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William Shakespeare's 'Hamlet' is a tragic play that delves into themes of revenge, betrayal, and the complexities of human nature. Written in the late 16th century, this masterpiece of literature is crafted in Shakespeare's signature iambic pentameter and richly symbolic language. The play is set in the backdrop of the Danish court, where Prince Hamlet grapples with moral dilemmas and the ghostly visitation of his father. 'Hamlet' is a prime example of Elizabethan drama, showcasing the Bard's unparalleled ability to explore the depths of the human psyche. The inclusion of soliloquies and dramatic irony adds layers of complexity to the characters and plot, making it a timeless classic in the literary canon. In this enriched edition, we have carefully created added value for your reading experience: - A succinct Introduction situates the work's timeless appeal and themes. - The Synopsis outlines the central plot, highlighting key developments without spoiling critical twists. - A detailed Historical Context immerses you in the era's events and influences that shaped the writing. - An Author Biography reveals milestones in the author's life, illuminating the personal insights behind the text. - A thorough Analysis dissects symbols, motifs, and character arcs to unearth underlying meanings. - Reflection questions prompt you to engage personally with the work's messages, connecting them to modern life. - Hand‐picked Memorable Quotes shine a spotlight on moments of literary brilliance. - Interactive footnotes clarify unusual references, historical allusions, and archaic phrases for an effortless, more informed read.
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William Shakespeare's play 'Troilus & Cressida' is a complex and dark tragedy that delves into themes of love, war, honor, and betrayal. Set during the Trojan War, the play intricately weaves together the stories of the titular characters, Troilus and Cressida, against the backdrop of a larger conflict. The language is rich and poetic, showcasing Shakespeare's mastery of dramatic dialogue and character development. The play's moral ambiguity and cynical outlook on human nature set it apart from his other works, making it a unique and thought-provoking piece of literature. It challenges the audience to question the true nature of love and loyalty in times of war and political turmoil. The play's tragic ending leaves a lasting impact on readers, inviting them to reflect on the complexities of human relationships and the consequences of betrayal. Shakespeare's deep understanding of human emotions and motivations shines through in this captivating and timeless work. In this enriched edition, we have carefully created added value for your reading experience: - A succinct Introduction situates the work's timeless appeal and themes. - The Synopsis outlines the central plot, highlighting key developments without spoiling critical twists. - A detailed Historical Context immerses you in the era's events and influences that shaped the writing. - An Author Biography reveals milestones in the author's life, illuminating the personal insights behind the text. - A thorough Analysis dissects symbols, motifs, and character arcs to unearth underlying meanings. - Reflection questions prompt you to engage personally with the work's messages, connecting them to modern life. - Hand‐picked Memorable Quotes shine a spotlight on moments of literary brilliance. - Interactive footnotes clarify unusual references, historical allusions, and archaic phrases for an effortless, more informed read.
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In William Shakespeare's epic play 'Cymbeline', the reader is taken on a journey through themes of love, betrayal, and redemption set in the backdrop of ancient Britain. Throughout this tragicomedy, Shakespeare merges elements of romance and intrigue with the complex relationships between characters to create a tapestry of emotions and moral dilemmas. The play is known for its intricate plot twists and the lyrical poetry that is characteristic of Shakespeare's works, making it a captivating read for those interested in Elizabethan drama. William Shakespeare, often regarded as the greatest playwright in the English language, drew inspiration from various sources to create his diverse body of work. 'Cymbeline' showcases Shakespeare's ability to blend genres and challenge traditional notions of storytelling, solidifying his reputation as a master of the craft. It is believed that Shakespeare wrote 'Cymbeline' towards the end of his career, bringing together his years of experience and creativity. I highly recommend 'Cymbeline' to readers who appreciate Shakespeare's unparalleled skill in crafting compelling narratives and exploring the depths of human emotion. This play offers a unique blend of tragedy and comedy that will leave a lasting impact on anyone who delves into its pages. In this enriched edition, we have carefully created added value for your reading experience: - A succinct Introduction situates the work's timeless appeal and themes. - The Synopsis outlines the central plot, highlighting key developments without spoiling critical twists. - A detailed Historical Context immerses you in the era's events and influences that shaped the writing. - An Author Biography reveals milestones in the author's life, illuminating the personal insights behind the text. - A thorough Analysis dissects symbols, motifs, and character arcs to unearth underlying meanings. - Reflection questions prompt you to engage personally with the work's messages, connecting them to modern life. - Hand‐picked Memorable Quotes shine a spotlight on moments of literary brilliance. - Interactive footnotes clarify unusual references, historical allusions, and archaic phrases for an effortless, more informed read.
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The Quintessential Shakespeare: 11 Most Famous Plays in One Edition embodies the genius of William Shakespeare through a compilation of his most renowned works, showcasing his mastery in both tragedy and comedy. From the timeless love story of Romeo and Juliet to the political intrigue of Julius Caesar, each play is a testament to Shakespeare's unparalleled storytelling ability and complex character development. Written in eloquent prose and verse, this collection captivates readers with its rich language and vivid imagery, reflecting the literary brilliance of the Elizabethan era. In addition to the plays, this edition includes insightful annotations and historical context to enhance the reader's understanding and appreciation of Shakespeare's enduring legacy. William Shakespeare, renowned as the greatest playwright in English literature, drew inspiration from various sources like history, mythology, and human nature, infusing his works with universal themes that resonate with readers across centuries. His profound insight into the human condition and unparalleled wit continue to fascinate scholars and audiences alike, cementing his place as a literary icon. The Quintessential Shakespeare: 11 Most Famous Plays in One Edition is a must-read for anyone seeking to delve into the timeless works of the Bard, offering a comprehensive and immersive experience into the world of Shakespearean drama. In this enriched edition, we have carefully created added value for your reading experience: - A comprehensive Introduction outlines these selected works' unifying features, themes, or stylistic evolutions. - The Author Biography highlights personal milestones and literary influences that shape the entire body of writing. - A Historical Context section situates the works in their broader era—social currents, cultural trends, and key events that underpin their creation. - A concise Synopsis (Selection) offers an accessible overview of the included texts, helping readers navigate plotlines and main ideas without revealing critical twists. - A unified Analysis examines recurring motifs and stylistic hallmarks across the collection, tying the stories together while spotlighting the different work's strengths. - Reflection questions inspire deeper contemplation of the author's overarching message, inviting readers to draw connections among different texts and relate them to modern contexts. - Lastly, our hand‐picked Memorable Quotes distill pivotal lines and turning points, serving as touchstones for the collection's central themes.
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In the tragedy 'King Lear' by William Shakespeare, the reader is transported to a world of betrayal, power struggles, and familial relationships. Set in the backdrop of a kingdom in turmoil, the play explores themes of madness, filial ingratitude, and the consequences of pride. Shakespeare's signature poetic language and complex characters add depth to the narrative, making it a timeless piece of literature. The use of dramatic irony and soliloquies enhances the emotional impact of the plot, keeping readers engaged until the very end. William Shakespeare, known as one of the greatest playwrights in history, drew inspiration from historical events and classical literature to create 'King Lear'. With a deep understanding of human nature and societal constructs, Shakespeare crafted a story that continues to resonate with audiences centuries later. His ability to capture the complexities of human relationships and the fragility of power makes 'King Lear' a must-read for literature enthusiasts and scholars alike. For those interested in exploring the depths of human emotion and the complexities of power dynamics, 'King Lear' by William Shakespeare is a compelling read that offers profound insights into the human experience. Through its enduring themes and timeless characters, this masterpiece continues to captivate readers and provoke thought long after the final curtain falls. In this enriched edition, we have carefully created added value for your reading experience: - A succinct Introduction situates the work's timeless appeal and themes. - The Synopsis outlines the central plot, highlighting key developments without spoiling critical twists. - A detailed Historical Context immerses you in the era's events and influences that shaped the writing. - An Author Biography reveals milestones in the author's life, illuminating the personal insights behind the text. - A thorough Analysis dissects symbols, motifs, and character arcs to unearth underlying meanings. - Reflection questions prompt you to engage personally with the work's messages, connecting them to modern life. - Hand‐picked Memorable Quotes shine a spotlight on moments of literary brilliance. - Interactive footnotes clarify unusual references, historical allusions, and archaic phrases for an effortless, more informed read.
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    In a city of triumphs and tremors, ambition collides with conscience as Rome tests how far it will go to protect its fragile idea of freedom from the glittering gravity of a single victorious leader, while friends, rivals, and citizens weigh private loyalties against the burning demands of public duty, hearing in every cheer the echo of warning, and in every caution the pulse of fear, until language itself becomes a battlefield where motives harden, reputations tilt, and the fate of a republic hangs not only on actions taken in marble halls, but on words spoken beneath an open sky.

Julius Caesar, a tragedy by William Shakespeare, is generally dated to 1599 and associated with the early years of the Globe Theatre in London. Written for the Lord Chamberlain’s Men, it belongs to Shakespeare’s sequence of Roman plays and dramatizes a moment of political strain in the late Roman Republic. Its premise is stark yet nuanced: a celebrated general’s growing eminence unsettles senators who fear that extraordinary honors may tip a republic toward one-man rule, and their responses set the city on edge. The play unfolds amid festivals, councils, and public speeches, examining how private deliberations reverberate across a volatile public sphere.

Part of the play’s classic status rests on its formal clarity and intellectual reach. Shakespeare crafts a drama that is at once swift and spacious, aligning personal dilemmas with public consequences. The language, poised between ceremonial grandeur and probing introspection, makes the ethical questions audible: What constitutes duty to a state? When does caution become cowardice, or decisiveness shade into hubris? Its architecture invites reflection without dictating conclusions, encouraging audiences to weigh competing virtues. That balanced rigor has kept the play vital in classrooms, rehearsal rooms, and public discourse, where it models how art can hold a mirror to political judgment without preaching.

