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Shakespeare’s Plays in Romanian, 1840-1920
Parallel Texts

Edited by C. George Sandulescu and Lidia Vianu.

In April 2016, Contemporary Literature
Press will publish as Parallel Texts over 30
volumes of plays by William Shakespeare.
Every play will appear in more than one
Romanian  version. The translations

Editura Contemporary Literature Press publicd, sub
forma de texte paralele, peste 30 de volume cuprinzand
piese de teatru de William Shakespeare, fiecare dintre ele
in mai multe versiuni, toate traduse intr-o limba
romaneascd pe care pe vremuri o scriam altfel, uneori



sometimes use older spellings, and even
older typographic characters. This confers
special Romanian local colour to
Shakespeare’s plays: it is a reminder of an
old poetic quality that Romanian possessed
in the early 19t century, and which we have
lost since then.

We will publish these translations “in
instalments”. Our volumes are meant to

British Council

'/I

support the project

“Shakespeare lives in 2016!” The series
published by us will continue for quite a
while.

Last but not least, let us remember that,
four hundred years ago, Shakespeare died
almost at the same time as Cervantes. The
only playwright of our world and the only
novelist of our world shared the same

historical age.

chiar cu alte caractere tipografice, si care da textelor lui
Shakespeare o culoare speciald, disparutd in zilele
noastre, cand exprimarea este prozaicd, lipsitd de poezie.

Avand in vedere ca numarul volumelor este mare,
le vom publica ,in rate”, ca sa folosim o expresie care
dovedeste limpede cat de lipsitd de poezie este vorbirea
de astazi.

Aceasta publicare este legata de aniversarea a celor
400 de ani care au trecut de cand l-am avut pe
Shakespeare printre noi. Contemporary Literature Press
sprijind in acest fel celebrarea dramaturgului de catre
British Council sub deviza , Shakespeare Lives in 2016!”
Seria de traduceri vechi ale pieselor lui la editura noastra
va continua.

Last but not least, sd nu uitdm cad Shakespeare a
murit aproape la aceeasi data cu Cervantes. Singurul
dramaturg al lumii si singurul romancier al lumii au trait
si au murit in acelasi timp.

C. George Sandulescu and Lidia Vianu
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Julius Caesar

William Shakespeare.
Julius Caesar. Parallel Texts.
Translated into Romanian by Dimitrie N. Ghika, 1908.

1
Julius Caesar Iulius Caesar
Octavius Caesar Octavius Caesar
Marcus Antonius Marcus Antonius
M. Aemilius Lepidus M. Aemilius Lepidus
Cicero Cicero
Publius Publius
Popilius Lena Popilius Lena
Marcus Brutus Marcus Brutus
Cassius Cassius
Casca Casca
Trebonius Trebonius
Ligarius Ligarius
Decius Brutus Decius Brutus
Mettelus Cimber Metellus Cimber
Cinna Cinna
Flavius and Marullus, Tribunes Flavius si Marullus, tribuni
Artemidorus, a Sophist of Cnidos Artemidorus, un sofist de la Cnidos
A Soothsayer Un proroc

C ONTEMPORARY

L ITERATURE P RESS

http://editura.mttlc.ro
The University of Bucharest, 2016



Cinna, a Poet
Another Poet
Lucilius, Titinius, Messala, Young

Cato and Volumnius ;

Friends to Brutus and Cassius
Varro, Clitus, Claudius, Strato,
Lucius, Dardanius ;

Servants to Brutus

Pindarus, Servant to Cassius.
Calphurnia, Wife to Ceasar.
Portia, Wife to Brutus.
Senators, Citizens, Guards,
Attendants, &c.

SCENE —During a great part of the
Play, at Rome ; Afterwards, Sardis
and near Philippi.

William Shakespeare.
Julius Caesar. Parallel Texts.

Translated into Romanian by Dimitrie N. Ghika, 1908.

Cinna, un poet

Un alt poet

Lucilius, Titinius, Messala, Tandrul
Cato, Volumnius; prieteni ai lui
Brutus si ai lui Cassius

Varro, Clitus, Claudius, Strato,
Lucius, Dardanius;

Servitori ai lui Brutus

Pindarus, servitor al lui Cassius
Calpurnia, sotia lui Caesar

Portia, sotia lui Brutus

Senatori, cetdteni, gardisti, clienti, etc.

Scena se petrece in mare parte la
Roma; apoi langd Sardes si Philippi.
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ACT I

SCENE 1.
Rome. A street.

Enter FLAVIUS, MARULLUS, and certain Commoners

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

Is this a holiday? What! know you not,

Being mechanical, you ought not walk

Upon a labouring day without the sign

Of your profession? Speak, what trade art thou?

First Commoner: Why, sir, a carpenter.

MARULLUS: Where is thy leather apron, and thy rule?
What dost thou with thy best apparel on?

You, sir, what trade are you?

William Shakespeare.
Julius Caesar. Parallel Texts.

Translated into Romanian by Dimitrie N. Ghika, 1908.

ACTULI

Scena I.
Roma. O strada

(Flavius, Marullus, si un numdr de cetdteni intrd pe scend)

FLAVIUS: Hai plecati! alergati acasa trantori. E azi o zi de
sarbatoare? Nu stiti cd meseriasilor le este interzis in zile de
lucru, a se preumbla fdrd a purta semnul meseriei lor? Spune
care e meseria ta?

Primul Cetdtean: Eh, domnule, sunt un dulgher.
MARULLUS: Unde iti este dar carpa de piele si coltarul? Ce
cauti aici in hainele tale de sarbatoare? —si tu, care iti este
meseria?
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Second Commoner: Truly, sir, in respect of a fine workman, I
am but, as you would say, a cobbler.

MARULLUS: But what trade art thou? Answer me directly.
Second Commoner: A trade, sir, that, [ hope, I may use with a
safe conscience; which is, indeed, sir, a mender of bad soles.

MARULLUS: What trade, thou knave? thou naughty knave,
what trade?

Second Commoner: Nay, I beseech you, sir, be not out with
me: yet, if you be out, sir, I can mend you.

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

Second Commoner: Why, sir, cobble you.

FLAVIUS: Thou art a cobbler, art thou?

Second Commoner: Truly, sir, all that I live by is with the awl:
I meddle with no tradesman’s matters, nor women’s matters,

William Shakespeare.
Julius Caesar. Parallel Texts.

Translated into Romanian by Dimitrie N. Ghika, 1908.

Al doilea Cetatean: Intr-adevar, domnule, trebuie s-o
marturisesc. Fatd de un lucrator artist sunt numai ceea ce ati
numi un carpaci.

MARULLUS: Care iti este meseria? Raspunde lamurit.

Al doilea Cetatean: O meserie, domnule, pe care, precum
sper, o pot manui fara mustrare de constiinta cdci, intr-adevar
domnule, ea consista in indreptarea pasurilor rele.
MARULLUS: Ce meserie, ticdlosule? Ce meserie?

Al doilea Cetatean: Eh domnule, va rog cu multd staruintd a
nu pierde rdbdarea cu mine; daca insa vi s-ar rupe ceva, dati-
vd numai pe mana mea.

MARULLUS: Ce intelegi prin a md da pe mana ta,
obraznicule?

Al doilea Cetatean: Eh bine, domnule, ca sa va pot carpi.
FLAVIUS: Esti un carpaci de incaltaminte, nu e asa?

Al doilea Cetdtean: Intr-adevir, domnule, sunt un chirurg
pentru incaltaminte veche. Cand ele sunt greu atinse, eu sunt
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but with awl. I am, indeed, sir, a surgeon to old shoes; when
they are in great danger, I recover them. As proper men as ever
trod upon neat’s leather have gone upon my handiwork.
FLAVIUS: But wherefore art not in thy shop to-day?

Why dost thou lead these men about the streets?

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

MARULLUS: Wherefore rejoice? What conquest brings he
home?

What tributaries follow him to Rome

To grace in captive bonds his chariot wheels?

You blocks, you stones, you worse than senseless things!
O you hard hearts, you cruel men of Rome,

Knew you not Pompey? Many a time and oft

Have you climb’d up to walls and battlements,

William Shakespeare.
Julius Caesar. Parallel Texts.

Translated into Romanian by Dimitrie N. Ghika, 1908.

acela care vindecd ranile lor. Oamenii cei mai curdtei care au
cdlcat vreodatd pe piele de vitd, au pdsit pe opera mainilor
mele.

FLAVIUS: Pentru ce nu esti in pravalia ta? De ce porti acesti
oameni pe drumuri?

Al doilea Cetdtean: Intr-adevar, domnule, pentru a uza
incaltamintea lor, ca sd capdt mai mult de lucru. Lasand insa
gluma la o parte, mi-am facut din ziua de astdzi o zi de
sdrbdtoare pentru a vedea pe Caesar si a ne inveseli la triumful
sau.

MARULLUS: Ce prilej aveti de veselii? Care e cucerirea ce a
facut-o? Unde sunt invinsii dusi de dansul la Roma, pentru a
fi legati, ca o podoabd, de carul sdu? Voi stanci, voi pietre,
tiinte lipsite de orice simtire! O inimi impietrite! barbati rai ai
Romei. Nu ati cunoscut pe Pompeius? Multe si deseori v-ati
urcat pe ziduri si pe parmaclacuri, pe turnuri, pe ferestre, ba
chiar pana deasupra hogeagurilor tindnd copiii vostri pe brate
si sedeati acolo asteptand in rabdare, pe cat era ziua de lunga,
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William Shakespeare.
Julius Caesar. Parallel Texts.
Translated into Romanian by Dimitrie N. Ghika, 1908.

6
To towers and windows, yea, to chimney-tops, pana ce vedeati pe marele Pompeius trecand pe strazile
Your infants in your arms, and there have sat Romei? si cand, in departare abia zdreati carul sau, il aclamati
The livelong day, with patient expectation, cu totii tulburand chiar pe Tibru in albia sa, cand tipetele
To see great Pompey pass the streets of Rome: voastre de veselii se rasfrangeau prin infundaturile malurilor.
And when you saw his chariot but appear, Si acuma ati pus hainele cele mai bune? si acuma v-ati
Have you not made an universal shout, insemnat o nouad zi de serbare? si acuma aruncati flori pe calea
That Tiber trembled underneath her banks, aceluia care vine pdsind triumfdator peste sangele lui
To hear the replication of your sounds Pompeius? Hai pieriti de aici, alergati acasd, cddeti in
Made in her concave shores? genunchi si rugati-va la zei sd inldture napastele ce o asemenea
And do you now put on your best attire? nerecunostinta le-ar arunca asupra voastra.
And do you now cull out a holiday?
And do you now strew flowers in his way,
That comes in triumph over Pompey’s blood?
Be gone!
Run to your houses, fall upon your knees,
Pray to the gods to intermit the plague
That needs must light on this ingratitude.
FLAVIUS: Go, go, good countrymen, and, for this fault, FLAVIUS: Dar depadrtati-va buni cetateni si pentru acest pacat
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Assemble all the poor men of your sort;

Draw them to Tiber banks, and weep your tears
Into the channel, till the lowest stream

Do kiss the most exalted shores of all.

Exeunt all the Commoners

See whe'r their basest metal be not mov’d;
They vanish tongue-tied in their guiltiness.

Go you down that way towards the Capitol;
This way will I. Disrobe the images

If you do find them deck’d with ceremonies.
MARULLUS: May we do so?

You know it is the feast of Lupercal.

FLAVIUS: It is no matter; let no images

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

And drive away the vulgar from the streets:

So do you too where you perceive them thick.
These growing feathers pluck’d from Caesar’s wing
Will make him fly an ordinary pitch,

William Shakespeare.
Julius Caesar. Parallel Texts.

Translated into Romanian by Dimitrie N. Ghika, 1908.

adunati toti pacatosii de felul vostru; duceti-i la malul Tibrului
si vdrsati acolo lacrimile voastre, pand ce ele vor fi ridicat
nivelul apelor la zarea malurilor celor mai inalte.

(Cetitenii pleaci)

Privesti cum inimile lor s-au muiat. Au plecat amutiti
de mustrarea constiintei. Du-te tu intr-acolo spre Capitol; eu
voi urma cealalta cale: Dezveleste imaginile oriunde le vei
gdsi impodobite cu semne de onoare.

MARULLUS: Suntem oare in drept s-o facem? Stii cd astazi e
serbarea Lupercalilor.

FLAVIUS: Fii fard grija: nu ingadui ca vreo imagine sa fie
impodobitd cu trofeele lui Caesar. Eu ma duc acuma sa gonesc
plebea de pe stradd. Urmeaza tot astfel si tu, oriunde o vei gasi
adunata. Smulgand aceste pene ce cresc in aripile lui Caesar,
ii vom opri zborul cel ambitios care de-altminteri l-ar urca sus
pe deasupra oricarei priviri omenesti si ne-ar tine pe toti
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Julius Caesar

William Shakespeare.
Julius Caesar. Parallel Texts.
Translated into Romanian by Dimitrie N. Ghika, 1908.

Who else would soar above the view of men plecati intr-o slugarnicie inspaimantatoare.
And keep us all in servile fearfulness. (Pleacd cu totii).
Exeunt
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SCENE II.
The same. A public place.

Enter, in procession, with music, CAESAR; ANTONY, for the
course; CALPHURNIA, PORTIA, DECIUS, CICERO, BRUTUS,
CASSIUS, and CASCA; a great crowd following, among them a
Soothsayer.

CAESAR: Calphurnia!

CASCA: Peace, ho! Caesar speaks.

Music ceases

CAESAR: Calphurnia!

CALPHURNIA: Here, my lord.

CAESAR: Stand you directly in Antonius” way,

When he doth run his course. Antonius!

ANTONY: Caesar, my lord.

CAESAR: Forget not, in your speed, Antonius,

To touch Calphurnia; for our elders say,

William Shakespeare.
Julius Caesar. Parallel Texts.

Translated into Romanian by Dimitrie N. Ghika, 1908.

Scena II. Roma.
O piata publica.

(Caesar intrd pe scend intr-o procesiune solemnd cu muzicd,
Antonius pregatit pentru alergare; Calpurnia, Portia, Decius
Brutus, Cicero, Brutus, Cassius si Casca; aici sunt urmati de un
norod numeros intre care si un proroc.)

CAESAR: Calpurnia!

CASCA: Tacere. Caesar vorbeste.

(muzica inceteazi)

CAESAR: Calpurnia!

CALPURNIA: Sunt aici, sotul meu.

CAESAR: Asazd-te de-a dreptul in calea lui Antonius, cand el
va fugi in alergare. Antonius!

ANTONIUS: Inalte Caesar?

CAESAR: Nu uita, Antonius, in repeziciunea ta, sa atingi pe

Calpurnia, cdci de la stramosi ni s-a transmis credinta cd femei
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The barren, touched in this holy chase,
Shake off their sterile curse.

ANTONY: I shall remember:

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

CAESAR: Set on; and leave no ceremony out.
Music

Soothsayer: Caesar!

CAESAR: Ha! Who calls?

CASCA: Bid every noise be still: peace yet again!
Music ceases

CAESAR: Who is it in the press that calls on me?
I hear a tongue, shriller than all the music,

Cry ‘Caesar!” Speak; Caesar is turn’d to hear.
Soothsayer: Beware the Ides of March.

CAESAR: What man is that?

William Shakespeare.
Julius Caesar. Parallel Texts.

Translated into Romanian by Dimitrie N. Ghika, 1908.

10

BRUTUS: A soothsayer bids you beware the Ides of March.

sterile, atinse in aceste sfinte alergari, scapd de blestem.

ANTONIUS: imi voi aminti-o. Cand Caesar zice «f4 aceasta»
e ca si cand ar fi facut.

CAESAR: Incepeti dar si paziti constiincios toate oranduielile
dupa obicei.

(muzicd)

PROROCUL: Caesar!

CAESAR: Eh! Cine ma cheama?

CASCA: Orice zgomot sd inceteze incd odata!

(muzica inceteazi)

CAESAR: Care e acela din norod care ma cheamda? Aud
printre sunetele muzicii o voce pdtrunzdtoare strigand
«Caesar!» Vorbeste; Caesar e dispus s te asculte.
PROROCUL: Pazeste-te de Idul lui Martie.

CAESAR: Cine e acest om?

BRUTUS: Un prorog; el iti vesteste a te pazi de Idul lui Martie.
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CAESAR: Set him before me; let me see his face.
CASSIUS: Fellow, come from the throng; look upon Caesar.
CAESAR: What sayst thou to me now? Speak once again.
Soothsayer: Beware the Ides of March.

CAESAR: He is a dreamer; let us leave him: pass.

Sennet. Exeunt all but BRUTUS and CASSIUS

CASSIUS: Will you go see the order of the course?
BRUTUS: Not L.

CASSIUS: I pray you, do.

BRUTUS: I am not gamesome: I do lack some part

Of that quick spirit that is in Antony.

Let me not hinder, Cassius, your desires;

I'll leave you.

CASSIUS: Brutus, I do observe you now of late:

I have not from your eyes that gentleness

And show of love as I was wont to have:

You bear too stubborn and too strange a hand

Over your friend that loves you.

William Shakespeare.
Julius Caesar. Parallel Texts.

Translated into Romanian by Dimitrie N. Ghika, 1908.

CAESAR: Aduce-ti-l dinaintea mea; vreau sa-i vad fata.
CASSIUS: Mdi omule, iesi afara din norod; priveste la Caesar.
CAESAR: Ce ai sa-mi spui acuma? Vorbeste incd odata.
PROROCUL: Pazeste-te de Idul lui Martie.

CAESAR: E un lunatic; dati-i drumul si pdsiti inainte.

(Un mars. Toti se depirteazd, in afard de Brutus si Cassius)
CASSIUS: Nu vrei sd privesti oranduiala alergarii?
BRUTUS: Nu sunt dispus.

CASSIUS: Te rog, urmeaz-o.

BRUTUS: Jocurile acestea nu-mi fac placere, imi lipseste o
parte din firea cea veseld a lui Antonius. Nu trebuie sa fiu o
piedica la indeplinirea dorintei tale. Te las Cassius.

CASSIUS: Nu de mult iti urmaéresc firea Brutus; nu mai gasesc
in ochii tdi acea prietenie, acea iubire cu care m-ai deprins. Cu
gandul intunecat te vad departdndu-te, ca un strdin, de
prietenul care te iubeste.
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BRUTUS: Cassius, Be not deceiv’d: if I have veil’d my look,
I turn the trouble of my countenance

Merely upon myself. Vexed I am

Of late with passions of some difference,

Conceptions only proper to myself,

Which give some soil perhaps to my behaviors;

But let not therefore my good friends be griev’d, —

Among which number, Cassius, be you one, —

Nor construe any further my neglect,

Than that poor Brutus, with himself at war,

Forgets the shows of love to other men.

CASSIUS: Then, Brutus, I have much mistook your passion;
By means whereof this breast of mine hath buried
Thoughts of great value, worthy cogitations.

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

BRUTUS: No, Cassius; for the eye sees not itself,

But by reflection, by some other things.

CASSIUS: ‘Tis just:

12

William Shakespeare.
Julius Caesar. Parallel Texts.

Translated into Romanian by Dimitrie N. Ghika, 1908.

BRUTUS: Iubite Cassius, nu te ingela. Dacad privirea mea e
intunecatd, tulbureala chipului meu se indreaptd impotriva
mea. Nu de mult ma simt necdjit de imboldiri, diferite prin
natura lor, de ganduri care legate precum sunt numai de fiinta
mea, aruncd poate vreo umbrd asupra purtarii mele. Dar
aceasta nu trebuie sd intristeze pe prietenii intre care te numadr
si pe tine Cassius, nici sd-i faca a crede cd lipsa de prietenie a
firii mele ar putea fi starnitd de vreo altd imprejurare decat
numai de aceea, cd sidrmanul Brutus, fiind in rdzboi cu sine,
uitd as mai exprima iubirea ce o are pentru ceilalti.

CASSIUS: Atunci, Brutus, nu am inteles necazul tdu. De aceea
am Inmormantat aici in pieptul meu chibzuiri demne si
cugetdri de o mare insemnatate. Spune-mi, Brutus, poti vedea
fata ta?

BRUTUS: Nu, Cassius; cdci ochiul nu-si vede chipul decat
prin reflectii de la vreun alt obiect.

CASSIUS: Asa este:— si lumea e foarte mahnita de a vedea
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And it is very much lamented, Brutus,

That you have no such mirrors as will turn

Your hidden worthiness into your eye,

That you might see your shadow. I have heard,

Where many of the best respect in Rome, —

Except immortal Caesar, —speaking of Brutus,

And groaning underneath this age’s yoke,

Have wish’d that noble Brutus had his eyes.

BRUTUS: Into what dangers would you lead me, Cassius,
That you would have me seek into myself

For that which is not in me?

CASSIUS: Therefore, good Brutus, be prepar’d to hear:
And, since you know you cannot see yourself

So well as by reflection, I, your glass,

Will modestly discover to yourself

That of yourself which you yet know not of.

And be not jealous on me, gentle Brutus:

Were I a common laugher, or did use

13
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Brutus, ca nu ai o oglinda de acelea care aratandu-ti propria ta
valoare, te-ar face sa vezi umbra ta. Lasand la o parte pe
nemuritorul Caesar, am auzit pe cei mai vrednici barbati ai
Romei, pe cand vorbeau despre Brutus si suspinau sub jugul
timpurilor de fatd, cum isi rosteau dorinta ca nobilul Brutus sa
aiba ochii lor.

BRUTUS: Prin ce intorsaturi vrei sa ma ademeni, Cassius, sa
caut in sufletul meu ceea ce nu este 1n mine?

CASSIUS: De aceea, Brutus, pregdteste-te a ma asculta: si
fiindcd stii cd nu poti sa te vezi altfel decat prin reflectii, eu iti
voi sluji de oglindad si cu modestie iti voi ardta din firea ta
partea aceea pe care nu ai putut s-o vezi incd. Nu fi insd
ingrijorat, iubite Brutus: De as fi un zefliu ordinar, sau as avea
obiceiul de a-mi castiga noi aderenti prin aceleasi fagaduinte;
daca stii ca-i alint pe oameni, ii strang la inimad si apoi vorbesc
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To stale with ordinary oaths my love

To every new protester; if you know

That I do fawn on men and hug them hard,

And after scandal them, or if you know

That I profess myself in banqueting

To all the rout, then hold me dangerous.

Flourish, and shout

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

CASSIUS: Ay, do you fear it?

Then must I think you would not have it so.
BRUTUS: I would not, Cassius; yet I love him well.
But wherefore do you hold me here so long?

What is it that you would impart to me?

If it be aught toward the general good,

Set 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

14
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rdau de ei sau daca stii cd ospetind imi place a ma infrati cu
toata lumea, atunci sa te feresti de mine.

(Sunete de trompete si aclamatii)

BRUTUS: Ce inseamna oare aceste aclamatii? Mi-e teama ca
poporul sd nu aleagd rege pe Caesar.

CASSIUS: Ah! ti-e teama? aceasta ma face a crede ca nu ai
vedea-o cu pldcere.

BRUTUS: Nu, Cassius, nu cu pldacere; totusi il iubesc. Pentru
ce Insa md opresti aici atata timp? Care e impdrtdsirea ce ai
dori sd-mi faci? Daca e ceva de folos pentru binele obstesc,
pune renumele meu in fata unui ochi si moartea in fata
celuilalt si voi privi una si alta cu aceeasi barbatie; caci Zeii sa
ma blesteme daca grija ce o am pentru renumele meu ar putea
fi slabita catusi de putin prin frica de moarte.
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The name of honour more than I fear death.

CASSIUS: 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.

I cannot tell what you and other men

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

I had as lief not be as live to be

In awe of such a thing as I myself.

I was born free as Caesar; so were you:

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

For once, upon a raw and gusty day,

The troubled Tiber chafing with her shores,
Caesar said to me ‘Dar’st 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.

William Shakespeare.
Julius Caesar. Parallel Texts.

Translated into Romanian by Dimitrie N. Ghika, 1908.

CASSIUS: Stiu ca aceasta virtute e in tine, Brutus, si aceasta o
cunosc pe cat cunosc de bine si chipul tdu. Ei bine, onoarea va
fi obiectul cuvantarii mele. Nu pot sa stiu ce tu, sau alti oameni
ganditi de aceastd viatd; dar in ceea ce ma priveste, mai bine
nu as trdi decat sa traiesc cu frica de o fiinta asemanatd mie.
M-am nascut liber ca si Caesar; tu asemenea: Amandoi ne-am
hréanit atat de bine si putem unul si altul rabda frigul iernii ca
si dansul: cdci odatd, in viscolul unei zile furtunoase, cand
Tibrul tulburat se izbea de maluri, Caesar imi spunea: «Ai
cuteza acuma, Cassius, sd sari cu mine in aceste valuri
infuriate si sa inoti pana la celdlalt mal?» Abia vorbise, cand
imbracat precum eram, md si cufundam in apd, indemnandu-
1 a mad urma. intr-adevir el o ficu. Torentul ne apuca urland;
iar apoi il bateam cu vine viguroase, il opream, il impingeam
la o parte, tinandu-i piept cu o inima barbateasca. Dar inainte
de a fi atins telul propus, Caesar, striga: «Ajutda-ma, Cassius,
cdci eu ma scufund». Precum Aeneas, marele nostru stramos,
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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 propos’d,
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,

William Shakespeare.
Julius Caesar. Parallel Texts.

Translated into Romanian by Dimitrie N. Ghika, 1908.
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scoase pe umerii sdi, din flacdrile Troiei, pe batranul Anchis,
astfel am scdpat si eu, din valurile Tibrului, pe Caesar lesinat.
Si acum acest om a devenit un Zeu; si Cassius e o sarmana
fiintd, care trebuie sd-si plece spatele, cand Caesar crede de
cuviintd al invrednici cu vreo salutare. El era atins de friguri
cand era in Spania si cand il apuca accesul il vedeam bine cum
tremurd; da vedeam tremurand pe acest Zeu: sangele cel misel
ii parasise buzele; si aceiasi ochi, a ciror privire ameninta
lumea, isi pierdusera focul; il auzeam oftand; Da, gura sa care
porunceste Romanilor sa-1 asculte si sa inscrie in cartile lor
cuvintele lui, se vdita tipand «D&-mi ceva de baut, Titinius»,
intocmai ca o fetitd bolnava. O Zei! ma simt cu desavarsire
uimit, de a vedea cum un om de o fire atat de subreda a putut
sd se puie in capul acestei lumi maiestuoase si sd rdpeasca
pentru dansul singur toate onorurile.

And that same eye whose bend doth awe the world
Did lose his lustre: I did hear him groan;
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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.

Flourish. Shout

BRUTUS: Another general shout!

I do believe that these applauses are

For some new honours that are heaped on Caesar.
CASSIUS: Why, man, he doth bestride the narrow world
Like a Colossus, and we petty men

Walk under his huge legs and peep about

To find ourselves dishonourable graves.

Men at some time are masters of their fates:

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

But in ourselves, that we are underlings.

17

William Shakespeare.
Julius Caesar. Parallel Texts.

Translated into Romanian by Dimitrie N. Ghika, 1908.

(Sunete de trompete si aclamatii)

BRUTUS: Alte aclamatii ale norodului. Cred ca aceste
aclamatii sunt starnite de noi onoruri ce se ingramddesc
asupra lui Caesar.

CASSIUS: Da, prietene, lumea e prea ingustad pentru dansul.
El paseste peste ddnsa ca un urias si noi piticii ciutdam pipdind
sub picioarele sale gigantice unde ne-am putea gdsi morminte
rusinoase. Omul e uneori stapan pe destinul sdau. Nu e vina
stelelor, iubite Brutus, ci propria noastra vina dacd am devenit
netrebnici. Brutus si Caesar; ce sa fie oare in acest Caesar ca
numele acestuia sa fie mai des pronuntat decat al tdu? Scrie-le
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Brutus and Caesar: what should be in that ‘Caesar’?

Why should that name be sounded more than yours?

Write them together, yours is as fair a name;
Sound them, it doth become the mouth as well;
Weigh them, it is as heavy; conjure with ‘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 sham’d!
Rome, thou hast lost the breed of noble bloods!
When went there by an age, since the great flood,
But it was fam’d 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

William Shakespeare.
Julius Caesar. Parallel Texts.

Translated into Romanian by Dimitrie N. Ghika, 1908.

unul langa altul; al tdu e tot atat de frumos; pronunta-le, unul
e o podoabd pentru gurd ca si celdlalt, cantareste-le,
amandoua au aceeasi greutate; invoaca cu ele, Brutus va atata
spiritele ca si Caesar. Ei bine, in numele tuturor zeilor, cu ce
hrand se hraneste acest Caesar cd a putut creste atat de mare?
Oh, secol, esti dezonorat! Izvorul sangelui celui nobil a secat
in Roma. Cand trecut-a vreun veac de la potopul cel mare, in
care Roma sd fi rdmas glorificatd numai printr-un singur
barbat? Cand pand acuma pomeneai de Roma, puteai zice
vreodatd cd mareata sa incintd a cuprins intr-insa numai un
singur barbat? Acuma insda Roma e tot Roma si spatiul ei e
destul de intins, de am mai putea gdasi intr-insul numai un
singur barbat. O, tu si eu, amandoi am auzit pomenind de
parintii nostri; era odata un Brutus care mai curand ar fi invoit
pe dracu as tine curte in Roma, decat sa fie ingaduit un rege in
incinta ei.
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Th’ eternal devil to keep his state in Rome
As easily as a king.

BRUTUS: That you do love me, I am nothing jealous;

What you would work me to, I have some aim.
How I have thought of this and of these times,
I shall recount hereafter; for this present,

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

I will consider; what you have to say

I will with patience hear, and find a time

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

Than to repute himself a son of Rome

Under these hard conditions as this time

Is like to lay upon us.

CASSIUS: I am glad

That my weak words have struck but thus much show

William Shakespeare.
Julius Caesar. Parallel Texts.

Translated into Romanian by Dimitrie N. Ghika, 1908.

BRUTUS: Sunt incredintat cd ma iubesti, presupun intrucatva
si fapta la care vrei sd md indemn. Ce gandesc insa de dansa si
de timpul in care vietuim, aceasta iti voi spune-o mai tarziu.
Pentru acuma insd ma voi gandi la cele zise de tine si voi
asculta cu rabdare cele ce mai ai de zis. Vom mai gdsi si un
timp priincios pentru curmarea unor lucruri atat de
insemnate. Pand atunci insd vrednice prietene, cugeta bine la
cele ce iti zic, Brutus mai curand ar dori sa fie numai un satean
prost decat a se numi un fiu al Romei in imprejurarile serioase
ale timpului de fata.

CASSIUS: Sunt incantat ca slabele mele cuvinte au putut
aprinde atata foc in inima lui Brutus.

C ONTEMPORARY

L ITERATURE P RESS

http://editura.mttlc.ro
The University of Bucharest, 2016



Of fire from Brutus.

BRUTUS: The games are done and Caesar is returning.
CASSIUS: As they pass by, pluck Casca by the sleeve;

And he will, after his sour fashion, tell you
What hath proceeded worthy note to-day.
Re-enter CAESAR and his Train

BRUTUS: I will do so. But, look you, Cassius,
The angry spot doth glow on Caesar’s brow,
And all the rest look like a chidden train:
Calphurnia’s cheek is pale, and Cicero

Looks with such ferret and such fiery eyes

As we have seen him in the Capitol,

Being cross’d in conference by some senators.
CASSIUS: Casca will tell us what the matter is.

CAESAR: Antonius!
ANTONY: Caesar?
CAESAR: Let me have men about me that are fat;

William Shakespeare.
Julius Caesar. Parallel Texts.

Translated into Romanian by Dimitrie N. Ghika, 1908.

BRUTUS: Jocurile sunt ispravite si Caesar revine.

CASSIUS: Cand se vor apropia de noi, trage pe Casca de
maneca si el dupa chipul sau posomorat iti va spune ce lucru
mai insemnat s-a petrecut astdzi.

(Caesar revine urmat de alaiul sdu)

BRUTUS: Voi face ce zici. Dar, priveste, Cassius, pe fruntea
lui Caesar se vede lucind acel semn obisnuit de manie si toti
ceilalti au aparenta unor slugi mustrati de stapanul lor: fata
Calpurnii e palida si Cicero priveste cu ochi atat de rosii si de
infierbantati precum adeseori am vazut-o in Capitol cand, in
dezbateri, vreun senator ii combadtea opinia.

CASSIUS: Casca ne va spune ce s-a intdmplat.

CAESAR: Antonius!
ANTONIUS: Caesar?
CAESAR: Cauta sa fiu inconjurat de barbati grasi, de barbati
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Sleek-headed men and such as sleep o” nights:
Yond Cassius has a lean and hungry look;

He thinks too much: such men are dangerous.
ANTONY: Fear him not, Caesar; he’s not dangerous;
He is a noble Roman and well given.

CAESAR: Would he were fatter! But I fear him not:
Yet if my name were liable to fear,

I do not know the man I should avoid

So soon as that spare Cassius. He reads much;

He is a great observer and he looks

Quite through the deeds of men: he loves no plays,
As thou dost, Antony; he hears no music;

Seldom he smiles, and smiles in such a sort

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

That could be mov’d 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.

William Shakespeare.
Julius Caesar. Parallel Texts.

Translated into Romanian by Dimitrie N. Ghika, 1908.
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plesuvi si de acei care dorm bine la noapte. Acel Cassius are o
privire adanca si patrunzatoare; el gandeste prea mult: barbati
de felul sdu sunt totdeauna primejdiosi.

ANTONIUS: Nu te teme de dansul, Caesar. El nu e primejdios
ci un vrednic Roman si bine dispus.

CAESAR: As dori sd fie mai gras! Totusi nu mi-e teamd de
dansul. Daca insd firea mea ar putea fi supusd temerii, nu
cunosc barbat de care m-as feri mai mult decat de acest
sldbanog de Cassius. El citeste mult si supune unei critici
Lui

petrecerile, dupa cum iti plac tie, Antonius; el nu asculta

patrunzdtoare toate faptele oamenilor. nu-i plac
muzica, el zambeste rareori si cAnd zAmbeste, o face ca unul ce
si-ar bate joc de duhul sau care a putut sa-1 miste a rade de
ceva. Asemenea bdrbati nu au astampar pe cat timp vad un
altul mai mare decat e si iatd ce-i face atat de primejdiosi. Iti
arat mai ales ce ar putea deveni o pricind de ingrijire, iar nu
ingrijirea ce as avea de fapt, cdci eu sub orice imprejurdri
rdman totusi Caesar. Vino pe partea dreaptd cdci urechea
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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 his Train. CASCA stays behind
CASCA: You pull’d me by the cloak; would you speak with
me?

