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PREDMLUVA

ulius Caesar pfedstavuje v Shakespearové tvorbé vyrazny meznik. Po
dvou historickych tetralogiich, v nichZ autor pfevdzné volnym, kroni-
karskym zpusobem zobrazil velké useky anglickych déjin, zavriuje
své Usili o historické drama hrou ze starovékého Rima, ktera je pro svou
sevienou dramatickou vystavbu a jednotici mys$lenku zaroven povazovina
za pfedehru k velkolepé fadé jeho vrcholnych tragédii. Hra byla napsand
pravdépodobné v roce 1599 a je dost mozné, Ze v 1été téhoz roku tragédie
o muzi s ambicemi svétovlddce otevirala nové vybudované divadlo The
Globe (Zemékoule ¢i Svét). Pati{ k prvnim Shakespearovym hrdm, ve kterych
renesanéni viru v ¢lovéka a jeho schopnosti vystiidala barokni skepse, pro-
vazend pocity rozpolcenosti a tajemné hrizy. I samo téma je zlomové:
Julius Caesar pojedndvé o konci staré a zrodu nové epochy.

At se Shakespearovy hry odehrdvaji kdekoli a v kterémbkoli ¢ase, vzdy je
ve stfedu autorova zdjmu predev$im jeho soudasnost. Podle ni kresli své
postavy a kraje a k ni chce promlouvat. V zemi, kde pfimému zobrazeni
brénila cenzura, mohl reagovat na poméry nejaktudlnéji a nejbezprostted-
néji pravé hrou, kterou ze vSech svych dosavadnich historickych dramat
umistil ¢asové i mistné nejd4l.

V Anglii v poslednim roce 16. stoleti vlidla $estasedesdtiletd kralovna
Alzbéta L., jeZ po sobé nezanechala pfimého néslednika. Jeji ndstup na trin
vytrhl zemi na dlouhd léta z pfedeslého chaosu, ale hrozilo, Ze po kré-
lovniné smrti se chaos a rozvrat do Anglie vrati. Otdzky nasilného prevzeti
moci, politické moralky, etiky a spolecenské odpovédnosti byly na pofadu
dne. Paralela s idélem Julia Caesara, ktery byl ve jménu demokratickych
ideji zabit a po jehoz smrti v zemi zavlddla oblanskd valka, se nabizela -
pro Shakespeara tim spie, Ze osou ptibéhu byl konflikt dvou vyraznych
osobnosti, jejichz role v celé véci nebyla jednozna¢nd a po staleti se o ni
vedly spory.

Shakespeare pfi psani své hry jako z hlavniho pramene vychézel z Plutar-
chovych Srovndvacich Zivotopisii, které jako Zivoty vznesenych Rekii a Rimani
z Amyotova francouzského prekladu pfelozil do angli¢tiny sir Thomas
North.

Plitarchovy Zivotopisy jsou uz samy o sobé textem uméleckym, s barvité
vyli¢enymi uddlostmi i postavami, s fadou pozoruhodnych psychologic-



kych postfeht a anekdotickych detaild, coZ pfi divadelni adaptaci litky
umoznovalo Shakespearovi drZet se na fadé mist Platarchova textu dosti
vérné. Nicméné pravé kombinaci téméi doslovnych citaci, drobnych
podnétd, které domyslel, rozvinul a dramaticky pfetvofil, a mist, kterd
pojal zcela podle své vlastni invence a fantazie, vytvofil stylové a ideové
jednotné drama, jez dodnes udivuje svou divadelni ptisobivosti, jasno-
zfivou politickou aktudlnosti a strohou krsou jazyka.

Shakespeare zpracoval z Plitarcha pfedev$im Zivotopisy Caesara, Bruta
a Antonia. U mdlokteré litky, kterou kdy zdramatizoval, se mu podatilo
vytéZit z déjin tolik podnétu pro vysostné divadelni ztvirnéni. Jdou tu za
sebou: davovd scéna oslavy Caesarova vitézstvi; triumfdlni pravod pii
luperkéliich; bouilivd noc pfedznamendvajici Caesariv pdd a doprovi-
zejici tajnd ujedndvani spiklencli; portréty manzelek Caesara a Bruta, jez
shodné, a prece kazd4 jinak prozivaji své désivé obavy; dva rozhodujici
déjové zvraty: ritudlné pojaty atentit na Caesara, jehoZ ndstrojem jsou
dyky a mece, a brzy nato chytie demagogickd a stejné vraZzednd Antoniova
fe¢ nad Caesarovym télem, kterd vyvold vzpouru f{mského lidu; pfipravy
vélky, provizené hidkami a spory; vystoupeni Caesarova ducha; sém boj
plny tragickych nedorozumént; sebevrazda tif hrdych Rimani a v Gplném
zévéru hotka pointa, kdyZ se moci ujiméd ¢lovek, ktery az do této chvile
zUstdval v pozadi. To vSe nabizi podivanou, jez by mohla byt az prilis
zahlcyjici a tiZiva, kdyby ji autor nedal na jedné strané pevny fdd a na
strané druhé ji nenaplnil misty jimavé lidskosti, kterd zbrzdi ptekotny dé¢j
a nabidne divdkovi moznost reflektovat to, ¢eho je dcasten.

Pevné struktury hry autor dociluje mimo jiné promyslenou praci s ¢asem
a prostorem. Historické udélosti ¢tyt let (45 pt. n. 1.-42 pt. n. 1) zhustil ve
své hfe tak, Ze vyvoldvaji dojem, jako by se odehrily v pribéhu nékolika
malo dni. Soucasné ale drobnymi zminkami o plynuti ¢asu docilil toho, Ze
v pozad{ probihd ¢as redlny, takZe dramaticky spid déje nenarusuje psycho-
logickou prokreslenost postav. Podobné elasticky je i prostor hry. Ostrymi
stfihy prekondvé autor vzdilenosti mezi Rimem, kde doslo k zabiti
Caesara, a maloasijskymi Sardami a makedonskymi Filippami, kde se ve
dvou bitvich utkala Brutova a Cassiova vojska s vojsky triumvird. Pfibli-
Zuje se tak klasickym poZadavkim jednoty mista a ¢asu, aniz narusuje dé&jo-
vou pestrost.

Shakespeare vycitil v historické ldtce téma rezonujici s dobou a vysostné
tvaréim zpusobem ho zpracoval tak, Ze promlouvalo aktuilné nejen k jeho
soucasnikim, ale mluvi k ndm dodnes. Pfedvadi ho totiZ na postavich,
které se v mnohém mohou lisit od svych historickych pfedloh, ale o to jsou
zivotnéj$i a redlnéj$i. Vice neZ historickd pfesnost zajimd totiZz autora

umeéleckd pravdivost. O¢ je Caesar oproti Platarchovu zpodobeni méné
monumentdlni, o to je ndm lidsky bliz§i. Shakespeare ho pojiméd jako
starnouciho jesitného muze, povérlivého a nemocného, jenZ si nicméné
udrzuje bystrost tsudku a pfirozenou autoritu. Proti nému, a pfitom jemu
nejbliZ stavi $lechetného idealistu Bruta, ktery se Uastni atentitu v zdjmu
sobecného dobra®, z obav, Ze Caesar by po chystané korunovaci mohl
v touze po neomezené vladé ohrozit demokraticky fdd v zemi. Jak sdm
tikd, radéji nez Caesarovo télo by zabil Caesarova ducha. AZ po ¢inu
samém si ale uvédomuje, jakého tragického omylu se dopustil. Z pozice
vrcholné mravni autority, kterou zastdval pfed atentitem, nastupuje cestu
pozvolného padu. Vidi, Ze nésilnym ¢inem nejen zatiZil své svédomi, ale
ze se jeho dobry tmysl zvrtl v popfeni sebe sama. Caesartiv duch preziv,
snaha po udrZen{ fidu vede k ob¢anské vélce a jeho mravn{ autorita, kterd
ostatni difve mobilizovala k ¢inu, je ted naopak brzdou. Cassius, jenZ na
zatatku hry vyuzivé Brutovy nadosobni principidlnosti ke svym osobnim
cilum, se v dal§im prtibéhu naopak podfizuje Brutovym mylnym rozhod-
nutim, pravé z tcty k ¢lovéku, ktery ho morédlné piesahuje. Tak jako Caesar
a Brutus patii k sobé coby pfedstavitelé starého svéta lidské pospolitosti,
plného predsudka, povér, ale také velkych, i kdyZ v té dobé uz dost mozn4
posetilych idedld, spojuje je i to, Ze jsou obklopeni lidmi malymi, sledu-
jicimi spiSe svuj vlastni prospéch. Cassius i Antonius jsou ale az piili§ pfi-
poutdni ke svym vzoram, piili§ citové labilni, p#li§ zaujati, nez aby byli
dustojnymi néstupci téch, o jejichz padd se zaslouzili. Octavius, ktery se
svou posledn{ fe¢i nad Brutovym télem ujimd moci v zemi s podobné se-
bevédomou samoziejmosti, jako to ¢ini Fortinbras nad télem Hamleta,
stejné uslechtilého ¢lovéka, ktery byl piespfili§ dobry pro tento svét, kondi
hru velebnou notou miru a smifeni. Néktefi divici si oviem uvédomi, Ze
tento klidny tén ponékud zaskiipe. Jsou to ti, ktef{ védi, jak se osudy Rima
dale vyvijely, byli to ti, ktef{ si v Shakespearové dobé konéici feudalni éry
dokdzali ztotoznit nendpadného, ale ambiciézniho Octavia s pfislusniky
dravé, chladné kalkulujici generace nastupujici anglické burzoazie, a konec
konctl jsou to i ti, ktef{ védéli a védi, Ze se historie az ptili§ Casto opakuje.

Julius Caesar je politické drama napsané z vétsi ¢asti klasicky hutnym,
muznym verSem, ve kterém se Shakespearovi podafilo postihnout véény
déjinny paradox. Cim vzne$enéjif jsou zdméry téch, kteti se odhodlaji vzit
vlddu véci vefejnych do svych rukou, tim hufe je 1ze uskute¢nit. Moralka
se totiz vzdy dostdva do rozporu s praktickou politikou, jejimZ pfedmétem
nejsou abstraktn{ ideje, ale Zivi, nevypocitatelni lidé.
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DRAMATIS PERSONAE

JULIUS CAESAR

OCTAVIUS CAESAR

MARCUS ANTONIUS } triumvirs after the death of Julius Caesar
M. AEMILIUS LEPIDUS

CICERO

PUBLIUS } senators

POPILIUS LENA

MARCUS BRUTUS \
CASSIUS

CASCA

TREBONIUS

LIGARIUS

DECIUS BRUTUS
METELLUS CIMBER
CINNA ’
FLAVIUS } tribunes
MARULLUS

ARTEMIDORUS, a Sophist of Cnidos
SOOTHSAYER

CINNA, a Poet

ANOTHER POET
LUCILIUS \
TITINIUS

MESSALA ¥ friends to Brutus and Cassius
YOUNG CATO
VOLUMNIUS /
VARRO \
CLITUS

CLAUDIUS

STRATO

LUCIUS

DARDANIUS /
PINDARUS, Servant to Cassius

CALPURNIA, Wife to Caesar

PORTIA, Wife to Brutus

Senators, citizens (a Cobbler, a Carpenter), guards, attendants, soldiers.

} conspirators against Julius Caesar

} servants to Brutus

Scene: Rome; the fields of Sardis; the fields of Philippi.
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OSOBY

JULIUS CAESAR

OCTAVIUS CAESAR

MARCUS ANTONIUS } triumvirové po smrti Julia Caesara
M. AEMILIUS LEPIDUS

CICERO
PUBLIUS } senatofi
POPILIUS LAENAS

MARCUS BRUTUS 1
CASSIUS

CASCA

TREBONIUS

LIGARIUS

DECIMUS BRUTUS
METELLUS CIMBER J
CINNA
FLAVUS } tribunové
MARULLUS

ARTEMIDORUS, sofista z Knidu
VESTEC

CINNA, biésnik

JINY BASNIK

LUCILIUS \
TITINIUS

MESSALA y Brutovi a Cassiovi prételé
MLADY CATO
VOLUMNIUS /
VARRO \
CLITUS

CLAUDIUS

STRATO

LUCIUS

DARDANIUS /
PINDARUS, Cassitiv sluha
CALPURNIA, Caesarova manzelka

PORTIA, Brutova manzelka

Senétofi, ob&ané (Svec, Truhlaf), straze, slouzici, vojaci.

¥ spiklenci proti Juliu Caesarovi

} Brutovi slouzici

Mista déje: Rim; pole u Sard; pole u Filipp.
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FLAVIUS

. COMMON.
MARULLUS
. COMMON.

MARULLUS
. COMMON.

. MARULLUS
. COMMON.

MARULLUS

. COMMON.
FLAVIUS
. COMMON.

FLAVIUS

ACT TI.

SCENE 1.
ROME. A STREET.

Enter Flavius, Marullus, and certain commoners.

Hence! Home, you idle creatures get you home:

Is this a holiday? What! Know you not,

Being mechanical, you ought not walk

Upon a labouring day without the sign

Of your profession? Speak, what trade art thou? 5
Why, sir, a carpenter.

Where is thy leather apron and thy rule?

What dost thou with thy best apparel on?

You, sir, what trade are you?

Truly, sir, in respect of a fine workman, I am but, 10
as you would say, a cobbler.

But what trade art thou? Answer me directly.

A trade, sir, that, I hope, I may use with a safe
conscience; which is, indeed, sir, a mender of bad soles.
What trade, thou knave? Thou naughty knave, what trade?
Nay, I beseech you, sir, be not out with me: yet,

if you be out, sir, I can mend you.

What meanest thou by that? Mend me, thou saucy
fellow!

Why, sir, cobble you. 20
Thou art a cobbler, art thou?

Truly, sir, all that I live by is with the awl:

I meddle with no tradesman’s matters, nor women’s
matters, but with awl. I am, indeed, sir, a surgeon

to old shoes; when they are in great danger, 25

I recover them. As proper men as ever trod upon
neat’s leather have gone upon my handiwork.

But wherefore art not in thy shop today?
Why dost thou lead these men about the streets?

12

FLAVUS

1. OBCAN
MARULLUS
2. OBCAN

MARULLUS
2. OBCAN

MARULLUS
2. OBCAN

MARULLUS

2. OBCAN
FLAVUS
2. OBCAN

FLAVUS

JEDNANTI I.

