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There’s matter in these sighs, these profound heaves. You must translate. ’Tis fit we understand them.


(Hamlet, IV.i.)
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CHAPTER

1


CONTEXT


LIKELY THE MOST INFLUENTIAL WRITER in all of English literature and certainly the most important playwright of the English Renaissance, William Shakespeare was born in 1564 in the town of Stratford-upon-Avon in Warwickshire, England. The son of a successful middle-class glove-maker, Shakespeare attended grammar school, but his formal education proceeded no further. In 1582, he married an older woman, Anne Hathaway, and had three children with her. Around 1590, he left his family behind and traveled to London to work as an actor and playwright. Public and critical acclaim quickly followed, and Shakespeare eventually became the most popular playwright in England and part owner of the Globe Theater. His career bridged the reigns of Elizabeth I (ruled 1558–1603) and James I (ruled 1603–1625); he was a favorite of both monarchs. Indeed, King James paid Shakespeare’s theater company the greatest possible compliment by endowing its members with the status of king’s players. Wealthy and renowned, Shakespeare retired to Stratford, and died in 1616 at the age of fifty-two. At the time of Shakespeare’s death, such luminaries as Ben Jonson hailed him as the apogee of Renaissance theater. Shakespeare’s works were collected and printed in various editions in the century following his death, and by the early eighteenth century his reputation as the greatest poet ever to write in English was well established. The unprecedented admiration garnered by his works led to a fierce curiosity about Shakespeare’s life, but the dearth of biographical information has left many details of Shakespeare’s personal history shrouded in mystery. Some scholars have concluded from this lack and from Shakespeare’s modest education that his plays were actually written by someone else—Francis Bacon and the Earl of Oxford are the two most popular candidates. The evidence for this claim, however, is overwhelmingly circumstantial, and few take the theory very seriously. In the absence of definitive proof to the contrary, Shakespeare must be viewed as the author of the thirty-seven plays and 154 sonnets that bear his name. The legacy of this body of work is immense. A number of Shakespeare’s plays seem to have transcended even the category of brilliance, becoming so influential as to affect profoundly the course of Western literature and culture ever after.


Julius Caesar takes place in ancient Rome in 44 B.C., when Rome was the center of an empire stretching from Britain to North Africa and from Persia to Spain. Yet even as the empire grew stronger, so, too, did the force of the dangers threatening its existence: Rome suffered from constant infighting between ambitious military leaders and the far weaker senators to whom they supposedly owed allegiance. The empire also suffered from a sharp division between citizens, who were represented in the senate, and the increasingly underrepresented plebeian masses. A succession of men aspired to become the absolute ruler of Rome, but only Julius Caesar seemed likely to achieve this status. Those citizens who favored more democratic rule feared that Caesar’s power would lead to the enslavement of Roman citizens by one of their own. Therefore, a group of conspirators came together and assassinated Caesar. The assassination, however, failed to put an end to the power struggles dividing the empire, and civil war erupted shortly thereafter. The plot of Shakespeare’s play includes the events leading up to the assassination of Caesar as well as much of the subsequent war, in which the deaths of the leading conspirators constituted a sort of revenge for the assassination.


Shakespeare’s contemporaries, well versed in ancient Greek and Roman history, would very likely have detected parallels between Julius Caesar’s portrayal of the shift from republican to imperial Rome and the Elizabethan era’s trend toward consolidated monarchal power. In 1599, when the play was first performed, Queen Elizabeth I had sat on the throne for nearly forty years, enlarging her power at the expense of the aristocracy and the House of Commons. As she was then sixty-six years old, her reign seemed likely to end soon, yet she lacked any heirs (as did Julius Caesar). Many feared that her death would plunge England into the kind of chaos that had plagued it during the fifteenth-century Wars of the Roses. In an age when censorship would have limited direct commentary on these worries, Shakespeare could nevertheless use the story of Caesar to comment on the political situation of his day.


As his chief source in writing Julius Caesar, Shakespeare probably used Thomas North’s translation of Plutarch’s Lives of the Noble Greeks and Romans, written in the first century A.D. Plutarch, who believed that history was propelled by the achievements of great men, saw the role of the biographer as inseparable from the role of the historian. Shakespeare followed Plutarch’s lead by emphasizing how the actions of the leaders of Roman society, rather than class conflicts or larger political movements, determined history. However, while Shakespeare does focus on these key political figures, he does not ignore that their power rests, to some degree, on the fickle favor of the populace.