BRUTUS: Ay, Casca; tell us what hath chanc’d to-day,

That Caesar looks so sad.

CASCA: Why, you were with him, were you not?
BRUTUS: I should not then ask Casca what had chanc’d.

CASCA: Why, there was a crown offered him: and, being
offered him, he put it by with the back of his hand,

thus; and then the people fell a-shouting.

BRUTUS: What was the second noise for?

CASCA: Why, for that too.

CASSIUS: They shouted thrice: what was the last cry for?

22
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Translated into Romanian by Dimitrie N. Ghika, 1908.

aceasta e surda si spune-mi drept ce gandesti despre dansul.
(Caesar pleacd cu tot alaiul sau afard de Casca)

CASCA: M-ai tras de haing; ai dori sa vorbesti cu mine?

BRUTUS: Asa este. Spune-mi Casca, ce s-a intAmplat astazi ca
Caesar e atat de posomorat.

CASCA: Ati fost cu dansul; poate nu?

BRUTUS: Atunci nu as ruga pe Casca sd-mi spuna cele ce s-
au intamplat.

CASCA: Eh bine, i s-a oferit o coroana si cand ea i se oferea el
o impingea la o parte, cu dosul mainii sale, astfel; si atunci
poporul tipa de bucurie.

BRUTUS: Si de ce au tipat ei a doua oara?

CASCA: Eh bine, tot din aceasta pricina.

CASSIUS: Ei au tipat de trei ori, care a fost pricina cd l-au
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CASCA: Why, for that too.

BRUTUS: Was the crown offered him thrice?

CASCA: Ay, marry, was’t, and he put it by thrice, every
time gentler than other, and at every putting-by

mine honest neighbours shouted.

CASSIUS: Who offered him the crown?
CASCA: Why, Antony.
BRUTUS: Tell us the manner of it, gentle Casca.

CASCA: I can as well be hanged as tell the manner of it:
it was mere foolery; I did not mark it. I saw Mark
Antony offer him a crown; yet “twas not a crown
neither, ‘twas one of these coronets; and, as I told

you, he put it by once; but, for all that, to my

thinking, he would fain have had it. Then he

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

William Shakespeare.
Julius Caesar. Parallel Texts.

Translated into Romanian by Dimitrie N. Ghika, 1908.

aclamat a treia oara?

CASCA: Eh bine, tot din aceeasi pricina.

BRUTUS: Cum? Coroana i-a fost oferita de trei ori?

CASCA: Pe cinstea mea, de trei ori si el a inldturat-o de trei
ori, fiecare data insd mai slab decat data de mai-nainte si de
cate ori o impingea la o parte cinstitii nostri vecini il aclamau
prin tipetele lor.

CASSIUS: Cine i-a oferit coroana?

CASCA: Eh bine, Antonius.

BRUTUS: Iubite Casca, povesteste-ne cum s-a petrecut
aceasta.

CASCA: Mai curand as putea fi spanzurat decat sa va
istorisesc cum s-au petrecut lucrurile. Era numai o comedie;
nu am bdgat-o in seamd. Am vdzut pe Marcus Antonius
oferindu-i o coroang; intr-adevar nu era tocmai o coroand, era
un fel de diadema si precum v-am zis-o, el a respins-o o data:
dar cu toate acestea, dupd cum cred, el ar fi dorit s-o aiba.
Atunci ea i-a fost oferitd incd odatd si dupd cum cred i-a venit
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but, to my thinking, he was very loath to lay his

fingers off it. And then he offered it the third

time; he put it the third time by; and still as he

refused it, the rabblement hooted and clapped their
chapped hands and threw up their sweaty night-caps

and uttered such a deal of stinking breath because

Caesar refused the crown that it had almost choked
Caesar; for he 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.

CASSIUS: But, soft, I pray you: what! did Caesar swound?
CASCA: He fell down in the market-place, and foamed at
mouth, and was speechless.

BRUTUS: ‘Tis very like: he hath the falling-sickness.
CASSIUS: No, Caesar hath it not; but you and I,

And honest Casca, we have the falling-sickness.

CASCA: I know not what you mean by that; but, I am sure,
Caesar fell down. If the tag-rag people did not

24
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Translated into Romanian by Dimitrie N. Ghika, 1908.

cam greu de a-si dezlipi degetele de pe dansa si atunci i-a fost
oferita pentru a treia oara; el a inldturat-o pentru a treia oara
si de cate ori el o respingea, plebea murdara tipa, batea din
maini, arunca in aer scufiile pline de sudoare si raspandea in
jurul ei o duhoare atat de puturoasa, de bucurie pentru cd
Caesar, a respins coroana, cd el a fost lovit de un acces de
ndduseald, cdci lesindnd, cdzu la pamant, iar in ceea ce ma
priveste nu cutezam sd rad, de fricd, ca deschizdnd gura, sa nu
respir acest aer imputit.

CASSIUS: Cum, se poate? Intr-adevir a lesinat?

CASCA: A cdzut in piatd, avea spume la gurd si-si pierduse
graiul.

BRUTUS: Aceasta prea se poate, cdci el suferd de epilepsii.
CASSIUS: Nu, Caesar nu are epilepsii, dar voi si eu, vrednicul
nostru Casca, noi toti avem epilepsie.

CASCA: Nu stiu ce vrei sd zici; ceea ce insa va pot incredinta,
e cd Caesar a cdzut la pamant, si ma puteti privi ca un mincinos
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clap him and hiss him, according as he pleased and
displeased them, as they use to do the players in

the theatre, I am no true man.

BRUTUS: What said he, when he came unto himself?
CASCA: Marry, before he fell down, when he perceiv’d 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,
I would I might go to hell among the rogues. And so
he fell. When he came to himself again, he said,

If he had done or said any thing amiss, he desired
their worships to think it was his infirmity. Three

or four wenches, where I stood, cried “Alas! good
soul,” and forgave him with all their hearts: but
there’s no heed to be taken of them; if Caesar had
stabbed their mothers, they would have done no less.
BRUTUS: And after that, he came, thus sad, away?
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dacd plebea ticdloasa si zdrentaroasa nu l-a aplaudat sau
suierat dupa plac intocmai precum o face cu actorii de pe scena
noastra.

BRUTUS: Ce a zis el cand a revenit in fire?

CASCA: Eh bine, inainte de a pica la pamant, cand a vazut cd
plebea se bucurd pentru cd a respins coroana, el si-a rupt haina
si le-a intins gatul ca sa i-1 taie — pe cinstea mea —sa fiu condus
cu toti pdcatosii in iad, dacd méanuind o asemenea meserie, nu
m-asi fi luat dupd cuvéantul sau—si atunci el cdzu la pamant.
Cand isi reveni in simtire el a zis ca roaga pe prea cinstitii s-o
atribuie infirmitatii sale daca ar fi vorbit sau facut ceva de rau.
Vreo trei sau patru muieri, ce stidteau langa mine au strigat:
«sdrmanul! ce suflet bun» si il iertau din toatd inima, ceea ce
insd, intr-adevar nu inseamnd mult, cici tot astfel ar fi facut-o
si dacd el ar fi méceldrit pe mumele lor.

BRUTUS: Si dupad aceasta el s-a depdrtat atat de posomorat?
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CASCA: Ay.

CASSIUS: Did Cicero say any thing?

CASCA: Ay, he spoke Greek.

CASSIUS: To what effect?

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

CASSIUS: Will you sup with me to-night, Casca?
CASCA: No, I am promised forth.

CASSIUS: Will you dine with me to-morrow?

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

CASSIUS: Good; I will expect you.

CASCA: Do so. Farewell, both.
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CASCA: Da.

CASSIUS: Ce a zis Cicero la toate acestea?

CASCA: El a vorbit greceste.

CASSIUS: Ce voia el sa spuna?

CASCA: De v-as spune-o, desigur nu as mai avea indrazneala
sa va privesc in fatd, dar acei care l-au inteles au zambit unul
la altul dand din cap dar, in ceea ce ma priveste cuvintele lui
erau grecesti pentru mine. Va pot istorisi si alte noutati. Lui
Flavius si Marullus li s-a astupat gura pentru ca au cutezat sa
rupd cununii de pe imaginile lui Caesar. S-au mai intamplat
incd multe nebunii, de-as fi numai in stare sa mi le amintesc.
CASSIUS: Vrei sa stai astd seard la masa cu mine?

CASCA: Nu, cdci sunt poftit aiurea.

CASSIUS: Vrei tu sa pranzesti cu mine maine?

CASCA: Da. Dacd voi trdi pand atunci, daca nu-ti vei schimba
gandul si dacd pranzul va fi bine pregatit.

CASSIUS: Ah! Bine; te voi astepta.

CASCA: Asa sd fie. Sa traiti amandoi.
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Exit

BRUTUS: What a blunt fellow is this grown to be!
He was quick mettle when he went to school.
CASSIUS: So is he now in execution

Of any bold or noble enterprise,

However he puts on this tardy form.

This rudeness is a sauce to his good wit,

Which gives men stomach to digest his words
With better appetite.

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

To-morrow, if you please to speak with me,

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

Come home to me, and I will wait for you.
CASSIUS: I will do so: till then, think of the world.
Exit BRUTUS

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

Thy honourable metal may be wrought

From that it is disposed: therefore “tis meet

William Shakespeare.
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(lese)

BRUTUS: Ce mocofan a devenit. El era foarte istet ca coleg in
scoala.

CASSIUS: El e tot acelasi si acuma in sdvarsirea vreunei
marete si nobile intreprinderi, desi se preface a fi atat de prost.
Aceasta grosoldnie e pentru duhul sdu cel sandtos ca o zeama
cu care ar intdri stomacul oamenilor spre a mistui, cu mai mult
gust, cuvintele sale.

BRUTUS: Asa este. Acuma insa te las. Pe maine, daca iti place
a avea vreo convorbire cu mine, voi veni la tine; sau daca vrei,
vei veni tu la mine si eu te voi astepta.

CASSIUS: Asa sd fie. Pana atunci gandeste-te la destinul
lumii.

(Brutus iese) Ah! Bine Brutus, tu esti un suflet vrednic,
vad 1nsd cd firea ta cea vrednica poate fi scoasd din calea ei. De
aceea e bine ca sufletele vrednice sd se tind unele de altele, cdci
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That noble minds keep ever with their likes; nu e barbat destul de statornic ca sa nu poatd fi ademenit.
For who so firm that cannot be seduc’d? Caesar nu poate sa ma sufere; dar el iubeste pe Brutus. Daca
Caesar doth bear me hard; but he loves Brutus: as fi eu Brutus si Brutus Cassius el nu ar fi in stare sa ma
If I were Brutus now and he were Cassius, conduca pe mine. In aceasta noapte ii voi arunca prin fereastra
He should not humour me. I will this night, niste tidule scrise de diferite maini spre a-I face ca creadad cd ar
In several hands, in at his windows throw, proveni din partea mai multor cetdteni, toate avand tinta a
As if they came from several citizens, dezvdlui opinia cea mare ce Roma o are de numele lui,
Writings all tending to the great opinion amintind in treacat si despre nazuinta lui Caesar, dupa care
That Rome holds of his name; wherein obscurely Caesar in curand sa astepte caderea sa, cdci il vom dobori, sau
Caesar’s ambition shall be glanced at: vom suferi zilele cele mai grele.

And after this let Caesar seat him sure; (Iese)

For we will shake him, or worse days endure.
Exit
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SCENE I11.
The same. A street.

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

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

CASCA: Are not you mov’d, when all the sway of earth
Shakes like a thing unfirm? O Cicero!

I have seen tempests, when the scolding winds

Have riv’d the knotty oaks; and I have seen

The ambitious ocean swell and rage and foam,

To be exalted with the threat'ning clouds:

But never till to-night, never till now,

Did I go through a tempest dropping fire.
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Scena III.
Roma. O strada.

Tunete si fulgere. Casca cu spada scoasd si Cicero vin din diferite
parti.

CICERO: Buna seara, Casca: Ai intovdrdsit pe Caesar pand
acasd ? De ce sufli atat de greu si ai o privire atat de
inspdimantatd?

CASCA: Nu esti si tu miscat cand tot pamantul tremurd ca un
lucru fara greutate. O Cicero, am vdzut furtuni in care vantul
infuriat a crdpat stejarii cioturosi, am vazut mandrul ocean
ridicAndu-se in spume si turbare ca si cand ar voi sd se
loveasca de nourii amenintdtori: dar niciodata pana in asta
noapte, niciodatd pana acuma nu am umblat prin o ploaie de
foc. Va fi poate vreo rdscoald in cer, sau sunt zeii ademeniti,
prin nerusinarea lumii, a pune in miscare nimicirea noastra.
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Either there is a civil strife in heaven,

Or else the world, too saucy with the gods,

Incenses them to send destruction.

CICERO: Why, saw you any thing more wonderful?
CASCA: 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 have 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
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CICERO: Dar vdzut-ai 0 minune mai mare?

CASCA: Un rob pe care-l cunosti din vedere, a ridicat mana
stangd in sus si ea s-a aprins in fldcari ca vreo doudzeci de torte
impreunate si totusi mana sa a rdmas fara simtire, neatinsa de
foc. Am vazut si un leu, — de atunci nu am mai bagat spada in
teacd, — care in fata Capitolului venea spre mine si privindu-
ma s-a dus mormaind in laturi, fard a-mi face ceva. Pe un loc
erau gramddite vreo sutd de femei cu fete palide si
descompuse de spaimd. Acestea jurau ca au vazut barbati
cuprinsi de flacdri plimbandu-se pe strazi. leri pasdrea noptii
s-asezase tipand pe piatd, chiar in miazazi. Cand atatea semne
si minuni se ivesc deodatd, sa nu vie cineva sa-mi zica ca ele
sunt naturale si cd aceasta sau alta ar fi pricina lor. Cred mai
cu seamd cd asemenea semne sunt de o mare insemnatate
pentru tara spre care ele sunt indreptate.
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Do so conjointly meet, let not men say

“These are their reasons; they are natural;’

For, I believe, they are portentous things

Unto the climate that they point upon.

CICERO: Indeed, it is a strange-disposed time:
But men may construe things after their fashion,
Clean from the purpose of the things themselves.
Comes Caesar to the Capitol to-morrow?
CASCA: He doth; for he did bid Antonius

Send word to you he would be there to-morrow.
CICERO: Good-night then, Casca: this disturbed sky
Is not to walk in.

CASCA: Farewell, Cicero.

Exit CICERO

Enter CASSIUS

CASSIUS: Who's there?

CASCA: A Roman.

CASSIUS: Casca, by your voice.

William Shakespeare.
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CICERO: E sigur ca aceasta dispozitie a timpului e foarte
stranie dar oamenii adeseori dau lucrurilor un inteles dupa
gandul lor foarte departe de sensul lor adevarat. Vine Caesar
maine la Capitol?

CASCA: Da caci el a insdrcinat pe Antonius ati spune ca va
veni maine.

CICERO: Noapte bund, Casca. Acest cer tulburat nu ne
indeamna a sta pe afara.

CASCA: Ramai sanitos, Cicero.

(Cicero se duce)

( Cassius vine)

CASSIUS: Cine e acolo?

CASCA: Un Roman.

CASSIUS: Casca, dupa voce.
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CASCA: Your ear is good. Cassius, what night is this!
CASSIUS: A very pleasing night to honest men.

CASCA: Who ever knew the heavens menace so?
CASSIUS: Those that have known the earth so full of faults.
For my part, I have walk’d about the streets,

Submitting me unto the perilous night,

And, thus unbraced, Casca, as you see,

Have bared my bosom to the thunder-stone;

And when the cross blue lightning seem’d to open

The breast of heaven, I did present myself

Even in the aim and very flash of it.

CASCA: But wherefore did you so much tempt the heavens?
It is the part of men to fear and tremble

When the most mighty gods by tokens send

Such dreadful heralds to astonish us.

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

Or else you use not. You look pale, and gaze,
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CASCA: Urechea ta e bund. — Ce groaznicd noapte, Cassius.
CASSIUS: Cea mai placutd noapte pentru bdrbatii vrednici.
CASCA: Vazut-a cineva vreodatd un cer mai amenintator?
CASSIUS: Acei care au vdzut pamantul atat de namolit in
picate. In ce ma priveste m-am preumblat prin strizi
supuindu-ma acestei groaznice nopti si dezvelit, precum ma
vezi, am intins pieptul meu in fata traznetului si cand
scanteiarea albastrd a fulgerelor se pdrea cd deschide pieptul
cerului, md expuneam si eu, in mijlocul fulgerelor, la toatd
furia furtunii.

CASCA: Pentru ce astfel cerul? Se cuvine

oamenilor sd tremure de grija si de frica cand zei puternici,

incercat-ai
pentru spaima noastrd ne trimit prevestiri atat de groaznice.
CASSIUS: O Casca, inima ta e tocitd: scanteia vietii care ar

trebui sa luceascd in fiecare Roman, iti lipseste sau nu vrei s-o
intrebuintezi. Infdtisarea ta e palida si inspdimantatd. Esti
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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 pre-formed faculties,

To monstrous quality, why, you shall find

That heaven hath infus’d 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

William Shakespeare.
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cuprins de fricd si de mirare cand vezi neobisnuita furie a
cerului. Dacd insd ai voi sa-ti dai seama care e prilejul adevarat
al acestor focuri neobisnuite, acestor rataciri de stafie, din ce
pricind pasari si alte animale si-au schimbat traiul vietii, de ce
batranii vorbesc copildreste si copiii cu o deplind pricepere, de
ce acestea toate au preschimbat in dispozitii monstruoase
toate facultatile obisnuite ale naturii lor, atunci vei pricepe ca
cerul a suflat acest spirit in ei spre a face din ei unelte de frica
si de prevestire pentru vreun regim pdcatos. As putea acuma
Casca sa-ti numesc un bdrbat (la fel cu aceastd groaznica
noapte) un bdrbat care tund, fulgerd, deschide morminte,
rdcneste ca si leul de la Capitol, un barbat care in puterea sa
trupeasca nu ne intrece pe mine si pe tine, dar totusi a devenit
groaznic si amenintator ca si cumplita izbucnire a acestei
furtuni.
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And fearful, as these strange eruptions are.

CASCA: 'Tis Caesar that you mean; is it not, Cassius?
CASSIUS: Let it be who it is: for Romans now

Have thews and limbs like to their ancestors;

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

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

Our yoke and sufferance show us womanish.
CASCA: Indeed, they say the senators to-morrow
Mean to establish Caesar as a king;

And he shall wear his crown by sea and land,

In every place, save here in Italy.

CASSIUS: I know where I will wear this dagger then;
Cassius from bondage will deliver Cassius:

Therein, ye gods, you make the weak most strong;
Therein, ye gods, you tyrants do defeat:

Nor stony tower, nor walls of beaten brass,

Nor airless dungeon, nor strong links of iron,

Can be retentive to the strength of spirit;
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CASCA: Caesar e acela la care te gandesti, nu e asa, Cassius?
CASSIUS: Sa fie oricare ar fi. Romanii au acuma maduva si
oase ca si stramosii lor. Dar vai de noi! Duhul stramosilor a
pierit si suntem condusi de firea mumelor noastre, caci
rdbdarea ce o avem si jugul la care ne supunem ne dau o
infdtisare afemeiata.

CASCA: Intr-adevir, se zice cd Senatul ar fi dispus maine, sa
proclame rege pe Caesar imputernicindu-1 in afara de Italia, a
purta coroana sa oriunde, in orice loc, pe mare si pe uscat.

CASSIUS: Eu voi sti atunci impotriva cui sa-mi indrept acest
pumnal, caci Cassius va feri pe Cassius de robie. Prin aceasta,
o zei dati tarie la cei slabi, prin aceasta zei stapaniti tiranii. Nici
turnuri de piatrd, nici ziduri de bronz, nici temnite infundate,
nici lanturi groase de fier nu pot fi o piedicd pentru tdria
sufletului. Viata dezgustata de piedicile lumii are totdeauna
puterea de a se elibera singura. Precum o stiu eu aceasta s-o
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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

CASCA:SocanI:

So every bondman in his own hand bears

The power to cancel his captivity.

CASSIUS: And why should Caesar be a tyrant then?
Poor man! I know he would not be a wolf,

But that he sees the Romans are but sheep;

He were no lion were not Romans hinds.
Those that with haste will make a mighty fire
Begin it with weak straws; what trash is Rome,
What rubbish, and what offal, when it serves
For the base matter to illuminate

So vile a thing as Caesar! But, O grief!
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afle si lumea intreagd. Partea cea de tiranie care md apasa, o
pot scutura de pe mine oricand voi voi.

(Fulger)

CASCA: Aceasta o pot si eu, fiecare rob are astfel in méana sa
puterea de a scdpa de robie.

CASSIUS: Pentru ce Caesar ar fi el un tiran? Bietul om! Stiu
cd el nu ar fi un lup dacd nu ar vedea cd Romanii sunt oi. El
nu ar fileu dacd ei nu ar fi cdprioare. Acel care in cel mai
scurt timp voieste sd facd un mare foc, intrebuinteaza mai
intai paie usoare: Ce pdius si ce gunoi a ajuns sd fie Roma daca
slujeste de prost material la luminarea unei fiinte uracioase ca
Caesar? Dar pand unde ma duce supdrarea mea? Poate cd
rostesc aceste cuvinte in fata unei fiinte slugarnice si stiu ca
atunci voi fi silit s dau seaméa de cuvintele mele; sunt insa
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Where hast thou led me? I, perhaps, speak this
Before a willing bondman; then I know

My answer must be made: but I am arm’d,
And dangers are to me indifferent.

CASCA: You speak to Casca, and to such a man
That is no fleering tell-tale. Hold, my hand:

Be factious for redress of all these griefs,

And I will set this foot of mine as far

As who goes furthest.

CASSIUS: There’s a bargain made.

Now know you, Casca, I have mov’d 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
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inarmat si nu-mi pasd de primejdii.

CASCA: Vorbesti cu Casca, care niciodatd nu a parat. Aici iti
intind ména mea. Cautd tovardsi pentru inldturarea raului si
piciorul meu va urma acelasi pas cu acei care ar merge oricat

de departe.

CASSIUS: Un pact incheiat! Ei bine, Casca, vei sti cd am
induplecat mai multi din cei mai vrednici barbati din Roma a
lua parte la o intreprindere de un succes onorabil si
primejdios. Stiu cd ei md asteaptd chiar acuma in sala lui
Pompeius, cdci In aceastd cumplitd noapte toate strdzile sunt
pdrasite si linistite, iar natura elementului asemanandu-se cu
opera spre care tindem, e de o fire arzatoare sangeroasd si de

cele mai ingrozitoare.
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In favour’s like the work we have in hand,
Most bloody, fiery, and most terrible.

CASCA: Stand close awhile, for here comes one in haste.

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

He is a friend.

Enter CINNA

Cinna, where haste you so?

CINNA: To find out you. Who's that? Metellus Cimber?
CASSIUS: No, it is Casca; one incorporate

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

CINNA: I am glad on ‘t. What a fearful night is this!
There’s two or three of us have seen strange sights.
CASSIUS: Am I not stay’d for? Tell me.

CINNA: Yes, you are. O Cassius, if you could

But win the noble Brutus to our party —

CASSIUS: Be you content. Good Cinna, take this paper,
And look you lay it in the praetor’s chair,

Where Brutus may but find it; and throw this
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CASCA: Stai putin linistit cdci vad pe cineva venind in graba.
CASSIUS: E Cinna; il cunosc dupa pas.

El e un prieten.

(Cinna vine)

Unde te duci asa in grabd, Cinna?

CINNA: Te cdutam pe tine. Care e acela? Metellus Cimber?
CASSIUS: Nu, e Casca; un tovards castigat pentru fapta
noastrd. Sunt asteptat, Cinna?

CINNA: Ma simt fericit de aceasta. Ce groaznica noapte, vreo
doi sau trei din noi au vazut lucruri foarte stranii.

CASSIUS: Spune-mi, nu sunt asteptat?

CINNA: Asa este. O Cassius, de ai putea indupleca pe
vrednicul Brutus a intra in partidul nostru.

CASSIUS: Linisteste-te scumpe Cinna; ia aceastd scriere si
cautd s-o pui in scaunul Pretorului unde Brutus o va putea
gdsi; aceasta bag-o in fereastra sa: astalaltd lipeste-o cu ceara
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In at his window; set this up with wax

Upon old Brutus’ statue: all this done,

Repair to Pompey’s porch, where you shall find us.
Is Decius, Brutus and Trebonius there?

CINNA: All but Metellus Cimber; and he’s gone
To seek you at your house. Well, I will hie,

And so bestow these papers as you bade me.
CASSIUS: That done, repair to Pompey’s theatre.
Exit CINNA

Come, Casca, you and I will yet ere day

See Brutus at his house: three parts of him

Is ours already, and the man entire

Upon the next encounter yields him ours.

CASCA: O! he sits high in all the people’s hearts:
And that which would appear offence in us,

His countenance, like richest alchemy,

Will change to virtue and to worthiness.
CASSIUS: Him and his worth and our great need of him
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pe statuia bdtranului Brutus. Dupd aceasta vino la sala lui
Pompeius, unde ne vei gasi. E Trebonius acolo si Decius si
Brutus?

CINNA: Da, toti afara de Metellus Cimber care e dus sa te
caute pe acasd. Acuma ma grabesc sd asez aceste tiduli dupa
cum o doresti.

CASSIUS: Dupa aceasta vino si tu la scena lui Pompeius.
(Cinna iese)

Vino, Casca, sd mergem amandoi la casa lui Brutus, ca sd
putem avea o intalnire cu dansul inainte de zorii zilei.

CASCA: O, el e adanc asezat in inima poporului si renumele
sdu ca cel mai scump talisman, va preschimba in virtute si in
fapta meritoasd ceea ce, venind numai de la noi, li s-ar infatisa
ca o crima.

CASSIUS: Ai pretuit foarte bine valoarea sa si marea trebuinta
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You have right well conceited. Let us go, ce avem de ajutorul sdu. Sd mergem acuma cdci a trecut de
For it is after midnight; and ere day miazdnoapte si inainte de zori il vom trezi si-1 vom castiga
We will awake him and be sure of him. pentru noi.

Exeunt
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ACTII Actul IT
SCENE L. Scena L.
Rome. BRUTUS's orchard. Roma. Gradina lui Brutus.

Enter BRUTUS (Brutus vine)
BRUTUS: What, Lucius! ho! BRUTUS: Hei! Lucius, trezeste-te! Nu pot ghici dupa
I cannot, by the progress of the stars, inaltimea stelelor cat de apropiata e lumina zilei. Lucius nu
Give guess how near to day. Lucius, I say! auzi? As dori s fie a mea greseala de a dormi atat de bine. Eh
I would it were my fault to sleep so soundly. bine, Lucius, iti zic sd te trezesti! Scoala-te Lucius!
When, Lucius, when! Awake, I say! what, Lucius! (Lucius vine)
Enter LUCIUS
LUCIUS: Call’d you, my lord? LUCIUS: Stapane, m-ati chemat?
BRUTUS: Get me a taper in my study, Lucius: BRUTUS: Adu-mi o lumanare in camera de citire si cand va fi
When it is lighted, come and call me here. aprinsd, vino de md cheama aici.
LUCIUS: I will, my lord. LUCIUS: Voi face-o, stapane.
Exit (Se duce)
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BRUTUS: It must be by his death: and, for my part,
I know no personal cause to spurn at him,
But for the general. He would be crown’d:

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

It is the bright day that brings forth the adder;
And that craves wary walking. Crown him? — that!
And then, I grant, we put a sting in him,

That at his will he may do danger with.

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
More than his reason. But ‘tis a common proof,
That lowliness is young ambition’s ladder,
Whereto the climber-upward turns his face;

But when he once attains the upmost round,

He then unto the ladder turns his back,

Looks in the clouds, scorning the base degrees

By which he did ascend. So Caesar may:

BRUTUS: Trebuie s-o atingem prin moartea sa. Despre mine
nu am alt prilej de a-l1 respinge decat numai pentru binele
obstesc. El doreste a fi incoronat. Sda ne gandim Ia
preschimbarea ce aceastd incoronare ar aduce in mintea sa.
Ziua caldd e aceea care dd nastere sarpelui; trebuie dar sa
lucram cu pricepere. A-l incorona? Aceasta—si atunci e
adevdrat cd-i imprumutam un ghimpe, cu care va putea face
rdul dupa placul sdu. Abuzul maririi zace tocmai in
despartirea constiintei de la putere, si pentru a marturisi
adevdrul, de Caesar, nu am vazut vreodatd, ca pasiunile sa-I fi
stdpanit mai mult decat ratiunea. De multe ori insd se
adevereste ca umilinta e scara junii ambitii. Cel ce se urca pe
dansa, priveste cu fata spre ea; dupa ce insd a atins treapta cea
mai inaltd, atunci inturnand scdrii dosul sdu, priveste spre cer,
dispretuind treptele de mai jos care l-au indltat atat de sus.
Aceasta o poate si Caesar: Sd-1 impiedicam mai inainte ca el sa
inceapd a putea; si fiindca cearta nu poate fi caracterizatd prin
ceea ce Caesar este, apoi s-o rdstalmdcim in aceast sens. Ceea
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Then, lest he may, prevent. And, since the quarrel
Will bear no colour for the thing he is,

Fashion it thus: that what he is, augmented,

Would run to these and these extremities;

And therefore think him as a serpent’s egg

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

Re-enter LUCIUS

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

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

It did not lie there when I went to bed.

Gives him the letter

BRUTUS: Get you to bed again; it is not day.

Is not to-morrow, boy, the Ides of March?

LUCIUS: I know not, sir.

BRUTUS: Look in the calendar, and bring me word.
LUCIUS: I will, sir.

William Shakespeare.
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ce el este, mdrindu-se, ar putea s-ajungd la acest sau la un alt
exces. Asadar privindu-l ca un ou de sarpe, care clocit ar putea

deveni veninos ca si neamul lui, sd-1 sugrumdm in coaja sa.

(Revine Lucius)

LUCIUS: Lumanarea arde in odaia ta, stdpane. Cautand o
cremond la fereastrd, am gasit aceastd foaie sigilatd si stiu ca

nu era acolo cAnd m-am dus la culcare.

BRUTUS: Du-te iarasi de te culcd, e inca noapte. Nu e maine

Idul lui Martie, baiete?
LUCIUS: Nu stiu, stdpane.

BRUTUS: Cauta dar in calendar, si adu-mi lamurire.

LUCIUS: Voi face-o, stapane.
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Exit

BRUTUS: The exhalations whizzing in the air

Give so much light that I may read by them.

Opens the letter and reads

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

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

Brutus, thou sleep’st: awake!

Such instigations have been often dropp’d

Where I have took them up.

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

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

The Tarquin drive, when he was call’d a king.
‘Speak, strike, redress!” Am I entreated

To speak, and strike? O Rome, I make thee promise;
If the redress will follow, thou receiv’st

Thy full petition at the hand of Brutus!

Re-enter LUCIUS

William Shakespeare.
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(Se duce)

BRUTUS: Aburii, scanteind prin aer, imi dau indestula
lumind pentru a putea citi.

(deschide scrisoarea si citeste)

«Brutus, tu dormi. Trezeste-te si arunca-ti privirea
asupra ta! Trebuie Roma? Vorbeste, loveste, restabileaza.
Brutus, tu dormi. Trezeste-te!» De multe ori mi s-au mai
imprastiat asemenea indemndri pe calea mea. «Trebuie
Roma?» In acest mod trebuie s-o intregesc: Trebuie Roma s&
tremure dinaintea unui singur om? Cum? Stramosul meu a
izgonit odatd de pe strdzile Romei pe Tarquin, pe cand purta
numele unui rege. «Vorbeste, loveste, restabileaza.» Sunt
indemnat de a vorbi, de a lovi? O, Roma, jur cd de va putea
numai urma restabilirea, vei vedea indeplinindu-se prin mana
lui Brutus intreaga ta dorinta.

(Lucius revine)
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LUCIUS: Sir, March is wasted fourteen days.
Knocking within

William Shakespeare.
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LUCIUS: Stapane, paisprezece zile au trecut din Marte.

(S-aude batiand afardi)

BRUTUS: ‘Tis good. Go to the gate: somebody knocks. BRUTUS: Eh bine, du-te la portitd, cineva bate.

Exit LUCIUS

Since Cassius first did whet me against Caesar,
I have not slept.

Between the acting of a dreadful thing
And the first motion, all the interim is
Like a phantasma, or a hideous dream:
The Genius and the mortal instruments
Are then in council; and the state of man,
Like to a little kingdom, suffers then

The nature of an insurrection.

Re-enter LUCIUS

(Lucius se duce)

De cand Cassius m-a imboldit impotriva lui Caesar, nu
am mai inchis ochii. De la primul indemn pana la indeplinirea
unei fapte infricosatoare, timpul ce trece e ca o nalucire, ca un
vis ingrozitor, geniul si organele cele pieritoare sunt atunci
intrunite in sfat si constitutia omului ca un mic regat se afla

intr-o stare de rdscoala.

(Lucius revine)

LUCIUS: Sir, “tis your brother Cassius at the door, LUCIUS: Fratele! tau, Cassius, asteaptd afard, el doreste sa te

Who doth desire to see you.

1) Cassius era cdsdtorit cu Iunia, o sord a lui Brutus

vada.
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BRUTUS: Is he alone?

LUCIUS: No, sir, there are more with him.

BRUTUS: Do you know them?

LUCIUS: No, sir; their hats are pluck’d about their ears,
And half their faces buried in their cloaks,

That by no means I may discover them

By any mark of favour.

BRUTUS: "Let ‘em enter.

Exit LUCIUS

They are the faction. O conspiracy!

Sham’st thou to show thy dangerous brow by night,
When evils are most free? O! then by day

Where wilt thou find a cavern dark enough

To mask thy monstrous visage? Seek none, conspiracy;
Hide it in smiles and affability:

For if thou path, thy native semblance on,

Not Erebus itself were dim enough

To hide thee from prevention.
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BRUTUS: E singur?

LUCIUS: Nu, e intovarasit de mai multi.

BRUTUS: {i cunosti?

LUCIUS: Nu, stdpane, nu am putut sa-i recunosc dupd vreo
trasatura, fiindca port paldriile indesate peste urechi si fata pe
jumadtate cufundatd in hainele lor.