SCENA 1.
RiM. NA ULICL

Vystoupi Flavus, Marullus a fimsti obéané.
Zpitky! Price vim stoji! Bézte domu!
Copak je svitek? Dost! Vy nevite,

ze ve viedn{ den byste neméli

po mésté chodit bez oznaceni

své zivnosti? Ty, povéz, co jsi za¢?

Tesaf jsem, pane.

A kde mas zéstéru a Ghelnik?

A pro¢ ses oblék do svate¢niho?

Co délas ty?

Ptizndm se vdm, pane, flikuju to, jak se d4,
a déldm, abych tak fek, samy boty.

Tak nestyd se a fekni, ¢im se Zivis?

J4 se za svou préci stydét nemusim, 1 kdyZ se mi
do nf kazdej obouvi.

Tvé femeslo, ty mameluku! Mluv!

Reknu vdm to, pane, nez feknete $vec.
M4 Zivnost je totiz — samej podraz.
Jsi néjak drzy, chlape zatracena!

Mé¢ chce$ podrazit?

Jen vase boty, pane.
Tak ty jsi obuvnik?

Jenom $vec. My $idlo je m4 zbran. Kazdej zdkaznik
je m{j pan a kazd4 panna je moje zdkaznice,

kdyZ mé diru v boté. Jsem felcar starejch kidpti.
Kdo se necit{ ve svy kizi, tomu rdd nastavim

tu svoji. I ten nejuznalejsi ¢lovék, co nosi boty,

uz poslapal prici mych rukou.

Tak proc¢ jsi opustil sviyj verpdnek

a vytdhl ty lidi do ulic?

13
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I/1

2. COMMON.

MARULLUS

FLAVIUS

MARULLUS

FLAVIUS

Truly, sir, to wear out their shoes, to get myself 30
into more work. But, indeed, sir, we make holiday,
to see Caesar and to rejoice in his triumph.

Wherefore rejoice? What conquest brings he home?
What tributaries follow him to Rome,

To grace in captive bonds his chariot-wheels? 35
You blocks, you stones, you worse than senseless things!
O you hard hearts, you cruel men of Rome,

Knew you not Pompey? Many a time and oft

Have you climb’d up to walls and battlements,

To towers and windows, yea, to chimney-tops, 40
Your infants in your arms, and there have sat

The livelong day, with patient expectation,

To see great Pompey pass the streets of Rome:

And when you saw his chariot but appear,

Have you not made an universal shout, 45
That Tiber trembled underneath her banks,

To hear the replication of your sounds

Made in her concave shores?

And do you now put on your best attire?

And do you now cull out a holiday? 50
And do you now strew flowers in his way

That comes in triumph over Pompey’s blood?

Be gone!

Run to your houses, fall upon your knees,

Pray to the gods to intermit the plague 55
That needs must light on this ingratitude.

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

Assemble all the poor men of your sort;

Draw them to Tiber banks, and weep your tears

Into the channel, till the lowest stream 60
Do kiss the most exalted shores of all.

Exeunt all the commoners.

See whether their basest metal be not moved;

They vanish tongue-tied in their guiltiness.

Go you down that way towards the Capitol;

This way will I. Disrobe the images, 65
If you do find them deck’d with ceremonies.

May we do so?

You know it is the feast of Lupercal.

It is no matter; let no images

Be hung with Caesar’s trophies. I'll about, 70

14

I/1

2. OBCAN Aby proSoupali podrazky a ja mél kieft.
Ale hlavné, pane, abysme pozdravili Caesara

MARULLUS

FLAVUS

MARULLUS

FLAVUS

a radovali se z jeho vitézstvi.

Z jakého vitézstvi? Co ukofistil?
Kde v poutech krédeji mu za vozem
zajatci z dobytého dzemi?

Vy hloupd, bezcitnd a krutd smecko,
mate moc kratkou pamét! Nevite uz,
kdo byval Pompeius? Jak ¢asto jste
se k jeho uvitdni hrnuli

do oken, do ulic, az na komin

jste lezli — s décky v ndruéi - a tam
jste vyckavali cely den, az vjede

do ulic Rima velky Pompeius.

A kdy?Z se v délce privod objevil,
vypukli jste v tak nespoutany jésot,
az Tibera se v hloubi za¢la tf4st,

jak dunéla ji v podemletych biezich
ozvéna vaSich hlast.

Ted jste si oblékli to nejlepsi

a udélali jste si volny den?

Ted chcete kvétinami sypat cestu
tomu, kdo pokofil Pompeiav rod?
Zmizte!

Tihnéte domi! Modlete se k bohtim,
at chvili pozdrzi morovou rdnu,
kterou se trestd takovyhle nevdék!

Ob¢ané, jdéte! Napravte svou chybu!
Seberte délny lid a spole¢né

sejdéte k biehum Tibery. Tam rorite
kajicné slzy, dokud z vyschlé strouhy
se voda nevzedme aZ po okraj.
Odejdon vsichni obéané.

Vidéls ty balvany, jak snadno zmékli?
Odesli jako schliplé slepice.

Ty se dej vlevo smérem na Kapitol,
j4 ptydu vpravo. Viechny ozdoby,
kterymi ovéndili sochy, strhe;.

A smfi se to?

Vi, Ze se dneska svéti Lupercus.

To je mi jedno. Strhej hlavné pocty
patfici Caesarovi. A jd zatim
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1/1,2

CAESAR
CASCA
CAESAR
CALPURNIA
CAESAR

ANTONY
CAESAR

ANTONY

CAESAR

SOOTHSAYER
CAESAR
CASCA
CAESAR

SOOTHSAYER
CAESAR

And drive away the vulgar from the streets.

So do you too, where you perceive them thick.

These growing feathers pluck’d from Caesar’s wing

Will make him fly an ordinary pitch,

Who else would soar above the view of men 75
And keep us all in servile fearfulness.

Exeunt.

SCENE 2.
A PUBLIC PLACE.

Flourish. Enter Caesar, Antony, for the course; Calpurnia, Portia,
Decius Brutus, Cicero, Brutus, Cassius, and Casca; a great crowd
Jfollowing, among them a Soothsayer.

Calpurnia!
Peace, ho! Caesar speaks.
Calpurnia!
Here, my lord.
Stand you directly in Antonius’ way,
When he doth run his course. Antonius!
Caesar, my lord? 5

Forget not, in your speed, Antonius,
To touch Calpurnia; for our elders say,
The barren, touched in this holy chase,
Shake off their sterile curse.

I shall remember:

When Caesar says ‘do this,’” it is perform’d. 10
Set on; and leave no ceremony out.

(Flourish)

Caesar!

Ha! Who calls?
Bid every noise be still; peace yet again!

Who is it in the press that calls on me? 15
[ hear a tongue, shriller than all the music,
Cry ‘Caesar!” Speak; Caesar is turn’d to hear.

Beware the ides of March.
What man is that?

16

CAESAR
CASCA
CAESAR
CALPURNIA
CAESAR

ANTONIUS
CAESAR

ANTONIUS

CAESAR

VESTEC
CAESAR

CASCA
CAESAR

VESTEC
CAESAR

vyzenu z ulic tuhle sebranku.
Kdybys néjaké potkal, Zer je taky.
Kdyz Caesarovi pfistfihneme brka,
udrzime ho trochu pfi zemi,

jinak se bude vznaset k nebesim

a z nés udéla ustrasené sluhy.

Odejdou.

SCENA 2.
VEREJNE PROSTRANSTVI.

Fanfdra. Vystoupi Caesar, Antonius jako bézec; Calpurnia, Portia,
Decimus Brutus, Cicero, Brutus, Cassius a Casca; za nimi zdstup

obéani, mezi nimi Vestec.
Calpurnie!
Ticho! Caesar mluvi!

Calpurnie!

Tady jsem, muzi.
Vstoupi§ do dridhy Antoniovi,
az kolem pobézi! Ty, Antonie!
Co z4d4 Caesar?

A7 pobézis, nezapome se dotknout
Calpurnie. Dle staré povésti

ta, jiz se dotkne luperkdln{ bézec,
ztraci svou neplodnost.

Udéldm to.
Co Caesar pfeje si, je vykonano.

Jdem ddl, jak Z4d4 dne$ni ritual.
(Fanfdra)

Caesare!

Kdo to byl?

Tak budte chvili zticha! Ml¢te! Klid!

Kdo z v4s v tom davu mé ted oslovil?
Slysel jsem hlas, jenz jako polnice

prekficel viechny. Mluv! Caesar té slysi.

Id bieznovych se stiez!
Kdo to byl?

17
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172

BRUTUS
CAESAR
CASSIUS
CAESAR
SOOTHSAYER
CAESAR

CASSIUS
BRUTUS
CASSIUS
BRUTUS

CASSIUS

BRUTUS

CASSIUS

BRUTUS

CASSIUS

A soothsayer bids you beware the ides of March.
Set him before me; let me see his face.

Fellow, come from the throng; look upon Caesar.
What say’st thou to me now? Speak once again.
Beware the ides of March.

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

Sennet. Exeunt all except Brutus and Cassius.

Will you go see the order of the course?

Not L.

[ pray you, do.

[ am not gamesome: I do lack some part

Of that quick spirit that is in Antony.

Let me not hinder, Cassius, your desires;
1l leave you.

Brutus, I do observe you now of late:

[ have not from your eyes that gentleness
And show of love as [ was wont to have.

You bear too stubborn and too strange a hand
Over your friend that loves you.

Cassius,
Be not deceived: if I have veil’d my look,
[ turn the trouble of my countenance
Merely upon myself. Vexed I am
Of late with passions of some difference,
Conceptions only proper to myself,
Which give some soil perhaps to my behaviors;
But let not therefore my good friends be grieved —
Among which number, Cassius, be you one -
Nor construe any further my neglect,
Than that poor Brutus, with himself at war,
Forgets the shows of love to other men.

Then, Brutus, [ have much mistook your passion;
By means whereof this breast of mine hath buried
Thoughts of great value, worthy cogitations.
Tell me, good Brutus, can you see your face?

No, Cassius; for the eye sees not itself,
But by reflection, by some other things.
“Tis just.

And it is very much lamented, Brutus,
That you have no such mirrors as will turn
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Ng¢jaky véstec vds chce varovat.
Réd bych s nim mluvil. Pfivolej ho sem!
Ty tam! Pojd’ sem a pfedstup pred Caesara!
Cos na mé volal? Zopakuj mi to!
Id bfeznovych se stfez!
Vzdyt je to bldzen. Nechme ho byt. Jdem.
Znélka. Odejdon vsichni kromé Bruta a Cassia.
Ty se nepujdes divat na bézce?
Ne, nepujdu.
Mél bys tam jit.
To neni pro mé. Neumim se bavit
tak nenucené jako Antonius.
Na mé se neohliZej, Cassie,
jdi sdm.
V posledni dobé jsi se zménil, Brute.
Byvaly casy, kdy jsi na mé hledél
dost pritelsky a kdy’s mé mival rdd.
Ted se mi vyhybd$ a ndpadné
jsi ke mné ochladl.
To se ti zd4,
Cassie. Ne! Mdm-li na ¢ele mrak,
pfi¢inou toho zachmufen{ jsem
j4 sdm. Néjakou dobu se ted ve mné
svateji vielijaké pocity,
kterym se marné snazim pfijit na kloub,
takze se mozna chovdm podivné.
Ale mych pfétel se to netyk4,
a proto ani tebe, Cassie.
M4 odtazitost ma ten prosty davod,
Ze Brutus, ktery valdi se sebou,
se k jinym nechovd tak, jak by mél.
Jé jsem si vykladal tvé chovan{
jinak a nechdval si pro sebe
mySlenky, které stoji za dvahu.
Povéz mi, Brute, vidi§ svoji tvar?
Ne, Cassie. Sim sebe muzu vidét
jen v odrazu néc¢eho jiného.
Pfesné tak.
A prévé proto vSichni natikaji,
Ze Brutus nev$im4 si zrcadel,
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Your hidden worthiness into your eye,

That you might see your shadow. I have heard,
Where many of the best respect in Rome,
Except immortal Caesar, speaking of Brutus
And groaning underneath this age’s yoke,
Have wish’d that noble Brutus had his eyes.

Into what dangers would you lead me, Cassius,
That you would have me seek into myself
For that which is not in me?

Therefore, good Brutus, be prepared to hear;
And since you know you cannot see yourself
So well as by reflection, I, your glass,

Will modestly discover to yourself

That of yourself which you yet know not of.
And be not jealous on me, gentle Brutus:
Were I a common laughter, or did use

To stale with ordinary oaths my love

To every new protester; if you know

That I do fawn on men and hug them hard
And after scandal them, or if you know
That I profess myself in banqueting

To all the rout, then hold me dangerous.

(Flourish, and shout)

What means this shouting? I do fear, the people
Choose Caesar for their king.

Ay, do you fear it?
Then must [ think you would not have it so.
[ would not, Cassius; yet I love him well.
But wherefore do you hold me here so long?
What is it that you would impart to me?
If it be aught toward the general good,
Set honour in one eye and death i’ the other,
And I will look on both indifferently,
For let the gods so speed me as I love
The name of honour more than I fear death.

I know that virtue to be in you, Brutus,
As well as I do know your outward favour.
Well, honour is the subject of my story.

[ cannot tell what you and other men
Think of this life; but, for my single self,

I had as lief not be as live to be

In awe of such a thing as I myself.
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v nichZ uvidél by svoji vlastni ctnost,
jako ji vidi druzi. Slysel jsem

nejlep$i muze Rima bédovat

— az na Caesara ovSem -, Ze si, Brute,
dnes, kdy nés tolik dusi tézkd doba,
neuvédomujes svou vlastni cenu.

Do ¢eho mé chce§ zaplést, Cassie,
ze ponoukas$ mé, abych v sobé hledal,
co ve mné neni?

Reknu ti to, jestli mé vyslechnes.
Protoze ¢lovék pozniva sim sebe
jen v odrazu téch druhych, dovol mi,
abych byl zrcadlem, v némz uvidis,
co v tobé je a o ¢em ty sdm nevis.

A netvaf se tak podeziravé.

Kdybych byl hloupy Zvanil, rozd4val
ptisahy vérnosti viem na potkdnf,
jak si kdo pfijde, kdybych kazdého
pfételsky objimal a za zddy

ho ostouzel, kdybys mé&, Brute, znal
co kamarddicka vsech opilci

a vétroplacha, pak mi klidné nevéf.

(Fanfdra a provoldvdni sldvy)

Co je to za kiik? Mdm strach, Ze lid zvolil

Caesara krlem.

