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PREDMLUVA

ulius Caesar predstavuje v Shakespearové tvorbé vyrazny meznik. Po
dvou historickych tetralogiich, v nichZ autor pfevizné volnym, kroni-
katskym zpusobem zobrazil velké useky anglickych déjin, zavrSuje
své tsili o historické drama hrou ze starovékého Rima, kter4 je pro svou
sevienou dramatickou vystavbu a jednotici myslenku zéroveti povaZzovéna
za piedehru k velkolepé fadé jeho vrcholnych tragédii. Hra byla napsand
pravdépodobné v roce 1599 a je dost mozné, Ze v été téhoz roku tragédie
o muzi s ambicemi svétovlddce otevirala nové vybudované divadlo The
Globe (Zemékoule &1 Svét). Patif k prvnim Shakespearovym hridm, ve kterych
renesanéni viru v ¢lovéka a jeho schopnosti vystfidala baroknfi skepse, pro-
vdzend pocity rozpolcenosti a tajemné hrizy. I samo téma je zlomové:
Julius Caesar pojedndvd o konci staré a zrodu nové epochy.

At se Shakespearovy hry odehravaji kdekoli a v kterémkoli ¢ase, vzdy je
ve stfedu autorova zdjmu pfedev$im jeho soucasnost. Podle ni kresli své
postavy a kraje a k ni chce promlouvat. V zemi, kde pfimému zobrazen{
brénila cenzura, mohl reagovat na poméry nejaktudlnégji a nejbezprostied-
néji pravé hrou, kterou ze vSech svych dosavadnich historickych dramat
umistil ¢asové i mistné nejdél.

V Anglii v poslednim roce 16. stoleti vlddla Sestasedesétiletd krdlovna
Alzbéta L, jeZ po sobé nezanechala pfimého néslednika. Jeji ndstup na triin
vytrhl zemi na dlouhd 1éta z piedeslého chaosu, ale hrozilo, ze po kré-
lovniné smrti se chaos a rozvrat do Anglie vriti. Otdzky nésilného ptevzet{
moci, politické moréilky, etiky a spolecenské odpovédnosti byly na pofadu
dne. Paralela s ddélem Julia Caesara, ktery byl ve jménu demokratickych
ideji zabit a po jehoz smrti v zemi zavlddla obéanska vélka, se nabizela -
pro Shakespeara tim spiSe, Ze osou piibéhu byl konflikt dvou vyraznych
osobnosti, jejichz role v celé véci nebyla jednoznaénd a po staleti se o ni
vedly spory.

Shakespeare pfi psani své hry jako z hlavniho pramene vychazel z Platar-
chovych Srovndvacich Zivotopisii, které jako Zivoty vznesenych Rekii a Rimanii
z Amyotova francouzského piekladu pfelozil do angli¢tiny sir Thomas
North.

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



kych postiehti a anekdotickych detaild, coz pfi divadelni adaptaci latky
umoznovalo Shakespearovi drZet se na fadé mist Plitarchova textu dosti
vérné. Nicméné privé kombinaci téméf doslovnych citaci, drobnych
podnéta, které domyslel, rozvinul a dramaticky pfetvofil, a mist, kterd
pojal zcela podle své vlastni invence a fantazie, vytvofil stylové a ideové
jednotné drama, jez dodnes udivuje svou divadelni pusobivosti, jasno-
zfivou politickou aktudlnostf a strohou krdsou jazyka.

Shakespeare zpracoval z Plitarcha pfedevsim Zivotopisy Caesara, Bruta
a Antonia. U madlokteré latky, kterou kdy zdramatizoval, se mu podafilo
vytézit z dgjin tolik podnéta pro vysostné divadelni ztvarméni. Jdou tu za
sebou: davovd scéna oslavy Caesarova vitézstvi; triumfélni privod pfi
luperkaliich; bouflivd noc pfedznamendavajici Caesariv pdd a doprova-
zejici tajnd ujedndvéni spiklencu; portréty manzelek Caesara a Bruta, jez
shodné, a prece kazdd jinak prozivaji své désivé obavy; dva rozhodujici
déjové zvraty: ritudlné pojaty atentit na Caesara, jehoZ ndstrojem jsou
dyky a mece, a brzy nato chytfe demagogickd a stejné vrazednd Antoniova
fe¢ nad Caesarovym télem, kterd vyvold vzpouru fimského lidu; pfipravy
valky, provizené hidkami a spory; vystoupeni Caesarova ducha; sém boj
plny tragickych nedorozuméni; sebevrazda tif hrdych Rimant a v Gplném
zévéru hotkd pointa, kdyZ se moci ujima ¢lovék, ktery az do této chvile
zUstdval v pozadi. To v8e nabizi podivanou, jez by mohla byt az pfilis
zahlcujici a tizivd, kdyby ji autor nedal na jedné strané pevny fid a na
strané druhé ji nenaplnil misty jimavé lidskosti, kterd zbrzdi prekotny déj
a nabidne divikovi moznost reflektovat to, ¢eho je tcasten.

Pevné struktury hry autor dociluje mimo jiné promyslenou praci s ¢asem
a prostorem. Historické udélosti ¢tyft let (45 pf. n. [.—42 pf. n. 1) zhustil ve
své hfe tak, Ze vyvoldvaji dojem, jako by se odehrély v pribéhu nékolika
malo dni. Soucasné ale drobnymi zminkami o plynuti ¢asu docilil toho, Ze
v pozadi probihd ¢as redlny, takZe dramaticky spad déje nenarusuje psycho-
logickou prokreslenost postav. Podobné elasticky je i prostor hry. Ostrymi
stfihy piekondva autor vzdalenosti mezi Rimem, kde doslo k zabiti
Caesara, a maloasijskymi Sardami a makedonskymi Filippami, kde se ve
dvou bitvach utkala Brutova a Cassiova vojska s vojsky triumvirt. Pfibli-
Zuje se tak klasickym pozadavkiam jednoty mista a ¢asu, aniZ naru$uje déjo-
vou pestrost.