As a touchstone of political drama, the play has influenced generations of writers who explore power, legitimacy, and persuasion. Its scenes of deliberation and debate provide a template for dramatizing ideas through action, showing how character is revealed in the heat of rhetoric. Later playwrights and novelists have drawn on its techniques for shaping crowds, staging councils, and letting a single speech turn a tide of feeling. Even when not directly emulated, its interplay of public ritual and private motive can be traced across modern tragedies and historical narratives, where questions of leadership, conspiracy, and civic fear continue to resonate.

Shakespeare’s handling of language in this work is particularly instructive. The play moves between blank verse and prose, calibrating status, tension, and intimacy through rhythm and diction. Arguments are framed with antithesis, balanced clauses, and carefully weighted images that reflect the Roman taste for order while exposing the chaos beneath. The rhetoric is not ornament for its own sake; it is the engine of the plot, shaping perceptions, testing loyalties, and mobilizing action. Because words themselves become instruments of power, the drama invites close listening as much as close watching, rewarding readers who attend to cadence, emphasis, and shifting tone.

The ensemble offers a study in contrasting temperaments under pressure. The celebrated general at the center radiates authority that can seem both reassuring and disruptive to republican norms. Senators wrestle with scruples, friendships, and the burdens of reputation, asking what they owe to Rome and to one another. A charismatic orator reads the crowd with unnerving precision, while spouses and confidants illuminate private costs that public actors often conceal. No character is rendered as a simple emblem; instead, each figure carries a plausible mixture of principle and self-regard, allowing the audience to understand, if not always endorse, the choices contemplated.

The play’s themes are enduring because they arise from dilemmas that institutions cannot permanently resolve. It questions how a state negotiates between decisive leadership and safeguards against domination. It probes the thin boundary between vigilance and paranoia, courage and recklessness, loyalty and complicity. Omens, festivals, and rituals infuse the action, situating political decision within a world attentive to signs, yet the events turn on human agency rather than grand design. In this tension between fate and choice, the drama locates responsibility squarely in the decisions of citizens, reminding audiences that republics survive or falter through collective judgment.

The structure supports both intellectual clarity and theatrical vigor. Scenes shift from bustling streets to private chambers and civic platforms, each setting intensifying the moral stakes. Public orations, whispered counsel, and sudden surges of crowd energy propel the action without resorting to mechanical surprise. Shakespeare’s stagecraft enables a large political world to be conjured with economical means: a few props, a chorus of voices, and strategic entrances suggest assemblies, processions, and urgency. The result is drama that feels expansive yet focused, an economy of means that later theater-makers have adopted when staging complex political storytelling within tight practical limits.

Shakespeare drew principal material from the ancient historian Plutarch, encountered through Thomas North’s influential English translation of the Lives. From those narratives, he selects and compresses incidents, shapes dialogue, and sharpens contrasts to suit the stage. The reliance on a respected source lent the play immediate authority for Elizabethan audiences, who valued classical history as a mirror for contemporary governance. Yet the dramatist’s art lies not in transcription but in interpretation, allowing characters to voice competing truths. The play thus stands at the crossroads of history and imagination, faithful to its sources while alive to theatrical urgency.

Performance history underscores the work’s adaptability. Directors have staged it in Roman costume or contemporary dress, in open-air theaters and modern black-box spaces, with large ensembles or lean casts. Its focus on speeches, crowds, and political ritual makes it especially responsive to the concerns of different eras and communities, from moments of civic celebration to periods of fear and fracture. Productions often emphasize how staging choices—lighting, sound, public address—can dramatize the mechanics of persuasion. That malleability has kept the play present in cultural conversation, demonstrating how a text rooted in antiquity can illuminate changing civic climates.

For readers approaching the play on the page, a few touchstones can guide fruitful attention. Listening for shifts between verse and prose clarifies social dynamics; noticing how images recur—storm, stone, blood, stagecraft—shows how Shakespeare threads motifs through debate. Attending to entrances and exits reveals a choreography of influence, as speakers position themselves before friends, rivals, and the many-eyed public. Above all, patience with ambiguity yields reward: the text invites multiple credible interpretations, and its questions are deliberately difficult. Such study strengthens not only literary understanding but civic literacy, training readers to analyze arguments, evidence, and emotional appeal.

Today, the play’s concerns feel unmistakably current. It examines how charisma interacts with institutions, how media of the moment amplify persuasion, and how fear can be marshaled by competing visions of safety. It portrays citizens as agents whose choices matter, even when information is partial and stakes are high. By aligning grand politics with intimate conscience, it achieves the rare balance of spectacle and thought. That combination ensures its lasting appeal: it can entertain, unsettle, and educate at once, offering a durable framework for reflecting on leadership, responsibility, and the hard work of sustaining a common civic life.
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    Julius Caesar is a tragedy by William Shakespeare, included in the First Folio of 1623. Set in ancient Rome, it opens with public celebration as Caesar returns from civil conflict, while officials worry about rising adulation. The play quickly establishes competing loyalties: devotion to a victorious leader versus duty to republican institutions. Amid festivities, a soothsayer warns Caesar to beware a specific date, introducing an atmosphere of foreboding. Shakespeare contrasts street exuberance with patrician unease, framing a society poised between stability and upheaval. This foundation prepares the audience for a political drama where private motives and public consequences are inseparably linked.

During the feast of Lupercal, ritual and politics intermingle. Antony runs in the ceremonial race at Caesar’s request, while the crowd tests the boundaries of power by urging Caesar to accept a crown. He refuses repeatedly, yet the spectacle signals how close Rome stands to monarchy. Cassius, a seasoned senator, notices Brutus’s reserve and begins to probe his friend’s concerns. Their conversation introduces Brutus as a figure torn between personal affection and civic caution. Cassius suggests that Caesar’s ascent endangers Roman liberty, and he resolves to kindle Brutus’s misgivings into action, recognizing that Brutus’s reputation could legitimize any opposition.

That night, a violent storm batters Rome, accompanied by uncanny portents that citizens interpret as warnings. Casca describes unnatural events, and Cassius uses this charged atmosphere to argue that the times themselves indict Caesar’s dominance. He proposes a covert alliance of senators to check a perceived slide into tyranny. To secure moral cover, Cassius plans to enlist Brutus by planting letters that appear to voice public concern. The conspiracy begins to take shape, gathering men of standing while concealing its aim beneath claims of patriotic necessity. Shakespeare emphasizes how fear, rhetoric, and omen converge to mobilize political action.

In his garden, Brutus reasons through the question of preemptive resistance. He resolves to act not for personal grievance but to prevent what he deems potential abuse of power, insisting that means and ends must appear honorable. When the conspirators assemble, debates arise: whether to widen their circle, how violent to be, and how to handle Antony, Caesar’s ally. Brutus urges restraint to maintain a principled image. Elsewhere, Portia senses her husband’s turmoil and seeks trust he cannot grant. On the morning of the Senate meeting, ominous warnings intensify, yet persuasive reinterpretations of signs draw Caesar toward the Capitol.

At the Capitol, the conspirators present themselves as petitioners, then execute their design in the public heart of Roman governance. The act reverberates instantly, and its perpetrators attempt to frame it as a sacrifice undertaken for the commonwealth. Amid the shock, Antony appears cautious and calculating, signaling both grief and political acuity. He negotiates permission to address the people at Caesar’s funeral under strict conditions, while privately gauging how to navigate the shifting terrain. The scene pivots the drama from clandestine plotting to open contest for legitimacy, with words and public theater poised to decide Rome’s course.

The funeral orations become the crucible of public opinion. Brutus speaks first, appealing to reasoned judgment and the ideal of liberty. Antony follows, invoking memory, empathy, and palpable evidence to challenge the conspirators’ narrative. The crowd’s mood turns volatile, and civic order gives way to passion as Rome erupts in unrest. In this sequence, Shakespeare dramatizes the power of rhetoric to redefine events before facts can settle, showing how a population can be moved from acquiescence to fury. The immediate aftermath blurs lines between justice and vengeance, amplifying the stakes for all factions and foretelling broader conflict.

In the wake of the upheaval, a new political structure forms as Antony aligns with Octavius and Lepidus to stabilize authority and direct retribution. Organizational lists mark opponents for elimination, demonstrating how emergencies can harden into systemic severity. Meanwhile, Brutus and Cassius withdraw to raise forces, their alliance strained by disputes over money and principle. They argue, reconcile, and prepare, aware that moral intent must now withstand the test of war. Portents persist, and a troubled conscience shadows deliberations, suggesting that political choices carry psychological costs as well as public consequences. The stage shifts from forum to field.

Armies converge in the east, and strategy becomes a measure of character. Brutus favors swift engagement; Cassius counsels caution, each reading terrain and morale differently. Signals are misread, allies are tested, and fortune appears unstable. Shakespeare underscores uncertainty with recurring omens that mirror human doubt, while commanders confront the gap between aspiration and outcome. The battles that follow carry personal meaning beyond tactical success, pressing questions of honor, loyalty, and responsibility against the pressures of survival. The momentum of events accelerates, yet final resolutions remain unseen, holding the audience in a balance between hope and foreboding.

Julius Caesar ultimately considers how republics manage charisma, ambition, and fear, and how private virtue contends with public necessity. It probes the ethics of preventive action and the peril of mistaking performance for principle, revealing how words can build or burn a commonwealth. The play also traces the uneasy interplay of fate and agency through omens, persuasion, and choice. By presenting leaders who struggle to align means with ends, Shakespeare poses enduring questions about legitimacy, consent, and the costs of political righteousness. Its legacy persists as a study in power’s volatility and the responsibilities of citizens in turbulent times.
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    Shakespeare’s Julius Caesar is set in Rome in 44–42 BCE, at the end of the Roman Republic. The city’s public life centered on the Forum and the Capitol, where the Senate and popular assemblies met. Dominant institutions included annually elected magistracies (consuls, praetors, tribunes), the advisory but influential Senate, and extraordinary offices such as the dictatorship. Political authority depended on law, precedent, and elite consensus, but also on military command and public acclaim. Religious life was interwoven with politics through state cults, priestly colleges, and ritual observances like augury. The play opens during the Lupercalia festival, situating private ambition and public ceremony within the same civic space.