Rekl jsi: mam strach?
Znamena to, Ze si to neprejes?
Nepfieju, Cassie. I kdyZ ho mam rid.
Co jsi to ale po mné vlastné chtél?
Povidej, pro¢ jsi mé tak dlouho zdrZel?
Je-li to v z4jmu obecného blaha,
at mi to pfinese Cest nebo smrt,
pwdu do toho stejné odhodlané.
KéZ bohové mi o to vice pfeji,
o€ vic je pro mé Cest nez vlastni Zivot.
Zndm tvoji povahu pravé tak dobfe,
jako zndm tvoji vnéj$i podobu.

Vzdyt o cti ptedevsim jsem hodlal mluvit.

Nevim, jak si sviij Zivot pfedstavujes,
pokud mam ale mluvit za sebe,

jé radéji bych nechtél vibec byt,

nez abych slouzil sobé rovnému.
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[ was born free as Caesar; so were you;

We both have fed as well, and we can both
Endure the winter’s cold as well as he:

For once, upon a raw and gusty day,

The troubled Tiber chafing with her shores,
Caesar said to me ‘Darest thou, Cassius, now
Leap in with me into this angry flood,

And swim to yonder point?” Upon the word,
Accoutred as I was, I plunged in

And bade him follow; so indeed he did.

The torrent roar’d, and we did buffet it

With lusty sinews, throwing it aside

And stemming it with hearts of controversy;
But ere we could arrive the point proposed,
Caesar cried ‘Help me, Cassius, or I sink!’

I, as Aeneas, our great ancestor,

Did from the flames of Troy upon his shoulder
The old Anchises bear, so from the waves of Tiber
Did I the tired Caesar. And this man

Is now become a god, and Cassius is

A wretched creature and must bend his body,
If Caesar carelessly but nod on him.

He had a fever when he was in Spain,

And when the fit was on him, I did mark

How he did shake; ’tis true, this god did shake;
His coward lips did from their colour fly,

And that same eye whose bend doth awe the world

Did lose his lustre; I did hear him groan;

Ay, and that tongue of his that bade the Romans
Mark him and write his speeches in their books,
Alas, it cried ‘Give me some drink, Titinius,’

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

A man of such a feeble temper should

So get the start of the majestic world

And bear the palm alone.

(Shout. Flourish)

Another general shout!
I do believe that these applauses are
For some new honours that are heap’d on Caesar.
Why, man, he doth bestride the narrow world
Like a Colossus, and we petty men
Walk under his huge legs and peep about
To find ourselves dishonourable graves.
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O¢ horsi jsem nez Caesar? A o€ ty?
Nejime to co on? A kdyZ je mréz,
neni ndm stejné zima jako jemu?
Jednou - v osklivy den, kdy prudky vitr
rozoral Tiberu brizdami vin -
mé Caesar vyzval, jestli bych si trouf
s nim vstoupit do téch rozboufenych vod
a kamsi doplavat. J4 na to kyv.
Hned skoc¢il jsem i v $atech do feky
a volal na n¢j. Pak tam vlez i on.
Proud fval a my ho oba zdol4vali
s velikou chut{ zdbéry svych pazi.
Srdnaté jsme se drali kupiedu,
viak nez jsme doplavali na to misto,
Caesar vzkfik: ,Cassie, pomoc, topim se!”
J4 jako Aeneas, nés velky pfedek,
kdyz z trojskych plament na bedrech vynes
starého Anchise, z vod Tibery
jsem vytdhl chuddka Caesara.
Ten chuddk je dnes vic nez bih, a j4
jak bidny otrok musim na kolena,
kdyz pan si usmysli mi pokynout.
Jednou mél horkost, kdyz jel do Spanél,
a vidél jsem, jak pfi té teploté
se cely tfds. N4§ blih se vdZné ti4s!
Pysky mél strachy celé zmodralé
a jeho zrak, pfed nimz se kréf svét,
dodista vyhas. Slysel jsem ho brecet.
Ano! A jazyk, zvykly poroucet
a pfedpisovat Rimu, co se patfi,
ted nafikal: ,Podej mi vodu, Titinie!*
Jak uktiourand holka! Nechépu,
zZe se moh pravé tenhle slaboch vznést
na nejmocnéj$i misto na svété
a skliz{ sldvu sdm.
(Provoldvdni sldvy. Fanfdra)

Uz zase kfidi!
Nejspi§ ten novy jasot pfivital
néjakou novou poctu Caesarovi.
Vsak pravé! Rozkrodil se nad svétem
jak mocny kolos. A my lidicky
motdme se mu pod nohama s pfdnim
si nékde najit aspon bidny hrob.
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Men at some time are masters of their fates:

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

But in ourselves, that we are underlings.

Brutus and Caesar: what should be in that ‘Caesar’?

140

Why should that name be sounded more than yours?

Write them together, yours is as fair a name;
Sound them, it doth become the mouth as well;
Weigh them, it is as heavy; conjure with ’em,
Brutus will start a spirit as soon as Caesar.

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

Upon what meat doth this our Caesar feed,

That he is grown so great? Age, thou art shamed!
Rome, thou hast lost the breed of noble bloods!
When went there by an age, since the great flood,
But it was famed with more than with one man?
When could they say till now, that talk’d of Rome,
That her wide walls encompass’d but one man?
Now is it Rome indeed and room enough,

When there is in it but one only man.

O, you and I have heard our fathers say,

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

As easily as a king.

That you do love me, I am nothing jealous;
What you would work me to, [ have some aim:
How I have thought of this and of these times,
[ shall recount hereafter; for this present,

I would not, so with love I might entreat you,
Be any further moved. What you have said

[ will consider; what you have to say

[ will with patience hear, and find a time

Both meet to hear and answer such high things.
Till then, my noble friend, chew upon this:
Brutus had rather be a villager

Than to repute himself a son of Rome

Under these hard conditions as this time

[s like to lay upon us.

[ am glad that my weak words
Have struck but thus much show of fire from Brutus.

The games are done and Caesar is returning.
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BRUTUS

Pravy muz odpovidd za svij osud.
Ta chyba, Brute, neni ve hvézdich,
je pouze v nds, Ze jsme tak malinci.

»Brutus® a ,Caesar”! Pro¢ se jméno ,Caesar”

ozyva Castéji nez ,Brutus“? Pro¢?

Obé je napis. Tvé je stejné pékné.
Vyslov je. Tvé zni stejné dobte. Zvaz je.
Tvé stejné vazi. Zaklinej se jimi.
LBrutus” je stejné magicky jak ,Caesar”.
Pfi bozich, ktefi sedi na Olympu,

co asi ji nas bozsky Caesar, Ze ndm
néhle tak vyrost? Rime, ty se styd!

Uz v tobé vyhynula vzneSenost.

Kdy od potopy stalo se, Ze stat

viech Rimant by stil jen na jednom?
Kdy dfiv se mohlo stit, Ze v mésté Rim
by zbylo sldvy leda pro jednoho?

Ted vidim, jak moc nemocny je Rim,
kdyZ veskerou moc ma v ném pouze jeden.
Otcové tobé i mné vypravéli

o jistém Brutovi, jenz by se smifil

spis§ s tim, Ze v Rimé bude vlddnout débel,
nez aby mu tu vladl krél.

Nepochybuju o tvém pritelstvi.

Co bys ode mé chtél, se domyslim.
Svij ndzor na tu véc a vSechno kolem
ti sdélim pozdéji. Pro tuto chvili

se nechci — véfim, Ze mé pochopi§ -

o tom vic bavit. Cos mi povédél,

si promyslim. Co mi chee§ je$té fict,
vyslechnu pozorné, az pfijde ¢as
poradit se a fesit nasi véc.

Zatim, muj pfiteli, véz asponi toto:
Brutus by radéji byl venkovan,

nez honosil se, Ze je synem Rima,

za podminek, jez tahle doba ndm

ted hrozi pfinést.

CASSIUS  Jsem rad, Zze moje chaba fec té, Brute,

alesponi trochu rozohnila.

BRUTUS Je konec her a Caesar uz se vraci.
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As they pass by, pluck Casca by the sleeve;
And he will, after his sour fashion, tell you
What hath proceeded worthy note today.

Re-enter Caesar and his train.

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

The angry spot doth glow on Caesar’s brow,
And all the rest look like a chidden train:
Calpurnia’s cheek is pale; and Cicero

Looks with such ferret and such fiery eyes

As we have seen him in the Capitol,

Being cross’d in conference by some senators.

Casca will tell us what the matter is.
Antonius!
Caesar?

Let me have men about me that are fat;
Sleek-headed men and such as sleep o’ nights.
Yond Cassius has a lean and hungry look;

He thinks too much: such men are dangerous.

Fear him not, Caesar; he’s not dangerous;
He is a noble Roman and well given.

Would he were fatter! But I fear him not:

Yet if my name were liable to fear,

I do not know the man I should avoid

So soon as that spare Cassius. He reads much;
He is a great observer and he looks

Quite through the deeds of men. He loves no plays,

As thou dost, Antony; he hears no music;
Seldom he smiles, and smiles in such a sort
As if he mock’d himself and scorn’d his spirit
That could be moved to smile at any thing.
Such men as he be never at heart’s ease
Whiles they behold a greater than themselves,
And therefore are they very dangerous.

I rather tell thee what is to be fear'd

Than what I fear; for always I am Caesar.
Come on my right hand, for this ear is deaf,
And tell me truly what thou think’st of him.

Sennet. Exeunt Caesar and all bis train, but Casca.
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You pull’d me by the cloak; would you speak with me?

Ay, Casca; tell us what hath chanced today,
That Caesar looks so sad.
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Az ptijdou sem, chyt Casku za rukév,
a on ti kysele, jak umi, fekne,
co to tam dneska bylo za sldvu.
Vystoupi’ Caesar s priivodem.
Zeptdm se ho. Vidi§ to, Cassie?
Caesar se néjak podeztele mradi
a cely pruvod jde jak opafeny.
Calpurnia je bled4, Cicero
zas brundtny a metd z odi blesky,
jak zndme ho, kdyZ na Kapitolu
ho rozéili néjaky senétor.
Casca ndm fekne, co se ptihodilo.
Antonie!

Caesare?

Poustéjte ke mné radsi tlustochy,
ulizané a dobfe vyspané.

Z Cassia koukd hlad a je jak lunt.
Moc pfemysli. Na ného dévej pozor!
Klid, Caesare. Ten neni nebezpec¢ny.
Vzdycky byl oddany a vérny Rimu.
Ké7Z by byl tlusts$i! Nemdm z ného strach.
Kdyby se ale Caesar umél bat

a chtél se svého strachu zbavit, prvni
by tdh mi z cesty Cassius. Moc Cte.
Ve viem se vyznd, co se kolem déje,
a nic mu neujde. Divadlem pohrdd,
Antonie, a nebav{ ho hudba.

Ztidka se zasméje, a kdyZ se sméje,
tak posmésné, jak by se vysmival

sdm sobé, Ze mu néco stilo za smich.
Lidi jak on jsou vzdycky celi nesvi,
kdyz vidi, Ze je nékdo pfertsta,

a musime si na né dévat pozor!
Poviddm ti tu, ¢eho bych se bdl,
kdybych se bal. Vsak Caesar nem4 strach.
Pojd’ napravo, na levé nesly$im,

a fekni mi, co ty si 0 ném myslis.

Znélka. Odejde Caesar s doprovodem, zistdvd Casca.

Pro¢ jste mé zastavili? Chcete néco?

Chcem, Casko, slySet, co se stalo, Ze se
Caesar tak kaboni.
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Why, you were with him, were you not?
I should not then ask Casca what had chanced.
Why, there was a crown offered him; and being

offered him, he put it by with the back of his hand,
thus; and then the people fell a-shouting. 220

What was the second noise for?

Why, for that too.

They shouted thrice: what was the last cry for?

Why, for that too.

Was the crown offered him thrice? 225

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

Who offered him the crown?
Why, Antony. 230
Tell us the manner of it, gentle Casca.

I can as well be hanged as tell the manner of it:

it was mere foolery; I did not mark it. I saw Mark
Antony offer him a crown; — yet twas not a crown
neither, ’twas one of these coronets; — and, as 235
[ told you, he put it by once; but, for all that, to my
thinking, he would fain have had it. Then he

offered it to him again; then he put it by again;

but, to my thinking, he was very loath to lay his

fingers off it. And then he offered it the third 240
time; he put it the third time by; and still as he

refused it, the rabblement hooted and clapped their
chapped hands and threw up their sweaty night-caps
and uttered such a deal of stinking breath because
Caesar refused the crown that it had almost choked 245
Caesar; for he swounded and fell down at it. And

for mine own part, I durst not laugh, for fear of
opening my lips and receiving the bad air.

But, soft, I pray you; what, did Caesar swound?

He fell down in the market-place, and foamed at 250
mouth, and was speechless.

"Tis very like; he hath the falling sickness.

No, Caesar hath it not; but you and I,
And honest Casca, we have the falling sickness.
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Pro¢? Byli jste snad u toho, ¢i ne?
To bych se neptal na to, co se stalo.

Nuze, nabizeli mu korunu. A jak ji nabizeli,
Caesar ji hibetem ruky takhle odstréil.

Nacez lid zacal jdsat.

A pro¢ kficeli podruhé?

Pro¢? Pro stejnou véc.

Kficeli tfikrat. Pro¢pak potfeti?

Zase pro totéz.

To mu tu korunu nabidli tfikrdt?

Ano, trikrit. A tfikrdt ji odmitl. Pokazdé

ale o poznani mirnéji. A pfi kazdém odmitnut
spustili mi dobfi Rimané povyk.

Kdo mu ji podéval?

Antonius prece.

A jakym zplisobem se to udilo?

O zpuisobech se tady nedd mluvit. Byla to fraska,
az mi bylo hanba. Nejdifv mu Marcus

Antonius nabidl korunu. Vlastné spi§ nezli
koruna to byla obycejna Celenka. A jak jsem
tikal, Caesar ji odsunul stranou. Jenze - jak j4 to
vidim - byl by si ji tuze rdd ponechal. Pak mu ji
nabi{dl podruhé, a on ji zase vratil, jenze

- jak ja to vidim - moc nerad ji poustél z prsta.
Antonius ji nabidl potfeti. Napotteti ji
Caesarovi poddva a potfeti se ji Caesar vzdava.
A jak ji odmitl, dav zacdal vfe$tét a plicat rukama
a do vzduchu hézet propocené ¢apky, a jak fvali
z plnych plic, z hub jim $el tak stradidelny smrad,
ze se Caesar mélem zalknul. Aspon

omdlel a padl k zemi. A pokud jde

o mne, ja se bal i smét, abych se toho puchu
nenalokal.