BRUTUS: Lasd-i sd intre.
(Lucius se duce)

Sunt fra;ii conspiratori. O, conspiratie, te ruginezi a-ti
ardta fruntea cea primejdioasd in timpul noptii, cand raul e
mai slobod. O, dar in lumina zilei unde vei gdsi o pestera
destul de intunecatd spre a-ti ascunde fata urdcioasa? O,
conspiratie, nu o cauta! Ascunde-o prin zambiri si semne de
prietenie, cdci infatisdndu-te in fireasca ta staturd, nici chiar
Erebul nu ar fi destul de negru s te pdzeascd de prepus.
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46
Enter the Conspirators, CASSIUS, CASCA, DECIUS, CINNA,

METELLUS CIMBER, and TREBONIUS

CASSIUS: I think we are too bold upon your rest:
Good morrow, Brutus; do we trouble you?
BRUTUS: I have been up this hour, awake all night.
Know I these men that come along with you?
CASSIUS: Yes, every man of them; and no man here
But honours you; and every one doth wish

You had but that opinion of yourself

Which every noble Roman bears of you.

This is Trebonius.

BRUTUS: He is welcome hither.

CASSIUS: This, Decius Brutus.

BRUTUS: He is welcome too.

CASSIUS: This, Casca; this, Cinna;

and this, Metellus Cimber.

BRUTUS: They are all welcome.

What watchful cares do interpose themselves

William Shakespeare.
Julius Caesar. Parallel Texts.

Translated into Romanian by Dimitrie N. Ghika, 1908.

(Intrd Cassius, Casca, Decius, Cinna, Metellus Cimber, si
Trebonius)

CASSIUS: Suntem sositi la timp? Buna-ziua, Brutus! Mi-e
teama sa nu tulburdm odihna ta.

BRUTUS: Eram sculat de mult, si sunt treaz toatd noaptea.
Cunosc oare pe bdrbatii care vin cu tine?

CASSIUS: Dar pe fiecare din ei si nu e unul aici care sa nu te
stimeze mult. Fiecare doreste sd ai si tu de tine aceleasi opinii
ce fiecare vrednic Roman ti-o pdstreazd in inima sa. Acesta e
Trebonius.

BRUTUS: Sa fie bine venit.

CASSIUS: Acesta, Decius Brutus.

BRUTUS: Si el e bine venit.

CASSIUS: Acesta e Casca, acesta Cinna si acesta Metellus
Cimber.

BRUTUS: Bineveniti cu totii. Care sunt grijile neadormite ce
se indeasa intre noaptea si ochii vostri?
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Betwixt your eyes and night?

CASSIUS: Shall I entreat a word?

BRUTUS and CASSIUS whisper

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

CASCA: No.

CINNA: O! pardon, sir, it doth; and yon gray lines
That fret the clouds are messengers of day.

CASCA: You shall confess that you are both deceiv’d.
Here, as I point my sword, the sun arises;

Which is a great way growing on the south,
Weighing the youthful season of the year.

Some two months hence up higher toward the north
He first presents his fire; and the high east

Stands, as the Capitol, directly here.

BRUTUS: Give me your hands all over, one by one.
CASSIUS: And let us swear our resolution.
BRUTUS: No, not an oath: if not the face of men,
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CASSIUS: Un cuvant, dacd imi dai voie?

(vorbesc incet unul cu altul)

DECIUS BRUTUS: Aici e rasdritul. Nu apare oare lumina zilei
din aceastd parte?

CASCA: Nu.

CINNA: Ba da, sd ma ierti! acele linii cirunte ce despart nourii
sunt vestitorii zilei.

CASCA: Veti marturisi amandoi ca va ingelati dandu-va bine
seama ce putine zile au trecut din acest an. Soarele apare aici
unde v-ardt eu cu spada mea, adicd cu o bund parte mai spre
sud. Peste vreo doud luni para sa se va ridica mai sus spre nord
si tocmai dupd Capitol e rasdritul cel inalt.

BRUTUS: Dati-mi méana, fiecare, unul dupa altul.
CASSIUS: Sd intdrim prin juramant hotdrarea noastra.
BRUTUS: Nu, fard juramant! Nu e fata omului, suferinta
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The sufferance of our souls, the time’s abuse,
If these be motives weak, break off betimes,
And every man hence to his idle bed;

So let high-sighted tyranny range on,

Till each man drop by lottery. But if these,

As I am sure they do, bear fire enough

To kindle cowards and to steel with valour
The melting spirits of women, then, countrymen,
What need we any spur but our own cause,

To prick us to redress? what other bond

Than secret Romans, that have spoke the word
And will not palter? and what other oath
Than honesty to honesty engag’d,

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

Swear priests and cowards and men cautelous,
Old feeble carrions and such suffering souls
That welcome wrongs; unto bad causes swear
Such creatures as men doubt; but do not stain

William Shakespeare.
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adancad a sufletului, depravarea timpului! De sunt slabe si
aceste motive, atunci depdrtati-va, si fiecare sa plece, ca un
trandav, spre culcusul sau. Lasati atunci sa domneasca tirania
nerusinatd pana ce la rand isi va fi indeplinit fiecare destinul
sdu. Daca insa, precum se vede, purtati destul foc in voi pentru
a infldcara pe cei misei si a da indrdzneald chiar si sufletului
bland al femeii; o, atunci cetateni! ce alt indemn ne mai trebuie
decat chiar cauza noastra pentru a ne imboldi la indreptare?
Ce altd garantie decat aceasta:

Romani tdcuti care si-au dat cuvantul si nu-l mai
retrag? Ce alt juramant decat buna credintd in legdtura cu
buna credintd pentru a atinge un scop sau de a muri pentru
el? Ldsati preotii sd jure, oamenii cei migei, carturarii, batrani
subrezi si ticdlosi care de orice nedreptate se simt multumiti;
lasati sd jure in afaceri rele poporul la care nu e credinta. Nu
necinstiti insd vrednicia faptei noastre si simtul nostru
neinduplecat prin gandul cd cauza noastrd, fapta noastra ar
mai avea nevoie de un jurdmant; fiindca fiecare picdturad de
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The even virtue of our enterprise,

Nor th” insuppressive mettle of our spirits,

To think that or our cause or our performance

Did need an oath; when every drop of blood

That every Roman bears, and nobly bears,

Is guilty of a several infamy,

If he do break the smallest particle

Of any promise that hath pass’d from him.
CASSIUS: But what of Cicero? shall we sound him?
I think he will stand very strong with us.

CASCA: Let us not leave him out.

CINNA: No, by no means.

METELLUS CIMBER: O! let us have him; for his silver hairs
Will purchase us a good opinion

And buy men’s voices to commend our deeds:

It shall be said his judgment rul’d our hands;

Our youths and wildness shall no whit appear,

But all be buried in his gravity.

49

William Shakespeare.
Julius Caesar. Parallel Texts.

Translated into Romanian by Dimitrie N. Ghika, 1908.

sange, ce vrednicd curge in vinele fiecdrui Roman, ar pierde
toata valoarea sorgintei sale, dacd ar cdlca cea mai micd

pdrticicd din cuvantul ce l-a dat.

CASSIUS: Cum insa cu Cicero? Sa-i cerem sfatul? Cred cd va
fi foarte dispus in favoarea noastra.

CASCA: Desigur, sd nu-1 trecem cu vederea.

CINNA: Nu, fara indoiala.

METELLUS CIMBER: Da, sd-1 atragem in partea noastra.
Parul sdu argintiu ne va pregdti o opinie bund si ne va aduna
glasuri pentru a lduda fapta noastra. Toti vor zice ca bratul
nostru a fost condus de judecata sa, iar junimea si indrdzneala
noastrd nu vor apare deloc, fiind in totul acoperite de demna
sa infatisare.
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BRUTUS: O! name him not: let us not break with him;
For he will never follow any thing

That other men begin.

CASSIUS: Then leave him out.

CASCA: Indeed he is not fit.

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

CASSIUS: Decius, well urged: I think it is not meet,
Mark Antony, so well belov’d of Caesar,

Should outlive Caesar: we shall find of him

A shrewd contriver; and, you know, his means,

If he improve them, may well stretch so far

As to annoy us all; which to prevent,

Let Antony and Caesar fall together.

BRUTUS: Our course will seem too bloody, Caius Cassius,
To cut the head off and then hack the limbs,

Like wrath in death and envy afterwards;

For Antony is but a limb of Caesar.
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BRUTUS: O, nu-l numiti: Nu-i impartasiti nimic, caci el

niciodatd nu se uneste cu o cauza pe care altii au starnit-o.

CASSIUS: Sa-1 lasam dar.

CASCA: Intr-adevir, el nici nu se potriveste.

DECIUS BRUTUS: Nu ne vom atinge oare si de altul afara de
Caesar?

CASSIUS: Ai cugetat foarte bine, Decius. Mi se pare ca
Marcus Antonius, care e atat de iubit de Caesar, nu trebuie sa-
i supravietuiasca. El ni se va impotrivi ca un adversar dibaci
in uneltiri viclene si stiti prea bine ca mintea sa, cand i place a
o intrebuinta, e mai mult decat indestuldtoare pentru a ne
tulbura pe toti. Pentru a preintdmpina aceasta, sa cada dar
deodata Caesar si Antonius.

BRUTUS: Ar fi un chip prea sangeros, Caius Cassius, de a
dobori mai intai capul si apoi a sfardma si membrii ca si cand
am da moartea cu manie spre a lucra cu turbare in urma ei.
Antonius e numai un membru de-a lui Caesar. Lasa-ne sa
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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! then that we could come by Caesar’s spirit.

And not dismember Caesar! But, alas!
Caesar must bleed for it. And, gentle friends,
Let’s kill him boldly, but not wrathfully;
Let’s carve him as a dish fit for the gods,

Not hew him as a carcass fit for hounds:
And let our hearts, as subtle masters do,

Stir up their servants to an act of rage,

And after seem to chide ‘em. This shall make
Our purpose necessary and not envious:
Which so appearing to the common eyes,
We shall be call’d purgers, not murderers.
And for Mark Antony, think not of him;

For he can do no more than Caesar’s arm
When Caesar’s head is off.
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pregdtim o jertfd, sa nu fim casapi, Caius. Cu totii ne-am
rdsculat in contra geniului lui Caesar si in geniul omului nu e
sange. O, de am putea atinge geniul lui Caesar fara de a lovi
pe Caesar! Dar, vai! Caesar trebuie sa-si piarda viata pentru
geniul sdu. Vrednici prieteni, sd-1 ucidem cu indrdzneald, insa
fard manie. Sa-1 dezmembrdm ca un ospdt a zeilor, sd nu-1
desciocalam ca un hoit pentru caini. Precum fac stdpanii cei
sireti, sd lasam inimile noastre sd rdzvrateasca curand la fapta
pe slugile lor si in urmd sd pard supdrate. Atunci, fapta
noastrd va deveni necesara, iar nu uracioasa si dacd va apare
astfel in ochii cetdtenilor, ne vor chema reformatori iar nu
ucigasi. In ce priveste pe Marcus Antonius, nu va ganditi la
dansul, céci ce poate el mai mult decat bratul lui Caesar dupa
ce capul lui Caesar a picat.
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CASSIUS: Yet I fear him;

For in the engrafted love he bears to Caesar —
BRUTUS: Alas! good Cassius, do not think of him:
If he love Caesar, all that he can do

Is to himself, — take thought and die for Caesar:
And that were much he should; for he is given

To sports, to wildness and much company.

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

For he will live, and laugh at this hereafter.
Clock strikes

BRUTUS: Peace! count the clock.

CASSIUS: The clock hath stricken three.
TREBONIUS: ‘Tis time to part.

CASSIUS: But it is doubtful yet,

Whether Caesar will come forth to-day or no;
For he is superstitious grown of late,

Quite from the main opinion he held once

Of fantasy, of dreams and ceremonies.

William Shakespeare.
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CASSIUS: Totusi mi-e teamd de dansul, fiindca el iubeste pe
Caesar si-i este atat de devotat.

BRUTUS: A, bunul meu Cassius, nu te mai gandi la dansul.
Daca el iubeste pe Caesar, iubirea sa nu are altd inraurire decat
aceea de a-1 face a se mahni si a muri pentru dansul. Chiar si
aceasta ar fi mult din partea sa fiindca el e dedat petrecerilor
si intrunirilor desfranate.

TREBONIUS: Nu e nicio rautate in inima lui. S8 nu moara
dar, cici trdind va rdde odatd de toate acestea.

(S-aud batand orele)

BRUTUS: Tacere! Numadrati loviturile.

CASSIUS: A batut de trei ori.

TREBONIUS: E timp de a ne desparti.

CASSIUS: M3 indoiesc, insd, cd Caesar va voi sd iasd astizi,
cdci nu de mult a devenit superstitios si opus cu totul la ceea
ce gandea mai-nainte, despre visuri, inchipuiri si sfinte
obiceiuri. Aceste mari si de minune lucruri neobisnuita groaza
a acestei nopti, sfatul augurilor sai; toate acestea il vor depadrta
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It may be, these apparent prodigies,

The unaccustom’d terror of this night,

And the persuasion of his augurers,

May hold him from the Capitol to-day.

DECIUS BRUTUS: Never fear that: if he be so resolv’d,
I can o’ersway him; for he loves to hear

That unicorns may be betray’d with trees,

And bears with glasses, elephants with holes,

Lions with toils, and men with flatterers;

But when I tell him he hates flatterers,

He says he does, being then most flattered.

Let me work;

For I can give his humour the true bent,

And I will bring him to the Capitol.

CASSIUS: Nay, we will all of us be there to fetch him.
BRUTUS: By the eighth hour: is that the uttermost?
CINNA: Be that the uttermost, and fail not then.
METELLUS CIMBER: Caius Ligarius doth bear Caesar hard,
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poate pe astdzi de la Capitol.

DECIUS BRUTUS: Nu cumva s va fie grijd de aceasta. Chiar
daca el ar fi luat o asemenea hotarare, eu stiu sa-1 fac sa si-o
schimbe. El aude cu placere ca unicornul se prinde cu arborii;
ursul cu oglinzi ; elefantul in gduri; leul in lanturi; omul prin
lingusitori. Cand insd-i zic cd el urdste pe lingusitori, el o
afirmad simtindu-se cu atata mai magulit. Lasati-ma numai pe
mine, cdci eu ma pricep a-i conduce mintea si il voi face sa vie
la Capitol.

CASSIUS: Sd mergem dar cu totii, sa-1 aducem.
BRUTUS: La a opta ord cel mai tarziu, nu e asa?
CINNA: Da, cel mai tarziu si atunci sa nu lipsiti.
METELLUS CIMBER: Caius Ligarius urdste pe Caesar, care
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Who rated him for speaking well of Pompey:

I wonder none of you have thought of him.

BRUTUS: Now, good Metellus, go along by him:

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

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

CASSIUS: The morning comes upon ‘s: we’ll leave you,
Brutus.

And, friends, disperse yourselves; but all remember
What you have said, and show yourselves true Romans.
BRUTUS: Good gentlemen, look fresh and merrily;

Let not our looks put on our purposes,

But bear it as our Roman actors do,

With untir’d spirits and formal constancy:

And so good morrow to you every one.

Exeunt all except BRUTUS

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

Enjoy the honey-heavy dew of slumber:

Thou hast no figures nor no fantasies,
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i-a banuit pentru ca a laudat pe Pompeius, ma mir ca nimeni
nu s-a gandit la dansul.

BRUTUS: Eh bine, iubite Metellus, treci pe la dansul, el ma
iubeste din toatd inima, caci i-am dat prilej. Trimite-l numai
aici si il voi dispune in favoarea noastra.

CASSIUS: Zorile ne cuprind. Ne ducem, Brutus. impré@tiati—
va prieteni, ganditi-va insa la ceea ce ati vorbit si ardtati-va ca
adevarati Romani.

BRUTUS: Demni barbati, pareti odihniti si veseli, nu va
purtati hotdrarea scrisa pe frunte, ci indepliniti-o ca actori ai
scenei noastre, cu un spirit liber si cu o vederata tarie; si
asadar, la toti impreund, va urez ziua buna.
(Toti se duc afard de Brutus)

Hai! Lucius! Esti cufundat in somn? Eh bine! nu inceta
a gusta roua cea plind de miere a somnului. Tu dormi atat de
linistit fiindcd nu ai inchipuiri si naluciri de acele ce o grija rea
le poate raspandi in creierii unui barbat.
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Which busy care draws in the brains of men;

Therefore thou sleep’st so sound.

Enter PORTIA

PORTIA: Brutus, my lord!

BRUTUS: Portia, what mean you? Wherefore rise you now?
It is not for your health thus to commit

Your weak condition to the raw cold morning.

PORTIA: Nor for yours neither. You've ungently, Brutus,
Stole from my bed; and yesternight at supper,

You suddenly arose, and walk’d about,

Musing and sighing, with your arms across,

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

You stared upon me with ungentle looks.

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

And too impatiently stamp’d with your foot;

Yet I insisted, yet you answer’d not,

But, with an angry wafture of your hand,

Gave sign for me to leave you. So I did,
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(Portia intrd)

PORTIA: Sotul meu! Brutus!
BRUTUS: Ce vrei, Portia? Pentru ce te-ai sculat? Nu-ti prieste
de a expune frageda ta fire la rdceala aspra a diminetii.

PORTIA: Nici tie, asemenea. Cu putind prietenie si pe furis ai
pdrasit Brutus, patul meu si ieri la cind deodata te-ai sculat si
te-ai preumblat gandindu-te si oftand cu bratele incrucisate; si
cand te intrebam ce ai, ma priveai cu ochii intunecati si tintiti
spre mine; vazandu-ma stdruind, iti freca-i fruntea si bateai
din picior cu nerdbdare; cand insistam insa, nu mi-ai rdspuns
si manios imi fdceai semn cu mana, sd ma depdrtez. Am si
facut-o, ingrijatd cum eram de a nu mari inca nerdbdarea care
pdrea prea infldcarata si totodata sperand cd ar proveni numai
din toane care cateodatd isi gdsesc un moment de trecere in
mintea fiecarui barbat. Nu te lasa sd mananci, sa vorbesti, sa
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Fearing to strengthen that impatience

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

Which sometime hath his hour with every man.
It will not let you eat, nor talk, nor sleep,

And could it work so much upon your shape
As it hath much prevail’d on your condition,

I should not know you, Brutus. Dear my lord,
Make me acquainted with your cause of grief.
BRUTUS: I am not well in health, and that is all.
PORTIA: Brutus is wise, and, were he not in health,
He would embrace the means to come by it.
BRUTUS: Why, so I do. Good Portia, go to bed.
PORTIA: Is Brutus sick? and is it physical

To walk unbraced and suck up the humours

Of the dank morning? What! is Brutus sick,

And will he steal out of his wholesome bed

To dare the vile contagion of the night,

William Shakespeare.
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dormi si dacd ar putea sa-ti schimbe si chipul pe cat ti-a
cuprins firea; eu nu te-as mai cunoaste. Iubite sot,

impartdseste-mi cauza mahnirii tale.

BRUTUS: Nu sunt prea sanadtos, si iata totul.

PORTIA: Brutus e destept: De ar fi bolnav, el ar gdsi mijloace
de a se face sanatos.

BRUTUS: Aceasta o si fac—iubita Portia, du-te de te culca.
PORTIA: Brutus e bolnav? si e oare priincios de a se preumbla
dezvelit si a trage in sine aburii diminetii? Cum, Brutus e
bolnav si iesind pe furis din patu-i sanatos, el provoaca
contagiunea noptii si aerul umed si stricat de a-i mari inca
boala sa? Nu, iubite Brutus, tu porti in suflet o boala rea, de
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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,

I 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 to-night
Have had to resort to you; for here have been
Some six or seven, who did hide their faces
Even from darkness.

BRUTUS: Kneel not, gentle Portia.

PORTIA: I should not need, if you were gentle Brutus.

Within the bond of marriage, tell me, Brutus,
Is it excepted, I should know no secrets
That appertain to you? Am I yourself

William Shakespeare.
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care in puterea dreptului si a demnitatii rangului meu, ar
trebui sa am o deplind cunostinta; ingenunchind si calduros te
rog dar in numele frumusetii mele, atat de laudate odatd, in
numele tuturor juramintelor tale de dragoste, chiar si in
numele acelui mare jurdmant prin care am devenit uniti si o
singurd fiinta, impdrtdseste-mi mie tie insumi: jumatatii tale,
ce te mahneste; ce barbati s-au sfatuit asta noapte cu tine, caci
erau vreo sase sau sapte care ascundeau fata lor, chiar si in
adancul noptii.

BRUTUS: Nu ingenunchia, iubitd Portia.

PORTIA: Nu ar trebui s-o fac, daca ai fi iubitul meu, Brutus.
Spune-mi, Brutus, e oare stipulat prin actul de casatorie, sa nu
cunosc niciun secret al tdu? Sunt oare a ta numai, cum as zice,
sub oarecare conditii? de a ménca cu tine, de a dormi, poate
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But, as it were, in sort or limitation,

To keep with you at meals, comfort your bed,

And talk to you sometimes? Dwell I but in the suburbs
Of your good pleasure? If it be no more,

Portia is Brutus’ harlot, not his wife.

BRUTUS: You are my true and honourable wife,

As dear to me as are the ruddy drops

That visit my sad heart

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

I grant I am a woman; but, withal,

A woman that Lord Brutus took to wife;

I grant I am a woman; but withal,

A woman well-reputed, Cato’s daughter.
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
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chiar de a vorbi cu tine, locuiesc oare numai in suburbia inimii
tale? De ar fi asa, atunci Portia e numai tiitoarea lui Brutus, iar

nu sotia sa.

BRUTUS: Esti adevarata, nobila si demna mea sotie, atat de
scumpa mie cat si picaturile de sdnge ce trec prin inima mea
intristata.

PORTIA: De-ar fi asa, atunci as cunoaste acest secret. Eu sunt
numai o femeie, o marturisesc, insa o femeie pe care Brutus a
luat-o de sotie, sunt o femeie, o marturisesc, insa o femeie de
un renume bun, fiica lui Caton. Crezi tu oare ca sunt slaba ca
si sexul meu, coboratd din asemenea neam si astfel insotita.
Am incercat cu asprime tdria mea, fdcAndu-mi de buna voie o
rand aici la umar. As suferi-o oare aceasta cu rabdare si nu un
secret al sotului meu?
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Here, in the thigh: can I bear that with patience

And not my husband’s secrets?

BRUTUS: O ye gods!

Render me worthy of this noble wife.

Knocking within

Hark, hark! one knocks. Portia, go in awhile;

And by and by thy bosom shall partake

The secrets of my heart.

All my engagements I will construe to thee,

All the charactery of my sad brows.

Leave me with haste.

Exit PORTIA

Lucius, who's that knocks?

Re-enter LUCIUS with LIGARIUS

LUCIUS: He is a sick man that would speak with you.
BRUTUS: Caius Ligarius, that Metellus spoke of.

Boy, stand aside. Caius Ligarius! how?

LIGARIUS: Vouchsafe good morrow from a feeble tongue.

59

William Shakespeare.
Julius Caesar. Parallel Texts.

Translated into Romanian by Dimitrie N. Ghika, 1908.

BRUTUS: O, zei, invoiti-ma a fi demn de aceastd vrednica
sotie.
(S-aude batind in usd)
Ai auzit? Cineva bate la usd; Du-te de asteaptd putin in casa si
in curand vei primi stiinta pe care inima mea ti-o tinea inca
ascunsa. Iti voi descoperi tot secretul fiagiduintelor mele si
semnele inscrise pe fruntea mea intunecatd. Pardseste-ma
indata.
(Portia se duce)

Cine bate la usa, Lucius?
(Lucius revine cu Ligarius)

LUCIUS: Aici e un bolnav care doreste sa-ti vorbeasca.
BRUTUS: E Caius Ligarius, de care Metellus mi-a vorbit. Tu
du-te la o parte. Caius Ligarius, nu e asa?

LIGARIUS: Cu o limba slaba iti urez o buna dimineata.
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BRUTUS: O! what a time have you chose out, brave Caius,
To wear a kerchief. Would you were not sick.

LIGARIUS: I am not sick, if Brutus have in hand

Any exploit worthy the name of honour.

BRUTUS: Such an exploit have I in hand, Ligarius,

Had you a healthful ear to hear of it.

LIGARIUS: By all the gods that Romans bow before,

I here discard my sickness. Soul of Rome!

Brave son, derived from honourable loins!

Thou, like an exorcist, hast conjur’d up

My mortified spirit. Now bid me run,

And I will strive with things impossible;

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

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

BRUTUS: That must we also. What it is, my Caius,
I shall unfold to thee, as we are going
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BRUTUS: Ce timp ti-ai ales, viteazule Caius, de a purta o
legatura! De nu ai fi bolnav!

LIGARIUS: M4 lepad de boald, daca Brutus pregateste o fapta
demna de cinste.

BRUTUS: Pregitesc o asemenea fapta de ar fi numai urechea
ta sanatoasd pentru a auzi de dansa.

LIGARIUS: in numele fiecirui zeu, in fata cdruia se inchin
Romanii. Aici ma lepad de boald. Suflet al Romei! Tu
coboréator viteaz al unui nobil sange! ca un vrdjitor ai rasculat
in mine duhul cel nesimtitor. Acuma da-mi de lucru, voi sa ma
incerc la cele mai grele si chiar sa le indeplinesc. Ce este de
facut?

BRUTUS: O faptd indrdzneata care va vindeca pe cei bolnavi.
LIGARIUS: Nu sunt oare si de cei sdnatosi pe care trebuie
sd-i facem bolnavi?

BRUTUS: Sunt intr-adevar de acestia. Ce este, iubite Caius, iti
voi madrturisi indreptandu-ne spre acela in contra cdruia
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Julius Caesar
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To whom it must be done. trebuie s-o faptuim.
LIGARIUS: Set on your foot, LIGARIUS: Paseste inainte, si cu o inima arzatoare te voi
And with a heart new-fired I follow you, urma, pentru a face ceea ce nu stiu, cdci mie mi-e deajuns sa
To do I know not what: but it sufficeth stiu cd Brutus pdseste inaintea mea.
That Brutus leads me on.
BRUTUS: Follow me, then. BRUTUS: Urmeazd-ma3, dar.
Exeunt (Amandoi ies)
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SCENE IIL
The same. CAESAR’s house.
Thunder and lightning. Enter CAESAR, in his night-gown

CAESAR: Nor heaven nor earth have been at peace to-night:
Thrice hath Calphurnia in her sleep cried out,

‘Help, ho! They murder Caesar!” Who's within?

Enter a Servant

Servant: My lord!

CAESAR: Go bid the priests do present sacrifice,

And bring me their opinions of success.

Servant: [ will, my lord.

Exit

Enter CALPHURNIA

CALPHURNIA: What mean you, Caesar? Think you to walk
forth?

You shall not stir out of your house to-day.
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Scena II. ROMA.
O camera in palatul lui CAESAR
Tunete si fulgere. Caesar in haine de noapte.

CAESAR: Asta noapte pamantul si cerul erau in razboi.
Calpurnia in somn a strigat de trei ori «Ajutati! omoarad pe
Caesar» Eh! Nu e nimeni aici?

(Un servitor vine)

Servitorul: Stapane?

CAESAR: Du-te de spune augurilor sd pregateasca de indata
o jertfd si adu-mi rdspunsul lor despre rezultat.
Servitorul:Voi urma.

(Se duce.

Calpurnia vine)

CALPURNIA: Ce gandesti, Caesar? Vrei sd iesi? Nici un pas
nu trebuie sd te depadrtezi astazi din casa.
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CAESAR: 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.
CALPHURNIA: Caesar, I never stood on ceremonies,
Yet now they fright me. There is one within,

Besides the things that we have heard and seen,
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,
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,

And I do fear them.

CAESAR: What can be avoided

William Shakespeare.
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CAESAR: Caesar va iesi. Pe mine primejdiile totdeauna,
numai pe de la spate m-au amenintat. Cand vor vedea fruntea
lui Caesar au si disparut.

CALPURNIA: Niciodata Caesar, n-am crezut in semne de
prevestire. Acuma insi mi-e teama de ele. In casi este unul
care, deosebit de cele ce chiar noi am vazut si auzit, ne mai
istoriseste despre lucruri groaznice ce straja a vazut. Pe strada
publica a fatat o leoaicad si morminte s-au deschis slobozind
mortii lor. Ostasi crunti si infocati au combdtut deasupra
nourilor, in randuri, in despdrtituri si cu razboinica
oranduiala, de unde stropituri de sdnge au picat pe Capitol.
Zgomotul badtdliei sfardia prin aer; caii nechezeau, barbatii
murind horcdiau si stafii se preumblau vaitandu-se pe strdzi.
O Caesar! Neauzite sunt aceste lucruri, mi-e teama de ele.

CAESAR: Putem oare impiedica ceea ce Zeii puternici au
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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.
CALPHURNIA: When beggars die, there are no comets seen;
The heavens themselves blaze forth the death of princes.
CAESAR: Cowards die many times before their deaths;
The valiant never taste of death but once.

Of all the wonders that I yet have heard,

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

Will come when it will come.

Re-enter Servant

What say the augurers?

Servant: They would not have you to stir forth to-day.
Plucking the entrails of an offering forth,

They could not find a heart within the beast.

CAESAR: The gods do this in shame of cowardice:
Caesar should be a beast without a heart
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hotarat? Totusi voi iesi cdci aceste semne privesc pe lumea
intreagd tot atat cat si pe Caesar.

CALPURNIA: Comete nu se ivesc pentru moartea unui calic;
chiar si cerul infldcdrat ne prevesteste moartea unui principe.
CAESAR: Miselul moare de multe ori inainte de a muri.
Voinicii gustd numai o data moartea. Din toate minunile de
care am auzit pomenindu-se, cea mai mare imi pare a fi frica
ce 0 au oamenii de moarte, desi vad céd ea e soarta tuturor si
totusi vine cand trebuie sa vie.

(Servitorul revine)

Care e pdrerea augurilor?

Servitorul: Va sfatuiesc a nu iesi astazi: cand au scos matele
vitei jertfite nu au gasit inima.

CAESAR: Aceasta o fac zeii spre rusinea celor misei. Da, o vitd
fard de inim3 ar fi Caesar, daca de fricd ar ramane astizi acasi.
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If he should stay at home to-day for fear.

No, Caesar shall not: danger knows full well
That Caesar is more dangerous than he:

We are two lions litter'd in one day

And I the elder and more terrible:

And Caesar shall go forth.

CALPHURNIA: Alas! my lord,

Your wisdom is consum’d in confidence.

Do not go forth to-day: 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 to-day:

Let me, upon my knee, prevail in this.
CAESAR: Mark Antony shall say I am not well;
And, for thy humour, I will stay at home.

Enter DECIUS BRUTUS

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

William Shakespeare.
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DECIUS BRUTUS: Caesar, all hail! Good morrow, worthy

Aceasta nu o va face. Primejdia o stie prea bine ca Caesar e
incd mai primejdios decat dansa. Suntem doi lei fatati in
aceeasi zi, eu insd cel mai batran si cel mai ingrozitor: Caesar

totusi va iesi.

CALPURNIA: Ah, sotul meu! O prea mare incredere iti pierde
intelepciunea. Nu iesi astdzi. Zi cd e frica mea, nu a ta care te
retine acasa. Vom trimite pe Marcus Antonius la Senat sa zica
cd esti bolnav astdzi. Cad in genuchi ca sd te conving.

CAESAR: Fie dar. Marcus Antonius va zice, cd nu sunt dispus
si spre a-ti face placere, voi raméane acasa.

(Decius vine)

Iata Decius Brutus; el o va pune la cale.

DECIUS BRUTUS: Salutare, Caesar! Ziua bund demne
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Caesar:

I come to fetch you to the senate-house.

CAESAR: And you are come in very happy time
To bear my greeting to the senators,

And tell them that I will not come to-day:

Cannot, is false, and that I dare not, falser:

I will not come to-day: tell them so, Decius.
CALPHURNIA: Say he is sick.

CAESAR: Shall Caesar send a lie?

Have I in conquest stretch’d mine arm so far,

To be afeard to tell graybeards the truth?

Decius, go tell them Caesar will not come.
DECIUS BRUTUS: Most mighty Caesar, let me know some
cause,

Lest I be laugh’d at when I tell them so.

CAESAR: The cause is in my will: I will not come;
That is enough to satisfy the senate:

But for your private satisfaction,
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Caesar! Am venit sd te intovardsesc pand la Senat.

CAESAR: $i ai venit tocmai la timp sd duci salutdrile mele
senatorilor; sa le spui cd nu voi sd vin astdzi; ca nu pot, nu e
adevdrat; cd nu cutez, nici atata. Nu voi sa vin astazi. Spune-
le aceasta.

CALPURNIA: Zi cd e bolnav.

CAESAR: Caesar sd se ajute cu minciuni? De aceea oare am
intins bratul meu invingator asupra lumii, ca sd ma sfiesc de a
arata adevdrul unor batrani inalbiti? Du-te Decius, spune
numai cd Caesar nu vrea sd vie.

DECIUS BRUTUS: Arati-mi motivul, marele Caesar, ca sda nu
ma rada cand voi spune-o.

CAESAR: Motivul e numai vointa mea; nu vreau sd vin.
Aceasta ajunge spre multumirea Senatului. Ca sa-ti fac insa
placere, tie in parte, fiindca te iubesc, iti voi marturisi-o.
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Because I love you, I will let you know:

Calphurnia here, my wife, stays me at home:

She dreamt to-night she saw my statua,

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 to-day.

DECIUS BRUTUS: This dream is all amiss interpreted;
It was a vision fair and fortunate:

Your statue spouting blood in many pipes,

In which so many smiling Romans bath’d,

Signifies that from you great Rome shall suck
Reviving blood, and that great men shall press

For tinctures, stains, relics and cognizance.

This by Calphurnia’s dream is signified.

CAESAR: And this way have you well expounded it.
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Calpurnia aici, sotia mea, mad retine acasa. A visat asta noapte,
cd vedea figura mea varsand ca o fantand sdritoare din vreo
sutd de tevi, singe curat. Romani voinici s-adunau si scildau
razand mainile lor in el. Aceasta, dupa cum o talmaceste, ar fi
o prevestire si un semn de o nenorocire ce m-amenintd si in

genunchi m-a rugat sd nu ies astazi.

DECIUS BRUTUS: Ati dat o tdlmaécire cu totul gresitd acestui
vis. Era o frumoasa si fericita aparitie. Figura ta prin multe tevi
stropind sangele in care atidtia Romani zadmbind scidldau
mainile, inseamna cd mareata Romad va soarbe din tine sangele
vietii tale; ca barbati insemnati se vor gramadi in jurul tdu
pentru a obtine distinctiuni si posturile cele sfinte si onorabile.
Iatd care e semnificatia acestui vis al Calpurnii.