The drama reflects the Republic’s long crisis in the first century BCE, when competition among nobles escalated into factionalism and civil war. Aristocratic blocs often labeled “optimates” and “populares” competed over leadership and policy, using courts, assemblies, and patronage networks to mobilize support. Earlier upheavals—such as Sulla’s dictatorship and proscriptions in the 80s BCE—had already weakened legal norms and emboldened strongmen. By Caesar’s time, provincial commands, triumphs, and extraordinary powers offered paths to dominance. Shakespeare’s depiction of a state beset by rivalry and emergency powers echoes the real erosion of republican equilibrium under sustained elite conflict.

Julius Caesar’s rise followed his campaigns in Gaul (approximately 58–50 BCE), which enriched him, expanded Rome’s territories, and forged legions loyal to him personally. In 49 BCE he crossed the Rubicon, defying the Senate’s demand to surrender command and sparking civil war against Pompey. Victory at Pharsalus (48 BCE) and subsequent campaigns consolidated his supremacy. While maintaining republican forms, Caesar centralized power through repeated consulships, control of military resources, and sweeping appointments. The play captures this dual perception of Caesar—as savior who quells chaos and as an aspirant to unchecked rule—reflecting a historical moment when military success blurred boundaries between lawful authority and personal domination.

After his victories, Caesar accumulated honors that alarmed many senators. He held multiple triumphs and accepted titles and privileges that implied quasi-monarchical status. In early 44 BCE he was named dictator perpetuo—dictator in perpetuity—a rupture from the office’s traditional short-term, emergency scope. During the Lupercalia, Mark Antony publicly offered Caesar a diadem, which Caesar refused, though the gesture signaled anxieties about kingship. Coins bearing Caesar’s living portrait circulated in 44 BCE, a novelty in Roman practice. Shakespeare’s scenes of public ceremony and ambivalent popular enthusiasm distill the era’s tensions over whether a charismatic leader could become a de facto king within a republican shell.

Caesar’s assassination on the Ides of March (15 March 44 BCE) was carried out by a group of senators—ancient sources number roughly 60—led by Marcus Junius Brutus and Gaius Cassius Longinus. The conspirators justified their act as tyrannicide, claiming to defend libertas, the Republic’s ideal of collective self-rule and elite autonomy under law. The play stages their deliberations as a struggle between fear of autocracy and reluctance to shed civic blood, especially that of a benefactor. Shakespeare draws on accounts that portray Brutus as principled yet politically naive, showing how moral scruple collides with the hard realities of power.

The immediate aftermath turned on oratory and public opinion. According to ancient historians, Mark Antony’s funeral speech over Caesar’s body stirred the Roman crowd and turned sentiment against the assassins. Caesar’s will reportedly granted each Roman citizen a monetary gift and bequeathed public gardens, tangible signs of his largesse. These facts, drawn from sources such as Plutarch and Appian, are central to the play’s exploration of rhetoric: public speech can reframe law, violence, and legitimacy in a volatile urban arena, revealing how masses become decisive actors when institutions falter.

Caesar’s death did not restore republican stability. Instead, civil war resumed. In 43 BCE the Second Triumvirate—Octavian (the future Augustus), Antony, and Lepidus—was established by the Lex Titia, wielding extraordinary powers. They instituted proscriptions that eliminated enemies and confiscated property. Their forces defeated Brutus and Cassius at Philippi in 42 BCE, ending the conspirators’ hopes. Shakespeare telescopes these developments but hews to the contours of events: emergency coalitions, legalized terror, and decisive battles transformed the Republic into an autocracy. The play’s progression from assassination to renewed war underscores the difficulty of reversing political centralization once violence becomes a governing tool.

Roman religion permeated public life, and prodigies were interpreted as political warnings. Priests practiced haruspicy and augury; the seer Spurinna, in later accounts, advised Caesar to beware a danger near the Ides of March. Festivals like Lupercalia reaffirmed civic identity, while vows and omens accompanied decisions of state. Shakespeare draws on these practices to dramatize uncertainty and foreboding. Signs and dreams in the play reflect ancient habits of seeking divine sanction or caution, while also inviting audiences to weigh rational counsel against superstition—an ambivalence that matched Roman debates about fate, character, and prudent statesmanship.

The social order of late Republican Rome combined oligarchic privilege with popular participation. An elite of senatorial families competed for magistracies, while equestrians thrived in commerce and tax farming. Urban plebeians depended on patronage, distributions of grain, and employment tied to spectacles and construction. Slavery underpinned the economy and household life. Public games and triumphs translated military success into political capital. Shakespeare’s portrait of a mutable crowd—cheering Caesar, then moved by Antony—draws from a society where civic rituals, clientage, and material benefits shaped opinion, and where the “people” were both a political force and a resource marshaled by ambitious leaders.

Education and persuasion were central to Roman public life. Elite training emphasized rhetoric, law, and history, producing orators like Cicero who could sway assemblies and courts. Political careers turned on the capacity to speak effectively to different audiences—the Senate, the people, and the army. The play’s contrasting speeches, staged in the Forum, reflect ancient rhetorical handbooks’ attention to ethos, pathos, and logos. Brutus’s appeal to principle and Antony’s appeal to sentiment and tangible benefits dramatize the techniques Romans recognized as decisive in moments when public verdicts could legitimize or condemn extraordinary deeds.

Shakespeare’s principal narrative source was Plutarch’s Parallel Lives, available in Sir Thomas North’s influential English translation (first published 1579; expanded in later editions). Lives of Caesar, Brutus, and Antony provided episodes, character sketches, and speeches that the playwright adapted—often closely. Other ancient authors, including Appian and Suetonius, supplied additional details known in Shakespeare’s culture, though North’s Plutarch was primary. Julius Caesar was not printed in quarto; its earliest text appears in the 1623 First Folio. A Swiss visitor, Thomas Platter, recorded seeing a London performance in 1599, situating the play’s creation around that year.

The play emerged near the end of Elizabeth I’s reign (1558–1603), amid concern about succession and the definition of lawful resistance. With no direct heir, debates about obedience, tyranny, and the commonwealth’s welfare simmered in sermons, treatises, and counsel literature. English authorities enforced censorship through the Master of the Revels, wary of works that might inflame faction. By depicting a contested assassination and its chaotic results, Julius Caesar probes questions of political violence without endorsing rebellion, balancing competing claims of order and liberty in ways enabling discussion within strictures of Tudor governance.

The Lord Chamberlain’s Men, Shakespeare’s company, performed in large public amphitheaters that gathered diverse audiences. In 1599 they opened the Globe Theatre on the Bankside, outside London’s city jurisdiction. Minimal scenery, music, and emblematic props supported rapid scene changes and vivid public assemblies like the Forum sequences. The theater’s architecture fostered direct address, making rhetorical set pieces a motor of action. These conditions shaped Julius Caesar’s design: crowd scenes, trumpet calls, and orations transform history into civic spectacle while inviting the audience to act as Rome’s people, judging claims to legitimacy in real time.

Humanist education and the print culture of Renaissance England made Roman history authoritative and available. Grammar schools drilled students in Latin authors—Cicero, Virgil, Ovid, Seneca—alongside rhetoric and moral philosophy. Translations, notably North’s Plutarch, brought classical biography to a wide readership. Readers used antiquity as a mirror for contemporary ethics and politics. Shakespeare’s Rome thus entered a culture primed to read classical exempla as counsel for princes and citizens. The play’s careful use of Roman customs and speeches responds to a pedagogical world in which eloquence, civic virtue, and historical analogy were standard tools of thought.

The 1590s in England saw war, dearth, and urban tension. Bad harvests in 1594–1597 produced food shortages and unrest; the state strengthened poor-relief measures. England fought Spain at sea and waged a costly war in Ireland, where the Earl of Essex’s 1599 campaign faltered. Authorities were wary of large gatherings and disorder, and the theaters were sometimes closed during plague outbreaks. Julius Caesar’s scenes of volatile crowds, politicized funerals, and the rapid turn from celebration to violence resonated with a society managing scarcity, war taxes, and contested leadership, making Roman tumult a pointed reflection of late-Elizabethan public life.

Philosophical and ethical frameworks inform the characters Shakespeare inherited from his sources. Brutus was associated in antiquity with Stoic ideals—constancy, reason, and civic duty—while Cassius is sometimes linked to more skeptical or Epicurean tendencies. Roman writers debated whether virtue could survive in corrupted institutions and whether ends justify violent means. Early modern readers, steeped in similar ethical curricula, recognized these dilemmas. The play’s private conversations and moral reckonings, including those within households, bring into focus how political decisions test personal commitments beyond the arena of public oratory.

Elite Roman women lacked formal political office but could exert influence through family networks, counsel, and public visibility in rituals. Ancient accounts of Portia (Brutus’s wife) and Calpurnia (Caesar’s wife) stress loyalty, anxiety, and protective insight, including dreams and warnings. Shakespeare lets these domestic scenes register the costs of high politics: secrecy, fear, and the burden of honor. Early modern England, too, limited women’s public roles while valuing household governance, making these Roman portraits intelligible to audiences who saw family and polity as intertwined realms of ethical responsibility and vulnerability under strain of public crisis.
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    Introduction

William Shakespeare (baptized late April 1564, died April 1616) of Stratford-upon-Avon was an English playwright, poet, and actor whose works transformed the stage and the language. A shareholder in a leading London company, he wrote comedies, histories, tragedies, and late romances now central to the English canon. His output includes dozens of plays, 154 sonnets, and two long narrative poems. Performed before both popular audiences and at court, his dramas mapped the possibilities of character, motive, and speech. Subsequent publication and performance secured him a durable position as the most frequently staged and studied author in English literature.

