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JULIUS CASAR.

4Gk
SCENE 1. Rome. A Street.
Enter @ Rabble of Citizens 3 Fravivus,
and MURELLUS, driving them.

F14. Hence; home, youidle creatures, get you home:
Is this a holiday > What, know you not,
Being mechanical,; you onght not walk,
Upon a labouring day, without the fign
Of your profeflion? _ Speak, what trade art thou ?
1. C. Why, fir, a carpenter. .
Mur. Where is thy leather apron, and thy rule?
What doft thou with thy beft apparel on?—
You, fir; what trade are you ?
2. C. Traly, fir, in refpe of a fine workman, I am
but, as you would fay, a cobler.
Mur. But what trade art thou ? Anfwer me direétly.
2. C. A trade, fir, that, I hope, I may use with a
fafe confcience ; which is, indeed, fir, a mender of bad
fouls. [what trade ?
Mur, What trade, thou knave ? thou naughty knave,

16 Fla, What
Ay



4 Julius Caesar.

2. C. Nay, I befeech you, fir, be not out with me:
Yet, if you be out, fir, I can mend you. {fellow?
Muvz. What meaneft thouby that? Mend me,thoufaucy

2. C. Why, fir, coble you.

F1r4. Thou art a cobler, art thou ?

2. C. Truly, fir, all that I live by is, the awl: I
meddle with no tradesman’s matters, nor women’s mat-
ters; but, with all. T am, indeed, fir, a furgeon to old
thoes ; when they are in great danger, I re-cover them:
As proper men as ever trod upon neats-leather have
gone upon my handy-work.

F1.4. But wherefore art not in thy fhop to-day?
‘Why doft thou lead these men about the ftreets?

2. C. Traly, fir, to wear ont their fhoes, to get myfelf
into more work. But,indeed, fir, we make holiday, to
fee Czsar, and to rejoice in his triumph. [home?

Muvr. Wherefore rejoice? What conqueft brings he
‘What tributaries follow him to Rome,

To grace in captive bonds his chariot wheels ?
You blocks, you ftones, you worfe than fenfelefs things!
O, you hard hearts, you cruel men of Rome,
Knew yon not Pompey 7 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 fat
The live-long day, with patient expeQation,
To fee great Pompey pafs the ftreets of Rome:
And when you faw his chariot but appear,
Have you not made an univerfal fhout,

‘That 7yber trembl’d underncath his banks,

To hear the replication of your founds

Made in his concave fhores ?

6 js with the Aule” % v, Nore,
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And do you now put on your beft attire?
And do you now cull out a holiday ?
And do you now ftrew 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 intermic the plague
That needs muft light on this ingrantude.
F1 4. Go, go, good countrymen, and, for this fault,
Affemble all the poor men of your fort;
Draw them to 7yber banks, and weep your tears
Into the channel, ’till the loweft fiream
Do kifs the moft exalted fhores-of all.
[Exeunt Citizens.
See, whe’r their bafeft metal be not mov'd;
They vanifh tongue-ty’d in their guiltinefs.
Go you down that way towards the capitol ;
This way wi'l T: Difrobe the images,
If you do find them deck’d with ceremonies.
Mur.May we do fo? you know, it is the feaft
Of Lupercal.
Fra4.Tis no matter; let no images
Be hung with Cesar’s trophies. 11l about,
And drive away the vulgar from the fireets ¢
So do you too, where you perceive them thick.
These growing feathers pluck’d from Cesar’s wing,
Will make him fly an ordinary pitch; .
Who elfe would foar above the view of men,
And keep us all in fervile fearfulnefs. [Exeunt.

SCENE 1l. The fame. A publick Place.
Entery in folemn Praceffiony avith Musick, &c.
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Crsar; ANTONY, for the Courfe; CALPHURNIA,
Portia; Decius, Cicero, Brurvus, Cassius,
Casca, &c. a great Crowd following;
Soothfayer ix the Crowd.

Cxs. Calpburnia,
C.sea,Peace, ho! Cesar fpeaks. [ Musick ceafes.
Cxs. Calphurnia,
C«1. Here, my lord.
C.£s. Stand you dire&ly in Antonic’s way,
‘When he doth run his courfe. . Anronio,
Ant. Cazsar, my lord.
Cxs. Forget not, in your {peed, Antonio,
To touch Calpburnia: for our elders fay,
The barren, touched in this holy chace,
Shake off their fteril curfe.
Avt. 1 fhall remember:
When Cesar fays, Do this, it is perform’d.
C£s. Set on; and leave no ceremony out.
[Musick 5 and the Proceffon mowes.
Seo.  Cesar,
Czs. Ha! Who calls?
C.15ca. Bid every noise be fill : _Peace yet again.
[ Musick ceafes. -
Cxs. Who is it in the prefs, that calls on me?
I hear a tongue, fhriller tﬂan all the musick,
Cry, Cesar = Speak ; Cesar is turn’d to hear.
Soo.  Beware the ides of March. ;
Cxs. What man is that?
Brv. A foothfayer, bids beware the ides of March.
Cxs. Set him before me, let me fee his face.
Cus. Fellow,comefrom the throng,look uponCesar.
C.zs. What fay’ft thou tome now ? Speak onceagain.

29 bids you beware
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Sco. Beware the ides of March.
Cs.He is a dreamer ; let us leave him: pafs.
[Musick. Exeunt All, but Bru. and Caf,

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

Bru. Not L.

Cus. I pray you, do. .

Bru. I am not gamefome; I do lack fome part
Of that quick fpirit that is in dntony :—
Let me not hinder, Czffus, your desires;
Tl leave you.

Cus. Brutus, 1 do observe you now of late :
T have not from your eyes that gentlenefs,
And thew of love, as I was wont to have:
You bear too ftubborn and too firange a hand
Over your friend that loves you.

Bry. Caffius,
Be not deceiv’d: If I have veil'd my look,
I turn the trouble of my countenance
Meerly upon myfelf.  Vexed I am,
Of late, with paffions of fome difference,
Conceptions only proper to myfelf,
Which give fome {oil, perhaps, to my behaviours:
But let not therefore my good friends be griev’d ;
(Among which number, Caffius, be you one,)
Nor conftrue any further my negle&,
Than that poor Brutus, with himfelf at war,
Forgets the fhews of love to other men.

Cas. Then, Bratus,Thave much miftook your pafiion;
By means whereof, this breaft of mine hath bury’d
Thoughts of great value, worthy cogitations.

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

Bru, No, Caffius : for the eye fees not itfelf,
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But by refletion, by fome other things.
Cas. 'Tis juft:
And it is very much lamented, Bruzus,
That you have no fuch mirrors, as will turn
Your hidden worthinefs into your eye,
‘That you might fee your thadow. I have heard,
Where many of the beft refpe&t in Rome,
( Except immortal Cesar)) {peaking of Brutus,
And groaning underneath this age’s yoak,
Have wifh’d that noble Bruixs had his eyes,
Bru. Into what dangers would you lead me, Caffus,
‘That you would have me feek into myfelf
For that which is not in me ?
C.s. Therefore, good Brutus, be prepar’d to hear
And, fince you know you cannot fee yourfelf
So well as by refleftion, I, your glafs,
Will modeftly difcover to yourfelf
That of yourfelf which yet you know not of.
And be not jealous of me, gentle Brutus
Were I a common laugher, or did use
To ftale with ordinary oaths my love
To every new protefter ; if you know
‘That I do fawn on men, and hug them hard,
And after fcandal them ; or if you know
That T profefs myfelf in banqueting
To all the rout, then hold me dangerous.
[ Shout avithin.
Brv. What means thisfhouting ? I do fear, the people
Choose Cesar for their king.
Cas. Ay, da you fear it?
Then muft I think you would not have it fo,
Bru. I would not, Caffus; yetI love him well: —

1% you yet 20 Liughter
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But wherefore do you hold me here fo long ?

What is it that you would impart to me ?

If it be ought toward the §eneral good,

Set honour 1n one eye, and death 1’ the other,

And I will look on both indifferently :

For, let the gods fo fpeed me, as I love

The name of honour more than I fear death.
Cas. I know that virtue to be in you, Brutus,

As well as I do know your outward favour.

Well, honour is the fubjeét of my flory.—

I cannot tell, what you and other men

Think of this life; but, for my fingle felf,

I had as lief not be, as live to %e

In awe of fuch a thing as I myfelf.

I was born free as Cesar; fo 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 gufty day,

The troubl’d Tyber chafing with his fhores,

Ceasar faid to me, Dar’f thou, Caflius, now

Leap in awith me into this angry flood,

And fawim to yonder point ? Upon the word,

Accouter’d as I was, I plunged in,

And bad him follow : fo, indeed, he did.

The torrent roar’d; and we did buffet it

With lufty finews; throwing it afide,

And ftemming it with hearts of controverfy.

But ere we could arrive the point propos’d,

Casar cry’d, Help me, Caflius, or 1 fink.

1, as Aneas, our great anceftor,

Did from the flames of Troy upon his fhoulder

The old Anckifes bear, fo, from the waves of Tyber
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Did I the tired Czsar : And this man

Is now become a god; and Caffus is

A wretched creature, and muft bend his body,

If Czsar. carelefly 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 thake: ’tis true, this god did fhake :

His coward lips did from their colour fly ;

And that fame eye, whose bend doth awe the world,

Did lose it’s luftre : I did hear him groan :

Ay, and that tongue of his, that bad the Romans

Mark him, and write his fpeeches in their books,

Alas, it cry’d, Give me fome drint, Titinius,

As a fick girl. Ye gods, it doth amaze me,

A man of fuch a feeble temper thould

So get the ftart of the majefick world,

Ange bear the palin alone. [Shout again.
Bru. Another general fhout : ?

I do believe, that these applauses are

For fome new honours that are heap’d on Cesar.
Cus. Why, man, he doth befiride the narrow world,.

Like a Colyffus; and we petty men

‘Walk ander his huge legs, and peep about

To find ourfelves dglfhonourable graves.

Men at fome time are mafters of their fates :

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

But in ourfelves, that we are underlings.

Bratus, and Csar: What fhould be in that Czsar 2

Why fhould that name be founded 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,
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Brutus will ftart a fpirit as foon as Cesar,

Now in the names of all the gods at once,

Upon what meat doth this our Ceesar feed,

‘That he is grown fo great? Age, thou art fham’d:
Rome, thou haft loft the breed of noble bloods.
When went there by an age, fince the great flood,
But it was fam’d with more than with one man? .
When could they fay, ’till now, that talk’d of Rome,
That her wide walls encompaff’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 fay,

There was a Brutus once, that would have brook’d
The eternal devil to keep his ftate in Rome,

As easily as a king.

Brv. That you do love me, I am nothing jealous ;
What you would work me to, I have fome aim:
How I have thought of this, and of these times,

1 fhall recount hereafter ; for this present,

I would not, fo with love I might intreat you,
Be any further mov’d : .\ What you have faid,

I will confider; what you have to fay,

I will with patience hear; and find a time
Both meet to hear, and anfwer, fuch high things.
*Till then, my noble friend, chew upon this ;
RBratus had rather be a villager,

Than to repute himfelf a fon of Rome

Under fuch hard conditions as this time

Is like to lay upon us.

Cas. I am glad, that my weak words
Have ftruck but thus much thew of fire from Bratus.

Re-enter CESAR, and bis Train.

© Walkes  *8 Under thefs hard
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Bru. The games are done, and Cesar is returning.

Cas. As they pafs by, pluck Cajca by the fleeve ;
And he will, after his four fathion, tell you
What hath proceeded, worthy note, to-day.

Bru. I will do fo:—Bat, lock you, Caffins,
‘The angry fpot doth glow on Cesar’s brow,

And all the reft look like a chidden train:

Calphurnia’s cheek is pale; and Cicero

Looks with fuch ferret and fuch fiery eyes,

As we have feen him in the capitol,

Being crofi’d in conference by fome fenators.
Cus. Cafea will tell us what the matter is.
C.£s. Antonio,

ANT. Cesar.

C.£s. Let me have men about me, that are fat;
Sleek-headed men, and fuch as fleep o’ nights :
Yon Caffius has a lean and hungry look ;

He thinks too much : fuch men are dangerous.
Ant. Fear him not, Cesar, he’s not dangerous;

He is a noble Roman, and well given.
Cxs.’Would he were fatter: But I fear him not =

Yet if my name were liable to fear,

T do not know the man I fhould avoid

So foon as that fpare Caffius. He reads much;

He is a great observer, and he looks

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

As thou doft, Antony; he hears no musick :

Seldom he fmiles; and fmiles in fuch a fort,

As if he mock’d himfelf, and fcorn’d his fpirit

That could be mov’d to fmile at any thing.

Such men as he be never at heart’s ease,

Whiles they behold a greater than themfelves ;
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And therefore are they very dangerous.
1 rather tell thee what is to be fear’d,
‘Than what I fear; for always I am Cazsar.
Ceome on my right hand, for this ear is deaf,
And tell me truly what thou think’ft of him.
[Exeant Czsar, and Train: Cafca flays.

Cusca, Youpull’d me by the cloak; Would you fpeak

with me?

Brv. Ay, Cafea; tell us what hath chanc’d to-day,
That Cesar looks fo fad.

C.asca, Why you were with him, were you not ?

Brv. 1thould not then afk Cafea what had chanc’d.

Cuase, Why, there was a crown offer’d him : and
being offer’d him, he put it by with the back of his
hand, thus T°; and then the people fell a’ thouting.

Brv. What was the fecond noise for ?

Casca. Why for that too ?

Cu«s. Theyfhouted thrice; What wasthe laft cry for?

C.atca. Why for that too ?

Bry. 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 honeft neighbours fhouted.

Cas. Who offer’d him the crown ?

Casc, Why, Antony. 4 .

Brvu. Tell us the manner of it, gentle Cafca.

Cusee. T can as well be hang’d, as tell the manner
of it: it was mere foolery, I did not mark it. I
faw 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,
tomy thinking, he would fain have had it. Then he

Vor. VIII, B
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offer’d it to him again; then he pat it by again:
bat, to my thinking,” he wasvery loth to'Tay his fingers
off it. And then he offer’d it the third time; he put
it the third time by : and fiill as he refus’d it, the
rabblement houted, and clap’d their chopt hands, and
threw up their fweaty night-caps, and utter’d fuch a
deal of ftinking breath because Cesar refus’d the
crown, that it had almoft choak’d Cesar; for he
fwooned, and fell down at it: And for mine own
part, Idurft not laugh, for fear of opening my lips, and
receiving the bad air. Y
‘€as. But, foft, Epray yon ; What, did Cesar fwoon @
Casa. He fell down in the market-place, and foam’d
at mouth, and was fpeechlefs. g
Bru. °Tis very hike; hehath the falling-ficknefs.
Cas. No, Caesar hath it not ; batyou, and I,
And honeft Cafca, we have the falling-ficknefs.
Cusca, T know not what you mean by that; but,
1am fure, Cesar fell down. If the tag-rig people
did not clap him, and hifs him, according as he
pleas’d, and difpleas’d them, as they use to do
the players in the theatre, I am no trne man.
Bru. What faid he, when he came unto himfelf ?
C 4 sea. Marry, before he felldown, when he perceiv’d
the common herd was glad he refus’d the crown,
he pluck’d me ope his doublet, and offer'd 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 T might go to hell among the
rogues:~—and fo he fell. When he came to himfelf
again, he {aid, If he had done, or faid, any thing amifs,
ke desird their worfhips to think it was his in-
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firmity. Three or four wenches, where I ftood,
cry’d, Alas, good joul! and forgave him with all
their hearts: But there’s no heed to be taken of
them; if Cesar had ftab’d their mothers, they would
have done no lefs.

Bru. And after that, he came, thus fad, away?

*Casca. Ay, 3

Cxs. Did Cicero fay any thing ?

Casea, Ay, he fpoke Greet.

Cas. To what effe&t ?

Cuasca, Nay, an I tell you that, DTll ne’er look you
V’th’ face again: But those, that underftood him, fmil’d
at one another, and fhook their heads: but, for mine
own part, it was Greek to me. I could tell you more
news t00 : Murellus and Flavius, for pulling fearfs off
Cesar’simages, are put to filence. Fareyouwell. There
was more foolery yet, if I could remember it.

Cas. Will you fup with me to-night, Cafa?

Casca, No, I am promis’d forth.

Cas. Wil you dine with me to-morrow ?

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

Cas. Good; I will expe&t you.

Cuasca, Do fo : Farewel, both. [Exit Casca.

Bry, What a blunt fellow, is this grown to be ?

He was quick mettle, when he went to fchool.
Cas. So is he now, in éxecution
Of any bold or noble enterprise,
However he puts on this tardy form.
This rudenefs is a fauce to his good wit,
Which gives men ftomach to digeft his words
With better appetite.
B:
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Bru. And fo it is.
For this time, I will leave you, @aflius «
To-morrow, if you please to fpeak with me,
1 will come home to you; or, if you will,
Come home to me, and I will wait for you.

Cxs. Ywilldo fo: ’till then, think of the world.

EExit BruTus.

Well, Brutus, thow art noble : yet, I fee,
'Thy honourable metal may be wrought
From that it is difpos’d : Therefore ’tis meet
That noble minds keep ever with their likes :
For who fo firm, that cannot be feduc’d ?
Casar doth bear me hard ; but he loves Bratus ¢
If I were Brutus now, and he were Caffius,
He fhould not humour me. I will this night,
In feveral hands, in at his windows throw,
As if they came from feveral citizens,
Writings, all tending to the great opinion
That Rome holds of his name ; wherein obfcurely
Cesar’s ambition fhall be glanced at :
And, after this, let Czsar feat him fure;
For we will fhake him, or worfe days endure. [Exiz.

SCENE L. The fame. A Street.
Thunder and Lightning. Enter, from opposite Sides,
Ci1cerO, and Casca with bis
: Saword drawwn.

Crc. Good even, Cafea: Broughtyou Czsar home?
Why are you breathlefs ? and why ftare you {o ?

Cusca, Are not youmov'd, when all the fway of earth
Shakes, like a thing unfirm? O Cicero,
T have fcen tempefts, when the fcolding winds
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Have riv’d the knotty oaks; and I have feen
The ambitious ocean fwell, and rage, and foam,
To be exalted with the threat’ning clouds :

But never ’till to-night, never ’till now,

Did T go through a tempeft dropping fire.
Either there is a civil ftrife in heaven ;

Or elfe the world, too faucy with the gods,
Incenfes them to fend deftruétion.

Crc. Why, faw you any thing more wonderful ?

Cusca, Acommon flave (you know him well by fight)
Held up his left hand, which did flame, and burn,
Like twenty torches join’d; and yet his hand,

Not fenfible of fire, remain’d unfcorch’d.
Befides, (I have not fince put up my fword)
Againft the capitol I met a lion,

Who glar’d upon me, and went furly by,
Without annoying me: And there were drawn
Upon a heap a hundred %aﬂly womern,
Tranfformed with their fear; who fwore, they faw
Men, all in fire, walk up and down the ftreets.
And, yefterday, the bird of night did fit,

Even at noon-day, upon the market-place,
Hooting, and fhricking. When these prodigies
Do fo conjointly meet, let not men fay,

These are their reasons,— They are natyral 3

For, I believe, they are portentous things

Unto the climate that they point upon.

Crc. Indeed, itis a firange-difposed time :
But men may conftrue things after their fathion,
Clean from the purpose of the things themfelves.
Comes Ceesar to the capitol to-morrow ?

Casca. He doth ; for he did bid Antonio

38 glaz'd
B3
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Send word to you, he would be there to-morrow.
Crc. Good night then, Cafea: this difturbed fky
Is not to walk in. ;
C.sca, Farewel, Cicero. [Exit CicEro.
Enter Cassius.
Css. Who's there?
Casca. A Roman.
Cas. Cafea, by your voice.
C.sca, Your earis good. Caffius, what night is this ?
Cuas. A very pleasing night to honeft men.
C.sca, Who ever knew the heavens menace fo?
Cas. 'Those,thathaveknown theearthfofulloffaults.
For my part, I have walk’d about the ftreets,
Submitting me unto the perilous night ;
And, thus unbraced, Cafa, as you fee,
Have bar’d my bosom to the thunder-ftone :
And, when the crofs blue lightning feem’d to open
The breaft of heaven, I did present myfelf
Even in the aim and very flath of it. [heavens ?
C.asea, But wherefore did you fo much tempt the
Jt is the part of men to fear and tremble,
When the moft mighty gods, by tokens, fend
Such dreadful heralds to aftonifh us,
Cas. Youaredull, Cafta; and those fparks of life,
Which fhould be in 2 Roman, you do want,
Or elfe you use not: You look pale, and gaze,
And put on fear, and caft yourfelf in wonder,
To fee the firange impatience of the heavens:
But if you would confider the true cause,
Why all these fires, why all these gliding ghofts,
Why birds, and beafts, from quality and kind ;
‘Why old men, fools, and children, calculate ;
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Why all these things change, from their ordinance,
Thelr natures, and pre-formed faculties, i
To monftrous quality ; why, you fhall find,

That nature hath infus’d them with these fpirits,

To make them inftruments of fear, and warning,
Unto {fome monftrous ftate. Now could I Cafea,
Name thee a man moft like this dreadful night;
That thunders, lightens, opens graves, and roars
As doth the lion 1n the capitol :

A man no mightier than thyfelf, or me,

In perfonal a&tion ; yet prodigious grown,

And fearful, as these ftrange. eruptions are.

C4sca, *Tis Cesar, that you mean : Is it not, Caffius ?

Cas. Letit be whoitis: for Romans now
Have thews and limbs like to their anceftors ;

But, woe the while! our fathers’ minds are dead,
And we are govern’d with our mothers’ fpirits;
Our yoak and fufferance fhew us womanith.

Casxes, Indeed, they fay, the fenators to-morrow
Mean to eftablith Cezsar as a king : t
And he fhall wear his crown, by fea, and land,

In every place, fave here in Jtaly.

.Cas. I know where I willwearthis 1~ dagger then;
Cajfius from bondage will deliver Cafffus : i
Therein, ye gods, you make the weak moft ftrong ¢
Therein, ye gods, you tyrants do defeat:

Nor ftony tower, nor walls of beaten brafs,
Nor airlefs dungeon, nor ftrong links of iron,
Can be retentive to the firength of fpirit;

But life, being weary of these worldly bars,
Never lacks power to difmifs itfelf.

If T know this, know all the world befides,

7 name to thee
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‘That part of tyranny, that I do bear,
I can fhake off at pleasure. .

Casea, So can I:

So every bondman in his own hand bears
The power to cancel his captivity.

Cas. And why fhould Cesar be a tyrant then ?
Poor man! Iknow, he would not be a wolf,
But that he fees, the Romans are but fheep :

He were no lion, were not Romans hinds.
Those that with hafte will make 2 mighty fire,
Begin it with weak ftraws : What trath is Rome,
What rubbifh, and what offal, when it ferves
For the bafe matter to illuminate

So vile a thing as Cser 2 But, o, grief, .
Where haft thou led me ? I, perhaps, fpeak this
Before a willing bondman: then I know

My anfiwer muft be made: But I am arm’d,
And dangers are to me indifferent.

C.asea. You fpeak to Cafea; and to fuch a man,
That is no flearing tell-tale. Hold my hand :
Be fattious for redrefs of all these griefs ;

And I will fet this foot of mine as far,
As who goes fartheft.

Cas. There’s a bargain made.

Now know you, Cefea, I have mov’d already
Some certain of the nobleft-minded Romans,
To undergo, with me, an enterprise

Of honourable-dang’rous confequence 5

And I do know, by this, they ftay for me

In Pompey’s porch : For now, this fearful night,
Thereisno ftir, or walking in the ftreets ;

And the complexion of the element
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Is favour’d like the work we have in hand,
Moft bloody, fiery, and moft terrible.
Enter CINNA,
C.1sca, Stand clofe a while, for here comesonein hafte.
Cus. ’Tis Cinna, 1 do know him by his gate;
He is a friend. — Cinna, where hafte you {o?
Ciy. Tofindoutyou: Who'sthat? MetellusCimber?
Cus. No, it is Cafca; one incorporate
To our attempts. Am I not ftay’d for, Cinna?
Civ, TIamglad on’t. Whata fearful nightis this ?
‘There’s two or three of us have feen ftrange fights.
Cas. AmI not ftay’d for, Cinna? tell me.
Crn.,  Yes,
You are. O, Caffius, if you could but win
The noble Brutus to our party—
Cus. Beyoucontent: Good Cinna, takethis ¥ paper,
And look you lay it in the prator’s chair,
Where Brutus may but find it; and throw F this
In at his window ; fet this ¥ up with wax
Upon old Brutus’ ftatue : all this done,
Repair to Pompey’s porch, where you fhall find us.
Is Decius Brutus, and Trebonius, there ?
Civ.  All but Metellus Cimber 5 and he’s gone
To feek you at your houfe. Well, I will hye,
And fo beftow these papers as you bad me.
Cas. That done, repair to Pompey’s theatre.
[Exit Cinna.
Come, Cafca, you and I will, yet, ere day,
See Brutus at his houfe: three parts of him
Is ours already ; and the man entire,
Upon the next encounter, yields him ours.
Cusce. O, he fits high in all the people’s hearts:

3 Is Favors, like
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And that, which would appear offence in us,
His countenance, like richeft al¢hymy,
‘Will change to virtue, and to worthinefs.
Cus. 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 fure of him. [Exeunt.

ACT 11
SCENE 1. The fame. ‘Brutus’s Garden.

Enter BrRuTUS,

Brv. What, Lucius, ho!=—
1 cannot, by the progrefs of the ftars,
Give guefs how near to day. — Lucius, Ifay!—
¥ would it were my fault to fleep fo foundly. —
When, Lucius, when? Awake, I fay: What, Lucius!
Enter Lucivs.
Lvc. Calld you, my lord ?
Bzu. Get me a taper in my ftudy, Lucius:
When it is lighted, come and call mé here.
Lve. ¥ will, my lord. [Exit.
Bry. It muft be by his death : and, for my part,
1 know no perfonal cause to fpurn at him,
Bat for the general. He would be crown’d : —
Hew that might change his nature, there’s the queftion.
Jtis the bright day, that brings forth the adder;
And that craves wary walking. Crown him? That;
And then, I grant, we put a fting in him,
‘That at his will he may do danger with.
The abufe of greatnefs is, when it disjoins
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Remorfe from power : And, to fpeak truth of Cesar,
1 have not known when his affettions fway’d
More than his reason. But ’tis a common proof,
That lowlinefs is young ambition’s ladder,
Whereto the climber-upward turns his face:
But when he once attains the upmoft round,
He then unto the ladder turns his back ;
Looks in the clouds, fcorning the bafe degrees
By which he did afcend : So Cezsar may;
Then, left he may, prevent. And, fince the quarrel
Will bear no colour for the thing he is,
Fathion it thus; that what he is, augmented,
‘Would run to these, and these extremities :
And therefore think him as a ferpent’s egg,
Which, hatch’d, would, as his kind, grow mifchievous;
And kill him in the fhell.
Re-emter Lucius.
Luc. 'The taper burneth in your closet, fir.
Searching the window for a flint, I found
This 5 paper, thus feal’d up; and, I am fure,
It did not lye there, when I went to bed.
Bru. Get you to bed again, it is not day.
Is not to-morrow, boy, the ides of March?
Lyc. I know not, fir. )
Bry. Look in the calendar, and bring me word.
Luc. 1 will, fir. i [Exir.
Bru. The exhalations, whizzing in the air,
Give fo much light, that I may read by them.
reads] Brutus thou flecp’)t; awake, and fee thyfelf.
Shall Rome + <+ + + Speak, firike, redrefs.
Brutus, thou flecp’ft; awake,——
Such inftigations have been often drap’d,

23 the firft of



=4 Julins Cafar,

Where 1 have took them up.
Shall Rome — Thus muft I piece it out;
Shall Rome ftand under one man’s awe? What, Rome?
My anceftors did from the ftreets of Rome
The Targuin drive, when he was call'd a king.
Speak, firike, redrefs.— Am I entreated
To fpeak, and firike ? O Rome, I make thee promise,
If the redrefs will follow, thou receiveft
‘Thy full petition at the hand of Brutus.
Re-enter Liuctus. awithin.
Luc. Sir, March is wafted- fourteen days. [Knock
Bru. *Tisgood. Go to the gate; fomebody knocks.
[Exit Lucius,
Since Caffius firlt did whet me againft Ceesar, ;
T have not flept.
Between the aQing of a dreadful thing,
And the firft motion, all the interim 1s
Like a phantasma, or 2 hideous dream :
The genins, and the mortal inftruments,
Are then in council; and the ftate of man,
Like to a little kingdom, fuffers then
The nature of an infurretion.
Re-enter Lucrus.
Luc. Sir, ’tis your brother Caffius at the door,
Who doth desire to fee you.
Bry. Is he alone ?
Lve. No, fir, there are more with him.
Bru. Do you know them?
Lvc. No, fir; their hats are pluckt about their ears,
And half their faces bury’d in their cloaks,
That by no means I may difcover them
By any mark of favour.

¥I fiftecne days
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Bry. Let them enter. [Exit Lucius.
They are the faltion. O confpiracy, 4
Sham’ft thou to thow thy dangerous brow by night,
When evils are moft free ? O, then, by day,

Where wilt thou find a cavern dark enough, A

To mafk thy monftrous visage ? Seck none, confpiracy;

Hide it in {fmiles, and affability :

For if thou path, thy native femblance on,

Not Erebus itfelf were dim enough

To hide thee from prevention.

Enter Cassius, Casca, Decius, Cinxa,

MEeTELLUS, and TREBONIUS,

Cas. I think, we are too bold upon your reft:
Good morrow, .Brutus; Do we trouble you ¢

Brv. Ihave been up this hour ; awake, all night,
Know I these men, that come along with you?

Cas. Yes, every man of them; and no man here,
But honours you: and every one doth with,

You had but that opinion of yourfelf,
Which every noble Roman bears of you.
This is Tre?;rziru.

Bru.. He is welcome hither.

Cas. 'This, Decius Bratus.

Bru. He is welcome too. [Cimber.

Cas. This, Cafea; Cinna, this; and this, Metellus

Bru. They are all welcome.

What watchful cares do interpose themfelves
Betwixt your eyes and night ?

Cas.. Shall I entreat a word ? [converfe apar:.

Dec. Herelyestheeaft: Dothnotthedaybreak here ?

Casea. No.

Ci¥, O, pardon, fir, it doth; and yon grey lines,

35 this, Cinma
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That fret the clouds, are meflengers of day.
Casca, You fhall confefs, that you are both deceiv’d,
Here, as I point my fword, the fun arises ;
‘Which is a great way growing on the fouth,
Weighing the youthful feason of the year.
Some two months hence, up higher toward the north
He firft presents his fire; and the high eaft
Stands, as the capitol, direétly here.
Bru. Give me your hands all over, one by one.
Cus. And let us fwear our resolution. *
Brr. No, not an oath : If not the face of men,
The fufferance of our fouls, the time’s abufe,—
If these be motives weak, break off betimes,
And every man hence to his idle bed ;
So let high-fighted tyranny range on,
*Till each man drop by lottery. But if these,
As I am fure they do, bear fire enough
To kindle cowards, and to fteel with valour
"The melting {pirits of women; then, countrymen,
‘What need we any fpur, but our own cause,
To prick us to redrefs? what other bond,
Than fecret Romans, that have {poke the word,
And will not palter? and what other oath,
Than honefty to honefty engag’d,
That this fhall be, or we wall fall for it ?
Swear priefts, and cowards, and men cautelous,
Old feeble carrions, and fuch fuffering fouls
‘That welcome wrongs ; unto bad causes fwear
Such creatures as men doubt : but do not ftain
‘The even virtue of our enterprise,
Nor the infuppreflive mettle of our fpirits,
To think, that, or our cause, or our performance,



Julius Cafar. 27

Did need an eath’; when every drop of bloed,
‘That every Roman bears, and nobly bears,
Is guilty of a feveral baftardy,
If he do break the fmalleft particle
Of any promise that hath paft from him.
Cas. But what of Cicero ? Shall we found him ?
I think, he will ftand very ftrong with us.
Casca, Let us not leave him out.
Crv. No, by no means.
Mer. Q, let us have him ; for his filver hairs
Will purchafe us 2 good opinion,
And buy men’s voices to commend our deeds :
It thall be faid, his judgment rul’d our hands ;
Our youths, and wildnefs, fhall no whit appear,
But all be bury’d in his gravity.
Brv. O, namehim not: let us not break with him;
For he will never follow any thing
That other men begin. ]
Cas. 'Then leave him out.
Casca, Indeed, he is not fit.
Dec.  Shall no man elfe be touch’d, butonly Cesar?
Cas. Decius, well urg’d: I think, it is not meet,
Mark Antony, fo well belov’d of Casar,
Shoild out-live Cesar : We fhall find of him
A fhrewd contriver; and, you know, his means,
If he improve them, may well ftretch fo far,
As to annoy us all : which to prevent,
Let Antony, and Czsar, fall together.
Bryu. Our courfe will feem too bloody, Caius Caffias,
To cut the head off, and then hack the limbs ;
Like wrath in death, and envy afterwards :
For dntony is but a limb of Cesar.
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Let us be facrificers, but not butchers, Casus.
We all ftand up againft the fpirit of Ceesar;
And in the {pirit of men there is no blood :
O, that we then could come by Cesar’s fpirit,
And not difmember Cesar! But, alas,
Tesar muit bleed forit: And, gentle friends,
Let’s kill him boldly, but not wrathfully ; *
Let’s carve him as a difh fit for the gods,
Not hew him as a carcafs fit for hounds :
And let our hearts, as fubtle matfters do,
Stir up their fervants to an a& of rage,
And after feem to chide them. This fhall make
Our purpose neceflary, and not envious :
‘Which {o appearing to the common eyes,
We fhall be call’d purgers, not murderers.
And for Mark Anteny, think not of him;
For he can do no more than Cezser’s arm,
When Cesar’s head is off.
Cas. Yet I vo fear him:
For in the engrafted love he bears to Cesar,—
Bru. Alas, good Caffius, do not think of him :
If he love Czsar, all that he can do
Is to himfelf; take thought, and dye for Cesar :
And that were much he fhould ; for he is given
"To {ports, to wildnefs, and much company.
7ze. There is no fear in him; let him not dye;
For he will live, and laugh at this hereafter.
Brvu. Peace, count the clock, [Clock frikes.
.€Cas. 'The clock hath ftricken three.
TrE.  ’Tis time to part.
Cas. But it is doubtful yet,
Whe’s Czsar will come forth to-day, or no:
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For he is fuperftitious ‘grown of late;

Quite from the main opinion he held once

Of fantafy, of dreams, and ceremonies :

It may be, these apparent prodigies,

The unaccuftom’d terror of this night,

And the perfuasion of his-augurers,

May hold him from the capito! to-day.
Dzec. Never fear that : If he be fo resolv’d,

1 can o’er-fway him : for he loves to hear,

That unicorns may be betray’d with trees,

And bears with glaffes, elephants with holes,

Lions with toils, and men with flatterers 3

But, when I tell him, he hates flatterers,

He fays, he does; being then moft flattered,

Let me work : )

For I can give his humour the true bent;

And I will bring him to the capitol.
Cus. Nay, we will-all of us be there to fetch him,
Bru. By theeighth hour ; Is that the uttermoft ?
Cin. Be that the uttermoft, and fail not then.
Mer. Caius Ligarizs doth bear Czsar hatred,

Who rated him for {peaking well of Pompey 3

I wonder, none of you have thought of him.
Brv. Now, good Metcllus, go a!ong to him:

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

Sendhim but hither, and I’ll falhion him. [ Bratus;—
C.us. 'The morning comes upon us:We’ll leave you,

And, friends, difperfe yourfelves: but all remember

What you have faid, and thew yourfelves true Romans.
Bru. Good gentlemen, look freth and merrily;

Let not our looks put on our purposes ;

But bear it as our Roman alors do,

24 zlong by him

Vor. VIII C
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With untir'd fpirits, and formal conftancy
And fo, good morrow to you every one.
A I [Exeunt All but Brutuss
Boy! Lucius! Faft afleep? It is no matter;
Enjoy the Honey:heavy dew of flumber:
Thou haft no figures, nor no fantafies,
Which busy care draws in the brains of mien ;
Therefore thou fleep’ft fo foand.
Enter PORTIA,
Por. Brusas, my lord. [now ¢
Bru. Pertin, what mean you? Whetefore rise you
It is not for your health, thus to commit
Your weak condition to the raw cold morning.
Por. Norfor yours neither. You’ve ungently, Brutus;
Stole from my bed : And yefternight, at fupper,
You fuddenly arose, and walk’d about,
Musing, and fighing, with your arms acrofs :
And when T afk’d you what the matter was,
You ftar'd upon me with ungentle looks :
I urg’d you further; then you feratch’d your head,
And too impatiently ftamp’d with your foot :
Yet I infifted, yet you anfwer’d not;
But, with an angry wafture 6f your hand,
Gave fign for me to leave you: So I did;
Fearing to firengthen that impatience,
Which feem’d too much enkindl’d 5 and, withal,
Hoping it was but an effe& of humour,
Which fometime hath his hour with every man.
It will not let you eat, nor talk, nor fleep ;
And, could it work fo much upon your thape;
As it hath much prevail’d on your condition,
I fhould not know you, Brutus. Dear my lord,
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Make me acquainted with your cause of grief.
Brv. I am not well in health,” and that is all.
PoR. Brutus is wise, and, were he not in health,
He would embrace the means to come by it.
Bru. Why, fo 1do: Good Portia, go to bed.
Por. Is Brutus fick ; and is it physical,
To walk unbraced, and fuck up the humours
Of the dank morning ? What, is Bratas fick ;
And will he fteal out of his wholfome bed,
To dare the vile contagion of the night ?
And tempt the rheumy and unpurged air
To add unto his ficknefs ? No, my Brutus;
You have fome fick offence within your mind,
Which, by the right and virtue of my place,
T ought to know of : And, upon my knees,
I charm 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, yourfelf, yourhalf,
Why you are heavy ; and what men to-night
Have had resort to you : for here have been
Some fix or feven, who did hide their faces °
Even from darknefs.
Bru. Kneel not, gentle Portia. [raisiug ber.
Por. 1 fhould not need, if you were gentle Brusus.
Within the bond of marriage, tell me, Brutus,
Is it excepted, I fhould know mo fecrets
That appertain to you? Am [ your felf,
But, as it were, in fort, or limitation;
To keep with you at meals, comfort your bed,
And talk to you fometimes ? Dwell I but in the fuburbs
Of your good pleasure ? If it be no more,

C 2
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Portia is Brutus harlot, not his wife.
Bru. You are my true and honourable wife ;
As dear to me, as are the ruddy drops
That visit my fad heart.
Poxr: If thiswere true, then thould [ know this fectet.
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 :
Think you, I am no fironger than my fex,
Being {o father’d, and fo husbanded ?
Tell me your counfels, I will not difclose them :
1 have made firong proof of my conftancy,
Giving myfelf a voluntary wonnd
Here, in the thigh: Can [ bear that with patience,
And not my husband’s fecrets ¢
Bru. O ye gods, ! 7
Render me worthy of thisnoble wife ! [Knock avithin.
Hark, hark! one knocks: Portia, go in a while;
And by and by thy bosom fhall partake
The fecrets of my heart.
All my engagements I will conftrue to thee,
All the chara&tery of my fad brows :
Leave me with hafte. [Exit PoRT1A.
Enter Lucius, and LicaR1US.
Lucius, who's that that knocks ?

Lvc. Here isafick man, that would fpeak with you.
BRru. “ Caius Ligarius, that Metellus {pake of.” —
Boy, ftand afide. — [Exit Luc.] Casus Ligarius, how ?

L1c. Vouchfafe good morrow from a fecble tongue.
< Brv. O, whatatime have you chase out, brave Caiws,
To wear a kerchief? *Would you were not fick !
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Lre. I am not fick, if Brusus have in hand
Any exploit worthy the name of honour.
Bry. Such an exploit have I in hand, Eigarixs,
Had you a healthful ear to hear of it.
Lrc. By all the gods that Romans bow before,
I here difcard my ficknefs. Soul of Rome,
Brave fon, deriv’d from honourable loins,
Thou, like an exorcift, haft conjur’d up
My mortified fpirit. Now bid me run,
And I will ftrive with things impoffible ;
Yea, get the better of them. What’s to do?
Bru. A pieceof work, that will make fick men whole.
Lre. Butarenotf{ome whole, that we muft make fick ?
Brv. That muft we alfo. What it is, my Caius,
I fhall unfold to thee, as we are going 1 ]
‘To whom it muft be done. )
Lig, Set on your foot;
And, with a heart new-fir'd, I follow you,
To do I know not what : but it fufficeth,
That Brutus leads me on,
Brv. Follow me then, [Exeunt,

SCENE 11, The Jame. A Room in Cesar's Palace.
Thunder and Lightning. Enter CEsAR,

C.£s. Nor heaven, nor earth, have been at peace to-
Thrice hath Calphurnia in her fleep cry’d out, ~ [nights
Help, ho! They murder Cesar. Who's within?~ °

" Enter a Servant.
Ser. My lord ?
Cas. Go bid the priefts do present facrifice,
And bring me their opinions QF fuccefs. :
Ser. T will, my lord, [Exit Servant.

Ci.
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Entéy CALPHURNIA. [forth?
C.1. What mean you, Cesar? Think you to walk
You fhall not ftir out of your houfe to-day. [me

C.£s. Cesar fhall forth : the things that threaten’d
Ne’er look’d but on my back ; when they fhall fee
The face of Cazsar, they are vanithed.

Car. Cesar, I never ftood on ceremonies,
Yet now they fright me.  There is one within,
Befides the things that wé have heard and feen,
Recounts moft horrid fights feen by the watch.
A lionefs hath whelped in the ftreets ;
And graves have yawn’d, and yielded up'their dead :
Fierce fiery warriors fight npon the clonds,
In ranks, and fquadrons, and right form of war,
Which drizel’d blood upon the capitol :
The noise of battle hurtl’d in the air,
Horfes did neigh, and dying men did groan ;
And ghotts did fhriek, and {queal about the ftreets.
O Cesar; these things are beyond all ufe,
And I do fear them. par=

Cxs. What can be avoided,
Whose end is purpos’d by the mighty gods ?
Yet Casar fhall go forth : for these preditions™
Are to the world in general, as to Cesar.

Car. When beggars dye, there are no comets feen ;
The heavens themilves blaze forth the death of princes.

Ces. Cowards dye many times before their deaths ;
The valiant never tafte of death but once.

Of all the wonders that I yet have keard,

It feems to me moft ftrange that men fhould fear;
Seeing that death, a neceffary end,

Will come, when it will come.

P
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Re-enter Servant.
What fay the augurers ?
Ser. They would not have you to ftir forth to-day,
Plucking the entrails of an offering forth,
They could not find a heart within the beaft.
Cxs. The gods do this in fhame of cowardice :
Cesar thould be a beaft without a heart,
If he thould ftay at home to-day for fear.
No, Cersar fhall not: Danger knows full well,
That Cesar is more dangerous than he.
We are two lions litter'd in one day,
And I the elder and more terrible;
And Cesar fhall go forth.
Cazr. Alas, my lord,
Your wisdom is confum’d in confidence.
Do not go forth to-day : Call it my fear,
That keeps you in the houfe, and not your own.
We'll fend Mark Antony to the fenate-houfe ;
And he fhall fay, you are not well to-day :
Let me, upon my knee, prevail in this.
C&s. Mark Antony thall fay, Tam not well 5
And, for thy humour, I will ftay at home.
' Enter Decrus.
Here’s Decius Brutus, he fhall tell them fo,
*  Dzc. Cesar, all hail! Good morrow, worthy Cm’ar.
I come to fetch you to the fenate-houfe.
Cxs. And you are come in very happy time,
To bear my greeting to the fenators,
And tell them, that I will not come to-day :
Cannot, is falfe; and that I dare not, falfer;
I will not come to-day, tell them fo, Decius.
Cay. Say, heis fick.

32 ‘We heare two
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Cxs. Shall Cesar fend a lye?
Have lin conquett ftretch’d mine arm fo far,
To be afear'd to tell gray-beards the truth ? —
Decius, go tell them, Cezsar will not come.

Dzc. Moft mighty Czsar, let me know fome cause,
Left I be laugh'd at, when I tell them fo.

Cass. The cause is in my will, T will not come;
That is enongh to fatiffy the fenate,
But, fox your private fatiffattion,
Because I love you, I will let you know.
Calpburnia here, my wife, ftays me at home:
She dreamt to-night, the faw my ftatue, Deriug,
Which, like a fountain, with a hundred fpouts
Did run pure blood ; and many lufty Romans
Came fmiling, and did bath their bands in it :
And these does fhe apply for warnings, portents
Of evils imminent; and on her knee
Hath beg’d, that I will ftay at home to-day.

Drxc. This dream is all amifs interpreted ;
Tt was a vision, fair and fortunate :
Your ftatue fpouting blood in many pipes,
In which fo many {miling Romans bath'd,
Signifies, that from you great Rome fhall fuck
Reviving blood; and that great men fhall prefs
For tin&ures, ftains, relicks, and cognisance.
This by Calpburnia’s dream is fignify’d.

C.es. And this way have you well expounded it.

Dec. I have, when you have heard what I can fay:
And know it now; The fenate have concluded
To give, this day, a crown to mighty Cesar.
If you fhall fend them word, you will not come,
Their minds may change. Befides, it were a mock

16 warnings and portents, 7 And evils
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Apt to be render’d, for fome one to fay,
Break up the fenate ’till another time,
When Czsar’s wife fball meet awith better dreams.
If Cesar hide himfelf, fhalk they not whifper,
Lo, Casar is afraid ?
Pardon me, Cesar; for my dear, dear, love
To your proceeding bids me tell you this;
And reason to my love is liable.
C.zs. How foolifhdo your fearsfeem now, Calpburnia ?
I am afhamed I did yield to them._
Give me my robe, for [ will go:_. [te an Ait:
Enter Pusrivs, Licarius, Brurus, Casca,
Cinka, METELLUS, and TREBONIUS.
And look where Publius is come to fetch me.
Pvs. Good morrow, Cesar.
Cx£s. Welcome, Publius.
What, Brutus, are you ftird fo early too? —
Good morrow, Cafca.— Caius Ligarius,
Cesar was ne’er fo much your enemy,
As that fame ague which hath made you lean. —.
What is’t o’clock ?
Bru. Cezsar, ’tis frucken eight.
C£s. 1 thank you for your pains and courtefy.
Enter Avrtony. ¢
See! Antony, that revels long o’nights,
Is notwithftanding up: . Good morrow, Antony.
Axt. So to moft noble Cesar.
C.£s. Bid them prepare within:— [t0 an At :
Iam to blame to be thus waited for.
Now, Cinna:Now, Metellus: —What, Trebonius !
I have an hour’s talk in ftore for yous;
Remember that you call on me to-day :
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Be near me, that I may remember you.
Trz. Cesar, T will: < and fo near will I be,
« That your beft friends fhall with I had been further.”
Cxs. Good friends, go in, and tafte fome wine with
And we, like friends, will ftraitway gotogether. [me;
Bru. ¢ That every like is not the fame, o Cesar,”
¢« ‘The heart of Brusus yearns to think upon.” [Exeunt.

SCENE 11L. The fame. Street near the Capitol,
Enter ARTEMIDORUS.

ARr7. [reads.] Cazsar, beware of Brutus; take beed
of Caflius ; come not near Cafca; have an eye to Cinna 5
truff not Trebonius; mark awell Metellus Cimber :
Decius Brutus Jowves thee nat; thou haff avrong’d Caius
Ligarius. There is but one mind in all these men, and
#t is bent againft Csar: If thou beeft not immortal, look
about you: Security gives way to confpiracy. The mighty
gods defend thee!

Thy lover, Artemidorus.
Here will I ftand, ’till Czsar pafs along,
And as a fuitor will I give him this.
My heart laments, that virtue cannot live
Out of the teeth of emulation.
If thou read this, o Ceesar, thou may’ft live;
If not, the fates with traitors do contrive. [Exit.

SCENE IV. Thefame. Arother Part of the
Jame Street, before Brutus’s Houfe.
Enter PorT14, and Luctus.
Por. I prythee, boy, run to the fenate-houfe ;
Stay not to anfwer me, but get thee gone:
Why doft thou ftay ? :
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Lvc. To know my errand, madam.

Por. I would have had thee there, and here again,
Ere I can tell thee what thou fhould’ft do there._
¢ O conftancy, be ftrong upon my fide!”
<¢Set a huge mountain ’tween my heart and tongue!”
“T have a man’s mind, but a woman’s heart,”
“How hard it is, for women to keep counfell” __
Art thou here yet?

Lvc. Madam, what fhould I do?
Run-to the capitol, and nothing elfe ?
And {o return to you, and nothing elfe ?

Por. Yes, bring me word, boy, if thy lord look well,
For he went fickly forth: And take good note,
What Cesar doth, what fuitors prefs to him.
Hark, boy! what noise is that? ‘

Lvc. Ihear none, madam.

Pox. Prythee, liften well :
I heard a buftling rumour, like a fray,
And the wind brings it from the capitol. -

Lvc. Sooth, madam, I hear nothing.

Enter Soothfayer.

Por. Come hither, fellow:
Which way haft thou been?

Soo. . At mine own houfe, good lady.

Por, What is’t o’clock ?

Soo.  About the ninth hour, lady, {

Por. Is Cesar yet gone to the capitol ?

Soo. Madam, not yet; I go to take my ftand,
To fee him pafs on to the capitol.

Por. Thou haft fome fuit to Cesar, haft thou not?

Soo. That I'have, lady, if it will please Cesar
"To be fo good to Cesar, as to hear me:
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I fhall befeech him to befriend himfelf, [wards him?
Por. Why, know’ft thou any harm’s intended to-
Soo. None that I know will be, much that I fear may

Good-morrowto you. Here the ftreet is narrow: [chance.

The throng that follows Cesar at the heels,

Of fenators, of prztors, common fuitors,

‘Will crowd a feeble man almoft to death :

Pl get me to a place more void, and there

Speak to great Czsar as he comes along. [ Exit,
Pox. I muft goin. ¢ Ay me! how weak a thing”

¢ The heart of woman is! O Brarus, Wrutus,”

¢¢ The heavens fpeed thee in thine enterprise !

<¢ Sure, the boy heard me :”” Brutus hath a fuit,

That Czsar will not grant. O, I grow faint:—

Run, Lucius, and commend me to my lord ;

Say, 1 am merry: come to me again,

And bring me word what he doth fay to thee.

A G AT
SCENE 1. ke fame. The Capitol:

Senate fitting, In the Entrance, and amid a Throng of
Pesple, ARTEMIDOR Us, and the Soothfayer. Flourifp, and
Enter CEsAR, attended ; BruTvus, Casstus, Casca,

Cinna, Decius, METELLYS, and TREBONIUS ;

Popivivs, Pusrivs, Lepidus,
Antony, and Others.

C&s. The ides of March are come.

Soo. Ay, Ceasar; but not gone.

Ar7. Hail, Cesar! Read this § {chedule.
Dxc. Trebonius doth desire you to o’er-read,
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At your beftleisure, this $ his humble fuit.
Arr. O, Cesar, read mine firft ; for mine’s a fuit
That touches Czsar nearer : Read it, great Cesar.
G.£s. What touches us ourfelf, fhall be laft ferv’d.
Art. Delay not, Cesar; read it inftantly.
C.£s. What, is the fellow mad ?
Pus. Sirrah, give place.
 Cus. What, urge you your petitions in the ftreet #
Come to the capitol. [Artemidorus is puf’d
back. Cesar, and the reft, enter the Senate: The
Senate rises, Popiliiss prefes forward to fpeak
to Ceesar ; and paffing Caflius, fays,
Por. I wifh, to-day your enterprise may thrive.
Cus. What enterprise, Popilius?
Por. Fare you well. [leaves bim, and joirs Csar.
Bry. < What faid Popilius Lena?” [thrive.”
Cas. “He wif’d, to-day our enterprise might
1 fear, our purpose is difcovered.”
Bru. ¢ Look, how he makes to Czsar: Mark him.”
Cuas. * Cajea, be fudden, for we fear prevention.” .
¢ Brutus, what fhall be done ? If this be known, ”
¢ Caffius, or Cesar, never fhall turn back,”
¢ For I will flay myfelf.”
Bru. ¢ Caffius, be conftant:”
“ Popilins Lena fpeaks not of our purposes ;”’
¢ For, look, he fmiles, and Cezsar doth not change.”
Cas. * Trebonius knows his time; for, look you,
“ He draws Mark Antony out of the way.”  [Brutus,”
[Exeunt AnToNY and TREBONIUS, converfing.
Cxsar takes bis Seat; the Senate, theirs: and
Metellus ddvances towards Casar.
Drec. «* Where is Metellus Cimber 2 Let him go,”
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¢« And presently prefer his fuit to Cesar.”
‘Bzv. < Heisaddrefl’d: prefs near,andfecond him.”
Crn. “ Cafea, youare the firft that rear your hand.”
[The Conspirators range themfelves abour Casar s
Casca, on the right hand of bis Chair, bebind.

C£s. Are we all ready ? What is now amifs,

That Ceesar, and his fenate, muft redrefs?  [Cesar,

Mzr. Moft high, moft mighty, and moft puiffant
RMetellus Cimber throws before thy feat :
An humble heart: — [prefirating bimfelf.

C£s.'T muft prevent thee, Cimber.

These couchings, and these lowly courtefies,
Might fire the blood of ordinary men ;

And turn pre-ordinance, and firft decree,

Into the lane of children. Be notfond,

‘To think that Czsar bears fuch rebel blood,
‘That will be thaw’d from the trae quality

‘With that which melteth fools ; I mean, fweet words,
Low-crooked curt’fies, and bafe fpaniel fawning.
Thy brother by decree is banithed :

If thou doft bend, and pray, and fawn, for bim,
I fpurn thee like a cur out of my way.

Know, Cesar doth not wrong ; nor without cause
Will he be fatisfy’d.

Mez. Is there no voice, more worthy than my own,
To found more fweetly in great Casar’s ear, 2
For the repealing of my banifh’d brother ?

Bruv. I kifs thy hand, but not in flattery, Cersar 5
Desiring thee, that Publius Cimber'may
Have an immediate freedom of repeal.

Cxes. What, Brutus!

C4s. Pardon, Cesar; Cesar, pardon:
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As low as to thy foot doth Caffius fall,
To beg enfranchisement for Publius Cimber.
Czs. I could be well mov’d, if I were as yous

If T could pray to move, prayers would move me:

But I am conftant as the northern ftar ;
Of whose true-fixt, and refting quality,
There is no fellow in the firmament.
The tkies are painted with unnumber’d fparks, -
They are all fire, and every one doth fhines
But there’s but one in all doth hold his place :
So, in the world; *Tis furnifh’d well with men,
And men are flefh and blood, and apprehenfive ;
Yet, in the number, I do know but one
That unaflailable holds on his rank,
Unfhak’d of motion : and, that I am he,
Let me a little fhew it, even in this; ’
‘That I was conftant Cimber fhould be banifh’d,
And conftant do remain to keep him fo.
Cin. O Cesar,—
C.£s. Hence! Wilt thou lift up Obrmp:u?
Dre. Great Casar,—
Cx£s, Doth not Brutus bootlefs kneel ?
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C.sca. Speak, hands, for me, ([ fabbing him in the
Neck. Cesar rises, catches at the Dagger, and
Sfruggles awith bim : defends himfelf, for a time,
againft bim, and againft the other Conjpirators ;
but, ftab’d by Brutus,

Cks. Et tu, Brute?_Then fall, Cesan. [be fub-
mits; muffies up bis Face in his Manr[e Sfalls,
and dies”  Scnate in Confusion.

Cin. Liberty ! Freedom! Tyranny is dead !

Run hence, proclaim, cry it about the fireets.
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Cas. Some to the commion' pulpits, ‘and cry oat,”
Liberty, frecdom, and enfranchisement !

Bru. People, and fenators, be not affrighted ;
Fly not, ftand flill: ambition’s debt is pay’d.

Casca. Go to the pulpit, Brutus.

Dec. And Caffius too.

Brv. Where’s Publius ?

Cin. Here, quite confounded with this mutiny.

MEer. Stand faft together, left fome friend of Cesar’s
Should chance—

Bru. Talknot of ftanding : — Publius, good cheer;
There is ho harm intended to your perfon,

Nor to no Roman elfe: fo tell them, Publius.

Cus. And leave us, Publius; left that the people,
Ruthing on us, fhould do your age fome mifchief.

Bru. Do fo;.-and let no man abide this deed,
But we the doers. [ Exeunt All but Conjpirators.

Re-énter TREBOK1US.

Cas. Where’s Antony?

Tre. Fled to his houfe amaz’d : ‘ 4
Men, wives, and children, ftare, cry out, and rum,
As it were doom’s-day.

Bru. Fates, we will know your pleasures 1.
‘That we fhall dye, we know ; ’tis but the time,
And drawing days out, that men ftand upon.

Cuas. Why, he that cuts off twenty years of life,
Cuts off fo many years of fearing death.

. Brou. Grant that, and then is death a benefit:
So are we Czsar’s friends, that have abridg’d

His time of fearing death.—Stoop, Romans, ftoop,
And let us bath our hands in Czsar’s blood

Up to the elbows, and befmear our fwords :
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Then walk we forth, even to the market-place ;
And, waving our red weapons o’er our heads, .
Let’s all cry, Peace, freedom and libertyl
Cs. Stoop then, and wath. —How many ages hence,
Shall this our lofty fcene be aéted over,
In ftates unborn, and accents yet unknown ?
Bru. How many times fhall Cesar bleed in fport,
That now on Pompey’s bafis lyes along,
No worthier than the duft ?
Cuas. So oft as that fhall be,
So often fhall the knot of us be call’d
The men that gave their country liberty.
Dkc. What, fhall we forth ?
C4s. Ay, every man away :
Brutus fhall lead ; and we will grace his heels
With the moft boldeft and beft hearts of  Rome.
Enter a Servant. b.
Bru. Soft, who comes here? A friend of Antony’s.
Ser. 'Thus, Brutus, T did my mafter bid me kneel;
Thus did Mark Antony bid me fall down ;
And, being proftrate, thus he bad me fay.
Brutus is noble, wise, valiant, and honeft ;
Cazsar was mighty, bold, royal, and loving:
Say, Ilove Brutus, and 1 honour him; , ;
Say, I fear’d Czsar, honour’d him, and lov’d him.
If Brutus will vouchfafe, that Antony
May fafely come to him, and be resolv’d
How Cesar hath deserv’d to lye in death,
Mark Antony fhall not love Cesar dead
So well as Brutas living ; but will follow
‘The fortunes and affairs of noble Brautus,
‘Thorough the hazards of this untrod ftate,

Vor. VIII, D
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With all true faith. So fays my mafter 4ntony.
Bxv. Thy mafter is a wise and valiant Roman 5
1 never thought him worfe.
Tell him, fo please him come unto this place,
He fhall be fatiffy’d; and, by my honour,
Depart untouch’d.
Ser.  TlI fetch him prefently. [Exit Servant,
Brv. I know, that we fhall have him well to friend.
Cas. I with, we may: but yet have I a mind
That fears him much ; and my mifgiving fill
Falls fhrewdly to the parpose.
Re-enter ANTONY.
Brv, But here comes Antony.. Welcome, Mark An-
Axt. Omighty Czsar! Doft thou lye folow? [rony.
Are all thy conquefts, glories, triumphs, fpoils,
Shrunk to this little measure ? Fare thee well.
I know not, gentlemen, what you intend,
Who elfe moft be let blood, who elfe is rank :
If X myfelf, thereis no hour fo fit
As Cezsar’s death’s hour ; nor no inftrument
Of half that worth, as those your fwords, made rich
With the moft noble blood of all this world.
I do befeech ye, if you bear me hard,
Now, whilft your purpl’d hands do reek and {moak,
Fulfil your pleasure. Live a thousand years,
I fhall not find myfelf fo apt to dye:
No place will please me fo, no mean of death,
As here by Cesar, and by you cut off,
The choice and mafter fpirits of this age.
Bru. O Antony, beg not your death of us.
Though now we muft appear bloody and cruel,
As, by our hands, and this our present act,
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You fee we do; yet fee you but our hands,
And this the bleeding businefs they have done:
Our hearts you fee not, they are pitiful 5
And pity to the general wrong ofP Rome,
(As fire drives out fire, fo pity, pity)
Hath done this deed on Czsar. For your part,
‘To you our fwords have leaden points, Mark Antony,
Our arms no ftrength of malice; and our hearts,
Of brothers’ temper, do receive you in,
With all kind love, good thoughts, and reverence.
C.s. Your voice {iall be as ftrong as any man’s,
In.the difposing of new dignities.
Bru. Only be patient, ’till we have appeas’d
The multitude, befide themfelves with fear,
And then we will deliver you the cause,
Why I, that did love Cesar when I firook him,
- Have thus proceeded.
4xr. 1 doubt not of your wisdom.
Let each man render me his bloody hand :
Firft, Marcus Brutus, will I fhake with you;
Next, Caius Caffius, do I take your hand;__
Now, Decius Brutus, yours;__now yours, Metellus;
Yours, Cinna; —and, my valiant Cafez, yours;_
Though laft, not leaft in love, yours, good Trebonius.
Gentlemen all, alas! what fhall I fay ?
My credit now ftands on fuch flippery ground,
That one of two bad ways you myft conceit me,
Either a coward, or a flatterer._.
‘That I did love thee, Cesar, o, ’tis true:
If then thy {pirit look upon us now,
Shall it not grieve thee, dearer than thy death,
To fee thy Antony making his peace,

3 Armes in firength
Da
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Shaking the bloody fingers of thy foes,

Moft noble ! in the presence of thy corfe?

Had I as many eyes as thou haft wounds,
Weeping as faft as they ftream forth thy blood,
It would become me better, than to close

In terms of friendfhip with thine énemies.
Pardon me, Fu/ius! Here waft thou bay’d, brave hart;
Here didft thoun fall; and here thy hunters ftand,
Sign'd in thy {poil, and crimson’d in thy lethe.
O world; thou waft the foreft to this hart ;

And this, indeed, o world, the heart of thee.
How like a deer, ftrooken by many princes,

Doft thou here lye ?

Cas. Mark Antony;—

AnT. Pardon me, Caius Caffius ¢
‘The enemies of Cesar thall fay this;

Then, in a friend, it is cold modefty.

C.s. I blame you not for praising Ceesar fo 3
But what compé¢ét mean you to have with us ?
Will you be prick’d in number of our friends ;
Or fhall we on, and not depend on you ?

Axt. Therefore I took your hands; butwas, indeed,
Sway’d from the point, by looking down on Cesar.
Friends am I with you all, and love you all;
Upon this hope, that you fhall give me reasons,
Why, and wherein, Cezsar was dangerous.

Bru. Or elfe were this a f{avage fpe&tacle :
Our reasons are fo full of good regard,

‘That were you, Antony, the fon of Cesar,
You fhould be fatisfy'd.

ANT. That's all I feek :
And am moreover fuitor, that I may

1t the Hart of
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Produce his body to the market-place ;
And in the pulpit, as becomes a friend,
Speak in the order of his funeral.
Brvu. You thall, Mark Antony.
C4s. Brutus, a word with you.
“ You know not what you do; Do not confent,”
¢ That Antony {peak in his funeral :
“¢ Know you how much the people may be mov’d
“ By that which he will utter?”
Bru. ¢ By your pardon ;=
“I will myfelf into the pulpit firft, ”
¢¢ And fhew the reason of our Czsar’s death:”
¢ What Antony fhall fpeak, I will proteft”
¢ He fpeaks by leave and by permiffion ;”
¢¢ And that we are contented, Cesar thall”
¢ Have all true rites, and lawful ceremonies.”
¢ It fhall advantage more, than do us wrong. "
Cas. ‘1 know not what may fall; I like it not.”
Bru. Mark Antony, here, take you Cesar's body.
You fhall not in your funeral fpeech blame us,
But fpeak all good you can devise of Cesar;
And fay, you do’t by our permiffion ;
Elfe fhall you not have any hand at all
About his funeral : And you fhall fpeak
In the fame pulpit whereto I am going,
After my fpeech is ended.
AnT. Beit fo;
I do desire no more.
Bru. Prepare the body then, and follow us.
[Exeunt ANl but Antony.
Axt. O, pardon me, thou bleeding piece of earth,
That T am meek and gentle with these butchers ! -

D3
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Thou art the ruins of the nobleft man

‘That ever lived in the tide of times.

Woe to the hand that fhed this coftly blood !

Over thy wounds now do I prophefy, —

Which, like dumb mouths, do ope their ruby lips,

To beg the voice and utterance of my tongue ; —~

A curfe fhall light upon the limbs of men ;

Domeftic fury, and fierce civil firife,

Shall cumber all the parts of Iraly -

Blood and deftru&tion fhall be fo in ufe,

And dreadful obje&ts fo familiar,

That mothers fhall but fmile, when they behold

Their infants quarter’d with the hands of war;

All pity choak’d with cuftom of fell deeds :

And Cesar’s fpirit, ranging for revenge,

With At by his fide, come hot from hell,

Shall in these confines, with a monarch’s voice,

Cry, Hawock, and let flip the dogs of war;

That this foul deed fhall fmell above the earth

With carrion men, groaning for burial, .

Enter a Servant. <.

You ferve O&awius Casar, do you not?
Ser.  1do, Mark Antony.
Ant. Cesar did write to him, to come to Reome.
Ser.  He did receive his letters, and is coming :

And bid me fay to you by word of mouth,—

O Czsar!— [Seeing the Body.
Awnr. Thy heart is big; get thee apart and weep.

Paffion, I fee, is catching ; for mine eyes,

Seeing those beads of forrow ftand in thine,

Began to water. Ts thy mafter coming ?
Ser.  He lies to-night within feven leagues of Rome.
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Ant. Poft back with fpeed, and tell him what hath
Here isa mourning Rome, a dangerous Rome;  [chanc’d;
No Rome of fafety for Ofawius yet;

Hie hence, and tell him fo. Yet, ftay a while;
Thou fhalt not back, ’till I have born this corfe

Into the market-place: there fhall I try,

In my oration, how the people take

The cruel iffue of these bloody men ;

According to the which, thou fhalt difcourfe

To young OZawvius of the ftate of things.

Lend me your hand, [Exeunt, awith the Body.