CAESAR: L-ai talmdcit bine in acest fel.
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DECIUS BRUTUS: I have, when you have heard what I can DECIUS BRUTUS: Si mai ales cand vei fi auzit ceea ce-ti
say: vestesc. Sd stii dar cd astdzi Senatul e hotarat sa dea marelui
And know it now: the senate have concluded Caesar o coroana. Daca insd le trimeti raspuns ca nu vrei sd vii,
To give this day a crown to mighty Caesar. poate cd se vor rdzgandi. Prea usor ar putea s-o ei in ras; lesne
If you shall send them word you will not come, s-ar gasi vreunul sa zicd: «Amanati sedinta pe altd zi pana
Their minds may change. Besides, it were a mock cand sotia lui Caesar va avea visuri mai priincioase». Daca
Apt to be render’d, for some one to say Caesar se doseste, nu vor sopti oare: Vedeti! Caesar se teme.
‘Break up the senate till another time, [arta-mad Caesar, marea iubire ce o am pentru tine ma
When Caesar’s wife shall meet with better dreams.”’ indeamna a-ti spune aceste vorbe spre folosul tdu si judecata
If Caesar hide himself, shall they not whisper imi este stdpanitd de prietenia mea.
"Lo! Caesar is afraid’?
Pardon me, Caesar; for my dear dear love
To our proceeding bids me tell you this,
And reason to my love is liable.
CAESAR: How foolish do your fears seem now, Calphurnia! CAESAR: Cat de proasta apare acuma frica ta, Calpurnia! Ma
I am ashamed I did yield to them. rusinez ca i-am cedat. Dati-mi toga mea, cdci vreau si ies.
Give me my robe, for I will go. (Publius, Brutus, Ligarius, Metellus, Casca, Trebonius si Cinna,
Enter PUBLIUS, BRUTUS, LIGARIUS, METELLUS, CASCA, vin.)
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TREBONIUS, and CINNA

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

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?

BRUTUS: Caesar, “tis strucken eight.

CAESAR: I thank you for your pains and courtesy.

Enter ANTONY

See! Antony, that revels long o” nights,

Is notwithstanding up. Good morrow, Antony.
ANTONY: So to most noble Caesar.

CAESAR: Bid them prepare within:

I am to blame to be thus waited for.

Now, Cinna; now, Metellus; what, Trebonius!

William Shakespeare.
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Iata si Publius care vine sd ma ia.

PUBLIUS: Ziua bund, Caesar.

CAESAR: Publius, s fii bine venit! Ce, Brutus? Esti si tu sculat
asa de dimineata? Ziua bund, Casca! Caius Ligarius; niciodata,
Caesar, nu ti-a fost atat de dusman ca aceste friguri, care te-au
slabit. Cate ore sunt?

BRUTUS: A bdtut a opta ora.
CAESAR: Va multumesc pentru truda si curtenia voastra.
(Antonius vine)

Priviti! Marcus Antonius e si el sculat; desi petrece
noaptea tarziu. Antonius, te salut!
ANTONIUS: Pe tine asemeni, inalte Caesar.
CAESAR: Dati ordin toate in casa sa fie pregatite. Nu mi se
cuvine sa fac lumea sd ma astepte. Eh, Cinna! Eh, Metellus! si
tu Trebonius! Am de vorbit vreo ora cu tine. Nu uita sa vii
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I have an hour’s talk in store for you;

Remember that you call on me to-day:

Be near me, that I may remember you.

TREBONIUS: Caesar, I will:

Aside

and so near will I be,

That your best friends shall wish I had been further.
CAESAR: Good friends, go in, and taste some wine with me;
And we, like friends, will straightway go together.
BRUTUS: [Aside] That every like is not the same, O Caesar!
The heart of Brutus yearns to think upon!

Exeunt
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astdzi la mine si rdmai aproape de mine ca sd-mi amintesc de

tine.

TREBONIUS: Aceasta o voi face, Caesar:
(la o parte)

Iti voi fi atat de aproape c4 prietenii tai cei mai buni vor
dori, sd fiu mai departat.
CAESAR: lubiti prieteni, urmati-ma induntru si beti ceva vin.
Dupad aceasta vom merge impreunad ca prieteni.
BRUTUS: (la 0 parte) Aparenta nu s-aseamdna totdeauna cu
realitatea, Caesar! Inima lui Brutus plange cand o gandesti.
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SCENE III.
The same. A street near the Capitol.
Enter ARTEMIDORUS, reading a paper

ARTEMIDORUS: ‘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

bent against Caesar. If thou be’st 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,

And as a suitor will I give him this.

My heart laments that virtue cannot live

Out of the teeth of emulation.
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Scena III.
ROMA. O stradd aproape de Capitol.
Artemidorus vine citind o scrisoare.

ARTEMIDORUS: «Caesar pdzeste-te de Brutus; urmadreste pe
Cassius; nu te apropia de Casca; arunca-ti privirile asupra lui
Cinna; nu te increde in Trebonius; privegheazd bine pe
Metellus Cimber; Decius Brutus nu te iubeste: ai nemultumit
pe Caius Ligarius. Acesti barbati nu au decat un gand si acest
gand e indreptat impotriva lui Caesar.—Dacd nu esti
nemuritor, priveste in jurul tau: nepdsarea inlesneste
conspiratia. Zei puternici sa te pazeasca! Unul care te iubeste.
Artemidorus.» Stau aici pand ce voi vedea trecand pe Caesar
si atunci 1i voi inména aceastd scrisoare ca o jalba. M cdinez
sd vad cd virtutea nu-si poate avea traiul fard a fi persecutata
de invidie. Vei trai, Caesar, dacd vei putea citi aceasta; daca
nu, atuncea destinul s-a inteles si el cu tradatorii.
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If thou read this, O Caesar, thou mayst live;

If not, the Fates with traitors do contrive.
Exit (lese)
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SCENEIV.
The same. Another part of the same Street, before the House
of BRUTUS.
Enter PORTIA and LUCIUS

PORTIA: I prithee, boy, run to the senate-house;
Stay not to answer me, but get thee gone.

Why dost thou stay?

LUCIUS: To know my errand, madam.

PORTIA: 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?

LUCIUS: Madam, what should I do?
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Scena IV
ROMA. O altd parte a acestei strazi in fata casei lui BRUTUS.
Portia si Lucius vin.

PORTIA: Te rog, baiete, aleargad pana la Senat; nu te intarzia
cu asteptarea vreunui raspuns, dar pleacd de indata. Ce mai
astepti?

LUCIUS: Pentru a auzi ce poruncesti, stapand.

PORTIA: As dori sd stiu ca esti acolo si sa te vad reintors aici
inainte de ati putea zice, ce ai de cdutat acolo.— (in parte) O
statornicie, vino cu tdria ta in ajutorul meu, asaza o stanca intre
inima si limba mea. Am o minte de barbat, insa numai puterea
unei femei. Ce greu e pentru o femeie de a pazi un secret! Nu
ai plecat inca?

LUCIUS: Spune-mi ce voi avea de facut, stdpana? Sa alerg
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Run to the Capitol, and nothing else?

And so return to you, and nothing else?

PORTIA: 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?

LUCIUS: I hear none, madam.

PORTIA: Prithee, listen well:

I heard a bustling rumour, like a fray,

And the wind brings it from the Capitol.

LUCIUS: Sooth, madam, I hear nothing.

Enter the Soothsayer

PORTIA: Come hither, fellow: which way hast thou been?
Soothsayer: At mine own house, good lady.

PORTIA: What is’t o’clock?

Soothsayer: About the ninth hour, lady.

PORTIA: Is Caesar yet gone to the Capitol?

Soothsayer: Madam, not yet: I go to take my stand,
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pand la Capitol si alta nimicad?sd vin iardsi la domnia voastra
si alta nimica?

PORTIA: Da, bdiete, add-mi rdaspuns dacd stdpanul tau e
sdndtos, fiindcd era cam bolnav cand s-a depdrtat de aici.
Inseamna bine ce face Caesar si ce barbati il inconjura! Ce vuet
s-aude?

LUCIUS: Nu aud nimica, stapana.

PORTIA: Te rog, ascultd bine: am auzit vantul aducandu-ne
de la Capitol un zgomot sdlbatic ca de o lupta.

LUCIUS: Fii linistita, stdpand, nu aud nimica.

(Prorocul vine)

PORTIA: Vino aci, omule: Pe unde te-a adus calea ta?
Prorocul: De la casa mea, bund Doamn3.

PORTIA: Ce ora sa fie?

Prorocul: Cam a noua ord, doamna.

PORTIA: Caesar sd fie oare dus la Capitol?

Prorocul: Incd nu, doamnd. Md duc sa-mi aleg un loc de unde
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To see him pass on to the Capitol.

PORTIA: Thou hast some suit to Caesar, hast thou not?
Soothsayer: 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.

PORTIA: Why, know’st thou any harm’s intended towards
him?

Soothsayer: 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:

I'll get me to a place more void, and there

Speak to great Caesar as he comes along.

Exit

PORTIA: I must go in. Ay me! how weak a thing

The heart of woman is. O Brutus!
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sd-1 pot vedea trecand spre Capitol.

PORTIA: Ai de dat vreo jalba lui Caesar. Nu e asa?

Prorocul: Asa e, doamna: de ar fi numai Caesar destul de bine
dispus pentru Caesar ca sd ma asculte. 1l voi ruga sa fie un bun
prieten chiar pentru dansul.

PORTIA: Cum, stii ca au de gand sa-i facd ceva de rau?

Prorocul: Nu prevdd nimica bine ldmurit; mi-e teamd insa de
multe ce s-ar putea intdmpla. Ziua bund! strada e prea ingusta
aici. Multimea care se tine de urmele lui Caesar, alcatuitd de
senatori, pretori si petitionari ordinari ar putea nimici aproape
cu totul un om slab ca mine. Voi sd-mi aleg un loc mai larg de
unde voi putea vorbi cu marele Caesar cand va trece pe
dinaintea mea.

(Se duce)

PORTIA: Trebuie sa ma duc acasda. Ce lucru slab e inima
femeii! O Brutus! Cerul sa te ajute in intreprinderea ta! Sunt
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The heavens speed thee in thine enterprise. incredintatd ca bdiatul ma aude! (Cu voce tare lui Lucius).
Sure, the boy heard me: Brutus hath a suit Brutus va prezenta lui Caesar o cerere pe care Caesar nu
That Caesar will not grant. O! I grow faint. voieste sd i-o indeplineasca. O, am sa lesin! Alearga Lucius, du
Run, Lucius, and commend me to my lord; salutdri sotului meu. Spune-i ca sunt veseld; intoarce-te iardsi
Say I am merry: come to me again, la mine si add-mi veste de cele ce el ti-ar fi ordonat.
And bring me word what he doth say to thee. (Se depdrteazd in diferite directii)

Exeunt severally
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ACT III

SCENE 1.
Rome. Before the Capitol; the Senate sitting above.
A crowd of People; among them ARTEMIDORUS and the
Soothsayer. Flourish. Enter CAESAR, BRUTUS, CASSIUS,
CASCA, DECIUS BRUTUS, METELLUS CIMBER,
TREBONIUS, CINNA, ANTONY, LEPIDUS, POPILIUS,
PUBLIUS, and others

CAESAR: [To the Soothsayer] The Ides of March are come.
Soothsayer: Ay, Caesar; but not gone.

ARTEMIDORUS: Hail, Caesar! Read this schedule.
DECIUS BRUTUS: Trebonius doth desire you to o’er-read,
At your best leisure, this his humble suit.

ARTEMIDORUS: O Caesar! read mine first; for mine’s a suit
That touches Caesar nearer. Read it, great Caesar.

William Shakespeare.
Julius Caesar. Parallel Texts.

Translated into Romanian by Dimitrie N. Ghika, 1908.

Actul 111

Scena L.
Roma. Capitol. Sedinta Senatului.
(Popor adunat pe strada ce duce la Capitol intre care Artemidorus si
prorocul. Sunete de trompete. Caesar, Brutus, Cassius, Casca,
Decius Brutus, Metellus Cimber, Trebonius, Cinna, Antonius,
Lepidus, Popilius, Publius si altii vin)

CAESAR: Idul lui Martie a sosit acum.

Prorocul: Asa e Caesar, dar nu a trecut.

ARTEMIDORUS: Salutare, Caesar! Citeste aceasta scrisoare.
DECIUS BRUTUS: Trebonius te roaga la timp, dupd cuviinta
ta, sa citesti aceastd plecatd jalba.

ARTEMIDORUS: Citeste intai pe a mea Caesar! Cererea mea
priveste mai de aproape pe Caesar.
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CAESAR: What touches us ourself shall be last served.
ARTEMIDORUS: Delay not, Caesar; read it instantly.
CAESAR: What, is the fellow mad?

PUBLIUS: Sirrah, give place.

CASSIUS: What! urge you your petitions in the street?
Come to the Capitol.

CAESAR goes up to the Senate-House, the rest following.
All the Senators rise.

POPILIUS: I wish your enterprise to-day may thrive.

CASSIUS: What enterprise, Popilius?
POPILIUS: Fare you well.

Advances to CAESAR

BRUTUS: What said Popilius Lena?

William Shakespeare.
Julius Caesar. Parallel Texts.

Translated into Romanian by Dimitrie N. Ghika, 1908.

78

CASSIUS: He wish’d to-day our enterprise might thrive.

I fear our purpose is discovered.
BRUTUS: Look, how he makes to Caesar: mark him.

(S-apropie de Caesar)

CAESAR: Ce ne priveste va ramane la urma.
ARTEMIDORUS: Nu o amana, Caesar; citeste-o indata.
CAESAR: Ce, acest om e nebun?

PUBLIUS: Da-te in 1dturi, omule!

CASSIUS: Ce va gramadditi pe stradd cu cereri? Veniti la
Capitol.

(Caesar intrd in Capitol, ceilalti 1l urmeazd. Toti senatorii se ridicd
in picioare)

POPILIUS: V& urez sd reusiti in intreprinderea voastrd, de
astazi.

CASSIUS: Ce intreprindere, Lena?

POPILIUS: Sa va meargd bine!

(S-apropie de Caesar)

BRUTUS: Ce a zis Popilius Lena?

CASSIUS: El doreste ca intreprinderea noastrd sa reuseasca
astdzi. Mi-e teamad cd planul nostru e descoperit.

BRUTUS: Priveste cum s-apropie el de Caesar, urmariti-1 bine.
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CASSIUS: Casca, be sudden, for we fear prevention.
Brutus, what shall be done? If this be known,
Cassius or Caesar never shall turn back,

For I will slay myself.

BRUTUS: Cassius, be constant:

Popilius Lena speaks not of our purposes;

For, look, he smiles, and Caesar doth not change.

CASSIUS: Trebonius knows his time; for, look you, Brutus.

He draws Mark Antony out of the way.

Exeunt ANTONY and TREBONIUS.

CAESAR and the Senators take their seats.

DECIUS BRUTUS: Where is Metellus Cimber? Let him go,
And presently prefer his suit to Caesar.

BRUTUS: He is address’d: press near and second him.
CINNA: Casca, you are the first that rears your hand.
CAESAR: Are we all ready? What is now amiss,

That Caesar and his senate must redress?

METELLUS CIMBER: Most high, most mighty, and most
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CASSIUS: Grabeste-te, Casca, cdci ne e teama sd nu ne iasa
fnainte. Dacd acesta e dezvaluit sau Caesar, sau Cassius nu se

mai intoarce; fiindcd eu ma sinucid.

BRUTUS: Fii statornic, Cassius. Popilius nu vorbeste de
planul nostru. El zambeste si iatd Caesar nu-si schimba fata.

CASSIUS: Trebonius nu-si pierde timpul, Brutus, priveste cu
ce dibacie atrage pe Marcus Antonius intr-o parte.

(Antonius si Trebonius ies. Caesar si Senatorii se asazd la locurile
lor)

DECIUS BRUTUS: Unde e Metellus Cimber? Sa vie indata sa
prezinte jalba sa lui Caesar.

BRUTUS: El e gata, inconjurati-1 si ajutati-1.

CINNA: Casca, tu trebuie sa ridici cel intai bratul.

CAESAR: Suntem toti de fata? Care sunt tanguirile ce trebuie
sd le resolve astdzi Caesar cu Senatul sau?

METELLUS CIMBER: Gloriosule, atotputernice si inalte
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puissant Caesar,

Metellus Cimber throws before thy seat

An humble heart, —

Kneeling

CAESAR: I must prevent thee, Cimber.

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

And turn pre-ordinance and first decree

Into the law of children. Be not fond,

To think that Caesar bears such rebel blood

That will be thaw’d from the true quality

With that which melteth fools; I mean sweet words,
Low-crooked curtsies and base spaniel-fawning.
Thy brother by decree is banished:

If thou dost bend and pray and fawn for him,

I spurn thee like a cur out of my way.

Know, Caesar doth not wrong, nor without cause
Will he be satisfied.

William Shakespeare.
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Caesar, Metellus Cimber inchind inaintea scaunului tiu o
inima plind de umilinta.
(Ingenunchere)

CAESAR: Asculta, Cimber, trebuie sa te preintampin. Aceste
lingusiri si tarari slugarnice ar putea poate infierbanta sangele
unor oameni de rand, preschimband intr-o vointa copildreasca
o hotarare precugetata si rostita. Nu fii insa atat de zalud a
gandi cd sangele lui Caesar se tulbura atat de usor, pana isi
pierde adevdrata sa tdrie, prin ceea ce induioseste pe nebuni,
prin cuvinte dulci, plecari josnice, lingusiri de caine. Fratele
tdu e surgunit prin o hotdrare. Daca te umilesti pentru dansul
te rogi si te lingusesti, atunci te resping ca pe un caine. Vei sti
ca Caesar nu face nedreptati, fara motive nu il satisfaci.
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METELLUS CIMBER: Is there no voice more worthy than my
own,

To sound more sweetly in great Caesar’s ear

For the repealing of my banish’d brother?

BRUTUS: I kiss thy hand, but not in flattery, Caesar;
Desiring thee that Publius Cimber may

Have an immediate freedom of repeal.

CAESAR: What, Brutus!

CASSIUS: Pardon, Caesar; Caesar, pardon:

As low as to thy foot doth Cassius fall,

To beg enfranchisement for Publius Cimber.
CAESAR: I could be well mov’d, if I were as you:

If I could pray to move, prayers would move me;
But I am constant as the northern star,

Of whose true-fix'd and resting quality

There is no fellow in the firmament.

The skies are painted with unnumber’d sparks,
They are all fire and every one doth shine,

William Shakespeare.
Julius Caesar. Parallel Texts.

Translated into Romanian by Dimitrie N. Ghika, 1908.

METELLUS CIMBER: Nu e oare vreo voce mai demna decat
a mea, care sd sune mai dulce in auzul marelui Caesar pentru

reintoarcerea fratelui meu surgunit.

BRUTUS: Sdrut ména ta, insd nu ca un lingusitor, si starui si
eu Caesar, ca rechemarea sd fie deindatd incuviintatd lui
Publius Cimber!

CAESAR: Ce, Brutus?

CASSIUS: lertare, Caesar; Caesar, iertare! Si Cassius adanc se
pleacd la picioarele tale pentru a dobandi iertarea lui Cimber.

CAESAR: As putea sd ma las sa fiu miscat, dacd as semana
voud. M-ar misca rugamintea, dacd m-as ruga si eu pentru a
misca. Sunt insd statornic ca steaua nordului, a carei chip
nestramutat si in veci neschimbat nu mai are un alt asemanat
in tot cuprinsul firmamentului: Cerul strdluceste cu scantei
fard numadr, si foc sunt ele toate si fiecare lumineaza. E una
insd, numai o singurd stea care isi mentine locul ei. Asemenea
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But there’s but one in all doth hold his place:

So in the world; “tis furnish’d well with men,
And men are flesh and blood, and apprehensive;
Yet in the number I do know but one

That unassailable holds on his rank,

Unshak’d of motion: and that I am he,

Let me a little show it, even in this;

That I was constant Cimber should be banish’d,
And constant do remain to keep him so.
CINNA: O Caesar, —

CAESAR: Hence! Wilt thou lift up Olympus!
DECIUS BRUTUS: Great Caesar, —

CAESAR: Doth not Brutus bootless kneel?
CASCA: Speak, hands for me!

CASCA first, then the other Conspirators and BRUTUS stab
CAESAR

CAESAR: Et tu, Brute? Then fall, Caesar!

82

William Shakespeare.
Julius Caesar. Parallel Texts.

Translated into Romanian by Dimitrie N. Ghika, 1908.

si in lume; ea e plind de oameni, si oamenii sunt simtitori fiind
carne si sange; in multime insa cunosc pe unul numai care
neinvins isi mentine locul; neclintit de gramada; cd eu sunt
acela, ma veti ingadui a v-o dovedi si prin aceasta, cd am
staruit cu tdrie pentru surgunirea lui Cimber si cd o mentin ca

el trebuie sd ramaie in surghiun.

CINNA: O Caesar!

CAESAR: Retrage-te, iti poruncesc! Vrei sa stramuti Olimpul?
DECIUS BRUTUS: Inalte Caesar, ...

CAESAR: Nu a ingenunchiat si Brutus in zadar?

CASCA: Brate, Vorbi;i pentru mine!

(Casca loveste pe Caesar, cu pumnalul in spate, Caesar s-aruncd pe
bratele lui s-atuncea e stripuns de ceilalti conspiratori cu pumnale
st in urma de Marcus Brutus)

CAESAR: Brutus, si tu? Caza dar Caesar.
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Dies

CINNA: Liberty! Freedom! Tyranny is dead!

Run hence, proclaim, cry it about the streets.
CASSIUS: Some to the common pulpits, and cry out,
‘Liberty, freedom, and enfranchisement!’

BRUTUS: People and senators, be not affrighted;

Fly not; stand still; ambition’s debt is paid.

CASCA: Go to the pulpit, Brutus.

DECIUS BRUTUS: And Cassius too.

BRUTUS: Where’s Publius?

CINNA: Here, quite confounded, with this mutiny.
METELLUS CIMBER: Stand fast together, lest some friend of
Caesar’s

Should chance —

BRUTUS: Talk not of standing. Publius, good cheer;
There is no harm intended to your person,

Nor to no Roman else; so tell them, Publius.
CASSIUS: And leave us, Publius; lest that the people,

William Shakespeare.
Julius Caesar. Parallel Texts.

Translated into Romanian by Dimitrie N. Ghika, 1908.

(El moare. Senatorii si poporul se impristie speriati)

CINNA: Liberare! Libertate! Tirania e moarta! raspanditi-va,
vestiti-o si strigati-o prin strdzi.

CASSIUS: Urcati-vd la tribuna! strigati liberare! libertate!
restabilire.

BRUTUS: Nu va speriati, popor si senatori! Nu fugiti, stati,
ambitia si-a primit osanda.

CASCA: Urcé-te la tribuna, Brutus.

DECIUS BRUTUS: Si tu Cassius.

BRUTUS: Unde e Publius?

CINNA: Aici, incremenit de aceastd rascoala.

METELLUS CIMBER: Stati gramaditi la un loc, daca cumva
un amic de-a lui Caesar...

BRUTUS: Ce vorbiti de stat! Publius, linisteste-te. Nu ne e
gandul de ati face rdu tie, sau la vreun alt Roman. Spune-le
aceasta.

CASSIUS: Du-te, Publius, ca poporul care se gramadeste in
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Rushing on us, should do your age some mischief.
BRUTUS: Do so; and let no man abide this deed,
But we the doers.

Re-enter TREBONIUS

CASSIUS: Where’s Antony?

TREBONIUS: Fled to his house amaz’d.

Men, wives and children stare, cry out and run
As it were doomsday.

BRUTUS: Fates, we will know your pleasures.
That we shall die, we know; “tis but the time

And drawing days out, that men stand upon.
CASSIUS: Why, he that cuts off twenty years of life
Cuts off so many years of fearing death.
BRUTUS: Grant that, and then is death a benefit:
So are we Caesar’s friends, that have abridg’d

His time of fearing death. Stoop, Romans, stoop,
And let us bathe our hands in Caesar’s blood

Up to the elbows, and besmear our swords:

William Shakespeare.
Julius Caesar. Parallel Texts.

Translated into Romanian by Dimitrie N. Ghika, 1908.
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jurul nostru sa nu s-atinga de bdtranetea ta.

BRUTUS: Du-te dupa cum te sfdtuieste si nimeni sd nu
rdspunda de aceastd faptd, decat numai noi faptuitorii.
(Trebonius revine)

CASSIUS: Unde e Marcus Antonius?

TREBONIUS: A fugit speriat acasd si barbati, femei si copii
stau inspaimantati; altii tipa si fug ca si cand ar fi sosit ultima
zi a lumii.

BRUTUS: O, soartd, vom vedea care iti este placul. Cu totii
stim cd suntem muritori. Numai amanare si castig de timp e
scopul omenirii.

CASSIUS: Dar, cel ce furd doudzeci de ani din viatd, isi
scurteaza cu atatia ani si frica ce o are de moarte.

BRUTUS: Recunoasteti-o aceasta, si moartea devine o
binefacere. Suntem dar prieteni a lui Caesar, noi care i-am
scurtat frica de moarte. Plecati-va, Romani! si scaldand mainile
noastre pand la umadr in sangele lui Caesar, colorati spadele
voastre! sd iesim afara pe piatd si asupra capetelor ridicand
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Then walk we forth, even to the market-place;

And, waving our red weapons o’er our heads,

Let’s all cry ‘Peace, freedom and liberty!’

CASSIUS: Stoop, then, and wash. How many ages hence
Shall this our lofty scene be acted o’er

In states unborn and accents yet unknown!

BRUTUS: How many times shall Caesar bleed in sport,
That now on Pompey’s basis lies along

No worthier than the dust!

CASSIUS: So oft as that shall be,

So often shall the knot of us be call’d

The men that gave their country liberty.

DECIUS BRUTUS: What! shall we forth?

CASSIUS: Ay, every man away:

Brutus shall lead; and we will grace his heels

With the most boldest and best hearts of Rome.

Enter a Servant

BRUTUS: Soft! who comes here? A friend of Antony’s.

85

William Shakespeare.
Julius Caesar. Parallel Texts.

Translated into Romanian by Dimitrie N. Ghika, 1908.

armele inrosite sa strigam toti: Liberare! pace! libertate!

CASSIUS: Plecati-va si scaldati! In timpuri departate acest
maret spectacol va fi reinoit in limbi inca necunoscute si cu o
pompad straind!

BRUTUS: Adeseori Caesar va mai muri pe scend, el care
acuma, dispretuit ca tdarand, e culcat aici sub piedestalul lui
Pompeius.

CASSIUS: De cate ori voi reinoi acest spectacol vor si
desemna conspiratia noastrd ca aceea a bdrbatilor care au
redat libertatea tarii lor.

DECIUS BRUTUS: Eh bine, sd iesim.

CASSIUS: Da, toti sd iesim, Brutus inainte si urmele sale sd i
le impodobim cu cele mai viteze si demne inimi ale Romei.
(Un servitor vine)

BRUTUS: Tacere, cine vine? Un prieten al lui Marcus
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Servant: Thus, Brutus, did my master bid me kneel;
Thus did Mark Antony bid me fall down;

And, being prostrate, thus he bade me say:

Brutus is noble, wise, valiant, and honest;

Caesar was mighty, bold, royal, and loving:

Say I love Brutus, and I honour him;

Say I fear’d Caesar, honour’d him and lov’d him.

If Brutus will vouchsafe that Antony

May safely come to him, and be resolv’d

How Caesar hath deserv’d to lie in death,

Mark Antony shall not love Caesar dead

So well as Brutus living; but will follow

The fortunes and affairs of noble Brutus

Thorough the hazards of this untrod state

With all true faith. So says my master Antony.
BRUTUS: Thy master is a wise and valiant Roman;
I never thought him worse.

William Shakespeare.
Julius Caesar. Parallel Texts.

Translated into Romanian by Dimitrie N. Ghika, 1908.
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Antonius.

SERVITORUL: Astfel, Brutus, mi-a poruncit, stdpanul meu a
cadea in genunchi, astfel, mi-a poruncit sd ma umilesc si plecat
jos pand la pamant astfel sd vorbesc: Brutus e demn, viteaz,
destept si cinstit; Caesar era mare, indrdznet, inalt si bun. Zi:
pe Brutus il iubesc si il stimez. Zi: De Caesar imi era teama, 1-
am stimat si l-am iubit. De ar voi Brutus sa de-a voie lui
Antonius a se apropia de dansul, fard primejdii pentru a afla
cum a meritat Caesar o asemenea moarte, atunci mortul
Caesar nu va fi atat de scump lui Marcus Antonius, cat Brutus
in viata fiind. El e chiar dispus a urma cu credintd soarta si
partidul vrednicului Brutus, prin toate primejdiile ce ni le
rezervd nestatornicia constitutiei noastre. Aceasta a zis
stapanul meu Marcus Antonius.

BRUTUS: Stapanul tdau e un Roman cuminte si viteaz. L-am
stimat totdeauna ca atare. Spune-i cd-i voi da seama de toate,
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Tell him, so please him come unto this place,
He shall be satisfied; and, by my honour,
Depart untouch’d.

Servant: I'll fetch him presently.

Exit

William Shakespeare.
Julius Caesar. Parallel Texts.

Translated into Romanian by Dimitrie N. Ghika, 1908.
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BRUTUS: I know that we shall have him well to friend.

CASSIUS: I wish we may: but yet have I a mind
That fears him much; and my misgiving still
Falls shrewdly to the purpose.

BRUTUS: But here comes Antony.

Re-enter ANTONY

Welcome, Mark Antony.

ANTONY: O mighty Caesar! dost thou lie so low?
Are all thy conquests, glories, triumphs, spoils,
Shrunk to this little measure? Fare thee well.

I know not, gentlemen, what you intend,

Who else must be let blood, who else is rank:

dacd e dispus a veni aici si pe cinstea mea il asigur cd nu va fi

atins de noi.

Servitorul: Il voi chema de indats.
(Se duce)
BRUTUS: $tiu cd vom avea in el un bun prieten.
CASSIUS: O doresc sd fie asa, in mine insd domneste o
presimtire care ma face sd ma tem mult de dansul si
presimtirile mele din nenorocire se indeplinesc totdeauna fara
gres.
BRUTUS: Iata Antonius vine.
(Antonius vine)

Fii binevenit, Marcus Antonius!
ANTONIUS: O puternice Caesar! Esti tu cdzut atat de jos?
Toate victoriile, gloriile, triumfurile, izbandele tale, stau ele
toate cufundate in acest spatiu restrans? Ramai in pace! Nu
stiu vrednici Domni care va e gandul, a cui cddere ati mai
hotarat-o si cine va trebui sa-si mai lase viata. De sunt si eu
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If I myself, there is no hour so fit

As Caesar’s death’s hour, nor no instrument

Of half that worth as those your swords, made rich
With the most noble blood of all this world.

I do beseech ye, if you bear me hard,

Now, whilst your purpled hands do reek and smoke,
Fulfil your pleasure. Live a thousand years,

I shall not find myself so apt to die:

No place will please me so, no mean of death,

As here by Caesar, and by you cut off,

The choice and master spirits of this age.
BRUTUS: O Antony! beg not your death of us.
Though now we must appear bloody and cruel,
As, by our hands and this our present act,

You see we do, yet see you but our hands

And this the bleeding business they have done:
Our hearts you see not; they are pitiful;

And pity to the general wrong of Rome —

William Shakespeare.
Julius Caesar. Parallel Texts.

Translated into Romanian by Dimitrie N. Ghika, 1908.
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unul dintr-acei, nicio ora nu va putea fi mai bine aleasa decat
ora mortii lui Caesar, nicio arma va fi pe jumatate atat pretuita
de mine, decat aceste ale voastre spade, impodobite cu sangele
cel mai demn al lumii. Va rog, daca imi sunteti dusmani,
indepliniti-va placerea, acuma, pe cand mainile voartre sunt
incd rosii de sange! si de as trdi inca o mie de ani, niciodatd nu
ma voi simti mai bine pregatit la moarte, niciun loc, nicio cale
spre moarte, imi va conveni mai bine decat de a pieri aici langa
Caesar si prin voi, spiritele cele mai eroice al veacului nostru.

BRUTUS: O Marcus Antonius! Nu pretinde moartea ta! stiu
cd trebuie sd pdarem sangerosi si crunti, dupd cum suntem
desemnati prin mainile noastre, precum si prin fapta
indeplinitda. Tu vezi insd numai mainile noastre si aceastd
sdngeroasd operd pe care au indeplinit-o; nu vezi inimile
noastre. Ele sunt pline de jale si jalea pentru toatd nevoia

Romei a faptuit aceasta impotriva lui Caesar, (precum focul
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As fire drives out fire, so pity pity —

Hath done this deed on Caesar. For your part,

To you our swords have leaden points, Mark Antony;
Our arms in strength of malice, and our hearts

Of brothers’ temper, do receive you in

With all kind love, good thoughts, and reverence.
CASSIUS: Your voice shall be as strong as any man’s
In the disposing of new dignities.

BRUTUS: Only be patient till we have appeas’d

The multitude, beside themselves with fear,

And then we will deliver you the cause,

Why [, that did love Caesar when I struck him,

Have thus proceeded.

ANTONY: I doubt not of your wisdom.

Let each man render me his bloody hand:

First, Marcus Brutus, will I shake with you;

Next, Caius Cassius, do I take your hand;

Now, Decius Brutus, yours; now yours, Metellus;

William Shakespeare.
Julius Caesar. Parallel Texts.

Translated into Romanian by Dimitrie N. Ghika, 1908.

89

stinge, focul si jalea e stinsd de jale). In ceea ce te priveste,
spadele noastre nu au tdis pentru tine, Antonius; bratele ne
sunt fara manie si inimile noastre sunt gata a se infrati cu tine

cu multd iubire, cu ganduri neprefacute si cu stima.

CASSIUS: Pentru distribuirea demnitatilor, vocea ta va fi
ascultatd, ca acea a oricarui cetdtean.

BRUTUS: Fii rabddtor pana ce vom fi linistit poporul, care e
ametit de frica; apoi vei afla pentru ce am lucrat astfel, desi
iubeam pe Caesar cand l-am strapuns.

ANTONIUS: Nu méa indoiesc de intelepciunea voastra.
Fiecare din voi sa-mi intindd ména sa insangeratd. Mai intai
voi strange pe a ta, Marcus Brutus; apoi pe a ta, Caius Cassius,
acuma pe a ta, Decius Brutus, a ta acuma, Metellus; a ta, Cinna;
si, viteazul meu, Casca, pe a ta. Intinde-mi si tu ména, bunule
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Yours, Cinna; and, my valiant Casca, yours;
Though last, not last in love, yours, good Trebonius.
Gentlemen all, — alas! what shall I say?