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

uméleckd pravdivost. O¢ je Caesar oproti Plitarchovu zpodobeni méné
monumentalni, o to je ndm lidsky bliz$i. Shakespeare ho pojima jako
starnouciho jeditného muze, povéréivého a nemocného, jenZ si nicméné
udrzuje bystrost usudku a pfirozenou autoritu. Proti nému, a pfitom jemu
nejbliZ stavi $lechetného idealistu Bruta, ktery se dcastni atentdtu v zdjmu
sobecného dobra“, z obav, ze Caesar by po chystané korunovaci mohl
v touze po neomezené vladé ohrozit demokraticky f4d v zemi. Jak sdm
tikd, radéji nez Caesarovo télo by zabil Caesarova ducha. Az po ¢&inu
samém si ale uvédomuje, jakého tragického omylu se dopustil. Z pozice
vrcholné mravni autority, kterou zastdval pfed atentdtem, nastupuje cestu
pozvolného padu. Vidi, Ze nasilnym ¢inem nejen zatizil své svédomi, ale
Ze se jeho dobry imysl zvrtl v popieni sebe sama. Caesartiv duch piezivi,
snaha po udrZeni fddu vede k obéanské valce a jeho mravni autorita, kterd
ostatni dfive mobilizovala k ¢inu, je ted naopak brzdou. Cassius, jenz na
zatatku hry vyuzivd Brutovy nadosobni principidlnosti ke svym osobnim
cilim, se v dal$im prubéhu naopak podtizuje Brutovym mylnym rozhod-
nutim, prévé z dcty k ¢lovéku, ktery ho moralné presahuje. Tak jako Caesar
a Brutus patfi k sobé coby pfedstavitelé starého svéta lidské pospolitosti,
plného predsudka, povér, ale také velkych, i kdyZ v té dobé uz dost mozna
posetilych idedld, spojuje je i to, Ze jsou obklopeni lidmi malymi, sledu-
jicimi spiSe sv{j vlastni prospéch. Cassius i Antonius jsou ale az pfili§ pfi-
poutdni ke svym vzoram, prili§ citové labilni, prili§ zaujati, nez aby byli
dustojnymi ndstupci téch, o jejichz pad se zaslouzili. Octavius, ktery se
svou posledni fe¢i nad Brutovym télem ujimd moci v zemi s podobné se-
bevédomou samoziejmosti, jako to ¢ini Fortinbras nad télem Hamleta,
stejné uslechtilého ¢lovéka, ktery byl piespfilis dobry pro tento svét, koné{
hru velebnou notou miru a smifeni. Néktef{ divici si oviem uvédomi, Ze
tento klidny tén ponékud zaskfipe. Jsou to ti, ktet{ védi, jak se osudy Rima
dale vyvijely, byli to ti, ktef{ si v Shakespearové dobé koncici feuddlni éry
dokdzali ztotoznit nendpadného, ale ambiciézniho Octavia s piislusniky
dravé, chladné kalkulujici generace nastupujici anglické burzoazie, a konec
konct jsou to i ti, ktet{ védéli a védi, Ze se historie az pfili§ ¢asto opakuje.
Julius Caesar je politické drama napsané z vét${ ¢4sti klasicky hutnym,
muznym ver§em, ve kterém se Shakespearovi podafilo postihnout véény
déjinny paradox. Cim vznesenéjii jsou zdméry téch, kteti se odhodlaji vzit
vladu véci vefejnych do svych rukou, tim hufe je lze uskute¢nit. Morélka
se totiz vzdy dostdvé do rozporu s praktickou politikou, jejimz pfedmétem

nejsou abstraktn{ ideje, ale Zivi, nevypocitatelni lidé.
JIRT JOSEK
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DRAMATIS PERSONAE

JULIUS CAESAR
OCTAVIUS CAESAR
MARCUS ANTONIUS } triumvirs after the death of Julius Caesar
M. AEMILIUS LEPIDUS
CICERO
PUBLIUS } senators
POPILIUS LENA
MARCUS BRUTUS \
CASSIUS
CASCA
TREBONIUS
LIGARIUS
DECIUS BRUTUS
METELLUS CIMBER
CINNA /
FLAVIUS .

} tribunes

} conspirators against Julius Caesar

MARULLUS
ARTEMIDORUS, a Sophist of Cnidos
SOOTHSAYER

CINNA, a Poet

ANOTHER POET
LUCILIUS \
TITINIUS

MESSALA friends to Brutus and Cassius
YOUNG CATO
VOLUMNIUS J
VARRO )
CLITUS

CLAUDIUS

STRATO

LUCIUS

DARDANIUS /
PINDARUS, Servant to Cassius

CALPURNIA, Wife to Caesar

PORTIA, Wife to Brutus

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

servants to Brutus

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

JULIUS CAESAR

OCTAVIUS CAESAR

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

CICERO

PUBLIUS } sendtofi
POPILIUS LAENAS

MARCUS BRUTUS \
CASSIUS

CASCA

TREBONIUS

LIGARIUS

DECIMUS BRUTUS
METELLUS CIMBER
CINNA )

FLAVUS } tribunové

} spiklenci proti Juliu Caesarovi

MARULLUS
ARTEMIDORUS, sofista z Knidu
VESTEC

CINNA, bésnik

JINY BASNIK

LUCILIUS \
TITINIUS

MESSALA } Brutovi a Cassiovi piatelé
MLADY CATO
VOLUMNIUS )
VARRO 1
CLITUS

CLAUDIUS

STRATO

LUCIUS

DARDANIUS )
PINDARUS, Cassitiv sluha
CALPURNIA, Caesarova manzelka

PORTIA, Brutova manzelka

Senétofi, obtané (Svec, Truhléy), straze, slouzici, vojici.

