Romans, that haue fpoke the word,
Aud willnot palter ? And what other Oath,
ThenHoneftyvo Houefty ingag'd, .
That this thall be, or we will fall for ic,
Sweare Pricfls and Cowards, and men Cautelous
Old feeble Carrions, and fuch {uffering Soules
That welcome wrongs : Vinto bad caufes, fweare
Such Creatures as men doubr; but donot Rane
The euen vertue of our Enterprize,
Nor th'infupprefiijue Mctlé of our Spirits,
To thinke, that or our Caufeyor our Performance
Did needean Ozth, When cuery drop of blood
That euery Roman beates, and Nobly beares
Is guilty of'z {cuerall Bafordie,
1fhe do breake the fmalicft Particle
Of any pronfe that hath paft from him.
(«f. But whatof Cicero ¢ Shall we found him ?
Ichunke he will ftand very frong with vs.
Cask, Letvinotleane himout,
Crn. No,by no meanes,
Metel, O let vs haue hitn, for his Siluer haires
Willpurchafe vsa good opinion:
And buy mens voyces, to commend our deeds :
It thil be 3y, hisiudgement rui'd our hands,
Ous yeuths,and wildenefle, (hall no whit appeare,
Dutall beburicd in his Grauity.
Tre. Onamehimnet;iet vsnot breake withhim,
For he will neucr foliow any thing
That other men begin,
Caf. Thenleaue himout,
Cask, Indeed,hersnos fit.
Decims. <hallno man elie be touche,but oncly Cefar ?
Caf. Decres wellwr’d: T thicke itisnot meer,
Marke Artony,fo wellbelow'd of Cefar,
Should out-liue Cafar, we thall finde of him
A fhrew'd Contriuer. And you krow, his meanes
Jfhe improue them, may well ftreich fo farre
As to annoy vsall: which to preuent,
Let Antony and Cofar fall together.
Bru. Ou-coutfe will feeme too bloody,Cars Cafsism,
To cut the Head off, and then hacke the Limbes :
Like Wrachin death, and Enuy afterwards :
For Antony, is but a Limbe of Cofar.,
Let's be Sacnificers, but not Butchers Cains ¢
We all ftand vp aganft the {piric of Cefar,
And in the Spint of men, there is no blood :
O that we then covld come by (afars Spirir,
Andnotdifmember Cefar ! Buc (slas)
Cfar muft bleed forit, And gentleFriends,

.
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Lee’s kill him Boldly, but not Wrathfully :
Let’s carue him, as a Dith fit for the Gods,,
Nothew him as a Carkafle fit for Hounds:
And let our Hearts, as fubtle Mafters do,
Sticre vp their Seruants to anacte of Rage,
And after feeme to chide ’em. This fhall make
Our purpofe Neceffary,and not Enuious.
Which {o appearing to the common cyes,
We fhall be call’d Purgers, not Murderets,
And for Marke Antonythinke not ot him :
For he can do no more then Cefars Axme,
When Cefursheadis off,
Caf. Yet] feare him,'
For inthe ingrafted loue he beares to Cufar,
Bre. Alas,good Cafsim, do not thinke of hims
Ifhe loue Cefar, 3!} thathecan do
Is to himfelfe; take thought,and dye for Cefar,
And that were much he thould ; for he is giuen
To fposts,to wildenefle,and much company,
Treb. These is no feare in him; let bim noc dye,
Forhe will liue, and laugh ac this heezeafter.

Clockyg firikes,

A}

Bre, Peace, countthe Clocke. -
Caf. The Clocke hath ftrickenthree,
Treb. 'Tis timeto part.
Caf Butitis doubtifull yet,
Whether Cefar will come forth to day,ot no:
For he is SuperRitious grawne of late,
Quite from the maine Opinion he held once,
Of Fantafie, of Dreames, and Ceremonies ;
It may be, thefe spparant Predigies,
The vnaccuftom’d Terror of this nighe,
And the perfwafion of his Augurers,
May hold him from the Capitoll to day.
Decins. Neuer feare chat : [fhe be fo refolu’d,
I can ote-fivay hin : For hie loues to heare,
That Vnicornes may be betray’d with Trees,
And Beares with Glaffes, Elephants with Holes,
1.yons with Toyles, and men with Flacterers,
But, when I teli him, he hates Flatterers,
He (ayes,he dués; bewng then mofl flatsered,
Letme worke :
For 1 can gyuc his humour theerue bene
And I will bring him to the Capitoll.
Caf. Nay,vie will all of vs, be there to fetch himg
Eru. By the cight houre,is that the vitermof?
Cm. Bethat the vitermoft, and faile not then,
Met, (anes Ligarias doth beare Cefar hard,
Who rated him for {peaking well of Pompey 5
I wonder noae of you haue thought of him.
Bru. Now good cMerellm go along by him
He loues me well, and I haue giuen him Reafons,
Send him but hither, and Ile fathion him.,
(+f. Themorning comes vpon's:
Wet'lleaue you Braes,
And Friends difperfe your felues; but all remember
What you haue faid, and fhew your felues true Romans,
Brs. Good Gentlemen, looke frefh and merrily,
Let not our lockes put on our purpofes,
But beare it as our Roman AQors do,
With vntyr'd Spirits and formall Conflancie,
And (o good morrow to you euery one,
. Manct Brutos.
Boy : Lacim : Faft aflcepe ? Itis nomateer,
Enioy the hony-heauy-Dew of Slumber
Thou haft ne Figures, nor no Fantafies,

Exenm.

Which}
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Which bufic care drawes, in the braines of inen §
Therefore thou fleep’it {o {ound,
Enser Portias

Por, Brutus, my Lord,

Bru.Pertsa: W hat meane youw herfore rifc you new?
It1s not for your health, thus to conimic
Y our weake condition, to the raw cold morning,

FPor, Nor for yoursncither. Y'haue vngendly Brutous
Stole fiom my bed: and yefternighcac Supper
Youtcdsinly arofe,and walk’d aboue,

Mufing, and fighing, with your armes a-croffe s
And when I ssk’d you what the matter was,’
You ftar’d vpon me, with vogentle lookes,
Ivrg'd you further, thenysu fcratch’d your head,
And tov impatiently lampt with your foote :
YetIinlifted, yet youanfwer'd not,

But with an angry wafter of your hand

Gauc figne for me vo desuce you : So I did,
Fearing to ftrengthen chat impatience ‘
Which feem’d too much inkindied ; and withall,
Hoping it was but en effet of Humor, ]
Which fometime hath his houre with euery man,
It will not let you eate, nor talke, nor fleepe ;
And could it wotke fo much vpon your fhape,

As it hath much preuayl’d on your Condltion,

I fhould notknow you Brwrus. Deare my Lord,
"Make me acquainted with your caufe of greefe, -

Brs. 1am not well in healch, and thatisall.

Por, Brusus is wife,and were he notin health,
He would embrace the meanes to come by ic.

Brw, Why fo 1 do: good Poertia go to bed.

Por. 18 Brusss ficke? And is it Phyficall
To walke vnbraced, and fucke vp the humours
Ofthe danke Morning ? What, is Bram ficke?
And will he (teale out of his wholfome bed
To dare the vile contagion of the Night ?

And tempt the Rhewiny,and vapurged Ayre,
To adde vato hit fickneffe? No my Brmwms,
You haue fome (icke Offence within your minde,
Which by the Right and Vertue of my place
Tought to know of : And vpon my kaces,

I charme you, by my once commended Beauty,
By all your vowes of Loue, and that great Yow
Which did 1ncorporate and make vs one,

That you vnfold to me, your feife; your halfe
Why you are heauy : and what men to nighe
Haue had reforgto you: for heere haue beene
Some fixe or feuen, who did hide their fac

Euen tfrom darknefle, -

‘Bru. Kneele notgentle Portia,

Por. 1{hould notnecde, if you were gentle Brutaw,
\Wichin tho Bond of Marriage, tell me Brwa,
Isitcxcepted, I fhould know no Secrets
That appertaine to you ? Am I your Selfe,

But as it wetein {ore, or limitation ?

To keepe with you at Meales, comfort your Bed,

And ta'ke t.. you fometimes? Dwell 1 but in the Suburbs
Of your good plesfure ? 1fitbe no more,

Pertsais Lrutszs Hatlot, nothis Wife.

Bru. Youaremy true and honourable Wife,
As deerc tome, as are the ruddy droppes
That vifit my fad heart, '

Por. 1fthis were true, then fhould I know this)fecret,
I graunt fam a Woman; but withall, )
A Woman that Lord Brassa tooke to Wife:

1 graunt 1 anva Woman; but wichall,

[ .

A Woman well repuied : (Care’s Dangh.;.
Thinke you, Iamno fionger tiien my Sex
Being o Father'd, and fo Husbanded ?
Tell me your Counfels, 1 wilinot difclofe ‘em:
1 haue made [krong proofe of my Cenrflancie,
Giuing my felfe a voluntary wound ’
Heere,in the Thigh: Can I'beare that
And not my Husbands Secrets ?

Bru. O yeGods!
Render me worthy of this Noble Wife,
Harke.harke,one knockes : Porsia go inawhile
Andby and by chy bofeme fhall partake ’
The fecrets of my Heare,
Allmy engagements, I will confirue to thee
Allthe Charra&tery of my fad browes ; ’
Lcauc me w:th haft.

with patience,

Knocke,

Exit Portia,

) Enter Luciss and Ligaripa,

Lwcins, who'sthat knockes,

Lwe. Hccrg isa ficke manthat would fpesk wi

Eru Cams Ligarissythat Metclive fpskl::: of, withyou
Boy.{tandafide. Casm Ligarin, how ?

Cai. 'Vouchfafe good morrow from a feeble tongue,

Bru. O what a time haue you chofe out brage Casws
To weare aKerchiefe? Would you were not ficke,

Cai; 1amnot Gicke, if Brutws hauein hand
Any exploit worthy the name of Honor,

Bru. Such an exploit haue Iin hand Ligarius,
Hadyous heahhfulr careto heare ofit,

Cai. By all the Gods that Romans bow before,
1 heere difcard my fickneffe. Soule of Rome,
Braue Sonne, deriu'd from Honourable Loines,
Thoulike an Exorcilt, haft coniur’d vp
My mortified Spiric, Now bid me runne,
And 1 will Ruue with things impoffiile,»
Yea get thebetter of them, What'sto do?

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

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

Bre, Thatmuft we alfo, Whatitisimy Cams,
I fhall vntold to thee,as we are going,
Towhomitmuft bedone,

Cas. Seronyour foote,
And with aheart new-fir'd, 1 follew yoy,
Todo 1 know not what: but it fufficesh
Thac Brutss leads me on,

Bru, Follow me then.

