William Shakespeare

Julius Caesar

Julius Cesar
Parallel Texts

Translated into Romanian by
Scarlat Ion Ghica,

ConTteEMPORARY :: E’SU-IINISCTL m T

LITERATURE PRESS e

v SHAKESPEARE
http://editura.mttic.ro I- I v E s I N
The University of Bucharest. 2016 2 o 1 6

Literature is news that stays news.
Ezra Pound

Editura online a Universititii Bucuresti pentru
studiul limbii engleze prin literaturi

C ONTEMPORARY

Literature P rEss Edited by
R | nis C. George Sandulescu
EERT ot

and Lidia Vianu

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




C ONTEMPORARY

@@ BRITISH GREAT

.‘ COUNCIL BRITAIN
Literature P RrEss 1 S8
SHAKESPEARE
http://editura.mttlc.ro L I V E S I N
The University of Bucharest. 2016 2 o 1 6
Editura online a Universititii Bucuresti pentru Literature is news that stays news.

studiul limbii engleze prin literatura

Press Release

Ezra Pound

Monday 4 April 2016

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
sometimes use older spellings, and even

Editura Contemporary Literature Press publica, 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
romaneasca pe care pe vremuri o scriam altfel, uneori
chiar cu alte caractere tipografice, si care da textelor lui



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

“Shakespeare lives in 2016!” The series

support the project
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.

Shakespeare o culoare speciald, dispdrutd in zilele
noastre, cind exprimarea este prozaica, lipsita de poezie.

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

Aceastd publicare este legata de aniversarea a celor
400 de ani care au trecut de cadnd 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 cd 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
Octavius Caesar

Marcus Antonius

M. Aemilius Lepidus

Cicero
Publius
Popilius Lena

Marcus Brutus
Cassius

Casca
Trebonius

William Shakespeare
Julius Caesar. Parallel Texts.
Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1896.

Iulius Cezar

Octavius Cezar, Marcus Antonius, M. Emilius Lepidus
Triumviratul dupd moartea lui Iulius Cezar

Cicero, Publius, Popilius Lena

Senatori

Marcus Brutus, Cassius, Casca Trebonius, Ligarius, Decius
Brutus, Mettelus Cimber, Cinna

Conspiratori

Pindarus, servitorul lui Cassius

Calphurnia, sotia lui Cezar

Flavius, Marcellus

Tribuni

Artemidorus, un sofist din Cnidos

Cinna, un poet

Un alt poet

Lucilius, Titinius, Messala, Catone, tanarul, Volumnius
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William Shakespeare
Julius Caesar. Parallel Texts.
Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1896.

2
Prieteni de-ai lui Brutus si ai lui Cassius
Ligarius Varrone, Clitus, Claudius, Stratone, Lucius, Dardanus
Servitorii lui Brutus
Decius Brutus Portia, sotia lui Brutus
Metellus Cimber
Cinna

Flavius and Marullus, Tribunes.

Artemidorus, a Sophist of Cnidos.

A Soothsayer.

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 Caesar.
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William Shakespeare
Julius Caesar. Parallel Texts.
Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1896.

Portia, Wife to Brutus.

Senators, Citizens, Guards, Attendants, &c.

SCENE- During a great part of the Play, at Rome ; afterwards,
Sardis and near 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 Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1896.

ACTULI

SCENA1
Roma — O strada.

Flavius —Marcellus si un alai de cetateni.
FLAVIUS: Fugiti de aici, trantori, cdrati-va acasa
Pieriti, va spun. Nu credeti ca azi e sdrbatoare?
Ce? Ati uitat se vede, cd voi meseriasii

In zi de lucru nu aveti putinta de a iesi

Fara a avea in mand unealta meseriei?

Primul cetdtean: Sunt un tamplar, stapane.
MARCELLUS: Atunci unde este

Sortul tau de piele si linia de lemn?

De ce ai venit aici gatit cu haine bune?

Baiete, tu, de acolo, ce meserie ai?
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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, I 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, but with awl. I am, indeed, sir, a surgeon to old shoes;

William Shakespeare
Julius Caesar. Parallel Texts.

¥ Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1896.

Al doilea cetatean: Ca lucrator subtire sunt, domnule, cum ai
zice carpaci de incaltaminte.

MARCELLUS: Raspunde scurt, ce esti?

Al doilea cetitean: Am, domnule, o meserie ce cred cd o pot
exercita cu constiinta impacata; cici adevarul e, domnul meu,
cd sunt un carpaci de tdlpi stricate.

MARCELLUS: Miselule, imi spui ce meserie ai?

Ce meserie, spune-mi, — paiatd pacdtoasa?

Al doilea cetatean: Zau, domnul meu, te rog, nu te supdra pe
mine, cdci pe legea mea, daca te-ai strica, as putea sd te dreg.
MARCELLUS: Ce inseamnad asta? — Cum sd mad dregi, talhare?

Al doilea cetdtean: Sa te carpesc, stapane.

FLAVIUS: Esti un carpaci atunci.

Al doilea cetdtean: Da, domnul meu, ma hranesc cu sula, nu
ma bag in afacerile celorlalti negustori, nici intr-ale muierilor,
dar traiesc cu sula. Sunt dar, domnule, un medic de
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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 Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1896.

incdltdminte stricatd; cand ele sunt in primejdie mare, le
lecuiesc. Nu e om din cei mai cumsecade, care incaltd piele de
caprioard, sa nu fi cdlcat pe opera mea.

FLAVIUS: De ce nu esti atunci in pravdlia ta? De ce cutreieri
strada in capul acestei gloate?

Al doilea cetatean: De, domnule, ca sd le tocesc cizmele, sa-mi
fac mai mult de lucru. $i apoi, la drept vorbind mi-am luat
vacantd ca sa vedem pe Cezar, si sd ne bucurdm de triumful
lui.

MARCELLUS: Si pentru ce aceasta? Cuceriri savarsit-a?

Ce tributari la Roma aduce din rdzboaie,

Inlantuiti la roata inaltului sdu car?

Dar n-aveti judecata cat pietrele acelea?

Sunteti lipsiti de suflet, romani nepasatori!

N-ati cunoscut cu totii pe marele Pompei?

Nu stiti ca des pe ziduri, pe turnuri v-ati suit,

V-ati pus pe la ferestre, v-ati spanzurat de cosuri
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To towers and windows, yea, to chimney-tops,
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,

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?

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.

William Shakespeare
Julius Caesar. Parallel Texts.

Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1896.

Cu mici copii in brate, si ati stat o zi intreagd,
Privind cu nerdbdare, in fata voastrd sd treaca
Pe ulitele Romei, Pompei victoriosul?

Si cand, in depadrtare, vedeati in fine carul,
N-ati scos din piept un racnet atat de puternic
C3a Tibrul, chiar sub malu-i scobit, a tresarit?
Veniti cu haine astazi, ca pentru o sarbatoare?
Si ati luat vacanta? Si flori veti arunca

Pe calea celui care soseste in triumf,

Cu mainile manjite de sangele acelui

Ce l-ati iubit odata? Plecati, va spun, acasa
Cadeti cu rugdciune la zei s se indure

A inlatura flagelul ce fard indoiala

Va trebui sd cadd, pe fii asa ingrati!
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FLAVIUS: Go, go, good countrymen, and, for this fault,

Assemble all the poor men of your sort;

Draw them to Tiber banks, and weep your tears

Into the channel, till the lowest stream

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.

William Shakespeare
Julius Caesar. Parallel Texts.

§ Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1896.

FLAVIUS: Concetateni, va duceti, iar pentru vina voastra
Pe toti cei de o0 seama cu voi ii adunati,

La Tibru si acolo cu lacrimile voastre

Atat umflati-i unda, ca cel mai josnic val

Sd vie sd se sparga pe tarmul cel mai inalt.

les cetitenii.

Vezi ce miscata este natura lor vicleand;

Dispare fiecare tacut si rusinat.

Coboard, tu, pe acolo, spre Capitol, amice,

Voi merge eu pe aici: de vezi, pe drum, icoane
impodobite, toate, te rog, sd le dezbraci.

MARCELLUS: Putem sa facem asta? Nu stii ca tot poporul
Azi serbeazd praznicul Lupercalilor?

FLAVIUS: Aceasta nu-i nimic, trofeele lui Cezar
Nu trebuie sa atarne pe sfintele icoane.

Ma duc sd iau la goana multimea de pe strazi;
Sd faci si tu tot astfel oriunde va fi gloata,
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William Shakespeare
Julius Caesar. Parallel Texts.
Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1896.

9
These growing feathers pluck’d from Caesar’s wing Smulgand cateva pene din aripa lui Cezar,
Will make him fly an ordinary pitch, {1 vom sili pe acesta si zboare mai incet,
Who else would soar above the view of men Céci ar pluti de altfel prea sus deasupra noastra,
And keep us all in servile fearfulness. Lasandu-ne cu groaza sclaviei ce ne asteapta.
Exeunt les.
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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.

10

William Shakespeare
Julius Caesar. Parallel Texts.

§ Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1896.

SCENA II.
O piata public.
Intrd Cezar in procesiune cu muzicd. — Antonius, gata pentru
alergare. — Calphurnia. — Portia. — Decius. — Cicero. — Brutus. —
Cassius si Casca. — Un ghicitor, — urmeazd o multime mare.

CEZAR: Calphurnia!

CASCA: Tacere! Téceti, vorbeste Cezar.
Muzica inceteazi.

CEZAR: Calphurnia....

CALPHURNIA: Stapane?

CEZAR: Pe cand va alerga

Antonius, tu cauta si te afli in cale-i.
Strigd.

Antonius!

ANTONIUS: Ce este, oh! Cezar, stapane?
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CAESAR: Forget not, in your speed, Antonius,
To touch Calphurnia;

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.

11

William Shakespeare
Julius Caesar. Parallel Texts.

§ Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1896.

CEZAR: Sa nu uiti, oh! Antoniu, in fuga ta cea mare
Sd atingi pe-a mea sotie; cici spun batranii nostri
Cd daca se atinge femeia ce e stearpa

In astd alergare sfintita, piere indata

Blestemul starpiciunii.

ANTONIUS: O sa imi aduc aminte,

Cand porunceste Cezar e lucru si facut.

CEZAR: incepejci: —nicio parte din ritm sa nu sariti.
Muzica cintd.

GHICITORUL: Oh! Cezar,....

CEZAR: Ce este? Ma cheama cineva?

CASCA: 54 inceteze iar cu zgomotul. — Tdcere!
Muzica inceteazi.

CEZAR: Dar cine in gloata asta m-a chemat?

Am auzit o voce mult mai asurzitoare

Decat acele muzici zicand: «asculta Cezar»
Vorbeste dar, caci Cezar se intoarce sa te asculte.
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Soothsayer: Beware the Ides of March.
CAESAR: What man is that?
BRUTUS: A soothsayer bids you beware the Ides of March.

CAESAR: Set him before me; let me see his face.

CASSIUS: Fellow, come from the throng; look upon Caesar.

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.

12

William Shakespeare
Julius Caesar. Parallel Texts.

¥ Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1896.

GHICITORUL.: Fereste-te, oh! Cezar, de idele lui Marte.
CEZAR: Ce om este acela?

BRUTUS: Un ghicitor, ce spune

Sa te feresti, oh! Cezar, de idele lui Marte.

CEZAR: Inaintea mea il puneti s& vad figura lui.
CASCA: lesi, omule, din grotd si uite-te la Cezar.
CEZAR: Ce vorbe ai zis, bdiete? —Mai spune-le o data.
GHICITORUL: Acestea: fereste-te de idele lui Marte.
CEZAR: Hai sa il lasam, cdci este un visdtor; —sa mergem...
Muzica cintd, ies toti in afard de Brutus si Cassius.
CASSIUS: Mergi sd privesti cu dansii aceasta alergare?
BRUTUS: Eu nu.

CASSIUS: Ba fa-mi placerea, te rog, sa te duci.
BRUTUS: N-am pofta de petreceri. La mine nu gasesti
Usoara nepdsare ce e nedespartita

De firea lui Antoniu n-as vrea cu toate astea,

Sa te opresc de a face precum doresti, oh! Cassiu.
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William Shakespeare
Julius Caesar. Parallel Texts.
Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1896.

13
Te las:

CASSIUS: Brutus, I do observe you now of late: CASSIUS: Bag de seama, de catva timp, oh! Brutus,
I have not from your eyes that gentleness Ca nu mai e in privirea-ti dulceata si iubirea
And show of love as | was wont to have: Ce-mi ardtai odata: si ti-e purtarea rece
You bear too stubborn and too strange a hand Si neapropiatd chiar, cdtre un prieten,
Over your friend that loves you. Ce te iubeste sincer.
BRUTUS: Cassius, BRUTUS: Oh! Cassius, te inseli;
Be not deceiv’d: if I have veil’d my look, De e posomorata privirea mea, asupra-mi
I turn the trouble of my countenance Mahnirea-mi se rasfrange. De catva timp, asa e,
Merely upon myself. Vexed I am Sunt framantat de ganduri ce nu se impacd in fire;
Of late with passions of some difference, Conceptii, ce numai in capul meu exista,
Conceptions only proper to myself, Modificand cu totul purtarea mea trecutd;
Which give some soil perhaps to my behaviours; Dar scumpii mei prieteni, in care tot sper cd incd
But let not therefore my good friends be griev’'d — Pot enumera pe Cassiu, sd nu se ingrijeasca,
Among which number, Cassius, be you one — Nici altd insemnadtate sa dea purtdrii mele,
Nor construe any further my neglect, Decat ca bietul Brutus ce-i despartit in doua
Than that poor Brutus, with himself at war, Prin asta dezbinare chiar a persoanei sale
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William Shakespeare
Julius Caesar. Parallel Texts.
§ Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1896.

14

Forgets the shows of love to other men. N-ar mai avea putere amicilor sd dea

Dovada de simpatie, precum ar fi dorit.
CASSIUS: Then, Brutus, I have much mistook your passion; CASSIUS: M-au inselat atunci desavarsit, oh! Brutus,
By means whereof this breast of mine hath buried Ale tale sentimente, ce-n pieptul meu s-au aprins
Thoughts of great value, worthy cogitations. Simtiri adanci, marete si chibzuiri inalte.
Tell me, good Brutus, can you see your face? Obrazul tdu, poti oare sd-1 vezi, iubite Brutus?
BRUTUS: No, Cassius; for the eye sees not itself, BRUTUS: Nu, Cassius, cdci ochiul doar se oglindeste
But by reflection, by some other things. Intr-altceva mai poate el singur sa se vada.
CASSIUS: ‘Tis just: CASSIUS: Adevarat, asa e, si imi pare rdau, oh! Brutus,
And it is very much lamented, Brutus, Cd n-ai tu o oglindd ce ar putea rasfrange
That you have no such mirrors as will turn Icoana cea de cinste ascunsa in ochiul tdu!
Your hidden worthiness into your eye, Si umbra-i sad-ti arate. Am auzit adesea,
That you might see your shadow. I have heard, Pe chiar cei mai de seamd romani, (afarda numai de Cezar)
Where many of the best respect in Rome, — cand de Brutus vorbeau, plangand amar
Except immortal Caesar, —speaking of Brutus, De-a timpului restriste, si regretand ca Brutus,
And groaning underneath this age’s yoke, Cel bun si plin de cinste, nu vede ca si dansii.

Have wish’d that noble Brutus had his eyes.
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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

To stale with ordinary oaths my love

To every new protester; or 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

15

William Shakespeare
Julius Caesar. Parallel Texts.

§ Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1896.

BRUTUS: La ce pericol oare vrei sd md impingi, oh! Cassiu,
Cerandu-mi sa descopdr in pieptu-mi sentimente
Ce n-am putut cunoaste?

CASSIUS: Asculta dragd Brutus:

Fiindca stii acum cd nu te pot vedea

Decat prin cugetare, oglinda ta voi fi.

Si am sd iti ardt din firea-ti (pe cat imi sta in putinta)
Acele parti ce singur tu nu le-ai cunoscut.

Si sd nu fii, oh! Brutus, gelos de un om ca mine,

De as fi glumet cu lumea, sau dacd mi-ar pldcea

Sa injosesc iubirea cu protestari jurate

in dreapta si in stanga; sau daca ai stii, amice,

Ca lingusesc adesea si imbratisez barbatii

Pe urma criticindu-i, sau daca as face inca
Fagaduieli la masa intregii adunari;

Puteai sa zici atunci cd sunt periculos.

Se aud trompete si strigite
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William Shakespeare
Julius Caesar. Parallel Texts.
§ Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1896.

16
BRUTUS: What means this shouting? I do fear the people BRUTUS: Ce-i zgomotul acela? Mi-e teama ca poporul
Choose Caesar for their king. Sd nu il proclame rege pe Cezar.
CASSIUS: Ay, do you fear it? CASSIUS: {ti este teama?
Then must I think you would not have it so. Atunci pot conchide cd n-ai dori sd o faca.
BRUTUS: I would not, Cassius; yet I love him well. BRUTUS: Nu as vrea deloc, oh! Cassiu, cu toate ci il iubesc.
But wherefore do you hold me here so long? Dar pentru ce ma tii aici atata vreme?
What is it that you would impart to me? Si ce impartdsire de seama vrei sa imi faci?
If it be aught toward the general good, Ma crede, daca este spre binele obstesc,
Set honour in one eye and death i’ the other, Ca chiar de ar fi in ochiul tdu, moartea, as privi
And I will look on both indifferently; La tine, fard fricd: sa nu-mi ajute zeii
For let the gods so speed me as I love De nu iubesc onoarea, mai mult de cat ma tem
The name of honour more than I fear death. De moarte, dacd as pierde-o!
CASSIUS: I know that virtue to be in you, Brutus, CASSIUS: Ale tale virtuti, Brutus, pe toate le cunosc,
As well as I do know your outward favour. Pe cat cunosc de bine exteriorul tdu.
Well, honour is the subject of my story. Onoarea este subiectul convorbirii mele.
I cannot tell what you and other men Nu pot sd stiu ce credeti, atat, tu, cat si altii
Think of this life; but, for my single self, De aceastd existentd, dar despre partea mea,
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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.

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!”

William Shakespeare
Julius Caesar. Parallel Texts.

Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1896.

As prefera, ma crezi sd nu exist pe lume,

Decat sd ajung o spaimad chiar pentru mine insumi.
Eu, m-am néascut cat Cezar de liber, — tu, asemeni:
Am fost crescuti ca dansul de bine, si putem

Sd induram al iernii ger cat si el de bine:

S-a intamplat odatd, pe o vreme viscolioasa

Cand unda intdratatd a Tibrului izbea

Pe malu-i spumeganda, cd Cezar mi-a fost zis:
«Ai indrazni, oh! Cassiu, sd te arunci cu mine
«Chiar in vartejul negru, mergand inot la punctul
«Ce 1l vezi sub mal acolo?» La vorbele acestea

Cu hainele pe mine am sdrit si l-am chemat

Sd ma urmeze indatd; —s-a aruncat si dansul.

Din ce in ce potopul se infuria, luptam

Din rasputeri contra lui, plutind si inotand

Cu inimoasd ravnd; inainte de a ajunge

La locul ce insemnasem, l-am auzit pe Cezar
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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

William Shakespeare
Julius Caesar. Parallel Texts.
Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1896.

18
Strigdnd: «Vin de-mi ajutd, oh! Cassiu, cd md afund!»
Precum strabunul nostru Eneas a rdpit
Din fladcdrile Troiei pe tatdl sau Anchises,
Luandu-1 in spinare, asa cd si eu am scos,
Din valurile negre ale Tibrului, pe Cezar.
Si acest barbat acum a devenit un zeu;
Iar Cassius ramane fiinta urgisita,
Silita sa se plece cand Cezar il priveste,
In mandra-i nepisare! In Spania odata
Era bolnav de friguri si am bagat de seamad
Cum tremura sdrmanul, —da, zeul tremura;
Din buza-i speriata tot sdngele se trase,
Si acelasi ochi ce astdzi o lume inspdimanta
Pierduse stralucirea, I-am auzit gemand,
Si limba lui, ce astdzi, Imperiului Roman
De-a randul porunceste, a carui vorbe toate
Se scriu in cdrti eterne, de abia putea sd zica:
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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.

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;

19

William Shakespeare
Julius Caesar. Parallel Texts.

Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1896.

«Titinius da-mi apd» ca un copil bolnav.

Pe zei! e 0o minune ca un om atat de slab

Sd poata sd intreacd pe toti, precum o face!

Se aud trompete si strigate.

BRUTUS: Multimea iardsi strigd, aplauzele astea

Sunt noi onoruri sigur ce se aduc lui Cezar.

CASSIUS: Cred bine; —el, pamantul l-a incdlecat, amice,
Ca un Colos gigantic, pe cand noi ca piticii

{i trecem pe sub picioare, si abia ne mai trudim

Ca sd murim ca cainii; ajunge un moment

Cand este fiecare stapan al soartei sale:

Nu e a stelei noastre, iubite Brutus, vina,

De stam in asuprire, greseala e a noastra.

Ce-i Brutus? Ce e Cezar? De ce s-ar pronunta,

Si numele lui Cezar mai des decat al tau?

Aladtura-le scrise, sunt ambele frumoase;
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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
Th’ eternal devil to keep his state in Rome

As easily as a king.

William Shakespeare
Julius Caesar. Parallel Texts.

Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1896.

20

Pronuntd-le, e unul cat altul de duios;

Iar la cantar sunt ele deopotriva grele.

Si farmeci poti prea bine sa faci cu amandoua.
In numele puternic al zeilor, imi spune

Cu ce alt soi de hrand a fost crescut, sa ajunga
Atat de mare Cezar? O veac! esti pangarit!
Zi-mi, cum a pierit Romd, tot sangele tau nobil?!
De la potopul mare, cdnd oare a mai fost

Un veac care sd nu aibd decat un singur om?
Cei ce vorbeau de Roma, cand au putut sa zica,
Ca ale ei intinse ziduri contin pe unul numai?
Sd fie Roma asta—ce nu se mai compune

Decat de o fiintd? Am auzit cu totii

Cum povestesc batranii, cd a fost odinioara

Un oras care Brutus, ce-ar fi primit mai bine

Pe dracu sda domneascd in veci peste romani,
Decat sd aiba un rege.
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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
Of fire from Brutus.

William Shakespeare
Julius Caesar. Parallel Texts.

§ Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1896.

BRUTUS: Cédci md iubesti sunt sigur, deci nu voi fi gelos;
Si pot ghici cam unde ai vrea sa ma aduci:

Dar care imi este gandul asupra acestor timpuri
Ti-oi spune alta datd; te rog, pentru moment,

De ma iubesti amice, sa nu insisti prea mult.

Voi cumpadni in tihnd cuvintele si in urma,

Voi asculta asemenea ce ti-a rdmas de zis,

Voios si cu rdbdare, gadsind si un moment,

Mai prielnic ca acesta, sa ascult si sd raspund

La treburi atat de grave: —iar pana atunci, Cassiu,
Fii sigur de un lucru, cd Brutu ar prefera

Chiar un sdtean sa fie, decat un cetdtean,

Al Romei, in aceste imprejurdri urate.

Ce veacul ne impune.

CASSIUS: Sunt fericit ca ale mele

Cuvinte intr-atata l-au desteptat pe Brutus.
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William Shakespeare
Julius Caesar. Parallel Texts.
§ Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1896.

22

BRUTUS: The games are done and Caesar is returning,. BRUTUS: S-a sfarsit serbarea si Cezar se intoarce.

CASSIUS: As they pass by, pluck Casca by the sleeve; CASSIUS: Cand trec pe aici trage de manecd pe Casca

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;
Sleek-headed men and such as sleep o” nights.

El cu posomorata-i deprindere iti va spune

Ce s-a intamplat pe acolo azi mai interesant.

Reintra Cezar cu suita.

BRUTUS: Am inteles, —Dar, Cassiu, te rog sa bagi de seama
Privirea incruntata a lui Cezar; —zeu, ai zice

Ca toti cei ce il urmeaza au fost certati de dansul.
Calphurnia e alba ca ceara; — Cicero

Cu ochi atat de rosii si infocati se uitd, —

La Capitol adesea l-am vazut tot astfel

Aprins in cuvantarea cu ceilalti senatori.

CASSIUS: O sa ne spuie Casca de s-a intamplat ceva.
CEZAR: Antonius,...

ANTONIUS: Ce este, Cezar?

CEZAR: As voi

Barbati grasi langa mine; barbati cu chipul vesel,
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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,

William Shakespeare
Julius Caesar. Parallel Texts.

§ Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1896.

Cu fetele rotunde si somnul sdnétos:

Ma uit la Cassiu, parcd e flimand si nemancat;

Prea e muncit de ganduri: md tem de astfel de oameni.
ANTONIUS: S nu te temi de dansul cdci nu-i primejdios
E un roman de frunte si cu deprinderi bune.

CEZAR: De-ar fi mai gras la fatd! — Dar nu ma tem de dansul.
Cu toate astea insd, de ar putea cu firea-mi

Sd se impace frica, eu n-as fugi de nimeni

Cum as fugi de Cassiu. Citeste foarte mult,

Si toate le observa, iar fiecare fapta

A omului despicd; nu-i place sd se joace

Cum te joci tu, Antoniu, nici muzica sd asculte;

El, rarori surade, si chiar atunci iti pare

Ca isi rade de el insusi, cd se dispretuieste

Fiindca se gdseste ceva sd il miste in lume.

Sd stii cd astfel de oameni nu pot fi multumiti

Cand vad ca este altul mai mare decat dansii,
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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 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?

William Shakespeare
Julius Caesar. Parallel Texts.

§ Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1896.

24
Si zic cd de aceea sunt prea periculosi.
{ti spun, mai mult ce lucruri sunt de temut, nicicum
Nu zic cd imi este fricd: —cdci Cezar e tot Cezar.
Treci dar pe partea dreaptd, cdci nu aud prea bine
Cu stanga, si apoi spune-mi ce crezi si tu de dansul.
lese Cezar cu suita, Casca rdmane inapoi.

CASCA: M-ai tras de brat, imi pare; —vrei sa vorbesti cu
mine?

BRUTUS: Ne spune, scump Casca, ce oare s-a intAmplat
Ca sd ne pard Cezar asa posomorat?

CASCA: Dar nu erati cu dansul, si voi, la sdrbatoare?
BRUTUS: N-as intreba pe Casca de-as fi fost, eu, acolo.
CASCA: De vreti sd stiti atunci, i s-a propus coroana,

Si dansul a respins-o cu mana, uite, astfel:

Atunci poporul nostru a inceput sa strige.

BRUTUS: Dar pentru ce au strigat, ei, si a doua oara?

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 Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1896.

25
CASCA: Why, for that too. CASCA: Tot pentru asta.
CASSIUS: They shouted thrice: what was the last cry for? CASSIUS: Insa de trei ori au strigat,

De ce a treia oard?