Brutovi slouzici

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

. COMMON.
MARULLUS
. COMMON.

MARULLUS
. COMMON.

. MARULLUS
. COMMON.

MARULLUS

. COMMON.
FLAVIUS
. COMMON.

FLAVIUS

ACT TI.

SCENE 1.
ROME. A STREET.

Enter Flavius, Marullus, and certain commoners.

Hence! Home, you idle creatures get you home:

Is this a holiday? What! Know you not,

Being mechanical, you ought not walk

Upon a labouring day without the sign

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

Where is thy leather apron and thy rule?

What dost thou with thy best apparel on?

You, sir, what trade are you?

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

But what trade art thou? Answer me directly.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

12

FLAVUS

1. OBCAN
MARULLUS
2. OBCAN

MARULLUS
2. OBCAN

MARULLUS
2. OBCAN

MARULLUS

2. OBCAN
FLAVUS
2. OBCAN

FLAVUS

JEDNANT I.

SCENA 1.
RimM. NA uULICL

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

Ze ve vSedni den byste neméli

po mésté chodit bez oznacen{

své Zivnosti? Ty, povéz, co jsi za?
Tesaf jsem, pane.

A kde m3s zédstéru a Ghelnik?

A pro¢ ses oblék do svite¢niho?

Co deélés ty?

Pfizndm se vdm, pane, flikuju to, jak se da,
a déldm, abych tak fek, samy boty.
Tak nestyd se a fekni, ¢im se zivis?

J4 se za svou préci stydét nemusim, i kdyz se mi
do ni kazdej obouva.

Tvé femeslo, ty mameluku! Mluv!
Reknu vdm to, pane, nez feknete $vec.
M4 Zivnost je totiZ — samej podraz.
Jsi néjak drzy, chlape zatracend!

M¢ chces$ podrazit?

Jen vase boty, pane.

Tak ty jsi obuvnik?

Jenom §vec. My $idlo je ma zbran. Kazdej zdkaznik

je mlj pan a kazd4 panna je moje zdkaznice,
kdyz md diru v boté. Jsem feléar starejch kfdpu.
Kdo se necit{ ve svy kizi, tomu rdd nastavim
tu svoji. I ten nejuznalejsi ¢lovék, co nosi boty,
uz poslapal prici mych rukou.

Tak pro¢ jsi opustil sviij verpdnek

a vytdhl ty lidi do ulic?

13
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I/1

2. COMMON.

MARULLUS

FLAVIUS

MARULLUS

FLAVIUS

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

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

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

Knew you not Pompey? Many a time and oft

Have you climb’d up to walls and battlements,

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

The livelong day, with patient expectation,

To see great Pompey pass the streets of Rome:

And when you saw his chariot but appear,

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

To hear the replication of your sounds

Made in her concave shores?

And do you now put on your best attire?

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

That comes in triumph over Pompey’s blood?

Be gone!

Run to your houses, fall upon your knees,

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

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

Assemble all the poor men of your sort;

Draw them to Tiber banks, and weep your tears

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

Exeunt all the commoners.

See whether their basest metal be not moved;

They vanish tongue-tied in their guiltiness.

Go you down that way towards the Capitol;

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

May we do so?

You know it is the feast of Lupercal.

It is no matter; let no images

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

14

I/1

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

MARULLUS

FLAVUS

MARULLUS

FLAVUS

a radovali se z jeho vitézstvi.

Z jakého vitézstvi? Co ukofistil?
Kde v poutech krileji mu za vozem
zajatci z dobytého tzemi?

Vy hloupd, bezcitn a krutd smecko,
mate moc kritkou pamét! Nevite uz,
kdo byval Pompeius? Jak ¢asto jste
se k jeho uvitin{ hrnuli

do oken, do ulic, az na komin

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

do ulic Rima velky Pompeius.

A kdyz se v délce privod objevil,
vypukli jste v tak nespoutany jdsot,
az Tibera se v hloubi za¢la tfdst,

jak dunéla ji v podemletych bfezich
ozvéna vasich hlasu.

Ted jste si oblékli to nejlepsi

a udélali jste si volny den?

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

Tdhnéte domu! Modlete se k bohtim,
at chvili pozdrzi morovou rénu,
kterou se trestd takovyhle nevdék!

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

sejdéte k bfehtim Tibery. Tam ronte
kajicné slzy, dokud z vyschlé strouhy
se voda nevzedme az po okraj.
Odejdou vsichni oblané.

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

Ty se dej vlevo smérem na Kapitol,
j4 piydu vpravo. Viechny ozdoby,
kterymi ovéncili sochy, strhej.

A smfi se to?

VI8, Ze se dneska svéti Lupercus.

To je mi jedno. Strhej hlavné pocty
pattici Caesarovi. A ji zatim
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1/1,2

1/1,2

CAESAR
CASCA
CAESAR
CALPURNIA
CAESAR

ANTONY
CAESAR

ANTONY

CAESAR

SOOTHSAYER
CAESAR
CASCA
CAESAR

SOOTHSAYER
CAESAR

And drive away the vulgar from the streets.

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

Who else would soar above the view of men

And keep us all in servile fearfulness.

Exeunt.

SCENE 2.
A PUBLIC PLACE.

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

Calpurnia!
Peace, ho! Caesar speaks.
Calpurnia!
Here, my lord.

Stand you directly in Antonius’ way,
When he doth run his course. Antonius!

Caesar, my lord?

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

I shall remember:
When Caesar says ‘do this,’ it is perform’d.

Set on; and leave no ceremony out.
(Flourish)

Caesar!

Ha! Who calls?

Bid every noise be still; peace yet again!

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

Beware the ides of March.
What man is that?