T bwnder

Excuns

Thunder & Lightning.
Emter Inlins Cafar sm bis Night-gowne,

Cafar. Nor Heauen, nos Earth,
Haue beene at peace ronight s
Thrice hath Calyhurnia, in her {leepe cryed oue,
Helpe,ho: They murther Cofar. Who'swithin?,
Enter a Scraant,
Ser. My Lord,
Cef- Go bid the Priefts do prefent Sacrifice,
And bring me their opmions of Succefle,
Ser. I will my Lord.
Enter Calpburnia.
Cal.What mean you Cefar? Think you to walk forth 2
You thall nnt flirre out of your houfe to day.
Cef. Cafar fhall forth; the things that threaten’d me,
Ne're look'd but onmy backe . When they thali fee
Theface of (far, they are vamthed,

Exit

C d/p,
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Calp. Cefar. Vneucr flood on Cerernonies,
Yetnow they fught me : There is one within,
Befides the thwegs that we haue ineard and feene,
Recsuar.mofthoind ﬁghts {eene by the Watch,
A Licancile hath whelped m the ftreets,
And Graues haie yawn'd, and yeelded vp their dead;
Frerce fiety Wainiours fight .. on the Clouds
InRankhes and S~ adton, suuniaht forme of \Varre
Which duzeld Hle o' nonehe Copueoll
Thenoite of Battel hendled 'nthe Avre:
Horlles donergh, and vying ven d.d arone,
And Ghoflsdid fhncie and fgneatc about the flieeis,
O Cefir, there thingsare beyond ali v,
And 1 dofeaictivm,
C:eZo W haceanbeanoyded
hoteen bis purpoddhy the mighty Gods ?
Yee Cefar fhail g forth ;s fordicte Predidtions
Arctothe world in gencrall as o Cofnr,
Ca’p. WhenB. zueisdy ey there are no Comets ceen,
The Heatens themictuesblize torih the death of Princes
Cef. CowardsJdye many times betore their deaths,
The v iliint neuer raite of death bur once
Otallthe Wi dersthat Tyethaue heard,
Itfeemes to e moft firange that men (Liould seare,
Secing thatdeath, ancceflary end
Wil comewhen iz will comie.
[rter a Seruant,
hatfay the Augurers ?
Ser. They would not haue you to flirre forth today.
Plucking the intrailes ofan Ofiering torch,
They could not fiade a Leart within the beall,
Caf TheGods dotiusin fhame ot Cowardice:
Ceftr hould be a Reatt without a heart
Ifhe fhou'd (tay at home to day {or feare:
No Cafer had not; Doinger knowes full well
That Cefar is moredangerous then he,
Weheate two Lyons Litte"din one day,
And Ithe clder and more terrible,
And Cafwr [hall go foorth,
Calp, Alas my Lord,
Your wifedome 1s confum'd in confidence :
Donotgoforthtoday: Callit my feare,
That kccpcs youin the honfc, and not yourownpe,
Wee'l fead CUark An:ony to the Senate houfe,
And lie fhail fay, vou are not well today ;
Let me vpon my knee.preusilein this.
Csf. Mark Antony (hall fay Lam not well,
And for thy humor, [ will ftay athome.
Enter Decsss.
Heere's Decise Brwrue he fhall cell them fo.
Decs. Cefar,qllLaile : Good mortow worthy (efar,
I come to terch you to the Senate houle.
Cef. Andyouare comeinvery happy time,
Tobeare my greceing to the Senatcrs,
And tell themthatI willnotcome today :
Cannotyis falfe : and that [ dare not falfer
I'wi'inot come to day, tell them fo Decria,
Calp. Say heis ficke.
Caf, Shall (efur fend 2 Lye?
Haue 11 Congqueit Aretche mine Arme fo farre,
Tobealear'd to tell Gray-beards the truth
Decrus o el tham, (afar willnot come.
Decr. Molt migly Cefar letme know fome caufe,

e —————
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But for your privace fatisfation,
Becaufe I loue you, I willlet you know,
Capbwrwia heere my wife,flayes me at home:
Sne drcampt to mght,fhe faw my Satwe,
Which like a fountaine,with an bundred fpouts
Dud run pure blood : and many lufty Romans
Came fimiling,& did bathe theirhands inic:
Andchefe does fhe apply,for warnings and portents,
Aud eunils imminent ; and on herkuee
Hadh bege’d, that | vaill fRay ac home to ddy.
Decs. This Dreame is all amifle interpreted,
It was avifion, fawre and fortunace
Your Statne fpouning blood in tiany pipes,
In whictifo many fomlin.g Romans baih'd,
Stpmities thatfiom you great Remve fliall fucke
Reutmng bloand, and that great muen fhall prefle
For Tinctures,Statnes,Religgues,and Co.gmifance,
This by Calphurnsa’s Dreame 1s (igmfied.
C«f. Andthis way haue you well expounded it,
Dacs. Thavey whenyou haue heard wnat I can fay:
Acd know it now, the Senate hauc concluded
To grue this day,a Crowne to angbty Cefar.
Iy outhall fend them word you wili net come,
Thewrmindes may clarpe, Befides.it were amocke
Arttoberender’d, fcrfeme cnetofoy,
Breake vpthe Serace, ultanother e
Wien €1 farewite {hall meete w.th becker Drcames.
IVCef 7 hede humfelte, (hall they not whifper
Loe Cofirisaff uid?
Dadymime Cofer tor my decic deere ] e
Toyour procesding. bids miztell s ou this o
And reaton oy foue s hiable,
(+f How fooluh doyeur fecrs feeme now Calpbsrmsa?
Iamaiuned T did yeeld co thean,
Guueme imy Robe, for I will 2o,

Entar Brotus, Ligarius, Metelns Caska, Trchoe
s Cynnaang Publins,
And looke where Publingis come to fetch me,
Pub. (i00d morrow C¢far.
Cef. Welcon.e Pubing.
What Zratus,are you fire'd fo earely too ?
Goodmorrow { wka : Carms Ligariss,
¢ afar wis nereio much your enemy,
Asthatfime Ague whichha:hmade you leane,
Whitis'ta Clocke ?
Bru. Cefir,’us fhuckencighe,
Cef. Ithauke you for your paines and curtefie,
Enter Anmu).
See, Antonythat Reudls long a-nights
Isnotwichftanding vp, Guod morrow Antony.
Ant. Sotamott Noble Cefar
Cef. Bidthem prepire within;
T xm too blameto be thus waited for.
INow Cymra now Metellns : what Trebowss,
1 haue an houres talke in Rore for yous
Remember that you call anme to day ¢
Bencereme, that [inay rememberyou,
Treb Cefar i wi' ;and foncere will I be,
Thar vour bet Friends fhall wafh 1 had beene further,
Caf.Gnod Frien s goin.and tafte fome wine with me,
And we (likeFriends ywill ftrarght way go together,
Bru. Thatenery hikeisnotthe fame,O Cefar,

LeR Ibe hugha stwhen] tell them lo. The heart of Brut s earnes to thinke vpon. Exonnt
Cef. The ciafe is 11 my Will, I will not come, Entev Artemdorss.

That1s enough o futisfie the Senace. Cefar, boware of Brucus, take beede of Cafs ins; comewot

o “lr‘[
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The Tragedic of Fuliss (wfar.

wecre Cuauka ane an eye 10 Cyuna, truft mot Trebomins, marke
well ( Matelins Cymber, Decins Brutws loncs thee not : Thow
baf wrong dCasms Ligarinz. Theress busone wnde in all
thefe men and st ts bent againft Cefar = If thow beeft not Im-

‘| mortall, laske abuns yow:  Securssy gimesway to Confpiracie .

The mighty Gods dafend sbes,
Thy Louer, Artemidorns.

Heere will I fand, till Cefar pafic along,
And as s Sutor will I giue himthis
My heast laments, thac Vertue caonot live
Our of the teeth of Emulation.
Ifchou reade this, O Cefar, thou mayeft liucs
Itnot, che Fates with Trastors do contriue.

‘ Enter Portia and Lucsus.

Por. 1 prythee Boy,run to the Senate-houfe,
Stay not to anfwer me, but getthee gone.

Why doeft thou ftay ? _
Lxc, Toknowmyerrand Madam,

Por. I would hauchad thee thereand heereagen
Ere I can tell thee what thou (houtd't do there :
O Conftancie, be firong vpon my fide,
Set 3 huge Mouncaine tweene my Heartand Tongue :
I'haue a mans micde, buta womans mighe :
Hew hazd it is for women to keepe counfell.
Art thouheere yet ?

Lue. Madam,what thould Ido?
Run tg the Capitoll,and nothing elfe ?
And fo returne to you,and nothing elfe ?

Per) Yes,bring me word Boy, ifthy Lord look well,

For he went fickly forth : and take good note
What Cefar doth,what Sutors preffe to him.
Hearke Boy,what noyfe is that 2

Lncs Thearenone Madam.

Por. Prytheeliften well:
I heard abufsling Rumor likea Fray,
And the winde brings it from the Capitoll.

Lwe, Sooth Madam,I heare nothing.

Enter the Soothfayer,

Por. Come hither Fellow,which way haft thou bin?

Seath. At mineowne houfe,good Lady,

Por. Whatis'taclocke?

Soash. About the ninth houre Lady,

Por, Is Cefar yet gone to the Capicoll?

Sooth, Madam not yet, I go to take my ftand,

To fee him paffe on tothe Capitoll,

Por. Thou haft fome fuite to Cefar,haft thounot?

Sooth., That I haue Lady,it it will pleafe Cefar
Toabe fo goodto Cefar,as to hearem-
1fhait befeech him to befriend himfelfe.

Por. Why know'ft thou any harme’sintended to--
wards him ?

Sooth, None that [ know willbe,

Much that I feare may chance :

Good morrow to you : heere the ftreet is narrow :

The throng thatfollowes Cfar atthe heeles,

OFf Senators,of Prztors, common Sutors,

Will crowd a feeble man (almoft) todeath :

!le gezmeto a place more voyd, and there

Speake to great Cefar ashe comes along,
Por. Tmuftgoin:

Aye me How weake athing

Thetveart of woman:s? O Brutwus,

The Heaneos (peede thee in thine enterprize.

Surr the Boy heardme = Brasus hach a fuice

Exit.

Exn

|

That Cefar wallnos grant, O,1 grow famnt :
Run L:cins, 2nd commend me tomy Lord,

=

Ssy I am merry; Come to me apaine,

Andbring me word whathe doth faytothee,  Exewnt

Atlus Tertius.

Flourifb,
Enter Cefar Brusus, Caffius, Caska, Decins, Metellus, Tre-
bowins Cyuma, Antony Lepidus, Arssmedorns, Pub-
lms yand the Sostbfayer,

Cef. Theldes of March are come,
Soeth. 1(«far,butnotgone,
~Are. Haile Cefar : Read this Scedule. h
Decs. Trebowssaa doth defire you to ore-read
(At your beft leyfure) this his humble fuite,
Art. O Cefar,reademine firtf : for mine’s 8 fuite
Thattouches Cefar neerer. Readicgreat Cofer.
Cef. What touches vs our fclfe,fhall be laft ferw'd.
Art. Delay not Cefar,read it inRantly.
Cef. What,isthe fellow mad ?
Fwb. Sura,giue place,
Caffi. What,vrge you your Petitions in the ftreet?
Come to the Capitoll,
Papil. 1 wilhyour enterprize to day may thrise,
Caffi. Whateoterprize Popillisu?
Popil, Fareyou well.
Bre. What (aid Popilliss Lena ? )
Caffi. He wifht to day our enterprize might thrive:
I feare our purpofe is difcouered.
Brs. Looke how he makes to Cefar: matke him.
Caffi. Caskabefodaine,for we feare preuention.
Brutus what fhall be done? 1f this be knowne,
Caffius ot ((zfar ncuer (hall turnc backe,
For I will lay my felfe.
Brx, Caffims be conflant :
Popiltsss Lena{pcakes not of our purpofes,
For looke he finiles, dnd Cefar doth not change.
Caffi. Treboussss knowes his time : for look you Brusss
He drawes Mark_Antony ouc of the way.
Decs. Wherers Merellus Comber,lethim go,
And prefently preferre his fuite to Cufar.s
Bru, Heisaddret: preffe neere,and fecond him.
Cin. Caska,vou are the firft that reares your hand,
Cef. Areweall ready? What 1s now amifle,
That Cefar and his Senate muft redreffe ?
Metol Moft high,moft mighty,and moft puifant Cefer
Mesellus Cymber throwes before thy Seate
An humble heart.
Cef. 1muft preuent thee Cymber :
Thefe couchings, and thefe lowly courtefies
Mght fire the blood of ordinary men,
And turne pre-Ordinance,and firft Decree,
Intothe lane of Children. Be net fond.
To thinke that Cefar beares fuch Rebell blood
That willbe thaw’d from the true quality
W ich that which meltech Fooles, I meane fweet werds,
Low-crooked-curtfics,and bafe Spaniell fawning: ]
Thy Brotherby decreeis banithed :
If thou doeft bend, and pray,and fawne for him,
I fpurnc thee like « Cusre out of my way :
Know, Cefar doth not wzong, nor without canfe
Will he be {atisfied.
Matel.1s there no voyce more worthy then my owne,
To
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Tofound more{weetly in great Cofars eare,
For the repealing of my bauith'd Brother ?
Brw. 1 kiffe thy haod, butnotin flaztery Cojer:
Defiring thee, that Pablus Cymber may
Haue animmediate freedome of repeale,
Cof- What Brotsus?
Caffi. Pardon Cafur : Cefar pardon :
Aslowe as to thy foote doth (uffims fall,
To begge mfranchifement for Rublius Cymber.
Cef. 1could be well mou’d, if I were as you,
IfI could pray to mooue, Prayers would moous me:
But I am conftant as the Northerne Starre,
Of whofe truc fixe, and refting qualitv,
Thereis no fcllow inthe Firmament.
The Skies are painted with vanumbsed fparkes,
They are all Fire, and eucry one doth fhine :
But, there’s but onc in all doth hold s place,
So,inthe World; *Tis furnifh’d well with Men,
And Men are Flefh and Blood,and apprehenfiueg
Yetin the aumber, I do know butOne
That vnafflayleable holds on his Ranke,
Vnthak’d of Motion : and that L am he,
Let me a ietle fhew it cuenin this:
That I was conftant Cyméber fhould be banith’d,
And conftant do remaine to keepe him fo.
Cinna. O (efar. -
Caf. Hence: Wiltthoulift vp Olympus ?
Decisas Great Cefar,
Cef. Doth not Brats bootlefle kncele ?
Cusk, Speake hands for me.
They ffab Cefar.
Cef. € TuBruse? Then fall Cefar,
Cm, Liberty,Freedome; Tyranny isdead,
Run hence, proclaime, cry it about the Streets,
Coffi. Some to the common Pulpits,and cry out
Liberty,Freedome,and Enfranchifement.
Bru. People and Senators, benotaffrighted 2
Fly not, ftand @till : Ambitions debt is paid,
Cask, Go to the Pulpit Brutas.,
Dec. And Caffiss too,
Bru. Where's Publing?
Cin, Heere, quite confounged with this mutiny.