Signature works include the tragedies Hamlet, Othello, King Lear, Macbeth, Julius Caesar, and Antony and Cleopatra; the comedies A Midsummer Night’s Dream, Much Ado About Nothing, Twelfth Night, As You Like It, and The Merchant of Venice; the histories Richard III, Richard II, Henry IV (Parts One and Two), and Henry V; and the late romances Cymbeline, The Winter’s Tale, and The Tempest. Across these, he refined blank verse, elevated prose to dramatic art, and orchestrated plots that reward both performance and reading. His characters speak with psychological nuance, and his theater draws power from irony, dramatic counterpoint, and resourceful staging.

Historically, Shakespeare’s significance rests on a rare union of theatrical craft, verbal invention, and range. He worked within commercial playing companies, balancing popular appeal with complexity. His plays proved adaptable, sustaining revival in shifting political and aesthetic climates from the seventeenth century onward. Early modern printing dispersed individual playtexts in quarto; in 1623, colleagues assembled a large memorial volume that preserved many works. Generations of editors, actors, and readers extended his reach, while global performance traditions naturalized his stories in diverse languages and contexts. The resulting legacy links him to developing ideas of authorship, stage collaboration, and national literary identity.

Education and Literary Influences

No records of Shakespeare’s schooling survive. He grew up in Stratford-upon-Avon, where a rigorous grammar curriculum was available to boys of his background, emphasizing Latin authors, rhetoric, and translation. His writings display command of classical myth, Roman history, and persuasive speech, suggesting substantial training in those areas. Early adult life is patchily documented; marriage and baptismal records anchor him in Warwickshire during the 1580s. By the early 1590s he was active in London’s theatrical world. The combination of provincial upbringing and metropolitan employment informed a dramatic voice that could accommodate courtly settings, marketplace energy, and the cadences of law and scripture.

Shakespeare drew freely on existing sources. Plutarch’s Lives (in Thomas North’s translation) furnished Roman subjects; Raphael Holinshed’s Chronicles supplied English and Scottish history; and Ovid’s Metamorphoses (often via Arthur Golding’s translation) shaped mythic allusion and narrative method. Italian novelle, transmitted through prose tales and poems such as Arthur Brooke’s account of Romeus and Juliet, offered plots later reimagined for the stage. Senecan tragedy and medieval morality drama contributed structural and ethical frameworks. He also reworked earlier plays circulating in London companies. Rather than doctrine, these materials provided situations, voices, and debates that his theater recast through flexible verse forms and dynamic scenes.

Literary Career

Shakespeare surfaces in the London record by 1592, when a hostile pamphlet acknowledged his growing prominence as a playwright. Plague closures soon halted performances, and during that hiatus he published the narrative poems Venus and Adonis (1593) and The Rape of Lucrece (1594), each carefully presented to readers and dedicated to a noble patron. When theaters reopened, he joined the Lord Chamberlain’s Men, a company that quickly became central to London entertainment. As a working dramatist, actor, and shareholder, he wrote for specific performers and venues, crafting roles that rewarded popular taste while sustaining complex patterns of imagery, argument, and wit.

In the later 1590s he produced a run of comedies and histories that defined his early stage reputation. Comedies such as A Midsummer Night’s Dream, Much Ado About Nothing, The Merchant of Venice, As You Like It, and Twelfth Night interwove festivity with sharp observation of desire, friendship, and social misrecognition. Histories including Richard III, Richard II, Henry IV (Parts One and Two), and Henry V explored legitimacy, counsel, and national cohesion through pageantry and intimate scenes. Across these plays he balanced quicksilver prose with patterned verse, building ensembles of vivid characters who animate questions of law, mercy, authority, and performance.

Around 1600 his emphasis shifted toward tragedy and Roman themes. Julius Caesar opened a sequence of powerfully searching works that includes Hamlet, Othello, King Lear, Macbeth, and Antony and Cleopatra. These dramas test the capacities of conscience, imagination, and rule under pressure, often setting private urgency against public catastrophe. Shakespeare’s blank verse becomes more variable, accommodating hesitation, interruption, and inward argument, while songs, jests, and subplots complicate pathos. Print demand kept pace; many plays circulated in contemporary editions. Admiring and rival playwrights measured themselves against his plotting and speech, and court performances confirmed the company’s stature within elite culture.

His company built the Globe Theatre in 1599 on the Bankside, a large open-air amphitheater that shaped the scale and acoustics of his writing. In 1603 the troupe received royal patronage as the King’s Men, a change that increased court duties and prestige. By about 1608 they also used the indoor Blackfriars Theatre, encouraging more music, spectacle, and intimate effects. Shakespeare is documented as an actor and shareholder, occupations that tied his income to repertory success. Publication remained uneven, with some plays appearing in quartos of varying accuracy, while other texts were preserved and organized by colleagues after his death.

In his final creative phase he turned toward the late romances, among them Cymbeline, The Winter’s Tale, and The Tempest. These plays mingle peril with reconciliation, employ masque-like pageantry, and test the restorative powers of time, story, and wonder. Company life brought reversals and resilience: in 1613 the Globe burned during a performance, and performances continued in rebuilt and indoor spaces. The 1609 publication of Shakespeare’s 154 sonnets offered readers a compact sequence exploring art’s struggle with time, the claims of affection, and the discipline of craft. Their circulation complemented, rather than replaced, his primary identity as a man of the theater.

Beliefs and Advocacy

Shakespeare left no treatise of personal convictions, and surviving records chiefly document professional, legal, and family matters. He participated in the established church through baptism, marriage, and burial rites, but his private beliefs remain unrecorded. As a playwright he worked under the oversight of the Master of the Revels, whose licensing shaped what could be staged on matters of religion and state. Dedications and court performances attest to relationships with patrons and monarchs; they do not amount to public advocacy. Within those constraints, his plays examine justice, clemency, tyranny, conscience, and civic duty, inviting audiences to consider competing claims without prescribing doctrine.

Final Years & Legacy

Shakespeare appears to have scaled back London activity after about 1613, spending more time in Stratford-upon-Avon, where he held property and local investments. He died in April 1616 and was buried in Holy Trinity Church, Stratford. Colleagues John Heminge and Henry Condell honored him in 1623 by assembling the First Folio, which preserved many plays and shaped the modern canon. Subsequent centuries deepened his influence through editions, criticism, and performance traditions that adapted his work to changing stages and publics. Today his dramas and poems remain central to global theater and education, esteemed for their linguistic resourcefulness, theatrical vitality, and human reach.
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ACT I.
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SCENE I. Rome. A street.



  [Enter Flavius, Marullus, and a Throng of Citizens.]





  FLAVIUS.

  Hence! home, you idle creatures, get you home!

  Is this a holiday? What! know you not,

  Being mechanical, you ought not walk

  Upon a laboring day without the sign

  Of your profession?—Speak, what trade art thou?

  FIRST CITIZEN.

  Why, sir, a carpenter.

  MARULLUS.

  Where is thy leather apron and thy rule?

  What dost thou with thy best apparel on?—

  You, sir; what trade are you?

  SECOND CITIZEN. Truly, sir, in respect of a fine workman, I am but, as you would say, a cobbler.





  MARULLUS.

  But what trade art thou? Answer me directly.

  SECOND CITIZEN. A trade, sir, that, I hope, I may use with a safe conscience, which is indeed, sir, a mender of bad soles.





  MARULLUS.

  What trade, thou knave? Thou naughty knave, what trade?

  SECOND CITIZEN. Nay, I beseech you, sir, be not out with me; yet, if you be out, sir, I can mend you.





  MARULLUS.

  What mean’st thou by that? Mend me, thou saucy fellow!

  SECOND CITIZEN.

  Why, sir, cobble you.

  FLAVIUS.

  Thou art a cobbler, art thou?

  SECOND CITIZEN. Truly, Sir, all that I live by is with the awl; I meddle with no tradesman’s matters, nor women’s matters, but with awl. I am indeed, sir, a surgeon to old shoes; when they are in great danger, I recover them. As proper men as ever trod upon neat’s-leather have gone upon my handiwork.





  FLAVIUS.

  But wherefore art not in thy shop today?

  Why dost thou lead these men about the streets?

  SECOND CITIZEN. Truly, sir, to wear out their shoes to get myself into more work. But indeed, sir, we make holiday to see Caesar and to rejoice in his triumph.





  MARULLUS.

  Wherefore rejoice? What conquest brings he home?

  What tributaries follow him to Rome,

  To grace in captive bonds his chariot wheels?

  You blocks, you stones, you worse than senseless things!

  O you hard hearts, you cruel men of Rome,

  Knew you not Pompey[3]? Many a time and oft

  Have you climb’d up to walls and battlements,

  To towers and windows, yea, to chimney tops,

  Your infants in your arms, and there have sat

  The livelong day with patient expectation

  To see great Pompey pass the streets of Rome.

  And when you saw his chariot but appear,

  Have you not made an universal shout

  That Tiber trembled underneath her banks

  To hear the replication of your sounds

  Made in her concave shores?

  And do you now put on your best attire?

  And do you now cull out a holiday?

  And do you now strew flowers in his way

  That comes in triumph over Pompey’s blood?

  Be gone!

  Run to your houses, fall upon your knees,

  Pray to the gods to intermit the plague

  That needs must light on this ingratitude.

  FLAVIUS.

  Go, go, good countrymen, and, for this fault,

  Assemble all the poor men of your sort,

  Draw them to Tiber banks, and weep your tears

  Into the channel, till the lowest stream

  Do kiss the most exalted shores of all.

  [Exeunt CITIZENS.]





  See whether their basest metal be not moved;

  They vanish tongue-tied in their guiltiness.

  Go you down that way towards the Capitol;

  This way will I. Disrobe the images,

  If you do find them deck’d with ceremonies.

  MARULLUS.

  May we do so?

  You know it is the feast of Lupercal[2].

  FLAVIUS.

  It is no matter; let no images

  Be hung with Caesar’s trophies. I’ll about

  And drive away the vulgar from the streets;

  So do you too, where you perceive them thick.

  These growing feathers pluck’d from Caesar’s wing

  Will make him fly an ordinary pitch,

  Who else would soar above the view of men,

  And keep us all in servile fearfulness.