SCENE I1. Tbe fame. The Forum.
Enter a Throng of Citizens, tumultuoufly ;
Brutus, and Cassivs.
Cit; We will be fatiffy’d; let us be faniffy’d.
Bru. Then follow me, and give me audience,
Caffius, go you into the other ftreet, {friends.
And part the nnmbers.
Those that will hear me fpeak, let them ftay here;
Those that will follow Caffus, go with him ;
And publick reasons fhall be rendered
Of Cesar’s death,
1. C. I will hear Brutus fpeak.
2. C. I will hear Cqffius; and compare their reasons,
When feverally we hear them rendered.
[Exit Cassius, with fome of the Citizens :
Bratus goes into the Roftrum.
3. C. 'The noble Brutus is afcended : Silence.
Bruy. Be patient *till the lat. Romans,
countrymen, and lovers, hear me for my cause;
and be filent, that you may hear: believe me for

Dy
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mine honour; and have refpe to mine honour, that
you may believe: cenfure me in your wisdom; and
awake your fenfes, that you may the better judge.
If there be any in this affembly, any dear friend of
Ceasar’s, to him I fay, that Brutus’ love to Czsar
was no lefs than his: If then that friend demand,
why Brutus rose againft Cesar, this is my anfer, —
Not that I lov’d Cesar lefs, but that Ilov’d Reme
more. Had you rather Cesar were living, and dye
all flaves; than that Czsar were dead, to live all free
men? As Cesar lov’d me, I weep for him; as he
was fortunate, I rejoice at it; as he was valiant, I
honour him: but, as he was ambitious, I flew him:
‘There is tears, for his love; joy, for his fortune;
honour, for his valour; and death, for his ambition.
Who is here fo bafe, - that would be a bondman ? If
any, fpeak; for him have I offended. Who is here
fo rude, that would not be a Roman ? If any, fpeak;
for him have I offended. Who is here fo vile, that
will not love his country? If any, fpcak; for him
have I offended. T pause for a reply.

Cit. None, Brutus, none.

Bru. Then none have I offended. I have done no
more to Cesar, than you fhall do to Brutus. The
queftion of his death is enroll’d in the capitol : his
glory not extenuated, wherein he was worthy; nor
his offences enforc’d, for which he fuffered death.

Enter ANTONY, and certain of kis Houfe,
bearing Casar’s body.
Here comes his body, mourn’d by Mark Antony : who,
though he had no hand in his death, fhall receive
the benefit of his dying, a place in the common-
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wealth; As which of you fhall not ? With this I de-
part; That, as I flew my beft lover for the good of
Rome, 1 have the fame dagger for myfelf, when it thall
please My country to need my death. [comes doavi.
Cit. Live, Brutus, live, live!
1. C. Bring him with triumph home unto his houfe.
2. C. Give him a flatue with his anceftors.
3. C. Let him be Czsar..
4. C. Czsar’s better parts
Shall notw be crown’d in Brutus. [clamours.
1. C. We'll bring him to his houfe with fhouts and
Bru. My countrymen,—
2. C. Peace; filence; Brutus fpeaks.
1. C. Peace, ho.
Brv. Gaod countrymen, let me depart alone,
And, for my fake, ftay here with Antony :
Do grace to Cesar’s corps, and grace his fpeech
Tending to Cesar’s glories ; which Mark Antony
By our permiffion is allow’d to make.
I do entreat you, not a man depart,
Save I alone, ’till Antony have fpoke.
[ExitBru.
1. C. Stay, ho, and let us hear Mark Antony.
3. C. Let him go up into the publick chair ;
‘We’ll hear him : _Noble Antony, go.up.
Ant. For Brutus fake, 1 am beholding to you.
[ goes wp.
4. C. What does he fay of Brutus? .
3. C. He fays, for Brutus’ fake,
He finds himfelf beholding to us all.
4. C. "Twere beft he fpeak no harm of Bratus here.
1. C. This Cesar was a tyrant.
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3. C. Nay, that’s certain:
We are moft bleft, that Rome is rid of him.
2. C. Peace; let us hear what Antony can fay.
Ant. You gentle Romans,— &
Cit. Peace, ho; let us hear him. [ears ;
Ant. Friends, Romans, countrymen, lend me your
I come to bury Cezsar, not to praise him :
‘The evil, that mendo, lives after them ;
The good is oft interred with their bones ;
So let it be with Cesar. The noble Brutus
Hath told you, Cesar was ambitious:
If it were {o, it was a grievous fault;
And grievoufly hath Czsar anfwer'd it.
Here, under leave of Brutus, and the reft,
(For Brutus is an honourable man;
So are they all, all honourable men)
- Come I to fpeak in Cesar’s funeral.
He was my friend, faithful and juft to me:
But Brutus fays, he was ambitious ;
And Brutus is an honourable man.
He hath brought many captives home to Rome,
Whose ranfoms did the general coffers fill :
Did this in Cesar feem ambitious ?
When that the poor have cry’d, Cesar hath wept :
Ambition thould be made of fterner ftuff:
Yet Brutus fays, he was ambitious ;
And Brutus is an honourable man.
You all did fee, that, on the Lugercal,
1 thrice presented him a kingly crown,
Which he did thrice refuse: Was this ambition {
Yet Brutus fays, he was ambitious;
And, fure, he is an honourable man.
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I fpeak not to difprove what Brurus fpoke,

But here I am to fpeak what I do know.

You all did love him once, not without cause ;

What cause withholds you then to mourn for him? —

O judgment, thou art fled to brutifh beafts,

And men have loft their reason! _Bear with me ;

My heart is in the coffin there with Cesar,

And I muft pause ’till it come back to me,
1. C. Methinks, there is much reason in his fayings.
2. C. If thou confider rightly of the matter,

Cesar has had great wrong.
3. C. Has he mp mafters?

I fear, there will a worse come in his place.  [crown;
4. C. Mark’d ye his words ? he would not take the

Therefore, ’tis certain, he was not ambitious.
1, C. If it be found fo, fome will dear abide it.
2. C. Poor foul! his eyes are red as fire with weeping.
3. C. There’snot a nobler man in Rone, than Aistony.
4. C. Now mark him, he begins again to {peak.
4nt. But yefterday the word of Cesar might

Have ftood againft the world : now lyes he there,

And none fo poor to do him reverence.

O matters, if I were difpos’d to ftir

Your hearts and minds to mutiny and rage,

1 thould do Bratus wrong, and Cafius wrong,

Who, you all know, are honourable men:

I will not do them wrong ; I rather choose

To wrong the dead, to wrong myfelf, and you,

Than I will wrong fuch honourable men.

But here’s |"a parchment, with the feal of Cesar,

I found it in his closet, ’tis his will:

Let but the commons hear this teftament,
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(Which, pardon me, I do not mean to read)
And they would go and kifs dead Csar’s wounds,
And dip their napkins in his facred blood ;
Nay, beg a hair of him for memory,
And, dying, mention it within their wills,
Bequca:hing it,as a rich legacy,
Unto their 1fTue.

4. C. We'll hear the will; _Read it, Mark Antony.
_ Cit. The will, the will ; we will hear Czsar’s will.

Anz. Have patience, gentle friends, Imuft notreadit;
It is not meet you know how Czsar lov’d you.
You are not wood, you are not ftones, but men;
And, being men, hearing the will of Cesar,
I will enflame you, it will make you mad :
*Tis good you know not that you are his heirs;
For if youfhould, O, what would come of it?

4- C. Read the will; we will hear it, dntony;
You fhall read us the will ; Czsar’s will.

Axt, Will you be patient ? Will you ftay a while ?
I have o’er-fhot myfelf, to tell you of it.
I fear, I wrong the honourable men,
Whose daggers have ftab’d Czsar; Ido fearit.

4. C. T%ey were traitors;: Honourable men!

Cit. The will, the teftament !

2. C. They were villains, murderers: The will;
read the will.

Ant. You will compel me then to read the will ?
Then make a ring about the corps of Cesar,
And let me fhew you him that made the will :
Shal} T defcend ? And will you give me leave?

Cit. 'Come down.

2. C. Defcend.
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3. C. You fhall have leave. [%e comes dowin.
4: C. Aring;
Stand round.
1. C. Stand from the hearfe, ftand from the body.
2. C. Room for Antony; moft noble Antony.
Anr. Nay, prefs not {o upon me'; ftand far off.
Cit. Stand back, room ; bear back.
AnT. If you have tears, prepare to fhed them noew.
You all do know this 7" mantle: I remember
The firlt time ever Cezsar put it on ;
. ’Twas on a fummer’s evening, in his tent;
That day he overcame the Nerwii:— |
Look, in this place ran Ca/ffus’ dagger throngh:
See, what a rent the envious Cafca made:
Through this the well-beloved Brutus ftab’d;
And, as he plack’d his curfed fteel away,
Mark how the blood of Cesar follow’d it;
As rafhing out of doors, to be resolv’d
If Bratus fo unkindly knock’d, or no:
For Bratus, as you know, was Cesar’s angel <
Judge; o you gods, how dearly Czsar lov’d him !
This was the moft unkindeft cut of all :
For when the noble Czsar faw him ftab,
Ingratitude, more ftrong than traitors’ arms,
Quite vanquifh’d him : then busft his mighty heart;
And, in his mantle muffling up his face,
Even at the bafe of Pompey’s ftatue,
Which all the while ran blood, great Casar fell.
O, what a fall was there, my countrymen !
Then I, and you, and all of us fell down,
‘Whilft bloody treason flourifh’d over us.
O, now you weep; and, I perceive, you feel
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The dint of pity : these are gracious drops.
Kind fouls, what, weep you, when you but behold
Our Czsar’s vefture wounded ? Lool you here,
Here T is himfelf, mard, as you fee, with traitors.
1. C. O piteous fpeétacle !
2. C. O noble Cesar/
3. C. O woefu] day!
4. C. O traitors, villains!
1.

9]

. O
Motft bloody fight !
2. C. We'll be reveng’d: Revenge;
About, feek, burn, fire, kill, flay;—
Let not a traitor live.
ANT. Stay, countrymen.
1. C, Peace there, hear the noble Antony.
2. C.. We’ll hear him, we’ll follow him, we’ll dye
with him. [
Awnr. Good friends, fweet friends, let me not ftir you
To fuch a fudden flood of mutiny.
They, that have done this deed, are honourable;
‘What private griefs they have, alas, I know not,
That made them do it; they are wise, and honourable,
And will, no doubt, with reasons anfwer you.
I come not, friends, to fteal away your hearts ;
1 am no orator, as Brutus is :
But, as you know me all, z plain blunt man,
‘That love my friend ; and that they know full well,
That gave me publick leave to fpeak of him.
For I have neither wit, nor words, nor worth,
Ag&ion, nor utterance, nor the power of fpeech,
To ftir men’s blood : I only fpeak right on ;
I tell you that, which you yourfelves do knowy
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Shew youfweetCerar’s wounds,poor, poor,dumbmouths,
And bid them fpeak for me: Bat were I Brutus,
And Brutus Antony, there were an Antony
Would ruffle up your fpirits, and put a tongue
In every wound of Cesar, that thould move
The ftones of Rome to rise and matiny.
Cit. We'll mutiny.
1. C. We’ll burn the houfe of Bratus.
3. C. Away then, come, feek the confpirators.
Ant. Yet hear me, countrymen; yet hear me fpeak.
Cir. Peace, ho; hear Antony, moft noble Anrony.
Ant. Why, friends, you go to do you know not what:
Wherein hath Cesar thus deserv’d your loves ?
Alas, you know not; I muft teil you then:
You have forgot the will I told you of.
Cit.  Moft true; the will, let’s ftay and hear the will.
An7. Here is the will, T and under Csar’s feal.
To every Romax citizen he gives,
To every feveral man, feventy five drachmas.
2. C. Moft noble Cesar /_We’ll revenge his death.
3. C. O royal Casar!
Anr. Hear me with patience.
Cit. Peace, ho.
Anz. Moreover, he hath left you all his walks,
His private arbours, and new-planted orchards,
On this fide 7iber ; he hath left them you,
And to your heirs for ever; common pleasures,
To walk abroad, and recreate yourfelves. -
Here was a Czsar : When comes fuch another?
1. C. Never, never: _Come, come, away:
We'll burn his body in the holy place,
And with the brands fire all the traitors’ houses..
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Take up the body.
2. C. Go, fetch fire,
3. C. Pluck down
The benches.
4. C. Plutk down forms, the windows, any thing.
[ Exeunt Citizens, avith the Body.
ANT. Now let it work : Mifchief, thou art a-foot,
Take thou what courfe thou wilt.
Enter Servant. c.
How now, fellow?
Ser.  Sir, Ofavius is already come to Rome.
AxT. Where is he ?
Ser. -He and Lepidus are at Cesar’s houfe.
4nt. And thither will T ftraight to visit him :
He comes upon a with. Fortune is merry,
And in this mood will give us any thing.
Ser. I heard them fay, Brutus and Caffius -
Are rid like madmen through the gates of Rome.
Ant. Belike, they had fg ome notice of the people,
How I had mov’d them. Bring me to Ofavius.

SCENE L. The fame. A Street.
Enter CINNA the Poet.
Cin. T dreamt to-night, that I did feaft with Cesar,
And things unlucky charge my fantafy:
I have no will to wander forth of doors,
Yet fomething leads me forth.
Enter Citizens.

. What is your name?
.- Whither are you going ?
. Where do you live
. Are you a marry’d man, or a batchelor?

Ty -
onnn

35 unluckily
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2. C. Anfwer every man direfily.

1. C. Ay, and briefly.

4. C. Ay, and wisely. :

3. C. Ay, and truly, you were beft.

Cry. Whatismyname? Whitheram Igoing? Where
doIdwell? AmIa marry’d man, or a batchelor? Then
to anfwer every man dite&ly, and briefly, wisely, and
truly. Wisely I fay, I am a batchelor.

2. G. That’s as much as to fay, they are fools that
marry : —You'll bear me a bang for that, I fear: Pro-
ceed, direétly.

C1x. Dire&ly, Iam going to Cezsar’s funeral.

1. C. As a friend, or an enemy ?

Cin. As a friend.

2. C. That matter is anfwer’d dire&ly.

. C. For your dwelling, —briefly ?

é'uv. Briefly, I dwell by the capitol. -

3. C. Your name, fir, truly?

Cra. Truly, my name is Cinna.

1, C, Tear him to pieces, he’s a confpirator.

Civ. I am Cinna the poet, I am Cinna the poet.:

4. C. Tearhim for his bad verfes, tear him for his bad

C1w. T am not Cinna the confpirator. [verfes.

4. C. It is no matter, his name’s Cinna ; pluck but
his name out of his heart, and turn him going. [brands:

3. C. Tear him, tear him. Come, irands, ho, fire-
To Brutus’y to Caffius’; burn all : Some to Decius’ houfe,
and fome to Cafea’s ; fome to Ligarius’: away ; go.

ACT 1IV.
SCENE 1. The fame. A Room in Antony’s Houfe.

Vor. VIII, B
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Enter ANTORY, OcTAVIUS, and LEPIDUS,
[prick’d.
ANt. Thesemany T then fhall dye; their names are
Oc7. Your brdther too muft dye; Confent you, Le-
Lz¥. I do confent: - [pidus ?
Ocr.-Prick him down, Antony.
Exr. Upon condition Publkus thall not live,
Who is your fifter’s fon, Mark Antony.
i+ Ani. Hefhall not live ; look, with a fpot I damn him.
But, Lepidus, go you to Cziar's houfe ;
Fetch the will hither, and we fhall determine
How ta cat off fome charge in legacies.
Lep. What, fhall 1 find you here?
Ocr. Or here, or at the capitol. . [Exit Lertovs.
ANg. This,is a flight, unmeritable man,
Meet to be fent on errands: Is it fit, ;
‘The three-fold iworld divided, he fhould ftand
One of the three to fhare it?
Oct. So you thought him ; :
And took his voice who fhould be prick’d to dye, '
In our black fentence and profeription.
AnT, Odavius, Lhave {een more days than you:
And though we lay these honours on this man,
To ease qurfelvesof divers fland’rous loads,
He fhall but bear them as the afs bears gold,
‘Foigroan and fweat under the businefs,
Either led or driven, as we point the way;
And having brought our treasure where we will,
Then take we down his load, and turn him off,
Like to the empty afs, to fhake his ears,
And graze in commons.
Oc7. You may do your will,



Julius Casar, 63

But he’s a try’d and valiant foldier.
Anz. So is my horfe, OFawvius; and, for that,
Ido appoint him flore of provender :
It is a creature that I teach to fight,
To wind, to ftop, to run dire&ly on;
His corporal motion govern’d by my fpirit.
And, in fome tafte, is Lepidus but fo;
He muft be taught, and train’d, and bid go forth =
A barren-fpirited fellow ; one that feeds
On abje orts, and imitations ;
Which, out of ufe, and ftal’d by other men,
Begin his fathion : Do not talk of him,
But as a property.  And now, O&swius,
Liften great things. Bratus and Cgffius
- Are levying powers: we muft ftraight make head :
‘Therefore ﬁzt our alliance be combin’d,
Our beft friends made, our beft means ftretch’d ;
And let us presently go fit in council,
How covert matters may be beft difclos’d,
And open perils fureft anfwered.
Oct. Let us do fo: for we are at the ftake,
And bay’d about with many enemies;
And fome, that fmile, have in their hearts, I fear,
Millions of mifchiefs. [Exeunt.

SCENE 1l. Camp near Sardis.
Before Brutus’s Tent. Enter BRuTvs, and Forces ;
Lucius, and Others, ettending :
Bry. Stand, ho. {20 bis Officers, entering.
20 bim, LuciLyus, avith Soldiers ;
pit Pinparvus, and Titinius,
Lve. Give the word, ho, and ftand. [0 4is Paryy.

I® On Objedts, Arts, and
E 2
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Bru. What now, Lucilius? is Caffius near ?
Lve, He is at hand ; and Pindarus is come
To do you falutation from his mafter.
[ presenting Pindarus, avho gives a Letter.
Brv. He greets me well. _Your mafter, Pindarus,
In his own charge, or by ill officers,
Hath given me fome worthy cause to with
Things done, undone : but; if he be at hand,
I fhall be fatiffy’d.
Pix. I do notdoubt, .
But that my noble mafter will appear
Such as he is, full of regard, and honour.
Brv. He is not doubted. _«“ A word, Lucilius;”
« How he receiv’d you, —let me be resolv’d.”
Lve. < With courtefy, and with refpe&t enough; »
¢ But not with fuch familiar inftances, ”
¢«¢ Nor with fuch free and friendly conference, ”
¢ As he hath us’d of old.”
Bru. ¢ Thou haft defcrib’d
“¢ A hot friend cooling: Ever note, Lucilius,”
+« When love begins to ficken and decay,”
¢« It useth an enforced ceremony.”
¢¢ There are 1o tricks in plain and fimple faith :”
«Bat hollow men, like horfes hot at hand,”
« Make gallant fhew and promise of their mettle ;>
¢¢ But when they fhould endure the bloody fpur,”
¢« They fall their crefts, and, like deceitful jades, ”
¢¢ Sink in the trial. Comes his army on ?”
Lvc. «They mean this nightin Sardis to be quarter’d;
«« The greater part, the horfe in general,”
¢ Are come with Caffius.” [March awithin.
Brv. Hark, heis arriv’d:

6 change
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March gently on to meet him. [Marck.
Enter Cassius, and Forces.
Cas. Stand, ho. [0 bis Officers, entering.

Brv. Stand: . [ro bis.] Speak the word along.
1. O. Stand.
2. 0. Stand.
3. 0. Stand.
Cas. Moft noble brother, you have done me wrong.
Bry. Judge me, you gods! wrong I mine enemies?
And, if not fo, how fhould I wrong a brother ?
Cas. Brutus, this fober form of yours hides wrongs;
And when you do them,—
Bru. Caffius, be cantent,
Speak your griefs foftly, I do know you well:
Before the eyes of both our armies here,
Which fhould perceive nothing but love from us,
Let us not wrangle: Bid them move away ;
Then in my tent, Caffus, enlarge your griefs,
And I will give you audience.
Cas. Pindarus,
Bid our commanders lead their charges off -
A little from this ground, 3
Bru. Lucilius,
Do you the like; and let no man, Luciliug,
Come to our tent, ’till we have done our conference.
Let Lucius and Zitinius guard our door. [Exeunt.

SCENE Nl. Within the Tent.
Lucius, and Titinius, at the Door :
Enter BryTUS, and Cassivus.
Cas. That you have wrong’d me, doth appear in this:
‘You have condemn’d and noted Lucius Pella,

E 3
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For taking bribes here of the Sardians ;
Wherein, my letter, praying on his fide,
Because I knew the man, was flighted of.

Bru. You wrong’d yourfelf, to write in fuch a cafe.

Cas. In fuch atime as this, it is not meet
That every nice offence fhould bear his comment.

Bru. @nv let me tell you, Caffius, you yourfelf
Are much condemn’d to have an itching palm ;
To fell and mart your offices for gold,

To undeservers.

Cas. 1an itching palm?
You know, that you are Brufus that fpeak this,
Or, by the gods, this fpeech were elfe your laft.

Brv. The name of Caffius honours this corruption,
And chaftisement doth therefore hide his head.

Cas. Chaftisement ! !

Brv. Remember Merch, the idesof March remember:
Did not great julius bleed for juftice’ fake ?
‘What villain touch’d his body, that did ftab,
And not for juftice? What, fhall one of us,
That ftruck the foremoft man of all this world,
But for fupporting robbers; fhall we now
Contaminate our fingers with bafe bribes ?

And fell the mighty fpace of our large honours
For fo much trath, as may be grafped thus?
I had rather be a dog, and bay the moon,
Than fuch a Roman.
Cas. Brutus, bay not me,
Tll not endure it: you forget yourfelf,
'To hedge me in; I am a foldier, I,
Older in praétice, abler than yourfelf
‘To make conditions.

28 baite not
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Bre. Go to; you are not Caffius.
Cas. Iam. =
Bry. 1 fay, you are not, ;
Cas. Urge me no more, I thall forget myfelf;
Have mind upon your health, tempt me no farther.
Bry. Away, flight mant
Cas. Is’t poflible ?
Bry. Hear me, forI will {peak.
Mautft I give way and room to your rafh choler?
Shall I be frighted, when a madman ftares ?
Cas.'0 ye gods, ye gods! Mauft I endure all this?
Bry. Allthis? Ay, more: Fret, ’till your proudheart
Go, thew your{laves how cholerick youare,  [break;
And make your bondmen tremble. Muft I bodge?
Muft I observe you? MuftI ftand and crouch
Under your tefty humour? By the gods,
You fhall digeft the venom of your fpleen,
Though it do fplit you: for, from this day forth,
I’ll use you for my mirth, yea, for my laughter,
When you are wafpifh.
Cs. Is it come to this?
Bry. You fay, you are a better foldier:
Let it appear fo; make your vaunting true,
And it fhall please me well : Formine own part,
I thall be glad to learn of noble men.
Cus. Youwrongmeeveryway,youwrong-me, Brutus}
I faid, an elder foldier, not a better : |
Did I fay, ‘better ?
Bru. If you did, I care not, [me.
C3. When Cesarliv’d, he durft notthus havemov’d
Bru. Peéace, peace; you durft not fo have tempted
Cas, 1dyrft not? [him,

E g4
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Bru. No. 3

Cas. What, durft not tempt him ?

Bry. For your life you durft not. -

C4s. Do not presume too much upon my love,

1 may do that [ fhall be forry for,

Brv. You have done that you fhould be forry for.

There is no terror, Caffius, in your threats ;

For I am arm’d fo ftrong in honetty,

That they pafs by me, as the idle wind,

‘Which I refpet not. I did fend to you

For certain fums of gold, which you deny’d me;—
For I can raise no money by vile means;

By heaven, I had rather coin my heart, ¢
And drop my blood for drachmas, than to wring
From the hard hands of peasants their vile trafh,
By any indire@ion. I did fend

To you for gold to pay my legions,

Which you gzny’d me: Was that done like Caffius 7
Should I have anfwer’d Caius Caffius fo?

When Marcus Brutus grows fo covetous,

To lock fuch rafcal counters from his friends,

Be ready, gods, with all your thunder-bolts,

Dath him to pieces!

Cus. 1 deny’d you not,

Bru. You did.

Cas. 1did not: he was but a fool, [heart =
That brought my anfwer back, Brutus hath riv’d my
A friend fhould bear his friend’s infirmities,

But' Brutus makes mine greater than they are.

Bru. 1do not, ’till you practife them on me.

Cus. You love me not.

Bry. 1 do not like your faults.
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Cus. A friendly eye could never fee Tuch faults.
Bry. A flatterer’s would not, though they do appear

As huge as high Ojmpus.

. Cas. Come, Antony, and, young Ofavius, come,

Revenge yourfelves alone on Caffius,

For Caffius is aweary of the world :

Hated by one he loves; brav’d by his brother ;

Check’d like 2 bondman ; all his faults observ’d,

Set in a note-book, learn’d, and con’d by rote,

To caftinto my teeth, O, I could weep

My fpirit from mine eyes. 'There is |~ my dagger,

And here T my naked breaft; within, a heart

Dearer than Plutus’ mine, richer than gold:

If that thou beeft 2 Roman, take it forth;

1, that deny’d thee gold, will give my heart :

Strike, as thou did’ft at Czsar; for, I know,

When thou did’ft hate him worft, thou lov’dft him better

Than ever thon lov’dft Ca/fus.

. Bru. Sheath your dagger :

Be angry when you will, it fhall have fcopes .

Do what you will, difhonour fhall be humour.

O Caffius, you are yoked with a lamb,

That carries anger, as the flint bears fire ;

Who, much enforced, thews a hafty fpark,

And ftraight is cold again.

Cas. Hath Caffius iv'd

To be but mirth and laughter to his Brazus,

When grief, and blood ill-temper’d, vexeth him ?
Bru. When I fpoke that, I was ill-temper’d too.
C4s. Do you confefs fo mach ? Give me your hand,
Brv. And my heart too.

Cas. O Brutus,—

¥3 Plute’s
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Bry. What’s the matter ?

Cus. Have you not love enough to bear with me,
“When that rath humour, which my mother gave me,
Makes me forgetful ? [ Noisc avithin,

Bry. Yes, Caffixs; and, henceforth, .

"When you are over-earneft with your Brutus,
He’ll think your mother chides, and leave you fo.

Poet. [awithin] Let me go in to fee the generals ;
“There is fome grudge between them, ’tis not meet
They be alone.

Luc. [at the Door.] You fhall not come to them.
Poct. [awithin.} Nothing but death fhall ftay me.
Enter Poet,

Cas. How now ? What’s the matter ?

Poet. Forthame, you generals; What do you mean?
Love, and be friends, as two fuch men fhould be ;
For I have feen more years, 'm fure, than ye.

Cus. Ha, ha; how vilely does this cynick rhime ?

Brv. Get you hence, firrah ; faucy fellow, hence.

Cas. Bear with him, Brurus; ’tis his fathion,

Brr. I'll know his humour, when he knows his time:
What fhould the wars do with these jingling fools ? —
Companion, hence.

Cas. Away, away, be gone. [Exit Poet.

Enter Lucilius, and Titinius.

Bru. Lucilius and Titinius, bid the commanders
Prepare to lodge their companies to-night. [you

Cas. And come yourfelves, and bring Mefala with
Immediately to us. [Exeunt Lucilius, and Titinius.,

Bru. Lucius, a bowl of wine. [Exit Lucivus.

C.s. 1did not think, youcould have been fo angry.

Bry. O Caffius, 1am fick of many griefs.

5 and from henceforth 2% Jigging
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Cus. Of your philofophy you make no ufe,
If you give place to accidental evils.

Bru. No man bears forrow betteri—Portia is dead.

Cus. Ha! Portia?

Bru. Sheis dead.

Cas, How ’fcap’d I killing, when I'crofi’d youfo ? —
O infupportable and touching lofs! —
Upon what ficknefs ?

Brvu. Impatient of my abfence;
And grief, that young Ofawius with Mark Antony
Have made themfelves fo ftrong ;— for ‘with her death
That tidings came ; — With this the fell diftra&,
And, her attendants abfent, fivallow’d fire.

Cuas. And dy’d fo?

Bry. Even {o,

Cuas. O ye immortal gods !

Re-enter Lucivus, awith Wine, and Tapers,

Bru. Speaknomoreofher._Givemeabowl ofwine:~
In this I bury all unkindnefs, Caffius. [drints.
Cis. My heart is thirfty for that noble pledge:

Fill, Lucizs, *till the wine o’er-fwell the cup;
I cannot drink too much of Brutus’ love. [drinks.
Re-enter T1T1N1US, awith MESSALA.
Bry. Comein, Titinius: _Welcome, good Meffala.
Now fit we clofe about this taper here,
And call in queftion our neceflities.
Cas. < Portia! art thou gone?”
Brv. “No more, I pray you,”
Meffala, 1 have here T~ received letters,
That young O&avius, and Mark Antony,
Come down upon us with a mighty power,
Bending their expedition towards Philippi.
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Mzs. Myfelf have letters of the felf-fame tenour.
Brv. With what addition ?
Mes. That by profeription, and bills of out-lawry,
O&awvius, Antony, and Lepidus,
Have put to death a hundred fenators.
Bzu. Therein our letters do not well agree ;
Mine fpeak of feventy fenators, that dy’d
By their profcriptions, Cicero being one.
Cas. Cicero one?
Mes. Qp, Cicero is dead,
And that by order of profcription, —
Had you your letters from your wife, my lord ?
Bru. No, Mefala.
Mes. Nor nothing in your letters writ of her?
Brv. Nothing, Mefala. .
Mes. That, methinks, is ftrange.
Bry. Whyafk you? Hear youought of her in yours?
Mes. No, my lord.
Bzu. Now, as you are a Roman, tell me true.
Mes. Then like a Roman bear the truth I tell ;
For certain fhe is dead, and by ftrange mauner.
Bzu. Why, farewel, Portia. . Wemuft dye, Mefjala:
With meditating that fhe muft dye once,
I have the patience to endure it now.
Mes. Even fo great men great lofles fhould endure.
Cus. I haveas much of thisin art as you, [0 Bru.
But yet my nature could not bear it fo.
Bru. Well, toour work alive. What do youthink
Of marching to Pbilippi presently ?
Cus. Ido not think 1t good.
Brv. Your reason?
Cas. Thisitis:

5t by that
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*Tis better that the enemy feek us:

So fhall he wafte his means, weary his foldiers,
Doing himfelf offence ; whilt we, lying fill,
Are f%ll of reft, defence, and nimblenefs.

Bru. Good reasons muft, of force, give placeto better.

The people, *twixt Philippi and this ground,

Do ftand but in a forc’d affection ;

For they have grudg’d us contribution :

The enemy, marching along by them,

By them fhall make a fuller number up,

Come on refrefh’d, new-added, and encourag’d ;
From which advantage fhall we cut him off,

If at Philippi we do face him there,

These people at our back.

Cas. Hear me, good brother.

Bru. Under your pardon. You muft note befide,
That we have try’d the utmoft of our friends,
Our legions are brim-full, our cause is ripe ;
The enemy increafeth every day,

We, at the height, are ready to decline.

There is a tide in the affairs of men,

Which, taken at the flood, leads on to fortune;
Omitted, all the voyage of their life

Is bound in fhallows, and in miseries,

On fuch a full fea are we now afloat;

And we muft take the current when it ferves,
Or lose our ventures.

Cas. Then, with your will, go on;

We'll on ourfelves, and meet them at Philippi.

Bru. The deep of night is crept upon our talk,
And nature muft obey neceflity ;

Which we will niggard with a litcle reft.

29 wee'l along our
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There is no more to fay ?
Cas. No more. Good night : '
Early to-morrow will werise, and hence.  [Meffala: .
Bru. Lucius, my gown. [ Exit Luc.] Farewel, good
Good night, Titinius: _Noble, noble Caffius,
Good night, and good repose.
Cas. O my dear brother !
This was an 11l beginning of the night :
Never come fuch division *tween our fouls!
Let it not, Brytus.
Bru, Every thing is wells
Cas. Good night, my lord.
Bru. Good night, good brother.
Z17. Mzs. Good night, lord Brutus.
Brv. Farewel,everyone. [Exeunt Cas.T1t,Mes.
4 Re-enter Luctus, avith the Gown.
Give me the gown. Where is thy inftrument ?
Lvc. Here in the tent,
Bryu. What, thou fpeak’t drowsily ?
Poor knave, I blame thee not; thou art o’er-watch’d,
Call Claudius, and fome other of my men ;
Tll have them fleep on cufhions in my tent.
Lyc. Varro, and Claudius !
Enter VArrO, and CLAUDIVUS.
Var. Calls my lord ?
Pru. I pray you, firs, lye in my tent, and fleep;
It may be, I fhall raise you by and by
On businefs to my brother Caffius. [pleasure.
Zax. So please you, we will ftand, and watch your
Bry. I will not have it fo: lye down, good firs;
It may be, I fhall otherwise bethink me.
[Servants retire, and fleeps
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Look, Lucius, here’s 7~ the book I fought for fo ;
I put it in the pocket of my gown.
Luc. I was fure, your lordfhip did not give it me.
Bru. Bearwith me, good boy, I am much forgetful.
Can’ft thou hold up thy heavy eyes a while,
And touch thy inftrument a ftrain or two?
Lve. Ay, my lord, an’t please you.
Bru. It does, my boy: AW
I trouble thee too much, but thou art willing.
Lvc. It is my daty, fir. i
Bzv. I fhould not urge thy daty paft thy might ;
I know, young bloods look for a time of reft.
Lvc. I have flept, my lord, already.
Brv. It was well done; and thos fhalt fleep again,
T will not hold thee long : If I do live,
I will be good to thee.  [Musick, and a Song : toward
the End, Lucius fulls aflecp.
This is a fleepy tune: — O murd’rous flumber,
Lay’ft thou thy leaden mace upon my boy,
That plays thee musick ? __ Gentle knave, good night;
I will not do thee fo much wrong to wake thee :
If thou doft nod, thou break’t thy inftrument,
Pl take it from thee ; and, good boy, good night.
[lays the Infirument by, and fits dowwn.
Let me fee, let me fee; Is not the leaf turn’d down,
Where I left reading ? Here it is, I think.
Enter the Ghoft of Cwesar. :
How ill this taper burns!—Ha! who comes here ?
I think, it is the weaknefs of mine eyes,
That thapes this monftrous apparition.
1t comes upon me :~ Art thou any thing ?
Art thou fome god, fome angel, orfome devil,



76 Julius Caesar.

That mak’ft my blood cold; and my hair to ftare ?
Speak to me, what thou art.
Gho. -Thy evil fpirit, Brutus.
. Bru. Why com’# thon ?
Gho. To tell thee, thou fhalt fee me at Philippi.
Brv. Well; Then I fhall fee thee again ?
Gho. Ay, at Philigpi. [vanifbes.
Bru. Why, T will fee thee at Philippi then.
Now I have taken heart, thou vanifheft :
111 fpirit, I would hold more talk with thee. —
Boy, Lucius ! — Varro! Claudius! _Sirs, awake!
Claudius!
Lvc. The firings, my lord, are falfe.
Brv. He thinks, he fill is at his inftroment. _.
Lucius, awake.
Lvc. My lord. [waking.] [out?
Bru. Did’ft thou dream, Lucius, that thou fo cry’dft
Lvc. My lord, I do not know that T did cry.
Bru. Yes, thatthou did’ft : Did’ft thou fee any thing
Luc. Nothing, my lord.
Bru. Sleep again, Lucixs.—. Sirrah, Claudius!
Fellow thou, awake.
Var. My lord.
Cra. My lord,
Brv. Why did yon fo cry out, firs, in your fleep ?
Var.Cra. Did we, my lord ?
Brv. Ay; Saw you any thing?
Vaxr. No, my lord, T {faw nothing.
Cra. Nor I, my lord.
Brv. Go and commend me to my brother Caffus;
Bid him fet on his powers betimes before,
And we will follow.
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Var. Cra: It fhall be done, my lord. [Exeunt.

Voo

SCENE 1. Plains of Philippi.
Enter OcTAvivs, ANTONY, and their drmy.

Oct. Now, dntony, our hopes are anfwered :
You faid, the enemy would not come down,
But keep the hills and upper regions;
It proves not fo : their battles are at hand ;
They mean to warn us at Philippi here,
Anfwering before we do demand of them.
Avnr. Tut, I am in their bosoms, and 1 know
Wherefore they do it : they could be content
To visit other places; and come down
With fearful bravery, thinking, by this face,
To faften in our thoughts that they have courage;
But ’tis not fo.
3 Enter a Meflenger.
M/, Prepare you, generals :
The enemy comes on in gallant thew ;
Their bloody fign of battle is hung out,
And fomething to be done immediately,
ANT, Ofavius, lead your battle foftly on,
Upon the left hand of the even field.
Ocr. Upan the right hand I, keep thou the left.
Anr. Why do you crofs me im this exigent ?
Oc. 1do not crofs you; but I will do fo. [March.
Drum. Enter BRutvus, Cassius, and their drmy;
Lucitius, Titinins, MEssavLa, and Others, attending.
Brv. They ftand, and would have parley.

Vor. VIIL ] F
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Cas, Stand fatt, Titinius, we muft out and talk.
Ocz. Mark Antony, fhall we give fign of battle
Ant. No, Cesar, we will anfwer on their charge.
Make forth, the generals would have fome words.
Oct. Stir not until the fignal. [0 bis Troops.
Brv. Words before blows: Is it fo, countrymen?
Ocr. Not that we love words better, as you do. -
Brv. Goodwordsarebetterthan bad ftrokes, O Zavius.
Anr. Inyourbad ftrokes, Brutus, yougive good words:
Witnefs the hole you made in C#sar’s heart,
Crying, Long liwe! bail, Cesar!
Cas. Antony,
The pofture of your blows are yet unknown ;
But for your words, you rob the Hybla bees,
And leave them honeylefs.
Anr. Not ftinglefs too.
Brv. O, yes, and foundlefs too ;
For you have ftoln their buzzing, Antony,
And, very wisely, threat before you fting.
Axnt. Villains, you did not fo, when yourvile daggers
Hack’d one another in the fides of Cesar:
Youthew’d yourteeth like apes, and fawn’d like hounds,
And bow’d like bondmen, iiﬂing Cezsar’s feet;
‘Whilft damned Cafca, like a cur, behind,
Strook Cesar on the neck. O flatterers !
Cas. Flatterers! _Now, Bratus, thank yourfelf;
‘This tongue had not offended fo to-day, «
If Caffius might have rul’d. [fweat,
Oct, Come, come, the cause: If arguing make us
‘The proof of it will turn to redder drops.
Look, " I draw a fword againft confpirators ;
When think you that the fword goes up again?

25 O you Flat—
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Never, *till Czsar’s three and twenty wounds
Be well aveng’d ; or ’tll another Czsar
Have added {laughter to the fword of traitors.
Bru. Czsar, thou can’ft not dye by traitors’ hands,
Unlefs thou bring’t them with thee.
Oct. So I hope;
I was not born to dye on Brurus’ fword.
Bru. O, if thou wert the nobleft of thy ftrain,
Young man, thou could’ft not dye more honourable.
Cas. A peevith fchool-boy, worthlefs of fuch honour,
Join’d with a mafker and a reveller.
Axt. Old Caffius fill.
Oct. Come, Antony; away..—
Defiance, traitors, hurl we in your teeth : !
If you dare fight to-day, come to the ficld;
If not, when you have ftomacks.
[Exeant AnTony, Ocravivs, and Army.
Cas. Why now, blow, wind ; fwell, billow ; and fwim,

The ftorm is up, and all is on the hazard. [bark:
Bru. Lucilius; hark, a word with you.
Lyuc. My lord. [they converfe apare.

Cas. Miffala,—

MEes. What fays my general ?

Cas. Meffala,
This is my birth-day ; as this very day
Was Caffius born. Give me thy hand, M:fala:
Be thou my witnefs, that, againft my will,
As Pompey was, am I compell’d to fet
Upon one battle all our liberties.
You know, that I 'held Epicurus frong,
And his opinion : now I change my mind,
And partly credit things that do prefage.

* thirty
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Coming from Sardis, on our former enfign
Two mighty eagles fell ; and there they perch’d,
Gorging and feeding from our foldiers’ hands ;
Who to Philippi here conforted us:
This morning are they fled away, and gone;
And, in their fteads, do ravens, crows, and kites,
Fly o’er our heads, and downward look on us,
As we were fickly prey; their fhadows {eem
A canopy moft fatal, under which
Our army lies, ready to give up the ghoft.

Mzs. Believe not fo.

Cas. I but believe it partly ;
For I am frefh of fpirit, and resolv’d
To meet all perils very conftantly.

Bru. Even fo, Lucilius.

Cas. Now, moft noble Bratus,
The gods to-day ftand friendly; that we may,
Lovers, in peace, leadon our days to age!
But fince the affairs of men reft ftill. uncertain,
Let’s reason with the worft that may befal.
If we do lose this battle, then is this
The very laft time we fhall fpeak together :
What are you then determined to do ?
" Bru. Even by the rule of that philofophy,
By which I did blame Cato for the death
Which he did give himfelf; — I know not how,
But I do find it cowardly and vile,
For fear of what might fall, fo to prevent
The term of life :—arming myfelf with patience,
To ftay the providence of fome high powers,
That govern us below.

Cas. Then, if we lose this battle,

29 refts 29 The time of
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You are contented to be led in triumph
Thorough the ftreets of Rome?
Bru. No, Caffius, no: think not, thounaoble Roman,
That ever Brutus will go bound to Rome;
He bears too great a mind. Bat this fame day
Muft end that work, the ides of March begun 5
And, whether we fhall meet again, I know not.
Therefore our everlafting farewel take :
For ever, and for ever, farewel, Caffius!
If we do meet again, why we fhall fmile ;
If not, why then this parting was well made.
Cas. For ever, and for ever, farewel, Bruius?!
If we do meet again, we’ll fmile indeed ;
If not, ’tis true, this parting was well made.
Bru. Why then, lead on.— O, that a man mightknow
-The end of this day’s businefs, ere it come!
But it fufficeth, that the day will end,
And then the end is known.—_Come, ho; away. [ Exeunt,

SCENE 11. Thke fame. The Field of Battle.
Alarums, as of a Battle joind. Enter
Brurus, and Meflala.

Brv. Ride, ride, Mefala, ride, and give these T~ bills
Unto the legions on the other fide; 2 By
Let them fet on at once; for I perceive
But cold demeanour in OfZavius’ wing,

And fudden pufh gives them the overthrow.
Ride, ride, Mefala; let them all come down. [Exeunt.

SCENE 11I. Another Part of the Field.
Alarums. Enter Cassivs, and T1TiNIUS.
Cas. O, look, Titinius, look, the villains fly !

Fi
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Myfelf have to mine own tarn’d enemy:
This enfign here of mine was turning back ;
I flew the coward, and did take it from him.
717. O Caffius, Brutus gave the word too early:
Who, having fome advantage on Ofavius,
Took it too eagerly; his foldiers fell to fpoil,
Whilt we by Antony are all enclos’d.
Enter PINDARUS.
Pin. Fly further off, my lord, fly further off;
Mark Antony is in your tents, my lord:
Fly therefore, noble Caffius, fly far off.
Cas. 'This hillis far enough. — Look, look, Titinius;
Are those my tents, where I perceive the fire ?
Z'17. 'They are, my lord.
Cas. Titinius, if thou lov’ft me,
Mount thou my horfe, and hide thy {purs in him,
>Till he have brought thee up to yonder troops,
And here again; that I may reft affur’d,
Whether yon’ troops are friend or enemy.
Z'17. T will be here again, even with a thought.
[Exit TrTINIUS.
Cus. Go, Pindarus, get thither on that hill ;
My fight was ever thick ;5 regard Titinius,
And tell me what thou not’ft about the field.
[Exit PinpaRUS.
"This day I breathed firft: time is come round,
And, where I did begin, there fhall end;
My life is.run his compafs, — Sirrah, what news?
Prw. [withir.] O my lord!
Cas. What news?
Prv. [awithin.] Titinius is enclosed round about
‘With horfemen, that make to him on the fpur;—
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Yet he fpurs on,—~Now they are almoft on him : —
Titinius!—Now fome light: —O, he lights too:—
He’sta’en; and, hark, they fhout for joy. {Sbout.

Cas. Come down,
Behold no more.—
O, coward that [ am, to live fo long,
To feec my beft friend ta’en before my face !

Re-enter Pinparvus,

Come hither, firrah:
In Parthia did I take thee prisoner ;
And then I fwore thee, faving of thy life,
That whatfoever I did bid thee do,
Thou thould’ftattempt it. Come now, keep thine oath ;
Now be a free-man; and, with this good fword,
That ran through Czser’s bowels, fearch this bosom,
Stand not to anfwer : Here, take thou the hilts ;
And, when my face is cover’d, as ’tis now,

Guide thou the fword. . Czsar, thou art reveng’d,
Even with the fword that kill’d thee. [ dies.
Pin. So, Iam free; yet would not fo have heen,

Duarft I have done my will. O Caffius !
Far from this country Pindarus thall run,
Where never Romar fhall take note of him. [Exit,
Re-enter TiTIN1US, awith MEssaLa.
Mes. Tt is but change, Titinius; for Ofavius
Is overthrown by noble Brurus’ power,
As Caffius’ legions are by Antony.
17, These tidings will well comfort Caffius.
Mzes. Where did you leave him ?
g17. All difconfolate,
With Pindarus his bondman, on this hill.
MEs. 1s not that he, that lies upon the ground ?

2 Now Titimius.

Fyq
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7rr. He lies not like the living. O my hears!
Mes. Is not that he?
71r. No, this was he, Mefala,
But Caffiusis no more.— O fetting fun,
As in thy red rays thou doft fink to night,
So in his red blood Caffius’ day is fet;
The fun of Romeis fet! Our day is gone ;
Clouds, dews, and dangers come; our deeds are done!
Miftruft of my fuccefs hath done this deed.
Mes. Miftruft of good fuccefs hath done this deed. -
O hateful error, melancholy’s child,
Why doft thou fhew to the apt thoughts of men
The things that are not ? Error, foon conceiv’d,
"Thou never com’ft unto a happy birth,
But kill’ft the mother that engender’d thee.
Trr. Why, Pindarus! Where art thou, Pindarus?
Mes. Seek him, Zitinius; whilft I go to meet
‘The noble Brutus, thrufting this report
Into his ears : I may fay, thrufting it;
For piercing fteel, and darts envenom’d,
Shall be as welcome to the ears of Brutusg
As tidings of this fight.
71r. Hye you, Mefala,
And I will feek for Piudarus the while.
[Exit MEssaL A,
Why did’ft thou fend me forth, brave Caffius?
Did I not meet thy friends ? and did not they
Put on.my brows this T~ wreath of vi&tory, ~ [fhouts ?
And bid me give it thee? Did’ft thou not hear their
Alas, thou haft mifconftru’d every thing.
But hold thee, take this garland on thy brow;
Thy. Brutus bid me give it thee, and I

33 O Enor
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Will do his biddidg. — Bruzus, come apace,
And fee how I regarded Caius Caffius.—
By your leave, gods: . This is a Roman’s part ;

Come, Caffius’ fword, and find Titinius’ heart.  [dies.
Re-enter MEssaLa, with Lucilius, BrRuTus,
young Caro, and Others.

- Bru. Where, where, Mefala, doth his body lye ?

Mes. Lo, yonder; and ¥izinius mourning it,

Bru. Titinius face is upward. :

. C. He is flain.

Brv, O Fulius Cesar, thou art mighty yet ;

Thy fpirit walks abroad, and turns our {words
In our own proper entrails.

- C. Brave Titinius! —

Look, whe’r he have not crown’d dead Caffius?

Bry. Are yet two Romans living fuch as these? _
Thou laft of all the Romans, fare thee well !
It is impoffible, that ever Rome
Should breed thy fellow.__Friends, I owe more tears
To this dead man, than you fhall fee me pay. _

I fhall ind time, Caffius, I thall find time. __

Come, therefore, and to Thqfs fend his body ;

His funeral fhall not be in our camp,

Left it difcomfort us.__ Lucilius, come;— '

And come, young Cato; let us to the field.

Labeo, and Flavius, fet our battles on:.—

*Tis three o’clock ; and, Romans, yet ere night

We fhall try fortune in a fecond fight, [Excunt.

SCENE 1V. 4nother Part of the Field.
Alarums. - Enter, fighting, Soldiers of both Armies;
then, Brutus, Cato, LucirLivs, and Others.

¥7 Thelat = 22 Tharfus 23 Funeralls
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Bru. Yet; countrymen, o, yet, hold up yourheads!
7, C. Whatbaftard doth not?_Who will go with me?
1 will proclaim my name about the field : —
I am the fon of Marcus Cato, ho,
A foe to tyrants, and my country’s friend ;
I am the {on of Marcus Cato, ho!
[charges the retiring Enemy,
Brv. And I am Brutus, Marcus Brutus, 1;
Brutus, my copntry’s friend ; know me for Brutus/!
[charges them in another Part, and Exit,
driving them in. The Party charg’d by
Cato rally, and Cato falls.
Lvc. O young and noble Caso, art thou down?
Why, now thou dy’ft as bravely as Titinius;
And may’ft be honour’d being Cazo’s fon.
1, S. Yield, or thou dy’f.
Luc. Only I yield to dye:
There is T fo much, that thou wilt kill me ftraight ;
Kill Brarus, and be honour’d in his death.
1. §. We muit not, fit. A noble prisoner!
2. §. Room, ho! Tell 4ntony, Brutus is ta’en.
1. §. Dlkcell the news, —Here comes the general : .,
Enter ARTONY.
Brutus is ta’en, Brautus is ta'en, my lord.
Any, Where is he? [#bey fhoaw Lucilius,
Lvc, Safe, Antony; Brutus is fafe enough :
1 dare affure thee, that no enemy
Shall ever take alive the noble Bruzus:
The gods defend him from fo great a fhame!
‘When you do find him, or alive, or dead,
He will be found like Brarus, like himfelf.
Axt. This is not Brutus, friend ; but, I affure you,

22 tell thee newes
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A prize no lefs in worth: keep this man fafe,

Give him all kindnefs: I had rather have

Such men my friends, than enemies. Go on,

And fee whe’r Brutus be alive, or dead :

And bring us word, unto OZawixs’ tent,

How every thing is chanc’d. [Exeunt.

SCENE V. Auother Part of the Ficld.
Enter Beutvus, Darpvamius, CLiTus, STRATO,
and VoLuMN1US,
Brv. Come, poorremains of friends, reft on thisrock.
Cir.  Statilius thew’d the torch-light ; but, mylord,
He came not back, he is or ta’en, or flain,
Bru. Sit thee down, Clitus: Slaying is the word ;
It is adeed in fathion. Hark thee, Clhtus.
3 [ wbifpering bim in the ear.
Crr. What, I, my lord ? No, not for all the world.
Bru. Peace then, no words,
Cr1. Pl rather kill myfelf.
Bru. Hark thee, Dardanius. [whifpers bim.
Duaz. I do fuch a deed !
Cr1. O Dardanius!
Duar, O Clitus?
Cr1. What ill requeft did Bratus make to thee ?
Dar, To kill him, Clzus: Look, he meditates.
Crr. Now is that noble veffel full of grief,
That it runs over even at his eyes,
Bru. Come hither, good Vslumnius 3 lift a word.
Vor, What fays my lord2
Bru. Why, this, Polumnius:
The ghoft of Cezsar hath appear’d to me
Two feveral times by night: at Sardis, once 5

21 Shall I do
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And, this laft night, here in Philipps’ fields :
I know, my hour is come.
Vor. Not fo, my lord.
Bru. Nay, I am fure it is, PVolumnius.
Thou fee’ft the world, Polumnius, how it goes ;
Our enemies have beat us to the pit: [low Alarums.
It is more worthy, to leap in ourfelves,
Than tarry *till they puth us. Good Polumnius,
Thou know’ft, that we two went to fchool together ;
Even for that our love of old, I pray thee,
Hold thou my fwerd’s hilt, whil'ft T runonit.
Vor. That’s not an office for a friend, my lard.
[ dlarums fisll,
Cr1. Fly. fly, my lord; there is no tarrying here.
Bru. Farewel to you;_—and you;._and you, 7e-
Strato, thou hatt been all this while afleep ; [ /umnius. —
Farewel to thee too, Strato. .. Countrymen,
My heart doth joy, that yet, in all my life,
I found no man, but he was true to me.
I fhall have glory by this losing day,
More than O&awius, and Mark Antony,
By this vile conqueft fhall attain unto.
So, fare you well at once ; for Brusus’ tongae
Hath almoft ended his life’s hiftory :
Night hangs npon mine eyes; my bones would reft,
That have but lahour’d to attain this hour,
[Alarums. Cry awithin, Fly, fly, fly.
Cy:. Fly, my lord, fly.
Bru. Hence, I will follow thee,
[Exeunt CriTus, DARDANIUS, and VOLUMNIUS.
1 prythee, Strato, ftay thou by thy lord
Thou art a fellow of a good refpett ;

¥4 Sword Hilts, 17 to thee, fo Strats, Countrymen s
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Thy life hath had fome fmatch of honour in it:
Hold then my fword, and turn away thy face,
‘While I do run upon it, Wilt thou, Strate?
§7r. Giveme your hand firft: Fare yon well, my lofd.
Bru. Farewel, good Strato...Czsar, now be ftill;
IkilP’d not thee with half fo good a will.
[runs upon his Saword, and dies.
Alarums. Retreat,
Enter OcTAviUs, ANTONY, and their drmy;
Lucirivs, and MEssaLa.
Oct. What man is that ?
MEes, My mafter’s man. — Strato, whereis thy mafter ?
§7r. Free from the bondage youare in, Mefala ;
The conquerors can but make a fire of him :
For Brutus only overcame himfelf,
And no man elfe hath honour by his death.
Luc. SoBrutusthould be found._1I thank thee, Brutus,
That thou haft prov’d Lucilius’ faying true,
Oct. All that ferv’d Brutus, I will entertain them.—.
Fellow, wilt thon beftow thy time with me ?
Str. Ay, if Mefala will prefer me to you.
Ocr. Do fo, Meffala.
Mes. How dy’d my mafter, Strazo?
S7r. 1held the fword, and he did run on it.
Mes. Ofavius, then take him to follow thee,
That did the lateft fervice to my mafter.
Ant. This was the nobleft Roman of them all =
All the confpirators, fave only he,
Did that they did in envy of great Cesar;
He, only, in a general honeft thought,
And common good to all, made one of them.
His life was gentle; and the elements

32 Do fo, good Me/-
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So snixt in him, that nature might ftand up,
And fay to all the world, T4is was a man.
Oct. According to his virtue let us use him;,
With all refpet, and rites of burial.
Within my tent his bones to-night fhall lye,
Moft like a foldier, order’d honourably.
So, call the field to reft: and let’s away,
To part the glories of this happy day.  [Exesnt.
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ANTONY and CLEOPATRA.

A CTili

SCENE 1. Alexandra.
A Room in Cleopatra’s Palace.
Enter DEMETRIUS, and PHivo.

Pr1. Nay, but this dotage of our general’s
O’r-flows the measure : those his goodly eyes,
That o’er the files and mufters of the war
Have glow’d like plated Mars, now bend, now turn,
The office and devotion of their view
Upon a tawny front: his captain’s heart,

Which in the fcuffles of great fights hath burft
‘The buckles on his breaft, reneges all temper ;
And is become the bellows, anf the fan, ;
To cool a gipfy’s luft. —~ Look, where they come:

Flourifb. Enter ANTONY, CLEOPATRA, and

their Trains 5 Eunuchs fanning ber.
‘Take but good note, and you fhall fee in him
The triple pillar of the world tranfform’d
Into a firumpet’s fool : behold and fee.
CrEe. If it be love indeed, tell me how much.

Vor. VIIL G
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AnT. There’s beggary in the lovethatcan be reckon’d.
CrE. Pllfet abourn how far to be belov’d.  [earth.
Ant. Then muft thouneeds find out new heaven, new
Enter an Attendant.
Are. News, my good lord, from Rome.
AN, T grates me : — The fum.
Cze. Nay, hear them Antony :
Fulvia, perchance, is angry; Or, who khows
If the fcarce-bearded Ceesar have not fent
His powerful mandate to you, Do this, or this;
Take in that kingdom, and enfranchise that ;
Perform’t, or elfe e damn thee.
Anr. How, my love!
Crk. Perchance ? Nay, and moft like :
You muft not ftay here longer, your difmiffion
Is come from Ceesar; therefore hear it, Antony. —
Where’s Fulvia's procefs ? — Cesar’s, I would fay?—
Callin the meflengers. As I am Egyps’s queen, [Both?
Thou blutheft, dntony ; and that blood of thine
Is Cesar’s homager : fo thy cheek pays thame,
When fhrill-tongu’d Fulvia feolds. — The meflengers.
Ant. Let Rome in Tyber melt! and the wide arch
Of the rang’d empire fall! Here | is my fpace;
Kingdoms are clay : Our dungy earth alike
Feeds beaft as man : the noblenefs of life
Is, to do T thus; when fuch a mutual pair,
And fuch a twain can do't ; in which, I bind,
On pain of punifhment, the world to weet
We ftand np peerlefs.
CLe. Excellent falthood !
Why did he marry Fulvia, and not love her ? —
I feem the fool I am not; Autony

) 29 homager: elfcfo 32 Ile feeme
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Will be himfelf, . L
Ant. But, fird by Cleopatra, —
Now, for the love of love, and his foft hours,
Let’s not confound the time with conference harth :
There’s not 2 minute of our lives fhould ftretch
Without fome pleasure now : What fport to-night
Crz. Hear the embafladors.
AnT. Fie, wrangling queen ! 3
‘Whom every thinggbecomes, to chide, to laugh,
To weep; whose every paflion fully ftrives
To make itfelf, in thee, fair and admir’d!
No meflenger, but thine; And all alone,
To-night, we’ll wander through the fireets, and note.
‘The qualities of people. Come, my queen;
Laft night you did desire it : Speak not to us.
[Exeunt AnToNY, CLEOPATRA, and Train.
Dewm. Is Cesar with dntonins priz’d fo flight ?
Pur. Sir, fometimes, when he is not Antony,
He comes too thort of that great property
Which ftill thould go with Auzony.
Dzm. I am foll forry,
That he approves the common lyar, who
Thus fpeaks of him at Rome : But I will hope
Of better deeds to-morrow. Reftyou happy! [Exeun:,

SCENE 1. Tke fame. Anotber Room.
Enter AveExas, Iras, CHarRMIAN,
Soothfayer, azd Others.
Cra. Alexas, {weet Alexas,
Moft any thing Alexas, nay, almoft
Moft abfolute Adlexas, where’s the foothfayes
‘That you prais’d fo to the queen ?

3 and her foft
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O, that I knew this husband, which, you fayy
Mutft charge his horns with garlands !

ALE. Soothfayer, —

Soo.  Your will 2

Cu 4. Is thisthe man?_Is’t you, fir, that know things ?

So0.  In mature’s infinite book of fecrecy
A little I can read.

Az e. Shew him your hand.

Enter ENOBARBUS.

Exo. Bring in the banquet quickly ; wine enough,
Clegpatra’s health to drink. [to fome wiithin.

Cra. Good fir, give me good fortune.

Soo. I make not, but forefee.

CH.. Pray then, forefee me one.

Seo. You fhall be yet far fairer than you are.

Cx4. He means, in fleth,

Iz4. No, you fhall paint when you are old.

Cr4. Wrinkles forbid !

ALk, Vex not his prefcience, be attentive.

€ua4. Hufh! [0 Tras.

Seo.  You fhall be more beloving, than belov’d.

Cx4. 1 had rather heat my liver with drinking.

Are. Nay, hear him. :

Cru. Good now, fome excellent fortune : Let me be
mmarry’d to three kings in a forenoon, and widow them
all : let me have a child at fifty, to whom Herod of
Feavry may dohomage : find me to marry with OZavius
Casar, and companion me with my miftrefs.

Soo. You fhall outlive the lady whom you ferve.

Cra. O excellent! I love long life better than figs.

Sos. Youhave feenand prov’da fairer former fostune
‘Than that which is to approach.

2 change
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Caa. Then, belike, my children fhall have no
names: Pr'ythee, how many boys and wenches muft
{ have ?

Soo, If every of your withes had 2 womb,

And fertil every wifh, a million,

Cr4. Out, fool! I forgive thee for a witch.

ALE. You think, none but your fheets are privy to
your wifhes,

Cia. Nay, come, tell Jras hers.

Are. We’ll know all our fortunes.

Eno. Mine, and moft of our fortunes, to-night, fhali
be—drunk to bed.

Iz4. There’s a palm prefages chaftity, if nothing
elfe.

Cra. E’enas the o’er-flowing Ni/as prefageth famine.

Ir4. Go, you wild bed-fellow, you cannot foothfay.

Cra. Nay, if an oily palm be not a fruitful prog-
noftication, I cannot fcratch mine ear, —Pr’ythee, tell
her but a worky-day fortune.

Seo.  Your fortunes are alike,

JFra. But how, but how? give me particulars.

Soo. T have faid.

Ira. Am I not an inch of fortune better than fhe?

Cia. Well, if you were bat an inch of fortune better
than I, where would you choose it ?

Ir4. Notin my husband’s nose.

Crx. Our worfer thoughts heavensmend ! — Alexas—
come, his fortune, his fortune. — O, let him marry a
woman that cannot go, fweet [fis, I befeech thee!
And let her dye too, and give him a worfe! and let
worfe follow worfe, ’till the worft of all follow him
faughing to his grave, fifty-fold a cuckold! Good /s,

5 and fore-tell every
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hear me this prayer, though thou deny me a matter of
more weight ; good Jfis, [ befeech thee !

Ira. Amen. Dear goddefs, hear that prayer of the
people! for, as it'is a heart-breaking to fee a handfome
man loofe-wiv’d, fo it is a deadly forrow to behold a
foul knave uncuckolded ; Therefore, dear Ifs, keep
decorum, and fortune him accordingly !

Cra. Amen. ‘

ArE. Lo, now! if it lay in their hands to make me
a cuckold, they would make themfelves whores, bug
they’d do’t.

_Exo. Hufh! here comes Antony.

Cna4. Not he, the queen.

Enter Cleopatra, attended.

Crx. Saw you my lord ?

Exno. No, lady.

Crre. Was he not here ?

CH4. No, madam.

Crz. He was difpos’d to mirth; but on the fudden
A Roman thought hath ftrook him. . Enobarbus,—~

Evno, Madam. [Alexas ?

Cre. Seek him, and bring him hither. - Where’s

Ark. Here,1abp,atyourfervice.—Mylordapproaches.

/ Enter AnTONY, awith a Meflenger ;
Attendants following.
Cre. We will not look upen him ; Go with us.
[Exeunt CLEOPATRA, ENOBARBUS, ALEXAS,
Iras, CHarRMIAN, Soothfayer, and the reff.

Mf. Fulvia thy wife firft came into the field.

Ant. Againft my brother Lucins?

M/ Ay: butfoon
That war had-end, and the time’s ftate made friends
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Of them, jointing their forces againft Cesar ;
Whose better iffue in the war from Faly,
Upon the firt encounter, drave them.

Ay, Well,
What worft ?

Me/. The nature of bad news infe@s the teller.
-« Ant. When it concerns the fool, or coward. On:
Things, that are paft, are done, with me: *Tis thus;
Who tells me true, though in his tale lye death,
I hear him as he flatter’d. "

Mef. Labienus
(This is fiff news) : s
Hath with his Parthian force, through extended iz,
From Eiphrates his conquering banner fhook,
From Syria, to Lydia, and Ionia;
Whilft—

ANT. Antony, thou would't fay,—

Me/. O mylord!

Ant. Speak tomehome, mince not thegeneral tongue;
Name Cleopatra as the’s call’d in Rome :
Rail thou in Faulvia's phrase ; and taunt my faults
With fuch full licence, as both truth and malice
Have power to utter. O, then we bring forth weeds,
When our quick winds lye ftill; and our ills told us,
Is as our earing. Fare thee well a while.

Me/. At your noble pleasure. [Exit.

An7. From Sicyor how the news ? Speak there.

1. 4. The man from Sicyon,=1Is there fuch aone ?

2. 4. He ftays upon your will.

Ant. Let him appear, —
These firong Egyptian fetters I muft break,

Enter another Meflenger.

t forco ‘gainft 35 And to Jonia

D4
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Or lose myfelf in dotage.. What are you?
Mef. Fulvia thy wife is dead.
Avt, Where dy’d fhe ?
. Mef. In Sicyon:
Her length of ficknefs, with what elfe more ferious
Importeth thee to know, this 5 bears.

Ant. Forbear me. [ Exit Mefenger.
There’s a great {pirit gone : Thus did I desire it:
‘What our contempts do often harl from us,

We with it ours again ; the present pleasure,
By revolution lowering, does become
The opposite of itfelf: fhe’s good, being gone ;
=~ The hand could pluck her back, that thov’d her on.
T muft from this enchanting queen break off ;
‘T'en thousand harms, more than the ills I know,
My idlenefs doth hatch —Ho! Encbarbus !
Enter ENOEARBUS.

Evo. What’s your pleasure, fir.

Avr. I muft with hafte from hence.

Evo. Why, then we kill all our women : We fee how
mortal an unkindnefs is to them; if they fuffer our de-
parture, death’s the word.

4Anr. 1 muft be gone.

Eno. Under a compelling occasion, let women dye :
It were pity to caft them away for nothing; though,
between them and a great cause, they fhould be efteem’d
nothing. Cleopatra, catching but the leaft noise of this,
dyes inftantly 5 I have feen her dye twenty times upon
far poorer moment : I do think, there is mettle in death,
which commits fome loving a& upon her, fhe hath fach
a celerity in dying. ]

AxT. She is cunning paft man’s thought.

1€ hatch, How now Eneo-
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Eno. Alack, fir, no; her paffions are made of nothing
but the fineft part of pure love: We cannot call her
winds and waters, fighs and tears; they are greater
ftorms and tempefts than almanacks can report: this
cannot be cunning in her; if it be, fhe makes a fhower
of rain as well as Fove.

Ant, Would I had never feen her!

Eno. O, fir, you had then left unfeen a wonderfyl
piece of work ; which not to have been bleft withal,
would have difcredited your travel.

Ant. Fulvia is dead.

Eno. Sir?

ANT. Fulvia is dead,

Eno. Fulvia?