16

75

CAESAR
CASCA
CAESAR
CALPURNIA
CAESAR

5 ANTONIUS
CAESAR

ANTONIUS
10

CAESAR

VESTEC
CAESAR
CASCA

15 CAESAR

VESTEC
CAESAR

vyzenu z ulic tuhle sebranku.
Kdybys né&jaké potkal, Zefi je taky.
Kdyz Caesarovi pfistiihneme brka,
udrzime ho trochu pfi zemi,

jinak se bude vzndset k nebesim

a z nds udéla ustragené sluhy.

Odejdon.

75

SCENA 2.
VEREJNE PROSTRANSTVI.

FEanfdra. Vystoupi Caesar, Antonius jako béZec; Calpurnia, Portia,
Decimus Brutus, Cicero, Brutus, Cassius a Casca; za nimi zdstup
obcéanti, mezi nimi Veéstec.

Calpurnie!
Ticho! Caesar mluvi!
Calpurnie!
Tady jsem, muZi.
Vstoupi$ do drahy Antoniovi,
az kolem pobézi! Ty, Antonie!
Co 74da Caesar? 5

Az pobézis, nezapomeri se dotknout
Calpurnie. Dle staré povésti

ta, jiz se dotkne luperkdlni bézec,
ztrdci svou neplodnost.

Udélam to.
Co Caesar pfeje si, je vykondno. 10
Jdem ddl, jak z4d4 dnes$ni ritudl.
(Fanfdra)
Caesare!
Kdo to byl?
Tak budte chvili zticha! Ml¢te! Klid!
Kdo z vis v tom davu mé ted oslovil? 15

Slysel jsem hlas, jenz jako polnice
prekficel viechny. Mluv! Caesar té sly3i.
Id bfeznovych se stfez!

Kdo to byl?

17



172

BRUTUS
CAESAR
CASSIUS
CAESAR
SOOTHSAYER
CAESAR

CASSIUS
BRUTUS
CASSIUS
BRUTUS

CASSIUS

BRUTUS

CASSIUS

BRUTUS

CASSIUS

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

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

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

Sennet. Exeunt all except Brutus and Cassius.

Will you go see the order of the course?

Not I.

I pray you, do.

[ am not gamesome: I do lack some part

Of that quick spirit that is in Antony.

Let me not hinder, Cassius, your desires;
I’ll leave you.

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.

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

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?

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

And it is very much lamented, Brutus,
That you have no such mirrors as will turn
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BRUTUS
CAESAR
CASSIUS
CAESAR
VESTEC
CAESAR
CASSIUS
BRUTUS

CASSIUS
BRUTUS

CASSIUS

BRUTUS

Néjaky véstec vés chce varovat.
Réd bych s nim mluvil. Pfivolej ho sem!

Ty tam! Pojd’ sem a pfedstup pfed Caesara!

Cos na mé volal? Zopakuj mi to!
Id bieznovych se stfez!
Vzdyt je to blazen. Nechme ho byt. Jdem.
Znélka. Odejdou vsichni kromé Bruta a Cassia.
Ty se nepujdes divat na bézce?
Ne, neptjdu.
Mél bys tam jit.
To neni pro mé. Neumim se bavit
tak nenucené jako Antonius.
Na mé se neohliZej, Cassie,
jdi sdm.
V posledni dobé jsi se zménil, Brute.
Byvaly ¢asy, kdy jsi na mé hledél
dost piatelsky a kdy’s mé mival rdd.
Ted se mi vyhybds$ a ndpadné
jsi ke mné ochladl.
To se ti zda,
Cassie. Ne! Mdm-li na ¢ele mrak,
pri¢inou toho zachmufeni jsem
j4 sdm. Néjakou dobu se ted ve mné
svateji vielijaké pocity,
kterym se marné snazim pfijit na kloub,
takZe se moznd chovdm podivné.
Ale mych pfétel se to netykd,
a proto ani tebe, Cassie.
Ma4 odtaZitost md ten prosty diivod,
ze Brutus, ktery véald{ se sebou,
se k jinym nechova tak, jak by mél.

CASSIUS  J4 jsem si vyklddal tvé chovéni

BRUTUS

CASSIUS

jinak a nechdval si pro sebe
myS$lenky, které stoj{ za tvahu.
Povéz mi, Brute, vidi§ svoji tvar?
Ne, Cassie. Sdm sebe muzu vidét
jen v odrazu nééeho jiného.

Pfesné tak.
A préavé proto vsichni narikajf,
ze Brutus nev$im4 si zrcadel,
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BRUTUS

CASSIUS

BRUTUS

CASSIUS

Your hidden worthiness into your eye,

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

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

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

Will modestly discover to yourself

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

To stale with ordinary oaths my love

To every new protester; if you know

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

To all the rout, then hold me dangerous.

(Flourish, and shout)

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

Ay, do you fear it?
Then must I think you would not have it so.
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
The name of honour more than I fear death.

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

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.
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BRUTUS

CASSIUS

BRUTUS

CASSIUS

BRUTUS

CASSIUS

v nichZ uvidél by svoji vlastni ctnost,
jako ji vidi druzi. Slysel jsem

nejlepsi muze Rima bédovat

- az na Caesara oviem -, Ze si, Brute,
dnes, kdy nés tolik dusi tézkd doba,
neuvédomuje$ svou vlastni cenu.

Do ¢eho mé chces zaplést, Cassie,
ze ponouka$ mé, abych v sobé hledal,
co ve mné neni?

Reknu ti to, jestli mé vyslechnes.
Protoze ¢lovék pozndvd sdm sebe
jen v odrazu téch druhych, dovol mi,
abych byl zrcadlem, v némz uvidis,
co v tobé je a o ¢em ty sdm nevis.
A netvaf se tak podeziravé.
Kdybych byl hloupy Zvanil, rozdéval
pfisahy vérnosti vSem na potkdni,
jak si kdo pfijde, kdybych kazdého
pfételsky objimal a za zddy
ho ostouzel, kdybys mé, Brute, znal
co kamarddicka vsech opilct
a vétroplacha, pak mi klidné nevét.
(Fanfdra a provoldvdni sldvy)
Co je to za kiik? Mdm strach, Ze lid zvolil
Caesara krélem.

