
Antony & Cleopatra Auditions - MEN
I-1, 1
PHILO:  Nay, but this dotage of our general’s

O’erflows the measure: those his goodly eyes,
That o’er the files and musters of the war
Have glow’d like plated Mars, now bend, now turn,
The office and devotion of their view
Upon a tawny front: his captain’s heart,
Which in the scuffles of great fights hath burst
The buckles on his breast, reneges all temper,
And is become the bellows and the fan
To cool a gipsy’s lust.

I-4, 1
OCTAVIUS:  You may see, Lepidus, and henceforth know,

It is not Caesar’s natural vice to hate
Our great competitor: from Alexandria
This is the news: he fishes, drinks, and wastes
The lamps of night in revel; is not more man-like
Than Cleopatra; nor the queen of Ptolemy
More womanly than he; you shall find there
A man who is the abstract of all faults
That all men follow.

LEPIDUS:  I must not think there are
Evils enough to darken all his goodness:
His faults in him seem as the spots of heaven,
More fiery by night’s blackness.

OCTAVIUS:  You are too indulgent. Let us grant, it's not
Amiss to tumble on the bed of Ptolemy;
To give a kingdom for a mirth; to sit
And keep the turn of tippling with a slave;
To reel the streets at noon, and stand the buffet
With knaves that smell of sweat: say this becomes him,--
Yet must Antony
No way excuse his soils, when we do bear
So great weight in his lightness. 

II-1, 19
POMPEY:  He dreams: I know they are in Rome together,

Looking for Antony. But all the charms of love,
Salt Cleopatra, soften thy wanéd lip!
Let witchcraft join with beauty, lust with both!
Tie up the libertine in a field of feasts,
Keep his brain fuming; Epicurean cooks
Sharpen with cloyless sauce his appetite,
That sleep and feeding may prorogue his honour
Even till a Lethe’d dulness!

II-2, 123
AGRIPPA:  Give me leave, Caesar,--

Thou hast a sister by the mother’s side,
Admired Octavia: great Mark Antony
Is now a widower.
To hold you in perpetual amity,
To make you brothers, and to knit your hearts
With an unslipping knot, take Antony
Octavia to his wife; whose beauty claims
No worse a husband than the best of men;
Whose virtue and whose general graces speak



That which none else can utter. By this marriage,
All little jealousies, which now seem great,
Would then be nothing: her love to both
Would, each to other and all loves to both,
Draw after her. 

V-1, 5
DERCETAS:  I am call’d Dercetas;

Mark Antony I served, who best was worthy
Best to be served: whilst he stood up and spoke,
He was my master; and I wore my life
To spend upon his haters. If thou please
To take me to thee, as I was to him
I’ll be to Caesar; if thou pleasest not,
I yield thee up my life.

OCTAVIUS:  What is’t thou say’st?
DERCETAS:  I say, O Caesar, Antony is dead.
OCTAVIUS:  The breaking of so great a thing should make

A greater crack: the round world
Should have shook lions into civil streets,
And citizens to their dens: the death of Antony
Is not a single doom; in the name lay
A moiety of the world.

DERCETAS:  He is dead, Caesar:
Not by a public minister of justice,
Nor by a hired knife; but that self hand,
Which writ his honour in the acts it did,
Hath, with the courage which the heart did lend it,
Splitted the heart. This is his sword;
I robb’d his wound of it; behold it stain’d
With his most noble blood.

V-2, 244
Clown: Truly, I have him: but I would not be the party

that should desire you to touch him, for his biting
is immortal; those that do die of it do seldom or
never recover.

CLEOPATRA:  Rememberest thou any that have died on’t?
Clown:  Very many, men and women too. I heard of one of

them no longer than yesterday: a very honest woman,
but something given to lie; as a woman should not
do, but in the way of honesty: how she died of the
biting of it, what pain she felt: truly, she makes
a very good report o’ the worm; but he that will
believe all that they say, shall never be saved by
half that they do: but this is most fallible, the
worm’s an odd worm.