CASCA: Why, for that too. CASCA: Tot pentru acelasi lucru.
BRUTUS: Was the crown offered him thrice? BRUTUS: I s-a propus coroana de trei ori vrei sd zici?
CASCA: Ay, marry, was’t, and he put it by thrice, every CASCA: Tocmai, si in fiecare rand a respins-o mai frumos
time gentler than other, and at every putting-by decat in randul trecut; la fiecare semn de refuz, cinstita lume
mine honest neighbours shouted. de langa mine a strigat.
CASSIUS: Who offered him the crown? CASSIUS: Si cine i-a propus-0?
CASCA: Why, Antony. CASCA: Bineinteles Antoniu.
BRUTUS: Tell us the manner of it, gentle Casca. BRUTUS: Ne povesteste, Casca, intreaga intAmplare.
CASCA: I can as well be hanged as tell the manner of it: CASCA: Poti sda md spanzuri, daca vrei, si nu sunt in stare sa iti
it was mere foolery; I did not mark it. I saw Mark spun cum s-a intAmplat; era un caraghioslac intreg, si n-am
Antony offer him a crown; —yet ‘twas not a crown neither, bdgat de seamd bine. Am vazut pe Marc Antoniu oferindu-i o
‘twas one of these coronets; —and, as I told you, he put it by coroand; —nici nu era tocmai o coroand, ci un fel de cununa de
once: but, for all that, to my thinking, he would fain have had acelea; —si, precum ti-am spus, a dat-o la o parte; dar, dupa cat
it. Then he offered it to him again; then he put it by again: but, cred, i pdrea rau sa o lase din mand. Pe urma a oferit-o si a treia
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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 failing-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 clap him and

26

William Shakespeare
Julius Caesar. Parallel Texts.

¥ Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1896.

oard, si a treia oard a dat-o la o parte; si iar, cdnd a refuzat-o,
adunarea a inceput sd zbiere, si sa-l1 aplaude cu mainile sale
grosolane, si a aruncat in sus sepcile sale unsuroase, si a scos
atata suflare imputitd, fiindca Cezar a refuzat coroana, cd l-au
inecat pe acesta, si a cdzut jos lesinat, iar, in ceea ce md priveste
pe mine, nici n-am voit sd rad, ca sda nu primesc aerul infect in

gura deschisa.

CASSIUS: Nu te grabi: atuncea a lesinat acolo?

CASCA: A cazut jos in piatd, si i-a venit spuma la gurd, si nu
mai putea sd vorbeasca.

BRUTUS: Se poate foarte bine, ca ii vine cateodata.

CASSIUS: Noi toti ce stdm aici suntem mult mai bolnavi

Si mai expusi ca dansul.

CASCA: Nu stiu ce vrei sa zici, dar stiu cd Cezar a cdzut jos, —
si mai stiu ca dacd n-a fost aplaudat si fluierat pe rand, de
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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 tood,
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?

CASCA: Ay.

CASSIUS: Did Cicero say any thing?

27

William Shakespeare
Julius Caesar. Parallel Texts.

¥ Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1896.

prostimea ce era acolo, ca un actor de teatru, voi sd trec drept
un mincinos.

BRUTUS: Ce a mai spus pe urmd, cand si-a venit in fire?
CASCA: Zeul, inainte de a cddea, cAnd a vazut cd obstea se
bucura ca a refuzat coroana, si-a desfacut tunica si le-a oferit
gatul ca sa-1 taie: —de-as fi fost, eu, un meserias, sa fiu afurisit
dacd nu profitam de vorba lui: —apoi a cazut. Cand si-a venit
in fire, a zis cd dacd a faptuit, sau daca a grdit ceva rdu, ii roaga
sd-1 puie pe socoteala indispozitiei sale. Trei sau patru fete de
langad mine au rdspuns: «Vai de el sirmanul!» si l-au iertat cu
toata inima: dar nu trebuie sd ne luam dupa déansele, cici Cezar
injunghia pe mama lor, tot asa faceau ele.

BRUTUS: $i a plecat de acolo bolnav si intristat?
CASCA: Asa.
CASSIUS: Dar Cicero?
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CASCA: Ay, he spoke Greek.

CASSIUS: To what effect?

CASCA: Nay, an [ tell you that, Ill 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: Ah! El vorbea greceste.

CASSIUS: Dar ce spunea?

CASCA: Dacéd v-as spune si asta nu m-as mai uita in ochii
vostri, cate zile voi avea, —dar acei ce l-au inteles, surddeau si
dddeau din cap; dar, in ceea ce ma priveste pe mine parca
vorbea greceste. Mai pot sd vd spun si altceva nou, Marcellus si
Flavius care au dezbracat icoanele lui Cezar, au fost pusi la
locul lor. Adio.

Au fost si alte caraghioslacuri multe, daca mi-as aduce aminte
de toate.

CASSIUS: Vrei sa cinezi cu mine?

CASCA: Nu pot cd am promis.

CASSIUS: Dar maine vii la masa?

CASCA: Vin, dacd sunt in viata, si esti dispus ca astdzi,

Si mai cu seamad dacd e pranzul tdu gustos.

CASSIUS: Bun, te astept atuncea.

CASCA: Ramas bun amandurora.
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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,

William Shakespeare
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Iese.

BRUTUS: Ce fire necioplita! Cu toate astea insa
Era un tanar sprinten pe cand umbla la scoala.
CASSIUS: Asa e si acum, cand e sd indeplineasca
Vreun plan maret si nobil, cu toate ca imbraca
Acea infdtisare de indaratnicie.

Si tonul sdu cel aspru e sosul care face

Pe lume sd inghitd cu atata inlesnire

Cuvintele-i ciudate.

BRUTUS: Asa e, ai dreptate.

Pleca-voiu dar acuma: de ai placere maine

Sa mai vorbesti de acesta, pot sd ma duc la tine,
Sau vino, tu, acasd la mine, te astept.

lese Brutus.

CASSIUS: Asa. Iar pand atunci gandeste-te la lume.
Dar esti cinstit, oh! Brutus, si vad ca cinstea ta
Usor se incovoaie ca orice scump metal...
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Thy honourable metal may be wrought

From that it is dispos’d: therefore me “tis meet
That noble minds keep ever with their likes;
For who so firm that cannot be seduc’d?
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

William Shakespeare
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De aceea se cuvine ca mintea-ti cea mareata

Sa se intovardseasca cu alta, de o seama

Si potrivitd in toate; cdci care e acela ce cu cuvinte grele nu
poate fi sedus?

E rdu cu mine, Cezar, pe Brutus il iubeste:

De-as fi in locul lui insa si el in locul meu

Nu mi-as schimba indemnul. Voi arunca diseara
In casa fiecirui prieten, pe fereastrs,

Réavase, copiate cu scrieri diferite,

Spre a pdrea pornite de la mai multi, odata,

In care voi expune opinia ce au

De dansul toti in Roma, voi pomeni in treacat
De Cezar si de toatd ambitia lui: —

Si apoi sa se ageze cu sigurantd dansul,

Céci rau o sd ne mearga de nu-1 vom zgudui.
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SCENE III.

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.

Either there is a civil strife in heaven,
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SCENA III.
Roma.— O strada.

Tuna si fulgerd, —intra din parti opuse, Casca cu sabia scoasa
si Cicero.

CICERO: Ei, bund seara, Casca; l-ai petrecut pe Cezar?
Ce inseamnd oare privirea-ti ingrozita?

CASCA: Nu esti miscat, tu oare, cand e faptura intreaga
A lumii clatinata? Oh! Cicero, in viata

Am mai vazut furtuni, cdnd vijelia oarba

A rupt stejarul falnic, si am privit adesea

Pe Oceanul mandru si amenintator

Azvarlindu-se pe ceruri, in valuri spumegoase,

Dar pand acum insd nu mi se intamplase

Sd vad o vijelie de foc picand din ceruri:

Sau este sus acolo cumplita dezbinare,
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Or else the world, too saucy with the gods,
Incenses them to send destruction.

William Shakespeare
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Sau cd aceastd lume a maniat pe zei
Cu rautatea, si astfel ei vor sa o nimiceasca.

CICERO: Why, saw you any thing more wonderful? CICERO: Dar altceva vdzut-ai de esti asa uimit?

CASCA: A common slave —you know him well b
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 glar’d 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

y sight— CASCA: Un rob de rand pe care oricine il cunostea,
Si-a ridicat deodatd in aer mana stanga
Cu fldcdri acoperitd, si-a inceput sa arda
Ca douadzeci de facle legate impreuna, —
Cu toate astea mana era nesimtitoare.
De flacadri neatinsa. Afara de acesta,
(Nici n-am bdgat in teaca de atunci spada mea)
La Capitol, in fata iesitu-mi-a un leu,
Ce s-a uitat la mine posomorat, trecand
Fara de a ma atinge: erau inghesuite
Grdamada mai departe, o sutd de femei,
Pe care le schimbase cumplit teroarea; ele
Jurau ca vazuserd barbati invapdiati
Plimbandu-se pe uliti, cd ieri in amiaza mare
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Do so conjointly meet, let not men say O pasdre de noapte s-a auzit in piatd,
“These are their reasons; they are natural;’ Ursuzd cobitoare. Cand fenomene de astea
For, I believe, they are portentous things Vin una dupa alta, sd nu incerce omul
Unto the climate that they point upon. Sa le explice firea zicand ca-s naturale;

Céci am incredintarea ca tara, ce le vede,

Prin ele e prevestitd de intAimplari marete.

CICERO: Indeed, it is a strange-disposed time: CICERO: E intr-adevar o vreme curioasd, nefireascd,
But men may construe things after their fashion, Dar omul tdlmadceste adesea evenimentul
Clean from the purpose of the things themselves. Dupad pdrerea lui numai, nepotrivitd in totul
Come Caesar to the Capitol to-morrow? Cu dreaptd insemndtate. Stii oare, dacd, maine,

O séd se duca Cezar la Capitol, or nu?
CASCA: He doth; for he did bid Antonius CASCA: Se duce, si trimise raspuns, el lui Antoniu
Send word to you he would be there to-morrow. Sd te vesteasca dansul ca maine o sa mearga.
CICERO: Good night then, Casca: this disturbed sky CICERONE: Deci noapte bund, Casca, cdci vremea nu-i
Is not to walk in. placuta

Azi pentru o plimbare.
CASCA: Farewell, Cicero. CASCA: Adio, Cicero.
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Exit CICERO

Enter CASSIUS

CASSIUS: Who's there?
CASCA: A Roman.

CASSIUS: Casca, by your voice.

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 bar’d my bosom to the thunder-stone;

William Shakespeare
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lese Cicerone.

Intra Cassius.

CASSIUS: Acolo, cine umbla?

CASCA: E un roman.

CASSIUS: E glasul

Lui Casca mi se pare.

CASCA: Urechea nu te insald

Ce noapte e aceasta, oh! Cassius?

CASSIUS: O noapte

Ce tocmai e placuta barbatilor cinstiti.

Cine vazut-a cerul asa incruntat ca astazi?

CASCA: Toti ce cunosc pamantul acesta, plin de rele.
CASSIUS: In ceea ce ma atinge, eu m-am plimbat pe afara,
Expus la vijelie precum ma si vezi Casca,

Si cu imbracamintea subtire ce o port;

Cu pieptul gol umblat-am in ploaie si in trdsnet:

Si cand albastrul fulger spinteca cu focu-i
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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

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 fool and children calculate;
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A cerurilor boltd, cu dinadinsul parca

In cale-i ma bagasem.

CASCA: Dar pentru ce? —ia spune-mi; —

Sau ai voit, tu, poate pe zei sd necdjesti?

Céci are omul parte sa tremure cu fricd,

Cand zeii cei puternici, prin semne, le trimit
Aceste ingrozitoare si grele prevestiri.
CASSIUS: Esti prea greoi, azi, Casca, si acea scanteie vie,
Ce ar trebui sa aiba romanul, iti lipseste

Sau o pastrezi ascunsa. Esti palid si privesti
Cuprins de spaimd, parcd surprins de o vijelie.
Dar, dacd ai patrunde adevarata taind,

De ce aceste focuri si umbre ratacite,

Acele animale ce firea lor si-o schimba;

De ce pierd judecata batranii, iar copiii
Proorocesc, si toate de la menirea lor
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Why all these things change from their ordinance Schimbate sunt, iar forma lor este innoitd,
Their natures and pre-formed faculties, Sub chipuri nevdzute, —ai intelege indata
To monstrous quality,why, you shall find Ca sunt insufletite de cer cu duhul &sta,
That heaven hath infus’d them with these spirits, Sa fie instrumente de spaima si vestire
To make them instruments of fear and warning Cand starea cea de lucruri devine monstruoasa.
Unto some monstrous state. Eu, as putea, oh! Casca, sd-ti spui acum un nume
Now could I, Casca, name to thee a man De om ce asemdnare cu noaptea asta are;
Most like this dreadful night, Ce fulgerd si tund, saipand morminte, urld
That thunders, lightens, opens graves, and roars Ca leul ce azi noapte la Capitol trecea;
As doth the lion in the Capitol, Ce nu e mai puternic ca tine sau ca mine
A man no mightier than thyself or me De l-ai lua in parte; dar care a crescut
In personal action, yet prodigious grown Ingrozitor de mare si e mai fioros
And fearful, as these strange eruptions are. Decat dezlantuirea aceea de elemente.
CASCA: 'Tis Caesar that you mean; is it not, Cassius? CASCA: Vrei sa vorbesti de Cezar: —nu e asa, oh! Cassiu?
CASSIUS: Let it be who it is: for Romans now CASSIUS: Cine o fi, sa fie! —cédci astdzi au romanii
Have thews and limbs like to their ancestors; Putere tot atata ca si stramosii lor;
But, woe the while! our fathers’ minds are dead, Dar, vai de noi! E moarta mandria stramoseascd,
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And we are govern’d with our mothers’ spirits;
Our yoke and sufferance show us womanish.
CASCA: Indeed, they say the senators tomorrow
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;

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

William Shakespeare
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Suntem condusi cu totii de ale babelor cuvinte!

CASCA: In adevir se zice ¢ maine senatorii
Vor aseza pe Cezar ca rege peste noi;

Ca va purta coroana pe mari si tdri, oriunde,
Afara din pamantul Italiei si Romei.

CASSIUS: Atunci si eu stiu unde pdstrez acest pumnal;
Caci Cassiu de sclavie va izbavi pe Cassiu.

Oh! Zei, voi, stiti sa faceti pe cei mai slabi, viteji;
Si pe tiran stiut-ati sa-I biruiti tot voi!

Nici turnul cel de piatrd, nici zidul de arama,
Nici temnita inchisd, nici lantul cel de fier

Nu pot sd stea impotriva vointei neclintite;

Caéci viata obosita de piedicile lumii,
Intotdeauna poate si-si ia avantul liber:

Si daca stiu aceasta, intreaga lume stie,

Ca orisicaAnd am voie sa scutur tirania,
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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!

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,

William Shakespeare
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Ce o port si eu in parte pe umeri cu ceilalti.

CASCA: Si eu o port asemeni, precum orice orb poarta
In ména sa putinta robie sa si-o curme.

CASSIUS: De ce sa fie Cezar atunci un tiran?
Sdrmanul om, sunt sigur, nu ar vrea sa fie lup,
De nu ar sti ca romanii sunt oi in fata sa:

Nu ar fi un leu nici dansul de nu ar fi cerbi romanii.
Acel ce vrea in pripd sd aprindd un foc mare,

Cu paie va incepe: intreaga Roma-i fleac,

Gunoi si murdarie, menire neavand,

In lumea asta, alta, decat si straluceasca

Cel lucru vil ce-i Cezar! Dar, tu, mahnire-adanca!
Prea m-ai impins departe: si poate cd am spus
Cuvintele acestea chiar unui rob fericit,

Si-atunci va atrage raspundere asupra mea:
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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

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

William Shakespeare
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Sunt intarit, eu, totusi si nu ma tem de moarte.
CASCA: Vorbesti cu Casca, scumpule, poti fi incredintat
Céa cu un om ca dansul nu e niciun pericol.

Ia dar aceastda mang, fi harnic si indreapta
Aceste rele toate, — voi merge mai departe

Decét chiar cei mai aprigi.

CASSIUS: Ne-am inteles atunci.

Deci poti sa scrii aceasta: am pus deja in miscare
Pe cativa din romanii cei mai de frunte in cinste.
Cu mine sd intreprindd o faptd cu urmari
Primejdioase, insd in glorie mareata

Si stiu ce ma asteaptd, chiar in momentul dsta,
Multi la Pompei in tindd, cdci in aceastd noapte
Nu e nicio miscare in strazi cAnd cerul are
infé;igarea intocmai cu treaba ce o facem,
Grozavd, sangeroasa.

Intra Cinna
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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,
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CASCA: Stai linistit o vreme,

Céci vdd cd vine incoace un om in mare graba.
CASSIUS: E Cinna, se cunoaste din mersu-i de departe;
E un prieten. Unde mergi asa iute, Cinna?

CINNA: Te cdutam pe tine. Cine-i? Metellus Cimber?
CASSIUS: Acesta este Casca, el se asociaza

Cu planurile noastre. Sunt asteptat acolo?

CINNA: Ma bucur de aceasta. Ce noapte infricosatal!

Si sunt doi, trei, se zice, care au vazut minuni.
CASSIUS: Te rog imi spune, Cinna, nu ma astepti oare?
CINNA: Ba da, cu nerdbdare, —oh! Cassiu, de ai putea
Sa ne aduci pe Brutus!

CASSIUS: Destul, —fii linistit.
Iubite Cinna, tine aceasta hartioara,
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41
Where Brutus may but find it; and throw this
In at his window; set this up with wax
Upon old Brutus’ statue: all this done,
Repair to Pompey’s porch, where you shall find us.
Is Decius Brutus and Trebonius there?

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:

William Shakespeare
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Cu mana ta, o pune pe scaunul de pretor,

Sa o vada numai Brutus; — pe asta o arunca

In casd, pe fereastrd; —pe aceasta o lipeste

Pe statuia lui Brutus béatranul; terminand

Vin la Pompei in tindd, acolo ne gdsesti.
Trebonius si Deciu sunt améandoi acolo?
CINNA: Sunt toti, lipseste numai acum Mettelus Cimber;
El a plecat acasa la tine sa te cheme.

Pleca-voi dar, aceste hartii le voi depune
Precum mi-ai dat porunca.

CASSIUS: Ne-am injceles, pe urma

Ai sd te duci in graba la Teatrul lui Pompei.
Hai, Casca, impreund, pana nu se face ziua,

O sa-1 vedem pe Brutus acasa: caci trei parti
Din el sunt ale noastre, si il vom avea intreg
La prima intalnire, cu mare inlesnire.

CASCA: Un loc inalt ocupa in inima multimii,
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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
You have right well conceited. Let us go,

For it is after midnight; and ere day

We will awake him and be sure of him.

Exeunt
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Aceea ce o crima s-ar socoti in noi,

Prin insusirea-i mandrd, degraba se preface

In cinste si in virtute.

CASSIUS: L-ai judecat prea bine

Pe dansul, si valoarea o cumpanesti intocmai,
Vazand ce trebuinta avem de el acum.

Sd mergem, miezul noptii trecut-a, si ar fi bine
Pand nu se face ziud, sa-1 intdlnim in tihng,
Spre a ne intelege cu dansul in persoana.
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William Shakespeare
Julius Caesar. Parallel Texts.
§ Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1896.

43

ACTII ACTULII

SCENE 1. SCENA L
Rome. BRUTUS's orchard. Roma, —gradina lui Brutus.
Enter BRUTUS Intrd Brutus
BRUTUS: What, Lucius, ho! BRUTUS: Vino Lucius incoace, vino iute cdci nu pot
I cannot, by the progress of the stars, Sd inteleg, din mersul planetelor, cat este
Give guess how near to day. Lucius, I say! De-acum panad la ziud. Hei! Lucius, asculta!
I would it were my fault to sleep so soundly. De as fi putut ca tine sa dorm in noaptea asta!
When, Lucius, when! awake, I say! what, Lucius! Ci vino odatd incoace! Desteaptd-te iti spun!
Enter LUCIUS N-auzi tu? Vino, vino!

Intrd Lucius

LUCIUS: Call’d you, my lord? LUCIUS: Chematu-m-ai, stapane?
BRUTUS: Get me a taper in my study, Lucius: BRUTUS: Gaseste o lumind in camera de lucru
When it is lighted, come and call me here. Si cand va fi aprinsa sa vii iar sa ma chemi.
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LUCIUS: I will, my lord.

Exit

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:

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.

William Shakespeare
Julius Caesar. Parallel Texts.

§ Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1896.
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LUCIUS: M4 duc in grabd, domnule.

BRUTUS: Prin moartea lui, si numai

Prin moartea lui se poate! Nu am, cat despre mine
Niciun cuvéant in lume de a lovi intr-insul,

Afara de acela al binelui obstesc.

Doreste el acuma sa fie incoronat: —

Deci naste chestiunea: cam intru cat acesta

{i poate schimba firea. Lumina zilei numai
Indeamni pe vipera din gaura-i s ias;

Deci cauta sa iei seama mergand cum pui piciorul.
Sa se incoroneze! Dar tocmai asta este

Sa pui in el un ghimpe, cu care va putea

Sa faca multe rele. Abuzul de madrire

Ia nastere din faptul de-a desparti puterea

De simtul omeniei; dar drept vorbind de Cezar,
N-am observant vreodatd sa-i fie stapanita
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He then unto the ladder turns his back,

Looks in the clouds, scorning the base degrees

By which he did ascend. So Caesar may:

Then, lest he may, prevent. And, since the quarrel
Will bear no colour for the thing he is,

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

William Shakespeare
Julius Caesar. Parallel Texts.

Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1896.

45

De patimi judecata; e insa dovedit

Ca umilinta este chiar scara ce serveste

Ambitiei vesnice ca mijloc de a ajunge

La visu-i de mdrire; dar atingdnd la urma

Cea mai inaltd treaptd, ea spatele intoarce

Spre treapta injosita prin care a ajuns

Si in sus spre nori priveste. — Va face Cezar astfel:
Deci sd-1 opresti tu cautd. Asa sta lucrul astdzi
Nemultumirea noastra fiind nu pe deplin
Justificatd astdzi prin actele-i prezente,

Sa cautam prilejul noi prepuielnic dar,

Chiar in purtarea-i mdine, cand va fi mai puternic:
Si sa-1 tratam de aceea ca pe un ou de sarpe
Rauficitor, atunci cAnd 1-a clocit natura.

Deci cautd ca de acum sa-1 sugrumam mai bine.
Reintrd Lucius.
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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.

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!

William Shakespeare
Julius Caesar. Parallel Texts.

§ Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1896.

LUCIUS: In camera ta, domnule, aprins-am lumanarea,
Pe cand cdutam in casa o cremene, gasit-am

Aproape de fereastra scrisoarea asta inchisa.

Cu toate ca sunt sigur ca nu eram acolo

Inainte, cind plecasem acasi s& ma culc.

BRUTUS: Te intoarce iar in patu-ti, nu-i inca diminea’;é.
A Idelor de Marte nu-i maine prima zi?

LUCIUS: Nu stiu...

BRUTUS: Ia calendarul, si vino apoi sd-mi spui.
LUCIUS: Voi face cum imi cereti.

Iese.

BRUTUS: Atéta stralucire au meteorii aceia

Ce flacdra prin aer, cd la lumina lor,

Pot sa citesc scrisoarea.

Deschide scrisoarea si citeste.

«Ai adormit, oh! Brutus; te scoald, — te priveste.

«Ai vrea ca Roma oare?...Zi, fa si indreapta!
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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 receivest

Thy full petition at the hand of Brutus!

Re-enter LUCIUS

LUCIUS: Sir, March is wasted fourteen days.

Knocking within

BRUTUS: ‘Tis good. Go to the gate; somebody knocks.
Exit LUCIUS

Since Cassius first did whet me against Caesar,

I have not slept.

William Shakespeare
Julius Caesar. Parallel Texts.

§ Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1896.

«Ai adormit, oh! Brutus; desteapta-te» —adesea

in timpul cel din urmd, vdzui cam aceste fraze

«Ai vrea ca Roma oare»... O voi completa astfel:

54 fie ingenunchiatd de unul Roma noastra?
Strabunii mei, odatd, au alungat, din Roma

Acesta, pe Tarquiniu cand ajunsese rege:

«Vorbeste, fa, loveste»... Nu sa vorbesc, imi cere

Si sd lovesc md indeamna? Oh! Roma, iti promit,
De este cu putinta o indreptare; Brutus

Va da tot ajutorul ce poate sa-1 aduca.

Reintrd Lucius.

LUCIUS: Azi cincisprezece zile din Marte au trecut.
Se aude bitand la poartd.

BRUTUS: Bun; —mergi si vezi la poartd ca bate cineva.
lese Lucius.

N-am mai dormit in pace de cand a inceput

S3 ma asmute Cassiu contra lui Cezar;
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Between the acting of a dreadful thing
And the first motion, all the interim is
Like a phantasma, or a hideous dream:
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: Sir, “tis your brother Cassius at the door,
Who doth desire to see you.

BRUTUS: Is he alone?

LUCIUS: No, sir, there are more with him.
BRUTUS: Do you know them?

48

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.

William Shakespeare
Julius Caesar. Parallel Texts.

§ Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1896.

Céci timpul ce desparte a faptei sdavarsire,
De gandul, ce in taind a zamislit-o, este

Ca o fantasma neagra sau ca un vis hidos.
Cand gandul cumpaneste mijloacele, e omul
Ca si un stat ce fierbe cu dezbindri interne.
Reintrd Lucius.

LUCIUS: Stdpane, sta la usa cumnatul vostru Cassiu
Si vrea sd va vorbeasca.

BRUTUS: Vazut-ai daca-i singur.

LUCIUS: Nu, domnule, sunt cu dansul mai multi.
BRUTUS: L-ai cunoscut?

LUCIUS: Nu, cdci pand la ureche si-au tras ei paldria
Si sunt ascunsi obrajii in mantaua lor adanc,

Cd nu-i pot recunoaste prin niciun semn.

C ONTEMPORARY

L ITERATURE P RESS

http://editura.mttlc.ro

The University of Bucharest. 2016



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.

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.

William Shakespeare
Julius Caesar. Parallel Texts.

§ Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1896.

BRUTUS: S3 intre.

lese Lucius.

Toti sunt in factiune, Oh! Lasa razvratire,

Chiar, noaptea ti-e rusine sd te arati, da, noaptea
Prielnica la crime! Atunci, spune-mi unde
Gdési-vei in timpul zilei o vizuind in care

Sa ascund cumplita-ti frunte? Nici nu mai cduta;
In zambete ascunde-o si in magulire iardsi.

Céci de-ai pdsi in lume cu fata ta fireasca

Nici addncimea neagra Erebului n-ar sti

Sd te invaluiasca destul sa poti sa scapi.

Intrd Cassius, Casca, Decius, Cinna, Mettelus, Cimber si Trebonius

CASSIUS: E indrazneald imi pare din parte-ne ca astfel
Sa-ti tulburam odihna. Oh! Brutus, buna ziua.

Te supdram noi oare?