Contemporary accounts tell us that Julius Caesar, Shakespeare’s shortest play, was first performed in 1599. It was probably the first play performed in the Globe Theater, the playhouse that was erected around that time in order to accommodate Shakespeare’s increasingly successful theater company. However, the first authoritative text of the play did not appear until the 1623 First Folio edition. The elaborate stage directions suggest that this text was derived from the company’s promptbook rather than Shakespeare’s manuscript.



















CHAPTER

2


PLOT OVERVIEW


TWO TRIBUNES, FLAVIUS AND MURELLUS, find scores of Roman citizens wandering the streets, neglecting their work in order to watch Julius Caesar’s triumphal parade: Caesar has defeated the sons of the deceased Roman general Pompey, his archrival, in battle. The tribunes scold the citizens for abandoning their duties and remove decorations from Caesar’s statues. Caesar enters with his entourage, including the military and political figures Brutus, Cassius, and Antony. A Soothsayer calls out to Caesar to “beware the Ides of March,” but Caesar ignores him and proceeds with his victory celebration (I.ii).


Cassius and Brutus, both longtime intimates of Caesar and each other, converse. Cassius tells Brutus that he has seemed distant lately; Brutus replies that he has been at war with himself. Cassius states that he wishes Brutus could see himself as others see him, for then Brutus would realize how honored and respected he is. Brutus says that he fears that the people want Caesar to become king, which would overturn the republic. Cassius concurs that Caesar is treated like a god though he is merely a man, no better than Brutus or Cassius. Cassius recalls incidents of Caesar’s physical weakness and marvels that this fallible man has become so powerful. He blames his and Brutus’s lack of will for allowing Caesar’s rise to power: surely the rise of such a man cannot be the work of fate. Brutus considers Cassius’s words as Caesar returns. Upon seeing Cassius, Caesar tells Antony that he deeply distrusts Cassius.


Caesar departs, and another politician, Casca, tells Brutus and Cassius that, during the celebration, Antony offered the crown to Caesar three times and the people cheered, but Caesar refused it each time. He reports that Caesar then fell to the ground and had some kind of seizure before the crowd; his demonstration of weakness, however, did not alter the plebeians’ devotion to him. Brutus goes home to consider Cassius’s words regarding Caesar’s poor qualifications to rule, while Cassius hatches a plot to draw Brutus into a conspiracy against Caesar.


That night, Rome is plagued with violent weather and a variety of bad omens and portents. Brutus finds letters in his house apparently written by Roman citizens worried that Caesar has become too powerful. The letters have in fact been forged and planted by Cassius, who knows that if Brutus believes it is the people’s will, he will support a plot to remove Caesar from power. A committed supporter of the republic, Brutus fears the possibility of a dictator-led empire, worrying that the populace would lose its voice. Cassius arrives at Brutus’s home with his conspirators, and Brutus, who has already been won over by the letters, takes control of the meeting. The men agree to lure Caesar from his house and kill him. Cassius wants to kill Antony too, for Antony will surely try to hinder their plans, but Brutus disagrees, believing that too many deaths will render their plot too bloody and dishonor them. Having agreed to spare Antony, the conspirators depart. Portia, Brutus’s wife, observes that Brutus appears preoccupied. She pleads with him to confide in her, but he rebuffs her.


Caesar prepares to go to the Senate. His wife, Calpurnia, begs him not to go, describing recent nightmares she has had in which a statue of Caesar streamed with blood and smiling men bathed their hands in the blood. Caesar refuses to yield to fear and insists on going about his daily business. Finally, Calpurnia persuades him to stay home—if not out of caution, then as a favor to her. But Decius, one of the conspirators, then arrives and convinces Caesar that Calpurnia has misinterpreted her dreams and the recent omens. Caesar departs for the Senate in the company of the conspirators.


As Caesar proceeds through the streets toward the Senate, the Soothsayer again tries but fails to get his attention. The citizen Artemidorus hands him a letter warning him about the conspirators, but Caesar refuses to read it, saying that his closest personal concerns are his last priority. At the Senate, the conspirators speak to Caesar, bowing at his feet and encircling him. One by one, they stab him to death. When Caesar sees his dear friend Brutus among his murderers, he gives up his struggle and dies.