  [Exeunt.]








SCENE II. The same. A public place.



  [Enter, in procession, with music, Caesar; Antony, for the course; Calpurnia, Portia, Decius, Cicero, Brutus, Cassius, and Casca; a great crowd following, among them a Soothsayer.]





  CAESAR.

  Calpurnia,—

  CASCA.

  Peace, ho! Caesar speaks.

  [Music ceases.]





  CAESAR.

  Calpurnia,—

  CALPURNIA.

  Here, my lord.

  CAESAR.

  Stand you directly in Antonius’ way,

  When he doth run his course.—Antonius,—

  ANTONY.

  Caesar, my lord?

  CAESAR.

  Forget not in your speed, Antonius,

  To touch Calpurnia; for our elders say,

  The barren, touched in this holy chase,

  Shake off their sterile curse.

  ANTONY.

  I shall remember.

  When Caesar says “Do this,” it is perform’d.

  CAESAR.

  Set on; and leave no ceremony out.

  [Music.]





  SOOTHSAYER.

  Caesar!

  CAESAR.

  Ha! Who calls?

  CASCA.

  Bid every noise be still.—Peace yet again!

  [Music ceases.]





  CAESAR.

  Who is it in the press that calls on me?

  I hear a tongue, shriller than all the music,

  Cry “Caesar”! Speak, Caesar is turn’d to hear.

  SOOTHSAYER.

  Beware the Ides of March[1][1q].

  CAESAR.

  What man is that?

  BRUTUS.

  A soothsayer bids you beware the Ides of March.

  CAESAR.

  Set him before me; let me see his face.

  CASSIUS.

  Fellow, come from the throng; look upon Caesar.

  CAESAR.

  What say’st thou to me now? Speak once again.

  SOOTHSAYER.

  Beware the Ides of March.

  CAESAR.

  He is a dreamer; let us leave him. Pass.

  [Sennet. Exeunt all but BRUTUS and CASSIUS.]





  CASSIUS.

  Will you go see the order of the course?

  BRUTUS.

  Not I.

  CASSIUS.

  I pray you, do.

  BRUTUS.

  I am not gamesome; I do lack some part

  Of that quick spirit that is in Antony.

  Let me not hinder, Cassius, your desires;

  I’ll leave you.

  CASSIUS.

  Brutus, I do observe you now of late:

  I have not from your eyes that gentleness

  And show of love as I was wont to have:

  You bear too stubborn and too strange a hand

  Over your friend that loves you.

  BRUTUS.

  Cassius,

  Be not deceived: if I have veil’d my look,

  I turn the trouble of my countenance

  Merely upon myself. Vexed I am

  Of late with passions of some difference,

  Conceptions only proper to myself,

  Which give some soil perhaps to my behaviors;

  But let not therefore my good friends be grieved—

  Among which number, Cassius, be you one—

  Nor construe any further my neglect,

  Than that poor Brutus, with himself at war,

  Forgets the shows of love to other men.

  CASSIUS.

  Then, Brutus, I have much mistook your passion;

  By means whereof this breast of mine hath buried

  Thoughts of great value, worthy cogitations.

  Tell me, good Brutus, can you see your face?

  BRUTUS.

  No, Cassius, for the eye sees not itself

  But by reflection, by some other thing.

  CASSIUS.

  ‘Tis just:

  And it is very much lamented, Brutus,

  That you have no such mirrors as will turn

  Your hidden worthiness into your eye,

  That you might see your shadow. I have heard

  Where many of the best respect in Rome,—

  Except immortal Caesar!— speaking of Brutus,

  And groaning underneath this age’s yoke,

  Have wish’d that noble Brutus had his eyes.

  BRUTUS.

  Into what dangers would you lead me, Cassius,

  That you would have me seek into myself

  For that which is not in me?

  CASSIUS.

  Therefore, good Brutus, be prepared to hear;

  And since you know you cannot see yourself

  So well as by reflection, I, your glass,

  Will modestly discover to yourself

  That of yourself which you yet know not of.

  And be not jealous on me, gentle Brutus;

  Were I a common laugher, or did use

  To stale with ordinary oaths my love

  To every new protester; if you know

  That I do fawn on men, and hug them hard

  And after scandal them; or if you know

  That I profess myself, in banqueting,

  To all the rout, then hold me dangerous.

  [Flourish and shout.]





  BRUTUS.

  What means this shouting? I do fear the people

  Choose Caesar for their king.

  CASSIUS.

  Ay, do you fear it?

  Then must I think you would not have it so.

  BRUTUS.

  I would not, Cassius; yet I love him well,

  But wherefore do you hold me here so long?

  What is it that you would impart to me?

  If it be aught toward the general good,

  Set honor in one eye and death i’ the other

  And I will look on both indifferently;

  For let the gods so speed me as I love

  The name of honor more than I fear death.

  CASSIUS.

  I know that virtue to be in you, Brutus,

  As well as I do know your outward favor.

  Well, honor is the subject of my story.

  I cannot tell what you and other men

  Think of this life; but, for my single self,

  I had as lief not be as live to be

  In awe of such a thing as I myself.

  I was born free as Caesar; so were you:

  We both have fed as well; and we can both

  Endure the winter’s cold as well as he:

  For once, upon a raw and gusty day,

  The troubled Tiber chafing with her shores,

  Caesar said to me, “Darest thou, Cassius, now

  Leap in with me into this angry flood

  And swim to yonder point?” Upon the word,

  Accoutred as I was, I plunged in,

  And bade him follow: so indeed he did.

  The torrent roar’d, and we did buffet it

  With lusty sinews, throwing it aside

  And stemming it with hearts of controversy;

  But ere we could arrive the point proposed,

  Caesar cried, “Help me, Cassius, or I sink!

  I, as Aeneas, our great ancestor,

  Did from the flames of Troy upon his shoulder

  The old Anchises bear, so from the waves of Tiber

  Did I the tired Caesar: and this man

  Is now become a god; and Cassius is

  A wretched creature, and must bend his body,

  If Caesar carelessly but nod on him.

  He had a fever when he was in Spain;

  And when the fit was on him I did mark

  How he did shake: ‘tis true, this god did shake:

  His coward lips did from their color fly;

  And that same eye whose bend doth awe the world

  Did lose his luster. I did hear him groan:

  Ay, and that tongue of his that bade the Romans

  Mark him, and write his speeches in their books,

  Alas, it cried, “Give me some drink, Titinius,”

  As a sick girl.—Ye gods, it doth amaze me,

  A man of such a feeble temper should

  So get the start of the majestic world,

  And bear the palm alone.

  [Shout. Flourish.]





  BRUTUS.

  Another general shout!

  I do believe that these applauses are

  For some new honors that are heap’d on Caesar.

  CASSIUS.

  Why, man, he doth bestride the narrow world

  Like a Colossus; and we petty men

  Walk under his huge legs and peep about

  To find ourselves dishonorable graves.

  Men at some time are masters of their fates:

  The fault, dear Brutus, is not in our stars,

  But in ourselves,that we are underlings.

  “Brutus” and “Caesar”: what should be in that “Caesar”?

  Why should that name be sounded more than yours?

  Write them together, yours is as fair a name;

  Sound them, it doth become the mouth as well;

  Weigh them, it is as heavy; conjure with them,

  “Brutus” will start a spirit as soon as “Caesar.”

  Now, in the names of all the gods at once,

  Upon what meat doth this our Caesar feed

  That he is grown so great? Age, thou art shamed!

  Rome, thou hast lost the breed of noble bloods!

  When went there by an age since the great flood,

  But it was famed with more than with one man?

  When could they say, till now, that talk’d of Rome,

  That her wide walls encompass’d but one man?

  Now is it Rome indeed, and room enough,

  When there is in it but one only man.

  O, you and I have heard our fathers say

  There was a Brutus once that would have brook’d

  Th’ eternal devil to keep his state in Rome,

  As easily as a king!

  BRUTUS.

  That you do love me, I am nothing jealous;

  What you would work me to, I have some aim:

  How I have thought of this, and of these times,

  I shall recount hereafter; for this present,

  I would not, so with love I might entreat you,

  Be any further moved. What you have said,

  I will consider; what you have to say,

  I will with patience hear; and find a time

  Both meet to hear and answer such high things.

  Till then, my noble friend, chew upon this:

  Brutus had rather be a villager

  Than to repute himself a son of Rome

  Under these hard conditions as this time

  Is like to lay upon us.

  CASSIUS.

  I am glad that my weak words

  Have struck but thus much show of fire from Brutus.

  BRUTUS.

  The games are done, and Caesar is returning.

  CASSIUS.

  As they pass by, pluck Casca by the sleeve;

  And he will, after his sour fashion, tell you

  What hath proceeded worthy note today.

  [Re-enter Caesar and his Train.]





  BRUTUS.

  I will do so.—But, look you, Cassius,

  The angry spot doth glow on Caesar’s brow,

  And all the rest look like a chidden train:

  Calpurnia’s cheek is pale; and Cicero

  Looks with such ferret and such fiery eyes

  As we have seen him in the Capitol,

  Being cross’d in conference by some senators.

  CASSIUS.

  Casca will tell us what the matter is.

  CAESAR.

  Antonius,—

  ANTONY.

  Caesar?

  CAESAR.

  Let me have men about me that are fat;

  Sleek-headed men, and such as sleep o’ nights:

  Yond Cassius has a lean and hungry look;

  He thinks too much: such men are dangerous.

  ANTONY.

  Fear him not, Caesar; he’s not dangerous;

  He is a noble Roman and well given.

  CAESAR.

  Would he were fatter! But I fear him not:

  Yet, if my name were liable to fear,

  I do not know the man I should avoid

  So soon as that spare Cassius. He reads much;

  He is a great observer, and he looks

  Quite through the deeds of men: he loves no plays,

  As thou dost, Antony; he hears no music:

  Seldom he smiles; and smiles in such a sort

  As if he mock’d himself and scorn’d his spirit

  That could be moved to smile at any thing.