BRUTUS: De o ora sunt sculat.
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Know I these men that come along with you? Si toatd noaptea asta nici nu m-am odihnit.

Cunosc ore pe aceia ce au venit cu tine?
CASSIUS: Yes, every man of them, and no man here CASSIUS: Da ii cunosti, fireste, pe toti si nici nu este
But honours you; and every one doth wish Vreunul printre dansii sd nu te onoreze,
You had but that opinion of yourself Si-ar vrea, zdu, fiecare sd ai de tine insuti
Which every noble Roman bears of you. Acea opinie inaltd, ce o are
This is Trebonius. De tine, fiecare din nobilii romani.

Acesta e Treboniu.
BRUTUS: He is welcome hither. BRUTUS: li urez venire buna.
CASSIUS: This, Decius Brutus. CASSIUS: Acesta Decius, Brutus.
BRUTUS: He is welcome too. BRUTUS: Si dansului asemeni.
CASSIUS: This, Casca; this, Cinna; CASSIUS: Si Casca, si acela e Cinna, iar acolo
And this, Metellus Cimber. Vezi pe Metellus Cimber.
BRUTUS: They are all welcome. BRUTUS: Bine ati venit cu totii.
What watchful cares do interpose themselves Ce griji neobosite sunt astea ce se lupta
Betwixt your eyes and night? Cu a somnului odihna.
CASSIUS: Shall I entreat a word? CASSIUS: Te rog sd ma asculti.
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BRUTUS and CASSIUS whisper Brutus si Cassius soptesc impreund
DECIUS BRUTUS: Here lies the east: doth not the day break DECIUS: Acela-i rasdritul si incepe chiar sa pard
here? A zorilor lumina.
CASCA: No. CASCA: Nu poate fi; te ingeli.
CINNA: O! pardon, sir, it doth; and yon gray lines CINNA: Ba, domnule, ma iartd; cea palida lucire,
That fret the clouds are messengers of day. Ce marginea atinge a norilor, e ziua.
CASCA: You shall confess that you are both deceived. CASCA: Vi veti convinge lesne ca va inselati cu totul,
Here, as I point my sword, the sun arises, Cici soarele rasare, acolo unde arit,
Which is a great way growing on the south, Mult mai spre miezul zilei, caci anu-i inca tandr.
Weighing the youthful season of the year. In doud luni de acum mai sus spre miaza noapte
Some two months hence up higher toward the north Va naste prima-i razd si atunci rasaritul
He first presents his fire; and the high east Va fi spre Capitoliu.
Stands, as the Capitol, directly here.
BRUTUS: Give me your hands all over, one by one. BRUTUS: Veniti doar toti incoace sa ne ludm de mana.
CASSIUS: And let us swear our resolution. CASSIUS: Luand cu jurdminte barbata hotdrare.
BRUTUS: No, not an oath: if not the face of men, BRUTUS: Ah! Nu cu jurdminte! Nu e indestuldtoare
The sufferance of our souls, the time’s abuse, — Acea nemultumire ce este zugravita
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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
Julius Caesar. Parallel Texts.
Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1896.
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Pe chipul fiecaruia? Nu e indestuldtoare
A sufletelor noastre amara suferinta
Si abuzurile toate ce zilnic se comit?
De nu vor fi acestea motive, sa plecam;
Sa plece fiecare la somn, ldsand in tihna
Ca tirania zilnic sd prindd noi puteri,
Si intamplarii grija de a ne pdzi viata.
Dar daca dimpotriva motivele acestea
Sunt indestuldtoare precum nu ma indoiesc
Chiar sd inflacdreze pe cei mai lasi barbati,
Si sa imbarbateze chiar sufletele timide
Ca cele de femeie! Atunci, concetdteni,
Ce trebuinta este de pinteni sa ne impinga
Cand cerem indreptare? Ce alte legaminte
Decat romani ce in taina vorbit-au impreund
Ca sd nu sovaiasca? Ce alte juraminte
Decat a lor onoare, onoarei zdlogita

C ONTEMPORARY

L ITERATURE P RESS

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



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.

53

William Shakespeare
Julius Caesar. Parallel Texts.

§ Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1896.

Ca lucrul se va face, de nu, murim cu totii!
Pot preotii sd jure cu cei lasi si sireti,

Batranii slabi la minte si duhurile strambe

Ce imbrdtiseaza raul si in el gadsesc plécerea:
Acel ce intreprinde o cauza nedemnd

E banuit, de aceea cu jurdmant se leaga.

Dar sd nu se pdteze dreptatea cumpdnita

A hotdrarii noastre, si avantul necurmat

Al spiritelor noastre, cu gandul cd-i nevoie
De alte juraminte ca sa pastram credinta.

Céci orice picdturd de sange viu si mandru
Ce in vinele acelea romane falnic curge

S-ar preschimba in apd bastardd de-ar da gres
Cuvantului de cinste ce si l-a dat romanul.
CASSIUS: Ce zici de Cicero? E bine sa-1 sonddam?
Imi pare ci va merge alaturi cu noi.

CASCA: Sa nu-1 lasam in laturi.
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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.

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 urg’d: I think it is not meet,

Mark Antony, so well belov’d of Caesar,

Should out live Caesar: we shall find of him

54

William Shakespeare
Julius Caesar. Parallel Texts.

§ Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1896.

CINNA: E bine inteles.

METELLUS: Da, sd-1 avem pe déansul cdci perii lui carunti
Vor face un renume de cinste, castigand

Cu a oamenilor glasuri favorite, ei vor zice

C4 ale noastre maini sunt duse de judecata lui;

Nu vor vedea cruzimea si tineretea noastra

Ascunsd dupa scutul experientei sale.

BRUTUS: Nu mai vorbiti de dansul; e bine sa nu-i spunem:
Céci niciodatd in lume nu s-ar asocia

La intreprinderi drepte de altul incepute.

CASSIUS: Deci sd-1 lasam in pace.

CASCA: Da, nu e dintr-ai nostri.

DECIUS: Pe nimeni nu atingem afara doar pe Cezar?

CASSIUS: Vorbit-ai bine, Deciu: —Eu, cred ca nu e bine
Ca Antoniu, cel de Cezar atat de rasfatat,
S&-i supravietuiasc; — Intr-insul am gésit

C ONTEMPORARY

L ITERATURE P RESS

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



55
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:

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,

William Shakespeare
Julius Caesar. Parallel Texts.

Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1896.

Un iscusit potrivinic. Voi, stiti de ce mijloace
Puternice dispune, — de ar profita de ele

Se poate ca ar ajunge sd se intinda astfel

Incat s ne jigneascd; deci, ca sa-1 prevenim,
Antoniu, cu Cezar ar trebui sa cada.

BRUTUS: Purtarea noastrd, Cassiu, parea-va sangeroasd,
Cand capul retezandu-1 am hécui si trupul;

Simtind chiar dupa moarte, invidie si urd,

Nu e decat un membru Antoniu al lui Cezar: —

Noi sacrificatorii nu vom fi iar casapiti;

In spirit nu e sange; ah! de-am putea ajuta

La spiritul lui Cezar, fard a-i atinge corpul.

Dar, vai! e trebuintd ca sangele lui Cezar

Sa curgd ca sd invingem,; deci, scumpii mei prieteni,
Lovi-vom cu tdrie nu insa cu manie;

Sd-1 dam ca o mancare gatitd pentru zei,

Nu sfasiat ca prada de aruncat la caini.
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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.

CASSIUS: Yet I fear him;

For in the ingrafted 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.

William Shakespeare
Julius Caesar. Parallel Texts.

§ Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1896.

Iar inimile noastre ca un stapan viclean

Ce robul si-1 asmutd la fapte de cruzime

Si apoi il mustra iarasi; printr-asta aratand
C-am fost impinsi de greaua vremei trebuinta
Ci nicidecum de ur4, si in ochii lor trecand
Ca purificatorii, iar nu ca ucigasi.

La Marc Antoniu dar nici sa va mai ganditi,
Nu va putea sa faca cat bratele lui Cezar,
Cand vom tdia noi capul lui Cezar.

CASSIUS: Tot ma tem:

Céci dragostea adancd ce are pentru Cezar...
BRUTUS: Nu te gandi la dansul, prietene Cassiu.
Pe Cezar de-1 iubeste, tot ce-ar putea sa faca

Ar fi sd se ingrijeascda murind el pentru Cezar;
Si-ar fi mult pentru dénsul, cdci e dedat la jocuri,
Petreceri, si risipe si vesele intruniri.
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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.

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

William Shakespeare
Julius Caesar. Parallel Texts.

§ Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1896.

TREBONIUS: De dansul nu ne temem, nu trebuie s moars;
Si mai tarziu va rade ca noi de aste lucruri.

Sund ceasornicul.

BRUTUS: Taci, —vezi ce ora sund.

CASSIUS: Sunat-a ora trei.

TREBONIUS: E vreme sa ne ducem.

CASSIUS: Dar nu e incd sigur.

De va iesi azi Cezar, sau nu; caci de o vreme

A devenit, afard din cale, increzator

In prevestiri si semne; si azi il inspaimanta

Vedenii, visuri, chipuri, de care radea inainte;

Se poate ca aceste minuni infricosate

Si neobisnuita noptii grozavie

Precum si augurii stdruitor oprit-au

Pe Iuliu Cezar astazi la Capitol de ar merge.
DECIUS: Sa nu te temi de asta, chiar daca s-ar decide

Eu, l-as putea intoarce; ii place sa auda
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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 : Caius Ligarius doth bear Caesar hard,
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.
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Ca poti pe zmeii aprigi cu arborii sa-i prinzi,
Pe ursul cu oglindd, pe elefant in santuri

Pe leul cu o mreja, pe om cu lingusirea,

Dar cand i spui ca dansul urdste magulirea
Raspunde cd asa e, —fiind atunci tocmai

Mai lingusit, — mad lasa, caci stiu sd-1 invartesc,
La Capitol cu mine am sa-I adug, fiti siguri.

CASSIUS: Vom merge dar cu totii sd-1 insotim acolo.
BRUTUS: Cel mai tarziu sa fie la ora cea de-a opta.
CINNA: Cel mai tarziu atunci; cdutati s nu lipsiti.
METTELUS: Ligarius imi pare cd e supdrat pe Cezar.

Cdci l-a mustrat odata cand lduda in public,

El, pe Pompei; de dansul ma mir cd n-ati vorbit.

BRUTUS: Deci, scumpul meu Metellus, treci pe la casa lui,
El tine mult la mine si are pentru ce:

Trimite-l numai incoace si stiu cum sa-i vorbesc.
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59

CASSIUS: The morning comes upon ‘s: we'll leave you, CASSIUS: Ne-apucd dimineata, deci Brutus te lasam.

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 untired spirits and formal constancy:
And so good morrow to you every one.
Exeunt all but BRUTUS

Boy! Lucius! Fast asleep? It is no matter;
Enjoy the honey-heavy dew of slumber:
Thou hast no figures nor no fantasies,
Which busy care draws in the brains of men;
Therefore thou sleep’st so sound.

Enter PORTIA

PORTIA: Brutus, my lord!

Va imprdstiati, prieteni, dar nimeni sa nu uite

Ce ati vorbit cu totii, probati romani cd sunteti.

BRUTUS: Privirea sa vi fie tihnitd si voioasd,
Ca infdtisarea noastra sa nu tradeze scopul;
Purtarea sa va fie cea de actor roman,

Cu aparentd calma si duhul neschimbat;
Rdmas bun dragi, prieteni, sd ne vedem cu bine.
les toti afard de Brutus.

Ai adormit, baiete? dar lasi nu e nimic,

Te racoreste somnul ca roua parfumata;

Nu te muncesc vedenii si visuri schimbatoare,
Ce-a oamenilor duhuri necontenit framanta: —
De aceea dormi in pace.

Intrd Portia.

PORTIA: Stdpane, Brutus, eu sunt!
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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,

Fearing to strengthen that impatience

Which seem’d too much enkindled, and withal

Hoping it was but an effect of humour,

William Shakespeare
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BRUTUS: Dar, Portia, ce este? De ce te-ai sculat oare?
Nu-ti poate fi prielnic, sd-nfrunti, slaba cum esti,
Temperatura aspra a recii dimineti.

PORTIA: Asemenea nici tie. Plecat-ai azi in taina
Din patul meu, oh! Brutus. Si aseard de la cind
Te-ai sculat in pripd, plimbandu-te prin casa
Mahnit, trist si pe ganduri cu bratele pe piept.
Facandu-ti intrebarea ce supdrare ai,

Te-ai uitat la mine cu ochii incruntati:

Cand stdrui pe urma te-ai scarpinat in cap,

Si ai lovit pamantul cu multa nerdbdare:

Am insistat si totusi nu mi-ai rdspuns nimic;

Si ridicandu-ti mana cu un semn de supdrare
M-ai alungat din casd si am plecat mahnita;

Cédci md temeam sd creascd acea impacientd

Ce-ti cuprinsese firea, si tot speram in mine

Cé-i un necaz cum are orice barbat din lume.
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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,

And tempt the rheumy and unpurged air

To add unto his sickness? No, my Brutus;
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Dar vad cd nu te lasad sd dormi, nici s& mananci,
Nici sd vorbesti si dacad putea sa-ti schimbe chipul
Cum ti-a schimbat purtarea nu te mai cunoastem,
Iubite domnule, spune-mi ce-ti este supdrarea.

BRUTUS: E numai sanatatea si altceva nimic.
PORTIA: Dar e cu minte Brutus, de n-ar fi sdnétos
Ar si gdsi prea lesne mijloace de indreptare.
BRUTUS: Asa, si fac, iubito, te duc la patul tau.
PORTIA: Si dacéa-i bolnav Brutus e cu ciadere oare
S stea fard vestminte afara in umezeala

A zorilor brumda? Cum! Brutus e bolnav,

Si pe furis se scoald din patu-i incalzit

Ca sd infrunte-a noptii molipsitoare duhuri?
Sfidand guturdiosul si necuratul aer.

Sa-ti inraiascd boala? Aceasta nu o pot crede:
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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

But, as it were, in sort or limitation,

William Shakespeare
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Nu, ti-e muncitd mintea de ganduri ucigase,

Ce cred ca se cuvine sa le cunosc si eu

Prin dreptul meu de sotie; te rog, ingenunchiata,
Pe frumusetea mea, ce o iubeai odata,

Pe jurdmantul vecinic, ce ne-a legat viata,
Destdinuieste-mi, mie, ce sunt o jumadtate

Din tine, greutatea ce te apasd; spune-mi

Ce oameni sunt aceia: cdci am vdzut pe aici
Vreo sapte, ce figura si-o ascundeau, cu toate

Ca este intuneric.

BRUTUS: Nu ingenunchia, iubito.

PORTIA: Nici nu aveam trebuintd, de-ai fi tu bland si dulce.
In sfanta legatura a casniciei, Brutus,

E oare cu putintd sd nu impdrtasesc

Secretele-ti? Dar nu sunt si eu din tine-o parte?

O parte cat de micd? Sa impartdsesc cu tine
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To keep with you at meals, comfort your bed,
And talk to you sometimes? Dwell I but in the suburbs
Of your good pleasure?

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,

William Shakespeare
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Si patul tdu si masa, si sa nu pot vorbi?

Atat de depdrtatd ma tine bunu-ti plac?

Ah! Portia atunci nu este a lui Brutus

Sotie, ci amanta.

BRUTUS: Ba esti a mea sotie

Cinstitd, credincioasd si mult mai draga mie
Ca sangele acela ce in inima mea trista

Si obositd, curge.

PORTIA: D-ar fi asa, mi-ai spune

Secretul. Sunt femeie, —asa e, — dar femeia

Pe care a luat-o ca sotie domnul meu.

Femeie sunt, —asa e —sunt insa o femeie

Cu un frumos renume, sunt fiica lui Caton
Nu crezi ca sunt mai tare deci decat sexul meu
Cu un astfel de pdrinte si un astfel de barbat?
Imi spune-a tale taine, nu le voi da pe fatd,
Am dat nestramutate dovezi de barbatie

C ONTEMPORARY

L ITERATURE P RESS

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



Giving myself a voluntary wound

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.
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Cand m-am ranit in pulpd aici cu mana mea:

Eu, fara sovaire am indurat durerea

Si-a sotului meu taine nu le voi indura?

BRUTUS: Oh! Zei ma faceti vrednic de o astfel de sotie!
Se aude batand cineva la usd.

Ascultd, — Cine bate? oh! Portia, du-te;

Si in curand in sdnu-ti varsa-voi fara preget

A duhului meu taine; —ti-oi lamuri deplin

A mele intreprinderi si cauza intreaga

A supdrarii mele: —ma lasd dar in graba

lese Portia.

Intrd Lucius si Ligarius

BRUTUS: Vezi cine bate, Luciu, la usa noastra? Du-te.

LUCIUS: E un bolnav, stapane, ce vrea sd va vorbeasca.
BRUTUS: Ligarius, de care mi-a pomenit Metellus
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Boy, stand aside. Caius Ligarius! how?

LIGARIUS: Vouchsafe good morrow from a feeble tongue.
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, deriv’d 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?
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Copile, du-te in casd. Ligarie, ce este?

LIGARIUS: Primeste o salutare din gura mea slabita.
BRUTUS: Nu-i prielnic momentul, prea onorate Caius,
Sa iesi cu capu-n fase, ca nu oi fi doar bolnav!

LIGARIUS: Nu sunt bolnav cand Brutus pe cale e sa injghebe
Un lucru ce e vrednic de-al onoarei nume.

BRUTUS: Ligarie, proiecte, am pentru tine tocmai,

De poti cu sdndtoasa ureche sa ma asculti.

LIGARIUS: Dar jur, pe zei, la care se inchind tot romanul!
Sunt sdndtos acum! Oh! tu, al Romei suflet

Viteaz copil al Romei de spita stralucita!

Tu, chiar ca vrdjitorul ai desteptat deodata

Un suflet ce amortise. Sa alerg imi porunceste,

Si faptui-voi lucruri ce intrec a mea putere,

Fara sa sufdr piedici. Ce este de facut?

BRUTUS: Un fapt care pe bolnav il va insanatosi.
LIGARIUS: Dar nu se afla oare vreunii sanatosi,
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Pe care ar fi bine ca sa-1 imbolnavim?

BRUTUS: That must we also. What it is, my Caius, BRUTUS: Si aceasta o voi face. ijci voi desfasura
I shall unfold to thee, as we are going Afacerea intreagd mergand pe drum cu tine,
To whom it must be done. Spre cel de care-i vorba.
LIGARIUS: Set on your foot, LIGARIUS: Te scoald dar sd mergem;
And with a heart new-fired I follow you, Si te urmez cu un suflet din nou invéapdiat,
To do I know not what; but it sufficeth Sa fac ceea ce nu stiu: dar imi este destul
That Brutus leads me on. Ca sunt condus de Brutus.
BRUTUS: Follow me, then. BRUTUS: Urmeazd-ne atunci.
Exeunt Ies.
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SCENE II. SCENA II.
CAESAR’s house. O camera in palatul lui Cezar.
Thunder and lightning. Enter CAESAR, in his night-gown Tund si fulgerd. — Intrd Cezar in haind de noapte
CAESAR: Nor heaven nor earth have been at peace to-night: CEZAR: Nici cerul nici pdméantul n-au pace in astd noapte.
Thrice hath Calpurnia in her sleep cried out, In somnul ei de trei ori Calphurnia strigat-a:
‘Help, ho! they murder Caesar!” Who's within? «Pe Cezar il omoard, sdriti in ajutor!»
Enter a Servant Intrd un servitor
Servant: My lord? SERVITORUL: M-ai chemat, stapane?
CAESAR: Go bid the priests do present sacrifice CEZAR: Du-te si porunceste augurilor pe loc
And bring me their opinions of success. Sd facd sacrificii vestindu-mad indata

Ce semne-s de izbanda.

Servant: I will, my lord. SERVITORUL: Stdpane, merg in graba.
Exit Intra Calphurnia.
Enter CALPHURNIA

CALPHURNIA: What mean you, Caesar? Think you to walk CALPHURNIA: Ah! Cezar, ce cugeti? Ai vrea s iesi din casa?
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forth?

You shall not stir out of your house to-day.

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.
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Dar astdzi nu-ti dau voie nici sa te misti afara.

CEZAR: Dar trebuie sd ies astdzi; pericolele toate
Ce-amenintau pe Cezar nu pot ca sa-1 infrunte;
Cand l-or vedea in fatd indatd vor dispare.
CALPHURNIA: Credintd niciodata in visuri n-am avut,
Dar sunt inspdimantatd acum, scumpe Cezar.

E unul induntru ce povestea, ca straja

Vazuse in asta noapte minuni mult mai ciudate
Afard de acelea ce am vazut aici.

Pe strada o leoaica sdlbaticd fatand;

Si morti iesind din groapd; ostasi inflacarati
Batandu-se in aer in randuri regulate

Si sangele varsandu-1 din rani pe Capitol:

Iar rdsuna vdzduhul cu zgomot de bataie,

Cai fiorosi necheazad, si gem raniti soldatii
Stafiile pe strdzi urlau si se jeleau
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O Caesar! these things are beyond all use,

And I do fear them.

CAESAR: What can be avoided

Whose end is purposed by the mighty gods?

Yet Caesar shall go forth: for these predictions

Are to the world in general as to Caesar.

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?

William Shakespeare
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Sunt neobisnuite aceste lucruri, Cezar,
Si sunt inspdimantata.
CEZAR: Dar cine va fugi.
De soarta cea de zei in cer oranduita?
Dar o sd iasa Cezar; aceste prevestiri
Privesc pe toti obsteste, ci nu pe Cezar numai.
CALPHURNIA: Dar nu se vad comete cand moare un
cersetor,
Iar moartea unui rege de cer e trambitata.
CEZAR: Un om nemernic moare inainte de a muri
De zece ori; viteazul o datd moare numai,
Minunea cea mai mare e pentru mine omul
Ce poate sti ce-i frica, vdzand cd moartea este
Sfarsirea cea fatald, ce vine necurmata
Cand trebuie sa vie.
Reintrd un servitor.
Ce au raspuns augurii?

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 Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1896.

70

Servant: They would not have you to stir forth to-day. SERVITORUL: Zic cd nu este bine sd mergeti azi afard,

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,

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:

Céci matele victimei smulgandu-le afara

Inima n-au gasit-o in pieptu-i cdutand.

CEZAR: Pe cei fricosi vor zeii sid-i faca de rusine.
De inima fiintd lipsita ar fi Cezar

De-ar rdmanea acasa de fricd toatd ziua.

Nu, Cezar nu rdmane: primejdia cunoaste

Cé Cezar decat dansa e mai primejdios.

Doi pui de leu noi suntem chiar intr-o zi nascuti,
Dar eu cel mai in varsta iesit-am mai voinic;
Deci Cezar o sd iasa.

CALPHURNIA: Vai! Domnule, ascultd-ma:
Incredere prea mare-ti intuneca vederea.

Te rog sd nu iesi astdzi: zi ca e frica mea,

Cinu a ta, ce In casd te face sa ramai
Trimite-vom mai bine pe Marc Antoniu astazi
El la Senat, va spune cd nu esti sanatos;
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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

Here’s Decius Brutus, he shall tell them so.
DECIUS BRUTUS: Caesar, all hail! Good morrow, worthy
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?
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Te rog dar in genunchi, indupleca-te mie.

CEZAR: Ej, fie dar, sa spund Antonius aceasta;

Si ca sa-ti fac pldcerea voi sta acasa.

Intrd Decius.

Poftim si Deciu Brutus: el poate sd le spuna.
DECIUS: Te imbratisez, oh! Cezar marete, bund ziua:
Eu, la Senat, venit-am sd mergem impreuna.
CEZAR: Si ai venit la vreme, stimatul meu prieten;
Pe senatori saluta-i din partea mea, si anunta

Cd nu voi merge astdzi. 54 nu spui cd nu pot

Céci n-ar fi adevarul; si mai putin ar fi

Adevdrat de-ai spune cd nu indrdznesc sa merg;
Deci adevarul este, curat, cd nu voi merge.
CALPHURNIA: Zi cd-i bolnav.

CEZAR: Cum? —Cezar va spune o minciund?

El, ce asa departe razboaiele intinse,

Se va feri de a spune batranilor acest lucru,
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Decius, go tell them Caesar will not come. Deci, du-te si le spune ca Cezar nu va merge.
DECIUS BRUTUS: Most mighty Caesar, let me know some DECIUS: Ah! Cezar prea putintei, da-mi deslusiri de ce;
cause, De fricd sd nu radd in fatd cand le-oi spune.
Lest I be laugh’d at when I tell them so.
CAESAR: The cause is in my will: I will not come; CEZAR: Cuvantul mi-e vointa. Nu vreau sa merg. Senatul
That is enough to satisfy the senate. Va trebui sa fie satisfacut cu atata.
But for your private satisfaction, Dar pentru tine in parte, fiindca te iubesc,
Because I love you, I will let you know: Fac o exceptie spunandu-ti adevarul:
Calphurnia here, my wife, stays me at home: Calphurnia ma tine in casad pentru astdzi;
She dreamt to-night she saw my statua, Visat-am astd noapte cd a vazut curgand,
Which, like a fountain with an hundred spouts, Din statuia mea, sange, ca si dintr-un izvor
Did run pure blood: and many lusty Romans Cu sipote o sutd; si multi romani voinici,
Came smiling, and did bathe their hands in it: in sangele meu, mana cu zambet se spdlau.
And these does she apply for warnings and portents, Considera aceasta ca prevestiri, indicii
And evils imminent; and on her knee De rele iminente; si astfel ingenunchiata
Hath begg’d that I will stay at home to-day. Ea s-a rugat de mine sd nu ma misc din casa.
DECIUS BRUTUS: This dream is all amiss interpreted; DECIUS: Gresitd interpretare a visului e asta!
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It was a vision fair and fortunate:

Your statue spouting blood in many pipes,

In which so many smiling Romans bathed,
Signifies that from you great Rome shall suck
Reviving blood, and that great men shall press
For tinctures, stains, relics and cognizance.

This by Calphurnia’s dream is signified.

CAESAR: And this way have you well expounded it.
DECIUS BRUTUS: I have, when you have heard what I can
say:

And know it now: the senate have concluded

To give this day a crown to mighty Caesar.

If you shall send them word you will not come,

Their minds may change. Besides, it were a mock

Apt to be render’d, for some one to say

‘Break up the senate till another time,
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A fost o viziune frumoasd, norocoasa:

Céci statuia aceea vdrsand pe jgheaburi multe
Un sange in care mana romanii si-o uda,

E semnul cd prin tine iubita noastrda Roma
Avea-va mai viu sange si oamenii de frunte

Vor alerga gramada sa ia dintr-acel sange

O patd sau o moaste, o scumpa amintire.

Asa inteleg eu visul Calphurniei, ma crede.
CEZAR: Si talmadcirea-ti este desigur foarte buna.
DECIUS: Gi iti va parea mai buna cand iti voi spune totul,
Deci afla cad Senatul de-acum e hotarat

Sa dea azi o coroand puternicului Cezar.