The murderers bathe their hands and swords in Caesar’s blood, thus bringing Calpurnia’s premonition to fruition. Antony, having been led away on a false pretext, returns and pledges allegiance to Brutus but weeps over Caesar’s body. He shakes hands with the conspirators, thus marking them all as guilty while appearing to make a gesture of conciliation. When Antony asks why they killed Caesar, Brutus replies that he will explain their purpose in a funeral oration. Antony asks to be allowed to speak over the body as well; Brutus grants his permission, though Cassius remains suspicious of Antony. The conspirators depart, and Antony, alone now, swears that Caesar’s death shall be avenged.


Brutus and Cassius go to the Forum to speak to the public. Cassius exits to address another part of the crowd. Brutus declares to the masses that though he loved Caesar, he loves Rome more, and Caesar’s ambition posed a danger to Roman liberty. The speech placates the crowd. Antony appears with Caesar’s body, and Brutus departs after turning the pulpit over to Antony. Repeatedly referring to Brutus as “an honorable man,” Antony’s speech becomes increasingly sarcastic; questioning the claims that Brutus made in his speech that Caesar acted only out of ambition, Antony points out that Caesar brought much wealth and glory to Rome, and three times turned down offers of the crown. Antony then produces Caesar’s will but announces that he will not read it, for it would upset the people inordinately. The crowd nevertheless begs him to read the will, so he descends from the pulpit to stand next to Caesar’s body. He describes Caesar’s horrible death and shows Caesar’s wounded body to the crowd. He then reads Caesar’s will, which bequeaths a sum of money to every citizen and orders that his private gardens be made public. The crowd becomes enraged that this generous man lies dead; calling Brutus and Cassius traitors, the masses set off to drive them from the city.


Meanwhile, Caesar’s adopted son and appointed successor, Octavius, arrives in Rome and forms a three-person coalition with Antony and Lepidus. They prepare to fight Cassius and Brutus, who have been driven into exile and are raising armies outside the city. At the conspirators’ camp, Brutus and Cassius have a heated argument regarding matters of money and honor, but they ultimately reconcile. Brutus reveals that he is sick with grief, for in his absence Portia has killed herself. The two continue to prepare for battle with Antony and Octavius. That night, the Ghost of Caesar appears to Brutus, announcing that Brutus will meet him again on the battlefield.


Octavius and Antony march their army toward Brutus and Cassius. Antony tells Octavius where to attack, but Octavius says that he will give his own orders; he is already asserting his authority as the heir of Caesar and the next ruler of Rome. The opposing generals meet on the battlefield and exchange insults before beginning combat.


Cassius witnesses his own men fleeing and hears that Brutus’s men are not performing effectively. Cassius sends one of his men, Pindarus, to see how matters are progressing. From afar, Pindarus sees one of their leaders, Cassius’s best friend, Titinius, being surrounded by cheering troops and concludes that he has been captured. Cassius despairs and orders Pindarus to kill him with his own sword. He dies proclaiming that Caesar is avenged. Titinius himself then arrives—the men encircling him were actually his comrades, cheering a victory he had earned. Titinius sees Cassius’s corpse and, mourning the death of his friend, kills himself.


Brutus learns of the deaths of Cassius and Titinius with a heavy heart, and prepares to take on the Romans again. When his army loses, doom appears imminent. Brutus asks one of his men to hold his sword while he impales himself on it. Finally, Caesar can rest satisfied, he says as he dies. Octavius and Antony arrive. Antony speaks over Brutus’s body, calling him the noblest Roman of all. While the other conspirators acted out of envy and ambition, he observes, Brutus genuinely believed that he acted for the benefit of Rome. Octavius orders that Brutus be buried in the most honorable way. The men then depart to celebrate their victory.



















CHAPTER

3


IN-DEPTH REVIEW OF CHARACTERS


BRUTUS


A supporter of the republic who believes strongly in a government guided by the votes of senators. While Brutus loves Caesar as a friend, he opposes the ascension of any single man to the position of dictator, and he fears that Caesar aspires to such power. Brutus’s inflexible sense of honor makes it easy for Caesar’s enemies to manipulate him into believing that Caesar must die in order to preserve the republic. While the other conspirators act out of envy and rivalry, only Brutus truly believes that Caesar’s death will benefit Rome. Unlike Caesar, Brutus is able to separate completely his public life from his private life; by giving priority to matters of state, he epitomizes Roman virtue. Torn between his loyalty to Caesar and his allegiance to the state, Brutus becomes the tragic hero of the play.