Ant. Dead.

Exo. Why, fir, give the gods a thankful facrifice.
When it pleaseth their deities to take the wife of a
man from him, it fhews to man the tailors of the earth;
comforting therein, that, when old robes are worn out,
there are members to make new,  If there were no
more women but Fulvia, then had you indeed a cut,
and the cafe to be lamented: this grief is crownd with
confolation; your old fmock brings forth anew petticoat:
and, indeed, the tearslive in an onion, that thould water
this forrow.

Axz. The businefs the hath broached in the ftate
Cannot endure my abfence.

Eno. And the businefs yon have broach’d here cannot
be without you; efpecially that of Clegpatra’s, which
wholly depends on your abode.

4n7. No more light anfwers. Juet our offigers
Have notice what we purpose : I fhall break
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The cause of our expedience to the queen,
And get her love to part. For not alone
‘The death of Fulvia, with more urgent touches,
Do firongly fpeak to us; but the letters too
Of many our contriving friends in Rome
Petition us at home : Sextus Pompeius
Hath gwcn the dare to Cesar, and commands
The empire of the fea: our flippery people
(Whose love is never link’d to the deservcr,
*Till his deserts are paft) begm to throw
Pompey the great, and all his dignities,
Upon his fon; who, high in name and power,
ngher than both in blood and life, ftands up
For the main foldier; whose quality, going on,
The fides o’ the world may danger: Much is breeding,
‘Which, like the courfer's hair, iath yet but life,
And not a ferpent’s poison. Say, our pleasure,
To fuch whose place is under us, requires
Our quick remove from hence.
Exo. 1 fhall do’t. [ Exeunt,

SCENE 1NIl. The fame. Another Room.

Enter CLEOPATRA, CHARMIAN, Iras, and Alexas.,
CrE. Where is he? .
Cra4. 1 did not fee him fince. y
CrE. Seewhere heis, who’s with him, whathe does;~

I did not fend you 3 —If you find him fad,
Say, Iam dancing; if in mirth, report
That I am fudden fick : Quick, and return.
[Exit Alexas.
Cu.s. Madam, methinks, if you did love him dearly,
You do not hold the method to enforce
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The like from him.
Cre. What fhould I do, I do not?
Cu.4. Ineachthing givehimway, crofshimin nothing,
Cre. Thou teacheft like a fool : the way to lose him.
Cr4. Tempt him not fo too far: 1 wifh, forbear;
In time we hate that which we often fear.
Enter ANTONY. 3
But here comes Antony.
Cirz. I am fick, and fullen,
Avr. I am forry to give breathing to my purpose,—
Cix. Help me away, dear Charmian, 1 fhall fall;
It cannot be thus long, the fides of nature
Will not fuftain it.
Ant. Now, my dearefl queen, —
Cre. Pray you, ftand farther from me.
AnT. What’s the matter?
C1r. Iknow,bythatfameeye, there’sfome good news:
What fays the marry’d woman? You may go;
Would, fhe had never given you leave to come !
Let her not fay, ’tis I that keep you here,
I have no power upon you ; hers you are.
Ant. The gods beft know, —
Cre. O, never was there queen
So mightily betray’d ! Yet, at the firft,
I faw the treasons planted. .
AnT, Cleopatra,— :
Crz. Why fhould I think, you can be mine, and true,
Though you in fwearing fhake the throned gods,
Who have been falfe to Fulvia? Riotous madnefs,
To be entangl’d with those mouth-made vows,
Which break themfelves in fwearing !
ANT. Mott fweet queen, —

v
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Cix. Nay, pray you, feek no colour for your going,
But bid farewel, and go : when you fu’d faying,
‘Then was the time for words: No going then;
Eternity was in our lips, and eyes;

Blifs in our brows’ bent; none our parts fo poor,
But was a race of heaven : They are fo fil],

Or thou, the greateft foldier of the world,

Art turn’d the greateft lyar.

Ay, How now, lady!

Czz. Iwould, Ihad thyinches; thou fhoyld’ft know,
There were a heart in Eggpt.

Anr. Hear me, queen :

The ftrong neceflity of time commands

Our fervices a while'; but my full heart

Remains in ufe with you. Our Jtaly

Shines o’er with civil fwords: Sextus Pompeius

Makes his approaches to the port of Rome -

Equality of two domeftic powers

Breeds fcrupulous fa&tion : The hated, grown to ftrength,
Are newly grown to love : the condemn’d Pomgpey,
Rich in his father’s honour, creeps apace

Into the hearts of fuch as have not thrived

Upon the present ftate, whose numbers threaten ;

And quietnefs, grown fick of reft, would purge

By any defperate change : My more particular,

And that which moft with you fhould fafe my going,
Is Fulvia’s death, [freedom,

Cre. Though age from folly could not give me
It does from childifhnefs ; Can Fulvia dye?

AnT. She’s dead, my queen :

Look here ¥, and, at thy fovereign leisure, read
The garboils fhe awak’d; at the laft, beft:
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See, when, and where fhe dy’d.
Crz. O moft falfe love!
‘Where be the facred vials thou fhould’ft fill
With forrowful water? Now I fee, I fee,
In Fulvia’s death, how mine fhall be receiv’d.
AwT. Quarrel no more, but be prepar’d to know
The purposes I bear; which are, or ceafe,
As you fhall give the advices: By the fire
‘That quickens Nilus’ flime, I go from hence
Thy foldier, fervant; making peace, or war,
As thou affe&’ft.
Cie. Cutmylace, Charmian, come 3=
But let it be; I am quickly ill, and well,
So Antony loves.
Ant. My precious queen, forbear;
And give true evidence to his love, which ftands
An honourable trial,
Cie. So Fulvia told me.
I pr'ythee, turn afide, and weep for her;
Then bid adieu to' me, and fay, the tears
Belong to Egypt : Good now, play one fcene
Of excellent diffembling ; and let it look
Like perfect honour.
Ant. You'll heat my blood ; no more.
Crz. You can do better yet ; but this is meetly.
Axt, Now, by my {word,—
CiE. And target,—Still he mends;
But this is not the beft: _ Look, prythee, Charmian,
How this Herculean Roman does become
The carriage of his chafe.
Ant. Pll leave you, lady.
Cix. Courteous lord, one word.

3 advice,
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Sir, you and I muft part, —but that’s notit:
Sir, you and [ have lov’d, — bat there’s not it ;
That you know well : Something it is I would,—
O, my oblivion is a very Antony,
And [ am all-forgetten.

Awyg. Bat that your royalty
Holds idlenefs your fubje&, I fhould take you
For idlenefs itfelf.

CiE. *Tis fweating labour,
To bear fuch idlenefs fo near the heart
As Clespatra this. But, fir, forgive me;
Since my becomings kill me, when they do not
Eye weli to you: Your honour calls you hence ;
Therefore be deaf to my unpity’d folly,
And all the gods go with you! Upon your fword
Sit laurel’d vitory ! and fmooth fuccefs
Be ftrew’d before your feet!

AxnT. Let us go. Come;
Our feperation. fo abides, and flies,
That thou, residing here, go’ft yet with me,
And I, henge flecting, here remain with thee.
Away. [Exeunt.

SCENE 1V. Rome. A Room in Czsar’s Houfe.
Enter Oavius C&sar, LEripUs, and their Trains.
C.zs. You may fee, Lepidus, and henceforth know,
- [giving bima Letter to read.
It is not Ceesar’s natural vice to hate
One great competitor : From dlexandria
This is the news, He fithes, drinks, and waftes
The lamps of night in revel: is not more manlike
Than Clepatra; nor the queen of Prolemy
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More womanly than he : hardly gave audience, or
Vouchfaf’d tothink he had partners: You fhall find there
A man, who is the abftra& of all faults
That all men follow.

Lzp. I muft not think, there are
Evils erough to darken all his goodnefs : g
His faults, in him, feem as the {pots of heaven,
More fiery by night’s blacknefs ; hereditary,
Rather than purchas’d ; what he cannot change,
Than what he chooses.

C.es. You are too indulgent: Letus grant, it is not
Amifs to tumble on the bed of Ptolemy ;
To give a kingdom for a mirth ; to fit
And keep the turn of tipling with a flave ;
- To reel the fireets at noon, and fland the buffet
With knaves that {fmell of fweat : fay, this becomes him,
{As his composure muft be rare indeed,
Whom these things cannot blemifh) yet muft Autony
No way excuse his foils, when we do bear
So great weight in his lightnefs: If he fill’d
His vacancy with his voluptuoufnefs,
Full furfeits, and the drynefs of his bones,
Call on him for’t: but, to confound fuch time, —
That drums him from his fport, and fpeaks as loud
As his own ftate, and ours,—’tis to be chid i
As we rate boys ; who, being mature in knowledge,
Pawn their experience to their present pleasure,
And forebel to judgment.

Enter a Meflenger.

Ler. Here’s more news.

Me/. ‘Thy biddings have been done; and every hour,
Motk noble Cesar, fhalt thou have report

2 youchfafe
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How ’tis abroad. ' Pompey is ftrong at feas
And it appears, he is belov’d of those
That only have fear’d Cesar : to the ports
The difcontents repair, and mens’ reports
Give him much wrong’d.

C.s. 1 fhould have known no lefs: .
It hath been taught us from the primal ftate,
That he, which 1s, was wifh’d, until he were;
And the ebb’d man, ne’er lov’d, *till ne’er worth love,
Comes dear’d, by being lack’d. This common body,
Like to a vagabond flag upon the ftream,
Goes to, and back, lacKying the varying tide,
‘To rot itfelf with motion. ~

Cnter another $Pellenger,

Mef: Cesar, 1 bring thee word,
Menecrates and Menas, famous pirates,
Make the fea ferve them ; which they ear and wound
‘With keels of every kind : Many hot inroads
‘They make in Jraly; the borders maritime
Lack blood to think on’t, and fluth youth revolt =
No veffel can peep forth, but ’tis as foon
‘Taken as feen; for Pompey’s name ftrikes more,
‘Than could his war resifted.

Cxs. Antony,
Leave thy lafcivious waffails: When thou once
‘Wert beaten from Modéna, where thou flew’ft
Hirtius and Panfa, confuls, at thy heel
Did famine follow ; whom thou fought’ft againft,
Though daintily brought up, with patience more
‘Than favages could fuffer: thou did’ft drink
‘The ftale of horfes, and the gilded puddle
‘Which beafts would cough at: thy palate then did deign

%9 Comes feas’d 13 lacking 7 Makes 25 Vaffailes 26 Medena
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"The rougheft berry on the rudeft hedge;
Yeéa, like the ftag, when fnow the pafture fheets,
"The barks of trees thou browsed’ft : on the s,
Itis reported, thou didft eat ftrange flefh,
Which fome did dye to look on : And all this
(It wounds thine honour, that I fpeak it now) .
Was born fo like a foldier, that thy cheek
So much as lank’d not.
Ler. ’Tis pity of him.
Cus5s. Let his fhames quickly
Drive him to Rome: Time is it, that we twam
Did fhew ourfelves i’ the field ; and, to thatend,
Aflemble we immediate council : Pompey  *
Thrives in our idlenefs.
Lep. To-morrow, Cezsar,
1 fhall be furnifl’d to inform you rightly
Both what by fea and land I can be able,
‘To *front this present time.
C£s. *Till which encounter,
It is my businefs too. Farewel. + [time
Lzp. Farewel, mylord: What you fhall know mean
Of ftirs abroad, I fhall befeech you, fir,
To let me be partaker.
C.£s. Doubt not, fir;
1 knew it for my bond., " [Exeunt,

SCENE V. Alexandria. A Room in the Palace.
Enter CLEOPATRA, fupporting herfelf on Iras ;
CuarMIAN, and MARDIAN, following.

CLe. Charmian,—
Cr4. Madam.
Crr. Ha, ha,—Give me to drink mandragora.

11 °tis time

Vor. VIIL . H
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Cra. Why, madam ?
. Crr. ThatI might fleep out this great gap of time,
My Axtony is away.
Cra. You think of him
Too much.
Cre. O!—Treason ! Y
Cr4. Madam, I truft, not fo.
Crx. Thou, eunuch, Mardian,~— .
Maxr. What's your highnefs’ pleasure ?
Crz. Not now to hear thee fing; I take no pleasure
In ought an ennuch has: *Tis well for thee,
That, being unfeminar’d, thy freer thoughts
May not fly forth of Egypr. Haft thou affetions
Mar. Yes, gracions madam.
Cre. Indeed? ! ;
Mur. Not indeed, madam ; for I can do nothing'
But what indeed is honeft to be done: ,
Yet have I fierce affeGtions, -and think
What Venus did with Mars.
Cire. O Charmian, 5
Where think’ft thou he is now ? Stands he, or fits he ?
Or does he walk ? Oris he on his harfe ? -
O happy horfe, to bear the wei%ht of Aatony !
Do bravely, horfe; For wot’ft thou whom thou mov’tt ?
‘The demy Arlas of this earth, thearm
And burgonet of man. _ He's fpeaking now,
Or murmuring, Whers's my ferpent of old Nile ?
For fo he calls me; —Now I feed myfelf
With maft deliciqus poison : . Think on me,
‘That am with Phabus’ amorous pinches black,
And wrinkl’d deep in time ? Broad-fronted Casar,
When thau waft here above the ground, I was

6 O ’tis Treafon
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A morfel for a monarch: and great Pompey
Would ftand, and make his eyes grow in my brow ;
There would he anchor his afpé&, and dye
With looking on his life.
Enter ALEXAS.

ArE. Sovereign of Egjypt, hail!

Cie. How much unlike art thou Mark Antony !
Yet, coming from him, that great med’cine hath
With his tinét gilded thee. ...

How goes it with my brave Mark Antony ?
Are. Laft thing he did, dear queen,
He kif°d, the laft of many doubl’d kiffes,
"This orient pearl §; His fpeech fticks in my heart.

Cre. Mine ear muft pluck it thence.

A1x. Good friend, quoth he,

Say, The firm Roman to great Egypt fends

'This treasure of an oifter: at whose foot,

To mend the petty present, Iwill piece

Her opulent throne with kingdoms ; All the eaft,
Say thou, fhall call her miftrefs. So he nodded,
And foberly did mount an arm-gaont fteed ;

Who neigh’d fo high, that what I would have fpoke
Was beaftly damb’d by him.

Czz. What, was he fad, or merry?

Are. Like tothe time o’the year between the extreams
Of hot and cold ; he was nor fad, nor merry.

Crz. O well-divided difposition! _ Note him,
Note him, good Charmian, *tis the man, but note him:
He was not fad ; for he would thine on those
That make their looks by his: he was not merry ;
Which feem’d to tell them, his remembrance lay
In Egypt with his joy : but between both :

23 dumbe
H 2
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O heavenly mingle! _ Be’ft thou fad, or merry,
‘The violence of either thee becomes ;
So dpes it no man elfe... Met’ft thou my pofts?

Are. Ay, madam, twenty feveral meflengers :
Why do you fend fo thick 2 *

Cr. Who’s born that day
When I forget to fend to Anteny,
Shall dyea %eggar._ Ink and paper, Charmian.
Welcome, my good Alexas. —Did 1, Charmian,
Ever love C#sar o ?

Cra. O that brave Cesar !

CrE. Be choak’d with fuch another emphafis!
Say, the brave Antony.

Cua. The valiant Cesar !

Cre. By Ifis, T will give thee bloody teeth,
If thou with Cesar paragon again
My man of men.

Cru. By your moft gracious pardon,
I fing but after you.

Crx. My fallad days;
When I was green in judgment, cold in blood ;
To fay, as Ifaid then !~ But, comie, away;
Get me ink and paper: he fhall have every day ]
A feveral greeting, or Pl unpeople Egype. [ Exeunt.

AC Tl i,
SCENE 1. Meflina. A Room in Pompey’s Houfe.
Enter PompPEY, MENECRATES, and MENasS.

FPom. If the great gods be juft, they fhall aflift
The deeds of jufteft men.
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MEene. Know, worthy Pompey,
‘That what they do delay, they not deny.

Pom. Whiles we are fuitors to their throne, delay’s
The thing we fue for.

Mene. We, ignorant of ourfelves,
Beg often our own harms, which the wise powers
Deny us for our good : {o find we profit,
By losing of our prayers.

Pom. 1 fhall do well :
‘The people love me, and the fea is mine;
My power’sa crefcent, and my aunguring hope
Says, it will come to the full.  Mark Antony
In Egypt fits at dinner, and will make
No wars without doors: Cezsar gets money, whese
He loses hearts : Lepidus flatters both,
Of both is flatter’d ; but he neither loves,

+ Nor either cares for him.

Mene. Cesar and Lepidus
Are in the field ; a mighty ftrength they carry.

Pom. Where had you this ? ’tis falfe.

MEene, From Silvius, fir.

Pou. Hedreams; [know, they arein Rome together,
Looking for 4nfony: Butall the charms of love,
Salt Clespatra, foften thy wan lip ;

Let witch-craft join with beauty, luft with both !

Tye up the libertine in a field of feafts,

Keep his brain fuming; Epicurear cooks,

Sharpen with cloylefs fauce his appetite;  *

‘That {leep and feeding may prorogue his honour,

Enter VARR1US.

£ven ’till a lethe’d dulnefs__How now, Varrius?

F4r. This is moft certain that I fhall deliver :

3 decayes ' powers are Crefent

H 3
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Mark Antory is every hour in Rome
Expelted ; fince he went from Egypt, ’tis
A fpace for farther travel.

Pop. I could have given lefs matter
A better ear.— Menas, 1 did not think,
‘This amoroas furfeiter would have don’d his helm
For fuch a petty war : his foldierfhip
Is twice the other twain : Butlet us rear
The higher our opinion, that our firring
Can from the lap of Egypt’s widow pluck
The ne'er luft-weary’d Antony.

Men. I cannot hope, .
Cesar and Antony fhall well greet together:
His wife, that’s dead, did trefpafles to Cesar ;
His brother war’d upon him ; although, I think,
Not mov’d by Autony.

Pom. 1 know not, Menas,
How lefler enmities may give way to greater.
Were’t not that we ftand up againft them all,
*Twere pregnant they fhould fquare between themfelves ;
For they have entertained cause enough
To draw their fwords: but haw the fear of us
May cément their divisions, and bind np
The petty difference, we yet not know :
Be it as our gods will have it! It only ftands
Our lives upon, to use our ftrongeft hands.
Come, Menas. [ Exeuns.

SCENE 1. Rome. A Room in Lepidus’ Houfe.
Enter ExoBARBUS, and LEP1DUS,
Lzr. Good Enobarbus, ’tis a worthy deed,
And fhall become you well, to intreat your captain
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To foft and gentle fpeech.

Eno. I fhall intreat him
To anfwer like himfelf: if Czsar move him,
Let Antony look over Csar’s head,

And fpeak as loud as Mars. By Fupiter,
Were I the wearer of Antonio’s beard,
I'would not fhave’t to-day.

Lep. *Tis not a time
For private ftomaching.
~ Eno. Every time
Serves for the matter that is then born in’t.

Lzp. But fmall to greater matters muft give way.

Eno. Not if the fmall come firft.

Ler. Your fpeech is paffion:

Bat, pray you, ftir no embers up. Here comes
The noble Antony. 3
Enter AnTowy, and Ventidius.

Eno. And yonder Cesar.

Enter CEsArR, MECENAS, and AGRIPP 2

Anr. If we compose well here, to Parthia :
Hark you, Ventidiusy=—

Cxs. I do not know,

Mecenay 5 atk Agrippe.

Lzp. Noble friends, i
That which combin’d s was moft great, and let not
A leaner a&ion rend us, What’s amifs,

May it be gently heard : When we debate

Our trivial difference loud, we do commit
Murther in healing wounds: Then, noble partners,
(The rather, for Fearneftly befeech)

‘Touch you the foureft points with fweeteft terms,
Nor curltnefs grow to the matter.

2x Hearke Pens
Hy
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AnTt. *Tis fpoken well:

Were we before our armies, and to fight,
1 fhould do thus.

*Cxs. Welcome to Rome.

Axt. Thank you.

Cas. Sit.

Ant. Sit, fir.

Czs. Nay, then.

Ant. 1learn, you take things ill, which are not fo;
Or, being, concern you not.

Cas. I muft be laugh’d at,
If, or for nothing, or a little, I
Should fay myfelf offended ; and with you
Chiefly i’the world : more laugh’d at, that I fhould
Once name you derogately, when to found your name
It not concern’d me.

Ant. My beingin Egypt, Cesar,
What was’t to you?

C.£s. No more than my residing here at Rome
Might be to youin Egypz: Yet, if you there
Did pratife on my ftate, your beingin Egypz
Might be my queftion.

Ant. How intend you, pra&tif’d?

C.£s. You may be pleas’d to catch at mine intent,
By what did here befall me : Your wife, and brother,
Made wars upon me; and their conteftation
‘Was them’d for you, you were the wordof war.

Anr. Youdo miftake your businefs; my brothernever
Did urge me in hisa& : I did inquire it;

And have my learning from fome true reports,
‘That drew their fwords with you. Did he not rather
Difcredit my authority with yours;

27 Theame for
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And make the wars alike againft my ftomach, =
Having alike your cause? Of this, my letters
Before did fatiffy you. If you’ll patch a quarrel,
(As matter whole you have not to make it with)
It muft not be with this.

Cs. You praise yourfelf,
By laying to me defeéts of judgment : but
You patch’d up your excufes.

Ant. Not fo, not {o :
I know you could not lack, I am certain on’t,
Very neceflity of this thought, That I,
Your partner in the cause ’gainft which he fought,
Could not with grateful eyes attend those wars
Which fronted mine own peace. As for my wife,
I would you had her fpirit in fuch another:
The third o’ the world is yours ; which with a fnaffle
You may pace easy, but not fuch a wife.

Exo,’Would we had all fuch wives, that the men
might go to wars with the women.

ANT. So much uncurbable, her garboils, Cesar,
Made out of her impatience, (which not wanted
Shrewdnefs of policy too) I grieving grant,
Did you too much difquiet : for that, you muft
But fay, J could not help it.

Czs. I wrote to you,
When, rioting in dlexandria, you
Did pocket up my letters; and with taunts
Did gibe my miffive out of audience.

4xt. Sir,
He fell upon me, ere admitted ; then
Three kings I had newly feafted, and did want
Of what I was i’ the morning: but, next day,

7 defedls of judgment tome  *3 gracefull
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I told him of myfelf; which was as much
As to have afk’d him pardon: Let this fellow
Be nothing of our ftrife; if we contend,
Out of our queftion wipe him.
.~ C&s3. You have broken
The article of your oath; which you fhall never
Have tongue to charge me with. -
Lep. Soft, Cesar.
Avr. No,
Lepidus, let him fpeak ;
‘The honour is facred which he talks on now,
Supposing that I lack’d it:_but on, Cesar;
The article of my oath,—
C#s. Tolend me arms,and 2id, when I requir'd them;
The which you both deny’d. L
Anr. Negleéted, rather; -
And then, whea poison’d hours had bound me up
From mine own knowledge. As nearly as I may,
Pll play the penitent to yow: bat mine honefty
Shall not make poor my greatnefs, nor my power
Work without it : Truth is, that Fulvia,
To have me out of Egypt, made wars here ;
For which myfelf, the ignorant motive, do
So far atk pardon, as befits mine honour
To ftoop in fuch a cafe.
Lxr. ’Tis nobly fpoken.
Mzc. If it might please you, to enforce no further
The griefs between ye: to forget them quite,
Were to remember that the present need
Spcak to atone you,
" Lep. Worthily fpoken, Mecenas.
Ewo. Or, if you borrow one another’s love for the



Antony and Cleopatra. 29

inftant, you may, when you hear no more words of
Pompey, return it again : you fhall have time to wrangle
in, when you have nothing elfe to do.
Ax7. Thou art a foldier only; fpeak no more.
Exo. That truth fhould be filent, I had almoft
forgot. [more.
Ant. You wrong this presence, therefore fpeak no
Eno. Go to then; your confiderate ftone,
C&s. I do not much diflike the manner, but
The matter of his fpeech : for’t cannot be,
We fhall remain in friendfhip, our conditions
So differing in their afls. Yet, if [ knew
What hoop fhould hold us ftaunch, from edge to edge
O’the world I would purfueit.
Acr. Give me leave, Czsar,—
C.xs. Speak, Agrigpa.
Acr. Thou haft a fifter by the mother’s fide,
Admir'd OFevia: great Mark Axtony
Is now a widower:
C.£s. Say not fo, dgrippas
If Cleopatra heard you, your reproaf
Were well deserv’d of rafhnefs.
4nr. I am not marry’d, Cesar: let me hear
Agrippa further fpeak.
Agr. To hold you in perpetual amity,
To make you brothers, and to knit your hearts
With an unflipping knot, take utony
Ofavie to his wife: whose beauty claims
No worfe a husband than the beft of men;
Whose virtue, and whose general graces, fpeak
That which none elfe can utter. By this marriage,
All little jealoufies, which now feem great,

9 the matter, but | The manner 3° not, fay 4gr- 2¥ your proofc
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And all great fears, which now import their dangers,
Would then be nothing : truths would then be tales,
Where now half tales be truths: her love to both
‘Would, each to other, and all loves to both,
Draw after her. Pardon what I have fpoke ;
For *tis a ftudy’d, not a present thought,
By duty ruminated.

AnNt. Will Czsar fpeak ?

C.£s. Not ’till he hears how Autony is touch’d
With what is fpoke already.

Anr. What power is in dgrippa,
If I would fay, Agrippa, é¢ it fo,
To make this good ?

C£s. The power of Cesar, and
His power unto O&Zavia.

AN, May I never
To this good purpose, that fo fairly fhews,
Dream of impediment ! . Let me have thy hand :
Further this a of grace; And, from this hour,
The heart of brothers govern in our loves,
And fway our great deggns }

C.£s. There is my hand.
A fifter I bequeath you, whom no brother
Did ever love fo dearly : Let her live
‘T'o join our kingdoms, and our hearts; and never
Fly off our loves again!

Lep. Happily! Amen.

Axz. 1didnot think to draw my fword *gainft Pompey 5
For he hath lay’d firange courtefies, and great,
Of late upon me: I muft thank him only,
Left my remembrance fuffer ill report;
At heel of that, defy him.
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_ Lep. Time calls upon us:
Of us muft Pompey presently be fought,
Or elfe he feeks out us.
Axt. Where lies he, Taegar 2
Cs. About the mount Mifenum.
Axg. What’s his ftrength
By land ?
C.£s. Great, and increafing: but by fea
He is an abfolute mafter.
ANT. So is the fame.
' Would we had fpoke together! Hafte we for it:
Yet, ere we put ourfelves in arms, difpatch we
‘The businefs we have talk’d of.
C.£s. With moft gladnefs ;
And do invite you to my fifter’s view,
Whither ftraight I’ll lead you.
Anr, Let us, Lepidus,
Not lack your company.
Lzp. Noble dntony,
Not ficknefs thould detain me.
[Exeunt Csar, ANTONY, and LEPIDUS.
Mzc. Welcome from Egypt, fir.
Exo. Half the heart of Cevar, worthy Mecenas ! _
my honourable friend, dgrippa!
Acr. Good Encbarbus!
Mezc. We have cause to be glad, that matters are
fo well digefted. You ftay’d well by it in Egjypr.
Eno. Ay, fir; we did fleep day out ef countenance,
and made the night light with drinking.
Mze. Eight wild boars roafted whole at a breakfaft,
and but twelve perfons there ; Is this true?
Exo. This wasbutasa fly by an eagle: we had much

5 Mount-Mefena,
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more monftrous matter of feaft, which worthily deserved
noting.

MEzc, She’s amoft triamphant lady, if report be fquare
to her.

Exo. When the firft met Mark Antony, the purf’d up
his heart, upon the river of Cydwus.

Acx, There fhe appear’d indeed ; or my reporter
Devis’d well for her.

Eno, I will tell you, fir:
'The barge fhe fatin, like a burnifh’d throne,
Burnt on the water : the poop was beaten gold ;
Purple the fails, and fo perfumed, that
"The winds were love-fick with them : the oars were filver;
Which to the tune of flutes kept ftroke, and made
The water, which they beat, to follow fafter,
As amorous of their firokes. For her own petfon,
It begpar’d all defcription : fhe did lye
In her pavilion, (cloth of gold, of tiffue)
O’er-pilturing that Penus, where we fee
The fancy out-work nature; on each fide her
Stood pretty dimpl’d boys, like fmiling Cupids,
With diverfe-colour’d fans, whose wind did feem
To glow the delicate checks which they did cool,
And what they undid, did.

Acr. O, rare for Antony!

Exno. Her gentlewomen, like the Nereids,
So many mermaids, tended her i’the eyes,
And made their bends adornings: at the helm
A feeming mermaid feers ; the filken tackle
Swell with the touches of those flower-foft hands,
That yarely frame the office. From the barge,
A firange invisible pérfume hits the fenfe

33 To love the
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Of the adjacent wharfs. The city caft
Her people out upon her: and Antony,
Enthron’d P’the market-place, did fit alone,
Whiftling to the ait; which, but for vacancy,
Had gone to gaze on Clkopatra too,
And made a gap in nature.

Acr. Rare Egyptiant .

Eno. Upon her landing, Antony fent to her;
Invited her to fupper: fhe reply'd,
It fhould be better, he became her gueft ;
‘Which fhe intreated : Our courteoas Anfony,
Whom ne’er the word of 7 woman heard fpeak,
Being barber’d ten times o’er, goes to the feaft;
And, for his ordinary, pays his heart,
For what his eyes eat only.

Aér. Royal wench! 3
She made great Cesar lay his fword to bed ;
He plough’d her, and fhe cropt.

Exo. Ifaw heronce §
Hop forty paces through the publick ftreet:
And having loft her breath, fhe fpoke, and panted ;
That fhe did make defe&, perfection;
And, breathlefs, powcr breath forth.

Mec. Now Antony
Mautft leave her utterly.

Exo. Never; he will not:
Age cannot wither her, nor cuftom ftale
Her infinite variety : Other women cloy .
The appetites they feed; but fhe makes hungry,
‘Where moft the fatiffies. For vileft things
Become themfelves in her; that the holy priefts
Blefs her, when fhe is riggith,



34 Antony axd Cleopatra.

Mec. If beauty, wisdom, modefty, can fettle
‘The heart of Antony, Oftawvia is
A bleft allottery to him:

Acx. Let us go.—

Good Enobarbus, make yourfelf my gueft;
Whilft you abide here.
Exo. Humbly, fir, I thank you. [Exeunt.

SCENE 11L. Thke fame. A Room in Caesar’s Houfe. ~
Enter CEsar, ANToNnY, O¢TAVIA betaween them;
Attendants bebind, and Soothfayer.

Ant: The world, and my great office, will fometimes
Divide me from your bosom.
Ocr. All which time, -
Before the gods my knee fhall bow in prayers
To them for you:
Axr. Good night, fir. My Ofawia,
Read not my blemifhes in the world’s report
1 have not kept my fquare; but that to come
Shall all be doné by the rule. Good night, dear lady.
Ocr. Good night, fir. :
C.zs. Good night. ;
[Exeunt CsAR, OCTAVIA, and Attendants.
Axz. Now, firrah! you do with yourfelf in Egypt 2
-Soo.  *Would I had never come from thence, nor you
Thither!
Ant. If you can, your reason?
Soo. Ifeeitin p
My motion, have it not in my tongue: But yet
Hye you again to Egypt.
Axr. Say to me,
Whose fortunes fhall rise higher, Czsar’s, or mine?

.

3 blefled Lottery  *5. bowe my prayers  3° to Egypt againe
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Sov.  Cesar’s.
Therefore, 0 Antony, ftay not by his fide:
Thy dzmon, that’s thy fpirit which keeps thee, is
Nogle, courageous, high, unmatchable,
Where Casar’s is not; but, near him, thy angel
Becomes a fear, as being o’er-power’d ; and therefore
Make fpace enough between you.

Ant. Speak this no more.

So0. 'To none but thee; no more, but when to thee.
If thou doft play with him at any game,
Thou are fure to lose; and, of that natural luck,
He beats thee ’gainft the odds: thy luftre thickens,
When he fhines by : I fay again, thy {pirit
Is all afraid to govern thee near him;
But, he away, ’tis noble.

ANT. Get thee gone:
Say to Ventidius, I would fpeak with him:

[Exit Soothfayer.
He fhall to Parthia. -Be it art, or hap,
He hath fpoken true: The very dice obey him;
And, in our fports, my better cunning faints
Under his chance: if we draw lots, he fpeeds:
His cocks do win the battle ftill of mine,
When it is all to nought; and his quails ever
Beat mine, in whoop’d-at odds. 1 will to £gyps:
And though I make this marriage for my peace,
I’ the eaft my pleasure lies.._ O, come, Ventidius,
Enter Ventidius.

You muft to Parthia; your commiflion’s ready :
Follow me, and receive’t. [Exeune.

"SCENE IV. The fame. AStreet,

'S alway 25 (in hoopt) at odd’s
Vor: VIIIL 1
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Enter Ler1pUs, attended; MECENAS, and AcrRIPPA.
Ler. Troubleyourfelves no farther: pray you, haften
Your generals after.
Acx Sir, Mark dntony
Will e’en but kifs O&awvia, and we’ll follow.
Lzr. *Till I fhall fec you in your foldier’s drefs,
Which will become you both, f{rewel.v
Mec. We fhall,
As I conceive the journey, be at the mount
Before you, Lepzdx.r
Lep. Your way is fhorter,
My purposes do draw me much about;
You'll win two days upon me.
Mec. Aer. Sir, good fuccefs!
Lep. Farewel. [Exeunt feverally.

SCENE V. Alexandria. 4 Room in the Palace.
Enter CLeoraTrRA, CHARMIAN, Iras, and Alexas.
Cre. Give me fome musick ; musick, moody food

Of us that trade in love.

4t. The musick, ho!
Enter MARDIAN.
Cre. Let it alone; let us to billiards : . come,

Charmian.

Cua. My arm is fore, beft play with Mardian.
Cre. As wella woman with an eunuch play’d,

As with a woman:—Come, you’ll play with me, fir?
Muar. As well as I can, madam. [too fhort,
Cre. And when good will is fhew’d, though 't come

The a&tor may plead pardon. T’ll none now: .

Give me mine angle, . We’ll to the river: there,

My musick playing far off, I will betray
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Tawny-fin’d fithes: my bended hook fhall pierce
"Their flimy jaws; and, as I draw them up,
I'll think them every one an Antony,
And fay, Ah, ha! you’re caught.
Cra. *Twas merry, when
You wager’d on your angling; when your diver -
Did hang a falt-fith on his hook, which he
With fervency drew up. ¢
Cre. That time! __otimes!..
I laugh’d him out of patience; and that night
I laugh’d him into patience : and next morn,
Ere the ninth hour, I drunk him to his bed ;
Then put my tires and mantles on him, whilft
1 wore his fword Philippan. O, from Italy; —
Enter a Meffenger.
Rain thou thy fruitful tidings in mine ears,
That long time have been barren.
Me/. Madam, madam,—
CLE. Antony’s dead :_If thou fay fo,
Villain, thou kill’ft thy miftrefs: but well, and free,
If thou fo yield him, there is ¥ gold, and here
My blueft veins to kifs; a hand, that kings ¥
" Have lip’d, and trembl'd kiffing.
Mef. Firft, madam, he is well. [We use
Cze. Why, there’s more gold. But, firrah, mark;
To fay, the dead are well : bring it to that,
The gold, I give thee, will I melt, and pour
Down thy ill-uttering throat.
Mef. Good madam, hear me.
Cre. Well, go to, I will; :
But there’s no goodnefs in thy face: If Autony
Be free, and healthful, why fo tart a favour

' fine filkes 'S Ramme thou

1z
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To trumpet fuch good tidings? If not well,
Thou fhould’ft come likea %:ry crown’d with fnakes,
Not like a formal man.
Me/. Will’t please you hear me ?
Cre. I have a mind to frike thee, ere thou fpeak’ft:
Yet if thou fay, Antony lives, is well,
Or friends with Cesar, or not captive to him,
Tl fet thee in a fhower of gold, and hail
Rich pearls upon thee. i
Mef. Madam, he’s well.
Crz. Well faid.
Me/. And friends with Cesar.
Cre. Thou’rt an honeft man.
Me/. Cezsar and he are greater friends than ever.
CrE, Mark thee a fortune from me.
Me/. But yet, madam,—
CzE. I do not like dut yet, it does allay
The good precedence; fie upon but yet:
But yet is as a jailer to bring forth
Some monftrous malefaltor. Pr'ythee, friend,
Pour out thy pack of matter to mine ear,

The good and bad together: He’s friends with Ceesar ;
In flate of health, thou fay’ft; and, thou fay’ft, free.
M/, Free, madam! no; [ made no fuch report:

He’s bound unto O&awvia. :

Cre. For what good turn ?

Me/. For the beft turn i’the bed.

Cre. 1am pale, Charmian.

Me/. Madam, he’s marry’d to OZavia.

Cire. The moft infe@ious peftilence upon thee !

[frikes bim dswn.

" Mef. Good madam, patience.

6 “tis well 27 the packe
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Crz. What fay you ? [ friking bim again.] Hence,
Horrible villain! or I'll {purn thine eyes
Like balls before me; I'll unbair thy head :

{bales bim up and dovun.
Thou fhalt be whipt with wire, and ftew’d in brine,
Smarting in ling’ring pickle.
Mef. Gracious madam,
I, that do bring the news, made not the match.

CrE. Say, ’tis not {o, a province I will give thee,
And make thy fortunes proud : the blow thou had’tt
Shall make thy peace, for moving me to rage;

And [ will boot thee with what gift befide
Thy modefty can beg. :

Mef. He’s marry’d, madam.

CiE. Rogue,thouhattliy’dtoolong. [#raws a Dagger.

Mef. Nay, then I'llrun:_

What mean you, madam? I have made no fault.
{Exit Meflenger,

Cr4. Good madam, keep yonrfelf within yourfelf;
The man is innocent.

Cirz. Some innocents *{cape not the thunder-bolt. .
Melt Egypt into Nile! and kindly creatures
Turn all to ferpents! _Call the flave again ;
Though I am mad, I will not bite him; call,

Cra. He is afeard to come.

Crz. I will not hurt him:—

These hands do lack nobility, that they ftrike

A meaner than myfelf; fince I myfelf

Have given myfelf the cause._ Come hither, fir:
Re-enter Meflenger.

Though it be honett, it is never good

To bring bad news: Give to a gracious meflage

I3
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An hoft of tongues; bat let ill tidings telt
Themfelves, when they be felt.
M/, I have but done my duty.
Crr. Is he marry’d ?
T cannot hate thee worfer than I do,
If thou again fay, yes.

Me/. He’s marry’d, madam. [#in?

Crr. The gods confound thee! doft thou hold there

Me/. Should I lye, madam?

Cre. O, I would, thou didt;

So half my Egyps were fubmerg’d, and made

A ciftern for fcal’d fnakes! Go, get thee hence ;
Had’t thou Narciffus in thy face, to me

Thou would’ft appear moft ugly. He is marry’d ?

Me/. Tcrave your highnefs’ pardon.

Cie. Heis marry’d?

Mef.- 'Take no offence, that T would not offend you:
'To punifh me for what you make me do,

Seems much unequal : He’s marry’d to Ofavia.

Crx. O, that his fault fhould make a knave of thee,
‘That fay’ft but what thou art fure of ! Get thee hence:
‘The merchandize, which thou haft brought from Reme,
Are all too dear for me; Lye they upon thy hand,
And be undone by ’em! [ Exit Meflenger.

Cra. Good your highnefs, patience.

Cre. In praising 4utony, I have difprais’d Cesar.

Cua. Many times, madam.

Cre. Iam pay’d for’t now.

Lead me from hence,

1 faint; O Iras, Charmian,~*Tis no matter:
Go to the fellow, good Alxas 5 bid him
Report the feature of Qfavis, her years,

2t That art got what
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Her inclination, let him not leave out
The colour of her hair: bring me word quickly.

{Exit Alexas,
Let him for ever go:—Let him not, Charmian;
Though he be painted one way like a Gorgon,
‘The other way’s a Mars : __Bid you Alexas [0 Mardian,
Bring me word, how tall fhe is.__Pity me, Charmian,
But do not fpeak to me. Lead me to my chamber.

S CENE VI. Country near Mifenum.
Flourifp, Enter, from dpposite Sides, PoMPEY,
MEenNas, and Others; CEsar, AnTony, LEPIDUS,
ExoBARBUS, and Others.
Pom. Your hoftages I have, fo have you mine;
And we fhall talk before we fight.
C&s, Moft meet,
That firft we come to words; and therefore have we
Ourwritten purposes before us fent:
Which if thou haft confider’d, let us know
If *twill tye up thy difcontented fvord ;
And carry back to Sicily much tall youth,
That elfe muft perith here.
Pom. To you all three,
The fenators alone of this great world,
Chief fa&tors for the gods, —I do not know,
Wherefore my father fhonld revengers want,
Having a fon, and friends; fince Fulius Cesar,
Who at Pbiligpi the good Bratus ghofted,
There faw you labouring for him.  What was’t
" That mov’d pale Caffius to confpire # And what
Made the all-honour’d, honeft, Roman Brutus,
With the arm’d reft, courtiers of -beauteous freedom,

I
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To drench the capitol ; but that they would-
Have one man but 2 man ? And that s it,
Hath made me rig my navy; at whose burthen
The anger’d ocean foams; with which I meant
To fcourge the ingratitude that defpightful Rome
Caft on my noble father.

C.&s. Take your time.

4nz. Thou can’ft not fear us, Pompey, with thy fails,
We'll fpeak with thee at fea: at land, thou know’it
How much we do o’er-count thee,

Poy. At land, indeed,
Thou doft o’er-count me of my father’s houfe:
But, fince the cuckoo builds not for himfelf,
Remain in’t, as thou may’ft. !

Lzr. Be pleas'd to tell us,
(For this is from the present) how you take
‘The offers we have fent you.

C£s. There’s the point.

Axnr. Which donot be intreated to, but weigh
‘What it is worth embrac’d :

Cs. And what may follow,
To try a larger fortune,

Pox. You have made me offer
Of Sicily, Sardinia ; and I muft
Rid all the fea of pirates : then, to fend
Measures of wheat to Rome : This *greed upon,
To part with unhack’d edges, and bear back
Our targe undinted.

Cxs. Avr. Lrr. That’s our offer.

Pox. Know then,
I came before you here, 2 man prepar’d
'To take this offer : But Mark Antony

33 Targes
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Put me to fome impatience : — Though I lose
The praise of it by telling, You muft know,
‘When Cesar and your brother were at blows,
Your mother came to Sicily, and did find
Her welcome friendly.

AxT. I have heard it, Pompey;
And am well ftudy’d for a liberal thanks,
Which I do owe you.

Pom. Let me have your hand :
1 did not think, fir, to have met you here.

Ant. The beds i’the eaft are foft: and thanks to you,
That call’d me, timelier than my purpose, hither;
For I have gain’d by’t.

C.£s. Since I faw you laft,

‘There is a change upon you.

Pom. Well, I know not,

‘What counts harfh fortune cafts upon my face;
But in my bosom fhall fhe never come,
To make my heart her vaffal.

Lep. Well met here.

Pox. I hope fo, Lepidus, —Thas we are agreed:
I crave, our composition may be written,

And feal’d between us.

G s, That’s the next to do.

Pox. We'll feaft each other, ere we part; and let us
Draw lots, who fhall begin.

Axz. That will I, Pam;gy.

Po. No, noble Antony, take the lot: but, firft,
Or laft, your fine Egyprian cookery
Shall have the fame. I have heard, that Fulizs Casar
Grew fat with feafting there. »

Axt, You have heard much.
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Pox. I have fair meaning, fir.
Anz. And fair words to them. .
Pou. Thenfo much have I heard. And I have heard,
Apolladorus carry’d — . .
Exo. No more of that:—He did fo.
Pon. What, I pray you ?
ENo. A certain queen to Cesar in a matrefs.
Pom. 1 know thee now ; How far'ft thou, foldier ?
Eno. Well;
And well am like to do; for, I perceive,
Four feafts are toward.
Poxm. Let me fhake thy hand;
I never hated thee: I have feen thee fight,
When I have envy’d thy behaviour.
Evno. Sir,
1 never lov’d you much ; but I have prais’d you,
When you have well deserv’d ten times as much
As 1 have faid you did.
Pom. Enjoy thy plainnefs,
It nothing ill becomes thee. —
Aboard my galley I invite you all:
Will you lead, lords ?
C.zs. Avr. Lep. Shew us the way, fir.
Pou. Come. [ExcuntPompey,CRsAr, ANTONY,
Lertovus, and Attendants.
Men. Thy father, Pompey, would ne’er have made
this treaty. — You and I have known, fir.
Eno. Atfea, I think, :
MEgn. We have, fir.
Eno. You have done well by water.
MEenN. And you by land.
Eno. Iwillpraiseanyman that will praiseme: thongh
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it cannot be deny’d, what T have done by land.

Mza. Nor what I have done by water.

Ero. Yes, fomething you can deny for your own
fafety : you have been a great thief by fea.

MEN. And you by land.

Eno. Thereldeny mylandfervice. Butgiveme your
hand, Meuas ; If our eyes had anthority, here they might

take two thieves kiffing. !

Mew. All men’s faces are true, whatfoe’er their hands
are.

Ena. Butthere is never a fair woman has a true face,

Men. No flander; they fteal hearts.

Eno, We came hither to fight with you.

MeN. For my part, I am forry it is turn’d to a drink-
ing. Pompey doth this day laugh away his fortune.

Exo. If he do, fure, he cannot weep it back again.

MEznN. You have faid, fir. We look’d not for Mark
Antony here; Pray you, is he marry’d to Clopatra?

Eno. Cear's fifter is call’'d O&avia.

MEenN. True, fir; the was the wife of Caius Marcellus.

Eno. But now fhe is the wife of Marcus Autonius.

MEN. Pray you, fir,—

Exo. *Tis true. .

Mxn. Thenis Cesar, and ke, for ever knit together.

Ewo, If I were bound todivine of this unity, I would
not prophefy fo.

Mew, | think, the policy of that purpose made more
in the marriage, than the love of the parties.

Ewo. I think fo too. But you fhall find, the band,
that feems to tye their friendfhip together, will be the
very ftrangler of theiramity : O&Zaviais of a holy, cold,
and ftill converfation.
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Mz, Who would not have his wife fo ? t

Eno. Not he, that himfelf is not fo; which is Mark
Antony. He will to his Egyptian difh again: then fhall
the fighs of OZawia blow the fire up in Csar; and, as L
{aid before, that which is the ﬁrength of their amity, fhall
prove theimmediate author of their variance. Antony will
use his affetion where it is ; he marry’d but his occasion
here.

Mex. Andthusit may be. Come, fir,will you aboard ?

I have a health for you.

Eno. Ifhall take 1t, fir: we have us’d our throats in
Egype.

Mev. Come; let’s away. [ Exesat.

SCENE VII. Aboard Pompey’s Galley, off Mifenum.
Under a Pavilion upon Deck, a Banguet fet out':
Musick : Servants attending.

1. 8. Here they’ll be, man: Some o’ their plants are
ill rooted already, the leaft wind i’ the world will blow
them down.

2. 8. Lepidus is high-colour'd.

1. §. They have made him drink alms-drink.

2. §. Asthey pinch one another by the difposition, he
cries out, zo more; reconciles them to his entreaty, and
himfelf to the drink.

1. 8. Butit raises the greater war between him and his
difcretion,

2. 8. Why, this it is to have a name in great men’s
fellowthip : I had as lief have a reed that will do me no
fervice, as a partizan I could not heave,

1. 8. To be call’d into a huge fphere, and not to be
feen to move in’t, are the holes where eyes fhould be,
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which pitifally disafter the cheeks.

Musick plays. Enter CEsar, Antony, LEpipuUs,

Pomrey, Menas, ENoBARBUS, and Others.

Awnt. Thusdo they, fir, [0 Czs.] They take the flow
By certain fcales i’the pyramid; they know, [o’the Nik,
By the height, the lownefs, or the mean, if dearth,

Or foizon, follow: The higher Nilus fwells,
"The more it promises: as it ebbs, the {feedsman
Upon the flime and ooze fcatters his grain,
And fhortly comes to harveft.

Lzp. You've frange ferpents there.

AnTt. Ay, Lepidus.

Lzp. Your ferpent of Egypt is bred now of your mud
by the operation of the fun: fo is your crocodile.

ANT. They are fo.

Pom. Sit,—and fome wine._A health to Lepidus.

Lep. T am not fo well as I fhould be, but I’ll ne’er
out.

Exo. ““Not *till you have flept; I fear me, you'll be
“in *till then,”

Lep. Nay, certainly, I have heard, the Prolemies’ py-
ramifes are very goodly things; without contradi&tion, I
have heard that.

MEN. “ Pompey, a word.”

Pop. *“Say in mine ear; Whatis't?”

Men. «Forfake thy feat, I do befeech thee, captain,”
¢ And hear me fpeak a word.” [pidus.

Pox. < Forbear me ’till anon.” _This wine for Le-

Lxp. What manner o’thing is your crocodile ?

Axt. Itis fhap’d, fir, like itlelf; and it is as broad as
it hath breadth : itisjuft fo high as itis, and moves with
it’s own organs: it lives by that which nouritheth it ; and,
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the elements once out of it, it tranfmigrates.
Ler. What colour is it of ?
Avr. Of it’s own colour too.
Lrp. *Tis a ftrange ferpent.
Axnt, *Tis fo, Anﬁ the tears of it are wet.
C£s. ¢ Will this defcription fatiffy him ?”
Ant. « With the health that Pompey gives him, elfehe
*¢is a very epicure.” Away :
Pom. Go, hang, fir, hang : [#o Men.] Tell me of that!
Do 2s I bid you. — Where’s this cup I call’d for?
Men. «If for the fake of merit thou wilt hear me,”
“¢Rise from thy ftool.” [¢¢ The matter ?”
Pom. I think thow'stmad. ([rising, and flepping aﬁa’e.:!
Mzw, <1 have ever held my cap off to thy fortunes.”
Poum. “Thouhaft ferv’d me with much faith: What’s
Be jolly, lords. [elfe to fay 27
Ar. These quickfands, Lepidus,
Keep off them, for you fink,
Mew. < Wilt thou be lord of all the world ?”
Pom. *“What fay’ft thou ?” [twice.”
Men. ¢« Wilt thou be lord of the whole world ? That’s
Pom. ‘“How fhould that be?”
MEN. “But entertain it,”
* And, though thou think me poor, I am the man”
“Will give thiee all the world.”
Pom. ““Thou haft drunk well.”
Mrw. “No, Pompey, I have kept me from the cup.”
¢Thou art, if thou dar’ft be, the earthly Fove:”
¢ Whate’er the ocean pales, or fky inclips,”
¢«¢Is thine, if thoa wilt ha’t.”
Pom. ¢Shew me which way.”
MEn. “ These three world-fharers, thesecompetitors,”

2% Haft thou
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¢ Are in thy veflel : Let me cut the cable;”
¢ And, when we are put off, fall to their throats:”
¢¢ All then is thine.”
Pon. ¢ Ah, this thou fhould’#t have done,”
¢ And not have fpoke of it! In me, ’tis villany ;*
¢ In thee, ’t had been good fervice. Thoumuft know,”
¢¢’Tis not my profit that does lead mine honour;”
¢ Mine honour, it. Repent, that ¢’er thy tongue”
¢ Hath fo betray’d thine a&t : Being done unknown,”
¢ I thould have found it afterwards well done;”
¢¢ But muft condemn it now. Desift, and drink.”
Mgzn. < For this,” [loking contempiibly after bim.
¢ I’ll never follow thy pall’d fortunes more. _* }
¢ Who feeks, and will not take, when once ’tis offer’d,”
¢ Shall never find it more.” [ joins the Company.
Pom. This health to Lepidus.
AxT. Bear him athore.— [0 an Attendant.
T'll pledge it for him, Pompey.
Exo. Here’s to thee, Menas.
Men. Envbarbus, welcome.
Pox. Fill, ’till the cup be hid.
[Lertous dorn of.
Exo. There’s a flrong fellow, Menas.
Men. Why ?
Evo. He bears
The third part of the world, man; Seeft not? [all,
Mzn. The third part thenis drunk : "Would it were
That it might go on wheels.
l Eno. Drink thou, encreafe the reels.
Men. Come.
l Pox. This is not yet an Alexandrian feait.
4w, It ripens towards it.—Strike the veffels, ho!

3 thereis 37 then heis
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Here is to Cesar.
Ces. I could well forbear’t.
It’s monftrous labour, when I wath my brain,
And it grows fouler.
Ant. Be a child o’the time.
C2£s. Possefs it, I'ltmake anfwer: but I had rather
Faft from all four days, than drink fo much in one.
Eno. Ha, mybrave emperor! [z Ant.] fhall we dance
The Egyptianbacchanals, and celebrate our drink ? [now
Pous. Let’s ha't, good foldier. [2hey rise.
Anr, Come, let’s all take hands; 1
*Till that the conquering wine hath fteep’d our fenfe
In foft and delicate lethe.
Exo. All take hands.
Make battery to our ears with the loud musick :.
The while, I'll place you: Then the boy fhall fing ;
The holding every man fhall bear, as loud
As his ftrong fides can volly.
[Musick plays. Enobarbus places them band in band.
§ O N G.
Come, thou monarch of the wine,
plumpy Bacchus, awith pink eyne : -
in thy wats our cares be drown’d;
awith thy grapes our bairs be crown’d s
cup us, *till the world go round,
cup us, *till the world go round. !
{— Good brother,
C.£s. What would you more ?_Pompey, good night.
Let me requeft you, off: our graver businefs
Frowns at this levity. — Gentle lords, let’s part ;
You fee, we have burnt our cheeks : ftrong Enobarbe
Is weaker than the wine; and mine own tongue

"

17 beate as .
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Splits what it fpeaks : the wild difguise hath almoft
Antickt us all. What needs more words ? Good night.
Good Antony, your hand. .

Pom. Tll try you on the fhore.

Axnr, And fhall, fir: give’s your haad.

Pom, O Antony, y
You have my father’s houfe, —But what ? we are friends:
Come, down into the boat.

Eno. Take heed you fall not..

[Exeunt Pos. C&s. ANT. and Attendants,
Menas, 'l not on thore.

@B, No, to my cabin. {hear,
These drums, these trumpets, flutes, what—let Neprune
We bid aloud farewel to these great fellows:

Sound, and be hang’d, found out.
[Flourifb of loud Musick.

Evxo. Ho, fays’a!—There’s my cap.

Men. Ho, noble captain ! Come. [ Excunt.

ACcT 11
SCENE 1. A4 Plain in Syria.
Enter, as from Conqueff, VENTIDIUS,
aith S1L1vus, and other Romaus, Officers and Solciers,
the dead Body of Pacorus born before bim.

VEwn. Now, darting Parthia, art thou ftruck; and now
Pleas’d fortune does of Marcus Craffus’ death
Make me revenger.__ Bear the king’s fon’s body
Before our army : —Thy Pacorus, Orodes,
Pays this for Marcus Cra/fus.
S1e. Noble Veatidius,

. 3° Orades
Vor. VIII X
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Whilft yet with Parthian blood thy fword is warm,
The fugitive Parthians follow ; fpur through Media,
Me/opotamia, and the fhelters whither
The routed fly: fo thy grand captain Lrrony
Shall fet thee on triumphant chariots, and
Put garlands on thy head.
VEN. O Silius, Silius,
I have done enough: A lower place, note well,
May make too great an at: For learn this, Si/sus ;
Better to leave undone, than by our deed
Acquire too high a fame, when he we ferve’s away.
Casar, and Antony, have ever won
More in their ofhicer, than perfon: So/us,
One of my place in §yria, his lieutenant,
For quick accumulation of renown,
Which he atchiev’d by the minute, loft his favoar.
Who does i’the wars more than his captain can,
Becomes his captain’s captain : and ambition,
The foldier’s virtue, rather makes choife of lofs,
Than gain, which darkens him.
I could do more to do Arfonius good,
But twould offend him ; and in his offence
Should my performance perifh.
S1r. ‘Thou haft, Ventidius, that,
Without the which a foldier, and his fword,
Grants fearce diftinétion. Thou wilt write to dutony 2
Zen. Ill humbly fignify what in his name,
That magical word of war, we have effe@ted ;
How, with his banners, and his well-pay’d ranks,
The ne’er-yet-beaten horfe of Parthia
We have jaded out o the field.
Srz. Where is he now ?

't when him we
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Ven. He purposeth to 4thens : where, with whathafte
The weight we muft convey with us will permit,
We fhall appear before him.~On, there; pafs along.

SCENE Il. Rome. An Anti-room in Ceesar’s Houfe.
Enter Acr1iPPA, and ENOBARBUS, meeting.
Acr. What, are the brothers parted ?
Eno. They have difpatch’d with Pompey, he is gone ;
The other three are fealing. O&awia weeps
To part from Rome : Czsar is fad ; and Lepidus,
Since Pompey’s feaft, as Menas fays, is troubl’d
With the green ficknefs,
Acr.’Tis a noble Lepidus.
Eno. A very fine one: O, how he loves Cesar!
Acr. Nay, {)ut how dearly he adores Mark Antony !
Eno. Cesar ? Why, he’s the Fupiter of men.
Acr. What’s Antony ? The god of Fupiter.
Eno. Spake you O?Cet:ar? O, the non-pareil !
AGr. O Antony ! O thou Arabian bird ! [farther.
Evo. Would you praise Czsar, fay,—Cezsar;—~gono
Acr. Indeed, he ply’dthem bothwithexcellent praises.
Eno. But he loves Czsar beft;—Yet heloves Antony :
Ho! hearts, tongues, figures, fcribes, bards, poets, cannot
Think, fpeak, caft, write, fing, number, ho, his love
To Antony. But as for Czsar, kneel,
Kneel down, kneel down, and wonder.
Acr. Both he loves. [ pet awithin] So,
Eno. They are his fhards, and he their beetle : [Trum-
This is to horfe: — Adieu, noble derippa.
Acr. Good fortune, worthy foldier ; and farewel !
Enter Cmsar, ANTony, LEPIDUS, and OcTAvVIA.
AnT. No farther, fir. [#e Cesar.,

! whither with 17 4pz, What’s 23 Figure,
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C&s. You take from me a great part of myfelf;
Use me well in’t..__Sifter, prove fuch a wife
As.my thoughts make thee, and as my fartheft bond
Shall pafs on thy approof..Molft noble Autony,
Let not thie piece of virtue, which is fet
Betwixt us, as the cement of our love,
To keep it builded, be the ram, to batter
The fortrefs of it : for far better might we
Have lov’d without this mean, if on both parts
This be not cherifh’d.
Axt. Make me not offended
In your diftruft.
C&s. 1 have faid.
ANT. You fhall not find,
Though you be therein curious, the leaft cause
For what you feem to fear : So, the gods keep you,
And make the hearts of Romans ferve your ends !
We will here part.
C.xs. Farewel, my deareft fifter, fare thee well ;
The elements be kind to thee, and make
Thy fpirits all of comfort ! fare thee well.
Ocr. My noble brother,—
Axt. The April’s in her eyes; Tt is love’s fpring,
And these the fhowers to bring it on : —Be chearful.
Ocr. Sir, look well to iny Enﬂ)and's houfe ; and —
C.es, What,
O&avia?
Ocy. I’ll tell you in your ear. [raking bim afide.
Ant. Her tongue will not obey her heart, nor can
Her heart inform her tongue: the fwan’s down feather,
That ftands upon the fwell at full of tide,
And neither way inclines.

3 Band
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Eno. “Will Cesar weep?”

Acr. “He has a cloud in’s face.”

Eno. “He were the worfe for that, were he a horfe ;
¢80 is he, being a man.”

Acr. “Why, Enobarbus?”

* When Antony found Fulius Ceesar dead,”
““He cry'd almott to roaring : and he wept,
““When at Philippi he found Brutusflain.” [rheum ;”

Evo. ““That year, indeed, he was troubl’d with a
¢ What willingly he did confound, he wail’d :”
¢ Believ’t, *till I weep too.”

C&s. No, fweet Ofawvia, [coming forward.
You (hall hear from me fill ; the time fhall not
‘Out-go my thinking on you.

Anr. Come, fir, come;

I'll wreftle with you in my firength of love:
Look, here I have you 75 thus I let yon go,
And give you to the gods.

C.es. Adieu; be happy!

Lep. Let all the number of the ftars give light
To thy fair way !

C.£s. Farewel. _ Farewel, [ 4ifes O&avia.
ANt. Farewel. [Flourif. Exeunt.

SCENE WI. Alexandria. A Room in the Palace.
Enter CLEOPATRA, CHARMIAN, Iras, and ALEXAS.

Cre. Where is the fellow ?

AL, Half afeard to come.

Czz. Go to, go to: _Come hither, fir.

Enter Meflenger.

ArE. Good majefty,

Hered of Jewry dare not look upon you,
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But when you are well pleas’d.

Cre.

That Herod’s head

Tll have : But how ? when dntony is gone,
Through whom I might command it. .. Come thou near.
M/, Moft gracious majefty, —

Cik.

Did’ft thou behold

Ofavia?

Mef.

CrLE.

Mef.

Ay, dread queen.
Where ?

¢/. Madam, in Rome

1 look’d her in the face ; and faw her led
Between her brother and Mark Antony.

CiLE.

M.

CrLE.

Me/.

CrE.
CH4.
CrLE.

Is fhe as tall as me?

She is not, madam. [low ¢
Did’tt hear her fpeak ? Is fhe fhrill-tongu’d, or
Madam, I heard her fpeak ; fhe is low-voic’d.
That’s not fo good : _he cannot like her long.
Like her? O Ijis / ’tis impoffible. [dwarfifh!_
I think fo, Charmian: Dull of tongue, and

‘What majefty is in her gate ? Remember ;
If e’er thou lookd’ft on majefty.

My,

She creeps ;

Her motion and her ftation are asone :
She fhews a body, rather than a life;
A ftatue, than a breather,

Crke. Is this certain?

M.

CHa4.

Or I have no observance.
Three in Egypt

Cannot make better note.

Cix. He’s very knowing,
1 do perceive’t: —There’s nothingin her yet : —.
The fellow has good judgment.

21 Jook’R
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Cra. Excellent,
Cre. Guefs at her years, I pr'ythee.
Mef. Ber pears, madam ?
She was a widow :
Cre. Widow ? _ Charmian, hark.
Me/. And I do think, fhe’s thirty,
Cre. Bear’ft thou her face
In mind ? is’t long, or round ? .
Me/. Round, even to faultinefs. fo.—
Cre. For the moft part too, they are foolifh that are
Her hair, what colour?
Me/. Brown, madam : And her forehead
As low as fhe would with it.
Cre. There’s gold 5 for thee.
Thou muft not take my former fharpnefs ill :
I will employ thee back again; I find thee
Mott fit for businefs : Go, make thee ready, twbile
Our letters are prepar’d. [Exit Meflenger.
Cua. A proper man.
Cre. Indeed, he is fo: I repent me much 4
That fo I harry’d him. Why, methinks, by him,
This creature’s no fuch thing.
Cas. D, nothing, madam. - know.
Cre. The man iath feen fome majefty, and fhould
Cra. Hath he feen majefty ? /s elfe defend,
And ferving you fo long! [Charmian:—
Crr, 1 have one thing more to afk him yet, good
But ’tis no matter; thou fhalt bring him to me
Where I will write : All may be well enough.
Cua. I warrant you, madam. [ Exeuns.

SCENE 1V. Athens. 4 Room in Antony’s Houfe.
K4
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Enter ANTONY, and OCTAVIA,

Anr. Nay, nay, Ofavia, not only that, —
‘That were excusable, that, and thousands more
Of femblable import, — but he hath wag’d
New wars ’gainft Pompey ; made his will, and read it
To publick ear:
Spoke fcant’ly of me: when perforce he could not
But pay me terms of honour, cold and fickly
He vented them; moft narrow measure lent me:
When the beft hint was given him, he not took’t,
Or did it from his teeth.

Ocr. O my good lord,
Believe not all; or, if you muft believe,
Stomach not all. A more unhappy lady,
If this division chance, ne’er ftood between,
Praying for both parts: The good gods will mock me,
When 1 thall pray, O, &k;s my bufband! presently
Undo that prayer, by crying oyt as loud
O, blefs my brother ! Husband win, win brother,
Prays, and deftroys the prayer; no midway
*Twixt these extreams at all.

Art. Gentle Ofavia,
Let your beft love draw to that point, which feeks
Beft to preserve it: If I lose mine hopour,
1 lose my felf: better I were not yours,
Than yours fo branchlefs. But, as yoy reqncﬁed,
Yourfelf fhall go between us: The mean time, lady,
Tl raise the preparation of a war
Shall ftrain your brother : Make your fooneft hafte ;
So your desires are yours.

Oct. Thanks to my lord.
The Fove of power make me moft weak, moft weak,

9 then moft  2° potlook’® 27 v, Nete, 22 flaine
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Your reconciler! Wars *twixt you twain wozld be
As if the world fhould cleave, and that flain men
Should folder up the rift.

AN, When it appears to you where this begins,
Turn your difpleasure that way ; for our faults
Can never be fo equal, that your love
Can equally move with them. Provide your going ;
Choose your own company, and command what coft
Your heart has mind to. [ Exeunt.

SCENE V. The fame. Another Room in the fame.
Enter EROS, and ENOBARBUS, meeting.

Eno. How now, friend Eros ?

Ero. Therc’s firange news come, fir.

Exo. What, man?

Ero. Casarand Lepidushave made swars upon Pompey.

Eno. This is old ; What is the fuccefs ?

Ero. Cesar,having made ufeof him in the wars’gainft
Pompey, presently deny’d him rivalty ; would not let him
partake 1n the glory of the a&ijon : and not refting here,
accuses him of letters he bad formerly wrote to Pompey ;
upon his appeal, feizes him : So the poor third is np, "ll
death enlarge his confine.

Eno. Then, world, thou haft a pair of chaps, no more;
And throw between them all the food thoun haft, )
They’ll grind the one the other. - Where is Antony 2

Exo. He’s walking in the garden 7~ thus ; and fpurns
The rufh that lies before him: cries, Fool Lepidus !
And threats the throat of that his officer,

That murder’d Pompey.
Eno. Our great navy’s rig’d.
Ero. For Italy, and Cesar. More, Domitius;

32 his owne appeale 4 Then would thou hadft
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My lord desires you presently : my news
I might have told hereafter.
Evo. ’twill be naught :
But let it be. — Bring me to Antony.
Ezo. Come, fir. [Excunt.