My credit now stands on such slippery ground,
That one of two bad ways you must conceit me,
Either a coward or a flatterer.

That I did love thee, Caesar, O! “tis true:

If then thy spirit look upon us now,

Shall it not grieve thee dearer than thy death,

To see thy Anthony making his peace,

Shaking the bloody fingers of thy foes,

Most noble! in the presence of thy corse?

Had I as many eyes as thou hast wounds,

Weeping as fast as they stream forth thy blood,

It would become me better than to close

In terms of friendship with thine enemies.

Pardon me, Julius! Here wast thou bay’d, brave hart;
Here didst thou fall; and here thy hunters stand,

William Shakespeare.
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Trebonius, cel din urma dar nu cel din urm3 in inima mea. Voi
toti, demnii mei domni, nu stiu ce sd va zic. Influenta mea e
asezatd acuma pe o temelie atat de slaba cd trebuie sd va par a
fi una din aceste doud rele, un misel sau un lingusitor. C3 te-
am iubit, Caesar, o, aceasta e adevarat. Daca dar spiritul tau isi
aruncd acuma privirea sa asupra noastrd, nu te va durea oare
mai tare decat chiar moartea de a vedea pe al tau Antonius
impdcandu-se si strangand degetele insangerate a vrasmasilor
tdi, tu cel mai demn din toti in fata trupului tdu? De as avea
atatia ochi pe cat ai tu rdni si toti neincetat ar varsa lacrimi pe
cat sange s-a scurs din rdnile tale, aceasta mi s-ar cuveni mai
bine decat de a trata in termeni prietenesti cu vrasmasii tai.
Iarta-md, Tulius! Aici ai fost atins, aici ai picat, cerb viteaz si
aici stau vanadtorii tdi purtdnd semnele omorului si colorati cu
sangele tdau. O lume, tu erai padurea acestui cerb si el, o lume!
Era podoaba ta! Culcat aici te asemeni cu un vanat cazut prada
multor principii.
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91
Sign’d in thy spoil, and crimson’d in thy lethe.
O world! thou wast the forest to this hart;
And this, indeed, O world! the heart of thee.
How like a deer, strucken by many princes,
Dost thou here lie!
CASSIUS: Mark Antony, — CASSIUS: Marcus Antonius,...
ANTONY: Pardon me, Caius Cassius: ANTONIUS: Ma iartd, Caius Cassius: chiar si vrasmasii lui
The enemies of Caesar shall say this; Caesar vor zice aceasta. Din partea unui prieten aceastd lauda
Then, in a friend, it is cold modesty. apare numai ca simpld modestie.
CASSIUS: I blame you not for praising Caesar so; CASSIUS: Nu-ti banuiesc ca lauzi astfel pe Caesar; cum te
But what compact mean you to have with us? gandesti insd sd stai cu noi? Vrei sa fii socotit printre prietenii
Will you be prick’d in number of our friends, nostri? Sau ne lasi sd pasim inainte fard a ne sprijini pe tine.
Or shall we on, and not depend on you?
ANTONY: Therefore I took your hands, but was, indeed ANTONIUS: De aceea am strans mainile voastre, gandul meu
Sway’d from the point, by looking down on Caesar. s-a ratdcit numai cand am vazut pe Caesar. Va sunt prieten si
Friends am I with you all, and love you all, va iubesc pe toti cu speranta cd imi veti arata pentru care
Upon this hope, that you shall give me reasons motive si in ce imprejurare Caesar a putut fi primejdios.

Why and wherein Caesar was dangerous.
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BRUTUS: Or else were this a savage spectacle.
Our reasons are so full of good regard

That were you, Antony, the son of Caesar,
You should be satisfied.

ANTONY: That's all I seek:

And am moreover suitor that I may

Produce his body to the market-place;

And in the pulpit, as becomes a friend,

Speak in the order of his funeral.

BRUTUS: You shall, Mark Antony.

CASSIUS: Brutus, a word with you.

Aside to BRUTUS

You know not what you do: do not consent
That Antony speak in his funeral:

Know you how much the people may be mov’d
By that which he will utter?

BRUTUS: By your pardon;

I will myself into the pulpit first,

William Shakespeare.
Julius Caesar. Parallel Texts.
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BRUTUS: Desigur cdci de almintrelea aceastd faptd ar fi un
spectacol sdlbatic; motivele noastre sunt atat de bine chibzuite,
Marcus Antonius, cd ele iti vor parea indestulatoare chiar de
ai fi un fiu al lui Caesar.

ANTONIUS: Nici eu nu pretind alta. Va mai rog sa-mi dati
incuviintarea de a expune mortul pe piata publica si de a vorbi
de pe tribund, cu ocazia inmormantdrii, dupd cum se cuvine

unui prieten.

BRUTUS: Asa sa fie, Marcus Antonius.

CASSIUS: Brutus, un cuvant daca iti place!

(Incet lui Brutus)

Nu stii ce faci: nu-i da voie lui Antonius s tie cuvantarea. Nu
te gandesti pana unde poporul ar putea fi atatat prin
expunerea sa?

BRUTUS: (in parte lui Cassius) Nu, ma iartd. Chiar eu ma voi
urca mai intdi la tribund si voi expune motivele pentru
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And show the reason of our Caesar’s death:
What Antony shall speak, I will protest

He speaks by leave and by permission,

And that we are contented Caesar shall

Have all true rites and lawful ceremonies.

It shall advantage more than do us wrong.
CASSIUS: I know not what may fall; I like it not.

BRUTUS: Mark Antony, here, take you Caesar’s body.

You shall not in your funeral speech blame us,
But speak all good you can devise of Caesar,
And say you do’t by our permission;

Else shall you not have any hand at all

About his funeral; and you shall speak

In the same pulpit whereto I am going,

After my speech is ended.

ANTONY: Be it so.

I do desire no more.

William Shakespeare.
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moartea lui Caesar. Voi lamuri ca cele ce, in urma noastrsg, le
va spune Antonius, sunt expuse cu voia noastra, fiindca
vedem cu pldcere ca lui Caesar sd i se facd toatd cinstea
consfintitd prin obicei. Aceasta ne va aduce mai mult folos
decét paguba.

CASSIUS: (La o parte lui Brutus) Nu se stie ce se poate
intdmpla; mie nu-mi place aceasta.

BRUTUS: Marcus Antonius! Aici iti predam trupul lui Caesar.
Nu ne vei tine de rdu in cuvantarea ta, de altmintrelea vei
lauda dupa putintd pe Caesar, ardtand insd cd aceastd
expunere o faci cu invoirea noastra. In celelalte, nu vei avea
nicio legdturd cu aceastd afacere. Vei vorbi de pe aceeasi
tribund la care ma duc acuma, dupd ce insd, mai intai voi fi
isprdvit cu cuvantarea mea.

ANTONIUS: Asa sa fie, nu doresc nimic altceva.
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BRUTUS: Prepare the body then, and follow us.

Exeunt all but ANTONY

ANTONY: O! pardon me, thou bleeding piece of earth,
That I am meek and gentle with these butchers;
Thou art the ruins of the noblest man

That ever lived in the tide of times.

Woe to the hand that shed this costly blood!
Over thy wounds now do I prophesy,

Which, like dumb mouths do ope their ruby lips,
To beg the voice and utterance of my tongue,

A curse shall light upon the limbs of men;
Domestic fury and fierce civil strife

Shall cumber all the parts of Italy;

Blood and destruction shall be so in use,

And dreadful objects so familiar,

That mothers shall but smile when they behold
Their infants quarter’d with the hands of war;
All pity choked with custom of fell deeds:

William Shakespeare.
Julius Caesar. Parallel Texts.

Translated into Romanian by Dimitrie N. Ghika, 1908.

BRUTUS: Pregateste dar mortul si urmeaza-ne.

(Toti se duc afard de Antonius)

ANTONIUS: O, iartd-md, bucdtica insangerata de pamant, ca
am tratat linistit si prieteneste cu acesti casapi. Tu esti ramadsita
celui mai demn barbat care a trait vreodatda in cursul
schimbator al timpurilor. Afurisite sa fie mainile care au varsat
acest sange! Prorocesc deasupra ranilor tale, care ca niste guri
mute, isi deschid buzele inrosite pentru a cersetori de la mine
ajutorul glasului si a limbii mele, — un blestem va pica asupra
mintilor oamenilor; furia casnica si salbaticia razboiului civil
vor tulbura toate partile Italiei; varsari de sange si destructiuni
vor urma neincetat, omoruri, pradaciuni si lucrurile cele mai
infricosdtoare vor deveni atat de obisnuite ca chiar si mumele
vor zambi cand vor vedea pruncii lor rupti in bucdti de furia
rdzboiului. Orice mild va dispare indadusitd de abuzul
cruzimilor, iar spiritul lui Caesar, cdautdndu-si razbunare,
intovdrdsit de Ate, iesitd arzatoare din fundul iadului, cu glas
de stapan va striga «omor si vijelii» induntrul acestor tarmuri
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And Caesar’s spirit, ranging for revenge,
With Ate by his side come hot from hell,

Shall in these confines with a monarch’s voice
Cry ‘Havoc,” and let slip the dogs of war;
That this foul deed shall smell above the earth
With carrion men, groaning for burial.

Enter a Servant

You serve Octavius Caesar, do you not?
Servant: I do, Mark Antony.

ANTONY: Caesar did write for him to come to Rome.

Servant: He did receive his letters, and is coming;
And bid me say to you by word of mouth —

Seeing the body

O Caesar! —

ANTONY: Thy heart is big, get thee apart and weep.
Passion, I see, is catching; for mine eyes,

Seeing those beads of sorrow stand in thine,

Began to water. Is thy master coming?

William Shakespeare.
Julius Caesar. Parallel Texts.

Translated into Romanian by Dimitrie N. Ghika, 1908.
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si va dezlantui cainii rdzboiului ca aceastd ticalosie sa
patrundd la cer prin putoarea hoiturilor omenesti care vor
cersetori inmormantarea lor.
(Un servitor vine)

Tu esti in slujba lui Octavius Caesar, nu e asa?

Servitorul: Asa este, Marcus Antonius.

ANTONIUS: Caesar i-a scris sa vie la Roma.

Servitorul: El a primit scrisorile si se afld pe drum; m-a
insdrcinat a vd spune-o din gura.

(Vizand trupul lui Caesar)

O Caesar! ...

ANTONIUS: Inima ta s-a tulburat, du-te la o parte si plange!
Vad ca supdrarea e molipsitoare cdci ochii mei au inceput sa
curgd cand au vazut lacrimi de necaz in ai tdi . Vine stapanul
tau?
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Servant: He lies to-night within seven leagues of Rome. SERVITORUL: Se va opri pe noapte intr-o depdrtare de sapte
leghe de la Roma.

ANTONY: Post back with speed, and tell him what hath ANTONIUS: Cildreste repede inddrat la dansul si vesteste-i
chanc’d: ce s-a intdmplat: Aici e 0 Romd mahnitd, o Roma primejdioasd,
Here is a mourning Rome, a dangerous Rome, o Roma lipsita incd de sigurantd pentru Octavius. Grabeste-te
No Rome of safety for Octavius yet; de i-o spune aceasta! Nu, opreste-te inca! Nu te duce pana ce
Hie hence and tell him so. Yet, stay awhile; mai intai voi fi purtat acest trup pe piata si voi fi incercat prin
Thou shalt not back till I have borne this corpse cuvantarea mea ce impresie a fdacut asupra poporului
Into the market-place; there shall I try, neomenoasa faptd a acestor badrbati sdngerosi. Potrivit cu
In my oration, how the people take aceasta vei vesti tandrului Octavius, in ce stare se gasesc
The cruel issue of these bloody men; lucrurile aci. Ajutd-ma cu puterea ta.

According to the which thou shalt discourse (Amdndoi se duc cu trupul lui Caesar)

To young Octavius of the state of things.
Lend me your hand.
Exeunt with CAESAR’s body
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SCENE II.
The same. The Forum.
Enter BRUTUS and CASSIUS, and a throng of Citizens

Citizens: We will be satisfied: let us be satisfied.

BRUTUS: Then follow me, and give me audience, friends.

Cassius, go you into the other street,

And part the numbers.

Those that will hear me speak, let ‘em stay here;

Those that will follow Cassius, go with him;

And public reasons shall be rendered

Of Caesar’s death.

First Citizen: I will hear Brutus speak.

Second Citizen: I will hear Cassius; and compare their
reasons,

When severally we hear them rendered.

Exit CASSIUS, with some of the Citizens. BRUTUS goes into the
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Scena II.
Roma. Forumul.
(Brutus si Cassius vin urmati de multi cetiteni)

Cetatenii: Cerem socoteald: dati-ne socoteala.

BRUTUS: Urmati-ma, dar, prieteni si ascultati-mad. Tu,
Cassius, du-te intr-o alta strada si imparte norodul. Cei care
voiesc sa ma audd vorbind sd ramaie aci. Cei care voiesc sd
urmeze pe Cassius, sd se ducd dupa dansul. Voim sa expunem
in public motivele care ne-au indemnat a ucide pe Caesar.

Primul cetdtean: Voi s-ascult pe Brutus.

Al doilea cetdtean: Eu pe Cassius. Astfel vom putea cumpani
motivele dupa ce vom fi ascultat pe amandoi.

(Cassius se duce cu o parte de cetateni. Brutus se urcd pe rostrai)
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pulpit

Third Citizen: The noble Brutus is ascended: silence!
BRUTUS: Be patient till the last.

Romans, countrymen, and lovers! hear me for my
cause; and be silent, that you may hear: believe me

for mine honour, and have respect to mine honour, that

you may believe: censure me in your wisdom, and
awake your senses, that you may the better judge.
If there be any in this assembly, any dear friend of
Caesar’s, to him I say, that Brutus’ love to Caesar
was no less than his. If then that friend demand
why Brutus rose against Caesar, this is my answer:
Not that I loved Caesar less, but that I loved

Rome more. Had you rather Caesar were living and
die all slaves, than that Caesar were dead, to live
all free men? As Caesar loved me, I weep for him;
as he was fortunate, I rejoice at it; as he was
valiant, I honour him; but, as he was ambitious, I

William Shakespeare.
Julius Caesar. Parallel Texts.

Translated into Romanian by Dimitrie N. Ghika, 1908.

Al treilea cetatean: Onorabilul Brutus s-a urcat: tacere!

BRUTUS: Stati linistiti pana la sfarsit. Romani, concetateni,
prieteni! Ascultati-md apdrand cauza mea si paziti tdcere
pentru a putea asculta. Dati-mi crezare in vederea cinstei mele
si stimati cinstea mea pentru a putea crede. Judecati-ma dupa
propria voastra minte, desteptati insd mintile voastre pentru a
putea mai bine judeca. Dacd in aceastd adunare se afld un
prieten devotat lui Caesar, aceluia 1i zic: Iubirea lui Brutus
pentru Caesar nu era mai slabd decat a ta. Daca insd acel
prieten ma intreabd, deci dar Brutus, te-ai rasculat tu in contra
lui Caesar, atunci raspunsul meu este: nu pentru cd am iubit
mai putin pe Caesar, ci fiindca Roma imi era mai scumpa. Ce?
Vreti voi poate ca Caesar sa fie in viatd si voi sd muriti toti in
robie? Nu vd prieste mai bine ca Caesar sd fie mort pentru a
putea trdi toti in libertate? Fiindca Caesar m-a iubit, vars
lacrimile mele pentru dansul. Pentru cd era cu noroc, ma
veselesc, pentru cd era viteaz, il stimez; fiind insa cd era
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slew him. There is tears for his love; joy for his
fortune; honour for his valour; and death for his
ambition. Who is here so base that would be a
bondman? If any, speak; for him have I offended.

Who is here so rude that would not be a Roman? If
any, speak; for him have I offended. Who is here so
vile that will not love his country? If any, speak;

for him have I offended. I pause for a reply.

All: None, Brutus, none.

BRUTUS: Then none have I offended. I have done no more to
Caesar than you shall do to Brutus. The question of
his death is enrolled in the Capitol; his glory not
extenuated, wherein he was worthy, nor his offences
enforced, for which he suffered death.

Enter ANTONY and others, with CAESAR’s body

Here comes his body, mourned by Mark Antony: who,
though he had no hand in his death, shall receive

the benefit of his dying, a place in the
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ambitios, iata cauza pentru care l-am omorat. Asadar lacrimi
pentru prietenia sa, veselie pentru norocul sau, stima pentru
vitejia sa, moartea insd pentru ambitia sd. Care aici are o inima
destul de josnicad pentru a trdi in robie? Dacd este vreunul, sa
vorbeasca, cdci pe dansul l-am atins. Este aici vreunul destul
de nesimtitor pentru a dori a nu fi un cetdtean al Romei? Daca
este unul, sa vorbeascd, cdci pe dansul l-am atins. Md opresc
ca sa aud raspunsul vostru.

Cetatenii: Niciunul, Brutus, niciunul.

BRUTUS: Atunci dar n-am atins pe nimeni. Nu am facut alta
lui Caesar decat ceea ce ati face si voi lui Brutus. Instructia
asupra mortii sale e insemnatd in Capitol. Gloria sa nu e
micsoratd in acele fapte in care el a avut merite, crimele pentru
care a suferit moarte nu sunt marite.

(Antonius gi altii vin cu trupul lui Caesar).

Aici soseste trupul sdu plans de Marcus Antonius, care desi nu
a luat parte la omorul lui, totusi se va bucura si el de foloasele
rezultate din aceasta moarte, luand o parte activa la regularea
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commonwealth; as which of you shall not? With this
I depart: that, as I slew my best lover for the

good of Rome, I have the same dagger for myself,
when it shall please my country to need my death.

All: Live, Brutus! live, live!

First Citizen: Bring him with triumph home unto his house.

Second Citizen: Give him a statue with his ancestors.

Third Citizen: Let him be Caesar.

Fourth Citizen: Caesar’s better parts

Shall be crown’d in Brutus.

First Citizen: We'll bring him to his house

With shouts and clamours.

BRUTUS: My countrymen, —

Second Citizen: Peace, silence! Brutus speaks.
First Citizen: Peace, ho!

BRUTUS: Good countrymen, let me depart alone,
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binelui comun. Care din voi nu va avea acelasi drept? Cu
aceasta md retrag. Precum am omorat pe cel mai scump al meu
prieten pentru binele Romei, asemenea padstrez tot acel
pumnal pentru mine, cdnd ii va place patriei de a pretinde
jertfa vietii mele.

Cetatenii: Sa traiesti, Brutus, sa trdiesti, sa trdiesti!

Primul cetdtean: Conduceti-1 in triumf la locuinta sa.

Al doilea cetatean: Ridicati-i o statuie pe langa cele ale
stramosilor sai.

Al treilea cetatean: Sa inlocuiasca el pe Caesar.

Al patrulea cetitean: In persoana lui Brutus veti rasplati
meritele cele mai bune ale lui Caesar.

Primul cetatean: Sa-1 intovdrdsim pand acasa cu strigate de
veselie.

BRUTUS: Concetateni,...

Al doilea cetatean: Taceti, linistiti-va! Brutus vorbeste.
Primul cetdtean: Tacere!

BRUTUS: Bunii mei cetdteni, ldsati-md sa ma duc singur
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And, for my sake, stay here with Antony.

Do grace to Caesar’s corpse, and grace his speech
Tending to Caesar’s glories; which Mark Antony,
By our permission, is allow’d to make.

I do entreat you, not a man depart,

Save I alone, till Antony have spoke.

Exit

First Citizen: Stay, ho! and let us hear Mark Antony.

Third Citizen: Let him go up into the public chair;

We'll hear him. Noble Antony, go up.

ANTONY: For Brutus’ sake, I am beholding to you.

Goes into the pulpit

Fourth Citizen: What does he say of Brutus?

Third Citizen: He says, for Brutus’ sake,

He finds himself beholding to us all.

Fourth Citizen: “Twere best he speak no harm of Brutus here.
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acasd. Dacd ma iubiti, ramaneti aici la Marcus Antonius.
Onorati pe mortul Caesar, onorati cuvantarea prin care dansul
va glorifica pe Caesar. Antonius este imputernicit de noi a
vorbi, va rog dar ca nimeni sd nu se departeze de aici, afara de
mine, pand ce nu va fi ispravit Marcus Antonius cuvantarea
sa.

(Brutus se duce)

Primul cetitean: Rdmaéneti dar, s-ascultam pe Marcus
Antonius.

Al treilea cetitean: Invoiti-1 a se urca la tribuna oratorilor. Dar
ascultati-I! Onorabile Antonius, urca-te la Tribuna.
ANTONIUS: Din pricina lui Brutus, va sunt foarte indatorat.

Al patrulea cetatean: Ce spune el acolo de Brutus?

Al treilea cetatean: Spune c4, din pricina lui Brutus, s-ar simti
foarte indatorat catre noi toti.

Al patrulea cetitean: Ar face bine sa nu vorbeasca rdu de
Brutus.
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First Citizen: This Caesar was a tyrant.

Third Citizen: Nay, that’s certain:

We are blest that Rome is rid of him.

Second Citizen: Peace! let us hear what Antony can say.

ANTONY: You gentle Romans, —
Citizens: Peace, ho! let us hear him.
ANTONY: Friends, Romans, countrymen, lend me your ears;
I come to bury Caesar, not to praise him.
The evil that men do lives after them;

The good is oft interred with their bones;
So let it be with Caesar. The noble Brutus
Hath told you Caesar was ambitious;

If it were so, it was a grievous fault,

And grievously hath Caesar answer’d it.
Here, under leave of Brutus and the rest, —
For Brutus is an honourable man;

So are they all, all honourable men, —
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Primul cetdtean: Caesar era un tiran.

Al treilea cetatean: Aceasta nu mai e supusad indoielii si e o
fericire pentru noi ca Roma a scapat de dansul.

Al patrulea cetdtean: Tdcere! ascultati ce poate sa ne zica
Antonius.

ANTONIUS: Vrednici Romani...

Cetatenii: Taceti, acultati-1.

ANTONIUS: Concetdteni, prieteni! Romani! Ascultati-md,
voi sd inmormantez pe Caesar, iar nu sa-1 laud. Raul ce-l fac
oamenii trdieste si dupa moartea lor. Binele mai totdeauna se
inmormanteaza cu oasele lor. Sa fie oare tot astfel si cu Caesar?
Onorabilul Brutus va zis cd el era ambitios si dacd e asa apoi
era o mare greseald si grea este pedeapsa care a suferit-o
Caesar pentru ea. Asadar, cu voia lui Brutus si a celorlalti (caci
Brutus e un barbat onorabil asa sunt ei toti, ca toti barbatii
onorabili), voi vorbi la inmormantarea lui Caesar. El imi era
prieten, credincios si drept cu mine, Brutus insa ne spune ca el
era ambitios si Brutus e un barbat onorabil. El a adus multi
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Come I to speak in Caesar’s funeral.

He was my friend, faithful and just to me:

But Brutus says he was ambitious;

And Brutus is an honourable man.

He hath brought many captives home to Rome
Whose ransoms did the general coffers fill:
Did this in Caesar seem ambitious?

When that the poor have cried, Caesar hath wept;
Ambition should be made of sterner stuff:

Yet Brutus says he was ambitious;

And Brutus is an honourable man.

You all did see that on the Lupercal

I thrice presented him a kingly crown,

Which he did thrice refuse: was this ambition?
Yet Brutus says he was ambitious;

And, sure, he is an honourable man.

I speak not to disprove what Brutus spoke,
But here I am to speak what I do know.

William Shakespeare.
Julius Caesar. Parallel Texts.
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prinsi in rdazboi la Roma a cdror rdscumpdrare a umplut
tezaurul public. Oare acestea sa fie fapte care ar dovedi
ambitia lui Caesar? Cand saracii se vditau in jurul sau, Caesar
plangea. As crede ca ambitia e alcdtuitd dintr-o materie mai
asprd. Brutus insd spune cd el era ambitios si Brutus e un
barbat onorabil. Chiar voi, ati vazut cu totii, cind in ziua
Lupercalilor, i-am oferit de trei ori coroana regald pe care el de
trei ori a respins-o. Unde e dar ambitia? Brutus insa spune ca
el era ambitios si dansul desigur e un om onorabil. Nu vreau
sd contest cele zise de Brutus, vorbesc aici numai despre ceea
ce stiu. Odata, toti l-ati iubit si nu fara prilej. Ce va impiedica
astazi a-1 plange? O judecatd! ai fugit la vitele cele proaste,
omul si-a pierdut mintea, aveti putinad rabdare! Inima mea se
afla aici in sicriu la Caesar, si trebuie sa tac pana ce imi revine.
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You all did love him once, not without cause:

What cause withholds you then to mourn for him?

O judgment! thou art fled to brutish beasts,

And men have lost their reason. Bear with me;

My heart is in the coffin there with Caesar,

And I must pause till it come back to me.

First Citizen: Methinks there is much reason in his sayings.

Second Citizen: If thou consider rightly of the matter,
Caesar has had great wrong.

Third Citizen: Has he, masters?

I fear there will a worse come in his place.

Fourth Citizen: Mark’d ye his words? He would not take the
Crown;

Therefore “tis certain he was not ambitious.

First Citizen: If it be found so, some will dear abide it.

Second Citizen: Poor soul! his eyes are red as fire with
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Primul cetitean: Imi pare ci cuvintele sale sunt bine
intemeiate.

Al doilea cetatean: Dacd judecam bine acest lucru, mi se pare
cd s-a fdcut o mare nedreptate lui Caesar.

Al treilea cetatean: Crezi, cetatene? Mi-e fricd sa nu vie altul
mai rdu in locul lui.

Al patrulea cetitean: Ati auzit? El nu a luat coroana, ceea ce
dovedeste destul de lamurit ca el nu era ambitios.

Primul cetatean: Daca lucrurile stau astfel, atunci multi au s-o
plateascd scump.
Al doilea cetatean: Sarmanul, ochii sai sunt rosii de plans ca
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weeping. focul.
Third Citizen: There’s not a nobler man in Rome than Al treilea cetatean: Antonius e bdrbatul cel mai cinstit din
Antony. Roma.
Fourth Citizen: Now mark him; he begins again to speak. Al patrulea cetatean: Ascultati-l, el incepe iardsi cuvantarea
sa.

ANTONY: But yesterday the word of Caesar might
Have stood against the world; now lies he there,

ANTONIUS: Ieri inca cuvantul lui Caesar s-ar fi impus lumii

intregi. Acuma insd el e culcat aici si cel mai nemernic om, nu-

And none so poor to do him reverence.

O masters! if I were disposed to stir

Your hearts and minds to mutiny and rage,

I should do Brutus wrong, and Cassius wrong,
Who, you all know, are honourable men.

I will not do them wrong; I rather choose

To wrong the dead, to wrong myself, and you,
Than I will wrong such honourable men.

But here’s a parchment with the seal of Caesar;
I found it in his closet, “tis his will.

Let but the commons hear this testament —

si pleacd capul inaintea lui. O cetdteni! Dacd as tinde a
infldcdra inima si barbdtia voastra pana la furie si rdscoald, as
face o nedreptate lui Cassius si lui Brutus, pe care-i cunoasteti
ca barbati onorabili. Nu voi sa le fac lor o nedreptate, mi-ar
pare mai bine sd fac o nedreptate acestui mort, chiar mi-e si
voud, decat unor barbati onorabili de felul acestora. Aruncati-
va insa privirea asupra acestui pergament, investit cu sigiliul
lui Caesar. L-am gasit la dansul, e ultima sa vointa. Daca
poporul ar cunoaste acest testament pe care, va cer iertare, nici
nu ma gandesc a-1 citi, s-ar duce toti sd sarute ranile lui Caesar
si ar colora hainele lor cu sangele sdu cel sfant, mai mult inc4,
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Which, pardon me, I do not mean to read —

And they would go and kiss dead Caesar’s wounds,

And dip their napkins in his sacred blood,

Yea, beg a hair of him for memory,

And, dying, mention it within their wills,

Bequeathing it as a rich legacy

Unto their issue.

Fourth Citizen: We'll hear the will: read it, Mark Antony.

All: The will, the will! we will hear Caesar’s will.

ANTONY: Have patience, gentle friends; I must not read it:

It is not meet you know how Caesar lov’d you.
You are not wood, you are not stones, but men;
And, being men, bearing the will of Caesar,

It will inflame you, it will make you mad.

‘Tis good you know not that you are his heirs;
For, if you should, O! what would come of it.
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ar starui chiar sd li se dea cate un par spre amintire pe care,
incetand din viata, l-ar insemna in testament si l-ar harazi

urmasilor din al lor sange, ca cel mai scump al lor legat.

Al patrulea Voim sa-l

testamentul, citeste Marcus Antonius.

cetdtean: cunoastem: citeste
Toti cetatenii: Da, da, testamentul. Citeste testamentul, citeste
Marcus Antonius.

ANTONIUS: Linistiti-va, buni prieteni. Nu mi-e dat voie a vi-
I citi. Nu trebuie sa stiti ce iubire a avut Caesar pentru voi. Nu
sunteti de lemn, nici de piatrd, sunteti oameni. Prin urmare,
dacd ati cunoaste testamentul lui Caesar, aceastd cunostinta v-
ar infldcdra, v-ar infuria. Nu trebuie sa stiti cd sunteti
mostenitorii sdi, caci dacd ati sti-o cate nu ar putea izvori dintr-
0 asemenea cunog,tin;é?
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Fourth Citizen: Read the will! we’ll hear it, Antony;
You shall read us the will, Caesar’s will.

ANTONY: Will you be patient? Will you stay awhile?
I have o’ershot myself to tell you of it.

I fear I wrong the honourable men

Whose daggers have stabb’d Caesar; I do fear it.
Fourth Citizen: They were traitors: honourable men!

All: The will! the testament!

Second Citizen: They were villains, murderers. The will! read
the will.

ANTONY: You will compel me then to read the will?

Then make a ring about the corpse of Caesar,

And let me show you him that made the will.

Shall I descend? and will you give me leave?

Several Citizens: Come down.

Second Citizen: Descend.
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Al patrulea cetatean: Citeste testamentul! Voim sa-1

cunoastem, Marcus Antonius. Citeste testamentul,
testamentul lui Caesar.

ANTONIUS: Ce, nu voiti sa aveti putina rabdare, nu voiti sa
mai asteptati? M-am grabit prea mult cand v-am spus-o. Mi-e
teama sd nu nedreptdtesc pe barbatii cei onorabili, prin a caror
pumnaluri a murit Caesar. Mi-e teama.

Al patrulea cetdtean: Sunt niste tradatori: cum ar putea fi
barbati onorabili?

Toti cetatenii: Testamentul! testamentul!

Al doilea cetdtean: Sunt niste rdi, niste ucigasi, testamentul,
citeste testamentul.

ANTONIUS: Ma siliti, dar, a va citi testamentul? Eh bine,
adunati-va in jurul trupului lui Caesar. Va voi arata pe acela

care v-a instituit ca mostenitori. Imi dati voie de a ma cobori?

Toti cetatenii: Da, da, vino.
Al doilea cetatean: Coboara-te.
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Third Citizen: You shall have leave.
ANTONY comes down

Fourth Citizen: A ring; stand round.

First Citizen: Stand from the hearse, stand from the body.

Second Citizen: Room for Antony, most noble Antony.

ANTONY: Nay, press not so upon me; stand far off.
Several Citizens: Stand back! room! bear back!
ANTONY: If you have tears, prepare to shed them now.
You all do know this mantle; I remember

The first time ever Caesar put it on;

‘Twas on a summer’s evening, in his tent,

That day he overcame the Nervii.

Look! in this place ran Cassius’ dagger through:

See what a rent the envious Casca made:

Through this the well-beloved Brutus stabb’d;

And, as he pluck’d his cursed steel away,
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Al treilea cetitean: Iti ddm cu plicere aceastd invoire.
(Antonius coboard)

Al patrulea cetatean: Adunati-va in jurul sdu.

Primul cetatean: Lasati locul slobod in jurul sicriului.
Departati-va de la mort.

Al doilea cetitean: Lasati locul slobod pentru Antonius,
pentru vrednicul Antonius.

ANTONIUS: He! Nu va indesati atéta, stati mai in depadrtare!
Toti cetatenii: Dati-va in laturi, retrageti-val!

ANTONIUS: Acuma, de aveti lacrimi, pregtiti-va a le varsa.
Aceasta manta, o cunoasteti toti; imi amintesc de ziua cand
Caesar a purtat-o de intdia datd. Era in cortul sdu, intr-o seard
de vard. Tocmai in acea zi el invinsese pe Nervii. Aici, priviti,
a strapuns-o pumnalul lui Cassius. Priviti pe unde a rupt-o
vicleanul Casca. Pe aici a strapuns-o Brutus, cel mult iubit, si
pe cand retrase din rana fierul sau blestemat, priviti cum I-a si
urmat sangele lui Caesar, ca si cand s-ar fi repezit la pragul
usii, sd afle daca intr-adevar Brutus e acela care bate in usa cu
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Mark how the blood of Caesar follow’d it,

As rushing out of doors, to be resolv’d

If Brutus so unkindly knock’d or no;

For Brutus, as you know, was Caesar’s angel:
Judge, O you gods! how dearly Caesar lov’d him.
This was the most unkindest cut of all;

For when the noble Caesar saw him stab,
Ingratitude, more strong than traitors” arms,
Quite vanquish’d him: then burst his mighty heart;
And, in his mantle muffling up his face,

Even at the base of Pompey’s statua,

Which all the while ran blood, great Caesar fell.
O! what a fall was there, my countrymen;

Then I, and you, and all of us fell down,

Whilst bloody treason flourish’d over us.

O! now you weep, and I perceive you feel

The dint of pity; these are gracious drops.

Kind souls, what! weep you when you but behold

William Shakespeare.
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atata brutalitate. Caci Brutus, precum stiti era ingerul lui
Caesar. O zei, judecati cat de mare era iubirea lui Caesar
pentru dansul. Din toate impunsaturile nici una nu l-a durut
ca aceasta. Cdci atunci cand vrednicul Caesar vazu pe Brutus,
decat

tradatorilor, l-a apdsat cu totul. Atunci numai inima sa cea

aceastd nerecunostintd, mai puternicd armele
mareata s-a plecat si acoperindu-si fata cu manta, chiar sub
piedestalul pe care se indlta statuia lui Pompeius, de pe care
curgea sangele, chiar acolo cazu marele Caesar. O cetatenii
mei, ce cddere! Atunci ati cdzut, voi si eu, cu totii am cdzut si
pe deasupra noastrd se veselea viclenia cea sangeroasa. O da,
acuma plangeti si vad ca simtiti puterea milei: aceste sunt
blande picaturi! Cum? Plangeti inimi bune, pe cand vedeti
numai haina Caesarului nostru, cat e ea de rupta? Eh bine!