JULIUS CAESAR


A great Roman general and senator, recently returned to Rome in triumph after a successful military campaign. While his good friend Brutus worries that Caesar may aspire to dictatorship over the Roman republic, Caesar seems to show no such inclination, declining the crown several times. Yet while Caesar may not be unduly power-hungry, he does possess his share of flaws. He is unable to separate his public life from his private life, and, seduced by the populace’s increasing idealization and idolization of his image, he ignores ill omens and threats against his life, believing himself as eternal as the North Star.


ANTONY


A friend of Caesar. Antony claims allegiance to Brutus and the conspirators after Caesar’s death in order to save his own life. Later, however, when speaking a funeral oration over Caesar’s body, he spectacularly persuades the audience to withdraw its support of Brutus and instead condemn him as a traitor. With tears on his cheeks and Caesar’s will in his hand, Antony engages masterful rhetoric to stir the crowd to revolt against the conspirators. Antony’s desire to exclude Lepidus from the power that Antony and Octavius intend to share hints at his own ambitious nature.


CASSIUS


A talented general and longtime acquaintance of Caesar. Cassius dislikes the fact that Caesar has become godlike in the eyes of the Romans. He slyly leads Brutus to believe that Caesar has become too powerful and must die, finally converting Brutus to his cause by sending him forged letters claiming that the Roman people support the death of Caesar. Impulsive and unscrupulous, Cassius harbors no illusions about the way the political world works. A shrewd opportunist, he proves successful but lacks integrity.


OCTAVIUS


Caesar’s adopted son and appointed successor. Octavius, who had been traveling abroad, returns after Caesar’s death; he then joins with Antony and sets off to fight Cassius and Brutus. Antony tries to control Octavius’s movements, but Octavius follows his adopted father’s example and emerges as the authoritative figure, paving the way for his eventual seizure of the reins of Roman government.


CASCA


A public figure opposed to Caesar’s rise to power. Casca relates to Cassius and Brutus how Antony offered the crown to Caesar three times and how each time Caesar declined it. He believes, however, that Caesar is the consummate actor, lulling the populace into believing that he has no personal ambition.


CALPURNIA


Caesar’s wife. Calpurnia invests great authority in omens and portents. She warns Caesar against going to the Senate on the Ides of March, since she has had terrible nightmares and heard reports of many bad omens. Nevertheless, Caesar’s ambition ultimately causes him to disregard her advice.



















CHAPTER
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ANALYSIS OF MAJOR CHARACTERS


BRUTUS


Brutus emerges as the most complex character in Julius Caesar and is also the play’s tragic hero. In his soliloquies, the audience gains insight into the complexities of his motives. He is a powerful public figure, but he appears also as a husband, a master to his servants, a dignified military leader, and a loving friend. The conflicting value systems that battle with each other in the play as a whole are enacted on a microcosmic level in Brutus’s mind. Even after Brutus has committed the assassination with the other members of the conspiracy, questions remain as to whether, in light of his friendship with Caesar, the murder was a noble, decidedly selfless act or proof of a truly evil callousness, a gross indifference to the ties of friendship, and a failure to be moved by the power of a truly great man.


Brutus’s rigid idealism is both his greatest virtue and his most deadly flaw. In the world of the play, where self-serving ambition seems to dominate all other motivations, Brutus lives up to Antony’s elegiac description of him as “the noblest of Romans.” However, his commitment to principle repeatedly leads him to make miscalculations: wanting to curtail violence, he ignores Cassius’s suggestion that the conspirators kill Antony as well as Caesar. In another moment of naïve idealism, he again ignores Cassius’s advice and allows Antony to speak a funeral oration over Caesar’s body. As a result, Brutus forfeits the authority of having the last word on the murder and thus allows Antony to incite the plebeians to riot against him and the other conspirators. Brutus later endangers his good relationship with Cassius by self-righteously condemning what he sees as dishonorable fund-raising tactics on Cassius’s part. In all of these episodes, Brutus acts out of a desire to limit the self-serving aspects of his actions; ironically, however, in each incident he dooms the very cause that he seeks to promote, thus serving no one at all.