Pockej! Co 1ikd§? Opravdu tam omdlel?
Sek sebou pfimo na trzisti. Mél pénu u dst
a dodista ztratil fe¢.

To muze byt. Ma pfece padoucnici.

Ne, Caesar nepad, ale ty a j4

a tady Casca mame padoucnici.
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I know not what you mean by that; but, [ am sure, 255
Caesar fell down. If the tag-rag people did not

clap him and hiss him, according as he pleased and
displeased them, as they use to do the players in

the theatre, I am no true man.

What said he when he came unto himself? 260

Marry, before he fell down, when he perceived the
common herd was glad he refused the crown, he
plucked me ope his doublet and offered them his
throat to cut. An I had been a man of any occupation,
if I would not have taken him at a word, 265
[ would I might go to hell among the rogues. And so
he fell. When he came to himself again, he said,

If he had done or said any thing amiss, he desired

their worships to think it was his infirmity. Three

or four wenches, where I stood, cried ‘Alas, good 270
soul!” and forgave him with all their hearts; but

there’s no heed to be taken of them; if Caesar had
stabbed their mothers, they would have done no less.

And after that, he came, thus sad, away?

Ay. 275
Did Cicero say any thing?

Ay, he spoke Greek.

To what effect?

Nay, an I tell you that, I'll ne’er look you i’ the face
again. But those that understood him smiled 280
at one another and shook their heads; but, for mine
own part, it was Greek to me. I could tell you more
news too: Marullus and Flavius, for pulling scarfs off
Caesar’s images, are put to silence. Fare you well.

There was more foolery yet, if I could remember it. 285

Will you sup with me tonight, Casca?
No, I am promised forth.
Will you dine with me tomorrow?

Ay, if I be alive and your mind hold and your dinner
worth the eating. 290

Good. I will expect you.
Do so. Farewell, both.
Exit.
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Tomu jsem nerozumél, zato je jisté, Ze Caesar upad.
A ta chamrad kolem plécala a hned zas piskala,
kdyz je Caesar jako herec na divadle chvili uvadél
v nadSeni a chvili dovadél k zufivosti. Tak to bylo,
jinak jsem lhéf a Zvanil.

Co fekl, kdyz se probral k védomi?

Co tek? Nez mél ten zéchvat, kdyz vidél, jak je
prosty lid rdd, Ze odmitl korunu, jako mladik
odhalil krk a vybizel je, at ho podfezou. J4 kdybych
byl od femesla, at se propadnu az do horoucich
pekel, jestli bych ho tam na tom misté rovnou
nevzal za slovo. Potom upad. A kdyz zas pfisel

k sobé, prohlésil, Ze pokud se snad choval divné,

at mu to vzdcny lid odpusti a laskavé to pficte jeho
postizeni. Par Zenskych vedle mé zacalo hned
bédovat: ,,Chudécek Caesar!“ A milerddy mu
viecko vieci¢ko odpustily. Takové ale nejde brat
vazné. Odpustily by mu, i kdyby Caesar k smrti
ubodal jejich matky.

A proto odesel tak zachmufeny?

Jo.

Cicero taky mluvil?

Mluvil, ale nic netekl.

V jakém smyslu?

Podle mé ta jeho fe¢ zZddny smysl neméla. Ale ti,
co tam néjaky nasli, se potutelné sméli a mrkali

na sebe. JenZe, jak ji to vidim, fikal samé nesmysly.
Miém i dal3i novinky. Tribunové Marullus a Flavus
byli umléeni za to, Ze z Caesarovych soch strhévali
ozdoby. Poroudim se. Podobnych $asgkdren tam byla
jesté spousta.

Nechtél bys dneska ke mné na vedefi?

Ne, uz néco mam.

Tak se stav tfeba zitra na obéd.

Dobte. Budu-li Ziv a zdrdv, bude-li ten obéd k jidlu
a ty si to mezitim nerozmyslis, rdd pfijdu.

Plati. Cekam té.

Diky. Sbohem. Oba.

Odeyde.
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CICERO

CASCA

What a blunt fellow is this grown to be!
He was quick mettle when he went to school.

So is he now in execution

Of any bold or noble enterprise,

However he puts on this tardy form.

This rudeness is a sauce to his good wit,
Which gives men stomach to digest his words
With better appetite.

And so it is. For this time I will leave you.
tomorrow, if you please to speak with me,
[ will come home to you; or, if you will,
Come home to me, and I will wait for you.

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

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

Thy honourable metal may be wrought

From that it is disposed: therefore it is meet
That noble minds keep ever with their likes;
For who so firm that cannot be seduced?
Caesar doth bear me hard; but he loves Brutus.
If I were Brutus now and he were Cassius,

He should not humour me. I will this night,

In several hands, in at his windows throw,

As if they came from several citizens,

Writings all tending to the great opinion

That Rome holds of his name; wherein obscurely
Caesar’s ambition shall be glanced at.

And after this let Caesar seat him sure;

For we will shake him, or worse days endure.

Exit.

SCENE 3.
ROME. A STREET.

Thunder and lightning. Enter from opposite sides, Casca,
with his sword drawn, and Cicero.

Good even, Casca: brought you Caesar home?
Why are you breathless? And why stare you so?

Are not you moved, when all the sway of earth
Shakes like a thing unfirm? O Cicero,
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Odkdy je z ného takovyhle morous?
Ve $kole pattival k tém nejbystiej$im.
Bystry je dél a bystfe chopi se
kazdého vzneseného tkolu.

To je jen pbza, tahle prostofekost.
Hrubosti navykl si kofenit

své moudré posttehy, tak aby byly
pro lidi stravitelnéjsi.

Asi mé$ pravdu. Ted uz radsi pajdu.
V3ak zitra, budes-li chtit se mnou mluvit,
stavim se u tebe, ¢i, pokud chees,
navstiv ty mé a probereme to.

Zastavim se. Zatim to promysli.
Odejde Brutus.

Poctivy Brute, vidim, Ze se dd

i tvoje vzdcnd razba zpracovat

a zbavit ryzosti. Proto by méli
poctivci drZet jenom s poctivci.
Kdo je tak pevny, aby nepodleh?
Caesar mé nesndsi, Bruta m4 rad.
J4 ted byt Brutem a on Cassiem,
neddm se zldkat. Jesté dnes$ni noc
mu hodim do okna par dopist,
kazdy z nich psany jinou rukou, ale
viechny ve stejném ténu: jak si Rim
velice Bruta vazi, pficemZ zlehka

se otfu o zpupného Caesara.
Caesare, drz se! Nen{ vyhnuti.

Bud' zniéi§ nés, anebo padnes ty.

Odejde.

SCENA 3.
RiM. NA uLICL

Hromy a blesky. Vystoupi z protésich stran Casca
s vytasenym mecem a Cicero.

Zdravim té, Casko. Jde$ od Caesara?
Co se tak divd$? Pro¢ nic nerikds?
Ty nemds strach, kdyZ celd zemé se
otfdsd v zdkladech? Ach, Cicero!
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I have seen tempests, when the scolding winds
Have rived the knotty oaks, and I have seen
The ambitious ocean swell and rage and foam,
To be exalted with the threatening clouds:

But never till tonight, never till now,

Did I go through a tempest dropping fire.
Either there is a civil strife in heaven,

Or else the world, too saucy with the gods,
Incenses them to send destruction.

Why, saw you any thing more wonderful?
A common slave - you know him well by sight -

Held up his left hand, which did flame and burn
Like twenty torches join’d, and yet his hand,
Not sensible of fire, remain’d unscorch’d.
Besides — I ha’ not since put up my sword —
Against the Capitol I met a lion,

Who glared upon me, and went surly by,
Without annoying me. And there were drawn
Upon a heap a hundred ghastly women,
Transformed with their fear; who swore they saw
Men all in fire walk up and down the streets.
And yesterday the bird of night did sit

Even at noon-day upon the market-place,
Hooting and shrieking. When these prodigies
Do so conjointly meet, let not men say

‘These are their reasons; they are natural;’

For, I believe, they are portentous things

Unto the climate that they point upon.

Indeed, it is a strange-disposed time:

But men may construe things after their fashion,
Clean from the purpose of the things themselves.
Come Caesar to the Capitol tomorrow?

He doth; for he did bid Antonius

Send word to you he would be there tomorrow.

Good night then, Casca: this disturbed sky
Is not to walk in.

Farewell, Cicero.
Exit Cicero.
Enter Cassius.

Who's there?

A Roman.
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Zazil jsem bourtky, kdy se ve vichru

kdcely mocné duby. Vidél jsem,

jak zpupny ocedn prskal a pénil

a vypinal se k hrozicimu nebi.

Ale az dnesni noc, az dnes jsem kracel

bourkou, pfi které z mraka lil se ohen.

Bud v nebi vypukla oblanska vélka,

anebo svét tak bohy rozzlobil,

ze rozhodli se nadobro ho znidit.
CICERO Vidéls 1 jiné zvlastni tkazy?

CASCA Jeden otrok - i ty ho musi§ znét -
zved levou ruku, a ta rizem vzplédla
jak dvacet pochodni, ale ta ruka,
prestoZe hoftela, zlstala celd.

Potom - a proto mim taseny mec -
jsem u Kapitolu narazil na lva.

Jen po mné kouknul a el klidné dél,
aniZ mi ubliZil. Hned za rohem
jsem potkal zdstup vydésenych Zen,
bledych jak smirt, jez pravé vidély
ohnivé muze chodit po ulici.

A v¢era v pravé poledne se zjevil
najednou na trzisti sycek. Sedél
tam, houkal, kficel. Tyhle divy kdyz
se ndsobi, at nikdo netika:

»Za tim nic neni! To je normalni!“
Podle mé jsou to jasnd znameni,

Ze se tu na nés chystd néco zlého.

CICERO Zdai se, ze vskutku nastal divny ¢as.
Lidé si ale mnohdy rtizné jevy
vysvétluji v opaéném vyznamu.

Co Caesar? Ptijde zitra do sendtu?

CASCA Pfijde. Naridil Antoniovi,
aby ti vzkézal, Ze tam jisté bude.
CICERO Dobrou noc, Casko. V tomhle necase
je nejlip doma.
CASCA Sbohem, Cicero.
Odejde Cicero.
Vystoupi Cassis.
CASSIUS Kdo je to?
CASCA Riman.
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CASCA
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CASCA But wherefore did you so much tempt the heavens?

CASSIUS

CASCA
CASSIUS

Casca, by your voice.
Your ear is good. Cassius, what night is this!
A very pleasing night to honest men.
Who ever knew the heavens menace so?

Those that have known the earth so full of faults.
For my part, I have walk’d about the streets,
Submitting me unto the perilous night,

And, thus unbraced, Casca, as you see,

Have bared my bosom to the thunder-stone;

And when the cross blue lightning seem’d to open
The breast of heaven, I did present myself

Even in the aim and very flash of it.

It is the part of men to fear and tremble,
When the most mighty gods by tokens send
Such dreadful heralds to astonish us.

You are dull, Casca, and those sparks of life
That should be in a Roman you do want,

Or else you use not. You look pale and gaze
And put on fear and cast yourself in wonder,
To see the strange impatience of the heavens;
But if you would consider the true cause

Why all these fires, why all these gliding ghosts,
Why birds and beasts from quality and kind,
Why old men, fools, and children calculate,
Why all these things change from their ordinance
Their natures and preformed faculties

To monstrous quality — why, you shall find
That heaven hath infused them with these spirits,
To make them instruments of fear and warning
Unto some monstrous state.

Now could I, Casca, name to thee a man

Most like this dreadful night,

That thunders, lightens, opens graves, and roars
As doth the lion in the Capitol,

A man no mightier than thyself or me

In personal action, yet prodigious grown

And fearful, as these strange eruptions are.

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

Let it be who it is: for Romans now
Have thews and limbs like to their ancestors;

36

45

50

55

60

65

70

75

80

173

CASSIUS
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CASCA
CASSIUS

Casca podle hlasu.
Mis dobry sluch, Cassie. To je noc!
Pro slu$né lidi velmi piijemna.
Vidél kdy nékdo hrozivéj$i nebe?
Pro ty, co védi, jak je hrozny svét,
tak hrozné neni. J4 se aspon toulal
ulicemi a mél z té spousté radost.
Sel jsem tak rozhaleny, jak mé vidis,
a nastavoval bleskim holou hrud.
A kdyZ ohniva ¢4ra trhala
oblohu napfi¢, nekryty jsem stél
a ¢ekal, az to do mé udefi.
Pro¢, prosim té, chee§ bohy pokouset?
Clovek by se mél rad&ji t¥ést strachy,
kdyZ nejmocnéj$i bozstva pousti na nds
tuhletu hrizu, pfi niZ tuhne krev.
Jsi baba, Casko. Coz ten ohen v téle,
jimZ plane kazdy Riman, v tobé zhas
¢i skomira? Jsi bledy jako smrt
a strach ti koukd z oé¢i. Zdé&Sen zir4s,
jak rozzlobila se dnes nebesa.
Ale kdyZ uvazi§ ten pravy divod,
pro¢ sr$ ohen, strasi duchové,
pro¢ divé zvéf tak nenadéle zkrotla,
pro¢ starcim, bldznim, détem naslouch4 se,
pro¢ vechno, co kdy mivalo sviyj fad,
svij ucel, smysl, zménilo se néhle
v obludny paskvil, potom pochopis,
Ze samo nebe timhle bésnénim
nds pouze varuje, Ze na nds pfijde
néjaka stra§nd pohroma.
Mohl bych ti jmenovat ¢lovéka
stejného jak ta noc:
téz boufi, bésni, hromuje a fve
na Kapitolu jako vztekly lev.
A i kdyZ sily nemd o nic vic
nez ja & ty, jde z ného véts{ strach,
nez jaky vzbuzuje ta dnes$ni ¢ina.
Uréité méd$ na mysli Caesara.
At je to kdokoli, Rimané maji
dnes pésti stejné tvrdé jako kdysi.
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But, woe the while! Our fathers’ minds are dead,
And we are govern’d with our mothers’ spirits;
Our yoke and sufferance show us womanish.

Indeed, they say the senators tomorrow 85
Mean to establish Caesar as a king;

And he shall wear his crown by sea and land,

In every place, save here in Italy.

[ know where I will wear this dagger then;

Cassius from bondage will deliver Cassius: 90
Therein, ye gods, you make the weak most strong;
Therein, ye gods, you tyrants do defeat.