Djes

Should chance
Bra. Talkenot of Randing. Publins good checere,
There is no herme intended to your perfon,
Nor to no Romanelfe: {o tell them Publira.,
Cafi And leaue vs Publims, leaft that the people
Rufhing on vs, {hould do your Age fome mifchiefe.
‘Brs. Do fo,and lec no man abide this decde,
But we the Doers.
Enter Trebomns,
Caffi. Where is Awtony?
Treb. Fled to his Houfe amaz’d:
Men, Wiues,and Childcen, ftare,cry out,and run,
As it were Doomefday.
Bru. Fatesywe will know your pleafures :
Thac we fhall dye we keow, 'tis but the time
And drawing dayes out, tha: men ftand vpon,
Cask, Why hethat cutsoff cwenty yeares oflife,
Cuts off {o many ycares of fearing death.
Bru. Grantthat, and thenis Deatha Benefic:
Soare we Cefars Friends, that haue abridg'd
His time of fearing death. Stoope Romans,ftoope,
Andlervs bathe our hands in Cafars blood
Vp tothe Elbawes, and be{megsg our Swords:

[

%Trag_e;ﬁe of Fulius (afar.

§ Thatfeares him much :aad my mifgiving fill
Met. Standtaft together,lealt fome Friend of Cuefars | Falles fhrewdly to the purpofe.

119
Then walke we forth, euen to the Market place, T
And wauing our red Weapoas o're our heads,
Let’s all ¢ery Peace, Freedome,and Liber:y.
Caffi, Stoop then,and wath. How mnany Ages hence
Shail this our lofty Scene be a&ed oucr,
InState vaborne, and Accents yer vnknowne 2
Brw. How many times fhall C¢far bleed in fport,
That now on Pompeyer Bafis lye along,
No worthicr then the duft ?
Cafi. Sooftasthat (hallbe,
So otten fhall the knot of vs be call*d,
The Men that gaue their Country liberty.
‘Dee. Whar,fhall we foreh 2
Caffi. 1,cuery man away,
Brurws thall leade, and we will grace his heeles
Withthe moft boldeft,and beft hearts of Rome.
Enrer aSersans,
Bru. Soft,who comesheere? A friend of Antonies,
Ser. Thus Brusms did my Mafter bid me kneclc;
{hus did Mark e Antonybid me fall downe,
And being proftrate, thus he bad me fay
Brmtusis Noble, Wife, Valiant,and Honeft ;
Cefar was Mighty, Bold,Royall,and Louing :
Say, Iloue Brwrus, and I honour him ; ]
Say, 1 fear’'d Cefar. honout'} himyand lou’d hims
£ Broess will vouchfafe, thac Awromy i
May (afely come to him, and be refolu’d
How Ccfar hath deferu’d to lye in deach,
Mark Antony, (hall not loue Cefar dead
Sowell as Brurm living ; but will follow
The Fortuaes and Atayres of Noble Bvurs, t
Thorough the hazards of this vacrod State,
With allrue Faith, So fayes my Mafter Antony.
Bru, Thy Matler isa Wifc'and Vaiiant Romane,
1 ncuer thoughe hir worfe :
Tell him, {o pleafe him come vnro this place
He (hzllbe fatishied : and by sy Honor
Depart vnrouch’d. :
Ser, eferch him psefently. Exis Sernant,
Zra. 1 know that we fhatl have him well to Friend,
Caffi. T wifiy wenay : But yet have I s minde

Emer Antory,

Bru. Buthcere comes Autony :
Welcome Mark Antowy,

Ant. Oighty Cefar! Doft thoulye fo lowe ?
Areall thy Conquefts,Glories, Triomphes, Spoiles,
Shruoke to this hittle Mcafure ? Fare thee well.

I know not Gentlemen whatyouintend,

Whe elfe muft be let blood, who elfe is ranke :

1t1 my felfe there isne houre o fit

As Cefars deaths houre ; nor no Infirument

Of halfethatworth, as thofe your Swords; maderich
With the moft Noble bload of all this World.

I do befeechyee, 1f youbeare mehard,

Now, whi'it your purpled hands do reeke and fmoake,
Fulfllyour pleafure. Liuea thoufand yeeres,

1 {hail not finde my felfe (o apt to dye.

No place will pleafe me {o, no meane of death,

As wcere by Cefar, and by you cut off, :

The Choice aud Mafter Spirits of this Age.

TBru, O Antony | Begge not your death of vs:
Thoughnow we muft appeare bloody and cruell,
Asby our hands, and this our prefent Alte

Youfee wedo : Yet fee you but our hands,

And/

——
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Andrhis, the bleeding Lutuncfle they hauedore:
Our hearts you {ce not, they are pitufull ;

And piccy to the generall wiong of Reme,

Asfire dnes out tuc, fo pitty, pity

Hath donc this deed on Cefar. For your part,

Our Arines in ftrength of malice, and our Hearrs
Of Brothers tetaper, do receiuc you in,
With all kindc loue, good thoughts and reucrence.

Caffi. Yourvoycce fhall beas ftrong as any mans,
Inthe difpofing of new Digmitics.

Brs, Onely bepatient, tll we haue appeas’d
The Mulutude, befide themfelues with feare,
Andthen, we will dehiser you the caufe,
Why I, thac did loue Cefior when 1 f100ke him,
Haue thus proceeded,

Ant. 1 doubtnoof your Wifedome :
Let each mau render me his bloody hand.
Fleft e Aarcns Brutss wall Hhake wich you;
Next Cuirs Caffiss do 1 take yourhand ;
Now Dccizrs Brmiss yours; now yours .Merclliss ;
Yours mna; and mv valiant Caska,yourss
Though lait, not leatt nloue, yourss good Ti¢bviua,
Gentlemen ali: Alas,what fhall [1ay,
My creditnow ftands onfuch fippery ground,
Thatovne cftw o bad wayes you muft concent me,
Either a Cowaid, o1 a lacterer,
That | dd loue thee Cafar,Q'ustiue:
1ftheathy SpinicJooke vpon vs now,
Shaltitnot crecuc thee decier thenthy deach,
To ice thy A stomy making his peace,
Shaking the bloody finges of thy Foes ?
MoRt Nobe, 1n the prefence of thy Coarle,
Had [ as many eyes,as thou halt wounds,
Weepiag as 12t as they ftreame foreh thy blood,
It would becone me better, thento clole
Intearmcs of Fuendflup with dlune encimies.
Pardon me Ju'sus, hecre was’s thou buy’d braue Hare,
Heere did'ft thou fall,and hecre chy Hunters ftand
Sign'd in thy Spoyle,aad Crimfon’d 1 thy Lethee,
O World!lchou walt the Fosrett to tius Hare,
And this indeed,O World, the Hirrof thee,
How like aDzsie,ftiokea by many Princes,
Doft thou heere Iye ?

Caffi. Diark Autony.

Aw, Pardonine Curas C. ffluns -
The Encavas of Cefier, (hall fay chis:
Fhen, ma Faend, ic1s cold Modethe,

Caffi. 1blunz you not for praifing Cefar fo,
But 'vhat compait meanc you to have W?(h vs?
Will yer be prick’d innumber of our Friends,

Or fhall we on,and not depend on you?

Aut. Therefore I tooke your hauds,but was indeed
Sway’d from the poit, by looking downe on Cefur,
Fnc:luls am I with yorrall) and loue you all,

Vpon tius hopc, that you fhall gine me Reafons,
Why,zi.0 win cciiny Cefar was dangerous.

Ko O ile were thisa fauagc Spt&acle :

O ir Rezions o fo fullof good regard,
‘}iat waa e vou oIwtony, che Sonne of Cafur,
Y on fhould be latnfied.
sint, Thessall Hecke,
And am moscoue fitor, that I may
Pioducehsbody tothe Markee-place,
v And iniie Pulpic as becomes a Friend,
$pe.remtlie Order of his Funerall,

To you, our Swords hauc lcaden points Marke Antony :

i

Lra. You fhall Marke Antony,

Caffi. Bruiss,aword with you:
You know not what you do; Do not conent
That Anteny fpeakein his Funerall:

Know you how much the people may bemou'd
By thac which he will veter.

Eru By your pardon:
I'will my felfeinto the Pulpic ficft,
Andfhzw the reafon of sur Cefars death,
What Amony fhall fpeake, 1 will proteft
He fpeakes by leauc,and by permufsion:
Andthat we are contented € «far thall
Haueall true Rites,and lawfull Ceremonies,
It ihall adeantage mose, then do vs wrong.,

Cafi. 1know not what nusy 1), I hike it not.

Bon. Mark eAntony, heere tukcyou Cefars body :

You fhallnot i your Fuuerall fpeech blame vs, ‘
Put fpeake all good vou can demfe of Cefar,
Andfay youdoo't by our petmifsion ;
Elfe fhallyounot haue any hand at all
Sbout his Funerall, Andyou fhall fpeake
Inhe fame Pulpit whereto I am going,
Aftermy fpeechis ended,

At Befo:

I do defire no more.