De le-ai trimite vorba cd nu vii, s-ar putea

Sa-si schimbe ei pdrerea. Apoi ar fi ridicol,
Neauzit, sd vind un om si sd le spuie:

Senatul se amana pe alta zi, cind doamnei

Lui Cezar vor apare mai norocoase visuri.
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When Caesar’s wife shall meet with better dreams.’

If Caesar hide himself, shall they not whisper

‘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!
I am ashamed I did yield to them.

Give me my robe, for I will go.

Enter PUBLIUS, BRUTUS, LIGARIUS, METELLUS, CASCA,
TREBONIUS, and CINNA

And look where Publius is come to fetch me.

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
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De s-ar ascunde Cezar nu vor sopti ei oare,
«Lui Cezar 1i e fricd!?» Oh! Cezare, ma iarta,
Dar marea mea iubire ma face sa vorbesc.

Si ratiunea imi este amorului supusa.

CEZAR: Nu-ti par deci prea nebune acum fricile tale,
Iubito, mi-e rusine ca le-am dat ascultare

Imi dati incoace toga, cici am sa plec indata.

Intrd Publius, Brutus, Ligarius, Metellus, Casca, Trebonius si
Cinna.

Venit-a sa md ia chiar, Publius. Sd mergem.
PUBLIUS: M3 inchin la tine, Cezar.

CEZAR: Fii bine venit.

Cum, Brutus, esti tu gata asa de dimineata?

Si Casca, bunad ziua. Ligarius sa crezi

Cé niciodatd Cezar n-a fost asa dusman
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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:

[ am to blame to be thus waited for.

Now, Cinna: now, Metellus: what, Trebonius!
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:
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Cu tine ca cea febra ce asa mult te-a slabit.

Ce ceas sa fie oare?

BRUTUS: Sund acum opt ore.

CEZAR: Eu, pentru politetea si osteneala voastra
Va multumesc, prieteni.

Intrd Antoniu.

Antonius, ce noaptea

In veselii petrece, si dansul s-a sculat

Chiar mai devreme astizi. Antoniu, bund ziua.
ANTONIU: Ma inchin plecat eu insumi in fata-ti, mare Cezar.
CEZAR: Te rog du-le induntru sa fie iute gata.
Trebonius si Cinna, Metellus si cu tine

Am sd vorbesc mai multe cu voi timp de o ora.
Aduceti-vd aminte azi sd veniti la mine:

Stati langd mine dar ca sd nu uit nici eu.

TREBONIUS: Nu voi uita oh! Cezar. (aparte) Voi fi asa
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Aside aproape
and so near will I be, C4 cei mai buni prieteni ai tdi ar fi dorit
That your best friends shall wish I had been further. Sad fi fost mai departe.
CAESAR: Good friends, go in, and taste some wine with me; CEZAR: Intrati, amicii mei,
And we, like friends, will straightway go together. Ca sd gustati cu mine un paharel de vin.

Si apoi toti ca prieteni vom merge impreunad.

BRUTUS: [Aside] That every like is not the same, O Caesar! BRUTUS: Pécat ca e alt lucru sa pari doar si sa fii.

The heart of Brutus yearns to think upon!
Exeunt

Inima-mi plange, Cezar, caAnd md gandesc la tine
Ies.
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SCENE III.
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.
O strada langa Capitol.

Artemidorus citind o hartie

ARTEMIDORUS: «Cezar, fereste-te de Brutus; padzeste-te de
Cassius; nu te apropia de Casca; tine ochiul pe Cinna; nu te
increde in Trebonius; uitd-te bine la Metellus Cimber; Decius
Brutus nu te iubeste; pe Ligarius l-ai méaniat. Nu e decéat un
gand la toti barbatii acestia, si e indreptat contra lui Cezar. Daca
nu esti nemuritor, uitd-te bine imprejurul tdu: céci siguranta
prea mare inlesneste conspiratia. Zeii cei puternici sa te apere!
Binevoitorul tau.»

Artemidorus
Voi astepta aici pand ce va trece Cezar,
Ca sa i-0 dau in mana ca un impricinat.
Inima mea deplange cd nu-i permis virtutii
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If thou read this, O Caesar! thou mayst live; Sa scape de vicleana invidie a urii.
If not, the Fates with traitors do contrive. De vei citi aceasta poate vei trdi, Cezar;

Exit Dar in zadar, céci soarta unita-i cu tradarea.

Tese.
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SCENE1V.
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?

William Shakespeare
Julius Caesar. Parallel Texts.

§ Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1896.

79

SCENATV.
O alta parte a aceleiasi strazi langa casa lui Brutus.

Intrad Portia si Lucius

PORTIA: Alearga baietelule degraba la Senat.
Sa nu rdspunzi nimica si pleacd cat de iute.
Ce mai astepti acolo?

LUCIUS: Sa stiu ce am sa fac.

PORTIA: Ar fi destuld vreme sa mergi si sd te intorci
Inainte de a-i spune ce as dori s4 faci.
Oh! Zei imi dati tarie si asezati un munte
De piatrd intre limba si inima-mi acum.
Am fortd de femeie si suflet de barbat.

E greu pentru o femeie sa tind un secret!
Ce, inca esti aici?
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LUCIUS: Madam, what shall I do?

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?

William Shakespeare
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LUCIUS: Ce vrei sd fac stapana?

Sa alerg spre Capitoliu, si altceva nimic?

Si sa ma intorc la tine, si altceva nimic?

PORTIA: Sa aduci rdspuns, baiete, cd domnul tdu e bine;
Cand o pleca de acasd nu prea mi-a cam placut:
Observa totodata miscarile lui Cezar,

Si solicitatorii ce langa dansul vin.

Ce zgomot e acela, baiete, —nu auzi?

LUCIUS: Nu aud nimic, doamna.

PORTIA: Te rog, asculta bine;

Am auzit un sunet confuz ca de o cearts,

Si vantul il aduce cam dinspre Capitol.

LUCIUS: Te linisteste, doamnd, caci nu aud nimic.
Intrd un ghicitor.

PORTIA: Ia vino incoa, amice; — pe unde ai umblat?
GHICITORUL: Am fost acasd, doamna.

PORTIA: Ce ora e acum?
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Soothsayer: About the ninth hour, lady.
PORTIA: Is Caesar yet gone to the Capitol?

Soothsayer: Madam, not yet: I go to take my stand,

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, knows’t 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:
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GHICITORUL: Vreo noud ore, doamna.

PORTIA: Crezi tu, cd, pana acum,

O fi pornit cortegiul lui Cezar la Senat?

GHICITORUL: Nu incad pand acum; md duc sa-mi iau un loc,
Sd pot vedea cortegiul trecand la Capitol.

PORTIA: Mergi poate ca lui Cezar sa-i ceri ceva. — Asa e?
GHICITORUL: Da, doamnd, dacd Cezar, va fi destul de bune
Odata pentru Cezar, sa asculte graiul meu.

Ma duc sd rog pe Cezar, pe Cezar sd iubeasca.

PORTIA: Stii cd se plasmuieste vreun rdau contra lui?

GHICITORUL: Nu stiu nimic sigur, dar multe se intampla.
Adio, doamna. Strada e stramtd pe alocuri,

Si ceata ce aleargd pe urmele lui Cezar

De senatori si pretori si solicitatori,

Inghesuiti aici pot s& ma indbuseasca.

Merg dar sa caut aiurea un loc mai potrivit
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I'll get me to a place more void, and there De unde, cAnd va trece, lui Cezar si vorbesc.
Speak to great Caesar as he comes along. Lese.
Exit
PORTIA: I must go in. Ay me! how weak a thing PORTIA: Md duc acum in casa. Vai! Vai! ce lucru slab
The heart of woman is! O Brutus! E inima femeii! Oh! Brutus, dragul meu!
The heavens speed thee in thine enterprise. Sa te ajute cerul in ce ai intreprins!
Sure, the boy heard me: Brutus hath a suit M-a auzit baiatul. (Lui Lucius) O cerere lui Cezar
That Caesar will not grant. O! I grow faint. El a facut, si acesta nu vrea sa-1 multumeasca.
Run, Lucius, and commend me to my lord; Lesinul ma cuprinde! Alearga la stapanul tau,
Say I am merry: come to me again, Din partea mea saluta-1: si ca sunt fericita
And bring me word what he doth say to thee. Si apoi te intoarce iardsi spunandu-mi ce a zis.
Exeunt severally Ies.
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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.
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ACTUL III

SCENA L
Roma— O sedinta a Senatului la Capitol.

In strada care duce la Capitol e multi lume stransd. — Printre ei se
afli Artemidorus si ghicitorul. Trompetele sund—Intrd Cezar,
Brutus, Trebonius, Cinna,

Cassius, Casca, Decius, Mettelus,

Antonius, Lepidus, Popilius, Publius i altii.

CEZAR: Ne-au sosit in fine si Idele lui Marte.
GHICITORUL: Asa-i, dar nu sunt inca trecute.
ARTEMIDORUS: Salutare,

Oh! Cezar. Citeste petitia asta.

DECIUS: Trebonius te roaga sa mai citesti o data
Umila-i rugdciune cand vei avea ragaz.
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ARTEMIDORUS: O Caesar! read mine first; for mine’s a suit
That touches Caesar nearer: read it, great Caesar.

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
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ARTEMIDORUS: Intai citeste-o pe a mea, cici e o rugéciune.
Ce te priveste, Cezar, mai de aproape, astfel

Te rog, citeste-o iute, Cezar puternicule.

CEZAR: Afacerile cele ce mad privesc pe mine

Le voi ldsa in urma.

ARTEMIDORUS: Nu intarzia, oh! Cezar.

Citeste-o cat de graba.

CEZAR: E un nebun se vede.

PUBLIUS: Taci, omule, ne lasd sa inaintdm in pace.
CASSIUS: De ce vii sd dai jalba pe stradd? E mai bine.

La Capitol, acolo vorbesti cu el mai lesne.

Cezar intrd in Capitol, urmat de toti ceilalti. — Senatorii se scoald.

POPILIUS: Urez izbanda intreagd, azi, fapturii voastre.
CASSIUS: Si care faptuire?

POPILIUS: Cu sanatate.

Se apropie de Cezar.
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BRUTUS: What said Popilius Lena?

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.
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.
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BRUTUS: Ce tot spunea Popiliu?

CASSIUS: Ura izbanda intreagd, azi, fapturii noastre.

In scopul nu mi-e team4 c& suntem banuiti.

BRUTUS: Observa-1 cum de Cezar se apropie deodata.
CASSIUS: Grabeste-te, oh! Casca, mi-e teama de tradare.
Ah! Brutus ce sd facem de s-ar descoperi?

Sau Cassius sau Cezar acasd nu vor merge,

Cédci m-as ucide singur.

BRUTUS: Nu te ingriji, oh! Cassiu,

Cred ca Popiliu Lena nu i-a vorbit de noi;

Caci uite-1 cum zdmbeste; —iar neschimbat e Cezar.
CASSIUS: Treboniu se prepard, observa bine, Brutus,
Cum trage la o parte, pe Antonius cu dansul.

Ies Antonius si Trebonius, Cezar si senatorii se aseazd la locurile lor.

DECIUS: Metellus Cimber unde-i? Imediat sa mearga
Lui Cezar sd prezinte petitia aceea.
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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
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,
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BRUTUS: E gata. —Stati aproape, sd-i fiti de ajutor.
CINNA: Tu, Casca, trebuie intai sd ridici bratul.
CEZAR: Atunci suntem gata?

METELLUS CIMBER: Ce rele sunt, prieteni,
De indreptat de Cezar si de senatul sau.
Puternice, sldvite, si prea marite Cezar
Smerit Metellus Cimber in fata ta se inchina.

CEZAR: Dator sa-ti spun, sunt Cimber, intaia mea pdrere
Atata prosternare si joasa umilire

Pot sa intoarcd capul la oamenii de rand,

Facand acele lucruri, ce sunt ordnduite

Prin legi nestramutate, sa fie des smintite

Ca jocuri de nevarstnici. Sd nu te increzi prosteste

Cd inima lui Cezar darnica atata-i

Incat a sa virtute si se topeascd doar
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Low-crooked courtsies 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.

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!
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De inrauriri de acelea ce pot sa induioseze

Pe cei cu mintea slabd; voi adicd sa zic

Prin vorbe dulci, prin joase incovoiri si proaste
Alintaturi de caine. Pe fratele tau, stii bine
Printr-un decret anume l-am trimis la surghiun;
De vrei doar pentru dansul sd rogi, sa lingusesti
Tarandu-te inainte-mi, te-alung ca pe un caine.
Sd afli dar ca Cezar nu poate sd greseascd;

Si fara de dreptate el nu se-ademeneste.
METELLUS: N-o fi pe aici vreo voce mai autorizatd,
Ce va suna mai dulce lui Cezar ca a mea,

Sa-1 roage sd revoce decretul de exil?

BRUTUS: f’,ci sdrut mana, Cezar, dar nu cu lingusire,
Cerandu-ti, ca, indata sa poata Publiu Cimber

La Roma si revind ca mai inainte, liber.

CEZAR: Si Brutus?
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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,

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,

William Shakespeare
Julius Caesar. Parallel Texts.
Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1896.

88
CASSIUS: Cezar, iarta-1. Oh! Cesar, iertare!
Si Cassius se arunca cu ruga la picioarele-ti
Sa fie Publiu Cimber iar rechemat la Roma.
CEZAR: De-as fi ca voi, eu, insumi, puteam sa fiu miscat;
Si poate rugdciunea era sd ma mlddie,
De-as fi incercat pe altii cu rugdciuni sa-i misc.
Sunt neclintit ca steaua de miazanoapte in cer,
Ce in statornicia-i si in asezarea-i fixa,
In nesfarsita bolt cereascd n-are seaman
Scantei nenumarate in ceruri sunt aprinse,
De foc sunt toate, toate lucesc deopotriva;
Dar este numai una ce locul si-1 pastreaza:
Asa e si in lume, ea e plind de barbati,
Dar sunt facuti de carne si sunt fricosi de fire;
Cunosc pe unul numai din toatd astd gloata,
Ce neclintit pastreaza a sale hotdrari
Neinduplecat de nimeni, acel barbat sunt eu,
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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!

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!”

89

William Shakespeare
Julius Caesar. Parallel Texts.

§ Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1896.

Lasati-mad in aceasta sd va probez cd asa e.

M-am hotarat ca Cimber sa fie exilat,

Sunt hotdrat ca dansul acolo sd ramana.

CINNA: Oh! Cezar...

CEZAR: M lasd, —ai vrea sd misti Olimpul?

DECIUS: Oh! Cezar...

CEZAR: Degeaba! —Nu m-a rugat si Brutus?

CASCA: Vorbiti, maine, pentru mine.

Casca 1l injunghie pe Cezar in git. Cezar il apucd de brat. Apoi este
injunghiat de mai multi din conspiratori, si in fine de Marcus Brutus.

CEZAR: Si tu, Brutus? — Deci cada si Cezar si marirea!
Moare, senatorii se retrag in confesiune.

CINNA: Neatarnati si liberi! E moartd tirania!

Plecati, strigati pe uliti, si proclamati aceasta!
CASSIUS: Si alergati prin piete si sd strigati cu totii,
Ca e de libertate robia biruita!
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BRUTUS: People and senators, be not affrighted;
Fly not; stand stiff: 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,
Rushing on us, should do your age some mischief.
BRUTUS: Do so: and let no man abide this deed,

But we the doers.

90

William Shakespeare
Julius Caesar. Parallel Texts.

§ Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1896.

BRUTUS: Popor, si voi senatori sa nu aveti nicio teama
Stati linistiti la lucru si n-o luati la fuga

Platita-i datoria ambitiei de acum.

CASCA: La Forum, du-te, Brutus.

DECIUS: Si Cassius asemeni.

BRUTUS: Dar Publius unde e?

CINNA: E zapdcit acolo.

METELLUS: Stati in apropiere, ca nu cumva prietenii
Dintr-ai lui Cezar...

BRUTUS: De asta sa n-aveti nicio grija.

Dar, Publius, fii vesel, nu-ti facem niciun rau.

Nici nimeni din Roma; incredinteaza-i singur.
CASSIUS: Si Publius, porneste, ca nu cumva poporul

In asti invalmaseald, sa-ti faca rau nevolnic.

BRUTUS: Asa e, mult mai bine ca pentru fapta de astdzi.
Sa nu rdspunda nimeni decat faptuitorii.
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William Shakespeare
Julius Caesar. Parallel Texts.
§ Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1896.

91
Re-enter TREBONIUS Reintrd Trebonius
CASSIUS: Where’s Antony? CASSIUS: Antoniu unde este?
TREBONIUS: Fled to his house amaz’d: TREBONIUS: Fugea ca un zdpdcit.
Men, wives and children stare, cry out and run Spre casa: iar pe uliti mosnegi, femei, copii
As it were doomsday. Privesc, striga si alearga ca de sfarsitul lumii.
BRUTUS: Fates, we will know your pleasures: BRUTUS: Ursitd, iti vom cunoaste candva buna placere!
That we shall die, we know; “tis but the time Stiu cd ne asteaptd moartea, si nu e decat vremea
And drawing days out, that men stand upon. Sau numadrul de zile nesigur pentru om.
CASSIUS: Why, he that cuts off twenty years of life CASSIUS: Acel ce viata isi scade cu doudzeci de ani,
Cuts off so many years of fearing death. Isi scade cu atata si frica cea de moarte.
BRUTUS: Grant that, and then is death a benefit: BRUTUS: Asa crezdnd, deci moarte-i o facere de bine
So are we Caesar’s friends, that have abridg’d fi suntem dar prietenii lui Cezar, noi, cei care
His time of fearing death. Stoop, Romans, stoop, I-am prescurtat rastimpul al fricii lui de moarte.
And let us bathe our hands in Caesar’s blood Romani, veniti cu totii, si vd aplecati grumaijii,
Up to the elbows, and besmear our swords: Sd punem pand la coate ale noastre maini viteje
Then walk we forth, even to the market-place, in sangele lui Cezar si spade sa ne ungemy;
And waving our red weapons o’er our heads, Apoi sa mergem astfel uniti in piata mare
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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

William Shakespeare
Julius Caesar. Parallel Texts.

§ Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1896.
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Siridicand cu fald deasupra noastra spade
Aceasta sangeroasd, toti sa strigdam:«de acum
E pace, libertate, neatdrnare-n Roma!»
CASSIUS: Veniti dar de va ungeti. Iar viitoare veacuri
Vor pomeni aceastd mdreatd a noastrd scena
In state ce fiintd n-au inca pe pamant
Si-n limbi necunoscute!
BRUTUS: Se va vedea adesea
Sangerdtoarea scend in care Cezar dsta
Zdcea-va la piciorul statuii lui Pompei.
Cu pulberea de-a valma!
CASSIUS: Si atunci se va zice.
Ca noi suntem barbatii ce patria romana
Am scos-o din robie.
DECIUS: Sd ne pornim acuma?
CASSIUS: Plecati de aici cu totii: sa va conduca Brutus;
Iar noi, cei mai de frunte din cetdtenii Romei,
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With the most boldest and best hearts of Rome.
Enter a Servant
BRUTUS: Soft! who comes here? A friend of Antony’s.
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

William Shakespeare
Julius Caesar. Parallel Texts.

§ Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1896.

{1 vom cinsti urmandu-1

Intrd un servitor

BRUTUS: Stati, —cine e acesta? Un om a lui Antoniu?
SERVITORUL: Sa ingenunchez inainte-ti mi-a poruncit
stapanul,

Cazandu-ti la picioare mi-a poruncit Antoniu

Cu inchindciuni aceste cuvinte sa-ti rostesc:

«Ca Brutus este nobil, viteaz, cinstit, cu minte,

Cezar era puternic, maret, si iubitor;

Zi cd iubesc pe Brutus si mult il onorez;

Ca ma temeam de Cezar, pe care-1 si iubeam;

Deci de primeste Brutus pe Antonius, sa vie
Nesupadrat la dansul, si sd marturiseasca

C3 meritd sd zaca ucis acolo Cezar,

Pe mortul Cezar dansul nu-1 va iubi mai mult

Decat pe viul Brutus; si va urma destinul

Lui Brutus cu credinta, prin cdile crucise
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With all true faith. So says my master Antony.

BRUTUS: Thy master is a wise and valiant Roman;
I never thought him worse.

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

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.

94
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Julius Caesar. Parallel Texts.

§ Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1896.

A carmuirii sale nestrabatute inca.»

Aceasta-i cuvantarea stapanului meu Antoniu.
BRUTUS: E un roman stapanul tdu, cu minte si viteaz;
Si insumi totdeauna asa l-am judecat.

fi spune si pofteasci si vind pani aici,

Primi-va multumire; si jur pe cinstea mea,

Cd va pleca tot astfel.

SERVITORUL: indat4 il voi aduce.

lese servitorul.

BRUTUS: $tiu céd va fi un sincer prieten pentru noi.
CASSIUS: Eu, as dori tot astfel, dar gandul meu se teme
De dansul, si se intampla cd ale mele prevestiri

Prea rar sa ma insele.

Reintrd Antonius.

BRUTUS: Dar iaca-1 ca soseste. Te salutam, Antoniu.
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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:

If I myself, there is no hour so fit

As Caesar’s death 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.

95
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Julius Caesar. Parallel Texts.

§ Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1896.

ANTONIUS: Ah! Prea marete Cezar! Asa de jos cazut-ai?
Cuceririle si slava, trofee si triumfuri

S-au restrans in locul acesta atat de stramt?
Adio! Nu stiu incd, amici, care vd e gandul;
Si dacd o sda moara si alti barbati puternici;
De e sd mor, eu, insd, nu poate fi momentul
Mai bun decéat acesta cand a murit si Cezar:
Nu poate fi 0 arma mai nimeritd, demns,
Decat a voastrd spadd, impodobita inca

Cu cel mai nobil sdnge din lumea asta mare.
Va fac dar rugdciunea, de aveti ceva cu mine
Vad indepliniti pldcerea, cu mainile, ce inca
Sunt pline de acel sange; si veacuri de-as trdi,
Sfarsit al vietii mele mai dulce n-as gasi;
N-as vrea sa mor in alt loc, ci langa el aici,
Ucis cu aceleasi arme cu care ati lovit

Pe cel mai mare spirit din acest veac!
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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--

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

96
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§ Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1896.

BRUTUS: Ah! moartea ta n-o cere, Antoniu, de la noi!
{ti vom parea fireste prea cruzi si sangerosi

Cu mainile acestea, dupa asa o fapta

Ca cea desavarsita: tu, mainile vezi

Si fapta sangeroasd ce am comis-o: nu vezi

Si ale noastre inimi, sunt milostive ele:

Si mila pentru rdul ce bantuie Roma,

(Céci mila stinge mila cum focul stinge focul)

Ne-a pornit contra lui Cezar. Pentru tine,

Antonius, e varful de plumb la spada noastra:

Ale noastre brate intindem sa te imbrétiseze,
Cu-atat mai iubitoare cu cat au fost mai crude:

Si te primim frateste cu inima intreagd,

Cu dragoste in suflet, cinstiti si bucurosi.

CASSIUS: Va fi mai tare glasu-ti decat a oricarui,
Cand va fi imparteald de demnitati si functii.
BRUTUS: Sd ai rabdare numai sa linistim multimea,
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The multitude, beside themselves with fear,

And then we will deliver you the cause,

Why I, 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;
Yours, Cinna; and, my valiant Casca, yours;
Though last, not least 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,

William Shakespeare
Julius Caesar. Parallel Texts.

Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1896.

Ce e ca zdpdcitd de fricd si de grijd,

Si iti voi da lamurire de ce, eu, care inca

L-am iubit pe Cezar, am hotdrat deodatd,

Sa-1 chiar lovesc cu mana-mi.

ANTONIUS: N-am nicio indoiald ca sunteti toti cu minte:
intinde’,ci—mi mana manjitd cu acel sange:

Pe-a ta, oh! Marcus Brutus, doresc sd o strang intai;
Oh! Cassius, pe urma vreau tie s-o intind:

Acuma, Decius Brutus; —si dd-mi pe-a ta Metellus;
Si Cinna; —si, tu, Casca, da-mi ména ta viteaza;
Trebonie, vii la urma, in dragoste nu insa.

In astd imprejurare, ce-as spune, domnii mei?

Eu, pe un teren ma aflu atat de alunecos,

Incat fatal as trece in ochii vostri,

Drept un nemernic poate sau lingusitor.

Te-am iubit, oh! Cezar, c-o sincerd iubire:

Si dacd al tdu spirit ne-ar privi acuma.
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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,
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!

William Shakespeare
Julius Caesar. Parallel Texts.

Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1896.

98

N-ai suferi, tu, oare durere mai amar4,

Mai cruda decat moartea pe Antonius vazandu-1
Vorbind cu amicitie si mana intinzandu-si
Dusmanilor mei, de fata fiind cadavrul tau?

Si dacd ar fi putintd sa am atatia ochi

Pe cate rdni ai Insuti, si de-ar putea vérsa,

Ei, lacrimi atatea ele varsa sange,

Mi-ar fi mai cu putintd decat sa stau la vorba
Prieteneste astfel cu vecinicii tai dusmani.

Oh! Julius, ma iarta! Aici fusi incoltit,

Oh! cerbul meu cel falnic, si aici ai cazut!

Aici sunt vanatorii tdi, incarcati cu prada
Céderii tale, rosii de recele tau sange!
Nemasurata lume, padurea, tu, ai fost,

A cerbului acesta! El, inima a fost

A lumii nesfarsite. Cum semeni, tu, cu cerbul
Lovit de maini de principii, asa cum zaci acolo.
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CASSIUS: Mark Antony, —

ANTONY: Pardon me, Caius Cassius:

The enemies of Caesar shall say this;

Then, in a friend, it is cold modesty.

CASSIUS: I blame you not for praising Caesar so;
But what compact mean you to have with us?

Will you be prick’d in number of our friends;

Or shall we on, and not depend on you?

ANTONY: Therefore I took your hands, but was, indeed,
Sway’d from the point, by looking down on Caesar.
Friends am I with you all and love you all,

Upon this hope, that you shall give me reasons
Why and wherein Caesar was dangerous.

BRUTUS: Or else were this a savage spectacle:
Our reasons are so full of good regard
That were you, Antony, the son of Caesar,

99
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§ Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1896.

CASSIUS: Antonius!...

ANTONIU: Ma iarta oh! Caius Cassius;

Chiar dusmanii lui Cezar ca mine ar vorbi:

De la amicu-i era lauda prea mica.

CASSIUS: Nu te mustrez lui Cezar cédci laudad aduci;
Doresc sa stiu tocmeala ce vrei sa faci cu noi?

Printre amicii nostri vrei sa te enumeram;

Sau mergem inainte, noi, si fara de tine?
ANTONIUS: De aceea v-am strans mana, dar drept sd spun
acum

Cand m-am uitat la Cezar, eram nehotarat;

Cu toti voi fi prieten, iubindu-va pe toti,

Punéand conditia sa-mi explicati cuvantul

De ce gasiti ca Cezar era periculos.