SCENE VI. Rome. 4 Room in Czsars Houfe.
Enter CEsar, MECZENAS, and AGRIPPA.

Cs. Contemning Rome, he has done all this : And
In Adlexandria,—here’s  the manner of it,— [more;
I'the market-place, on a tribunal filver'd,

Clespatra and himfelf in chairs of gold
Were publickly enthron’d: at the t%et, fat

Cesarion, whom they call my father’s fon;

And all the unlawful iffue, that their luft

Since then hath made between them. Unto her

He gave the *ftablifament of Egypt ; made her

Of lower Syria, Cyprus, Lydia,

Abfolute queen.

Mekc. Thisin the publick eye?

C£s. I'the common fhew-place; where they exercise.
His fons he there proclaim’d, The kings of kings:
Great Media, Parthia, and Armenia,

He gave to Alexander 5 t0 Ptolemy he aflign’d
Syria, Cilicia, and Phanicia: She

In the habiliments of the goddefs J4s

That day appear’d; and oft before gave audience,
As ’tis reported, fo.

Mxc. Let Rome be thus
Inform’d.

Acr. Who, queasy with his infolence
Already, will their good thoughts call from him.

22 Sonnes hither pro-
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Czes. The people know it ; and have now receiv’d
His accusations.
Acr. Whom does he accuse ?
C.£3. Cesar : and that, having in Sicily
Sextus Pompeius fpoil’d, we had not rated him
His part o’the ifle : then does he fay, he lent me
Some thipping unreftor’d : laftly, he frets,
‘That Lepidus of the triumvirate
Should be depos’d ; and, being, that we detain
All his revenue.
AcRr. Sir, this fhould be anfwer’d.
C.zs. *Tis done already, and the meflenger gone.
Thave told him, Lepidus was grown too cruel ;
That he his high authority abus’d,
And did deserve his change: for what I have conquer’d,
I grant him part; but then, in his drmenia,
And other of his conquer’d kingdomis, I
Demand the like.
Mec. He'll never yield to that.
C.£s. Nor muft not then be yielded to in this.
Enter OcTavia.
Ocr. Hail, Cesar,and my lord ! hail, moft dear Casar !
C&s. Thatever I fhould call thee, caft-away.
Ocr. You have not call’d me fo, nor have you cause.
C.x£s. Why haft thou ftoln upon usthus? Youcome not
Like Czsar’s fifter : The wife of Antony
Should ‘have an army for an ufher, and
The neighs of horfe to tell of her approach,
Long ere fhe did appear: the trees by the way
Should have born men; and expe&ation fainted,
Longing for what it had not : nay, the duft
Should have afcended to the roof of heayen,

¥ knowes
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Rais’d by your populous troops : But you are come
A market-maid to Rome ; and have prevented

The oftent of our love, which, left unfhewn,

Is often left unlov’d : we fhould have met you

By fea, and land ; fupplying every ftage

With an augmented greeting.

Ocr. Good my lord,

To come thus was I not conftrain’d, but did it
On my freewill. My lord Mark Antony,
Hearing that you prepard for war, acquainted
My grieving ear withal; whereon, I'beg’d

His pardon for return.

C.£s. Which foon he granted,

Being an obftruét’tween his luft and him.

Ocy. Do not fay fo, my lord.

C.zs. 1 have eyes upon him,

And his affairs come to me on the wind :
Where, {ay pou, he is now ?

Ocr. My lord, in Arhens.

C.£5. No, my moft wronged fifter ; Cleopatra
Hath nodded him to her. He hath given hisempire
Up to a whore; who now are levying
‘The kings o’the earth for war: He hath affembl’d
Bocchus, the king of Libya; Archelaus,

Of Cappadocia; Philadelphos, king
Of Paphlagonia; the Thracian King, Adallas :
King Malchus of Arabia; king of Medes;
Herod of Jeawry 5 Mithridates, king
Of Comagene ; Polemon and Amintas,
The kings of Pont and Lycaonia ;
With a larger lift of fcepters.
Ocr. Ah me moft wretched !

3 oftentation of "4 abftra@t 'F ishe 37 Kingof Pont,
39 of Mede, and 3% a more larger
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That have my heart parted betwixt two friends,
That do affliét each other.
C.es, Welcome hither :
Your letters did withhold our breaking forth ;
’Till we perceived, both how you were wrong’d,
And we in negligent danger. Cheer your heart:
Be you not troubl’d with the time, which drives
Oer your content these ftrong neceflities ;
But let determin’d things to deftiny
Hold unbewail’d their way., Welcome to Rome :
Nothing more dear to me. You are abus’d
Beyond the mark of thought: and the high gods,
To do you juftice, make them minifters
Of us, and those that love you. Be of comfort;
And ever welcome to us.
Acr. Welcome, lady.
Mzxrc. Welcome, dear madam.
Each heart in Rome does love and pity you:
Only the adulterous #ntony, moft large
In his abominations, turns you off;
And gives his potent regiment to a trull,
That noises it againft us.
Ocr. Is it fo, fir?
Cs. Moft certain. Sifter, welcome: Pray you, noto
Be ever known to patience: My dear’ft fifter!

SCENE VIl. Near A&ium. Antony’s Camp.
Enter CLEOPATRA, and ExOBARBUS.
Cre. I will be even with thee, donbt it not.
Exo. But why, why, why?
Cre. Thou hatt forefpoke my being in these wars ;
And fay’R, it is not fit.

S wrong led, '3 makehis Min- 4 Beft of
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Eno. Well, isit, is it?

Crx. Is’tnotdenounc’d’gainftus? Why fhould not we
Be there in perfon?

Eno. Well, I could reply: —

If we fhould ferve with horfe and mares together,
The horfe were meerly loft; the mares would bear
A foldier, and his horfe.

Cre. What is’t you fay ?

Ewo. Your presence needs muft puzzle Antony;
Take from his heart, take from his brain, from his time,
What fhould not then be fpar’d. He is already
Traduc'd for levity ; and ’tis faid in Rome,

‘That Pbétinus an eunuch, and your maids,
Manage this war.

CrEe. Sink Rome; and their tongues rot,
That fpeak againft us! A charge we bear I’the war,
And, as the president of my kingdom, will
Appear there for a man. Speak not againft it;
I will not ftay behind.

Exo. Nay, I have done,
Here comes the emperor.

Enter ANTONY, and CANIDIVUS.

Ant. ISt not ftrange, Canidius,
That from Tarentum, and Brundufium,
He could fo quickly cut the Jonian fea,
And take in Zoryne 2 — You have heard on’t, fweet ?

CirE. Celerity is never more admir’d,

‘Than by the negligent.

Ant. A good rebuke,

‘Which might have well becom’d the beft of men, *
To taunt at flacknefs.— 9By Canidius, we
‘Will fight with him by fea.

2 If not,
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CiE. By fea! What elfe?

Can. Why will my lord do fo?

Ant. For that he dares us to’t.

Exo. So hath my lord dar’d him to fingle fight.

Can. Ay, and to wage this battle at Phar/falia,
Where Czsar fought with Pompey : But these offers,
Which ferve not for his vantage, he fhakes off;
And fo fhould you.

Eno. Your fhips are not well man’d :

Your mariners are militeers, reapers, people
Ingroft by fwiftimprefs; in Czsar’s fleet

Are those, that often have ’gainft Pompey fought :
Their thips are yare ; yours, heavy: No difgrace
Can fall you for refusing him at fea,

Being prepar’d for land.

4wt By fea; by fea.

Eno. Moft worthy fir, you therein throw away
The abfolute foldierfhip you have by land; -
Diftra&t your army, which doth moft confift
Of war-mark’d footmen ; leave unexecuted
Your own renowned knowledge ; quite forego
The way which: Fromises affurance; and
Give up yourfelf meerly to chance and hazard,
From firm fecurity.

An. Tl fight at fea.
Ciz. I have fixty fails, Cesar none better.
Ant. Tome: 1
Our over-plus of thipping will we burn ;
{ And, with the reft full-man’d, from the head of AZium
Beat the approaching Cesar. Butif we fail,
Enter 2 Meflenger.
We then can do’t zt land. —. Thy businefs ?
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Mef. 'The news is true, my lord ; he is defcry’d ;
Cezsar has taken Toryne.
Axt. Can he be there in perfon? 'tis impofiible ;
Strange, that his power fhould be, _ Canidius,
Our nineteen legions thou fhalt hold by land,
And our twelve thousand hosle : __we’ll to our fhip;
Enter a Soldier.
Away, my Tbetis. — How now, worthy foldier ?
Sol. O noble emperor, do not fight by fea;
Truft not to rotten planks: Do you mifdoubt
This fword, and these my wounds? Let the Eg;pham, -
And the Pbanicians, go a duckmg, we
Have us’d to conquer, ftanding on the earth,
And fighting foot to foot. ‘
Avt. Well, well, away. !
[Exeunt AxTONY, CLEOPATRA, am{Ehoz,\xnus |
Sol. By Hercules, 1 think I am i’the right.
Cun. Soldier, thou art ; but this whole a&tion grows
Notin the power on t: So our leader’s led,
And we are women’s men. i
Sol.  You keep by land i
The legions and the horfe whole, do you not? -
Can. Marcus Ofavius, Marcus Jufteius, :
Publicola, and Celius, are for fea:
But we keep whole by land. This fpeed of Cesar’s
Carries beyond belief.
Sol. While he was yet in Rome,
His power went out in fuch diftrattions, as
Beguil’d all fpies.
Cay. Who’s his lieatenant, hear you ?
Sol.  They fay, one Taurss.
Can. Well I know the man.

18 but his whole
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Enter a Meflenger.

Mef. The emperor calls Canidsus. [forth,
Can~. With news the time’s with labour ; and throws
Each minute, fome. [Exeunt.

SCENE V. The jfame. Plain betaveen both Camps.
Enter Cmsar, Tavrvs, Oficers, and Otbers.
Cxs. Taurus,— A
F4v. My lord. [hattle,
C.es. Suike not by land ; keep whole: provoke not
>Till we have done at fea. Do not exceed

The prefcript of this§ fcrowl : Our fortune lies

Upon this jump. [Exeunt.

Enter AnTony, Enobarbus, ard Others.
AnT. Set we our fguadrons on yon’ fide o’the hill,

In eye of Cesar’s battle; from which place

We may the number of the fhips behold,

And fo proceed accordingly. [ Exeunt.
Enter Canidius, marching awith kbis land drmy, one
Way 5 and Taurus, the Lieutenant of Csar, awith
bis, the other Way. After their going in, is beard the
Noise of a Sea-fight. 1

Alarums. Enter ENoBaRBUS,  [longer:
Eno. Naught, naught, all naught! I can behold no

The Antoniad, the Egyptian admiral,

With all their fixty, fly, and turn the rndder;

To fee’t, mine eyes are blafted.

Enter ScarUs.
8ca. Gods, and goddefles,
All the whole fynod of them !
Eno. What’s thy paffion ?
Sca. The greater cantle of the world is loft

Vor. VIII, L
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With very ignorance; we have kifi’d away
Kingdoms and provinces.

Exo. How appears the fight ?

Sca. On our fide like the token’d peftilence,
Where death is fure. Yon’ ribald nag of Egypr,
(Whom leprofy o’er-take!) i'the mid’ft o’the fight, ~
‘When vantage likea pair of twins appear’d,

Both as the gmc, or rather oars the elder, —
The breeze upon her, like a cow in Fure,
Hoifts fails, and flies.
Eno. That] beheld : mine eyes
Did ficken at the fight of it, and could not
Endure a further view.
Sc.4. She once being looft,
The ‘noble ruin of her magick, Antoky,
Claps on his fea-wing, and, likea doating mallard,
Leaving the fight in heighth, flies after her:

never faw an a&ion of {uch fhame;
‘Experience, manhood, honour, ne’er béfore
Did violate {o itfelf.

Evo. ‘Alack, alack!

Enter Canipivus,

Cn. Our fortune on the fea is out of breath,
And finks moft lamentably. ‘Had our-general
Been what he knew himfelf, it had gone well :
O, he has given exdmple for otr flight,

Moft grofly, by his own. 3 [night”

ENo. ¢ Ay, are you thereabouts? Why then, good
¢ Indeed.” ;

Can. Toward Peloponnefus are they fled.

Sca. *Tis easy to’t: and there I will attend
What further comes. [ Exite
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Cun. To Czsar will I render

My legions, and my horfe ; fix kings already

Shew me the way of yielding. [Exit.
Exo. Tl yet follow ¥

The wounded chance of Antery, though my reason

Sits in the wind againft me. [Exit

SCENE IX. Alexandria. 4 Room in the Palace.
Enter ANTONY, with Attendants.

An7. Hark, the land bids me tread no more upon’t,
It is atham’d to bear me. —Friends, come hither ;
I'am fo lated in the world, that I
Have loft my way forever : [ have a hip
Laden with gold; take that, divide it; fly,

And make your peace with Cesar.

drt.  Fly! not we.

AnT. T have fled myfelf; and haveinfira&ted cowards
To run, and fhew their fhoulders. Friends, be gone:
I have myfelf resolv’d upon a courfe
‘Which has no need of you ; be gone, be gone :

My treasure’s in the harbour, take it. O,

1 follow’d that, I bluth to look upon:

My very hairs do mutiny ; for the white

Reprove the brown for rafhnefs, and they them
For fear and doating. — Friends, be gone; you fhall
Have letters from me to fome -friemi, that will
Sweep your way for you. Pray you, look not fad,
Nor make replies of lothnefs : take the hint
Which my defpair proclaims; let that be left
Which leavesitfelf : to the fea-fide ftraight away ;

1 will possefs you of that fhip and treasure. :
Leave me, I pray, a little : pray you now :

29 Let them be
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Nay, do {o; for, indeed, I have loft command,
Therefore I pray you : P’ll fee you by and by.
[Excunt Attendants. Throdos bim/e/l/' on a Couch.
Enter Eros, awith CLEOPATR A, led by
IrAs and CHARMIAN,
Ero. Nay, gentle madam, to him, comfort him.
Ir4. Do, moft dear queen. -~
Cu4. Do! Why, what elfe ?
Cre. Letme fit T down. O Funmo!
Axrt. No, no, no, no, no,
Ero. See you here, fir?
Ant. O fie, fie, fie.
CH.a. Madam,~
Ir4. Madam, good emprefs, =
Ero. Sir, fir,—
An7. Yes, my lord, yes ; . He, at Philippi, kept
His fword even like a dancer; while I ftrook
The lean and wrinkl’d Caffius; and ’twas I,
That the mad Bratusended : he alone
Dealt on lieutenantry, and no praitice had
In the brave fquares of war: Yetnow — No matter.

Cre. Ah me!_Stand by. [rising.

Ero. The queen, my lord, the queen. [liey’d

Ir4. Goto him, madam, fpeak to him ; he is unqua-
With very thame. ;

Crr. Well then, —Suftain me:—O!

Ero. Moft noble fir, arise; the queen approaches ;
Her head’s declin’d, and death will feize her ; but
Your comfort makes the refcue.

. 4N7.T have offended reputation ;
A moft unnoble fwerving:
Ero. Sir, the queen.
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4rt. O, whither haft thou led me, Egypt 2 [ farting up]
How I convey my fhame out of thine eyes, See
By looking back on what I have left behind
*Stroy’d in difhonour.

Cre. O my lord, my lord !
Forgive my fearful fails; I little thought,
You would have follow’d.

ANT. Egypt, thou knew’ft too well,
My heart was to thy rudder ty’d by the ftrings,
And thou fhauld’ft tow me after : O’er my {pirit
Thy full fupremacy thou knew’ft; and that
Thy beck might from the blddmg of the gods
Command me.

Cre. O, my pardon.

Any. Now [ muft
To the young man fend humble ’treaties, dodge
And palter in the fhifts of lownefs ; who
With half the bulk o’the world play’d as I pleas’d,
Making, and marring, fortunes. You did know,
How much you were my conqueror; and that
My fword, made weak by my affeétion, would
Obey it on all causes.

CrE. Pardon, pardon.

Ayt. Fall not a tear, [ fay ; one of them rates
All that is won and loft: Give me a kifs;
Even this | repays me._ We fent our fchool-mafter,
Is he come back ¢ _ Love, I am full of lead : —
Some wine, there, and our viands: _ Fortune knows,
We fcorn her moft, when moft fhe offers blows.

SCENE X. ACampinEgypt. Cxsar's Tent.
Enter Cz£sar, THYREUS, DOLABELLA, and Others,

9 floweme ' The full 22 caufe. 28 Wine | Within there
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C.zs. Let him appear that’s come from Antony. —
Know you him ? ]

Dor. Cesar, *tis his fchool-mafter :

An argument that he is pluck’d, when hither
He fends fo poor a pinion of his wing,
"Which had fuperfluous kings for meflengers,
Not many moons gone by.

Enter EUPHRON1US,

C.£s. Approach, and fpeak.

Eyp. Such as I am, I come from Antony
1 was of late as petty to his ends,

Asis the morn dew on the myrtle leaf
To his grand fea.

C£s. Be it fo; Declare thine office.

Evup. Lord of his fortunes he falutes thee, and

Requires to live in Egypr : which not granted,
He leffens his requeits; and to thee fues
To let him breath between the heavens and earth,
A private man in Arbens : This for him.
Next, Cleopatra does confefs thy greatnefs ;
Submits her to-thy might; and o% thee craves
‘The circle of the Ptolemies for her heirs,
Now hazarded to thy grace.

Czs. For Antony,

T have no ears to his requeft. The queen
Of audience, nor desire, fhall fail; fo the
From Egypt drive her all-difgraced friend,
Or take his life there : Thisif fhe perform,
She fhall not fue unheard. So to them both.

Evr. Fortune purfue thee!

C.£s. Bring him through the bands.

[Exit EUPHR ONTUS, attended.
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To try thy eloquence, now ’tis time: Difpatch;
From Antony win Cleopatra : promise,
And in our name, what the requires ; add more,
From thine invention offers : Women are not,
In their beft fortunes, ftrong ; but want will perjure
The ne’er-touch’d veftal ; Try thy cunning, Thyreus ;
Make thine own edié for thy pains, ‘which we
Will anfwer as a law. i
Tur. Cesar, I go.
Cxs. Observe how Antony becomes his flaw ;
And what thou think’ft his very ation fpeaks
In every power that moves, "
Tur. Casar, | thall. [Exeuns.

SCENE XI. Alexandria. A Room in the Palace,
Enter CLEOPATRA, ENoBARBUS, Charmian, azd Iras.
Cie. What fhall we do, Encbarbus 2 !
Evo. Drink, and dye.
CrE. Is 4ntany, or we, in fault for this ?
ENo, Antony only, that would make his will
Lord of his reason. What though you fled
From that great face of war, whose feveral ranges
Frighted each other? why fhould he follow gou ?
"The itch of his affeftion fhould not then
Have nick’d his captainfhip ; at fuch a point,
When half to half the world oppos’d, he being
The meered queftion : "T'was a thame no lefs
Than was his lofs, to courfe your flying flags,
And leave his navy gazing. ¢
CrE. Prlythee, peace.
Enter AnToNY, with EUPHRON1US,
- A~7. Is that his anfwer?

3% Thinke, and .
Ly
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Evp. Ay, my lord.

Ant. The queen
Shall then have courtefy, {o fhe will yield o
Us up. '

.Ez?p. £By fory, he fays fo.

Avt. Let her know’t.

To the boy Cesar fend this grizl’d head, -
And he will fill thy wifhes to the brim
With principalities.

Cre. That head, my lord? -

AnT. To him again; Tell him, he wears the rose
Of yonth upon him; from which, the world fhould note
Something particular: his coin, fhips, legions,

May bea coward’s; whose miniftries wonld prevail
Under the fervice of a child, as foon
As i’the command of Cesar: I dare him therefore
To lay his gay comparifons apart,
And anfwer me declin’d, fword againft fword,
Ourfelves alone: T’ll write it; follow me.

[ Exeunt AnTONY, and EuPHRONIUS,

Eno. “Yes, like enongh; high-battl’d Czsar will”
+¢ Unftate his happinefs, and be ftag’d to the fhew”
¢¢ Againft a fworder- I fee, men’s judgments are™
< A parcel of their fortunes; and things outward”
«Do draw the inward quality after them,”

«To fuffer all alike. That he fhould dream,
<« Knowing all measures, the full Cesar will”
<¢ Anfwer his emptinefs ! Czsar, thou hatt fubdu’d ™ ‘
¢¢His judgment too.”
Enter ap Attendant.
A:t. A meflenger from Cesar.
Crx. What, no more ceremony? — See, my women,

¥4 Minifters
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Againft the blown rose may they ftop their nose,
‘That kneel’d unto the buds..—. Admit him, fir.
[Exir Attendant,

Exo. ““Mine honefty, and I, begin to fquare.”
“The lo.yalv.y, well held to fools, does maE
¢ Our faith meer folly :—Yet, he, that can endure”
+To follow with allegiance a fall’n lord,
¢“Does conquer him that did his mafter conquer,”
¢¢And earns a place ’the ftory.”

Enter THYREUS.

Cre. Cesar’s will?

T rr. Hear it apart.

Crz. None but friends ; fay on boldly.

Zar. So, haply, are they friends to dntony.

Exo. He needs as many, fir, as Cesar has ;
Or needs not us. If C.zsar please, our mafter
Will feap to be his friend : Or, as you know,
Whose he is, we are ; and that is, Cesar's.

Tur. So.—
Thus then, thou moft renown’d ; Cesar entreats,
Not to confider in what cafe thou ftand’ft
Further than he is Cesar.

C1e. Goon: Right royal.

Tur. He knows, that you embrace not dutony
As you did love, but as you fear’d him.

Cre. O!

T rr. The fcars upon your honour, therefore, he
Does pity, as conftrained blemifhes,
Not as deserv’d.

CzE. He is a god, and knows
What is moft right : Mine honour was not yielded,
But conquerd meerly.’

#7 For as
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Ero. “To be fure of that,”
«1 will atk duteny, Sir, fir, thou art fo leaky,”
“<That we muft Jeave thee to thy finking, for”
¢« Thy deareft quit thee.” [Exit ENozARBUS,
Trr. Shall I fay to Casar \
What you require of him ? for he partly begs
To be desir’d to give, It much weuld please him,
That of his fortunes you thould make a ftaff
To lean upon: but it would warm his {pirits,
To hear from me you had left Antony,
And put yourfelf under his fhrowd, the great,
The unijverfal landlord,
Cre. What’s your name ?
Tur. My name is Thyreus.
Crz. Moft kind meflenger,
Say to great Casar this, In deputation
I kifs his conquering hand : tell him, I am prompt
To lay my crown at his feet, and there to kneel :
Teell him, from his all-obeying breath I hear
The doom of Egypt.
Tuy. *Tis your nobleft courfe.
Wisdom and fortune combatting together,
If that the former dare but what it can,
No chance may fhake it. Give me grace to lay
My duty on your hand.
' Cre. Your Cesar’s father oft, [giving ber Hand,
When he hath mus’d of taking kingdoms in,
Beftow’d his lips on that unworthy place, i
As it rain’d kiffes.
Re-enter EXOBARBUS, with ANTONY,
Arz. Favours, by Fowe that thunders!..
‘What art thou, fellow ?

6 difputation
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Tur. One, that but performs
The bidding of the fulleft man, and worthieft
To have command obey’d.
Eno. ¢You will be whipt.” [and devils!
Axt. Approach, there; _ Ah, you kite ! — Now, gods
Authority melts from me of late: when Icry’d, 4o/
Like boys unto a mufs, kings would ftart forth,
And cry, Your awill? Have you no ears? 1am
Enter Attendants.
Antony yet. Take hence this Fact, and whip him.
Eno. ¢Tis better playing wnth a lion’s \vhelp,
¢¢'Than with an old one dying. ”
AnT. Moon and ftars ! _
Whip him : _ Wer’t twenty of the greateft tributaries
That do acknowledge Cesar, fhould I find them
So faucy with the hand of fhe 7~ here, (What’s her name,
Since the was Clespatra?) — Whlp him, fellows,
>Till, like a boy, you fee him cringe his face,
And whine aloud ({)r mercy : Take him hence.
Tur. Mark Aﬂlﬂry,
AnT. Tug him away : being whipt,
Bring him again: . This Jack of Czsar’s fhall
Bear us an errand to him. —
Exeunt Attendants, -thb THYREUS.
You were half blafted ere I knew you: _ Ha!
Have I'my pillow left unpreft in Rosme,
Forborn t{:e getting of a lawful race,
And by a jem of women, to be abus’d
By one that looks on feeders ?
C1rr. Good my lord,—
ANT. You have been a bogler ever:
But when we in our vicioufnefs grow hard,

22 the Jacke
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(O misery on’t!) the wise gods feel our eyes
In our own fiith; drop our clear judgments; make us®
Adore our errors ; laugh at us, while we ftrut '
To our confusion. ]

CrLe. O, is't come to this?

Ant. 1 found you as a morfel, cold upon
Dead Cesar’s trencher: nay, yon were a fragment
Of Cneius Pompey’s ; befides what hotter hours,
Unregifter’d in vulgar fame, youn have
Luxurioufly pick’d out: For, I am fure,
Though you can guefs what temperance fhould be,
You know not what it is.

Crx. Wherefore is this?

Axt: To let a fellow that will take rewards,
And fay, God quit you ! be familiar with
My play-fellow, your hand ; this kingly feal,
And plighter of high hearts! O, that I were
Upon the hill of Bn}ﬁzn, to out-roar
The horned herd ! for [ have favage cause;
And to proclaim it civilly, were like
A halter’d neck, which does the hangman thank
For being yare about him. —Is he whip’d 2

Re-enter Attendants, avirh Thyreus.

1. 4. Soundly, my lord,

An7. Cry’d he? and beg’d he pardon?

1. 4. He did atk favour.

Awr, If that thy father live, let him repent
Thou waft not made his daughter; and be thou forry
‘To foilow Cesar in his triuniph, fince
Thou haft been whip’d for following him : henceforth,
The white hand of a lady fever thee,
Shake thou to look on’t. Get thee back to Cesar,
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Tell him thy entertainment: Look, thou fay,
He makes me angry with him : for he feems
Proad and difdainful; harping on whatI am,
Not what he knew I was: He makes me angry ;
And at this time moft easy "tis to do’t;
When my good ftars, that were my former guides,
Have empty left their orbs, and fhot their fires
Into the abism of hell. If he miflike
My fpeech, and what is done; tell him, he has
Hipparchus, my enfranchis’d bondman, whom
He may at pleasure whip, or hang, or torture,
As he fhall like, to quit me: Urge it thou;
Hence with thy ftripes, be gone. [ Exit Thyreus.
Czz. Have you done yet ?
Ant. Alack, our terrene moon
Is now eclipf”d ; and it portends alone
The fall of Antony !
Crz. ] muft flay his time. [to ber Women.
Ant. To flatter Cesar, would you mingle eyes
With one that tyes his points ? L
Cre. Not know me yet ?
Ant. Cold-hearted toward me?
CrE. Ah, dear, if 1 be fo,
From my cold heart let heaven engender hail,
And poison it in the fource ; and the firft ftone
Drop in my neck: as it determines, fo
Dissolve my life! The next Cesarion {mite!
*Till, by degrees, the memory of my womb,
Together with my brave Egyptians all,
By the difcandying of this pelleted ftorm,
Lye gravelefs ; "tll the flies and gnats of Nile
' Have bury’d them for prey !

19 enfranched 27 fmile 3° difcandering
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Axr. Lam fattiffy’d. 3
Cesar fets down in Alexandria; where
I will oppose his fate. Our force by land
Hath nobly held ; our fever'd navy too
Have knit again, and ficet, threat’ning moft fea-like, —
‘Where haft thon been, my heart ?_Doft thou hear, lady?
If from the field I fhall return once more
'To kifs these lips, I will appear in blood;
T and my fivord will eam our chronicle ;
"There is hope in it yet.
Cre. That’s my brave lord !
Any. I will be treble-finew’d, hearted, breath’d,
And fight malicioufly : for when mine hours
Were nice and lucky, men did ranfom lives
Of me for jefts ; but now, I'll fet my teeth,
And fend to darknefs all that fiop me. Come,
Let’s have one other gaudy night: call to me
Allmy fad captains, Ell our bowls ; once more
Let’s mock the midnight bell.
Cie. It is my birth-day:
I had thought, to have held it poor ; but, fince my lord
Is Antony again, I will be Clegpatra.
Avr. We'll yet do well.
Cre. Call all his noble captains to my lord. :
Anr.-Dofo, we'll fpeak to them ; and to-night I'l force
The winepeep through their fears.__ Come on, my queen,
There’s fap in’t yet. The next time [ do fight,
T’ll make death love me; for I will contend
Even with his peftilent {cythe. ;
[Exeunt Ant, Cre. Cha. Ira. and Ait.
Eno. Now he'llont-ftare the lightning. To befurious,
Is, to frighted out of fear: inthat mood,
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The dove will peck the eftridge ; and I fee fill,

A diminution in our captain’s brain

Reftores his heart: When valour preys on reason

It eats the fword it fights with. I will feek

Some way to leave him. [Exit.

; A'C T iV
SCENE L. Camp before Alexandria.
Enter C/Esar, awith a Letter in his Hand ; MECENAS,
Officers, and Otbers, attending.

C £s. He calls me boy 5 -and chides, -as he had power
To beatme out of Egypr : my meflenger
He hath whip’d with rods ; dares-me to perfonal combat,
Cazsar to Antony : Let the old ruffian know,
He hath many other ways to dye; mean time,
¥ laugh at his challenge.
. Mxec. Cesar muft think,
When one fo great begins to rage, he’s hunted
Even to falling. Give him no breath, butnow
Make boot of his diftraltion : Never anger
Made good guard for-itfelf.
C.Es. Let our-beft heads
‘ Know, that to-morrow the laft of many battles
. We mean to fight: Within our files there are,
' Of those that ferv’d Mark Antony but late,
‘ Enough to fetch him in. See'it be done;
'~ And feaft the-army : we hdve ftore to do’t,
- And they have earn’d the wafte. Poor dntony! Exeunt.

. SCENE II. Alexandria. -4 Room in the Palace.
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Enter AxNTONY, and CLeoPaTRA 3 ENOBARBUS,
Iras, Charmian, end Others.
Awr. He will not fight with me, Domitius.
Exo. No.
Ant, Why fhould he not ?
Ero. Hethinks, being twenty times of better fortune,
He is twenty men to one.
Anrt. To-morrow, foldier,
By fea and land I’ll fight : or I will live,
Or bath my dying honour in the blood
Shall make it live again. Wou’t thou fight well ?
Eno. I'll ftrike ; and cry, Take all.
Avr. Well faid; come on.
Call forth my houthold fervants; let’s to-night
Enter fome Domeflicks.
Be bounteous at our meal._ Give me thy hand,
Thou haft been rightly honeft ;__fo haft thou, . [well,
@nd thon,—and thou, —and thou:_yon have ferv’d me.
And kings have been your fellows.
CrE. *¢ What means this?” [fhoots”
Eno. «°Tis one of those odd tricks; which forrow
¢ Out of the mind.””
ANT. And thou art honeft too.
I wifh, I could be made fo many men;
And all of you clapt up together in
An Antony ; that T might do you fervice,
So good as youn have done.
Dom. The gods forbid !
Avnt. Well, my good fellows, wait on me to-nights
Scant not my cups; and make as much of me,
As when mine empire was your fellow too,
And fuffer’d my command.

3 Domitian ?
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Cre. < What does he mean ?”
Eno. ¢To make his followers weep.”
An7. Tend me to-night;
May be, it is the period of your duty:
Haply, you fhall not fee me more ; or if,
A mangl’d fhadow : perchance, to-morrow
You'll ferve another mafter. Ilook on you,
As one that takes his leave. Mine honetft friends,
I turn you not away; but, like a mafter
Marry’d to your good fervice, ftay ’till death:
Tend me to-night two hours, I afk no more,
And the gods yield you for’t!
_ Exo. What mean you, fir,
To give them this difcomfort ? Look, they weep ;
And, I, an afs, am onion-ey’d : for thame,
Tranfform us not to women.
Axt. Ho, ho, ho!
Now the witch take me, if I meant it thus !
Grace grow where those drops fall! My hearty friends,
You take me in too dolorous a fenfe:
I fpake to you for your comfort ; did desire you
To burn this night with torches : Know, my hearts,
I hope well of to-morrow ; and will lead you,
Where rather I'll expe& vi&torious life,
Than death and honour. Let's to fupper, come,
Anrd drown confideration. [Exeunt.

SCENE L. The fame. Before the Palace.
Enter tawo Soldiers, to their Guard.
1. 8. Brother, good night: to-morrow is the day.
2. §. It will determine one way : fare you well.
Heard you of nothing firange about the fireets?

2t For] fpake
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1. 8. Nothing : What news ?
2. §. Belike, “tis but a rumour: Good night to you.
1. §. Well, fir, good night.
Enter tao other Soldiers.
2. §. Soldiers, have careful watch.
3. 8. And you: Good night, good night.
[¢be tawo firft go to their Poffs.
4. S. Here we: [going o theirs] and if to-morrow
Our navy thrive, I have an abfolate hope
Our landmen will ftand up.
. §. *Tis a brave army,
And full of purpose.
[ Musick of Hautboys, as underneath.
. Peace, What noise?
. Lift, lit!
Hark! [adwancing from their Pofs.
. Musick 1’the air.
Under the earth.
. It figns well, does it not?
. 8. No.
1. S. Peace, I fay.
What fhould this mean ?
2. §. ’Tis the god Hercules, whom Antony lov'd,
Now leaves him.
1. 8. ‘Walk; let’s fee if ocher watchmen
Do hear what we do. [ going.
Enter other Soldiers, meeting them.
1. 2. 3. 4. How now, mafters ?
Sol. How now ?
How now ? Do you hear this?
1. §. Ay; Is’t not ftrange?
3. §. Do you hear, mafters; do you hear ?

i
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1. §. Follow the noise fo far as we have quarter;
Let’s fee how ’twill give off.
all. Content: *Tis firange. [Exeunt.

SCENE IV. The fame. A Room in the Palace.
Enter ANTONY, and CLEOPATRA ; CHARMIAN,
Iras, and Others, attending.
4w, Eros! mine armour, Eros!
Czx. Sleep a little.
4w, No,mychuck...Eros,come ; minearmout, Eras/
Enter Eros, aith Armour.
Come, ry good fellow, put thine ironon:
If fortune be not ours to-day, it is
Because we brave her.__ Come. [Eros arms bin.
Cre. Nay, I'll help too.
AnT. What's this for? Ah, letbe, let be! thou art
The armourer of my heart : Falfe, falfe; this, this.
&le.  Sooth, la, I'll help: Thus it muft be.
Art. Well, well 3
‘We thall thrive now. . Seeft thou, my good fellow ?
Go, put on thy defences. .
Ero. Brietly, fir.
Cre. Is not this buckl’d well 2
ANT. D, rarely, rarely:
He that unbuckles this, *till we do please
To doft’t for our repose, thall hear a ftorm. .
Thou fumbl’ft, Eror; and my ueen’s a {quire
More tight at this, than thou: Difpatch. _ O love,
"That thou could’t fee my wars to-day, and knew’ft
The royal occupation ! thou fhould’tt fee .
Enter an Officer, arn’d.
A workman in’t. . Good-morrow to thee; welcome ;

16 v, Nete,
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Thou look’ft like him that knows a warlike charge:
To businefs that we love we rise betime,
And go to’t with delight.
1. O. A thousand, fir,
Early though ’t be, have on their rivetted trim,
And at the port expet you.  [Shout within. Trumpets.
Enter other Officers, Soldiers, &,
2. 0. The morn is fair.._ Good-morrow, general.
all.  Good-morrow, general.
Ant. *Tis well blown, lads.
This morning, like the fpirit of a youth
That means to be of note, begins betimes. —
So, fo ; come, give me that: this way; well faid. .
Fare thee well, dame, whate’er becomes of me :
This is a foldier’s T kifs : rebukeable,
And worthy fhameful check it were, to ftand
On more mechanick compliment; I'll leave thee
Now, like a man of fteel. — You that will fight,
Follow me clofe; I'll bring you to’t. — Adieu.
{ Exeunt Er0s, Antony, Officers, and Soldiers.
Cr 4. Please you, retire to your chamber.
Crr. Lead me.
He goes forth gallantly. That he and Cesar might
Determine this great war in fingle fight ! :
Then, Antony,— Butnow,— Well, on. [ Exeunt.

SCENEN. Under the Walls of Alexandria. Antony’s
Camp. Trumpets. Enter ANTONY, and EROs 3
a Soldier meeting them.
Sel. The gods make this a happy day to Antony!
Axt.”Wouldthouand thosethy{cars had once prevail'd
To make me fight atland! .

3% Eros, The
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Sol.  Had’ft thou done fo,

The kings that have revolted, and the foldier
That has this morning left thee, would have fill
Follow’d thy heels.

AxT. Who's gone this morning ?

Sol. Who?

One ever near thee : Call for Enobarbus,
He fhall not hear thee ; or from Czsar’s camp
Say, I am none of thine.
Ant. What {ay’ft thou?
Sol.  Sir,
He is with Czsar.

Ero. Sir, his chefts and treasure
He has not with him.

Ang. Is he gone ?

8sl. Mot certain.

Ant. Go, Erss, fend his treasure after ; do it,
Detain no jot of it, I charge thee : write to him
(I will fubfcribe) gentle adicus, and greetings:
Say, that I with he never find more cause
To change a mafter... O, my fortunes have
Corrupted honeft men. —Difpatch. — D Enobarbus !

8§ CE N E V1. Before Alexandria. Casar’s Camp.
Flourifp. Enter CEsar, with AGri1PPA, ENOBARBUS,
and Otbers.

Czs. Go forth, dgrippa, and begin the fight :

Our will is, Antony be took alive;

Make it fo known.
Acr. Caesar, | fhall. [Exit AgriPPa.
Cs. The time of univerfal peace is near :

Prove this a profperous day, the three-nook’d world

! Eros. Had'ft 6 Eros, Who
M3
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Shall bear the olive freely.
Enter a Meflenger.
Mef. Antony
Is come into the field.
Cxs. Go, charge Agrippa
Plant those that have revolted in the van;
That Autony may feem to fpend his fury
Upon himielf. [Exeunt CEsAR, and Train.
Eno. Alexas did revolt: he went to Fewry, on
Affairs of Antony; there did perfuade
Great Herod to incline himfelf to Cesar,
And leave his mafter 4ntony : for this pains,
Ceesar hath hang’d him, Canidixs, and the reft
‘That fell away, have entertainment, but
No honourable truft. I have doneill;
Of which I do accuse myfelf {o forely,
That I will joy no more.
Enter a Soldier.
Sol.  Enobarbus, Antony
Hath after thee fent all thy treasure, with
His bounty over-plus: The meflenger
Came on my guard ; and at thy tent is now,
Unloading of his mules.
Exo. Lgive it you.
Sol. 3 mock not, Enobarbus,
I tell you true: Beft you fec fafe the bringer -
Out of the hoft ; I muft attend mine office,
Or would have done’t myfelf. Youremperor
Continues ftill a Fowe. [Exit Soldier.
Exno. I am alone the villain of the earth,
And feel I am fo moft. O Antony,
Thou mine of bounty, how would’ft thou have pay’d

9 revolt, and went *° diffwade 26 faf’t
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My better fervice, when my turpitude

Thou doft fo crown with gold ! This bows my heart :
If fwift thought break it not, a fwifter mean

Shall out-ftrike thought ; but thought will do’t, I feel.
I fight againft thee ! no : T will go feek

Some ditch, wherein to dye; the foul'ft beft fits

My latter part of life. [Exst.

SCENE VII. Berween the Camps, Field of Rattle.
Alarums. Enter AGripea, and bis Forces.

Acr. Retire, we have engag’d ourfelves too far :
Cesar himfelf has work, and our opprefiion
Exceeds what we expeéted. [Retreat. Exeust.

Alarums. Enter ANTONY, and Forces 5 aith
Scarvus, wounded.

§ca. O my brave emperor, this is fought indeed !
Had we done fo at firft, we had driven them home
With clouts about their heads.

AnT. Thou bleed’t apace.

Sca. 1 had a wound here that was like a2 T,

But now ’tis made an H. [Reireat afar of.

Ant. They do retire. y

§c4. We'll beat ’em into bench-holes ; T have yet
Room for fix fcotches more.

Enter Eros.

Ero. They are beaten, fir ; and oyr advantage ferves
For a fair vittory. :

Sca. Let us fcore their backs,

And fnatch ’em up, as we take hares, behind ;
>Tis {port to maul a runner.

Anr. I will reward thee
Once for thy {prightly comfort, and ten-fold

2 blewes my
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For thy good valour. Come thee on.
Sca. T'll halt after. [ Exeunt.

SCENE VIIL. Gates of Alexandria.
Enter ANTONY, marcking ; Scarus, and Forees.
AxT. Wehave beat him to hiscamp ;__Runone before,
And let the queen know of our gefts: _To-morrow,
Before the fun fhall fee us, we’ll fpill the blood
That has to-day efcap’d. I thank you all;
For doughty-handed are you; and have fought,
Not as you ferv’d the cause, but as ’t had been
Each man’s like mine ; you have all thewn you F'eors.
Enter the city, clip your wives, your friends,
Tell them your feats; whilft they with joyful tears
Wath the congealment from your wounds, and kifs
The honour’d gafhes whole. _Give me thy hand ; [r0Sca.
Enter CLEOPATR A, attended.
To this great fairy I’ll commend thy aés,
Make her thanks blefs thee. — O thou day o’ the world,
Chain mine arm’d neck ; leap thou, attire and all,
Through proof of harnefs to my heart, and there
Ride on the pants tridmphing. i
Crz. Lord of lords,
O infinite virtue, com’ft thou fmiling from
The world’s great fnare uncaught ?
Axr. My nightingale, <
‘Wehave beatthem to their beds. What, girl? though grey
Do fomething mingle with our brown ; yet have we
A brain that nouri.ﬁnes our nerves, and can
Get goal for goal of youth. Behold this man,
Commend unto his lips thy favouring hand ; —
Kifs it, my warrior: _ he hath fought to-day,

7 guefts 2% our youngerbrown 3 favouring
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As if a god, in hate of mankind, had
Deftroy’d in fuch a fhape.
Cre. T'll give thee, friend,
An armour all of gold ; it was a king’s.
Ant. He has deserv’d it, were it carbuncl’d
Like holy Phabus car. _Give me thy hand ; —
Through Alexandria make a jolly march ;
Bear our hackt targets like the men that owe them:
Had our great palace the capacity
To camp this hoft, we all would fup together;
And drink carouses to the next day’s fate,
Which promises royal peril. . Trumpeters,
‘With brazen din blaft you the city’s ear;
Make mingle with our rattling tabourines ;
‘That heaven and earth may ﬁrﬁ(e their founds together,
Applauding our approach. [Floarifp. Exeunt,

S CE N E IX. Out-fhirts of Csar’s Camp.
Sentinels upon their Poffs. Enter ENOBARBUS.
3. 8. If we be not reliev’d within this hour,
We muft return to the court of guard : The night
Is fhiny ; and, they fay, we fhall embattle
By the fecond hour i’the morn.
1. 8. This laft day was
A fhrewd one to us.
Exo. O, bear me witnefs, night, —
2. 8. ¢ What man is this ?
1. §. “Stand clofe, and lift him. ”
Exo. Be witnefs to me, o thou blefled moon,
When men revolted fhall upon record
Bear hatcful memory, poor Encbarbus did
Before thy face repent.
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3. 8. “Enobarbus!”

2. §. ““Peace ; hark further.”

Exo. O fovereign miftrefs of true melancholy,
‘The poisonous damp of night difpunge upon me;
That life, a very rebel to my will,

May hang no longer on me: Throw my heart

Againft the flint and hardnefs of my fault;

Which, being dry'd with grief, will break to powder,
And finifh all foul thoughts. O Anteny,

Nobler than my revolt is infamous,

Forgive me in thine own particular;

But let the world rank me in regifter

A mafter-leaver, and a fugitive :

O Antony! o Antony! [dies.

1. 8. ¢ Let’s fpeak to him.”

3. 8. ¢ Let’shear him further, for thethingshe {peaks”
¢ May concern Cesar.”

2, 8. «Let’s do fo. But he fleeps.”

3..8. “Swoons rather; for fo bad 2 prayer as his”
¢ Was never yet for flecp.”

1. 8. Go we to him.

2. §. Awake, fir, [#0 Eno.
Awake ; fpeak to us.
1. 8. Hear you, fir? [ foaking bim,
3. 8. The hand
Of death hath raught him. [Drasm afar off.

Hark, how the drums demarely wake the fleepers :
Let’s bear him to the court of guard; he is
Of note : our hour is fully out.
2. 8. Come on then;
He may recover yet. [ Exeunt avith the Body.
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SCENE X. Hills aithout the City.

Enter ANTONY, and SCARUS, avith Forces, marching.

AnT. Their preparation is to-day for fea;

We please them not by land.
Sca. For bath, my lord.
Axt. 1 would, they’d fight i’the fire, or i’the air;

We’d fight there too. But thisit is, Our foot,

Upon the hills adjoining to the city,

Shall ftay with us : order for fea is given;

They have put forth the haven : Die tve on,

Where their appointment we may beft difcover, :
And look on their endeavour. [Exeunt,
Enter CrsAR, and bis Forces, marching.

Czs. But being charg’d, we will be ftill by land,
Which, as Itake’t, we fhall; for his beft force
Is forth to man his gallies. To the vales,
And hold our beft advantage. [ Exeunt.
Re-emter ANTONY, and Scarvs.  [ftand,
AnT. Yet they’re not join’d : Where yonder pine does
I fhall difcover all : I’ll bring thee word
Straight, how ’tis like to go. [Exit ANTONY.
Sca. Swallows have built
In Clegpatra’s fails their nefts : the augurers
Say, they know not, they cannot tell ; look grimly,
And dare not fpeak their knowledge. Antony

Is valiant, and dejeéted ; and, by ftarts, ‘
His fretted fortunes give him hope, and fear,

Of what he has, and has not. [Skouts afar of.
Re-enter ANTONY, baftily. i
Ant. Al is loft; ;
This foul Egyptian hath betrayed me :
My fleet ha‘tgg yielded to the foe; and yonder

3 day by Sea 32 yond Pine <23 Auguries
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They caft their caps up, and carouse together
Like friends long loft. . Triple-turn’d whore ! 'tis thou
Haft fold me to this novice ; and my heart
Makes only wars on thee. - Bid them all fly;
For when I am reveng’d upon my charm,
I have done all; Bid them all fly, be gone.
[Exit Scarus.
O fun, thy up-rise fhall Ifee no more:
Fortune and Antony part here ; even here
Do we fhake hands. All come to this? The hearts -
‘That fpaniel’d me at heels, to whom I gave
Their withes, do difcandy, melt their fweets
On blofloming Cezsar ; and this pine is bark’d,
That over-top’d them all. Betray'd I am:
(O this falfe foilof Egypt!) This grave charm, —
Whose eye beck’d forth my wars, and call’d them home;
‘Whose basom was my crownet, my chief end,—
Like a right gipfy, hath, at faft and loofe,
Beguil'd me to the very heart of lofs. .
What, Eres, Eros!
Enter CLEOPATRA,
Ab, thou fpell! Avant.
Cre. Why is my lord enrag’d againft his love ?
Awyt. Vanifh; or I fhall give thee thy deserving,
And blemifh Czsar’s triumph. Let him take thee,
And hoift thee up to the fhouting Plébeians :
Follow his chariot, like the greateft fpot
Of all thy fex; moft monfter-like, be fhewn
For poor’ft diminutives, for doits; and let
Patient OZawvia plough thy visage up one, —
With her prepared nails. [Exit Cre.] *Tis well thou’rt
If it be well to live : But better 'twere,

't pannclled 'S5 Soule 29 Dolts
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Thou fel’l into my fury ; for one death

Might have prevented many. — Eros, ho!

The thirt of Neffus is upon me : Teach me,

Alcides, thou mine anceftor, thy rage:

Let me lodge Lichas on the horns o’the moon ;

And with those hands that grafp’d the heavieft clnb
Subdne my worthieft felf. The witch fhall dye ;

To the Roman boy the hath fold me, and I fall

Under this plot: the dies for’t.— Eyos, ho! [ Exit.

SCENE Xl. Alexandria. 4 Room in the Palace.
Enter CLEOPATRA, CHARMIAN, Iras, and Mardian.
C1rz. Help me, my women : O, he is more mad
Than Telamen for his fhield 5 the boar of' Tb{ﬁd
Was never fo imboft,
Cr4. To the monument ;
There lock yourfelf, and fend him word you are dead.
The foul and body rive not more in parting,
Than greatnefs going off.
Crz. To the monument ; —
Mardian, go tell him I have flain myfelf;
Say, that the laft I {poke was, Antouy,
And word it, pr'ythee, piteoufly : Hence, Mardian;
Andbring mehow hetakesmydeath._Tothemonument.

SCENE XlI. The fame. Another Room.
Enter ANTONY, and EROs.
A~ Eros, thou yet behold’ft me ?
Ero. Ay. noble lord.
AnT. Sometime, we fee a cloud that’s dragonifh ;
A vapour, fometime, like a bear, orlion,
. Atower'd citadel, a pendant rock,

8 the youpg Roman ~ 32 toward
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A forked mountain, or blue promontory

With trees upon’t, that nod unto the wind,

And mock our eyes with air: Thou haft feen these figns;
They are black vefper’s pageants ?

Ero. Ay, my lord. e

Ant. That, whichis now a horfe, even with a thought
The rack diflimns; and makes it indiftin&,

As water is in water.

Ero. It does, my lord.

Anz. My good knave, Eros, now thy captain is
Even fuch a body: here [ am Axtony;

Yet cannot hold this visible thape, my knave.
1 made these wars for Fgypt: and the queen, —
Whose heart, I thought, I had, for fhe had mine ;
‘Which, whilft it was mine, had annext unto’t
A million more, now loft,~fhe, Eros, has
Pack’d cards with Cesar, and falfe-play’d my glory
Unto an enemy’s triumph, y
Nay, weep not, gentle Eros; there is left us
Ourfelves to end ourfelves. — O, thy vile Jady!

. Enter MARDIAN,
She has rob’d me of my fword.

Mar. No, Antony ;

My miftrefs lov’d thee, and her fortunes mingl’d
With thine entirely.

Anz. Hence, faucy eunuch; peace ;

She hath betray’d me, and fhall dye the death.

M.ax. Death of one perfon can be pay’d but once ;
And that fhe hath difcharg’d : What thou would’ft do
Is done unto thy hand; the laft fhe {pake
Was, Anteny ! moft noble Antony !

Then in the midft a tearing groan did break

2 the world,
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The name of Antony ; it was divided
Between her heart and lips: fhe renderd life,
Thy name fo bury’d in her.

Ant. Dead then ?

Maxr. Dead.

Axt. Unarm me, Eros; the long day’s tatk is done,
And we mauft fleep: — That thou depart’ft hence fafe,
Does pay thy labour richly ; Go. [ Exit Mar.] Pluck off ;.
The fevenfold fhield of Ajax cannot keep
The battery from my heart. O, cleave, my fides!
Heart, once be ftronger than thy continent,

Crack thy frail cafe! . Apace, Eros, apace. —
No more 3 foldier : Bruised pieces, go;
You have been nobly born. — From me a while.
[ExitEros.
I will o’er-take thee, Cleopatra, and
Weep for my pardon. So itmuft be, for now
All length is torture ; fince the torch is out,
Lye down, and ftray no farther : Now all labour
Marrs what it does ; yea, very force entangles
Itfelf with ftrength : Seal then, and all is done. —
Eros! _T come, my queen : . Eros/ —_Stay forme :
Where fouls do couch on flowers, we’ll hand in hand ;
And with our fprightly port make the ghofts gaze :
Dido and her Zncas fhall want troops,
And all the haunt be ours. _ Come, Eres, Eres.
] Re-enter Eros.
Ero. What wonld my lord ?
" dxr. Since Clopatra dy’d,
Ihave liv’d in fuch difhonour, that the gods
Deteft my bafenefs. I, that with my fword
Quarter’d.the world, and o’er green Neptunz’s back

® Go. | O, plucke
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With fhips madecities, condemn myfelf, to lack
The courage of a woman ; lefs noble-minden
‘Than the, which, by her death, our Cesar tells,

X am conqueror of myfelf. Thou art fworn, Eros,
‘That, when the exigent fhould come, (which now
Is come, indeed) when I thould fee behind me
The inevitable profecution of

Difgrace and horror, that, on my command,
Thou then would’ft kill me': do’t, the time is come:
‘Thou ftrik’ft not me, ’tis Czsar thou defeat’ft.
Put colour in thy cheek.

Ero. The gods withhold me!

Shall [ do that, which all the Parthian darts,
Though enemy, loft aim, and could not ?

ANT. Eros, 2
Would’ft thou be window’d in great Rome, and fee
Thy mafter thus T with pleach’d arms, bending down
His corrigible neck, his face fubdu’d
‘To penetrative thame ; whil’ft the wheel’d feat
Of fortunate Cesar, drawn before him, branded
His bafenefs that enfu’d ?

Ero. I would not fee’t.

Anr. Come then ; for with a wound I muft be cur’d.
Draw that thy honeft fword, which thou haft worn
Moft ufeful for thy country.

Ero. O, fir, pardon me.

Anr, When Idid make thee free, fivor'ft thou not then
To do this when I bad thee ? Do it at once ;

Or thy precedent fervices are all
But accidents unpurpos’d. Draw, and come.

Ero. Turmn from me then that noble countenance,

Wherein the worthip of the whole world lyes, %
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Axt. Lo thee. [turning away his Face,
Ezro. My fword is drawn.
Axt. Then let it do at once
The thing why thou haft drawn it.
Ero. My dear mafter,
My captain, and my emperor, let me fay,
Before I ftrike this bloody ftroke, farewel.
Ant. *Tis faid, man ; and farewel.
Ero. Farewel, great chief. Shall I ftrike now ?
Ant. Now, Eros. [do efcape the forrow
Ero., Why, therethen: [ falling on his Sword.] ThusI
Of Antony’s death.
Ant. Thrice nobler than myfelf!
Thou teacheft me, o valiant Eros, what
I fhould, and thou could’ft not. My queen and Erss
Have, by their brave inftruction, got upon me
A noblenefs in record : But I will be
A bride-groom in my death, and run into’t  [and, Eros,
As to a lover’s bed. Come then ; [taking Exos’ Savord]
Thy mafter dies thy fcholar; to do thus [running on it.
I learnt of thee. How ! not pet dead ? not dead ?
Enter Guard, and DERCETAS.
The guard ? how ! 0, difpatch me.

1. G. What’s the noise ? [end
. Avz. 1have done my work ill, friends ; O, make an
lOf what I have begun.
| 2. G. The ftar is fallen.

| 1. G. And time is at his period.
all.  Alas, and woe !
Axt. Let him, that loves me, firike me dead.
1. G. Not I, ;

\ 2. G. Nor I,

33 Decretas

Vou. VIII. N
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3. G. Nor any one. [ Exennt Guard.
Drr. Thy death and fortunes bid thy followers fly.
This fword 1~ but thewn to Cesar, with this tidings,
Shall enter me with him. %

Enter DioMEDE. ¢
Dio. Where’s dntony ? !
DEr. There, Diomede, there. E
Di1o. Lives he? Wilt thou not anfwer, man ? L
[Exit DERCET As, avith the Sword.
AnT. Art thou there, Diomede ? Draw thy fword, an
‘Sufficing ftrokes for death. [give me
Di1o. Moft abfolute lord, ‘
My miftrefs Clegpatre fent me to thee. ’
AnT. When did the fend thee?
Dro. Now, my lord.
Ant. Where is the ? [fying fear
Dio. Lock’d in her monument. She had a prophe=

Of what hath come to pafs : for when fhe faw

(Which never fhall be found) you did fufpe&t

She had difpos’d with ‘Cesar, and that your rage y

Would not be purg’d, fhe fent you word fhe was dead

But, fearing fince how it might work, hath fent

Me to proclaim the truth; and I am come,

1 dread, too late. [th
Ant. Too late, good Diomede : Call my guard, 1 pr'y
Dr1o. Whatho, the emperor’s guard! The guard, wh

Enter fome of the Guard. [ho

Come, your lord calls.

ANt Bear me, good friends, where Cleopatra bides

*Tis the laft fervice that I fhall command you.

1. G. Woe are we, fir, you may not live to wear

All your true followers out.

31 Woe, woe arc
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all.  Moft heavy day!

Axt. Nay, good my fellows, do not please fharp fate
To grace it with your forrows : bid that welcome !
Which comes to punith us, and we punith it
Seeming to bear it lightly. Take me up:

I have led you oft ; carry me now, good friends,
And have my thanks forall. [ Exeunt, bsaring Antony,

SCENE XIll. Tke fame. A Monument.
* Enter, at a Window, above, CLEOPATRA,
CHarMIAN, and IrAs.
Cre. O Charmian, I will never go from hence.
Cra. Be comforted, dear madam.
Cre. No, I will not:
All ftrange and terrible events are welcome,
But comforts we defpise ; our fize of forrow,
Proportion’d to our cause, muft be as great
| Enter D1oMEDE.
As that which makes it. . How now ? is he dead ?
Dro. His death’s upon him, but not dead. Look out
” the other fide your monument, — But fee,
is guard have brought him hither.
Enter ANTONY, born by the Guard.
Crre. O fun, fun,
Burn the great fphere thou mov’ftin ! darkling ftand
The varying fhore o’the world! O Antony,
Antony, Antony! . Charmian, belp; helP’ Iress
Help, friends below ; let's draw him hither,
| Anr. Peace:
Not Cesar’s valour hath o’er-thrown Autozy,
3ut Antony’s hath triumph’d on itfelf.
CrEe. Soit fhould be, that none but Autory

| 37 Helpe Charmian, helpe Iras helpe: helpe Friends

Nz
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Should conquer Axtony ; but woe ’tis fo !
4nz. lam dying, Egypt, dying; only yet
I here impértune death a while, until
Of many thousand kiffes the poor laft
I lay upon thy lips : @gome voton, :
Cre. [ dare not, i
(Dear, dear my lord, pour patdon that I dare not)
Left I be taken : not the imperious fhew
Of the full-fortun’d Czsar ever fhall
Be brooch’d with me ; if knives, drogs, ferpents, have
Edge, fting, or operation, I am fafe:
Your wife OZavia, with her modeft eyes,
And ftill conclusion, fhall acquire no honour
Demuring upon me. — But come, come, Artony, —
Help me, my women, — we muft draw thee up ; 3
Afiift, good friends. [Cleopatra, and her Womeny
throw out certain Tackle, into awhich the People
below put Antony, and be is drawn up.
Ant. O, quick, or I am gone. a
Crz. Here’sfport,indeed! Howheavyweighsmylord?
Our ftrength is all gone into heavinefs,
That makes the weight: Had I great Funo’s power,
The ftrong-wing’d Mercary thould fetch thee up,
And fet thee by Fowve’s fide. Yetcome a little, —
Withers were ever fools ; —o, come, come, come; k.
And welcome, welcome! dye, where thou haftlivid: ©
Quicken with kiffing ; had my lips that power, 1
Thus would I} wear them out. 3
all. A heavy fight!
Axnt. 1 am dying, Egype, dyin% ! A
Give me fome wine, and let me fpeak a little. 2
CrEe. No, let me fpeak ; and let me fail fo high,

10 Knife, 26 when thou
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That the falfe huswife fortune break her wheel,
Provok’d by my offence. J

An7. One word, fweet queen :

Of Csar feek your honour, with your fafety. O!

Cze. They do not go together.

Ant, Gentle, hear me:

None about Czser traft, but Procaleius,

Cie. My resolution, and my hands, Il truft,
None about Ceesar,

A~y. The miserable change now at my end
Lament nor forrow at: but please your thoughts,
In feeding them with those my former fortunes
Wherein I Jiv’d ;. the greateft prince o’the world,
"The nobleft : and do now not bafely dye,

Not cowardly put off my helmet ; to

My countryman, a Roman by a Roman

Valiantly vanquifh’d. Now my fpirit is going,

I can no more. : 3
CrE. Nobleft of men, wou’t dye ?

Haft thou no care of me ? fhall I abide

In this dull world, which in thy abfenceis

No better than a fty ?__O, fee, my women, - [Ant. dies.

The crown o'the earth doth melt:_My lord ! .

O, wither’d is the garland of the war,

The foldier’s pole 1s fall’n; young boys, and girls,

Are level now with men: the odds is gone,

And there is nothing left remarkable

Beneath the visiting moon.

[ finks,

Cra. O, quietnefs, lady. [Cleopatra fawoons,
Ir4. She is dead too, our fovereign.
CH4. Lady,—

Ir4. Madam,—

5 v, Note.
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Cr4. 'O madam, madam, madam !
Ir4. Royal Egypt !
Emperefs! S &}'P—
Cra. Peace, peace, Fras.. [ feeing ber recoers
Crz. No more bute’en a woman ; and commanded
By fuch poor paflion, as the maid that milks,
. And does the meaneft chares. [t were for me,
To throw my fcepter at the injurious gods ;
To tell them, that this world did equal theirs,
*Till they had ftol’n our jewel. All’s but nanght;
Patience is fottifh ; and impatience does
Become a dog that’s mad : Then is it fin,
To rufh into the fecret houfe of death, !
Ere death dare come to us ! — How do you, women?
What, what? good cheer! Why, how now, Charmian ?.
My noble girls!— Ah, women, women ! look,
Our lamp 1s {pent, it’s out : .. Good firs, take heart: —
‘We'll bury him : and then, what’s brave, what’s noble,
Let’s do it after the high Roman fathion,
And make death proud to take us.. Come, away :
This cafe of that huge fpirit now is cold.
Ah, womén, women ! come ; we have no friend
But resolution, and the briefeft end. X
' [Exeunt ; those above bearing off the Body.

i T s

ACT Vs

SCENE 1. Camp before Alexandria. [nasy

Enter CEsAR, withDoLABELLA, AGR1PPA, MECE-‘
Gallus, PrRocuLE1US, and Others.

Czs. Go to him, Doladella, bid him yield ;

5 butina
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Being fo fruftrated, tell him, he mocks
The pauses that he makes.
Doz, Cesar, I fhall. [Exit DoLABELLA.
Enter DERCETAS, awith Antony’s Saword.
C.£s. Whereforeis that? and what art thou, that dar’t
Appear thus to us ?
DEez. I am call’d Dercetas;
Mark Autony 1 ferv’d, who beft was worthy
Beft to be ferv’d : whilft he ftood up, and fpoke,
He was my mafter ; and I wore my life,
To fpend upon his haters : If thou please _
To take me to thee, as I was to him
Il be to Cesar; if thou pleaseft not,
1 yield thee up my life.
C£s, What is’t thou fay’ft ?
Dzr. 11ay, o Cesar, Antony is dead.
C.zs. The breaking of fo great a thing fhould make
A greater crack in natue : the round world
Should have fhook lions into civil ftreets,
And citizens to their dens : The death of Autony
Is not a fingle doom ; in that name lay
A moiety of the world.
Der, He is dead, Cesar;
Not by a publick minifter of juftice,
Nor by a hired knife ; but that {elf hand,
Which writ his honour in the a&s it did,
Hath, with the courage which the heart did lend it,
Splitted the heart itfelf, This T~ is his fword,
I rob’d his wound of it; behold it fain’d
With his moft noble blood.
C&s. Look you {ad, friends?
The gods rebuke me, but itis a tidings

21 jn the name
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To wath the eyes of kings.
4cr. And ftrange it 1s, '
That nature muft compell us to lament
Our moft persifted deeds.
MEec. His taints and honours
Weigh’d equal with him.
Acr. Ararer fpirit never
Did fteer humanity : but you, gods, will give us
ome faults to mark us men. Cersaris touch’d.
Mec. When fuch a fpagious mirror’s fet before him,
He needs muft fee himfelf.
Cazs. O dutony!
T have follow’d thee to this ; — But we do launch
Diseases in our bodies. I muft perforce
Have fhewn to thee fuch 2 declining day,
Or look on thine; we could not ftall together
In the whole world : But yet let me lament,
‘With tears as fovercign as the blood of hearts,
"That thou, my brother, my competitor
Intop of all defign, my mate in empire,
Friend and companion 1n the front of war,
‘The arm of mine own body, and the heart
‘Where mine his thoughts did kindle,— that our ftars,
Unreconciliable, fhounld divide
Our equalnefs to this. _ Hear me, good friends, —
Enter a Meflenger.
But I will tell you at fome meeter feason;
‘The businefs of this man looks out of him,
‘We’ll hear him what he fays.__ Whence are you, r?
Mef. A poor Egyptian : ‘The queen my miftrefs,
Confin’d in all fhe has, her monument,
Of thy intents desires inftrultion ;

2 Dol, And 6 wag'dequal 7 Dola, A 9 tomake us 3° yet, the
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That the preparedly may frame herfc!f
To the way fhe’s forc’d to.
C.£s. Bid her have good heart;
She foon fhall know ofgss, by fome of ours,
How honourably and how kindly we
Determin’d pave for her : for Czsar cannot
Leave to be gentle.
Me/. So the gods preserve thee!  [Exiz Meflenger.
Cxs. Come hither, Procaleius 5 Go, and fay
We purpose her no thame : give her what comforts
The quality of her paffion fhall require ;
Left, 1n her greatnefs, by fome mortal ftroke
She do defeat us: for her life in Rome
‘Would be eternaling our triamph : Go,
And, with your fpeedieft, bring us what fhe fays,
And how you find of her.

Pro. Cesar, I fhall, [Exit ProcULETUS,
Czs. Gallus, goyou along, [ExitGall.] Where’s Do-
To fecond Proculeius? [labella,

all.  Dolabella!
C.£s. Let him alone, for I remember now
How he’s employ’d ; he fhall in time be ready,
‘Go with me to my tent: where you fhall fee,
How hardly I was drawn into this war;
How calm and gentle T proceeded ftill
In all my writings: Go with me, and fee
What I can fhew in this. [ Exeunt.