Priviti dincoace! Aici zace chiar el aruncat de tradatori.

C ONTEMPORARY

L ITERATURE P RESS

http://editura.mttlc.ro

The University of Bucharest, 2016



William Shakespeare.
Julius Caesar. Parallel Texts.
Translated into Romanian by Dimitrie N. Ghika, 1908.

110
Our Caesar’s vesture wounded? Look you here,
Here is himself, marr’d, as you see, with traitors.
First Citizen: O piteous spectacle! Primul cetatean: O, jalnic spectacol.
Second Citizen: O noble Caesar! Al doilea cetdtean: O, demne Caesar!
Third Citizen: O woful day! Al treilea cetatean: O, zi intristdtoare!
Fourth Citizen: O traitors, villains! Al patrulea cetdtean: O, ticaloti si tradatori!
First Citizen: O most bloody sight! Primul cetdtean: O, priveliste singeroasa!
Second Citizen: We will be revenged. Al doilea cetitean: Voim razbunare!
All: Revenge! About! Seek! Burn! Fire! Kill! Slay! Toti cetatenii: Razbunare! Rasculati-va si cautati-i, parjoliti,
Let not a traitor live! ardeti, loviti, omorati! Nu ldsati pe vreunul din ei sd mai
traiasca!
ANTONY: Stay, countrymen! ANTONIUS: Linistiti-va, cetdteni!
First Citizen: Peace there! Hear the noble Antony. Primul cetatean: Tacere aci! Ascultati pe vrednicul Antonius.
Second Citizen: We'll hear him, we’ll follow him, we’ll die Al doilea cetatean: Voim sa-l ascultdm, voim sd-1 urmam,
with him. voim sd murim pentru dansul.
ANTONY: Good friends, sweet friends, let me not stir you up ANTONIUS: Buni si scumpi prieteni, nu trebuie sa vd imping
To such a sudden flood of mutiny. in ale rdscoalei crunte valuri. Acei care au faptuit aceasta sunt
They that have done this deed are honourable: onorabili. Ce tAnguiri personale ar fi avand, pentru ce au facut-
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What private griefs they have, alas! I know not,

That made them do it: they are wise and honourable,
And will, no doubt, with reasons answer you.

I come not, friends, to steal away your hearts:

I am no orator, as Brutus is;

But, as you know me all, a plain blunt man,

That love my friend; and that they know full well
That gave me public leave to speak of him.

For I have neither wit, nor words, nor worth,

Action, nor utterance, nor the power of speech,

To stir men’s blood: I only speak right on;

I tell you that which you yourselves do know,

Show you sweet Caesar’s wounds, poor poor dumb mouths,
And bid them speak for me: but were I Brutus,

And Brutus Antony, there were an Antony

Would ruffle up your spirits, and put a tongue

In every wound of Caesar, that should move

The stones of Rome to rise and mutiny.

William Shakespeare.
Julius Caesar. Parallel Texts.

Translated into Romanian by Dimitrie N. Ghika, 1908.

0, aceasta eu nu o pot sti. Sunt insa priceputi si onorabili si e
neindoios ca vor sti sd va scoatd inainte motivele lor. Inimile
voastre, nu vin ca sa vi le fur, prieteni. Eu nu sunt un orator
distins ca Brutus, numai precum stiti toti, un om neprefacut,
devotat prietenului si aceasta prea bine au cunoscut-o acei care
m-au invoit a vorbi aici. Eu n-am cunostintd de carte, nici
elocventa, nici demnitate, nici pricepere in expunere si nici
puterea cuvantului spre a intdrata sangele oamenilor, nu! Eu
vorbesc numai pe fatd si nu va spun alta decat ceea ce stiti. Va
arat ranile iubitului Caesar. Aceste biete si mute rani, lasati-le
ele sa vorbeascad in locul meu. Daca insa as fi eu Brutus si
Brutus, Marcus Antonius, atunci s-ar ivi unul care ar atata
spiritele voastre si ar da fiecdrei rdni a lui Caesar cate o voce,
care chiar si pietrele din Roma le-ar rascula.
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All: We'll mutiny.

First Citizen: We'll burn the house of Brutus.

Third Citizen: Away, then! come, seek the conspirators.
ANTONY: Yet hear me, countrymen; yet hear me speak.
All: Peace, ho! Hear Antony, most noble Antony!

ANTONY: Why, friends, you go to do you know not what:

Wherein hath Caesar thus deserv’d your loves?
Alas! you know not: I must tell you then.

You have forgot the will I told you of.

All: Most true. The will! Let’s stay and hear the will.

ANTONY: Here is the will, and under Caesar’s seal.
To every Roman citizen he gives,
To every several man, seventy-five drachmas.

Second Citizen: Most noble Caesar! we'll revenge his death.

Third Citizen: O royal Caesar!
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Toti cetatenii: Rasculare.

Primul cetatean: Aprindeti casa lui Brutus.

Al treilea cetatean: Haide, veniti, cdutati pe conspiratori.
ANTONIUS: Mai ascultati-mad, cetatenii mei, ascultati-ma.
Toti cetatenii: Tacere aici! Ascultati pe Marcus Antonius, pe
vrednicul Marcus Antonius.

ANTONIUS: Eh, mai stiti voi ce faceti? Prin ce Caesar meritat-
a iubirea voastra? O nu! nu o stiti! Eh bine, auziti-o dar! Ati
uitat testamentul de care v-am vorbit.

Toti cetatenii: Intr-adevir, testamentul! ramaneti, ascultati
testamentul.

ANTONIUS: Aci e testamentul investit cu sigiliul lui Caesar
prin care el daruieste fiecdrui cetatean al Romei, de fiecare cap,
cate 75 de drahme.

Al doilea cetatean: O vrednice Caesar! veniti ca sa razbundm
moartea sa!

Al treilea cetatean: O regale Caesar!
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ANTONY: Hear me with patience. ANTONIUS: Ascultati-ma cu rdbdare.
All: Peace, ho! Toti cetatenii: Tacere, aici!
ANTONY: Moreover, he hath left you all his walks, ANTONIUS: Vd mai lasa si toate parcurile sale, boscheturile
His private arbours, and new-planted orchards, inchise, gradini noi plantate dincoace de Tibru, voud si
On this side Tiber; he hath left them you, mostenitorilor vostri pe timp nemadrginit spre a va putea
And to your heirs for ever; common pleasures, preumbla si veseli prin ele. Acesta era un Caesar, cand va veni
To walk abroad, and recreate yourselves. iardsi unul care sa-i semene lui?
Here was a Caesar! when comes such another?
First Citizen: Never, never! Come, away, away! Primul cetdtean: Niciodata! niciodata! Veniti, ardeti mortul pe
We'll burn his body in the holy place, piata cea sfantd si cu taciunele dati fac caselor tradatorilor.
And with the brands fire the traitors” houses. Ridicati mortul.
Take up the body.
Second Citizen: Go fetch fire. Al doilea cetatean: Duceti-va de aduceti foc.
Third Citizen: Pluck down benches. Al treilea cetatean: Daramati banci.
Fourth Citizen: Pluck down forms, windows, any thing. Al patrulea cetatean: Daramati scaune si pravalii.
Exeunt Citizens with the body (Cetatenii se duc cu trupul lui Caesar)
ANTONY: Now let it work: mischief, thou art afoot, ANTONIUS: intinde-te de acum inainte, ndpastd, esti urnitd
Take thou what course thou wilt! din loc, apuca pe orice cale vei voil
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Enter a Servant (Vine un servitor)
How now, fellow! Ce-mi aduci, baiete!
Servant: Sir, Octavius is already come to Rome. Servitorul: Octavius a si sosit la Roma.
ANTONY: Where is he? ANTONIUS: Unde este el?
Servant: He and Lepidus are at Caesar’s house. Servitorul: El si Lepidus sunt in casa lui Caesar.
ANTONY: And thither will I straight to visit him: ANTONIUS: De indata ma voi duce si eu acolo ca sa-1 vad. A
He comes upon a wish. Fortune is merry, sosit la timp. Norocul e prielnic si ramanand asa, ne va
And in this mood will give us any thing. indeplini toate dorintele.
Servant: | heard him say, Brutus and Cassius Servitorul: L-am auzit cum zicea ca Cassius si Brutus, ca niste
Are rid like madmen through the gates of Rome. nebuni, ar fi trecut calare prin portile Romei.
ANTONY: Belike they had some notice of the people, ANTONIUS: Se vede ca vor fi primit stiinta de la popor cum
How I had moved them. Bring me to Octavius. l-am razvratit. Du-mad la Octavius.
Exeunt (Pleacai)
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SCENE I11.
The same. A street.

Enter CINNA the poet

CINNA THE POET: I dreamt to-night that I did feast with
Caesar,

And things unlucky charge my fantasy:

I have no will to wander forth of doors,

Yet something leads me forth.

Enter Citizens

First Citizen: What is your name?

Second Citizen: Whither are you going?

Third Citizen: Where do you dwell?

Fourth Citizen: Are you a married man, or a bachelor?
Second Citizen: Answer every man directly.

First Citizen: Ay, and briefly.

Fourth Citizen: Ay, and wisely.
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Scena III.
Roma. O strada.
(Cinna poetul intrd pe scend)

CINNA POETUL: Am visat astdzi cd pranzeam cu Caesar si
o soartd rea imi stdpaneste gandirea. Nu sunt dispus sd ies
din casd si totusi, e ceva care ma goneste afara.

(Cetatenii vin)

Primul cetidtean: Care iti este numele?

Al doilea cetatean: Unde te duci?

Al treilea cetatean: Unde locuiesti?

Al patrulea cetatean: Esti cdsdtorit sau burlac?

Al doilea cetdtean: Raspunde fiecdruia fard intarziere.
Primul cetdtean: Da, si pe scurt.

Al patrulea cetdtean: Da, si cu pricepere.
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Third Citizen: Ay, and truly, you were best.

CINNA THE POET: What is my name? Whither am I going?
Where do I dwell? Am I a married man, or a bachelor? Then,
to answer every man directly and briefly, wisely and

truly: wisely I say, I am a bachelor.

Second Citizen: That’s as much as to say, they are fools that
marry; you'll bear me a bang for that, I fear. Proceed; directly.

CINNA THE POET: Directly, I am going to Caesar’s funeral.

First Citizen: As a friend or an enemy?

CINNA THE POET: As a friend.

Second Citizen: That matter is answered directly.
Fourth Citizen: For your dwelling, briefly.

CINNA THE POET: Briefly, I dwell by the Capitol.
Third Citizen: Your name, sir, truly.

CINNA THE POET: Truly, my name is Cinna.
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Al treilea cetatean: Da, raspunde cinstit, te sfatuim.

CINNA POETUL: Care imi este numele? Unde md duc? Unde
locuiesc? Daca sunt cdsatorit sau burlac? Eh bine ca sd rdspund
fiecdrui om fara intarziere si pe scurt, cu pricepere si cinstit,
zic cu pricepere: sunt un burlac.

Al doilea cetatean: Adicd, vrei sa zici: cine se casdtoreste e un
nebun. Pentru aceasta am de gand sa te carpesc. Inainte, fara
intarziere!

CINNA POETUL: Fara intarziere ma duc la inmormaéantarea
lui Caesar.

Primul cetdtean: Ca prieten sau ca dusman?

CINNA POETUL: Ca prieten.

Al doilea cetdtean: Acesta era un raspuns neintarziat.

Al patrulea cetatean: Care iti este locuinta, pe scurt?

CINNA POETUL: Pe scurt, locuiesc langa Capitol.

Al treilea cetdtean: Care iti este numele, Domnule? raspunde
cinstit.

CINNA POETUL: Pe cinste, numele meu e Cinna.
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First Citizen: Tear him to pieces; he’s a conspirator. Primul cetdtean: Rupeti-1 in buciti! El e un conspirator.
CINNA THE POET: I am Cinna the poet, I am Cinna the CINNA POETUL: Sunt Cinna poetul! Sunt Cinna poetul!
poet.
Fourth Citizen: Tear him for his bad verses, tear him for his Al patrulea cetatean: Sfasiati-1 pentru versurile sale cele rele!
bad verses.
CINNA THE POET: I am not Cinna the conspirator. CINNA POETUL: Nu sunt Cinna conspiratorul.
Fourth Citizen: It is no matter, his name’s Cinna; pluck but Al patrulea cetitean: E tot una: Numele lui e Cinna; rupeti-i
his name out of his heart, and turn him going. numele din inima si dati-i drumul.
Third Citizen: Tear him, tear him! Come, brands ho! fire- Al treilea cetatean: Rupeti-l, sfasiati-l. Hai veniti, foc, taciuni
brands: to Brutus’, to Cassius’; burn all. Some to Decius’ de foc: la Brutus! la Cassius. Dati-le foc la toate! Voi la casa lui
house, and some to Casca’s; some to Ligarius’. Away! Go! Decius! Voi la cea a lui Casca. Voi la cea a lui Ligarius! Haide!
Exeunt Veniti!

(Toti ies in diferite directiuni)
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ACT IV
SCENE 1.
Rome. A room in ANTONY’s House.
ANTONY, OCTAVIUS, and LEPIDUS, seated at a table

ANTONY: These many, then, shall die; their names are
prick’d.

OCTAVIUS: Your brother too must die; consent you,
Lepidus?

LEPIDUS: I do consent.

OCTAVIUS: Prick him down, Antony.

LEPIDUS: Upon condition Publius shall not live,

Who is your sister’s son, Mark Antony.

ANTONY: He shall not live; look, with a spot I damn him.
But, Lepidus, go you to Caesar’s house;

Fetch the will hither, and we shall determine

How to cut off some charge in legacies.
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Actul IV.
Scena I.
Roma. O camera in casa lui ANTONIUS
Antonius , Octavius, si Lepidus (asezati la o masd)

ANTONIUS: Acei, dar, trebuie sd moard, a cdror nume sunt
insemnate aci.

OCTAVIUS: Gi fratele tdu trebuie sa moard, Lepidus. Te
invoiesti cu aceasta?

LEPIDUS: Ma invoiesc.

OCTAVIUS: Inseamni-1 Antonius!

LEPIDUS: Cu conditie insd, ca Publius sd nu traiascd, care e
fiu al surorii tale, Marcus Antonius.

ANTONIUS: Sd nu trdiascd; priveste aici, o trasatura de
condei il condamnd. Du-te insd Lepidus la casa lui Caesar,
add-ne testamentul sdu: voim sd vedem cu cat am putea
micsora legdturile.
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LEPIDUS: What, shall I find you here?
OCTAVIUS: Or here or at the Capitol.

Exit LEPIDUS

ANTONY: This is a slight unmeritable man,
Meet to be sent on errands: is it fit,

The three-fold world divided, he should stand
One of the three to share it?

OCTAVIUS: So you thought him;

And took his voice who should be prick’d to die,
In our black sentence and proscription.

ANTONY: Octavius, I have seen more days than you:

And though we lay these honours on this man,
To ease ourselves of divers slanderous loads,

He shall but bear them as the ass bears gold,

To groan and sweat under the business,

Either led or driven, as we point the way;

And having brought our treasure where we will,
Then take we down his load, and turn him off,

William Shakespeare.
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LEPIDUS: Cum? Trebuie sa va gasesc aici?

OCTAVIUS: Aici, sau pe Capitol.

(Lepidus se duce)

ANTONIUS: Acest om e usuratic si fara valoare, bun numai a
duce porunci. Acuma, cand avem a da un nume la cele trei
parti a lumii, merita el oare a-si lua si el ca cel de-al treilea,
partea sa?

OCTAVIUS: Ai crezut-o si ai pus temei pe cuvantul sdu cand,
in negrul consiliu a proscriptiunilor noastre, am insemnat pe
acei condamnati a muri.

ANTONIUS: Octavius, am vazut mai multe zile decéat tine:
Desi gramddim onoruri pe acest om pentru a departa povara
calomniilor, el totusi le poartd precum poartd mdgarul o
sarcind de aur asudand si gemand sub povard, manat si gonit
pe unde-i ardtdm calea pand ce a dus tezaurul nostru la locul
insemnat de noi. Atunci ludm sarcina de pe déansul si ii dam
drumul, ca la un magar desdrcinat de povarad, ca sd-si scuture
urechile si sa-si caute de pasune pe cAmp deschis.
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Like to the empty ass, to shake his ears,

And graze in commons.

OCTAVIUS: You may do your will;

But he’s a tried and valiant soldier.

ANTONY: So is my horse, Octavius; and for that
I do appoint him store of provender.

It is a creature that I teach to fight,

To wind, to stop, to run directly on,

His corporal motion govern’d by my spirit.

And, in some taste, is Lepidus but so;

He must be taught and train’d and bid go forth;
A barren-spirited fellow; one that feeds

On abjects orts and imitations,

Which, out of use and staled by other men,
Begin his fashion: do not talk of him

But as a property. And now, Octavius,

Listen great things: Brutus and Cassius

Are levying powers; we must straight make head;
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OCTAVIUS: Fa precum iti place. El totusi a dat probe ca e un
bun ostas.

ANTONIUS: Ca si calul meu, Octavius, cdruia-i regulez
pentru aceasta, masura sa de nutret. Nu e oare o fiinta pe care
oinvat a lupta, a se intoarce, a sta pe loc, a alerga drept inainte,
a carei actiune corporald e regulati de mintea mea? In multe
chipuri si Lepidus nu e mai mult; Trebuie mai intai sd-i dai
invataturd, sa-1 conduci, sa-l mustrezi; Un bdrbat cu putina
minte, care se nutreste cu lucruri, cu inchipuiri si imitatii
invechite care nu devin ale sale decat dupa ce au fost
intrebuintate de altii. Nu il pretui altfel decat ca o anexa.
Acuma insd, Octavius asculta lucruri mari. Brutus si Cassius
au tocmit ostasi; trebuie cat de curand sd le tinem piept. Sa
adundm dar partizanii nostri, sd ne asigurdm prietenii punand
in picioare toatd puterea noastra! Sa ne sfatuim de indata cum
am putea afla mai curdnd cele ascunse si cum am putea
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Therefore let our alliance be combin’d, combate mai sigur primejdiile cunoscute.
Our best friends made, our means stretch’d out;
And let us presently go sit in council,
How covert matters may be best disclos’d,
And open perils surest answered.
OCTAVIUS: Let us do so: for we are at the stake, OCTAVIUS: Asa sd fie, cdci suntem inconjurati de spioni si
And bay’d about with many enemies; multi dusmani latrd in jurul nostru. Mi-e teama cd multi de
And some that smile have in their hearts, I fear aceia care zdmbesc poartd in inima lor mii de rautati.
Millions of mischiefs. (amandoi se duc)

Exeunt
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SCENE II. Scena II.

Camp near Sardis. Before BRUTUS's tent. Langa Sardes. Dinaintea cortului lui BRUTUS
Drum. Enter BRUTUS, LUCILIUS, LUCIUS, and Soldiers: (Bitaie de tobe. Brutus, Lucilius, Lucius si ostasi intrd pe scend.
TITINIUS and PINDARUS meeting them Pindarus si Titinius vin spre intampinarea lor)
BRUTUS: Stand, ho! BRUTUS: Stati!
LUCILIUS: Give the word, ho! and stand. LUCILIUS: Eh! Inaintati ordinul si stati!
BRUTUS: What now, Lucilius! is Cassius near? BRUTUS: Ce este, Lucilius! Cassius e aproape?
LUCILIUS: He is at hand; and Pindarus is come LUCILIUS: El nu e departe, si aici vine Pindarus ca sa te salute
To do you salutation from his master. in numele stapanului sdu.
PINDARUS gives a letter to BRUTUS (Pindarus inmaneaza o scrisoare lui Brutus)
BRUTUS: He greets me well. Your master, Pindarus, BRUTUS: Salutarea sa e prieteneasca. Vei sti ca stapanul tau,
In his own change, or by ill officers, de la sine, sau ascultand sfaturi rele, mi-a dat un serios prilej
Hath given me some worthy cause to wish de a dori ca lucruri intdmplate sad nu se fi intdimplat. Dacd insa
Things done, undone; but, if he be at hand, el e pe aici in apropiere, imi va da satisfactia cuvenita.
I shall be satisfied.
PINDARUS: I do not doubt PINDARIUS: Nu md indoiesc ca vrednicul meu stapan, dupa
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But that my noble master will appear

Such as he is, full of regard and honour.
BRUTUS: He is not doubted. A word, Lucilius;
How he receiv’d you, let me be resolv’d.
LUCILIUS: With courtesy and with respect enough;
But not with such familiar instances,

Nor with such free and friendly conference,

As he hath us’d of old.

BRUTUS: Thou hast describ’d

A hot friend cooling. Ever note, Lucilius,

When love begins to sicken and decay,

It useth an enforced ceremony.

There are no tricks in plain and simple faith;
But hollow men, like horses hot at hand,

Make gallant show and promise of their mettle;
But when they should endure the bloody spur,
They fall their crests, and, like deceitful jades,
Sink in the trial. Comes his army on?
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cum 1ii este si firea, se va infdtisa cu deplind onoare si
demnitate.

BRUTUS: Nu ne indoim de déansul. Un cuvant, Lucilius!
Déa-mi de stire cum te-a primit.

LUCILIUS: Cu destuld politete si onoare, insda nu cu acea
iubire adéncd, nici cu acele cuvinte neprefdcute si prietenesti,

cum o facea mai tnainte.

BRUTUS: Imi descrii cum prietenii cildurosi incep a deveni
mai reci unul pentru altul. Vei vedea totdeauna Lucilius ca
iubirea, cand se imbolndveste si dispare, se inconjoard de
politeti silite. Devotamentul cel curat si modest nu cunoaste
asemenea apucaturi artificiale; Cei prefacuti insa sunt ca si
caii, plini de foc la porneala: au o infdtisare frumoasa cu
aparenta de putere; cand insd te vezi silit a-i face sa simta
pintenii insangerati, atunci, ca niste gloabe, nu pot sustine
incercarea. Armata sa s-apropie?
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LUCILIUS: They mean this night in Sardis to be quarter’d;
The greater part, the horse in general,

Are come with Cassius.

BRUTUS: Hark! he is arriv’d.

Low march within

March gently on to meet him.

Enter CASSIUS and Soldiers

CASSIUS: Stand, ho!

BRUTUS: Stand, ho! Speak the word along.

First Soldier: Stand!

Second Soldier: Stand!

Third Soldier: Stand!

CASSIUS: Most noble brother, you have done me wrong.
BRUTUS: Judge me, you gods! Wrong I mine enemies?
And, if not so, how should I wrong a brother?

CASSIUS: Brutus, this sober form of yours hides wrongs;
And when you do them —

BRUTUS: Cassius, be content.

William Shakespeare.
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LUCILIUS: Vor sd ia cartierul lor de noapte in Sardes. Cea mai

mare parte, toatd cdldrimea vine cu Cassius.

BRUTUS: Asculta! el chiar a sosit.

(Un mars dupd scend)

Inaintati incet spre intampinare.

(Cassius intrd cu ostasii)

CASSIUS: Stati!

BRUTUS: Dati ordinul mai departe.

Primul soldat: Stati!

Al doilea soldat: Stati!

Al treilea soldat: Stati!

CASSIUS: M-ai atins prea mult, vrednice frate.

BRUTUS: Voi zei, judecati! Nu ating prea mult pe dusmanii
mei si cum as face-o fratelui meu?

CASSIUS: Brutus, aceastd dreapta a ta purtare totusi ascunde
o nedreptate, si cand tu o faci...

BRUTUS: Stapaneste-te, Cassius! Expune linistit ce tanguire
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Speak your griefs softly: I do know you well.
Before the eyes of both our armies here,

Which should perceive nothing but love from us,
Let us not wrangle: bid them move away;

Then in my tent, Cassius, enlarge your griefs,

And I will give you audience.

CASSIUS: Pindarus,

Bid our commanders lead their charges off

A little from this ground.

BRUTUS: Lucilius, do you the like; and let no man
Come to our tent till we have done our conference.
Let Lucius and Titinius guard our door.

Exeunt

William Shakespeare.
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ai.—Te cunosc bine. Nu ni se cuvine a ne certa in fata ambelor

armate care nu ar trebui sd vada de la noi decat numai iubire!
Déa-le ordin ca sd se departeze! Atunci in cortul meu vei
expune tanguirile tale si eu le voi asculta.

CASSIUS: Pindarius, spune cdpitanilor nostri sa departeze
putin ostirile de la acest loc.

BRUTUS: Tot astfel fa si tu, Lucilius: Nu lasa pe nimeni sa
intre, cat va tine convorbirea noastra. Lucius si Titinius vor sta
de paza.

(Lucius si Titinius in putind departare)

(Toti ies)
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SCENE I11.
Within the Tent of Brutus.

Enter BRUTUS and CASSIUS

CASSIUS: That you have wrong’d me doth appear in this:

You have condemn’d and noted Lucius Pella

For taking bribes here of the Sardians;

Wherein my letters, praying on his side,

Because I knew the man, were slighted off.

BRUTUS: You wrong’d yourself to write in such a case.
CASSIUS: In such a time as this it is not meet

That every nice offence should bear his comment.
BRUTUS: Let me tell you, Cassius, you yourself

Are much condemn’d to have an itching palm;

To sell and mart your offices for gold

To undeservers.
CASSIUS: I an itching palm!
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Scena III.
Tabara langa Sardes. In cortul lui BRUTUS.
(Brutus si Cassius intra)

CASSIUS: Neajunsul care mi l-ai facut reiese din aceasta: Ai
osandit cu asprime pe Lucius Pella pentru cd a fost mituit de
Sardieni. Desi, cunoscand pe acest om, am stdruit in favoarea

sa, nu ai tinut seama de scrisoarea mea.

BRUTUS: Te-ai atins singur scriind intr-un asemenea caz.
CASSIUS: In imprejurarile de fatd nu se cuvine ca fiecare mica
greseald sd fie criticata.

BRUTUS: Ingiduie ca si ti-o spun, Cassius: chiar tu esti
banuit ca stai la tocmeald, si intinzdind mainile, vinzi
functiunile tale la cei lipsiti de merite.

CASSIUS: Cum! eu intind mainile? Stii bine ca tu esti Brutus
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You know that you are Brutus that speak this,

Or, by the gods, this speech were else your last.
BRUTUS: The name of Cassius honours this corruption,
And chastisement doth therefore hide his head.
CASSIUS: Chastisement!

BRUTUS: Remember March, the Ides of March remember:

Did not great Julius bleed for justice sake?
What villain touch’d his body, that did stab,
And not for justice? What! shall one of us,
That struck the foremost man of all this world
But for supporting robbers, shall we now
Contaminate our fingers with base bribes,
And sell the mighty space of our large honours
For so much trash as may be grasped thus?

I had rather be a dog, and bay the moon,
Than such a Roman.

CASSIUS: Brutus, bay not me;

I'll not endure it: you forget yourself,
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care o spune. Cdci zeii sa m-ajute! De almintrelea acesta ar fi
ultimul tdu cuvant.

BRUTUS: Numele lui Cassius acoperd mituirea. Iatd pentru ce
osanda isi ascunde capul.

CASSIUS: Osanda?

BRUTUS: Gandeste-te la Martie, gandeste-te la Idul lui
Martie. Nu a fost legalitatea oare pentru care marele Iulius si-
a pierdut viata? Care ticdlos ar fi pus mana pe dansul, ar fi
ridicat pumnalul, dacd nu pentru legalitate? Cum trebuie unul
din acei care au ucis pe cel mai insemnat barbat din aceasta
lume, numai pentru ca ocrotea talhari, trebuie noi sa
murdadrim mainile noastre cu daruri marsave? Si vindem
cercul intins al demnitatilor noastre pentru atata gunoi cat am
putea apuca? Mai bine sa fii un caine ldtrand la lund decéat un
Roman de acest soi.

CASSIUS: Nu latra tu, Brutus, la mine! Nu vreau s-o rabd. Te
intreci singur cu vorba cand mad ingramadesti astfel: sunt un
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To hedge me in. I am a soldier, I,

Older in practice, abler than yourself

To make conditions.

BRUTUS: Go to; you are not, Cassius.

CASSIUS: I am.

BRUTUS: I say you are not.

CASSIUS: Urge me no more, I shall forget myself;
Have mind upon your health; tempt me no further.
BRUTUS: Away, slight man!

CASSIUS: Is’t possible?

BRUTUS: Hear me, for I will speak.

Must I give way and room to your rash choler?

Shall I be frighted when a madman stares?

CASSIUS: O ye gods, ye gods! must I endure all this?
BRUTUS: All this! ay, more: fret till your proud heart break;
Go show your slaves how choleric you are,

And make your bondmen tremble. Must I budge?
Must I observe you? Must I stand and crouch
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ostas mai incercat, mai batran, mai destoinic decat tine, pentru

a impune conditiuni.

BRUTUS: Vorbe numai, totusi nu esti Cassius.

CASSIUS: Sunt.

BRUTUS: Eu zic cd nu esti.

CASSIUS: Nu méd mai gramadi, nu ma voi stdpani, gandeste-
te la viata ta, nu ma mai intdrata.

BRUTUS: Du-te, barbat usurel!

CASSIUS: Sé fie cu putintd?

BRUTUS: Ascultd-m3, caci vreau sa vorbesc. Trebuie eu sd ma
supun infldcararii tale? Trebuie eu sa ma sperii cand se infurie
un nebun?

CASSIUS: O, zei! Zei, trebuie eu si le rabd toate acestea?
BRUTUS: Toate acestea! Mai multe inc4! Infurie-te pana ce
inima cea mandra iti va plesni, du-te aratd robilor tdi cat de
repede te apucd mania, fa-i pe dansii sd tremure. Trebuie eu sa
ma dosesc? Trebuie eu sa-ti fac curte? Trebuie eu sa stau umilit
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Under your testy humour? By the gods,

You shall digest the venom of your spleen,

Though it do split you; for, from this day forth,

I'll use you for my mirth, yea, for my laughter,

When you are waspish.

CASSIUS: Is it come to this?

BRUTUS: You say you are a better soldier:

Let it appear so; make your vaunting true,

And it shall please me well. For mine own part,

I shall be glad to learn of noble men.

CASSIUS: You wrong me every way; you wrong me, Brutus;
I said, an elder soldier, not a better:

Did I say ‘better’?

BRUTUS: If you did, I care not.

CASSIUS: When Caesar liv'd, he durst not thus have mov’d
me.

BRUTUS: Peace, peace! you durst not so have tempted him.
CASSIUS: I durst not!
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si sd-mi plec capul in fata girgaunilor tdi? In numele zeilor!
Trebuie sa-ti inghiti veninul si chiar daca ai plesni, cdci de
astazi fnainte vei fi numai de petrecere si de ras pentru mine
daca te strambi astfel.

CASSIUS: Unde-am ajuns?

BRUTUS: Spui cd esti un mai bun ostas: Dovedeste dar, fa sa
se adevereascd lauddsenia ta. Voi vedea cu pldcere, cdci, in ce
ma priveste, sunt gata a invata de la barbati mai priceputi
decat mine.

CASSIUS: Ma nedreptdteste Brutus, ma nedreptdteste in
toate, am zis un ostas mai batran, nu unul mai bun, sa fi zis
oare unul mai bun?

BRUTUS: Si de ai fi spus-o, mie imi e tot atata.

CASSIUS: Nu as fi ingdduit nici chiar lui Caesar sa-mi
vorbeasca astfel.

BRUTUS: O taci! nici nu aveai ingdduinta a-1 supara astfel.
CASSIUS: Nu aveam ingaduinta?
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BRUTUS: No.

CASSIUS: What! durst not tempt him!

BRUTUS: For your life you durst not.

CASSIUS: Do not presume too much upon my love;
I may do that I shall be sorry for.

BRUTUS: You have done that you should be sorry for.

There is no terror, Cassius, in your threats;

For I am arm’d so strong in honesty

That they pass by me as the idle wind,

Which I respect not. I did send to you

For certain sums of gold, which you denied me;
For I can raise no money by vile means:

By heaven, I had rather coin my heart,

And drop my blood for drachmas, than to wring
From the hard hands of peasants their vile trash
By any indirection. I did send

To you for gold to pay my legions,

Which you denied me: was that done like Cassius?

William Shakespeare.
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BRUTUS: Nu.

CASSIUS: Cum? Nu aveam voie a-l supara?

BRUTUS: Pe viata ta, nu aveai voie.

CASSIUS: Nu te bizui prea mult pe iubirea mea. Nu ma
impinge la o fapta de care m-as cai in urma.

BRUTUS: Chiar ai facut una de care ar trebui sa te caiesti. Ma
simt atat de otelit prin cinstea mea cd amenintarea ta nu ma
inspdimanta, Cassius. Ea trece peste mine ca un vant desert,
fara insemnatate pentru mine. Ti-am trimis o cerere pentru o
sumd de aur pe care mi-ai respins-o. Eu nu pot sa ridic bani
prin mijloace rusinoase; cerul sd m-auda! Mai curadnd as bate
monede din inima mea, preschimband in drahme picaturile
sangelui meu, decat de a rapi prin vreo apucdturd mestesugita
din mainile aspre ale taranilor pacatoasa lor avere. Am trimis
la tine dupd bani ca sa-mi pldtesc legioanele; mi-ai respins
cererea. Mi se cuvenea aceasta din partea lui Cassius? As fi
raspuns eu astfel lui Caius Cassius? Cand, Marcus Brutus va
deveni vreodatd atat de zgarcit sa refuze prietenilor niste
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Should I have answer’d Caius Cassius so?
When Marcus Brutus grows so covetous,

To lock such rascal counters from his friends,
Be ready, gods, with all your thunderbolts;
Dash him to pieces!

CASSIUS: I denied you not.

BRUTUS: You did.

CASSIUS: I did not: he was but a fool

That brought my answer back. Brutus hath rived my heart.

A friend should bear his friend’s infirmities,
But Brutus makes mine greater than they are.
BRUTUS: I do not, till you practise them on me.

CASSIUS: You love me not.
BRUTUS: I do not like your faults.
CASSIUS: A friendly eye could never see such faults.

BRUTUS: A flatterer’s would not, though they do appear
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pdcdtoase monede, atunci! Voi, Zei, pregatiti trasnetele

voastre si sfaramati-1.

CASSIUS: Nu ti-am respins cererea.

BRUTUS: Ba da!