Nor stony tower, nor walls of beaten brass,

Nor airless dungeon, nor strong links of iron,

Can be retentive to the strength of spirit; 95
But life, being weary of these worldly bars,

Never lacks power to dismiss itself.

If I know this, know all the world besides,

That part of tyranny that I do bear

I can shake off at pleasure.

(Thunder still)

So can I: 100
So every bondman in his own hand bears
The power to cancel his captivity.

And why should Caesar be a tyrant then?

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

But that he sees the Romans are but sheep; 105
He were no lion, were not Romans hinds.

Those that with haste will make a mighty fire

Begin it with weak straws. What trash is Rome,

What rubbish and what offal, when it serves

For the base matter to illuminate 110
So vile a thing as Caesar! But, O grief,

Where hast thou led me? I perhaps speak this

Before a willing bondman; then I know

My answer must be made. But I am arm’d,

And dangers are to me indifferent. 115

You speak to Casca, and to such a man
That is no fleering tell-tale. Hold, my hand:
Be factious for redress of all these griefs,
And I will set this foot of mine as far

As who goes farthest.
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Ale co s tim, kdyZ duch otci je pry¢

a ndm ted vlddne slabost nasich matek.
Jsme skety, sndsime-li tenhle utisk.
Mas pravdu. Slysel jsem, Ze v senaté
uz zitra prohldsi Caesara krilem

a ve viech zemich kromé Itdlie

bude smét hrdé nosit korunu.

Pak vim, kam svoji dyku obratim.
Cassia osvobod{ Cassius.

Tim dali bozi slabym sily dost.
Tim vzali bozi triumf tyranim.
Z4dna vé& z kamene, masivn{ mi{Z,
smrdutd kobka, Zddné okovy,
nezastavi odhodlaného ducha.

A 7Zivot syty pozemského jha

ma vzdycky moZnost vymanit se z ného.
Pfed celym svétem muzu prohldsit,
ze sviyj dil nesvobody setfesu,
kdykoli se mi zachce.

(Dalsi hrom)

Stejné ja.
Vzdyf kazdy otrok ve svych rukou ma
moc vyvazat se z nevolnickych pout.

Tak pro¢ ma Caesar zUstat tyranem?
Chud4k! Jen proto mutize on byt vlk,
e Rimané jsou stado tupych ovci.
Proto je lev, Ze my jsme plaché smy.
Kdyz chces, aby ti ohet mocné vzplal,
na podpal vezmi sldmu. Rim ted kles
na sldmu, na smeti, kdyz slouzi tomu,
aby se v jeho pldpolavé zafi

honosil biddk Caesar! Zoufalstvi,

az kam’s mé zavedlo? MoZnd tu mluvim
pted tim, kdo je rdd otrok. Jestli ano,
pak si to zodpovim. Mdm ale zbran

a na nebezpedi se neohliZim.

IV

Hovofis s Caskou. Ten je dalek toho,
aby byl sprosty $picl. Zde je ruka.
Budes-li védét, jak zlo odstranit,

j4 povedu své kroky stejnou cestou,
a nejdal ze viech.
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There’s a bargain made.
Now know you, Casca, I have moved already
Some certain of the noblest-minded Romans
To undergo with me an enterprise
Of honourable-dangerous consequence;
And I do know, by this, they stay for me
In Pompey’s porch: for now, this fearful night,
There is no stir or walking in the streets;
And the complexion of the element
In favour’s like the work we have in hand,
Most bloody, fiery, and most terrible.

Stand close awhile, for here comes one in haste.

’Tis Cinna; I do know him by his gait;
He is a friend.

Enter Cinna.
Cinna, where haste you so?
To find out you. Who's that? Metellus Cimber?

No, it is Casca; one incorporate
To our attempts. Am I not stay’d for, Cinna?

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

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

Am I not stay’d for? Tell me.

Yes, you are.
O Cassius, if you could
But win the noble Brutus to our party -

Be you content. Good Cinna, take this paper,
And look you lay it in the praetor’s chair,
Where Brutus may but find it; and throw this
In at his window; set this up with wax

Upon old Brutus’ statue: all this done,

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

Is Decius Brutus and Trebonius there?

All but Metellus Cimber; and he’s gone
To seek you at your house. Well, I will hie,
And so bestow these papers as you bade me.

That done, repair to Pompey’s theatre.
Exit Cinna.

Come, Casca, you and I will yet ere day
See Brutus at his house. Three parts of him
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CINNA

CASSIUS

Na tohle si plécnem.
Tak tedy, Casko, podafilo se mi
nékolik vzécnych muza presvéddit
k ¢inu, jenZ bude sice nebezpelny,
viak neutrpi pfi ném nase Cest.
Ted pravé na mé vichni ¢ekaji
v divadle. V tombhle straidelném case
se sotva najde nékdo v ulicich,
kdyz na sebe noc vzala podobu
skutku, jejz chystdme a ktery je
nanejvy$ désivy a krvavy.
Dej pozor, Cassie, nékdo sem jde.
To je Cinna. Pozndm ho podle chuze.
Patii k ndm.

Vystoupi Cinna.
Cinno, kam tak pospichas?
Hleddm té. Kdo je to? Metellus Cimber?

Ne, to je Casca. Zrovna jsem ho ziskal
pro nasi véc. UZ na mé ¢ekaji?
Moc rad té vidim. To je désnd noc!
Pry byly vidét samé stra$né véci.
Cekaji na mé? Povéz!

Cekaji.
Cassie, kéz by se ti podafilo
na nasi stranu ziskat taky Bruta -
Bud bez obav. Vezmes si tenhle list
a polozi$ ho na prétorské kfeslo,
aby ho Brutus nasel. Tenhle mu
hod do okna. Tenhle list pfilep voskem
na jeho sochu a potom se vrat
do Pompeiovy siné v divadle.
Decimus Brutus a Trebonius pifisli?

Az na Metella Cimbra, ktery Sel

pro tebe dom1, jsou tam vSichni. J4
ted pajdu s témi listy, cos mi dal.

A pak se vrat za ndmi do divadla.
Odejde Cinna.

Pojd, Casko, jedté pied tsvitem zajdem

N

spole¢né za Brutem. Je ze tif ¢tvrtin
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Is ours already, and the man entire 155
Upon the next encounter yields him ours.

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

And that which would appear offence in us,

His countenance, like richest alchemy,

Will change to virtue and to worthiness. 160

Him and his worth and our great need of him
You have right well conceited. Let us go,

For it is after midnight; and ere day

We will awake him and be sure of him.

Exeunt.

42

na na${ strané. Po posledni zteéi
bude nd$ docela, tim jsem si jist.
CASCA Jeho si vSichni lidi povazuji.
To, co by od nis brali za podlost,
on jako alchymista zdzra¢né
proméni v ctnost a ryzi dobrotu.
CASSIUS M4 velkou cenu, potiebujeme ho,
to jsi fek zcela pfesné. Pijdeme.
Pul noci uz je pry¢. Nez pfijde den,
vzbudime ho a pojistime si ho.
Odejdou.
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ACT ITI.

SCENE 1.
ROME. BRUTUS’ ORCHARD.

Enter Brutus.

What, Lucius, ho!

I cannot, by the progress of the stars,

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

[ would it were my fault to sleep so soundly.

When, Lucius, when? Awake, I say! What, Lucius! 5

Enter Lucius.
Call’d you, my lord?

Get me a taper in my study, Lucius:
When it is lighted, come and call me here.

[ will, my lord.
Exit.

It must be by his death: and for my part, 10
I know no personal cause to spurn at him,

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

How that might change his nature, there’s the question.
It is the bright day that brings forth the adder;

And that craves wary walking. Crown him? - that; - 15
And then, I grant, we put a sting in him,

That at his will he may do danger with.

The abuse of greatness is, when it disjoins

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

I have not known when his affections sway’d 20
More than his reason. But ’tis a common proof,

That lowliness is young ambition’s ladder,

Whereto the climber-upward turns his face;

But when he once attains the upmost round,

He then unto the ladder turns his back, 25
Looks in the clouds, scorning the base degrees

By which he did ascend. So Caesar may.

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

Will bear no colour for the thing he is,
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JEDNANTI ITI.

SCENA 1.
RiM. BRUTOVA ZAHRADA.

Vystoupi Brutus.

Lucie, vstavej!

Nepoznim podle postaveni hvézd,
jak daleko je réno. Lucie!

KéZ by se na mé mohl nékdo zlobit,
jak tvrdé spim! Lucie, sly$i$? Vstari!
Vystoupi Lucius.

Volal jste, pane?

Odnes mi do pracovny svici, chlapce,
a zavolej mé, aZ ji zapalis.

Jak pfejete si, pane.

Odeyde.

Budem ho muset zabit. Osobné
necitim viéi nému zddnou z4st,

ale jde o vic. M4 z ného byt krél.

Co kdyZ to zméni jeho povahu?

Az kdyZ je pékné, vylézaji zmije

a hrozi nebezpedi. Caesar krilem?

D4t mu tim jed a ostry zub, jimz bude
kdykoli kohokoli schopen u$tknout?
Velikost zvrtne se vzdy tam, kde moc
ohluchne k svédomi. I kdy?Z je pravda,
ze u Caesara nikdy nepfevladly

vasné nad rozumem. VSak rovnéz plati,
Ze pokora je Zebfik $plhavci.

Vzdy stoupaji s pokorou na o¢ich,

a kdyz jsou nahote v oblaénych vyskdch,
odkopnou pokoru a s pohrddnim
shliZeji na ubohé pficle, po nichz

se vydrépali. Caesar ma ty sklony.

To nelze pfipustit. Co skryva, nevim.
V3ak uZ jen z toho, co je zjevné, vim,
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Fashion it thus; that what he is, augmented, 30
Would run to these and these extremities;

And therefore think him as a serpent’s egg

Which, hatch’d, would, as his kind, grow mischievous,
And kill him in the shell.

Re-enter Lucius.

The taper burneth in your closet, sir. 35
Searching the window for a flint, I found

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

It did not lie there when I went to bed.

(Gives bim the letter)

Get you to bed again; it is not day.

Is not tomorrow, boy, the ides of March? 40
I know not, sir.

Look in the calendar, and bring me word.

I will, sir.

Exit.

The exhalations whizzing in the air
Give so much light that I may read by them. 45

(Opens the letter and reads)

‘Brutus, thou sleep’st; awake, and see thyself.

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

Brutus, thou sleep’st; awake!

Such instigations have been often dropp’d

Where I have took them up. 50
‘Shall Rome, &c.” Thus must I piece it out:

Shall Rome stand under one man’s awe? What, Rome?
My ancestors did from the streets of Rome

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

‘Speak, strike, redress!” Am I entreated 55
To speak and strike? O Rome, I make thee promise,

If the redress will follow, thou receivest

Thy full petition at the hand of Brutus!

Re-enter Lucius.

Sir, March is wasted fourteen days.

(Knocking within)

"Tis good. Go to the gate; somebody knocks. 60
Exit Lucius.

Since Cassius first did whet me against Caesar,
[ have not slept.
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ze velky Caesar chce byt jesté vétsi, 30
a mohl by ndm pferust pies hlavu.

Berme ho tedy jako hadi vejce

ukryvajici zmiji, jiZ je tieba

za$lapnout jesté v zdrodku.

Vrdti se Lucius.

V pracovné, pane, mite uz tu svici. 35
KdyzZ jsem u okna hledal kiesadlo,

nasel jsem tenhle list. Vim urcité,

Ze nez jsem el spat, nic tam nebylo.

(Ddvd mu dopis)

Béz spat. Je jesté noc. Neni uz zitra

patnictého? Den bfeznovych id? 40

LUCIUS J4 nevim, pane.

BRUTUS
LUCIUS

BRUTUS

LUCIUS

BRUTUS

Podivej se mi do kalendéfe.

Ano, pane.

Odejde.

Téch meteort svisticich ted noci

je tolik, Ze se pfi nich d4 1 ¢ist. 45
(Ortevie dopis a cte)

»Opi8, Brute! Vzbud se, vstan a prohlédni!

Copak ma Rim —“ tfi tecky. ,,Promluv! Udef! Naprav!“
,Probud se, Brute! Vstan!“

Takovych vyzev jsem uZ nasel spoustu

na riznych mistech. 50
»Copak ma Rim —“ tfi tecky. Dopovim to sdm.

Copak ma Rim se pfed jedinym tfdst?

Rim, odkud moji pfedci vyhnali

Tarquinia, kdyZ prohlésil se krilem?

»Promluv! Udet! Naprav!“ M¢ zadaji 55
o népravu. Ach, Rime, slibuji ti,

ze bude-li to stadit k ndpravé,

svou vlastni rukou splnim tvoji prosbu!

Vrdti se Lucius.

Pane, zitra je patnictého bfezna.

(Klepdni za scénou)

Diky. Jdi otevfit. Nékdo k ndm jde. 60
Odejde Lucius.

Od chvile, kdy Cassius poprvé

promluvil proti Caesarovi, nespim.
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Between the acting of a dreadful thing

And the first motion, all the interim is

Like a phantasma, or a hideous dream: 65
The genius and the mortal instruments

Are then in council; and the state of man,

Like to a little kingdom, suffers then

The nature of an insurrection.

Re-enter Lucius.

Sir, 'tis your brother Cassius at the door, 70
Who doth desire to see you.

Is he alone?
No, sir, there are more with him.
Do you know them?

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

And half their faces buried in their cloaks,

That by no means I may discover them 75
By any mark of favour.

Let ’em enter.
Exit Lucius.

They are the faction. O conspiracy,

Shamest thou to show thy dangerous brow by night,
When evils are most free? O, then by day

Where wilt thou find a cavern dark enough 80
To mask thy monstrous visage? Seek none, conspiracy;
Hide it in smiles and affability:

For if thou path, thy native semblance on,

Not Erebus itself were dim enough

To hide thee from prevention. 85

Enter the conspirators, Cassius, Casca, Decius, Cinna,
Metellus Cimber, and Trebonius.

I think we are too bold upon your rest:
Good morrow, Brutus; do we trouble you?

[ have been up this hour, awake all night.
Know I these men that come along with you?

Yes, every man of them, and no man here 90
But honours you; and every one doth wish

You had but that opinion of yourself

Which every noble Roman bears of you.

This is Trebonius.

He is welcome hither.
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Od dmyslu hrazny ¢in vykonat

po naplnéni toho umyslu

je zivot jak zIy sen, jak no¢ni mura.
Duse se v nitru hada s télesnosti

a poméry v tom malém krélovstv{
nazvaném ¢lovék upadajf tak,

Ze hrozi pfertist v rozvrat.