Lrw, Prepate the body then,and followvs;:  Exemns,

Alunet Antony,
O pardon me, thou blecding pecce of Eartly ;
That I ammecke and gentle with theie Bugchess.
Thou arc the Ruines of the Nobleft man
Thateuer hued in the Tide of frues.
Woe toche hand that thed thes cottly Blood,
Oucr thy wounds,now do 1 Prophefic,
(Whichlike duinbe mouthes do ope their Ruby lips,
To begpe the voycc and viterance ofmy T'unguc)
A Curlchalihght vpon che hmbes of men;
Domctticke Fury, and ficrce Sl finfe,
Shail cuember all che pares of ltaly ;
Bloodaud dcliruction thall be fo in vfe,
And drealfull Obi-¢is {0 faa jar,
ThatMothe s tnalib e e when they behold
Thar Lt .Gaguane o daeh the hands of Warre:
All pinty chioak’d v th cultome of fell deeds,
And Cafars Spiit rangisg for Rewenge,
With Are by his ide, come hot from Hell,
Shall in theie Confines,with a Monarkes voyce,
Cry hauoche, and let flip the Dogges of Warte,
That tlus foule deede, fhall finell aboue the earch
Witii Cazrion men, groaning for Buriall,
Enter Oilar 13's Sermant,
You ferue Oftawsms Cufar, Jory ot not?
Ser. 1do Muarke Antony.
Aar, (afsr did wiiie for him ta cometo Rome.,
Ser. He did reccine his Letters,and is comming,
Aud lid mic fay to you by word of meuth
(0] (‘J]:if !
At Thy hesrtisbigge: get thee a-part sud weepe:
Pafsion 1 fce is catchinyg from mine eyes,
Seeing thofe Beads of foriow ftand in thine,
Began to water. 1sihy Maller comming ?
Sers Heliesto night within feuen Leagues of Rome,
Aar. Dot backe with fpeede,
And tdi lum what hath chane'd :
Hcureisamourning Rome, a dangerous Rome,
No Rome of {afety for Otawins yet,
Hie hence,and tell him fo, Yer ttay 8. while,

Thou
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then, that Friend demand, why Brutss role againft Ce-
far,thisismy anfwer : Notthat1 lou’d Cafar lefle, but
thacTlou’'d Rome mose. Had you rather Cefer were -
uing, and dycall Slaues 5 then thac Cefar were dead, to
liveall Free-men ? As Cefar lou’d mee, I weepe ferhim;
as he was Fortunate, Lretoyce at it s as he was Vahane, 1
honour him : But, as he was Ambitious, flew him. There
is Tcares, for his Loue : oy, for his Fortune : Honor, for
his Valour : and Death, for his Ambition. Who 1s heese
{o bafe, that would be a Bondman? If any,fpeak,for im
haue I oftended. Whois heere forude, that would not
be aRoman? I any,peak, for him haue I offended. Who
is heere fo vile, that will not loue his Countrey ? If any,
fpeake, for him haue I offended, 1 paufefora Reply.
oA/, Noue Beutus, none.

Brutws. Thennone haue I offended. Ihaue doneno
more to Cefar,cien you (hall do to Brutas. The Qucfii-
on of his death,is nroll'd 1n the Capitoll : his Glory not
extenuated, wherein he was worthy; nor his offences en-
forc’d, for which he fuffered deach. '

Enter Mark dutony, with Cefar: body. .

Heere comes his Body, mourn'd by Marke Antony, who
though he had no hand in his death, fhall receiue the be-
nefic of his dying, a placein the Cémonwealth, as which !
ot you (hall nor. With this Idepart, thatas flewe my
belt Lover for the good of Rome, 1haue the fame Dag-
ger for my (elfe,when it thall pleafe my Country to need
my dearh,

All. Liue Drutsa,live live,

1. Bunghim with Triumph home vnto his houfe,

3. Giuc him a Statue with his Ancefors.

3. Lethimbe Cefar,

l 4. Cefars better parts, ' ‘

Soletit be with Cefar. The Noble Brurs,
Hathteld you Cefar was Ambitious :

Ifit were (o, it was a greeuous Faule,

And grecuouily hath Cefar anfwer'd je.
Heeie, vnder leaue of Brarus,and the reft

(For Bratxsis an Honourable man,

So are they aldjall Honourable mun)

Come Itofpeshein Cefars Funerall,

Hewasmy Friend, faithtull,and ioft to me 5

But Brutus fayes he was Ambitious,
And Trutus s an Honourable man,

He liath broughe many Captives home to Rome,
Whofe Ranfomes, did the generall Coffers fill ¢

11d this i Cefar feeme Ambitious ?

When that the poore haue cry’de, Cofar hath wept?
Ambution fhould be made of Rerner Ruffe,

Yet Brusus fayes, he was Ambitious:

And Brutesis an Honourable man.

Youall did fee \that on the Lapercal!,

Ithrice pretenced bima Kingly Crowne,

Which he did thrice refufe. Was tlus Ambition?
Yet Brusus (ayes, he was Ambitious ¢

And furc he s an Honourable man.

! {peake not to difprooue what Brusas fpoke,
But heere J am, to fpeake what 1 do know g
You all did Joue him once, not without caufe,
What caufe with-hoelds you then,to mourne for him?
O ludgement ! thou are fled to brutith Beafts,
And Men haue lofi their Reafon. Beare withme,
My hearcis in the Cofha there with Cefar,
And I muft pawfc,aill it come backe to me.
1 Me thinkes chere is much reaforrin his fayings.
2 Ifthou coufider rightly of the matter,

Cefar ha’s had great wrong,

3 Ha’s hee Mafters ? 1 feare there will a worfe come in /

11

- ’i}
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Thou fhalt not backe, tili I hsue botne this courfe Shail be Crown'd in Braeai.
Into the Market place : There thail L ey 1. Wee'l bring him to Ins Houlc,
In my Oration,how the People take With Showts and Clamers,
The crucll iffue of thefe bloody men, Brs. My Country-mes.
According tothe which, thou (halt difcourfe 20 Peace,filence, Bragwfpeakee
To yong Oclasiss, of the ftate of things. .o 1. Peaceho.
Lcnd me your hand,: : Exenns Bru. Good Countrymen, let me depart slot.e,
And (for my fake)ftay hecre with Sntony -
Enter Brusws and goes into the Palpic,and Caffi Do grace to Cefars Corpes,and grace his Speech
we, with she Plebeinns ‘ Teading to Cefars Gloriesswhich Marke Awony
(By our pezimitfion) 1s sllow'd to make,
Ple. Wewillbe {acisfied : let vs be fatisfed, I doirtreat you,not aman depare,
Brx. Then follow me, and giue me Audienceftiends. | Saue 1alone, ull Ansomy haue fpoke. ) Exn
Caffins go you into the other firecte, . 1 Stayho,and et vs heare Mok Amory.
And part the Numbers: - 3 Les him go vpinto the publike Chaire,
Thofe that will heare me fpeake, tet ‘em flay heeres Wee'l heare him - Noble 4xxonr go vp.
Thefe that will follow Cagffiws,go with him, Ant, For Brutsu (ahe, [ ambeholding to you.
And publike Reafons (hall be rendred 4 Whatdoes he fav of Braam?
Of Cefars death. 2 He fayes, tor Bravs fake
1.Ples Twill heare Brutms fpeake. He findcs himfelfe beholding to vs alt.
3. I will heare Caffins,and compare sheir Reafons, 4 'Twerebett he fpeake no harase of Brwvan hecte ?
When feuerally we heare them reodsed. ‘ . 1 ThisCafar wasa fyvane,
3. The Noble Brutus is a{cendedrSilence. 3 Naychac’scertaine :
brw, Bepatientullthelad. ’ : Weare bleft that Rome isrid of kitn,
Romans, Countrey-men, and Louers, hearc mee formy 2 Peace.let vs beare What Antomy can fiy,
cauie, and be filent, that you may heare. Beleewa me for Ant. Yougentle Romans.
mine Honer, and haue refpe to mine.Honor, thstyou AIL Peace hoe letvs hearehun,
may belecue. Centure me in your Wifedom, and awake «In Fricnds,Romane,Countrymen,lend me your eats:
your Seafes, that you may the better Iudge. 1ftherebee | Ycome to bury (efar,not to pratehim: :
any in this Affemnbly, any deere Friend of Cefars, tohim | Theeuill that men dv, hueg atter them,
1 fay, that Bratau loue to Cefar, was no lefle then his. 1f | The goad is oft enterred with their benes, : ’

(his place, |.

¢ Marke/t
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4. Mark'] ye his words? he would not take § Crown,
Therefore tis certaine, he was not Ambitious.s
1. Ifitbefound fo, fome will deere abide it,
3. Pooie {oule,his eyesare red as fire with weeping,
3. There's nota Nobler man in Rome then Anreny,
4. Now marke him, he beginsagaine to fpeake,
Ans. But yellerday, the word ot C ¢far mighe
Haue (tood againft the World : Now lics he there,
And none fo poore to do him reuerence,
OMaifters  If [ were difpos’d to ftirre
Your hearts and mindes to Mutiny and Rage,
¥ fhould do Bratms wiong, and Caffius wrong :
Who (you all know) are Honourable men,
I willnot dothem wrong : I rather choofe
To wroag the dead, to wrong my felfe and you,
Then I will wrong fuch Honourable men.:
Buzheere'sa Parchment, with the Seale of Cafar,
Itound it in his Cloflet, tis hus Will:
Let but the Commons heare this Teftament :
{ Which pardonme) I donotmeanctoreade,
Aud they would go and kiffe dead Cafers wounds,
And dip their Napkins in his Sacred Blood ;
Yea, begge ahare of hum for Memory,
And dymg, meation it within their Willes,
Bequeathingitas a rich Legacie
Vato their iffue,
4 Wee'lheare the Willreade it Marke Antony.
Al The Will,th: Whll; we wall heare Cefars Wil
Ant, Hauepatience gentle Friends, s mult notread.t,
Itisnot meete you know how Caf i low'dy s
Youare not \Wood, you are not Stones, but men :
And being aren, heaning the Will of Cofar,
It willinfla ne you 1t will make you mad:
‘Tisgood you know not that you are hus Feires,
Forit youa thould, O what would cotne of it 2
4 Readche Will,weelberett Aurony :
You fhall reade vs the Will, Ce ars Wil
Aut, WillyoubePaueat? Will you lay a-whiic?
Thauc o're-thot my felfe to tell you of it
I feate I wrong the Honourable men, .
Whofe Daggers haue fabb'd Cefar: 1 dofeare ic,
¢ They were Tranoss: Honouiavlemen ?
AR The Will,the Tettament,
2 Tney were Villaines,Murderers:the Will, read the
Will.
Ant You wiil compell me thento read the Whll :
Then make 3 Ring about the Corpes of ¢ o/,
And let me thew you hum that made the ity
Srailldefcend? And will you giue melesue ¢
Al Comedowne,
2 Defcend.
Y ou fhall haue {eaue.
4 A Ring,Randround.
1 Standfrom the Hearfe, ftand fiom the Body.
» Roome for Anterp, moft Noble Aerony,
. Ny preilenot fo ypon me, ftand farre off,
4. Standbacke: roome,bearebacke,
Aat. Itvouhaue teares prepare to ihed them now,
: You all do know this Mantle, | remember
The firt vime euer Cafar putit on,
'T-xas on a Sutnmess Euenieg in his Tent,
That day he ouercame the Nersry,
Looke,in this placeran Cafim Dagger through :
See what a rent the envious Caske made
Through this,the wel.beloved Brurm ftabb'd,
And as he pluck’d his curfed Steele away :

The Tragedie of Fwlins (far.

" Ingratitude, more {trong then Traicors armes,

!
i
!
i

To cuery feuerall man,feuenty fiue Drachmaes.

Marke how the blood of Cefar followed it,

As rufhing out of doores, to be refolu’d

It Brutus fo vakindely knock'd,or no

For Brutss,as you know,was Cefars Angel,
Iudge,O you Gods,how decrely Cefer low'd him:
This was the moft vnkindeft cut ofall.