CASSIUS: Acel care ti-a adus rdaspunsul era numai un prost.
Brutus imi rupi inima. Un prieten ar trebui sd se deprinda cu
sldbiciunile prietenului; Brutus imi face pe ale mele mai mari
decat sunt.

BRUTUS: Nu o fac aceasta pana cand incepi a mad necdji cu
ele.

CASSIUS: Nu ma iubesti.

BRUTUS: Numai greselile tale nu le iubesc.

CASSIUS: Un ochi de prieten niciodatd nu ar fi putut vedea
asemenea greseli.

BRUTUS: Un ochi de lingusitor nu le-ar vedea chiar de s-ar
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As huge as high Olympus.

CASSIUS: Come, Antony, and young Octavius, come,
Revenge yourselves alone on Cassius,

For Cassius is aweary of the world;

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

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

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

To cast into my teeth. O! I could weep

My spirit from mine eyes. There is my dagger,

And here my naked breast; within, a heart

Dearer than Plutus’ mine, richer than gold:

If that thou be’st a Roman, take it forth;

I, that denied thee gold, will give my heart:

Strike, as thou didst at Caesar; for, I know,

When thou didst hate him worst, thou lov’dst him better
Than ever thou lov’dst Cassius.

BRUTUS: Sheathe your dagger:

Be angry when you will, it shall have scope;
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ardta mai mari decat Olimpul.

CASSIUS: Vino acuma, Marcus Antonius, vino Octavius,
rdzbunati-va numai asupra lui Cassius, cdci Cassius e scarbit
de viatd; urat de unul pe care il iubeste, pismuit de fratele sdu,
ocdrat ca o slugd. Mi se iscodesc toate greselile, se inseamna
intr-o carticicd, se invatd pe de rost spre a mi le arunca in
obraz. O, as putea sa plang toata durerea prin ochii mei! Aici
e pumnalul meu, aici imi dezvelesc pieptul. Inlfuntru e o
inimd mai bogatd decat minele lui Pluto, mai scumpa decat
aurul. De esti un Roman, scoate-o afara. Eu care nu ti-am dat
aur iti prezint inima mea. Loveste, cum ai lovit odatd pe
Caesar! caci stiu cad atunci cand l-ai urat mai mult, tot atunci il
iubeai mai mult decat ai iubit vreodata pe Cassius.

BRUTUS: Pune-ti pumnalul in teaca! Fii suparat daca vrei: nu
esti oprit! Fa ce-ti place: rusinea sa treacd drept un moft. O,
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Do what you will, dishonour shall be humour.

O Cassius! you are yoked with a lamb

That carries anger as the flint bears fire,

Who, much enforced, shows a hasty spark,

And straight is cold again.

CASSIUS: Hath Cassius liv'd

To be but mirth and laughter to his Brutus,

When grief, and blood ill-temper’d, vexeth him?
BRUTUS: When I spoke that, I was ill-temper’d too.

CASSIUS: Do you confess so much? Give me your hand.

BRUTUS: And my heart too.

CASSIUS: O Brutus!

BRUTUS: What's the matter?

CASSIUS: Have not you love enough to bear with me,
When that rash humour which my mother gave me
Makes me forgetful?

BRUTUS: Yes, Cassius; and, from henceforth,

When you are over-earnest with your Brutus,
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Cassius esti tovards cu o oaie care numai pe atdta are manie
intr-insa pe cat are foc un cremene ale carui scantei starnite

prin multe lovituri, pe cand se ivesc, se sting tot atat de repede.

CASSIUS: Pentru aceasta am trdit, spre a fi de gluma si de ras
lui Brutus, cand sunt chinuit de necaz si de sange rau.

BRUTUS: Cand ti-am vorbit astfel aveam si eu sange rau.
CASSIUS: Adevarat grdiesti? Da-mi mana!

BRUTUS: Si inima mea.

CASSIUS: O Brutus!

BRUTUS: Ce vrei?

CASSIUS: Nu mad iubesti indestul spre a avea rdbdare cu
mine, cAnd acel caracter nerabdator, mostenit de la mama
mea, ma face a-mi pierde cumpatul.

BRUTUS: Da, Cassius: pe viitor, cand vei fi prea aspru cu
Brutus al tau, el va gindi cd mama bodoganeste prin tine si te
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He'll think your mother chides, and leave you so.
[Noise within]

Poet: [Within] Let me go in to see the generals;
There is some grudge between “em, ‘tis not meet
They be alone.

LUCILIUS: [Within] You shall not come to them.
Poet: [Within] Nothing but death shall stay me.
Enter Poet, followed by LUCILIUS, TITINIUS, and LUCIUS
CASSIUS: How now! what’s the matter?

Poet: For shame, you generals! what do you mean?
Love, and be friends, as two such men should be;
For I have seen more years, I'm sure, than ye.
CASSIUS: Ha, ha! how vilely doth this cynic rime!

BRUTUS: Get you hence, sirrah; saucy fellow, hence!
CASSIUS: Bear with him, Brutus; “tis his fashion.
BRUTUS: I'll know his humour, when he knows his time:
What should the wars do with these jigging fools?
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va ldsa in pace.

(Zgomot pe dupd scenii)

Un poet: (Dupi scend) Lasati-ma sd intru, trebuie sd vad pe sefi.
O sfadd e intre ei: nu e bine sd-i lasdm singuri.

LUCILIUS: (Dupi scend) Nu ai voie sa intri!

Poetul: (Dupi scend) Numai moartea ma poate opri.

(Poetul intrd in cort, urmat de Lucilius, Titinius, si Lucius)
CASSIUS: Eh bine, ce este?

Poetul: Nu va e rusine, sefilor? Ce faceti? iubiti-vd cum se
cuvine unor asemenea barbati: Intr-adevar eu am petrecut mai
multi ani decat voi.

CASSIUS: Ha, ha! cat de nebuneste isi potriveste versurile
acest cinic.

BRUTUS: Cari-te de aici, ticalosule! lesi afard, obraznicule!
CASSIUS: Airabdare cu dansul, Brutus; astfel e firea sa.
BRUTUS: Daca el cunoaste timpul, eu ii cunosc apucaturile.
Ce treabd are razboiul cu asemenea caraghiosi? lesi afara mai!
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Companion, hence!

CASSIUS: Away, away! be gone.

Exit Poet

BRUTUS: Lucilius and Titinius, bid the commanders
Prepare to lodge their companies to-night.

CASSIUS: And come yourselves, and bring Messala with you
Immediately to us.

Exeunt LUCILIUS and TITINIUS

BRUTUS: Lucius, a bowl] of wine!

Exit LUCIUS

CASSIUS: I did not think you could have been so angry.
BRUTUS: O Cassius! I am sick of many griefs.
CASSIUS: Of your philosophy you make no use

If you give place to accidental evils.

BRUTUS: No man bears sorrow better. Portia is dead.
CASSIUS: Ha! Portia!

BRUTUS: She is dead.

CASSIUS: How ‘scap’d I killing when I cross’d you so?
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CASSIUS: Afara! afard! cautd-ti de drum!
(Poetul iese)

BRUTUS: Lucilius si
pregdteasca cartierul de noapte pentru ostirile lor!

Titinius, spuneti cdpitanilor sa
CASSIUS: Dupa aceasta, veniti iardsi la noi si aduceti si pe
Messalla.

(Lucilius si Titinius se duc)

BRUTUS: Lucius, o cupd cu vin!

(Lucius iese)

CASSIUS: Nu as fi crezut ca esti in stare sa te manii astfel.
BRUTUS: O, Cassius, sunt bolnav de multa supadrare.
CASSIUS: Nu urmez filosofia la care te inchini, daca te lasi a
fi cuprins de necazuri intamplatoare.

BRUTUS: Nu e om sa rabde mai bine suferinta. Portia a murit.
CASSIUS: Ha! Portia!

BRUTUS: A murit.

CASSIUS: Cum scdpat-am cu viatd pe cand aceasta iti
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O insupportable and touching loss!

Upon what sickness?

BRUTUS: Impatient of my absence,

And grief that young Octavius with Mark Antony
Have made themselves so strong; — for with her death
That tidings came: — with this she fell distract,
And, her attendants absent, swallow’d fire.
CASSIUS: And died so?

BRUTUS: Even so.

CASSIUS: O ye immortal gods!

Re-enter LUCIUS, with wine and taper

BRUTUS: Speak no more of her. Give me a bowl of wine.

In this I bury all unkindness, Cassius.

Drinks

CASSIUS: My heart is thirsty for that noble pledge.
Fill, Lucius, till the wine o’erswell the cup;

I cannot drink too much of Brutus’ love.

Drinks
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cuprindea gandul? O pierdere amard si nesuferitd! Care i-a
fost boala?

BRUTUS: Nemaiputand suferi mai mult despartirea si
supdrarea ca Marcus Antonius cu Octavius au devenit atat de
puternici — cdci deodata cu moartea i-a sosit si vestea — aceasta

a scos-o din minte, si cind s-a vdzut singura, a inghitit foc.

CASSIUS: Si a murit astfel?

BRUTUS: A murit astfel.

CASSIUS: O, zei nemuritori!

(Lucius vine cu vin §i lumandri)

BRUTUS: Nu mai vorbi de dansa. D4 o cupi de vin! In
aceasta, Cassius, Inmormantez toata neinjcelegerea.

(El bea)

CASSIUS: Inima mea e insetatd pentru ati raspunde. Umple
Lucius, pana ce vinul va incununa marginea cupei. Din iubirea

lui Brutus nu voi bea niciodata prea mult.
(El bea)
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BRUTUS: Come in, Titinius.

Exit LUCIUS

Re-enter TITINIUS, with MESSALA
Welcome, good Messala.

Now sit we close about this taper here,
And call in question our necessities.
CASSIUS: Portia, art thou gone?
BRUTUS: No more, I pray you.

Messala, I have here received letters,

That young Octavius and Mark Antony
Come down upon us with a mighty power,
Bending their expedition toward Philippi.

William Shakespeare.
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MESSALA: Myself have letters of the self-same tenour.

BRUTUS: With what addition?

MESSALA: That by proscription and bills of outlawry,
Octavius, Antony, and Lepidus

Have put to death an hundred senators.

BRUTUS: Therein our letters do not well agree;

BRUTUS: Intra, Titinius!

(Lucius iese)

(Titinius si Messala vin)

Salutare, Messala! Acuma sd ne indesdm in jurul acestei

luménari si sa ne sfatuim despre nevoile noastre.

CASSIUS: O Portia, te-ai sfarsit.

BRUTUS: Nu mai vorbi de dansa, te rog. Messala, priveste,
am primit scrisori cd Marcus Antonius, intovdrdsit de
Octavius, s-apropie impotriva noastra cu o puternicd ostire
indreptatd spre Philippi.

MESSALA: Am si eu scrisori cu aceeasi cuprindere.
BRUTUS: Cu ce adaos?

MESSALA: Ca Octavius, Marcus Antonius si Lepidus prin
proscriptii si hotdrari de moarte au omorat vreo suta de
senatori.

BRUTUS: In aceasta nu se potrivesc scrisorile noastre. A mea
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Mine speak of seventy senators that died

By their proscriptions, Cicero being one.

CASSIUS: Cicero one!

MESSALA: Cicero is dead,

And by that order of proscription.

Had you your letters from your wife, my lord?
BRUTUS: No, Messala.

MESSALA: Nor nothing in your letters writ of her?
BRUTUS: Nothing, Messala.

MESSALA: That, methinks, is strange.

BRUTUS: Why ask you? Hear you aught of her in yours?
MESSALA: No, my lord.

BRUTUS: Now, as you are a Roman, tell me true.
MESSALA: Then like a Roman bear the truth I tell:

For certain she is dead, and by strange manner.
BRUTUS: Why, farewell, Portia. We must die, Messala:
With meditating that she must die once,

I have the patience to endure it now.
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imi pomeneste numai de saptezeci de senatori care au murit
prin aceste hotarari. Cicero ar fi unul dintre ei.

CASSIUS: Si Cicero?

MESSALA: Da, el a murit prin proscriptie. Ai primit vreo
scrisoare de la sotia ta, stapane?

BRUTUS: Nu, Messala.

MESSALA: Scrisoarea ta nu-ti pomeneste nimica de dansa?
BRUTUS: Nimica, Messala.

MESSALA: Aceasta imi pare straniu.

BRUTUS: Pentru ce? Ai vreo veste de dansa in scrisoarea ta?
MESSALA: Nu, stdpane.

BRUTUS: De esti un Roman, spune-mi adevarul.

MESSALA: Primeste dar, ca un Roman, adevarul care ti-
spun: Ea a murit si chiar de o moarte neobisnuita.

BRUTUS: Ramai in pace, Portia! Trebuie sa murim, Messala;
gandind adeseori cd ea va trebui odatd sa moard, am rabdarea
acuma sa indur aceasta.
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MESSALA: Even so great men great losses should endure.

CASSIUS: I have as much of this in art as you,

But yet my nature could not bear it so.

BRUTUS: Well, to our work alive. What do you think
Of marching to Philippi presently?

CASSIUS: I do not think it good.

BRUTUS: Your reason?

CASSIUS: This it is:

‘Tis better that the enemy seek us:

So shall he waste his means, weary his soldiers,
Doing himself offence; whilst we, lying still,

Are full of rest, defense, and nimbleness.

BRUTUS: Good reasons must, of force, give place to better.
The people “twixt Philippi and this ground

Do stand but in a forc’d affection;

For they have grudg’d us contribution:

The enemy, marching along by them,
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MESSALA: Asa stie sd poarte un barbat mare o nenorocire
mare.

CASSIUS: Silit-am si eu aceeasi putere, dar natura mea nu ar
putea s-o rabde astfel.

BRUTUS: Hai! Sd ne ocupdm acum de grija noastra cea vie!
Ce ganditi? sa inaintdm de indata spre Philippi?

CASSIUS: Mie nu-mi pare sd fie bine.

BRUTUS: Care e temeiul pdrerii tale?

CASSIUS: Iatd-l. E mult mai bine ca dusmanul sd ne caute;
astfel, spre paguba sa, isi va slei mijloacele si va osteni ostasii
sai. Noi pana atunci vom sta linistiti mentinandu-ne veseli in
stare de odihna si de apdrare.

BRUTUS: Temeiuri bune trebuie sa fie inlaturate de altele mai
bune. Toata tara de aici pand la Philippi ni s-aratd supusa cu
sila, cdci numai de nevoi ne-au platit retributii. Dusmanul
trecand printr-insa 1si va madri ostirea din norodul ei si astfel
improspadtat si intdrit se va apropia de noi cu mai multa vitejie.
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By them shall make a fuller number up,

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

If at Philippi we do face him there,

These people at our back.

CASSIUS: Hear me, good brother.

BRUTUS: Under your pardon. You must note beside.

That we have tried the utmost of our friends,
Our legions are brim-full, our cause is ripe:
The enemy increaseth every day;

We, at the height, are ready to decline.

There is a tide in the affairs of men,

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

Is bound in shallows and in miseries.

On such a full sea are we now afloat;

And we must take the current when it serves,
Or lose our ventures.
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fi tdiem calea de la acest folos daci ii ddm piept la Philippi
lasand acest norod in dosul nostru.

CASSIUS: Ascultda-ma iubite frate.

BRUTUS: Fii bun si da-mi voie! Mai trebuie sa-ti dai seama ca
am pus in picioare toti prietenii nostri, ca legioanele noastre
sunt peste numdr intregite, cd cauza noastrd e rdscoaptd.
Dusmanul sporeste din zi in zi, noi ajunsi la culme stam pe
marginea pravalisului. Torentul afacerilor omenesti e
schimbator; daca stii sa te tii de curent; el te duce la noroc; daca
insd nu l-ai apucat, toatd cdldtoria vietii trebuie sa se
incoldceasca printre griji si stancarii. Acuma ne aflam plutitori
pe 0 asemenea mare deschisa si dacd torentul ne ridica, trebuie
sd ne folosim de dansul, sau din contrd vom pierde corabia si

averea.
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CASSIUS: Then, with your will, go on;

We’'ll along ourselves, and meet them at Philippi.
BRUTUS: The deep of night is crept upon our talk,

CASSIUS: Sa-ti fie dar mersul precum vrei. $Si noi ne vom
indrepta spre Philippi impotriva dusmanului.
BRUTUS: Intunericul noptii ne-a cuprins in convorbirea

And nature must obey necessity,

Which we will niggard with a little rest.
There is no more to say?

CASSIUS: No more. Good night:

Early to-morrow will we rise, and hence.
BRUTUS: Lucius!

Enter LUCIUS

My gown.

Exit LUCIUS

Farewell, good Messala:

Good night, Titinius. Noble, noble Cassius,
Good night, and good repose.

CASSIUS: O my dear brother!

This was an ill beginning of the night:
Never come such division ‘tween our souls!

noastra si natura trebuie sa se supuie necesitatii pe care o vom
impaca cu putina odihnd. Mai este ceva de spus?

CASSIUS: Nu, noapte bund! Maine sculandu-ne de dimineata
vom pleca.

BRUTUS: Lucius!

(Lucius vine)

Haina mea de noapte.

(Lucius se duce)

Rdmai sanatos, Messala! Noapte bund, Titinius. Vrednice,
vrednice Cassius, noapte buna si odihna lina!

CASSIUS: O, iubite frate! Aceastd noapte a avut un rdu
inceput. Niciodatd sd nu mai tulbure o asemenea ceartd
inimile noastre, niciodatd, Brutus!
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Let it not, Brutus.

BRUTUS: Every thing is well.

CASSIUS: Good-night, my lord.

BRUTUS: Good-night, good brother.
TITINIUS, MESSALA; Good night, Lord Brutus.
BRUTUS: Farewell, every one.

Exeunt all but BRUTUS

Re-enter LUCIUS, with the gown

Give me the gown. Where is thy instrument?
LUCIUS: Here in the tent.

BRUTUS: What, thou speak’st drowsily?

Poor knave, I blame thee not; thou art o’erwatch’d.

Call Claudius and some other of my men;
I'll have them sleep on cushions in my tent.
LUCIUS: Varro! and Claudius!

Enter VARRO and CLAUDIUS

VARRO: Calls my lord?

BRUTUS: I pray you, sirs, lie in my tent and sleep:
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BRUTUS: Toate stau bine acuma.

CASSIUS: Eh bine, noapte buna!

BRUTUS: Noapte bund, bunul meu frate!

TITINIUS, MESSALA: Noapte bund, seful meu.

BRUTUS: S4 triti, toti!

(Cassius, Titinius si Messala se duc)

(Lucius se intoarce cu haina de noapte)

D4&-mi haina, unde e lira ta?

LUCIUS: Aci in cort.

BRUTUS: Cum ? ti-e somn? Sdarmane, nu ti-o iau de rdu: ai stat
treaz prea mult. Cheama pe Claudius si altii din oamenii mei,
sa doarmad pe perne aci in cort.

LUCIUS: Haide Varro si Claudius!

(Varro si Claudius intrai)

VARRO: M-ai chemat stapane?

BRUTUS: Vi rog, culcati-vd in cortul meu si dormiti. In
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It may be I shall raise you by and by

On business to my brother Cassius.

VARRO: So please you, we will stand and watch your
pleasure.

BRUTUS: I will not have it so; lie down, good sirs;

It may be I shall otherwise bethink me.

Look, Lucius, here’s the book I sought for so;

I put it in the pocket of my gown.

VARRO and CLAUDIUS lie down

LUCIUS: I was sure your lordship did not give it me.

BRUTUS: Bear with me, good boy, I am much forgetful.

Canst thou hold up thy heavy eyes awhile,

And touch thy instrument a strain or two?

LUCIUS: Ay, my lord, an’t please you.

BRUTUS: It does, my boy:

I trouble thee too much, but thou art willing.
LUCIUS: It is my duty, sir.

BRUTUS: I should not urge thy duty past thy might;

143

William Shakespeare.
Julius Caesar. Parallel Texts.

Translated into Romanian by Dimitrie N. Ghika, 1908.

curand va voi trezi poate spre a duce vreo veste fratelui meu
Cassius.
VARRO: Dacéa iti convine, vom rdmane destepti si vom
astepta.
BRUTUS: Aceasta nu! Nu! culcati-vd, prietenii mei. Poate sa-
mi mai schimb hotdrarea. Priveste, Lucius, cartea pe care o

cautam atata: am pus-o in buzunarul hainei...

(Amandoi servitorii se culcd)

LUCIUS: Stiam bine cd stapanul meu nu mi-o ddduse.
BRUTUS: Ai rabdare cu mine, bunul meu bdiat, uit prea lesne.
Poti tu sd mai tii deschisi ochii tai obositi si sd-mi canti vreo
cateva melodii din lira?

LUCIUS: Da, stapane, daca-ti place.

BRUTUS: Asa e, bdiete. Te necdjesc, dar esti cu buna vointa.

LUCIUS: E datoria mea.
BRUTUS: Nu ar trebui sa te silesc a-ti face datoria peste
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I know young bloods look for a time of rest.
LUCIUS: I have slept, my lord, already.

BRUTUS: It was well done; and thou shalt sleep again;

I will not hold thee long: if I do live,

I will be good to thee.

Music, and a song

This is a sleepy tune: O murderous slumber!
Lay’st thou thy leaden mace upon my boy,

That plays thee music? Gentle knave, good-night;
I will not do thee so much wrong to wake thee.

If thou dost nod, thou break’st thy instrument;
I'll take it from thee; and, good boy, good-night.
Let me see, let me see; is not the leaf turn’d down
Where I left reading? Here it is, I think.

Enter the Ghost of CAESAR

How ill this taper burns! Ha! who comes here?

I think it is the weakness of mine eyes

That shapes this monstrous apparition.
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puterile tale. Stiu cd sangele tandr are nevoie de somn.
LUCIUS: Am si dormit stapane.

BRUTUS: Bine ai facut, si ai sa mai dormi.Nu vreau sa te tin
mult: dacd trdiesc vreau sa-ti fac bine.

(muzicd si un ciantec)

Melodia e somnoroasa. Somn omorator, apesi maciuca
ta de plumb pe baiatul meu care iti canta? Iubite bdiete, dormi
linistit. Nu voi sd te chinuiesc, trezindu-te. Dand astfel din cap
ai sa-ti rupi lira in doud. O departez, si acuma dormi baiete!
Hai sd vedem! Nu e insemnatd pagina unde m-am oprit a citi?
Aici cred cd este.

(S-asazd)
(Spiritul lui Caesar apare)

Ce intunecos mai arde lumanarea! Ha, cine vine? Cred
cd e slabiciunea ochilor mei care nadscoceste aceastd groaznica

C ONTEMPORARY

L ITERATURE P RESS

http://editura.mttlc.ro
The University of Bucharest, 2016



It comes upon me. Art thou any thing?

Art thou some god, some angel, or some devil,
That mak’st my blood cold and my hair to stare?
Speak to me what thou art.

GHOST: Thy evil spirit, Brutus.

BRUTUS: Why com’st thou?

GHOST: To tell thee thou shalt see me at Philippi.
BRUTUS: Well; then I shall see thee again?
GHOST: Ay, at Philippi.

BRUTUS: Why, I will see thee at Philippi, then.
Ghost vanishes

Now I have taken heart thou vanishest:

Il spirit, I would hold more talk with thee.

Boy, Lucius! Varro! Claudius! Sirs, awake! Claudius!
LUCIUS: The strings, my lord, are false.
BRUTUS: He thinks he still is at his instrument.
Lucius, awake!
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aparitie. Ea s-apropie: Esti tu, oare-ce?

Esti tu un zeu, un inger sau un drac, care face sa mi se
inghete sangele, sa mi se ridice parul.
Spune-mi ce esti!

SPIRITUL: ingerul tdu cel rdu, Brutus.

BRUTUS: De ce vii tu?

SPIRITUL: Ca sa-ti spun cd ma vei vedea la Philippi.
BRUTUS: Bine, te voi vedea iarasi.

SPIRITUL: Da, la Philippi

BRUTUS: Bine te voi vedea, dar la Philippi.

(spiritul dispare)

Acuma cd m-am Imbarbatit, ai si disparut; cu placere as fi stat
mai mult de vorba cu tine spirit rdu. Bdiete! Lucius! Varro!
Claudius! Treziti-va! Claudius!

LUCIUS: Coardele sunt dezacordate.

BRUTUS: El crede ca tot canta inca din lira. Trezeste-te Lucius.
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LUCIUS: My lord! LUCIUS: Stdapane?
BRUTUS: Didst thou dream, Lucius, that thou so criedst out? BRUTUS: Ai visat, de tipai astfel, Lucius?
LUCIUS: My lord, I do not know that I did cry. LUCIUS: Nu stiu, stdpane, s fi tipat.
BRUTUS: Yes, that thou didst. Didst thou see any thing? BRUTUS: Totusi ai tipat, vazut-ai ceva?
LUCIUS: Nothing, my lord. LUCIUS: Nimica pe lume.
BRUTUS: Sleep again, Lucius. Sirrah, Claudius! BRUTUS: Doarme iar Lucius! He, Claudius! Si tu baiete
To VARRO trezeste-te!
Fellow thou, awake!
VARRO: My lord! VARRO: Stapane?
CLAUDIUS: My lord! CLAUDIUS: Stapane?
BRUTUS: Why did you so cry out, sirs, in your sleep? BRUTUS: De ce ati tipat astfel in somnul vostru?
VARRO, CLAUDIUS: Did we, my lord? VARRO, CLAUDIUS: Noi sa fi tipat, stapane?
BRUTUS: Ay: saw you any thing? BRUTUS: Da, vazut-ati ceva?
VARRO: No, my lord, I saw nothing. VARRO: Nu am vizut nimica.
CLAUDIUS: Nor I, my lord. CLAUDIUS: Nici eu.
BRUTUS: Go, and commend me to my brother Cassius: BRUTUS: lesiti si duce-ti salutdrile mele fratelui meu Cassius.
Bid him set on his powers betimes before, Dimineatd sa dea ordin ostirii sale de a pleca inainte si noi o
And we will follow. vom urma.
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VARRO, CLAUDIUS: It shall be done, my lord. VARRO, CLAUDIUS: Vom face-o, stapane.

Exeunt (Toti se duc)
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ACTV

SCENE 1.
The plains of Philippi.
Enter OCTAVIUS, ANTONY, and their Army

OCTAVIUS: Now, Antony, our hopes are answered:

You said the enemy would not come down,

But keep the hills and upper regions;

It proves not so; their battles are at hand;

They mean to warn us at Philippi here,
Answering before we do demand of them.
ANTONY: Tut! I am in their bosoms, and I know
Wherefore they do it: they could be content

To visit other places; and come down

With fearful bravery, thinking by this face

To fasten in our thoughts that they have courage;

William Shakespeare.
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Actul V.
Scena I.
Campia de la Philippi.
(Octavius si Antonius intrd cu ostire)

OCTAVIUS: Vezi, Marcus Antonius, cum se adevereste
speranta mea: Ai zis cd dusmanul nu se va cobori de pe dealuri
in vale. Lucrul se arata altfel: Ostirile sale s-apropie; vor sd ne
mustreze aici la Philippi si sd ne dea rdspunsul lor inainte de
a fi intrebati de noi.

ANTONIUS: Ce, parcad nu citesc eu in inimile lor si nu as sti
pentru ce o fac. Ar fi ei prea multumiti sd se indrepteze spre
alte locuri si vin cu o indrazneald putin serioasd, inchipuindu-
si cd prin mersul lor ne vor face a crede cd sunt plini de inima.
Aceasta insa nu e asa.
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But “tis not so.

Enter a Messenger

Messenger: Prepare you, generals:

The enemy comes on in gallant show;

Their bloody sign of battle is hung out,

And something to be done immediately.

ANTONY: Octavius, lead your battle softly on,

Upon the left hand of the even field.

OCTAVIUS: Upon the right hand I; keep thou the left.
ANTONY: Why do you cross me in this exigent?

OCTAVIUS: I do not cross you; but I will do so.
March. Drum. Enter BRUTUS, CASSIUS, and their Army;
LUCILIUS, TITINIUS, MESSALA, and others

BRUTUS: They stand, and would have parley.
CASSIUS: Stand fast, Titinius: we must out and talk.

William Shakespeare.
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(Vine un trimis)

Trimisul:  Pregatiti-va, sefilor! Dusmanul s-apropie
amenintdtor. El a ridicat sus semnalul de lupta si ceva trebuie
sd se intample de indata.

ANTONIUS: Octavius, inainteazd incet, du ostirea ta pe
partea stangd a campiei!

OCTAVIUS: Voi inainta pe dreapta! ocupa tu stanga!
ANTONIUS: Deci ma contrazici acuma, cand s-apropie
hotdrarea?

OCTAVIUS: Nu te contrazic, dar aceasta imi e vointa.

(Mars cu batere de toba)

(Brutus si Cassius s-apropie cu ostirea lor; Lucilius, Titinius,
Messala si altii vin)

BRUTUS: Ei s-au oprit si doresc a avea o convorbire.
CASSIUS: Opreste-te, Titinius! Vom pdsi inainte pentru a
vorbi.
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OCTAVIUS: Mark Antony, shall we give sign of battle?
ANTONY: No, Caesar, we will answer on their charge.
Make forth; the generals would have some words.
OCTAVIUS: Stir not until the signal.

BRUTUS: Words before blows: is it so, countrymen?

OCTAVIUS: Not that we love words better, as you do.

BRUTUS: Good words are better than bad strokes, Octavius.

ANTONY: In your bad strokes, Brutus, you give good words:

Witness the hole you made in Caesar’s heart,
Crying ‘Long live! hail, Caesar!

CASSIUS: Antony,

The posture of your blows are yet unknown;
But for your words, they rob the Hybla bees,
And leave them honeyless.
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OCTAVIUS: Antonius, nu vom da oare semnalul de a se
incepe lupta?

ANTONIUS: Nu, Caesar, lasd sa inceapd ei lupta. Vino,
paseste nainte! sefii doresc sd aibad o convorbire cu noi.
OCTAVIUS: Opriti-va pand ce vom da semnalul.

BRUTUS: Mai intdi cuvantul, pe urma lovitura: nu e asa
compatriotilor?

OCTAVIUS: Fard insd ca noi sa tinem mai mult la vorbe decat
VOi.

BRUTUS: O vorbd bund e mai priincioasd decat o loviturd rea,
Octavius.

ANTONIUS: Tu Brutus dai cuvéant bun la lovitura rea.
Aceasta o marturiseste inima lui Caesar, strapunsa de voi, pe
cand strigati: Sandtate Caesar! multi ani sa trdiesti!

CASSIUS: Loviturile tale, Marcus Antonius, nu ne sunt incd
cunoscute; cuvintele tale insa au pradat albinele de la Hybla si
le-au lasat fard miere.
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ANTONY: Not stingless too?

BRUTUS: O! yes, and soundless too;

For you have stol'n their buzzing, Antony,

And very wisely threat before you sting.

ANTONY: Villains! you did not so when your vile daggers
Hack’d one another in the sides of Caesar:

You show’d your teeth like apes, and fawn’d like hounds,
And bow’d like bondmen, kissing Caesar’s feet;

Whilst damned Casca, like a cur, behind

Struck Caesar on the neck. O you flatterers!

CASSIUS: Flatterers! Now, Brutus, thank yourself:

This tongue had not offended so to-day,

If Cassius might have rul’'d.

OCTAVIUS: Come, come, the cause: if arguing make us
sweat,

The proof of it will turn to redder drops. Look;

I draw a sword against conspirators;

When think you that the sword goes up again?
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ANTONIUS: Nu si fard ghimpe?

BRUTUS: O da! si chiar fara sunet, caci ai furat bazairile lor,
Marcus Antonius, si esti destul de priceput a ameninta inainte
de a impunge.

ANTONIUS: Nu ati facut-o tradatorilot cand marsavele
voastre pumnale se impungeau unul pe altul in pieptul lui
Caesar. Ati ardtat dintii vostri ca si maimutele, v-ati tarat ca si
caini, v-ati pitulat la pamant ca robii si ati sarutat picioarele lui
Caesar pe cand pe dindos afurisitul Casca, cu o muscdtura
ascunsd, lovea spinarea lui Caesar. O, lingusitori!

CASSIUS: Lingusitori! Multumeste-ti acuma singur Brutus,
cdci aceasta limba nu ar pacdtui astdzi, daca sfatul lui Cassius
ar fi fost ascultat.

OCTAVIUS: Haideti! Sd ne ocupam de cauza noastra! Daca
contrazicerea ne face sa asuddam, dovada ne va costa picaturi
mai rosii. Priviti! Impotriva unor conspiratori ridic aceasta
spada: cand credeti ca ea va reintra in teaca? Niciodatd, pana
cand acele douazeci si trei de rani ale lui Caesar vor fi

C ONTEMPORARY

L ITERATURE P RESS

http://editura.mttlc.ro
The University of Bucharest, 2016



Never, till Caesar’s three-and-thirty wounds

Be well aveng’d; or till another Caesar

Have added slaughter to the sword of traitors.

BRUTUS: Caesar, thou canst not die by traitors” hands,
Unless thou bring’st them with thee.

OCTAVIUS: So I hope;

I was not born to die on Brutus’ sword.

BRUTUS: O! if thou wert the noblest of thy strain,
Young man, thou couldst not die more honourable.
CASSIUS: A peevish schoolboy, worthless of such honour,
Join’d with a masker and a reveller!

ANTONY: Old Cassius still!

OCTAVIUS: Come, Antony; away!

Defiance, traitors, hurl we in your teeth:

If you dare fight to-day, come to the field;

If not, when you have stomachs.

Exeunt OCTAVIUS, ANTONY, and their Army

CASSIUS: Why, now, blow wind, swell billow and swim
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rdzbunate, sau pana cand un alt Caesar prin moartea sa va fi
sdturat spada tradatorilor.

BRUTUS: Caesar, nu poti muri prin tradatori daca nu-i vei fi
adus cu tine.

OCTAVIUS: Aceasta o sper si eu. Nu-mi e hotdrat de soarta
sd mor prin spada lui Brutus.

BRUTUS: O, tinere, de-ai fi cel mai nobil din ginta ta, nu ai
putea sd ai 0 moarte mai frumoasa.

CASSIUS: Un bdietel mofturos, nedemn de o asemenea glorie,
intovardsit de un betiv si un desfranat.

ANTONIUS: Tot batranul Cassius.

OCTAVIUS: Hai! sd plecdm Antonius! Vd arunc in obraz
dispretul meu, tradatorilor. De aveti indrdzneala a va lupta
astdzi, coborati-va pe camp deschis, de nu, mergeti unde va va
duce cutezarea.