  Such men as he be never at heart’s ease

  Whiles they behold a greater than themselves;

  And therefore are they very dangerous.

  I rather tell thee what is to be fear’d

  Than what I fear, for always I am Caesar.

  Come on my right hand, for this ear is deaf,

  And tell me truly what thou think’st of him.

  [Exeunt Caesar and his Train. Casca stays.]





  CASCA.

  You pull’d me by the cloak; would you speak with me?

  BRUTUS.

  Ay, Casca, tell us what hath chanced today,

  That Caesar looks so sad.

  CASCA.

  Why, you were with him, were you not?

  BRUTUS.

  I should not then ask Casca what had chanced.

  CASCA. Why, there was a crown offer’d him; and being offer’d him, he put it by with the back of his hand, thus; and then the people fell a-shouting.





  BRUTUS.

  What was the second noise for?

  CASCA.

  Why, for that too.

  CASSIUS.

  They shouted thrice: what was the last cry for?

  CASCA.

  Why, for that too.

  BRUTUS.

  Was the crown offer’d him thrice?

  CASCA. Ay, marry, was’t, and he put it by thrice, every time gentler than other; and at every putting-by mine honest neighbors shouted.





  CASSIUS.

  Who offer’d him the crown?

  CASCA.

  Why, Antony.

  BRUTUS.

  Tell us the manner of it, gentle Casca.

  CASCA. I can as well be hang’d, as tell the manner of it: it was mere foolery; I did not mark it. I saw Mark Antony offer him a crown;—yet ‘twas not a crown neither, ‘twas one of these coronets;—and, as I told you, he put it by once: but, for all that, to my thinking, he would fain have had it. Then he offered it to him again: then he put it by again: but, to my thinking, he was very loath to lay his fingers off it. And then he offered it the third time; he put it the third time by; and still, as he refused it, the rabblement shouted, and clapp’d their chopt hands, and threw up their sweaty night-caps, and uttered such a deal of stinking breath because Caesar refused the crown, that it had almost choked Caesar, for he swooned and fell down at it: and for mine own part, I durst not laugh for fear of opening my lips and receiving the bad air.





  CASSIUS.

  But, soft! I pray you. What, did Caesar swoon?

  CASCA. He fell down in the marketplace, and foam’d at mouth, and was speechless.





  BRUTUS.

  ‘Tis very like: he hath the falling-sickness[7].

  CASSIUS.

  No, Caesar hath it not; but you, and I,

  And honest Casca, we have the falling-sickness.

  CASCA. I know not what you mean by that; but I am sure Caesar fell down. If the tag-rag people did not clap him and hiss him, according as he pleased and displeased them, as they use to do the players in the theatre, I am no true man.





  BRUTUS.

  What said he when he came unto himself?

  CASCA. Marry, before he fell down, when he perceived the common herd was glad he refused the crown, he pluck’d me ope his doublet, and offered them his throat to cut: an I had been a man of any occupation, if I would not have taken him at a word, I would I might go to hell among the rogues:—and so he fell. When he came to himself again, he said, if he had done or said any thing amiss, he desired their worships to think it was his infirmity. Three or four wenches where I stood cried, “Alas, good soul!” and forgave him with all their hearts. But there’s no heed to be taken of them: if Caesar had stabb’d their mothers, they would have done no less.





  BRUTUS.

  And, after that he came, thus sad away?

  CASCA.

  Ay.

  CASSIUS.

  Did Cicero say any thing?

  CASCA.

  Ay, he spoke Greek.

  CASSIUS.

  To what effect?

  CASCA. Nay, an I tell you that, I’ll ne’er look you i’ the face again: but those that understood him smiled at one another and shook their heads; but for mine own part, it was Greek to me. I could tell you more news too: Marullus and Flavius, for pulling scarfs off Caesar’s images, are put to silence. Fare you well. There was more foolery yet, if could remember it.





  CASSIUS.

  Will you sup with me tonight, Casca?

  CASCA.

  No, I am promised forth.

  CASSIUS.

  Will you dine with me tomorrow?

  CASCA. Ay, if I be alive, and your mind hold, and your dinner worth the eating.





  CASSIUS.

  Good; I will expect you.

  CASCA.

  Do so; farewell both.

  [Exit CASCA.]





  BRUTUS.

  What a blunt fellow is this grown to be!

  He was quick mettle when he went to school.

  CASSIUS.

  So is he now in execution

  Of any bold or noble enterprise,

  However he puts on this tardy form.

  This rudeness is a sauce to his good wit,

  Which gives men stomach to digest his words

  With better appetite.

  BRUTUS.

  And so it is. For this time I will leave you:

  Tomorrow, if you please to speak with me,

  I will come home to you; or, if you will,

  Come home to me, and I will wait for you.

  CASSIUS.

  I will do so: till then, think of the world.—

  [Exit Brutus.]





  Well, Brutus, thou art noble; yet, I see,

  Thy honorable metal may be wrought,

  From that it is disposed: therefore ‘tis meet

  That noble minds keep ever with their likes;

  For who so firm that cannot be seduced?

  Caesar doth bear me hard, but he loves Brutus;

  If I were Brutus now and he were Cassius,

  He should not humor me. I will this night,

  In several hands, in at his windows throw,

  As if they came from several citizens,

  Writings all tending to the great opinion

  That Rome holds of his name; wherein obscurely

  Caesar’s ambition shall be glanced at:

  And after this let Caesar seat him sure;

  For we will shake him, or worse days endure.

  [Exit.]








SCENE III. The same. A street.



  [Thunder and lightning. Enter, from opposite sides, CASCA, with his sword drawn, and CICERO.]





  CICERO.

  Good even, Casca: brought you Caesar home?

  Why are you breathless, and why stare you so?

  CASCA.

  Are not you moved, when all the sway of earth

  Shakes like a thing unfirm? O Cicero,

  I have seen tempests, when the scolding winds

  Have rived the knotty oaks; and I have seen

  Th’ ambitious ocean swell and rage and foam,

  To be exalted with the threatening clouds:

  But never till tonight, never till now,

  Did I go through a tempest dropping fire.

  Either there is a civil strife in heaven,

  Or else the world too saucy with the gods,

  Incenses them to send destruction.

  CICERO.

  Why, saw you anything more wonderful?

  CASCA.

  A common slave—you’d know him well by sight—

  Held up his left hand, which did flame and burn

  Like twenty torches join’d, and yet his hand

  Not sensible of fire remain’d unscorch’d.

  Besides,—I ha’ not since put up my sword,—

  Against the Capitol I met a lion,

  Who glared upon me, and went surly by,

  Without annoying me: and there were drawn

  Upon a heap a hundred ghastly women,

  Transformed with their fear; who swore they saw

  Men, all in fire, walk up and down the streets.

  And yesterday the bird of night did sit

  Even at noonday upon the marketplace,

  Howling and shrieking. When these prodigies

  Do so conjointly meet, let not men say

  “These are their reasons; they are natural”;

  For I believe they are portentous things

  Unto the climate that they point upon.

  CICERO.

  Indeed, it is a strange-disposed time.

  But men may construe things after their fashion,

  Clean from the purpose of the things themselves.

  Comes Caesar to the Capitol tomorrow?

  CASCA.

  He doth, for he did bid Antonius

  Send word to you he would be there tomorrow.

  CICERO.

  Good then, Casca: this disturbed sky

  Is not to walk in.

  CASCA.

  Farewell, Cicero.

  [Exit Cicero.]





  [Enter Cassius.]





  CASSIUS.

  Who’s there?

  CASCA.

  A Roman.

  CASSIUS.

  Casca, by your voice.

  CASCA.

  Your ear is good. Cassius, what night is this!

  CASSIUS.

  A very pleasing night to honest men.

  CASCA.

  Who ever knew the heavens menace so?

  CASSIUS.

  Those that have known the earth so full of faults.

  For my part, I have walk’d about the streets,

  Submitting me unto the perilous night;

  And, thus unbraced, Casca, as you see,

  Have bared my bosom to the thunder-stone;

  And when the cross blue lightning seem’d to open

  The breast of heaven, I did present myself

  Even in the aim and very flash of it.

  CASCA.

  But wherefore did you so much tempt the Heavens?

  It is the part of men to fear and tremble,

  When the most mighty gods by tokens send

  Such dreadful heralds to astonish us.

  CASSIUS.

  You are dull, Casca;and those sparks of life

  That should be in a Roman you do want,

  Or else you use not. You look pale and gaze,

  And put on fear and cast yourself in wonder,

  To see the strange impatience of the Heavens:

  But if you would consider the true cause

  Why all these fires, why all these gliding ghosts,

  Why birds and beasts,from quality and kind;

  Why old men, fools, and children calculate;—

  Why all these things change from their ordinance,

  Their natures, and preformed faculties

  To monstrous quality;—why, you shall find

  That Heaven hath infused them with these spirits,

  To make them instruments of fear and warning

  Unto some monstrous state. Now could I, Casca,

  Name to thee a man most like this dreadful night;

  That thunders, lightens, opens graves, and roars,

  As doth the lion in the Capitol;

  A man no mightier than thyself or me

  In personal action; yet prodigious grown,

  And fearful, as these strange eruptions are.

  CASCA.

  ‘Tis Caesar that you mean; is it not, Cassius?

  CASSIUS.

  Let it be who it is: for Romans now

  Have thews and limbs like to their ancestors;

  But, woe the while! our fathers’ minds are dead,

  And we are govern’d with our mothers’ spirits;

  Our yoke and sufferance show us womanish.

  CASCA.

  Indeed they say the senators tomorrow

  Mean to establish Caesar as a king;

  And he shall wear his crown by sea and land,

  In every place save here in Italy.

  CASSIUS.

  I know where I will wear this dagger then;

  Cassius from bondage will deliver Cassius:

  Therein, ye gods, you make the weak most strong;

  Therein, ye gods, you tyrants do defeat:

  Nor stony tower, nor walls of beaten brass,

  Nor airless dungeon, nor strong links of iron

  Can be retentive to the strength of spirit;

  But life, being weary of these worldly bars,

  Never lacks power to dismiss itself.