Vrdti se Lucius.
V4§ $vagr Cassius je u dvefi
a rad by s vdmi mluvil.
Pfisel sdm?
Ne, pane, je jich vic.
A kdo tam je?
Jsou vsichni zahaleni do plésta
a obli¢eje maji zakryté,
takze se viibec nedd rozeznat,
o koho jde.
Zaved je dovnitf, chlapce.
Odejde Lucius.
Spiklenci pfidli. Pro¢ se, podvratnictvi,
i za noci, jez pteje zlo¢inu,
obavas odkryt ¢elo? Kam se schovis,
do jaké diry skryjes hnusny zjev,
az bude jasny den? Ne, neskryvej se!
Maskuj se ismévy a laskavosti.
Vzdyt kdybys vyslo v pravé podobé,
nebude ani peklo éerné dost,
aby té skrylo pfed vyzrazenim.
Vystoupi spiklenci Cassius, Casca, Decimus, Cinna,
Metellus Cimber a Trebonius.

Omlouvdme se za svou troufalost.
Dobrého jitra. Vzbudili jsme té?

Uz jsem byl na nohou. Viibec jsem nespal.

Ty pény, ktefi pfisli s tebou, zndm?
Kazdého z nich. A kazdy z nich t& cti.
A kazdy z nich by rdd, abys ty mél
o sob¢ stejné dobré minéni,
co o tobé mé kazdy dobry Riman.
Tohle je Trebonius.

Je mi vitdn.
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This, Decius Brutus.

He is welcome too. 95
This, Casca; this, Cinna; and this, Metellus Cimber.

They are all welcome.
What watchful cares do interpose themselves
Betwixt your eyes and night?

Shall I entreat a word? 100
(Brutus and Cassins whisper)

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

No.

O, pardon, sir, it doth; and yon gray lines

That fret the clouds are messengers of day.

You shall confess that you are both deceived. 105
Here, as I point my sword, the sun arises,

Which is a great way growing on the south,

Weighing the youthful season of the year.

Some two months hence up higher toward the north
He first presents his fire; and the high east 110
Stands, as the Capitol, directly here.

Give me your hands all over, one by one.
And let us swear our resolution.

No, not an oath. If not the face of men,

The sufferance of our souls, the time’s abuse - 115
If these be motives weak, break off betimes,

And every man hence to his idle bed;

So let high-sighted tyranny range on,

Till each man drop by lottery. But if these,

As I am sure they do, bear fire enough 120
To kindle cowards and to steel with valour

The melting spirits of women, then, countrymen,

What need we any spur but our own cause,

To prick us to redress? What other bond

Than secret Romans, that have spoke the word, 125
And will not palter? And what other oath

Than honesty to honesty engaged,

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

Swear priests and cowards and men cautelous,

Old feeble carrions and such suffering souls 130
That welcome wrongs; unto bad causes swear

Such creatures as men doubt; but do not stain

50

II/1

CASSIUS
BRUTUS
CASSIUS
BRUTUS

CASSIUS

DECIMUS
CASCA
CINNA

CASCA

BRUTUS
CASSIUS
BRUTUS

Zde Decimus Brutus.
I jeho vitim.
Zde Casca, Cinna a Metellus Cimber.

Vsechny rdd vidim.
V3sak jaké starosti se vetfely
mezi va§ zrak a noc?

Mohl bych na slovi¢ko?

(Brutus a Cassius si Septaji)

Tamhle je vychod. Ze by svitalo?
Ne.

Jak to Ze ne? Ty $edé Smouhy kolem
oblaku zvéstuji ndm pfichod jitra.
Pani, jste oba na omylu. Tambhle,
kam ukazuju mecéem, vyjde slunce.
Je v tomhle raném roénim obdobi
jesté dost odklonéné smérem k jihu.
Tak za dva mésice se posune

o kus dal k vychodu, a pravy vychod
je smérem na Kapitol, pfesné tamhle.
Ted podejte mi ruku. Kazdy z vés.
A pfisahou se vichni zavazte!

Ne ptisahou! Ten, pro néjz zdvazkem
neni pla¢ vlastni duse, zlotdd doby,
kdo snese potupu, m4 je$té moznost
vratit se zavcas do své postele.

Af nechd celou zemi napospas
rozmariim tyranie. Jestli v§ak

— jak jsem si jist — v téch pdnech je dost ohné,
co rozpéli i zbabélce a Zeny

zakali odvahou, pak, Rimané,

co jiného neZ pouze nase véc

nds pohne k nipravé? Na¢ dalsich slov,
kdyz Riman Rimanovi slovo dal

a nevezme ho zpét? Naé pfisahat,
kdyZ poctivé tu prohlasuje Cest,

Ze zvitézime, nebo zahynem?

Pfisahd zrddce nebo podvodnik,
ubohy slaboch nebo trpitel,

jenz trpi rdd. Cim vic kdo pfisaha,

tim min se mu da véfit. Nepospirime
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The even virtue of our enterprise,

Nor the insuppressive mettle of our spirits,

To think that or our cause or our performance
Did need an oath; when every drop of blood
That every Roman bears, and nobly bears,

Is guilty of a several bastardy,

If he do break the smallest particle

Of any promise that hath pass’d from him.

But what of Cicero? Shall we sound him?
[ think he will stand very strong with us.

Let us not leave him out.
No, by no means.

O, let us have him, for his silver hairs

Will purchase us a good opinion

And buy men’s voices to commend our deeds.
[t shall be said, his judgment ruled our hands;
Our youths and wildness shall no whit appear,
But all be buried in his gravity.

O, name him not; let us not break with him;
For he will never follow any thing
That other men begin.

Then leave him out.
Indeed he is not fit.
Shall no man else be touch’d but only Caesar?

Decius, well urged. I think it is not meet,
Mark Antony, so well beloved of Caesar,
Should outlive Caesar: we shall find of him

A shrewd contriver; and, you know, his means,
If he improve them, may well stretch so far

As to annoy us all; which to prevent,

Let Antony and Caesar fall together.

Our course will seem too bloody, Caius Cassius,
To cut the head off and then hack the limbs,
Like wrath in death and envy afterwards;

For Antony is but a limb of Caesar.

Let us be sacrificers, but not butchers, Caius.
We all stand up against the spirit of Caesar;
And in the spirit of men there is no blood.

O, that we then could come by Caesar’s spirit,
And not dismember Caesar! But, alas,

Caesar must bleed for it! And, gentle friends,
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svij ryzi tmysl napravit Rim,
jak svédomi ndm veli, tim, Ze si
své odhodlédni budem dokazovat
néjakou piisahou. Vzdyt hrda krev,
jez Rimanovi v Zilach kolot4,
by zparchantéla v odpudivou biecku,
kdyby se slibu, ktery jednou dal,
mél byf i jenom stinem zpronevéfit.
Co Cicero? Nezkusime i jeho?
Rek bych, Ze bude velmi ochoten.
Ur¢ité patii k ndm.

Taky si myslim.
Bude se hodit. Sttibro jeho vlasu
ndm zaplati vefejné minéni
a koupi podporu pro nasi véc.
Bude se zdat, Ze pravé on nis vedl,
kdyz prudkost mladi chytfe pfikryjem
hébitem jeho cténé vaznosti.
Ne, jeho ne. Je nespolehlivy.
Nepustil by se nikdy do nié¢eho,
co nezacal on sdm.

Nechme ho stranou.

Jisté, nechme ho byt.

Jinych se nedotknem, jen Caesara?
Sprévné, Decime. Nemyslim si, Ze
by Antonius, jehoz Caesar ma

tak rdd, mél pfezit Caesara. Je chytry
a zéketfny. M4 vliv a prosttedky,

a aZz mu otrne, mohl by ndm

osklivé zatopit. Proto by méli
Antonius a Caesar padnout spolu.

J4 nechci tolik krve, Cassie,

Useknout hlavu a s nf taky udy?

Pro¢ k popravé pfiddvat nenavist?
Antonius je Caesarovou pazi.
Chystdme obét, a ne fezniinu.
Chcem povstat proti Caesarovu duchu
a v lidském duchu pfece nenf krev.
KéZ bychom mohli ducha odstranit

a télo nechat zit! Bohuzel ale

bez krveproliti to neptjde.
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Let’s kill him boldly, but not wrathfully;

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

Not hew him as a carcass fit for hounds.

And let our hearts, as subtle masters do, 175
Stir up their servants to an act of rage,

And after seem to chide ’em. This shall make

Our purpose necessary and not envious;

Which so appearing to the common eyes,

We shall be call’d purgers, not murderers. 180
And for Mark Antony, think not of him;

For he can do no more than Caesar’s arm

When Caesar’s head is off.

Yet I fear him;
For in the ingrafted love he bears to Caesar -

Alas, good Cassius, do not think of him: 185
If he love Caesar, all that he can do

Is to himself, take thought and die for Caesar.

And that were much he should; for he is given

To sports, to wildness and much company.

There is no fear in him; let him not die; 190
For he will live, and laugh at this hereafter.

(Clock strikes)
Peace! Count the clock.

The clock hath stricken three.
"Tis time to part.

But it is doubtful yet,
Whether Caesar will come forth today, or no;
For he is superstitious grown of late, 195
Quite from the main opinion he held once
Of fantasy, of dreams and ceremonies.
[t may be, these apparent prodigies,
The unaccustom’d terror of this night,
And the persuasion of his augurers, 200
May hold him from the Capitol today.

Never fear that: if he be so resolved,

[ can o’ersway him; for he loves to hear

That unicorns may be betray’d with trees,

And bears with glasses, elephants with holes, 205
Lions with toils and men with flatterers;

But when I tell him he hates flatterers,

He says he does, being then most flattered.
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Zabme ho chrabfe, ale bez hnévu.
N4$ naz af upravi ho v obétinu,
ne rozteze jak shnilé maso pro psy.
Af nage srdce je jak Istivy pén,
ktery své sluhy vede k ndsilnostem
a pak jim vyhubuje. Tak nas$ ¢in
se bude jevit nezbytny - ne kruty,
a lidé, ktefi to tak pochopi,
nds nazvou spasiteli, a ne vrahy.
Na Marka Antonia zapomerite.
Co zmuze Caesarova paze, kdyz
je Caesar bez hlavy?

J4 se ho bojim.
Tak velice na Caesarovi Ipi -
Prosim té, bratfe, neméj z ného strach.
KdyZ m4 rdd Caesara, nezmuZe vic
nez truchlit pro néj tak, aZ z toho zemfe.
Viak o tom pochybuji. Vim, jak rad
ma sport a zdbavu a spole¢nost.

Neni se ¢eho bat. Nechme ho Zit.
Jednou mu tohle viechno bude k smichu.
(Odbijeji hodiny)
Tise. Kolik je?

Odbily uz tfi.
Musime jit.

Doposud neni jasné,
jestli se Caesar dneska ukaze.
Zda se, ze propad povéréivosti
a na rozdil od minulosti véf{
ted na znameni, sny a proroctvi.
Jen aby mu ty zvlastn{ tkazy
a neobvyklé hrizy dnesni noci
anebo rady jeho hadacu
nezabranily jit dnes na Kapitol.

To neméj strach. Kdyby se zacal cukat,
j& vim, jak na né&j. Moc rid vypravi,
jak ptaci chytaji se do siti,

hlodavci na $pek, sloni do ndstrah,

lvi do Zelez a lidi na lichotky.

A kdyZ mu feknu, jak on nendvidi
lichotniky, moc mu tim zalichotim.
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Let me work;
For I can give his humour the true bent, 210
And I will bring him to the Capitol.

Nay, we will all of us be there to fetch him.
By the eighth hour: is that the uttermost?
Be that the uttermost, and fail not then.

Caius Ligarius doth bear Caesar hard, 215
Who rated him for speaking well of Pompey;
I wonder none of you have thought of him.

Now, good Metellus, go along by him.
He loves me well, and [ have given him reasons;
Send him but hither, and I’ll fashion him. 220

The morning comes upon ’s: we’ll leave you, Brutus.
And, friends, disperse yourselves; but all remember
What you have said, and show yourselves true Romans.

Good gentlemen, look fresh and merrily;

Let not our looks put on our purposes, 225
But bear it as our Roman actors do,

With untired spirits and formal constancy.

And so good morrow to you every one.

Exeunt all but Brutus.

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

Enjoy the honey-heavy dew of slumber. 230
Thou hast no figures nor no fantasies,

Which busy care draws in the brains of men;

Therefore thou sleep’st so sound.

Enter Portia.
Brutus, my lord!

Portia, what mean you? Wherefore rise you now?
It is not for your health thus to commit 235
Your weak condition to the raw cold morning.

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

Stole from my bed; and yesternight, at supper,

You suddenly arose, and walk’d about,

Musing and sighing, with your arms across, 240
And when I ask’d you what the matter was,

You stared upon me with ungentle looks;

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

And too impatiently stamp’d with your foot;

Yet I insisted, yet you answer’d not, 245
But, with an angry wafture of your hand,
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Nechte mé jednat.
Budete si jisti, Ze mé poslechne
a vypravi se se mnou na Kapitol.

Ne, Decime. Dojdem si pro néj vichni.

Do osmi hodin. Pozdéji to nejde.
Tak nejpozdéji v osm vSichni tam.

Ligarius Caesara nendvidi,

upadl v nemilost za chvilu Pompeia.
Divim se, Ze jste na néj zapomnéli.
Metelle, ihned za nim dobéhni.
Bude stit pfi mné. Je mi zavdzan.

Posli ho za mnou. J4 s nim promluvim.

Zacind svitat. Musime uz jit.
Vrafte se domd, ale dodrZte
své slovo jako pravi Rimané.

Pinové, jen se tvarte vesele.

Af nejsou poznat na$e imysly.
Sehrajeme to jako ¥{im$ti herci,
prociténé a s velkou bravurou.

Pfeji vdm dobré jitro. Zatim sbohem.

Odejdon vsichni kromé Bruta.

Lucie! Spi jak dudek. Dobfte dél4s.
Tvé sny jsou jako sladkd medovina.
Neznd$ ty pfiSery a matohy,
které sny kresli v mysli dospélych.
Proto tak dobfe spis.
Vystoupi Portia.

Manzeli, Brute!
Portie, copak je? Pro¢ jsi uz vstala?
To neni zdravé, abys kiehké télo
vystavovala sychravému rdnu.

Déldm jen to co ty. Jak zlodéj, Brute,
ses vykrad z postele, a vcera vecer
vstals od jidla a zacal pfechdzet,
mumlal sis, vzdychal jako $ileny.

Jé se té zeptdm, co to s tebou je,

a ty ses na mé jen zle podival.