(Octavius si Antonius se depdrteazd cu ostasii lor)

CASSIUS: Acuma sd vajaie vantul! sa se ridice valul! sa
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bark

The storm is up, and all is on the hazard.
BRUTUS: Ho! Lucilius! hark, a word with you.
LUCILIUS: [Standing forth] My lord?
BRUTUS and LUCILIUS talk apart

CASSIUS: Messala!

MESSALA: [Standing forth] What says my general?
CASSIUS: Messala,

This is my birth-day; as this very day

Was Cassius born. Give me thy hand, Messala:
Be thou my witness that against my will,

As Pompey was, am I compell’d to set

Upon one battle all our liberties.

You know that I held Epicurus strong,

And his opinion; now I change my mind,

And partly credit things that do presage.
Coming from Sardis, on our former ensign
Two mighty eagles fell, and there they perch’d,
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pluteascd luntrea, furtuna e starnitd si totul sta in ména soartei.

BRUTUS: Lucilius, asculta, am sd-ti spun un cuvant.
LUCICLIUS: Stapane?

(Brutus si Lucilius vorbesc incet unul cu altul)

CASSIUS: Messala!

MESSALA: Ce imi porunceste seful meu?

CASSIUS: Messala, astazi e ziua mea de nastere. In aceasts zi
Cassius s-a ndscut. Da-mi mana, Messala; Fie-mi martor c4 silit
numai ca si Pompeius altddatd pun in joc libertatea noastra
legand-o de izbanda unei singure batalii. $tii cd m-am inchinat
lui Epicur si invataturii sale; acuma mi-am schimbat vederile
si cred in lucruri care ne dezvelesc viitorul. Pe calea noastra de
la Sardes doi mari vulturi s-au repezit pe steagul de la capul
ostirii, acolo s-au asezat si inghitind cu lacomie, mancau din
mana ostasilor nostri; ne-au intovardsit pand aci la Philippi;
astdzi dimineata s-au ridicat si au plecat in zbor. In locul lor
zboard pe deasupra capetelor noastre numai corbi, vultani si
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Gorging and feeding from our soldiers” hands;
Who to Philippi here consorted us:

This morning are they fled away and gone,
And in their stead do ravens, crows and kites
Fly o’er our heads and downward look on us,
As we were sickly prey: their shadows seem
A canopy most fatal, under which

Our army lies, ready to give up the ghost.
MESSALA: Believe not so.

CASSIUS: I but believe it partly,

For I am fresh of spirit and resolv’'d

To meet all perils very constantly.

BRUTUS: Even so, Lucilius.

CASSIUS: Now, most noble Brutus,

The gods to-day stand friendly, that we may,
Lovers in peace, lead on our days to age!

But since the affairs of men rest still incertain,
Let’s reason with the worst that may befall.
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ciori privindu-ne de sus ca o prada bolnava; umbra lor pare ca

un cer cernit, sub care se intinde ostirea, gata as da sufletul.

MESSALA: Nu, nu crede.

CASSIUS: O cred numai pe jumadtate, cdci inima imi e
desteaptd si sunt hotarat a ma impotrivi cu barbatie oricarei
primejdii.

BRUTUS: Fi-o, Lucilius.

CASSIUS: Nu, vrednice Brutus, zeii sd ne fie astazi priitori, ca
impreund, in pace, sa ne putem atinge batranetea noastra.
Fiind insd cd soarta oamenilor nu e niciodatd sigurd sd ne
gandim si la intdmplarea cea mai rea. Dacd pierdem batilia,
aceasta ne va fi cea de pe urma a noastra convorbire: Ce ti-ai
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If we do lose this battle, then is this

The very last time we shall speak together:
What are you then determined to do?
BRUTUS: Even by the rule of that philosophy
By which I did blame Cato for the death
Which he did give himself, I know not how,
But I do find it cowardly and vile,

For fear of what might fall, so to prevent

The time of life: arming myself with patience,
To stay the providence of some high powers
That govern us below.

CASSIUS: Then, if we lose this battle,

You are contented to be led in triumph
Thorough the streets of Rome?

BRUTUS: No, Cassius, no; think not, thou noble Roman,
That ever Brutus will go bound to Rome;

He bears too great a mind: but this same day
Must end that work the Ides of March begun;
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propus sa faci atunci?

BRUTUS: In toate, dupa regulile filosofiei care m-au condus a
banui lui Cato cd si-a luat viata; (nu stiu bine pentru ce; dar
gdsesc cd e ticalos si o migelie de a pune mai inainte capat vietii
sale, de frica de cele ce s-ar intdmpla), vreau sd ma inarmez cu
rdbdare si s-astept hotdrarea puterilor inalte care carmuiesc
cele lumesti.

CASSIUS: Atunci, dacd vom pierde batalia, te vei ldsa sa fii
condus in triumf prin strazile Romei?

BRUTUS: Nu, Cassius, nu! Crede-md, tu vrednic Roman,
Brutus niciodatd nu va merge legat la Roma. El are o inima
prea inaltd. Aceastd zi va trebui Insd sa pund capat celor
incepute la Idul lui Martie; Nu stiu dacd ne vom mai vedea:
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And whether we shall meet again I know not.
Therefore our everlasting farewell take:

For ever, and for ever, farewell, Cassius!

If we do meet again, why, we shall smile;

If not, why then, this parting was well made.
CASSIUS: For ever, and for ever, farewell, Brutus!
If we do meet again, we'll smile indeed;

If not, “tis true this parting was well made.
BRUTUS: Why, then, lead on. O! that a man might know
The end of this day’s business, ere it come;

But it sufficeth that the day will end,

And then the end is known. Come, ho! away!
Exeunt
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Asadar sd ne luam ziua buna pentru vesnicie! Ramai cu bine,
scump in toate al meu Cassius! De ne vom vedea iardsi, ah!
bine atunci vom zambi; de nu, atunci am facut bine a ne lua
astfel ziua buna.

CASSIUS: Ramai cu bine, in toate, al meu Brutus! De ne vom
vedea iardsi, desigur vom zambi; de nu, atunci intr-adevar
despartirea noastra e bine venita.

BRUTUS: Eh bine, inaintati! O, de-ar cunoaste cineva mai
dinainte sfarsitul muncii acestei zile. Ne ajunge insd a sti ca
aceastd zi are sfarsit si ca atunci vom cunoaste si sfarsitul ei.
Hai sd plecam!

(Toti se duc)
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SCENE IIL Scena II.
The same. The Field of Battle. Campul de batalie la Philippi.

Alarum. Enter BRUTUS and MESSALA (Invilmdseald. Brutus si Messala vin)
BRUTUS: Ride, ride, Messala, ride, and give these bills BRUTUS: Repede-ti calul, Messala, grabeste-te! Du aceste
Unto the legions on the other side. insemnari legiunilor de pe cealalta parte.
Loud alarum (Zgomot cu invilmdseald)
Let them set on at once, for I perceive Sa dea toate asalt impreuna si intr-odatd, cdci vad cd aripa lui
But cold demeanor in Octavius” wing, Octavius abia se mai impotriveste. Repede-ti calul. Grabeste-
And sudden push gives them the overthrow. te, Messala! Zi-le sa se coboare in caAmpii.
Ride, ride, Messala: let them all come down.
Exeunt (Amandoi se duc)
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SCENE III.
Another part of the field.

Alarums. Enter CASSIUS and TITINIUS

CASSIUS: O, look, Titinius, look, the villains fly:
Myself have to mine own turn’d enemy;

This ensign here of mine was turning back;

I slew the coward, and did take it from him.
TITINIUS: O Cassius! Brutus gave the word too early;
Who, having some advantage on Octavius,

Took it too eagerly: his soldiers fell to spoil,

Whilst we by Antony are all enclos’d.

Enter PINDARUS

PINDARUS: Fly further off, my lord, fly further off;
Mark Antony is in your tents, my lord:

Fly, therefore, noble Cassius, fly far off.

William Shakespeare.
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Scena III.
O altd parte a cAmpului de batalie de la Philippi.

(Invalmadseald. Cassius si Titinius vin)

CASSIUS: Priveste, Titinius, priveste, ticdlosii au rupt-o la
fugd. Chiar eu m-am facut dusman al ostasilor mei: aceastd a
noastrd aquild s-a intors spre fugd. Am lovit miselul si i-am
rapit-o.

TITINIUS: O, Cassius! Brutus a dat ordinul prea in pripa:
Biruind pe Octavius, l-a urmadrit cu prea mare repeziciune;
ostirea lui a inceput sd prade pe caind Antonius ne inconjoara
pe toti.

(Pindarus vine)

PINDARUS: Stapane fugi mai departe, fugi mai departe de
aici. Stdpane, Antonius a pdtruns in corturile tale, fugi
vrednice Cassius, fugi departe!
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CASSIUS: This hill is far enough. Look, look, Titinius;
Are those my tents where I perceive the fire?
TITINIUS: They are, my lord.

CASSIUS: Titinius, if thou lov’st me,

Mount thou my horse, and hide thy spurs in him,
Till he have brought thee up to yonder troops

And here again; that I may rest assur’d

Whether yond troops are friend or enemy.
TITINIUS: I will be here again, even with a thought.
Exit

CASSIUS: Go, Pindarus, get higher on that hill;

My sight was ever thick; regard Titinius,

And tell me what thou not’st about the field.
PINDARUS ascends the hill

This day I breathed first; time is come round,

And where I did begin, there shall I end;

My life is run his compass. Sirrah, what news?
PINDARUS: [Above] O my lord!

William Shakespeare.
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CASSIUS: Colnicul acesta e destul de intins. Priveste, priveste
Titinius! Nu sunt aceste corturile mele unde vad focul?
PINDARUS: Da, seful meu.

CASSIUS: Daca ma iubesti, Titinius, urca-te pe calul meu, da-
i cu pintenii in coaste pana te va fi dus la acea ostire si iardsi
indarat, ca sa stiu cu siguranta daca acea ostire e de a noastra
sau a dusmanului.

TITINTUS: Intr-o clipd voi fi iardsi aci.

(se duce)

CASSIUS: Du-te, Pindarus, te urca mai sus pe colnic, caci am
vederea scurtda, priveste spre Titinius si spune-mi ce vei
descoperi pe camp.

(Pindarus se duce)

In aceastd zi am rasuflat pentru prima oari. Timpul meu a
trecut si ma voi sfarsi chiar in ziua in care m-am nascut. Viata
mea si-a incheiat cercul ei. Tu, acolo, ce este?

PINDARUS: (pe iniltime) O, stapane!
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CASSIUS: What news?

PINDARUS: [Above] Titinius is enclosed round about
With horsemen, that make to him on the spur;

Yet he spurs on: now they are almost on him;

Now, Titinius! now some light; O! he lights too:

He's ta’en.

Shout

And, hark! they shout for joy.

CASSIUS: Come down, behold no more.

O, coward that I am, to live so long,

To see my best friend ta’en before my face!
PINDARUS descends

Come hither, sirrah:

In Parthia did I take thee prisoner;

And then I swore thee, saving of thy life,

That whatsoever I did bid thee do,

Thou shouldst attempt it. Come now, keep thine oath;
Now be a freeman; and with this good sword,

William Shakespeare.
Julius Caesar. Parallel Texts.
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CASSIUS: Ce este?

PINDARUS: Titinius e cu totul inconjurat de caldreti. Ei fug
spre dansul, el insa opinteste tot inainte. Acuma l-au ajuns; si
Titinius! se dau jos de pe cai—el asemenea, el e prins, si
asculta-i, tipa de bucurie.

(tipete de bucurie)

CASSIUS: Coboara-te, inceteaza de a mai privi. Ce misel sunt
de a mai trai pand ce am vdzut prins, inaintea ochilor mei, pe
cel mai bun al meu prieten.

(Pindarus se intoarce)

Vino incoace bdiete. Te-ai predat mie in Partia, si
daruindu-ti viata, te-am pus sd juri cd vei indeplini orice as
porunci sd faci. Vino acuma si tine-te de jurdmant! Vei fi liber
acuma, si cu aceasta buna spadd, care a strapuns trupul lui
Caesar, loveste acest piept.

Nu rdspunde nimica! Apucd-i manerul si cand fata mea
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That ran through Caesar’s bowels, search this bosom. va fi invelitd, ca acuma, impinge spada!
Stand not to answer; here, take thou the hilts; Caesar, esti rdzbunat si cu aceeasi spadd, care te-a
And, when my face is cover’d, as “tis now, omorat.
Guide thou the sword.
PINDARUS stabs him
Caesar, thou art reveng’d,
Even with the sword that kill’d thee.
Dies

(El moare)

PINDARUS: So, I am free; yet would not so have been, PINDARUS: Astfel sunt liber, dar mai bine nu as fi, daca mi-
Durst I have done my will. O Cassius, ar fi fost dupd plac. O, Cassius! Pindarus va fugi departe de
Far from this country Pindarus shall run, aceastd tard, pand unde un Roman niciodata nu-1 va vedea.
Where never Roman shall take note of him. (Se duce)
Exit (Titinius si Messala vin)
Re-enter TITINIUS with MESSALA
MESSALA: It is but change, Titinius; for Octavius MESSALA: Am ficut numai un schimb, Titinius; c3ci
Is overthrown by noble Brutus” power, Octavius a fost biruit de ostirea vrednicului Brutus, precum
As Cassius’ legions are by Antony. legiunile lui Cassius de Antonius.
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TITINIUS: These tidings will well comfort Cassius.
MESSALA: Where did you leave him?

TITINIUS: All disconsolate,

With Pindarus his bondman, on this hill.
MESSALA: Is not that he that lies upon the ground?
TITINIUS: He lies not like the living. O my heart!
MESSALA: Is not that he?

TITINIUS: No, this was he, Messala,

But Cassius is no more. O setting sun!

As in thy red rays thou dost sink to-night,

So in his red blood Cassius’ day is set:

The sun of Rome is set. Our day is gone;

Clouds, dews, and dangers come; our deeds are done.

Mistrust of my success hath done this deed.

William Shakespeare.
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MESSALA: Mistrust of good success hath done this deed.

O hateful error, melancholy’s child!
Why dost thou show to the apt thoughts of men
The things that are not? O error! soon conceiv’d,

TITINIUS: Aceastd veste va reinviora mult pe Cassius.
MESSALA: Unde l-ai ldsat?

TITINIUS: Pe acest colnic. Foarte dezndddjduit, avand langa
dansul pe robul sdau Pindarus.

MESSALA: Nu e cumva el care e culcat acolo pe pamant?
TITINIUS: El nu e culcat ca unul care traieste. O, inima mea!
MESSALA: Nu e asa? Este dansul?

TITINIUS: Nu, a fost, Messala: caci Cassius nu mai este. O
soare ce apui! cum te cobori in razele tale cele rosii, astfel s-a
cufundat si ziua lui Cassius in roseata sangelui sdu! S-a
cufundat soarele Romei; ziua noastra s-a dus: acuma din
nouri, cade bruma, sosesc primejdiile; faptele noastre sunt
indeplinite. Neincrederea in reusita mea l-a omorat.

MESSALA: Neincrederea in izbanda 1-a omorat. O, uracioasd
ndlucire! copil al melancoliei! de ce arati unei minti prea
credincioasa de om, ceea ce nu este? o nalucire! cand repede
cuprinzi mintea, nu ai niciodatd o nastere fericita; ucizi chiar
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Thou never com’st unto a happy birth,

But kill’st the mother that engender’d thee!
TITINIUS: What, Pindarus! where art thou, Pindarus?
MESSALA: Seek him, Titinius, whilst I go to meet
The noble Brutus, thrusting this report

Into his ears; I may say, thrusting it;

For piercing steel and darts envenomed

Shall be as welcome to the ears of Brutus

As tidings of this sight.

TITINIUS: Hie you, Messala,

And I will seek for Pindarus the while.

Exit MESSALA

Why didst thou send me forth, brave Cassius?

Did I not meet thy friends? and did not they

Put on my brows this wreath of victory,

And bid me give it thee? Didst thou not hear their shouts?
Alas! thou hast misconstru’d every thing.

But, hold thee, take this garland on thy brow;
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pe muma care te-a ndscut.

TITINIUS: Hai Pindarus, unde esti Pindarus.

MESSALA: Cauts-], Titinius; eu deocamdatd ma voi duce la
vrednicul Brutus sd-i strdpung urechea cu aceastd veste. Cu
drept cuvant o numesc o strapungere, caci tdisul otelit si sageti
otrdvitoare ar fi tot una pentru urechea lui Brutus ca si vestea
despre ceea ce am vazut.

TITINIUS: Grdbeste-te, Messala! Pana atunci eu voi cauta pe
Pindarus.
(Messala se duce)

De ce m-ai trimis, vrednicul meu Cassius? Nu am gdsit
oare prietenii tdi? Nu am pus aceastd cunund de victorii pe
fruntea mea ca sd ti-o aduc? Nu ai auzit tipetele lor de bucurie?
Ai dat un inteles rau la fiecare intamplare! latd, primeste
aceasta cunund pe fruntea ta; Brutus al tdu mi-a zis sa ti-o
aduc; indeplinesc porunca sa. Vino curand, Brutus, si priveste
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Thy Brutus bid me give it thee, and I

Will do his bidding. Brutus, come apace,

And see how I regarded Caius Cassius.

By your leave, gods: this is a Roman’s part:

Come, Cassius’ sword, and find Titinius” heart.

Kills himself

Alarum. Re-enter MESSALA, with BRUTUS, Young CATO,
STRATO, VOLUMNIUS, and LUCILIUS

BRUTUS: Where, where, Messala, doth his body lie?
MESSALA: Lo, yonder, and Titinius mourning it.
BRUTUS: Titinius’ face is upward.

CATO: He is slain.

BRUTUS: O Julius Caesar! thou art mighty yet!

Thy spirit walks abroad and turns our swords

In our own proper entrails.

Low alarums

CATO: Brave Titinius!

Look, whether he have not crown’d dead Cassius!
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cum am cinstit pe Caius Cassius! Voi, zei, iertati-ma! Acesta e
un obicei de Roman: Vino, spada lui Cassius, loveste si pe

Titinius!

(Moare)

(Invilmdseald. Messala vine iardisi cu Brutus, Cato cel Tandr, Strato,
Volumnius si Lucilius)

BRUTUS: Unde, unde, Messala? spune unde e culcat trupul?
MESSALA: Priveste, intr-acolo! Titinius plange langa dansul.
BRUTUS: Fata lui Titinius e ridicata in sus.

CATO: E ucis.

BRUTUS: O, Iulius Caesar! tu esti inca puternic. Spiritul tdau
se preumbld in jurul nostru: El e care ne indreapta spadele
chiar spre matele noastre.

(Invilmdseald zgomotoasd)

CATO: Vrednicul meu prieten Titinius! Priviti aici cum el a
incununat pe mortul Cassius!
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BRUTUS: Are yet two Romans living such as these? BRUTUS: Mai traiesc oare inca doi Romani care sa le semene
The last of all the Romans, fare thee well! lor? Tu, rdmas cel de pe urma din toti Romanii, ramai in pace!
It is impossible that ever Rome Nu e cu putintd, ca Roma sd mai dea nastere la altii de soiul
Should breed thy fellow. Friends, I owe more tears tdu. Prieteni! acestui mort ii datorez mai multe lacrimi decat
To this dead man than you shall see me pay, — ma veti vedea vdrsand aci: Voi gdsi insd timpul, voi gasi
I shall find time, Cassius, I shall find time. — timpul, Cassius. Veniti dar si trimiteti la Thassos trupul sau!
Come, therefore, and to Thasos send his body: Nu trebuie sd fie inmormantat in tabdrd; aceasta ne-ar apdsa
His funerals shall not be in our camp, prea tare. Vino Lucilius! vino tinere Cato! sa plecam spre
Lest it discomfort us. Lucilius, come; campul unde ni se hotdrdste soarta! Voi, Flavius si Labeo,
And come, young Cato; — let us to the field. puneti in miscare ostirea noastra! E ora trei, si inainte inca de
Labeo and Flavius, set our battles on: — noapte vom incerca norocul intr-o a doua batdlie.

‘Tis three o’clock; and, Romans, yet ere night (Toti se duc)

We shall try fortune in a second fight.
Exeunt
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SCENEIV.
Another part of the field.

Alarum. Enter fighting, Soldiers of both armies; then BRUTUS,
Young CATO, LUCILIUS, and others

BRUTUS: Yet, countrymen, O! yet hold up your heads!
CATO: What bastard doth not? Who will go with me?
I will proclaim my name about the field:

[ am the son of Marcus Cato, ho!

A foe to tyrants, and my country’s friend;

I am the son of Marcus Cato, ho!

BRUTUS: And I am Brutus, Marcus Brutus, [;

Brutus, my country’s friend; know me for Brutus!

Exit, charging the enemy. CATO is overpowered and falls

LUCILIUS: O young and noble Cato, art thou down?
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ScenaIV.
O altd parte a cAmpului de batalie la Philippi.

(Invilmdgseald. Ostasi din amiandoud armatele, luptandu-se; Dupd
aceasta vin Brutus, tandrul Cato, Lucilius si altii).

BRUTUS: Mai tineti-va cetdteni, tineti sus capetele voastre!
CATO: Un corcit acel care nu o face! Care vrea sd ma urmeze?
Strig numele meu pe deasupra cAmpului; sunt fiul lui Marcus
Cato, ascultati! inamic al tiranilor, amic al patriei! Sunt fiul lui
Marcus Cato, ascultati!

BRUTUS: (repezindu-se intre inamici) Si eu sunt Brutus; eu
Marcus Brutus; amic al patriei; cunoasteti-ma ca Brutus.

(Se duce tnaintand impotriva inamicului).

(Cato e rasturnat si ucis)

LUCILIUS: O tinere si nobile Cato! te-ai sfarsit! Da, viteaz ca
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Why, now thou diest as bravely as Titinius,
And mayst be honour’d being Cato’s son.

First Soldier: Yield, or thou diest.

LUCILIUS: Only I yield to die:

There is so much that thou wilt kill me straight.
Offering money

Kill Brutus, and be honour’d in his death.

First Soldier: We must not. A noble prisoner!
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Second Soldier: Room, ho! Tell Antony, Brutus is ta’en.

First Soldier: I'll tell the news. Here comes the general.
Enter ANTONY

Brutus is ta’en, Brutus is ta’en, my lord.

ANTONY: Where is he?

LUCILIUS: Safe, Antony; Brutus is safe enough:

I dare assure thee that no enemy

Shall ever take alive the noble Brutus:

The gods defend him from so great a shame!

Titinius mori si tu! avem a te cinsti precum se cuvine fiului lui
Cato.

Primul ostas: Supune-te ori mori!

LUCILIUS: Numai pentru a muri md supun. latd, atata pentru
tine, (ii oferd bani) dacd ma vei ucide de indatd; omori pe

Brutus, sa te cinsteasca moartea sa.

Primul ostas: Aceasta ne este interzis. O prindere insemnata.
Al doilea ostas: Dati-va in ldturi! spune-ti lui Antonius ca am
prins pe Brutus!

Primul ostas: Am sa-i duc vestea. Priveste, aici vine seful.
(Antonius vine)

Avem pe Brutus, stdpane, l-am prins pe Brutus!

ANTONIUS: Unde este el?

LUCILIUS: Brutus e in bund pazd; in deplind libertate. Fii
convins cd Brutus pe cand va mai fi in viatd, nu va fi niciodata
prins de un dusman. Zeii il apdra de o asemenea rusine! Ori
unde il veti gdsi, in viatd sau mort, el vi se va infdtisa ca Brutus,

C ONTEMPORARY

L ITERATURE P RESS

http://editura.mttlc.ro
The University of Bucharest, 2016



William Shakespeare.
Julius Caesar. Parallel Texts.
Translated into Romanian by Dimitrie N. Ghika, 1908.

168
When you do find him, or alive or dead, chiar ca dansul.
He will be found like Brutus, like himself.
ANTONY: This is not Brutus, friend; but, I assure you, ANTONIUS: Acesta nu e Brutus, prietene, insd pe cinstea mea,
A prize no less in worth: keep this man safe, o prindere tot atat de buna. Paziti-1 bine, purtati-va cu cinste
Give him all kindness: I had rather have pentru dansul. Tin sd am asemenea barbati mai degraba ca
Such men my friends than enemies. Go on, prieteni decat ca dusmani. Grabiti-va! vedeti daca Brutus e
And see whe'r Brutus be alive or dead; mort sau traieste si aduceti-mi la cortul lui Octavius veste de
And bring us word unto Octavius’ tent toate si cum s-au petrecut.
How every thing is chanc’d.
Exeunt (Toti se duc)
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SCENE V.
Another part of the field.
Enter BRUTUS, DARDANIUS, CLITUS, STRATO, and
VOLUMNIUS

BRUTUS: Come, poor remains of friends, rest on this rock.

CLITUS: Statilius show’d the torch-light; but, my lord,
He came not back: he is or ta’en or slain.

BRUTUS: Sit thee down, Clitus: slaying is the word;

It is a deed in fashion. Hark thee, Clitus.

Whispers

CLITUS: What, I, my lord? No, not for all the world.

BRUTUS: Peace then! no words.
CLITUS: I'll rather kill myself.
BRUTUS: Hark thee, Dardanius.
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Scena V.
O altd parte a cAmpului de batalie la Philippi.
(Brutus, Dardanius, Clitus, Strato si Volumnius vin)

BRUTUS: Veniti, mica ramadsitd de prieteni! odihniti-va sub
aceste stanci.

CLITUS: Stdpane, Statilius a ardtat lumina tortei, el totusi nu
vine inddrdt. El e prins sau chiar ucis.

BRUTUS: Asaza-te langa mine. Ucis este adevaratul cuvant,
el e obiceiul zilei. Asculta Clitus!

(ii sopteste la ureche)

CLITUS: Cum, milostivul meu stapan? Eu? Nici pentru
intreaga lume!

BRUTUS: Téacere dar! nici un cuvant!

CLITUS: Mai curand m-as ucide chiar pe mine.

BRUTUS: Dardanius, asculta.
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Whispers

DARDANIUS: Shall I do such a deed?

CLITUS: O, Dardanius!

DARDANIUS: O, Clitus!

CLITUS: What ill request did Brutus make to thee?
DARDANIUS: To kill him, Clitus. Look, he meditates.
CLITUS: Now is that noble vessel full of grief,

That it runs over even at his eyes.

BRUTUS: Come hither, good Volumnius: list a word.
VOLUMNIUS: What says my lord?

BRUTUS: Why, this, Volumnius:

The ghost of Caesar hath appear’d to me

Two several times by night; at Sardis once,

And, this last night here in Philippi fields:

I know my hour is come.

VOLUMNIUS: Not so, my lord.

BRUTUS: Nay, I am sure it is, Volumnius.

Thou seest the world, Volumnius, how it goes;

William Shakespeare.
Julius Caesar. Parallel Texts.

Translated into Romanian by Dimitrie N. Ghika, 1908.

170

(i sopteste la ureche)

DARDANIUS: Eu, o asemenea fapta?

CLITUS: O, Dardanius!

DARDANIUS: O, Clitus!

CLITUS: (catre Dardanius) Ce propunere rea ti-a facut Brutus?
DARDANIUS: Sa-1 ucid, Clitus: Priveste, el std pe ganduri.
CLITUS: Priveste cum supararea i-a cuprins chipul cel maret
si se revarsa prin ochii sdi.

BRUTUS: Vino la mine, prietene Volumnius: un cuvant.
VOLUMNIUS: Ce zici seful meu?

BRUTUS: Aceasta, Volumnius: Noaptea, spiritul lui Caesar
mi-a apdrut de doua ori, mai intai la Sardes, si noaptea trecuta
aici pe campul de la Philippi. Stiu cd mi-a sosit sfarsitul.

VOLUMNIUS: O nu, seful meu.
BRUTUS: O da, fard indoiald, Volumnius! Tu vezi, prietene,
cum stau lucrurile cu noi. Dusmanul ne-a impins spre
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Our enemies have beat us to the pit:

Low alarums

It is more worthy to leap in ourselves,

Than tarry till they push us. Good Volumnius,

Thou know’st that we two went to school together;
Even for that love of old, I prithee,

Hold thou my sword-hilts, whilst [ run on it.
VOLUMNIUS: That’s not an office for a friend, my lord.
Alarum still

CLITUS: Fly, fly, my lord! there is no tarrying here.

BRUTUS: Farewell to you; and you; and you, Volumnius.

Strato, thou hast been all this while asleep;
Farewell to thee too, Strato. Countrymen,
My heart doth joy that yet, in all my life,

I found no man but he was true to me.

I shall have glory by this losing day,

More than Octavius and Mark Antony

By this vile conquest shall attain unto.
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prapastii.

(tnvdlmadseala)

Ni se cuvine mai bine, sd sirim chiar noi intr-insa, decat sa
asteptam cea de pe urma a sa lovitura. Voluminius ne duceam
impreund la scoald, precum stii. Te rog, pentru acea veche a
noastrd iubire, tine tu spada mea pe cand ma voi arunca pe
dansa.

VOLUMNIUS: Acesta, Brutus, nu e un serviciu de prieten.
(Zgomot neintrerupt de invilmdseald)

CLITUS: Fugi, fugi stapane! Aci nu mai e loc de zdbava.
BRUTUS: S4 traiti dar cu bine, voi si tu Volumnius! Tu Strato,
ai fost cuprins de somn tot timpul. Ramai si tu cu bine!
Cetdtenii se desfdtara pentru inima mea, cd in toata viata, nu
am gdsit incd unul care sa nu-mi fi fost credincios. Am mai
multd glorie din aceastd nefericita zi decat vor obtine Octavius
si Antonius prin aceastd uracioasa victorie. Rdmaneti toti cu
bine! Céci limba lui Brutus in curand isi va incheia istoria vietii
sale. Noaptea se intinde pe ochii mei, oasele mele vor odihna.
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So fare you well at once; for Brutus’ tongue Ele de mult tind numai la aceasta.
Hath almost ended his life’s history: (Invilmdseald. Strigite dupd scend: fugiti! fugiti!)
Night hangs upon mine eyes; my bones would rest,
That have but labour’d to attain this hour.
Alarum. Cry within, ‘Fly, fly, fly!’
CLITUS: Fly, my lord, fly. CLITUS: Fugi, fugi stapane!
BRUTUS: Hence! I will follow. BRUTUS: Duceti-va! Va voi urma.
Exeunt CLITUS, DARDANIUS, and VOLUMNIUS (Clitus, Dardanius si Volumnius se duc)
I prithee, Strato, stay thou by thy lord: Te rog Strato, rdmai la stipanul tiu. Esti un om de treaba. In
Thou art a fellow of a good respect; viata ta ai avut o scanteie de cinste. Tine dar spada mea si
Thy life hath had some smatch of honour in it: intoarceti capul, pe cand eu madi voi arunca pe dansa. Vrei sd
Hold then my sword, and turn away thy face, faci Strato?
While I do run upon it. Wilt thou, Strato?
STRATO: Give me your hand first: fare you well, my lord. STRATO: Dd-mi mai intdi mana, rdmas bun, stapane!
BRUTUS: Farewell, good Strato. BRUTUS: Traieste cu bine, prietene! Linisteste-te Caesar! Nici
Runs on his sword pe jumatate atat de voios nu te-am ucis precum ma ucid pe
Caesar, now be still; mine.
I kill’d not thee with half so good a will. (Se aruncd pe spada sa si moare).
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Dies

Alarum. Retreat. Enter OCTAVIUS, ANTONY, MESSALA,
LUCILIUS, and the Army

OCTAVIUS: What man is that?

MESSALA: My master’s man. Strato, where is thy master?

STRATO: Free from the bondage you are in, Messala;
The conquerors can but make a fire of him;

For Brutus only overcame himself,

And no man else hath honour by his death.

LUCILIUS: So Brutus should be found. I thank thee, Brutus,
That thou hast prov’d Lucilius’ saying true.

OCTAVIUS: All that served Brutus, I will entertain them.
Fellow, wilt thou bestow thy time with me?

STRATO: Ay, if Messala will prefer me to you.
OCTAVIUS: Do so, good Messala.

MESSALA: How died my master, Strato?

STRATO: I held the sword, and he did run on it.
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fnvdlmdwg. Retragere. Octavius si Antonius cu ostirea lor. Messala
st Lucilius vin)

OCTAVIUS: Cine e acest barbat?

MESSALA: Servitorul stdpanului meu. Strato, unde e
stapanul tau?

STRATO: El nu e cdzut in lanturile care te leagd pe tine,
Messala. Invingatorii il pot numai preschimba in cenusa caci
Brutus a murit biruit numai de dansul. Nimeni, afard de
dansul, nu se va fili de moartea sa.

LUCILIUS: Astfel a trebuit s4 te gasim. Iti multumesc, Brutus,
cd ai adeverit prezicerile lui Lucilius.

OCTAVIUS: Iau pe toti servitorii lui Brutus in serviciul meu.
(lui Strato). Vrei tu pe viitor sd traiesti la mine, baiete?
STRATO: Da, dacd Messala md va da pe mana ta.
OCTAVIUS: Fa-mi aceastd placere Messala.

MESSALA: Strato, cum a murit stdpanul meu?

STRATO: Am tinut spada si el s-a aruncat pe dansa.
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MESSALA: Octavius, then take him to follow thee,
That did the latest service to my master.

ANTONY: This was the noblest Roman of them all;
All the conspirators save only he

Did that they did in envy of great Caesar;

He only, in a general honest thought

And common good to all, made one of them.

His life was gentle, and the elements

So mix’d in him that Nature might stand up

And say to all the world “This was a man!”

OCTAVIUS: According to his virtue let us use him.

With all respect and rites of burial.

Within my tent his bones to-night shall lie,
Most like a soldier, order’d honourably.
So call the field to rest; and let’s away,

To part the glories of this happy day.
Exeunt
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MESSALA: Octavius, primeste-l dar. Sa te urmeze acela care
a facut sefului meu cea de pe urmd indatorire.

ANTONIUS: El era din toti, cel mai vrednic Roman, caci
fiecare conspirator, indeosebi de dansul, a facut ceea ce a facut,
din urd cdtre Caesar. El singur s-a unit cu ceilalti, condus
numai de o grijd curata si marinimoasa, pentru binele obstesc.
Lina ii era viata si elementele erau alcatuite astfel intr-insul, ca
natura a putut sd se ridice si sd spuie lumii intregi: Acesta a
fost un barbat.

OCTAVIUS: Dupd cum ii era virtutea, tot astfel il vom cinsti
cu toatd stima si cu ceremonia cuvenitd de inmormantare. In
aceastd noapte el va fi asezat in cortul meu impodobit cu
onoruri dupa cum se cuvine unui ostas. Dati ordin armatei
pentru repaus. Noi sa mergem, sd impartim trofeele acestei

zile fericite.
(Se duc)
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