Rekl jsi: mdm strach?
Znamena to, Ze si to nepiejes?
Nepfeju, Cassie. I kdyZ ho mdm rdd.
Co jsi to ale po mné vlastné chtél?
Povidej, pro¢ jsi mé tak dlouho zdrZel?
Je-li to v z4jmu obecného blaha,
at mi to pfinese Cest nebo smrt,
pwdu do toho stejné odhodlané.
KéZ bohové mi o to vice pfejf,
o¢ vic je pro mé Cest neZ vlastni Zivot.
Znam tvoji povahu privé tak dobfe,
jako zndm tvoji vnéjsi podobu.
Vzdyt o cti pifedev§im jsem hodlal mluvit.
Nevim, jak si svij Zivot pfedstavujes,
pokud mdm ale mluvit za sebe,
ja radéji bych nechtél viibec byt,
nez abych slouZil sobé rovnému.
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BRUTUS

CASSIUS

I was born free as Caesar; so were you;

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

For once, upon a raw and gusty day,

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

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

And bade him follow; so indeed he did.

The torrent roar’d, and we did buffet it

With lusty sinews, throwing it aside

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

I, as Aeneas, our great ancestor,

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

Is now become a god, and Cassius is

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

He had a fever when he was in Spain,

And when the fit was on him, I did mark

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

And that same eye whose bend doth awe the world

Did lose his lustre; I did hear him groan;
Ay, and that tongue of his that bade the Romans
Mark him and write his speeches in their books,
Alas, it cried ‘Give me some drink, Titinius,’
As a sick girl. Ye gods, it doth amaze me
A man of such a feeble temper should
So get the start of the majestic world
And bear the palm alone.
(Shout. Flourish)

Another general shout!
I do believe that these applauses are
For some new honours that are heap’d on Caesar.
Why, man, he doth bestride the narrow world
Like a Colossus, and we petty men
Walk under his huge legs and peep about
To find ourselves dishonourable graves.
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BRUTUS

CASSIUS

O¢ horsi jsem nez Caesar? A o¢ ty?
Nejime to co on? A kdyZ je mréz,

neni ndm stejné zima jako jemu?
Jednou - v osklivy den, kdy prudky vitr
rozoral Tiberu brizdami vin -

mé Caesar vyzval, jestli bych si trouf

s nim vstoupit do téch rozboufenych vod
a kamsi doplavat. J4 na to kyv.

Hned sko¢il jsem i v $atech do feky

a volal na n¢j. Pak tam vlez i on.

Proud fval a my ho oba zdoldvali

s velikou chuti zdbéry svych pazi.
Srdnaté jsme se drali kupfedu,

viak neZ jsme doplavali na to misto,
Caesar vzkfik: ,Cassie, pomoc, topim se!”
Jé jako Aeneas, nés velky predek,

kdyz z trojskych plameniti na bedrech vynes
starého Anchise, z vod Tibery

jsem vytdhl chuddka Caesara.

Ten chuddk je dnes vic nez biih, a ja
jak bidny otrok musim na kolena,

kdyz péan si usmysli mi pokynout.
Jednou mél horkost, kdyz jel do Spanél,
a vidél jsem, jak pii té teploté

se cely tfds. N4§ buh se vdzné tf4s!
Pysky mél strachy celé zmodralé

a jeho zrak, pfed nimz se kréf svét,
dotista vyhas. SlySel jsem ho brecet.
Ano! A jazyk, zvykly poroucet

a pfedpisovat Rimu, co se patfi,

ted’ nafikal: ,Podej mi vodu, Titinie!*
Jak ukiourand holka! Nechipu,

Ze se moh prévé tenhle slaboch vznést
na nejmocnéj$i misto na svété

a skliz{ slavu sdm.

(Provoldvdni sldvy. Fanfidra)

Uz zase kiidi!
Nejspi§ ten novy jisot pfivital
néjakou novou poctu Caesarovi.
V3ak pravé! Rozkro¢il se nad svétem
jak mocny kolos. A my lidicky
motdme se mu pod nohama s pfénim
si nékde najit aspon bidny hrob.
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Men at some time are masters of their fates:

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

But in ourselves, that we are underlings. 140
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, 145
Brutus will start a spirit as soon as Caesar.

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

Upon what meat doth this our Caesar feed,

That he is grown so great? Age, thou art shamed!
Rome, thou hast lost the breed of noble bloods! 150
When went there by an age, since the great flood,

But it was famed with more than with one man?

When could they say till now, that talk’d of Rome,
That her wide walls encompass’d but one man?

Now is it Rome indeed and room enough, 155
When there is in it but one only man.

O, you and I have heard our fathers say,

There was a Brutus once that would have brook’d

The eternal devil to keep his state in Rome

As easily as a king. 160

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, 165
Be any further moved. What you have said
I will consider; what you have to say
I will with patience hear, and find a time
Both meet to hear and answer such high things.
Till then, my noble friend, chew upon this: 170
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 175
Have struck but thus much show of fire from Brutus.

BRUTUS The games are done and Caesar is returning.
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BRUTUS

Pravy muz odpovid4 za svij osud.

Ta chyba, Brute, neni ve hvézdach,

je pouze v nds, Ze jsme tak malinci.
»Brutus“ a ,Caesar”! Pro¢ se jméno ,Caesar”
ozyva Castéji nez ,Brutus“? Pro¢?

Obé je napis. Tvé je stejné pékné.
Vyslov je. Tvé zni stejné dobfe. Zvaz je.
Tvé stejné vazi. Zaklinej se jimi.
SBrutus® je stejné magicky jak ,Caesar®.
Pti bozich, ktefi sedi na Olympu,

co asi ji nd§ bozsky Caesar, ze ndim
néhle tak vyrost? Rime, ty se styd’!

