
Audition Sides: Monologue 1: Friends, Romans, Countrymen 
 
ANTONY 

Friends, Romans, countrymen, lend me your ears; 
I come to bury Caesar, not to praise him. 
The evil that men do lives after them; 
The good is oft interred with their bones; 
So let it be with Caesar. The noble Brutus 
Hath told you Caesar was ambitious: 
If it were so, it was a grievous fault, 
And grievously hath Caesar answer'd it. 
Here, under leave of Brutus and the rest-- 
For Brutus is an honourable man; 
So are they all, all honourable men-- 
Come I to speak in Caesar's funeral. 
He was my friend, faithful and just to me: 
But Brutus says he was ambitious; 
And Brutus is an honourable man. 
He hath brought many captives home to Rome 
Whose ransoms did the general coffers fill: 
Did this in Caesar seem ambitious? 
When that the poor have cried, Caesar hath wept: 
Ambition should be made of sterner stuff: 
Yet Brutus says he was ambitious; 
And Brutus is an honourable man. 
You all did see that on the Lupercal 
I thrice presented him a kingly crown, 
Which he did thrice refuse: was this ambition? 
Yet Brutus says he was ambitious; 
And, sure, he is an honourable man. 
I speak not to disprove what Brutus spoke, 
But here I am to speak what I do know. 
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. 

 

Audition Sides: Monologue 2: Why, man, he doth bestride the 
narrow world 
 
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; 
Sound them, it doth become the mouth as well; 
Weigh them, it is as heavy; conjure with 'em, 
Brutus will start a spirit as soon as Caesar. 
Now, in the names of all the gods at once, 
Upon what meat doth this our Caesar feed, 
That he is grown so great? Age, thou art shamed! 
Rome, thou hast lost the breed of noble bloods! 
When went there by an age, since the great flood, 
But it was famed with more than with one man? 
When could they say till now, that talk'd of Rome, 
That her wide walls encompass'd but one man? 
Now is it Rome indeed and room enough, 
When there is in it but one only man. 
O, you and I have heard our fathers say, 
There was a Brutus once that would have brook'd 
The eternal devil to keep his state in Rome 
As easily as a king. 

 
 



 

Audition Sides: Sides 1: 2.2 Caesar, Calpurnia, Servant, 
Decius Brutus 
 

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

Nor heaven nor earth have been at peace to-night: 
Thrice hath Calpurnia in her sleep cried out, 
'Help, ho! they murder Caesar!' Who's within? 

Enter a Servant 

Servant 
My lord? 

CAESAR 
Go bid the priests do present sacrifice 
And bring me their opinions of success. 

Servant 
I will, my lord. 

Exit 

Enter CALPURNIA 

CALPURNIA 
What mean you, Caesar? think you to walk 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. 

CALPURNIA 
Caesar, I never stood on ceremonies, 
Yet now they fright me. There is one within, 
Besides the things that we have heard and seen, 
Recounts most horrid sights seen by the watch. 
A lioness hath whelped in the streets; 



And graves have yawn'd, and yielded up their dead; 
Fierce fiery warriors fought upon the clouds, 
In ranks and squadrons and right form of war, 
Which drizzled blood upon the Capitol; 
The noise of battle hurtled in the air, 
Horses did neigh, and dying men did groan, 
And ghosts did shriek and squeal about the streets. 
O Caesar! these things are beyond all use, 
And I do fear them. 

CAESAR 
What can be avoided 
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. 

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

CAESAR 
Cowards die many times before their deaths; 
The valiant never taste of death but once. 
Of all the wonders that I yet have heard. 
It seems to me most strange that men should fear; 
Seeing that death, a necessary end, 
Will come when it will come. 

Re-enter Servant 

What say the augurers? 
Servant 

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

CAESAR 
The gods do this in shame of cowardice: 
Caesar should be a beast without a heart, 
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. 

CALPURNIA 
Alas, my lord, 
Your wisdom is consumed in confidence. 
Do not go forth to-day: call it my fear 
That keeps you in the house, and not your own. 
We'll send Mark Antony to the senate-house: 
And he shall say you are not well to-day: 
Let me, upon my knee, prevail in this. 