SCENE 1l. Alexandria. A Room in the Monument.
Enter CLEOPATRA, CHARMIAN, and Iras.
Crz. My defolation does begin to make
A better life: *Tis paltry to be Cesar;

5 honourable, ¢ Determine 7 beungentle 74 cternallin
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Not being fortune, he’s but fortune’s knave,
A minifter of her will; And itis great
To do that thing that ends all other deeds ;
Which fhackles accidents, and bolts up change;
‘Which fleeps, and never palates more the dung,
The beggar’s nurfe and Cesar’s.  ~
Enter ProcuLEtus, and Gallus, with Soldiers,
to the Door of the Monument, awithout.

Pro. Cesar fends greeting to the queen of Egypt 5
And bids thee ftudy on what fair demands
Thou mean’ft to have him grant thee,

Cre. What’s thy name?

Pro. My name is Proculeius,

CrE. Antony
Did tell me of you, bad me truft you; but
I do not greatly care to be deceiv’d,
‘That have nonfe for trufting. If your mafter
Would have a queen his beggar, you muft tell him,
That majefty, to keep decorum, muft
No lefs beg than a kingdom : if he please
To give me conquer’d Egypr for my fon,
He gives me fo much of mine own, as I
Will kneel to him with thanks.

Pro. Be of good cheer; .
You are fall’n into a princely hand, fear nothing:
Make your full reference freely to my lord,
Who s fo full of grace, that it flows over
On all that need : Let me report to him
Your {weet dependancy ; and you fhall find
A conqueror, that will pray in aid for kindnefs,
Where he for grace is kneel’d to.

C1E. Pray you, tell him
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I am his fortane’s vaffal, and T fend him
The greatnefs he has got. I hourly learn
A doétrine of obedience ; and would gladly
Look him i’the face.
Pro. This Pll report, dear lady.
Have comfort; for, I know, your plight is pity’d
Of him that caus’d it. fare pou weil, — < Dark, Gallus!”
¢ You fee, how easily fhe may be furpriz’d ;”
¢¢Guard her ’till Cesar come.”  [Exit ProcULEIUS.
Gallus maintains Converfe avith Cleopatra.
Re-enter, into the Monument, from bebind,
ProcuLEivs, and Soldiers, bafiily.
Ira4. D royal queen!
Cra. O Cleopatra! thou art taken, queen !
Crz. Quick, quick, good hands. [drawing 2 Dagger.
Pro. Hold, worthy lady, hold : [ Raying ber.
Do not yourfelf fuch wrong ; who are in this
Reliev’d, but not betray’d.
Cre. What, of death too,
That rids our dogs of languith ?
Pro. Clegpatra,
Do not abuse my mafter’s bounty, by
"The undoing of yourfelf : let the world fee
His noblenefs well afted, which your death
Will never let come forth.
Cre. Where art thou, death ?
Come hither, come! come, come, ‘and take 2 queen
Worth many babes and beggars !
Pro. O, temperance, lady.
Cik. Sir, I will eat no meat, I'll not drink, fir;
If idle talk will once be neceflary,
'l not fpeak neither: this mortal houfe Ill ruin, -

32 pot fleepe neither
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Do Cesar what he can. Know, fir, that I
Will not wa.it pinion’d at your mafter’s court;

Nor on
Of dull

ce be chaftis’d with the fober eye
O&tavia. Shall they hoift me up,

And thew me to the fhouting varletry

Of cenfuring Rome ? Rather a ditch in Egype
Be gentle grave unto me ; rather on Ni/us’ mud
Lay me ftark naked, and let the water-flies
Blow me into abhorring ; rather make

My country’s high pyramides my gibbet,

And ha

ng me up in chains.

Pro. You do extend
These thoughts of horror farther than you fhall
Find cause for it in Cesar.

Dot
What t

Enter DOLABELLA.
. Proculeius,
hou haft done thy mafter Cesar knows,

And he hath fent for thee: as for the queen,
T’ll take her to my guard.
Pro. So, Dolabella,

It fhall

content me beft: be gentle to her.

To Czsar I will fpeak what you fhall please,

If you’
CiLe

Doz
CLe
Dot
CiE

11 employ me to him.
. Say, I would dye.
[Exeunt PrOcULEYUS, and Solaiers,
. Moft noble emprefs, you have heard of me ?
. T cannottell.
. Affuredly, you know me.
. No matter, fir, what I have heard, or known,

You laugh, when boys, or women, tell their dreams ;
Is’t not your trick ? '

Dot

. I underftand not, madam.
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Crx. I dreamt there was an emperor Autory 5
O, fuch another fleep! that I might fee *

But fuch another man.

Doz, If it might please you,—

Cre. His face was as the heavens ; and therein ftuck
A fun, and moon ; which kept their courfe, and lighted
The little o o’the earth.

Doz. Moft fovereign creature, —

Cre. His legs beftrid the ocean ; his rear’d arm
Crefted the world : his voice was property’d
As all the tuned fpheres, when that to friends ;

But when he meant to quail and fhake the orb,

He was as rattling thunder. For his bounty,

There was no winter in’t; an astumn ’twas,

That grew the more by reaping : His delights

Were dolphin-like ; they fthew’d his back above

The element they liv’d in : In his livery

Walk’d crowns, and crownets; realms and islands were
As plates dropt from his pocket.

Dor. Clopatra,—

Cre. Think you, there was, or might be, fuch aman
As this I dreamt of ?

Dor. Gentle madam, no.

CzE. You lye, up to the hearing of the gods.
But, if there be, or ever were, one fuch,
It’s paft the fize of dreaming : Nature wants ftuff
To vye ftrange forms with fancy ; yet, toimagine
An Antony, were nature’s piece *gainft fancy,
Condemning fhadows quite.

Dozx. Hear me, good madam:
Your lofs is as yourfelf, great; and you bear it
As anfwering to the weight : "Would I might never

' Spheres, and that Y3 An Ambory it was, 23 be, nor ever
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O’er-take purfu’d fuccefs, but I do feel,
By the rebound of yours, a grief that fmites
My very heart at root.

C1E. Ithank you, fir.

Know you, what Cesar means to do with me ?

Doz. I am loth to tell you what I would you knew.

CrE. Nay, pray you, fir:

Doz. Though he be honourable, —

Cre. He'll lead me in trinmph:

Dor. Madam, he will; I know it.

within. Make way there, — Cesar.

Enter CEsAR, and Train of Romans,
and SELEUCUS.

C.£s. Which is the queen of Egypr ?

Dozr. Itis the emperor, madam. 5

Ce£s. Arise, you fhall not kneel : [to Cle. raising ber.
1 pray you, rise; rise, Egype.

CrE. Sir, the gods
Will have it thus ; my mafter and my lord
I muft obey.

Czs. Take to you no hard thoughts:
"The record of what injuries you dig us,
‘Though writteh in our flefh, we thall remember
As things but done by chance,

CrEe. Sole fir o’the world,

1 cannot proje&t mine own cause fo well
‘To make it clear; but do confefs, I have
Been laden with like frailties, which before
Have often fham’d our fex.

Cxs. Cleopatra, know,

We will extenuate rather than enforce :
If you apply yourfelf to our intents,

2 fuites 9 me thenin
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(Which towards you are moft gentle) you fhall find
A benefitin this change : but 1f you feek
To lay on me a cruelty, by taking
Antony’s courfe, you fhall bereave yourfelf
Of my good purposes, and put your children
To that deftruction which Il guard them from,
If thereon you rely. D’ll take my leave. [we,
Cze. And may, through all the world: ’tis yours; and
Your ’fcutcheons, and your figns of conquett, fhali
Hang in what place you please. Here, 5 my good lord.
C£s. You fhall advise me in all for Cleopatra.
CzEe. This is the brief of money, plate, and jewels,
I am posseft of : *tis exaltly valu’d ;
Not petty things omitted. —Where’s Seleucus 2
SEL, Here, madam.
Crr. This is my treasurer; let him {peak, my lord,
Upon his peril, that I have reserv’d
To myfelf nothing. —Speak the truth, Sekwcus.
SEz. Madam,
1 had rather feal my lips, than, to my peril,
Speak that which is not.
' Cee. Whathave I kept back ?
Ser. Enough to purchafewhat youhave madeknown.
C&s. Nay, bluth not, Cleopatra; I approve
Your wisdom in the deed.
CLE. See, Cezsar! o, behold,
How pomp is follow’d ! mine will now be yours;
And, fhould we fhift eftates, yours would be mine.
The ingratitude of this Seleucus does
Even make me wild: . O flave, of no more truft
Thanlove that’shird! What, go’ft thou back ? thou fhalt
Go back, T warrant thee ; but I’ll catch thine eyes,

' %4 admitted
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Though they had wings : Slave, foul-lefs villain, dog!
O rarely bafe ! [ Aying at bim.
Cxs. Good queen, let us intreat you.  [interposing.
CLE. O Casar, whata wonnding fhame is this ;
That thou vouchfafing here to visit me,
Doing the honour of thy lordlinefs
To 6ne fo mean, that mine own fervant fhould
Parcel the fum of my difgraces by
Addition of his envy ! Say, good Cesar,
That I fome lady tnfles have reserv’d,
Immoment toys. things of fuch dignity
As we greet modern friends withal ; and fay,
Some nobler token I have kept apart
For Livia, and Ofavia, to induce
Their mediation ; muft I be unfolded
Of one that I have bred ? The gods! It {mites me
Beneath the fall T have._ Pr'ythee, go hence ;
Or I fhall thew the cinders of my fpirits
Through the athes of my chance : - Wert thou a man,
Thou would’ft have mercy on me.
C.xs. Forbear, Seleucus. [ExitSELEUCUS.
Ciz. Beitknown,thatwe, thegreateft, are mifthought
For things that others do; and, when we fall,
We anfwer others’ merits : in our name
Are therefore to be pity’d.
Cxs. Cleopatra,
Not what you have reserv’d, nor what acknowledg’d,
Put we i’the roll of conqueft : ftill be it yours,
Beftow it at your pleasure ; and believe,
Cesar’s no merchant, to make prize with you ;
Of things that merchants fold. Therefore be cheer’d ;
Make not your thoughts your prisons : no, dear queen

7 fo mecke, 'S With onc
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For we intend.fo to difpose you, as
Yourfelf thall give us counfel. Feed, and fleep :
Our care and pity is fo much upon you,
‘That we remain your friend ; And l{), adieu.
Cre. My mafter, and my lord, —
C£s. Not fo: Adieu. s
[Excunt Cz£sar, DOLABELLA, and Train.
Czz. Hewordsme, girls, hewordsme, that Ithould not
Be noble to myfelf : But hark thee, Charmian.
Ir4. Finith, good lady ; the bright day is done,
And we are for the dark.
Cre. Hye thee again:
I have fpoke already, and it is provided;
Go, put it to the hafte.
Cu4. Madam, I will. [going.
Re-enter DoLaBELLA.
Dor. Where is the queen ?
Cua. Behold, fir, [Exit CHARMIAN,
CrE. Dolabella? 4
Dor. Madam, as thereto fworn by your command,
Which my love makes religion to obey,
Itell you this : Cesar through Syria )
Intends his journey ; and, within three days,
You with your children will he fend before :
Make your beft ufe of this : I have perform’d
Your pleasure, and my promise.
CrE. Dolabella,
I fhall remain your debtor.
Doz, Iyour fervant.
Adieu, good queen; I muft attend on Cerar.
Cize. Farewel, and thanks. *° [Exit DoLaBELLA.
Now, Iras, what think’ft thou ? i

Vor. VIII. B o
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Thou, an Egyptian puppet, fhait be fhewn

In Rome, as well as I mechanick flaves,

With greasy aprons, rules, and hammers, fhall '
Uplift us to the view; in their thick breaths,

Rank of grofs diet, fhall we be enclouded,

And forc’d to drink their vapour.

Ir4. The g’ods forbid!

CrE. Nay, ’tis moft certain, Iras : Saucy litors
Will catch at us, like ftrumpets; and feald rimers
Ballad us out o’tune : the quick comedians
Extemporally will ftage us, and present
Our Alexandrian revels; Anton;

Shall be brought drunken forth, and I fhall fee
Some fqueaking Clegpatra boy my greatnefs
I’the potture of a whore.

Ir4. O the good gods!

Crr. Nay, that’s certain.

Ir4. Pl never fec’t; for, I am fure, my nails
Are ftronger than mine eyes.

Cre. Why, that’s the way
To fool their preparation, and to conquer
Their moft aflur’d intents...Now, Charmian? .

Re-enter CHARMIAN,

Shew me, my women, like a queen; —Go fetch

My beft attires ; — I am again for Cydnus,
- To meet Mark Antony : . Sirrah, Iras, go._

Now, noble Charmian, we’ll difpatch indeed :

And, when thou haft done this chare, Il give thee leave’
To play ’till dooms-day._ Bring our crown and all.

[Exit IrAs. Charmian falls to adjuft=
ing Cleopatra’s Drefs. Noiseavithin.

Wherefore’s this noise ?

22 abfurd
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Enter one of the Guard.
Gua. Here is a rural fellow,
"That will not be deny’d your highnefs’ presence ;
He brings you figs., [inftrument

Crx. Let him come in. [Exir Guard.] How pooran
May do a noble deed ! he brings me liberty.

My resolution’s plac’d, and I have nothing
Of woman in me : Now from head to foot
I am marble-conftant : now the fleeting moon
No planet is of mine.

Re-enter Guard, awith a Clown.

Gua. This is the man. ]

Cre. Avoid, and leave him. [ Exit Guard.
Haft thou the pretty worm of Ni/us there,

That kills and pains not?

Cl. Truly, I have him:.but I would not be the
party that hould desire you to touch him, for his biting
1s immortal ; those, that do dye of it, do feldom or never
recover.

Cre. Remember'ft thou any that have dy’d on’t?

Clo.. Very many, men and women too. I heard of
one of them no longer than yeflerday : a very honeft
woman ; but fomething given to lye; as a woman fhould
not do, but in the way of honefty : how fhe dy’d of the
biting of it, what pain fhe felt,~—Truly; fhe makes a
very good report o’the worm : But he that will be-
lieve all that they fay, fhall never be faved by half that
they do: But this is moft fallible, the worm’s an odd
worm. :

Cre. Get thee hence ; farewel. [ Bajker.

Clo. 1with you all joy of the worm. [ fetting dowvnbis

Cre. Farewel.

02
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Cl. You muft think this, look you, that the worm
will do his kind.

Crz. Ay, ay; farewel. X 3

Clo. Look you, the worm 1s not to be trufted, but
in the keeping of wise people ; for, indeed, there is no
goodnefs in the worm. j

Cre. Take thou no care; it fhall be heeded.

Ch. Very good: give it nothing, I pray you, forit
is not worth the feeding. \

Cre. Will it eat me?

Clh. You muft not think I am fo fimple, but I know
the devil himfelf will not eat a woman : I know, that
a woman is a dith for the gods, if the devil diefs her
not. But, truly, these fame whorefon devils do the gods
great harm in their women; for in every ten that they
make, the devils mar five.

Cre. Well, get thee gone; faréwel.

Clo. Yes, forfooth : I with you joy of the worm. [ Exit.

Re-enter Ir As, awith Robe, &c.

Cre. Give me my robe, put on my crown ; I have
Immortal longingsin me: Now no more 1
The juice of Egyp’s grape fhall moift this lip: __ -
Yare, yare, good Jras; quick. — Methinks, I hear
Antony call ; I fee bim rouse himfelf
To praise my noble a¢t ; I hear him mock
The luck of Csar, which the gods give men
To excuse their after wrath : Husband, I come:

 [Goes 10 a Bed, or Sopba, awbhich fbe afeends ; ker
Women compose ber on it : Iras fets the Bafbet, awbick
Jbe bas been bolding upon ber own drm, Ly ker.
Now to that name my courage prove my title !
I am fire, and air; my other elements
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1 give to bafer life. — So, have you done ?
Come then, and take the laft warmth of my lips.
Farewel, kind Charmian ; —. Iras, long farewel.
[4iffing them. Iras falls.
Have I the afpick in my lips ? Dot fall 2
If thou and nature can fo gently part,
The firoke of death is as'a lover’s pinch,
Which hurts, and is desir’d. Doft thou lye ftill 2
If thus thou vanifheft, thou tell’it the world
It is not worth leave-taking.
Cua. Dissolve, thick cloud, and rain ; that I may fay,
The gods themfelves do weep !
CrLEe. This proves me bafe :
If fhe firft meet the curled Antony,
He’ll make demand of her ; and fpend that kifs,
Which is my heaven to have. . Come, mortal wretch,
(20 the Ajp; applying it to ber Breaft.
With thy fharp teech this knot intrinficate
Of life at once untye : poor venomous fool, [ firring it,
Be angry, and difpatch, O, could’ft thou fpeak!
That I might hear thee call great Ceesar, aig,
Unpolicy’d!
Cr4. O eaftern ftar!
CLE. Peace, peace:
Doft thou not fee my baby at my breaft,

| That fucks the nurfe afleep ?

:

Caa4. O, break! o, break!
CLE. As fweet as balm, as foft as air, as gentle—
O 4ntony ! — Nay, I will take thee too : —
. [applying anther Ajp to ber Arm.
What fhould I ftay— [dies.
Caa4. In this vile world ? _ So, fare thee well.

% Come thou mortal 3% this wilde World
03
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Now boaft thee, death; in thy posseffion lyes
A lafs unparallel’d. . Downy windows, close ;
And golden Phabus never be beheld
Of eyes again o royal! Your crown’s awry ;
I’ll mend it, and then play.
Enter fome of the Guard.
1. G. Where is the queen?
Cra. Speak fofily, wake her not.
1. G. Cesar hath fent — b
Cr4. Too flow a meflenger. . {app(ying the Afp.
O, come, apace, difpatch; [ partly feel thee.
1. G. Approach, ho! All’s notwell: Czsar’s beguil'd.
2. G. There’s Dolabella, fent trom Cesar ; call him,
t. G. Whatworkishere?_Charmian,isthiswelldone?
Cra. Tt is well done, and fitting for a princefs
Defcended of fo many royal kings.
Ah, foldier! * [dies.
Enter DoLABELLA,
Doz. How goes it here ?
2. G. All dead.
Dot. Cesar, thy thoughts
Touch their effets in this: Thyfelf art coming
To fee perform’d the dreaded a&, which thou
So fought’t to hinder.,
avithin, A way there, way for Cesar/
Enter CrEsar, and Train,
Doz. O, fir, you are too fure an augurer ;
That you did fear, is done.
Cs. Brav'ft at the laft:
She lcvel’d at our purposes, and, being royal,
Took her own way..— The manner of their deaths ?
I do not fee them bleed.

4 Crownes awidy, 25 there, a way
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Doz. Who was laft with them ?

1. G. A fimple countryman, that brought her figs;
This 7~ was his bafket.

C.zs5. Poison’d then.

1. G. O Cesar,

This Charmian liv’d but now ; fhe flood, and fpake:
I found her trimming up the diadem

On her dead miftrefs; tremblingly fhe flood,

And on the fudden drop’d.

C£s. O noble weaknefs{_

If they had fwallow’d poison, “twould appear
By external {welling : bat fhe looks like fleep,
As fhe would catch another Aztony

In her ftrong toil of grace.

Dorz. Here, on her breaft,

There is a vent of blood, and fomething blown :
The like is on her arm.

1. G. This is an afpick’s trail; {pointing to the Floor.
And these fig-leaves have {flime upon them, fuch
As the afpick leaves upon the caves of Nile.

C.zs. Moft probable,

That fo fhe dy’d : for her physician tells me,
She hath purfu’d conclusions infinite

Of easy ways to dye. —Take up herbed ;

And bear her women from the monument: _
She fhall be bury’d by her dutony :

No grave upon the earth fhall cfip in it

A pair fo famous. High events as these

Strike those that make them : and their flory is
No lefs in pity, than his glory, which

Brought them to be lamented. Our army fhall,
In folemn fhew, attend this funeral;

04
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And then to Rome. — Come, Dolabella, fee
High order in this great folemnity. [Exeunt.
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. A€ Tl
SCENE L. Athens. 4 Hall in Timon’s Houfe.
Enter, at feveral Doors, Poet, Painter, Jeweller,
Merchant, ard diwers Others.

Poe. Good day, goob Bep, fir.
Pai. 1 am glad you are well.
Poe. I have notfeen you long ; How goes the world?
Pai. It wears, fir, as i}: grows.
Poc, Ay, that’s well known :
But what particular rarity ? what ftrange,
Which manifold record not matches? See !
Magick of bounty, all these {pirits thy power
Hath conjur’d to attend. Iknow the merchant,
Pai. Iknow them both ; th’ other’s a jeweller.
Mer. O, ’tis a worthy lord.
Few. Nay, that’s mott fixt.
Mer. A moft incomparable ; breath’d, as it were,
To an untirable and continuate goodnefs :
He paffes.
Jew. 1 have a jewel T here:

33 incomparable man, breath'd
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Mer. O, pray, let’s {ee’t: For the lord Timon, fir?
Few. If he will touch the eftimate ; But, for that,~—
Poc.  When awe for recompence have prais’d the vile,
It fains the glory in that happy ver/e
Which aptly fings the good. [repeating to bimfelf,
Mer. *Tis a good form. [looking on the Fewel.
Few. And rich: here is a water, look you.
Pgi. Youarerapt, fir, in fome work, fome dedication
To the great lord. ;
Poe. A thing {lipt idly from me.
Our poefy is as a gum, which iffues
From whence ’tis nourithed: The fire i’the flint
Shews not, ’till it be ftrook ; our gentle flame
Provokes itfelf, and, like the current, flies
Each bound it chafes. What have you " there ?
Pai. A pitture, fir.
@nb when comes your book forth ?
Poe. Upon the heels
Of my presentment, fir. Let’s fee your piece.
Pai. ’Tis a good piece.
Poe.  So ’tis: this comes off well and excellent.
Pai. Indifferent.
Poe. Admirable: How this grace
, Speaks his own ftanding ? what 2 mental power
This eye fhoots forth ?iow big imagination
Moves in this lip ? to the duml%nefs of the geiture
One might interpret.
Pai. It is a pretty mocking of the life.
Here is a touch; Is’t good ?
Poe. 1 will fay of it,
It tutors nature : artificial ftrife
Lives in these touches, livelier than life.

1 a Gowne, whichufes S chafcs
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Enter certain Senators, and pafs over.

Pai. How this lord is follow’d!

Poc. The fenators of Athens ;== Happy man !

Pai. Look, more.

Poe. Youfeethisconfluence, this greatflood of visitors.
I have, in this - rough work, fhap’d out a man,
Whom this beneath world doth embrace and hug
With ampleft entertainment: My free drift
Halts not particularly, but moves itfelf
In a wide fea of wax: no level’d malice
Infe&ts one comma in the courfe I hold ;

But flies an eagle flight, bold, and forth on;
.Leaving no tra& behind.

Pai. How fhall I underftand you?

Poe. T’ll unbolt to you.

You fee, how all conditions, how all minds,
{As well of glib and flippery creatures, as

Of grave and auftere quality) tender down
Their fervices to lord Timon : his large fortune,
Upon his good and gracious nature hanging,
Subdues and properties to his love and tendance
All forts of hearts ; yea, from the glafs-fac’d flatterer
To Apemantus, that few things loves better
Than to abhor himfelf; even he drops down
The knee before him, and returns in peace
Moft rich in Timon’s nod.

Pai. I faw them fpeak together.

Poe. Sir, I have upon a high and pleasant hill
Feign’d fortune to be thron’d: The bafe o’the mount
Is rank’d with all deserts, all kind of natures,
‘That labour oa the bosom of this fphere
To propagate their ftates: amongft them all,

+ 3 men
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Whose eyes are on this fovereign lady fixt,
One do I perfonate of lord Timon’s frame,
‘Whom fortune with her ivory hand wafts to her ;
‘Whose present grace to present flaves and fervants
‘Tranflates bis rvals. s

Pai. ’Tis conceiv'd to feope.
‘This throne, this fortune, and this hill, methinks,
With one man beckon’d from the reft below,
Bowing his head againft the fieepy mount
To climb his happinefs, would be well expreft
In our condition.

Poe. Nay, fir, but hear me on :
All those which were his fellows but of late,
{Some better than his value) on the moment
Follow his ftrides, his Jobbies fill with tendance,
Rain facrificial whifperings in his ear,
Make facred even his ftirrop, and through him
Drink the free air.

Pai. Ay, marry, what of these ?

Poe. When forture, in her fhift and change of mood,

Spurns down her late belov’d, all his dependants,
Which labour’d after him to the mountain’s top,
Even on their knees and hands, let him flip down,
Not one accompanying his declining foot.
Pai. *Tis common:

A thousand moral paintings I can fhew,
"That fhall demonftrate these quick blows of fortune
More pregnantly than words. Yet you do well,
To fhew lord 7¢mor, that mean cyes have feen
The foot above the head.

Fhurifb. Enter Timox, attended 5 Servant of

Ventidius talking avith him.

23 fit downe

Al Bt o
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T1m. Imprison’d is he, fay you ?
Ser. Ay, my good lord : five talents is his debt;

His means moft thort, his creditors moft ftrait:

Your honourable letter he desires

To those have fhut him up; which failing him,

Periods his comfort.

T1M. Noble Ventidius! Well;

1 am not of that feather, to fhake off

My friend when he muft need me. I do know him

A gentleman, that well deserves a help,

Which he fhall have : _ Pll pay the degt, and free him.
Ser. Your lordfhip ever binds him. '
Z1m. Commend me to him : I will fend his ranfom ;

And, being enfranchiz’d, bid him come to me:

*Tis not enough to help the feeble up,

But to fupport him after. . Fare you well.

Ser.  All happinefs to your honour ! {Exit.
Enter an old Athenian,
0. 4. Lord Timon, hear me fpeak.
T1u. Freely, good father.
o. A, Thou hatt a fervant nam’d Lucilius.
Z1m. I have fo: What of him ?
o. 4. Moft noble Timen, call the man before thee.
T1m. Attends he here, or no ? — Lucilius !
Enter Lucirius.
Luc. Here, at your lordthip’s fervice.
0. 4. This fellow here, lord Timon, this thy creature,

By night frequents my houfe. Iamaman

That from my firft have been inclin’d to thrift;

And my eftate deserves an heir more rais’d,

Than one which holds a trencher.

1. Well ; what furcher ? .

$ failing to him




8 Timon of Athens.

0. A. One only daughter have I, no kin elfe,
On whom I'may confer what I have got:
‘The maid is fair, o’the youngeft for a bride,
And | have bred her at my deareft coft
In qualities of the beft. This man of thine
Attempts her love: I prythee, noble lord,
Join with me to forbid him her resort ;
Myfelf have fpoke in vain,
T'im. The man is honeft.
0. A. Therefore he will be, Tinmon »
His honefty rewards him in itfelf,
It muft not bear my daughter.
Z1m. Does fhe love him ?
o. 4. She is young, and apt:
Our own precedent paffions do inftru& us
What levity’s in youth.
Z1u. Love you the maid ?
Lvc. Ay, my good lord, and fhe accepts of it..
o. 4. If in her marriage my confent be mifling,
I call the gods to witne%s, I will choose
Mine heir from forth the beggars of the world,
And difpossefs her all.
Z1m. How fhall fhe be endow’d,
If fhe be mated with an equal husband ?
o. A. Three talents, on the present; in futare, all.
Z1m. This gentleman of mine hath ferv’d me long;
To build his értune, I will ftrain a little,
For ’tis a bond in men. Giye him thy daughter:
‘What you beftow, in him I’ll counterpoise, v
And make him weigh with her.
0. 4. Moft noble lord,
Pawn me to this your honour, fhe is his,
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Z132. My hand T to thee ; mine honour on my promise.
Lvc. Humbly I thank yoar lordfhip : Never may
‘That ftate or fortane fall into my keeping,
Which is not ow’d to you.
[Exennt Lucirivs, and old Athenian.
Poe. Vouchfafe my < labour, and long live your lord-
ip. [ presenting bis Poem.
Z131. 1 thank you ; you fhall hear from me anon :
Go not away. —. What have you there, my friend ?
Pzi. A piece of painting ; which I do befeech
Your lordfhip to accept. [ presenting it.
7 1. Painting is welcome.
The painting is'almoft the natural man ;
For fince difhonour traflicks with man’s nature,
He is but outfide : these pencil’d figures are
Even fuch as they give out. I 'like your work ;
And you fhall find, I like it: wait attendance
*Till you hear further from me.
Pai. The gods preserve you !
T1m. Well fare you, gentleman : give me your hand;
[20 the Merchant.
We muft needs dine together. . Sir, your jewel
Hath fuffer’d under praise.
Feaw. What, my lord ? difpraise ?
7 1m. A meer fatiety of commendations.
If I thould pay you for’t as “tis extol’d,
It would unclew me quite.
Feaw. My lord, *tis rated
As those, which fell, would give : But you well know,
Things of like value, differing in the owners,
Are prized by their mafters: %elieve’t, dear lord,
You mend the jewel by the wearing it.

fh
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Z1m. Well mock’d. -
Mer. No, my good lord; hefpeaks the common tongue,
Which all men fpeak with him.
Enter APEMANTUS.
. Z1M. Look, who comes here:
Will you be chid ?
Few. We'll bear it with your lordfhip,
Mer. He'll fpare none.
T1m. Good morrow to thee, gentle Apemantus.
Aprg. *Till Ibe gentle, ftay thou for thy good morrow.
MBer. ECHen ol that be? [honeft.
Qpe. When thou art Timer’s dog, and these knaves
Z1m. Why doft thou call them knaves ? thou know’ft
Ar'e. Are they not Athenians? [them not. .
Tim. Yes.
Are. Then I repent not.
Few. You know me, Apemantus.
Are. Thou know’ft, I do; I call’d thee by thy name.
7M. Thou art proud, Hpemantus.
Apx. Of nothing fo much, as that Lam notlike Tmon.
Z1m. Whither art going ?
Are. To knock out an honeft Athenian’s brains.
F1m. That’s a deed thou’lt dye for.
ArE. Right, if doing nothing be death by the law.
Z1m. How Lik’ft thou this T piture, Apemantus ?
«Apre. The beft, for the innocence.
71m. Wrought he not well, that painted it ?
Are. He wrought better, that made the painter; and
yet he’s but a filthy pieceé of work.
Pai. You're a dog.
ApE. Thy mother’s of my generation; What’s the, if
Ibe a dog?
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Z'ru. Wilt dine with me, Apemantus?

ArEe. Noj; I eat not lords.

Z1M. An thou fhould’ft, thou’dft anger ladies. .

ApE. O, they eat lords ; fo they come by great bellies,

Z'rm. That’s a lafcivious apprehenfion.

ArE, So thou apprehend’ft it ; take it for thy labour.

Z1n. How doft thou like this T jewel, dpemantus ?

Are. Notfo well as plain-dealing, whichwillnot coft
a man a doit. .

T1m. What doft thou think ’tis werth ?

ApE. Not worth my thinking. — How now, Poet ?

Poe. How now, philofopher?

ArE. Thou ly’ft.

Poe.  Art not one ?

ArE. Yes.

Poe. Then Ilyenot.

ArE. Art not a poet?

- Poe. Yes.

ArE. Then thou ly’ft: look in thy laft work, where
thou haft feign’d him a worthy fellow.

Poe. That’s not feign’d, he is fo.

ArE. Yes, he is worthy of thee, and to pay thee for
thy labour: He, that loves to be flatter’d, is worthy o’the
flatterer. Heavens, that I were a lord!

Z11. What would’ft do then, Apemantus ?

Are. E’en as Apemantus does now, hate a lord with
my heart.

T1m, What, thyfelf?

ArE. Ay.

T1m. Wherefore ?

A pz. ThatIbad fo hungry a wit, to be alord. — Art
not thou a merchant?

¥ caft 3! hadno argry wit
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Mer. Ay, Apemantus.
Arz. Traffick confound thee, if the gods will not I
Mer. If traffick do it,. the gods do it.
Arx. Traffick’s thy god, and thy god confound thee!
Trumpet. Enter a Servant.
T'1m. What trumpet’s that ?
Ser.  Tis Alcibiades, and fome twenty horfe,
All of companionthip.
T1m. Pray, entertain them ; give them guide to us.—
[ Exexnt fome Attendants.
You maft needs dine with me : — Go not yon hence,
*Till I have thank’d you ; and, when dinner’s done,
Shew me this piece. T am joyful of your fights. —
Enter ALCIBIADES, and bis Company.
Moft welcome, fir. [they falute.
ArE. So, fo; there!__
Aches contrat and ftarve your fupple joints ! —
That therefhould befmalllove’ mongi’c these fwect knaves,
And all this courtefy ! The ftrain of man’s bred out
Into baboon and monkey.
Arc. Sir, you have fav’d my longing, and I feed
Moft hungerly on your fight.
Z1m. Right welcome, fir:
Ere we depart, we’ll fhare a bounteous time
In differént pleasures. Pray you, let us in.
[Exeunt All but Apemantus.
Enter tavo Lords.
1. L. What time of day is’t, dpemantus ?
Arx. Time to be honeft.
1. L. That time ferves fill. ;
ApEe. The moft accurfed thou, that ftill omit’ft it.
2. L. Thoa art going to lord Zimon’s feaft ?

16 So, fo; their Aches % amongeft
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Arx. Ay; tofee meat fill knaves, and wine heat fools.
2. L. Fare thee well, fare thee well.
Ape. Thou art a fool, to bid me farewel twice.
2. L. Why, dpemantus ?
Are. Should’ft have kept one to thyfelf, for I mean
to give thee none.
1. L. Hang thyfelf.
Ape. No, Iwill donothing at thy bidding : makethy
requefts to thy friend.
2. L. Away, unpeaceable dog, or I'llfpurn thee hence.
Are. 1 will fly, like a dog, the heels o’the afs.
[Exit ApeMANTUS.
1. L. He’s opposite to humanity. Come, fhall we in,
And tafte lord Timon’s bounty ? he out-goes
The very heart of kindnefs.
2. L. He ponrs it out; Plutus, the god of gold,
Is but his fteward: no meed, but he repays
Sevenfold above itfelf; no gift to him,
But breeds the giver a return exceeding
All ufe of quittance.
1. L. The nobleft mind he carries,
That ever goyern’d man,
2. L. Long may he live
In fortunes! Shall we in?
1. L, I'll keep you company. [Exeunt.

SCENE 1. The fame. 4 State-Room in the fame.
Musick. A great Banquet ferv'd in 3 Flavius, and other
Domefficks, waiting. Flourifb, and Enter T\MON, attended;
AvLciB1ADES, VENTIDIUS, Senators, Lords, &c:
ther comes dropping in after all,
APEMANTUS djjcontentedly.

P3
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Ven. Moft honour’d T7mon,
*T hath pleas'd the gods in kindnels to remember
My father’s age, and call him to long peace.
He is gone happy, and has left me rich:
‘Then, as in grateful virtue I am bound
To your free heart, I doreturn those T talents,
' Doubl’d, with thanks, and fervice, from whose help
I deriv’d liberty.
Z1m. O, by no means,
Honeft Ventidius : you miftake my love ;
I gave it freely ever; and there’s none
Can truly fay, he gives, if he receives :
If our betters play at that game, we mauft not dare
To imitate them ; Faults, that are rich, are fair.
VEw, A noble fpirit,
Z1m. Nay, my lords, ceremony
[inviting them to fit to Table.
Was but devis'd at firft
To fet a glofs on faint deeds, hollow welcomes,
Recanting goodnefs, forry ere ’tis fhown;
But where there is true friendfhip, there needs none.
Pray, fit; more welcome are ye to my fortunes,
‘Than they to me. [they fit.
1. L. My lord, we always have confeft it.
Arx. Ho, ho, confeft it? hang’d it, have you not?
Tim. O, Apemantus!—you are welcome.
Are. No;
You fhall not make me welcome :
T come to have thee thruft me out of doors.
71m. Fie, thou'rtachurl; youhave gotahumourthere
- Does not become a man, ’tis much to blame: .
They fay, my lords, that ira_furer brevis eff,

23 Then my Fortunes to
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But yondet man is ever angry
Go, let him have a table by hxmfelf b [t0 422
For he does neither affe& company,
Nor is he fit for it, indeed.
Arx. Do, let me ftay at thine own peril, Timon ;
I come to observe, I give thee warning on’t.
T1m. Itake no heed of thee; thou’rt an Arbenian,
€nd therefore welcome :.I myfelf would have
No power, but, priythee, let my meat make thee filent.
Apk. Tfcorn thy meat; *twould choak me, for I fhould
Ne’er flatter thee. O you gods, what a number
of men eat Timon, and he fees ’em not! .
T grieves me, to {fee {o many dip their meat
In one man’s blood ; and all the madnefs is,
He cheers them ap too.
I wonder, men dare traft themfelves with men :
Methinks, they fhould invite them without knives
Good for their meat, and fafer for their lives.
There’s much example for’t; the fellow, that
Sits next him now, parts bread with him, anb pledges
The breath of him in a divided draught,
Is the readieft man to kill him : ’t has been prov’d.
If I were a huge man notw, I fhould fear
Todrink at meals;
Left they fhould fpy my wind-pipe’s dangerous notes :
Great men fhould drink with harnefs on their throats.
Z1m. My lord, in heart; and let the health go round.
{#0 @ Lord, awko drinks to bhim,
z. L. Let it flow this way, my good lord.
ArE. Flow this way!
A moft brave fellow! he keeps his tides well. T7mon,
Those healths will make thee, and thy ftate, look ill.

5 thine apperill "2 eats '3 there meate
Py
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Here’s T that, which is too weak to be a finaer,
Honeft water, which ne’er left man i’the mire :
This, and my food, are equals ; there’s no odds.
Feafts are too proud to give thanks to the gods.
Immortal gods, I crave no pelf; [Grace.
1 pray for no man but myfelf:
Grant I may never prove fo fond,
To truft man on his oath, or bond ;
Or a harlot, for her wécping B
Or a dog, that feems afleeping ;
Or a keeper with my freedom ;
Or my friends, if [ fhould need ’em.
Amen. So fall to’t:
Rich men fin, and I eat root.
Much good dich thy good heart, dpemantus.
[ falls to bis Dinner apar:.

T1m. Captain Alcibiades, your heart’s in the field now.

Arc. My heart is ever at your fervice, my lord.

Z137. You hadrather be ata breakfaft of enemies, than
a dinner of friends.

Azc. So they were bleeding new, my lord, there’s
no meat like ’em; I could with my beft friend at fuch a
feaft.

Arx.’Would all those flatterers were thine enemies
then ; that thou might'#t kill ’em, and bid me to ’em.

1.'L. Might we but have that happinefs, my lord, that
youwould once use our hearts, whereby we might exprefs
fome part of ourzeals, we fhould think ourfelves for ever
perfect. :

Z1m. O, no doubt, my good friends, but the gods
themfelves have provided that I fhall have much help
from ‘you: How had you been my friends elfe? why

3$ that then thou
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have you that charitable title from thounsands, did not
you chiefly belong to my heart ? I have told more of
you to myfelf, than you can with modefty fpeak in your
own behalf ; and thus far I confirm you. 'O you gods,
think I, what need we have any friends, if we fhould
ne’er have need of them ? they were the moft needlefs
creatures living, fhould we ne’er have ufe for them: and
would moft resemble fweet inftruments hung up in cafes,
that keep their founds to themfelves. Why, I have often
wifh’d myfelf poorer, that I might come nearer to you.
We are born to do benefits: And what better or pro-
perer can we call our own, than the richesof our friends?
O, what a pretious comfort ’tis, to have fo many, like
brothers, commanding one another’s fortunes! o joy,
e’en made away ere’t can be born! Mine eyes cannot
hold out water, me thinks : to forget their faults, I drink
T to you.

Arke. Thou weep’ft to make them drink, Timon.

2. L. Joy had the like conception in our eyes,
And, at that inftant, like a babe {prung up.
~dre. Ho, ho ! I laugh to think that babe a baftard.

3. L. 1 promise you, my lord, you mov’d me much:

APE. Much! [Trumpet avithin.

71m. What means that tromp ? _How now ?

Enter a Servant.

Ser. Pleaseyou, my lord, there are certain ladies moft
desirous of admittance.

Z1p.' Ladies ! what are their wills ?

Ser. There comes with them a fore-runner, my lord,
which bears that office, to fignify their pleasures.

T 1. I pray, let them be admitted.

Enter Cupip.

14 ioyes,



18 Timon of Athens.

Cur. Hail to thee, worthy Timon; .—and to all
That of his'bounties tafte! _ The five beft fenfes
Acknowledge thee their patron; and are come
Freely to gratulate thy plenteous bosom:

The ear, tafte, touch, fmell, pleas’d from thy table rise 5
"I'hese only now come but to feaft thine eyes.
Tim. They're welcome all ; let them have kind ad-
mittance : —
Musick, make knoton their welcome. ' [Exir Cupip.

1. L. You fee, my lord, how ample you're belov’d.

Musick. Re-enter Curip awith Ma/?;ue of Ladies, dreft
like Amamns, awith Lutes in their Hands,
i “‘dancing, and playing.

Are. Hey-day | tohp, what a fiweep of vanity
Comes this way | @ntthey dance! they are mad women,
Like madnefs 1s the glory of this life,

As this pomp fhews to a little oil, and root.
We make ourfelves fools, to difport ourfelves ;
And fpend our flatteries, to drink those men,
Upon whose age we void it up again,
With poisonous fpite, and' envy. Who lives, that’s not
Depraved, or depraves? who dies, that bears
Not one fpurn to their graves of their friends’ gift ?
I thould fear, those, that dance before me now,
Would one day ftamp upon me: T has been done ;
Men fhut their doors againft a fetting fun.
The Lords rise from T able, avith much adoring
of 'Timon ; and, 10 fhew their Loves, each fingles out
an Amazon, and all dance, Men with Women, a
lofty Strain or two to the Hautboys, and ceafe.

T1m. You have done our pleasures a much grace, fair

Set a fair fafhion on our entertainment, [ladies,

5 There tafte, touch all, 6 They onely *© Luc. You fee



Timon of Athens. 19

Which was not half fo beautiful and kind 3
You have added grace unto’t, and lively luftre,
And entertain’d me with mine own device ;
I am to thank you for’t.
‘1, L. My lord, you take us even at the beft.
Ark, *Faith, for the worft is filthy ; and would not hold
Taking, I doubt me.
T1m. Ladies, there is oithin an idle banquet
Attends you; Please you to difpose yourfelves ?
Lad. Moft thankfully, my lord.
[Exeunt Cupip, and Ladies.
Trm. Flavius,—
Ste. . My lord.
T1nm. The little cafket bring me hither.
Ste.  Yes, my lord. —
<« More jewels ! There’s no crofling him in his humour ; ”
«Elfe 1 fthould tell him, —Well, —1’ faith, I fhould,”
¢ When all’s {pent, he’d be croft then, an he conld.”
¢Tis pity, bounty had not eyes behind ;”
<¢That man might ne’er be wresched for his mind.”
[Exit, and rezurns awith the Cafket.
1. L. Where be our men, $o?
Ser.  Here, my lord, in readinefs.
2. L. Our horfes.
911. O my friends, [ have one word
To fay to you: — Look yon, my good lord, I muft
Intreat you, honour me fo much, as to
Advance this § jewel ; accept, and wearit, kind my lord.
1. L. T am fo far already in your gifts,—
Lor. So are we all.
Enter a Servant.
Ser. My lord, there are certain nobles of the fenate

© 36 Jewels yet ?
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Newly alighted, and come to visit you,

T1m. They are fairly welcome.

Ste. 1 befeech your honour,
YVouchfafe me a word ; it does concern you near.

71M. 99enear? why, thenanother time I'll hear thee:
1 priythee, let us be provided noiw
To fhew them entertainment.

Ste. *Ifcarce know how.”

Enter a Servant.

Ser. May it please your honour, the lord Lucius,
Qut of his l{ee love, hath presented to you
Four milk-white horfes, trapt in filver.

Z1m. 1 fhall accept them fairly : let the presents

Enter another Servant.

Be worthily entertain’d. — How now ? what news?

Ser.  Please you, my lord, that honourable gentleman
Tbe lord Lucullus, entreats your company
To-morrow, to hunt with him ; and has fent you
T'wo brace of grey-hounds,

Z1m. 'l hunt with him ; And let them be receiv’d,
Not without fair reward.

Ste.  *What will this come to ?
¢¢He pere commands us to proyide, and give”
¢ Great gifts, and all out ofP an empty coffer:”
«Nor will he know his purfe;; or yield me this, ”
““To fhew him what a beggar his heart is,
“ Being of no power to make his withes good :
“<His promises fly {o beyond his ftate,”
*That what he {peaks is all in debt, he owes™
““For every word ; he is fo kind, that he now"
¢ Pays intereft for’t ; hisland’s put to their books.”
« Well, would I were gently put out of office, ”

38 fent your hoitour
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# Before 1 were forc’d out!”
¢ Happier is he that has no friends to feed,”
¢Than fuch that do e’en enemies exceed.
] vo bleed inwardly for my lord.” [Exit.
Z1m. Youdoyourfelvesmuchwrong, youbate too much
Of your own merits : . My lord, a trifle ¥ of our love.
2. L. Withmore than common thanks will receiveit.
3. L. O, he’s the very foul of bounty!
7M. And now
I bo remember me, my lord, you gave
Good words the other day of a bay courfer
I rode on: it is yours, because you lik’d it.
1. L. O, I befeech you, pardon me, my lord,
In that.
71m. You may take my word, my lord ; I know,
No man can juftly praise, but what he does affe&:
I weigh my friend’s affe&tion with mine own;
I tell you true. P’ll call on you.
Lor. O, none fo welcome.
71m. 1 take all and your feveral visitations
So kind to heart, ’tis not enough to give ;
Methinks, I could deal kingdoms to my friends,
And ne’er be weary...:dlri%ialn,
Thou art a foldier, therefore feldom rich,
It comes in charity to thee : for all thy living
Is >mongft the dead ; and all the lands thou haft
Lyein a pitcht field.
Arc. Idefyland, my lord.
1. L. We are fo virtuoufly bound, —
1M, And fo
AmT to you.
2. L. Soinfinite endear’d, —

€ merits, Heeremy 18 Ple tellecali to you
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Z1m. All to you._ Lights, more lights.
1. L. Thé beft of happinefs,
Honour, and fortunes, keep with you, lord Zimon !
Z1m. Ready for his friends.
[Exeunt ALciB1aDES, Lords, &c.
Are, What a coil’s here!
Serring of becks, and jutting out of bums!
I doubt, whether their legs be worth the fums
That are given for ’em. Friendfhip’s full of dregs :
Methinks, falfe hearts fhould never have found legs.
"Thus honeft fools lay out their wealth on court’fies.
T1m. Now, dpemantus, if thou wert not fullen,
I would he good to thee. )
Arx. No, Pl nothing: for,
If I fhould be brib'd too, there’d be none left
To rail upon thee; and then thou would’ft fin the fafter.
Thou giv’ft fo long, Zimon, 1 fear me, thou
Wilt give away thyfelf in proper fhortly.:
What need these feafts, pomps, and vain-glories ?
Zim. Nay,
An you begin to rail once on fociety,
I am {worn, not to give regard to you.
Farewel ; and come with better musick. [Exit.
ArE. So;
‘Thou wilt not hear me now, — thou fhalt not then,
T’lllock thy heaven from thee. O, thatmen’s ears fhould be
To counfel deaf, but not to flattery ! [Exits

2 G T Bl
SCENE ] The fame. A Room in a Senator’s Houfes
Enter Senator, awith Papers in his Hand.

7 ferving 1% paper 2% on Socictic once
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[ Hedore,

Sen.  And late, five thousand ;— To Parre, and to
He owes nine thousand ; — befides my former fam,
Which makes it five and twenty. Still in motion
Of raging wafte ? It cannot hold ; it will not.
If I want gold, fteal but a beggar’s dog;,
And give it Timon, why, the dog coins gold :
If I would fell my horfe, and buy ten more
Better than he, why, give my horfe to Timon,
Afk nothing, give it him, it foals me ftraight
Ten able horfes : No porter at his gate
But rather one that fmiles, and #ill invites
All that pafs by. It cannot hold ; no reason
Can found his ftate on fafety, . Caphis, ho !
Caphis, I fay!

Enter Capuis,

Cap. Here, fir; What is your pleasure {

Sen.  Get on your cloak, and hafte you to lord Z7mon ;
Impértune him for my monies: be not ceaf’d
With flight denial ; nor then filenc’d, when—
Commend me to your mafter — and the ca
Plays in theright hand, J~ thus: but tell him, firrah,
My ufes cry to me, I muft ferve my turn
Out of mine own ; his days and times are paft,
And my reliances on his frated dates
Have {mit my credit: I love, and honour him ;
But muft not break my back, to heal his finger :
Immediate are my needs; and my relief
Mutft not be toft and turn’d to me in words,
But find fupply immediate. Get you gone:
Put on a moft importunate afpéé,
A visage of demand ; for, I do fear,

% buy twentymore ' Andable %4 flatein faf-
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" When every feather ficks in his own wing,

Lord 7imon will be lefc a naked gull,
Which flathes now a pheenix. Get you gone.
Car. 1 go, fir.
Sen. I go, fir ? take the bonds ¥ along with yous
And have the dates in compt.
Caps I will, fir. )
Sen.  Go. [ Exeunt.

SCENE 1I. The fame. A Hall in'Timon’s Houfe.
Enter Steward, avith many Bills in bis Hand.

Ste. No care, no ftop ! fo fenfelefs of expence,
"That he will neither know how to maintain it,
Nor ceafe his flow of riot: Takes no account
How things go from him ; nor resumes no care
Of what is to continue ; Never mind
Was to be fo unwise, to be fo kind.
What-fhall be done ? he will not hear, *till feel :
I muft be round with him, now he comes from hunting.
Fie, fie, fie, fie!

Enter Carnis, [stporE, and VarRO.

Car. Good even, Varro: What,
You come for money ?

Vax. Is’t not your businefs too?

Cap. Itis; — And yours too, Jfidore?

Ist,  Itis fo.

Car. *Would we were all difcharg’d.

Var. 1 fear’t.

Car. Herecomes the lord. .

Enter Timon, awith Alcibiades, Lords, &c.

Z1m. Sofoon as dinner’s done, we’ll forth again,

My dicibiades. — With me ® What is your will?

€ dates in, Come, '35 refume
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C4p. My lord, here F is a note of certain dues.
Z1m. Dues? W'hence are you?
Cap. Of Athens here, my lord.
Tim. Go to my fteward.
C.p. Please it your lordﬂnp, he hath put me off
To the fucceflion of new days this month :
My mafter is awak’d by great occasion,
To call upon his own ; and humbly prays you,
‘That with your other noble parts you'll fuit,
In giving him his right.
Z1m. Mine honeft friend,
I prythee, but repair to me next morning.
Car. Nay, good my lord, —
Z1m. Contain thyfelf, good friend.
Var. One Varro’s F fervant, my good lord, ~
Is1. From <F Ifidore;
He humbly prays your fpeedy payment, —
Car. If you -
Did know, my lord, my mafter’s wants,
Var. *Twas due
On forfeiture, my lord, fix weeks. and paft.
Is1. Your fleward puts me off, my lord ; and I
Am fent exprefily to your lordfhip.
Z'rm. Give me breath:
I do befeech you, good my lords, keep on;
[Exexnt Alcibiades, Lords, &c.
T'll wait upon youinftantly. . Come hither; Pray you,
[#0 t/:e Steward.
How goes the world, that Tam thns encounter’d
With clamorous demands of broken bonds,
And the detention of long-fince-due debts,
Againft my honour ?

39 of debt, broken
Vor. VIIL Q
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Ste, - Please you, gentlemen,
The time is unagreeable to this busiriefs :
Your impértunacy ceafe, ’till after dinner;
That I may make his lordfhip underftand
‘Wherefore you are not pay’ J,

Zim. Do fo, my friends: —
See them well entertain’d. [Exit Timon.

Ste.  Pray pou, draw near. [Exit Steward.

Enter APEMANTUS, and a Fool.

Cap. Stay, ftay, here comes the fool with Apemantus;
let’s have fome fport with ’em.

Var. Hang him, he’ll abuse us.

Is1. A plague upon him, dog!

Var. How doft, fool ?

_Arz. Doft dialogue with thy fhadow ?

Var, I fpeak not to thee.

Ape. No, ’tis to thyfelf. . Come away.

Is1. There’s the fool hangs on your back already.

ArE. No, thou ftand’ft fingle, thouart not on him yet.

C.p. Where’s the fool now ?

Are. He laft afk’d the queftion. Poor rogues, and
usurer’s men ; bawds between gold and want!

Ser. VVhat are we, Apemantus ?

ArE. Affes.

Ser. Why?

Are. Thatyouatk mc, what you are, and do not kno“
yourfelves.— Speak to ’em, fool.

Foo. How do you, gentlemen ?

Ser. Gramemcs , good fool: How does your miftrefs?

Foo. She’se’en fcmng on water, to fcald fuch chick-
ens as you are. *Would we could fee you at Corinth/

A4rE. Good! gramercy.
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Enter a Page.

Foa.  Look you, here comes my mafter’s page.

Pag. Why, how now, captain? what do you in this
wise cornpany ? _ How doft thou, Apemantus?

Ape. "Would T had a rod in my mouth, that Imight
anfwer thee profitably.

Pag.. Pr'ythee, Apemantus, read me the fuperfeription
of these 1" Ictters ; I know-not which is which.

Are. Can’ft not read ?

Pag. No.

Apz There will little learning dye then, that day
thou art hang’d. This T is to lord Timen; this T to
Alcibiades, Go; thou waft born a baftard, and thow’lt
dye a bawd.

Pag. Thouwaft whelp’d a dog; and thou fhalt famith,
a dOL7 s death. Anfwer not, [ am gone.  [Exit Page.

drE. Evenfothou out-run’ft grace. —Fool, I will go
with you to lord Zimon'’s.

Foo. Will you leave me there ?

Arx. If Timon fay at home. — You three ferve three
usurers ?

Ser. Ay; ’would they ferv’d us!

ApE. So would I as good a trick as ever hangman -
ferv’d thief.

Foo. Are you three usurers’ men ?

Ser. Ay, fool.

Foo. 1 think, no usurer but has a fool to his fervant
My miftrefs is one, and [ am her fool. When men come
to borrow of your mafters, they approach fadly, and go
away merry ; but they enter my mafter’s houfe merrif,
and go away fadly : The reason of this ?

Var. I could render one. 2

Q.2
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Are. Do it then, that we may account thee a whore-
mafter, and a knave ; which netwithftanding, thou fhalt
be no lefs efteemed. ‘

Var. Whatis a whore-mafter, fool ?

Foo. A foolin good cloaths, and fomething like thee.
*Tis a {pirit: fometime, ’t appears like a lord ; fome-
time, like alawyer; fometime, like a philofopher, with
two ftones more than’s artificial one: He is very often
like aknight; and, generally, in all thapes, that man goes
up and down in, from fourfcore to thirteen, this fpirit
walks in.

V.ar, Thou art riot altogether a fool.

Foo. Northoualtogether awise man:asmuch foolery
as I have, fo much wit thou lack’ft.

Ape. That anfwer might have become Apemantus.

Ser.  Afide, afide ; here comes lord Timon.

Re-enter TimoN, and Steward,

Are. Come with me, fool, come.

Foo. Idonotalways follow lover, elder brother, and
woman ; fometime, the philofopher.

x [ Exeunt Fool, and APEMANTUS,

Ste.  Pray you, walk near; I'll fpeak with you anon.

[ Exeunt Servants.
Z1m. Youmake me marvel : Wherefore, ere this time,
Had you not fully lay’d my ftate before me ;
That I might fo have rated my expence,
As I had leave of means ?
Ste.  You would not hear me,
At many leisures I propos’d.
Tim. Goto:
Perchance, fome fingle vantages you teok,
When my indifposition put you back; '
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And that unaptnefs made you minifter,
Thus to excuse yourfelf,
Sze. O my good lord,
At many times I brought in my accounts,
Lay’d them before you ; you would throw them off,
And (ay, you found them in mine honefty.
When, for fome trifling present, you have bid me
Retarn fo much, I have fhook my head, and wept;
Yea, ’gainft the authority of manners, pray’d you
To hold your hand more clofe : I did endure
Not feldom, nor no flight checks; when I have
Prompted you, in the ebb of your eftate, '
And your great flow of debts, My dear-lov’d lord,
Though you hear now, yet now’s teo late a time ;
The greateft of your having lacks a half
To pay your present debts.
71m. Let all myland be fold.
Ste.  ’Tis all engag’d, fome forfeited and gone;
And what remains will hardly ftop the mouth
Of present dugs: the future comes apace :
What fhall defend the interim ? and at length
How goes our reck’ning ?
Z'1m. To Lacedemon did my land extend.
Sze. O my good lord, the world is but a word 5
Were it all yours, to give it in a breath,
How quickly were it gone ?
Z1m. You tell me true.
Sze. . If you fufpect my husbandry, or falthood,
Cazll me before the exaéteft auditors,
And fet me on the proof. Sothe gods blefs me,
When all our offices have been oppreft
With riotous feeders ; when our vaalts have wept

14 (top late) yet rowes

Q3
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With drunken {pilth of wine; when every room
Hath blaz’d with lights, and bray’d with mmﬂrclfy;
1 have retir'd me to a waftful cock,

And fet mine eyes at flow.

T1m. Prlythee, no more.

Ste. Heavens, have I faid, the bounty of this lord !
How many prodigal bits have flaves, and peasants,
This nightenglutted ! Who neto is not Zimen’s ?
‘Whatheart, head, fivord, force, means, butis lord 7imor’s?
Great Timon's, noble, worthy, royal Timox’s ?

Ah, when the means are gone, that buy this praise,
The breath is gone whereof this praise is made :
Feaft-won, faft loft ; one cloud of winter fhowers,
These flies are coucht.

T1u. Come, fermon me no further :

No villanous bounty yet hath paft my heart;

Unwisely, not ignobly, have I given.

Why doft thou weep ? Canit thou the confcience lack,
‘To thmk I fhall lacf( friends ? Secure thy heart;

If I would broach the veflels of my love,

And try the argument of hearts by borrowing,

Men, and men’s fortanes, could I frankly use,

As I can bid thee fpeak.

Ste.  Aflurance blefs yoar thoughts !

F1x. And, in fome fort, these wants of mine are
crown’d,
That I account them bleflings; for by these
Shall I try friends: You fhall perceive, how you
Miftake my fortunes; I am wealthy in my friends.
Within there, bo! Flaminius ! Servilius !
Enter Flaminius, Servilius, and other Servants.

Ser. My lord, my lord,—

3% Flavius,
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Zim. 1 will difpatch you feverally. —You, to lord, E

Lucius,—

To lord Lucullus, you; Thunted with his
Honour to-day, — you, to Sempronius, —
Commend me to their loves ; and, I am proud, fay,
That my occasions have found time to use them
Toward a fupply of money : let the requeft
Be fifty talents.

Fr4. Asyou have faid, my lord.

Ste. < Lord Lucius, and Lucullus 2 bum ! *

7. Go you, fir, to the fenators,
(Of whom, even to the ftate’s beft health; I have
Deserv’d this hearing) bid ’em fend o’the inftant
A thousand talents to me.
. Ste.. 1have been bold,
(For that I'knew it the moft general way)
To them to use your fignet, and your name
But they do fhake their heads, and I am here
No richer in return.

Zim. Is't true ? can’t be?

Ste.  They anfwer, in a joint and corporate voice,
‘That now they are at fall, want treasure, cannot
Do what they would ; are forry —you are honourable,
Bat yet they could have with’d —they know not, but
Something hath been amifs—a noble nature
May catch a wrench—would all were well—’tis pity—
And fo, intending other ferious matters,
After diftafteful looks, and these hard fra&tions,
With certain half-caps, and cold-moving nods,
"They froze me into filence.

Z1m. You gods reward them ! _
T pr'ythee, man, look cheerly: These old fellows

Q4
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Have their ingratitude in them hereditary :
Their blood is cak’d, ’tis cold, it feldom flows ;
*Tis lack of kindly warmth, they are not kind ;
And nature, as it grows again toward earth,
Ts fathion’d for the journey, dull, and heavy.
Go to Fentidius, — Pr'ythee, be not fad,
Thou art true, and honeft; ingenuoufly I fpeak,
No blame belongs to thee : _ Pentidius lately
Bury’d his father ; by whose death, he is ftept
Into a great eftate : when he was poor,
Imprison’d, and in fearcity of friends,
T clear’d him with five talents : Greet him from me ;
Bid him fuppose, fome good neceflity
Touches his friend, which craves to be remember’d
With those five talents : . that had, give’t these fellows,
‘To whom ’tis inftant due. Ne’er fpeak, or think,
‘That Timon’s fortunes *mong his friends can fink.
Sre. I would, T could not think it; Thatthought is

bounty’s foe ;
Being free itfelf, it thinks all others fo. [ Exeunt.
ACT 1IL

SCENE 1. Tkefame. ARoom inLucullus’s Houfe.

FLaMINIUS aaiting 3 Enter aServant to bim,

Ser. I have told my lord of you, he’s coming down
" to you,
Fra. I thank you, fir.
Enter LuguLLus.
Ser.  Here’s my lord.
Lvc. “One of lord Timon’s men? a gift, I warrant.”
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¢ Why, this hits right; T dreamt of a filver bafon and”
«‘ewre to-night.” _ Flaminius, honeft Flaminius; youare
very refpe@ively welcome, fir. _ Fill me fome wine.
[ ExitServant.] And how does that honourable, compleat,
free-hearted gentleman of Athens, thy very bountiful good
lord and mafter ?

Fra. His health is well, fir.

Lyc. T am right glad, that his health is well, fir:
And what haft thou there under thy cloak, pretty Fhe-
minius ?

Fr 4. Faith, nothing but an empty box, fir; which,
in my lord’s behalf, I come to entreat your honour'to
{upply : who, having great and inftant occasion to use
fifty talents, hath fent to your lordfhip to furnith him;
nothing doubting your present affiftance therein.

Lvc. La, la, la, la, —nothing doubting, fays he?
Alas, good lord! a noble gentleman ’tis, if he would
not keep fo good a houfe. Many a time and often I
ba’ din’d with him, and told him on’t ; and come again
to fupper to him, of purpose to have him fpend lefs :
and yet he would embrace no counfel, take no warn-
ing by my coming. Every man has his fault, and ho-
nefty is his; I ha’ told him on’t, but T could ne’er get
him from’t.

Re-enter Servant, with Wine.

Ser. Please your lordthip, here is the wine.

Luc. Flaminius, T have noted thee always wise. Here’s
to thee., [drinking, and giving Wine to him.

Fra. Yourlordihip fpeaks your pleasure. -

Luc. 1 have observ’d thee always for a towardly
prompt {pirit,—give thee thy due, — and one that knows
what belongs to reason ; and canft nse the time well, if
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the time use thee well : good parts in thee.__ Get you
gone, firrah. [ Exjz Servant.] Draw nearer, honeft Flz-
wuinius. Thy lord’s a bountiful gentleman : but thou art
wise; and thou know’ft well enough, although thou
com’ft to me, that this is no time to lend money ; ef-
pecially upon bare friendthip, without fecurity. Here’s
three F folidares for thee ; good boy, wink at me, and
fay, thou faw’ft me not. Fare thee well.

Fra, Is’t poflible, the world fhould fo much*differ;
And we alive, that liv'd ? Fly, damned bafenefs,
[throwing back the Money.
To him that worfhips thee.

Lvc. Ha! Now I fee, thou art a fool, and fit for thy
mafter. Exit LucvrLus,

Fra. May these add to the number that may fcald

thee !
Let molten coin be thy damnation,
Thou disease of a friend, and not himfelf!
Has friendfhip fuch a faint and milky heare, .
It turns in lefs than two nights ? O you gods,
1 feel my mafter’s paffion! This flave
Unto this hour has my lord’s meat in him:
Why:thould it thrive, and turn to nutriment,
‘When he is turn’d to poison ? J
O, may diseases only work upon’t! [ture,
And, when he’s fick to death, let not that part of na-
Which my lord pay’d for, be of any power
To expel ficknefs, but prolong his hour! [ Exit.

SCENE 1L The fame. A publick Place.
Enter Luctus, awith three Strangers.
Lyc. Who, thelord Timon? heis my very good friend,

22 ynto his Honor
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and an honourable gentleman.

1. §. We know him for no lefs, though we are bat
ftrangers to him. ButIcan tell you one thing, my lord,
and which I hear from common rumours, nowlord 77-
mon’s happy hours are done and paft, and his eftate fhrinks
from him.

Lvc. Fie, no, do not believe it ; he cannot-want for
money.

2, 8. But belieye you this, my lord, that, not long
ago, one of his men was with the lord Lucullus, to bor-
row fifty talents ; nay, urg’d extreamly for’t, and fhew’d
what neceffity belong’d to’t, and yet was deny’d.

Lvc. How ?

2. 8. I tell you, deny’d, my lord.

Lyc, Whata ftrange cafe was that ? now, before the
gods, Tam atham’d on’t, Deny’d that honourable man?
there was very little honour thew’d in’t.  For my own

art, I muft needs confefs, I have receiv’d fome fmall
iindneﬂ'cs from him, as money, plate, jewels, and fuch
like trifles, nothing comparing to his; yet, had he mif-
took him, and fent to me, I fhould ne’er have deny’d his
occasion fo many talents,
Enter SERVILIUS,

8zx. See, by good hap, yonder’smy lord ; Thave fweat
to fee his honour. — My honour’d lord, —

Luc. Serwilius! yon are kindly met, fir, Fare thee
weil ; Commend me to thy honourable, virtuous lord,
my very exquisite friend.

Ser. May it please your honour, my lord hath fent—

Lvc. Ha! what has he fent? T am fo much endear’d
to that lord ; he’s ever fending ; How fhall [ thank him,
think’ft thou ? And what has he fent now?

0 borrow fo many Talents
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Ser. H’as only fent his present occasion now, my
lord 5 requefting your lordfhip to fupply his inftant ufe
with fifty talents.

Lvc. I know, his lordhip is but merry with me;
He cannot want fifty-five hundred talents.

Ser. But in the mean time he wants lefs, my lord.
If his occasion were not virtuous,

I thould not urge it half fo faithfully.
Lvc. Doft thou fpeak ferioufly, Servilius?
- §£r. Upon my foul, ’tis true, fir.