UZ v tobé vyhynula vzne$enost.

Kdy od potopy stalo se, Ze stat

viech Rimant by stdl jen na jednom?
Kdy dffv se mohlo stat, Ze v mésté Rim
by zbylo slvy leda pro jednoho?

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

o jistém Brutovi, jenz by se smifil

spiS s tim, Ze v Rimé bude vlddnout dabel,
nez aby mu tu vladl kral.

Nepochybuju o tvém prételstvi.

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

se nechci - véfim, ze mé pochopis -

o tom vic bavit. Cos mi povédél,

si promyslim. Co mi chce$ jesté fict,
vyslechnu pozomé, az pfijde ¢as
poradit se a fesit nasi véc.

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

neZ honosil se, Ze je synem Rima,

za podminek, jez tahle doba ndm

ted’ hroz{ pfinést.

CASSIUS Jsem rad, ze moje chabd fe¢ té, Brute,

alespori trochu rozohnila.

BRUTUS Je konec her a Caesar uz se vraci.
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BRUTUS

CASSIUS
CAESAR
ANTONY
CAESAR

ANTONY

CAESAR

CASCA
BRUTUS

As they pass by, pluck Casca by the sleeve;
And he will, after his sour fashion, tell you
What hath proceeded worthy note today.

Re-enter Caesar and bis train.

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

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

Looks with such ferret and such fiery eyes

As we have seen him in the Capitol,

Being cross’d in conference by some senators.

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

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

He thinks too much: such men are dangerous.

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

Would he were fatter! But I fear him not:

Yet if my name were liable to fear,

I do not know the man I should avoid

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

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

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

I rather tell thee what is to be fear’d

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

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

Ay, Casca; tell us what hath chanced today,
That Caesar looks so sad.
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ANTONIUS

CAESAR

CASCA
BRUTUS

A7 ptijdou sem, chyt Casku za rukdv,
a on ti kysele, jak umi, fekne,
co to tam dneska bylo za sldvu.

Vystoupi Caesar s privodem.
Zeptim se ho. Vidi§ to, Cassie?
Caesar se n&jak podeziele mradi
a cely privod jde jak opafeny.
Calpurnia je bled4, Cicero
zas brundtny a metd z odi blesky,
jak zndme ho, kdyZ na Kapitolu
ho roz¢ili néjaky sendtor.
Casca ndm fekne, co se ptihodilo.
Antonie!

Caesare?

Poustéjte ke mné radsi tlustochy,
ulizané a dobfe vyspané.

Z Cassia koukd hlad a je jak lunt.
Moc ptemysli. Na ného dévej pozor!
Klid, Caesare. Ten neni nebezpecny.
Vzdycky byl oddany a vérny Rimu.
Kéz by byl tlust$i! Nemdm z ného strach.
Kdyby se ale Caesar umél bit

a chtél se svého strachu zbavit, prvni
by tdh mi z cesty Cassius. Moc (te.
Ve viem se vyznd, co se kolem déje,
a nic mu neujde. Divadlem pohrda,
Antonie, a nebavi ho hudba.

Ztidka se zasméje, a kdyZ se sméje,
tak posmésné, jak by se vysmival
sdm sobé, Ze mu néco stilo za smich.
Lidi jak on jsou vzdycky celi nesvi,
kdyz vidi, zZe je nékdo pfertstd,

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

a fekni mi, co ty si o ném myslis.

Znélka. Odejde Caesar s doprovodem, zistdvd Casca.

Pro¢ jste mé zastavili? Chcete néco?

Chcem, Casko, slyset, co se stalo, Ze se
Caesar tak kaboni.
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CASCA

CASSIUS
CASCA

BRUTUS
CASSIUS

Why, you were with him, were you not?
I should not then ask Casca what had chanced.

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

What was the second noise for?

Why, for that too.

They shouted thrice: what was the last cry for?

Why, for that too.

Was the crown offered him thrice? 225

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Tis very like; he hath the falling sickness.

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

Nuze, nabizeli mu korunu. A jak ji nabizeli,
Caesar ji hibetem ruky takhle odstr¢il.

Nacez lid zacal jasat.

A pro¢ kificeli podruhé?

Pro¢? Pro stejnou véc.

Kiiceli tfikrat. Pro¢pak potieti?

Zase pro totéz.

To mu tu korunu nabidli tfikrat?

Ano, tfikrat. A tfikrét ji odmitl. Pokazdé

ale o poznani mirnéji. A pfi kazdém odmitnuti
spustili mi dob#{ Rimané povyk.

Kdo mu ji poddval?

Antonius prece.

A jakym zplisobem se to udélo?

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

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

- jak ja to vidim — moc nerad ji poustél z prstu.
Antonius ji nabidl potiet{. Napotieti ji
Caesarovi podévd a potfeti se ji Caesar vzdava.
A jak ji odmitl, dav zacal viestét a plicat rukama
a do vzduchu hézet propocené apky, a jak fvali
z plnych plic, z hub jim $el tak strasidelny smrad,
ze se Caesar mélem zalknul. Aspon

omdlel a padl k zemi. A pokud jde

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

Pockej! Co 1ikds? Opravdu tam omdlel?
Sek sebou pfimo na trzisti. Mél pénu u tst
a dodista ztratil fec.

To muze byt. M4 piece padoucnici.

Ne, Caesar nepad, ale ty a j4

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

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

the theatre, I am no true man.

What said he when he came unto himself? 260

Marry, before he fell down, when he perceived the
common herd was glad he refused the crown, he
plucked me ope his doublet and offered them his
throat to cut. An I had been a man of any occupation,
if I would not have taken him at a word, 265
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 270
soul!” and forgave him with all their hearts; but

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

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

Ay. 275
Did Cicero say any thing?