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

Enter DECIUS BRUTUS 

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

CALPURNIA 
Say he is sick. 

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

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

CAESAR 



The cause is in my will: I will not come; 
That is enough to satisfy the senate. 
But for your private satisfaction, 
Because I love you, I will let you know: 
Calpurnia here, my wife, stays me at home: 
She dreamt to-night she saw my statua, 
Which, like a fountain with an hundred spouts, 
Did run pure blood: and many lusty Romans 
Came smiling, and did bathe their hands in it: 
And these does she apply for warnings, and portents, 
And evils imminent; and on her knee 
Hath begg'd that I will stay at home to-day. 

 

Audition Sides: Sides 2: Portia, Lucius, Soothsayer in 2.4 
 
PORTIA 

I prithee, boy, run to the senate-house; 
Stay not to answer me, but get thee gone: 
Why dost thou stay? 

LUCIUS 
To know my errand, madam. 

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

LUCIUS 
Madam, what should I do? 
Run to the Capitol, and nothing else? 
And so return to you, and nothing else? 

PORTIA 
Yes, bring me word, boy, if thy lord look well, 
For he went sickly forth: and take good note 



What Caesar doth, what suitors press to him. 
Hark, boy! what noise is that? 

LUCIUS 
I hear none, madam. 

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

LUCIUS 
Sooth, madam, I hear nothing. 

Enter the Soothsayer 

PORTIA 
Come hither, fellow: which way hast thou been? 

Soothsayer 
At mine own house, good lady. 

PORTIA 
What is't o'clock? 

Soothsayer 
About the ninth hour, lady. 

PORTIA 
Is Caesar yet gone to the Capitol? 

Soothsayer 
Madam, not yet: I go to take my stand, 
To see him pass on to the Capitol. 

PORTIA 
Thou hast some suit to Caesar, hast thou not? 

Soothsayer 
That I have, lady: if it will please Caesar 
To be so good to Caesar as to hear me, 
I shall beseech him to befriend himself. 

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

Soothsayer 
None that I know will be, much that I fear may chance. 
Good morrow to you. Here the street is narrow: 
The throng that follows Caesar at the heels, 



Of senators, of praetors, common suitors, 
Will crowd a feeble man almost to death: 
I'll get me to a place more void, and there 
Speak to great Caesar as he comes along. 

Exit 

PORTIA 
I must go in. Ay me, how weak a thing 
The heart of woman is! O Brutus, 
The heavens speed thee in thine enterprise! 
Sure, the boy heard me: Brutus hath a suit 
That Caesar will not grant. O, I grow faint. 
Run, Lucius, and commend me to my lord; 
Say I am merry: come to me again, 
And bring me word what he doth say to thee. 

Exeunt severally 

 
 
 
 
 
 

Audition Sides: Sides 3: 2.1 Conspirators [cut down] - 
Lucius, Brutus, CASSIUS, CASCA, DECIUS BRUTUS, CINNA, METELLUS 

CIMBER, and TREBONIUS 

 
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? 



LUCIUS 
No, sir; their hats are pluck'd about their ears, 
And half their faces buried in their cloaks, 
That by no means I may discover them 
By any mark of favour. 

BRUTUS 
Let 'em enter. 

Exit LUCIUS 

They are the faction. O conspiracy, 
Shamest thou to show thy dangerous brow by night, 
When evils are most free? O, then by day 
Where wilt thou find a cavern dark enough 
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 BRUTUS, CINNA, 
METELLUS CIMBER, and TREBONIUS 

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

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

CASSIUS 
Yes, every man of them, and no man here 
But honours you; and every one doth wish 
You had but that opinion of yourself 

 


	Audition Sides: Monologue 1: Friends, Romans, Countrymen 
	Audition Sides: Monologue 2: Why, man, he doth bestride the narrow world 
	Audition Sides: Sides 1: 2.2 Caesar, Calpurnia, Servant, Decius Brutus 
	Audition Sides: Sides 2: Portia, Lucius, Soothsayer in 2.4 
	Audition Sides: Sides 3: 2.1 Conspirators [cut down] - Lucius, Brutus, CASSIUS, CASCA, DECIUS BRUTUS, CINNA, METELLUS CIMBER, and TREBONIUS 