BRUTUS: $i ai dreptate, astfel privelistea aceasta,
Din cale afara pare barbara si nedreapta:

Asa justificatd e fapta noastrd insa,
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100
You should be satisfied. C3 chiar de erai fiul lui Cezar, oh! Antoniu,
Te convingeai.

ANTONY: That’s all I seek: ANTONIUS: Atata e tot ce pot sd cer.
And am moreover suitor that I may Dorinta mea e insa sa am voie sd transport
Produce his body to the market-place; Cadavrul lui in piatd, sd-1 vada tot poporul
And in the pulpit, as becomes a friend, Sculandu-ma4, acolo, cum trebuie s3 facs,
Speak in the order of his funeral. Prietenul lui Cezar, voi tine cuvantarea

Ce este cuvenitd memoriei lui Cezar.
BRUTUS: You shall, Mark Antony. BRUTUS: O vei face, Antoniu.
CASSIUS: Brutus, a word with you. CASSIUS: Sa-ti spun o vorbd, Brutus
Aside to BRUTUS Nu stii ce faci, amice, nu-i bine sd-i permitem
You know not what you do: do not consent La inmormantare astdzi sa tind un discurs:
That Antony speak in his funeral: Céci nu putem prevede cat de miscat va fi
Know you how much the people may be mov’d Cu vorbele-i poporul.
By that which he will utter?
BRUTUS: By your pardon; BRUTUS: Dd-mi voie; —m-oi sui
I will myself into the pulpit first, Intaiul, eu, la tribung, si acolo voi expune
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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
Julius Caesar. Parallel Texts.

§ Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1896.

Cu de-amdnuntul gloatei intreaga intamplare:
Voi ardta, ci tot ce va vorbi Antoniu,

Sunt chiar cu invoiala si dupa placul nostru,
Rostite: ca fireste dorim si noi lui Cezar

Sa facem toata cinstea lui Cezar cuvenita.

Vom profita, md crede, de aceasta imprejurare.
CASSIUS: Nu-mi place, cdci de acolo nu stiu ce va iesi.
BRUTUS: Antonius, primeste aceste ramadsite.
Asupra-ne in discursu-ti sa nu aduci nicio para,
Dar poti sa spui de Cezar tot binele ce vrei,
Zicand ca faci aceasta cu invoiala noastra.

Nu-ti vom permite altfel sa ai vreun amestec

In ritul cel funebru; si vei vorbi in aceeasi
Tribund ca si mine, si dupd ce intaiul

Imi voi sfarsi discursul.

ANTONIUS: Asa si fie dara.

Mai mult nu pot pretinde.
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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

William Shakespeare
Julius Caesar. Parallel Texts.

§ Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1896.

BRUTUS: Prepara corpul dara

Cu grija cuvenitd, si vin in urma noastra.

les toti, afard de Antonius.

ANTONIUS: Oh! iartd-md, farama, de tarana sangeranda,
Ca sunt milos si dulce cu acesti casdpiti naprasnici!
Aici e ruina a celui mai de seama

Barbat, produs in lume de-a veacurilor valuri!

Iar méana blestemata ce pretiosul sange

A raspandit, sa fie in veci afurisita:

Proorocesc pe aceste rdni, ce ca guri tdcute,

A lor roscate buze, in protestare cascd,

Cersind o vorba buna din gura-mi elocventa

Ca un blestem cddea-va pe a oamenilor stirpe:

Ca urile interne si crancene razboaie,

Italia intreaga vor sfasia de acum:

Cu ddramari si sange atat ne vom deprinde,

Si cele azi cumplite firesti ne vor pdrea,
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Their infants quarter’d with the hands of war; Iar mamele privi-vor cu zambetul pe buze
All pity chok’d with custom of fell deeds: Pe pruncii lor cu fierul spintecati de vii.
And Caesar’s spirit, ranging for revenge, Deprinderea cruzimii va face sa dispara
With Ate by his side come hot from hell, Chiar constiinta milei din inima secata.
Shall in these confines with a monarch’s voice Iar spiritul lui Cezar insetat de razbunare,
Cry ‘Havoc,” and let slip the dogs of war; Alaturi cu Ate, veniti din iad in pripa,
That this foul deed shall smell above the earth Pe lot hotarul tarii, cu un glas imperios
With carrion men, groaning for burial. Vor comanda maécelul, dezlantuind razboiul
Enter a Servant Si foametea pe holde, iar fapta miseleasca
You serve Octavius Caesar, do you not? Va imputi pamantul cu putreda duhoare

A sute de cadavre cerand ingropdciune.
Intrd un servitor.
Servesti pe Octaviu Cezar?

Servant: I do, Mark Antony. SERVITORUL: Pe dansul, oh! Antonius.

ANTONY: Caesar did write for him to come to Rome. ANTONIUS: Parca-i scrisese Cezar, sd vie in graba la Roma.
Servant: He did receive his letters, and is coming; SERVITORUL: Primit-a chiar scrisoarea si a plecat si a plecat
And bid me say to you by word of mouth-- sd vie
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O Caesar!--

Seeing the body

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?

Servant: He lies to-night within seven leagues of Rome.
ANTONY: Post back with speed, and tell him what hath
chanc’d:

Here is a mourning Rome, a dangerous Rome,

No Rome of safety for Octavius yet;

Hie hence, and tell him so. Yet, stay awhile;

Thou shalt not back till I have borne this corpse

Into the market-place: there shall I try

In my oration, how the people take

William Shakespeare
Julius Caesar. Parallel Texts.

§ Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1896.

Trimisu-m-a din gura sa-ti spun...

Vizind corpul lui Cezar

Ce vad? Pe Cezar!

ANTONIUS: Esti inecat de lacrimi, retrage-te si plangi
Molipsitoare este durerea precum vad,

Céci ochii mei, din ochii-ti, vdzand cd std sa pice
Margele indurerate, se umezesc si dansii.

Curand soseste oare stapanul tau la Roma?
SERVITORUL: Va fi la sapte leghe din Roma in noaptea asta.
ANTONIUS: Te intoarce dar in grabd spre dansul,
povesteste-i

Ce s-a intamplat aici cd Roma noastra este

O Romd mohorata si plind de primejdii,

O Romad in care incd Octaviu nu e sigur

Alearga dar la dansul si spune-i toate astea:

Ba stai putin aici, inainte de a pleca,

Sa ducem corpul asta in piatd; voi sa vad,
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The cruel issue of these bloody men; Din cuvantarea-mi insumi, cum judecd poporul
According to the which, thou shalt discourse Ingrozitoarea fapta de acesti miseli comisa:
To young Octavius of the state of things. Sd poti si tu la randu-ti, sa deslusesti mai bine
Lend me your hand. Nevarstnicului Cezar cum se intoarce lucrul.
Exeunt with CAESAR’s body Deci vino si-mi ajutd

les cu corpul lui Cezar
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SCENE III.

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: | will hear Brutus speak.

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

When severally we hear them rendered.
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SCENA III.
Roma — Forum

Intrd Brutus si Cassius cu o ceatd de cetiteni
CETATENII: Noi vrem o lamurire si dati-ne-o indata
BRUTUS: Urmati-ma atunci, si ma ascultati, prieteni,
Mergi, Cassius, in strada de aldturi cu cativa

Cei ce vor sda ma asculte vor rdmane aici;

Cei ce vor sd-1 urmeze sda mearga dupa Cassius;

Veti auzi in public cuvinte —asupra mortii

Lui Cezar precum cereti.

PRIMUL CETATEAN: Voi si-1 aud pe Brutus.

AL DOILEA CETATEAN: Ma duc sa ascult pe Cassiu, vom
compara pe urmd,

Pe ambii ascultdndu-i, ce spune fiecare.
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Exit CASSIUS, with some of the Citizens. BRUTUS goes into the
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
awaken 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 slew
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lese Cassius cu citiva din cetdteni — Brutus intrd in rostrum

AL TREILEA CETATEAN: Téceti, cinstitul Brutus se urc4 la
tribuna.

BRUTUS: Vi rog sa aveti rdbdare sa-mi spun intreg cuvantul:
si Ascultati
explicatiile mele, si faceti tacere ca sa puteti asculta: Aveti

Romanii compatrioti prieteni binevoitori!
incredere in vorbele mele caci sunt cinstit, si incredeti-va in
cinstea mea ca sd puteti crede: judecati-ma in intelepciunea
voastra, si desteptati-va priceperea ca sa puteti judeca mai bine.
Dacad este vreunul in aceastd adunare care l-a iubit sincer pe
Cezar, lui méa adresez si ii zic: ca dragostea lui Brutus catre
Cezar nu era mai micd decat a lui. Daca dar acesta va intreba:
De ce atunci Brutus s-a sculat contra lui Cezar? iata raspunsul
meu: Nu pentru cd am iubit pe Cezar mai putin decat dansul,
dar pentru ca pe Roma am iubit-o mai mult. Ati fi preferat oare

ca sa trdiasca Cezar si sd muriti cu totii in sclavie, decat s fie
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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

areply.

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
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mort Cezar, precum este, si sa traiti liberi? Pentru ca m-a iubit
Cezar, il plang; pentru ca a fost norocos, ma bucur; pentru cd a
fost vitez il onorez; pentru ca era ambitios, l-am ucis. Am
lacrimi pentru iubirea lui, bucurie pentru fortuna, onoare
pentru vitejia si moarte pentru ambitia lui. Care din voi aici e
destul de injosit ca sd voiasca sa fie rob? Dacd e vreunul, sa
vorbeasca, caci pe acela l-am ofensat. Care din voi aici e destul
de necioplit ca sda nu voiascd sa fie roman? Daca e vreunul, sa
vorbeasca, caci pe acela l-am ofensat. Care din voi aici e destul
de nemernic ca sd nu-si iubeasca tara? Dacd e vreunul, sd
vorbeasca, cdci pe acela I-am ofensat. Astept raspunsul vostru.
CETATENII: Nu e niciunul, Brutus, nu e niciunul

Vorbesc mai multi odati.

BRUTUS: Atunci n-am ofensat pe niciunul. N-am facut mai
mult lui Cezar, decat ati putea face lui Brutus. Cauza mortii sale
este inscrisa in Capitol, gloria lui nu este imputinata in ceea ce
priveste faptele lui cele demne: nici nu vor fi exaggerate crimele
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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 commonwealth; as which of you shall
not? With this I depart,--that, as I slew my best lover for the
good of Rome,  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
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pentru care a suferit moartea.

Intrd Antonius cu alti cu corpul lui Cezar

[atd corpul lui, ldngéd care plange Antoniu, care, cu toate ca n-a
avut niciun amestec in moartea lui, va profita printr-acea
moarte cdpdatand un post al republicii, precum va profita si
fiecare din voi. Acum plec, sfarsind cu aceste cuvinte: Ca
precum am ucis pe cel mai bun amic al meu spre binele Romei,
tot astfel pdstrez acest pumnal pentru mine, cand tara mea va
gasi cd trebuie sd mor.

CETATENII: Sa traiascd Brutus! Sa traiasca, sa traiasca!
PRIMUL CETATEAN: Sa-1 ducem in triumf la casa lui.

AL DOILEA CETATEAN: Sa i se facd o statuie, precum s-a
facut strabunilor sdi.

AL TREILEA CETATEAN: El s fie Cezar!

AL PATRULEA CETATEAN: Ce-a fost mai bun in Cezar
Incorondm in Brutus.

PRIMUL CETATEAN: Acasa il vom duce
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clamours.

BRUTUS: My countrymen, —

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

BRUTUS: Good countrymen, let me depart alone,
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.

William Shakespeare
Julius Caesar. Parallel Texts.
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Pe umerii nostri cu aclamatiune.

BRUTUS: Concetateni...

AL DOILEA CETATEAN: Técere! Vrea Brutus s& vorbeasca.
PRIMUL CETATEAN: Tscere!

BRUTUS: Buni prieteni, lasati-ma sa plec,

De tineti dar la mine, ramaneti cu Antoniu:

Cu el aduceti cinste cadavrului lui Cezar,

Si ascultati cu cinste, cuvintele, prin care,

Va proslavi pe Cezar, cu invoiala noastra.

Vd rog iubiti prieteni, sd nu plecati niciunul,

Afard doar de mine, pand nu va termina,

lese.

PRIMUL CETATEAN: Ramaneti toti aici, sa ascultam pe
Antoniu.

AL TREILEA CETATEAN: Lisati-1 s se urce indati la
tribuni;

Sa-1 ascultdm ce spune, Antonius te urca.
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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.

First Citizen: This Caesar was a tyrant.

Third Citizen: Nay, that’s certain:

We are bless’d 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;
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ANTONIUS: Va multumesc, caci faceti aceasta pentru Brutus.

AL PATRULEA CETATEAN: Ce spune el de Brutus?

AL TREILEA CETATEAN: C-o faceti pentru Brutus.

De aceea pentru Brutus sda multumeasca cauta.

AL PATRULEA CETATEAN: De Brutus ar fi bine si nu
vorbeasca rau.

PRIMUL CETATEAN: Apoi Cezar acela era tiran.

AL TREILEA CETATEAN: Desigur,

E fericitd Roma cd a scapat de dansul.

AL DOILEA CETATEAN: T4cere — pe Antoniu sa-1 ascultdm
ce spune.

ANTONIUS: Cinstiti romani...

CETATENII: T4cere! si-1 auzim acuma.

ANTONIUS: Compatrioti, prieteni romani, dati ascultare:
Vin sd-1 ingrop pe Cezar iar nicidecum sa-1 laud.

Cel rdu ce face omul ramane dupa moarte;
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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—
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:

William Shakespeare
Julius Caesar. Parallel Texts.

Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1896.

Iar binele adesea cu corpul lui se-ngroapa.
Cu Cezar astfel fie. V-a spus cinstitul Brutus
C-a fost mdretul Cezar un om ambitios:

De-a fost asa, greseala e grava, neiertatd,

Si Cezar a platit-o chiar fard de iertare.

Cu voia dar lui Brutus si a celorlalti, rostesc,
(Céci Brutus e desigur om foarte onorabil,
Precum sunt onorabili barbatii si toti ceilalti);
Discursul meu funebru memoriei lui Cezar.
El un prieten sincer si credincios mi-a fost.
Dar Brutus ne tot spune c-a fost ambitios

Si Brutus e desigur om foarte onorabil.

El a adus la Roma popoare in robie,

Cu-al cdror pret sunt pline si azi lazile noastre:
Facut-a el acesta de ambitie numai?

Cand au gemut sdracii vdrsat-a lacrimi Cezar;
Ambitia este mai neinduratoare.
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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.

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.

William Shakespeare
Julius Caesar. Parallel Texts.
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Iar Brutus ni-1 aratd ca un om ambitios

Sinegresit ca Brutus e foarte onorabil.

Vadzut-ati toti cu ochii cand, eu, la Lupercale

[-am oferit de trei ori coroana cea regald,

Si a refuzat de trei ori. Ambitie-i asta?

Si Brutus tot ne spune cad-i om ambitios:
Sinegresit cd este om foarte onorabil.

Cuvintele lui Brutus nu e ca sa le critic,

Vorbesc de lucruri numai ce le cunosc, eu, thsumi.
Toti, 1-ati iubit odata, si nu fara cuvant;

Ce va opreste dard de a plange pentru dansul?
Azi, e incredintata justitia cea sfanta

Chiar fiarelor sdlbatice, si isi pierd barbatii mintea
Cea sdndtoasd-n Roma! —Va rog, sa aveti rabdare;
Inima mi-e in giulgiul lui Cezar, nu pot spune
Mai mult, pand nu se intoarce in pieptu-mi obosit.
CETATENII: Parci ar avea dreptate in multe ce le spune.
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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
weeping.

Third Citizen: There’s not a nobler man in Rome than
Antony.

Fourth Citizen: Now mark him, he begins again to speak.

ANTONY: But yesterday the word of Caesar might

William Shakespeare
Julius Caesar. Parallel Texts.
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AL DOILEA CETATEAN: De judeci bine, parca a fost
nedreptatit.

In multe lucruri, Cezar.

AL TREILEA CETATEAN: Ce ziceti domnii mei?

Ma tem sd vind altul mai rau in locul lui.

AL PATRULEA CETATEAN: Ai observat ce spuse? A refuzat
coroana.

E sigur dar ca dansul n-a fost ambitios.

PRIMUL CETATEAN: De-o fi asa, sunt unii ce vor pliti-o
scump.

AL DOILEA CETATEAN: A plans atat sdarmanul ci ochii i s-
au umflat.

AL TREILEA CETATEAN: Nu-i om mai bun in Roma decat
Antonius.

AL PATRULEA CETATEAN: Bigati de seam4, iard incepe sa
vorbeasca.

ANTONIUS: Vai! ieri de-abia, cuvantul lui Cezar poruncea
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Have stood against the world; now lies he there, intregului imperiu: acum zace acolo,
And none so poor to do him reverence. Si toti sunt azi prea mandri ca sd-i arate cinste.
O masters! if I were dispos’d to stir Oh! Domnilor, ma credeti de-as fi dispus cumva
Your hearts and minds to mutiny and rage, Sd misc ale voastre inimi si sd va asmut cu vorba,
I should do Brutus wrong, and Cassius wrong, As face rdu lui Brutus, lui Cassius asemeni —
Who, you all know, are honourable men: Si precum stiti, acestia sunt oameni onorabili;
I will not do them wrong; I rather choose Nu-i voi nedreptati dar, sunt mult mai multumit
To wrong the dead, to wrong myself and you, Nedreptdtind pe mortul, pe mine si pe voi,
Than I will wrong such honourable men. Decat pe domnii astia atat de onorabili;
But here’s a parchment with the seal of Caesar; Priviti aici este un pergament, ce poarta
I found it in his closet, “tis his will: Sigiliul lui Cezar: —e testamentul lui; —
Let but the commons hear this testament — Intr-un dulap acass la dansul l-am gasit;
Which, pardon me, I do not mean to read — Dar auzi poporul ce spune testamentul
And they would go and kiss dead Caesar’s wounds Acesta, — cer iertare, eu nu vi-l voi citi, —
And dip their napkins in his sacred blood, S-ar gramaddi sa vind la ranile lui Cezar
Yea, beg a hair of him for memory, Cel mort, sa le sarute cu drag si cu respect,
And, dying, mention it within their wills, Si in sdngele-i sd inmoaie batista lor, plangand,
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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!

Fourth Citizen: Read the will; we'll hear it, Antony;

You shall read us the will, Caesar’s will.

William Shakespeare
Julius Caesar. Parallel Texts.
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Spre-aducere aminte ar trebui sa ceara

Un fir de pér pe care, murind, sd-1 pomeneasca

In testament, ca darul cel mai nepretuit

Ce poate sd-1 transmit urmasilor in veci.

AL PATRULEA CETATEAN: Si ascultdim diata! Antonius,
citeste-o.

CETATENI: Diata! Da diata lui Cezar s& ascultiam!
ANTONIUS: Rabdare, buni prieteni, nu cautd s-o citesc;
Si nici nu este bine sa stiti cat v-a iubit.

Voi, nu sunteti de piatrd, de lemn, ci sunteti oameni;

Si oameni fiind dar de-ati auzi diata,

Indata v-ati aprinde si v-ati infuria:

Sd nu stiti cd erezii lui Cezar, voi sunteti;

Caci dac-ati sti aceasta nu stiu ce ar iesi!

AL PATRULEA CETATEAN: Citeste dar diata, s-0 auzim,
Antoniu;

Sa ne citesti diata; diata a lui Cezar.
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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.

Third Citizen: You shall have leave.

William Shakespeare
Julius Caesar. Parallel Texts.

§ Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1896.

ANTONIUS: Vreti sa aveti rabdare? Sa asteptati putin.
Cand v-am vorbit de lucrul mi-am depdsit vointa,
Nedreptdtind pe oameni atat de onorabili

Ca cei ce cu pumalul lor au ucis pe Cezar.

AL PATRULEA CETATEAN: Sunt tradétori cu totii. Auzi tu,
onorabili!

CETATENII: Diata! Testamentul!

AL DOILEA CETATEAN: Sunt ucigasi, misei!

Citeste testamentul! Citeste-ne diata!

ANTONIUS: Vreti dar sda ma constrangeti sa va citesc diata?
Faceti un cerc atunci imprejurul acestui corp,

Si sa va arat pe omul ce a facut diata.

Sa ma cobor de aici? Mad veti ldsa sa trec?

CETATENII: Coboari-te.

AL DOILEA CETATEAN: Coboara.

Se coboari de la tribund.

AL TREILEA CETATEAN: Vom face loc s4 treci.
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William Shakespeare
Julius Caesar. Parallel Texts.
§ Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1896.

118
ANTONY comes down
Fourth Citizen: A ring; stand round. AL PATRULEA CETATEAN: V4 agezati aici in cerc.
First Citizen: Stand from the hearse, stand from the body. PRIMUL CETATEAN: Stati mai departe
De mort, ldsati cosciugul ca sa-1 vedem cu totii.
Second Citizen: Room for Antony, most noble Antony. AL DOILEA CETATEAN: Faceti loc lui Antoniu; —cinstitului
Antoniu.
ANTONY: Nay, press not so upon me; stand far off. ANTONIUS: Nu va-mbulziti asupra-mi, amici, stati mai
departe.
Several Citizens: Stand back! room! bear back! CETATENII: inapoi, inapoi cu totii! Dati inapoi putin!
ANTONY: If you have tears, prepare to shed them now. ANTONIUS: D-aveti, prieteni, lacrimi, varsati-le acum.
You all do know this mantle: I remember Cunoasteti toti mantaua aceasta; imi amintesc
The first time ever Caesar put it on; Cand, pentru prima oard a imbréacat-o Cezar:
‘Twas on a summer’s evening, in his tent, In cort, spre inserate era, in timp de vara
That day he overcame the Nervii. In ziua in care chiar pe Nervieni fransese:
Look! in this place ran Cassius’ dagger through: Aici a patruns pumnalul lui Cassius, vedeti;
See what a rent the envious Casca made: Priviti impunsatura lui Casca cel pizmas;
Through this the well-beloved Brutus stabb’d; Iar Brutus, mult iubitul I-a ihjunghiat aici;
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And as he pluck’d his cursed steel away,

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

William Shakespeare
Julius Caesar. Parallel Texts.
Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1896.

119
Si cand a tras din rand afurisitul fier,
Tot sangele lui Cezar cu el a curs odata:
Iesind parca sa vada de a fost in adevar
Din mana-i lovitura aceea, sd se convingd;
(Céci stiti ca fusese Brutus ca ingerul lui Cezar),
Oh! Zei, voi sunteti martori ce sincer l-a iubit!
Aceasta 1i impunsatura cea mai neomenoasa:
Marinimosul Cezar vazandu-l stind sd dea,
Nerecunostinta mai rau I-a ingrozit
Chiar decat tradatorul, si inima-i mareata
A fost indbusita de acea méahnire cruds,
Si invelindu-si capul cu mantia, zdrobit
La piedestalul, Cezar neinvinsul, a cdzut
A statuii aceste, iar piatra lui Pompei
Manjita cu cel sdnge curgea ca o fantana.
Prieteni, ce cddere naprasnica vazuram!
Pe data izbiti cu totii cizurdm impreund,
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The dint of pity: these are gracious drops.

Kind souls, what! weep you when you but behold
Our Caesar’s vesture wounded? Look you here,
Here is himself, marr’d, as you see, with traitors.

First Citizen: O piteous spectacle!

Second Citizen: O noble Caesar!

Third Citizen: O woful day!

Fourth Citizen: O traitors! villains!

First Citizen: O most bloody sight!

The Second Citizen: Revenge! — About! —Seek! — Burn! —
Fire! —Kill! —Slay! — Let not a traitor live.

ANTONY: Stay, countrymen!
First Citizen: Peace there! hear the noble Antony.
Second Citizen: We'll hear him, we’ll follow him, we’ll die

William Shakespeare
Julius Caesar. Parallel Texts.

¥ Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1896.

Pe cand deasupra noastrd tradarea triumfa.

Acum vad cd plangeti: si vdd ca v-a atins

Un simtdamant de mila: sunt lacrimi gingase

Oh! Suflete miloase, de ce ati plans, vazand
Vestmantul doar lui Cezar ranit? Vedeti aici

E Cezar in fiintd ucis de acesti vicleni.

PRIMUL CETATEAN: Priveste duioasa!

AL DOILEA CETATEAN: Marinimoase Cezar!

AL TREILEA CETATEAN: Oh! tristd zi de jale!

AL PATRULEA CETATEAN: Oh! tradatori vicleni!
PRIMUL CETATEAN: Oh! scend sangeroasa!

AL DOILEA CETATEAN: Vrem rizbunare indata!
Vrem razbunare; haide! Sd-i omoram ca astfel

Din tradatorii astia sa nu ramana unul!
ANTONIUS: Concetateni...

PRIMUL CETATEAN: Técere! Antonius vorbeste.
AL DOILEA CETATEAN: Si-1 ascultdim! cu dansul sa
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with him.

ANTONY: Good friends, sweet friends, let me not stir you
up

To such a sudden flood of mutiny.

They that have done this deed are honourable:

What private griefs they have, alas! I know not,

That made them do it; they are wise and honourable,
And will, no doubt, with reasons 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,

William Shakespeare
Julius Caesar. Parallel Texts.

Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1896.

mergem pand la moarte!

ANTONIUS: Oh buni si dulci prieteni, nu voi sa vd imping
Cu vorba-mi la rascoald nechibzuitd in pripa.
Toti ce facura fapta sunt foarte onorabili;

Vai! nu stiu ce motive ascunse au avut

Acesti barbati cu minte si atat de onorabili;

Ei, fard indoiald vor sti ce sd raspunda,

Nu voi aici, prieteni, ca sd va fur iubirea,

Si nici nu sunt ca Brutus un mare orator;

Eu, sunt, precum cunoag;tejci, un om neprefécut
Ce mi-am iubit amicul; —si acei ce mi-au permis
Sa ma rostesc in public, o stiu foarte bine.

N-am nicio greutate, n-am spirit, n-am cuvinte,
N-am foc nici elocinta, nici darul de-a misca

Al oamenilor sdnge: dar stiu vorbi curat;

Pot spune multe lucruri ce singuri le cunoasteti
Atata doar pot face, s-arat aceste rani
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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.

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.

William Shakespeare
Julius Caesar. Parallel Texts.

§ Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1896.

A scumpului meu Cezar, sirmane buze mute
Ce-n locu-mi sa vorbeasca: d-as fi, eu, Brutus insa,
Si dacd ar fi Brutus Antonius aveati

Pe cine sd va miste, —chiar unul care-ar pune

In fiecare piatra din Roma —ar razvriti-o.

CETATENII: Ne razvratim!

PRIMUL CETATEAN: Chiar casa lui Brutus o vom arde.
AL TREILEA CETATEAN: Hai si plecdm atunci sd cdutdm
tovarasi.