For when the Noble Cofar faw him fab,

Quite vanquith'd him: then burft his Mighsy seart,
Andinhis Mantle, mufflingg vp his face, '
Euen ac the Bafe of Pemspeyes Statue
(Which all the while ran blood)great Cofar fell.
© what a fall was there,my Countrymen?
ThenT,and you,and all of vs fell downe,
Whil't bloody Treafon flouni(h’d ouer vs,
O now you weepe, and I perceine you feele J
The dintof picry : Thete are gracious droppes.
Kinde Soules,what weepe you,when you but behold
Our Cefars Verture wounded ? Looke you heere,
Heere 1s Humfelfe,n1215°'d as y ou fee with Traitors,
1. O pitreous {peQacle !
2. O Noble Cefart
3. O wofullday!
4. OTraitors,Villaines !
1. Omoftbloody fight!
2. Wewillbereueng'd : Reuenge
About, fecke, burne, fire, kill,flay,
Letnota Trastot liue,
Ant, Stay Country-meu.
1. Peacethere heare the Noble Axrony,
2. Wee'lheare hun,wec’l tollow him, wee’l dy with
him. (youvp
Ant. Gaod Friends,fweet Friends,let me not flirre
't e fuch atodaine Flood of Mutiny :
Theythathaue done tiiis Deede,are honourable,
W nat private greetes they hauc, alas [ know us,
Thatmadetheindoit : They are Wile and Honourable,
And will no doubt with Reafons anfwer you.
1 comenot (Friends ) to [teale awsy your heasts,
1 amno Drutor, as Bratus is ;
But (asyeat.rowmeall)apiaine blunt man
Thatlove my b d, and that they know full well,
That gauc me pubitkeleaue to fpeake of him:
For 1..2ue neyther wric nor words,nor worth,
Achion,nor Veterance, nor the power of Speech,
To {tiire mens Blood, I onely (E;acake righton:
Itell you that,which you your fclues doknow,
Shew you fweet Cefars wounds,poor poor dum mouths
And bid them {peake for me : But were | Bruim,
And Brutus Antomy,there were an Antony
Weuld rutfle vp your Spirits,and put a Tongue
In cuery Wound of Cefar, that fhould moue
The flanes o Rome, to rife and Mutiny.
el Weel Muuny,
1 Wee'l burne the houfle of Brarws.
3 Away then, come,fecke the Confpirators.
Aat, Yetheare me Countrymen,yet hcare me fpeske
Al, Peace hoe,heare Antony ,mofl Noble Awiasy,
Ans.Why Friends,you go to do you know not whas :
W heren hath Cefar thus deferu’d your loues?
Alas you know not, { muft tell you then :
You haue forgot the. Will I told you of,
Au, Moft true,the WillJet’s flay and hease the Wil,
Ant, Heereisthe Will,and vuder Cofars Scale:
To every Roman Citizen he giues,

a. Ple,

ey
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- a Pis. MoftNoble Cefar,wee’lreucnge hisdesth,
3 Ple. O Royall Cefar,’ :
Ant, Heare me with patience,

All. Peaceboe

Ant. Morcouer,he hathleft you all his Walkes,
His private Arbors, and new-planted Orchards,
On this fide Tyber, he hathleft them you,
And to your heyres for cuer : common pleafures
To walke abroad,and recreate your felues,
Heere was a Cefar: when comes fuch another?

I.Ple. Neucer,neuver: come,away,away:
Wee'l burne hisbody inthe holy place,
And with the Brands firc the Traitors houfes,
Take vp the body.

3.Ple. Gofetch fire,

3.P!:. Pluckedowne Benches,

4-Ple, Pluckedowne Formes, Windowes,ary thing.

Exst Plebeans,

Ant, Now letiz werke : Mifcl.eefe thouart a-foor,
Take thouwhat courfe thou wile.
How now Fellow 2

Erzer Serpant.

Ser. Sir,0.fazzzs 1s alicady comet Romes

Ant, Whereis hee?

Ser. He and Leprass are at Cefare houfe.

Ant. Andthitner will } firasghe to vifichim :
He comes vpona wifh. Fortunzis merry,
And inthis mood will give vs any thing.

Ser. 1heard him fay, Brutss and Caffins
Arcrid ike Madmen throughthe Gates of Rome.

Ant. Belike they had fome notice of the pecple
How | had moued them. Buing me to Oitamms, Exeunt

Enter ((innathe Poet,and after him the Plebesans,

Cimre. Tdreamt to mighe, that I did fealt with Cefar,
Andthings vnluckily charge my Fantafie:

T haue no will to wander foorthof doores,
Yet {fomething leads me foorth,

1. \Wnat1s your name?

2. Whiether are you going ?

3. Wheredoyoudwell?

4. Are youamarnied man,or a Batchellor 2

z. Aalwer cuery man directly.

1. lLandbreefely,

4. land wilcly.

3. Land ciuiy,you were beft,

Cin, ‘Whatis my name¢ \WWhetheram I going>Where
do ldweli? Am 1 a:narried man,or a Batchellour ? Then
to anfwer euciy man, dire@tly and breefely, wifely and
truly 1 wifely I lay, 1 1ma Batchellor.

3 That'sasmuchas tntay, they are fooles that mar-
rie : you'l beare me a bang for that 1 teare : proceede di-
relly.

Cimna, DireQly Iam going to Cfars Fuuerall,

1. AsaFriend, oran Enemy?

Co na, Asafriend,

2. That matterisanfw ered direQly,

4. Foryourdwelling : breefely.

Crma. Breefely,l dwell by the Capitoll.

3. Yourname fir,truly,

Cinva, Truly mynameis Cinna,

1. Tearchim topeeces, hee’s a Confpirator.

Ciuna, 12am Co.zathe Poet,lam Cinwa the Poet,

4. Tearehim for s bad verfes, teare him for his bad
Verfess

Cim, 1amnot Ciwwa the Confpitator.

4 Itisno matter, his name’s Ceonmna, plucke but his
nsme out of hisheart,and turne himygoing.

3. Teare him,tear lim; Come Brands hoe,Firebrards:
to Brmtxs,to Caffiue, burneall. Some to Decsns Houle,
and fome to Ciska's; (ome to Ligariss : Away,po.

Exenrt al the Plebeians,

Atus Quartus.

— s et ———

Enter Antony Octau-ssyard Lep idms,

Ant, Thele many then fha!l die their names are pricke

Ofta.Your Brother too muft dye:contentyou Lep:d;a?

Lep. 1doconfent,

Orta. Dicke him downe Amsony.

Lep. Vpon coadition Pubins fhail aot live,
W hois your Sifters {onne, Marke Antony.

Ant. He fhall not liue; looke,with afpot I dam him,

Bat Lepidiue, go you to Cefars houe :
Fetchthe \Will hither,and we fhall deteemine
How to cut oft fome chargen Legacies.

Lep \Whae? (hali Iindeyouhcere ?

Octa Otheere,or at the Capitoll.

Ane. Tiusis a flightvomentable man,
Meetto be fent on briands 1isat it
Thethree.fold World dinided, he thould ftand
Ounc of the threeto (harear ?

Oéta, Soycathought him,

And tooke his voyce who thould b ¢ pricke to dye
In our blacke Sentence and Profcripuion,

Ans. Oilasins, 1 haue fecne more dayes then you,
And thongh we lay thele Honours ou this man,
Tocafe our felues of diuers fland'rous loads,

He fhall butbeare them,as the Affe beares Gold,
To groane and {wet vader the Bufinefle,
Eicherled or driuen,as we point the way :
And hauing brought our Treafure,where we will,
Then take we downe his Load, and turne him oft
(Like to the empty Affe)to thake his cares,
And graze in Commons.

Olta. Youmaydo your will:
But hee’s a tried, and valiant Souldier.

Ant, Soismy Horfe Oftanisa, and for char
I do appoint him ftore of Provender,
Itis a Creature thac I teach o fight,
To winde,to ftop, to run direttiyon :
His corporall Motion, gouern’d by my Spiric,
Audin fometafle, is Lepsdus but {0 :
He muftbe taught, and train’d,and bid go forth -
Abarren fpirited Fellow ; one that teeds
On Obiclls,Arts,and Imitations.
Which out of vfe,and ftal’de by other men
Beginhis fathion. Do not ralke of him,
But as a property : and now Cltausu,
Liften greatthings. Brwtesand Caffius
Arcleuying Powers; We muft firaight make head:
Therefore let our Alhance be combin’d,
Our beft Friends made, our meanes firetche, |
And let vs prefently go fitin Councell,
How couert matters may be beft difclos’d,
And open Penls fure(t anfwered.

Ofta, Letvadofo:far weareatthe ftake,;

Exit Lepices
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mlu of Mifcheefes.

Drum. Euter Brwtw, Lucilline, andtbe Army,  Tisiviss
\ and Pindarss messe them.
Brs. Stand ho, :
Lscil. Giucthe word ho, 4nd Seand.
Brs. Whatnow Lucillins,is Caffius neere
Lucil. Heisat hand, and Pindarss is come
To do you falutation from his Mafter.
Bru. Hegrectsime well. Your Malter Povdarus
Inhisownc change, ot by ill Officers,
Hath giuen me fome worthy caufe to with
Things done, vyndone :Butif he be at hand
I fhall befazisfied.
Pin, 1donot doubt
But that my Noble Mafter will appeare
Suchas he s, full of regard, and Honour.
Brs. Heisnot doubted. A word Lcilluu
How hereceiu'd you: let me be refolu’d.
Lucil. With courtefic,and with refpe& enough,
But not with fuch familiarinftances,
Nor with fuch free and friendly Conference
Ashehathve'd of old.
Brs. Thouhaft deferib’d
Abot Friend, cooling : Euer note Lucsllin,
When Louc begins to (ickenand decay
It vfeth an enforced Ceremony.
There are no trickes, in plaine and fimple Faith:
Rut hollow men, like Hor{es hot at hand,
Make gallant hew,and promife of their Mettle :
Low March withn.
But when they fhould endure the bloody Spurre,
They fall cheir Crefis, and hke deceitfull Iades
Sinke in the Triall. Comeshis Army on?
Lxcil. They meane this night in Sardis vo be quarterd:
The greater part, the Hor[e in gencrall
Are come with Caffim.
Enter Caffius and his Pewer <.
Bru, Hearkehess arriwd :
March gently on to meete ham.
Cafi, Stand ho,
Brs, Stand ho, fpesketl.c word along
Stand.
Stand.
Stand.

Exennt

Brx. ludge me youGods; wrong I mine Encmies?
And ifnot fo,how (hould I wrong a Brother.
Caffi. Brutms, this fober forme of yours,hides wrongs,
And when you do them————
Braut. Caffims, becontent,
Speake your greefes foftly, I do know you well,
Beforc the eyes of both our Armics heere
(Which thould perceiue nothing but Loue from vs)
Let vs not wrangle. Bid themmoue away :
Then in my Tent Caffius enlargeyous Greefes,
Aod I will giie you Audience,
Caffi. Pindarss,
Bid our Commandersleade their Charges off
A little from this ground.
Bru. Lucillins,do you the hike. and let nomen
Come to our Tent, till we haue done our Conference.
L.t Lucins and Tatimus guard our doore, Exennt
Manec Brutss 413 Caffin,

The Tragedieof Tulins (far.
| AndBayed about with many Enemies, . . Thatyou
. 1 Aqi fotme that fmile haue in theis hesres I fesrc

caffi. Moft Noble Brother,you haue done me wrong,

Cafi. That you haue wsong'd me,doth sppear in this:
You haue condZmn’d, and notgd Ltu"iuc P:llgp this
Por aking Bribes heere of the Sardians ;

Wherein my Letters,praying on hus fide,
Becsufe I knew the man was (E ghted off.

Bra. Youwrong'd your felte to write in fuch a cafe.