JULIUS CAESAR


The conspirators charge Caesar with ambition, and his behavior substantiates this judgment: he does vie for absolute power over Rome, reveling in the homage he receives from others and in his conception of himself as a figure who will live on forever in men’s minds. However, his faith in his own permanence—in the sense of both his loyalty to principles and his fixture as a public institution—eventually proves his undoing. At first, he stubbornly refuses to heed the nightmares of his wife, Calpurnia, and the supernatural omens pervading the atmosphere. Though he is eventually persuaded not to go to the Senate, Caesar ultimately lets his ambition get the better of him, as the prospect of being crowned king proves too glorious to resist.


Caesar’s conflation of his public image with his private self helps bring about his death, since he mistakenly believes that the immortal status granted to his public self somehow protects his mortal body. Still, in many ways, Caesar’s faith that he is eternal proves valid by the end of the play: by Act V, scene iii, Brutus is attributing his and Cassius’s misfortunes to Caesar’s power reaching from beyond the grave. Caesar’s aura seems to affect the general outcome of events in a mystic manner, while also inspiring Octavius and Antony and strengthening their determination. As Octavius ultimately assumes the title Caesar, Caesar’s permanence is indeed established in some respect.


ANTONY


Antony proves strong in all of the ways that Brutus proves weak. His impulsive, improvisatory nature serves him perfectly, first to persuade the conspirators that he is on their side, thus gaining their leniency, and then to convince the plebeians of the conspirators’ injustice, thus gaining the masses’ political support. Not too scrupulous to stoop to deceit and duplicity, as Brutus claims to be, Antony proves himself a consummate politician, using gestures and skilled rhetoric to his advantage. He responds to subtle cues among both his nemeses and his allies to know exactly how he must conduct himself at each particular moment in order to gain the most advantage. In both his eulogy for Caesar and the play as a whole, Antony is adept at tailoring his words and actions to his audiences’ desires. Unlike Brutus, who prides himself on acting solely with respect to virtue and blinding himself to his personal concerns, Antony never separates his private affairs from his public actions.
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*See page 13 for an in-depth review of the characters.
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ACT ONE


SCENE 1


Original Text


Enter FLAVIUS, MURELLUS, a CARPENTER, a COBBLER, and certain other COMMONERS over the stage


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


5


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


CARPENTER


Why, sir, a carpenter.


MURELLUS


Where is thy leather apron and thy rule?


What dost thou with thy best apparel on?


—You, sir, what trade are you?


COBBLER


10


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


MURELLUS


But what trade art thou? Answer me directly.


COBBLER


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


MURELLUS


15


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


COBBLER


Nay, I beseech you, sir, be not out with me. Yet, if you be out, sir, I can mend you.


MURELLUS


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


COBBLER


20


Why, sir, cobble you.


FLAVIUS


Thou art a cobbler, art thou?


COBBLER


Truly, sir, all that I live by is with the awl. I meddle with no tradesman’s matters nor women’s matters, but withal I am indeed, sir, a surgeon to old shoes. When they are in great


25


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?


COBBLER


Truly, sir, to wear out their shoes to get myself into more


30


work. But indeed, sir, we make holiday to see Caesar and to rejoice in his triumph.


MURELLUS


Wherefore rejoice? What conquest brings he home?


What tributaries follow him to Rome


To grace in captive bonds his chariot wheels?


35


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


O you hard hearts, you cruèl men of Rome,


Knew you not Pompey? Many a time and oft


Have you climbed up to walls and battlements,


To towers and windows, yea, to chimney tops,


40


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


45


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?


50


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


55


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


60


Do kiss the most exalted shores of all.


Exeunt CARPENTER, COBBLER, and all the other commoners


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


65


If you do find them decked with ceremonies.


MURELLUS


May we do so?


You know it is the feast of Lupercal.


FLAVIUS


It is no matter. Let no images


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


70


And drive away the vulgar from the streets.


So do you too, where you perceive them thick.


These growing feathers plucked from Caesar’s wing


Will make him fly an ordinary pitch,


Who else would soar above the view of men


75


And keep us all in servile fearfulness.


Exeunt severally





 


ACT ONE


SCENE 1


Modern Text


FLAVIUS and MURELLUS enter and speak to a CARPENTER, a COBBLER, and some other commoners.