ANTONIUS: Concetdteni, o vorbd; vd rog sa ma ascultati.
CETATENII: Ticere! Ascultati-1 pe nobilul Antoniu.
ANTONIUS: Pornit-ati, scumpi prieteni, sa faceti ce nu stiti:
Dar intrucat, spuneti-mi, iubire asa mare

A meritat-o Cezar din partea voastrd oare?

Vai! nici nu stiti, voi singuri: — Atunci sd va spun:

Uitara-ti testamentul de care v-am vorbit.
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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!
ANTONY: Hear me with patience.

All: Peace, ho!

ANTONY: Moreover, he hath left you all his walks,
His private arbours and new-planted orchards,

On this side Tiber; he hath left them you,

And to your heirs for ever, common pleasures,

To walk abroad, and recreate yourselves.

Here was a Caesar! when comes such another?

William Shakespeare
Julius Caesar. Parallel Texts.

§ Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1896.

CETATENII: Adeviarat; — diata; —sd auzim diata.
ANTONIUS: Aici e diata, chiar cu sigiliul lui,

Prin care daruieste in parte fiecaruia

Din cetdtenii Romei da saptezeci si cinci

De drachme prin diata.

AL DOILEA CETATEAN: Mairinimoase Cezar, vom rdzbuna
starsitu-ti.

AL TREILEA CETATEAN: Oh! generoase Cezar!
ANTONIUS: Ma rog sd m-ascultati

Prieteni, cu rabdare.

CETATENII: Técere! —Sa auzim.

ANTONIUS: V-a mai ldsat, pe urmd, gradinile ce are,
El, dincoace de Tibru, intinsele livezi

Ce sunt din nou sadite; le daruieste —ohavnic,

El, pentru voi s-ai vostri mostenitori, s-aveti

Poiand de petreceri, d-odihna si plimbare.

Acesta e un Cezar: si altul nu mai vine.
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First Citizen: Never, never. Come, away, away!
We’ll burn his body in the holy place,

And with the brands fire the traitors” houses.
Take up the body.

Second Citizen: Go fetch fire.

Third Citizen: Pluck down benches.

Fourth Citizen: Pluck down forms, windows, any thing.
Exeunt Citizens with the body

ANTONY: Now let it work: mischief, thou art afoot,
Take thou what course thou wilt!

Enter a Servant

How now, fellow!

Servant: Sir, Octavius is already come to Rome.
ANTONY: Where is he?

William Shakespeare
Julius Caesar. Parallel Texts.

§ Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1896.

PRIMUL CETATEAN: Asa e, nu mai vine: — Hai iute si
pornim!

Intai vom arde corpul in locul consacrat,

Taciunele pe urma luandu-l vom aprinde

Si casele acestor nemernici tradétori.

Luati in brate corpul.

AL DOILEA CETATEAN: Dati fuga dup4 foc.

AL TREILEA CETATEAN: Pe jeturi puneti mana.

AL PATRULEA CETATEAN: Ferestre, sciunele

Puteti sd puneti mana pe ce va vine bine.

les cetitenii cu corpul.

ANTONIUS: Acum va merge lesne. Scanteia e aprinsd,
Incotro voieste, zboara! Pe cine cauti baiete?

Intrd un servitor.

SERVITORUL: Octavius, oh! Domnule, la Roma a sosit.
ANTONIUS: Si unde e?
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William Shakespeare
Julius Caesar. Parallel Texts.
§ Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1896.

125
Servant: He and Lepidus are at Caesar’s house. SERVITORUL: Se afld cu Lepidus la Cezar.
ANTONY: And thither will I straight to visit him: ANTONIUS: Dar fdrd intdrziere ma duc sa-1 vad acolo:
He comes upon a wish. Fortune is merry, Soseste tocmai bine. Fortuna ne zdmbeste,
And in this mood will give us any thing. Si orice vrem la ddnsa putem acum sa cerem.
Servant: | heard him say, Brutus and Cassius SERVITORUL: Am auzit cd Brutus cu Cassiu impreuna
Are rid like madmen through the gates of Rome. Caldri in goana mare pe poartd au iesit.
ANTONY: Belike they had some notice of the people, ANTONIUS: Aflat-au, ei pe semne ce mult au fost miscat
How I had mov’d them. Bring me to Octavius. Cu vorba mea poporul. Condu-ma la Octaviu.
Exeunt les.
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SCENE III.

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.

William Shakespeare
Julius Caesar. Parallel Texts.

§ Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1896.

126

SCENA II1.
O strada.

Intrd Cinna poetul.

CINNA: Visai cd in astd noapte cu Cezar am cinat
Si mintea mea e plind cu prevestiri funebre:

Ma jur cd nu mi-e voia sd ies din casd astdzi,

Dar parcd md impinge ceva necunoscut.

Intre cetiteni.

PRIMUL CETATEAN: Cum te cheama?

AL DOILEA CETATEAN: Incotro te duci?

AL TREILEA CETATEAN: Unde stai?

AL PATRULEA CETATEAN: Esti insurat sau flicdu?
AL DOILEA CETATEAN: Rispunde drept la fiecare.
PRIMUL CETATEAN: Da, si lamurit.
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William Shakespeare
Julius Caesar. Parallel Texts.
¥ Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1896.

127
Fourth Citizen: Ay, and wisely. AL DOILEA CETATEAN: Da, si chibzuit.
Third Citizen: Ay, and truly, you were best. AL TREILEA CETATEAN: Da, si adevarat, daca vrei sa-ti
mearga bine.
CINNA THE POET: What is my name? Whither am I going? CINNA: Cum md cheamd? Unde méa duc? Unde sed? Daca sunt

Where do I dwell? Am I a married man or a bachelor? Then, insurat sau flacdu? S-apoi sa raspund fiecaruia drept, si lamurit,
to answer every man directly and briefly, wisely and truly: si chibzuit, si adevdrat. Va spun chibzuit cd sunt flacau.
wisely I say, I am a bachelor.

Second Citizen: That’s as much as to say, they are fools that AL DOILEA CETATEAN: Adic4 vrei si spui ci cei de se
marry: you'll bear me a bang for that, I fear. Proceed; insoara sunt nechibzuiti; intdi o sd primesti un ghiont de la
directly. mine pentru vorba asta, mi se pare. Urmeazd drept.
CINNA THE POET: Directly, I am going to Caesar’s funeral. CINNA: Ma duc drept la inmormantarea lui Cezar.

First Citizen: As a friend or an enemy? PRIMUL CETATEAN: Ca amic sau ca neamic.

CINNA THE POET: As a friend. CINNA: Ca amic.

Second Citizen: That matter is answered directly. AL DOILEA CETATEAN: Aici ai raspuns drept.

Fourth Citizen: For your dwelling, briefly. AL PATRULEA CETATEAN: Acum locuinta ta. — Lamurit.
CINNA THE POET: Briefly, I dwell by the Capitol. CINNA: Lamurit, sed langa Capitol.

Third Citizen: Your name, sir, truly. AL TREILEA CETAIEAN: Numele, domnule, —adevirat.
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CINNA THE POET: Truly, my name is Cinna.

First Citizen: Tear him to pieces; he’s a conspirator.

CINNA THE POET: I am Cinna the poet, I am Cinna the
poet.

Fourth Citizen: Tear him for his bad verses, tear him for his
bad verses.

CINNA THE POET: I am not Cinna the conspirator.

Second Citizen: It is no matter, his name's Cinna; pluck but
his name out of his heart, and turn him going.

Third Citizen: Tear him, tear him! Come, brands ho! fire-
brands! to Brutus’, to Cassius’; burn all. some to Decius’
house, and some to Casca’s; some to Ligarius’: Away! go!
Exeunt

128

William Shakespeare
Julius Caesar. Parallel Texts.

§ Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1896.

CINNA: Sunt Cinna poetul, sunt Cinna poetul.

AL PATRULEA CETATEAN: Rupeti-1 in buciti, ca face versuri
proaste, rupeti-1 in bucati, cd face versuri proaste.

AL DOILEA CETATEAN: Nu face nimic, se cheama, Cinna,
rupeti numai numele lui din inima si ldsati-1 sa plece.

AL TREILEA CETATEAN: Rupeti-l, rupeti-l. Aduceti incoace
taciuni, taciuni. Hai la Brutus, la Cassius, sa ardem tot! Mergeti
unii la casa lui Decius, si unii la a lui Casca, si unii la a lui
Ligarius: Haide, plecati!

Ies.
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ACT IV

SCENE 1.
A Room in ANTHONY'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;

William Shakespeare
Julius Caesar. Parallel Texts.

§ Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1896.

ACTUL AL PATRULEA

SCENA I
Roma — O camera in casa lui Antonius.

Antonius, Octavius si Lepidus asezati la o mas.
ANTONIUS: Vor trebui acestia sa moara toti; am pus
La numele lor semne.

OCTAVIUS: Si frate tdau asemenea

Va trebui sda moard; oh! Lepide, consimti?

LEPIDUS: Consimt.

OCTAVIUS: Atunci insemna-1 pe Antonius indata.
LEPIDUS: Pun ca Condi’,cie, Antonius, si eu,

Sa nu traiasca fiul surorii tale, Publiu.

ANTONIUS: Nu va trdi: priveste, c-un semn l-am osandit.

Oh! Lepide, la casa lui Cezar du-te-n graba
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Fetch the will hither, and we shall determine
How to cut off some charge in legacies.
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,

William Shakespeare
Julius Caesar. Parallel Texts.

§ Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1896.

Si adu testamentul, sa chibzuim aici

Cum am putea reduce o parte din legate.

LEPIDUS: Va mai gasesc aici?

OCTAVIUS: De nu suntem aici, la Capitol vom fi.
lese Lepidus.

ANTONIUS: Ce om lipsit de merit si fara greutate,
Bun pentru alergatura! E oare nimerit,

Cand lumea indeobste de trei e cAirmuitd,

Pdrtas sd fie-n cinste cu noi deopotriva?
OCTAVIUS: Acesta a fost se vede parerea ta, pe dansul
Cand intrebai pe cine sa insemnezi in lista

Ce intocmisem pentru proscrisi si condamnati.
ANTONIUS: Octavius, eu, zile mai multe am vizut;
Si dacd pe barbatul acesta incarcam

Atata cu onoruri, e, sd ne usuram

De fel de fel de sarcini clevetitoare, tocmai

Ca asinul ce poartd o sarcind de aur:
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Either led or driven, as we point the way;

And having brought our treasure where we will,
Then take we down his load, and turn him off,
Like to the empty 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

William Shakespeare
Julius Caesar. Parallel Texts.

Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1896.

Se osteneste, geme cu atata greutate,

Manat de noi pe calea ce vrem sa-i ardtam;

Si cand in fine aduce tezaurul la locul

Ce am voit, povara atunci o descarcam,

Si il lasam sa plece ferice ca un asin

Ce n-are nicio treabd, urechile in tihna

Isi scutura s-alearga sa pasci cu ai si.

OCTAVIUS: Vei face cum iti place; dar e un lucru sigur
Cé-i un soldat de frunte si bine incercat.
ANTONIUS: Si calul meu e astfel, Octavius; d-aceea
Primesgte cu mdsurd graunte zi cu zi.

E o fiintd care o invat cum sa se batd,

S-alerge, sa se opreascd, sd mearga drept tnainte
Miscarea lui trupeascd de duhul meu se-ndrepta

In multe lucruri este cu Lepidus chiar astfel:

Céci are trebuintd la orice pas ce face

Sd fie impins fnainte si invatat de toti;
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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;
Therefore let our alliance be combin’d,

Our best friends made, and our best 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,
And bay’d about with many enemies;

And some that smile have in their hearts, I fear,
Millions of mischiefs.

William Shakespeare
Julius Caesar. Parallel Texts.

Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1896.

132
Un om c-o fire seaca ce altceva nu stie
Decat minciuni, prefaceri si imitatii,
Ce intrebuintate de altii si invechite
Le-mprospadteaza dansul. Nu mai vorbi de el
Decéat ca lucrul nostru. Octavius, acum
Asculta vorbe grave. Si Cassius si Brutus,
Ostasii lor adund; sd ne gatim indatd,
Sa combindm cu cine e sa ne aliem,
Si ce amici sd strangem; sd ne consfatuim
Masurile ce cautd sa intrebuintam.
Sa hotdram si modul prin care vom cunoaste
Secretele dusmane. $i cum sa intdampindm
Primejdiile care ne-or fi descoperite.
OCTAVIUS: Asa sé fie dard, cdci suntem in pericol
Si inconjurati cu dusmani, iar multi ce azi zambesc
Ma tem ca au in inimi fatdrnicie numai.
Ies.
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Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1896.

133
Exeunt
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SCENE II.
Camp near Sardis. Before BRUTUS's Tent.

Drum. Enter BRUTUS, LUCILIUS, LUCIUS, and Soldiers;
TITINIUS and PINDARUS meet them.

BRUTUS: Stand, ho!

LUCILIUS: Give the word, ho! and stand.

BRUTUS: What now, Lucilius! is Cassius near?
LUCILIUS: He is at hand; and Pindarus is come

To do you salutation from his master.

Pindarus gives a letter to Brutus.

BRUTUS: He greets me well. Your master, Pindarus,
In his own change, or by ill officers,

Hath given me some worthy cause to wish

Things done, undone: but, if he be at hand,

I shall be satisfied.

8 Translated

134

William Shakespeare
Julius Caesar. Parallel Texts.
into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1896.

SCENAII
Inaintea cortului lui Brutus, din tabira langa Sardis.

(Tobe) Intrd Brutus, Lucilius, Lucius cu soldatii, se intalnesc cu

Titinius si Pindarus.

BRUTUS: Hei! Stati.

LUCILIUS: Stati dati indata lozinca, s-apoi stati.
BRUTUS: Lucilie, venit-ai? $i Cassiu e p-aici?
LUCILIUS: E in apropiere; si Pindarus soseste,
Din partea lui stapan-sdu sa te salute, domnule.
Ti dii o scrisoare lui Brutus.

BRUTUS: Amabild scrisoare! Oh! Pindarus, stapan-tau,
Asa schimbat imi pare cu cei ce merg cu dansul,
Incat doresc adesea si nu fi sivarsit

Acele lucruri toate: dar, daca e aproape

E inca o multumire pldcuta pentru mine.
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PINDARUS: I do not doubt

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,

William Shakespeare
Julius Caesar. Parallel Texts.

§ Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1896.

PINDARUS: N-am nicio indoiald cd se va infatisa
Stapanul meu cel nobil, asa precum si este,

Acoperit cu cinste si vrednice simtiri.

BRUTUS: N-am nicio indoiald. Un lucru imi spune numai
Lucilie, in ce fel ai fost primit de dansul?

LUCILIUS: Cu multa curtenie si cinste; dar lipsea

Acea prieteneasca caldurd si cuvantul

Cel iubitor si liber ce-avea de obicei.

BRUTUS: Tu-mi zugravesti acuma p-un cald prieten, care
Sa se rdceasca incepe, Lucilie: observa

Cand dragostea incepe sd scadd totdeauna

Ea intrebuinteaza silita curtenie.

Afectia curatd minciuna de astea n-are.

Barbatul fals la suflet asemenea-i cu caii

Cei arzdtori sub haturi, semeti voind sa parad,
Si-ncredintdri semete dand de curajul lor,
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They fall their crests, and, like deceitful jades,
Sink in the trial. Comes his army on?

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!

William Shakespeare
Julius Caesar. Parallel Texts.

§ Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1896.

Dar cand simt imboldirea de pinteni sdngeroasa,

Atunci 1si pleca coama, si cai inseldtori

Poverii nu rezistd. Dar oastea lui venit-a?

LUCILIUS: Sunt hotdrati ca noaptea in Sardis s-o petreacs;
Pe cand o parte mare, de calareti compusa

Cu Cassius soseste.

Se aude muzica unui mars.

BRUTUS: Ascultd, a sosit.

Inaintati spre dansul cu cinste s&-1 primiti.

Intrd Cassius si soldatii.

CASSIUS: Opriti-va indata.

BRUTUS: Purtati porunca asta indatd p-intre randuri.
VOCE: Stati.

Induntru.

ALTA VOCE: Stati.

ALTA VOCE: Stati.
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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;

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

William Shakespeare
Julius Caesar. Parallel Texts.

§ Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1896.

CASSIUS: Sunt, prea cinstite frate, nedreptatit de tine.
BRUTUS: Fiti martori, zei puternici, cd n-am nedreptatit,
Pe dusman vreodatd, necum dar pe un frate!
CASSIUS: Aceste moderate cuvinte ascund, Brutus
Injurii, d-ar fi altul...

BRUTUS: Te stapaneste, Cassiu

Nemul’;umirea—jci spune-o incet, cdci te cunosc.

Si cred ca nu e bine sa ne sfadim, in fata

Armatelor aici, ce trebuie sa creada

Cd dragostea ne leagd: le spune sd porneascs;

In cortul meu pe urma expune-ti supararea,

Si-ti voi da ascultare.

CASSIUS: Mergi, Pindare, te rog

Spre ofiteri, le spune pe oameni sa-i duca

Incolo, mai departe.

BRUTUS: Lucilie, tot astfel

Sa faci si cu ai nostri; si sa nu vie nimeni
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William Shakespeare
Julius Caesar. Parallel Texts.
Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1896.

138
Come to our tent till we have done our conference. Chiar, langa cortul nostru pand nu sfarsim vorbirea.
Let Lucius and Titinius guard our door. Titinius si Luciu la usd vor pazi.
Exeunt 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

William Shakespeare
Julius Caesar. Parallel Texts.

§ Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1896.

SCENA III
Interiorul cortului lui Brutus.

Lucius si Titinius stau in apropiere.

CASSIUS: Ei iatd care-i proba ca m-ai ndreptatit:
Ai osandit, oh! Brute, s-apoi ai dat pe fata

Pe Luciu Pella, mitd zicand ca a luat

El, de la cei din Sardis, si n-ai tinut in seama
Epistola, prin care am mijlocit sa fie

Iertat nenorocitul, fiindu-mi cunoscut.

BRUTUS: Te injosesti, amice, c-un protejat ca dsta.
CASSIUS: in vremuri ca acestea nu-i spre folosul nostru
Ca fie ce greseald sa fie cantarita.

BRUTUS: Si afld de la mine, oh! Cassius, ¢4, tu,
Esti cunoscut, ca-n palma ai mancarimi sa vinzi
Serviciile tale, la oameni fara merit.
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William Shakespeare
Julius Caesar. Parallel Texts.
§ Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1896.

140
To undeservers.
CASSIUS: I an itching palm! CASSIUS: Eu, mancdrimi in palma? E bine cd e Brutus
You know that you are Brutus that speak this, Ce spune vorba asta, cdci altfel, jur, pe zei
Or, by the gods, this speech were else your last. Din ceruri, cd cuvantul ti-ar fi cel de pe urma.
BRUTUS: The name of Cassius honours this corruption, BRUTUS: Dar numele lui Cassiu acopera greseala
And chastisement doth therefore hide his head. $i capul si-1 ascunde pedeapsa.
CASSIUS: Chastisement! CASSIUS: Ce pedeapsa?
BRUTUS: Remember March, the Ides of March remember: BRUTUS: Gandeste-te la Marte, la Idele lui Marte.
Did not great Julius bleed for justice sake? Dar Iulius cel mare n-a fost jertfit el oare
What villain touch’d his body, that did stab, Spre binele dreptatii? $i care din misei
And not for justice? What! shall one of us, Ce l-au atins cu spada nu zice c-a facut-o
That struck the foremost man of all this world Spre binele dreptatii? Iar azi venim tot noi
But for supporting robbers, shall we now Ce l-am lovit pe omul cel mai fruntas al lumii
Contaminate our fingers with base bribes, Céci proteja pe hoti! Venim, noi, sa spurcam
And sell the mighty space of our large honours A noastre maini curate cu mita injositoare,
For so much trash as may be grasped thus? Precupetind belsugul onorurilor noastre
I had rather be a dog, and bay the moon, Pe cat metal in mand putem cuprinde astfel!
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Than such a Roman.

CASSIUS: Brutus, bay not me;

I'll not endure it: you forget yourself,

To hedge me in. I am a soldier, I,

Older in practise, 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?

William Shakespeare
Julius Caesar. Parallel Texts.

§ Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1896.

Mai bine-as fi un ciine urland la raza lunii

Decat roman d-aceia!

CASSIUS: Cu mine sd nu urli,

Cici, Brute, n-am rabdare. Vrand sa ma controlezi
Uiti cine sunt imi pare. Eu, sunt soldat, s-o stii
fnainte—jci in vechime, si mai capabil dard

Sa hotarasc ce-i bine.

BRUTUS: Ah! Cassius, nu esti.

CASSIUS: Ba sunt.

BRUTUS: Am zis ca nu esti.

CASSIUS: Sd nu md necdjesti,

Cdci m-as uita prea lesne; e bine pentru tine

Sa-ti vezi de sandtate fara a ma supadra.

BRUTUS: Om de nimic, pleaca.

CASSIUS: Cum este cu putintd!

BRUTUS: Voi sd vorbesc, ascultd. Ce am sa fiu silit
Sa md supun intr-una maniei tale oarbe?
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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
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,

William Shakespeare
Julius Caesar. Parallel Texts.

§ Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1896.

Si-n veci am sa ma sperii de ochii-ti de nebun?
CASSIUS: Oh! Zei, oh! Zei, fiti martori! mai pot rabda
aceasta?

BRUTUS: Aceasta, si inca multe. Te poti infuria
Pan-ti-o crapa trufasa de inimad. Te duci

La robii tai d-arata cat esti de manios

Vor tremura, ei, poate. Eu, sd ma misc d-aici?

Eu, sa te bag in seama? Sa stau sd ma tardsc

Fiindca esti de fire suparacios? Pe zei!

Vei inghiti otrava veninului tdu negru

D-as sti cd crdpi aici! $i astdzi inainte

Cand vei avea manie de viespe ca aceasta,

Ma voi servi de tine ca de-un obiect de gluma, —
Intr-adevir m-ai face si rad...

CASSIUS: Asa ajuns-am?

BRUTUS: Ziceai cd decat mine, tu, esti soldat mai bun,
Aratd-te atunci; probeaza cd asa e;
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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!

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.

William Shakespeare
Julius Caesar. Parallel Texts.

§ Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1896.

Si voi fi foarte vesel: cici, eu, intotdeauna

De la mai bun ca mine sunt gata sa invat.

CASSIUS: Dar esti nedrept, — zic iardsi ca esti nedrept cu
mine:

Ziceam cd decat tine mai vechi sunt nu mai bun:

Mai bun nu-i cu putinta.

BRUTUS: D-ai spus putin imi pasa.

CASSIUS: N-ar fi indradznit nici Cezar sa ma sfideze astfel.

BRUTUS: Taci! n-aveai indrdzneald ca sa-1 provoci asa.
CASSIUS: Zici, n-aveam indrazneald?

BRUTUS: Nu.

CASSIUS: N-aveam indrdzneala ca sd-1 provoc asa?
BRUTUS: De dragoste de viatd n-ai fi indraznit s-o faci.
CASSIUS: Bazat p-a mea iubire, mergi prea departe, Brutus,
M-impingi sd fac un lucru ce-as regreta pe urma.

BRUTUS: Facut-ai, tu, un lucru ce pocainta cere.
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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?
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!

William Shakespeare
Julius Caesar. Parallel Texts.

Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1896.

D-a ta amenintare, eu, Cassiu, nu ma sperii:

Céci sunt asa de tare in cinstea-mi cunoscutd,

C4 trece langa mine ca vantul cel degsert

De care nici nu-mi pasa. Da, am trimis sa-ti cer

O suma oarecare, pe care ai refuzat-o:

Céci aurul prin vile mijloace nu-mi procur,

Pe cer! as bate aur din inima-mi mai bine,

Topind chiar al meu sange in bani, decat sa-1 storc
Din mana inaspritd a bietului taran

P-o cale ilicitd. Da, am trimis sa-ti cer

Cel aur, pentru plata legiunilor acestea; —

Mi-ai refuzat. Imi spune, —e faptul demn de Cassiu?
Lui Caius Cassius astfel as fi raspuns in locu-ti?
Ah! de s-ar face Brutus atat de egoist

Incat s& poatd inchide vreodata lada sa

Cu fise pacdtoase, cAnd cere un prieten,

Cu trdsnetul, fiti gata, oh! Zei sa-1 nimiciti!
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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

As huge as high Olympus.

CASSIUS: Come, Antony, and young Octavius, come,
Revenge yourselves alone on Cassius,

For Cassius is aweary of the world;

William Shakespeare
Julius Caesar. Parallel Texts.

§ Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1896.

CASSIUS: N-am refuzat nimic.

BRUTUS: Repet c-ai refuzat.

CASSIUS: Ba nu, — fu numai vina nebunului ce duse
Raspunsul de la mine. Ai sfasiat, oh! Brute,

Inima-mi iubitoare: ar trebui sa fie

Mai rabdéator amicul cu un amic gresit,

Pe cand greseala-mi creste in ochii mei, oh! Brute.
BRUTUS: Cand vad ca-i indreptatd in contra mea, asa e.
CASSIUS: Nu-1 mai iubesti pe Cassius.

BRUTUS: Urasc a lui defecte.

CASSIUS: Nici nu bdgai in seama asemenea defecte
De ti-ar fi fost privirea mai binevoitoare.

BRUTUS: Lingusitorul poate n-ar fi bagat in seama
Greseala, ca Olimpul chiar daca se vedea.

CASSIUS: Veniti, Antoniu, dara si, tinere Octaviu,
Va rdzbunati in contra lui Cassiu cand voiti!

Caci Cassiu e de lumea aceasta obosit:
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Hated by one he loves; brav’d by his brother;
Cheque’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;
Do what you will, dishonour shall be humour.

William Shakespeare
Julius Caesar. Parallel Texts.

§ Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1896.

Uréat d-al sdu prieten; sfidat de al sdu frate;
impiedicat ca sclavul; iar fie ce greseald

A sa e observatd, insemnata si invatata

Pe din afara bine, sa poata fi azvarlita

In fata-i la nevoie. Ah! as lisa si pice

Din ochiu-mi chiar viata! —Ea dar pumnalul meu,
Si pieptul meu priveste-l, o inima contine

Mai scumpa decat inima lui Plutus, mai de pret
Decat cel aur, ea o dar, daca esti roman;

i’,ci dau inima, eu, care iti refuzasem aur:

Loveste, cum odata Cezar ai lovit.

Céci stiu, c-atunci tocmai, cand ura-ti citre Cezar
Era mai mare, totusi pe dansul l-ai iubit

Mai mult decat pe Cassiu.

BRUTUS: ijci pune junghiu-n teaca

Esti liber sd te superi de cate ori ai pofta;

Voi socoti insulta din parte-ti ca iuteald;
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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,

William Shakespeare
Julius Caesar. Parallel Texts.

§ Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1896.

Tu, cu un miel d-acum esti inhamat, oh! Cassiu,

In care std ascunsi mania, ca scanteia

Ce-n piatra e inchisd, si numai siluita

Se scapard, si iardsi se stinge intr-o clipita.