Caffi. Infuchaume as this, it is not meet
_That euery nice offence fhould beare his Comment,

Bru. Letmetell you Caffius, you your felfe;
Atemuchcondemn’d to haue an icching Palme,

To fell,and Mart your Offices for Gold
To Vndeferuers,
Caffi. 1,3nitching Palme?
You know that you are Brasms that fpeakes this,
Or by the Gods, this fpeech were elfe your laft.
Bru. The name of Caffins Honors this corruption,
And Chafticement doth therefore hide his head.
Cafi. Chafticement?
B-m. Remember March, the Ides of March reméber :
Did not greas /wlim bleede for Tuftice fake ?
What Villaine touch’d his body, that did b,
And not for Juftice? What? Shall one of Vs,
That firucke the Formoft man of all this World,
But for fupporting Robbers : fhall we now,
Contaminate our fingers, with bafe Bribes ?
And fell the mighty fpace of our lasge Honots
For fomuch trafh,as may be grafped thus?
Ihad rather be a Dogge,and bay the Moone,
Then fuch a Roman.
Caffi, Brutm, baite not me,
lle notindure e : you forget your felfe
Tohedgemein, IamaSouldier,I,
Older in praétice, Abler then your felfe
To make Conditions.
Bru. Gotoo:youarenot (- T,
Caffi. Tam,
Bru, 1{ay,youarenot,
Caffi. Vrge menomore, I thall forgetmy felfe:
Haue minde vpon your health : Tempt meno farther,
Bru. Awzy {lightman,
Cafi 1s'tpoflible?
Bru, Heare me, for T will {peake,
Muft 1 giue way,and roome to your rath Choller?
Shall 1be frighted, when a Madman flares ¢
Caffi, OyeGods,ye Gods, Mut I endure all this?
Bru, Allthis? I more : Frertill yous proudhart break.
Go fhew your Slaues how Chollericke youare,
And make your Bondmen tremble, Muft1bouge?
Muft I obferue you > Muft I ftand snd crouch
Vnder your Teflie Humous ? By the Gods,
You fhall digef the Venom of your Spleene
Thoughitdo Splityou. For,from this day forth,
Ilc vfe you for my Mirth, yea for my Laughter
When you are Wafpifh.
Cafi. Isitcometothis?
Bru. Youfay, you are abetter Souldier :
Letit appeare {o; make your vaunting true,
And it fhall pleafe me well. For mine owne part,
1ihall beglad tolearne of Noble men,
Cafl. You wrong me cuery way :
You wrong e Brutsus 1
I farde, an Elder Souldier, nota Better,
Did I fay Better ?
Brs. Ifvoudid,I care not. - (me,
Caf. When Cefer iu'd he durft not thus haue mou’d
Brus.Peace,peace,you durlt not fo haue tempted him.
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(«ff. 1 durltnot, ’
8rn. No,
Caffi. What? durftnotrempt him ?
Bra. Foryeur hfeyoudurfi not, ' '
Ceffi. Donot prefume too nwch vpon my Loue,
Imay do that [ fhall be forry for.
‘Bru. You haue doue that you fhould be forty for.
Thereisno terror Caffins in your theeats :
For [ am Arnv'd {o ftrong in Honefty,
Thatthey paffe by me,as the idle winde,
Whichlrefpe@not. Tdidfendtoyou
For certaine fummes of Gold,which you deny'd me,
For 1 can raife no money by vile meanes :
By Heaucn, I had racher Coine my Heart,
And drop my blood for Drachmaes, then to wring
From the hard hands of Peazanzs,their vile trafh
By any indire&ion. Idid fend
To youfor Goldto pay my Lecions,
Which you deny’d me : was that done like Caffims ?
Should I haucenfwer'd Carus Caffius fo?
When Marcws Brutas growes fo Couetous,
Taolocke fuch Rafcall Counters from hisFriends,
Be ready Gods with all your Thunder-bolts,
Dafh himto peeces.
Caffi. 1deny’d younot.
Bra. Youdid.
Caffi. 1did not. HewasbutaFoole
That brought my anfwer back.Braws hath riv'd my hart:
A Friend (hould beare his Friends infirmitics;
But Brutus makes mine greater then they are.
Bru. 1donot, ull you pradtice themon me.
Caffi. Youloue me not.
Brw, 1donot like your faults.
(4ffi. Afriendly eye could neuer fee fuch faults,
Brs. AFlatterers would nor, though they do appesre
As huge as high Olympus.
(4ffi. Come Ameny, and yong Ollasins come,
Reuenge your {clues alone on Caffins,
For Caffins is 3-weary of the World :
Hated by one he loues, brau'd by his Brother,
Check'd like s bondman, all his faults obferu'd,
Setina Note-booke, learn’d,and con'd by roate
To caftintomy Teeth. G I could weepe
My Spirit from minceyes. Thereismy Dagger,
And heere my naked Breaft: Wichin,a Heart
Decrer then Pluto’s Mine, Richer then Gold:
If that thou bee't a Roman, take it foorth.
Ithat deny d thee Gold, will giue my Heart 3
Strike as thou did'ft at Cefar : For 1know,
When thou did’ft hate him worft, § loued'ft him better
Then euer thou loued’} Caffius.
Brw. Sheathyour Dagger:
Be angry whenyou will, ie thall haus fcope :
Do what you will, Difhonor, (hall be Humour.
O Caffins, youate yoaked witha Lambe
That carries Anger, 3s the Flint beares fire,
Who much inforced, hewes a haRie Spagke,
And @traite is cold agen. .
Ceffi. Hath Caffiush'd
Tobe but Mirch and Langhter to his Bratay,
When greefe and blood il temper'd, vexeth him ?
Bru. When [ {pokdthar, 1 wasill rempes’d too.s
Caffi. Do you confefle.fo much? Giue me yous band,

AN

Caffi, Hang not you loue enough to beare with me;
When that tafh hemeur which my Mother gaue me
Makes me fot gectiill, :

Bru, Yes Cafsinsyand from henceforth
When you are ouet-esmeft wicth your Bruras,

Hee'l thinke your Mother chides,andleaue you (o,

Enxter a Poct,

Poet, Letmoegoin tofecthe Generals,

Thete is fome grudge betweene "em, ‘tis not meete
They bealone,

Lucid. Youfhall not cometo them,

Poeet. Nothing but deah fhall (tay me.

Caf. Hownow? What'sthe mattet?

Post, For fhameyou Genersls; what do you meane?
1 Loue,and beFriends,4s two fuch men fhould bee,

For 1 haue feene more yeoeres I'me fure then yee.

Caf. Ha,ha,how vildely doch this Cynicke rime?

Brs. Get you hence firras Sswey Fellow,hence.

C4f. Beare with him Bratws, Yis his fathion,

Brur. lleknow his how.wLnM knowes his time
What fhould the Warres do with thefe Jigging Fooles?
Companion,hence. .

Caf. Away,away be gone, Exit Poet

Bru. Lucibinrand Tisinint bid the Commanders
Prepsre to lodge theit Companies to vighe, «

Caf. And come your (clues, & bring Mefuls wich you
Immediately tovs. ‘

Bru, Lucing,abowle of Wine.

Caf. 1d:dnotthinke you ¢ould haue bin fo angry,

Bre. O Caffins,1 am ficke of many grecfes,

C4f. Ofyour Philofophy you make no vfe,
Ifyou giue place toaccidentall euils.

Brw, Nomanbeares forrow beter, Porrigis desd.

Cafs He? Povtia? .

Bru, Sheisdead.

Ce«f. How fcap'd I killing,when I ¢toft you fo
O nfl upportabIC,P!nd touciggxg lofle } yente?
Vpon what fickneffe ?

Bra. linpatient of my abfence,

And preefe, that yong Offaniss with Mark Astony
Hauc madc themiclues fo firong : For with her desth
That tydings came. With this (he fell diftrad,
And (her Atcendants abfent) (wallow*d fire.

Caf, Anddy'dfo? '

Zru. Euenfo.

Caf. Oyeimmortall Gods !

" Enter Boy with Wine and Tapers.

In this I bury all vakindneffe Cafiin, Drinkys
Caf. My heartis chirfly for thae Noblepledge,

Fill Zucows,till the Wine ore-{fwell the Cups

I cannot drinke too much of Brasms loue,

Enter Titiming ond Muffala.

Bruems. Come in Titimina
Welcome good CMeffla:
Now fit we clofe about this Tsper heere,
And call in quefltion our neceffities,
Caff. Portsa,artthougone? -
Brm, Nomorel pray you
MifJals, 1 haue heete receiued Léners,

Brw. Andany hearg oo, : Thatyong 0Zanins, and Marky
Caffi. OFoepus? L “ Come downe vpon vs with a mi powery
Bru. \ the matter ? " | Bending their Expedition cowsrd Y
. . . EY &
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It Mmef. My (clfehaue Letters of the {elfe-fame Teaure,
Brs. With what Addition,
AMeff. That by profcription,and billes of Outlarie,
Ottamuu, Antony, and Lepidne
Hauc put to death,an hundred Senators.
Brs, Thetem our Lercers donot wellapree s
Mine (peake of feuenry Senators, that dy’de
By theit proferiptions, Cicero being one.
Caffi. Ciceroone?
AMeffs.Crceroisdead,and by that order of profcription
Had you your Letters trom your wife, my Lord?
Bru No Meffala.
Meffz, Nor nothingin your Letters writ of her ?
Bru.: Nothing Mcffala,
Meffs. Thatmethinkesis fRrange.
Bru, Why askeyou?
Heare you cught ofher,in yours?
Mefa. Nomy Lord.
Bru. Now as you are a Roman tell me true.
¢Meffa. Thenlike aRoman, beare thecruth 1 gll,
For certaine fhe is dead,and by firange manner,
Bew., Why farewell Port:a: Wemult dic Meffzla:
With meditatiag that (he mufi dye once,
1 haue the patience to endure st now.
 UMeffa. Euenfo greatmen,greatloffes fholdinduie.
Caffi, 1haue as much of thisin Art as you,
Butyecmy Nature could notbeare it fo,
Brw. Well, to our worke aliue. What do you thinke
Of marching to Phlspps prefently.
} Cafi. 1donotthinke it good,
Brs. Yourreafon?
Caffi. Thisitis:
"Tis better that the Enemie {ecke vs,
So fhall he walle his incanes, weary his Souldic:s,
Doing himfelte offence, whil't welying fuil,
Are full of reft, defence and nitnblenefle.
Brw Good reafpns muft of force giuc place to better :
The people "twixe Pbigpi, and this ground
Do ftand but in a forc'd affe&ion :
For they haue grug'd vs Contribution.
The Enemy, marching along by them,
By them thall make a fulier numbervp,
Come on refrefhs, new sdded, and encourag'd :
From which aduantage fhall we cut him oft.
1€ at Phulippi we doface him there,
Fhefe people at outrbacke.
Caffi. Heateme good Brother. .
Brw. Vnderyourpardon. You muft note betids,
Thagwe haue tride the vimoft of our Friends :
] Ow Legions arebuim full, our caufeisripe,
The Enemy enceeaieth cucry day,
We a: the hieight,arereadie ro declive.
There 12 a Trde in the affayres of men,
W hicn taken at the Flood, Icades on to Fortune :
Omuied, all thevoyageof their Lif¥,
“Is bour.d 1n 5hallswes,and in Miferies.
Onfuch a full Sea are we now s-floar,
And we muft cake the curreat when it ferues,
Or loofe our Venures. ’ ‘
Caffi. Then with your will go on : wee'l along
Our fclues, and meet tuem at Phalsppi.
‘214, The deepe ofnightis crept vpon our tatke,’
/ vd Nacwure muft ohey Neceflitie,
Which we wili niggard witha htleicft:
Therc is no more tc {ay.
CaJ. Normore, goodnipgit,

16 The Tragedico/ fobos Cfor
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Early tomorrow will we rife, and hence. ]
Enter Luciss. '
Bru., Lucsu my Gowue: farewell good A7, .:/4,
Good night Tstsmm : Noble,Noble Caffius,
Good night,snd goed repofe,

Cafi. O mydeereBrother : {
This was an ill begitning of the nighe:

Neuer come {uch divifion’tweene our foules :
Letitnot Bruis,
Enter Lucins wirh the Cowne,

Bra. Euery thing is well,

Caffi. GoodnightmyLord.

Bru. Geodnighet good Brother.

7. Diefla. Goodnight Lord Brutss.,

bru, Farwell euery one,

-Guue me the Gowne, Where is thy InfRrument ?