FLAVIUS


Get out of here! Go home, you lazy men. What, is today a holiday? Don’t you know that working men aren’t supposed to walk around on a workday without wearing their work clothes? You there, speak up. What’s your occupation?


CARPENTER


I’m a carpenter, sir.


MURELLUS


Where are your leather apron and your ruler? What are you doing, wearing your best clothes? And you, sir, what’s your trade?


COBBLER


Well, compared to a fine workman, you might call me a mere cobbler.


MURELLUS


But what’s your trade? Answer me straightforwardly.


COBBLER


It is a trade, sir, that I practice with a clear conscience.


I am a mender of worn soles.


MURELLUS


What trade, boy? You insolent rascal, what trade?


COBBLER


Sir, please, don’t be angry. But if your soles are worn out, I can mend you.




FLAVIUS


You’re a cobbler, are you?


COBBLER


Sir, I make my living using an awl. I stick to my work; I don’t meddle in politics or chase women. I’m a surgeon to old shoes. When they’re endangered, I save them. The noblest men who ever walked on leather have walked on my handiwork.


FLAVIUS


But why aren’t you in your shop today? Why are you leading these men through the streets?


COBBLER


Well, to wear out their shoes and get myself more work. Seriously, though, we took the day off to see Caesar, sir, and celebrate his triumph.


MURELLUS


Why would you celebrate it? What victory does he bring home? What foreign lands has he conquered and captive foreigners chained to his chariot wheels? You blockheads, you unfeeling men! You hard hearts, you cruel men of Rome, didn’t you know Pompey? Many times you climbed up on walls and battlements, towers and windows—even chimney tops—with your babies in your arms, and sat there patiently all day waiting to see great Pompey ride through the streets of Rome. And when you caught a glimpse of his chariot, didn’t you shout so loud that the river Tiber shook as it echoed? And now you put on your best clothes? And now you take a holiday?1


And now you toss flowers in the path of Caesar, who comes in triumph over Pompey’s defeated sons? Go home! Run to your houses, fall on your knees, and pray to the gods to spare you the pain that you deserve for such ingratitude.


FLAVIUS


Go, go, good countrymen, and to make up for having done wrong, gather up all the poor men like yourselves, lead them to the Tiber, and weep into the river until it overflows its banks.


The CARPENTER, COBBLER, and all the commoners exit.


Well, that ought to move even the most thickheaded of them. There they go, feeling so guilty they’re now tongue-tied—they don’t have a thing to say. You go down toward the Capitol, and I’ll go this way. Undress the statues if they’re decorated in honor of Caesar.


MURELLUS


Can we do that? You know it’s the feast of Lupercal.2


FLAVIUS


It doesn’t matter. Make sure that none of the statues are decorated in tribute to Caesar. I’ll walk around and force the commoners off the streets. You do the same, wherever the crowds are thick. If we take away Caesar’s support, he’ll have to come back down to earth; otherwise, he’ll fly too high and keep the rest of us in a state of fear and obedience.


They exit in different directions.


 




ACT ONE, Scene 2


Original Text


Flourish
Enter CAESAR, ANTONY, dressed for the course, CALPHURNIA, PORTIA, DECIUS, CICERO, BRUTUS, CASSIUS, CASCA, and a SOOTHSAYER in a throng of plebians. After them, MURELLUS and FLAVIUS


CAESAR


Calphurnia!


CASCA


Peace, ho! Caesar speaks.


CAESAR


Calphurnia!


CALPHURNIA


Here, my lord.


CAESAR


5


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 Calphurnia, for our elders say


10


The barren, touchèd in this holy chase,


Shake off their sterile curse.


ANTONY


I shall remember.


When Caesar says, “do this,” it is performed.


CAESAR


Set on, and leave no ceremony out.


Music


SOOTHSAYER


Caesar!


CAESAR


15


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 turned to hear.


SOOTHSAYER


20


Beware the ides of March.


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.


SOOTHSAYER approaches


CAESAR


What sayst thou to me now? Speak once again.


SOOTHSAYER


25


Beware the ides of March.


CAESAR


He is a dreamer. Let us leave him. Pass!


Sennet. Exeunt. Manent BRUTUS and CASSIUS


CASSIUS


Will you go see the order of the course?


BRUTUS


Not I.


CASSIUS


I pray you, do.