CASSIUS: Trdit-am pan-acuma s-ajung de réas, sa fiu
Batjocura lui Brutus cand duhul i-e mahnit,

Cand sangele lui iute-i molipseste firea.

BRUTUS: Orbitu-m-a necazul cand astfel ti-am vorbit.
CASSIUS: O recunosti in fine? Atunci dd-mi méana ta.
BRUTUS: Si inima cu dansa.

CASSIUS: Oh! Brutus...

BRUTUS: Ce spuneai?

CASSIUS: Nu tii destul la mine, sa poti avea rabdare,
Cand viul meu caracter, ce maica mi-a dat

Nesocotit ma face?

BRUTUS: Da, Cassius, si astazi

Cand ai sa fii prea aspru cu Brutus, el, va zice
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He'll think your mother chides, and leave you so.

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 rhyme!
BRUTUS: Get you hence, sirrah; saucy fellow, hence!

William Shakespeare
Julius Caesar. Parallel Texts.

§ Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1896.

Cd maica ta il mustrd, si nu te va opri,

Se aude zgomot tnduntru

POETUL induntru: Lasati-ma sa intru sa vad pe generali:
Céci intre dansii este o dezbinare, si astfel

Nu voi sd fie singuri.

LUCIUS tnauntru: Nu poti sd mergi la dansii.

POETUL inauntru: Nimic decat moartea nu poate sa ma
opreascad.

Intri poetul

CASSIUS: Ce s-a intamplat acum?

POETUL: Oh! Generali viteji,

Rusine sa va fie! Ce vrea sa zica asta?

Iubiti-va, cum cautd sa se iubeasca oamenii

Ca voi; —sa fiti prieteni, ma ascultati, caci stiti

C3 am vazut, eu, zile mai multe decéat voi.

CASSIUS: Ah! cinicul acesta, ce face versuri proaste!
BRUTUS: Miselule, te card; pieri, om sumet, d-aici!
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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?
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.

William Shakespeare
Julius Caesar. Parallel Texts.

§ Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1896.

CASSIUS: il iart3, scumpe Brutus, cici astfel e deprins.
BRUTUS: Cand-si va alege timpul mai bine, voi incerca
Sd rabd aceste toane ce amestec are oare

Rebelul, c-o paiata dantuitoare, spune-mi?

Miselule, te cara.

CASSIUS: Da, du-te mai curand.

lese poetul

Intrd Lucilius si Titinius

BRUTUS: Luciliu si Titiniu, la cdpitani sa spuneti

Sa ingrijeascd noaptea de locuinta trupei.

CASSIUS: Si sa veniti indata la noi, si sa-1 aduceti

Cu voi, si pe Messala.

Ies Lucilius si Titinius.

BRUTUS: Oh! Lucie, ddm s& beau.

CASSIUS: Nu m-asteptam din parte-ti la supdrarea asta.
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BRUTUS: O Cassius! I am sick of many griefs. BRUTUS: Oh! Cassius, cu multe mi-e amarata viata.
CASSIUS: Of your philosophy you make no use, CASSIUS: Atunci la ce serveste filosofia ta
If you give place to accidental evils. De lasi sd te doboare méhnirea trecdtoare?
BRUTUS: No man bears sorrow better: Portia is dead. BRUTUS: Nu este om in lume mai rabdéitor ca mine,
C4&ci Portia e moarta.
CASSIUS: Ha! Portia! CASSIUS: Ah! Portia?
BRUTUS: She is dead. BRUTUS: Da, moarta.
CASSIUS: How ‘scap’d I killing when I cross’d you so? CASSIUS: Cum am scdpat de moarte dar cand te maniau?
O insupportable and touching loss! Pierzanie duioasa si zdrobitoare! Spune-mi
Upon what sickness? De ce murit-a oare?
BRUTUS: Impatient of my absence, BRUTUS: De dorul meu sdrmana,
And grief that young Octavius with Mark Antony $i sange rdu, vazandu-i pe Octaviu si Antoniu
Have made themselves so strong: — for with her death Ajunsi asa departe: cdci vestea mi-a venit
That tidings came: — with this she fell distract, Cu moartea ei odatd: smintitd de durere,
And, her attendants absent, swallow’d fire. De slugi neobservata, ea foc a inghitit.
CASSIUS: And died so? CASSIUS: Si a murit?
BRUTUS: Even so. BRUTUS: Indati.
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CASSIUS: O ye immortal gods!
Enter LUCIUS, with wine and tapers.
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.

BRUTUS: Come in, Titinius!

Exit LUCIUS

Re-enter TITINIUS, with MESSALA
Welcome, good Messala,

Now sit we close about this taper here,

William Shakespeare
Julius Caesar. Parallel Texts.

§ Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1896.

CASSIUS: Oh! Zei nemuritori!

Intra Lucius cu vin si lumandri.

BRUTUS: Nu-mi mai vorbi de ddnsa. — Da-mi un pahar de
vin.

Oh! Cassius, in cupa aceasta voi sd inec

A mele vorbe aspre.

Bea.

CASSIUS: Mi-e inima setoasa d-un semn de amicie:
Deci toarnd, Luciu, toarna s se reverse vinul;

In dragostea lui Brutus nu pot s beau destul.

Bea.

Reintra Titinius si Messala.

BRUTUS: Titinie, vino-ncoace; bine-ai venit, Messala.
Sd ne agsezam in jurul acestei luménari,

Si afacerile noastre sd cercetam cu totii.
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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.
MESSALA: Myself have letters of the selfsame tenor.
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;
Mine speak of seventy senators that died

By their proscriptions, Cicero being one.

William Shakespeare
Julius Caesar. Parallel Texts.

§ Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1896.

CASSIUS: Oh! Portia, plecat-ai?

BRUTUS: Te-am rugat sa taci.

Intai primi, Messala, scrisorile acestea

Cu ingtiintarea grava c-Octaviu si Antoniu

Spre noi inainteaza c-o oaste numeroasd,

$i pasii-si indreaptd in graba spre Philippi.
MESSALA: Asemenea stiinta primit-am insumi, domnule.
BRUTUS: Cu ce addugire?

MESSALA: Prin liste de exil si de proscriptie,
Octaviu si Antoniu si Lepidus, o suta

Din senatorii Romei, la moarte au trimis.

BRUTUS: Deci nu se potriveste scrisoarea mea d-aici
Cu informatia ta, cdci a mea vorbeste

De saptezeci, pe care cu moarte i-a izbit

Proscriptia aceasta, din care Cicero.

E unul.
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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,

William Shakespeare
Julius Caesar. Parallel Texts.

§ Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1896.

153
CASSIUS: Cicero?
MESSALA: Si dansul a murit,
Prin ordinul acela prescris fiind cu ceilalti
Din partea sotiei voastre nu ati primit, oh! Domnule,
Scrisori?
BRUTUS: Nimic, Messala.
MESSALA: Nimic nu se spune
De dansa, in aceste scrisori ce ai primit?
BRUTUS: Nimic, Messala.
MESSALA: Lucrul imi pare curios.
BRUTUS: De ce-ntrebi, — aflat-ai ceva de dansa oare?
MESSALA: Nimic, stapane.
BRUTUS: Spune-mi, de esti roman, ce este?
MESSALA: Ca un roman atunci primeste vestea mea;
Cici fara indoiald e moartd, in mod ciudat.
BRUTUS: Deci, Portia, adio, toti vom muri, Messala:

Cu gandul ca odatd ea trebuia sd moara,
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I have the patience to endure it now. Castig si eu tdrie sd sufdr in tdcere.
MESSALA: Even so great men great losses should endure. MESSALA: Asa marile pierderi le-ndurd oameni mari.
CASSIUS: I have as much of this in art as you, CASSIUS: i, eu, in teorie pot intelege lucrul,
But yet my nature could not bear it so. Dar firea mea cea slaba n-ar sti cum sa reziste.
BRUTUS: Well, to our work alive. What do you think BRUTUS: Ne punem dar pe lucru mai iute. Ce ati zice
Of marching to Philippi presently? De am porni indatd cu trupa la Philippi?
CASSIUS: I do not think it good. CASSIUS: N-as crede cé e bine.
BRUTUS: Your reason? BRUTUS: Cuvintele-ti?
CASSIUS: This it is: CASSIUS: Sunt astea:
‘Tis better that the enemy seek us: Pe noi ar fi mai bine sd vie sd ne caute
So shall he waste his means, weary his soldiers, Dusmanul; cdci desigur-si va risipi puterea;
Doing himself offence; whilst we, lying still, Si va osteni soldatii si pagubi suferi-va;
Are full of rest, defense, and nimbleness. Pe cand noi stand aici suntem asigurati,

D-odihnd si iuteald in apararea noastra.
BRUTUS: Good reasons must, of force, give place to better. BRUTUS: Un argument puternic va trebui fireste
The people ‘twixt Philippi and this ground Sd cada inaintea cuvintelor probate
Do stand but in a forc’d affection; Ca mai intemeiate. Locuitorii tarii
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For they have grudged us contribution:

The enemy, marching along by them,

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;

L

William Shakespeare
Julius Caesar. Parallel Texts.
§ Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1896.

155
D-aici pana la Philippi, arata cdtre noi
O dragoste silitd; contribuind cu ciuda
La ce avem nevoie; iar inamicii nostri
Cand vor strdbate tara lor, castiga-vor multi
Din gloata pentru dansii, inaintand spre noi
Cu forte odihnite, crescute si intarite:
Iar d-am iesi inaintea acelui inamic
Chiar la Philippi pierdem aceste avantaje
Cu ei inapoia noastra.
CASSIUS: Ascultd, scump frate...

, BRUTUS: Ma iartd, — este bine s-observi apoi aceasta:
Am pus, la incercare pe cei mai devotati;
Legiunile-s complete, si cauza e coaptd;

Pe cand dusmanul creste din zi in zi, noi, suntem
La culmea inaltarii, expusi chiar sd descrestem:
A oamenilor treburi sunt chiar ca fluxul marii

Ce daca se carmeste cand unda se ridica
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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.

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,
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.

William Shakespeare
Julius Caesar. Parallel Texts.

§ Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1896.

Umflatd, ne conduce drept la Fortuna, iarasi

Cand i se dd o carma gresitd, calea intreaga

A vietii e intinsd cu curse si prapastii.

Plutim in largul nostru pe mare astfel astdzi,

Si trebuie sd prindem curentul cand s-arata

Prielnic, sau sa pierdem toti sortii de izbanda.
CASSIUS: Sa-ti fie dar pe voie: —porneste inainte,
Vom merge la Philippi sa-i intalnim cu totii.
BRUTUS: Intunecimea noptii ne-a surprins vorbind,
Necesitatii cautd natura sd se plece;

C-o vreme de odihnd sd potolim sfarseala

Ce ne cuprinde. Este ceva de spus acum?
CASSIUS: Nimic, noapte buna. In zor de dimineata
Vom fi toti gata maine, si preparati de drum.
BRUTUS: Tu, Lucius, d3-mi haina.

lese Lucius

Adio, bun Messala;
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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!
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 CASSIUS, TITINIUS, and MESSALA.
Re-enter LUCIUS, with the gown

Give me the gown. Where is thy instrument?
LUCIUS: Here in the tent.

William Shakespeare
Julius Caesar. Parallel Texts.

§ Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1896.

Titinie, noapte bund: — cinstite Cassius,
Te odihneste bine.

CASSIUS: Oh! prea iubite frate,
Rdu incepusem noaptea, —dar sper cd-n viitor
Nu va fi dezbinare, oh! Brute, intre noi.

BRUTUS: Tot se sfarseste bine.

CASSIUS: Amice, noapte buna.

BRUTUS: Adio, scump frate.

TITINIUS SI MESSALA: Stapane, noapte buna.
BRUTUS: Prieteni toti, adio.

Ies Cassius, Titinius si Messala.

Reintrd Lucius cu haina.

Da-mi haina mea incoace. Adus-ai instrumentul?
LUCIUS: L-am pus in cort aici.
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BRUTUS: What! thou speak’st drowsily?

Poor knave, I blame thee not; thou art o’er-watch’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:
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.

William Shakespeare
Julius Caesar. Parallel Texts.

§ Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1896.

BRUTUS: Ti-e vocea somnoroasa:

Nu-i vina, ta, sdrmane, dar ai vegheat prea mult.

Pe Claudius il cheama si pe cativa din ceilalti

Pe perne dormi-vor aici in cort cu mine.

LUCIUS: Hei! Claudiu si Varrone.

Intrd Varrone si Claudius.

VARRONE: Ne-ati chemat, stapane?

BRUTUS: Vd rog dormiti aici in cortul meu, prieteni;
Céci poate, mai incolo, sa va destept sa mergeti

Din partea mea la Cassiu cu treburi importante.
VARRONE: Vom astepta aici cat timp aveti pldcere.

BRUTUS: Aceasta nu se poate, vd rog sa va Culca;i,
Céci e posibil incd c-o sd ma razgandesc.

Vezi, Lucius, aceasta e cartea ce ciutam,

In buzunarul hainei se vede c-o pusese

Servitorii se culcd.
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VARRO and CLAUDIUS lie down
LUCIUS: I was sure your lordship did not give it me. LUCIUS: Stdpane, eram sigur cd mie nu mi-o dasesi.
BRUTUS: Bear with me, good boy, I am much forgetful. BRUTUS: Ma iartd, baietele, am devenit uituc.
Canst thou hold up thy heavy eyes awhile, Dar poti sa tii deschise, tu, pleoapele-ti cazute,
And touch thy instrument a strain or two? Sd-mi canti pe instrument-ti vreo cateva masuri?
LUCIUS: Ay, my lord, an’t please you. LUCIUS: D-aveti placere, domnule.
BRUTUS: It does, my boy: BRUTUS: M-ai indatora, copile;
I trouble thee too much, but thou art willing. Te supadr, dar cu mine voios esti totdeauna.
LUCIUS: It is my duty, sir. LUCIUS: Dar este datoria mea, bunul meu stapan.
BRUTUS: I should not urge thy duty past thy might; BRUTUS: Dar nu peste mdsurd as pune la incercare
I know young bloods look for a time of rest. Aceastd datorie, cdci sange tanar are

Nevoie de odihna.

LUCIUS: I have slept, my lord, already. LUCIUS: Dar am dormit, stapane.
BRUTUS: It was well done, and thou shalt sleep again; BRUTUS: Mai bine pentru tine, si ai s dormi incd;
I will not hold thee long: if I do live, Mult timp nu te voi tine: —cat voi trdi in lume,
I will be good to thee. Voi fi bun totdeauna cu tine, bdietele.
Music and a Song. Lucius cantd.
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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.

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.

William Shakespeare
Julius Caesar. Parallel Texts.

Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1896.

Adormitor e cantul: — Ah! somn asupritor,
Intinsu-ti-ai, tu, sceptrul de plumb p-acest copil
Fiindcd m3 dezmiardd? Somn dulce, micul meu;
Cruzimea n-oi comite sa te destept d-acum.
Fiindca o miscare ar rupe instrumentul,

O iau incet din mana-ti; — deci somn usor baiete.
Sa vad, sd vad acum; —au nu indoisem foaia
Cand am lasat volumul? Aici e imi pare

Sede jos.

Umbra lui Cezar apare.

Ce rdu arde faclia! — Ah cine e acesta?

O aparitie grozava, ndscocitd

De marea sldbiciune a ochilor bolnavi.

Spre mine inainteaza: — Zi, —esti ce, tu, oare?
Un zeu esti, sau un inger iubit, sau vreun diavol?
Céci sangele-mi se inchegd si paru-mi se ridica.
Ce oare esti? — Vorbeste.
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GHOST: Thy evil spirit, Brutus. UMBRA: Sunt geniul, oh! Brute

Cel rdu al tau.
BRUTUS: Why com’st thou? BRUTUS: Dar spune-mi, ce vii sa faci aici?
GHOST: To tell thee thou shalt see me at Philippi. UMBRA: Sa-ti spun cd la Philippi iar o sd ma zaresti.
BRUTUS: Well; then I shall see thee again? BRUTUS: Te vad iar la Philippi?
GHOST: Ay, at Philippi. UMBRA: Adio, la Philippi.

Umbra dispare.
BRUTUS: Why, I will see thee at Philippi, then. BRUTUS: Te voi zdri incd o data atunci la Philippi.
Ghost vanishes. Acum cd se duse si spaima mea s-a dus.
Now I have taken heart thou vanishest: Ah! duh de rautate vorbir-as iar cu tine.
Il spirit, I would hold more talk with thee. Hei! Luciu, —si Varrone —si Claudiu, —va sculati!
Boy, Lucius! Varro! Claudius! Sirs, awake! Claudius!
LUCIUS: The strings, my lord, are false. LUCIUS: A corzilor e vina de sunad fals stdpane...
BRUTUS: He thinks he still is at his instrument. BRUTUS: El crede ca tot canta. Desteapta-te, bdiete.
Lucius, awake!
LUCIUS: My lord! LUCIUS: Ce vrei cu mine, domnule?

BRUTUS: Didst thou dream, Lucius, that thou so criedst out? BRUTUS: Ce este, Luciu, spune-mi,
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Ceva urat visat-ai de tipi asa in somnu-ti?

LUCIUS: My lord, I do not know that I did cry. LUCIUS: Nimic scumpe domn, nici stiu ca am tipat.
BRUTUS: Yes, that thou didst: didst thou see any thing? BRUTUS: Da, ai tipat, si bine: zi, ai vdzut ceva?
LUCIUS: Nothing, my lord. LUCIUS: Dar n-am vazut nimic.
BRUTUS: Sleep again, Lucius. Sirrah Claudius! BRUTUS: Atunci te culcd iara.
To VARRO Hei! Claudius, te scoala, —si, tu, d-acolo!
Fellow thou! awake!
VARRO: My lord! VARRONE SI CLAUDIUS: Domnule?
CLAUDIUS: My lord!
BRUTUS: Why did you so cry out, sirs, in your sleep? BRUTUS: De ce strigarati astfel pe cand dormeati, baieti?
VARRO, CLAUDIUS: Did we, my lord? VARRONE SI CLAUDIUS: Strigat-am, noi, stdapane?
BRUTUS: Ay: saw you any thing? BRUTUS: Da, ati vdzut ceva?
VARRO: No, my lord, I saw nothing. VARRONE: Nu, domnul meu, nimic.
CLAUDIUS: Nor I, my lord. CLAUDIUS: Nici eu, stdpane scump.
BRUTUS: Go and commend me to my brother Cassius; BRUTUS: Din partea mea, va duceti la fratele meu Cassiu,
Bid him set on his powers betimes before, Si spuneti sa-si porneasca ostirea mai devreme,
And we will follow. Si-n urma lui pleca-vom.
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VARRO CLAUDIUS: It shall be done, my lord. VARRONE SI CLAUDIUS: Indata mergem, domnule.
Exeunt Ies.
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ACTV ACTULV

SCENE I. SCENA I.
The Plains of Philippi. Campia de la Philippi.
Enter OCTAVIUS, ANTONY, and their Army Intrd Octavius si Antonius cu armata lor.
OCTAVIUS: Now, Antony, our hopes are answered: OCTAVIUS: Antonius, dorinta ne e indeplinitd,
You said the enemy would not come down, Ziceai cd inamicul nu se va cobora
But keep the hills and upper regions; Ci va ramane-n partea cea inaltd dinspre munte;
It proves not so: their battles are at hand; Dar vad cd nu e astfel; puterile se apropie;
They mean to warn us at Philippi here, Au gand sd ne provoace aici la Philippi,
Answering before we do demand of them. Chiar dandu-ne rdspunsul, pand ce nu-i intrebam.
ANTONY: Tut! I am in their bosoms, and I know ANTONIUS: Tacij, le cunosc, eu, gandul, si stiu destul de bine
Wherefore they do it: they could be content De ce nu vor s-o facd; sunt foarte multumiti
To visit other places; and come down Sd ia o altd cale; venind asupra noastra
With fearful bravery, thinking by this face Cu un avant de formad, crezand cd printr-acesta
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To fasten in our thoughts that they have courage;

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.

William Shakespeare
Julius Caesar. Parallel Texts.

§ Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1896.

Prefacere, vom crede cd sunt viteji, — se-ngeala.
Intrd un vestitor.

VESTITORUL: Va preparati d-acum, viteji-mi generali
Cu-nfdtisare mandra dusmanii-nainteazd;

Semnalul lor cel rosu de batilie scos-au,

Si trebuie indata luate noi masuri.

ANTONIUS: Octaviu, Inainteaza incet cu oastea ta

Pe marginea din stanga a cAmpului cel ses.
OCTAVIUS: Voi merge-n partea dreaptd, iar, tu, sa mergi la
stanga.

ANTONIUS: De ce-n imprejurarea aceasta mad jignesti?
OCTAVIUS: Nu e nicio jignire, dar voi sd fac asa.

Se cantd un mars.

Se aud tobe. — Intrd Brutus, — Cassius, — cu armata lor;
Lucilius, Titinius, Messala cu altii.

BRUTUS: Sta locului, pesemne vor sa parlamenteze.
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CASSIUS: Stand fast, Titinius: we must out and talk.
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;

William Shakespeare
Julius Caesar. Parallel Texts.

§ Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1896.

CASSIUS: Titinie, opreste; —cu ei vom sta de vorba.
OCTAVIUS: Antonie, e vreme, sa dau semnalul luptei?
ANTONIUS: Nu, Cezar, vom rdspunde la intrebarea lor.
Stati la o parte, capii au de vorbit ceva.

OCTAVIUS: Nu te misca-nainte de a vedea semnalul.
BRUTUS: Cuvintele sa treacd inaintea loviturii; —
Concetdteni, ce ziceti?

OCTAVIUS: Nu pentru ca iubim

Mai multe cuvinte goale, ca voi, decét bataia.

BRUTUS: Dar bunele cuvinte sunt mult mai pretioase
Decat acele rele loviri, socot, Octavie.

ANTONIUS: Cu bunele cuvinte dai crunte lovituri,

Tu, Brutus, —si dovada-i cea gaurd adanca

Ce-n inima lui Cezar facusi, strigand: «Trdiasca

Multi ani, si inchindciune aduc acum lui Cezar!»
CASSIUS: Antoniu, nu stiu incd cum dai, tu, lovituri
Cat despre vorbe ins4, ale tale furd sigur
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But for your words, they rob the Hybla bees,

And leave them honeyless.

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

William Shakespeare
Julius Caesar. Parallel Texts.

§ Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1896.

Albinele din Hybla de toatd a lor miere.

ANTONIUS: Dar nu si de ghimpi insa.

BRUTUS: Da, si de voce inc3,

Caéci si chiar zbarnaitul lor le-ai furat, Antonie,
S-ameninti cu prudentd inainte d-a intepa.
ANTONIUS: Amenintat-a-ti oare, miseilor, tot astfel
Cand junghiurile voastre ciuntitu-sau in coapsa

Lui Cezar? Nu, ranjit-ati atunci ca maimute
Tarandu-va inaintea-i ca niste caini batuti;

Ca robi va ingenunchiarati, pupand piciorul lui;

Iar Casca blestematul, ascuns si pe la spate,

Lovi in gat pe Cezar. Sunteti lingusitori!

CASSIUS: Lingusitori! Ah! Brutus, a ta e toatd vina!
Antonie, din gura-ti, n-ar fi iesit cuvantul

D-ar fi putut sa facd azi Cassius pe placu-i.
OCTAVIUS: Dar sd venim la fapte, caci daca numai vorba
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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?
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!

William Shakespeare
Julius Caesar. Parallel Texts.

§ Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1896.

Atat ne naduseste, cand vom veni la probe

Va fi de trebuinta o roud mult mai rosie.

Priviti, trag spada-n contra conspiratorilor:

Cand credeti c-o voi pune in teacd? Niciodata.
Pana n-oi vedea acele treizeci si trei de rani

Lui Cezar, rdzbunate; sau panad nu va merge

In urma-i un alt Cezar, ca o victima noua

A fierului tradarii.

BRUTUS: Nu vei putea sa mori

Prin trddatori, oh! Cezar, de nu-i aduci cu tine.
OCTAVIUS: Asa cred, cici in lume nu cred cd m-am nascut
Sa mor prin mana-ti, Brute.

BRUTUS: Oh! tinere, sa stii

D-ai fi chiar cel mai nobil din neamul tdu, cu greu
Gdsi-s-ar pentru tine o moarte mai cinstita.
CASSIUS: De-asa onoare este desdvarsit nevrednic
Acest scolar obraznic, acum mana-n mana

C ONTEMPORARY

L ITERATURE P RESS

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



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
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,

169

William Shakespeare
Julius Caesar. Parallel Texts.

§ Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1896.

Cu-n mascarici de strada si cu un desfranat.
ANTONIUS: Tot Cassius batranul.

OCTAVIUS: Antonius, sd mergem. —

V-arunc in fatd vorba de tradatori sfruntati:

De indrazniti, porni-vom la cdampul de bataie,

$i fara intdrziere, de nu sd asteptam

Péana vi se face pofta.

Ies Octavius, Antonius cu armata lor.

CASSIUS: D-acum, vantule sufla: umflati-va, voi, valuri;
Pluteste, barca! iaca furtuna s-inteteste

$i totu-i dat in mana norocului nesigur.
BRUTUS: Lucilie, ascultd; o vorba voi sa-ti spun.
LUCILIUS: Stapane, porunceste.

Brutus si Lucilius vorbesc deosebit.

CASSIUS: Ia vino-ncoa, Messala,

MESSALA: Ce spune generalul meu?
CASSIUS: Azi, Messala, este
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This is my birthday; 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,
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

William Shakespeare
Julius Caesar. Parallel Texts.

Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1896.

Aniversarea zilei in care m-am néascut;

C3a azi nascut-e Cassiu. Dda-mi méana ta, Messala,
Fii martor pentru mine, cd-n contra voiei mele,
Silit sunt, ca Pompei s-asez izbanda toata

A libertatii noastre p-o singura bataie.
impérté@eam credinta lui Epicur, stii bine,

In toate pan-acum, dar astdzi m-am schimbat,
Si pun credintd-n fapte ce vin ca prevestire.

Pe cand veneam din Sardis, s-au asezat deodats,
Pe un stindard, ce-n capul armatei falfaiau,

Doi vulturi plini de fald, stind cocotati acolo,
Hranindu-se din palma soldatilor, iar astazi

Ei dis de dimineatd, plecat-au impreuna;

Pe cand corbi, ulii, ciori in locul lor plutesc
Acum d-asupra noastrd, privind la noi de sus
Cala o prada coaptd, iar umbra lor arata

Ca un prolog funebru, sub care zace oastea,
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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.

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,

8 Translated

171

William Shakespeare
Julius Caesar. Parallel Texts.
into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1896.

Si trage greu sd moara.

MESSALA: Nu crede d-al de astea?

CASSIUS: Le cred in parte numai; sunt incd sandtos
In spirit, si d-aceea sunt foarte hotirat

S-intaAmpin cu tdrie primejdia ce vine.