Luc. Ylceieinthe Tear,

Bru. What.thou fpeak’ft drow fily?
Pooreknauc I blame theenot, thou art ore-watch’d,
Call Clandio,and fome otiier of my men,

He hat ethem fleepe on Cufhions in iny Tent,
Luc. Varrns,and Clexdse,
Enter Varrus and Clandio,

Varo Calswy Lord? :

Lrw, 1 pray you firs, lyein my Fent and {leepe,”
It may be lihail raifc you by and by >
On bufineffe co my Brother Caffins.

Var. Sopleafe you, we will ftand,
And watch your pleafure,

Lra, Lwiliie nothaueit fo: Lye downe good firs,
Temay be Ifhaii otherwife bethinke me.

Looke Lucms, hicere’s the booke I fought for fo :
Iputitin the pocket of my Gowne.

Luc, 1was furc your Lordfhip did not giue it me.,

Lru. Beare vathine good Boy,l am much forgetful’s
Canftchonhold vp thy hicawie eyesa-wliie,

And touch thy Inftrument a firaine or two.
Luc, 1y Lord,antpleale you,
Bra, It does myBoy ¢
Ttrouble thee too much, but thou are willing,

Luc. Tusuy duey Sa.

Brus. 1 fheuid not vrge thy duty paft thy might,
1 know yong bloods looke for a t:me of ieft.

L«c. Thaue{leptmy Lord already

Brus 1t was well done,and rhou fhalt fleepe againe:
[ willnothold thee long, 1fIdoliue,

I will be good to thee.

Muficke, and s Song.

Thisis a{leepy Tune: O Murd'rous 5umblcr !

Layeft thou thy L.eaden Mace vponmy Boy,
[~ That playes thee Muficke ? Gentle knaue gaod nighe :
I will not do thee {» much wrong to wake thee :
If thou do’ft nod, thou break't chy Infirument,
le take 1t from thee, and (good Boy)good night.
Lecmetee, let me fee; isnot the Leafe turn’d downe
Whete I lcft reading # Heerertis I thanke,

Eanter ske Ghof of Ccfar,

How ill this Taper burves. 1. 1 Who comes heers ?
1 thinke 1c1s the weakeadtic of ininc eyes
Thae fhapes this monlisous Apparition,

Exennt.

It comesvpon n ¢ : Aitthouany thing 2 .
Arcihou tome God, fome Angell, or {fome Dhuell, |
Thatmak ft my biood cold, and my haire to flage ? '
Speake to me, what thou art, z
Ghoff. Thy euill Sprric Brutsa ? :
Brw, Why com'lt thou? !

G

e,

S——— -

————
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The Tragedic of Julins (efar. -

Ghoft. To tcll thee thou fhalt fee me ac Philippi.
Brat. Well : then ] thall fee thee agsine?
Gboﬂ. I,D[ Pbd"'. )
Brut. Why I will fee thee at Philipps then:
Now 1 haue taken hesre, thou vanifheft.
1! Spirit, I would hold more talke with thee.
Boy, Luciss ¥ arrus, Clandm, Sirs : Awake:
Clandio,
Lac. The R-ingsmy Lord,are falfc.
Brw, Hethinkes he (till is ac his Inftrument,
Lscis, awake,
Lxc. MyLord. .
Bru, Did & thoudreame Lucus, ‘that thou fo cryedft
out?
Lue. My Lord, I denotknow that Ldidcry.”
‘Bri. Yesthat thow did’lt: Did'ft thou fec any thing 2
Luc. Nothing my Lord.
Dru. Sleepeagane Lacrizs- Sura Clusdio, Fillow,
Thou: Awake.
Var. My Lord. ‘
Clen. My Lord.
‘Zoru. Why did you fo cry out firs,in your fleepe?
Both, Didwe my Lord ?
Brw, 1:{aw youanything?
Var. Nomy Lord, I fawnotiing,
¢/ax. Nor 1 myLord.
‘iru. Go,and commendme to my Brother Caffius :
Bid him fet on his Powres betimes before,
And we will follew,

Besh. 1tihallbe donemy Lord, Exerrt

15 )
Alus Quintns.

—— gl — — - ———

Enter Ot anisss ; Antony andthesr Army.
0Oita, Now Anteny, our hopes are anfwered,
You faid the Enemy would not come downe,

But keepe the Hilles and vpper Regions:
Itprouesnot fo : their battailes are at hand,
They meaneto warne vs at Philippi heere ;
Anfwering before we da demand of them,

Ant. Tut[am inthesr bofomes,and I khow
Whercfore they doit: They could be content
To vifitother places,and come downe
With fearcfull bravery: thinking by this face
To faften n cur thoughts that they haue Courage ;
But'us not fo,

Evtera Meflenzer.
Mzf. Prepareyou Geuerals,

The Enemy comes on in gallant fhew :
Their bloody figne of Battell1s hung out,
And fomething to be done immediatcly,

eAnt, Otlauins,leadeyour Battaile foftly on
Vpon the left hand of the cuen Freld,

0O!ta. Vponthenight hand 1 keepe thouthe lefe.

Ant. Why do youcrofle mein this cxigene.

Ocla. 1donotcroffe you: buclwilldofo.” arch.

. Drum. Enter Bratses, Caffiws 0 their Armye
Bru. They {tand,and would haue parley. .
Ceffi. Stand talt Titonina, we muft out and'talke.
\Oa, Mark Antony,(hall we giue figne of Bareaile?
Awt. Wo Cefar,we will antwer on theit Charge.

3
'
[{

H
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¢
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Makeforch, the Genersls would hauz fome
Oét. Stirre not vatill the Signall. "
Brw, Words before blowes: is it fo Countrymen
Olta. Notthat we lowe words better,as you do,
Bru.Good words arebester then bad firokes Ot aming,
An.]n your bad Rrokes Brata, you giue good words

Witneflc the hole you made in Cefars hest,

Crymg long live, Haile Cofar,

( affi. Autowy, .
The pofture of your blowes are yet vnknowne ;
But tor your words, they rob the Ziibis Bees,
Aud leane them THony-leffe,

Ant. Not finglefle eno,

‘Bru, Oyes,and foundlefletoo:

For you hauc flolne their buzzing Awony,

And very wilely threat before youn ling. ;
Aw Villans : yos didnot fo,when your vile dagpess

Hacki one another io the fides of Cefor :

You fhew'd yout eeethes Jike Apes,

And favn'd like Houods, -

And bow'd like Bondmen, kiffing €

Whil't damned (weks, like s Cutze, bebinde

Strpoke Cefar unthe necke, O you Flatterers,

Caffi Flattesers? Now Brasay thanke your felfe,

This tongue had uat offended foto day,

1t Caffins mighs haue rul'd. .

0. ts.Come, come,the caufe,1farguing make vs {w ct,
The proote of it will turne to redder drops 3
I ooke, 1 draw 3 Sword againft Contpiragors,
Wheathinke you thet che Sword goes vp againe ?

MNeu rull Cefars thrce and thirtic wounds

Be well aucup*d; or till another Ceefar

i1aueadded flaughecr to the Sword of Traitors,

Brus. Czfor, thou canft not dye by Traitors hands.
Virletle thou bung 't them with thee.

Octa. Solbope:

1 was dot borne to Jye on Brarm Sword,

Brs. O tinou wer't the Nobleft of thy Seraine,
Yong-man, thou could'@ not dye more honourable,

C4ffi. A pecuifh School-boy,worthles of fuch Honor
lIoywd with a Masker,and a Reueller,

Ant. Old Caffiue (ill,

Ot4, Cotc eAurony1away:

Defiance Trautars, hurle we in your teeth,

1f you dare fight to day, cometathe Ficld}

If o, whenyou haue ffomackes.

. Exut Oltawsns, Antony , and Arony

Cafi. Whynowblow winde,{well Billow,

And iwiman.e Barke ¢

The Storme is vp,and all is on the hazard,

Traw. o Lucdlma, heake, a word with you,

Lacillins and Mfala ftand forch,

Lnc. My Lord.

Caffi Meflala.

Mefla, W nat fayes my Genevall ?

Caffi. Meffalathrs is my Birth-day : as this very day
Was Caffi:uborne. Gineme thy hand Meffala:

Be thou my witneffe, that againft iy will

(As Pompey was) am 1 compell\d to fet

Vpoa ene Bartell all our Liberties.

You know, that I held Epunrm ftrong,

And his Opinion : Now | change my minde,

" And partly credic dungs chat do prefage.

Comming from Sardis, on out former Enfi
Two unglity Eaglesfell, and thete they pearch'd,
Gorging and fecding from oux Soldiers hands,

c*l fecte; ]
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And latheis feeds,do Rauens,Crowes,and Kites
Fly oré out heads,and downward looke on vs
Aswe wese fickely prey; their fhadowes feeme
A Canopy woft fatsll, voder which
Our Atmy lies, ready to giue vpthe Ghoft.
Meffa. Beleenenot fo,
Caffi. 1bucbeleeuc it partly,
Forl smfrefh of {pirit,and refolu’d
Tomeeteall perils, very conftantly, * .
Brs. Euehfo Ineiliss. \
(«fi. Now moft Noble Bratw,
The Gods to day Rand friendly, that we may
Louzrsin peace, leade on our dayes to age.
But fince the affayres of men refts ftill incereaine,
Let’s realon with the worft that magbefall.
1€ we do lofe this Battaile, thenis this -
Thevery laft time we (hall fpeake together :
What are you then determined todo ¢
Brs. Euenby the rule of that Philofophy,
By which 1 did blame {ato, for the death
Which be did giue himfelfe, I know not how :
But I do finde it Cowardly, and vile,
For feare of what might fall, o to preuent
The time oflife, arming my felfe with patience,

| To ftay the prouidence of tome high Powers,

That gouerne vs below,
Caffi. Then, if weloofe this Bactaile,

] Youase contented to be led in Triumph

“T'horow the fireets of Rome.
Bru. No Caffims,no :
Thinke not thou Noble Romane,
That cucr Bratus will go bound to Rome,
He beares too great awinde, But chis fame day
Muft end that worke, the Ides of March begun,
And whether we fhall meete agsiue, I knownot s
Therefore our euetlatting farewell take :
For euer,and for euer, farcwell Caffim,’
If we do meete againe, why we (hall {imile
Ifnot,why then this patting was well made.
Caffi, Foreuer,md for cuer, farewell Bruras ;
If we do meete againe, wec'l fmile indeede ;
Ifnot, tis true, this parting was well made,
Brs. Why.thenleadeon. O thata manmight know
The end of this dayes bufinefle, ere it come:: -
But it fufficech, that the day will end,
Andthen the end is knowne. Come ho,away. Exeans.
Alarsm.  Enter Bratws and Meffala,
Bru, Ride,ride Meffala, ride and giue thefe Billes
Vnto the Legions,on the other fide.
Lowd Alarwis.
Let them fet on at once : for T perceiue
But cold demeaior in Octase’s wing :
And{odaine pufh giues them the ouerthrow :
Ride&ride Meflala, let them all come dowvne, Exeunt

Alarums, Enter Calfins and Titinins.
Caffi. Olooke Tutinine,looke, the Villsinesfige:
My feife haue to mjne owne tura’d Enemy
This Enfigne heere of mine was turning backe,
I flew the Coward, and did take it from him.
Titin, O CMfing, Bratus gauc the word roo carly,

L

kel 128 The Tragedieof Fulius (rfar.
21 o to ) Pliligpi heere conforted vs: : ) e ad
¥ - mﬂﬂhi'ng ste they fled away,and gone,

——

Who having fome aduantage on Oftaxiny,
Tooke it too eagerly : his Soldiers feil to {poyle,
Whil't weby Antony are all inclos'd,

Enter Pmdarns,

Pind. Fly fusther off my Lord : flye further off,
Mark Antemy is in your Tents my Lord :
Flye therefore Noble Cafiina, flye farre off.
- Caffi, This Hill is farre enough. Looke,look Zitinixi
Are thofe my Tents where I perceiue the fire?
Tit. They sre,my Lord.
Cafft. Titinins, if thou loucft me,
Mount thou my hetfe, and hide thy fpurresin him,
Till he haue brough thee vp to yonder Troopes
And heere againe, that I may refl affur'd
Whether yond Troopes,are Friend or Enemy,
Tit. Iwill beheere epainc,euen witha thought, Exir,
Cafli. Go Pmdarm, get higher on that hill,
My fight was euer thicke: regard Titmus,
And tell me what thou nov'R about the Freld.
This day 1 bresthed fisft, Time is come round,’
And where 1did begin,chete thall I end,
My lifeisrun his compaffe, Sirrs,what newes ?
Pind, e Agboue. Omy Lord.
Cafi. Whatnewes?
. Pind. Titinina1s enclofed round about
With Horfemen, that make to hini on che Spurre,
Yethe fpurreson. Now they are almoft on him »
Now Titmm, Now fome light: O he lights too.
Hee's tane, Shows.
And bearke, they fhout for joy.
Ceffi. Come downe, beholdno more :
O Coward that I am, to liue fo long,
To fee my beft Friend tane before my face
Enser Poudarss.