J& naléhdm, ty ale mnul sis ¢elo

a netrpélivé sis na mé dup.

Zase se ptidm, zas zddnd odpovéd,
jenom jsi na mé zlobné mavnul rukou,
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Gave sign for me to leave you. So I did,
Fearing to strengthen that impatience

Which seem’d too much enkindled, and withal
Hoping it was but an effect of humour,

Which sometime hath his hour with every man.

It will not let you eat, nor talk, nor sleep,
And could it work so much upon your shape
As it hath much prevail’d on your condition,
[ should not know you, Brutus. Dear my lord,
Make me acquainted with your cause of grief.

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

Brutus is wise, and, were he not in health,
He would embrace the means to come by it.

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

Is Brutus sick? And is it physical

To walk unbraced and suck up the humours
Of the dank morning? What, is Brutus sick,
And will he steal out of his wholesome bed,
To dare the vile contagion of the night

And tempt the rheumy and unpurged air

To add unto his sickness? No, my Brutus;

You have some sick offence within your mind,
Which, by the right and virtue of my place,

[ 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, yourself, your half,
Why you are heavy, and what men tonight
Have had to resort to you; for here have been
Some six or seven, who did hide their faces
Even from darkness.

Kneel not, gentle Portia.

I should not need, if you were gentle Brutus.
Within the bond of marriage, tell me, Brutus,
Is it excepted I should know no secrets

That appertain to you? Am I yourself

But, as it were, in sort or limitation,

To keep with you at meals, comfort your bed,
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And talk to you sometimes? Dwell I but in the suburbs

Of your good pleasure? If it be no more,
Portia is Brutus’ harlot, not his wife.
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PORTIA

BRUTUS
PORTIA

BRUTUS
PORTIA

Ze mé tam nechces. Tak jsem odesla,
abych az pfili§ nenapinala
tvou trpélivost. Myslela jsem si,
Ze za to muze $patnd nélada,
kterou ¢as od ¢asu mé kazdy muz,
Ze ani nechce mluvit, spét & jist.
Kdybys mél v oblideji vepsano,
co se ti pravé odehréva v nitru,
j& bych té, Brute, nepoznala. Prosim,
povéz mi, z Ceho jsi tak nestastny.
J4 - necitim se zdrdv, a to je vechno.
Brutus je moudry. Kdyby nebyl zdrdv,
najde si 1ék na svoje neduhy.
Prévé to déldm, Portie. Jdi spat!
Jsi nemocny? Tak pro¢ se prochdzi§
rozhaleny a do plic vdechuje$
$kodlivé pary? Kdyz jsi nemocny,
pro¢ utikd$ z vyhtaté postele
do noci prosycené ndkazou
a zlymi, nedistymi vypary?
Aby sis pfitizil? Ne, Brute, ne!
Tvd nemoc ukryva se v tvoji mysli,
a ja, tvd Zena, méla bych mit pravo
se o ni dozvédét. Ted na kolenou
té prosim. Pfi mé odvanulé krése,
pfi tom, Zes mél mé rdd, a pfi slibu,
ktery z nés jedno télo udélal,
prozrad své manzelce, své druZce, lasce,
co té tak trdpi. A kdo dne$ni noc
za tebou pfisel. Kdo byli ti muzi,
ktefi 1 v ¢erné noci museli
ukryvat tvéfe?

Vstdvej! Neklekej si!
Neklecela bych, kdybys mé mél radsi.
Jsem prece tvoje Zena. Rekni, Brute,
opravdu nesmim védét o nicem,
co se té tyka? Patfim k tobé snad
jen, jak se fik4, odtud potud, Brute?
Smim s tebou pouze jist, spit v posteli
a obcas promluvit? Pusti§ mé pouze
na predmésti své lasky? Pokud ano,
pak jsem tvd dévka, a ne manZelka.

59

250

255

260

265

270

275

280

285



II/1

BRUTUS

PORTIA

BRUTUS

LUCIUS
BRUTUS

LIGARIUS
BRUTUS

LIGARIUS

BRUTUS

You are my true and honourable wife,
As dear to me as are the ruddy drops
That visit my sad heart.

If this were true, then should I know this secret.
I grant I am a woman; but withal
A woman that Lord Brutus took to wife;
[ grant [ am a woman; but withal
A woman well-reputed, Cato’s daughter.
Think you I am no stronger than my sex,
Being so father’d and so husbanded?
Tell me your counsels, I will not disclose *em.
I have made strong proof of my constancy,
Giving myself a voluntary wound
Here, in the thigh: can I bear that with patience.
And not my husband’s secrets?

O ye gods,
Render me worthy of this noble wife!
(Knocking within)
Hark, hark! One knocks. Portia, go in awhile;
And by and by thy bosom shall partake
The secrets of my heart.
All my engagements [ will construe to thee,
All the charactery of my sad brows.
Leave me with haste.

Exit Portia.

Lucius, who’s that knocks?
Re-enter Lucius with Ligarius.
He is a sick man that would speak with you.

Caius Ligarius, that Metellus spake of.
Boy, stand aside.

Exit Lucius.
Caius Ligarius! How?
Vouchsafe good morrow from a feeble tongue.

O, what a time have you chose out, brave Caius,
To wear a kerchief! Would you were not sick!

I am not sick, if Brutus have in hand
Any exploit worthy the name of honour.

Such an exploit have I in hand, Ligarius,
Had you a healthful ear to hear of it.
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BRUTUS

PORTIA

BRUTUS

LUCIUS
BRUTUS

LIGARIUS
BRUTUS

LIGARIUS

BRUTUS

Jsi moje pravé, zakonitd Zena,
stejné tak drahd mi jak rudé kapky,
jez navstévuji moje smutné srdce.

Je-li to tak, chci znidt to tajemstvi.
Jsem sice pouze Zena, ale Zena,
kterou si za manzelku zvolil Brutus.
Jsem sice pouze Zena, ale Zena

z dobrého rodu, dcera Catonova.
Urcité snesu vic nez jiné, kdyz

muj muz jsi ty a muj otec byl on.
Rekni mi viechno, j4 to neprozradim.
Chtéla jsem zkusit, kolik vydrZzim,
a schvalné jsem se sama poranila
zde na stehné. Mysli§, Ze neunesu
tajemstvi svého muze?

Bohové!
Ké7Z bych té smél byt hoden, Portie!
(Za scénou klepdni)
Pst! Nékdo klepal. Portie, béz dovnitt!
Ja potom ptijdu odkryt pfed tebou
viechno, co skryvdm v srdci.
A objasnim ti, ¢emu jsem se upsal
ryhami Cernych vrdsek na cele.
Prosim t¢, jdi uz.
Odejde Portia.
Lucie, kdo je tam?

Vystoupi Lucius a Ligarius.
Néjaky nemocny pan. Chce vas vidét.
To Metellus posild Ligaria.
Chlapce, nech nis.
Odejde Lucius.

Ligarie! Jak se mas?
Miém sotva sil ti poptat dobré jitro.
Ted vskutku, Gaie, neni doba na to
byt nemocny. Skoda Ze nejsi zdrév!

J& budu zdrdv, kdyZ Brutus bude pro mé
mit tkol hodny cti a odvahy.

Takovy tkol mél bych, Ligarie,
kdyby tys mél dost sily naslouchat.
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LIGARIUS

BRUTUS
LIGARIUS
BRUTUS

LIGARIUS

BRUTUS

CAESAR

SERVANT
CAESAR

SERVANT

CALPURNIA

CAESAR

By all the gods that Romans bow before,

[ here discard my sickness! Soul of Rome!
Brave son, derived from honourable loins!
Thou, like an exorcist, hast conjured up
My mortified spirit. Now bid me run,
And I will strive with things impossible;
Yea, get the better of them. What’s to do?

A piece of work that will make sick men whole.
But are not some whole that we must make sick?

That must we also. What it is, my Caius,
[ shall unfold to thee, as we are going
To whom it must be done.

Set on your foot,
And with a heart new-fired I follow you,
To do I know not what; but it sufficeth
That Brutus leads me on.

Follow me, then.

Exeunt.

SCENE 2.
CAESAR’S HOUSE.

Thunder and lightning. Enter Caesar, in his night-gown.

Nor heaven nor earth have been at peace tonight:
Thrice hath Calpurnia in her sleep cried out,
‘Help, ho! They murder Caesar!” Who’s within?

Enter a Servant.

My lord?

Go bid the priests do present sacrifice
And bring me their opinions of success.
[ will, my lord.

Exit.

Enter Calpurnia.

What mean you, Caesar? Think you to walk forth?
You shall not stir out of your house today.

Caesar shall forth. The things that threaten’d me
Ne’er look’d but on my back; when they shall see
The face of Caesar, they are vanished.
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LIGARIUS

BRUTUS
LIGARIUS
BRUTUS

LIGARIUS

BRUTUS

CAESAR

SLUHA
CAESAR

SLUHA

CALPURNIA

CAESAR

Pfi bozich, jim# se klani Rimané, 320
ted jsi mé vylédil. Ty duse Rima,
hrdinny synu ctihodného rodu,
jsi jako kouzelnik, jenz mého ducha
vyvolal ze zdhrobi. Poru¢: ,Béz!“
a ja dokdZu vSechno na svété, 325
a moznd jesté vic. Tak o co jde?
O tkol, ktery z mrtvych déld muze.
A z jinych muza déld mrtvoly?
To pfipoustim. Vic ale feknu ti
az cestou k tomu, jemuz udéldme 330
to, co je tfeba.
Ty mi urci smér,
j4 budu slepé a rdd nésledovat
kazdy tvij krok. Mné zcela postadi,
Ze Brutus krddi v Cele.

Pojdme tedy.
Odejdou.

SCENA 2.
CAESARUV DUM.

Hromy a blesky. Vystoupi Caesar v Zupanu.

Ta boutka v noci boufila i ve snech.
Ze spani Calpurnia tfikrat kfikla:
,<Pomozte! Vrazdi Caesara!“ Hej! Hald!
Vystoupi Sluba.

Pane?

Béz! Vyfid knézim, at vyvrhnou obét. 5
A pfijd mi fict, jaky je vysledek.

Ano, pane.

Odejde.

Vystoupi Calpurnia.

Caesare, copak? Snad nechces jit ven?
Zustane§ dneska doma, rozumis?

Ne. Caesar ptjde. Co mé ohrozuje, 10
vzdy se mi kréi v zddech. Postavim-li
se tomu Celem, je to rdzem pry¢.
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CALPURNIA

CAESAR

CALPURNIA

CAESAR

SERVANT

CAESAR

CALPURNIA

Caesar, I never stood on ceremonies,

Yet now they fright me. There is one within,

Besides the things that we have heard and seen, 15
Recounts most horrid sights seen by the watch.

A lioness hath whelped in the streets;

And graves have yawn’d, and yielded up their dead;
Fierce fiery warriors fought upon the clouds,

In ranks and squadrons and right form of war, 20
Which drizzled blood upon the Capitol;

The noise of battle hurtled in the air,

Horses did neigh, and dying men did groan,

And ghosts did shriek and squeal about the streets.

O Caesar! These things are beyond all use, 25
And I do fear them.

What can be avoided
Whose end is purposed by the mighty gods?
Yet Caesar shall go forth; for these predictions
Are to the world in general as to Caesar.

When beggars die, there are no comets seen; 30
The heavens themselves blaze forth the death of princes.

Cowards die many times before their deaths;

The valiant never taste of death but once.

Of all the wonders that I yet have heard.

[t seems to me most strange that men should fear; 35
Seeing that death, a necessary end,

Will come when it will come.

Re-enter Servant.
What say the augurers?

They would not have you to stir forth today.
Plucking the entrails of an offering forth,
They could not find a heart within the beast. 40

The gods do this in shame of cowardice:

Caesar should be a beast without a heart,

If he should stay at home today for fear.

No, Caesar shall not. Danger knows full well

That Caesar is more dangerous than he. 45
We are two lions litter’d in one day,

And I the elder and more terrible,

And Caesar shall go forth.

Alas, my lord,
Your wisdom is consumed in confidence.
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CALPURNIA Nikdy jsem nevéfila ve znament,
viak ted se bojim. Kdosi pfisel zvenku
a k tomu, co my sami vidéli,
mi licil hriizy, které zazil strazny.
Pry lvice vrhla mladé na ulici,
duchové z hrobt vylézali ven.
Ohnivi vojici se stfetli v mracich
a rozpoutal se tak zufivy boj,
az krvavy dést zkropil Kapitol.
Bojovy ryk se nesl oblohou
a koniské rzdni, nafek ranénych,
pak fev a jekot duchu v ulicich.
Caesare, tohle jisté néco vésti
a ja se bojim.

CAESAR Kdo se muze vyhnout

tomu, co mocni bozi rozhodli?
Caesar tam pujde. Tahle znameni
si nemusi zle vyklddat jen Caesar.

CALPURNIA Komety nevésti smrt Zebrdka.
KdyzZ hoti nebe, umiraji velci.
CAESAR Zbabélci umiraji tisickrat.
Odvézni poznaji smrt pouze jednou.
Vzdy se mi zdalo velmi podivné,
ze nékdo muze pocitovat strach,
kdyz m4 se stat to, co je nezbytné:
Ze zivot utne smrt.
Vrdti se Sluba.
Co fekli augurové?

SLUHA Rikaji, ze byste mél zistat doma.
Kdyz ptéka vyvrhli, ve vnitfnostech
nemohli obétnici najit srdce.

CAESAR Tak bohové karaji zbabélost.

Tim naznacuji, Ze kdyz zistanu
ze strachu doma, nejsem srdnaty.
Tak to se myli. Nebezpedi vi,
Ze pro né j4 jsem nebezpelnéjsi.
Jsme jako dva lvi, pusténi v tyZ den,
vSak j4 jsem starsi, krveladnéjsi,
a proto Caesar pujde.

CALPURNIA Manzeli,

svou sebejistotu zkrof rozumem.
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CAESAR

DECIUS

CAESAR

CALPURNIA
CAESAR

DECIUS

CAESAR

DECIUS

Do not go forth today: call it my fear

That keeps you in the house, and not your own.

We’ll send Mark Antony to the Senate House,
And he shall say you are not well today.
Let me, upon my knee, prevail in this.

Mark Antony shall say I am not well,
And, for thy humour, I will stay at home.

Enter Decius.
Here’s Decius Brutus, he shall tell them so.

Caesar, all hail! Good morrow, worthy Caesar.
[ come to fetch you to the Senate House.