BRUTUS: Lucilie, chiar asa e.

CASSIUS: Acum, cinstite Brutus,

Se poate sd le placa azi zeilor sa facd,

Ca noi, amicii pécii, ani multi sd mai traim.

Fiind ascunsa insa a omului ursita

Sa discutdm cu rdul ce poate sd ne vie.

De pierdem batalia, atunci acesta este

Cea de pe urma ord cand vom putea vorbi;

Ce hotdrare, spune-mi luat-ai? Voi sa stiu.
BRUTUS: Bazat tot pe aceeasi filosofie, Cassiu,

Ce m-a facut sa critic pe marele Catone

Cand moarte-si dete singur, (cdci nu-mi pot explica,
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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;
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.

William Shakespeare
Julius Caesar. Parallel Texts.

§ Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1896.

Dar faptul mi se pare injositor si las,

De frica unui lucru necunoscut, sa-si curme
Barbatul firul vietii) armat dar cu rabdare

Voi astepta destinul, trimis de o putere

Tnalts, ce conduce pe toti deopotriva.

CASSIUS: Atunci, de ne e soarta sad pierdem batalia
Esti multumit, amice, s fii condus la Roma,

Sa colinzi orasul, cu carul triumfal?

BRUTUS: Nu, Cassius, romane cinstit, te rog sd nu crezi
Cd va fi dus vreodata legat la Roma Brutus;

Céci inima lui este prea mandrd, astazi insa

Va trebui sfarsita cea treaba ce-am pornit,

La Idele lui Marte, de ne vom intalni

Vreodatd-n lumea asta, nu pot sd stiu amice:

Pentru vecie dara ne vom lua adio:

Oh! Cassius, adio, —si pentru totdeauna!

De ne intdlnim vreodatd, ei bine, vom fi veseli;
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De nu, a fost frumoasa a noastra despartire.
CASSIUS: For ever, and for ever, farewell, Brutus! CASSIUS: Oh! Brutus, pe vecie, iti voi zice dar adio;
If we do meet again, we'll smile indeed; De ne intilnim vreodata ce veseli o sd fim!
If not, “tis true this parting was well made. De nu, zdu, ce frumoasd e despartirea noastra!
BRUTUS: Why, then, lead on. O! that a man might know BRUTUS: Acum sd mergem dard. — De ce nu stie omul,
The end of this day’s business ere it come; Ce ne aduce seara, pand nu sfarseste ziua!
But it sufficeth that the day will end, Destul sa stiu atunci, cd mai tarziu mai iute,
And then the end is known. Come, ho! away! Orisice zi fineste s-atunci ii stiu sfarsitul.
Exeunt Sd ne miscam d-aici.

Ies.
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SCENE II.
The same. The Field of Battle.

Alarum. Enter BRUTUS and MESSALA

BRUTUS: Ride, ride, Messala, ride, and give these bills
Unto the legions on the other side.

Loud alarum

Let them set on at once, for I perceive

But cold demeanor in Octavius” wing,

And sudden push gives them the overthrow.

Ride, ride, Messala: let them all come down.

Exeunt

William Shakespeare
Julius Caesar. Parallel Texts.

Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1896.

SCENA II
Campul de bataie.

Sund atacul. — Brutus si Messala

BRUTUS: Fugi, fugi, Messala iute, — da ordinul acesta
Legiunilor, acelor mai departate, —pleaca:

Se repeti semnalul atacului.

Sa vie cat de iute; caci trupa lui Octaviu,

E cam sovditoare, precum mi s-a pdrut,

Si printr-o luptd vie se poate rdsturna.

incalecé, Messala, sa vie toti incoace.

Ies.
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SCENE I11.
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

William Shakespeare
Julius Caesar. Parallel Texts.

§ Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1896.

SCENA III.
O alta parte a cimpului de bataie.

Sund atacul, — Cassius si Titinius.

CASSIUS: Titinie, priveste, misei s-au pus pe fuga!
Sunt dusmanul, eu, insumi al oamenilor mei:

Acest misel pornise sd fugd cu stindardul

L-am omorat indata ludndu-i-1 din mana.

TITINIUS: Oh! Cassius, comanda prea iute dete Brutus:
Céci asuprind vremelnic pe Octaviu, s-a imbdtat
De-izbanda, iar ostasii au inceput indata

Pe dusman sd-1 despoaie, iar noi suntem cuprinsi

De armata lui Antoniu.

Intrd Pindarus.

PINDARUS: Fugi mai departe, domnule, in tabdra ta intra
Antonius; departe fugi dar, cinstite Cassiu.
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Fly, therefore, noble Cassius, fly far off.
CASSIUS: This hill is far enough. Look, look, Titinius; CASSIUS: Destul sunt de departe pe dealul unde stam
Are those my tents where I perceive the fire? Titinie, priveste, sunt corturile mele

Din care se inalta cea flacara in sus?
TITINIUS: They are, my lord. TITINIUS: Chiar ale voastre, domnule.
CASSIUS: Titinius, if thou lov’st me, CASSIUS: De tii la mine dara,
Mount thou my horse, and hide thy spurs in him, Pe calul meu te suie si-n coasta lui indeasa
Till he have brought thee up to yonder troops, A pintenilor varfuri, pana vei ajunge aproape
And here again; that I may rest assur’d De trupa cea de colo, si apoi te intoarce iardsi
Whether yond troops are friend or enemy. La mine, in mare graba, sd fiu asigurat

De este trupa aceea amicd sau dusmana.
TITINIUS: I will be here again, even with a thought. TITINIUS: Plec, si ma voi intoarce mai iute decat gandul.
Exit Ies.
CASSIUS: Go, Pindarus, get higher on that hill; CASSIUS: Mergi, Pindare, pe creasta acelui deal sd vezi:
My sight was ever thick; regard Titinius, Imi e turbare vederea; te uita la Titinius,
And tell me what thou not’st about the field. Si spune-mi de se vede ceva mai insemnat
PINDARUS ascends the hill Pindarus suie dealul
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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!

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

William Shakespeare
Julius Caesar. Parallel Texts.

§ Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1896.

Ca azi veni in lume! In cercu-i nesfarsit

Se-ntoarce roata vremii, s-acuma voi sfarsi

Chiar unde incepusem, cdci viata-mi a parcurs
intreaga cale scrisa. —Ei, domnule, ce veste?
PINDARUS: Ah! scumpul meu stdpan...

CASSIUS: Vorbeste ce e nou?

PINDARUS: Vad cd Titinius este inghesuit d-aproape
De céldreti, ce-alunga pe caii lor asupra-i

Cu pinteni; — pe cand dénsul dand pinteni, tot alearga,
Acuma 1l ajunge, — Titinie, alearga!

Descaleca dintr-insii — descaleca si dansul:

E prins acum; —asculta! — Cu bucurie striga.

CASSIUS: Coboara-te d-acolo, si nu te mai uita.
Iar eu sunt un nemernic sa pot trdi sa vad

Pe cel mai bun prieten, prins chiar in fata mea!
Intrd Pindarus.
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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,

That ran through Caesar’s bowels, search this bosom.
Stand not to answer; here, take thou the hilts;

And, when my face is cover’d, as “tis now,

Guide thou the sword.

PINDARUS stabs him

Caesar, thou art reveng’d,

Even with the sword that kill'd thee.

Dies

PINDARUS: So, I am free; yet would not so have been,
Durst I have done my will. O Cassius,

Far from this country Pindarus shall run,

William Shakespeare
Julius Caesar. Parallel Texts.

§ Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1896.

T-apropie, bdiete: la Parthi departe odata
Te-am fdcut, tii minte, prizonier de arme,

Si te facui atunci sa juri, scapandu-ti viata,
Ca orisice poruncd, as vrea sd-ti dau, indata
O vei indeplini-o. Deci tineti jurdmantul

Ca sd devii om liber: cu palosul acesta

Pe Cezar ce-l impunse sa cauti pieptul meu.
Sa nu incerci a raspunde; apucd-1 de manier,
Pe cand mi-e fata ascunsd, precum o vezi acum,
{ti indreapta spade. Esti razbunat, oh! Cezar.
Chiar cu aceeasi spadd prin care ai murit.
Moare

PINDARUS: D-acum dar sunt liber; n-as fi dorit sa fie
In chipul dsta ins3, d-ar fi fost dupa voia-mi
Oh! Cassius, din tara aceasta se va duce
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Where never Roman shall take note of him.
Exit
Re-enter TITINIUS with MESSALA

MESSALA: It is but change, Titinius; for Octavius
Is overthrown by noble Brutus’ power,
As Cassius’ legions are by Antony.

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 t hat 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,

William Shakespeare
Julius Caesar. Parallel Texts.

§ Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1896.

Cat de departe Pindaru, ca nimeni sd nu stie

De rostul lui in lume.

Ies.

Reintrad Titinius si Messala.

MESSALA: E o schimbare numai, Titiniu, cdci Octaviu
E asuprit de forta mareatd a lui Brutus,

Precum e nimicitd d-Antonius, armata

Lui Cassiu.

TITINIUS: Va fi vesel cand va afla aceasta.
MESSALA: Dar unde este oare?

TITINIUS: Ramase disperat,

Pe dealul cel de colo cu Pindaru robul sau.
MESSALA: Nu este dansul oare ce zace jos acolo?
TITINIUS: Nu zace ca un lucru in viata. Vai! —ce vad?
MESSALA: Zi,—el e?

TITINIUS: Nu, Messala, a fost el, —dar acum

Vai! Cassiu nu mai este. —Oh! soare ce asfinteste
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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.

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,
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;

William Shakespeare
Julius Caesar. Parallel Texts.

§ Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1896.

Precum in raze rosii t-afunzi in marea noptii,

In sangele-ti apune si ziua ta oh! Cassiu.

Se stinse-al Romei soare! Lumina ne s-a dus;

Veniti, ploi, ceata, moarte, —céci am sfarsit de lucru!
Nesigur de izbdnda-mi, el a ajuns aici.

MESSALA: Zi ca d-a lui nesigur ajuns-a, el, aici.
Greseala! tu fatalul prunc al melancoliei!

De ce presimti, tu, oare inchipuirii noastre

Usor inseldtoare, icoane mincinoase?

Tu, ce esti zamislitd cu-atata usurintd,

La nasterea-ti esti moartea nenorocitei mame

Ce-n san te concepuse, ndpraznicd greseala!
TITINIUS: Hei! — Pindare! — dar unde esti, Pindare! —
Raspunde!

MESSALA: Titinie, tu, cautd-l, pe cAnd ma duc s-intampin
Pe renumitul Brutus, sd var aceasta stire

In trista lui ureche: pot zice sd o var,
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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 misconstrued every thing!

But, hold thee, take this garland on thy brow;
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.

William Shakespeare
Julius Caesar. Parallel Texts.

§ Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1896.

Céci sigur sunt ca fierul si lancea inveninatd,
Ar fi mult mai placute urechilor lui Brutus
Decat aceastd veste.

TITINIUS: Atunci te du, Messala,

Iar, eu, in timpul acela pe Pindarus cduta voi
lese Messala

Oh! Cassie voinice, de ce ma trimisesi?

Nu iti intalni amicii? Pe fruntea mea nu pus-au
Cu ména lor, cununa aceasta, in semn de slava,
Zicand ca-i pentru tine? N-ai auzit un strigat
De bucurie? Toate pe dos le-ai priceput!

Pe fruntea ta acum primeste dar cununa;

Mi-o dete pentru tine prietenul tdu Brutus,

Voi face cum imi spuse. Oh! Brutus, vino iute,

Sa poti vedea cu ochiu-ti cum am privit pe Cassiu.

Acum, oh! Zei, permiteti. Orice roman ar face
Ca mine: —iar, tu, spadad viteaza a lui Cassiu.
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William Shakespeare
Julius Caesar. Parallel Texts.
§ Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1896.

182
Kills himself Gaseste iute locul inimii lui Titinius.
Alarum. Re-enter MESSALA, with BRUTUS, CATO, STRATO, Moare.
VOLUMNIUS, and LUCILIUS Suna atacul. — Reintra Messala cu Brutus, tandrul Catone,

Stratone, Voluminius si Lucilius.

BRUTUS: Where, where, Messala, doth his body lie? BRUTUS: Messala, ne aratd in ce loc l-ai gasit?
MESSALA: Lo, yonder, and Titinius mourning it. MESSALA: Vedeti acolo, plange Titiniu langa dansul.
BRUTUS: Titinius’ face is upward. BRUTUS: Cu fata-n sus intoarsa?
CATO: He is slain. CATONE: Si dansul e ucis.
BRUTUS: O Julius Caesar! thou art mighty yet! BRUTUS: Oh! Iulius Cezar inca puternic esti si mare!
Thy spirit walks abroad and turns our swords Céci spiritul tdu umbla, si spade ne intoarce
In our own proper entrails. Chiar cdtre pieptul nostru.
Low alarums
CATO: Brave Titinius! CATONE: Titinie viteze!
Look, whether he have not crown’d dead Cassius! A-ncununat, el, fruntea lui Cassiu dupa moarte.
BRUTUS: Are yet two Romans living such as these? BRUTUS: Alti doi romani ca astia gasi s-ar oare in viata?
The last of all the Romans, fare thee well! Tu, ce esti cel din urma roman, iti zic adio!
It is impossible that ever Rome Nu este cu putintd sa poata creste Roma
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Should breed thy fellow. Friends, I owe more tears
To this dead man than you shall see me pay.

I shall find time, Cassius, I shall find time.
Come, therefore, and to Thasos send his body:
His funerals shall not be in our camp,

Lest it discomfort us. Lucilius, come;

And come, young Cato; —let us to the field.
Labeo and Flavius, set our battles on: —

“Tis three o’clock; and, Romans, yet ere night
We shall try fortune in a second fight.

Exeunt

William Shakespeare
Julius Caesar. Parallel Texts.

Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1896.

P-un alt barbat ca tine viteaz, maret si nobil.
Ah! sunt dator, prieteni, sa vars mai multe lacrimi
Acestui mort, ce zace-nainte-ne pe tarand,
Decat as fi in stare in viatd sa platesc.

Dar vremea o s vie, —da, Cassiu, o si vie.
Veniti dar, si la Thassos trimiteti corpul lui;
E bine sa nu facem inmorméantarea aici,

In taberele noastre si nu ne inmoaie ravna.
Lucilie, sa mergem la cAmpul bataliei;

Vin, tinere Catone. Sa plece Labeone

Si Flavius, s-aseze a noastre legiuni:

Trei ore sunt, inainte d-a se insera, romani,
Vom incerca norocul c-o alta batalie.

Ies.
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SCENE V.
Another Part of the Field.

Alarum. Enter fighting, Soldiers of both armies; then BRUTUS,
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:

I 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, I;
Brutus, my country’s friend; know me for Brutus!
Exit

William Shakespeare
Julius Caesar. Parallel Texts.

§ Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1896.

SCENAV.
O alta parte a cimpului de batilie.

Se sund atacuri. Intrd soldati ai ambelor armate, luptindu-se,
pe urmd Brutus, Catone, Lucilius si altii.

BRUTUS: Veti tine incd capul sus, scumpii mei tovarasi!
CATONE: Bastard e cine n-o face! cu mine cine vine?
Pe-ntregul cdmp de lupta striga-voi cine sunt
Priviti-ma, sunt fiul al marelui Catone!

Al tiraniei dusman si iubitor de tara!

Sunt fiul lui Catone, al marelui Catone!

Se arunca in invalmdseald.

BRUTUS: Si eu sunt Marcus Brutus, uitati-va la Brutus!
Sunt Brutus, iubitorul de tara, toti s-o stie!

lese aruncindu-se in mijlocul inamicului,

Catone este invins si cade.
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LUCILIUS: O young and noble Cato, art thou down?
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!

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, my lord.

ANTONY: Where is he?

LUCILIUS: Safe, Antony; Brutus is safe enough:

William Shakespeare
Julius Caesar. Parallel Texts.

§ Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1896.

LUCILIUS: Ah! Tinere si nobil Catone, ai cazut?

Si tu, mort voiniceste precum muri Titiniu;

Si esti demn sa fii fiul al marelui Catone.

PRIMUL SOLDAT: Preda-te, sau indata iti voi lua viata.
LUCILIUS: Predau viata numai: —repune-ma indata.

Ii dd bani.

Ucide-1 si pe Brutus sa fii cinstit prin moartea-i

PRIMUL SOLDAT: Aceasta nu se poate, —un prizonier de
seamal!

AL DOILEA SOLDAT: Loc! Lui Antoniu spune-i cd Brutus
este prins.

PRIMUL SOLDAT: il voi vesti, cici, iacd ne vine generalul.
Intrd Antonius

L-au prins pe Brutus, domnule; pe Brutus l-au luat.
ANTONIUS: Si unde e?

LUCILIUS: Sub paza, Antonius, fii sigur,
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I dare assure thee that no enemy

Shall ever take alive the noble Brutus:

The gods defend him from so great a shame!
When you do find him, or alive or dead,

He will be found like Brutus, like himself.

ANTONY: This is not Brutus, friend; but, I assure you,

A prize no less in worth: keep this man safe;
Give him all kindness: I had rather have
Such men my friends than enemies. Go on,
And see whe'r Brutus be alive or dead;

And bring us word unto Octavius’ tent
How every thing is chanc’d.

Exeunt

William Shakespeare
Julius Caesar. Parallel Texts.

§ Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1896.

Ca Brutus este bine pazit, si-n siguranta.

Fii incredintat d-aceea, cd niciun inamic

Nu va lua pe Brutus cat timp va fi in viata.

Ah! Zeii sa-1 pazeascd d-aceastd grea rusine!
Cand veti da peste dansul, d-i fi viu, d-o fi mort.
Tot Brutus va ramane cum trebuie sa fie.
ANTONIUS: Acesta nu e Brutus, amice; dar o preda
Nu mai putin de seama poti fi asigurat:

1 tine dar sub paz3, si poarta-te cu dansul

Cu bundtate mare; cdci oameni ca acesta
Prieteni voi sa-mi fie si nu dusmani. Deci du-te
Si afla daca Brutus traieste sau e mort:

Si adu-ne rdspunsul la cortul lui Octaviu

De cele intamplate.

Ies.
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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.

William Shakespeare
Julius Caesar. Parallel Texts.

§ Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1896.

187

SCENA'V.
O alta parte a cimpului de bataie.

Intrd Brutus, Dardanius, Clitus, Stratone si Volumnius.

BRUTUS: Veniti pe stdnca-aceasta, va odihniti sarmana
Si scumpd ramadsita de partizani s-amici.

CLITUS: Statilius cu torta se duse; dar d-atuncea

Nu s-a vdzut, mi-e teamd ca e ucis sau prins.
BRUTUS: Sezi jos acolo, Clitus. Azi moartea e la pret
Si foarte cautatd. Ascultd, scumpe Clitus...

Ti sopteste ceva la ureche.

CLITUS: Stapane, niciodata! Pentru nimic in lume.
BRUTUS: Atunci nicio vorba.

CLITUS: M-as omora mai bine.

BRUTUS: Dardanius, ascult]...
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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.

William Shakespeare
Julius Caesar. Parallel Texts.

§ Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1896.

188
Ti sopteste ceva.
DARDANIUS: S4 fac un fapt ca asta?
CLITUS: Dardanius...
DARDANIUS: Oh! Clitus!
CLITUS: Ce fapt nelegiuit
Cerut-a de la tine stdpanul nostru Brutus?

DARDANIUS: Ca sd-1 ucid, priveste, ideea il munceste.

CLITUS: Atat de plin e vasul acel marinimos

Cu lacrimi si mahnire cd-n ochi 1i se revarsa.

BRUTUS: Volumnie iubite, asculta: — vino-ncoace.

VOLUMNIUS: Stapanul meu, ce spune?
BRUTUS: Volumnie, aceasta:

In randuri diferite, de doud ori, fiind noapte,
Vazui inaintea-mi umbra lui Cezar ca s-arata.
La Sardis prima oard; si-n noaptea asta iarasi
In campul din Philippi. Si stiu c4 a sosit
Momentul mortii mele.
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William Shakespeare
Julius Caesar. Parallel Texts.
§ Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1896.

189
VOLUMNIUS: Not so, my lord. VOLUMNIUS: Nu poate fi, stapane.
BRUTUS: Nay, I am sure it is, Volumnius. BRUTUS: Volumnie, sunt sigur d-aceasta cum te vad.
Thou seest the world, Volumnius, how it goes; Observa lumea asta, Volumnie, cum merge:
Our enemies have beat us to the pit: Pe marginea prapastiei dusmanii ne-au impins;
Low alarums Mai demn ar fi ca singuri sd ne-azvarlim induntru,
It is more worthy to leap in ourselves, Decat stand ca sd vie sa ne impinga dansii.
Than tarry till they push us. Good Volumnius, Volumnie iubite, iti aduci aminte bine,
Thou know’st that we two went to school together: Ca ne-am dus la scoald impreuna amandoi;
Even for that our love of old, I prithee, In numele acelei prietenii a noastre,
Hold thou my sword-hilts, whilst I run on it. Te rog sd-mi tii tu spada sd pot sd ma impung.
VOLUMNIUS: That’s not an office for a friend, my lord. VOLUMNIUS: N-ar fi de un prieten aceasta faptd, domnule.
Alarum still Se aude zgomotul atacului.
CLITUS: Fly, fly, my lord; there is no tarrying here. CLITUS: Fugi, domnul meu, fugi iute, nu astepta aici.
BRUTUS: Farewell to you; and you; and you, Volumnius. BRUTUS: Adio dar, prieteni; Volumnie, adio.
Strato, thou hast been all this while asleep; Stratone, toatd vremea aceasta ai dormit;
Farewell to thee too, Strato. Countrymen, Acum adio dard, Stratone — Scumpi tovardsi,
My heart doth joy that yet in all my life Mi-e inima umplutd de bucurie incd,
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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.

So fare you well at once; for Brutus’ tongue

Hath almost ended his life’s history:

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.

BRUTUS: Hence! I will follow.

Exeunt CLITUS, DARDANIUS, and VOLUMNIUS
I prithee, Strato, stay thou by thy lord:

William Shakespeare
Julius Caesar. Parallel Texts.

§ Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1896.

190
Céci n-am gasit in viata-mi intreagd un barbat
Ce n-a pastrat credintd cu mine pan-la moarte.
Prin pierderea de astdzi, mai multd slavd am,
Decat acel renume ce pot sd dobandeascs,
Octaviu si Antoniu prin slaba lor izbanda.
Ramaneti dar cu bine; caci vorbele acestea,
Ce vi le spune Brutus vor incheia povestea
Intregii sale vieti. Pe ochii mei se lasa
Intunecimea noptii; mi-as odihni acum
Aceste oase frante ce au muncit atata,
S-apuce ceasul asta.
Zgomotul atacului creste.
VOCI INAUNTRU: Fugiti, fugiti, fugiti.
CLITUS: Fugi, domnul meu d-aici.
BRUTUS: Fugiti. — Urmez indata.
Ies Clitus, Dardanius, Volumnius.
Te rog, ramai, Stratone, aldturi cu mine;
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Thou art a fellow of a good respect;

Thy life hath had some smatch of honour in it:
Hold then my sword, and turn away thy face,
While I do run upon it. Wilt thou, Strato?

STRATO: Give me your hand first: fare you well, my lord.

BRUTUS: Farewell, good Strato — He runs on his sword
Caesar, now be still:

I kill’d not thee with half so good a will.

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,

William Shakespeare
Julius Caesar. Parallel Texts.

§ Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1896.

Mi-ai fost, tu, un tovards supus s-ascultator;

Si totdeauna cinstea ai pretuit-o-n viata:

Deci tine a mea spada, si intoarce-te incolo,

Pe cand m-arunc pe dansa. Stratone, ma auzi?
STRATONE: Intai intinde-mi mana. Adio, domnul meu.
BRUTUS: Adio, scump Stratone. — Te odihneste, Cezar
N-am fost pe jumatate asa voios pe tine

Cand te lovi cu fierul.

Se aruncd pe spadd si moare.

Se sund atacul, s-apoi retragerea. — Intrd, Octavius, Antonius,
Messala, Lucilius cu armata lor.

OCTAVIUS: Al cui om e acela?

MESSALA: Imi pare c4 e unul din oamenii lui Brutus.
Stratone, unde este stapanul tau? Raspunde.
STRATONE: Scdpat-a de robia in care a cazut;

Biruitorii doar foc vor putea sa faca

Din trupul lui d-acuma: cdci Brutus e invins
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William Shakespeare
Julius Caesar. Parallel Texts.
§ Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1896.

192

And no man else hath honour by his death. Numai de Brutus insasi, si niciun om in lume

Nu va putea culege din moartea lui vreo fala.
LUCILIUS: So Brutus should be found. I thank thee, Brutus, LUCILIUS: Asa cduta pe Brutus sa-1 afle. — Scumpe Brutus,
That thou hast prov’d Lucilius’ saying true. {ti multumesc ca moartea-ti a dat adeverire

La vorba lui Luciliu.
OCTAVIUS: All that serv’d Brutus, I will entertain them. OCTAVIUS: Veti sti cd toti aceia
Fellow, wilt thou bestow thy time with me? Ce au servit pe Brutus, vor fi opriti de mine.

Vrei timpul tdu, amice, cu mine sa-1 petreci?
STRATO: Ay, if Messala will prefer me to you. STRATONE: Da, dacd vrea Messala sd ne recomande.
OCTAVIUS: Do so, good Messala. OCTAVIUS: Messala, fi o dara.
MESSALA: How died my master, Strato? MESSALA: Cum a murit stdpan-tau?
STRATO: I held the sword, and he did run on it. STRATONE: Eu, spada am tinut-o si el s-a aruncat.
MESSALA: Octavius, then take him to follow thee, MESSALA: Octavie, primeste atunci sa te urmeze
That did the latest service to my master. P-acela, ce lui Brutus facut-a cel din urma

Serviciu in viata de credincios prieten.
ANTONY: This was the noblest Roman of them all; ANTONIUS: Din toti romanii, acesta a fost cel mai cinstit;
All the conspirators save only he Céci toti conspiratorii, afard doar de dansul,
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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

William Shakespeare
Julius Caesar. Parallel Texts.
§ Translated into Romanian by Scarlat Ion Ghica, 1896.
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Ce au facut lui Cezar, din pizma au facut.
El s-a unit cu dansii cu duh neprihanit
Si cu obstescul bine in gandul sdu maret.
El, plin de bunatate in traiul sdu a fost;
S-acele elemente ce firea-i compuneau,
Erau amestecate cu-atata gingdsie,
C-ar fi putut natura, de intruparea-i mandra,
Sa zicd-a fost acesta in adevar un om!
OCTAVIUS: Sa-i acordam d-aceia onorurile toate
Si pompa cea funebra ce este potrivita
Cu meritele sale. In cortul meu veti pune,
Cu cinstea cuvenitd unui ostas ca dansul,
Cea tristd ramasita. Trimiteti la odihna
Pe oameni, si sd mergem sa impartim castigul
Victoriei, ce astidzi norocul ne-a dat.
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