  If I know this, know all the world besides,

  That part of tyranny that I do bear

  I can shake off at pleasure.

  [Thunders still.]





  CASCA.

  So can I:

  So every bondman in his own hand bears

  The power to cancel his captivity.

  CASSIUS.

  And why should Caesar be a tyrant then?

  Poor man! I know he would not be a wolf,

  But that he sees the Romans are but sheep:

  He were no lion, were not Romans hinds.

  Those that with haste will make a mighty fire

  Begin it with weak straws: what trash is Rome,

  What rubbish, and what offal, when it serves

  For the base matter to illuminate

  So vile a thing as Caesar! But, O grief,

  Where hast thou led me? I perhaps speak this

  Before a willing bondman: then I know

  My answer must be made; but I am arm’d,

  And dangers are to me indifferent.

  CASCA.

  You speak to Casca; and to such a man

  That is no fleering tell-tale. Hold, my hand:

  Be factious for redress of all these griefs;

  And I will set this foot of mine as far

  As who goes farthest.

  CASSIUS.

  There’s a bargain made.

  Now know you, Casca, I have moved already

  Some certain of the noblest-minded Romans

  To undergo with me an enterprise

  Of honorable-dangerous consequence;

  And I do know by this, they stay for me

  In Pompey’s Porch: for now, this fearful night,

  There is no stir or walking in the streets;

  And the complexion of the element

  Is favor’d like the work we have in hand,

  Most bloody, fiery, and most terrible.

  CASCA.

  Stand close awhile, for here comes one in haste.

  CASSIUS.

  ‘Tis Cinna; I do know him by his gait;

  He is a friend.—

  [Enter Cinna.]





  Cinna, where haste you so?





  CINNA.

  To find out you. Who’s that? Metellus Cimber?

  CASSIUS.

  No, it is Casca, one incorporate

  To our attempts. Am I not stay’d for, Cinna?

  CINNA.

  I am glad on’t. What a fearful night is this!

  There’s two or three of us have seen strange sights.

  CASSIUS.

  Am I not stay’d for? tell me.

  CINNA.

  Yes,

  You are. O Cassius, if you could but win

  The noble Brutus to our party,—

  CASSIUS.

  Be you content. Good Cinna, take this paper,

  And look you lay it in the praetor’s chair,

  Where Brutus may but find it; and throw this

  In at his window; set this up with wax

  Upon old Brutus’ statue: all this done,

  Repair to Pompey’s Porch, where you shall find us.

  Is Decius Brutus and Trebonius there?

  CINNA.

  All but Metellus Cimber, and he’s gone

  To seek you at your house. Well, I will hie

  And so bestow these papers as you bade me.

  CASSIUS.

  That done, repair to Pompey’s theatre.—

  [Exit Cinna.]





  Come, Casca, you and I will yet, ere day,

  See Brutus at his house: three parts of him

  Is ours already; and the man entire,

  Upon the next encounter, yields him ours.

  CASCA.

  O, he sits high in all the people’s hearts!

  And that which would appear offense in us,

  His countenance, like richest alchemy,

  Will change to virtue and to worthiness.

  CASSIUS.

  Him, and his worth, and our great need of him,

  You have right well conceited. Let us go,

  For it is after midnight; and, ere day,

  We will awake him, and be sure of him.

  [Exeunt.]















ACT II.


Table of Contents



SCENE I. Rome. BRUTUS’S orchard.



  [Enter Brutus.]





  BRUTUS.

  What, Lucius, ho!—

  I cannot, by the progress of the stars,

  Give guess how near to day.—Lucius, I say!—

  I would it were my fault to sleep so soundly.—

  When, Lucius, when! Awake, I say! What, Lucius!

  [Enter Lucius.]





  LUCIUS.

  Call’d you, my lord?

  BRUTUS.

  Get me a taper in my study, Lucius:

  When it is lighted, come and call me here.

  LUCIUS.

  I will, my lord.

  [Exit.]





  BRUTUS.

  It must be by his death: and, for my part,

  I know no personal cause to spurn at him,

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

  How that might change his nature, there’s the question:

  It is the bright day that brings forth the adder;

  And that craves wary walking. Crown him?—that:

  And then, I grant, we put a sting in him,

  That at his will he may do danger with.

  Th’ abuse of greatness is, when it disjoins

  Remorse from power; and, to speak truth of Caesar,

  I have not known when his affections sway’d

  More than his reason. But ‘tis a common proof,

  That lowliness is young ambition’s ladder,

  Whereto the climber-upward turns his face;

  But, when he once attains the upmost round,

  He then unto the ladder turns his back,

  Looks in the clouds, scorning the base degrees

  By which he did ascend: so Caesar may;

  Then, lest he may, prevent. And, since the quarrel

  Will bear no color for the thing he is,

  Fashion it thus,—that what he is, augmented,

  Would run to these and these extremities:

  And therefore think him as a serpent’s egg

  Which hatch’d, would, as his kind grow mischievous;

  And kill him in the shell.

  [Re-enter Lucius.]





  LUCIUS.

  The taper burneth in your closet, sir.

  Searching the window for a flint I found

  This paper thus seal’d up, and I am sure

  It did not lie there when I went to bed.

  BRUTUS.

  Get you to bed again; it is not day.

  Is not tomorrow, boy, the Ides of March?

  LUCIUS.

  I know not, sir.

  BRUTUS.

  Look in the calendar, and bring me word.

  LUCIUS.

  I will, sir.

  [Exit.]





  BRUTUS.

  The exhalations, whizzing in the air

  Give so much light that I may read by them.—

  [Opens the letter and reads.]

  “Brutus, thou sleep’st: awake and see thyself.

  Shall Rome, &c. Speak, strike, redress—!

  Brutus, thou sleep’st: awake!—”

  Such instigations have been often dropp’d

  Where I have took them up.

  “Shall Rome, & c.” Thus must I piece it out:

  Shall Rome stand under one man’s awe? What, Rome?

  My ancestors did from the streets of Rome

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

  “Speak, strike, redress!”—Am I entreated, then,

  To speak and strike? O Rome, I make thee promise,

  If the redress will follow, thou receivest

  Thy full petition at the hand of Brutus!

  [Re-enter Lucius.]





  LUCIUS.

  Sir, March is wasted fifteen days.

  [Knocking within.]





  BRUTUS.

  ‘Tis good. Go to the gate, somebody knocks.—

  [Exit Lucius.]





  Since Cassius first did whet me against Caesar

  I have not slept.

  Between the acting of a dreadful thing

  And the first motion, all the interim is

  Like a phantasma or a hideous dream:

  The genius and the mortal instruments

  Are then in council; and the state of man,

  Like to a little kingdom, suffers then

  The nature of an insurrection.

  [Re-enter Lucius].





  LUCIUS.

  Sir, ‘tis your brother Cassius at the door,

  Who doth desire to see you.

  BRUTUS.

  Is he alone?

  LUCIUS.

  No, sir, there are more with him.

  BRUTUS.

  Do you know them?

  LUCIUS.

  No, sir, their hats are pluck’d about their ears,

  And half their faces buried in their cloaks,

  That by no means I may discover them

  By any mark of favor.

  BRUTUS.

  Let ‘em enter.—

  [Exit Lucius.]

  They are the faction.—O conspiracy,

  Shamest thou to show thy dangerous brow by night,

  When evils are most free? O, then, by day

  Where wilt thou find a cavern dark enough

  To mask thy monstrous visage? Seek none, conspiracy;

  Hide it in smiles and affability:

  For if thou pass, thy native semblance on,

  Not Erebus itself were dim enough

  To hide thee from prevention.

  [Enter Cassius, Casca, Decius, Cinna, Metellus Cimber, and

  Trebonius.

  CASSIUS.

  I think we are too bold upon your rest:

  Good morrow, Brutus; do we trouble you?

  BRUTUS.

  I have been up this hour, awake all night.

  Know I these men that come along with you?

  CASSIUS.

  Yes, every man of them; and no man here

  But honors you; and every one doth wish

  You had but that opinion of yourself

  Which every noble Roman bears of you.

  This is Trebonius.

  BRUTUS.

  He is welcome hither.

  CASSIUS.

  This Decius Brutus.

  BRUTUS.

  He is welcome too.

  CASSIUS.

  This, Casca; this, Cinna; and this, Metellus Cimber.

  BRUTUS.

  They are all welcome.—

  What watchful cares do interpose themselves

  Betwixt your eyes and night?

  CASSIUS.

  Shall I entreat a word?

  [BRUTUS and CASSIUS whisper apart.]





  DECIUS.

  Here lies the east: doth not the day break here?

  CASCA.

  No.

  CINNA.

  O, pardon, sir, it doth, and yon grey lines

  That fret the clouds are messengers of day.

  CASCA.

  You shall confess that you are both deceived.

  Here, as I point my sword, the Sun arises;

  Which is a great way growing on the South,

  Weighing the youthful season of the year.

  Some two months hence, up higher toward the North

  He first presents his fire; and the high East

  Stands, as the Capitol, directly here.

  BRUTUS.

  Give me your hands all over, one by one.

  CASSIUS.

  And let us swear our resolution.

  BRUTUS.

  No, not an oath: if not the face of men,

  The sufferance of our souls, the time’s abuse—

  If these be motives weak, break off betimes,

  And every man hence to his idle bed;

  So let high-sighted tyranny range on,

  Till each man drop by lottery. But if these,

  As I am sure they do, bear fire enough

  To kindle cowards, and to steel with valour

  The melting spirits of women; then, countrymen,

  What need we any spur but our own cause

  To prick us to redress? what other bond

  Than secret Romans, that have spoke the word,

  And will not palter? and what other oath

  Than honesty to honesty engaged,

  That this shall be, or we will fall for it?