And you are come in very happy time,

To bear my greeting to the senators

And tell them that I will not come today:
Cannot, is false, and that I dare not, falser;
[ will not come today. Tell them so, Decius.

Say he is sick.

Shall Caesar send a lie?
Have I in conquest stretch’d mine arm so far,
To be afraid to tell graybeards the truth?
Decius, go tell them Caesar will not come.

Most mighty Caesar, let me know some cause,
Lest I be laugh’d at when I tell them so.

The cause is in my will: I will not come;

That is enough to satisfy the Senate.

But for your private satisfaction,

Because I love you, I will let you know:
Calpurnia here, my wife, stays me at home.
She dreamt tonight she saw my statue,

Which, like a fountain with an hundred spouts,
Did run pure blood; and many lusty Romans
Came smiling, and did bathe their hands in it.

And these does she apply for warnings, and portents,

And evils imminent; and on her knee
Hath begg’d that I will stay at home today.

This dream is all amiss interpreted;

[t was a vision fair and fortunate:

Your statue spouting blood in many pipes,

In which so many smiling Romans bathed,
Signifies that from you great Rome shall suck
Reviving blood, and that great men shall press
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CAESAR

DECIMUS

CAESAR

CALPURNIA
CAESAR

DECIMUS

CAESAR

DECIMUS

Zustan dnes doma. Rekni jim, Ze ja

té nepustila z domu, ne tviyj strach.
Posleme Antonia do sendtu,

af vyfidi, Ze ti dnes neni dobfe.

Nevidis, jak té na kolenou prosim?
Marcus Antonius fekne, Ze nejsem zdrdv.
A kdyz si pfejes, ztstanu dnes doma.

Vystoupi Decimus.

Decimus Brutus jim to vyf{di.
Caesare, zdar! Pfeji ti dobré rano.
Pfichdzim si té odvést do sendtu.

7 v

Pfichdzis jako na zavolanou.

Vyiid ode mé pozdrav sendtorim

a fekni jim, Ze dneska nepfijdu.

Ne ze bych nemoh, natoz bal se prijit.
Rekni, Ze nepfijdu, to musi stadit.
Rekni, Ze neni zdrav.

M4 Caesar lhét?
Proto jsem dobyl pulku svéta, abych
se bél fict pravdu nékolika starcim?
Vyfid jim jen, Ze Caesar nepfijde.
Veliky Caesare, fekni mi davod,
jinak se mi v sendtu vysméjou.
Duivod je, Ze to chci. J4 nepfijdu.
A s tim se sendt musi spokojit.
Tobé, Ze t&¢ mdm rdd, vSak prozradim
soukromé pravou pii¢inu. M4 Zena
Calpurnia mé nechce nikam pustit.
Dnes méla sen, jak z Caesarovy sochy
stovkami prament jak z fontdny
tryskd m4 krev. A mnoho Rimana
si s ismévem v ni smécelo své ruce.
Ptislo ji to jak znamenf a predzvést
néjaké hrizy, takZe na kolenou
mé uprosila, abych ztstal doma.

Ten sen si vyklddate zcela mylné.

Bylo to krésné, $tastné vidéni.

Ta socha, z které v proudech tryska krev,
v niz s ismévem si lidé smaci ruce,
znadi, Ze z tebe bude vZdycky Rim
zivoucd silu brét, Ze ty jsi zdrojem
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CAESAR
DECIUS

CAESAR

PUBLIUS
CAESAR

BRUTUS
CAESAR

ANTONY
CAESAR

For tinctures, stains, relics and cognizance.
This by Calpurnia’s dream is signified.

And this way have you well expounded it.

I have, when you have heard what I can say:
And know it now. The Senate have concluded
To give this day a crown to mighty Caesar.

If you shall send them word you will not come,
Their minds may change. Besides, it were a mock
Apt to be render’d, for some one to say

‘Break up the Senate till another time,

When Caesar’s wife shall meet with better dreams.’
If Caesar hide himself, shall they not whisper
‘Lo, Caesar 1s afraid’?

Pardon me, Caesar; for my dear dear love

To our proceeding bids me tell you this;

And reason to my love is liable.

How foolish do your fears seem now, Calpurnia!
[ am ashamed I did yield to them.
Give me my robe, for I will go.

Enter Publius, Brutus, Ligarius, Metellus, Casca, Trebonius,
and Cinna.

And look where Publius is come to fetch me.
Good morrow, Caesar.

Welcome, Publius.
What, Brutus, are you stirr’d so early too?
Good morrow, Casca. Caius Ligarius,
Caesar was ne’er so much your enemy
As that same ague which hath made you lean.
What is ’t o’clock?

Caesar, ’tis strucken eight.
I thank you for your pains and courtesy.
Enter Antony.
See! Antony, that revels long o’ nights,
Is notwithstanding up. Good morrow, Antony.
So to most noble Caesar.
Bid them prepare within.

[ am to blame to be thus waited for.

Now, Cinna; now, Metellus; what, Trebonius!
[ have an hour’s talk in store for you;
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DECIMUS

CAESAR

PUBLIUS
CAESAR

BRUTUS
CAESAR

ANTONIUS
CAESAR

cti, moci, véhlasu viech Rimanu.

Takhle si ten sen vysvétluji ja. 90
Tvyj vyklad se zdd pravdépodobny.

Je sprévny, coz ti dnesek potvrdi

a ja ted hned. Sendt se rozhodl,

Ze Caesar dne$nim dnem se stane kralem.

Jesté by si to mohli rozmyslet, 95
nepfijdes-li. Ba, budou se ti smat

- ne bezdivodné -, az tam nékdo fekne:

,Bézte dnes domu! Caesar bude kril,

az se té jeho pani spravi spani.”

Zustane§ doma, hned si za¢nou $pitat: 100
,Caesar m4 strach!“ .

Prominl mi, Caesare, to ldska k Rimu

mi veli mluvit takhle troufale.

A 7 lasky strpim ted rdd i tvij hnév.

Calpurnie, jak se ted stydim, Ze jsem 105
podlehl tvému bldhovému strachu.

Pfines mi oble¢eni. Odchdzim.

Vystoupi Publius, Brutus, Ligarius, Metellus, Casca, Trebonius,
a Cinna.
No ne, i Publius si pro mé pfisel.
Zdar, Caesare.

Bud vitin, Publie.
I Brutus je tak ¢asné na nohou? 110
Zdravim té, Casko. Gaius Ligarius!
Tak nepfitelsky jak tva choroba
se k tobé Caesar nikdy nechoval.
Kolik je hodin?

Uz odbilo osm.
Diky vdm, ze jste pfisli, pdnové. 115
Vystoupi’ Antonius.
I Antonius, co m4 rdd noéni Zivot,
si dneska pfivstal. Pfeji dobré rdno.
Zdar, velky Caesare.
Pfineste pohosténi!

Je moji vinou, Ze vis nechdm cekat.
A, Cinna, Metellus. O, Trebonius! 120
S tebou bych si dnes moc rdd promluvil.
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TREBONIUS

CAESAR

BRUTUS

ARTEMIDOR.

PORTIA

Remember that you call on me today:
Be near me, that I may remember you.

Caesar, I will: (Aside) and so near will I be,

That your best friends shall wish I had been further. 125
Good friends, go in, and taste some wine with me;
And we, like friends, will straightway go together.

(Aside) That every like is not the same, O Caesar,
The heart of Brutus yearns to think upon!

Exeunt.

SCENE 3.
A STREET NEAR THE CAPITOL.

Enter Artemidorus, reading a paper.

‘Caesar, beware of Brutus; take heed of Cassius; come
not near Casca; have an eye to Cinna, trust not
Trebonius; mark well Metellus Cimber; Decius Brutus
loves thee not; thou hast wronged Caius Ligarius.
There is but one mind in all these men, and it is 5
bent against Caesar. If thou beest not immortal,
look about you: security gives way to conspiracy.
The mighty gods defend thee! Thy lover,

Artemidorus.’

Here will I stand till Caesar pass along, 10
And as a suitor will I give him this.

My heart laments that virtue cannot live

Out of the teeth of emulation.

If thou read this, O Caesar, thou mayst live;

If not, the Fates with traitors do contrive. 15

Exit.

SCENE 4.
BEFORE THE HOUSE OF BRUTUS.

Enter Portia and Lucius.

[ prithee, boy, run to the Senate House;
Stay not to answer me, but get thee gone.
Why dost thou stay?
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TREBONIUS

CAESAR

BRUTUS

ARTEMIDOR.

PORTIA

Tak se mi nezapomer piihlésit.
Bud blizko, abych té mél na ocich.

Jak poroudis. (Stranou) Budu tak blizko, az
tvé blizké bude mrzet, jak jsem blizko. 125

Nez odejdeme spolu do sendtu,

pojdme si pfipit jako piatelé.

(Stranon) Co viechno muiiZe znalit slovo ,,jako*!
Srdce mé boli pfi tom pomysleni.

Odejdou.

SCENA 3.
ULICE POBLiZ KAPITOLU.

Vystoupi Artemidorus, Cte si list.

»Caesare, boj se Bruta, stfez se Cassia, vyhni se
Caskovi, nespoustéj z o¢i Cinnu, nevéf Treboniovi,
dévej pozor na Metella Cimbra! Decimus Brutus
té nema rdd, Gaius Ligarius ti neodpustil. Ti v8ichni
jsou jedné mysli, a ta je neptitelskd Caesarovi. 5
Nejsi-li nesmrtelny, bud ve stfehu. Ptili$nd sebejistota
podnécuje spiknuti. Mocni bohové kéz té ochrariuji!
Tvlyy oddany pfitel

Artemidorus.”
Zde budu stat, nez Caesar ptjde kolem, 10
a jako prosebnik mu ddm ten list.
Je Zalostné, Ze po vem velikém
cvakaji svymi zuby zdvistivci.
Kdy?z si to prectes, Caesare, ma§ Sanci.
Ne-li, osud se spol¢il s tvymi zrddci. 15
Odeyde.

SCENA 4.
PRED BRUTOVYM DOMEM.

Vystoupi Portia and Lucius.

Prosim té, chlapce, zajdi do sendtu.
Nic nechci slySet. Honem, utike;!
Co jesté chces?
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PORTIA

LUCIUS
PORTIA

LUCIUS

PORTIA
SOOTHSAYER
PORTIA
SOOTHSAYER
PORTIA
SOOTHSAYER

PORTIA
SOOTHSAYER

PORTIA
SOOTHSAYER

To know my errand, madam.

I would have had thee there, and here again,
Ere I can tell thee what thou shouldst do there.
O constancy, be strong upon my side,
Set a huge mountain ’tween my heart and tongue!
I have a man’s mind, but a woman’s might.
How hard it is for women to keep counsel!
Art thou here yet?

Madam, what should I do?
Run to the Capitol, and nothing else?
And so return to you, and nothing else?
Yes, bring me word, boy, if thy lord look well,
For he went sickly forth; and take good note
What Caesar doth, what suitors press to him.
Hark, boy! What noise is that?

I hear none, madam.

Prithee, listen well;
[ heard a bustling rumour, like a fray,
And the wind brings it from the Capitol.

Sooth, madam, I hear nothing.
Enter the Soothsayer.
Come hither, fellow. Which way hast thou been?
At mine own house, good lady.
What is’t o’clock?
About the ninth hour, lady.
[s Caesar yet gone to the Capitol?
Madam, not yet. I go to take my stand,
To see him pass on to the Capitol.
Thou hast some suit to Caesar, hast thou not?
That I have, lady, if it will please Caesar

To be so good to Caesar as to hear me,
I shall beseech him to befriend himself.
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Why, know’st thou any harm’s intended towards him?

None that I know will be, much that I fear may chance.

Good morrow to you. Here the street is narrow.
The throng that follows Caesar at the heels,

Of senators, of praetors, common suitors,

Will crowd a feeble man almost to death:
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Vedét, co chcete, pani.
Chci, abys dogel tam a zase zpét.

Az pak ti feknu, co jsem vlastné chtéla.

Rozume, prosim, neopoustéj mé!
Balvanem oddél od srdce muj jazyk!
Myslim jak muz, mdm ale Zenské city
a mudi mé, Ze nesmim promluvit.
Pro¢ jsi tu jesté?
Nevim, co mim délat.

M4m béZet na Kapitol - a vic nic?
A pak se vritit domu - a vic nic?
Ano! Reknes mi, jak se ma tvyj pan.
Zd4l se mi nemocny. A prohlédni
si Caesara a lidi kolem né;.
Sly$is ty zvlastn{ zvuky?
Nic nesly$im.

Prosim té, poslouche;j.
Jako by kdosi vykiik a pak fev
a halas nékde u Kapitolu.

Nic takového neslysim.
Vystoupi Vestec.
Pojdte sem, pane. Kdepak jste ted byl?
U sebe doma, pani.
Kolik je hodin?

Bude asi devét.
Uz Caesar odesel na Kapitol?
Ne, jesté ne. J4 si jdu najit misto,
abych byl u toho, az ptjde kolem.
Mas k Caesarovi prosbu, nemylim se?

Ano, mdm, pani. Pokud bude Caesar
dbét z4jmli Caesara a vyslechne mé,
upozornim ho, Ze si ma dét pozor.
Pro¢? Hrozi mu néjaké nebezpedi?

O z4dném nevim, tu$im ale mnoh4.
Louéim se, pani. Ulice je uzka.

V té mackanici kolem Caesara —
sendtord, prétort, prosebniki -

by ¢lovék mohl pfijit k thoné.
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I’ll get me to a place more void, and there
Speak to great Caesar as he comes along.

Exit.

I must go in. Ay me, how weak a thing

The heart of woman is! O Brutus, 40
The heavens speed thee in thine enterprise!

(Aside) Sure, the boy heard me. - Brutus hath a suit
That Caesar will not grant. (Aside) O, I grow faint.

- Run, Lucius, and commend me to my lord;

Say I am merry; come to me again, 45
And bring me word what he doth say to thee.

Exeunt severally.
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Najdu si, kde je mista vic, a odtud
promluvim k Caesarovi, az tam pujde.
Odejde.

Musim jit dovnitf. Ach, jd ne$fastnd!

Jak kiehkd véc je Zenské srdce. Brute,

kéz stoji bohové dnes pfi tobé!

(Stranon) Jisté mé ten kluk slySel. - Muz chce mamné
o cosi zadat Caesara. (Stranon)J4 asi omdlim.
- Béz, Lucie, a vyfid pdnovi,

e je mi dobfe. Pak se rychle vrat!

A fekne$ mi, co vzkazuje on mné.

Odejdou, kazdy jinym smérem.
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