Ay, he spoke Greek.

To what effect?

Nay, an I tell you that, I'll ne’er look you 1’ the face
again. But those that understood him smiled 280
at one another and shook their heads; but, for mine
own part, it was Greek to me. I could tell you more
news too: Marullus and Flavius, for pulling scarfs off
Caesar’s images, are put to silence. Fare you well.

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

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

Ay, if 1 be alive and your mind hold and your dinner
worth the eating. 290

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

Co fekl, kdyz se probral k védomi?

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

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

at mu to vzdcny lid odpusti a laskavé to pfite jeho
postizeni. Par Zenskych vedle mé zac¢alo hned
bédovat: ,,Chudécéek Caesar!“ A milerddy mu
viecko vsecicko odpustily. Takové ale nejde brit
vazné. Odpustily by mu, i kdyby Caesar k smrti
ubodal jejich matky.

A proto odesel tak zachmufeny?

Jo.

Cicero taky mluvil?

Mluvil, ale nic nefekl.

V jakém smyslu?

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

na sebe. Jenze, jak j4 to vidim, fikal samé nesmysly.
Miém i dal$i novinky. Tribunové Marullus a Flavus
byli umlceni za to, Ze z Caesarovych soch strhdvali
ozdoby. Poroudim se. Podobnych $agkdren tam byla
jesté spousta.

Nechtél bys dneska ke mné na vecefi?

Ne, uz néco mam.

Tak se stav tfeba zitra na obéd.

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

Plati. Cekam té.

Diky. Sbohem. Oba.

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

So is he now in execution

Of any bold or noble enterprise,

However he puts on this tardy form.

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

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

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

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

Thy honourable metal may be wrought

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

He should not humour me. I will this night,

In several hands, in at his windows throw,

As if they came from several citizens,

Writings all tending to the great opinion

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

And after this let Caesar seat him sure;

For we will shake him, or worse days endure.

Exit.

SCENE 3.
ROME. A STREET.

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

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

Are not you moved, when all the sway of earth
Shakes like a thing unfirm? O Cicero,
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BRUTUS Odkdy je z ného takovyhle morous?

Ve $kole patifval k tém nejbystiejsim.

CASSIUS Bystry je dal a bystfe chopi se
kazdého vzne$eného ukolu.
To je jen pdza, tahle prostofekost.
Hrubosti navykl si kofenit
své moudré posttehy, tak aby byly
pro lidi stravitelnéjsi.

BRUTUS Asi mé$ pravdu. Ted uZ rad$i pujdu.

V3ak zitra, budes-li chtit se mnou mluvit,

stavim se u tebe, ¢i, pokud chces,

navstiv ty mé a probereme to.
CASSIUS  Zastavim se. Zatim to promysli.

Odejde Brutus.

Poctivy Brute, vidim, Ze se d4

i tvoje vzacna razba zpracovat

a zbavit ryzosti. Proto by méli

poctivci drZet jenom s poctivci.

Kdo je tak pevny, aby nepodleh?

Caesar mé nesndsi, Bruta m4 rad.

Jé ted byt Brutem a on Cassiem,

neddm se zldkat. Jesté dnesni noc

mu hodim do okna pér dopist,

kazdy z nich psany jinou rukou, ale

viechny ve stejném ténu: jak si Rim

velice Bruta véZi, pfi¢emz zlehka

se otfu o zpupného Caesara.

Caesare, drz se! Nen{ vyhnuti.

Bud znidi§ nds, anebo padnes ty.

Odeyde.

SCENA 3.
RimM. NA uULICL

Hromy a blesky. Vystoupi z protéjsich stran Casca

s vytasenym mecem a Cicero.
CICERO Zdravim té, Casko. Jde$ od Caesara?
Co se tak divas? Pro¢ nic nef{kas?
CASCA Ty nemds strach, kdyz celd zemé se
ottdsa v zakladech? Ach, Cicero!
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I have seen tempests, when the scolding winds
Have rived the knotty oaks, and I have seen
The ambitious ocean swell and rage and foam,
To be exalted with the threatening clouds:

But never till tonight, never till now,

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

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

Why, saw you any thing more wonderful?

A common slave - you know him well by sight -
Held up his left hand, which did flame and burn
Like twenty torches join’d, and yet his hand,
Not sensible of fire, remain’d unscorch’d.
Besides - I ha’ not since put up my sword -
Against the Capitol I met a lion,

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

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

“These are their reasons; they are natural;’

For, I believe, they are portentous things

Unto the climate that they point upon.

Indeed, it is a strange-disposed time:

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

He doth; for he did bid Antonius
Send word to you he would be there tomorrow.

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

Farewell, Cicero.
Exit Cicero.
Enter Cassius.
Who’s there?
A Roman.
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Zazil jsem bourky, kdy se ve vichru
kacely mocné duby. Vidél jsem,

jak zpupny ocedn prskal a pénil

a vypinal se k hrozicimu nebi.

Ale az dnesni noc, az dnes jsem kracel
bourkou, pfi které z mraka lil se oher.
Bud' v nebi vypukla obéanska vilka,
anebo svét tak bohy rozzlobil,

ze rozhodli se nadobro ho zni¢it.
Vidéls 1 jiné zvlstni dkazy?

Jeden otrok - i ty ho musi§ znat -
zved levou ruku, a ta rdzem vzpléla
jak dvacet pochodni, ale ta ruka,
prestoze hoftela, zustala cela.

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

Jen po mné kouknul a el klidné dal,
aniz mi ubliZil. Hned za rohem
jsem potkal zdstup vydéSenych Zen,
bledych jak smrt, jez pravé vidély
ohnivé muze chodit po ulici.