Luc. Whata wicked beaft was I, to diffurnith myfelf
againft fuch a good time; when I might have thewn my-
felf honourable ? how unluckily it happen’d, that I fhould
purchafe the day before for a little dirt, and undo a great
deal of honour? _ Servilius, now, before the gods, Iam
not able to do’t; the more beaft, T fay : Iwas fending to
use lord Timon myfelf, these gentlemen can witnefs ; but
I would not, for the wealth of Azbens, [ had done’t now.
Commend me bountifully to his good lordthip ; and, I
hope, his honour will conceive the faireft of me, because
T have no powerto be kind: And tell him this fromme;
I count it one of my greateft afflitions, fay, that I can-
not pleasure fuch an honourable gentleman. Good Ser-
wilius, will you befriend me fo far, as to use mine own
words to him ?

Ser. Yes, fir, [ fhall.

Lyc. I'lllook you out a good turn, Serwilins. —

[Exiz SErviL1US,
True, as you faid, T7mon is fhrunk, indeed ;
And he, that’s once deny’d, will hardly {peed.
[Exit Lucrus.
1. 8. Do you observe this, Hoffilius?

4 with fo many Talents 14 little part, and
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2. §. Ay, too well. .
1. $. Why this is the world’s foul ; And juft of the
fame piece :
Is every flatterer’s fpirit. Who can call him
His friend, that dips in the fame dith ? for, in
My knowing, Zimon has been this lord’s father,
And kept his credit with his purfe ;
Supported his eftate 5 nay, Timon’s money
Has paid his men their wages : He ne’er drinks,
But Zimor’s filver treads upon his lip ;
And yet, (o, fee the monftroufnefs of man,
When he looks out in an ungrateful fhape ! )
He does deny him, in refpeét of his,
What charitable men afford to beggars.
3. §. Religion groans at it.
1. §. For mine own part,
I never tafted Z7mon in my life,
Nor ¢’er came any of his bounties over me,
To mark me for his friend ; yet, I proteft,
For his right-noble mind, illuftrious virtue,
And honourable carriage,
Had his neceflity made ufz of me,
I would have put my wealth into donation,
And the beft half fhould have return’d to him,
So much I love his heart : But, I perceive,
Men muft learn now with pity to difpenfe;
For policy fits above confcience. [Exeunt.

SCENE 11L. Thefame. A Room in Sempronins® Houfe.
Enter SEMPRONIUS, azd Servant of Timon’s.
SEM. Muft he needs trouble me in’t, *bove all others ?
He might have try’d lord Lucius, or Lucallus;

& fport
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And now Ventidius is wealthy too,
Whom he redeem’d from prison : All these thee
Owe their eftates unto him.
Ser. @ my lord,
‘They have all been touch’d, and found bafe metal ; for
They have all deny’d him ?
SEm. How ! have they deny’d him ?
Has Lucing, an® Ventidius, and Lucullus,
Deny’d him, {ap ypou? and does he fend to me ?
Three ? hum!
It thews but little love, or judgment, in him.
Mutft I be his laft refuge then ¢ His friends,
Like thriv’d physicians, give him over ; Muft
I take the cure upon me? v
H’as much difgrac’d me in’t; I am angry at him,
That might have known my place: I fee no fenfe for’t,
But his occasions might have woo'd me firft;
For, in my confcience, I was the firft man,
That e’er receiv’d gift from him:
And does he think fo backwardly of me now,
That Pll requite it laft ? No: fo it may prove
An argument of Jaughter to the reft,
And among’ft lords I Ball be thought a fool.
I had rather than the worth of thrice the fum,
H’ad fent to me firft, but for my mind’s fake ;
I had fuch a courage to have done him good.
But now return,
And with their faint reply this anfwer join; 1
Who bates mine honour, fhall not know my coin.
[Exit SEMPRONIUS.
Ser. Excellent! Your lordthip’s
A goodly villain. The devil knew not what

3 (like Phyfitians) Thrive, 26 to do him
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He did, when he made man fo politick ;

He crofi”d himfelf by’t: and I cannot think,

But, in the end, the villanies of man

Will fet him clear. How fairly this lord ftrives

To appear foul ? takes virtuous copies to

Be wicked by ; like those, that, under hot

@nv ardent zeal, would fet whole realms on fire:

Of fuch a nature is his politick love.

This was my lord’s beft hope ; now all are fled, v
Save the gods only : Now his friends are dead,

Doors, that were n¢’er acquainted with their wards
Many a bounteous year, muft be employ’d

Now to guard fure their mafter.

And this is all a liberal courfe allows;

Who cannot keep his wealth, muft keep his houfe. [ Exit.

SCENE IV, Tke fame. Hall in Timon’s Houfe.
Euter two Servants of Varro’s, meeting T1tus, Lucius,
HorTENS1US, and Others, Servants to Fimon’s

) Creditors, waiting hbis coming out.
1. 7. Well met; good morrow, Titus, and Hortenfius,
717, The like to you, kind Varro.
Hor. Lucius,
‘What, do we meet together 2
Luc. Ay, and, [ think,
One businefs does command us 2ll ; for mine
Is money.
7r7. Sois T theirs, and ours.
Enter PuirLoTus, N
Lvc. And fir
Philotas too t
Prr. Good day atonce.

*© onely the Gods
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Lvc. Welcome, good brother. .
What do you think the hour?

Pui. Labouring for nine.

Lvc. So much ?

Pu1. Isnot my lord feen yet?

Lvc. Not yet.

Pui. 1 wonder on’t ; he was won’t to fhine at fever.

Luc. Ay, but the days are waxt fhorter with him:
You muft confider, that a prodigal’s courfe
Is like the fun’s ; but not, like his, recoverable.

I fear,

>Tis deepeft winter in lord Timen’s purfe ;
That is, one may reach deep enough, and yet
Find little.

Par. Yam of your fear for that.

Z17. Pll fhew you how to observe a ftrange event.
Your lord fends now for money :

Hor. Mott true, he does. -

17, And he wears jewels now of Timen’s gift,

For which I wait for money.

Hor:1t is againft my heart.

Luc. Mark you, how ftrange it fhows,
Timon in this fhould pay more than he owes ¢
And e’en as if your lord fhould wear rich jewels,

And fend for money for ’em,

Hox. I am weary of this charge, the gods can witnefs:
1 know, my lord hath fpent of T7men’s wealth, \
And now ingratitude makes it worfe than ftealth.

1. 7. Yes, mine’s three thousand crowns: What’s yours?

Luc. Five thousand mine.

1. 7. ’Tis much deep : and it fhould feem by the fum,
Your mafter’s confidence was above mine;

‘
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Elfe, furely, his had equal’d.

Enter FLAMINIUS,
Z17. One of lord T7mon’s men.
Lvc. Flaminius ? _Sir, a word ; Pray, is my lord
Ready to come forth ?
Fra. No, indeed, heis not.
T17. We attend his lordthip ; pray, fignify fo much.
Fr4. 1 need not tell him that ; he knows, you are too
Enter Steward in a Cloke, muf’d.  [diligent.
Lvc. Ha! is not that his feward mufi’d fo ?
He goes away in a cloud : call him, call him.
‘T;g'r. Do you hear, fir? [Exit FLaminius.
2. V. By your leave, fir,—
Ste.  'What do you afk of me, my friend ?
717. We wait for certain money here, fir.
Ste. Ay,
If money were as certain as your waiting,
*T'were fure enough. Why then prefer’d you not
Your fums, and bills, when your falfe mafters eat
Of my lord’s meat ¢ Then they would fmile, and fawn
Upon his debts, and take down th’ intereft i
Intotheir gluttonous maws. Youdo yourfelves butwrong,
To ftir me up ; let me pafs quietly:
Believe’t, my lord and I have made an end;
I bave no more to reckon, he to fpend.
Luc. Ay, but this anfwer will not ferve.
Ste.  If "wwill not ferve, ’tis not fo bafe as you ;
Fer you ferve knaves. [ Exit Steward.
1. 7. How’s that? twhat faps be ? what does
His cafhier’d worfhip mutter?
2. 7. Nomatter what; he's poor,
And that’s revenge enough. Who can fpeak broader,

Vor. VIIL R
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Than he that has no houfe to put his head in ?
Such may bave feave to rail againit great buildings.
Enter SERVILIUS.
T17. O, here’s Serwilius; now we fhall know
Some anfwer.
Ser. If I might befeech you, gentlemen,
YBut to fepair fome other hour, I thould
Derive much from’t : for, take it o’my foul,
My lord leans wondroufly to difcontent :
His comfortable temper has forfook him ;
Heis muchout of health, and keeps his chamber.
Luyc.- Many do keep their chambers, are not fick :
And, if it be {o far beyond his health,
Methinks, he fhould the fooner pay his debts,
And make a clear way to the gods.
Ser. Good gods!
T1r. We can’t take this for anfwer; fir.
F1a. [within.) Serwilius, help! my lord, my lord, —
Enter T1mon, Flaminius a/fal,’ar:.;.u'ng.-
Tia. What, are my doors oppos’d againft my paffage ?
Have I been ever free, and muft my houfe
Be my retentive enemy, my jail ?
The place, which I have feafted, does it now,
Like all mankind, fhew me an iron heart ?
Lvc. Putin now, Titus.
g1r. Mylordy here is my T bill.
Lvc. Here’s 1 mine,
Hoz. And mine, my lord. L
Fars. And T ours, my: lord.»
Px1. Allour 7 bills.
913. Knock me down with ’em,
Cleave, nic to the girdle. z

38 y, Note,
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Lyc. Alas, my lord,—

1. Cut out Bt}
My heart in fums.

917, Mine, fifty talents,

1. Tell out
My blood.

Luvc. Five thousand crowns, my lord.

M. Five thousand drops
Pays that: . Whatyours? _and yours ?

1. 7. Mylord—
2. 7. My lord, — [you!
T1m. Dere tear me, take me, and the gods fall upon

[ Exit TimoN.

Hox. Faith, I perceive, our mafters may throw their
caps at their money ; these debts may well be call’d def-.
perate ones, fora madman owes ’em. .

[ Exeunt Creditors’ Servants.
Re-enter T1mox, Steward following.

71m. Theyhavee’enputmybreathfrom me, theflaves:
Creditors ! devils.

Ste. My dear lord,—

T1m. What if it thould be fo ?

Ste. My lord, —

Z1m. Tll haveit {o: My fteward ? —

Ste. Here, my lord.

Z1m. Sofitly? _ Go, bid all my friends again,
Lucius, Lucullus, and Sempronius, all;
P11 once more feaft the rafeals.

Ste. O my lord,
You only fpeak from your diftratted foul 5
There is not fo much left, to furnith out
A moderate table.

Rz
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T1n. Be it notin thy care ; go,
I charge thee, invite them all : let in the tide
Of knaves once more; my cook and I’ll provide.

SCENE V. Thke fame. The Senate-Houfe.
Senate fitting. Enter ALCIBIADES, attended.

v. 5. My lord, you have my voice to’t; the fault’s
*Tis neceflary, he fhould dye: * [bloody 3
Nothing emboldens fin fo much as mercy.

2. §. Moft true; the law fhall bruise’em.

Azxc. Honour, health, and compaflion to the fenatc!

1. §. Now, captain?

Azc. 1 am an humble fuitdr to your virtues ;

For pity is the virtue of the law,

And none but tyrants use it cruelly.

It pleases time, and fortune, to lye heavy
Upon a friend of mine, who, in hot blood,
Hath ftept into the law, which is paft depth
To those that, without heed, do plunge into’t.
Heis a man, fetting his fault afide,

Of comely virtues :

Nor did he foil the fa& with.cowardife;

(And honour in him, which buys out his fault}
But, with a noble fury, and fair fpirir,

Seeing his reputation touch’d to death,

He did oppose his foe :

And with fuch fober and unnoted paffion

He did behave his anger, ere *twas fpent,

As if he had but prov’d an argument.

1. 8. You undergo too ftri& a paradox,
Striving to make an ugly deed look fair:
Your words have took fuch pains, as if they labour’d

29 his Fate 2% behoove
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To bring man-flaughter. into form, fct quarrelling
Upon the head of valour ; which, indeed,
Is valour mifbegot, and came into the world
When fets and fa&tions were newly born:
He’s truly valiant, that can wisely fuffer
The worlt that man can breath ; and make his wrongs
His outfides, wear them, like his rayment, carelefly ;
And ne’er prefer hisinjuries to his heart,
To bring it into danger.
If wrongs be evils, and enforce us kill,
What folly ’tis, to hazard life for ill 2

Arc. My lord,—~

1. §. You cannot make grofs fins look clear;
To revenge is novalour, but to bear.

Azc. My lords, then, under favour, pardon me,
If [ {peak like a captain.—
Why do fond men expose themfelves to battle,
And not endureall threats ? nap, fleep upon’t,
And let the foes quietly cut their throats,
Without repugnancy ¢ ©r, if there be
Such valour in the bearing, what make we
Abroad ? why then, {ure, women are more valiant,
That ftay at home, if bearing carry it ;
The afs, more than the lion ; and the fellow
Loaden with irons, wiser than the judge,
If wisdom bein fuffering. O my lords,
As you are great, be piufully gaod :
‘Who cannot condemn ra(hnefgin cold blood ?
To kill, I grant, is fin’s extreameft guft ;
But, in defence, by mercy, ’tis moft juft.
To be in anger, is impiety :
But who is man, thatis not angry ?

t forme, and fet 7 Out-fides, | Toweare %+ v, Note.

Ry
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Weigh but the crime with this. 2
2. 8. You breath in vain.
Arc, Invain? his fervice done
At Lacedzmon, and Byzantium,
Were a fufficient briber for his life.
1. §. What’s that?
Arc. Why, [ fay, mylords, he has done fair fervice,
And flain in fight many of our enemies :
How full of valour did he bear himfelf
In the laft confli&, and made plenteous wounds ?
2. §. He has made too much plenty with ’em ; he
Is a fworn rioter : he has a fin
That often drowns him, takes his valour prisoner;
9nd, if there were no foes, that were enough
To overcome him: in that beaftly fury
He has been known to commit outrages,
And cherith fa&ions: *Tis infer’d to us,
His days are foul, and his drink dangerous.
1. §. Hedies.
Arc. Hard fate! he might have dy’d in war.
My lords, if not for any parts in him,
(Though his right arm might purchafe his own time,
And be in debt to.none) yet, more to move you,
‘Take my deserts to his, and join ’em both:
And, for I know your reverend ages love
Security, I’ll pawn my vi&tories, all
My honours to you, upon his good returns.
If by this crime he owes the law his life,
Why, let the war receive’t in valiant gore ;
. For law is ftri&, and war is nothing more.
1. §. We are for law, he dies ; urge it no more,
On height of our difpleasure : Friend, or brother,

3 him, and takes 3 '
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He forfeits his own blood, that fpills another.

Arc. Muft it be fo? it muft not be. My lords,

I do befeech you, know me. “

2. 8. How ? -

Arc. Call me .

To yourremembrance. y

3. 8. What?

A1c. I'cannot think, but your age has forgot me §
It could not elfe be, I thould prove fo bafe,

To fue, and be deny’d fuch common grace :
My wounds ake at you.

1. 8. Do youdare our anger? .
>Tis in few words, but fpacious in effelt;
We banith thee for ever.

Airc. Banith me?

Banith your dotage ; banilh usury,
That makes the fenate ugly.

1. 8. If after two days’ thine Arhens contain thee,
Attend our welghner_;udgment And, not to fivell your
He fhall be executed presently. [lpirit,

[Exeunt Senate:

Arc. Now the gods keep you old ; that you may live
Only in bone, that none may look on you! .

Iam worfe than mad: I-have kept back their foes,
While they have told their money, and let out
Their coin upon largeintereft ; I my felf

Rich only in large hurts; All those, for this?

Is this the balfam, that lhe usuring fenate

Pours into captains’ wounds? ha! banifhment ?

It comes not 1115 I hate not to be banifh’d,

It is a cause worthy my fpleen and fury,

That I may ftrike at Athens. Pl cheer up

¢ remembrances. '9 fwell qur Spirit 22 old erough, | That

R4
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My difcontented troops, and lay for hearts.
*T1s honour, with moft lands to be at odds:
Soldiers fhould brook as little wrongs, as gods. [Exir.

SCENE VY. The fame. State-Rocmin Timon’s Houje.
Musick. Tables cover’d. Domefticks attending.
Enter divers Senators, Lords, &c.

1. L. The good time of day to you, fir.

2. L. I alfo wifh it to you, [ think, this honourable
lord did but try vs this other day.

1. L. Upon that were my thoughts tiring, when we
encounter’d : I hope, it is not fo low with him, as he
made it feem in the trial of his feveral friends.

2. L. Tt fhould not be, by the perfuasion of his new
feafting.

1. L. I fhould think fo:He hath fent me an earneft
inviting, which many my near occasions did ‘urge me to
put off ; but he hath conjur’d me beyond them, and I
maft needs appear. :

2. L. In like manner was I in debt to my importu-
nate businefs, but he would not hear my excofe. I am
forry, when he fent to borrow of me, that my provision
was out.

1. L. I am fick of that grief too, as I underftand how
all things go.

2. L. Every man here’s fo. What would he have bor«
row’d of you?

1. L. A thousand pieces.

2. L. A thousand pieces !

1. L. What of you?

2. L. He fent to me, fir, — Here he comes.

Flourifb. Enter TimoN, attended.

%6 heares fo
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7M. With all my heart, gentlemen both s And how
fare you?

1. L. Ever at the beft, hearing well of your lordfhip.

2. L. The fwallow follows not fummer more willing,
than we your lordfhip.

Z1m. ¢ Nor more willingly leaves winter; fuch”
«fummer birds are men.”” Gentlemen, our dinner will
not recompence this long ftay : feaft your ears with the
musick a while; if they will fare fo harfhly, ag o’the
trumpet’s found : we fhall to’t presently.

L. Ihope, itremains not unkindly with your lord-
thip, that I return’d you an empty meflenger.

T1u. O, fir, let it not trouble you.

2. L. My noble lord, —

Z1m. Ah, my good friend ! what cheer?

[Banguet brought in,

2. L. My mofthonourablelord, Iame’enfick of fhame,
that, when your lordfhip this other day fent to me, I was
fo unfortunate abeggar

Z1a. Think not on’t, fir,

2. L. If you had fent but two hours before, —

Z1m. Let it not cumber your better remembrance.

[ goes towvard the Table.
Come, bring in all together.
2. L. All cover'd difhes!
. Royal chear, I warrant you.
Doubt not that, if money, and the feason can

How do you ? What’s the news ?

. Alcibipdes is banifh’d : Hear you of it
. Alcibiades banith’d !

. ’Tis fo, be fure of it.

l"N hb‘ l*(\

1.
.3
yicld
1.
3
1.
3
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1. L. How? how?
2. L. 1 pray you, upon what ?
Tim. My worthy friends, will you draw near ?
3..L. Tl tell you more anon. Here’s a noble feaft
toward. )
* ‘2. L. This is the old man ftill.
. L. Wilt hold # wilt hold ?
. L. Tt does: but time will=rand fo.
3. L. 1 do conceive. [tbey approach the Table.
Z1m. Each man to his ftool, with that fpur as he
would to the lip of his miftrefs: your diet fhall be in alf
places alike. Make nota city feaft of it, to let the meat
cool, ere we can agree upon the firft place : fit, fit. The
gods require our thanks. -
You great benefaftors, {prinkle our fociety with
thankfulnefs. For your own gifts, make yourfelves
prais’d: but reserve ftill to give, left your deities be
defpised. Lend to each man enough, that one need
not lend to another: for, were your godheads to bor-
row of men, men would forfake the gods. Let the
meat be beloved, more than the man that gives it.
Let no affembly of twenty be without a fcore of vil-
lains : If there fit twelve women at a table, let a dozen
of them be as they are. The reft of your fees, o gods,
—the fenators of Aibens, together with the common
lag of pcople, — whatisamifs in them, you gods, make
fuitable for deftru&ion. For these my present friends,
—as they are tome nothing, {oin nothing blefs themy
and to nothing are they welcome.
Uncover, dogs, and lap.
Some fpeak. What does his lordfhip mean ?
Some other. 1 know not.

ISR I

26 common legze of
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71m. May youa better feaft never behold,

[ Difloes difcover’d, fill'd only awith avarm Water.
Youknotof mouth-friends! fmoke, and luke-warm water,
Is your perfettion. This is Timon’s laft;

Who, ftuck and fpangl’d with your flatteries,
Wathes it off, and fprinkles in your faces
Your reeking villany. Live loath’d, and long,
Moft {miling, fmooth, detefted parafites,
Courteous deftroyers, affable wolves, meek bears,
You fools of fortune, trencher-friends, time’s flies,
Cap and knee flaves, vapours, and minute-jacks !
Of man, and beaft, the infinite malady
Cruft you quite o’er ! —What, doft thougo? 2
Soft, take thy physick firft, _thou too, —and thou; —
Stay, I will lend thee money, borrow none. —
[#broavs the Difbes at them, and drivves them out.
What, all in motion ? Henceforth be no feait,
Whereat avillain’s not a welcome gueft.
Burn, houfe; fink, 4thens ! henceforth hated be
Of 7imon, man, and all humanity. {Exit Timon.
Re-enter Lords, &c.

1. L. How now, mylords?

2. L. Know you the quality of lord Zimon’s fury ?

3. L. Pith! did you fee my cap?

4. L. I have loft my gown.

1. L. He’s but a mad lord, and nought but humours
fivays him. He gave me 2 jewel the other day, and
now he has beat it out of my bat : _Did you fee my
jewel? .

« 3. L. Did you fee my cap ?

2. L. Here 1 ’tis.

4. L. Here lies my " gown.

S you with 24 Pafh, 39 2,Did 3' 3, Here
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L. Let’s make no ftay.

L. Lord Timon’s mac{

L. I feel’t upon my bones.

L. One day he givesusdiamonds, next day ftones.

AC T IV
SCENE 1. The fume. Ficlds without the Wall.
Enter TimoN, meanly habited.

T1x. Let me look back upon thee, o thouwall,
That girdl’ft in those wolves ; Dive in the earth,
And fence not Athens! Matrons, turn incontinent ;
Obedience fail in childrent flaves, and fools, }
Pluck the grave wrinkl'd fenate from the bench,
-And minifter in their fteads ! to general filths
Convert o’the inftant, green viriinity,

Do’t in your parents’ eyes! bankrupts, hold faft ;
Rather than render back, out with your knives,
And cut your trufters’ throats ! bound fervants, fteal ;
Large-handed robbers your grave mafters are,
And pill by law! maid, to thy mafter’s bed,
Thy miftrefs is o’the brothel! fon of fixteen,
Pluck the lin’d crutch from thy old limping fire,
With it beat out his brains! piety, and fear,
Religion to the gods, peace, juftice, truth,
Domeflick awe, night-reft, and neighbourhood,
Inftru&tion, manners, myfteries, and trades,
Degrees, observances, cuftoms, and laws,

Decline to your confounding contraries,

And let confusion live! Plagues, incident to men,
Your potent and infeious fevers heap

#2 girdles 3* And yet Con-
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On Athens, ripe for firoke! thou cold fciatica,
Cripple our fenators, that their limbs may hale
As lamely as their manners ! luft and liberty
Creep in the minds and marrows of our youth ;
That ’gainft the ftream of virtue they may ftrive,
And drown themfelves in riot! itches, blains,
Sow all the Atbenian bosoms ; and their crop

Be general leprofy ! breath infeét breath;

That their fociety, as their friendfhip, may

Be meerly poison ! Nothing I'll bear from thee
But nakednefs, thou déteftable town :

Take thou that too, with multiplying bans!

T imon will to the woods; where he fhall find
The unkindeft beaft more kinder than mankind.
"The gods confound (hear me, you good gods all)
The Atheniars both within and out that wall!
And grant, as Timon grows, his hate may grow
‘To the whole race of mankind, high, and low!

Amen. [Exit.
SCENE M. The fame. Room in Timon’s Houfe.
Enter Steward, and certain Servants. [ter?

1. §. Hearyou, good mafter fleward; where’s our maf-
Are we undone? caft off? nothing remaining ?

Ste.  Alack, my fellows, what fhould I fay to you ?
Let be recorded by the righteous gods,
I am as poor as you.

1. 8. Such a houfe broke!
So noble a mafter fall’'n ! All gone; and not
One friend, to take his fortune by the arm,
And go along with him !

2. §. As we do turn our backs

26 Let me be



54 Timon of Athens.

From our companion, thrown into his grave;
So his familiars from his bury’d fortunes
Slink all away ; leave their falfe vows with him,
Like empty purfes pick’d : and his poor felf,
A dedicated beggar to the air,
With bis disease of all-fhun’d poverty,
Walks, like contempt, alone. More of our follows.
Enter other Servants.
Ste.  All broken implements of a ruin’d houfe.
3. §. Yet do our hearts wear Zimon's livery,
That fee I by our faces; we are fellows ftill,
Serving alike in forrow: Leak'd is our bark;
And we, poor mates, ftand on the dying deck,
Hearing the furges threat: we maft all part
Into this fea of air.
Ste.  Good fellows all, ;
The lateft of my wealth P’ll fhare among’ft you.
Wherever we fhall meet, for Timon's fake,
Let’s yet be fellows; let’s fhake our heads, and fay,
As "twere a knell unto our matter’s fortunes,
We bawe feen better days. Let each take fome;
" [giving them Money.
Nay,,put out all your hands. Not one word more :
Thaus part we rich in forrow, parting poor.
[embrace, and Exeunt Servants,
O, the fierce wretchednefs that glory brings us! !
‘Who would not with to be from wealth exempt,
Sirce riches point to misery, and contempt ?
Who'd be fo mock’d with glory ? or to live
Butin a dream of friendfhip?
"To have his pomp, and all what flate compounds,
But only painted, like his varnifh’d friends?

2 Familiars to his



Timon of Athens. © 55

Poor honeft lord, brought low by his own heart;
Undone by goodnefs ! —Strange, unusual blood,
When man’s wordt fin is, he does too much good !
Who then dares to be half {o kind again 2

For bounty, that makes gods, does ftill mar men.
My deareit lord, —bleft, to be moft accurft;
Rich, only to be wretched ;—thy great fortunes
Are made thy chief affiidtions. Alas, kind lord !
He’s flung in rage from this ingrateful feat

Of monftrous friends: nor has he with him to
Supply his life, or that which can command it.
I’il follow, and inquire him out :

Tl ever ferve his mind with my beft will ;

Whilt I have gold, DIl be his fteward ftill. ©  [Exiz.

SC ENE L. Woods; a Cavein View.
. Enter TiMON, avith a Spade.
Z1m. O blefled breeding fun, draw from the earth
Rotten humidity ; below thy fifter’s orb
Infe& the air! Twin’d brothers of one womb, —
Whose procreation, residence, and birch,
Scarce is dividant, —touch them with feveral fortunes,
The greater fcorns the leffer : Not pis nature,
‘T'o whom all fores lay fiege, can bear great fortunc,
But by contempt of nature.
Raise me this beggar, and denude that lord ;
The fenator fhall bear contempt hereditary,
‘The beggar native honour :
It is the pafture lards the weather’s fides,
‘The want that makes him lean. Who dares, who dares
In purity of manhood ftand upright, i
And fay, Thisman's a flatterer ? if one be,

5 doc fill 26 deny'vthat 27 Senators :?9 the Brothers
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So are they all; for every grize of fortune

Is fmooth’d by that below : the learned pate

Ducks to the golden fool : All is oblique ;

There’s nothing level in our curfed natures,

But dire& villany. Therefore, be abhor’d

All feafts, focieties, and throngs of men!

His femblable, yea, himfelf, 7mon difdains :

Deftru&tion phang mankind ! . Earth, yield me roots :
[digging.

Who feeks for better of thee, fance his palate

With thy moft operant poison! What is here?

Gold ? yellow, glittering, precious gold? No, gods,

I am no idle votarift; Roots, youclear heavens!

"Thus *f much of this will make black, white ; foul, fair;

Wrong, right ; bafe, noble ; old, young ; coward, valiant.

Ha, you gods ! why this? why this, you gods? Why, this

Will lug your priefts and fervants from your fides ;

Pluck ftout men’s pillows from below their heads :

This yellow flave /

Will knit and break religions, blefs the accurft ;

Make the hoar leprofy ador’d ; place thieves,

And give them title, knee, and approbation,

‘With fenators on the bench : this thig is it,

That makes the wappen'd widow wed again ;

She, whom the fpital-houfe and ulcerous fores

Would caft the gorge at, this embalms and fpices

To the April-day again. Come, damned earth,

Thou common whore of mankind, that put’ft odds

Among the rout of nations, I will make thee

Do thy rightnature. [ Drum.]Haladram? Thow’rtquick.

But yet I'll bury T thee : Thow’lt go, ftrong thief,

When gouty keepers of thee cannot ftand :

16 what this, you 28 puttes
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Nay, ftay 4hou T~ ont for earneft.
Enter ALCIBIADES, with PuRYN1A and TYMANDRA
Soldiers, at a Diftance, marching.
Arc. What art thou there ? fpeak.
713, Abeaft, asthouart: The cankergnaw thy heart,
For fhewing me again the eyes of man !
Arc. What is thy name ? Is man fo hateful to thee,
That art thyfelf a man ?
Z1m. I am mifanthropos, and hate mankind.
For thy part, I do wifh thou wert 2 dog,
That I might love thee fomething.
Arc. I know thee well ;
But in thy fortunes am unlearn’d and ftrange.
91m. 1knowtheetoo;and more,thanthatl know thee,
I not desire to know. Follow thy drum;
With man’s blood paint the ground, gules, total gules:
Religious canons, civil laws are cruel;
Then what fhould war be? This fell §~ whore of thine
Hath in her more deftru&ion than thy fword,
For all her cherubin look.
Par. Thy lips rot off !
Zrum, 1 will not kifs thee ; then the rot returns
To thine own lips again,
Arc. How came the noble Timon to this change ?
711, As the moon docs, by wanting light to g.we.
But then renew I could not, like the moon ;
There were no funs to borrow of.
Arc. Noble Timen,
What friendfhip may I do thee ;
T1m. None but thig,
T'o maintain my opinion.
Aic. What isit, Timon? ) i

Vor. VIIL é S
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Z1x. Promise me friendfhip, but perform noné : If
Thou wilt not promise, the gods plague thee, for
‘Thou art 2 man! if thou doft promise, and
Perform, counfound thee, for thou art 2 man!

Azrc, Uhave heard in fome fort of thy miseries. *

Z1m. Thou faw’ft them when I had profperity.

Azrc. Ifeethem now ; then was a blefled time,

T1m. Asthine is now, held witha brace of harlots.

Trm. Vs this the Athenian minion; whom the world
Voic’d fo regardfully ?

T1m. Artthou Tymandra ?

Trm, Yes.

Tim. Beawhoreflill! theylove thee not, that usethee ;
Give them diseases, leaving with thee their lut.

Make ufe of thy falt hours : feason the flaves
For tubs, 4nd baths; bring down the rose-cheek’d youth
To the tub-faft, and the diet.

Zru. Hang thee, monfter!

Azrc. Pardon him, fweet Tymandra ; for his wits
Are drown’d and loft in his calamities. —

1 have buc little gold of late, brave Zimon,
The want whereof doth daily make revolt
In my penurious band : I have heard, and griev’d,
How curfed Athens, mindlefs of thy worth,
Forgetting thy great deeds, when neighbour fates,
Baut for thy fword and fortune, trod upon them,—

T1m. 1 prythee, beat thy drum, and get thee gone.

Azc. I am thy friend, and pity thee, dear 7imon.

T'1m. How doft thou pity him whomthou doft trouble?
I had rather be alone.

Arc. Why, fare thee well :
Here is fome 7~ gold for thee.

37 Fubfaft
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Z1u. Keepit, I cannot eat it,
Arc. When I have lay’d proud 4rhens on a heap, —
T1u. Warlt thou ’gainft Arbens 2
Avrc. Ay, Timon, and have cause.
71u. The gods confound them in thy conqueft; and
Thee after, when thou haft conquer’d!
Arc. Why me, Timon? ot
Zim. That, by killing of villains, thou waft born
To conquer thy own countrey.
Put up thy gold : Go on,—here’s T gold,—go on;
Be as a planetary plague, when Fowe
Will o’er fome high-vic’d city hang his poison
In the fick air : Let not thy fword fkip one :
Pity not honour’d age for his white beard,
He is an usurer : Strike me the counterfeit matron
It is her habit only thatis honeft,
Herfelf’s a bawd : Let notthe virgin’s cheek
Make foft thy trenchant fword ; for those milk-paps,
That through the window -lawn bore at men’s eyes,
Are not within the leaf of pity writ,
Set them down horrible traitors: Spare not the babe,
Whose dimpl'd {miles from fools exhauft their mercy ;
Think it a baftard, whom the oracle .
Hath doubtfully pronounc’d thy throat thall cut,
And mince it fans remorfe : Swear againft obje&s,
Put armour on thine ears, and on thine eyes ;
Whose proof, nor yells of mothers, maids, nor babes,
Nor fight of priefts in holy veftments bleeding,
Shall pierce a jot. There’s ¥ gold to pay thy foldiers :
Make large confusion ; and, thy fury fpent,
Confouuded be thyfelf! Speak not, be gone. [me,
Arc. Haft thougold yet? I'll take the gold thou giv’ft

$ them all in 9 conquer my Country
*9 window Barne ** Butfet %+ the throat

Sz
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Not all thy counfel. {thee!
T1m. Doft thou, or doft thou not, heaven’s curfe upon
Wom. Giveus fomegold, good 7imon; Haft thoumore?
Z1m. Enough to make 2 whore forfivear her trade,

And to make whore 2 bawd. Hold up, you fluts,

Your aprons mountant : You are not oathable, —

Although, 1 know, you’ll fwear, terribly fwear,

Into ftrong fhudders, and to heavenly agues,

The immortal gods that hear you, —fpare your oaths,

T’ll truft to your conditions : Be whores ftill ;

And he whose pious breath feeks to convert you,

Be firong in whore, allure him, burn him up ;

Let your clofe fire predominate his finoke,

And be no turn-coats : Yetmay your pains, fix months,

Be quite contréiry : thatch your poor thin roofs

‘With burthens of the dead ; —fome that were hang’d,

No matter ; — wear them, betray with them : whore ftill 5

Paint ’till a horfe may mire upon your face,

A pox of wrinkles !

Wom. Well, more gold ; —What then i —

Believe't, that we’ll do any thing for gold.
1. Confumptions fow

In hollow bones of man ; ftrike their fharp fhins,

And mar men’s fparring. Crack the lawyer’s voice,

That he may never more falfe title plead,

Nor found his quillets thrilly : hoar the flamen,

"That fcolds againft the quality of flefh, i

And not believes himfelt: down with the nose,

Down with it flat; take the bridge quite away

Of him, that his particular not forefees,

Smels for the general'weal : makecurl’d-paterufliansbald;

And let the unfcar’d braggarts of the war

S Whores 'S contrary, And Thatch 24 fpurring
27 feold’t  3° particular to forcfee | Smels from the
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Derive fome pain from you : Plague all ;

That your aétivity may defeat and quell

The fource of all ereGtion. There’s more  gold :

Do you damn others, and let this damn you,

And ditches grave you all! [mon.
3 om.- More counfel, with more money, bounteous 77-
Zim. More whore, more mifchief firft ; I have given

you earneft, © [Timon;
Arc. Strike up the drum towards Athens. Farewel,

If I thrive well, Pl visit thee again.
71m. 1f I hope well, I’ll never fee thee more.
Arc. Ineverdid thee harm.

Z1m. Yes, thou {pok’ft well of me.
Arc. Call’ft thou that harm?
1. Men daily find it. Dence;

Get thee away, and take thy beagles with thee.

Arc. We butoffend him. —Strike. [March,
[Exeunt ALciBiapes, &c. PuRr. and Tym.
713, That nature, being fick of man’s unkindnefs,

Should yet be hungry : — Common mather, thou

Whose womb unmeasurable, and infinite breaft,

Teems, and feeds all ; ¢ thou, whose felf-fame mettle,

Whereof thy proud child, arrogant man, is puft,

Engenders the black toad, and adder blue,

The gilded newt, and eyelefs venom’d worm,

With all the abhorred births below crifp heaven

Whereon Hyperion’s quick’ning fire doth fhine;

Yield him, who all thy buman fons doth hate,

From forth thy plenteous bosom, one poor root! [digs,

Enfear thy fertile and conceptious womb,

Let it no more bring out ingrateful man!

Go great with tygers, dragons, wolves, and bears ;.

28 the humane Sonnes do
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Teem with new monfters, whom thy upward face
Hath to the marble manfion all above
Never presented! __O, a T~ root, _ Dear thanks!
Dry up thy marrows, vines, and plough-torn leas ;
Whereof ingrateful man, with licorith dranghts,
And morfels unétious, greases his pure mind,
That from it all confideration flips ! _
Enter APEMANTUS.
More man ? Plague, plague!
ArE, T was diretted hither : Men report,
Thou doft affe@ my manners, and doft use them.
Z1m. *Tis then, because thou doft not keep a dog
‘Whom I would imitate: Confumption catch thee!
ArE, This is in thee a nature but affeted ;
A poor unmanly melancholy, fprun
From change of fortune. Why this {pade ? this place?
This flave-like habit ? and these looks of care ?
Thy flatterers yet wear filk, drink wiae, lye foft;
Hug their diseas’d perfumes, and have forgot
That ever Timon was. Shame not these weeds,
By putting on the cunning of a carper.
Be thou a flatterer now, and feek to thrive
By that which has undone thee: hindge thy knee,
‘And let his very breath, whom thou’lt observe,
Blow off thy cap ; praise his moft vicious ftrain,
And call it excellent : Thou waft told thus;
‘Thou gav’ft thine ears, like tapfters, that bid welcome,
To knaves, and all approachers : "Tis moft juft,
"That thou tarn rafcal; had’ft thos wealth again,
Rafcals fhould hav’t. Do not affume my likenefs,
Z1m. Werel like thee, I’d throw away myfelf. J
ArE. Thou haft caft away thyfelf, being like thyfelf;

2 Marbled !4 infe®ed 6 of future, 2° Woods
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A madman fo long, now a fool : What, think’ft
That the bleak air, thy boift’rous chamberlain,

Will put thy fhirt on warm? will these moift trees,
That have outliv’d the eagle, page thy heels,

And fkip when thou point’ft ont ? will the cold brook,
Candy’d with ice, caudle thy morning tafte,

To cure thy o’er-night’s furfeit? Call the creatures,—
Whose naked natures live in all the fpite

Of wreakful heaven; whose bare anhoused trunks,
To the conflifting elements expos’d, '
Anfwer meer nature, —bid them flatter thee ;

O, thou fhalt find —

7M. A fool of thee: Depart.

Arke. I love thee better now than ere I did.

Z1m. T hate thee worfe.

Ape. Why ? g

Z1m. Thou flatter'ft misery.

ApE, I flatter not; but fay, thou art a caitiff.

Z1m. Why doft thou feek me out?

ApE. To vex thee.

Z1m. Always a villain’s office, or a fool’s.

Doft please thyfelf in’t ?

ApE. Ay.

Z1m. What a knave thou!

Ape. If thou did’t put this four cold habit on
To caftigate thy pride, twere well : but thou
Dott it enforcedly ; thou’dft courtier be again,
Wert thou not beggar. Willing miscry
Out-vies uncertain pomp, is crown’d before :
‘The one 1s filling ftill, never compleat ;

The other, at hifh wifh : Beft ftace, contcntlefsZ
Hath a diftracted and moft wretched being,

24 Knavetoo ? 29 Ont.livey

’ S 4



64 _ ‘Timon of Athens.

Wo:fe than the worft, content.
Thou fhould’ft desire to dye, being miserable.

1. Not by his breath, that is more miserable.
Thou art a flave, whom fortune’s tender arm
With favour never clafp’d ; but bred a dog.
Had’ft thou, like us, from our firft fwath, proceeded
" Through fweet degrees that this brief world affords
‘To fuch as may the paffive drugs of it
Freely command, thou would’ft have plung’d thyfelf
In general riot ; melted down thy youth
In different beds of luft; and never learn’d
The icy precepts of refpe&, but follow’d
The fugar'd game before thee. But myfelf,
Who had the world as my. confe&tionary ;
"The mouths, the tongues, the eyes, and hearts of men
At duty, more than I could frame employment :
‘That numberlefs upon me ftuck, as leaves
Do on the oak ; and with one winter’s bruth
Fell from their boughs, and left me open, bare
For every ftorm that blows : I to bear this,
That never knew but better, is fome burthen:
Thy nature did commence in fufferance, time
Hath madetheehardin’t. Why fhoald’ft thou hate men ?
They never flatter’d thee: What hat thou given ?
If thou wilt curfe, thy father, that poor rag,
Moutft be thy fubje&t; who in {pite put ftuff
"To fome fhe beggar, and compounded thee
Poor rogue hereditary. Hence; be gone!
If thou had’ft not been born the worft of men,
Thou hadft been a knave, and flatterer.

ApE, Art thou proud yet?

1. Ay, that I am not thee,

7 The fweet 9 command'ft: 18 Oake, have with



Timon of Athens. . 65

Arr. 1, that T was
No prodigal. .

Zim. I, that I am one now :

Were all the wealth I have fhutup in thee,

I’d give thee leave to hang it. Get thee gone,

That the whole life of Athens were in " this !

Thus would I eat it. [gnawing a Root.

Are. Here, T I will mend thy feaft.

[throwing bim a Cruft,
71m. Firft mend my company, take away thyfelf.
APE. So fhall mend mine own, by thelack of thine.
Z1m. "Tis not well mended fo, it is but botch’d 5

If not, I would it were.

Are, What would’ft thou have to Arhens 2

Z1m. Thee thither in a whirlwind. If thou wilt,
Tell them there, I have gold ; look, T fo I have.

Arr, Here is no ufe for gold.

Z1m. The beft, and trueft :

For here it fleeps, and does no hired harm.

Are. Wherely’t o’nights, Zimon ?

Tim, Under that’s above me. Where feed’t thou o’
days, Apemantus ?

Arr. Where my ftomach finds meat; or, rather, where
I eatit. -

7'rm. *Would poison were obedient, and knew my
mind. .

Apre. Where would’ft thou fend it ?

Z'1m. To fauce thy difhes.

Arr. The middle of humanity thou never knewett,
but the extremity of both ends: When thou watt in thy
gilt, and thy perfume, they mocked thee for too much
courtefy ; in thy rags thou knoweft none, but art defpis’d

£ mend thy compary 32 Curiofitic
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for the contrary. There’s a T~ medlar for thee, eat it.

Z1m. On what I hate I feed not.

Arke. Doft hate a medlar ?

Z1m. Ay, though it look like thee.

Are. An thon hadft hated medlers fooner, thou
fhould’ft have lov’d thyfelf better now. What man
did’ft thou ever know unthrift, that was belov’d after
his means ?

T1m. Who, without those means thou talk’ft of, did’ft
thou ever know belov'd ? '

Are. Myfelf. A

Ty Tunderftand thee ; thon hadft fome means to keep
a dog.

Ape. What things in the world canft thou neareft
compare to thy flatterers ?

1. Women neareft; but men, men are the things
themfelves. What would'ft thou do with the world,
Apemantus, if it lay in thy power?

ArE. Give it the beafts, to be rid of the men.

M. Would’ft thon have thyfelf fall in the confusion
of men, and remain a beaft with the beafts ?

Are. Ay, Timon.

T1m. A beaftly ambition, which the gods grant thee
to attain to! If thou wert the lion, the fox would be-
gnile thee: if thou wert the lamb, the fox would eat
thee : if thou wert the fox, the lion would fufpeét thee,
when, peradventare, thou wert accus’d by the afs : if
thou wert the afs, thy dulnefs would torment thee, and
ftill thow liv’dft but as a breakfaft to the wolf: if thou
wert the wolf, thy greedinefs would affli¢t thee, and oft
thou fhould’ft hazard thy life for thy dinner: wert thou
the unicorn, prideand wrath would confound thee, and
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make thine own felf the conqueft of thy fury: wert
thou a bear, thou would’ft be kill’d by the horfe ; wert
thou a horfe, thou would’ft be feiz’d by the leopard;
wert thou a leopard, thou wert germane to the lion,
and the fpots of thy kindred were jurors on thy lifé :
all thy fafety were remotion ; and thy defence, abfence.
What beaft could’ft thou be, that were not fubjeét to a
beaft ? and what a beaft art thou already, that feeft not
thy lofs in tranfformation ?

ArE. If thou could’ft please me with fpeaking to me,
thou might’ft have hit upon ithere : The common-wealth
of Athens is become a forett of beafts.

71m. How bas the afs broke the wall, that thou art
out of the city ?

ApE, Yonder comes a poet, and a painter: The

lague of company light upon thee ! I will fear to catch
it, and give way : When I know not what elfe to do,
Pl fee thee again.

T1m. When there is nothing living but thee, thou
fhalt be welcome. T had rather be a beggar’s dog, than
Apemantus. w5 .

ArE. Thou art the cap of all the fools alive.

71m. *Would thou wert clean enough to fpit upon.

ArE. A plague on thee, thou art too bad to curfe.

T1m. All villains, that do ftand by thee, are pure.

ArE. There is no leprofy, but what thou fpeak’ft.

T1m. If I name thee,— :

P’d beat thee, but T fhould infet my hands.
4rE. Twould my tongue could rot them off.
Z1m. Away, thou iffue of a mangy dog!

Choler does kill me, that thou art alive ;

I fivoon to fee thee.

25 Ile beate
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Are.’Would thou would’ft burft.
Tim. Away,
Thou tedious rogue! I am forry, I fhall lose
A ftone by thee. [2broacing at bim.

Arg. Beaft!

Frm. Slave!

Are. Toad!

71M. Rogue, rogue, rogue’

[Apemantus retreats backward, as going.
I am fick of this falfe world ; and will love nought,
But e’en the meer neceffities upon it.
‘Then, 7imon, presently prepare thy grave ;
Lye where the light foam of the fea may beat
Thy grave-ftone daily : make thine epitaph,
That dearh in me at others’ lives may laugh.
O thou fweet king-killer, and dear divorce

A looking on the Gold.

>Twixt nataral fon and fire! thou bright defiler
Of Hymen's pureft bed ! thou valiant Mars/
‘Thou ever young, frefh, lov’d, and delicate wooer,
Whose blufh doth thaw the confecrated fnow
That lies on Djax’s lap ! thou visible god,
That folderft clofe impoffibilities,
And mak’ft them kifs ; that fpeak’lt with every tongue,
To every purpose! o thou touch of hearts,
Think, thy flave man rebels ; and by thy virtue
Set them into confounding odds, that beafts
May have the world in empire !

APE.”Would ’twere {o ;— {advancing,
But not ’till | am dead. . I’ll fay thou haft gold:  ~
Thou wilt be throng’d to fhortly.

T, Throng’d to? z

13 Sunne arid fire
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Ay.

Thy back, T priythee.

Live, and love thy misery !

Long live o, and fo dye ! o, I am quit.
[Exit APEMANTUS,

More things like men ? Eat, Zion, and abhor them.

o &

Enter certain Thieves.
Where fhould he have this gold ? It is fome

poor fragment, fome flender ort of his remainder : The
meer want of gold, and the falling-from of his friends,
drove him into this melancholy.

2.9
T

It is nois’d, he hath a mafs of treasure.
Let us make the affay upon him ; if he care not

for’t, he will fupply us easily ; If he covetoully reserve
it, how fhall’s get it?

2y
LR
The.
2RNT
N
The.
Tim.
The.
7M.
The.
TiM.

F. True; for he bears it not about him, *tis hid.

Is not this he ?

Where ?

*Tis his defcription.

He; T know him.

Save thee, Timon.

Now, thieves?

Soldiers, not thieves.

Both, both; and women’s fons. )

‘We are not thieves, but men that much do want.
Your greateft want is, you want much of men.

Why fhould you want? Behold, the earth hath roots ;
Within this mile break forth a hundred fprings :
he oaks bear maft, the briars fcarlet hips ;
The bounteous huswife, nature, on each bufh
Lays her full mefs before you. Want ? why want?

19

We cannot live on grafs, on berries, water,

© abhorre then, v, Note, 24 Both too, and 26 of meat



70 Timon of Athens.

As beatts, and birds, and fifhes. [fithes s
Ti1m. Nor on the beafts themfelves, the birds; and

You muft eat men. Yet thanks I muft you con,

‘That you are thieves profelt; that you work not

In holier fthapes : for there is boundlefs theft

In limited profeflions. Rafcal thieves,

Here’s F gold : Go, fuck the fubtle blood o’the grape,

?Till the high fever feeth your blood to froth,

And fo ’feape hanging : truft not the physician ;

His antidotes are poison, and he flays

More than you rob : take wealth and lives together 3

Do villany, do, fince you proteft to do't,

Like workmen: I’ll example you with thievery :

The fun’s a thief; and with his great attraltion

Robs the vaft fea ; the moon’s an arrant thief,

And her pale fire fhe fnatches from the fun ;

"The fea’s a thief, whose liquid (nrge resolves

The earth into falt tears ; the earth’s a thief,

That feeds and breeds by a compofture ftoln

From general excrement : each thing’s a thief’;

‘The laws, your curb and whip, in their rough power

Have uncheck’d theft. Love not yourfelves ; away ;

Rob one another. There’s more F gold : Cut throats ;

All that you meet are thieves: To dtbens, go,

Break open fhops ; for nothing can you fteal,

But thieves do lose it : Steal not lefs, for this

I give you; and gold confound you howfoe’er !

Amen. [retiring towards his Cave.
3. 7. H’as almoft charm’d me from my profeflion, by

perfuading me toit.
1. 7. °Tis in the malice of mankind, that he thus

advises us, not to have us thrive in our miftery.

38 The Moone into 2% H’as uncheck’d
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2. 7. 'l believe‘him as an enemy, and give over
my trade.
1. 7. Letus firft fee peace in Athens.
2. . Thereis no time {o miserable, but a man may
be true. [ Exeunt Thieves.
Enter Steward.
Ste. O you gods!
Is yon defpis’d and ruinous man my Iord ?
Full of decay and failing 2 O monument
And wonder of good deeds evilly beftow’d !
CGlhy, what an alteration of honour
Has defperate want made !
What viler thing npon the earth, than friends,
Who can brifig nobleft minds to bafeft ends !
How rarely does it meet with this time’ s guise,
When man was wifh’d to love his enemies :
Grant, I may everlove, and rather woo
Those that would mifchief me, than those that do.
H’as caught mein hiseye: I will present
My honelt grief unto him ; and, as my lord,
Still ferve him with my life. —— My deareft matter!
T1m. Away! what art thou ?
Sze. Have you forgot me, fir?
1y, Why doft afk that? [ have forgot all men;
Then, if thou grant’ft thou’rt a man, I've forgot thee.
Ste.  An honeft poor fervant of yours.
Tim. jRay, then
I know thee not: [ ne’er had honeft man
About me, T all that I kept were knaves,
To ferve in meat to villains.
Ste. The gods are witnefs,
Ne’er did poor fteward wear a truer grief
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For his undone lord, than mine eyes for you. [Ilove thee,
T1m. What, doft thouweep ? — Come nearer: — then
Because thou art a woman, and difclaim’it
Flinty mankind ; whose eyes do never give,
But thoroughluft, and laughter. Pity’s fleeping :
Strangetimes, thatweep withlaughing, not with weeping.
Ste. 1 beg of you toknow me, my good lord,
‘Toaccept my grief, and, whilft this poor - wealth lafts,
‘To entertain me as your fteward ftill.
Z1m. Had I a fteward then, fo true, {o juft,
And now fo comfortable ? Tt almoft turns
My dangerous nature wild. Let me behold
‘Thy face: Surely, this man was born of woman.
Forgive my general and exceptlefs rathnefs,
Perpetual-fober gods! I do proclaim
One honeft man,— miftake me not, but one ;
No more, I pray pou,—~and he is a fteward.
How fain would I have hated all mankind,
And thou redeem’ft thyfelf: But all, fave thee,
I fell with curfes. ;
Methinks, thou art more honeft now, than wise ;
For, by opprefling and betraying me,
Thou might’ft have fooner got another fervice :
For many fo arrive at fecond mafters,
Upon their firft lord’s neck. But tell me true,
(For I muft ever doubt, though ne’er fo fure)
Is not thy kindnefs fubtle, covetous,
Is’t not a usuring kindnefs ; and as rich men deal gifts,
Expe&ling in retorn twenty for one ?
Ste.  No, my moft worthy mafter, —in whose breaft
Doubt and fufpe&, alas, are plac’d too late :
You fhould have fear’d falfe times, when you did feaft:

¥5 You per- %8 If not
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Sufpeét ftill comes where an eftate is leaft, —
That which I fhew, heaven knows, is meerly Jove,
Duty and zeal to dyour unmatched mind,
Care of your food and living :
And, 0, believe it, my moft honour’d lord,
For any benefit that points to me,
Either in hope, or present, I'd exchange’t
For this one with; That you had power and wealth
To requite me, by making rich yourfelf,

T1m. Look ye, *tis fo! _ Thou fingly honeft man,
Here, ¥ take ; the gods out of my misery
Have fent thee treasure. Go, liverich, and happy:
But thus condition’d ; Thou fhalt build from men ;
Hate all, curfe all: thew charity to none;
But let the famifh’d fleth flide from the bone,
Ere thou relieve the beggar : give to dogs
What thou deny’ft to men ; let prisons fwallow ’em,
Debts wither’em to nothing : Be men like blafted woods,
And may diseases lick up their falfe bloods!
And fo, farewel, and thrive.

Ste. O, let me ftay,
And comfort you, my mafter.

T1m. If thou hat'ft curfes, ‘
Stay not; but fly, whilft thou art bleft and free:
Ne’er fee thou man, and let me ne’er fee thee.

ACT V.
SCENE]. The fame. Pefore Timon’s Cave.
Enter Poet, and Painter ; Timon bebind, unfeen.

Pai. As I took note of the place, it cannot be: far

19 Looke thee, 72 Ha’sfent
Vou. VIO, T
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where he abides.

Poe.  What’s to be thought of him ? Does the rumdur
hold for true, that he’s fo full of gold ?

Pai.  Certain: Adlcibiades reports it ; Phryniaand Ty
mandrahad ggld of him : he likewise enrich’d poor ftrag-
ling foldiers with great quantity : *Tis faid, he gave unto
his fteward a mighty fum.

Poe. Then this breaking of his has been but a try
for his friends, 3 '

Pai. Nothing elfe: you fhall fee him a palm in "
Athens again, and flourifh with the higheft. Therefore,
*tis not amifs, we tender our loves to him, in this fup-
pos’d diftrefs of his : it will fhew honeftly in us; and
1s very likely to load our purposes with what they travel
for, if it be a juft and true report that goes of his
having.

Poe. 'What have you now to ptesent unto him ?

Pai.  Nothing at this time but my visitation : only I
will promise him an excellent piece.

Poe. 1 muft ferve him fo too; tell him of an intent
that’s coming toward him.

Pai. Good as the beft: Promising is the very air
o’the time; it opens the eyes of expefation: per-
formance is ever the duller for his a& ; and, but in the
plainer and fimpler kind of people, the deed of faying
is quite-out of ufe. To promise is moft courtly and
fathionable: performanceis a kind of will, or teftament;
which argues a great ficknefs in his judgment that
makes it.

T1m. ¢ Excellent workman ! Thou canft not paint”
““a man fo bad as is thyfelf.”

Poe. I am thinking, what T fhall fay I have pro-



Timon of Athers. 9%

vided for him: It muft be a perfonating of himfelf:
a fatyr againft the foftnefs of profperity ; with a dif-
covery of the infinite fatteries, that follow youth and
opulency. ¥
g1M. ¢ Muft thou needs ftand for a villain in thine ”
¢ own work ? wilt theu whip thine own faults in other”
““men ? Do fo, I have gold for thee,”
Pai.  Nay, let’s feek him:
Then do we fin againft our own eftate,
When we may profit meet, and come too late.
Poe. True;
‘When the day ferves, before black-corner'd night,
Find what thou want’ft by free and offer’d light.
[going towards the Cawve.
Z1m. “Pll meetyou at the turn. What a god’s gold, ”’
“That he is worfhip’d in a bafer temple;”
*¢ Than where fwine feed!”
¢Tis thou that rig'ft the bark, and plow’ft the foam ;
¢ Setl’t admired reverence ina flave :”
¢To thee be worthip ! and thy faints for aye ”
¢ Be crown’d with plagues, that thee alone obey I’
’Fit I o meet them.” [ puts bimfelf in their Way.
Poe. Hail, worthy Timon :
Pai.  Qur late noble mafter.
Z'14. Have I once liv'd to fee two honeft men ?
Poe.  Sir,
Having often of your open bounty tafted,
Hearing you were retir'd, your friends fall’n off,
Whose thanklefs natares —O abhorred fpirits !
Not all the whips of heaven are large enough—
What! to you!
' Whose ftarlike noblenefs gavelife and influence

¥ Poet, Nay *' Painter. True 2° worfhipt
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To their whole being ! I am rapt, and cannot cover
‘The monftrous bulk of this ingratitude
With any fize of words,

T1m. Let it gonaked, men may fee’t the better :
You, that are honeft, by being what yaa are, :

Make them beft feen, and known.

Pai. He, and myfelf,

Have travel'd in the great fhower of your gifts,
And fweetly felt it.

Zim. Ay, you are honeft men:

Pai. We are hither come to offer you our fervice.

Z1m. Moft honeft men! Why, how fhall I requite you!
Can you eat roots, and drink cold water? no.

both. What we can do, we’ll do, to do you fervice.

Z1m. Yow'rehoneftmen:You’veheardthatThavegold;
1 am fure, you have; fpeak truth : you’re honeft men.

Pai. Soitis faid, my noble lord : but therefore
Came not my friend, and I.

7M. Good honeft men : — Thou draw’fta counterfei
Beft in all Arbens: thou’rt, indeed, the beft;

Thou counterfeit’ft moft lively.

Pai. So, fo, my lord.

T1m. Ev’n fo, fir, as I fay :_ And, for thy fiftion,
Why, thy verfe fwells with ftuff fo fine and fmooth,
That thou art even natural in thine art.
But, for all this, my honeft-natur’d friends,
1 muft needs fay, you have a little fault:
Marry, ’tis not monftrous in you; neither wifh I,
You take much pains to mend.

both. Befeech your honour,
To make it known to us.

T1m. You'll take itill,
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both., Moft thankfully, my lord,

71u. Will you, indeed ?

both. Doubt it not, worthy lord.

Z'1m. There’s ne’er a one of you but trufts a knave,
‘That mightily deceives you.

bath. Do we, my lord?

71m. Ay, and you hear him cog, fee him diffemble,
Know his grofs patchery ; pet love him, feed him,
Keep in your bosom : yet remain affur’d,

‘That he’s a made-up villain.

Pai, I know none fach, my lord.

Poe. Norl. ;

Zm. Look you, I love you well; I'l] give you gold,
Rid me these villains from your companies :

Hang them, or ftab them, drown them in a draught,
Confound them by fome courfe, and come to me,
I’ll give you gold enough.

both. Name them, my lord, let’s know them.

Z1M. You T that way, —and you T this, —nottwo in
Each man apart, all fingle and alone, {company ;
Yet an arch-villain keeps him company.__
1f, where thou art, two villains {hail not be,

Come not near " him : __ If thou would’ft not reside
But where one villain is, then him ¥~ abandon..—
Hence! pack! there’s T gold, youcame for gold, yeflaves;
¥ou haye work for me, thereis 1" payment : Hence ! '
You are an alchymift, make golvfof‘r that:

Out, rafcal dogs ! [Exit, beating them out,

SCENE . The jame.
Enter Steward, azd tawo Senators,
Ste. It is in vain, that you would fpeak with Timon ;

19 this : | But twe
T's
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For he is fet fo only to himfelf,
That nothing, but himfelf, which looks like man,
1s friendly with him.
1. 8. Bring us to his cave:
Itis our part, and promise to the Arhenians,
To fpeak with Timon. 1
2. 8. At all times alike
Men are not ftill the fame : *Twas time, and griefs,
That fram’d him thus: time, with his fairer hand,
Offering the fortunes of his former days,
The formerman may make him: Bring us to him,
And chance it as it may.
Ste. HereT is his cave.
Peace and content be here ! Lord Timon, Timon,
Lopk out, and fpeak to friends: The Lrbenians,
By two of their moft reverend fenate, greet thee;
Speak to them, noble Zimon.
Enter Timon. [be hang’d:
Z1m. Thou fun, that comfort’t, burn!_Speak, and
For each true word, a blifter ! and each falfe )
‘Be cancerizing to the root o’ the tongue,
Confuming it with fpeaking !
1. §. Worthy Timon,—
Z1m. Of none byt fuch as you, and you of Timon.
1. 8. The fenators of Azkens greet thee, Timon :
Trae. 1 thank them ; and would fend them back the
Could I but catch it for them. [plague,
1. 8. O, forget
What we are forry for ourfelves in thee :
‘The fenators, with onc confent of love,
Intreat thee back to Arbens; who have thought
©On fpecial dignities, which vacant lye

19 comforts 27 Be as a Cantherizing
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For thy beft ufe and wearing.
2. §. They confefs,
Toward thee, forgetfulne(s too general, grofs:
But now the publick body, —which doth feldom
Play the recanter, - feeling in itfelf
A lack of Timon’s aid, hath fenfe withal
Of it’s own fail, reftraining aid to Témon ;
And fends forth us, to make their forrows’ tender,
Together with a recompence more fruitful
Then their offence can weigh down by the dram ;
Ay, even fuch heaps and fums of love and wealth,
As fhall to thee blot out what wrongs were theirs,
And write in thee the figures of their love,
Ever to read them thine.
Z1m. You witch me in it;
Surprize me to the very brink of tears :
Lend me a fool’s heart, and a woman’s eyes,
AndI’ll beweep these comforts, worthy fenators.
1. §. Therefore, fo please thee to return with us,
And of our Athens (thine, and ours) to take
The captainthip, thou fhalt be met with thanks,
Allow’d with abfolute power, and thy good name
Live with authority : {o foon we lhal{drive back
Of Adlcibiades the approaches wild ; $
Who, like a boar too favage, doth root up
*His country’s peace : V
2. 8. And fhakes his threat’ning fword £
Againft the walls of Arbens.
1. §. Therefore, Timon, —
Tim. Well, fir, I will ; therefore I will, fir ; Thus,~
If Adlcibiades kill my countrymen,
Let Alkibiades know this of Timon,

4 Which now 6 fince 7 fall 8 forrowed render
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That Timon cares not. Butif he fack fair Atbens,
And take our goodly aged men by the beards,
Giving our holy virgins to the ftain

Of contumelious, beaftly, mad-brain’d war ;

Then let him know, and, tell him, Zimon {peaks it,
In pity of our aged, and our youth,

I cannot choose but tell him,— that [ care not,

. And let him take’t at worft 5 for their knives care not,
While you have throats to anfwer : for myfelf,
There’s not a whittle in the unruly camp,

But I do prize it at my love, before
‘The reverend’ft throat in Athens. So I leave you
To the prote&ion of the profperous gods,
As thieves to keepers.
Ste, Stay not, all’s in vain. 1
Z1m. Why, I was writing of my epitaph,
It will be feen to-morrow ; My long ficknefs
Of health, and living, now begins to mend,
And nothing brings me all things. Go, live ftill;
Be Alcibiades your plague, you his,
And laft fo long enough !
1.-S. We fpeak in vain.
T1m. But yet I love my country ; and am not
One that rejoices in the common wreck,
As common bruit doth put it:
1. 8. That’s well fpoke.
7M. Commend metomyloving countrymen,—[ them.
1. 8. Thesewordsbecomeyourlipsasthey pafs through
2. 8. And enter in our ears, like great triumphers
In their applauding gates.
Tim. Commend me to them;
And tell them, that, to ease them of their griefs,
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Their fears of hoftile firokes, their aches, loffes,

Their pangs of love, with other incident throes

That nature’s fragil veflel doth fuftain

In life’s uncertain voyage, I will fome kindnefs do them,

I’l1 teach them to prevent wild dleibiades’ wrath.

1. 8. I like this well, he will return again.
71m. 1have a tree, which grows here in my clofe,

That mine own ufe invites me to cut down,

And fhortly muft I fell it; Tell my friends,

‘Tell Athens, in the fequence of degree, .

From high to low throughout, that whofo’ please

‘To ftop afiliction, let him take his hatte,

Come hither, ere my tree hath felt the axe,

And hang himfelf: I pray you, domy greeting. [him.
Ste.  'Troublehim no further, thys you fill fhall find
Z1m. Come not to me again : but fay to Atheas,

Zimon hath made his everlafting manfion

Upon the beached verge of the falt flood,

‘Which once a day with his emboffed froth

The turbulent furge fhall cover ; thither come,

And let my grave-ftone be your oracle._.

Lips, let four words go by, and language end :

What is amifs, plague and infe&tion mend !

Graves only be men’s works ; and death, their gain !

Sun, hide thy beams! Timon hath done his reign.

[Exit Timon.
1, §. His difcontents are unremoveably
Coupl’d to bis nature.
2. §. Our hope in him is dead : let us return,

And firain what other means is left unto us

In our dear peril. :

3. 8. Itrequires fivift foot. [Exeunt,
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SCENE 1. Athens. A Council-Chamber.
Enter tawo Senators, and a Meflenger.

1. §. Thou haft painfully difcover’d ; Are his files
As full as thy report ?

My 1 have fpoke the leaft :

Befides, his expedition promises
Present approach. »

2, §. We ftand much hazard, if they bring not Zimon.

Me/. 1 met a courier, one mine ancient friend ;—
And, though in general part we were oppos’d,
Yet our olg love had a particular force,
And made us fpeak like friends : —this man was riding
From Alcibiades to Timon’s cave,
With letters of entreaty, which imported
His fellowfhip i’the cause againft your city,
In part for his fake mov’d.

1. S. Here come our brothers.

Enter Senators, from Timon.

1. 8. No talk of Timon, nothing of him expe& ;
The enemies’ drum is heard, and fearful fcouring
Doth choak the air with duft : In, and prepare;

Ours is the fall, T fear, our foes the fnare. [ Exeunt.

SCENE V. The Woods. A rudeTomb feen.
Enter a Soldier, feeking Timon.
Sol. By all defcription, this fhould be the place.
‘Who's here ? fpeak, Eo ! No anfwer? = What is this ?
- [ Spying the Tomb.
Timon is dead, he hath out-ftretch’d his fpan.
Some beaft rear’d this ; here does not live a man.
Dead, fure ; and this his grave. What’s on this tomb }

' Whom though % love made a
39 dead, whohath  3* read this ; There
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I cannot read ; the charater I'll take 1
With wax : [applying a avaxen Table.
Our captain hathin every figure fkill ;

An ag’d interpreter, though young in days:

Before proud Abens he’s fet down by this,

Whose fall the mark of his ambition is. [Exit.