"~ Whereneuer Roman fhall take note of hime

Come hither firrah :In Parthia did [ take thee Prifoner,
Audthen I fwore thee, faving of thy life,
That what{oeuer I did bid thee do,
Thou (hould'® attempric. Come now,keepe thinc oath,
Now bea Free.man, and with thys good Sword
Thatran through Cefars bowels, fearchthis bofome,
Stand not to anfwer : Heere, take thou the Hiles,
And when my face 1s couer'd,as *tis now,
Guidc thou the Sword Cafar,thou art reueng’d,
Euen with the Sword that kill'd thee.

Pin. So, ] am free,
Yet wouldnot fo haue beene
Durft Thaue done my will. O Caffins,
Farre from this Country Pinderus thallrun,

Enter Titiniss and Meffala.
M:ffa. Ttisbut change, Tiriniss : tor Obenins
Is ouerthrowne by Nobie Brasas power,
As Caffius Legions are by Awteny.
Tum, Theletydings will well comfort Caffins,
Meffa. Where didyou leaue him,
Tiutin. All difconfolate,
With Pewdarns his Bondinan,on this Hill,
AMeffa. 1s not thathe that lyes vpon the ground ?
Tasn. Helies not like the Lining. O my heart !
Meffa. Is not that hee ?
Titin, No,this was he Meffula,
But Caffiss isnomore, O fetting Sunne :

As inthy red Rayesthou doeft finke to night ; S /
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Soin his red blood Cafsins day is fet,
The Sunnc of Rome is fet, Our day is gone,
Clowds,Dewes,and D come; our deeds are done:
ngrluﬁ of :udy ‘{uc(c*eﬂ;g hath done this deed.

efa. Miftruft of good fuccefe hach done this deed.
O hatefull Error,Mchgcholics Childe : deed
Why do'ft thou fhew :o the apt thoughes of men *
The things that are not ? O Error foone conceyu'd,
Thou neuer com't vnto a happy byrth,
But ki’ the Mocher that engendred thee.

T, What Pindarus? Where art thou Pirderss?

Meffa. Sceke him Trtinine,whilt [ go to meet
The Noble Brwtws, thiufting this repore
Into his eares 3 Imay fay thrufting ic :

For picrcing Steele, and Darts inuenomed,

Shall be as welcome to the eares of Brarws,

As tydings of this fighe, -

Tit. Hye you Me(fula,

And T will fecke for Prwdarus the while :

Why did'R thou fend me forth brave Caffins 2

Did I not meet thy Friends, and did notthey -

Put onmy Browes this wreath of Yiltoric, .

And bid me giue it thee? Did’@ thou not heare their

Alas, thou haft mifconfirued eucry thing. (fhows?

But hold thee, take this Garland on'thy Brow,

Thy Brusss bid me giveit thee, and [

Will do hisbidding, Brusas, come apace,

And fee how I regarded Cuiss Cafuiss 2

By your leaye Gods: This isa Romans pare,

Come Cafins Sword, and finde Tisimins hare. Dies
Alaram. Enter Br.uws, Meffala,yong Cato,

Strato, Volumnins, and Lucibius.

Brs. Where, where Meffla, doth his body lye?

Meffa, Loc yonder,and Tirimms mourning i,

Bru, Tuinsys faceis vpward,

Cato. Heisflaine. -

Bra. O Inlins Cefar,thouart mighty yet,

Thy Spirit walkes abroad, and turnes our Swords

In our owne proper Entrailes, Low Alarums.
Cato. Braue Titinins,

Looke whete he haue not crown’d dead Cafrins.

Brs, Areyettwo Romansliving fuch as thefe?
Thelaftof all the Romans, far thee well :
Itisimpofhible, that cuer Rome
Should breed thy fellow.Friends I owe mo teares
To this dead man, then you fhall fee me pay.
1fhall finde time, Cafsins : 1{hall finde time.
Come therefore, and to Tharfus fend his body,
His Funerals fhall not bein our Campe,
Leafticdilcomfort vs. Lacillins come,

And comeyong Caro, let vs to the Field,
Labio and Flasnio {et our Battailes on :

"Tis three a clocke, and Romans yet ere night,
We thalltry Fortuneina fecond fighe, Exenns,
Alarnm, Enter Brasus, Me(Jala, Cate, Lucillins,

) and Flasins. i

Bru, Yet Country-men: Oyet, hold vp your heads.

Cate.What Baftard doth not ? Who will go withme?
I will proclaime my name about the Field.

I am the Sonne of Marcus Cato,hoe.
A Foe to Tyrants,and my Ccuntries Friend.
Iam the Soune of Marcns Cate hoe.

Enter Sonldiers.and fight.

AndIam Bratus, Marcus Brutss, 1,

Brutns my Countries Friend : Know me for Brarws,
Lwe. OyongandNoble Care, act thou downe 2
Why now thou dyeft, as brauely as 7irmws,
And may'ft be honour'd, being Caro’s Sonnc,
Sold. Yeeld, or thou dyeft.
Lac, OnelyIyeeld todye:
Thereis fo much, that thou wilt kill me (traight :
Kill Bratss, and be honour'd in his death,
Ssld, Wemultnot: a NoblePrifoner,

Enter o Antony,

2.5s/d. Roomehoe: tell Antony, Bratus is tane,

1.50ld, 1le tell thee newes. Heere comes the Generall,
Brutws is tane, Brutus is tane my Lord.

Ant. Whereishee?

Luc. Safe Antony, Brutus is {afe enough :
I dare affure thee, that no Enemy
Shall euer take aliue the Noble Brasus :
The Gods defend him fromfo greac a thame, -
When you do fiade him,or slfue,or dead,
He will be found like Brasas, like bimfelfe.

Ant. This is not Brwsws fritnd, bug 1 affure you,
A prizeno lefle in worth; keepe thisman fafe,
Giuehimall kindneffe. I had rather haue
Suchmen my Friends, then Enemies. Go on,
And {ce where Braews be alive or dead,
Andbring vs word, vnto Ofamins Tenkt = -
How cuery thing is chanc’d, Exeunt,

Enter Brutsas, Dardanisni, Clstss, Strate,
and Volumnsres. :
Brut., Come poore remaines of friends, reft on this
Rocke,
Clit. Stavillivs fhew'd the Torch-light,but my Lord
He came not backe: he is or tane,or flaine.
Brwr. Sitthee downe,Clitsa - flaying is the word,
1t is a deed in fathion. Hearke thee, Cliras.
Clie. What I,my Lord? No,not for all the World.
Brut, Peacethen,nowords.
Clie. Nlerather kill my (elfe,
Brat. Heatkethee,Dardanins,
Dard, Shallldoefuchadeed? 4
Clit. O Dardanins,
Dard. O Clitus.
Clie. Whatill requeft did Brutws make to thee?
Dard. Tokill him,(itus : looke he meditates.
Clit. Now is that Noble Veflell full of gricfe,
Thac it runnes ouer euen at his eyes.
Bras. Come hither,good Uslamnins, lift a word.
Uolwm. What faycs my Lord ?
Brur. Why this, Polumnis :
The Ghoft of Cefar hath appear’d tome
Two feuerall times by Nighe: ac Sardis,once;
Aud this laft Night,here in Philippi fields :
Iknow my houre is come.
Volam. Notfo,my Lord,
Brue. Nay,l am {ure it is, Velnmmisa,
Thou fectt the World,Volummiss how it goes,
Out Encmies haue beat vs to the Pic:  Low Algrwms.
It is more worthy, to leape in our felues,
Then tarry rill they puth vs. Good Polummine,
Thou know'ft,that we two went to Schoole together:
Euen for that our leue of old,I prethes
Ho!d thou my Sword Hilts,whileft I runne onit.
Fol. That's not an Office for a friend,my Lozd,

Alarum {ts1l,
Cls. Fly,

V.iii. 62— V. v. 29

737



130

The Tragediesf Fulins (#far.

Cly. Fiy,Ayemy Lotd, thereisno tarrying heere.
Brs, Fasewellto you, and you,and you Volummiss.

Strate thou haft bin all this while sfleepe -

Farewell to thee, to Strate, Countrymen

My heart dothioy, that yesin sllwy life,

1 found no man, but he was true tome.

1 thall haue glory by this loofing day

‘Morte then Ofanins a0d Marke e Antony,

By this vile Conqueft fhall ateaine vnto.

So fare you well atonce, for Brarmu tongue

Hath almoft ended his iues Hiftory

Night hangs vpon minc eyes, my Bones would refl,

That hauc%ut labour’d, to ateaine this houre.

Alarwm,  Crywithin, Flye, fiye flye.

Cly. Fly my Lotd, flye.

Bra, Hence: 1 will follow :
I prythee Strato, tay thou by thy Lord,
‘Thou art a Fellow of a goodrefpect:
Thy life hath had fome {match of Honor init,
Hold then my Swpord,and turne away thy face, }
While [ dorun vponit. Wilt thou Strato ?

Stra. Giue me yout hand firft,Fare you wel my Lord.

Bru. Fatewell good Strate, e——Cfar,now be ftill,
[ kill’d not thee with halfe fo good a will. Dyes.

Alerum. Reyeat. Enver Ansany,Otaniss Mcffala,
Lucitlina jand the Armey.
Ofts, Whatman is that ?

S, — — A g
. -

(Meffa. My Maflers man.Ssrare,where is thy Mafer?
Stra. Freefromthe Bondage youare in Meffala,
The Conquerors can but makea fire of him :
For Brutm oncly oucrcame himfelfe,
And no man elfe hath Honor by his death.
Lucil. So Brusms (hould be found.Ithank thee Brarau
That thou haft prou’d Lacsllim faying true,
Octa, Allthatferu'd Bratss,] will entertaine them,
Fellow,wilt thoubeftow thy time withme ?
Stra. 1,if Meffala will preferre e to you.
Otta. Dofo,good Meffala.
tMeffla. How dyed my Mafter Sereto?
Stra. 1held the Sword,and he did run enit.
Meffa. Oftawim, thentake himto follow thee,
That did the lateft feruice tomy Mafter.
Ant. This was the NobleR Roman of them al):
All the Confpirators {auc onely hee,
Did that they d.d, in enuy of great Cefar :
He, onely in a generall honeft thought,
And common good toall, made one of them,
Hislife was gentleyand the Elements
So mixc in him, that Nature mighe ftand vp,
Aund {ay to all the world; This was a man.
Cita. According tohis Vertue, let vs viehim
Withall Refpe&,and Rites of Burtall.
Within my Tent hisbones to night fhall ly,
Mot like a Souldier ordered Honourably:
So call the Field toreft, and let’s away,

To part the glosies of this happy day. Excunt emnss.

~
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