A vera v pravé poledne se zjevil
najednou na trzisti sycek. Sedél

tam, houkal, kii¢el. Tyhle divy kdyz
se nasobi, at nikdo netik4:

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

Ze se tu na nds chystd néco zlého.

Zd4 se, Ze vskutku nastal divny as.
Lidé si ale mnohdy rtizné jevy
vysvétluji v opaéném vyznamu.
Co Caesar? Pfijde zitra do sendtu?
Ptijde. Natidil Antoniovi,
aby ti vzkézal, Ze tam jisté bude.
Dobrou noc, Casko. V tomhle necase
je nejlip doma.

Sbohem, Cicero.
Odejde Cicero.
Wystoupi’ Cassius.
Kdo je to?

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

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

And, thus unbraced, Casca, as you see,

Have bared my bosom to the thunder-stone;

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

Even in the aim and very flash of it.

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.

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

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

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

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

Now could I, Casca, name to thee a man

Most like this dreadful night,

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

A man no mightier than thyself or me

In personal action, yet prodigious grown

And fearful, as these strange eruptions are.

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

Let it be who it is: for Romans now
Have thews and limbs like to their ancestors;
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Casca podle hlasu.
Mis dobry sluch, Cassie. To je noc!
Pro slu$né lidi velmi prijemn.
Vidél kdy nékdo hrozivéjsi nebe?
Pro ty, co védi, jak je hrozny svét,
tak hrozné neni. J4 se aspori toulal
ulicemi a mél z té spousté radost.
Sel jsem tak rozhaleny, jak mé vidis,
a nastavoval bleskum holou hrud.
A kdyZ ohniv4 ¢4ra trhala
oblohu napfi¢, nekryty jsem stal
a ¢ekal, az to do mé udefi.
Pro¢, prosim t¢, chce$ bohy pokouset?
Clovek by se mél radéji tfdst strachy,
kdyZ nejmocnéjsi bozstva pousti na nds
tuhletu hrazu, pfi niZ tuhne krev.
Jsi baba, Casko. Coz ten ohen v téle,
jimZ plane kazdy Riman, v tobé zhas
¢i skomira? Jsi bledy jako smrt
a strach ti koukd z o&i. Zdé&Sen ziris,
jak rozzlobila se dnes nebesa.
Ale kdyz uvazi§ ten pravy davod,
pro¢ srsi oher, strasi duchové,
pro¢ divd zvéf tak nenadale zkrotla,
pro¢ starcim, bldznim, détem naslouchd se,
pro¢ viechno, co kdy mivalo svuj fdd,
sviyj ucel, smysl, zménilo se néhle
v obludny paskvil, potom pochopfs,
Ze samo nebe timhle bésnénim
nds pouze varuje, Ze na nés ptijde
néjaka straind pohroma.
Mohl bych ti jmenovat ¢lovéka
stejného jak ta noc:
téZ boufi, bésni, hromuje a fve
na Kapitolu jako vztekly lev.
A i kdyZ sily nemd o nic vic
nez ja & ty, jde z ného vétd strach,
nez jaky vzbuzuje ta dnes$ni ¢ina.
Ur¢ité mds na mysli Caesara.
At je to kdokoli, Rimané maji
dnes pésti stejné tvrdé jako kdysi.

37

45

50

55

60

70

75

80



1/3

CASCA

CASSIUS

CASCA

CASSIUS

CASCA

But, woe the while! Our fathers’ minds are dead,
And we are govern’d with our mothers’ spirits;
Our yoke and sufferance show us womanish.

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

And he shall wear his crown by sea and land,

In every place, save here in Italy.

I know where I will wear this dagger then;

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

Nor stony tower, nor walls of beaten brass,

Nor airless dungeon, nor strong links of iron,

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

Never lacks power to dismiss itself.

If T know this, know all the world besides,

That part of tyranny that I do bear

I can shake off at pleasure.

(Thunder still)

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

And why should Caesar be a tyrant then?

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

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

Those that with haste will make a mighty fire

Begin it with weak straws. What trash is Rome,

What rubbish and what offal, when it serves

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

Where hast thou led me? I perhaps speak this

Before a willing bondman; then I know

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

And dangers are to me indifferent. 115

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

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

a ndm ted vlddne slabost nasich matek.
Jsme skety, snd$ime-li tenhle utisk.
Mas pravdu. SlySel jsem, Ze v sendté
uz zitra prohldsi Caesara krdlem

a ve viech zemich kromé Itilie

bude smét hrdé nosit korunu.

Pak vim, kam svoji dyku obritim.
Cassia osvobodi Cassius.

Tim dali bozi slabym sily dost.
Tim vzali bozi triumf tyranim.
Z4dné vé&# z kamene, masivn{ mifZ,
smrdutd kobka, Ziddné okovy,
nezastavi odhodlaného ducha.

A Zivot syty pozemského jha

ma vzdycky moZnost vymanit se z ného.
Pted celym svétem muzu prohldsit,
Ze svyj dil nesvobody setfesu,
kdykoli se mi zachce.

(Dalsi hrom)

Stejné ja.
Vzdyt kazdy otrok ve svych rukou mé
moc vyvazat se z nevolnickych pout.

Tak pro¢ ma Caesar zUstat tyranem?
Chudik! Jen proto muize on byt vlk,
Ze Rimané jsou stiddo tupych ovci.
Proto je lev, Ze my jsme plaché srny.
Kdyz chces, aby ti ohet mocné vzplal,
na podpal vezmi slimu. Rim ted kles
na sldmu, na smeti, kdyz slouzi tomu,
aby se v jeho plipolavé zati

honosil biddk Caesar! Zoufalstvi,

az kam’s mé zavedlo? Mozn4 tu mluvim
pfed tim, kdo je rdd otrok. Jestli ano,
pak si to zodpovim. Mdm ale zbrari

a na nebezpedi se neohliZ{m.

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

j& povedu své kroky stejnou cestou,
a nejdal ze viech.
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