SCENEV. Before the Walls of Athens.
Trumpets. Enter ALC1B1ADES, and Forces.

Az1c. Sound to this coward and lafcivions town

Our terrible approach. -~ [Parky founded.
Enter Senators, &c. upon the Walls,

’Till now you have gone on, and fillI’d the time
With all licentious measure, making your wills
The fcope of juftice ; *till now myfelf, and fuch
As flept within the fhadow of your power,
Have wander’d with our traverft arms, and breath’d
Our fufferance vainly : Now the time is flufh,
When crouching marrow, in the bearer firong,
Cries, of itfelf, No mere : now breathlefs wrong
Shall fit and pant in your great chairs of ease ;
And purfy infolence fhall break his wind,
With fear, and horrid flight. .

1. §. Noble, and young,
When thy firft griefs were but a meer conceit,
Ere thou had’ft power, or we had cause of fear,
‘We fent to thee ; to give thy rages balm,
T'o wipe out our ingratitudes with loves
Above their quantity.

2. §. So did we woo
Tranfformed Zimon to our city’s love,
By humble meflage, and by promis’d *mends:

28 Ingratitude, 32 promift meanes
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We were not all unkind, nor all deserve
‘The common ftroke of war,

1. §. These walls of ours
Were not ereted by their hands, from whom
You have receiv’d your griefs: nor are they fuch,
‘That these great towers, trophies, and fchools thould fal}
For private faults in them,

2. §. Nor are they living,
Who were the motives that you firft went out;
Shame, that they wanted cunning, in excefs
Hath broke their hearts. March, noble lord,
Into our city with thy banners fpred :
By decimation, and a tythed death,
(If thy revenges hunger for that food,
Which nature loaths) take thou the deftin’d tenth ;
And by the hazard of the fpotted dye,
Let'dye the fpotted. -

1. §. All have not offended ;
For those that were, itis not fquare, to take,
On those that are, revenge : crimes, like to lands,
Are not inherited. Then, dear countryman,
Bring in thy ranks, but leave without thy rage :
Spare thy Atheniar cradle, and those kin,
Which, 1n the blufter of thy wrath, meft fall
With those that have offended ; like a fhepherd
Approach the fold, and cull the infeted forth,
But kill not all together.

2. §. What thon wilt,
Thou rather fhalt enforce it with thy {mile,
Than hew to’t with thy fword.

1. 8. Set but thy foot
Againft our rampir'd gates, and they fhall ope;

$ gréefes
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So thou wilt fend thy gentle heart before, *
To fay, thouw’lt enter friendly. :

2. §. Throw thy glove, -
Or any token of thine honour elfe,
That thou wilt use the wars as thy redrefs;
And not as our confusion, All thy powers
Shall make their harbour in our town, ’till we A
Have feal’d thy full desire. G ]

Arc. Then, there’s my T glove;
Defcend, and open your uncharged ports
Those enemies of 7imon’s, and mine own, o
Whom you yourfelves fhall fet out for reproof,
Fall, and no more : and, —to atone your fears
With my more noble meaning, —not a man
Shall pafs his quarter, or offend the ftream
Of regular juftice in your city’s bounds,
But fhall be remedy’d by your publick laws
At heavieft anfwer.

Sen. *Tis moft nobly fpoken.

Arc. Defcend, and keep your words.

Senators come from the Walls, and deliwer
their Keys to Alcibiades.
Enter Soldier.

Sal. My noble general, Timon is dead ;
Intomb’d upon the very hem o’the fea:
And, on his grave-ftone, this ¥ infculpture ; which
With wax I brought away, whose foft impreffion
Interpreteth for my poor ignorance.

Avc. [reads.] Here lies a wretched corfe, of avretched

© Soul bereft ;
Seck not my name : 4 plague confume you wicked caitiffs

Ife!

*% Interprety
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Here Ixz I Tlmon 3 awbo, alive, all living men did
Pafs b_y, am{ curfe thy ﬁll but )u/}, and flay not here

thy gate. -

These well exprefs in thee thy latter fpirits :
Though thou abhor’dft in us our human griefs;
Scorn’dft our brine’s flow, -and those our droplcts which
From niggard nature fall, yet rich conceit

ught thee to make vaft M leptune weep for aye

y low grave. _On: faults forgiven. Dead
Is noble Timon ; of whose memory
Hereafter more. Bting me into your city,
And I will use the olive with my fword :
Make war breed peace ; make peace ftint war ; make each
Prefcribe to other, as each other’sleach,
Let our drums ftrike, [Excunt.

7 Braines 9.y, Nute.
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TITUS ANDRONICUS,

ACT 1L

SCE NE 1. Rome. Place before the Capitol 5
in ity the Tomb of the Andronici. Senators, &c. aloft ;
a great Crowd below : Enter SATURNINUS, and bis
Followers, on one Side; and Bassianvus, and bis, on

the other 3 awith Drum and Colours.

Sa4r. Noble patricians, patrons of my right,
Defend the juftice of my catise with arms ;
And, countrymen, my loving followers,
Plead my fucceffive title with your fwords :
I am his firft-born fon, that was the laft
That ware the imperial diadem of Rome ;
Then let my father’s honours live in me,
Nor wrong mine age with this indignity. .  [right,~
Bus. Romans,— friends, followers, favourers of my
If ever Baffianus, Czsar’s fon, 3
Were gracious in the eyes of royal Rome,
Keep then this paflage to the capitol ;
And fuffer not difhonour to approach
‘The imperial feat, to virtue confecrate,
To juftice, continence, and nobility :
But let desertin pure election fhine ;

Yor. VIII, K U



4 Titus Andronicus.

And, Romans, fight for freedom in your choice.

Enter, among the Sewators, aloft,
Marcus ANDRONICUS.
Mz, Princes,~—that ftrive by fattions,and by friends,

Ambitioufly for rule and empery, —

Know, that the people of Rome, for whom we ftand

A fpecial party, have, by common voice,

In fait eleétion for the empery,

Chosen Andronicus, furnamed Pius

For many good and great deserts to Rome;

A nobler man, a braver warrior,

Lives not this day within the city walls:

He by the fenate 15 accited home,

From weary warsagainft the barbarous Gozbs

‘That, with his fons, a terror to our foes,

Hath yoak’d a nation ftrong, train’d up in arms,

"T'en years are {pent, fince firft he undertook  ~

This cause of Rome, and chaflised with arms

Our enemies’ pride : Five times he hath return’d

Bleeding to Rewe, bearing his valiant fons

In coffins from the field ;

And now at laft, laden with honour’s fpoils,

Returns the good Andronicus to Rome, i

Renowned 77zus, flourifhing in arms.

Let us intreat, — By honour of his name,

‘Whom worthily you would have now fucceedey ;

And in the capitol and fenate’s right,

‘Whom you prétend to honour and adore, ~~

That you withdraw you, and abate your ftrength ;

Difmifs your followers, and, as fuiters fhould,

Plead your deserts in peace and humblenefs,

S47. How fairthe tribune fpeaks to calm my thoughts!

$ the Romaine Emperie
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Bas. Marcus Androricus, {o 1 do affy
In thy uprightnefs and integrity,
And fo I love and honowr thee, and thine,
Thy noble brother 7itxs, and his fons,
And her, to whom my thoughts are hambl’d all,
Gracions Lawinia, Rome’s rich ornament,
That I will here difmifs my loving friends;
And to my fortunes, and the people’s favour, »
Commit my cause in balance to be weigh’d.
[ Exeunt Followers of Baflianus.
Sar. Friends, thathave been thus forwardin my right,
1 thank you all, and here difmifs you all ;
And to the love and favour of my country
Commit myfelf, my perfon, and the cause.
[ Exeunt Followers of Saturninus,
Rorme, be as jult and gracious unto me,
As I am confident and kind to thee. .. "
Open the gates, tribuncs, and let me in.
Bas. Tribunes, and me, a poor competitor. J
[SaT. and Bas. avith a few, ajcend the Capitol ;
and Exeunt, awith Senaters, and MaRCUS,

SCENE Il. The fame.
Trumpet. Enter a Captain, and Others.
Cap. Romans, make way ; ‘The good Andronicus,
Patron of virtue, Rome’s beft champion,
Succefiful in the battles that he fights, _
‘With honcur and with fortuneis return’d,
From where he circumfcribed with his {fword,
And brounght to yoak, the enemies of Roe.
Flourifh }:)f Trumpets, &c. e
Enter certain of the Trops of Titus, marching

U2
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Jowly 5 then MuTiUS, and MarTIVUS, ab-ea/i;
anr them, Perfons bearing @ Coffn, cover’d avith

lack ; ther QUINTUS, awd Lucius s and then
TiTus Ann:‘omcvs;O]iar.rbsz‘nd:/!ﬁzrtbm,
TamorA, awith Alarbus, CH1R ON, a7d DEME-
TR1US, ber Sons, Aaron, and ether Goths, Pri-
soners 5 Soldiers, and People, following. Bearers fet

down the Coffin, and Titas advances,

T1r. Hail, Rome, vitorious in thy mourning weeds !
Lo, as the bark, that hath difcharg’d her fraught, .
Returns with precious lading to the bay,

From whence at firft fhe weigh’d heranchorage,

Cometh Andromicus, botind with laurel boughs,

To refalute his country with his tears,

‘Tears of true joy for?llis return to Rome. .

Thou great defender of this capitol,

Stand gracious to the rites that we intend f

Romans, of five and twenty valiant fons,

Half of the number that king Priam had,

Behold the poor remains, alive, and dead :

These, that furvive, let Rome reward with love 5

"These, that I bring unto their lateft home,

With burial amongft their anceftors:

Here Goths have given me leave to fheath my fword.

Titus, unkind, and carelefs of thine own,

Why fuffer’ft thou thy fons, unbary’d yet,

‘To hover on the dreadful fhore of Styx 7

Make way to lay them by their bretheren.
[Tomb opex'd.

There greet in filence, as the dead are wont,

And fleep in peace, flain in your country’s wars !

O facred receptacle of my joys,

30 hiy fraught
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Sweet cell of virtue and nobility,
How many fons of miné hatt thou in ftore,
‘That .thou wilt never render to me more ?

Luc. Give us the proudeft prisener of the Gozhs;
That we may hew his limbs, and, on a pile,

Ad manes fratram facrifice his flefh,
Before this earthly prison of their bones 5
That fo the thadows be not unappeas’d,
Nor we difturb’d with prodigies on earth.

7717. I give him you'; the nobleft that furvives,
The eldeft fon of this diftrefled queen. 2
iving them Alarbus,

TaMm. Stay, Romanbrethren ; — Gracious conqueror,
Vi&orious Tirus, rye the tears I fhed,

A mother’s tears in paffion for her fon :

And, if thy fons were ever dear to thee,

O think my fon to be as dear to me.

Sufficeth not, that we are brought to Rome,
To beautify thy triumphs, and return,
Captive to thee, and to thy Romax yoak 3

But muft my fons be ﬂaughtcr‘d in the ftreets,
For valiant doings in their country’s cause ?
0, if to fight for%dng and common-weal
‘Were piety in thine, itisin these.

Andronicus, ftain not thy tomb with blood :
Wilt thou draw near the nature of the gods ?
Draw near them then in being merciful :
Sweet mercy is nobility’s true badge ;
Thrice-noble Titas, fpare my firft-born fon.

717, Patient yourfelf, madam, and pardon me.
‘These are their brethren, whom you Gozbs beheld
Alive, and dead ; and, for their brethren flain,

S manus

Us
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Religioufly they afk a facrifice:
To this your fon is mark’d ; and dye he moft,
To appease their groaning fhadows that are gone.
Lve. Awady with him ! and make a fire ftraight ;
And with our fwords, upon a pile of wood,
Let’s hew his limbs, ’till they be clean confum'd.
[ Exeunt Sons with Alarbus.
. O cruel irreligious piety !
Cr1. Was ever Sgihia half fo barbarous ?
Drn. Oppose not Sgythia to ambitious Reme.
Alarbus goes to reft ; and we furvive, " ¢
To tremble under 7jtus’ threatning look :
Then, madam, ftand resolv’d ; but hope withal,
The felf-fame gods, that arm’d the queen of Zroy
With opportunity of tharp revenge
Upon the Thracian tyrantin his tent,
May favour Tamora, the queen of Gotbs,
(When Goths were Goths, and Tamora was queen)
To quit the bloody wrongs upon her foes.
Re-enter Sons, awith their Swords bloody,
Luye. See, lord and father, how we have perform’d
Our Roman vites : Alarbus’ limbs are lopt,
And entrails feed the facrificing fire,
‘Whose fmoke, like incenfe, doth perfume the tky.
Remaineth nought, but to interr our brethren,
And with loud ’larums welcome them to Rome,
1. Letit be fo ; and let Zndromicus
Make this his lateft farewel to their fouls.
[ Solemn ana warlike Musick.
Coffin lay'd into the Tomb.
In peace and honour reft you here, my fons ; AL
Rome’s readieft champions, repose you here,

33 hereia rett,
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Secure from worldly chances and mifhaps!

Here lurks no treason, here no envy fivells,

Here grow no damned grudges ; hereno ftorms,

No noise, but filence and eternal {leep:

In peace and honour reft you here, my fons!
Enter Lavinia, attended.

L. In peace and honour live lord Titus long;
My noble lord and father, live in fame !

Lo, at this tomb my tributary tears
I render, for my brethren’ sazfeqmes 3
And at thy feet I-kneel, with tears of joy
Shed on the earth for thy return to Rosme :
O, blefs me here with thy vi€torious hand,
Whose fortynes Rome’s beft citizens applaud.

717. Kind Rome, that haft thus loyingly reserv’d
‘The cordial of mine age to glad my heart! —
Lavinia, live; out-live thy father’s days,

In fame’s eternal date for virtue’s praise!
Enter, from the Capitol, MARCUS ANDRONICUS;
SATURNINUS, BassianNus, and Others. !

Mgar. Long live lord T7tus, my beloved brother,
Gracions triimpher in the eyes of Rome /

Z17. Thanks, gentle tribnne, noble brother Marcus.

Mar. And welcome, nephews, from fucceflful wars,
You that furvive, and you that fleep in fame!

Fair lords., your fortunes are alike in all,
That in your country’s fervice drew your fwords :
But fafer triumph is this funeral pomp;
That hath 3fpir'd to Soler’s happmefs,
And triumphs oyer chance in honour’s bed.
Titus Andronicus, the people of Rome,

AWhose friend in juftice thou haft ever beqn,,

33 And Fameg
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Send thee by me, their tribune, and their truft,
This T palliament of white and fpotlefs hue;
And name thee in eletion for the empire, -
With these our late-deceafed emperor’s fons :
Be candidatus then, and pat it on,
And help to fet a head on headlefs Rome.
7rr. A betterhead her glorious body fits,
‘Than his, that fhakes for age and feeblenefs :
What fhould I don this robe, and trouble you?
Be chose with proclamations to-day ;
‘To-morrow yield up rule, resign my life,
And fet abroad new businefs for you all ?
Rome, 1 have been thy foldier forty years,
And led my country’s ftrength fucceflfully ;
And bury’d one and twenty valiant fons,
Knighted in field, flain manfully in arms,
In right and fervice of their noble country:
Give me a ftaff of honour for mine age,
But not a fcepter to controul the world ;
Upright he held it, lords, that held it laft.
Mar. Titus, thou fhalt obtain and atk the empery.
Sar. Proud and ambitious tribune, canft thou tell ?
T17. Patience, prince Saturnine.
Sar. Romans, do me right;
Patricians, draw your fwords ; and fheath them not,
>Till Saturninus be Rome’s emperor : —
Andronicus, *would thou wert fhipt to hell,
Rather than rob me of the people’s hearts.
Lvc. Proud Saturmine! interrupter of the good
"That noble-minded 7itus means to thee!
Trr. Content thee, prince ; I will reftore to thee
The people’s hearts, and wean them from themfelves.

30 chofen 23 Saturminus
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Buas. Axdronicus, 1 do not flatter thee,
But honour thee, and will do ’till T dye :
My fattion if thou ftrengthen with thy friends,
I will moft thankful be; and thanks, to men
Of noble minds, is honourable meed.
T17. People of Rome, and people’s tribunes here,
1 afk your voices and your fuffrages ;
Will you beftow them friendly on Andronicus ?
Tri. ‘To gratify the good Audronicus,
And gratulate his fafe return to Rome,
The people will accept whom he admits.
Tr7. Tribunes, I thank you : and this fuit I make,
That you create your emperor’s eldeft fon,
Lord Saturnine ; whose virtues will, I hope,
Reflect on Rome, as Titan’srayson earth,
And ripen juftice in this common-weal :
Then, if you will eleét by my advice,
Crown him; and fay, Long live our emperor !
Maz. With voices and applause of every fort,
Patricians, and plebeians, we create
Lord Saturninus Rome’s great emperor,
And fay, Long live our emperor Saturnine !
[Flourifp 5 and Shouts of, Long live, &c,
Sat. Titus Andronicus, for thy favours done
To us in our ele&ion this day,
I give thee thanks in partof thy deserts,
And will with deeds requite thy gentlenefs :
And, for an onfet, Titas, to advance
‘Thy name, and honourable family,
Lawinia will I make my emperefs,
Rome’s royal miftrefs, miftrefs of my heart,
And in the facred Pantheon her efpouse :

3 friend,
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Tell me, Andronicus, doth this motion please thee £7

717. It doth, my wosthy lord ; and, in this match,’
I hold me highly honour’d of your grace.

And here, in fight of Ronw, to Saturnine, —
King and commander of our common-weal,
The wide world’s emperor, —do I confecrate
My fword, my chariot, and my prisoners ;
Presents well worthy Rome’s imperial lord =
Receive them then, the tribute that I owe,
Mine honour’s enfigns humbl’d at thy feet.
Sa1. Thanks, noble Titus, father of my life!
How proud I am of thee, and of thy gifts,
Rome fhall record ; and, when I do torget
The leaft of these unfpeakable deserts,
Romans, forget your fealty to me.
Trr. Now, madam, are yop prisoner to an emperor ;
: \ [#o Tamora.
To him that, for your honour and your ftate,
Will use you nobly, and your followers.

Sar. “ A goodly lady, truft me; of the hue”
«'That I would choose, were I to choose anew. ”" —,
Clear np, fair queen, that cloudy countenance ;
Though ckance of war hath wrought this change of cheer,
Thou com’ft not to be made a fcorn in Reme
Princely fhall be thy. usage every way.

Reft on my word, and let not difcontent

Daunt all your hopes : Madam, he comforts you,
Can make you greater than the queen of Gotbs. —
Lawvinia, you are not difpleas’d with this?

Lav. Not I, my lord ; fith true nobility
Warrants these words in princely courtefy.

Sar. Thanks, {weet Lavinia. — Romans, let usgo ;
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‘ Ranfomlefs here we fet our prisoners free
Proclaim our honours, lords, with trump and drum.. .
[Flourifb. Saturninus addreffes Tamora:
Bas. Lord Titus, by your leave, this maid is mine.
[ feizing Lavinia,
Z17. How, fir! Are youin earneft then, my lord ?
Bus. Ay, noble Titus ; and resolv’d withal, /
To do myfelf this reason and this right.
Maz. Suum cuique, is our Roman juftice:
This prince in juftice feizeth but his own.
Lvc. And that he will, and thall, if Luciuslive.
Z17. Traitors, avaunt!_ Where is the emperor’s
Treason, my lord; Lawinia is furpriz’d. {guard s—
Saz. Surpriz'd ! By whom ¢ ;
Bus. By him that juftly may
Bear his betroth’d from ali the world away.
[Exit, bearing off Lavinia ; MarcvUs, and
Titus’ Sons, guarding them; Mutius laff.
Mur. Brothers, help to convey her hence away,
And with my fword Pll keep this door fafe.
Z17. Follow, my lord, and I'll foon bring her back.
Muvz. My lord, you pafs not here.

Z1r. What, villain boy! . . {afailing bim.
Bar'tt me my way in Rome?
Muz. Help, Lucius, help! { falls, and dies.

Re-enter Lucius.
Lyc. My lord, you are upjuft ; and, more than fo,
In wrongful quarrel you have flain your fon.
717. Nor thou, nor he, are any {ons of mine;
My fons wounld never fo difhonour me :
Traitor, reftore Lawviniz to the emperor.
Lvc, Dead, if you will ; but not to be his wife,
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‘That is another’s lawful promis’d love. [Exit.
Sar. No, Zitus, no; the emperor needs her not,
Nor her, nor thee, nor any of thy ftock :
Il traft, by leisure, him that mocks me once;
‘Thee never, nor thy traiterous haughty fons,
Confederatesall thus to difhonour me.
‘Was there none elfe in Rome to make a ftale of,
But Saturnine? Full well, Andronicus,
Agree these deeds, with that proud brag of thine,
That faid’ft, I beg’d the empireat thy hands.
g17. Omonftrous! whatreproachful words are these ?
847, But go thy ways, go, give that changing piece
To him that flourifh’d for her with his fword :
A valiant fon-in-law thoa fhalt enjoy ;
One fit to bandy with thy lawlefs fons,
To ruffle in the common-wealth of Rome.
715, These words are razors to my wounded heart.
Sa7. And therefore, lovely Tamora, queen of Goths,~
That, like the ftately Phebe *mongft her nymphs,
Doft over-fhine the gallant'ft dames of Rome,—
If thon be pleas’d with this my fudden choice,
Behold, I choose thee, Tamora, formy bride,
And will create thee emperefs of Rome.
Speak, queen of Gotbs, doft thouapplaud my choice ?
And here T fwear by all the Roman gods, —
Sith prieft and holy water are fo near,
And tapers burn fo bright, and every thing
In readinefs for Hymeneus ftands, —
I will notrefalute the ftreets of Rome,
Or climb my palace, ’till from forth this place
1 lead efpons’d my bride along with me.
T.4p. And here, in fight of heaven to Rome I fwear,

2% fland
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If Saturnine advance the queen of Gorbs,
She will a handmaid be to his desires,
A loving nurfe, a mother to his youth. [pany
Sar. Afcend, fair queen, Pantheon : — Lords, accom-
Your noble emperor, and his lovely bride ;
Sent by the heavens for prince Sarurnine,
Whose wisdom hath her fortune conquered :
There fhall we cénfummate our fpousal rites. A
{Exeunt SaATURNINUS, and Followers, with
Tamora, ber Sons, Aaron, Goths, &c.
Z17. T am not bid to wait upen this bride : —
Titus, when wert thou wont to walk alone,
Difhonour’d thus, and challenged of wrongs ?
Re-eater Marcus, Lucius, Quintus,
ard MarT1US.
Mar. O Titus, fee, o, fee what thou haft done?
In a bad quarrel flain a vistuous fon.
Z17. No, foolifh tribune, no; no fon of mine,
Nor thou, nor these, confederates in the deed
That hath dithonour’d all our family ;
Unworthy brother, and unworthy fons!
Luc. But let us give him burial, as becomes ;
Give Muzius burial with our bretheren..
Zrr. Traitors, away ; he refts not in this tomb.
‘This monument five hundred years hath ftood,
‘Which I have fumptuoufly re-edify’d :
Here none bat foldiers, and Rome’s fervitars,
Repose in fame ; none bafely flain in brawls:
Bary him where you can, he comes not here.
Mar. My lord, this is impiety in you:
My nephew Mautius’ deeds do plead for him ;
He mutt be bury’d with his bretheren.

4 Panthean
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Qur. Mar:. And thall, or him we will accompany.

Z17. And fhall! Whatvillain was it, fpake that word #

M.art, He that would vouch’t in any place but here.

717. What, would you bury him in my defpight ?

Mar. No, noble Titus ; but intreat of thee,

"To pardon Mutius, and to bury him.

71:7: Marcus, even thou haft firook upon my creft,
And, with these boys, mine honour thou haft wounded :
My foes I do repute you every one ;

So.trouble me no more, but get you gone.

Qur. Heis not with himfelf; let us withdraw!

Mart. Not 1, *6ll Mutius’ bones be buried.

[Marcus and Titus’ Sons kneel o bim.

Mazr. Brother, for in that name doth nature plead,—

Mare. Father, and in that name doth nature fpeak,—

g17. - Speak thou nomore, if all the reft will fpeed.

Msr. Renowned Zitus, more than half my foul, ~

Luc. Dear father, foul and fubflance of us all, —

Mar. Sufferthy brother Marcus to interr
His noble nephew here in virtue’s neft,
That dy’d in honour and Lawinia’s cause.
Thou art a Roman, be not barbarous.
‘The Greeks, upen advice, did bury Sjax
‘That flew himfelf ; and wise Laerses’ fon
Did gracioufly plead for his funerals :
Let not young Mutius then, that was thy joy,
Be bar’d his entrance here.

T17. Rise, Marcus, vise: .
The dismal’ft day is this, that e’er I faw,
‘To be dithonour’d by my fons in Rome !
‘Well, bury him, and bury me the next.

[Mutius put into the Tomb.
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Luc. There lye thy bones, {iveet Mutius, with thy
*Till we with trophies do adorn thy tomb ! — {friends,
No man fhed tears for noble Mutius ;

He lives in fame, that dy’d in virtue’s cause.

all. N6 man, . [Tomb closd.

M.z, My lord,—to ftep out of these dreary dumps,~
How comes it, that the fubtle queen of Gorbs
Is of a fudden thus advanc’d in Rome ?

T17. 1know not, Marcus ; but, I know, it is;
Whether by device, or no, the heavens can tell :

Is fhe not then beholding to the man,
That brought her for this high good turn fo far ?
Yes, and will nobly him remunerate.

Flourifb. Enter, ¢n one Side,
SaTurNiNvUs, and bis Train, with TAMORA,
Goths, &c. on the other, Bassianus, and bis,

avith Lavinia.

847. So, Beffianus, you have play’d your prize ;
God give you joy, fir, of your gallant bride.

B.us. And you of yours, my lord : T fay no more,
Neor wifh nolefs; and fo I take my leave.

Sa7. Traitor, if Rome have law, or we have power,
Thou and thy fattion f(hall repent this rape.

Bas. Rape, call you it, my lord, to feize my own,
My true-betrothed love, and now ‘my wife 2
But let the laws of Rome determineall ;

Mean while:T am poffeft of that is mine.

Sar. ’Tis good, fir- You are very fhort with us ;
But, if we live, we’ll be as fharp with you.

Bas. My lord, what I have done, as beft I may,
Anfwer I maft, and thall do with my life.

Only thus much I give your grace to know:
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By all the duties that I owe to Rorme,

‘This noble gentleman, lord Zizus here,

Is in opinion, and in honour, wrong’d ;
‘That, in the refcue of Lavinia,

With his own hand did flay his youngett fon,
In zeal to you, and highly mov’d to wrath
‘T'o be controul’d in that he frankly gave :
Receive him then ta favour, Saturnine,

‘That hath exprefi’d himfelf, in all his deeds,
A father, and a friend, to thee, and Rome.

1. Prince Baffianus, leave to plead my deeds ;
*Tis thou, and " those, that have difhonour’d me :
Rome and the righteous heavens be my judge,
How I have lov’d and honour’d Saturaine !

Z'am. My worthy lord, if ever Tamora
Were gracious in those princely eyes of thine,
‘Then hear me fpeak indifferently for all,

And at my fuit, fiveet, ];tardon what is paft.

Sar. What, madam! be dithonour’d openly,
And bafely put it up without revenge ?

Jam. Not fo, my lord ; The gods of Rome forefend,
1 fhould be author to dithonour you'!

But on mine honour dare I undertake

For good lord Zitxs innocence in all,

Whose fary, not diffembl’d, fpeaks his griefs :
‘Then, at my fuit, look gracioufly on him ;
Lose not fo noble a friend on vain fuppose,
Nor with four looks afflit his gentle heart.

¢ My lord, be rul’d by me, be won at laft, ”

¢ Diffemble all your griefs, and difcontents :”
¢ You are but newly planted in your throne;””
¢ Left then the people, and patricians too,”
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< Upon a juft furvey, take Tizus’ part,”

<« And fo fupplant us for ingratitude, ”

¢ (Which Rome reputes to be 2 heinous fin)

<< Yield at intreats, and then let me alone : ”’

<« Pl find a day to maflacre them all,

¢ And rafe their fation, and their family, ”

¢The cruel father, and his trait’rous fons,”

¢“To whom I fued for my dear fon’s life ;”

¢¢ And make them know, what ’tis to let 2 queen”
¢“Kneel in the fireets, and beg for grace in vain.”
Come, come, fweet emperor, —come, Andronicus, —
Take up thisigood old man, and chear the heart
That dies in tempeft of thy angry frown.

Sar. Rise, Titus, T rise ; my emprefs hath prevail’d.

Zrr. I thank your majetty, and her, my lord :
These words, these looks, infuse new life in me.

T.am. Titus, T am incorporate in Rome,

A Roman now adopted happily,

And muft advise the emperor for his good.
‘This day all quarrels dye, dndronicus; —
And let it be mine honour, good my lord,
That I have reconcil’d your friends and you. .
For you, prince Baffianus, | have pafi’d

My word and promise to the emperor,

That you will be more mild and tractable.
And fear not, lords, _and you, Lawvinia;
By my advife, all-humbl’d on your knees,
You fhall afk pardon of his majeity.

Lvc. Wedo ; and vow to heaven, and to his highnefs,
That, what we did, was mildly, as we might,
Tend’ring our fifter’s honour, and our own.

M.ar. That on mine honoar here I do proteft.

Vor. VIIL. X



25 Titus Andronicus.

Sar. Away, and talk not ; trouble us no more.
7.4, Nay, nay, fweet emperor, we muft all be friends :
The tribune and his nephews kneel for grace ;
I will not be deny’d, fweet heart, look back.
847, Marcus, for thy fake, and thy brother’s here,
And at my lovely Tamora’s intreats,
1 do remit these young men’s heinous faults ¢
Stand T up.—
Lawvinia, though yon left me like a churl,
T found a friend ; and fure as death I fwore,
I would not part a batchelor from the prieft.
Come, if the emperor’s court can feaftiibo brides,
You are my gueft, Lavinia, and your friends:
This day fhall be a love-day, Tamora.
Z17. To-morrow an it please your majefty
To hunt the panther and the hart with me,
With hound and horn we’ll give your grace dozjour.
Sar. Be it fo, Titus, and gramercy too.
[Floarifp. Exeunt.

T e [
SCENE L. The fame. Before the Palace,

Enter AARON. |

Aar. Now climbeth Tamora Olympus’ top,
Safe out of fortune’s fhot ; and fits aloft,
Secure of thaunder’s crack, or lightning flafh ;
Advanc’d above pale envy’s threat’ning reach.
As when the golden fun falutes the morn,
And, having gilt the ocean with his beams,
Gallops the zodiack in his glift'ring coach,
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And overlooks the higheft-peering hills : y

So Tamora : —

Upon her wit doth earthly honour wait,

And virtue ftoops and trembles at her frown.

Then, Aaron, arm thy heart, and fit thy thoughts,

To meunt aloft with thy imperial miftrefs,

And mount her pitch ; whom thou in triumph long

Haft prisoner held, fetter’d in amorous chains ;

And fafter bound w0 Aarox’s charming eyes, !

Than is Promethexs ty’d to Caucafus.

Away with flavifh weeds, and idle thoughts!

I will be bright, and fhine in pearl and gold,

To wait upon this new-made emperefs.

To wait, faid I ? to wanton with this queen,

This goddefs, this Semiramis ; this nymph,

This Syren, that will charm Rome’s Saturnine,

And fee his fhipwreck, ard his common-weal’s.

Hola! what ftorm is this ?

Enter CuiroN, and DEMETR1YS, braving,

Deu. Chiron, thy years want wit, thy wit wantsedge,

And manners, to intrude where I am grac’d,

And may, for aught thou know’f, affected be. I
Car. Demetrius, thou doft overween in all;

And foin this, to bear me down with braves.

*Tis not the, difference of a year, or two,

Makes me lefs gracious, thee more fortinate :

I am as able, and as fit, as thou,

To ferve, and to deserve my miltrefs’ grace ;

And that my {word upon thee fhall approve,

And plead my paflions for Lawinia’s love.
Aax. Clabs!clubs! theseloverswillnotkeepthe peace.
Dem. Why, boy, although our mother, unadvis'd,

15 this Queene, | This Syren, 26 gracious, or thee

X 2
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Gave you a dancing rapier by your fide,
Are you fo defperate grown to threat your friends ¥
Go to; have yourlath glew’d within your fheath,
’Till you know better how to handle it.

Crr. Mean while, fir, with the litdle {kill I have,
Full well fhalt thou perceivehow much I dare, [draws.

Dru. Ay, boy, grow ye fo brave?. [draaws too.

Aar. Why, how now, lords? [interposing.
So near the emperor’s palace dare you draw,

And maintain {uch a guarrel openly ?

Full well T wote the ground of all this grudge 5

I would not, for a million of gold, .

The cause were known to them it moft concerns
Nor would your noble mother, for much more,
Be fo difhonour’d in the court of Rome.

For thame, put up.

Dex. Not 1 ; il T have fheath’d
My rapierin his bosom, and, withal, :

Thruft these reproachful fpeeches down his throat,
That he hath breath’d in my dithonour here.

Cxi. For that Fam prepar’d and full resolv’d.
Foul-fpoken coward ! that thunder’ft with thy tongue,
And with thy weapon nothing dar’ft perform.

Aar. Away, Tfay...  [beating down their Swords.
Now by the gods that warlike Gorbs adore,

This petty brabble will undo us all. —

‘Why, lords, and think you not how dangerous
It is, to jet upon a prince’s right? -

‘What, is Lawinia then become fo loofe,

Or Baffiarus fo degenerate, °

‘That for her love fuch quarrels may be broache,
Without controulment, juftice, or revenge ?
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Young lords, beware! an fhould the emprefs know
This difcord’s ground, the musick would not please.
Caur. I care not, I, knew fhe and all the world ;
I love Lawvinia more than all the world. [choice;
Dru. Youngling, learn thou to make fome meaner
Lawinia is thine elder brother’s hope.
Aar. Why, are ye mad ? or know ye not, in Rome
How furious and impaticnt they be,
Aad cannot brook competitors in love ?
I tell you, lords; you do but plot your deaths
By this device.
Cur. Aaren, a thousand deaths
Would I propose, to atchieve her whom I love.
Aar. To atchieve her ! How ?
Denm. Why mak’ft thou it fo ftrange ?
She is a woman, therefore may be woo’d ;
She is a woman, therefore may be wonj;
She is Lavinia, therefore muft be lov’d.
What, man ! more water glideth by the mill
Than wots the miller of; and easy it is,
Of a cut loaf to fteal a thive, we know:
Though Ba/fianzs be the emperor’s brother,
Better than he have yet worn Pulcan’s badge.
Aar. “ Ay, and as good as Satursinus may.” [it
Dr . Then why thould he defpair, that knows tocourt
With words, fair looks, and liberality ¢
What, haft not thou full often ftruck a doe,
And born her cleanly by the keeper’s nose ?
A4r. Why then, it {fcems, fome certain fnatch or fo
Would ferve your turns.
Cur. Ay, fo the turn were ferv’d.
Dz, Aaren, thou haft hit it.

13 Idolove -
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Aar. *Would you had hit it too;

Then fhould not we be tir’d with this ado.
Why, hark ye, hark ye; And are you fuch fools,
To fquare for this? Would it offend you then,
That both fhould fpeed ?

Cx1. T'faith, not me.

Dzu. Nor me, fo I were one.

A.4r. For fhame, be friends ; and jain for that youjar.
*Tis policy and ftratagem muft do :
That you affet ; and fo muft you resolve ;
That, what you cannot, as you would, ‘atchieve,
You mutt perforce accomplifh as you may.
Take this of me, Lucrece was not more chaft
Than this Lawinia, Baffianus’ love.

A fpeedier courfe than ling’ring languifhment
Mautft we purfue, and I'have found the path.

My lords, a folemn hunting is in hand ;

There will the lovely Roman ladies troop :
The foreft walks are wide and fpacious;

And many unfrequented plots there are,
Fitted by kind for rape and villany :

Single you thither then this dainty doe,

And ftrike her home by force, if not by words:
This way, or not at all, ftand you in hope.
Come, come, our emprefs, with her facred wit,
To villany and vengeance confecrate,

Will we acquaint with all that we intend ;

And fhe fhall file our engines with advice,
"That will not fuffer you to fquare yourfelves,
But to your withes’ height agvancc you both,
‘The emperor’s court is like the houfe of fame,
‘The palace full of tongues, of eyes, of ears :

15 contfe this ling-



Titas Andronigus. 23

The woods are ruthlefs, dreadful, deaf, and dull;
‘There fpeak, and firike, brave boys, and take your turns3
‘There ferve your luft, fhadow’d from heaven’s eye,
And revel in Lawinia’s treasury.
Cu1. Thy counfel, lad, fmells of no cowardife.
Dem. Sit fas, aut nefas, *till 1 find the ftream
T cool this heat, a charm to calm these fits,
Per Styga, per manes vebor. [Exeuns,

SCENE 11. A4Chacenear Rome. Court before a Lodge.
Horns, and Cry of Hounds, beard. Enter Trrus,
and Train of Huaters, &c. Marcus, Lucius,

Quintus, and Martius.

717. The hunt is up, the morn is bright-and grey,
The fields aye fragrant, and the woods are green: -
Uncouple here, and let us make a bay,

And wake the emperor, and his lovely bride,

And rouse the prince ; and ring a hunter’s peal,

That all the court may echo with the noise,

Sons, let it be your charge, as it is ours,

To attend the emperor’s perfon carefully :

I have been troubl’d in my fleep this night,

But dawning day new comfort hath infpird.

Hunters awind a Peal.
Enter SATURNINUS, Tamora, Bassianvus, Lavinta,
Chiron, DEMETR1US, and Train.

Many good morrows to your majefty ; —

Madam, to you as many and as good ! _

1 promised your grace a hunter’s peal.

Sa1, And you have rung it luftily, my lords,
Somewhat too early for new-marry’d ladies,

Bas. Laviniz, how fay you ?

7 their fits 3 Sugia
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Lav. I{ay, no; A
I have been broad awake two hours and more. ?
Sa47r. Come on then, horfe and chariots let us have,
And to our fport : _ Madam, now fhall ye fee
Our Roman hunting.
Maxz. I bave dogs, my lord,
Will rouse the proudeft panther in the chafe,
And climb the higheft promontory top. 5
717. And 1 have horfe will follow where the game
Makes way, and run like fwallows o’er the plain.
DEgp. «“Chiron, we huntnot,we,withhorfenorhound,”
¢‘But hope to pluck a dainty doe to ground.” [Exeunt.

SCENE 1. Tbe fome: A desert Part of it.
Enter ArrON, avith a Bag of Gold, avhich be bides.
Aar. He, that had wit, would think, that I had none,
To bury fo much gold under a tree,
And never after to inherit it. .
Let him, that thinks of me fo abjeéily,
Know that this gold muft coin a ftratagem;
Which, cunningly effefted, will beget
A very excellent piece of villany :
And fo repose, fweet gold, for their unreft,
"That have their alms out of the emprefs’ cheft.
Enter TaAMORA.
Tam. My lovely Aaron, Wherefore look’ft thou fad,
When every thing doth make a gleeful boaft ?
"The birds chaunt melody on every buth ;
The fnake lies rowled in the chearful fun;
The green leaves quiver with the cooling wind,
And make a chequer’d fhadow on the ground :
Under their fveet fhade, Aaron, let us fit;
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And,—whilft the babling echo mocks the hounds,
Replying fhrilly to the well-tun’d horns,
As if a double hunt were heard at once,—
Let us fit down, and mark their yelling noise:
And,—after confli&, fuch as was fuppos’d
‘The wandring prince and Dids once enjoy’d,
When with a happy ftorm they were furpriz’d,
And curtain’d with a counfel-keeping cave, —
We may, each wreathed in the other’s arms,
Our paftimes done, possefs a golden {lumber ;
While hounds, and horns, and fweet meledious birds,
Be unto us as is a nurfe’s fong
Of lullaby, to bring her babe afleep,

Aar. Madam, though Peaus govern your desires,
Satarnis dominator over mine:
‘What fignifies my deadly-ftanding eye,
My filence, and my cloudy melancholy ?
My fleece of wooly hair, that now uncurls,
Even as an adder, when the doth unrowl
To do fome fatal execution ?
No, madam, these are no venereal figns ;
Vengeance is in my heart, death in my hand,
Blood and revenge are hammering in my head.
Hark, Tamora,— the emprefs of my foul,
Which never hopes more heaven than refts in thee, —
This is the day of doom for Baffanus;
His Philomel muft Jose her tongue to-day,
"Thy fons make pillage of her chaftity, *
And wath their hands in Bgffanus’ blood.
See’ft thou this ¥ letter ? take it up, I pray thee,
And give the king this fatal-plotted fcrowl : ==
Now queftion me no more, we are efpy’d;

4 yellowing
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Here comes a parcel of our hopeful booty,
‘Which dreads not yet their lives’ deftruétion.
Enter Basstanus, and LAviNia.

Zam. Ah, my fweet Moor, fiveeter to me than life !

Aar. No more, great emprefs; Baffianus comes:
Be crofs with him ; and I’ll go fetch thy fons,

‘To back thy quarrels, whatfoe’er they be.
[Exit Aaron,

Bus. Who have we here? Rome’s royal emperefs,
Unfurnifh’d of her well-befeeming troop ?

Or is it Dian, habited like her;
‘Who hath abandoned her holy groves,
To fee the general hunting in this foreft ?

T'4M. Saucy controuler of our private fteps!

Had I the power, that, fome fay, Diaz had,
Thy temples fhould be planted presently
‘With horns, as were 4&#zon’s ; and the hounds
Should drive upon thy new-tranfformed limbs,

Unmannerly intruder as thou art !

L.av. Under your patience, gentle emperefs,
*Tis thought, vou have a goodly gift in horning ;
And to be doubted, that your Moor and you
Are fingl’d forth to try experiments :.

Fowe fhield your husband from his hounds to-day!
"Tis pity, they fhould take him for a ftag.

Bas. Believe me, queen, your fwarth Cimmerian
Doth make your honour of his body’s hue,
Spotted, detefted, and abhominable.

Why are you féquefter’d from all your train?
Difmounted from your fnow-white goodly fteed,
And wander’d hither to an obfcure plot,
Accompanied with a barbarous Moor,

7 quarrell  7° of cur well "7 aswas 4- 2 upon his new
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If foul desire had not condu&ed you ?
Lav. And, being intercepted in your fport,
Great reason that my noble lord be rated
For faucinefs: _I pray you, let us hence,
And let her ’joy her raven-colour’d love;
This valley fits the purpose paffing well.
Bas. The king my brother fhall have note of this.
Lav. Ay, for these flips have made him noted long :
Good king! to be fo mightily abus’d ¢
Tam. Why have I patience to endure all this ?
Enter CuiroN, and DEmETRIUS.  [ther?
. Dem. How now, dear {overeign, and our gracious mo-
Why doth your highnefs look fo pale and wan ?
7.4m. Have I not reason, think you, to look pale?
These two have ’tic’d me hither to this place ;
A bare detefted vale, you fee, itis:
The trees, thongh fummer, yet forlorn and lean,
O’ercome with mofs, and baleful miffelto :
Here never fhines the fun ; here nothing breeds,
Unlefs. the nightly owl, or fatal raven. N
And, when they fhow’d me this abhorred pit,
They told me, here, atdead time of the night,
A thousand fiends, a thousand hiffing {nakes,
Ten thousand fwelling toads, as many urchins,
Would make fuch fearful and confused cries,
As any mortal body, hearing it,
Should ftraight fall mad, or elfe dye fuddenly.
No fooner had they told this hellith tale,
But ftraight they told me; they would bind me here
Unto the body of a dismal yew,
And leave me to this miserable death.
And then they call’d me, foul adulterefs,

7 notice of 16 A fmren, de-
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Lafcivious Gozh, and all the bittereft terms "= " 'L

That ever ear did hear to fuch effect.

And, had you not by wondrous fortune come,

This vengeance on me had they executed :

Revenge it, asyou love your mother’s life,

Or be not henceforth call’d my children.
Dem. ThisTisa witnefs, that Famthy fon. [ftrength.
Cur. And this T for me ; ftrook home to thew my

[ fabing judienly Baffianus; avho falls.

Lav. 1 come, Semiramis,—nay, barbarousTamera;

For no name fits thy nature but thy owa !

9 a». Give me thy poniard ;__youthall know, my boys,
Your mother’s hand fhall right your mother’s wrong. ~
Dear. Stay, madam, here is more belongs to her;

Firft thrath the corn, then after burn the firaw.
‘This minion flocd npon her chaflity,
Upon her nuptial vow, her loyalty,
And with that paint now braves your mightinefs :
And fhall fhe carry this unto her grave ? 3
Cur. An if fhe do, I would I were an eunuch.
«Drag hence her husband to fome fecret hole,
And make his dead trunk pillow to our luft.
743 But, when you have the honey you desire,
Let not this wafp out-live, us both to ﬂinf.
Cai. Iwarrant you, madam; we will make that fure.—,
Come, miftrefs, now perforce we will enjoy
"That nice-preserved honefty of yours.
Lav. O, Tamora! thou bear'ft 2 woman’s face, —
T am. 1 will not hear her fpeak ; away with her.
Lav. Sweetlords, intreat her hear me but a word,
Dem, Liften, fair madam: let it be your glory,
To fee her tears; but be your heart to them,

6 beyemot 13 painted hope, braves
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.As unrelenting flint to drops of rain.
Lav. Whendid thetiger’s young ones teach the dam?
O, do not learn her wrath ; fhe taughtitthee:
The milk, thou fuck’dft from her, did turn to marble;
E’en at thy teat thou hadft thy tyranny._—
Yet every mother breeds not fons alike 5
Do thouentreat her fhew 2 woman pity. [baftard ?
Cur. What, would’ft thon have me prove myfelf a
Lar. *Tistrue; the raven doth not hatch alark:
Yet haveI heard, (o, couid I find it now!)
The lion, mov’d with pity, did endure
To have his princely paws par'd all away.
Soine fay, that ravens fofter forlern children,
The whilft their own birds famith in their nefts:
O, be to me, though thy hard heart fay no,
Nothing fo kird, but fomething pitiful !
Zam. T know not what it means; away with her.
Lav. O, let me teach thee: for my father’s fake, =
That gave thee life, when well hemighthave flain thee, ~
Be not obdurate, open thy deaf ears. 4
Zam. Had’ft thou in perfon ne’er offended me,
Even for his fake am I now pitilefs : —
Remember, boys, I peur’d forth tears in vain,
‘To fave your brother from the facrifice ;
But fierce dndronicus would not relent:
Therefore away with her, use her as you will ;
‘The worle to her, the betterlov’d of me.
Lav. © Tamora, becall’d a gentle queen,
And with thine own hands kill me in this place :
For ’tis not life, that [ have beg’d {o long;
Paor I was flain, when Ba/fianus dy'd.
7.aM. What beg’ft thouthen ? fond woman, let me go.

4 fuckft 26 her, and ufe
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Lav. *Tis present death, I beg ; and one thing more,
"That womanhood denies my tongue to tell :
O, keep me from their worfe-than-killing luft 3
And tumble me into fome loathfom pit,
Where never man’s eye may behold my body :
Do this, and be a charitable murderer.
Zam. So fhould I rob my fweet fons of their fee =
No, let them fatiffy their luft on thee.
DEem. Away ; for thou hatt ftay’d us here too long.
Lav. No grace? nowomanhood? Ah beaftlycreature !
‘The blot and eremy to our general name !
Confusion fall,— [her husband ;
Car. Nay, then PlI ftop yoar mouth : __ Bring thou
‘This is the hole where Aaron bid us hide him. (
[DEM. throaws the Body of Baf. into the Pit >
Exeunt be and Cui. dragging off Lav,
T.an. Farewel, my fons: fee, that you make her fure:..
Ne’er let my heart know merry chear indeed,
>Till all the Andronici be made away.
Now will Thence, to feek my lovely Moor;
And let my fpleenful fons this trull deflour. [Exit.

SCENEIV. The fame
Enter Aaron, with QuinTus and MaRTIUS.

A4r. Come on, my lords ; the better foot before ¢
Straight will I bring you to the loathfom pit,
Where Iefpy’d the panther faft afleep.

Qui. My fightisvery dull, whate’er it bodes.

Mart. And mine, I promise you : wereit not for fhame,
Well could I leave our fport to fleep a while. [

[ falls into the Pit.
Qur. What, art thou fall’n ? What fubtle hole is this,
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Whose mouth is cover’d with rude-growing briars ;
Upon whose leaves are drops of new-fhed blood,
As frefh as morning’s dew diftill’d on flowers?
A very fatal place it feems to me : _
Speak, brothet, haft thou hurt thee with the fall ?
Mart. O, brother, with the dismaleft objé&,
That ever eye with fight made heart lament.
Aar. « Now willl fetch the king, to find them here ;**
¢ That he thereby may have a likely guefs, ”
““How these were they that made away his brother.”
{Exit Aaron.
M.art. Why doft not comfort me, and help me out
From this unhallow’d and blood-ftained hole ?
Qur. T am farprized with an @ncouth fear: -
A chilling fweat o’er-runs my trembling joints ;
My heart {ufpets more than mine eye can fee.
Mare. To prove thou haft a true-divining heart,
Aaron and thou look down into this den,
And fee a fearful fightof blood and death.
Qur. Aaronis gone ; and my compaflionate heart
Will not permit mine eyes once to behold
The thing, whereat it trembles by furmise :
O, tell me how it is; for ne’er *till now
Was I a child, to fear I know not what.
M.art, Lotd Baffianus lies embrued here,
All on a heap, like to a flaughter’d lamb,
In this detefted, dark, blood-drinking pit.
Quir. If it be dark, how doft thon know ’tis he ?
Mart. Upon his bloody finger he doth wear
A precious ring, that lightens all the hole ;
Which, like a taper in {ome monament,
Doth. fhine upon the dead man’s earthy cheeks,

3% earthly
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And thews the ragged entrails of this pit ¢

So pale did fhine the moon on Pyramus,

‘When he by night lay bath’d in maiden blood ¢

O brother, help me with thy fainting hand, —

If fear hath made thee faint, as me it hath, —

Out of this fell devouring receptacle,

As hateful as Cocytus’ milty mouth.

Qui1. Reach me thy hand, thar I may help thee ont;

Or, wanting ftrength to do thee fo much good,

T may be pluck’d into the fwallowing womb

Of this deep pit, poor Bajfianus’ grave.

I have no ftrength to pluck thee to the brink. -
M.zt Nor 1 no firength to climb without thy help.
Qui. 'Thy bhand once more; I will not loofe again,

*Till thoa art here aloft, or I below :

Thou canft not come to me, I come to thee. [ falls in,

Enter SATURNINUS, and AaRON.
Sar. Along with me: Il fee what hole is here ;

And what he is, that now is leaptinto it.—

Say, who art thou, that lately didft defcend

Into this gaping hollow of the earth?

Mart. The unhappy fon of old Andronicus ;

Brought hither in a moft unlucky hour,

To find thy brother Baffanus dead.

S47. My brother dead! I know, thou doft but jeft:

He and his lady both are at the lodge,

Upon the north-fide of this pleasant chafe;

*T1is not an hour fince Ileft him there,

Mart. We know not where you left him all alive,

But, ont-alas! here have we found bim dead.

Enter TAMORA, attended; T1tus, and Lucius.
Jam. Where is my lord the king ?
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S.a7. Here,Tamora; thoughgriev’d withkilling grief,
Tam. Where is thy brother Baffiamus ?
S47. Now to the bottom doft thou fearch my wound ;
Poor Bafffanus here lies murthered.
Zas. Then all too late I bring this=]= fatal writ,
The complot of this timelefs tragedy ;
And wonder greatly, that man’s face can fold
In pleasing fmiles fuch murd’rous tyranny.
SAT. [reads.) An if ae mifs to meet him bandfomly,~
Saveet buntsman, Baflianus *17s, ave mean,—
Do thox Jo muck as dig the grave for bim
Thou knows [} our meaning : look for thy reward
Among the nettles at the elder-tree,
Which overfbades the mouth of that fame pit,
Where awe decreed to bury Baflianus.,
Do this, and purchafe us thy lafling friends.
O, Tamora, was ever heard the like! _
This is the pit, and this the elder-tree :
Look, firs, 1f you can find the huntsman out,
‘That fhould have murther’d Baffianus here.
Aar. My gracious lord, here T~ is the bag of gold.
Sa1. Twoof thy whelps, {#0Tit.] fell curs of bloody
Have here bereft my brother of his life: — [kind,
Sirs, drag them from the pit unto the prison ;
There let them bide, until we have devis’d
Some never-heard-of torturing pain for them. :
Tas. What, are theyin this pit? O wondrous thing !
How easily murder is difcovered !
T17. High emperor, upon my feeble knee
T beg this boon, with tears not lightly fhed,
‘That-this fell fault of my accurfed fons,
(Accurfed, if the fault be prov’d in them)—
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Saz. Ifitbe prov’d! you fee, it is apparent. -
Who found this letter ? Zamora, was it you ?

Tam, Arndronicus himfelf did take it up.

Zrr. Idid, mylord: yet let me be their bail
For by my father’s reverend tomb I vow,

They fhall be ready, at your highnefs’ will,
To anfwer their fufpicion with their lives.

Sa7. Thouthaltnot bail them: fee, thou followme :..
Some bring the murther’d body, fome the murtherers :
Let them not fpeak a word, the guilt is plain ;

For, by my foul, were there worfe end than death,
That end upon them fhould be executed.
[ 4t2endants dranw Quintus, and Martius, our
of the Pity and the Body of Baflianus ; and
Excunt, bearing them off.

T'aM. Andronicus, I will entreat the king 5
Fear not thy fons, they thall do well enough.

[Exeunt Sat. Tam. Aar. and Train,

Z17. Come, Lucius, come; ftay not to talk with them.

[Exeunt T11Us, and Lucius.

SCENEN. The fame.
Enter CHIRON, and DEMETRIUS,
aith Lavinia, rawifbt; ber Hands cut of,
and ber Tongue cut out.

DEem. So, now go tell, an if thy tongue can fpeak,
‘Who ’twas, that cut thy tongue, and ravith’d thee.

Cx1. Write down thy mind, bewray thy meaning fo,
An if thy frtumps will let thee play the fcribe.

DEem. See, how with figns and tokens fhe can fcowl.

Crr. Gohome, call for fweet water, wath thy hands,

Dzm. She hath no tongue to call, nor hands to wath :
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And f{o let’s leave her to her filent walks.
Cur.  An ’twere my cause, I fhould go hang myfelf.
Deu. If thou hadft hands to help thee knit the cord.
[Exeunt Cuirow, and DEMETRIUS.
Horns within : Lavinia flarts, and is making
Srom them; Enter Marcus,
Mar. Who’sthis,~ my niece ?—that flies away fo faft ?
Cousin, a word ; Where is your husband ? __
If I do dream, would all my wealth would wake me!
If I do wake, fome planet ftrike me down,
That I may flumber in eternal fleep ! .
Speak, gentle niece, what fiern ungentle hand
Hath lop’d, and hew’d, and made thy body bare
Of her two branches ? those fweet ornaments,
Whose circling thadows kings have fought to fleep in;
And might not gain fo great a happinefs,
As half thy love ? Why doft not fpeak to me?
Alas, a crimson river of warm blood,
Like to a buhbling fountain ftir'd with wind,
Doth rise and fallgbetween thy rosed lips,
Coming and going with thy honey breath.
But, fure, fome Terews hath deficured thee;
And, left thou fhould’ft detet him, cut thy tongue.
Ah, now thou turn'ft away thy face‘for fhame;
And, notwithftanding all this lofs of blood,—
As from a conduit, with three iffuing fpouts, —
Yet do thy cheeks look red as Tiran's face,
Bluthing to be encounter’d with a cloud.
Shall I fpeak for thee ? thall I fay, *is fo ?
O, that I knew thy heart; and knew the beatt,
That 1 might rail at him to ease my mind !
Sorrow concealed, like an oven ftopt,
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Doth burn the heart to cinders where it is.
Fair Philomela fhe but loft her tongue,
And in a tedious fampler few’d her mind :
Bat, lovely niece, that mean is cut from thee;
A craftier Tereys haft thou met withal ; .
And he hath cut those pretty fingers off,
‘That counld have better few’d than Pbilomel.
O, had the monfter feen those lilly hands
Tremble, like afpen leaves, upon a lute,
And make the filken firings delight to kifs them,
He would not then have touch’d them for his life.
Or, had he heard the heavenly harmony,
Which that fweet tongue hath made ;
He would have dropt his knife, and fell afleeps
As Cerberus at the T bracian poet’s feet.
Conme; let us go, and make thy father blind ;
For fuch a fight will blind a father’s eye :
One hour’s ftorm will drown the fragrant meads;
‘What will whole months of tears thy father’s eyes #
Do not draw back, for we will mourn with thee;
O, could our mourning ease thy misery !

[ Exit,. avith Lavinia,

ACT 1IL
SCENE 1. Rome. 4 Street.
Enter Senators, Tribunes, &c. and Officers of Fuflice,
awith Quintus and Martius, bound, paffing to Execu-
tion; T1rvus before, pleading.

Z17. Hear me, grave fathers ! noble tribunes, ftay !
For pity of mine age, whose youth was fpent
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In dangerous wars, whilft you fecurely flept;
For all my blood in Rome’s great quarrel thed ;
For 2ll the frofty nights that I have watch’d ; y
And for these bitter tears, which now you fee
Fi illing the aged wrinkles in my cheeks;
Be pitiful o my.candemned fons,
‘Whose fouls are not corrupted as ’tis thought!
Fartwo and twenty fons [ never wept,
Because they dy’d in honour’s lofty bed :
For these, these, tribunes, in the duft I write
[throaving himfelf on the Ground.
My heart’s deep languor, and my foul’s fad tears.
[Tribunes, &c. pafs Titus, .and Exeunt aith the Prisoners.
Let my tears ftanch the earth’s dry appetite ;
My fons’ fweet blood will make it fhame and blafh.
O earth, I will befriend thee mare with rain,
That thall diftil from these two ancient urns,
Than youthful Apri/ fhall with all his thowers :
In fummer’s drought, F11 drop upon thee flill;
In winter, with warm tears I’ll melt the fnow,
And keep eternal fpring-time on thy face,
So thou refuse to drink my dear fons’ blood.
Enter Luuctus, avith bis Sword drawa.

QO reverend tribunes! gentle, aged men?!
Unbind my fons, reverfe the doom of death ;
And let me fay, that never wept before,
My tears are now prevailing orators.

Lyc. O noble father, you lament in vain ;
The tribunes hear yon not, no man is by,
And you recount your forrows to a ftone.

T17. Ah, Luciys, for thy brothers Jet me plead: —
Grave tribunes, once miore I entreat of you.
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Lvc. My gracious lord, no tribune hears you fpeak.
717. Why,’tis nomatter, man : [riss.] if theydid hear,
"They would not mark me; or, if they did mark,
All bootlefs unto them, they would not pity me.
‘Therefore 1tell my forrows to the ftones ;
‘Who, though they cannot anfwer my diftrefs,
Yet in fome fort are better than the tribunes,
For that they will not intercept my tale :
‘When I do weep, they humbly at my feet
Receive my tears, and feem to weep with me ;
And, were they but attired in grave weeds,
Rome could afford no tribune like to these.
A ftone is foft as wax, tribunes more hard than flones
A ftone is filent, and offendeth not;
And tribunes with their tongues doom men to death,
But wherefore ftand’ft thou with thy weapon drawn ?
Luvc. To refcae my two brothers from their death :
For which attempt, the judges have pronounc’d
My everlafting doom of banifhment.
717. O happy man ! they have befriended thee.
Why, foolith Lucius, doft thou not perceive,
"That Rome is but a wildernefs of tigers ?
‘Tigers muft prey ; and Rome affords no prey,
But me, and mine : How happy art thou then,
From these devourers to be banithed ?
But who comes with onr brother Marcus here ?
Enter Marcus, and Lavinia.
M.r. Titus, prepare thy noble eyes to weep ;
Or, if not fo, thy noble heart to break;
I bring confuming forrow to thine age.
717, Willit confume me? let me fee it then.
Maz. This T was thy daughter.

S forrowes bootles to 7 fort they are
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T1¥. Why, Marcus, {o the is.
Lvc. Ah me! this objet kills me!
717. Faint-hearted boy, arise, and look upon her.—
Speak, my Lavinia, what accarfed hand
Hath made thee handlefs in thy father’s fight?
What fool hath added water to the fea? -
Or brought a faggot to bright-burning Trey?
My grief was at the height, before thon cam’ft;
And now, like Nilus, it difdaineth bounds. _
Give me a fword, I’ll chop off my hands too :
For they have fought for Rome, and all in vain;
And they have nurf’d this woe, in feeding life;
In bootlefs prayer have they been held up,
And they have ferv’d me to effetlefs ufe :
Now, all the fervice I require of them
Is, that the one will help to cat the other._
*Tis well, Lavinia, that thou haft nohands;
For hands, to do Rome fervice, is but vain.
Luc. Speak, gentle fifter, who hatlr martyr’d thee?
Max. O, that delightful engine of her thoughts,
That blab’d them with fuch pleasing eloquence,
Is torn from forth that pretty hollow cage ;
Where, like a fweet melodious bird, it fung
Sweet-vary’d notes, enchanting every ear.
Lvc. O, fay thou for her, who hath done this deed?
Mur. O, thus I found her, ftraying in the park,
Seeking to hide herfelf; as doth the deer,
That hath receiv’d fome unrécuring wound.
Tir. Itwas my deer; and he, that wounded her,
Hath hurt me more than had he kill’ld me dead :
For now I ftand as one upon a rock,
Eanviron’d with a wildernefs of fea;

Y4
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Who marks the waxing tide grow wave by wave,

Expe&ting ever when fome envious furge

Will in his brinifh bowels fwallow him.

‘This way to death my wretched fons are gone;

Here ftands my other fon, a banifh’d man;

And here my brother, weeping at my woes :

But that, which gives mK foul the greateft fpurn,

Is dear Lawinia, dearer than my foul.

Had I bat feen thy pi€ture in this plight,

It would have madded me ; What thall I do,

Now I behold thy lively body fo ?

Thou haft no hands, to wipe away thy tears; .

Nor tongue, to tell me who hath martyr'd thee :

Thy husband he is dead ; and, for his death,

Thy brothers are condemn’d, and dead by this:

Look, Marcus! ah, fon Lucius, look on her!

‘When I did name her brothers, then frefh tears

Stood on her cheeks ; as doth the honey dew

Upon a gather'd lilly almoft wither'd. [husband :

Mz, Perchance, fhe weeps because they kill’d her

Perchance, because fhe knows them innocent,
717, [If they did kill thy husband, then be joyful,

Because the law hath ta’en revenge on them.

No, no, they would not do fo foul a deed ;

Witnefs the forrow that their fifter makes.

Gentle Lawvinia, let me kifs thy lips ;

Or make fome fign how I may do thee ease:

Shall thy good uncle, and thy brother Lucius,

And thou, and I, fit round about fome fountain ;

Looking all downwards, to behold our cheeks

How they are ftain’d ; like meadows, yet not dry

With miry flime left on them by a flood?

#% knowes himinn- 3! flaind in mead-

N
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And in the fountain fhall we gaze {o long,

>Till the frefh tafte be taken from that clearnefs,

And made a brine-pit with our bitter tears ?

Or fhall we cut away our hands, like thine ?

Or fhall we bite our tongues, and in dymb fhews

Pafs the remainder of our hateful days ?

What fhall we do ? let us, that have our tongues,

Plot fome devife of further misery,

To make us wonder’d at in time to come.

. Luc. Sweet father, ceafe your tears ; for, at your grief,

See, how my wretched fifter fobs and weeps. [eyes.
Mar. Patience, dear niece;_ good Titus, dry thine
717, Ah, Marcus, Marcus, brother, well I wote,

Thy napkin canrot drink a tear of mine,

For thou, poor man, haft drown’d it with thine own.
Lvc. Ah, my Lavinia, 1 will wipe thy cheeks.
gi17r. Mark, Marcus, mark ! I underftand her figns:

Had fhe a tongue to {peak, now would fhe fay

That to her brother which I faid to thee;

His napkin, with his true tears all bewet,

Can do no fervice on her forrowful cheeks,

O, what a fympathy of woe is this!

As far from help as limbo is from blifs.

Enter Aaron,
Aar. Titus Andronicus, my lord the emperor

Sends thee this word, —That, if thou love thy fons,

Let Marcus, Lucius, or thyfelf, old Tirus,

Or any one of you, chop off your hand,

And fend it to the king : he, for the fame,

Will fend thee hither both thy fons alive ;

And that fhall be the ranfom for their fault.
7i1r. O gracious emperor! O gentle Jaron !

29 with her true
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Did ever raven fing fo likealark,
That gives fweet tidings of the fun’s uprise ?
With all my heart I'll fend the king my hand ;
Good Aaron, wilt thou help to chop it off ?
Luc. Stay, father; for that noble hand of thine,
That hath thrown down fo many enemies,
Shall not be fent: my hand will {erve the turn:
My youth can better fpare my blood than you ;
And therefore mine fhall fave my brothers’ lives.
Mar. Which of your hands hath not defended Rome,
And rear’d aloft the bloody battle-axe,
Writing deftruétion on the enemies’ cafque ?
O, none of both but are of high desert :
My hand hath been butidle ; let it ferve
To ranfom my two nephews from theirdeath;
Then have I kept it to a worthy end.
Aar. Nay, come, agree whose hand fhall go along,
For fear they dye before their pardon come.
M.ar. My hand fhall go.
Lvc. By heayen, it fhall not go.
Trr. Sirs, ftrive no more; fuch wither’d herbs as these
Are meet for plucking up, and therefore mine.
Luc. Sweet father, if I fhall be thought thy fon,
Let me redeem my brothers both from ¢§eath
Mar. And, for our father’s fake, and mother’s care,
Now let me fhow 2 brother’s love to thee.
17, Agree between you, I will fpare my hand.
Lvc. ‘Then I’ll go fetch an axe.
Mar. But I will use the axe.
[Exeunt Luctus, and Marcus,
Trr. Come hither, daron ; I'll deceive them both ;
Lend me thy hand, and I will give thee mine.