  Swear priests, and cowards, and men cautelous,

  Old feeble carrions, and such suffering souls

  That welcome wrongs; unto bad causes swear

  Such creatures as men doubt: but do not stain

  The even virtue of our enterprise,

  Nor th’ insuppressive mettle of our spirits,

  To think that or our cause or our performance

  Did need an oath; when every drop of blood

  That every Roman bears, and nobly bears,

  Is guilty of a several bastardy,

  If he do break the smallest particle

  Of any promise that hath pass’d from him.

  CASSIUS.

  But what of Cicero? Shall we sound him?

  I think he will stand very strong with us.

  CASCA.

  Let us not leave him out.

  CINNA.

  No, by no means.

  METELLUS.

  O, let us have him! for his silver hairs

  Will purchase us a good opinion,

  And buy men’s voices to commend our deeds:

  It shall be said, his judgment ruled our hands;

  Our youths and wildness shall no whit appear,

  But all be buried in his gravity.

  BRUTUS.

  O, name him not! let us not break with him;

  For he will never follow any thing

  That other men begin.

  CASSIUS.

  Then leave him out.

  CASCA.

  Indeed, he is not fit.

  DECIUS.

  Shall no man else be touch’d but only Caesar?

  CASSIUS.

  Decius, well urged.—I think it is not meet,

  Mark Antony, so well beloved of Caesar,

  Should outlive Caesar: we shall find of him

  A shrewd contriver; and you know his means,

  If he improve them, may well stretch so far

  As to annoy us all: which to prevent,

  Let Antony and Caesar fall together.

  BRUTUS.

  Our course will seem too bloody, Caius Cassius,

  To cut the head off, and then hack the limbs,

  Like wrath in death, and envy afterwards;

  For Antony is but a limb of Caesar.

  Let us be sacrificers, but not butchers, Caius.

  We all stand up against the spirit of Caesar;

  And in the spirit of men there is no blood:

  O, that we then could come by Caesar’s spirit,

  And not dismember Caesar! But, alas,

  Caesar must bleed for it! And, gentle friends,

  Let’s kill him boldly, but not wrathfully;

  Let’s carve him as a dish fit for the gods,

  Not hew him as a carcass fit for hounds;

  And let our hearts, as subtle masters do,

  Stir up their servants to an act of rage,

  And after seem to chide ‘em. This shall mark

  Our purpose necessary, and not envious;

  Which so appearing to the common eyes,

  We shall be call’d purgers, not murderers.

  And for Mark Antony, think not of him;

  For he can do no more than Caesar’s arm

  When Caesar’s head is off.

  CASSIUS.

  Yet I do fear him;

  For in th’ ingrafted love he bears to Caesar—

  BRUTUS.

  Alas, good Cassius, do not think of him:

  If he love Caesar, all that he can do

  Is to himself,—take thought and die for Caesar.

  And that were much he should; for he is given

  To sports, to wildness, and much company.

  TREBONIUS.

  There is no fear in him; let him not die;

  For he will live, and laugh at this hereafter.

  [Clock strikes.]





  BRUTUS.

  Peace! count the clock.

  CASSIUS.

  The clock hath stricken three.

  TREBONIUS.

  ‘Tis time to part.

  CASSIUS.

  But it is doubtful yet

  Whether Caesar will come forth today or no;

  For he is superstitious grown of late,

  Quite from the main opinion he held once

  Of fantasy, of dreams, and ceremonies.

  It may be these apparent prodigies,

  The unaccustom’d terror of this night,

  And the persuasion of his augurers

  May hold him from the Capitol to-day.

  DECIUS.

  Never fear that: if he be so resolved,

  I can o’ersway him, for he loves to hear

  That unicorns may be betray’d with trees,

  And bears with glasses, elephants with holes,

  Lions with toils, and men with flatterers:

  But when I tell him he hates flatterers,

  He says he does, being then most flattered.

  Let me work;

  For I can give his humor the true bent,

  And I will bring him to the Capitol.

  CASSIUS.

  Nay, we will all of us be there to fetch him.

  BRUTUS.

  By the eighth hour: is that the uttermost?

  CINNA.

  Be that the uttermost; and fail not then.

  METELLUS.

  Caius Ligarius doth bear Caesar hard,

  Who rated him for speaking well of Pompey:

  I wonder none of you have thought of him.

  BRUTUS.

  Now, good Metellus, go along by him:

  He loves me well, and I have given him reason;

  Send him but hither, and I’ll fashion him.

  CASSIUS.

  The morning comes upon ‘s. We’ll leave you, Brutus;—

  And, friends, disperse yourselves, but all remember

  What you have said, and show yourselves true Romans.

  BRUTUS.

  Good gentlemen, look fresh and merrily;

  Let not our looks put on our purposes,

  But bear it as our Roman actors do,

  With untired spirits and formal constancy:

  And so, good morrow to you every one.—

  [Exeunt all but Brutus.]





  Boy! Lucius!—Fast asleep? It is no matter;

  Enjoy the honey-heavy dew of slumber:

  Thou hast no figures nor no fantasies,

  Which busy care draws in the brains of men;

  Therefore thou sleep’st so sound.

  [Enter Portia.]





  PORTIA.

  Brutus, my lord!

  BRUTUS.

  Portia, what mean you? wherefore rise you now?

  It is not for your health thus to commit

  Your weak condition to the raw-cold morning.

  PORTIA.

  Nor for yours neither. You’ve ungently, Brutus,

  Stole from my bed: and yesternight, at supper,

  You suddenly arose, and walk’d about,

  Musing and sighing, with your arms across;

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

  You stared upon me with ungentle looks:

  I urged you further; then you scratch’d your head,

  And too impatiently stamp’d with your foot:

  Yet I insisted, yet you answer’d not;

  But, with an angry wafture of your hand,

  Gave sign for me to leave you. So I did;

  Fearing to strengthen that impatience

  Which seem’d too much enkindled; and withal

  Hoping it was but an effect of humour,

  Which sometime hath his hour with every man.

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

  And, could it work so much upon your shape

  As it hath much prevail’d on your condition,

  I should not know you, Brutus. Dear my lord,

  Make me acquainted with your cause of grief.

  BRUTUS.

  I am not well in health, and that is all.

  PORTIA.

  Brutus is wise, and, were he not in health,

  He would embrace the means to come by it.

  BRUTUS.

  Why, so I do. Good Portia, go to bed.

  PORTIA.

  Is Brutus sick? and is it physical

  To walk unbraced and suck up the humours

  Of the dank morning? What, is Brutus sick,

  And will he steal out of his wholesome bed

  To dare the vile contagion of the night,

  And tempt the rheumy and unpurged air

  To add unto his sickness? No, my Brutus;

  You have some sick offense within your mind,

  Which, by the right and virtue of my place,

  I ought to know of: and, upon my knees,

  I charge you, by my once commended beauty,

  By all your vows of love, and that great vow

  Which did incorporate and make us one,

  That you unfold to me, yourself, your half,

  Why you are heavy, and what men tonight

  Have had resort to you; for here have been

  Some six or seven, who did hide their faces

  Even from darkness.

  BRUTUS.

  Kneel not, gentle Portia.

  PORTIA.

  I should not need, if you were gentle Brutus.

  Within the bond of marriage, tell me, Brutus,

  Is it excepted I should know no secrets

  That appertain to you? Am I yourself

  But, as it were, in sort or limitation,—

  To keep with you at meals, comfort your bed,

  And talk to you sometimes? Dwell I but in the suburbs

  Of your good pleasure? If it be no more,

  Portia is Brutus’ harlot, not his wife.

  BRUTUS.

  You are my true and honorable wife;

  As dear to me as are the ruddy drops

  That visit my sad heart.

  PORTIA.

  If this were true, then should I know this secret.

  I grant I am a woman; but withal

  A woman that Lord Brutus took to wife:

  I grant I am a woman; but withal

  A woman well reputed, Cato’s daughter[8].

  Think you I am no stronger than my sex,

  Being so father’d and so husbanded?

  Tell me your counsels, I will not disclose ‘em.

  I have made strong proof of my constancy,

  Giving myself a voluntary wound

  Here in the thigh: can I bear that with patience

  And not my husband’s secrets?

  BRUTUS.

  O ye gods,

  Render me worthy of this noble wife!

  [Knocking within.]





  Hark, hark, one knocks: Portia, go in awhile;

  And by and by thy bosom shall partake

  The secrets of my heart:

  All my engagements I will construe to thee,

  All the charactery of my sad brows.

  Leave me with haste.

  [Exit Portia.]





  —Lucius, who’s that knocks?





  [Re-enter Lucius with Ligarius.]





  LUCIUS.

  Here is a sick man that would speak with you.

  BRUTUS.

  Caius Ligarius, that Metellus spake of.—

  Boy, stand aside.—Caius Ligarius,—how?

  LIGARIUS.

  Vouchsafe good-morrow from a feeble tongue.

  BRUTUS.

  O, what a time have you chose out, brave Caius,

  To wear a kerchief! Would you were not sick!

  LIGARIUS.

  I am not sick, if Brutus have in hand

  Any exploit worthy the name of honour.

  BRUTUS.

  Such an exploit have I in hand, Ligarius,

  Had you a healthful ear to hear of it.

  LIGARIUS.

  By all the gods that Romans bow before,

  I here discard my sickness. Soul of Rome!

  Brave son, derived from honorable loins!

  Thou, like an exorcist, hast conjured up

  My mortified spirit. Now bid me run,

  And I will strive with things impossible;

  Yea, get the better of them. What’s to do?

  BRUTUS.

  A piece of work that will make sick men whole.

  LIGARIUS.

  But are not some whole that we must make sick?

  BRUTUS.

  That must we also. What it is, my Caius,

  I shall unfold to thee, as we are going,

  To whom it must be done.

  LIGARIUS.

  Set on your foot;

  And with a heart new-fired I follow you,

  To do I know not what: but it sufficeth

  That Brutus leads me on.

  BRUTUS.

  Follow me then.

  [Exeunt.]
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