BRUTUS


30


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


35


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 veiled my look,


40


I turn the trouble of my countenance


Merely upon myself. Vexèd I am


Of late with passions of some difference,


Conceptions only proper to myself,


Which give some soil perhaps to my behaviors.


45


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


50


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


55


But by reflection, by some other things.


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


60


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 wished that noble Brutus had his eyes.


BRUTUS


65


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


70


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


75


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


80


To all the rout, then hold me dangerous.


Flourish, and shout within


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.


85


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’ th’ other,


And I will look on both indifferently,


90


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.


95


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.


100


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


105


Leap in with me into this angry flood


And swim to yonder point?” Upon the word,


Accoutred as I was, I plungèd in


And bade him follow. So indeed he did.


The torrent roared, and we did buffet it


110


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,


115


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


120


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,


125


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,”


130


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 within. Flourish


BRUTUS


Another general shout!


I do believe that these applauses are


135


For some new honors that are heaped 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.


140


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?


145


Write them together, yours is as fair a name.


Sound them, it doth become the mouth as well.


Weigh them, it is as heavy. Conjure with ’em,


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


Now in the names of all the gods at once,


150


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?


155


When could they say till now, that talked of Rome,


That her wide walks encompassed but one man?


Now is it Rome indeed, and room enough,


When there is in it but one only man.


Oh, you and I have heard our fathers say,


160


There was a Brutus once that would have brooked


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.


165


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


170


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


175


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.


Enter CAESAR and his train, which includes CASCA


BRUTUS


The games are done and Caesar is returning.


CASSIUS


As they pass by, pluck Casca by the sleeve,


180


And he will, after his sour fashion, tell you


What hath proceeded worthy note today.


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.


185


Calphurnia’s cheek is pale, and Cicero


Looks with such ferret and such fiery eyes


As we have seen him in the Capitol


Being crossed in conference by some senators.


CASSIUS


Casca will tell us what the matter is.


During the exchange between CAESAR and ANTONY, BRUTUS pulls CASCA by the sleeve


CAESAR


190


Antonio.


ANTONY


Caesar.


CAESAR


(aside to ANTONY) Let me have men about me that are fat,


Sleek-headed men and such as sleep a-nights.


Yond Cassius has a lean and hungry look.


195


He thinks too much. Such men are dangerous.


ANTONY


(aside to CAESAR) Fear him not, Caesar. He’s not dangerous.


He is a noble Roman and well given.


CAESAR


(aside to ANTONY) Would he were fatter! But I fear him not.


Yet if my name were liable to fear,


200


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.


205


Seldom he smiles, and smiles in such a sort


As if he mocked himself and scorned his spirit


That could be moved to smile at anything.


Such men as he be never at heart’s ease


Whiles they behold a greater than themselves,


210


And therefore are they very dangerous.


I rather tell thee what is to be feared


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.


Sennet. Exeunt CAESAR and all his train except CASCA


CASCA


(to BRUTUS)


215


You pulled 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


220


Why, there was a crown offered him; and, being offered 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


225


They shouted thrice. What was the last cry for?


CASCA


Why, for that too.


BRUTUS


Was the crown offered 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


230


shouted.


CASSIUS


Who offered him the crown?


CASCA


Why, Antony.


BRUTUS


Tell us the manner of it, gentle Casca.


CASCA


I can as well be hanged as tell the manner of it. It was mere foolery. I did not mark it. I saw Mark Antony offer him a


235


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


240


he offered it the third time. He put it the third time by. And still, as he refused it, the rabblement hooted and clapped their chapped 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


245


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 foamed at mouth, and


250


was speechless.


BRUTUS


’Tis very like. He hath the falling sickness.


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


255


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


260


herd was glad he refused the crown, he plucked 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


265


done or said anything 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 stabbed their mothers they would have done no


270


less.


BRUTUS


And after that he came thus sad away?


CASCA


Ay.


CASSIUS


Did Cicero say anything?


CASCA


Ay, he spoke Greek.


CASSIUS


275


To what effect?


CASCA


Nay, an I tell you that, I’ll ne’er look you i’ th’ 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. Murellus and Flavius,


280


for pulling scarfs off Caesar’s images, are put to silence.


Fare you well. There was more foolery yet, if I could remember it.


CASSIUS


Will you sup with me tonight, Casca?


CASCA


No, I am promised forth.


CASSIUS


285


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


290


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.
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