3 the Emperour my 12 Caftle 7
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A4r. If that be call’d deceit, Iwill be honett,
And never, whilft I live, deceive men fo:.—
<¢But I'll deceive you in another fort;”
< And that you'll fay, ere half an hour pafs.” -
[cuts off Titas’ Hand.
Re-enter Lucius, and Marcus.
T17. Now ftay yourftrife: what fhall be,is difpatch’d..
Good Aaron, give his majefty my hand :
Tell bim, it was a hand that warded him
From thousand dangers; bid him buryit;
More hath it merited, that let it have.
As for my fons, fay, I account of them
As jewels purchaf’d at an easy price ;
And yet dear too, because I bought mine own.
A4r. 1g0, Andronicus : and, for thy hand,
Look by and by to have thy fons with thee: _
¢ Their heads, I mean. O, how this villany ””
¢Doth fat me with the very thoaght of it!
¢ Let fools do good, and fair men call for grace;*
¢ daron will have his foul black like his face.”
[ Exit, aith Titus’ Hand.
717, O, here lift this one hand up to heaven,
And bow this feeble rain to the earth:
If any power pities wretched tears,
To thatI call;_What, wilt thou kneel withme? [#0 Lav.
Do then, dear heart; for heaven fhall hear our prayers ;°
Or with our fighs we’ll breath the welkin dim,
And ftain the fun with fog, as fometime clouds,
When they do hug him in their melting bosoms.
M.azx. O brother, fpeak with poflibilities,
And do not break into these deep extreams.
717, s not my forrow deep, having no bottom ?
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Then be my paflions bottomlefs with them.

Mz, But yet let reason govern thy lament.

Tir. If there were reason for these miseries,
Then into limits could I bind my woes :

When heaven doth weep, doth not the earth o’erflow ¢

If the winds rage, doth not the fea wax mad,

Threat’ning the welkin with his big-fivoln face?

And wilt thou have a reason for this coil ?

I am the fea, hark how her fighs do blow ;

She is the weeping welkin, I the earth:

‘Then muft my fea be moved with her fighs ;

Then muft my earth with her continual tears

Become a deluge, overflow’d and drown'd :

For why ? my bowels cannot hide her woes,

But like a drunkard muft I vomit them.

Then give me leave; for losers will have leave

‘To ease their ftomacks with their bitter tongues.
Enter a Meflenger, avith tawo Heads,

and a Hand.

Mef. Worthy Andronicus, ill art thou repay’d
For that good hand thou fent’ft the emperor.
Here are the $heads of thy two noble fons ;

And here’s thy F hand, in fcorn to thee fent back ;
Thy griefs their fports, thy resolution mock’d :
‘That woe is me to think upon’thy woes,
More than remembrance of my father’s death.
[Exit Meflenger.

Mar. Now let hot £ina cool in Sicily,

And be my heart an ever-burning hell!

These miseries are more than may be born:

To weep with them that weep doth ease fome deal,
But forrow flouted at is double death.



Titas Andronicus. 47

Lve. Ah, thatthisfightfhould make fodeep 2 wound,
And yet detefted life not fhrink thereat!
That ever death fhould let life bear his name,
‘Where life hath no more intereft but to breath !
Mar. Alas, poor heart, that kifs is comfortlefs,
As frozen water to a ftarved {nake.
Z17. When will this fearful flumber have anend ?
Mar. Now, farewel, Battery! __Dye, dndronicus;
Thou doft not flumber: fee, thy two {ons’ heads ;
Thy warlike hand ; thy mangl’d daughter here ;
Thy other banifh’d fon, with this dear fight
Struck pale and bloodlefs; and thy brother, I,
Even like a ftony image, cold and numb.
Ah, now no more will I controul'thy griefs:
Rent off thy filver hair, thy other hand
Gnaw with thy teeth; and be this dismal fight
The closing up of our moft wretched eyes :
Now isa time to ftorm; Why art thou fill 2
717. Ha, ha, ha!
Mar. Why doft thou Jaugh? it fits not with this hour.
1. Why, I have not another tear to fhed :
Befides, this forrow isan enemy,
And would usurp upon my watry eyes,
And make them blind with tributary tears ;
Then which way fhall I find revenge’s cave ?
For these two heads do feem to fpeak to me;
And threat me, I thall never come to blifs,
>Till all these mifchiefs be return’d again,
Even in their throats that have committed them.
Come, let me fee what tafk I have to do.
You heavy people, circle me about;
That I may tarn me to each one of you,

*4 oontroule my gricfes %6 Gnawiag with
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And fwear unto my foul to right your wrongs.

‘The vow is made. Come, brother, take a head §

And in this hand the other will I bear:

Lawvinia, thou fhalt be employ’d in these things,

Bear thou my hand, fweet wench, between thy arms.

As for thee, boy, go, get thee from my fight ;

‘Thou art an exile, and thou muft not ftay :

Hye to the Goths, and raise an army there:

And, if you love me; as I think you do,

Let’s kifs, and part, for we have much to do.

[Exeunt T1TUs, MaRCUSs, and Lavinia.

Lvc. Farewel, Andronicus, my noble father;

The woeful’ft man that ever liv’d in Rome /

Farewel, proud Rome ! *till Lucixs come again,

He leaves his pledges dearer than his life

Farewel, Lawinia, my noble fifter;

O, would thou wert as thou “tofore haft been!

But now nor Lucius, nor Lawvinia, lives,

But in oblivion, and hateful griefs.

If Lucius live, he will requite your wrongs;

And make proud Sarurninus and his emprefs

Beg at the gates, like Targuin and his queen.

Now will I to the Gorhs, and raise a power,

To be reveng’d on Rome and Saturnine. [Exiz.

SCENE Il. Tke fame.
Room in Tites’ Houfe: Banguet fet out.
Enter TrTus, and MARCUS, awith Lavinia,
and a young Boy, Sox to Lucius.
T17r. So, fo; now fit: and look you eat no more,
Than will preserve jaft fo much ftrength in us
As will revenge these bitter woes of ours.

5 v. Note. 5 Heloves his
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Marcus, unknit that forrow-wreathen knot;
Thy niece and I, poor creatures, want our hands,
And cannot paffionate our ten-fold grief
With folded arms. This poor right hand of mine
Is left to tyrannize upon my breaft
And when my heart, all mad with misery,
Beats in this hollow prison of my fleth,
Then thus 1 I thump it down. _
Thou map of woe, that thus doft talk in ﬁgns,
When thy poor heart beats with outragiou$ beating,
‘Thou canft not ftrike it thus to make it fill.
Wound it with fighing, girl, kill it with groans :
Or get fome little knife between thy tezth,
Anc{é jult againft thy heart make thou a hole;
That all the tears, thatthy poor eyes let fall,
May run into that fink, and, foaking in,
Drown the lamenting fool in fea-falt tears.

Muxr. Fye, brother, fye! teach her not thas to lay
Such violent hands upon her tender life.

Z1r. How now! has forrow made thee doatalready ?
Why, Marcus, no man fhould be mad bat L.
What violent hands can the lay on her life ?
Ah, wherefore doft thou urge the name of hands;
To bid &neas tell the tale twice o'er,
How T7roy was burnt, and he made miserable ?
O, handle not the theme, to talk of hands;
Left we remember ftill, that we have none,
Fye, fye! how frantickly I fquare my talk!
As if we fhould forget we had nohands,
If Marcus did not name the word of hands!__
Come, let’s fall to ; and, gentle girl, eat this: —
Here js no drink ! —Hark, Marcus, what fhe fays; —

§ Who when
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1 can interpret all her martyr’d figns; —

She fays, fhe drinks no other drink but tears,

Brew’d with her forrow, mefh’d upon her cheeks ¢ —

Speechlefs complainer, I will learn thy thought;

In thy dumb aétion will I be as perfe&,

As begging hermitsin their holy prayers :

‘Thou fhalt not figh, nor hold thy ftamps to heaven,

Nor wink, nor nod, nor kneel, nor make a fign,

But 1, of these, will wreft an alphabet,

And, by fiilt praftice, learn to know thy meaning.
Boy.  Good grandfire, leave these bitterdeep laments;

Make my aunt merry with fome pleasing tale.

M 4r. Alas, the tender boy, in paffion mov’d,

Doth weep to fee his grandfire’s heavinefs.

Zi17. Peace, tender fapling; thou art made of tears,

And tears will quickly melt thy life away: _

‘What doft thau firike at, Marcus, with thy knife ?
M.ar. At that that [ have kilP’d, my lord; a fly.
Z17. Out on thee, murderer! thou kill'ft my heart ;

Mine eyes are cloy’d with view of tyranny :

A deed of death, done on the innocent,

Becomes not 777us’ brother : Get thee gone;

I fee, thou art not for my company.

Mar. Alas, my lord, I have but kill’d a fly.
Trr. But! How if that fly had a father, fir?

How would he hang his flender gilded wings,

And buz lamenting dolings in the air?

Poor harmlefs fly! .

That, with his pretty buzzing melody,

Came here to make us merry ; and thou hatt kill’d him.
Maz. Pardon me, fir; it was a black ill-favour’d fly,

Like to the emprefs’ Moor ; therefore I kill’d him.

4 complaynet, I %S v. Note, 27 doings
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717. O, 0! Then pardon me for reprehending thee,
For thou haft done a charitable deed.
Give me thy knife, I will infult on him ;
Flattering myfelf, as if it were the Moor,
Come hither purposely to poison me. —
There’s T for thyfelf; and that’s T~ for Tamora :
Ah, firra!
qihy, yet, I think, we are not brought fo low,
But that, between us, we can kill a fly,
That comes in likenefs of a coal-black Moor.
Max, Alas, poor man! grief has fo wrought on him,
He takes falfe thadows for true fubftances.
T1r. Come, take away.— Lawinia, go with me :
T’ll to thy closet; and go read with thee
Sad ftories, chanced in the times of old, —
Come, boy, and go with me ; thy fight is young,
And thou fhalt read when mine begins to dazzle.

ACT IV,
SCENE 1. Tte fame. Before Titus’ Houfe.
Enter T110s, and Mareus. Ther; Enter young
Lucius, running 5 Lavinia after bim.

Boy. Help, grandfire, help ! my aunt Lawinia
Follows me every where, I know not why: ..
Good uncle Marcus, {ee, how {wift the comes !
Alas, fweet aunt, I know not what you mean,
M.ar. Stand by me, Lucius; do not fear thine aunt.
Trr. She loves thee, boy, too well to do thee harm.
Bsy. Ay, when my father was in Rome, fhe did.
Mar. What means my niece Lavinia by these figns ?

17 begin
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Trr. Fear her not, Lucius: — Somewhat doth fhe
See, Lucius, fee, how much fthe makes of thee: [mean:—
Somewhither would fhe have thee go with her.

Ah, boy, Cornelia never with more care

Read to her fons, than fhe hath read to thee,

Sweet poetry, and Tu/ly’s oratory. [thus ?
©Bar, Canft thou not guefs wherefore fhe plies thee
Bgy. Mylord, [ know not, I, ner ¢an I guefs,

Unlefs fome fit or frenzy do possefs her :

For I have heard my grandfire fay full oft,

Extremity of griefs would make men mad;

And I have read, that Hecuba of Troy

Ran mad through forrow : That made me to fear:

Although, my lerd, I know, my noble aunt

Loves me as dear as e’er my mother did,

And would not, but in fury, fright my youth:

‘Which made me down to throw my books, and fly ;

Causelefs, perhaps: — But pardon me, fweet aunt:

And, madam, if my uncle Marcus go,

I will moft willingly attend your ladyfhip.

Mar. Lucius, 1 will.

717. How now, Lawinia?_Marcus, what means this ?

[ Jeeing kber turn over the Books Lucius bas let fall.

Some book there is, that fhe desires to fee:

‘Which is it, gitl, of these ? _ Open them, boy. —

But thou art deeper read, and better fkill'd ;

Come, and take choice of all my library,

And fo beguile thy forrow, ’till the heavens

Reveal the damn’d contriver of this deed.

‘Why lifts the up her arms in fequence thus?

Mar. Ithink, fhe means, that there was more than one
Confederate in the fact;— Ay, more there was :

6 Oratour:
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Or elfe to heaven fhe heaves them for revenge.
Ft7. Lucius, what book is that fhe toffeth fo?
Boy. Grandfire, 'tis Owid’s Metamorphofis ;
My mother gave it me.
Mar. Forlove of her that’s gone,
Perhaps fhe cull’d it from among the reft.
717, Soft, foft; potw busily fhe turns the leaves;
Help her:
What would the find ? — Lawinia, fhall I read;
This is the tragic tale of Philomel,
And treats of Tereus’ treason, and his rape;
And rape, I fear, was root of thine annoy.
DM.ar. See, brother, fee ; note, how fhequotesithe Ieaves'
717, Lavinia, wert thou thus furpriz’d, {weet girl,
Ravifh’d, and wrong’d, as Philomela was,
Forc’d in the ruthlefs, vaft, and- gloomy woods ?
See, fee !~
Ay, fuch a place there is, where we did hunt,
(O, had we ncver, never, hunted there!)
Pattern’d by that the poet here defcribes,
By nature made for murthers, and for rapes.
Muax. O, why fhould nature build fo fou! a den,
Unlefs the gods delight in tragedies! [friends, —
.Tit. Give figns, fweet girl, —for here are none but .
‘What Roman lord it was, durft do the deed :
Or flunk not Sarurnire, as Tarqm'n erft,
That left the camp to fin in Lucrece’ bed ? [me.—
Ma4r, Sit down, fweet niece ;  brother, fit down by
Apollo, Pallas, Fove, or Mercury,
Infpire me, that I may this treason find ! —
My lord, look here ; —look here, meua :
This fandy plot is plain; guide, if thou can’ft,
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This F after me, when I have writ my name
Without the help of any hand atall. _ [bis.Arms.
[ He rakes bis Staff in bis Mouth, and writes, guiding it with
Curft be that heart that forc’d us to this fhift!__
‘Write thou, good niece ; and here difplay, at laft,
What god will have difcover’d for revenge:
Heaven guide thy pen to print thy forrows plain,
That we may know the traitors, and the truth!
Lavinia rakes the Staff, and avrites,
using it as above, |

T1r. O, do you read, my lord, what flie hath writ!
Stuprum Chiron— Demetrius.

Mar. What, what! the luftful fons of Tamora
Performers of this heinous bloody deed ?

grr. Magne dominator poli,
Tam lentus audis feelera ? tam lentus wides ?

Mar. O, calm thee, gentle lord ! although I know,
There is enough written upou this earth,
To ftir a mutiny in the mildeft thoughts,
And arm the minds of infants to exclaims.
My lord, kneel down with me; Lavinia, kneel ;
"And kneel, fweet boy, the Roman Hefor’s hope ;

[all kneel.

And fivear with me, —as with the woeful feer,
And father, of that chaft difhonour’d dame,
Lord Funius Brutus fware for Lucrece’ rape, —
‘That we will profecute, by good advice,
Mortal revenge upon these trait’rous Goths,
And fee their blood, or dye with this reproach.

qiT. *Tis fure enough, an you knew how.
But if you hunt these bear-whelps, then beware :
The dam will wake; and, if fhe wind you once,

15 Magni 26 f{weare
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She’s with the lion deeply ftill in league,

And lulls him whilft fhe playeth on her back,

And, when he fleeps, will fhe do what fhe lift,

You’re a young huntsman Marcus ; let it alone.

And, come, I will go get a leaf of brafs,

And with a gad of fteel will write these words,

And lay it by : the angry northern wind -

Will blow these fands, like Si4y/’s leaves, abroad,

And where’s your leffon then ? _ Boy, what fay you?
Boy. 1fay, my lord, that, if I were a man,

Their mother’s bed-chamber fhould not be fafe

For these bad bondmen to the yoak of Rome.

Mar. Ay, that’s my boy ! thy father hath full oft

For his ungrateful country done the like. ¥
Boy. And, uncle, fowill I, anifT live.

Z1r. Come, go with meinto mine armory ;

Lucius, Pl fit thee : and, withal, my boy,

Shalt carry for me to the emprefs’ fons -~

Presents, that T intend to fend them both :

Come, come ; thow’lt do thy meffage, wilt thou not ?
Boy. Ay, with my dagger in their bosoms, grandfire.
717, No, boy, notfo; I'll teach thee another courfe.—

Lavinia, come : — Marcus, look to my houfe:

Lucius and 'l go brave it at the court;

Ay, marry, will we, fir; and we’ll be waited on.

[ Exeunt Boy, T1Tus, and Lavinia.
Mar, O heavens, can you hear a good man grean,

And not relent, or not compaffion him ?

Marcus, attend him in his extafy ;

That hath more fcars of forrow ip his heart,

‘Than foe-men’s marks upon his batter’d fhield :

But yet fo juft, that he will not revenge : —

18 Shall carry.
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* Revenge thee, heaven, for old Andronicus ! [Exit.

SCENE 1. Thefame. A4 Room in the Palace.
Enter DEMETR1US, and AARON; CEIRON meeting them;
avith bim, young Lucius, and an Attendant,
awith a Bundle of Weapons, and
Verjes writ upon them.

CH1. Demetrius, here’s the fon of Lucius;

He hath fome meffage to deliver us. [father.
Aar.. Ay, fome mad meflage from his mad grand-
Boy.- My lords, with all the humblenefs I may,

I greet your honours from Andromicus; —

¢ And pray the Roman gods, confound you both. ”
DeM. Gramercy, lovely Lucius : What's the news ?
Boy. <Thatyouareboth decipher'd, that’sthenews,”

¢“For villains mark’d with rape.” _ May it please you,

My grandfire, well advis’d, hath fent by me [lorvs,

The goodlieft weapons of his armory,

To gratify your honourable youth,

The hope of Rome; for fo he bad me fay,

And fo I do; and with his gifts F present

Your lordfhips, tyat, whenever you have need,

You may bearmed and appointed well :

And fo I leave you both, — ¢“like bloody villains. ”

[Exeunt Boy, and Attendant.
Dem. What'shere ? A fcrowl; and writtenroundabout ?
Let’s fee : [reads.
Integer wite, feelerisque purus,
Non eget Mauri jaculis nec arcu.
Cu1. O, ’tis a verfe in Horace ; 1 know it well ;

I read itin the grammar long ago, fit="

Aar, Ay, jult;—averfe in Horace;—right, you have

? Revenge the heavens
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““Now, what a thing it is, to bean afs!”
“Here’s no fondjeft : the old man hath found theirguilt;”
¢ And fends the weapons wrapt about with lines,
¢¢ That wound, beyond their fecling, to the quick: ”
< But, were our witty emprefs well a-foot, ”
¢ She would applaud Andronicus’ conceit.”
< But let her reft in her unreft a while.”
And now, young lords, was’t not a happy ftar
Led us to Rome, firangers, and, more than fo,
Captives, to be advanced to this height ?
It did me good, before the palace gate
To brave the tribune in his brother’s hearing.
DEepm. But me more good, to fee fo great a lord
Bafely infinuate, and fend us gifts.
A4r. Had he not reason, lord Demetrius ?
Did you not use his daughter very friendly ?
Dzm. T would we had a thousand Roman dames
At fuch a bay, by turn to ferve our luft.
Cr1. A charitable wifh, and full of love.
Aar. Here’s lack but of your mother, to fay amen.
Crz. And that would fhe for twenty thousand more.
Drpm. Come, let us go; and pray to all the gods
For our beloved mother in her pains.
A4r. Pray to the devils; the gods have given us over.
[Trumpets avithin.
Dem. Why do the emperor’s trumpets flourifh thus ?
Cui. Belike, for joy the emperor hath a fon.
Deum. Soft; who comes here ?
Enter a Nurle baftily, with a Child in ber rms. -
Nur. Good morrow, lords
O, tell me, did you fee Aaron the Moor ?
Aar, Well, more, or lefs, or ne’er a whit atall,

% no found ict 20 v. Alte.
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Here Aaron is; And what with Aaron now ?

Nur, O gentle Aaron, we are all undone !
Now help, or woe betide thee evermore !

A44r. Why, what a caterwawling doft thou keep ?
‘What doft thou wrap and fumble in thine arms ?

Nar. O, thatwhich I would hide from heaven’s eye,
Our emprefs’ fhame, and ftately Rome’s difgrace ; —
She is deliver’d, lords, fhe is deliverd !

Aar. To whom?

Nur. 1mean, fhe is brought a-bed.

Aar. Well, god
Give her good reft! What hath he fent her ?

Nur, A devil.

A4r. Why, then fheis the devil’s dam ; a joyful iffue.

Nur. A joylefs, dismal, black, and forrowful iffue:
Here is the babe, as loathfome as a toad
Amongft the faireft breeders of our clime ;

"The emprefs fends it thee, thy ftamp, thy feal,
And bids thee chriften it with thy dagger’s point.

A4r. Out on you, whore ! is black fo bafe a hue ! _
Sweet blowze, you are a beauteous bloffom, fure.

Dem. Villain, what haft thou done ?

Aar. vone! that which thou
Canft not undo.

Cu1. 'Thou haft undone our mother,

Aar. Villain, I have done thy mother.

Dem. And therein, hellith dog, thou haft undone.
Woe to her chance! and damn’d her loathed choice !
Accurf’d the offfpring of fo foul a fiend !

Crr. It fhall not live.

Aar. It fhall not dye.

Nur. Adaron, it muft ; the mother wills it fo.



Titus Andronicus. 59

A4r. What, moft it, nurfe? then let no man, but I,
Do execution cn my fleth and blood.
Dem. I'll broach the tadpole on my rapier’s point:
Nurfe, give it me ; my fword fhall foon difpatch it.
Aar. Sooner this fword fhall plough thy bowels up.
[raking the Child from the Nurfe, and drawing.
Stay, murtherous villains! will you kill your brother?
Now, by the burning tapers of the &y,
‘That fhone fo brightly when this boy was got,
He dies upon my fcymitar’s fharp point,
That touches this my firft-born fon and heir !
1 tell you, younglings, not Enceladus,
With all his threat’ning band of Typhox’s brood,
Nor great dlcides, nor the god of war,
Shall feize this prey out of his father’s hands.
‘What, what ; ye fanguine, fhallow-hearted boys !
Ye white-lim’d walls ! ye alehoufe painted figns !
Coal-black is better than another hue,
In that it fcorns to bear another hue:
For all the water in the ocean
Can never turn the fwan’s black legs to white,
Although fhe lave them hourly in the flood. —
Tell the emperefs from me, Iam of age
To keep mine own ; excufe it how fhe can. .
Dem. Wilt thou betray thy noble miftrefs thus ?
Aar. My miftrefs is my miftrefs ; this, my felf;
‘The vigour, and the picture of my youth:
"This, before all the world do I prefer;
"This, maugre all the world, will I keep fafe,
Or fome of you fhall fmoke for it in Rome.
De 1. By this our mother is for ever fham’d.
Car. Rome will defpise her for this foul efcape,

17 white-limbde
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Nur. The emperor, in his rage, will doom her death.

Cx1. 1 bluafh, to think upon thisignomy.

Aar. Why, there’s the priviledge your beauty bears:
Fye, treacherous hue! that will betray with bluthing
The clofe enaéts and counfels of the heart.

Here’s'a young 1" lad fram’d of another leer :
Look, how the black flave fmiles upon the father ;
As who thould fay, Old lad,' I am thine own.

He is your brother, lords ; fenfibly fed

Of that felf blood that firft gave life to you;

And, from that womb, where you imprison’d were,
He is enfranchised and come to light :

Nay, he’s your brother by the furer fide,

Although my feal be ftamped in his face.

Nur. Aaron, what thall I fay unto the emprefs ?

Dem. Advise thee, Aaron, whatis to be done,
And we will all fubfcribe to thy advice:

Save thou the child, fo we may all be fafe.

Aar. Then fit we T down, and let us all confult.
My fon and I will have the wind of you : —
Keep 1 there : — Now talk at pleasure of your fafety.

Dem. How many women faw this child of his ?

Aar. Why, fo, bravelords; Whenweall joininleague,

I am a lamb.: but if you brave the Moor,
The chafed boar, the mountain lionefs,
 The ocean fwells not fo as darox ftorms. —
But, fay again, how many faw the child ?

Nur. Cornclia the midwife, and myfelf ;
And no one elfe, but the deliver’d emprefs.

Aar. The emperefs, the midwife, and yourfelf.
Two may keep counfel, when the third’s away :

Go tothe emprefs; tell her, this T I faid : . [4ills ber.
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Weke, weke! _fo cries a pig, prepar’d to the fpit.
Deny. Whatmean’tthou, Aaron? Wherefore didft thou
Az, O lord, fir, tis a deed of palicy : [this?

Shall fhe live, to betray this guilt of ours,

A long-tongu’d babling goffip ? no, lords, no.

And now be it known to you my full intent.

Not far, one Muliteus lives, my countryman :

His wife but yefternight was bronght to bed ;

His child is like to her, fair as you are :

Go, pack with him, and give the mother gold,

And tell them both the circumZance of all ;

And how by this their child fhall be advanc’d,

And be received for the emperos’s heir,

And fubftitnted in the place of mine,

To calm this tempeft whirling in the court;

And let the emperor dandle him for his own.

But, hark ye, lords; Ye fee, I have given her physick,

And you muft needs beftow her funeral;

The fields are near, and you are gallant grooms :

This done, fee that you take no longer gays,

But fend the midwife presently to me.

The midwife, and the nurfe, well made away,

Then let the ladies tattle what they please.

CHr1. Aaron, | fee, thou wilt not truit the air

With fecrets. )

Deu. For this care of Tamora,

Herlelf, and hers, are highly bound to thee.

[Exeunt Cr1. and Dem. bearing off the Nurfe.
Aax. Now to the Goths, as fwiit as fwallow flies;

There to difpose this treasure in mine arms,

And fecretly to greet the emprets’ friends.

Come on, you thick-lip’d flave, I'll bear you hence;
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For it is you that puts us to our fhifts:

P’ll make you feed on berries and on roots,

And feaft on curds and whey, and fuck the goat,

And cabin in a cave ; and bring you up,

To be a warrior, and command a camp. {Exit.

SCENE IlI. The fame. 4 publick Place.
Enter T1r105, carrying Arrows, awith Letters
on the Ends of them 5 with bim, certain
Gentlemen of bis Kindred, Marcvus, and
_young Lucius, dearing Bowvs.

Z17. Come, Marcus, come ; — Kinsmen, this is the
Sir boy, now let me fee your archery ; [way:—
Look, ye draw home enough, and ’tis there firaight. —
Terras Aftrea refiquit :

Be you remember’d, Marcus ; the’s gone, the’s fled.
Sirs, take you to your tools. — You, cousins, fhall
Go found the ocean, and caft your nets;
Hapily, you may find her in the fea.
_Yet there’s as little juftice as at land :
No; Publius, and Sempronius, you muft do it:
>Tis you muft dig with mattock, and with fpade,
And pierce the inmoft centre of the earth :
‘Then, when yon come to Pluto’s region,
I pray you to deliver him this petition :
ell him, it is for juftice, and for aid ;
And that it comes from old Ardronicus,
Shaken with forrows in ungrateful Rome. —
Ah, Rome !—Well, well; I made thee miserable,
‘What time I threw the people’s fuffrages
On him that thus doth tyrannize o’er me.
Go, get you gone : and, pray, be careful all,

3 And feede on
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And leave you not a man of war nnfearcht;
This wicked emperor may have thip’d her hence,
And, kinsmen, then we may go pipe for juftice.

Mar. O, Publius, is not this a heavy cafe,
To fee thy noble uncle thus diftra&.

1, G. Therefore, my lord, it highly us concerns,
By day and night to attend him carefully ;
And feed his humour kindly as we may,
*Till time beget fome careful remedy.

Mar. Kinsmen, his forrows are pzft remedy.
Join with the Gords ; and, with revengeful war,
Take wreak on Rome for this ingratitude,
And vengeance on the traitor Saturnine.

T17. Publizs, hownow ! how now, my mafters? Cell;
What, have you met with her ?

1. G. No, my good lord : but Pluto fends you word,
f you will have revenge from hell, you fhall:
Marry, for juftice, fhe is fo employ’d,
He thinks, with Fove in heaven, or fomewhere elfe,
So that perforce you muft needs ftay a time.

Z17. He doth me wrong, to feed me with delays.
I'll dive into the burning la%(e below,
And pull her out of Acheron by the heels.
Marcus, we are but fhrubs, no cedars we ; .
No big-bon’d men, fram’d of the Cyclops® fize :
But metal, Marcus, fteel to the very back ;
Yet wrung with wrongs, more than our backs can bear: —
And. fith there is no juftice in earth nor hell ;
We will folicit heaven ; and move the gods,
To fend down juftice for to wreak our wrongs:
Come, to this gear, — You’re a good archer, Marcus ;

[ pulling out bis drrowws.
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Ad Fovem, that’s F for you: — Here, ¥ ad Apollinerm : .
Ad Martem,— D, that’s for myfelf: _
Here, Fboy, to Pallas: —Here; 5 to Mercury : —
To Saturn, = Caius; not to Saturnine,
You were as good. to fhoot againft the wind.
‘To it, my boys. — Marcus, loofe when I bid.
®irs, o’ my word, I have written to effeét ;
There’s not a god left unfollicited.

Mur. Kinsmen, fhoot all your fhafts into the coort ;
We will afli& the emperor in his pride. [Lucius!

T1r. Now, mafters, draw.__{7bey fboor.] O, well faid,
Good hoy, in Virgo's lap, el give it Pallas !

Mazr. My lord, I am a mile beyond the moon ;
Your letter 1s with Fupiter by this.

T17. Ha! Publius, Publius, what haft thou done ?
See, fee, thou hatt fhot off one of Taurus’ horns.

M.ar. This was the fport, my lord : when Publizs fhot,
The bull, being gall’d, gave Aries fuch a knock
That down fell both the ram’s horns in the court ;
And who fhould find them, but the emprefs’ villain :
She langh’d, and told the Moor, he fhould not choose
But give them to his mafter for a present.

g1r. Why, there it goes : God give your lordfhip joy!

Enter Clown, with a Bafket and two Pigeons.

News, news from heaven ! Marcus, the poft 1s come.
Sirrah, what tidings ? have you any letters?
Shall I have juftice ? what fays Fupiter 2
. Cl. Ho! the gibbet-maker ? he fays, that he hath
taken them down again ; for the man muft not be hang'd
*till the next week.

Z17. But what fays Fupiter, I afk thee?

Clo. Alas, fir, 1 know not Fupiter ; I never drank

v Apollonem 4 Saturnine, to Caius '3 Iaimea
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with him 1n all my life. >

Z17. Why, villain, art not thou the carrier ?

Cl. Ay, of my pigeons, fir; nothing elfe.

711. Why, did’ft not thou come from heaven ?

Clo. From heaven? alas, fir, I never came there:
God forbid, I fhould be.fo bold to prefs to heaven in my
young days. Why, I am going with my pigeons to the
tribunal plebs, to take up a matter of brawl betwixt my
uncle and one of the emperial’s men.

M.ar. Why, fir, this is as fit as can be, to ferve for
your oration ; and let him deliver the pigeons to the em-
peror from you.

Zi1t. Tell me, can youdeliver an oration to the em-
peror with a grace?

Clo. Nay, truly, fir, I could never fay grace in all
my life.

1T, Sirrah, come hither; make no more ado,

But give your pigeons to the emperor :

By me thou fhalt have juftice at his hands. [charges.—
Hold, hold ; — mean while here’s =t= money for thy
Give me a pen and ink.

Sirrah, can you with a grace deliver a fupplication ?

Cl. Ay, fir.

Z17. Then here F is a fupplication for jyou, And,
when you come to him, at the firft approach, you muft
kneel ; then kifs his foot ; then deliver up your pigeons ;
and then look for your reward. I’ll be at hand, fir; fee-
you do it bravely.

Clo. Iwarrant you, fir ; let me alone.

1. Sirrah,haftthouaknife? Come, let me feeit. .
Here, Marcus, fold it in the oration;

For thou haft made it like an humble fuppliant: —
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And when thou haft given it the emperor,
Knock at my door, and tell me what he fays.
Clo. God be with you, fir; I'will.
Z17. Come, Marcus, let us go : _Publius, follow me.
€ . [Exeunt.
SCENE IV. The fame. Before the Palace.
Enter SATURNINE, and TAMORA, attended 3
Satyrnine auith the Arrows in
" bis Hand, that Titus fbot. :

Sar. Why, lords, what wrongs are these ? was ever
An emperor in Rome thus over-born, [feen
Troubl’d, confronted thus; and, for the extent
Of egal juftice, us’d in fuch contempt ?

My lords, you know, as o the mightful gods,
(However these difturbers of our peace

Buz in the people’s ears) there nought hath paf*d,
But even with law, againft the wilful fons

Of old Andronicus. And what an if

His forrows have fo overwhelm’d his wits ;
Shall we be thus afflited in his freaks,

His fits, his frenzy, and his bitternefs ?

And now he writes to heaven for his redrefs :
See, here’s to Fowe ; and this to Mercury;

This to Apollo 5 this to the god of war:

Sweet fcrowls, to fly about the ftreets of Rome /
What's this, but libelling againft the fenate,
And blazoning our injuftice every where?

A goodly humour, is it not, my lords ?

As who would fay, in Rome no juftice were,
Bat, if I live, his feigned extafies

Shall be no fhelter to these outrages:

21 ' wreakesy
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But he and his fhall know, that juftice lives

In Saturnines’ health; who, if he fleep,

He’ll fo awake, as he in fury fhall

Cut off the proud’ft confpirator that lives.

" Tam. My gracious lord, my lovely Satarnine,

Lord'of my life, commander of my thoughts,

Calm thee, and bear the faults of itas’ age,

The effelts of forrow for his valiant fons,

Whose lofs hath pierc'd him deep, and fcar’d his beart

And rather pity his diftreffed plight,

Than profecute the meaneft, or the beft,

For these contempts. — ¢ Why, thus it fhall become”

¢« High-witted Tamora to gloze with all :”

¢ But, Titus, [ have touch’d thee to the quick, ”

¢« Thy life-blood out : if Aaron now be wise,

““Then is all fafe, the anchor’s in the port.” .

L 7o' Emer Clown, .

How now, good fellow ? would’ft thou fpeak with us?
Clo.  Yea, forfooth, an your mifterthip be emperial.
gam. Emprefs T am, but yonder fits the emperor.
Clh. ’Tishe.God,andfaint Stepben, give you good

den : I have brought you a letter, and a couple of pi-

geons here. [Saturnine readsthe. Letter.
847, Go, take him away, and hang him presently. '
Clo. How much money muft I have?
T3, Come, firrah, you muft be hang’d.
Clo. Hang’d! By’r-lady, then I have brought up a
neck to a fair end. [Exit, guarded.
Saz. Defpightful and intolerable wrongs!

Shall I endure this monftrous villany ?

I know from whence this fame device proceeds ;=

May this-be born ? —as if his traitr’ous fons,

2 whome if

Vor. VIIL [ Aa
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That dy’d by law for murther of our brother,

Have by my means been butcher’d wrongfully. .

Go, drag the villain hither by the hair;

Nor age, nor honour, thall fhape priviledge :

For this proud mock P’ll be.thy flaughter-man,

Sly frantick wretch ; that holp'ft to make me great,

In hope thyfelf fhould govern Rome and me.

Enter Emirivs.

What news with thee, FEmilius?

Au1. Arm, arm, mylords; Romeneverhad morecause !
The Goths have gather’d head ; and, with a power
Of high-resolved men, bent to the {poil,

'They hither march amain, under condaét

Of Luclus, fon to old Andronicus;

‘Who threats, in courfe of this revenge, to do

As much as ever Corfolanus did.

Sar. Iswarlike Lucius general of the Goths ?
"These tidings nip me ; and I hang the head,

As flowers with froft, or grafs beat down with ftorms.

Ay, now begin our forrows to approach :

*Tis he, the common people love fo much;

Myfelf hath often over-heard them fay,

(When I have walked like a private man)

"That Lucius’ banifhment was wrongfully,

And they have wifh’d that Lucius were their emperor.
Zan. Why thould you fear? is not your city ftrong ?
Sar. Ay, but the citizens favour Lucius ;

And will revolt from me, to fuccour him.

Tam. King,bethy thoughtsimperious, like thy name.
Is the fun dim’d, that gnats do fly in it ?

The eagle fuffers little birds to fing,

And is not careful what they mean thereby ;
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Knowing, that, with the fhadow of his wings,

He can at pleasure ftint their melody :

Even fo may’ft thou the giddy men of Rome.

Then chear thy {pirit : for know, thou emperor,

T will enchant the old Audronicas,

With words more fweet, and yet more dangerous,

Than baits to fith, or honey-ftalks to fheep;

‘When as the one is wounded with the bait,

The other rotted with delicious feed.

S47. But he will not entreat his fon for us.
Tam. Yf Tamora entreat him, then he will ;

For I can fmooth, and fill his aged ear

With golden promises; that were his heart

Almoft impregnable, his old ears deaf,

Yet thould both ear and heart obey my tongue.

Go thou before, [0 £mi.] be our embaflador;

Say, that the emperor requefts a parley

Of warlike Lucius, and appoint the meeting.

Sat. ALmilius, do this meﬁ'age honourably :

And if he fland on hoftage for his fafety,

Bid him demand what pledge will please him beft.
Zwmr. Your bidding fhall I do effe@tnally. = [Exiz.
Zam. Now will I to that old Ardronicus ;

And temper him with all the art I have,

To pluck proud Lucius from the warlike Goths.

And now, fweet emperor, be blith again,

And bury all thy fear in my devices.
8a7. Then go inceffantly, and plead to him. [Exeunt.

ACT N
SCENE 1. Plains near Rome.

6 before tobe  3° ftand in hoftage 28 fucceflantly

.

¢ Aaz
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Enter, with Drum and Colours, Luctus, and Goths.

Lve. Approved warriors, and my faithful friends,
T have received letters from great Rome,

Which fignify, what hate they bear their emperor,
And how desirous of our fight they are,

Therefore, great lords, be, as your titles witnefs,
Imperious, and impatient of your wrongs;
And, wherein Rome hath done you any i%athc,

Let him make treble fatiffation.

1. G. Brave flip, {fprung from the great 4ndronicus,
‘Whose name was once our terror, now our comfort ;
Whose high exploits, and honourable deeds,
Ingrateful Rome requites with foul contempt;

Be bold in us: we’ll follow where thou lead’ft,—
Like ftinging bees in hotteft fummer’s day,

Led by their mafter to the flowred fields, —

And be aveng’d on curfed Tamora. -

Gor. And, as he faith, fo fay we all with him.

Lvc. I humbly thank him, and I thank you all.
But who comes here, led by a lufty Goth?

Enter a Goth, leading Aaron, with
bis Child in bis drms.

2. G. Renowned Lucius, from our troops I firay’d,.
To gaze upon a ruinous monaftery ;

And, as I earneftly did fix mine eye

Upon the wafted building, fuddenly

I heard a child cry underneath a wall =

I made unto-the noise ; when foon I heard
‘The crying babe controul’d with this difcourfe :
Peace, tawny flavve ; balf me, and half thy dam !
Did not thy bue bewray awbose brat thou art,

$ fignifies
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Had nature lent thee but thy mother’s look,
Villain, thou might'f bawe been an emperor :
But avhere the bull and cow are both milk-awbite,
T hey newer do beget a coal-black calf.
Peace, willein, peace! —even thus he rates the babe, —
For I'muft bear thee to a trufly Goth ;
Who, avhen be knowws thou art the emprefs’ babe,
Wil bold thee dearly for thy mother’s fake.
With this, my weapon drawn, I rofh’d upon him,
Surpriz’d him fuddenly ; and brought him hither,
To use as yon think needfal of the man.
Luc. O worthy Gotk ! this is the incarnate devil,
That rob’d Andronicus of his good hand :
This is the pearl that pleas’d your emprefs’ eye
And here’s the bafe frait of his burning laft.
Say, wall-ey’d flave, whither would’ft thou convey
This growing image of thy fiend-like face ?
Why doft not fpeak ? What, deaf? No; nota word ? —
A halter, foldiers; hang him on this tree,
And by his fide his fruit of baftardy.
Aaz. Touch not the boy, he is of royal blood.
Luc. Too like the fire for ever being good. —
Firft, hang the child, that he may fee it {prawl ;
A fight to vex the father’s foul withal.
Get me a ladder. [Ladder brought : Aaron lkd up it.
. Aar, Lucius, fave the child ; -
And bear it from me to the emperefs.
if thou do this, I'll thew thee wondrous things,
That highly may advantage thee to hear:
If thou wilt not, befal what may befal,
T'll fpeak no more ; But vengeance rot you all !
Lve. Say, onj and, if it please me which thou fpeak’tt,

25 v, Note.

Aagj
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Thy child fhall live, and T will fee it nourifh’d.
Aar. An if it please thee? why, aflure thee, Lucius,
*Twill vex thy foul to hear what [ fhall fpeak.
For I muft talk of murthers, rapes, and maffacres,
A@&s of black night, abominable deeds,
Complots of mifchief, treason ; villanies
Ruthful to hear, yet piteoufly perform’d :
And this thall all be bury’d by my death,
Unlefs thou fwear to me, my child fhall live.
Luc. Tell on thy mind; I fay, thy child fhall live,
Aar. Swear that he fhall, and then I will begin.
Luc. Who fhould I fivear by ? thou believ'ft no god ;
That granted, how canft thou believe an oath ?
Aar. Whatif I do not? as, indeed, I donot :
Yet, — for I know thou art religious, *
And haft a thing within thee, called confcience 3
With twenty popifh tricks and ceremonies,
‘Which I have fcen thee careful to observe, —
Therefore I urge thy oath : _For that, I know,
Anideot holds his bauble fora god ;
And keeps the oath, which by that god he fwears ;
"To that I’ll urge him : _ Therefore thou fhalt vow
By that fame god, — what god foe’er it be,
That thou ador’ft and haft in reverence, —
To fave my boy, nourifh, and bring him up;
Or elfe I will difcover nought to thee.
Lyc. Evenby my god I fwear to thee, T will.
Aar, Firft, know thou, I begot him on the emprefs.
Lvc. O motft infatiate luxurious woman !
Aar. Tut, Lucius! this was but adeed of charity,
To that which thou fhalt hear of me anon.
Twas her two fons, that murther’d BafFanus :

25 boy, to nourith
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‘They cut thy fifter’s tongue, and ravifh’d her,

And cut her hands off ; trim’d her as thou faw’ft. 0
Luc. O déteftable villain ! call’ft thou that trimming ?
Aar. Why, fhe waswafh’d, and cut, and trim’d ; and

‘Trim fport for them that had the doing of it. ~ [’twas
Luc. Obarbarous beaftly villains, like thyfelf!
Aar. Indeed, I was their tutor to inftrut them:

That codding fpirit had they from their mother,

As fure 2 card as ever won the fet;

That bloody mind, I think, they learn’d of me,

As true adog as ever fought at head.

Well, let my deeds be witnefs of my worth.

I train’d thy brethren to that guileful hole,

‘Where the dead corps of Baffranuslay :

I wrote the letter that thy father found,

And hid the gold within the letter mention’d,

Confederate with the queen, and her two fons

And what not done, that thou haft cause to rue,

Wherein I had no ftroke of mifchief in it?

I play’d the cheater for thy father’s hand ;

And, when I had it, drew myfelf apart,

And almoft broke my heart with extream laughter:

I pry’d me through the crevice of a'wall,

When, for his hand, he had his two fons’ heads ;

Beheld his tears, and laugh’d fo heartily,

That both mine eyes were rainy like to his;

And when I told the emprefs of this fport,

She fwooned almoft at my pleasing tale,

And, for my tidings, gave me twenty kiffes.

1..G. What! can’ft thou fay all this, and never blufh?
Aar. Ay, like a black dog, as the faying is.
Luc. Art thou not forry for these heinous deeds 2

2 off, and trim’d 28 She founded

Aayg
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Aar. Ay, that T had not done a thousand more.
‘Even now I curfe the day, (and yet, I think,
Few come within the compafs of my curfe)
Wherein I did not fome notorious 1ll:
Askill a man, or elfe devise his death; -
Ravith 2 maid, or plot the way to doit;
Accuse fome innocent, and forfwear myfelf:
'Set deadly enmity between two friends 3
Make poor men’s cattle break their necks ; fet fire
On barns and hay-ftacks in the night, and bid
The toretc;¢d owners quench them with their tears:
Oft have I dig’d up dead men from their graves,
And fet them upright at their dear friends’ doors,
Even when their forrow almoft was forgot ;
And on their fkins, as on the bark of trees,
Have with my knife carved in Roman letters,
Let not your joerrow aye, though I am dead.
Tut, I have done a thousand dreadful things,
As willingly as one would kill a fly;
And nothing grieves me heartily indeed,
But that I cannot do ten thousand more.
Luc. Bring down the devil; for he muft not dye
So fiveet a death, as hanging presently,
Aax. If there be devils, *would T were a devil,
To live and burn in everlafting fire 3
So I might have your company in hell,
But to torment you with my bitter tongue !
Luc. Sirs, ftop his mouth, and let him fpeak no more.
Enter a Goth.
3. G. My lord, there is a meflenger from Rome,
Desires to be admitted to your presence. .
Lyc, Let him come near, [ Exit Goth.
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Enter Zmivtus.
Welcome, A milius : What’s the news from Rome ?
&u1. Lord Lucius, and you princes of the Goths,
The Roman emperor greets you all by me:
And for he underftands you are in arms,
He craves a parley at your father’s houfe ;
Willing you to demand your hoftages,
And they thall be immediately deliver'd.
1. G. What fays our general ?
Lvc. AEmilius, let the emperor give his pledges
Unto my father, and my uncle Marcus,
And we will come. —. Away. [March. Exeun.

SCENE I1. Rome. Court of Titus’ Houfe,
Enter, in difgui’'d Artirements, Tamora,
CHiRON, and DEMETRIUS,

7°an. Thus, in this ftrange and fad habiliment,
I will encounter with Andronicus;
- And fay, I am revenge, fent from below,
To join with him, and right his heinous wrongs.
Knock at his ftudy, where, they fay, he keeps,
‘To ruminate firange plots of dire revenge ;

Tell him, revenge is come to join with him, d
And work confusion on his enemies. [ They knock.
Enter T1iTUs, above.

Zrr. Who doth moleft my contemplation ?
Is it your trick, to make me ope the door;
That fo my fad decrees may fly away,

And all my ftudy be to no effeét ?

You are deceiv’d : for what I mean to do,
See " here, in bloody lines I have fet down ;
And what is written fhall be executed.

32 march away, Excunt,
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Toast. Lord Titus, I am come to talk with thee.
Z1r. Noj nota word; How can I grace my talk,

Wanting a hand to give it that accord ?

Thou haft the odds of me, therefore no more. [me.
T.am. If thou did’ft know me, thon would’ft talk with
Z17. Yam not mad ;I know thee well enough :

Witnefs this wretched ftump, these crimson lines 3

Witnefs these trenches, made by grief and care ;

Witnefs the tiring day, and heavy night ;

Witnefs all forrow, that T know thee well

For our proud emprefs, mighty Zamora ;

Is not thy coming for my other hand ?

Tam. Know, thou fad man, I am not Tamoras

She is thy enemy, and I thy friend :

Iam revenge; fent from the infernal kingdom,

To ease the gnawing vulture of thy mind,

By working wreakful vengeance on thy foes.

Come down, and welcome me to this world’s light ;

Confer with me of murder and of death :

There’s not a hollow cave, or lurking place,

No vaft obfcurity, or mifty vale,

Where bloody murther, or detefted rape,

Can couch for fear, but I will find them out;

And in their ears tell them my dreadful name,

Revenge, which makes the foul offenders quake.
Zrr. Art thou revenge ? and art thou fent to me,

To be a torment to mine enemies ?

Tam. I am; therefore come down, and welcome me.
71r. Do me fome fervice, ere I come to thee.

Lo, by thy fide where rape, and murder, ftands :

Now give fome *furance that thou art revenge,

Stab them, or tear them on thy chariot wheels ;

7 fump, witnes thefe
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And then I’ll come, and be thy waggoner,

And whirl along with thee about the globes.

Provide two proper palfries, black as jet,

To hale thy vengeful waggon fwift away,

And find ont murderers 1n their guilty caves:

And, when thy car is loaden with their heads,

I will difmount, and by the waggon wheel

Trot, like a fervile footman, all day long ;

Even from Hyperion’s rising in the eaft,

Until his very downfal in the fea.

And day by day I’ll do this heavy tafk,

So thou deftroy rapine and murder there.
Jam. These are my minifters, and come with me.
717. Are they thy minifters? what are they call’d ?
7.4m. Rapine, and murder: therefore called fo,

’Cause they take vengeance on fuch kind of men.
717, Good lord, how like the emprefs’ fons they are!

And you, the emprefs! But we worldly men

Have miserable, mad, miftaking eyes.

O fweet revenge, now do I come to thee:

And, if one arm’s embracement will content thee,

I will embrace thee init by and by. [Exit from abee.
Zam. This closing with him fits his Junacy :

Whate’er I forge, to feed his brain-fick fits,

Do you uphold and méintain in your fpeeches.

For now he firmly takes me for revenge :

And, being credulous in this mad thought,

T’ll make him fend for Lucius his fon ;

And, whilft I at a banquet hold him fure,

I’ll find fome cunning pra&ife out of hand,

To fcatter and difperfe the giddy Gozbs,

Or, at the leaft, make them his enemies.

3 Provide thee two 5 murder in
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See, here he comes, and I muft ply my theme.
Enter TiTUs., - ¥

717. Long have I been forlorn, and all for thee
Welcome, dread fury, to my woefal houfe ; —. 4
Rapine, and murther, you are welcometoo:..  *
How like the emprefs and her fons you are!

Well are you fitted, had you but 2 Moor : —
Could not all hell afford you fuch a devil ? —
For, well T wote, the emprefs never wags,
Butin her company there is a Moor

And, would you represent our queen aright,
It were convenient you had fuch a devil :
But welcome, as you are. What fhall we do?

T a3r. What would’ft thou have us do, Andronicus ?

De . Shew me a murtherer, I’ll deal with him.

Crr. Shew me avillain that hath done a rape,
And Tam fent to be reveng’d on him.

7M. Shew me a thousand that have done thee wrong,
And I will be revenged on them all.

Trr. Look roand about the wicked ftreets of Rome;
And, when thou find’ft 2 man that’s like thyfelf,
Good murther, ftab him ; he’s a murtherer.

Go thou with him ; and, when itis thy hap
To find another that is like to thee,
Good rapine, ftab him ; heis a ravither.
Go thow with them; and in the emperor’s court
There is a queen, attended by 2 Moor ;
Well may’ft thou know her by thy own proportion,
For up and down the doth resemble thee;
I pray thee, do on them fome violent death,
They have been violent to me and mine.
T4, Well haft thou leflon’d us; this fhall we do.
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Bat would it please thee, good Andronicus,
To fend for Lucius thy thrice valiant fon,
Who leads towards Rome a band of warlike Gorks,
And bid him come and banquet at thy houfe;
When he is here, even at thy folemn feaft,
¥ will bring in the emprefs, and her fons,
The emperor himfelf, and all thy foes ;
And at thy mercy fhall they ftoop and kneel,
And on them fhalt thou ease thy angry heart:
What fays dndromicus to this devife ?

Ti1x. Marcus, my brother ! ’tis fad Tizus calls.

Enter Marcus.

Go, gentle Marcus, to thy nephew Lucius;
Thou fhalt enquire him out among the Gorbs :
Bid him repair to me, and bring with him
Some of the chiefeft princes of the Goths;
Bid him encamp his foldiers where they are:
Tell him, the emperor and the emprefs too ’
Feaft at my houfe ; and he fhall feaft with them.
This do thou for my love; and fo let him,
As he regards his aged father’s life.

Mar. This will I do, and foon return again.

[Exit Marcus,

7am. Now will ¥ hence about thy businefs, 4
And take my minifters along with me.

T1r. Nay, nay, let rape and murder ftay with me;
Or elfe I'll call my brother back again,
And cleave to no revenge but Lucius.

T am. ““ What fay you, boys? will you abide with him,”
* Whiles I go tell my lord the emperor, *
“ How I have govern’d our determin’d jeft 2”
¢« Yield to his humour, fmooth and fpeak him fair, ”
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¢ And tarry with him *ti{l I turn again.” [mad ;”
Z1r. I know them all, though they fuppose me
< And will o’er-reach them in their own devifes;”
¢« A pair of curfed hell-hounds, and their dam.”
DEey. ¢ Madam, depart at pleasure, leave us here.”
T an. Farewel, Andronicus : revenge now goes
"To lay a complot to betray thy foes.
Z17. I know, thoudoft; and, fweet revenge, farewel.
{Exit TaAmora.
Cxr. Tell us, old man, how fhall we be employ’d ?
Zir. 'Tut, I have work enough for you to do.—
Publius, come hither, Caius, and Valentine !
Enter certain Gentlemen, and Domefiicks.
1. G. What is your will ?
717, Know you these two ?
1. G. The emprefs’ fons,
I take them, Chiron, and Demetrius,
Tir. Fie, Publius, fie! thou art too much deceiv’d 3
The one is murder, rape is the other’s name :
And therefore bind them, gentle Pudlius;
Caius, and Valentine, lay hands on them :
Oft have you heard me with for fuch an hour,
And now I find it: therefore bind them fure ;
And ftop their mouths, if they begin to cry.
[Gentlemen &c. lay Hands on them. Exit T1tus.
Ca1. Villains, forbear; we are.the emprefs’ fons.
1. G. And therefore do we whatwe are commanded.—
Stop clofe their mouths, let them not fpeak 2 word :
Is he fure bound ? look, that you bind them faft.
Re-enter TiTvus, avith Lavinia ;
Titus bearing a Knife, and fbe a Bajfon.
717, Come, come, Lavinia; look, thyfoesare bound:



‘Titus Andronicus. 81

Sirs, ftop their mouths, let them not fpeak to me ;

But let them hear what fearful words I utter. —

O villains, Chiron and Demetrius,

Here T ftands the fpring whom you have ftain’d with mad;

‘This goodly fummer with your winter mix’d.

You kill’d her husband ; and, for that vile fault,

Two of her brothers were condemn’d to death :

My hand cut off, and made a merry jeft :

Both her fweet hands, her tongue, and that, more dear

‘Than hands or tongue, her fpotlefs chaftity,

Inhuman traitors, you conftrain’d and forc’d.

What would you fay, if I fhould let you fpeak ?

Villains, for thame you could not beg for grace.

Hark, wretches, how I mean to martyr you.

This one hand yet is left to cut your throats;

‘Whilft that Lavinia *tween her ftumps doth hold

The bafon, that receives your guilty blood.

You know, your mother means to feaft with meg

And calls herfelf revenge, and thinks me mad, —

Hark, villains ; I will grind your bones to duft,

And with your blood, and it, I'll make a pafte ;

And of the pafte a coffin [ will rear,

And make two pafties of your thameful heads ;

And bid that ftrumpet, your unhallow’d dam,

Like to the earth, fwallow her own encreafe.

This is the feaft that I have bid her to,

And this the banquet fhe fhall furfeit on;

For worfe than Philomel you us’d my daughter,

And worfe than Progze [ will be reveng’d :

And now prepare your throats. —. Lavinia, come,
{cuts their Throats.

Receive the blood : and, when that they are dead,
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Let me go grind “their bones to powder fmall,

And with this hateful liquor temper it ;

And in that pafte let their vile heads be bak’d.

Come, come, be every one officious

To make this banquet ; which I with might prove

More ftern and bloody than the Centaur’s feaft,

So, now bring in ; for I will play the cook,

And fee them ready ’gainft their mother comes.
[Exeunt, bearing in the Bodics.

8 CE N E 111. Tbefame. Gardens of the fame.
A magnificent Pavillions Tables under it;
Domefticks attending. Enter Lucivus, and
Goths, Marcus with bim; and
Aarow, Prisoner.

Lvc. TBlby, uncle Marcus, fince ‘tissmy father’s mind,
That I repair to Rome, I am content.

o Go And ours with thine, befall what fortane will.

Lvc. Good uncle, take you in this barbarous Moor,
‘This ravenous tiger, this accarfed devil ;
Let him receive no fuftenance, fetter him,
>Till he be brought unto the emperor’s face,
For teftimony of her foul proceedings:
And fee the ambufh of our friends be ftrong;
I fear, the emperor means no good to us.

A4r. Some devil whifper curfes in mine ear;
And prompt me, that my tongue may utter forth
The venomous malice of my {welling heart!

Luc. Away, inhuman dog, unhallow’d flave! —
Sirs, help our uncle to convey him in.—

[ dttendants lead in AarON. Trumpess within

The trumpets thew the emperor is at hand.

7 bring them in, for Ilc play
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Flourifp. Enter SATURNINUS, and TAMORA 5
awith a great Train of Senaters, Tribunes, and others.
S4r. What, hath the firmament more funs than one ?
Lvc. What boots it thee, to call thyfelf a fun?
Mar. Rome’s emperor, and nephew, break the parle;

These quarrels muft be quietly debated.

The feait is ready, which the careful Zitas

Hath 6rdain’d to an honourable end,

For peace, for love, for league, and good to Rome :
Please you, therefore, draw nigh, and take your places.

Sa1. Marcus, we will. [Company fit to Table. Musick.

Enter T1TUs, and Others, and Lavinia weil’d :

Titus, babited like a Cook, places the Difbes.

Z17. Welcome, my gracious lord; —welcome, dread
Welcome, ye warlike Goths; — Luciss,welcome; _[queer;
And welcome, all: although the cheer be poor,

*Twill fill your ftomacks; please you, eat of it.
847, Why art thou thus attir’d, dndronicas?
Z17. Because I would be fure to have all well,

To entertain your highnefs, and your emprefs.

7am. We are beholding to you, good Ardromicus.

Z17. Anifyourhighnefs knew my heart, you were.
My lord the emperor, resolve me this ;

Was it well done of rath Virginius,

To flay his daughter with his own right hand,

Because fhe was enforc’d, ftain’d, and deflour’d ?

Saz. It was, Andronicus.

Z17. Yourreason, mighty lord ? 3

Sar. Becausg the girl fhould not furvive her fhame,
And by her presence flill renew his forrows.

717. A mighty reason, ftrong, and effeual ;

A pattern, precedent, and lively warrant,

'S welcome Lucius 3% reafon mighty

Vor, VIII. Bb
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For me, moft wretched, to perform the like: =
Dye, dye, Lavinia, and thy fhame with thee;
[4ills Lavinia.
And, with thy fhame, thy father’s forrow dye!
Sar. What haft thou done, unnatural, and unkind ?
Trr. Kill’d her, for whom my tears have made me
I am as woeful as Virginius was: [blind.
And have a thousand times more cause than he,
To do this outrage; and it is now done.
S47. What, was fhe ravifh’d ? tell, who did the deed.
Z1r. Wilt please you eat? wilt please your highnefs
feed ?
7'4m. Why haft thou {lain thine only daughter thus ?
71r. Not I; *twas Chiron, and Demetrius :
They ravifh’d her, and cut away her tongue ;
And they ‘twas, they, that did her all this wrong.
Sa7. Go, fetch them hither to us presently.
717. Why, there they are both, baked in that pye ;
Whereof their mother daintily hath fed,
Eating the flefh that fhe herfelf hath bred.
*Tis true, *tis true; witnefs my knife’s fharp point.
[#:illing Tamora.
Sar. Dye, frantick wretch, for this accurfed deed.
[#illing Titus.
Lvc. Can the fon’s eye behold his father bleed 7
There’s meed for meed, death for a deadly deed.
[4illing Saturnine,
Company in Confusion. A great Tumult :
the Andronici, and their Friends, gain the
Steps of Titus’ Houfe : Tumult ceafes.
Mar. You fad-fac’d men, people and fons of Rome,
By uproars fever’d, like a flight of fowl
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Scatter’d by winds and high tempeftuous gufts,

O, let me teach you how to knit again _

‘This fcatter’d corn into one mutual fheaf,

‘These broken limbs again into one body :

Left Rome herfelf be bane unto herfelf ;

And fhe, whom mighty kingdoms court’fy to,

Like a forlorn and defperate calt-away,

Do fhameful execution on herfelf.

But if my frofty figns and chaps of age,

Grave witneffes of true experlence,

Cannot induce you to attend my words, —

Speak, Rome’s dear friend ; as erft our anceftor,

When with his folemn tongue he did difcourfe,

To love-fick Didd’s fad attending ear,

‘The ftory of that baleful burning night,

When fubtle Greeks furpriz’d king Priam’s Troy 3

'Tell us, what Sizoz hath bewitch’d our ears,

Or who hath brought the fatal engine in,

"That gives our Troy, our Rome, the civil wound. .

My heart is not compa& of flint, nor fteel ;

Nor can I utter all our bitter grief, ’

But floods of tears will drown my oratory,

And break my very utterance; even i’ the time

When it thould move you to attend me moft,

Lending your kind commiseration :

Here T is a captain, let him tell the tale ;

Your hearts will throb and weep to hear him fpeak.
Lvc. Then, noble auditory, be it known to you,

That curfed Chiron and Demetrius

Were they that murdered our emperor’s brother 3

And they it was, that ravifhed our fifter :

For their fell faults our brothers were beheaded ;

5 v, Nete, 3% it were that

Bb2z
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Our father’s tears defpis’d ; and bafely cozen’d

Of that true hand, that fought Rom:’s quarrel out,

And fent her enemies unto the grave,

Laftly, myfelf unkindly banithed,—

The gates fhut on me,— and torn’d weeping out,

‘To beg relief among Rome’s enemies ;

Who drown’d their enmity in my true tears,

And op'd their arms to embrace me as a friend :

And Tam the turn’d-forth, be it known to you,

‘That have preserv’d her welfare in my blood 5

And from her hosom took the enemy’s point,

Sheathing the fteel in my advent’rous body :

Alas, you know, I am no vaunter, I;

My fcars can witnefs, dumb although they are,

‘That my report is juft, and full of truth.

But, foft, methinks, I do digrefs toe much,

Citng my worthlefs praise : O, pardon me ;

For, when no friends are by, men praise themfelves.
Muar, Now is my turn to fpeak ; Behold this child,

[ frenving it in the drms of an Attendant.

Of this was Tamora delivered ;

The iffue of an irreligious Moor,

Chief architet and plotter of these woes ;

The villain is alive in T7t«s’ houfe,

Damn’d as he is, to witnefs this is true.

Now judge, what cause had Tirus to revenge

These wrongs, unfpeakable, paft patience,

Or more than any living man could bear.

Now you have heard the trath, what fay you, Romaus ?

Have we done aught amifs ? Shew us wherein,

And, from the place where you behold us now,

‘The poor remainder of the Andronici

%5 Andas 26 what courfc had
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Will, hand in hand, all headlong caft us down,
And on the ragged ftones beat forth our brains,
And make a mutual closure of our houfe,
Speak, Romans, fpeak ; and, if you fay, we fhall, .
Lo, hand in hand, Lucius and T will fall. [ Rome,
1. R. Come Dotun, come Dotun, thou reverent man of
And bring our emperor gently in thy hand,
Lucius our emperor ; for, well I know, >
The common voice doth cry, it fhall be fo.
Bom, Lacius, all hail ; Rome’s royal emperor !
Mz, Go, go into old Titus’ forrowful houfe ;
[0 Attendants.
And hither hale that mifbelieving Moor,
To be adjudg’d fome direful flaughtering death,
As punifhment for his moft wicked life.
Lucius, and the reft, come doawn s
awith them, young Lucius.
Rom, Lucius, all hail ; Rome’s gracious governor ! .
Luc. Thanks, gentle Romans ; May I govern fo,
To heal Rome’s harms, and wipe away her woe!
But, gentle people, give me aim a while, —
For nature puts me to a heavy tafk ; —
Stand all aloof’;._ but, uncle, draw you near,
To fhed obfequious tears upon this 7~ trunk : —
[#neels ower Titus® Body,
O, take this warm kifs on thy pale cold lips,
‘These forrowful drops upon thy blood-ftain’d face,
The laft true duties of thy noble fon !
Muar. A tear for tear, and loving kifs for kifs,.
[kneeling by bim,
Thy brother Marcus tenders on thy lips :
O, were the fum of these that T fhould pay

9 doecry 27 bloud-flaine,
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Countlefs and infinite, yet would I pay them!

Lvc. Come hither, boy ; come, come, and learn of ug
To meltin fhowers : Thy grandfire lov’d thee well :
Many a time he danc’d thee on his knee,

Sang thee afleep, his loving breaft thy pillow ;
Many a matter hath he told to thee,

Meet, and agreeing with thine infancy ;

In that refpe@t then, like a loving child,

Shed yet fome fmall drops from thy tender fpring,
Because kind nature doth require it fo:

Friends fhould affociate friends in grief and woe:
Bid him farewel ; commit him to the grave,

Do him that kindnefs, and take leave of him.

Boy. O grandfire, grandfire, €'en with all my heart
*Would I were dead, fo you did live again!

O lord, I cannot fpeak to him for weeping ;
My tears will choak me, if I ope my mouth.
Enter Attendants avith Aarow. |

2. R. You fad Andronici, have done with woes;
Give fentence on this execrable wretch,

‘That hath been breeder of these dire events.

Luc, Set him breaft-deep in earth, and famith him ;
There let him ftand, and rave and cry for food :

If any one relieves or pities him, -
Forthe offence he dies. This is our doom :
Some ftay, to fee him faften’d in the earth.

A4r. Ah, why fhould wrath be mute, and fury dumb?

I am no baby, I, that, with bafe prayers,

I fhould repent the evils I have done;

Ten thousand, worfe than ever yet I did,
‘Would I perform, if I might have my will ;
If one good deed in all my life I did,
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1 do repent it from my very foul.
Luc. Some loving friends convey the emperor hence,
And give him barial in his father’s grave :
My father, and Lawvinia, fhall forthwith
Be closed in our houthold’s monument.
As for that heinous tiger, Tamora,
No funeral rite, nor man in moarnfal weeds,
No mournful bell fhall ring her burial ;
But throw her forth to beafts, and birds of prey :
Her life was beaft-like, and devoid of pity ;
And, being fo, fhall have like want of pity.
See juftice done on Aaror ; that damn’d Moor,
By whom our heavy haps had their beginning :
Then, afterwards, to order well the ftate ;
That like events may ne’er it ruinate. [Exeunt.
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